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PREFACE.

last address of the patriot, serve to drown the cries of woe that

would otherwise rend the ear.  Distance, too, dims the sight of

cruelty and injustice, and our spirit of vengeance is not thoroughly

: roused. But could we follow those ill-fated men in every step of

i . their bold march; could we hear their words through the burning

. ' _ . day, and read their thoughts, as they lay at night on the bosom of

’ the betrayed isle; could.we Place our ear, as it were, on the breast

; : h ‘ and listen to the very heart-throbs of each of those noble spirits;

o could we witness the insolence of the haughty foe in his ‘triumph,

1ot of valor, but of numbers and advantages; could we see the cham

pions of freedom mercilessly slaughtered by the minions of tyrahny,

then would our indignation burst all bounds, and America would,

. S e . - with one voice, call aloud for vengeancel It is the object of the

i ' " ' succeeding pages in some measure to supply this vivid picture; to pay

a tribute to the memory of those who died in that noble cause; to

‘do justice to the pure motives of their deeds, which are condemned

more for their want of success than for the want of virtue in them-

selves; and to depict the occurrences of those hours of which‘the're:

can he no record left. And it is impossible that these can be exag-

gerated. We know, not the worst, but from what we do Imow we

must infer that in the undescribed intervals which exist between the S
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. CHAPTER 1.

'Septmbar ]1 1854.

‘¢ The past but livel in words."

LeT the eyes that are to follow me through this romance
rest with kind indulgence on its pages. I do mot write to
.see a book in print, and call it mine—Ah! no. I would
not put forth my hand to cull the brlghtest flower of fame ;
for it would be worthless to me, since there i is not one who
would smile and call it beautiful, because it lay upon my
brow. I am utterly alone. The only kindred blood I ever
knew, stains the green shore of Cuba, and now my own
heart clings with a sad, passionate fondness, to that fatally o
loved isle, which has robbed me of all that made life
beautiful.
If, when the bitter waters of memory and sorrow are .
stirred, I speak with such harshness as ’twere “ better not
to know,” let the happy pause ere they condemn, let the ]
sad of heart muse on their own suffering, and,_]udge me .
kindly. : : el
My characters are not then, all ﬁctltnous ; some of them
have, or have had, living originals in the actual. world.
Then, dear reader, as I sit in memory’8 silent chamber, :
one by one I take from the 1maged ‘wall those plc_
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which I strive to paint o‘nIth mental canvas of your min
throw thou the warm light of sympathy around them ; let
theircolors glow in that generous interest the fair and brave
ever feel for the nobly unfortunate.

The subject which I have chosen is one not only of
interest, but of importance. I, in common with my country-
men, the freemen of America, feel a deep and growing
sympathy for the oppressed abroad, and more especially
the unbappy people under our own immediate coguizance,
for whom Lopez and his followers so heroically died. I
am glad to pay a tribute, however slight, to the memory of
him whose character presents the admirable union of modern
enlightenment and olden chivalry, whose life was one long
struggling sigh for freedom, whose martyrdom was a sub-
lime vindication of his great faith and sincerity.

The name of Lopez is'déstined to stand first on the pages
of Cuban history, when Cuba has, by a victorious struggle,
made herself worthy of his death. -

By the greatness of his love, the earnestness of his faith,
the bitterness of his death, he won the first and holiest place
in the heart of the republic which will arise and call him
father. ‘ -

\ : The character of General Lopez has suffered much injust-
" ‘ié‘g., He did not succeed ; ‘and men judge him by the result of

o his enterpyjse. This is‘mhost unjust, for there are fow aware
..+ of the dark treachery which surrounded on every side his
. efforkto relieje from despotism the country he loved. Itis
- true; like all generous natures, he trusted too much. Honest

\ knev;'.rnpI tait so dark as suspicion. Spies paid by the
. gov’erameﬁ,féf ©Cuba wore the garb of patriotism, and stood
.- in’ the sevret connci 8 of the liberalists, bearing every plan
dark: employers. Thus the officials became aware

G’éﬁeral Lopez expected them to receive him with

N

" . ‘himself, relying confidently on the integrity of others, he .

 were most actively concerned in the revolution, .
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gladness, to meet him with a
were either confined in heav
assassin’s dagger.
The small-hearted,
nistration hag thrown
Lopez, an unjust mise
Yet every man, after d;
has the elements of c
" heart, cannot fajl to
beautiful and good which dj
the llustrious Cuban’s political life.

The wondrous constancy of that devotj i
his .f0131d death-words to guba, the h:I;Ot:z:enWItlllldlofgzv'e
Patriotism, the sublime faith and trust which no gisa i :ts
ment could shake, 7ust touch every generous heart Frone
His was not the struggle of a day; .
early period of his life ’

mmunition and Provisions, the
y dungeons, or sleeping by the

vesting himself of thig influence, if he
andor an honesty implanted in his own

. r capable when combati
with error. e could not know despair, he hurled it ?‘rlolin

}um with a giant’fs pPower; turning with cold forgetfulness
rom past adversxty, still aspiring, still pursuing with the

ceaseless energy of conscious o i i |
. s right his gloriou
Cuba’s liberation. i ; *scheme for

Then, disrobed of all prejudjee,
reader, standing on the evidence of his own life—s patriot,

pure in heart and honest in purpose mpi
in b Pose, a noble ch
Cuba’s Liberty and huma.nity’s rights. b Selpion ff)lT_

I place him before 'my

1"' i
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CHAPTER IL

IN a spacious room, with brilliant lights and luxurious fur-
niture, sat two men in earnest conversation. They were
very unlike, the American and Cuban General. The face
of the one was calm, almost stern, with clear searching eyes
of patriotism’s ¢ true blue.” The stiff military mustache

_ gave the curved upper lip of his haughty mouth an expres-

sion still more determined. The voice was quick as a
staccato strain in music, decided as one accustomed to com-
mand and be obeyed. As you looked on bim you felt that
he was a man, who with a knowledge of right would stand
before a world’s opposition as a strong marble pillar in a

raging storm, never swerving, never yielding, unbending

and defiant. .
The othér was dark, with the passionate splendor of a
southern clime; his face, although open and generous, had

_an air of sturdy resolve and perseverance. Hiseyes flashed.

with patriotic enthusiasm as he paused in the statement he
had been giving of that enterprise which now occupied his
whole attention. He listened anxiously as the Aierican
replied— '-

“It seems, indeed, that the present juncture calls for your
immediate actign. But are you sure that the Creole forces
on the island are organized and ready to co-operate with
you on your landing ¥’ :

"« Their organization is as far completed as the necessary
secresy will permit. I do not fear to trust them. They
would not sacrifice my gallant little army by any weak

indecision.” -

“« But,‘éene;al; the Americans with whom I am assogiated,

are most anxious td,-px%t themselves under your direction and

o controL. 'Tiieir confidence in your valor and skill .will

¢

-

»

N

spire them with a stronger hope and trust. Many of them
have fought under you in other days, and will willingly obe

your orders, and be entirely guided by your judgment. };
have come then, once more, to offer you that positio;n, whose

acceptance will give Cuba powerful aid. It will give dig- -

nity to the expedition even in the eyes of the prejudiced ;
)

and, with its supporters, it will place its success beyond a
doubt.”

There was ilence i .
a hushed sxlen'ce in the room. The Cuban’s

face was e: ith i i i i i
ace was eager with intense interest, as if a nation’s destiny -

depended on the answer. TVho cazn say! The steadfast
eyes of the American General looked e:arnestly forward)as
th.cglgh they were searching into futurity. At len he
said—

“ General Lopez, you well know my sympathy with your
hopes,-my respect and hearty approval of your cause—a
cause justifiable in the spirit, intent, and conscience of its
supporters. I'thank both you and my own countrymen for

“t?)is mark of trust, even while I decline the responsible posi-
tion you offer me. I rely not less on your good faith and
ability than on the courage and fidelity of your men. But
I greatly doubt the expediency of the expedition at this
present time. That the Cubans desire a change of govern-
ment I do not deny. You have certainly strong proof to
that effect. But are they now prepared to make a struggle
in behalf of their liberty 2. To rise, that y:?)u may assist
!:hem‘ to unfasten their yoke? Have you force enough to
inspire them with confidence of success? For they will
dread the fearful consequences of a failure; and they well
kuow, in case of defeat, the garrote will be their fate. Then,
again, should they flock unanimously around you without
arms, they could render but little assistance. You should
be.strong eno ‘h, independent of their aid, to make your
first battles decisive ; for the men you take with you must
necessarily do most of thé fighting. The Creoles are not,

4

wl
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they are mostly ignorant of the ordinary management of a
gun. Our own men, accustomed as they are from early
boyhoofto the free use of firearms, require {he severest
‘drilling’ and discipline. You should have, instead of five
bundred, five thousand men, well trained and equipped;

gufficient means to maintajn the government which you
establish until it is able to stand on its own strength. The
military adage, ¢« discretion is the better part of valor)’ is
peculiarly applicable. In providing for a failure you avert
t” “

“Very true,” answered Lopez «“but, General, I dare
not wait longer. My men are impatient for action. They
have been thwarted and delayed, until their hopes and
trust are well mgh gone. Besides, it is no scheme of con-
quest. We do not go to rouse the natives to rebellion, but to
aid them in driving from their land the dark oppressors
who encumber its soil. I have the assurance of a people
-weary of their bondage, whose chains have long been fes-

tenng on them; and who, from this attempt, can fear no-

consequences more grievous than the daily burden they
have so long borne without resistance. I have this surety,
beside their expressed promises and their actions already
- begun, that they will fly to the standard of freedom as

goon. as it is ed.” ‘
¢TI do nor?;eel the confidence which you perhaps are
right in placmg in the firmness of the Creoles ; therefore, in
taking the direction of the Patriot forces, I should be acting
contrary to my judgment and conviction of propriety.
. This. I cannot do. It is not a love of inactive ease,” con-
tinued the veteran soldier, ¢ ne1ther is it a regard for per-
sonal mterest or sa.fety that festraing me, but I cannot lead
men where there,is not a. prospect of ove;commg danger
with ha.rdy courage ahd skill. You land with five hundred
men. Your first battle may be victorious, but your num-
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enemy will be hourly increased by the addition of fresh
troops. Your band, Spartan though it be, can effect but
little against the immense force that will be brought to

_ bear upon it; for thie whole strength of the Spanish army is,

as you well know, concentrated on the island. Yet I would
not discourage you. God grant your success may prove my
fears groundless !”

“Your reasons,” said the Cuban, thoughtfully, “ may be
just and true; but I am urged by convictions equally
strong, though opposite, to proceed. If, in the singleness
of my zeal, I am rash—if, in the greatness of my hopes, I
am blind to the scruples of your superior judgment, it is,
that I cannot put from me the reliance I have on the sturdy
strength of my American allies, or the unshaken confidence
I repose in the powerful support which will be given me by
the natives of Cuba. If I fail, I shall have the honest
knowledge, that I dared for good. This will, in a measure,
compensate me for any misfortune to myself, which may
follow my effort in behalf of my country’s liberty. Yet
hope is very strong in my breast. My aim is a high and
glorious one—the elevation of a degraded people. The
proclamation of the President is——"’

“ A mere piece of coquetry with Spain,” mterrupted the
American, with a lurking smile, ‘intended to open her
friendly ear to any proposals which may hereafter be made
relative to the purchase of Cuba, which Mr. Fillmore is
doubtless anxious to secure for the glory of his administra-

_tion. This severity is but seeming. Yet the proclamation

is not only arbitrary, but most unwise. The President of
the United States cannot, with propriety, by any act
of his own,-estop himself from claiming th’e’right to
protect the life. of an American citizen under @l circum-
stances ; ke has'no right to will away‘the lives of ﬁeemen

If, through his mistaken policy, he deems them erring,

YR

i T
WAL e
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the generous side of freedom. It is his Qut}', and should
be his pride, to shield and protect American interest. It is

not his province to wantonly assign away to a foreign
‘power the lives and liberties of men by whose sufferance
he holds his position of limited—not absolute—power. e

is not their master, nor are they his slaves, to be thus deli-
vered up at pleasure to the mercy of a despotic oppressor.
The President is the servant of the sovereign people, not
their arbiter. 'This assumption of absolute control—this
taking on himself the right to withdraw a government’s
protection from her free-born sons, is unlawful and most
derogatory to the patriotic dignity of the man who stands
in that position once held by the “immortal lover of the
people.” It is an unnatural mother who forsakes her
child, and permits him to be harshly dealt with by a stran-
ger. A common sense of justice scorns the sophistry which
admits that America can, with any show of consistency,
condemn her children because they seek to extend the

wery principles which are the life-breath of her own

existence—the very principles which she from their in-
fancy instils into their minds, inculcates in their hearts,
as the surest foundation of moral and political good.
If, with this before her, she could bring herself to cen-
sure the advocacy of the fundamental doctrines of her own
né.tionality—irshould "have been with the loving-kindness
of a moth:er, and not with the violence of a despot. It was
not ker pliace ‘to cast reproach and indignity upon them.
These men are no cowards to be menaced with arms—no
children t'lo be frightened into a servile obedience! The
proclamation was disgraceful! The President has laid
'do,wn—gillven away his right to interfere in their behalf. It
was wrong, sir—all wrong, injudicious, and uncalled for.”
—The geheral brought his hand down in the most emphatic
manner upon the table by which he sat.

~ vation of American life and Republican honor.
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; \ may indeed
‘ d-eplo‘rable, for if we are unfortunate, which Gog fI(:rl?ied
Spain w11.1 be emboldened to treat with the utmost ri 0"
the Americans who fall into her hands.” &

“It is true, the President has evinced an unpardonable

Wal‘lt of forethought—has given up his right to interfere in
their behalf; yet I Lelieve him to have the honest heart of
a free man, and he will in case of emergency be true to his
trust.  He cannot with consistency stand between them
and the. t?'rannic cruelty of Spain; but the consistency of
an administration is a little thing to sacrifice for the preser-

Spain will

not dare to use harshness—save, sir, at the peril of her na-

tional existence.”

There was silence for a moment. Lopez looked on the
brave proud face before him, and said— "
‘“General ! T have much to thank

kindness which y you for the unfailing

ou have shown me as a man, the generbus

Sympathy you have manifested in the cause which I repre-

sent. Your interest tn belalf of my unh
plainly without the stain of self, for what more can you ask
of fo.rtune or fame than that which you already possess !
1 daxl_',f"feel the loss Cuba will sustain in your absence:
from- this struggle. If you were but identified with the
hopes of Cuba’s friends! if you would but accept -this
commandancy, which I cannot, thréugh regard for your
scruples, urge upon you ”

. “Ah! sir, you have nothing to thank me for. I did but
give you that liand whose fellowship shall never be with-
held from thcse whom I conceive to be truly good, what-
ever censure may ensue. I am as honest in my good feel-
ing for yourself, as in the deep abiding interest I cherish for
the enslaved land whose just rights you are seeking to esta-
blish at such fearful hazard. This act, by which you risk
your life for the honor ard liberty of a people, I can but

appy country is
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admire. An act which in its motive, its daring, and its in-
tended -results, is of the most chivalrous and patriotic. cha-
racter ; an act whose performance is but the natural duty
-you owe to Cuba. Itisa laudable undertal_king, and I trust
that you may remove the restraint and gloom of tyranny
from that beautiful island, that you may live to see com-
merce, agriculture, and education, flourish even as in my own
glorious country—the proudest nation the world ever saw.
This, sir, would, I know, compensate you for past misfor-
tune, and all which you may yet incur. Then—bring your
Creole forces to stand firm beside the American allies—
put arms into the hands of the people who pine for free-
dom—lead them to battle against the cnslavers—and God
help you!” , .
" The Cuban grasped the ¢ordial hand of the bold, honest

American hero. There were no further words between them, -

yet he felt that, whatever his fate, Cuba would not be without
a friend.

CHAPTER III.

‘¢ She was like
A dream of poetry, that may not be
Written or told—exceeding beautiful.”
- WiILLIs.
“ Il do whate'er thou wilt, I will be silent :
But O! a reined tongue, and bursting heart,
Are hard at once to bear.”

. BaiLLIE.
“ I have such eagerness of hope

T?‘beneﬁs my kind.’

/

Laxpon.

‘ ;]_:T,is' n_()'t,'jI' know, Athq'fashionA to describe your heroine;
S5 her personal charms, if she have any (beauty being rather
. at discount in the li,terary"wprld), must appear stealthil y,—

.3 v M

H
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seeing or
reading of a beautiful woman, and trusting to find a sy m-
pathetic taste in my reader, I will at once say how much
more than beautiful was Genevieve Clifton, as she stood at
evening’s hushed hour, within the recess of 2 deep window,
in one of those splendid houses found on the southern
coast.

The dark curls thrown back revealed a face at once
passionate and spiritual ; a calm delicious moonlight face,
with features of that pure delicate cast, whose tranquil re-
pose saddens the heart with a vague fear of future clouds.
The full round forehead, relieved of its hanging shade, was
rather low, with a gentle womanly expression, which you
admired more than its extreme whiteness, or even the rare
beauty of the temple-veins, blue with Louisiana’s oldest
aud richest blood.

The arched brows and keenly cut nostril gave an idea of
pride, which was contradicted in the cheering smile of the
small red mouth, whose lips unclosed with reluctant grace,
as if jealous of exposing the white pearl gems within.

But the rarest charm of this sweet face lay in the eyes,
of that deep dark blue the summer sky wears before a
storm. Over them the almond-shaped lids drooped as if
wearied by the heavy black lashes which fringed them, and
rested on a cheek where the rose seldom came. :

The form was round, but sliéht even to fragility, with
that appealing \irillovs'y grace seen only in women of the
south.

‘Now; there was an anxious shadow on the brow of this

young girl, as she stood with her eyes fixed sadly on the -

dark waters of turbulent Mississippi. How true it is, that
though we willingly acknowledge the superiority of intel-
lect over ‘beauty, though we admit it to be a higher gift,
one more worthy of homage, yet there certainly is a spell
in unconscious loveliness that immediately touches the

4
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Leart, a mystic fascination ingf 1armony 0
which rouses every deep sympathy, and draws you towards
" its possessor with an influence nothing else can exefcise.
8o it was with Genevieve. You loved her at once, for
_the promise of inner beauty” which her face gave, a
promise of spirit-loneliness which made you turn again and
again to look on her, that you might assure yourself it was
no picture-dream of your own imagination, but a liying
reality of nature’s highest perfection—a true and beautiful
woman. |
The last gorgeous sunbeam was gone, but Genevieve

lingered, evidently watching. for she stepped, suddenly on
the terrace, and looked eagerly down the lopg avenue of
magnohasJ then, sighing, she threw her arm across the

balustrade, and, with impatient weariness, her head fell on -

her small white hands—for ’twas but the rustling evening
wind that parted the fragrant orange- -boughs, bringing the
mellow todes of the negro’s evening song.

Tw111_ght with its purple shadows, veiled the earth, and

now' that her eyes were hid, the stars came timidly

forth.
Time glides on evening’s starry wing. The moon’s pale
trembling |beams fell around her, but still the maiden

watched. But eager steps are heard, and she turns to greet

the lover of her youth, and the master of her destiny—
Ralph Dudlcy

“ Ralph, I thought you would never come; I have
watched till my heart ached with its own Ionehness, and
yet you lingered until now.”

The eyes raised so reproachfully to his own were un-
© heeded. He did not answer for a moment, but raised her

hand caresmngly to hls llps, and drew her in the lighted
room. ‘

» - % The night air is too damp, Genevieve ; your curls are
heavy thli the dew.”.

l -
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ies. Org/« I did not think of my curls; they are not so heavy as

my heart.”

““ See,” he answered, holding a letter, “I have brought
something to cheer you.”

She broke the seal, and scanned its contents rapidly :—
“ Mabel, dear Mabel ! She is coming, Ralph ; now, by
to-morrow’s boat. I am so glad;” and she laughed
happily.

“Ah! Genevieve, laugh always. I tell you I can’t
stand a woman’s sad face; I feel like shooting myself, and
sending for my friend, the undertaker,” if it would only
make her smile.”

“ Don’t be so heroic, Ralph; let me tell you about
Mabel. I know you will like her.” |

‘I dare say I shall think her a very nice little Yankee,
whom my Genevieve’s enthusiasm has idealized into ‘an
angel and a dream.” ”’

““ No,” she. said decidedly, “you will think her the
rarest, -loveliest swoman you ever knew. You have too
much good taste not to admire Mabel. If you call me
beautiful, what will you say of %er ? For she is the very
perf'eetlon of the highest order of beauty.”

“ Genevieve, the enthusiasm of one woman for the beauty
of another, is laughable to me ; for, in most instances, it is
the affectation of an amiability they seldom possess.”

“ It is an amiability one gentleman can’t even assume
towards another, so, not being able to appreciate it your-
selves, you do not give us the justice of its sincerity.”

‘“ Nay, my honey-flower, don’t frown; I did not mean a
doubt of your love for Miss Royal. Heaven knows I~
ought to be convinced, if constant dwelhng on the theme
would do it

“ Love her ! Ralph, if you had never loved anythmg
else, you would love %er. She is so unlike every one; such
a delightful contradiction in both character and person.

. & .
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when the painting class was ordered to prepare each one ,

21
‘ Your absence !  When do you go, Ralph 7”

“To-morrow.”

an ideal head of loveliness for the exhibition, it was so
laughable—six of them painted Mabel’s face, which cer-
tainly is in defiance of all rule as regards color.

“You know,izz has auburn hair; such hair as Bulwer
meant his heroine to have, when he said, ‘her curls looked
as though they caught the sunbeams, and kept them
prisoners.’

‘ But Mabel’s does not curl, and it is not straight; it lies
in rippling waves on a forehead so high, so white and
broad. Then her eyebrows are darker and not at all
arched, but straight and a little heavy, for they meet on
. her small Grecian nose. Mr. Shultz used to say it was that
which gave 50 much character to her face. But the strangest
thing is, that the lashes are very long and perfectly black.

“ Then think, Ralph, of the smallest, haughtiest mouth
in the world; and a chin so perfect, that the world has
never seen one like it, only in Powers’s ¢ Greek Slave.

- “ Now, when I tell you her eyes are a pale uncertain
blue, you w%ill not think them divinely beautiful, as they
really are !/

“ No, for I love rich glowing eyes, like”——

‘ Hush, Ralph; Mabel’s are diamond eyes, not only in
brilliancy, but in color; they dazzle with the clearness of
their light till she speaks, till she feels; then the iris
dilates, it expands, and you are bewildered with the strange
dark beautj of those glorious eyes. '

“ Then -the inexpressible charm of her love-drawing
manner.. You must see and know that, to feel its power.
Her whole being is the very essence of fascination.”

:“ I will acknowledge her a.divinity at once, Genevieve,”

he laughed ; then added more seriously, “ I am really glad
: she is'coming now, for she may, I hope, in some measure,
cause you tT') forget my absence.”
[ ] -

L3

I

The child-like abandon of joy that had®made her face so
lovely, vanished, as she burst into tears. Ralph, man-like,
frowned, but looked terribly guilty and miserable.

“Don’t be unhappy, Genevieve,” a little impatiently.

“How can I help it, when I think of the future—<hat

* future which is to take you from me ; that night without a

coming dawn, for I cannot hope you will return! And if
you are lost, how could I bear to live 2’

The head was raised, and the blue eyes looking on him,
she said— <

“ Ralph, dear Ralph, don’t go.” .

Ralph Dudley ran his fingers quickly through his hair, as
men do when they are half moved, half vexed, and threw
himself on the silken sofa with a hopeless sigh.

He had met the same gentle entreaty again and again
with such strong conclusive reasoning, that he had hoped

> it was hushed ; for it was very hard at best to leave her—
his tendeily loved Genevieve.

So he sat silent, not knowing what more to say. But he
was very uncomfortable, as most lovers would have been
under the circumstances, for he felt her tears were re-
proaches to him. So he drew her to hig bosom, and prayed
her not to grieve him by her sorrow. '

“You do not know what it is you ask, my Genevieve ;
you require me not only to forfeit my sworn-word, to cast
a stigma on my honor as a man, but to become a recreant

and a deserter.” ;

“No, no; it is only to forsake a wild visionary scheme
for an unattainable result ; to give me that love you lavish
on a people wholly unworthy of it. The Cubans are not
worthy of freedom—they are not true to themselves; how
can you expect them to be.true to you, even though you
peril so much for their good ¥’

-
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inspires them. Ah! you little know the intense desire for
liberty that fills ‘the breast of this people, so long and
cruelly oppressed! Our gallant little army have but to
raise in their strong arms the standard of Cuba’s free
colors, and they will gladly flock to its support. No more
will Moro’s dark walls echo with the cries of spirits pining
for the light of heaven and the right of thought; no longer
shall the tyrant crush the growing power of that beautiful
isle. Cuba must— Cuba will be free.”

« Ralph, your words are those of an enthusiast. We
cannot always have what we would. How can you hope,
with your little band, to contend with an established govern-
ment, to defeat the power of Spain ?”

« Genevieve, your words are those of a woman or child.
Think you so little of American prowess that five hundred
of our strong, brave men, with the addition of the armed
natives, would fail to snatch from the poor crumbling power

of Spain that bright child of the waves, and place her a bril-

liant jewel 'mid the clustering stars of liberty !

« Poor Cuba! she is burning, she is pining for the dear
Light of freedom. Her children send to us from every quar-
ter, and shall the cry of the oppressed reach the American
and find him cold and dumb?

« God forbid that freemen should scorn the wail of the
weak ! :

¢ Should the fear of what a selfish world might say
restrain a man, when his ogn conviction of right urges him
to the contest?

“Should that law, which has no 7ight to shackle the in-
dividual actions of a man, stay the arm already raised to
strike in a cause 8o good and just!”

He paused, rusingly. -

_ ‘f‘Ralph"—a. patriot loves his-own country, and respects
~ her laws. .| Will, then, a true-hearted American involve his

®

.

who are not quite determined if they wi B
; . y will say yes or no t
the daring band of adven ” 7 °
"‘ Don’t talk of what you don‘t understand, Genevieve
It.xs useless to reason against arguments that any school-boy
might laugh at.  Above all, don’t quote from that contempt-

- 1ble, ofﬁce-lauding, power-serving paper (pointing to a

weekly edition of the lying on the table), from which
you get yourungenerous sentiments. If you want truth you
will find it in the fearless king of the press—the Delta—’that
paper which has enough moral and political honesty to
have and express its own opinions; that paper which does
not wait to know public feeling, in order to cringe to it, but
defends the cause of justice and right. independent of p’opu-
lar applause—having a strength and integrity of character
men are forced to respect.”

“ Ralph, you are very unjust to me. The Delta, with
all its sincerity, could not influence me when my own con-
\sFience tells me you are wrong. Besides, you have no
n.ght to complain of e when your President has expressed
his disapprobation in such severe terms. Denounced as a
plunderer and robber, it is laughable to hear you complain
because I venture to call you an enthusiast. I cannot feel
very proud of knowing you to be the associate and follower
of the rebel, the robber, the pirate—Lopez.” :

An angry crimson flushed Dudley’s face, and his haughty

-eyes looked anything but love when he said :—

“I had rather you had died than uttered words so un-
worthy the lips of a woman; for in ker pitying breast the
brave and unfortunate have ever before found sympathy.

| “Confine, I pray, your censure to me, but do not seek
to throw reproach on the man whose purity the good have
never doubted. -

“ The honest sword-taught hand of Quitman would
bhardly grasp the fingers of a robber: his stern, true lip
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would, methinks, scorn to call the rebel and pirate Sfitend!
What will you do with your hero-worship for this great
man, when I tell you that so much confidence had the
* pirates in his sympathy, that they offered him the first
command ; and that though he declined the position, yet he
has manifested his earnest and generous sympathy for the
enterprise, and bids them God speed in their good work.
He acknowledges the uprightness of their motives and in-
tentions, and has given such instructions and advice to
Lopez as will be of great benefit to him in case of his suec-
cess, which, I fear, our ckilful American general doubts.”

« Ralph, Ewould say General Quitman acted as be always
does, rightly and for his country’s good. He knows she

© will need his strong faithful arm in the very war these

patriotic men will bring on her.”
« How absurd a woman is when she attempts to reason !
I think he has himself said that the freedom-of Cuba would
secure, not only her own happiness, but the future safety
_and prosperity of America. Thus opening a door through
which her free institutions may pass to the southern conti-
nent, strengthening the power of our own government, and
doing infinite service in the cause of humanity by shedding
the ennobling light of freedom on the now degraded children
of tyranny.” ,
« Gteneral Quitman is not the only man in high position

who fg;i;n‘interestin the cause of Lopez, and a hope for his

succesdy but generosity is a more common virtue than moral.

dpurage. There are others who cordially sympathize with
the sentiments Ae openly avows, but they dare not acknow-
ledge that sympathy. '

«They have political aims to accomplish, pefsonal advan-
tages to |ga.m which they imagine, justly perhaps, would be
.greatly injured by any public support, any positive encou-
ragemeént given the noble exile. There are few men who

y .l .o . . .
- can entirely divest themselves. of selfish considerations, who -
. ‘ _ -

I
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can boldlythrow aside public’opinion, that tyrant of pett

minds, when it conflicts with their own conviction of l?ono);
and justice ; feeling the heaven of a quiet cohscience to be
a happiness far above that uncertain power the shadow

splen.dor of which gratified political ambition gives him why;)
has bartered honesty and truth for the poot; applause of
meaner souls. Purity of heart is the substance of true
greatness. 'This is what gives strength to the influence of
the hero-statesman. “The Roman sternness of his patriotic
virtue bas never yet faltered between principle and interest;
for he has yet to hesitate, either in word or action, when th(:,
question of right and wrong comes before him for decision.

L . .
_Genevieve, I do not think I am a worshipper of Heroes, and

I am certain 1 have no servile admiration for men of high
estate, but I do 1'espect that power which makes, which
takes position. ,

“ By position I do not mean office ; that is no longer the
re“{ard of merit, but the mere accident of party trick;ry and
policy.

“Imean that station which %e holds, who has by the stain-
less purity of his political career, by the honest sincerity
and integrity of every purpose, enveloped himself i the
coPﬁdence of a people whom he has faithfully served. Ah!
thisis real fame. Thisrewardis worth alife of toil !’

“ Ralph, in the enthusiasm of your subject you have quite
forg‘otten my offence and your own anger, of neither of which
I will remind you ;-though I must by some means break
the t-hre'ad of your thoughts. For the next step will-take
you into Mexico, and I will have to listen for the fiftieth
time to a description of battles, whose glory is so fully
impressed on my imagination, that you have only. to men-

_ tion Monterey, and I actually fancy I hear the booming

guns, and see the starry flag in its floating triumph.

. . “But I can easily understand the devotion of a soldier for
his general.

2
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has so great an effect on the world at home, hew strong must
be its influence on those who witness. and share its deeds!”

«"Would to heaven I had a prospect of fighting the coming
battles under his command ! said Dudley, moodily pursuing
his own thoughts.

« Why does he refuse the offer-of the Cuban General and
his associates 1"’

«T do not certainly know his reasons. Though the’:re are
many good. ones he might have, the strongest I thl.n.k is,
that while he heartily approves of the object, his military
prudence is not satisfied by the organization of the expe-
dition. A \

« The want of system and discipline he would soon correct,
but he thinks we are too weak to inspire the natives with
thag trust and confidence which are necessary to secure suc-
cess. He thinks, knowing as they do that the main strength
of the Spanish army is concentrated around them, they will
not rely on a force so small as that of Lopez. He fears
- they will falter, and American blood and life be uselessly
spilled.”

“Then, Ralph, why will you go ¥’

« Because I have an lionest difference of opinion. I think
LoDez knows his people better than Quitman could. He is
all-confident of success, and faith is very catching when your
own inclinations lean towards it: )

¢« The Patriots have been again and again assured by pro-
“ minent and influential men of the island, that if they will
‘only make that stand which they are unable to do alone,

deprived as they are of arms, and watched in every move- -

menti- by spies, the Creoles. will, to a man, rally to their
support. , , :
“ Lopez has the strbngest evidence, the most satisf_actory

- proof, that the Cubans earnestly desire a change of govern-

‘ ment. The peril is imminent to them and to us should the

# o
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dle%xgg(g!ion fail, which I do not fear, for the cause is just.

We have but to land, and our numbers will be swelled to a
formidable army; ammunition and arms will be provided
the insurgents; one strong greeting from our guns will
overthrow the tyrant, and a republican government will be

established which will look to America as its model.

“ Whatever the vicissitudes of my after life, Genevieve,
it will be a happiness to look on Cuba as she enjoys the
comfort of a happy, and pride of a great nation ; and think
that I, in advocating her cause, did some service to the
divinest of all principles, that of human rights.”

Genevieve ouly sighed, she had very little sympathy with

-any rights but her own at that moment. "Tlese sentiments

would have been truly admirable in Miss Brown’s lover, but
“cireumstances alter cases,” as cvery woman knows.

“What we most want,”” continued Dudley, not heedigg the
want of sympathy w his listener, “is an American commander.
General Lopez, with all his ability and courage, will, 1
fear, have trouble in instituting that order now most requisite
among men so unaccustomed to restraint as those with whom
he is associated.

“He has before commanded those who were taught from
their birth to fear and obey.

“Now our men, while they make the best fighters in the
world; are certainly the worst soldiers. Each one is deter-

" mined on achieving the battle after his own fashion by his

individual valor. No man iswilling to see the most danger-
ous post assigned to another; %e has the best right to die-in

~a good cause.

“Had we not had in the Mexican war the ablest and most
powerful generals in the world, those accustomed to this
peculiarity of our men, we should have-had detachments of
tens in every direction, each party bent on carrying thevic-
torious banner into ¢ the halls of Montezuma ;’ for American
volunteers have very little'idea of subordination.”

L]
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proclamation of their President.” o

Dudley bit his lips to keep back the harsh, indignant
retort, which would have been uttered to any one but her, to
whom he said kindly— ' .

“ Genevieve, don’t say anything you may hercafter regret.
What you say of these men has equal reference to myself,
for I am identificd with them, their fate is mine. Do not
let me leave you, perhaps for ever, with reproach upon your
lips. Obh, Ralph,” she answered passionately, “do not
leave me for them ! 1 do not care for Cuba, it will be no-
thing to me whether they are right or wrong if you but
stay. Give up this fearful enterprise, it is not yet too late,
and surely happiness may be found in the dear valley of
the Mississippi.” . .

‘Ah, Ralph Dudley, pause yet longer as you gaze in
those deep pure eyes, linger in the sweet light of their
pleading beauty—for a moment more, and your own words
have clouded them with tears.

“ Genevieve, be it to triumph or to death, I have pledged
myself to Cuba and her Champion. I have stood beside
Lopez, and looked over towards the beautiful bound land of
his love. I have laid my hand upon his sword as I swore
to strike with him, and God alone can stay my arm. Gene-
vieve, you have called it'4 dream, but is it not a glorious

one when a people dream of freedom and wake t; liberty 7 -

“But what will it be, Ralph, to dream of fr
wake to chains still darker, still heavier ?”
“But that must not, that will not be. Think, Genevieve,”

edom, and

and his eyes burned with the fire of an honest enthusiasm, -

“ think what it would be to live the La Fayette of Cuba, to

_be loved by her future generations as one who gave his for-
tune, and ventured his life to vindicate her trampled rights;
and’then, dearest, when 1 have become a man of deeds,
when we have achieved a noble triumph in a good cause, I

»
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1 feel more worthy of your love. The*red rose of the
warrior shall be thrown aside for the sweet orange flowersg
that are to grace the fairest brow in all the soutl?. Fame
next dearest word to Geéz.evieve, dearer because of Gene-’
vieve |7

“ Nay, Ralph, think vou I would love You more because
ause circumstanceg
had caused men to acknowledge that superiority I already
know you to possess! The world’s applause ig nothing if
you yoursclf feel the greatness of one you love. Were you
President of our grand Republic, T should not be more
assured than I now am, of your capability to fill that offce
with dignity and honor; if youwere Emperor of the world
I could not be more fully impressed with your lordly per-’
fection. Heart-worship, Ralph, does not depend on the voice
or will of the people, neither on the force of arms: it is a
homage which once given caunot be recalled, but clings
around its hero, softening in the mellow rays of prosperit;'
b)ﬁghtening in the night of adversity. The idol may fali
—but the green moss covers the withered oak.”

From the blue eyes raised with tearful fondness to his
own beamed a woman’s heart, and the light of the southern
star paled in their lustre.

Dudley turned away in silent perplexed thought.

“Genevieve, you would not have me break my oath 1" |

“ The wrong here, Ralph, is in the oath taken, not in the
oath broken.”

“path broken !” he repeated. «Gods ! it cannot be. My
destmy was cast under a stormy star, and I must boldl
follow its course. Ere the summer-flowers have faded, may
fate bring the freedom of Cuba! God forgive me_if I pray

* for the freedom of death, if, living, I shall not see the glory

of her {'e}de'mption. Iwill call'on your name, my beloved,”
he continued tenderly, « the sweet name of Genevieve, and
you will pray the s-ints it may not be in vain.” :
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Genevieve did not answet, and :
over the pale face, hiding its silent wretchedness. .

« Will my guardiau-:mgel withdraw her sweet protection,
and must my life and cause fall without onc sustaining
prayer ¢’ :

The little hand trembled in his 0wn, and she said, half
passionately, half sorrowfully—

« You know I will ever kneel to the Mother of merey to
Watcﬂ over and protect you for whom 1 would gladly die,
but I can ask nothing for Cuba, that Spanish beauty whom
you love more than Genevicve, for it is for her that you leave
me miserable. You are smiling, Ralph, you are going to say I
am childish and selfish. I know I have not sufficient gene-
rosity tosacrifice my own happiness for the imaginary good
of others. I could not love you more if you freed the
whole world—and if you should fall!”’

The sweet eyes closed wearily as if to shut out the dark-
ness of that hour.

«We will not despair, my beautiful ; cowards alone dread
the future. We will trust it for joy until it brings’ sor-
Tow.”

« Come, the moon is sinking, and we have not given the
Virgin her evening hymn.”

He brought the guitar, and stood beside her as she swept
its rich chords with unconscious grace.

Ah! how tuch of beauty bas earth! But more beau-
tiful "than all its created beauty is music, because the most
spiritual.  In the simple negro refrain, in the revelling
Bac?hanalian air, as in the.full rushing tones of the impas-
sioned oratorio, there iz a veiled spirit of heaven, a some’
thing unexpressed, a vision of immortality.”

G:ene.vievé sang as few sing, « from the lip to the heart.”
In the clear thrilling notes of her glorious soprano all the
_ spirituality of her nature found vent.

T\hat longing, pleading voice, like the lark, soared higher,

| »
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dlﬁ@:@fgﬁ the entranced listener almost feared it would

’ . -
mingle with the music of heaven.

Thi .
ngle s volce of whielh
write is not one of imagination. :

1 have in
. other d
heard its tones in r i oS
: $ real life, and they Ui i

inger y
oax y linger in memory

ry M .

The contralto which mingled with Genevieve’s soprano
fcl:.emed its low distant echo, it was so full, so rich, so trem

ling with the mellow dr iri ’ -
o v dreamy spirit of the
rand o -
ters of song. ¢ 4 mas

. .

But now to-night, the song-bird was weary. It was
str_u;gglmg torise, but an invisible influence pressed it nearer
earth; its wings were laden with the dew of tears which it
strove in vain to shake off. ‘

e
t lhmed;ms the story of a heart’s keen sorrow jn every
one, an oY i il 1

) 1er very soul sang in wailing passionate accents—

“Thou who hast looked on death

#Aild us when death is near,
Whisper of heaven to faith,
Mother, sweet Mother, hear!”

The young voice was striving to break from the cloud
of sorrow, an.d lay its earthly grief and pa;sion at the feet
of the ever listening Mother of mercy.

BeaEmful religion, which brings the suffering daughter ot
m?rtahty so near the divine woman, the holy and :
thizing Mother of Christ. ’ g A

The music ceased, and i
entered. , and Ralph rose to greet the lady who
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" in sorrow, and its memory lay in gentle lines on a brow too

~2 Her child was an only one, and a daughter, and her wo-

" that which lived in her child, she had long since buried in
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CHAPTER 1V.

WaiLe lLe is seated beside her, near the same deep win-
dow in whose recess we first saw Genevieve, while she is
sadly, lovingly warbling to the musie of her white fingers,
the old Castilian ballads he had taught} her, we will turn
from the softened miniature of the daughter to the portrait
of the mother, for they were very like—the mother and her
child.

.. Mus. Clifton had in her youth possessed that imperious
beauty that gives so much dignity to middle age. She was
always calm, always composed, reasoning where Genevieve
felt ; .passing by emotion to look to its future results.

" The fair curls that had twenty years ago veiled the
cheek of Col. Clifton’s haughty bride, time and care had
shaded into brown, and they were worn in simple braids.
The eyes, though very black, were mild and thoughtful ;
the passion which once burned in them had been quenched

broad and high for feminine beauty.
She had a kind and feeling heart, that sure foundation
for gentle manners ; but the love of all things earthly, save

the grave of her husband. ~ :
Her devotion to Genevieve was mingled with an anxious
fear, with which a mother only can sympathize.

man’s heart told her how rare a thing real happiness is to
her sex. How she feared for this child! How she joyéd
over the days that passed, and left no cloud on her brow!
But she knew it could not always be thus. Earth has
sorrows which she must give the best and purest of her
cl'liidren. As the path of life winds through years it grows

»
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‘sparkling sunshine of youth; it comes cautiously, glanc-
in.gly, growing fainter, like the memory of childhooé’sghap-
pm(‘SS. .

The heart-flowers that spring up in early youth, its trust
its bright imagination, itshope and faith, lose their’wild bril-’
lianey, their seductive fragrance, and sadly, gradually fade
They ave repulsed by the world, and the beautiful stran ers.
shrink back to their spirit home !—sometimes haucrh%il
"sometimes sadly.  The latter visit us again in thebvioli,’t;
virtues that peep from some characters ; the former, like all
flowers too much shaded and neglected, lose th;ir rich
colors, and grow cold and white. Then comes the winter
No fire ! no warmth ! no comfort !

. Weep, then, for the warm, gorgeous, purple-hued enthu-
siasmm ot youth, but in vain, for it has vanished with the
past, and returns no more. Flowers may again blossom
over that heart, but it will be wherthe greenoearth covers
it; and yet there is hope—a hope of happiness. For how
many fold the mantle of life calmly over an aching heart,

“and wear it smilingly, looking forward beyond the coming

night of death, to a day more bright, more beautiful than
even “ the pictured heaven of young imagination.”

Mrs. Clifton’s life had been very sorrowful, and when
she wandered far back into the desolate past, when * old
fears clothed with reality flitted around her, old- hopes
bathgl in tears came mockingly before her,” she said
wearily : ¢ If she might die, God would take to himself the
pure heart in which lay no withered flower of passion;
no broken faith ; no wasted trust or dying hope.”” She

- knew that she would mourn her,—this fair young girl, this

beau’?iful s?arkle on her “ goblet of life,”—but God was so
merciful, his love so sure and unchangeable, while what the-
ear.thly future mightbring this griefless heart, was yet un-
written, '

2*
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wanted that cordiality whose absence made the young man
say impatiently to lnmself——“ I wish she would tell me at
once she don’t like me.’

_But she did like him. There was no one in whom she
felt so much interest. It was impossible to withstand the
strange mixture of childish and courtly fascination which
made his manner so winning.

Ralph was an orphan of gentle blood, and inherited an

immense fortune, but Mrs. Clifton was not worldly. She-

knew that though brave, generous, and unselfish, e was
passionate and wayward—impatient of the slightest con-
- trol ; rash and daring, he followed every fresh impulse, re-
gardless of everything but his own hounest conviction of its
worth.

He must not be thwarted even by those he loved, least
of all by a woman. SkZe must look up to.him in her love,
sﬂently forgiving, for he would never think to say “ for-
give.

Thus it was she shrank from giving him her child. She
feared to trust the young heart with its deep love to the
full control of his fiery, storm-freighted spirit.

Yet he was so trustmg, so loving of truth, so credulous
of good, even while he erred. Some spirits there are,
whose * very faults attach us; a certain royalty of transgres-
sion that defiés blame, and even deserves our pitying love.

Such are seldom irreclaimable. The good within will at
some time gain for itself an ascendency.” The incense of a
mother’s prayer, a sister’s love, will linger around, shield-
ingly, pleadmglv, till the bad angel departs, and the native
goodneFls and noblhty of soul asserts itself in a better man.

Ralph Dudley was not a man whom Mrs. Clifton would
wﬂhngly see (renevieve marry, and her scruples were not
overcome by the passionate eloquence®f the lover, but she
knew tlha.t Genevieve retwned his wild worship. The idol

|
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pS. Or%ad been enshrined, and wféathed with the beautiful

passion-flowers of the heart.
Genevieve was not one to love lightly or forget. Her

~heart was already given, and no will of hers could with-

draw it.

The master-hand had swept the richest chord of life;
neither time, nor change, nor death itself could hush its
wild sweet music. For it is a beautiful philosophy which
teaches how the great strength, the entireness of love lies
in eternity—lives even in heaven.

But Genevieve had long since ceased her songs, and sat
listening to Dudley’s gay conversation with her mother,
listening to his wit and anecdote, his own peculiar laugh,
which was very musical.

She wondered how he could be so carcless, so joyous.
She could not comprehend that to a daring spirit the excite-
ment of coming danger is its intensest happiness.

“ (zenevieve,”’ zud Mus. Clifton, “ has Ralph told you he
is going 1mmed1ately to New Orleans ?”

“Yes, mamma.’

« T cannot think what urgent business could call you to
the city. The gay season is over, and surely your interest
in the commercial world would not tempt you to brave the
danger of the epidemic? We must persuade you to think
better of it. Come, Genevieve, tell the knight his lady bids
him stay.”

“ Nay, mother, I do not care to show you how unper-
suadable Ralph is, or how little he would heed my bid-
ding. If he will sacrifice himself, I suppose:1 must not

complain.”
The true meaning of her words lay in her reproachful
eyes, which he well understood. A

Mrs. Clifton continued to dissuade, but Ralph laughed
and declared, when he came back with those famous Per-
“sian roses. that she had' so often written to 1:16r florist about,
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vieve would for give. *“ And,” he added softly, “love me

for the dangers I have passed.” .
“ Ifs you must go,” said Mrs. Clifton, as she rose to leave

- the room, “ I will send an order to Greenwood, for there are
“my poor geraniums to be replaced.”

* « Yes, madam,” he said, taking her extended hand,
“ they shall have strict attention, though I cannot promise
to bring them myself; since,” he added smilingly, I
must make no promise to you I am not certain of perform-
ing. - But the flowers shall come, and if I do not, you will
let my memory live in them.”

There was a sadness in his voice, and Mrs. Clifton pressed
his hand kindly, with many warm wishes for his safety.

“ Genevieve, don’t sit looking so like a madonna; come
-and say something to make me feel less sad.”

“I thought you were very gay, Ralph.

caused this sudden depression 7’

“I don’t know. It is not fear of the future; it is its un-
certainty that saddens me. I was thinking if I should fall,

What has

what would be your destiny. Genevieve, I was wondering

if you would marry.”

She raised her head and laughed.

“Oh, Ralph! you real man, not thinking remorsefully
of cru'shi{\lg my beart and darkening my life, but whether
you would be forgotten.. Ah! if you only knew, that you
might now reproach me. Ralph,” the voice was so fond,
‘the white} hand lay so clingingly, so tenderly in his, “do

“not let us speculate on impossibilities; I have sometimes

- wished you might feel a doubt of my love; but you are

-very. sec_u‘re'—for, you know, in seeking after perfection, I
found you. What more could I ask? If I should meet
one::‘:_?mdr + noble, mére réally good and true, I would
acknowledge his: superiority. But”’—#he shook her head

~ lovingly. |

|
®

~ her beams around you!

- glance.
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’ {Angel Genevieve, how little I deserve such love! If

the Virgin would but make me better—God knows, I can-

not do it myself”” He rose impatiently. “ Come on the

terrace, love. 'T'he moon goes down so slowly, she waits
_to kiss you good night! See how lovingly she throws
How beautiful you are! Does it
make you very happy to be so lovely, Genevieve 7’

“Yes, Ralph—uvery happy ; because it brings me love.
And yet, I shall not care for it now, since I cannot, like the
fair ladies of old, *bind my lover to my sweet will by a
silken tress.”” And she wound the long curl round her
snowy finger.

Alh! how the eyes pleaded that looked in his!

The radiant form stood tempting him to forget the

stormy path he had chosen. His brave heart beat passion-
ately to throw itself at her feet, to give up all for her it so
much loved. But the love of the patriot was stronger than
that of the man, and he was firm.
* “Nay, lady-love, these silken threads shall not bind an
unworthy knight, when conscience and duty call, but they
shall be a pledge to bring a fond and absent lover to his
mistress’s feet.” .

Before she was aware, a glittering dirk severed the
curl, and it lay near that fearless Heart that loved honor
and right alone more than Genevieve. She raised her eyes
hastily, and oh ! the wild, imploring grief of that sorrowful
She strove to speak, but the words sobbed them-
selves away in passionate tears. Now, for the first time,
she believed he would actually go. She had heard him
speak with fervid brilliancy of his campaign in Mexico,
she knew his daring nature loved the perils of war ; but to
leave her—to Jjoin this dangerous, mysterious enterprise, in

the very face of that terridle proclamation ] 1t'was worse

than rebellion; it was downright traitorism to his country
and—to ker. She was a womian, and this expedition was

by



38 THE FRERGHAEE d&ft-Archivo del Dr
bringing danger to her Ioten;/fipveiardatinsmmerieansty

thoughts in her which we, dear reader, thou and I, have
scarcely the courtesy to read—presuming, as I.do, -tha'mt
we both love “lonor, truth, and justice,” wherever it is
found—whether it be in the memory of our own revolution-
ary heroes, the Irish patriots, the Hungarian exiles, or the
noble little band which the martyred hero Lopez led from
our bright shore.

Poor Genevieve! It was very hard—she had never
thought he would really go. She would, even at the last
moment, win him from his determination. Now, she felt
that she stood—perhaps for the last time in life—Deside
him. "The words of love, the tender cheerfulness with
which he strove to assure her, only brought more abundant
tears. Would she ever hear those sweet words again?
Might not her heart pine in the long coming years for the
tones of that dear voice, and in vain?

“ Ralph, Ralph! why must you go? Would you kill
me, cruel Ralph !’ and the poor young head laid itself, like
- a wearied child, on his strong arm. :

He knew it was useless to reason, so he put the curls
from her bowed face, and said— ‘

“ Genevieve, you would make but a poor soldier’s bride.
What would our revolutionary mothers say to the Ameri-
can woman who secks to stay an arm uplifted in such a
cause ? Think you the heart of your country could safely
trust in you " :

“ Hush, Ralph!” the blood rushed over her pale face.
“1 w:'ould give you to my country—my brave, righteous

country, who has the first right to her sons; T would my- .
self gird on your sword, and bid you God speed ! But,”

she exclaimed passionately,. « what is Cuba to me that I
should give her the light of my destiny, the sun of my

hgpginessfthat she should take the great hope, the bright
: dre,a?n of my young life, and leave me desolate

-
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' himself for brmgmg those bitter tears ? ’ °

“ Ralph, let me call mamma—Iisten tq her.”
she had an instinctiye trust in her :
suade. -

Poor girl
mother’s power to per-

“ .No, no,” he said, very quickly,
]e:.wmg; for, Genevieve, T st g0. I had rather die i}
grieve you; but God knows I have 1o choice now.” -

“Ralph—it is sq hard to bear sorrow alone.” -

“Alone! Do I not suffer witly you ?” .

“I think you fcel a good deal, Ralpl; :
suffer.” ’ o

Shie kn.ew, if his heart had broken, he would not hay
felt Fhe bitter, Lopeless pain that filled her bosoin ISaI‘e
sat silent, and he painted to her the future—tlie b.ril]iaul.l(t3

future of a bold hopeful heart :
? ali, h H N
ment, unclouded by regret. unchilled by disappoint-

“ Now, Genevieve, sweet honey-flower
v e, with your smiles, that ’
me, beautiful, beloved !
looked fondly on the st
will love me always,
come.”’

The blue heaven-lig
ened, till the blacknes
agony.

“I will write her before

but you don’t

look on me. Tell
you will hope and trust. Tel]
he took both her hands and
white face, “tell me that you
even in death—if death should

ht faded from her eyes; they dark-
s of night stood in their voiceless

~ “Love you, Ralph!”” the sweetness of all music floated
In that passion-toned vojce, God forgive me this lToye—
Holy Mary shield its idolatry ! Oh, Ralph! how much
be‘t‘ter you know I love you, than I can tell yc;u 17

o Then, _Geneweve, lift that dear head ; there is nothing
O tear. Liberty and Cuba! How my heart bounds with

the words ! Ere the autumn leaves have conme, I will be .-

;’i’;h }}1'013, love, and our theme shall be joy—not only our joy,
ut the joy of a people. Smile, Genevieve—]I cannot leave
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you thus. My path would be dark without the memory of ,
that sweet sunshine.” ‘

Poor Genevieve, she did smile—a smile that struggled
through tears. She even asked the many lip-questions
which woman finds when the heart is too weary or full to
speak. Her grief was unavailing, since it only pained,
but could not keep him. Gentle heart! tZat was the hush-
ing power.

The chill night-wind murmured the moon a low lullaby,
as she darkened in the waves of the broad river; all light
was passipg from earth when Ralph Dudley left Genevieve
with life’s first sorrow on her heart.

CHAPTER V.

ELLAWARRE, the beautiful plantation of Mrs. Clifton, lay
on the fertile coast of the grand old Mississippi; that generous
river, knowing neither north nor south, but alike kissing
the frozen banks of the snow-hill states, and the sunny
shore of the flower-dowered south. « ' :

The house was of modern structure, and really southern
in all its conveniences. A wide hall, large spacious rooms,
deep floor-reaching windows, and, above all, the low vine-
shaded verandas.

The.grounds_ around it were very beautiful. Exquisite
taste had. planned the shaded walks winding to the river,
giving you coquetish views of its mighty waves. It was
sometimes called “the paradise of flowers,” for these many-
hued.divinities smiled in such luxurious profusion on the
wide green lawn. The trees that formed the avenue, and
stood back of the house, were unrivalled.,

: »

ntonio Rafael deilar&@avia.se or ceos, 4
ies.orgy

‘spreading its benevolent arms to the shade-loving children

ere was the noble old oak, with its ever-living leaves,
of its clime. The haughty magnolia, «the pride of the
south,” stood in graceful but unbending beauty, lier emerald
leaves crowned with snow-white blossoms. Al ! where is
her equal !

I'urther back from the river, near the house, were thick
clusters of orange trees ; some laden with rich golden fruit,
liding, like ybung sun-beams, 'mid the dark green leaves ;
others, heavy with perfume-breathing flowers, — those
mystie, fateful flowers, ever mingling with the bridal-veil,
blending their incense with lovers’ vows ; silent witnesses

“of pledges, which make the joy or woe of liearts even more

pure and beautiful than their own rare but fading loveli-
ness. Off in the distance, where the young sugar-cane
waved in verdant beauty, stood the negro houses, or, in
soutliern parlance, ¢ The Quarter.”” Ah! how I wish some
lionest, but misjudging north-born friends we have, could
or would take the trouble to sce the many neat and comfort-
able scttlements on the beautiful plantations of the south.

Mis. Clifton’s, it must be acknowledged, was -a model;
many are not so good, others better.

There the clean whitewashed cabins, with their red
chimneys, the clinging vines, the flourishing truck pateh,
were so cheerful, you could hardly connect cruelty or op-
pression with those who called it home.

Apart, was the overseer’s house, remarkable for nothing
but its comfortable look and the great swing in the yard,
where the father tossed the laughing children after the

‘day’s work was over, while his wife sat sewing on the -

cool pleasant porch.

It was the morning of Ralph’s departure': the sun was
shining broadly in the room when Genevieve awoke ;.she
lay listening to the gay birds chirping and whistling as
they drank the young morning’s health in dew ; she longed-
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to send them away, she wanted to be very still and think ;
she was striving to vecall the troubled scene of the past
night,,when the door opened, and a young mulatto girl
entered, bearing a breakfast tray.

“ Hi! Miss Genevieve,” she said, placing ‘it on a small
table, “ aint you never goin’ to get up? Mistis done up
and eat breakfus a long time ago ; she and ung Jefferson
down in de shrubbery cutting roses for de flower-pots. I
reckon she spects company, from de way auht Betty and
Gustus cleanin’ and fixin’ all over de house. Mistis sent
down word for nobody to wake you, let you sleep jes long
is you want to.

“ But, Miss Genevieve, you aint eatin’ none of dat break-
fus! an’ your face look red like you got a fever; now jis
try one dese figs, right swect and fresh off de trees; dey
mighty good and coolin’ for fever, cause I lear Dr. Carter
tell misstis so hiself, dat time when she did not want aunt
Dilsey to have um, ’cause she was fraid dey make her sick.”

“ No,no! Emily, I don’t want anything; please take it
~away, and dress me.”’

“ No, I aint, goin’ to take dis waiter down jis as it cum.
Now drink dis coffee, Miss Genevieve, it good for your
strength. Lem me put your chair close to de winder, so
you ken get de air while I am dressin’ your hair.”

Genevieve submitted herself to Emily’s hands, whose
greatest pride and delight was to twine the long shining
curls over her dusky fingers.

“ Emily,” said her mistress, « put up my curls—braid my
hair. 1 shall never wear curls any more ; no, never !”’
cm‘l"th;n‘ibt.’?ug them curls! Oh! no, Miss Genevieve, I

“ Yes, Emily, you must. They are heavy ; they make
my head ache.” B ' :

“ Never did hear talk of sich a thing. I don’t know
what Marse Ralph will sayy—Scipio tell me more an once,

*
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i ] ‘t-strines.” Marster
“dese very curls is his marster heart-strings.

Ralph got so mad le uever knowed what to do, w}.len Ydat
Spanish gentman, what used to send you boquets 1’r3 New ,
Orleans, talked bout givin’ a kingdom for one o_f up.”

« Colonel Dudley has gone away for a long time, Imily.

« Oh't is he, Miss Genevieve ! said th_c. .mulutto, per-
ceiving, with all the quickness of her sensitive race, th’e:
delicate sentiment lying in the ordered braids. .\Vel.l,
she added, passing her hand lovingly over the ’1,'1pplmg
waves, ¢ I never did spect to comb out them culzls.

The toilet was over, and Emily stood Jooking at the
graceful form in its loose white dress, and the small head,
with the soft sunny braids around it. o

« They s pretty, but dey don’t look nothin’ t’all like de
curls, no how ;” and she gave a sigh to her 1os.t treasures.

« Did some one knock ! See who it 1s, Emlly:” o

« Wait a minit ; I fixin” de flowers for your hair. l\hstli
don’t think you is drest widout um. Now ;’—she place
them before Genevieve, and went to the door.

“\Y ou want, Gus.?”’ il -

“ ;L]sl’zz ysen me for tell Miss Genevieve if she .done wid
dat letter what she sent her for read, please give it to me;
Sh?‘ :;'EEtrxlxtx;st be ’stracted, boy | Miss Genevieve aint had

is day. Who mistis sen it by " »
no“leSt{le; ;ije ityto me, but Daddy Dennis keel.) on quarr\(%lir;-

'bout de peas aint shelled fur dinner, so I giv 1t tur
’ lla:TLYou foolin’ wid dem peas when you ben sen an.yﬂjha}l‘li ,

you go right straight and git dat letter,” said t&e nlpgzzltir

Miss Emily, pushing him towards the steps; “you

no““" .\Vait, Miss Genevieve, till dat boy come back: Wlddd;

letter, fore you go down in de library. ]}Ilstls.dere, allie i

does hate fur her to know what a set of little niggers she
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got. Lord knows dey ’'nuff to make any body ’stracted.

Here he now ; you better come runnin ; whidn’t you bring

dis letter ’fore now 1"’

« Cause I forget it.”

“You always forgettin’; go along down, sir; you got no
more bisnis up here.”

Emily gave the letter to Genevieve, who broke its seal,
and glanced impatiently over its contents. She was evi-
dently disappointed. The truth was, Genevieve expected
the letter was from Dudley, telling her of his determination
to stay. So much does woman hope in her love; so much
does she trust to her influence over the one beloved.

“ Only a note from Uncle Louis! Emily, why did you
_not say note? You kunew it was not a letter,”—rather
crossly.

“Hi! Miss Genevieve! T’warnt my fault. Gustus said
letter.” ) .

“Take it to mamma. So kind in uncle Louis,” she conti-
nued, musingly. ¢ He sayshe will bring my Arabian, mny
beautiful Sea-foam. ‘But I shan’t care to ride now. There
is no oné to ride with me but Eugene, and he”—she
laughed at her own thoughts,—¢ shall ride with Mabel. Itis
such a comfort to think of having her with me; though I
hope she won’t find out how much I love Ralph, for she
widl laugh, and I could not bear that, even from Mabel.”
Ah !” she sighed, “how happy I was yesterday ! Mamma,
“says ‘suffering makes one charitable” How kind I will
be now I suffer so much.”

Poor child ! how well it is we cannot read the future.

“But I must go to mamma ;”’ and she ran down to the
room where her mother sat writing.
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CHAPTER VL

“Mamma, kiss me, and say liow glad you are, for Mabel

. Royal is coming at last.” She gave Mys. Clifton the

letter.

“Yes, my love; she writes beautifully, and T am very
glad she is coming. We must try and make her happy.”

«“Oh! she makes herself and every one about her
happy ; that is the charm of her society. Mamma, I will
send a note to Kugene de France. I am impatient to see
how astonished he will be to find Mabel really so lovely;
he thinks love exaggerated my description.”

“ Very well, my daughter ; ring for Gustus.”

(ienevieve rang the bell, and the note was quickly written.

“ Now, Gustus, hurry ; do you hear?”

“Yes, marm ; Gus. go in no time.”
 « (enevieve, come here, my love.” .

She went, and sat on the footstool at her mother’s feet,
and noticed, for the first tume, the troubled look which her
face wore.

“«I have had a letter from Col. Dudley.” Genevieve
sighed.

“ What do you think, mamma ?”

“That he has acted very wrongly
selfishly.”

“Oh, no! it is uncertain and dangerous, but very daring
and noble, mamma.”’

“Very disgraceful!”’

“ It is very generous in Ralph to involve his fortune and
risk his life to assist an unhappy people! It does not mat-
ter what you or I may think, mamma; %e believes it right

and just, and you know, when once convinced, how firm
he is "——

very unwisely, even
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« Oh, mamma !”’ she hastily interrupted, « I know he does
love me; loves me dearly. No one could convince me t{zat
ke did not. But Ralph would think it unmanly to yield
principle to love; to be guided in a matter of conscicnee,
even by a woman whom he adored. I should, too. Xe is
very unselfish—very noble. He did perfectly right. I am
sure I think so, mamma.”” But she covered her face to
hide the betraying tears.

« Tt is certainly very wrong in Col. Dudley to”

“ Don’t blame him, mother, you sus¢ not,—it makes me
miserable ; besides, you can scold him wlhen he comes back.”

« He writes, he had last night a message from Gen. Lo-
pez;, the ¢ liberating arny,” as he styles his associates, will
not sail as soon as lie expected, so he returns on Wednes-
day, bringing Captain Raymond with him.”

“ Coming back ! not going !”—it was all she had hecard.
“ Ralph and Mabel both! Oh, I am soglad! Now, mam-
ma, I will go and arrange Mabel’s room, just as she will
like it,”” and she went smiling.’

“ Now, Emily, put the windowsup, and bring the flowers.
I shall make the vases up, and arrange the books myself.”
. “Miss Genevieve, who is dis Miss Babel ?”’

“Not Babel, Emily ! IMladel. She is the young lady
“who was at school with me, and is coming to pay us a visit.
So I want everything very nice. No—let that picture
hang ; don’t take it down ; it will remind her of Bethlehem.

The dear old church, the sister’s house, and the beautiful

Lehigh——”
" «I.don’t know what make Miss Genevieve set so much
by dat ole gray picter; heap better lem me bring one dem
. fine ’talian drawin’s in-here, for Miss Mabel look at. Dis
room too dark for my use! T'll jes’ put de curtin’ up, so
we can see if anybody comes. Hi! who dat ’long wid

»
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‘pray, Miss Genevieve, don’t go down in that white wrapper !
‘tain’t fit.  Put on your seben flounces !’ ‘

“Pshaw!it’s only Eugene. I don’tmind him. Besides
he wouldn’t know if I had on velvet or calico. But don:t:
look so distressed, Emily ; I promise to dress for dinner !’
And she went to meet the handsome, foreign-looking you.th

- who entered the hall with the air of one very much at:

home—throwing his hat aside with all the appearance of
extreme ill humor.

“Al, Eugene! I am so glad to see you,” said Genevieve
cordially. ,

“You need not be; I am as unamiable as possible to-
day.”

“But you won’t be when I tell you; so sit down and lis-
ten to me.”

He was very handsome as he sat listening. The lan-
guid, mellow light of the black eyes, the rich,, clear com-

* plexion, the full, red lips, and heavy clustering curls, gave

the face that glowing sun-set beauty, so i?lexpressib]y
charming in the Creoles of Louisiana. Now, the brow was
slightly contracted. and the full, round voice was complaining.

“If you expect company, and wish me to be entertaininoo'
and agreeable, I might as well go home. Nothing coulz
have brought me away but a summons from you; and I
repent obeying that, for I can be of no service to you in my
present humor.”

“What has vexed you 7’ said she, in a sympathizing
tone. ’ °
“I wish you would not use that word. People are not
vexed when they are miserable and unhappy.” * ‘
“ lfou. unhappy! Don’t be angry, Eugene, I can’t belp
laughing, it is so absurd.” ' T

The troubled expression did not leave his face, and for a
moment he was silent,
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I wish there was no one in the world to care for me; that
I was one all alone—the happiness. of no one depending on
me, and I, independent of the world.” ’

«Ol, Eugene ! how ungrateful! Think of your devoted
parents—your beautiful sisters. You surely did not mean
anything so unkind.”"

«“Yes, I did. I am too old to be in leading-strings.
What is the use of being a man if the youngest member of
your family is to control your actions? I would like, for
once, the Iuxury of doing what I pleased, without inter
ference.”

“ How unreasonable! You know
_«Don’t tell me anything I already know. What is the
use—]I hate lectures even from you, Genevieve.”

“Well, I cannot compliment you on your politeness.
Don’t sit pulling my flowers to pieces, but tell me at once
what troubles you.”

“No; I Shail not tell you anything. I wish to heaven 1
had gone with Colonel Dudley, as a man would have done.
Who but a coward would yicld to tears when brave men
beckoned -him to follow to a generous strife ?”
~ The hot flush of shame and anger burned on his cheek.
Genevieve now understood it all—how the entreaties of his
adoring family had prevented this only son from joining the
daring expedition of Lopez.

There was a deeper interest at her heart, as she looked
on the regretful face of this dear companion of her childish
life. : .

“ Eugene,” her hand was laid softly on his arm, ‘“don’t
let that make you unhappy; it was noble to yield your
own inclination to your mother’s love. You will never
repent it, Eugene.” o

The young Creole turned away impatiently. -

“X do repent it! I detest myself for my weakness. I

LR
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. It was very wicked—very unlike him I’
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|est<9r9c{u, Genevieve, it is nothing to have your conduct

:qpproved. by others, unless you yourself are convinced of
its propriety, and satisfied with its justness. Colone] Dud-
ley says——"

“Lugene,” she interrupted, “did he persuade you to go?

“Persuade me !” dndignantly ; “I am not quite a child
I d.on’t sce aunything, however, so wicked, in strivine tc;
enlist sympathy in behalf of an oppressed country.” 7
anzl‘ I d?’; in engaging in an enterprise full of danger

“Glory I”” enthusiastically added Lugene.

“« 'l‘%le glory is imaginary, the danger and disgrace real.”

“Disgrace! I never knew a woman who c:uld be 'u.st
and generous where her love was interested I’ :

“ Unkind Eugene! I wish Cuba would sink into the
waves for ever !I”” she eried, with childish ancer.

“Don’t ery, Genevieve; I could never :ee the beauty

Wwhich poets find in woman’s tears! I thought "'you were
above scenes.”

“T can feel.”

“.For yourself, you have just said how noble it was to
sacrifice your feelings for the happiness of another. Think
now, of the generosity which forgets self in the good ofa’.
who.le people! Is not this patriotism—the highest order of
patriotism 7

“ B‘ut Cuba has no claim on you—none whatever.”

“The strongest of all claims, that which a suffering

people has on its p/vo’sﬁes%us neighbors.”
. “Don’t Say any more, Kugene, for I shall always think

Just as I do now, and still try and influence Ralph not to
80, even if he does get angry,” she added, in a lower voice.
:: Not to go,” he repeated ; ‘“he has already gone.” o
No; mamma had a letter. Something went wrong, and
the expedition does not sail—perhaps for two weeks. He
3
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Stuart Raymond. Who is Stuart Raymond, Eugene 1"

The young man’$ face had brightened, and bis fine eyes
were lighted with a sudden determination. Everything
was decided, when liec answered :— .

«Ah! heis one of the few men whose friendship is an
honor! Brave and bold, if truth vanished ftom all else
earthly, you would find it in his bosom.”

“You are always so enthusiastic. 'Why could you not
say, ¢ he is a very clever fellow ¥’ ” .

“Because men are, generally, willing to do each other
justice.”

“I know youmean to say women are not ;‘but, Eugene, it
is not at all creditable in a man to sneer at our sex. Brave
men never do ; it is only the mean, who are themselves de-
ficient in good. The better a man is, the more he loves
and respects women.” »

“ Heavens ! what have Isaid ? Nothing in the world ;
yet one would think I had written fifty satires. However,

" a passion is excusable in you, and all other women who

" have pretty eyes.”
“Oh!” laughed Genevieve, “ that reminds me, Mabel is
coming at last, Eugene.” .
. “ Don’t bore me with that girl, don’t; I am tired of hear-
ing of her.” : _
“ Never mind, she is going to pay me a long visit. I
hope we may keep her always—eh, Eugene 7”
“ You may keep her as long as you please; I am going
. *away for the rest of the summer.”

“ How provoking and disagreeable you can be! You'

wont go after you have seen her, for you will love her.”

“ Love a réd, bouncing Yankee girl !”” he laughed scorn-
folly, o /
“ She is far more lovely than any southern girl you ever

oy BQ,’-"
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- “ Why 7 It is a very silly prejudice.” -
“They have such large hands and fect ! They ought to

stay up north, where they are put like sunflowers :Tt the
back of the garden. It isbad policy in them to come south,
among our lilies and roses.”

“ Nonsense ! what does that matter ? besides, I could not
begin to wear ler gloves or slippers;” and she held her
pretty delicate hand before him.

“ Matter ! a great deal; think of a man swearing to love
through life, while his eyes rested on a white satin slipper ;
No. 6,—and then fancy him ordering her wedding-ring to
fit his own finger.—Pshaw 1’

Genevieve laughed : « Well, Mabel shan’t run off with
you. I won’t have you married: by force—sacrificed to
friendship.”

“ Miss Gen\evieve,” said Gustus,_making his appearance
at the door, “Marse Louis done cum, he say de boat most

‘here too ; you ken see de smoke out de chimleys, ef you
look down todes de river.”

“ Come, Eugene,” she exclaimed, starting up all expec-
tation, *“ come !”’

“ No.”

“Stay then;” so she ran out to her uncle Louis, ¢« dear-
uncle Louis,” the kindest, best-hearted old bachelor that
ever lived. '

“ Ah! pretty one,” he said, kissing the glowing cheek
of his niece, “ there is Sea-foam as fine and gaily as if tho
ugly nail had never pierced her foot.” )

“ You are so good, my darling uncle, but see, the boat is
landing ; you wait for mamma.” ‘

There was much real happiness in the tearful but" joyous
meeting of the two young girls. It is, I know, a subject .
of .ridicule, but I believee that ofttimes the strongest” friend-
ship of a woman’s life i$ formed at school. It was go in

[
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memory of calm and happy years, spent in the quiet and
excellent Moravian Institute, on the beautiful laurel-covered
banks of the romantic Lehigh.

Mrs. Clifton received the orphan friend of her daughter
with all a mother’s tenderness.

Uncle Louis was charmed. Her cordial manner and un-
restrained delight were so different from the stiff northern
shake of the hand he had expected. So Mabel established
herself at once, as the reality of Genevieve’s oft repeated
description.

Charming, is not the word to describe her manner; that
applies only to the present. It is ¢ fascination,” for that has
a kind of enchantment that lives even in absence. When I
say she was free and careless, both in manner and conver-
sation, I do not by any means intend the bold and dashing
style, so much affected by our modern belles ; everything
about her was delicate and refined. Besides, there was a
forgetfulness of self, a charity for others, an interest in the
happiness of those around her, which you rarely see in'a
beautiful woman, Whojs accustomed to homage and admi-
ration as her right. She did and said many things at which
others would have hesitated—but the wrong was in them,
not in her. “To the pure all things are pure.”+ Again;
the ancients said, “ The gods give the impulse, man the

motive.”” Mabel followed the impulses of a warm true

heart, with guileless innocence, never pausing to think if
you or I would approve, but strong in the consciousness of
good. There was a child-like trust, a generous, open confi-
dence, which gave her character -an inimitable charm—a
charm far more touching, more lasting than beauty.
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CHAPTER VII.

“ Oh! for a tongue to curse the slaae,
Whose treason, like a deadly blight,
Comes o'er the councils of the brave.
To blast them in their hour of might.”

MooRrE.

Now we will turn to Dudley, as he walked slowly down
the long avenue which led to the river. Now that he had
left Gene\ieve, e felt a sense of relief. Ile loved her with
the tenderness we love children, the strength we love wo-
man ; he loved ber “not as men do love, but as they can;”
still lus was not a‘heart which the holiest spell of woman
could entirely fill. There was a voice within, calling for
the great things of life, which she could not answer. Now
that he had broken the silver chains that strove fondly to
‘bind him; now that he had resolutely thrown himself to
fate, there was nothing to stand between him and the flash-
ing light of his patriotic amnbition. On reaching the bank
of' the river, where a small boat was moored, he waked
Scipio, the negro boy, who was his constant attendant, and
their light oars dipped quickly across the rushing waters.

“Mighty dark night, certain; moon done gone down,
too; but ’taint fus time, Marse’ Ralph an’ me fly like light-
nin’ buors "long here.”

SCIPIO sprang lightly on the shore, and fastened the boat

“Hi! ’tain bit of light in de hall; you jes take yo time,
Marse Ralph; I run on an’ see what dem niggers is *bout.”

He hastened forward, and left his young master, the last
of a noble name, standing with his eyes fixed sadly on the
large old mansion before him, whose grey walls were partly
hid by magnificent oaks, looming up in the darkness like
sturdy sentinels; keeping a quict protecting watch over the
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thousand gorgeous flowers an irubs, which made the
beauty of the young planter’s home. :

Cool waters poured their refreshing showers into gleam-
ing marble basins; the low-voiced night-bird sang to the
sweet-falling accompaniment; the south breeze sighed
among the dewy flowers of the dark-leaved orange, but
nature’s charms won no thought from the heart that was
wandering far into theo future.

Dudley walked moodily up the shell-paved walk, acd
entered the hall where Scipio’s eager face waited.

‘“ Somebody here, Marse Ralph.”

“ Who, sir 2”7 -

“Same one whut cum up wid you an’ Mr. Segur bufore.
Got name jes like sum dem Spanishers we kill in Mexico.”
[Scipio had accompanied his master in the campaign, to
which honor he never lost an opportunity of referring.|
“ Settin up in yo own room, smokin’ jes like he feel hiself
at home ; Marse Ralpl, better let dem Spanisher lone,” he

continued, as Dudley sprang up-the oak steps which led to
~ the room containing his guest. Dey not gwine do us no
good, no how.”

As the door opens, and a stream of light falls on him, we
will for a moment regard the gallant young hero of our
story. - :

More than six feet he stood ; straight, agile, and stal-
wart. Nature seemed to have sent her model soldier in his
form. There was a look so regal on his brow, one might
dream it had worn a heavier crown than the chaplet of
dark brown hair that encircled above it. It was not the
* brilliantey of the large hazel eyes which first attracted you ;
they did not dazzle—the. spirit did not beam out; it drew
+ you down into their mellow depths, where the heart spark-
led joyously, like a child playing in sunshine. The brows
were slight and graceful, but wanting in that strength which
marks a man’s face with determination. + The Grecian nose

%
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was sternly cut, like that of a statue; and the force and
pbwer of the face centred in the firm square chin. His
ncther lip was in profile hauglhty, but there was a tender
beauty in its smile, inexpressibly sweet. The hand which
threw aside the Spanish cap, as he advanced to meet the

. stranger, told its own story of high birth, it was so small

and white; but the grasp was nevertheless cordial which
closed over the dark fingers of Gonzales, whom Dudley
thus addressed :— '

“ You are unexpected, but not the less welcome, Gon-
zales. I trust you have fared hospitably, in spite of my ab-
sence.”’ .

“Right sumptuously, noble Dudley; but one scarce
thinks on personal comforts in these stirring times. The
expedition, howevér, is delayed; I came to bring you its
movements ;”’—Nhe laid a sealed package on the table by
which they sat. )

The young man smiled as he recognised the delicate
Spanish characters.

“Ha! you come from the General himself! God keep
him !’ He rang a small silver bell, which Scipio answered.

“ Order the cloth laid in the dining-hall, and come to
me.”

The visitor, Hidalgo Gonzales, as Ralph had called him,
looked from the open window on the dim star-lighted pros-
pect, while his host read with eager interest the coming
movements of those generous but ill-fated patriots.

How different they were, the occupants of that room.
Gonzales was both a Spaniard and traitor; though born in
Spain, he had lived for years in the pay of the official au-
thority in Cuba., After amassing a large fortune he sought
the luxurious city of New Orleans, as his home. He had
early espoused the Cuban cause, arid was in the full confi-
dence of its supporters, who relied greatly on his zeal and
trust-worthiness. '
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down-looking eyes; and the low brow retreated, as if to
hide its want of beauty in the blackness of the ‘straight
over-hanging bhair ; the rest of the face did not lack comeh-
ness, but the figure was small, cowering, and insignificant
and that sweetness, which we are told lies in the most sub-
tle poisons, floated in that voice which was to pour the
deadly venom of its traitor tones in the bleeding wounds
of the unhappy Island Queen.

Wailing land of beauty ! the serpent which thou hadst
nurtured on thy generous bosom, was yet to stab thy burn-
ing, breaking heart. Scipio’s sumimons came; Dudley laid
the papers carefully by, and the two young men procecded
to the room where the cloth was laid, the wine set on.
They seated themselves at the table; but Hidalgo was
silent, and glanced uncasily at the honest black face peer-
ing over its master’s sloulder.

“ Shade the lamp, Scipio, and leave the room,” all of
which the boy did with a very bad grace.

“ Can’t fool Scip,” he soliloquized, seating himself at a
distance from the door as an outer guard. “ I see him look
at Marse Ralph, make him sen’ me out, like I kers to hear
enny of his gibberish talk. He ain’t fit company fur a
decent colored boy, no how. Dun know what Marse Ralph
make so much of him fur. I jes’ natrally hates dem
Spanish fellers, ’cause I scen too much on um in Mexico.
Give our boys lots trouble. Dem battles! My soul!
diden we pour down de shot, an’ gib um siczars! I bet
dem Mexicers 'members Scip.”

While SCIPIO reviews with great complacency his former
encounters, we will return to the room in which sat the
patriot and traitor.

“Now,” said Ralph, filling the Spaniard’s glass, « tell
me, Hldalgo, whence came this glorious news. The Cubans
* in arms—the flag of the new repubhc already raised—these
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many cheering letters from men so long known as staunch
loyalists!  God is surely with us! But how came they to
the hand of the noble exile 77

“Secreted about my person, I was in imminent danger of
being scized ; but fortune favored, and T arrived in safety
with the good tidings. Concha is in despair; his trusty
ofileers are dexmtmg, and he has nothing to hope from the
people.  This is the tide in Cuban affairs, w luch will bear
the patriot ships to her redemption.”

“ You have seen the general, and told hl'n this 7

“Aye; all this, and much more. I brought letters from
the very oilicers of the Captain-General’s household, swear-
ing their allegiance. I have told him how eagerly the
people watch his coming as the worshippers do that of the
sun ; how hopefully they stand ready to throw their wrongs
at his feet, their cause in his hands, to follow him to victory
or death.”

% What says Segur to this?”

“Hal you will think both Lopez and his friends have
turned cowards when I tell you he it is who counsels this
delay. Yet I myself brought his dispatches from the revo-
lutionists, telling him the Cubans are weary of waiting, and
begin to question if the promised succor will ever come.
That they are inefficient and wholly unprepared to sustain
a revolution within themselves; that they have, depending
on foreign aid, more than once pronounced, that assistance
did not come, and they were speedily put down, belng

‘powerless before the superior arms and numbers of the

troops. With sullen sorrow they have seen the best and
strongest of their partisans condemned to brutal death.
They are growing hopeless from bitter dlsappomtment
Lopez swore to come, but he has apparently abandoned
them. If their American friends refuse to aid them, then
are they lost. This is the purport of their appeal to Segur,
on whose sympathy they entirely rely. And yet, L in my -

3#
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. presence, he said : ¢ General, it is for you to decide, yet let
us remember it is useless to go unless prepared for any
emergency ; delay is far better than failure’ Lopez urged
the impatience of his men, the difficulty with which he con-
trolled them. Segur answered, with his lordly tones,
¢ Disband them, sir ; there are five hundred others ready at
any moment to take their places.””

« Tt is all very true,” said Dudley; “ for it is useless fo
give Cuba our lives, unless they purchase her liberty. We
ghould be better organized; and by waiting, our men may
be disciplined, and our supplies doubled. In the mean
time, the natives will bravely sustain their cause, knowing
we are at hand to succor.” )

¢« Think you,” replied Gonzales, « they have forgotten the
fate of the Round Islanders? Is itlikely to inspire them with
faith ? Do they not know that more than one American ves-
sel hovers in the southern sea, guarding the island —assisting
her Majesty to hold the galling chains around the bleeding
neck of that unhappy land who would fain follow her
example, and accept the generous aid of foreign liberalists,
in this struggle to throw off the heavy yoke of a crown!
The Cubans are well aware of the hazardous position in
which their friends are placed. Denounced as outlaws,

‘guarded as robbers, how know:they you have not again

_been arrested—cut off from all supplies—starving in the
very face of the officials? How think you they can, after
so many disappointments, trust a people whose government
vies with Spain in crushing their rising, struggling hearts?"

A deadly crimson flushed the American’s face, and the
Spaniard smiled as he watched the fierce young spirit writhe
‘under his words,

“Oh, my country !” exclaimed Dudley, pacing the floor
mournfully ; “have I lived to blush for thy small-hearted,
selfish policy—thy shameful inconsistency! Proclaimed
and threatened as pirates, thus has she cast from her those

.
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Iesiycﬁggcéould die to avenge ker wrongs—men whose blood
has stained the starred banner in its hour of victory—these,
she has insulted and branded with reproach. Yes,” he
added, bitterly, « her forbearance is reserved for foreign
powers, but denied the children of her bosom, wlhose error,

. asshe is pleased to call it, consists in loving too fondly the
great and beautiful principles of her own national character.
You are right, Hidalgo, we must hasten to strike while our
own arms are free.” '

Dudley sat silent and gloomy. He felt that keen sense
of injustige so galling to a man of conscious integrity. He
loved his country, and had resolutely dashed from his heart
the Ditter, complaining thoughts which the words of the
wily Spaniard awoke in his breast. The recollection of the
unjust, disgraceful- detention of the Round Islanders, the
cold-blooded cruelty of the late proclamation rushed hastily
over him. How dared the man who had sworn before God to
protect the rights of American citizens, thus defy the Con-
“stitution and outrage their liberties? How dared this
chance President assume a royal power, and wantonly
deliver freemen to the dark despot of Spain, perhaps to an
ignominious death ? /

They had nothing to rely on but their own strong arms,
and Cuba’s only hope was in them.

“l1 do not know precisely,” he said, pausing before
Hidalgo, “what the general intends doing; whatever his
course, we may rest assured it is that which be deems best.
Scgur, that admirable patriot, to whose generous sympathy
and undaunted support the Cuban cause is so greatly in-
debted, will counsel him aright.” .

“If, after the letters I have brought him from the pa-
triots, the strong, undoubted proof he possesses of their
urgent need of assistance, he does not encourage immediate
departure, I shall think I'have perilled my liberty and life
most uselessly.”
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good a cause. General Lopez writes me, you will return
with minute instructions to the revolutionists, and a promise
of our speedy coming. He says, however, at_this present
time, we would not reach Cuba, so strict is the watch which
is kept over the gulf by the American men-of-war.” '

“ You will accompany me to-morrow %"

“ Yes.”

¢« Then, I pray you use any influence you may have
with the general and his friends, for they are blind to
Cuba’s interest when they thus delay. Now or never.”

* “ Haste certainly seems to be imperative. It is true we
are few, but Lopez writes with enthusiastic confidence of
success.” ' |

“ Ah! but every hour that finds you on American soil
lessens the hope of the Creoles and endangers o[_ur success.
So remember—but when comes the boat.?”’

“ At early dawn. You are weary, and have but a few
hours to rest. Scipio,” the boy had long since entered un-
perceived, “ conduct Senor Gonzales to his room.’ '

Dudley remained gazing from the window on outer dark-
ness. The momentary depression that came|with the
tidings of their delayed departure, had left his fitful spirit ;
—they would go. He knew Lopez and his me:n too well
to imagine they would falter. There was no gloom on the
brow from which the wind raised the dark AchapleLt of hair,
and his large eyes were brilliant with gorgeous T'risions of
success. There was no spirit of revelation near, to draw
the veil of futurity and unfold its coming scenes l no hand
to paint shudderingly in burning colors on the curtain of
nfght, the fearful picture of American degradation ; the
piercing cry of unavenged freemen was yet sleeping with
the power of the tyrant.

The glorious future of Cuba ! His heart bounded with .
the thought—he walked slowly down the room, and paused

3 -
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Ies'g)qu'{a the full-length portrait of our own gallant La Fayctte.
'He looked with wistful earnestness on the still but speaking
features. The frank honest eyes beamed down, down, into
the heart of the brave young liberator, filling it with a
sceret encouragement, a strange solemn hope and joy. The
lips, so firm in their beautiful patriotism, seemed to whisper,
¢« Go—follow in my footsteps,” and his hand lay meaningly
on that trusty sword, which so promptly came to the aid of
our own oppressed country, He turned with silent reve-

rence to the form of Yashington, as he stood on the canvas,
in his full military uniform. Could he ask a nobler cause
than that which involved the same great principle for which
he had fought ? The great heroes of a struggle nearly
resembling the one to which he looked forward, were on
cither side, as if" to inspire him. A holy zeal filled his
breast, he felt as if tkeir spirvits listened approvingly from
the hovering world around, as, in that picture-haunted room,
his heart filled with the chivalry of the past, strengthened

* with hope for the future, he solemnly renewed his alle-
giance to Cuba and her cause.

Midnight had long since passed, and Scipio came urging his
master to retire. ¢ Marse Ralph, ef you goin’ way in de
mornin’, you better be gittin’ sum sleep dan standin’ dare
zamenin’ de same ole picters, we bin seen ever sence we
wus boys. Ginel Washenton and Ginel ’Fayette aint had
nobody set mid um dese las twenty-five years.”

«“ Scipio, tell Marmion to come to me.” .

« Hi, Marse Ralph ! he done gone to his house long time
ago; it mose day. I don’t see what you wants wid 'nother
sort er wine to-night, Marse Ralph,”—(Marmion was the
butler,)—¢ but ef you does, I’ll jes’ go ;»I boun’ I knows
de way to dat cellar.” '

“ Go and send Marmion to me, sir; and you get ready
to leave to-morrow.”

“ Dat’s right,” muttered the boy, proceeding onhis er-

i | : *
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gwine stan’ by you like dis nigger, whut got mno ’pgn.dar.xcg
but his master. Ef he die, Scip die—ef he live, Scip live
too, Bless de Lord.” Scipio succeeded in rousing the butler,
and starting the old man in rather brisker measure than he
was accustomed to towards the house.

« Scip, what dat Spanisher come fur ¥’

« Not my place to revulge; I feels honerated to say dis
much, buiseness of ’portance from the President.”

« Hope he isn’t sent for Marse Ralph to fight no more
wars fur him ; ’cause dis family, what aint got but one in it,
dun nuff fur dey country. Marse Ralph got two gret uncles
dead in de 'mortal 'Merican resolution ; an’ his granfather,
when he 'manded under Ginel Washington, got shots 'nuff
to kill a commun man. Den his own father, my blessed ole
marster, sarve his time under Ginel Jackson. Menny is de
time I bin cleanin’ dere firearms, while dey set 'round de
table drinkin’ wine an’ jokin”like real born blood gentlemuns,
as dey wus. Dem wus fine ole days when de Englishers
turned pale an run, same is Injuns, ef you look "Mericun at
um.”

“Yo talk ’minds me of Mexico, uncle Marmion, do we
neber had no wine. ILord knows we wus glad nuff to git
water. 'Twas always curus to me how Marse Ralph live
through it 1"’ '

“ De Dudleys is hard to kill, dey is born fur solgers!”

“Mus be dat way, 'cause nobody could live and went
.through what me and Marse Ralph did. You see, uncle Mar-
mjon, you nuver bin in a furrin’ lan’ sick an’ got no money,
nur frens, when you got plenty of bofe at home—me an’
Marse Ralph is; an ’tain much glory in it nuther, sir.”

“No, Scip, I nuver is; please God when I lef 'Merica
lem-me step up to heaben. But you say,” he added, in a

lower tone, “ you aint got no notion what dat Spanish man
cum for ¥’

<

un

¥

added the body-guard mysteriously, ¢ I'll 'mark dis much fur
yo satisfaction, bein’ it’s you, uncle Marmion; de Presi-
dent is in Orlens, waiten fur Marse Ralph to make ’range-
ments "bout de marter.” He shook his head cautiously, and
opened the door, which Marmion entered alone.

‘“ Marmion,” said Ralph kindly to the white-headed ser-
vant of his father, « it is an odd time to call you, but I shall
leave very carly to-morrow. I wish you as usual to take
charge of affairs, and keep everything straight until I re-
turn ; which may be in a few days, or, perhaps, not for a
long time. If anything should occur, and I do not come at
all, take this yourself, remember,” he laid his hand on a
small cabinet of beautiful workmanship, “to Mrs. Clifton.
I leave the key with you, Marmion, for I know, as you were
faithful to my father, so you will be to his son.”

“ God bless you, Marse Ralph,—las words my blessed
marster say to me, wus, ¢ Marmion, 'member, nuver lef my
motherless boy.” Poor nigger could’en talk, he takes dat
boy up in dese ole arms, an’ dem streamin’ eyes look up to
de heavenly father—dat nuff—de ole solger die in peace.
Now dis grey head proud an willin’ enny day for lay down
under de groun for dat same boy what ole Marmion dong
raze up fur be a solger and a gentleman like his father wus
fore him.” He shook the honest tears from his eyes.
Dudley was much moved. His recollections ran back
through the spent years of his orphaned life ; his childhood.
over which Marmion had great control. He remembered
how he had taught him to sit on a horse, and to excel in all
his boyish sports, how he was never tired of taking him
before the portraits of his father and Jackson, telling him
all the while, with his simple but touching enthusiasm,
wondrous stories of their warlike deeds; how, when he
showed him the great ‘sword that lay beside the well pre-
serived uniforns, he laughed to sce the littli hands try to

&
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" thrust its shining blade, and said, with a famous smile of

cor"nplacent pride, “You gwine be jes like yo brave father,
thang de Lord, and dat sword is yourn when you gits a big

_grown up man.”” He remembered Marmion’s grief when

his guardian sent him to college, and how he persisted in
his yearly visits, watching over with untiring devotion, even
to the present, the child of his adored master. All this,
and much more came to his heart, when he said, * Marmion,
I believe you are the best and truest friend I have ever
known. I wish there was something I could do for you—
if you would only have your freedom.”

«“ Marse 1Y{alph 1” exclaimed the old negro, passionately,
«don’t ’sult dis grey head in yo own dead father’s house ¥’

Ralph smiled. ¢ Marmion, you know I could not mean
to hurt you.”

% No, no, Marse Ralf, you ment it fur good, but you
aughter knowed better. I furgits it dis time; and all Mar-
mion ’quires is, fur you to, liold yoself like my marster’s
son, and ’member you bars dat name Ginel Jackson was

‘proud to call his fren’ in de camp, an’ in de gret house at

Washinton too. But it ’pears to me,” ‘he continued, looking
inquiringly at his master, * dem Mexicans is mighty comi-
cal folk ef dey aint satisfied wid de flogging you and
Ginel Taylor dun giv’ um. Dey oughter had Ginel Jack-
son holt of um ; I reckon dey nuver would want to fight
agin, time he made Britishers of um’; lopt um a’ roun’ de
tree wid de trace chains. I boun hé never had his work to
do over, ’specially ef my marster’s rigimentals wus on de

; fele. Marse Ralph, you gwine *way now, and dare is one
: thing I does ’quest of you, don’t spose yoself to de
‘enemy’s fire onnecessary,. 'memberin’ es you doe you is

de las’ Dudley—ef de balls cums thick don’t be shamo

to dodge um, sir, *cause ’twas de i'mortal ginel hisself whut
said—* Never mind de hed movin’, boys, ef de foot stan’
still.” »* .- ‘

*.
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S .Org/Marmion 1” exclaimed his master, smiling, * you must

be dreaming ; who the d I has been talking of war ?”

« Nobody, sir ; Scipio revulged de™fair of de President
waiting in New Orleans fur your ’rival, and I ’vined de
res.”

Ralph laughed heartily. “ So, you have been listening

“to one of Scipio’s infernal yarns.”

«“ Marse Ralph, ef de President wants to stop on his way
up, jes lem me know, ’cause I mus prepar things to give
lim a ’ception. You can jes sen’ Scip back, ef you please,
sir.”

« Hang the President! it is very probable I shall return
myself in a few days, unless I am wanted elsewhere ; if I
do, Stuart Raymond will accompany me. You remembe®
him, Marmion ¥ -

“Dat I does; lie is a gentleman every incl, an’ will do
to trus’; wish I could say de same of all your frens. DMarse
Ralph, mind whut you-’bout, an don’t ’gage in nothin’ ha-
rum-scarum, 'cause t’ain everybody got a name an’ fortune
to los, and you mighty don’t ker.”

“I shall be wonderfully cautious, Marmion,” he said
with a smile, “ and try and keep the name and fortune both
unhurt. I will leave a letter on the table, which you will
send to Ellawarre to-morrow. Now, you may go.”

“ God bless you, Marse Ralph, Lord-a-mighty bless my
marster’s chile.”” The dark ebon fingers closed over the
hand they had led from childhood to manhood’s estate, and
the dark fine form, with its wrinkled brow and snow-white

.lead, slowly left the room.

Colonel Dudley sat down, and wrote Mrs. Clifton ; telling
ller, for the first time, of his connexion with Lopez. When
the letter was finished, the morning light was coming in,

and he threw himself on his couch to sleep, as we do when

youth is in its first promise, and hope is making its own
future. ' -

%
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. CHAPTER VIII.

MaseL had been long enough at Ellawarre to charm the
whole household by her unaffected gaiety and good-humor.
She was so curious, so amused and intecrested in everything
relating to southern life. Eugene, reader, was ever by her
side, explaining with gentleness and patience, truly re-
markable in him, all that excited her wonder and astonish-
ment ; laughing with her at her own ignorance; riding,
walking, singing with her; arranging her favorite flowers;
neglecting everything for her smile; showing by a thousand
little things, how deeply the * Yankee girl” had touched
his heart. Genevieve was too wise to say anything; but
tried, with womanly tact, to convince him by her silence
that she had quite forgotten his wonderful ‘aversion, so soon
overcome. ' ) .

Ralph had returned with Stuart Raymond, and the circle
at Ellawarre acknowledged them a great addition. The
one was §0 gay,so joy-loving; the other, so calm and enter-
taining. Mabel said she wondered how they could be such
friends. The two men were so different, that she compared
them to sunshine and twilight.

When Genevieve, with confidential curiosity, asked
Mabel what she thought of Ralph, she said :

« Think of him as Glaucus. No, not the Greek either.
To whom shall I compare him? Ah! Essex—that is
better. Bold, brave Essex ! the rash, daring spirit, whom
royalty itself could not tame or subdue. Lordly and superb,
he is a. man to whom any womag might be proud to lose
her heart. Inasmuch as you are happy, Honey-flower, I am
by grace of necessity content with your choice. Yet, while
I admire Colonel Dudley, I cannot help seeing that he

®
.
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« Never mind finding fault with Ralph, Mabel. I would
not have him changed in any one respect. I should be
happy with him, even in unhappiness. Do you understand
that 77

“ No, not exactly ; though I suppose you mean to express
a wonderful degree of satisfied love. I do not anticipate
unhappiness, for you are the very one to love him. Now,
I should not mind the shadows, that come entirely too often
to his magnificent brow. I would resent his imperiousness
fifty times a day. You subdue it by your gentleness. You
are so loving—so good.”

“ No, no, Mabel! If I am by nature milder than you, I
do not deserve any praise for it. I have seen you control
both feeling and temper by an effort of your queenly will.
That was a nobler goodness than the mere exercise of a
passive amiability, in which there is no positive evil to be
overcome. Lriumph over temptation, resistance of evil, is,
I think, one of the highest virtues we can exercise.”

“Yes, my love; but you are the pure unalloyed gold. I
am the precious metal with any amount of dross. I fear it
will take the hot fire of misfortune to make me the earnest
woman that I feel I ought to be. If I had ever known a
mother, who would have guided and controlled me by her
love, I am sure I would have been so much better and
happier.” :

“ Mabel, I always thought you the happiest person in
the world.”

“QOh! yes;” she answered quickly, I believe: I am
always cheerful, even gay. But there is no one to care

‘particularly if I am happy or not. My friends love me—

but there are others deargr to them. Strangers are polite.
and call me beautiful and fascinating, as long as I please

_ . and interest them. But there is no one from whom I have

the right to claim affection. I am doubly an orphan, and
have no home-ties; those ties which can alone bind happi-
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.ness permanently. Sometimes I am very lonely, and envy

"the poorest beggar-girl who can lay her head upon a mo-
ther’s bosom. My aunt, you know, is only my uucle’s
widow, and has children enough of her own to care for.
She is, however, very kind in her way, and likes to have
me with her; I gratify her ambition, which is the laudable
one of chaperoning a beauty and belle. My guardian is a
nice old man, but bores me with accounts of my fortune,
and reasons why, as an heiress, I should make what he
calls a splendid match.”

“ Mabel, how strange it is to hear you acknowledge your-
self ¢ a beauty and belle.” ”

“ Yes,” shelaughed, ¢ but it would be an affectation to
say I thought myself ugly. Others, of fastidious taste,
have decided the question of beauty in my favor. I admit
the sincerity of their decision, even while I differ with
them. I do not think I am beautiful, for I like a dark style
of loveliness ; but I am very glad other people do. Ad-
miration is a pleasant thing after all, if we would only be
candid about it. Is it not, Honey-flower 7 ‘

“I don’t know. It is very wrong to like admiration too
much.”

“Oh! of course. That means, you must not care for
more than you receive—must not covet that which is given
to your pretty neighbor with the dark curls. Men make a
terrible fuss about the vanity of women, but I never saw
a handsome man yet who was not ridiculously vain of his
beauty.”

- “Ralph ! Mabel,” said Genevieve, reproachfully.

~“ Ralph,” repeated Mabel, with a wicked smile, “is an

undérstood exception.” -
*“ How do you like Eugene, Mabel {”’ asked Genevieve,
abruptly. - —
“Oh! very well.”
“Only very well, when he is so devoted to you? Do you

P
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She looked earnestl

o rnestly at her
Mabel tried, with a laugh, ta frighten back the blush that

dyed her check. But it stayed to crimson ‘her neck and

arms.

o« Nonsense !y You don’t expect me to love every hand-
some man who admires me.”

“You are always strange, Mabel, . I bardly know what
toexpeet.  Well, Stuart Raymond comes next.”

“ Stur.u't Raymond ! repeated Mabel, thoughtf‘ully.
“Genevicve, I dare say I get the sentiment from some
novel; for they generally have g mysterious character
who exerts a mysterious influence over some one else

+ But it is nevertheless true, that I feel as though this man,

this Stuart Raymond, was intimately connected with my
future life. His eyes draw me, with a strange fascination
to look into them. Sometimes I feel as if my own destiny,
was linked with that of the strong spirit that looks from
them. But I know it is not,” she murmured in a lower
voice, with a quiet smile.

,*“He has beautitul eyes,” sald Genevieve. '

“Very beautiful, royal purple eyes—colored like the dark
]e.af of the pansy. He is not really handsome ; but then
Lis features are fine, and full of character, with such dignity
of expression.” ’

“I think him too cold and calm.”

“Yes; until his interest is awakened. Then how his face
lights up with enthusiasm 1”’

“When he speaks of Cuba, for instance.”
_ “His face could never bhe handsome to me, while his
lips dwelt on the fancied wrongs of that troublesome.

-ilsland, who does not deserve half the fuss they make over
er.” ' -

“ Fancied wrongs !” exclaimed, Mabel, indignantly.

“Genevieve, it is fearful to say that. In all the world

. A
N
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there does not exist such cruel despotism as t

- over these unhappy people.”

« T do not care for the Cubans,” persisted Genevieve;
« and I think it very wrong in America’s citizens to defy
her laws, and violate her President’s express command.”

« Defy her laws ! said Mabel, scornfully ; « that is the
usual false charge brought against these noble men, and is
very unjust. America has no law which takes from her
people the liberty of going to any. country they please.
Neither is there anything in the laws of nations to prohibit
them. The friends of Cuban independence seek to intro-
duce no new feature in national laws, to disturb no diplo-
matic friendship. Their aspirations are honorable and just,
and whoever seeks to crush them, ignores the work of
Washington.”

«T dow’t know anything about ¢the laws of nations’
When did you learn them, Mabel ¥’ -

« I know very little myself,” she answered, pleasantly ;
«but I like to understand what others talk of; and as I
was ignorant on this subject, I read all that I could.”

« Are you not afraid of being called strong-minded #”

«Oh, no!” she laughed. «“It is not knowledge that
makes women strong-minded, but the want of it, or rather
the affectation of it.” '

« But, Mabel, men dislike learncd women so.”

¢« No, my love ; that is an erroneous idea. Besides, you
confound pedantry with a well balanced and cultivated
mind. A woman with liberal information, one who com-
prehends, fully and correctly, the principles and propriety,

not only of the intellectual but social world, may exert on’

society a great and good influence. Woman hasgreat power,
if s_He would realize ‘and accept it. Itisconceded that early
educa_tion’ has much to do with a man’s future course. Then
the mother, though she cannot herself struggle in active

" life, yet in the mind of her son she can lay the foundation

»
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of strife obedient to his will. The mother may implant in
her boy that love for right and truth which will fll the
man with lofty aspirations for good. It is woman, after all
who crowns the hero. His best reward is—ler smile,
‘For this a world was bartered, and the loser counted him-.

self richer than Caxsar.””

“ Mabel, I do not wonder Stuart Raymond stops to listen
when you speak. You advance his own ideas.”

“‘No,i’ she answered, shorﬂy; “I am not indebted to
him.  Yet we do agree singularly. But, Genevieve, what
was the conclusion? I heard Colonel Dudley persuading
your mother to accompany them to New Orleans, and
remain at » Or somewhere over the lake, while the
Pampero is gone.” -

N Yes, we will go. TUncle Louis says the sea brecze
will keep our spirits up. General Lopez went up yesterda
to. the estate above, where he has strong friends. To-mogi
row he and his staff dine here. In the evening we take
the boat for the city. But there is the dressing-beil; and

the ge.ntlemen are coming from their ride. Let us make
our toilet.”

Mg
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CHAPTER IX.

‘ Nay ! my love must soar upward,
Like the eagle pierce the ciouds.
The wings of his great mind
Borne by a lofty energy, must catch the rays
Of Fame’s imperial sun:
Must, like a star, with brilliant eyes,
Look down on meaner things.
Then will [ crown him with my smile,
And he shall fondly swear
It is Elysium—Ilightly bought.”

THERE was an animated discussion around the dinner-
table, when Mabel, who was late, entered, and took her seat
opposite Stuart Raymond, and beside Eugene. “We were
Just wanting you,” said Genevieve; “I was supposing
Fortune stood in benevolent waiting, and we were to ask
and receive a boon. What would you ask, Mabel ?

“ Rest,” she said, almost solemnly.

“Rest! You are as unsatisfactory as Captain Raymond.

“He wanted ¢trutl,” Colonel Dudley ¢ success;’ uncle Louis
was more reasonable—¢ a wife,” and Eugene, what do you
suppose he asked ? Look on his eager, heroic face, and
guess what boon he prayed the bounteous lady to give him ?
Nothing less than ¢ Fame 1’ the noble bride of statesmen, of
.warriors, and kings ! Is he not over-bold to bend. his boy -
brow at such a shrine I”” -, :

Mabel turned her rich glowing eyes upon him, and said,
“ It is'a right brave shrine at which you kneel. One whose
wild deep worship has filled the greatest souls. I warmly

cucourage your devotions. Only be loyal, and your reward -

will come. Wear the crown, even though its bright roses
be red with hero blood. Let it grace your brow, and tell
of the triumph of a strong heart in the well-fought battle of
life. See,” she folded her white hand, “I am ready to
clap you applause.”

*
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S Of “/Miss Royal,” laughed Dudley., “ beware how you en-

courage that ‘incautious Young man’ to lis destruction.”
“It is very safe for a woman to talk as Mabel does,”
said Genevieve, “she does not have to prove the heroism
of lier words by deeds.”
Stuart Raymond looked with a quiet smile on the down-

. cast eyes of the young girl, while he said, « Would Miss

Royal send her lover to win this brave crown? VWould not
the sands of the passing hour be wet with tears 2"

Mabel raised her eyes, gleaming like the brilliant fire-flics
of a summer night. “ My lover must have a prouder idol
than even my peerless self. He must strike for honor and
for fame. Not for the praise of men, that is poor and
empty, passing away ; neither for my smile, which, even
though it enveloped him like light, could not fill a heart
truly great. He must be honest and true ; having, as his
best reward, the assurance that he has rendered some ser-
vice to virtue and human good.”

“ Miss Royal is ambitious.”

* “No,” she replied very quickly, “I am not ambitious.
What has woman to do with ambition ? Hers is an hum-
bler, but, for her, a holier and better sphere of action. But,”
the smile on her lip was so beautiful, « for the man I loved,
I should be very ambitious. The more I loved him, the
more gladly would I welcome the fair goddess of Fame as
my rival. I would even submit to be—almost—neg]ecfed
for her sweet sake. But—for her@lone,” she added with a
laugh. A soft winning laugh had Mabel Royal. -

“ Mabel,” said Mr. Clifton, smiling, “T think, from your
OWn concessions, you are ambitious. Not for yourself
exactly, as your position in society does not allow you to
exercise it ; but it amounts, after all, to the same thing.”

“ Hush, uncle Louis! don’t put on your thinking-cap
10w, to make me contradict myself.  Remember my incon-
sistencies, and, in kindness, don’t quote me on myself.

4
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Why don’t you look gratified, as if I had said something
very grand 1" .

« Perhaps,” said Captain Raymond, « Miss Royal would
change the position of her sex—would give woman the
right to throw Lerself into the whirlpool of politics, and
wrestle with the plebeian democracy ; to place herself at the
head of a gallant regiment, and shout with her silver-toned
voice, the cry of victory.”

She looked at him an instant, and her face flushed, though
she said quietly, ¢ No, I think woman’s position is right,
just as it is. It is a happy and honorable one. But I can-
not help it, that my spirit is restless, and sometimes longs
for activity. I regret and condemn the growing strong-
mindedness of my sex. Yet, I think, if man was truer to
his duties, woman would not seek to assist him in his legi-
timate sphere.”

Stuart Raymond bowed over his glass, with a submissive
smile.

“ Mabel, my love,” said Mrs. Clifton, « I have some pleasant
information for you. General Lopez and his staff dine with
us to-morrow, and we accompany them as far as the city.
Now, your anxiety to see the heroic general will be gratified.”

“ Well,” cried Mr. Clifton, with a quizzical smile, ¢ who
would have thought to hfear my cautious, conservative sister,
avow not only her sympathy for the Fillibusters, but her
actual intention to join thera ! )

“ My sympathy,” reﬁ?{ed the lady gravely, “is with its
supporters, not the expedition.”

*“ But,” resumed Mr. Clifton, * the Fillibusters are »

“ Uncle Louis,”” interrupted Mabel, « don’t say Filli-

busters ! Call them by their proper name,—¢ Patriots !’

‘ Liberators !” Though you do come nearer doing that than

our- kingly President. Colonel Dudley,” she continued,

turning to Ralph, ¢ what do you think of the proclamation,
_ proclaiming you a pirate 7"

k.
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, ““ Ithink, to use the words of my friend Walker, ¢ Tt is an
outrage to the personal rights guaranteed an American
citizen by our Constitution, and a disgrace to the spirit of
the age in which we live. It assumes an authority over
body and soul, which would well become the Czar, but is

. highly disgraceful to Republicanism.’

“ Don’t look so fierce, Ralph,” said Eugene, when Dud-
ley had finished his spirited quotation.
belted sword and black feather, to re
complete.”

“ Colonel Dudley ! your friend Walker has a gallant
spirit.  Don’t forget your promise to present him. Does he
not meet you in New Orleans ?” inquired Mabel.

“Yes; but don’t be after bewitching him with your bright
eyes, Mabel—having him transfer his allegi
publican to a royal mistress.”

“ %\Tay, Colonel Dudley,” she laughed, though non-com-
mis.smned, you know I am the best recruiter you have.
' Liberator’ is a sure passport to my favor; and I only smile
on the disaffected to draw them into ranks.”

Beautiful, bewitching Mabel! how she blushed at the
pretty speech Ralph made ; after which, they drained their
glasses to Cuba’s fair advocate. )

“ Mabel,” began uncle Louis, « you are a very wicked
girl—very—and——"

“ Don’t let him find fault with me, Mrs. Clifton,” she in-
terrupted. “Eh

“Find fault with you, Mabel I” the lady repeateds with
a smile; “there is the trouble. No one can do that;
even though we acknowledge your fault, you charm away
the very blame that might correct it. Yours is a beauti- -
ful spirit, my love—a strange mixture of pride and tender-
ness.”

The beautiful eyes of the young girl filled with tears;
aid Mrs. Clifton hastily asked Captain Raymond if he ad-

“ You only want a
present the pirate

ance from a re-
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did. Let me here pause to ask why it is that words of
kindness publicly spoken are, for the most part, regarded as
flattéry. Sarcasm, too often received as wit, brings ap-
plaise, or passes at least without remark ; when a gentle
word, or any show of good feeling, is immediately construed
as affectation. This is an injustice society has too long
labored under. Let us be more true to our kindly impulses,
which conventionality has certainly no right to cloak. But
we have kept Captain Raymond waiting to say :

I do not know, madam, what proportion my admiration
bears to that of others, but it is very great. General Lopez
is certainly worthy of the highest esteem his friends can
feel for him. His whole life has been marked with honor
and probity. Before his renunciation of his government,
he was a favorite with its queen. Wealth, power, and the
highest distinction were within his grasp. Why, then, did
Lie renounce this government? Because his noble heart
had an innate tendency to liberal institutions, and hatred to
‘tyranny and oppression; because, in his intercourse with
the people of Cuba, he discovered a spirit of opposition to
the existing government, and a disposition among them to
follow the example of our country in-achieving their inde-
pendence. Next, his untiring energy and perseverance in
a cause, the justice of which, he is convinced, must com-
mand respect. Thwarted as he is on every side, in his
effort for freedom, yet_ﬁ]} will not know despair. Though
he haggmade a gallant but unsuccessful attempt to land a
force on Cuba’s shore, yet is his good purpose unshaken.
This brave, self-reliant spirit points to a future, whose vic-
tory will cover with oblivion every disappointment of the
past. - By the strong power of an indomitable will, he sus-
tains: himself; resolute and calm, still pursuing, with un-
yielding hope, the goal of his just and noble ambition;
trusting that the achievement of his good purpose will gar-
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lanﬁgc{le victorious brow with a patriot’s fame, and put the
happy song of freedom into the mouth of that people, for
whom lhe is willing to venture so much. Ah, madam ! does
not such virtue justly claim our praise 7

“He is very noble,” sighed Mrs. Clifton.

“ Captain Raymond,” said Genevieve, ““look to Mabel,

'if you want sympathy. Her enthusiasm rises to the highest

point at the very mention of your general’s name.”

Stuart Raymond turned to meét, for an instant, the eager,
listening eyes fixed on his face. .

“Do you, then,” he said, with a kind of tenderness in his
voice, “ feel Liope for the noble exile? Would you sorrow
if he met misfortune ?”’ k

“Ol, yes!” she answered earnestly. I hope it is not
strong-minded, for I do feel the deepest sympathy for the
cause which Lopez and his followers so generously espouse.
I am interested in the entire expedition—in every one con-
cerned in it—from the seamen who man the Pampero, to
the noble general himself. T will pray most devoutly for a
glorious success.” ‘

“ And if we fail ?”’

“Itis better to meet dark disappointments than never
to know great hopes.”

‘“Mabel,” cried Mr. Clifton, from the other end of the
table, ““listen to me now. Suppose me to be your lover—
though only for a moment, remembder—would you send me
off fillibustering over the Mexican sea }”

“I would send you to assist in liberating an oppressed
and unhappy people.” )

“Oh! perhaps that is a better way to express it. But
what if I had conscientious scruples 7"’

“I would try and overcome them, and any other obstacles
which prevented you from doing good.”

“ After Cuba was freed, I might repose at leisure on a
coffee plantation ; eh, Mabel !”’
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«No,” she answered shortly, indignant at the insinua-
tion. * You should go wherever right was to be asserted,
or good effected. Perhaps to Hungary or Spain, even
tO b )

.« Well! when the whole world had been fillibustered into

bR

republicanism

« Then—we would, after ngmg thanks, examine minute-
ly, and if there was the shadow of a chain around the neck
of ‘the man in the moon,” we would immediately fit out an
expedition for his relief.”

“You are a right royal girl, Mabel; but I should not
much like being at the mercy of such a lady-love.”

“ No,” she laughed ; I sometimes feel very sorry for the
poor fellow I am to marry. If he only knew the life that
¢s before him, I am sure he would join this expedition, or
bhaug himself at once.”

Mabel colored, in spite of herself, as she looked up and
found the large “royal purple eyes’” of Stuart Raymond
fixed sadly on her face. She sprang impatiently from the
‘table ; for at that moment Mrs. Clifton gave the signal for
the ladies to seek the drawing-room.

‘When the gentlemen joined them, Mabel was leaning from
the window, looking towards the river, whose bright waves
gleamed in the starlight.

Eugene hastily crossed the room, and stood hy her.
Long and earnestly they talked of the future. When the
gentlemen rose to leave, Mabel unfolded a tiny flag, not
largerithan the hand which had covered it, and said—

“ 1 bave wrought the banner you so much wanted. How

. . beautiful,” she continued, admiringly, “ are the colors that

mingle in the free flag of Cuba ! How noble are the spirits
who support its claims | | But it wasa strange fancy of yours,
Eugene, to have those blue eyes looking from the star.”

* “ My heart will be so strong,” he answered ; * Miss Ma-
bel’s dear eyes keeping guard over it.”

s
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“ Ah! Eugene, you are brave; you must be strong.
\Vhen Cuba is free, tken think of Mabel ”?

CHAPTER X.

‘1 know not why
1love this youth ; and I have heard you say,
Love’s reason’s without reason.”

THE green room of Ellawarre was the favorite retreat of
its guests when summer grew warm. It had such an air of
coolness, such an expression of freshness, as Eugene once
said— The highly-polished floors seemed to send you along

"with scarce a conscious effort on your part, though all the

while you had a vision of a fall and a laugh. This was the
reason, perhaps, you would seat yourself with a secret, tri-
umphant glee on the light cane chair, or fall negligently on
the velvet-cushioned lounge, to admire the graceful flowing
of the gossamer curtains.” On the marble mantel were
two curious old vases, in which the crimson flowers of the
pomegranate, the fragrant honeysuckle, jasmine, and roses
rested on wild-looking sprigs of oak. A box of rare
shells, a bust of Washmo'ton, one of Jackson and Clay,
were all the ornaments of this room, in which Mabel and
Genevieve sat on the morning of which I write. Gene-
vieve’s white fingers were busy weaving gold beads with . -
purple threads, that mysterious; fairy-looking employment
which ladies so much love.” Mabel sat with her drawing im-
plements before her, but it was evident her thoughts were
not with the languid movements of her pencil. She drew
awhile in silence ; then 1mpat1ently pushing the table a51de,

&
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she threw hersclf on the lounge, and said, “I wish it was
not so warm ; I would like to have a canter on Sea-foam, a
real race with the wind. I feel wonderfully adventurous
just now; would not object td a fall, provided a robin
~ came to my rescue, and I made a lover by it.”

« Mabel, I wonder you don’t sew; I don’t think I cver
saw you engaged in that womanly occupation.”

“ No, Honey-flower, and you never will; I could not sew
if I wished, and I would not if I could. There are. people
enough in the world for that, without my being a martyr to
a mistaken sense of industry. I have had numberless lec-
tures from my aunt on the subject, but she has not con-
. vinced me that the world would be either wiser or happier
for my stitching. It would interfere greatly with my own
comfort, and I don’t see why I should do anything I don’t
like, as long as I can avoid it.”

‘“ But, Mabel dear, suppose you should marry, and be un-
fortunate, and not have any one to sew for you?”

“Well, yes; I am glad you mentioned it; that decides
me. I will marry a tailor, and he can do the sewing for the
family.”

“ Nonsense, Mabel ; you might embroider ; there is sen-
timent in that.”

“ No, no, Genevieve, not a bit of it; when you are.in the
mysteries of tangled silk, broken needles, and aching eyes.
I love a beautiful effect, but I have no fancy for a thorough
knowledge of causes. Don’t you remember how our be-
loved preceptor, Herr Schultz (our ¢beau ideal’ of a gen-
tleman and a Chri‘stian)"'used to scold me, because I would
. Dot study astronomy ; I now congratulate myself I did not.
It is delightful to me, in this age of wisdom, to look up to
- the stars in utter ignorance of that knowledge which has re-
~ duced them to a science, to read the lessons written by the
gods on their calm, eternal faces, without a vision of figures
and distances to bring me again to earth. For this reason

&
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I dgtest botany; to think of dissecting al
define the philosophy of its mechanism.
ing the beautiful to science ;
on the subject.”

“ But, Mabel, science is in itself beauty.”

. “All but its beauties are too deeply hidden for me to
discover; who cares for that beauty which requires an
effort to be appreciated ! Why must the eye grow dim,
the cheek wax pale with midnight researches after that
with which our actual world is teeming? The creation
itself is one deathless dream of Joy. Why cannot we clasp
it just as God has given it, with its ten thousand whispers
of bliss, and be satisfied ? Why must we toil to make for

ovely flower to
I object to reduc-
wait till you read my treatise

“ourselves other charms, ere we have enjoyed those already

given 77

“ Mabel, the wise tell us—"

“ Never mind, Honey-flower, what ¢ the wise’ tell us ; they
are no wiser than ourselves, only we think so. Wisdom is
a niere playing allowed men to amuse them. Love is the
grand principle of life. Does not the Bidle teach us that ?
for it is love alone we can take with us to another world ;
there he who has loved most will be greatest, not he whao-
has known most. Loving the created ; seeking to do good
to humanity ; thus shall we be sanctified to the Creator-. -
Now change the subject, Genevieve, for this brings us to
Fillibusterism, and your heart is already sick with that.

“*Her lover, her brave lover,
Will seek the stormy_ main,
And his lady love is weeping,
He may not come again.’”

“ Hush, Mabel !  What are you talking of this morning ?
Love is an unusual theme for you. -

“*Has the maiden forgotten her early song,
Has she listcned to love's soft lay 9 ”
4%
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a new and strange draught from the goblet of life, and T am
infoxicated with its delicious influence.”

Genevieve threw aside the golden beads, and looked sud-
denly on the reclining form, and its face half supported by
the tiny hand.

« Eugene !”” she cried.

The brilliant crimson of the cheek, the sweet beseeching
smile of the haughty lip answered, *“Eugene!”

She was kneeling by the low couch, nestlmg on the bo-
som of the beloved.

“ Fle, Genevieve; you give a poor welcome to my pretty
secre% your tears will stain the orange flowers and bridal
favors whlch necessarily throng your brain.” .

« Mabel, Mabel, it is a fearful thing to love,” she sobbed.
An impatient shadow darkened the radiant brow, but Mabel
answered quickly—

“ No, no, Genevieve ; it is a glad, a glorious thing to
love. The soul is so strong with life; the fulness, the en-
tireness of its delight. Hope goes dashing in rushing
waves of joy on the white-breasted sands of future years,
decking them with happy thoughts, like rosy shells in child-
hood’s lap—like pearl gems on its unshadowed brow. It is
a golden gate through which we enter a world of hap-
pi.ness Ah! beautiful gate, beautiful world, bewildering
dream !”” . >

“ Mabel, Mabel! may not the dream fade—will it not
pass away ¥’

“ Never, never! It 1s greater than life; it is divinity,
Genevieve ; mortality has no power over it—death is but
its purifier—the drop of materialism is consumed—the
nobler part of our being lives in heaven—heaven is God,
and God is love.”

“ Dear Mabel love brings sadness, oftentimes great pain,
and much sorrow.”
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that is romance ; its birthright is joy; it is man
who gives this heaven- bom child sorrow for its earthly por-
tion. Love is bright till we ourselves cloud its beam with
distrust or nevlect then ’tis only obscured—it cannot die.
Now, Honey-flower, kiss me and tell me, you are happy in
my happiness.”

“ Oh, Mabel, beloved ! you know it was once the dearest
wish of my heart that you should love Eugene; but now,
since I have-grown older, and'can better judge, I fear,” she
raised her eyes to the brilliant face bending over her, *he
is not worthy of you; you are so high, so noble, so beauti-
ful, Mabel—like a star. Your husbandshould have strength
of character, power of intellect to counsel and direct your
own fitful, passionate nature, Mabel. Eugene is your in-
tellectual inferior ; yours must, necessarily, be the master
spirit, and that will not be good for every-day domestic
happiness. He is noble, good, and true; but yet,”” she

-sighed, and resumed, “ he loves the beautiful of life not fo

itself, but for the effect it has on Aim——not because it leads
Lim to higher and better things, but because it gives him
pleasure. His is the intellect of passion, yours of spirit—
one the glowing sunset which night follows, the other,
moonlight calm and holy when it brightens into day. I do
not mean to speak lightly of Eugene, my friend, my brother;
I do not love him less, but you—oh! so much more, yoilr
spirit so bright, 8o glorious—the freest thing of earth, will
not bear patiently even the silken chains of love. O,
Mabel! had I the hand of fate, bow gladly I would hold
back all shadow from your life. Love is not for you; put
it away, Mabel. It is necessary to fill up the measure of
my being; yours is in itself complete. Why should you
love, oh, Mabel \—why ¥

“Because it is the crown-jewel of -our humamty, ‘and I
would wear it. Amngels smile ‘to see it gleam in purity
on the brow of mortality. Though I have ridiculed the
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felt the capability of a mighty love; I was only deﬁant till
the conqueror came ; now I am just waking into life—just
tasting its joy. I should die, now, if I ceased to love. Do
not look on me with such mournful forebodings, Genevieve;
I tell you, the future has not one single shadow ; do not you
cloud it with your sadness; Eugene is not—now, Honey-
flower, you know I am always candid with you—well,
then, Eugene is not my ¢deal lover ; not the nfan whom I
thought I would love. He, you know, was tall and good-
looking, with cold, quiet manner, and large commanding
eyes—a perfect prince of knowledge, at whose feet I was
to sit With timid wonder and love; who was to guide me
with his mightier will, and with an affection only shown to
myself, he was to charm me by his tenderness, and awe me
by his superiority. No imagination could convert Eugenc
into this redoubtable character; and I am myself shocked
at my own dpconsistency. That Eugene has faults, it
would be useless to deny; they are certainly self-evident;

I have more than once turned impatiently from the contem-
plation of his character, and said, thou art not the strong,
brave master of my destiny ; I will not love thee; I close
and make fast every door of my heart, and sit resolute in
its stern silence. But when he comes, with the magic charm
upon his lips, the portals unclose like receding waves, and
he enters like a conqueror and a king. With royal grace
he stands in the deep secret chamber of my soul; and as

his dark, glorious eyes beam with mocking tenderness, he .

whisper#y ¢ Thou art mine !’ my treacherous heart fervently
responds, amen. I kmow he is not great to the world, but
h‘e is greater tharr all the world to me. I could no more
live. without his love than without air, than flowers can
" without light. It does not matter if he be cold or fond,
harsh or gentle, my truest happiness will be, nearness to
him; my love is not the effect of grateful vanity, or grati-

-

it'is self-existent. I should love him if he never cared for
me ; but I know he does love me, and with that knowledge
my heart is sorrow-proof; life can bring nothing but joy.
Now, (Genevieve, are you satisfied ? If you could look
within my bosom, you would be more than content; you -

* would think the spirit of the elements had chosen my heart

as a prison-house for its rainbows, it is so full of glittering
visions of light and beauty. Come, Genevieve,” she con-
tinued, kissing the sweet face hushed on her bosom, “ you
are a poor confidant; not one word of love or sympathy.”

“ All love, Mabel ; but I don’t believe I can sympathize
with you; somehow, the old feeling comes over me that T
used to have at school ; I know it is very foolish ; but the
memory comes of theg.time when, after reading ° Undine’ in
its grand original, we sat in the clear moonlight, on the
green island, you had bathed your head in the cool Lehigl,
and twined many white water-lilies, sparkling. with crystal
dvops, in your hair; don’t you remember Mr. Shultz stopped
sou, and called you his water-spirit, his bright Undine,
and bade you beware ef mortal love? Do you remem-
ber 1

“Yes,” murmured Mabel.

“ But hush with superstition, we are not romantic young
ladies. Come! I am going to commence life in earnest; I
shall begin by going to get aunt Patty to teach me how to
make a plum-pudding. Eugene is rather French than
English; but I don’t believe it is in the nature of any
man to refuse one of aunt Patty’s puddings. Mabel,
there is one thing I meant to tellayou. How happy

. Mrs. De France will be, for now yow will persuade .

Eugene not to join General Lopez. He will give up Cuba.
for you.”

Mabel raised herself till she sat uprlght a haughty smlle
kissed every feature of her beautiful face.
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«Never!” she exclaimed, “never! I would despise
him if my love, my beauty, or my tears, could Win him
from principle, from a cause so good, so noble. I will not
come to his heart, to crush its most generous impulse; my
love would be a curse, a weakness, if.it stayed'him from
glory and honor. :

“<Lives of great men all remind us,
We can make our lives sublime.’

And what life is more sublime than one given to a nation
struggling for the principles of moral and political freedom ?
Think you, when I see General Lopez, the brave, self-
sacrificing patriot, waiting with anxious hope to welcome
the chivalrous spirits gathering around him—think you, I
could bear to watch others flock with generous haste to his
support, while my love, my dearer self, reposed in sluggish
ease? If hethad scruples, I would be silent; I would not
have him act against his conscience; but he is honest and
sincere in his knightly desire to free the beauteous child of*
the old sea-king, and I would not be true either to him or
myself if I strove to detain him.”

“ How can you say you love him, and avow your willing-
ness to see him enlist in an expedition so fraught with
danger and hazard? Mabel, this is strange love.” -

“ It is strong love, Genevieve. ' You are more selfish than

I; you would not have Ralph go, because the separation
gives you pain. It is my very love which makes me proud
to givé' Eugene to the noble work.”

“Mabel, listen ! Something whispers me you are giving
more than you afe aware of—your whole happiness. And
what will you receive in return ?. perhaps a broken heart.”

“-Hope stands sentinel in my breast to banish fear. I
- trust. 80 much in the God of my faith, the all-powerful

. helper. of the brave old Puritans—He who held in His'

]
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,alrgi/ghty hand the white sails of the lone ¢ Mayflower,” He
‘who steered that frail bark into a haven of rest, is still
strong to protect the true of heart and purpose. Itisa glo-
rious, a holy mission ! Freely do I make the ventuge. Not
in the records of past history can you find a ban‘épif men
so unselfishly courageous ; they are the very embodiment
of chivalry, and what true woman will deny them praise ?
They go to Cuba, not to conquer the Spaniard, in order to
rob the natives ; not for her slaves, not for her lands, nor
her wealth—but for her liberty. In after years, when the
song of freedom shall echo along her prosperous shore,
when she has made herself a name among nations, when,
with glowing hearts, we read the history of her victorious
struggle, with what fond delight I will turn to the mnoble
patriot by my side, and say,—thow, too, wert there /  What
is the momentary pain of a weak girl, compared to the hap-
piness of a whole nation ? We should live for the greatest

. amount of good to our race, Genevieve ; in that we will find

‘most happiness. But, darling, your eyes ase heavy with

" rebellious tears ; come, and let me find the rose-water for

them, then you will rest till dinner, for we must be very
beautiful to-day ; our heroes must have pleasant thoughts,
while absent, of their last day at Ellawarre.”

CHAPTER XI.

¢ Valor sits on every side,
And radiant beauty shines on all.”

SoME hours later, the guests of Mrs. Clifton were as
sembled in her drawing-room, waiting the announcement
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pause, and look on an assembly rich with humanity’s no-

blest attributes. But once again, even in fiction, will we
mingle in this gallant circle. Alas ! its links were soon

‘broken, never more to be united. More than one heart,

then beating full and 'strong, now lies crushed underneat}T a
tyrant’s heel. Some wander in distant lands, and others live
with saddened lives, wearing, in their breasts, the sickness
of hope deferred. First, was our own hero, Ralph Dudlgy,
whose rich, peculiar laugh, was of itself enough to fill the
room with music and mirth. The wit that sparkled on his
lip was so bright, so genuine, it found an echo in the sad-
dest heart. Around him, in earnest, hopeful conversation,
clustered the gallant officers of General Lopez’s chivalrous
army—General Pragi, Colonel Downman, Colonel Haynes,
Captains Gotay and Raymond, with others not less fearless,
not less manly and true. Near the centre of the room,
before a table on which lay an open map of Cuba, sat
Victor Ken—the brave Creole, whose fate was a mockery

to his name. Eugene was beside him, talking in very de-

cided tones. The question of dispute was, perhaps, the
point of landing, for they now and then appealed to the
towns upon the shore of the “ Palm Tree Isle.””

Opposite, with one arm resting on the table, the hand thus
supporting his head, sat the noble Kentuckian—William
Crittenden. The face thrown back, and thus exposed to
‘view, must have been in early youth very beautiful ; for
the free careless grace of childhood still lingered on the bold
brow of the man, though passion had pressed its.pallor
on his cheek. .. The lines around the mouth denoted
thought, even care ; and the smile of the lip, though sweet,
was uncertain. It was a frank and generous face; one
that is still fondly remembered by the many friends who
mournt ‘the undaunted hero’s death. His large fearless
eyes, with,their half tender, half defiant charm, rested

tonio Rafael dedarke@vrasrc or cupa. 89

S'thlgégly, sometimes on the animated group before him,

sometimes on a large carnation-hued rose, which he held in
bis hand.

In a distant part of the room, near the low-reaching win-
dow, stood General Narciso Lopez—the spirit of the scheme
for Cuban independence. His was a face, which, seen
among thousands, would have fixed your attention. A face
once seen, never forgotten. The beauty of the noble head
was of the highest order, and,.in the face, contended the
stern strength of a mighty mind, and the glowing softness
of a brave spirit, alive with every warm and generous im-
pulse.  To the broad full-veined brow, with its royal look
of power, nature had given an “inherent aristocracy ;" it

. scemed so fit a temple for the holy visions, which, alas !

placed on it a martyr’s diadem. The glorious falcon eyes,
darker than a starless night, yet burning with all the fire
of a southern sun, how they drew you with mystic influence
to trust the great heart which beamed in their depths. If
you turned from their shining lustre, the stern melancholy
of the large but firmly cut mouth, again attracted you to
that most remarkable face. The black moustache, worn
short and thick, was slightly mingled with grey, and the
frost of care had also touched the dark silken beard which
curled around his chin. What most struck you in his
presence, was a strength of endurance. He had suffered,
but was still strong in an undaunted will. There was an
intense exaltation of enthusiasm which you could feel, but
not define. You intuitively recognised a nature unfit to
contend with petty artifices. He looked what he was, the
nobl_e spirit of honesty, truth, and honor.. He came to you
in all the majesty of old romance—a hero, from those brave -
days when success lay not in a cunning brain and false
tongue, but in a good cause, a true heart, a strong arm, and
trusty sword. The short, richly ‘broidered mantle, which
the heavy tassels scarcely held around his broad shoulders,

1
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the jewelled handle of the small sword just visible, the
ﬁowing black hair, and listening attitude of the princely
head, brought you visions of the grand old Ttalian pictures
artists so much love. This was the man who left upon the

records of this age

«“ A name that cannot die,
While freemen live!”

He stood with folded arms listening to the quick, earnest
tones of that proud son of America, whose very name is the
embodiment of man’s highest virtue. That man, whose
intrinsic worth, whether it be in council or in war, is far
above the « worthlessness of common praise.” He who has
never hesitated to throw aside every feeling of self, every
thought of interest, and stand with unyielding firmness on
the great platform of truth and integrity—he who has trodden
the dangerous path of political life, surrounded as it is with
the glittering hues of ambition, yet keeping in hi brave
heart the pure principles of patriotism untarnished. For-
saking with calm indifference, party for principles, office for
conscience ; thus presenting in his noble character a high
model by which American youth may mould its own future
destiny, with honor to itself and glory to its country. This
man, with a moral excellence, rare indeed in our age of self,
had extended his generous hand to clasp in friendship the
unfortunate and exiled patriot beside him.

The American held in his hand a late number of the
«Delta,” to which their attention had been directed. The
face, usually so cold in its imperial calmness, glowed with
the fire of excitement; but the flashing of his eye was
steadied into a clear pointed beam, as the warlike covering
of his'lip quivered, and he spoke—“1I tell you, General
Lopez, it must be certainty, not hope, that takes you to
Cuba. ‘ Defeat will bring entire destruction, not only to
. yourself, but also to the brave men who go to share your

%
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danger and fight for' your cause. Your friends may be over
zedlous, your enemies more treacherous than you imagine.

“ Doubt, for a moment, the truth of these accounts of the

revolution. Suppose after landing with your band of men,
wretchedly armed asthey are, you find the island quiet, and
twenty thousand troops, armed to the teeth, brought to face
you! What then would be your position? What the fate
of your five hundred men with their miserable muskets?
Death, sir—instant death! All the courage in the world
could not save them.” The General shook his head. He did
not like the idea of American blood being rashly spilled.
“I cannot doubt these statements,” answered Lopez, with
a quiet smile of satisfaction. “They are too well authenti-
cated by private information from men on whose honor and
sincerity I rely, as on mny own—men to whose truth I trust
my own life, and those which, God knows, are dearer. We
have been much delayed; and I have with difficulty

‘restrained their impatience until this auspicious moment.

Now it would seem folly and weakness to hesitate longer.
I am perfectly confident the insurgent natives will give us a
warm welcome, and, O God! the glory of the battles which
shall free Cuba !” A smile of ineffable beauty lay on his
lip, and a mighty hope beamed in his falcon eye.

The American looked for a moment on the speaker, then
said, with a kind and earnest voice, ¢ The God of battle be
with you! I heartily trust Cuba will prove herself worthy
of such devotion.” )

The doors were thrown open, and Mys. Clifton entered,
leaning on her brother’s arm, followed by Genevieve and
Mabel. She greeted her guest with that courteous kindness
of manner by which a hostess may dispel any embarrassment’
a stranger feels. Genevieve had caught much of her
mother’s ease, and went gracefully through the presentation.
Eugene joined her, and they folléwed Mrs. Clifton to where
the two Generals stood, who, however, advanced to meet

v
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them. Ralph drew Mabel’s hand through his arm, and they
Jdingered with the group of officers around them. Mabel!
\‘royal Mabel ! how enchanting shé was with her brilliant
beauty. How glorious with her fresh sparkling enthusiasm !
and, oh, so winning in the child-like warmth of her natural
unstudied manner. She had a real heart-smile for each one
of Cuba’s brave lovers. Her joyous delight and admiration

were so genuine, so unaffected, Dudley himself caught its -

spirit; and began imagining those “fine fellows of his
acquaintance,” heroes—positive heroes. He laughed as she
half led him to General Lopez; and he just did mention her
name, when her white hand was laid in the exile’s, and she
said, earnestly, ¢ General Lopez, I am glad—I am proud to
know you.”

The Cuban smiled kindly on the eager young face, with
its wondrous beauty; but ere he could reply, she had
turned to pay her smiling homage to her own distinguished
countryman. .

“ Miss Royal!” cried Colonel Crittenden, hastily ap-
proaching her, “is it possible! I little thought to meet
you here.”

“ Don’t forget in your astonishment to say, how delight-
ed you are, Colonel Crittenden.”

“ My looks are saying that,”” he answered, with a smile.
“But your presence relieves me of a serious dilemma.
See!” He held the magnificent rose of which we have
spoken, before her. “ I know but little of flowers in gene-
ral, but this has a history. Will you listen, lady ¥’ He

paused to catch the gracious smile, and continued. ¢ Last -

winter, while ljudley and I were in New Orleans, a cele-
brated florist was making a grand parade over a species of
the rose he had just received, which, however, was without
a name. - Dudley purchased the plant at an immense price,

and called it—like a gallant fellow—* the Fillibuster.” This

- morning there was a single flower upon its stem, which he

.
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plucked for the general,”—glancing towards the American—
“who gave it to me, with instructions to present it to the
most beautiful woman in the city. I can go further. I
offer it to the most beautiful woman in the world.” He
laid the rose, with its fresh dewy loveliness, in her hand.

. “Colonel Crittenden,” she cried, her face crimson with
a vivid blush, “if you fight half so boldly as you flatter,
Cuba may congratulate herself on having such a champion.
“ But,” her eyes were filled with mocking smiles, ¢ be-
lieve me Venus prized the golden apple not half so much as
I this rose, this superb Fillibuster. Come, tell me, is my
brow worthy of its splendid beauty ¥ With a merry laugh
she placed it in the sparkling waves of her golden hair.

“Do not mind saying, its beauty pales in the radiance of

my own. I shall not be the least vain. I only like com-"
p.liments artistically, for their grace of execution or expres-
sion, not any reference they have to myself. But when
thi§ flower hay faded, Colonel Crittenden, I will treasure it
as a sacred thing, and in after years let me point to it with
pride, and say, the same hand which gave me this, raised
the < Free flag of Cuba to float from Moro’s heights.’ ”?

A smile, bright as a glancing sunbeam, lit the Kentuck-
1an’s face, but we lose his low reply in the announcement
of dinner. Mrs. Clifton paused, but the American general
had already drawn the arm of Genevieve through his own,
and General Lopez led his hostess from the room. Dudley
and Eugene came quickly towards Mabel, but she laid hor
hand on Colonel Crittenden’s arm, and they laughed at the
gentleman’s discomfiture.

“Dinner parties are stupid,” every one exclaims, and
so they are, usually ; but the one at Ellawarre was cer- -
tainly a contradiction to this received opinion. The hour
Wwas rapidly approaching for the arrival of the New Orleans
bo.at, and . gaiety did not wait om -ceremony. Hope and
mirth, smiles and repartee sparkled with champagne
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tors.
o Victory has already begun,” cried Mabel ; “uncle Louis
has at last surrendered !”

““Not so fast, my little girl! T only mean”

“ Mr. Clifton, you are surely not hostile to Cuban inde-
pendence !”” interrupted Colonel Crittenden.

“ No, sir—certainly not, sir; but I would achieve it in a
different manner. I stand on the Monroe doctrine, sir. I
hold—a proclamation should be issued—the navy sent to
blockade the ports—take Cuba forthwith, sir, and annex
her to the United States”

« But, sir,” said Dudley quickly, «“the Cubans are not to
be taken like so many slaves ! Let their wishes at least be
consulted. Cuba is for liberation, not conquest.”

« All right, sir. I have no arguments for the subject;
Just as Cuba pleases. Her condition could not be worse.”

“Boat’s in sight, Marse Ralph !” announced Scipio, from

the door, where he stood waiting, hat in hand.
. The party were rising, when a clear, full voice from Qe
head of the table cried— Officers of the liberating party :
I fill to your success—a success which shall build on the
fair Island of Cuba an eternal monument to the divine
rights of humanity, which will plant in the bosom of that
genial soil the young tree of liberty, whose growth will be
the mighty fulfilment of a people’s hope; may the God of
Washington and La Fayette, those twin spirits of the Ame-
rican Revolution—the guardian spirits of universal liberty,
shield your banner from defeat. I drink to your triumph
in thi‘s g_lori_qus enterprise—glorious, even though it fail.”

The gallant American was warmly responded to, and a
- moment after the banquet-hall was deserted. The ladies
were soon in travelling costume, and the whole party await-
ing the landing of the “ queenly Magnolia.” Her warm-

he_a.rtéd_ but eccentric captain hurried them aboard. Gene-

-
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!esr-ﬁ'ﬁéez was the last to leave the shore. He lingered
with grateful emotion, perhaps with a sad forebodine of ill
for he was leaving the veteran soldjer whose judiciouos coun:
sel might have saved him, had he listened to the man who
1ad bravely and resolutely recognised the justness of hig
cause, and purity of his motives, who had shown him gene-
rous kindness and sympathy, through all the long and
weary days of his exile.

The first link of the circle was broken. They parted to
meet—no more. The lover of Cuba, and her faithful friend
—the hero of Mexican battles. At an early hour the next
day they reached New Orleans, and Mzr. Clifton, with his
party, took the boat Jjust leaving for the watering-place on

- the lake, where they were to remain for several weeks.
This was Saturday, August 1st, 1851.

CHAPTER XI.

Tue Captain-General of Cuba, he of gory fame, was
alone in his splendid apartment. Slowly with a clouded
brow, he paced .the floor, pausing now and then before the
deep open window, through which came the cool breeze of
the summer night, bearing on its noiseless wing the fragrant
breath of a thousand flowers.

The features were not really so harsh as imagination
would likely make them. The face would have been hand- -
some, but for its dark, forbidding expression. The eyes
were large and brilliant, but they glittered with the cold
flashing light of the assassin’s ‘steel. It was a coward’s-
face—hard and coripressed. No. generous smile had ever
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ever softened the relentless heart of Cuba’s dark oppressor.
There was a footstep in the room. The Spaniard turned
hastily— '

« Ha! Hidalgo! make fast the door, and come near me,
for there are traitors around me whom fear alone restrains
from desertion. We will not give them the power to be-
tray.”

«Tt is late, your Excellency, but

«T have been waiting your coming for’ hours,” inter-
rupted Concha, impatiently ; “ how goes your work 7’

" ¢« Bravely,” answered the other, laying a package before
him. “These are the last communications that will be sent.
The - Pampero sails on the second ”

« Let them come, the pirate dogs, we are ready for them.
You delivered the letters from the patriots—our letters—
right well written they were, coming as they did from the
pen of Her Gracious Majesty’s most loyal subject, eh,
Hidalgo 7’

“Yes, your excellency !” A
" «You told the traitor, Lopez, how the Creoles were pray-
ing for his coming, but you did not add—in dungeons.”

«“No, Senor!”

“You told him how the rebels were hourly gaining
strength—the troops deserting—the tyrant trembling with
fear in the very bosom of his household, surrounded by
treason and hate. You told him all this! ’Twas well con-
cocted, by my soul! ha! ha! ha! Letthem come. Now
we will to business.” He broke the massive seals and spread
the letters before him. His face grew dark and threatening
as he read fresh proof of the terrible disaffection reigning
throughout the * ever-faithful” island, as he found the just

causer___L_opez_haa. for relying on the support of the wealthy
and influential subjects of his royal mistress. He knew it

1

. was no “mad scheme.” He knew the bloody deeds by
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which lie was to make the world regard it as such. He knew
that all the power of his despotic cruelty must be actively
exercised to prevent this vzsion of freedom speedily becoming
areality. Letter after letter, brought by Hidalgo for the
Creole patriots, he had destroyed, having the men to whom
they were addressed, put to death ; himself dictating answers
calculated in every way to mislead the unfortunate but
Jieroic General. He looked on the long list which he had
hastily made ; base and inhuman as he was, he shuddered.
«This man Lopez is not so daring as men take him,” he
said, looking thoughtfully at his companion; “one less bold
than he would venture at such bidding as these rebels give
him. Treason is rife upon the island. By our Lady, ’tis a
bold stream of blood which must wash away the influence of
this dangerous foe to the crown of Spain.” :

“Yes,” replied Hidalgo, with a dark smile, “le is well
beloved by the people. There is a story abroad that he
once, in the power of favoritism, stood between royal dis-
pleasure and your excellency. It issaidby men who know
thee not, that thou wilt show mercy to thy benefactor.”

“Thou liest, slave !”” cried Concha, glaring fiercely on the
cold mocking face of the traitor. ¢ General Lopezisno more ;
this rebel should die a thousand deaths had-I the power to
give them. Let him come! they will see what mercy I
show. I will offer him rank, life and the restoration of all
he has lest, in case he recant his error before the people.
Then shall he die.”

“So I said, your excellency; but their coming will- no
longer be delayed. The Pampero sails on the coming week,
and they land at——"" |

“Puerto Principe,” said the Captain-General, pointing
to tlte letters beside him. ,

“ Nay, your excellency, at Murillo.”

“How is that effected ¥ _

“Easily. We have our men on hoard who will acciden-
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_ with them, they are so confident of meeting rebels at any

point.” :
“Yes,” sald Concha, with a grim smile, “let them land
where they will, I am prepared to give death to every man
in their ranks. Even at Puerto Principe they would find
no welcome, for that rebellion is already quelled—the strong-
est of my troops watch the movements of the treacherous
Creoles at that point; and these,” lie laid his hand on the
fatal papers, “taken from their ranks, will fill them with
dismay, and crush effectually any intention to rise which
may linger in their timid hearts. The stratagem has worked
well; the plans of the traitor have fallen into my hands;

* his rebel accomplices into dungeons, or have met that mercy

which we will show these pirates; making their fate a terror
to all future attempts to revolutionize this island. Now let
them come !”” he threw himself back and resumed, ¢ these

men here mentioned, who are the wealthiest of the Creole’

population, must, ere to-morrow’s sun goes down, be impri-
soned or shot. Four of my own officers! Holy Mary! but

the royal service is one of blood ! Go now, Hidalgo, and bid .

the officers of the guard come quickly to me.”
The traitor obeyed ; and the man of blood, with moody

brow and folded arms, was again alone, musing fiercely on

the day which should bring death to his own benefactor and
poor Cuba’s daring champion, Narciso Lopez.

CHAPTER XIL.

THE Crescent City—the gorgeous flower-crowned bride

of the lordly Mississippi—the beloved.at whose feet he -
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pours in rushing waves of commerce the gathered wealth of
the 'Union—slept. The air-set diamonds of the sky
glowed with quiet beauty, and the young moon timidly

looked love on the fair clime of the south.

Along the deserted street, with rapid steps walked a form,

- which we recognise as Colonel Dudley. Street after street

e traversed, until, reaching.the upper portion, 'formerly
known as La Fayette, he paused before the small but
beautiful French cottage, occupied by General Lopez dur-
ing his exile. It was Iiterally embosomed in flowers.
Shrubs of every variety grew in unusual luxuriance, as
though the gentle children of nature strove, with unpre-
tending incense, to cheer the lonely heart of the noble

" stranger. Cool fountains here and there sprang joyously

up, and fell with laughing ripples in glecaming marble
basins.

- Dudley gave a low, peculiar whistle. A slave quickly
appeared, and, conducting him in, pointed to a door open-
ing' from the hall. He knocked softly. A rich, musical
voice bade him enter, and the next moment he was warmly
greeted by the Cuban General and his principal associates.

A perilous, death-bringing enterprise was before them,
but they sat talking joyously, hopefully, of coming days,
the glory of battle, the honor of success, the happy day
when Cuba would be free. With a good cause, stout
hearts, and steady arms, what cared they for dangers, that
would have tremblingly stayed common men—men less chi-
valrous and brave. .

Lopez mingled but little in the conversation, which
flowed unrestrainedly around him. Yet when he did speak, .
it was to cheer them with his own great hope—to point them.
to a glorious future.

He sat among the flower of his little army ; those brave
men who loved him—those wko love kis memory now—
with the same gentle yet martial bearing which never left
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him, even in the dark, “hopeless days of his after-life.
There certainly was a strong,\irresistible fascination in the
chatacter of this noble and uhfortunate man, which com-
manded not only the confidence and respect, but the devo-
tion of those with whom he assoeiated. His influence was
great wherever he chose to exercise it. Over the bold and
young, whom he peculiarly loved, it was unbounded; he
seemed, in their unclouded hopes, their unembittered spirits,
to live over the fierce freshness of his own youth. His
wads a powerful and active mind, one which would have
made, had fortune favored, the glory of a nation. His
earnest and unselfish zeal awakened an interest even in
those who looked coldly on his cause; his steadfast love
touched even the prejudiced; and with his noble sup-
porters—poor Cuba’s generous friends—its charm remains
indescribable. :

I know men cold and stern, whose hearts thrill at the
mention of his name—whose voices soften with its syllables.
It may be that memory, that jealous friend of the lost,
takes them back to those bright- days when they shared
the high resolves and passionate aspirations of his great
heart.  Perhaps to this very hour of which I write, when the
fond lovers of Cuba were dreaming the glorious dream of
her redemption. Ah! tliere were choice spirits in that
little circle! One with dark, lustrous eyes, and never-fail-
ing sparkling wit, whose laugh was echoed again and again
ere they rose to seek the vessel that waited to bear them
to the fair but fatal isle.

A few hours more, Lopez and his men were cradled on
the blue waters of the southern gulf, steering for the land
to which they were hoping to give the boon of freedom.

CHAPTER XIIIL

¢ Oh ! heaven, he cried. my bleeding country save !
Is there no hand on high to shield the brave?
Yet though destruction sweeps these lonely plains,
Rise ! fellow-men! our country yet remains !
By that dread nanie we wave the sword on high,
And swear for her to live ! with her to die !”
' CAMPBELL.

HuNDREDS of years have passed since Cuba, the Island
Queen, smiled in the gorgeous splendor of her beauty on
the dazzled and enraptured Spaniards. Filled with wonder

“and delight, they stood amazed at the wondrous beauty of

the ocean-born goddess.

With false promises on their lips, they encircled in their
dark, treacherous arms the fairest child of the southern
waters. Once possessed, the deadly grasp of avarice: and
opptession crushed and marred her glorious loveliness,
sending from her torn bosom a piteous and continued ery
for mercy and relief. No ear heeded the sweet, complain-
ing voice ; no breast heaved with compassion for her wrongs;
she wept over her bitter suffering in agonized endurance,
for there was_no arm to screen or save. Poor Cuba! long
has she mourned, but not always in vain, for her deliverer
has come ; he who is to commence the work of her final
disenthralment, to break the first link in the chain of her
moral and political servitude—stands on her shore. .

The liberating army had landed—that hour for .Whlch
Lopez had so long hoped and struggled, towards which.he
had bent every energy and purpose of his life, ha‘d come.
He stood upon Cuba’s shore, with a band of brave men,
wlose stout arms were raised to strike for her fre_edom..

Lopez and hismen! Ah! hovw sacred to Cuba’s children
must those words for ever be! The army disembarked at
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Murillo, and was there divided into two portions ; General
Lopez taking two hundred @nd fifty men, and lcaving the
remainder under Colonel Crittenden’s command, with orders
to follow him to Los Pozas as quickly as transportation for
the stores could be provided. Captains Raymond and De
France were left at Murillo, being in Crittenden’s company,
while Col. Dudley proceeded with Lopez to the interior.
The sun was just breaking into radiant beams on the
young morning’s brow, when the main body of the army
commenced its march. The men were weary enough of the
tropical warmth, however, before they reached Los Pozas,
which was not until two o’clock. They found, with surprise,
the town entirely deserted. Here let me explain that this
was done by order of the Captain-General, who was, as the
reader has seen, commander-in-chief of the expedition, as
far as ordering and preparing for its movements constitute
that office. “ He had by a crafty cunning, which in some
measure supplies the want of intellect in his race, accom-
plished his fiendish purpose, which was not by any means
. to prevent the expedition but to encourage it, to get it in
his power, in order to make its fate a terror to all future
attempts at revolution or liberation. Thus by a train of
stratagems, of which Gonzales was the principal instrument,
he had so far suceeded in his infamous design, for the Libe-
rators were at the feet of the enchained Lady, the fair child
of the old sea-king, and the fiery- dragons, her dark and
brutal oppressors, had closed around them. The town had
been evacuated by express command of the Captain-General,
" so well he knew the mighty influence which Lopez possessed
. with the people; so much did he fear for his power even at.
the mouth of the cannon. :
The army remained in quiet possession of Los Pozas;
* Lopez.expecting, with great impatience, the arrival of Crit-
tqnd,en’s command, for he had despatched a messenger order-
ing them to abandon everything and join him, as he was

: .
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every%(oment expecting battle. But alas! that order was
not obeyed. : .

On the morning of the 13th the sunlight came burningly
lown on the little army as it stood in battle-arra.y, bfavely
awaiting the troops who approached from t'hej dlrectl.on of
the sea-shore. General Lopez, in his brilliant uniform, .
dzqshed down the thin ranks on his bold black charger,
encouraging them by expressing his unbounded and fearless
reliance on their valor and firmness. . .

« See,” hie cried,  the troops are advancing; deprived of
our comrades, we are but a handful before their numbers.
Kcep your faces to the sea-sllore—y?ur strong arms shall
cut down the dark line of slaves which thus divides the

"liberating army. My gallant men, you fight against fearful

b2

odds—but remember it 1s .
« For freedom, for Cuba, and Lopez!” shouted the Patri-
ots with intense enthusiasm. * Look,” continued the clear

. cheering voice, ¢ look beyond the battle-field before you, in

whbse dust the hated colors of the tyrant ﬂag.shall lie l‘ow.
Already are we welcomed by Crittenden and his companies ;
onward we bear the glorious, triumphant ﬂag—tl.le free flag
of Cuba, around which her tyrant-troddc.en sons will joyfully
fock. The beantiful child of the sea will put off her.tears 3
radiant in smiles, she opens her grateful arms to receive t(lile
valiant good who have redeemed her fron.l ignoble bo}?’ i
Letus battle bravely to the death‘-'ﬁéu.r foravictory over w (gllc
fature generations shall rejoice ; a victory that Wll].. fozm_ a
republic, who will rise in power and call Columbia 51\st.e;1.
A long, loud huzza rent the air. The troops rapidly

_approached—they were on the very edge of the town.

With firm and steady arms, every man at his -post, thfa
Liberators stood-with breathless impatience. Lopez rode
rapidly along the line—pausing befor-e' the standar.d-‘be;a:;r,
he seized the free flag of Cuba, and with a glad, proud smile,
waved it high above him. g
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and her liberty.” Onward rushed the intrepid soldiers,
sending with unerring aim their deadly greeting to the
enemy. Hotly the death shower poured on the Spanish

- troops, who faltered and swayed back with great confusion.
" They retreated a short distance, and the regular battle com-

menced. Fiercely the combat raged, the officers shouted
to their men, exerting and encouraging them_to stand firm
to their arms, to show themselves worthy of their glorious
mission. Hardly they pressed on the ranks of the.enemy,
throwing the wildest destruction in their midst. For hours
they kept up the deadly play of booming balls; and the
contest. continued with deadly energy. Victory hovered
over the field of carnage, poising her brilliant wings in mid
air over the battling hosts. The crown of Spain, and the
free flag of Cuba, were struggling for ascendency

“ Long time in even scale the battle hung.” With the
Spaniards it could not be a decisive action, but to the
Americans a defeat would have been at once fatal. With
ceaseless din the battle raged. Regardless of the destruc-

‘tive fire of the troops, the Liberators advanced . with

characteristic intrepidity closer upon’ them. With deter-
mination, with certain aim, the * noble few pressed into
the very midst of the foe, who at length gave way, and
retreated with great confusion and disorder. The Patriot
army rushed forward withga wild eager shout, but Gen.
Pragi, the brave Hunga‘i’lan, himself bleeding profusely
from a mortal wound, seeing the dead and dymg lie thick
around him, knowing they . could ill afford to lose their
men, hoping every moment for succor from Crittenden,

B ralsed himself, and with a firm voice cried, “Halt!”” The

main body of the _army fell back, but Col. Dudley shouted
to his men, and dashed "on in pursuit, closely followed
by Downman Encouraged by the bold heroism of their
leaders, the goldiers rushed w1th hot haste and deadly
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fire upén the retreating Spaniards. Gen. Enna perceiv-
ing that he was but partially pursued, instantly rallied,
and quickly turned upon the advance detachment of the
liberating army. Then fell Downman, a brave American,
a generous patriot, who was worthy the life of a freeman,
the glorious death of a liberator.

,“Happy man! so to have lived, so to have died.”
Pierced by a deadly ball, he reeled in his saddle, and his
weapons fell heavily to the ground; with a strong effort
raising his arms, he clapped the morning sunshine with
bis stiffening hands, and cried : ¢ Charge, onward ! death to
tyramy !—Cuba—Iliberty—I die !” He sank into the arms
of his men, and was borne from the field. Col. Dudley
paused an instant beside 4iis fainting friend and brother ofti-
cer; then, maddened with fury and grief, heedless of the
galling fire that streamed from the enemy, he bounded on-
ward into the very face of what seemed certain death.
His faithful men, with rash enthusiasm, followed up his i im-
petuous charge.

‘“Destruction thinned his gallant band,
As’beating waves  sWeep off the sand.”

Still they grappled with undaunted courage in the un-
equal contest. But lo! the black cfirger flew with light-
ning speed across the bloody field, and the stern voice of
Lopez shouted, * Back! retreat.”” The heroic Liberators
slowly retired, keeping up an incessant fire on the column
of the foe. But the order came when Dudley was sur-
rounded by a small advanced detachment of the enemy.
With 2 mad chorus of bullets singing a wild death-song
around him, he sat on his reeking steed, like a young war-
god, proudly, fearlessly defying the: host of slaves that
encompassed him about. Erect in the manly perfection of
his bold beauty, he kept them at bay with the long broad-

. P
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sword -his strong arm bravely wielded—Mhis fierce spirit
revelled in the wild excitement of his daring, dangerous posi-
tion. They were nearing on him—a fresh body rapidly
approached—when, raising himself upright in his stirrups,
with a passionate cry of “victory,” he dashed his rowels
deep into the gallant charger, and rushed boldly through
their midst, leaving a heavy death-stroke from his sword on
more than one falling trooper. On his “winged courser”

his dark lair floating back in waving triumph, be sped to.

where his General stood, and hastily dismounting, threw his
bloody weapon down.

“"Twas bravely done!” said his commander, with an
animated smile; “the danger was rashly incurred but
boldly defeated.”” The Patriots speedily formed in line and
awaited a second atteck from the enemy. Seeing no mani-
festation of a renewal of hostilities on the part of the Span-
ish General, Lopez ordered the men to attend to the
wounded and dead, not only of his own army, but those of
the Spanish, who showed no intention of returning for their
~ disabled comrades.

In the battle of Los Pozas, the combat between nize and
two hundred men, the Spaniards lost two hundred, the
liberators thirty. What would have been the fate of the
expedition had Lopez landed with five thousand well armed,
properly disciplined sdfdiers.

The day was fast declining, but Lopez, restless with
anxious fear, sent a division of his little army to learni the
movements of Col. Crittenden. It was late. The weary

Asold1ers calmly slept, the sentinels guarded the town, and
. Lopez with his officers kept watch around the flag so dear
to them, whose folds fluttered with soft music in the pight-

wind; whose gay colors streamed proudly in the caressing

beams of Cuba’s pleasant moonhght
“ Ha! no. tidings ¥’ = .

- No,” said Colonel Dudley, under whose ‘command the

»
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company had been sent out. « A large body of troops lay
between us, and I knew it would be useless to attempt to
cut through them without a greater loss than we can well
sustain. Despairing of affording Col. Crittenden any relief,
we hastened to return.”

“You did right, sir. Dispose of your men with what
comfort you can. We march at early dawn.”

Lopez threw himself against the flag-staff, and slept.

When the faint morning light’'glimmered over them, the
army was in active preparation for their immediate depar-
ture.. Tempest—the noble and faithful war-horse of the
Cuban General, stood ready caparisoned, waiting impa-
tiently his master’s coming, but the General lingered in

‘consultation with the remaining officers of his staff. A hum

of voices arrested tlieir attention, and they turned to see,

coming 1apidly towards them, a body of men, wearing the’

llbemtmn- uniform, and bearing in their front the free colors
of Cuba. Capt. Raymond came hastily towards the Gene-
ral, Who advanced to meet him, expressing much joy at his
arrival, eagerly inquiring for Crittenden.

“J was certain he had joined you,” answered the officer,
“until questioned by the sentry as to the cause of his de-
lay. He left on the morning of the 13th, yesterday, taking
eighty of the best men belonging to our company. I

waited his return until a late h?%i;r; he did not come; the:

volunteers grew impatient and insubordinate. Imagining
he had redched Los Pozas, I followed with the remainder
of the company.”

“Jt was well.” :

“ But, General if you approve I will return ; he may be
hardly pressed, and in imminent need of succgor’

“Nay,” replied Lopez. “ Holy Mary defend our brave
comrades from harm; but that would be a useless kind-
ness ; only throwing you into;danger, w1 without a possibility
of relieving them. Two com%:nges have I already sent,

N
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but no tidings did they bring. The troops surround us on
~ almost every side ; the Spanish General only waits the full
light of day to open his artillery on our ranks. It is then
evident that we can no longer hold our present position.

"+ The army is already under marching orders’; we will hasten

" to thé mountains, where a large body of Creole patriots are
waiting us with anxious hope. Thére will we remain until
reinforced by the Cubans and our expected American
friends whom: the Pampero will quickly bring. That it
grieves me thus to leave my gallant officer and his little
band, you cannot doubt;” his large, generous cyes rested,
with a moment’s sadness, on his listeners. “That every
drop of blood lost from my army, brings me pain, you
surely know ; but mine is a stern duty, and I must reso-
lutely perform it, pursuing our present advantage, re-
gardless of any feeling, however strong, which sceks to
detain me. Captain Raymond,” he added, turning away,

“ you will sce to your company; we march in twenty mi-
nutes.”

CHAPTER XIV.

¢ A virtuous deed should never be delayed.
The impulse comes from heaven, and he who strives
A moment to repress it, disobeys
The God within his mind.”

Damre’s SETHONA.

¢ Renown that would not quit thee, tho’ reproved,
Nor leave thee pendan? on a politician’s smile.”

A s1§/Q'RT distanCe from Havana, just far enough to be
ca:lletl out qf the city, stood a) Bandsome residence; its white.

3
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walls gleaming through the thick foliage of the surr oundmg
trees. In an apartment luxuriant with eastern comfort,
sat Owen, the American Consul; Owen—the man who has
been so severely censured, so harshly denounced through-
out the Union. Owen—who has been held up to public

,scorn, as an oflicer wanting in national spirit and pride; a

man destitute of the commonest emotions of humanfty
There was nothing to indicate this in the quiet-looking per-
son, who half rechned with indolent ease, fanning the hot
bréath of tlie summer morning from his face, which was
remarkable for nothing unless its unoffending appearance,
generally. Altogether, Mr. Owen had the appearance of a
comfortable, good-natured gentleman, rather indifferent and
undecided. Now, however, his face had a perplexed air,—
“What am I to d6” w:s plainly written on lis counte-
nance. He looked up quickly, as if glad of any diversion
from his own thoughts, when a slave approached to an-
nounce a gentleman, who walked impatiently past him, and
by the Consul. The unceremonious intruder was flushed
with haste, and his large black eyes were restless with ex-
citement. He declined the chair which was courteously
offered him, and said hastily—

“ No, you have no time to lose. You must come with
me instantly.”

“ Where ¥ For what 1

“ To Havana. Crittenden and his men are condemned
to death.”

“I am sorry, sir,”” said the Consul, uneasily, “very
sorry ; but what am I to do ¥’

“Do!” repeated his companion, « that is plain enough,
when you remember that you are the only American on the
island who. can exercise the least authority. All their

. hopes of life hang on your immediate action.”

“Jt is a bad case, then, f %ﬂ: is entirely beyond my
power to aid. them It gneves e ; but, really——">

b4
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ately, « will you sit in supjre ease, and know that your
countrymen are in the clutches of the insolent tyrant?
Will youy, without an effort) to prevent, allow fifty brave
freemen to be shot, like dogs upon a common ¥’

"« What am I to do ¥’ again exclaimed the Consul, in an

irritable tone. ¢ I have no power to interfere.”
¢« Assumo it, Sir,”” the speaker’s eyes flashed, and his lips
quivered with emotion. ¢ Take all the power of a Re-

public on yourself, claim these men, enter a protest, defy
them to proceed—seize the flag of freedom, and threaten
» them with its vengeance. Call in the men-of-war who
hover around ; they will gladly support you in your remon-
strance. Take the President and his cabinet on your
* shoulders, and talk boldly of blockading. Only rouse your
. spirit, and do something. Why, sir, a strong volley of
hearty oaths would delay these cravens. - You cannot free
them, perhaps, but you may save their lives; for upon your
protest they will be kept prisoners, and the right to punish
be a question upon which the two governments will here-
. after negotiate.” '

Mr. Owen drew a long breath, and fanned himself ener-

getically. “I cannot transcend instructions. These men’

were duly warned ; they have brought this upon themselves.
I cannot commit the President in the face of his own pro-
_clamation.” . :

“ Commit the President !” repeated the advocate scorn-
fully. “You are not a full minister, and your official acts
are not binding on the government ; still, being the only
répresentative of- the nation, if, after your remonstrance,
they proceed to execute these men, it will be a palpable
indignity to our flag, and one for which instant reparation
will be demanded. Do not, sir,” he continued earnestly,
“let the: love of office ‘traggthel the natural prompting of
humanity, which you must feel for men who claim the same

b
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onal mother as yourself. Even though the State de-
_partment reprove, the great voice of the American public
will strongly support you; fifty noble freemen will own
you their deliverer, and, better than all, your own heart
will reward you with the consciousness of having performed
a just and virtuous action. Do not hesitate ; time flics, and
every moment of indecision brings them nearer death.”

“ It is hard, sir. I assure you I sympathize, but withous:
structions I can do nothing. I have no authority to
interfere ; I must adhere to the duties of my office.”

“ The strict performance of those requirements incident
upon your posjtion, is certainly commendable; but as the
stars pale in the radiance of the sun, so the lesser virtues
give way before the nobler. Even if you have no positive
official right to demand these men, you have that authority
which God himself has given every man to exercise in be-
half of humanity. Enter,” le continued, with growing -
impatience, “your protest, which will at least ocecasion
delay, and Mr. Fillmore.will thank you for the step by
which you saved his and your own countrymen. If, sir, by
your weak indecision they are lost—God forgive you both.’

The face of the Consul flushed, and he said angrily, « I
have nothing to do with the conscience of the President ;
my own is clear. He has placed me in office, and it is
evidently my duty to support his measures. He has seen
fit to outlaw them, and withdraw the protection of their
government ; therefore I can have nothing to say in the
matter. I wash my hands of all accountability.”

The dark eyes of his listener beamed down on’the man
of office, and his voice was cold with scorn.

_“You then, deliberately, without a single struggle for
release or delay, give these Ameéricans up to their gory
fate——" .

“I may perhaps visit them, though it will do them no

good. I will go to ? :
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« The devil I”” muttered the indignant man, who abruptly
left the room, and hastened to Havana to bestow every

~ kindness o the unhappy captives. '

This was he who dared to hold the pen of truth, even in
Cuba, drawing its silver lines in the very shadow of the
despot’s wing. Who, by his sympathy with the patriots,
brought on himself imprisonment, and a sentence more

.&arful than death. This was tlhe man for whose release
_ the guardian goddess of liberty bent a suppliant knee
. before the Spanish throne, while the monarchical world
3 looked in laughing wonder on the tableau of republican
bymility and royal condescension. This man was the
determined advocate of liberty, who, a few weeks since,
vas arrested in ¢ the glorious land of freedom,” because the

SR T L i

‘authorities suspected him of the same crime for which Con--

+ cha sent him to Spain—the crime of entertaining hope and
sympathy for the oppressed. .

If Mr. Owen found a republic ungrateful, Mr. Thrasher’s
2% . arrest and conditional release certainly testify to its incon-
'sistency. Imprisoned by a tyrant—threatened for the
same offence in the United States—in the name of heaven,
_where #s he to find-freedom of action and thought? Who
i can wonder if he did long for the existence of a government

: and power where man will not only be free himself, dut
free to act for the freedom of others? . '

Mr. Owen has just cause for complaint; and the admi-

* mnistration which he served certainly made a direct admis-
~: sion of its own inefficiency in his removal. Qwen was
- weak, and destitute of that native spirit which no American
has a right to be without. He deserved censure, but not
& from the government, for he erred as a man, not as an

- officer; consequently, Mr. Fillimore’s dismissal was a singu-
lar, and, .do_ubltl'ess, unexpected reward. Had Mr. Owen
&« been true to the higher dictates of his nature, had he stood
_‘bravely on thé side of his countrymen, his recall from office
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guld have brought him no disgrace; for honor from

hands “of the American people would have waited
acceptance. Mr.

Because he was w

the
. his
Owen is not by any means a bad man.
anting in one virtue—moral courage—it
does not follow he is without any. We blame hi?n for
being without force of character,
for quietly submitting to what
and human wrong,

for an unmanly tameness,
he knew to be a national
because that submission was necessary
to the support of the power which had placed him in office
If Mr. Owen merits the odium cast upon him, what are we
to think of the administration whose policy he carried out ?
Had the infamous proclamation, so fatal to Crittenden and
his gallant company, never existed, Mr. Owen’s conduct
.would doubtless have been altogether different.
. It has been said tle Consu] was sacrificed ; one would
imagine the President might have been satisfied with the
sacrifices which his power had already made. However
_that may be, Mr. Owen, who is much sinned against,”
may, with truth, affirm that « republics are ungrateful.”

CHAPTER XV.

‘ Oh!if there be on this earthly sphere
A boon, an offering heaven holds dear,
"Tis the last libation liherty draws b
From the heart that bleeds and breaks in her cause.”

CRITTENDEN and his murdered men !
. T'have written a sentence that will bring the warm, hot
blood of indignation to every American brow. It needs no
.comment from my pen, even though it had the power to
portray, with viyid distinctness, the horror of that scene.
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On the 16th of August, the fifty patriots captured?qby
Spanish steamer, were brought from the vessel which had
been their prison to the place of execution. With heavy
_clanking chains on their free-born limbs, these noble sons
of the eagle came forth to die. ' ‘

In the glad, bright morning sun, firm and resolute they
stood, living monuments of the most exalted philanthropy.
They had listened to the cry of the oppressed, not coldly,
selfishly turning away, till 2 more propitious or convenient
time, but following the uncalculating generosity of a warm,
heaven-given impulse, they went forth strong in the same
knightly, chivalrous spirit that actuated the valiant Cru-
saders, leading them against the infidels, inciting them to
deeds which lhave lived through the lapse of time, and made
their memory glorious. _

Love of their holy religion took the Saxons from their
homes, sending them across the blue waters of the far Medi-
terrancan. Is not the principle of liberty in reality the
religion of our people ? Who can separate them? Does

. the one rest on the other? Tor these holy and beautiful
principles the American expeditionists fought, though they
lLiad no positive bearing on themselves. There is a some-
thing selfish in the purest local patriotism; our country is
ours, and its welfare and prosperity are intimately connected
with our own happiness. But to possess an abstract love
of truth and good, unconnected with self, having reference
only to the benefit and improvement of mankind, 1s an
attribute of the highest moral heroism ; this heroism, allied

. with strong, unflinching courage, makes such men as com-
poséd Crittenden’s gallant band. ’ -

Oh, my countrymen, why then do we wait for future
_ generations to give that homage to our martyred brothers
they so entirely deserve Why shall we strive to justify

out weak, unpitying government, who sat in its luxurious

capital with a frozen heart, looking calmly—I had almost

L

/
Salg %Bpl'.ovingly—aon the terrible massacre of its chil-
dren. -

Ah! Crittenden, thy brave, proud heart is cold ; its life-
breath, drawn by Spanish arms, has not in all il,le broad
land of thy birth found an avenger; the death-agonies of
thy men live in the boastful memory of slaves, yet the fire
of retribution slumbers. Ye, who sat in power; ye, whom
these very men sent to wear the dignity of high office, to
\\.'atch over and guard what was dearer than life—otlleir lib’er-
ties and rights; ye, who swore to protect the children of
Washington, can ye in the lonely stillness of midnight
hour, when the heart, spiritualized by a sacred silenoce
recognises that truth and justice it must not wear in hig};

" places; can ye fold the mantle of slumber around you, and

repose undisturbed by conscience? Comes thege not a
vision of the lover of his people, of one pure and holy, with
the fadeless laurel of a nation’s love upon his brow’- one
whose great heart would have ceased to throb in defen’ce of
the lowliest American life ; comes not this face all sorrow-
ful, haunting your dreams with reproach? As it sadly
passes by, does not another stand with flashing eyes brim-
ful o-f haughty disdain, demanding the murdered children
of :hlS country, pointing with voiceless scorn to the first
st.aln upon that flag, which for eight years he held untar-
n.lshed in his bold lion grasp? Does he listen very pa-
tlel?tly, this eternal hero, to the poor sophistry of party
policy with which ye strive to shut out the wild death-
shriek of the slaughtered brave? :

Ah! yourdkis a rich reward. What care ye for the
averted faces of goed men, the tears of the weeping mother
an.d wife, the wailing of the bereft sister, or the passionate
grief of the boy for his sire 1 '

Have ye mnot the priceless approbation of the peerless
Isabella, the august Queen of mighty Spain? Have not
her loyal minions sung your praises in-the burning ears of
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crushed and broken hearti‘s],tiipa southern city, whose prou
est boast is—the defeat of a crown! Does she not“encou-
ragingly say—well done, thou patient ally ; thou hast bore
much, thou shalt yet bear more ; how much more, God only
" knows. : :
But again I turn to that scene that has ‘thrilled so many
hearts with mingled feelings of pity and horror, admiration
and shame. A scene without a parallel in a world’s history.
The mock trial was over—the trial without a council
was ended. The hurried words of love and high resolve
were written. The soft emotion which came with the recol-
lection. of his last home; the holy memories of the beauti-
ful and loved, that bowed for an instant the soldier’s head
in sorrow, ere his fate, were hushed back. Each felt ’twas
2is to show the world how a freeman would die. Forsaken
by their country, scorned by her representative, delivered
to an unrighteous and brutal death, denied the common.
justice, the defence accorded -the most abject criminals;
under the burning sun of Cuba and the flaunting flag of
. Spain ; alone, in the midst of dark, jeering, hating, and
hated slaves, these proud, brave men stood to die. If
emotion had darkened their brows, they remembered they
were Americans; and those daring, generous spirits loved
the honor of that name too well to falter.
The platoon of troops was drawn up, and the stern, un-
shrinking eyes of the patriots glanced proudly over the
mliltitude. If their cheeks were pale, not a lip trembled;
they were as calm and firm as though their “feet stood not
_upon their graves;”’ every man was subligje in that cou-
rage which triumphs over the darkness of death and the
bitterness of despair. |

The Spanish officers approached ; with brutal compulsion

they. forced them to kneel. God! how my blood burns to
‘write it! Americans prostrate before the power of a crown!

Thank_ Iieaven, the noble form of Crittenden, the gallant -

*
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Kentuckian, bowed not even in death, and his

i . lori i
gave to history the immortal words : glorious lips

“An American kneels but to his God.”

, Bound with the same chains that confined Critter.den was
a pro.ud young form, who smiled to hear the haughty word
of his colonel, and strove to stand beside him k})’ut onS
stroke from the sword of the minion officer 'm(i Eu .
fell, too faint and weak to rise. h sene

. Above the deep thunder of the drum the death-signal is
given. They wheel, they aim, they fire, and Cuba?s fate
1s.sealed. The rich, hot blood of the patriots dyes ler
"soil, and consecrates her for ever.  She veceives the baptis-
mal drops of freedon; and she will be saved. There li)s a
seal upon her, be it of vengeance or of love; it is one that
cannot be broken, and it rests upon her brow’.

The eagle of Columbia shrieks boarsely for vengeance
:)j;er‘ her slaughtered sons, and she shall not shriek in vain
The people are tived of charity which lives not at home, no£
whei-e our own citizens are concerned, but exists only in
our relations with a nation who is continually heaping in-
sult.s on our forgiving government. ILet our rulers pause.
It is a fearful thing when true and honest men can no .
loiiger respect the administrating Power; it is a fearful
thing to make the law a yoke, a band of iron to keep down
a sense of wrong, to crush every high and generous im-
pulse. A deep sympathy is awakered in behalf of the un-
happy and opﬂessed Cubans; the memory of our own
murdered brave kindles the fire of indignation that is glow-

- Ing in great and good hearts; its flames may be suppressed,

})ilt they cannot be quenched; they leap higher, still
1;gher; A the)T burst, they rage on the tyrant-trodden shore
of the « Antilles Gem ;” the dross is consumed, the gold is

rt“-ﬁlled.; Lopez is vindicated ; Crittenden is avenged, and
Cuba is  free !
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CHAPTER XVI.
. I wouLD not, even had I the power, dwell on the barba-
. rous, the inhuman and revolting scene, which succeeded the
slaughter of the patriots. It has, alas for the wrung and
tortured hearts mourning the loved and lost, been too faith-
fully portrayed by abler pens than mine.

When the terrible day was- closing, when its blood-
stained hours were darkening into night, in a poor fisher-
man’s hut, just beyond the city, on a rude bier. lay Eugene,
the young heir of the proud house of De France: and be-
side the rough coffin sat our old friend, Scipio (Africanus).
The same kind and generous friend, who had risked every-
thing to'befriend the unfortunate Patriots, assisted Scipio to
procure the body ; and the poor desolate negro watched, in
heart-broken grief, over all that remained of “ poor Marse

. Eugene.”" . : o
. Like the marble triumph of some sculptor’s skill, he lay

in the silent majesty of death. Hard, indeed, must have
been the heart that could have looked unmoved on the still
death-beauty of the form. The gory stains had been re-
moved, and he lay calm and serene; as though life had
sighed itself away upon his mother’s breast. The-sunset
glow had faded from hjs face, but-death had given a mild

dignity before unknown. The large, thick, curls, lay like

loving shadows about the youthful brow, sf¥vhich the light .

of fame had fallen so heavily. The dreamy lids closed

lightly, natural]ly over the eyes, as if they had veiled them

in slumber, and there was 'yet no pallor on his cheek,—it

~ had that passionate paleness dreams sometimes bring. The

- young'lip still retained its haughty curve, and the death-

- struggle that hushed his warm heart, was marked in its look
" of marble-cold defiance. &
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|eS-0rg1{pio had, on landing, been separated from his master

and being unable to speak either French or S anish, 1
assumed to be dumb, and thuyg found bLis wa tI()) ﬁs}’ .
unsu?;ected, where, meeting the fisherman yJo g a":“a
negro, wh_om he had known at New Orleans h’e acscL’ tadree
ns:ylum with the kind-hearted man, and assi;ted hiep » la'11
d:fxly occupation. Poor fellow ! it was hard worl«:mtlll .
tam’ his speechless character, and conceal from aIIO Su's-
Josg, tl_le gnawing anxiety that, filled hijs faithful l’) smte
concerning the uncertain fate of 'his master, and « q reasi:
uv our boys.”  He had recognised Eug(’ane amone I‘tflzs
prisoners, and never rested until he obtained the rg' o
bold\Ty, which lay in the humble dwelling of José preass
__vever was there a more sincere m ' ipi
He would stand beside the dead patriot,otl;;;e;ﬁsthce:)rlldslfm1((]).
;nd 1010k with child-like love on the white motionless faa:e ’
1 1 :
M;z;ntt:t'?;:;sl.nmsclf on the hard ground-floor with piteous
. T.lius lie la:y', when he heard the voice of a woman, speak-
ng in the gliding music of the Spanish tongue. On ’logkin
Epl, he saw a tall,. delicate girl, talking earnestly with thg
sherman. A white dress was gathered low off her beau-
tiful shoulders, fastened at her breast by a rich girdle of
gold an.d purple silk. Her large, lustrous eyes were sad
evlen Pitying, shedding a holy, Madonna expression on a’ '
Pale, weary-looking young face, whose high birth was

- Stamped on its small, finely-cut features. Long braids of

raven- hair coil§§ around an exquisite Grecian head and
over .1t was thrown in thick hanging folds, the gra’céful
mantilla of Spain. José wag evidently speaking of the
occupants of th? room, for he inclined his head mord than
Encg, towards them. The poor fellow’s face grew uneasy ;
tbe rew nearer to the corpse, and. glanced suspiciously at-

e maiden. At last he asked José grufly, « What he was

talkin’ *bout 7
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120 e FRefHp/wnenelatinamericanstiilliesyoiigie had concluded, Oralize asked, « When th i
' ' bury the American 7" ey would = .

“After dark,” answered Joss, « Nobody to do it but me

/

« Never mind, boy, don’t be ’feard, I ain’t tellin’ no tales

on you ; I jes’ tellin’ Miss Oralize, bout your poor y"?ung “an’ dat bov. We d . .
.marster dare. She nuver brings nobody no-harm. ; ’sides, orange gro}ve, out b)(’n:iee ii?lsiehir:vf in de darkest part de
-she is much ’merican hefrself, ‘cause, thougp sl.le is ‘'a Mo- Oralize looked once mors o thee.ca.1 I
« rentez’ daughter, she lived heap uf her life in de New- left the lowly roof, m sleeper, and slowly
' Nited States.” ‘ « If dare’s .,
“ Yes,”” said the sweet voice in Englisl, though its accent  You seo mya?vi‘zg’ﬂn(:;; otf(') I}IIZ?v;r;,ﬂztels h’;r,w }began José.
g er ’for she was mar-

was foreign, “ you may trust me. My mother was a Loui- . d _ [
. siana Creole, and I love all Americans. I wish I could do ried, and nused dat chile. Well,

something to help you, Scipio.”

she nuver forgits ole
Alvez. But she’s good to rich an’ poor, dat she is."g

Jos¢ smoked in silence, and Scipio moaned over his

¢« Lord bless you, young mistiss, you can’t do poor Scipio dead. At last th i ’
no good, ’less you find marster, and bring Marse E:ggene boy ; folks ’Zleege(()il(:on(li?: sayl‘i’un Don’t keep gl‘levin’. s,
back to life. Oh, Lord! ef we had all stayed at home an’let : g marster gone straight

heaven, ’caus he wus a brave man ; ef he wan’t, he nuver
would a cum to fight all dese solgers, I know.”

“"Taint no use in talkin’, ’cause human nater isn’t goin’
to stand everything. Lord knows, I thought I had ’nuf

trials in Mexico, wid all dem battles, "twasn’t nothin’ to dis.

dese furrin’ folks ’lone, like we oughter done, we would all
bin livin’ now. Poor Miss Mabel, she’ll break her heart an’
go ravin’ ’stracted, I know she will. Oh, Lord! jes have
mercy, an’ lem see Marse Ralph one time more, ’cause we

nuver ment a bit uf harm; we come fur good, to try and Poor Marse Eugene gone, an’ "
"make ’spectable‘ ‘mericans of dese people, like us. But do too, "cause T don’t bg’leve’ dIil ma);dehmy own marstef deéfd
we nuver done it, Lord knows, ’tain’t our fault, ’cause dese here, for he’s "nuf to sk 15_“’011 appenefl ef he’d bin
Spanishers is ’satefuler an Mexicuns.” to do. sker a lion, when dare is any fightin’

“ Scipio, is Miss Mabel], his sister ¥’ asked Oralize, point- , .
p 1 P ) Put your trus’ in de Lord, boy, he’ll nuver forsake you.”

ing to the dead. «Dor? .
: ) . on’t ¢ ’ & 1 : .
“ No, Mam, better ’an dat; but she’ll nuver see him no B X alk “ligion to me, José; it put me in mind uv
: A ome, an’ I can’t stan’ it. ’Tain’t no pleasure to think uy

more now.” o . : “them ole days now. Oh, M E ! i "
“ Does she live in Louisiana 1” - then what umin® il'se wgenet we litdle know'd
“ No, Mam, me an’ my marster, that’s Colonel Dudley, José s WIS Zus cumin“te. , T ;
an’ Marse Eugene du, but Miss Mabel, dey say, come frum heart them(l) e] o a:nd Scipio watched, with an aching
a migh‘ty bad free-nigger country, close to Bostown. But A I’i ht stow y sinking Sunl.
\ ~ she loved Marse Eugene, jes’ as good as ef she growd up José 8 step ]:a me past th? window, and paused at the door.
5 Bt enterr(c;sehqulc ]y, Just In time to meet Oralize, who softly
5 . His listener was so silént and attentive, it encouraged the fh the room:. In. one hand she bore a small portfolio,
Scipio to talk ; 50 he relioved ‘his honest heart by giving a b 0I er was filled with rare and beautifil flowers, which
fall history of Colonel Dudloy, Bagone, Genoriore, nd Placed with gentle care around the soldier’s form. On
poor Miss Mabel, for whom he seemed to suffer greatly. 6

b}
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the young her . . .
with laurel, whose dark green leaves mingled with his
night-black curls. . :

‘As she stooped over him, her eyes fell on a white roll,

sprinkled with blood. She drew it forth; and shook from -

its folds Mabel’s little flag.

« Sweet eyes,”’ she murmured, and hid it in tlie braids of
her hair, ‘neath the qoncealing mantle. Then, seating her-
celf low beside the bier, she drew, with rapid grace, the
semblance of the brave youth, whose death and history
had created so deep an interest in her own suffering
heart.

The task was finished. There it lay, that haughty,
boyish .face, with its glory-wreath around it. The lady
paused, and looked more closely on the dead; then, she
mingled on’ the proud curve of the defiant image-lip, an
expreséion of future hope, of passionate _love and remem-
brance. Gently she severed from the many, one dark curl,
‘and laid it on the picture face in a small casket. Again
she bent over the sacred dead; actuated by that holy re-
'finement of sympathy a woman alone can feel, she took the
cluster of delicate white jasmine resting by the cold
cheek, and added its fragrance to the precious treasures
she had generously garnered for ome whose agony and
grief, she well knew, none could ever comfort. Then, with
a trembling hand she wrote: '

«Lady, we are strangers, but I have wept for you and
your brave countrymen. I am standing where you would
sacrifice your life to stand—beside the cold form of your
murdered lover. I have tried to send you the death-beauty

of his face, but in vain.  There is a divinity hovering

- around. the. features which mortality cannot portray. My
_ heart bleeds for your sorrow. As you mourn Bnow, 80 I
once mourned ; but I have found rest.

»

ntonio Rafaekaie da:£ama or cusa.
IeS.QéQA bless you, sweet lady, and send

; his own angels to
comfort you. .

“ ORALIZE.”

Oralize pressed the tears from her eyes, and motioned
Scipio to come to her. She placed the casket in his hands
and said : ,

“You will be very careful of this; it is for poor Miss
Mabel.” '

«T'll die by um,” was the laconic answer.

As he spoke, a mufled figure entered the room, placing a
box on the floor, and departed without speaking.

José came forward to examine it, while Oralize said :
+«It is only a coffin; you know his friends may, at some
time, find an opportunity of removing him.” '

Scipio’s grateful tears flowed, and he said :

«“ Lord bless you, Mistiss, long is you live. Though de

" ain’t nobody here to thank you but poor Scipio, youll nuver

be forgot at Marse Eugene’s home.”

It was growing late, and José said the body must be
buried.

Scipio begged jes’ a little longer.”

“ You better do is I tell you, cause you don’t know what
time de solgers mought come sarchin’ roun’, an’ if dey find
him here, you’ll be sorrier ’an you is now.”

The boy reluctantly consented to put away the man to
whom he was bound by a strange tie—half love, half duty ;
and yet Eugene was not his master—a tie that cannot be
appreciated by one unaccustomed to slavery.

He and José went to make the necessary preparations,
and Oralize was left alone in the spirit-haunted chamber.
It was with no- feeling of dread or superstition that the
Cuban girl stood beside the lonely dead. Hers was indeed
a watch of love. All the softness of her woman’s nature
was roused by Scipio’s rude but touching story of the
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Mabel. t they lowered the coftin, and threw upon his breast the rich

She thought how he, the first-born, the only son of a soil of the country for which he died.

noble house, had left his father’s princely halls, radiant in Oralize turned with sickening sense from the fragrance of
" unselfish hope, to staﬁd/among the daring few who came the low-hanging orange flowers. Scattering them over the

with their strength, to hurl defiance in- the very face of new-made mound, she murmured :

tyranny and death. Glad and glorious in strength, pride, “They were to deck thy Mabel’s brow. Alas! they

and power, he had come to conquer in the fight, to wave wither on thy lonely grave.”

the victorious banner of a nation’s independence over the When they returned to the deserted room, and Oralize

blue mountains of Cuba. But, alas! a cruel fate bared his had wrapt her mantle to depart, she said, with her kind

breast to the hiuman blood-hounds of a crown. voice :

Now his heart was still; its red life-stream stains the fair “Scipio, you must try and keep a good heart and hope
bosom of the beauteous land, mingling with the tears of her for the best. If you want a friend you must come to me,
weary children. [ will help you, poor boy, while I can.” Scipio brushed

«« Life and love with him were past”” But he had fallen the tears from his grateful eyes. ¢ Lord bless you, young
fearlessly as any knight of olden time; for the tress of - mistiss,” was all he could say. ' '
auburn hair that lay on his true heart was deluged with “José, put down your hat; it is not well for you to be
a martyr’s blood. Oralize ‘was sorely oppressed. The out at this hour. I do not fear, me they will not dare to
shadow of coming woe seemed hanging over her. She laid harm.”\
her warm fingers on the marble, death-kissed brow, and The girl glided rapidly along the street, and reaching

" tears fell with bitter unrestrained anguish. her father’s mansion, sprang lightly up the marble steps,

«So young,” she murmured, “so loved, so brave and and softly sought her luxurious chamber.

beautiful ! Oh, Cuba, my country! all for thee!” ~ “How still everything is! Zulime, where is my father ?
~She took a small jet cross from her neck, and laid it on Has he not yet come?” :

his cold breast, then, kneeling by the bier, chanted, in a “Nay, Senorita, me have no tidings of him.”

low, trembling voice; the hymn for the dying and dead. As “I cannot rest. My heart is filled with sad thoughts as

she rose, they came and laid him in his close, narrow bed. the storm-rocked sea with waves. I will while the hours

José took the lid, and paused beside the coffin. It is a with reading. Zulime, bring hither that volume. There,

hard thing to cover, for ever, the image of ourselves. ' shade the lamp. I will take courage from the struggles of

Oralize, gentle Oralize, with tender reverence pressed victorious America. They, too, were few; and hardly
her red lips on the unkissed cheek of the dead, and turned pressed. But hope is. crushed by the sad news from the
away, vy_hile they shut out from living grief the noble form liberating army.. Anxious fear comes in its stead. The

. of the ‘y’oung_ patriot. The two men bore him to the quiet, future—oh ! the’ future! W_hat will it bring ? Its dark
secret spot they had selected as his resting-place, followed mists gather around my soul, and something whispers—woe
by a single mourner, with a dimly burning light. Silently, to Cuba. Oh! Lopez! my country’s savior ; God preserve

thy sacred form ; Holy Mary smile on thy generous effort

-
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to shake off poor Cuba’s chains! Hark! Zulime! what
noise is that? Ah! my father comes; go, pray, tell himto
come quickly to me. I cannot be alone. He must cleer
 me with his firm reliance, my brave sire. Stay, Zulime!
- list! it is the tread of many. It cannotbethe Patriotscome
to seek a refuge By the Virgin they shall have it, though
it cost me my heart.”” The door was flung rudely open,
and two officers of the palace entered the young girl’s
chamber. All the blood of her haughty race ruslied over
her brow as she rose proudly before them.

“Back !” she exclaimed; “why come ye at this hour?
What would ye with a defenceless maiden 7’

“ We come,” replied the foremost officér, “ in the Queen’s

name, to bear the daughter of a traitor to the tribunal of
the crown.” :
- “My father—oh! my father,” she cried, looking help-
lessly around; ¢ where art thou in the hour of thy child’s
despair 7"’

“ Thy voice, Senorita, is too low to reach Moro’s dun-

- geon.”

“It cannot be,” she cried, *“ you have touched with your
death-giving hands, the noble, the good Morentez! Oh!
God, where is thy vengeance!”

“Come, follow us. But, ha!” he lifted the book that
lay on the table; “how has the lady beguiled her time
since the burial of the outlaw !” He laughed sneeringly,
“a fit place for the daughter of a noble and once loyal
house.” '

“Watched in every movement, outraged and insulted.

- Ohl'my country! how thy children are degraded. Out-
law! oh, it was a nobler office to close that young patriot’s
eyes than to hold the crown of Spain. There are souls
v?'hich your bands may reach and hold, but they cannot
- crush the vital spark—the hope for liberty.. They will rise
and conquer. It has been done. This,” her hand rested

3
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on the .volume of American history, “this tells how a few
bold men threw the tyranny of a crown from their country’s
shore; how they cast it into the deep waters of the ocean,
and rose greater than the oppressor’s power.”

Tlte Spaniard hurled it down and crushed its pages with
his #ron heel.

“Ha! traitress!” le cried, as his eyes fell on a small
painting of Gen. Lopez, hanging above her; “how dare a
subject of Spain cherish the image of that pirate dog!
Thus shall the garrote rid Her Majesty of the troublesome
slave.” He raised his sword and dashed its blade across
the neck of the picture.

“Oh! God, never! not that,” she cried; “my life is
nothing.  There are none now to care for me. A people
will mourn him, the fearless lover of his country.”

“ Hushed be thine accursed tongue! We will see if its
boldness does not forsake thee, in the presence of the Cap-
tain-General. Now to the Palace. Ifonecry is uttered,—"”
he looked meaningly on his sword. The Senorita smiled
scornfully, and waved her hand that they should proceed.
Calimly and silently she followed through the dear familiar

. rooms of her father’s house, leaving her home for ever,

perhaps to die. It was a sad thought, but her lips were
resolutely closed, and no sound told how the heart was

swelline with grief and scorn.
. o

Guarded by dark, pitiless faces, she was borne into the
presence of Spain’s bloody minion—Concha.

- N
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CHAPTER XVII

OraLIZE was but a- woman, and shrank timidly from the
open door, turning to the officer, hoping at least to find a
look of sympathy for her friendless condition. Vain hope!
She advanced softly but firmly into the room, and stood
with folded arms before the Captain-General, his cold stern
eyes resting on her pale young face. There was a stillness
in the room. Purity and innocence had before now hushed
fiends into silence. Oralize raised her hand, and threw the
folds of her mantle from her brow.

“ Thou art bold, girl,” pointing to the tiny flag waving in
her hair, which she had until now forgotten; ‘“ art thoumadto
bring that traitorous emblem into the council of Her Majesty’s
faithful? What mean those colors 7’ She pressed the small,
beautifully wrought flag, to her lips, and said bravely—

“ These are the bright colors which will wave over the
. free. "It is the flag of the future Republic of Cuba.”

“Ha! fair traitress! thou shall tell us of this wonderful
Republic. Whence springs its power ?”

‘“ From the goaded long-tried spirits of my countrymen;
from the arms that will bring vengeance on the murderers
of the free.’ :

“ Thy words bring thee death, girl.”

“But not too soon. Every flower in my path of life is
crushed; its every source of happiness poisoned. You
threw my brave lover to the deep sea, because his lips spoke
the love he bore his island home. For the same crime my
father pines in Moro’s dungeon. I alone am left, whose
life, alas ! is useless to Cuba.”. i

“ By our lady, thou art bold! Fear you not vengeance "’

“Nay—not the vengeance of slaves. That cannot reach
* the spirit.”

IeS'Q&Ae nearer, accursed rebel, and answer with truth, i

thou Wouldst have mercy. There were papers brought thy
father from the traitor Lopez; tell me where they are se-
creted, that I may direct my officer in his search.”

“Scarch would be useless ; they are burned.”

“Thou liest! base accomplice of rebel dogs 1”

“Your gentle excellency has power to lay bare at any
moment all a Cuban holds sacred. Send thy minion on his
errand.”  Concha was silent for a:moment.

“Thou knowest the contents of those papers. Speak!
The just tribunal of thy queen demands it.”

“Never,” replied the firm, sweet voice of the Cuban
gi.  “Never shall word of mine betray the knightly
brave, who loved my poor country, even in her degradation;
who risked their lives to assert her rights.”

“ Bring hither the instrument of torture ! Thou shalt be
made to speak, haughty one.”

The maiden’s cheeks grew white with mortal fear. Her
littlehands she clasped over the poor beating Leart, and
bending forward, said in low, earnest tones—

“You may crush my limbs with torture, you may throw
my body on the rack, but you cannot, you cannot bring one
word to my lips. Thou art already drunk with generous
blood ; does it need a woman’s agony to complete the un-
holy feast? I will not shrink; I do not ask your mercy.
I can but die; yet I would save thy guilty soul from a
darker crime ; for by our holy mother, our blessed Virgin,
T will not betray.” .

I know not why he paused. Perhapg the pure, strong
spirit looking so firmly from the beautiful eyes, touched his
breast with one spark of human feeling, for he said, slowly—

“ Think upon thy father, girl!  Would’st thou not save
Lis life 7 ' o '

“Not with his child’s dishonor. Nay,” she added, scorn-
fully, ¢« 70 promise of life could tempt me ; but think youa

6* '
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bloody work of her who has forgotten the mercy of a wo-
man, and the dignity of a queen.” .

“ Thou vile traitoress,” he cried, springing with stormy
rage to his feet;  thou stout rebel ! thou shalt die! Ilere,
—now—in our very presence—the block ! the axe! slaves!
Our insulted queen shall be avenged; let her faithful sub-
jects bear witness.”

There had been a movement among the officers, a few
of whom were present, to retire; but his words stayed
therh. They stood in moody silence, with folded arms,

“for their blood grew chill at the fearful tragedy that

was to damn the night with crime. - More than one was
touched by compassion, as he looked on the young gil,
calimly watching the hasty preparations for her death. A
heavy block was brought, and placed in the centre of the
room, and a shining axe silentlylaid onit. Concha fixed his
gleaming eyes on the prisoner, and asked, “ Art thou ready?”

“ Dare you do this thing 7’ she said.

. “Peace! Art thouready ?”

“Ready to'die? Oh, no! Bring hither a priest, iu our
Lady’s name; grant me this.”

“Nay; thy traitor soul shall go unshrived to hell
Come, bare thy proud neck for a felon’s death.”

. * Thou must thyself be the executioner. Thou wilt not
find a headsman there” [pointing to the guard]; « they, at
least, are human.” .

As she spoke, a low, thick, mis-shapen negro, of most re-
volting appearance, entered the room, and stood beside the
block.: She covered her face with her hands, and the low
groan of a woman'’s agony thrilled the room.

“ Thou can’st save thyself. There was a list of names

sent thy_ father by this man, whom the rebels and pirates
. call their General. Give me these, that I may arrest the °

traitors, and thou art free.”

#
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Oralize raised ler head, and said With'passionate scorn—

“Never! If I shrank, it was that I am a woman, and
the thought of blood filled me with horror. I am proud to
dic thus, in the cause of my dear native land. Many
stronger and braver have fallen, but not one more loving or
devoted. ONh! sainted motler,” she cried, clasping her
hands, “look in tender pity on thy child! Sweet mother
of our Holy Redeemer, pray thou my soul may rest in
peace !””  She approached the block, while he, the son of
blood and crime, looked on. The officer beside her placed
his eross in her hand, and said in a low voice—

“ Senorita, would that I could save you! Is there a mes-

sage I can bear 77

“Wilt thou ?”

“ By my faith.”

“Tell my father I died as the child of brave Morentez
should—without fear. For this gentle pity,” she laid the
cross an instant on her lip, “ I thank you. Farewell! It
is sad to leave my earthly home without one kind adieu.”

He raised the white hand to his lip, and turned sadly
away. The Captain-General stood beside her.

She knelt Lher brow on its cold death-pillow, and mur-
mured the same prayer she had repeated beside the bier of
the murdered patriot. :

«Girl! wilt thou die?”’ shrieked the hoarse voice of
Concha, while his eyes glared with lurid light upon her.
Oralize, beautiful Oralize ! Oralize, heroic child of Cuba!
brave young daughter of the summer isle! .

She raised her lustrous eyes, trembling with the moon-
light beauty of a southern clime, and answered—

“ Bid him strike quickly.” N
. The Spaniards turned aside as she laid down her high-
born head. One instant—the axe severed the frail neck,
and ringing on the block, told—all was over!

The warm rich blood of the young Cuban gurgled on the
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luxurious carpet, dabblingmggéé/twyvt\%' ﬁgﬂﬁlr@%éﬁﬁ,nSt IeS-ertgéh all the march, he encouraged his soldiers with this

- as he stood gloating over the fair victim of his tyrannic cru-

elty. With his own hands he raised, by the long braid of
black hair, the head yet warm, and oh! so beautiful.
“ Bring hither a box,”” he cried. He. laid it in, with the

. fatal flag waviug over the white cheek.

«“ Ho, Lorenzo! bear this to the keeper of the castle,
and bid him, in my name, deliver it to the traitor Morentez.”

Every vestige of the bloody deed was removed. No
sign remained to tell how the life-stream of the Cuban gil
mingled with the strong blood of frcemen, and cried to
Heaven for vengeance.

Gentle Oralize! no strange but gemerous heart wept in
loving pity over thy murdered form. Darkly, silently, it
was cast into the sea,

“And the waves mourned over the early dead.”

CHAPTER XVIIL

THREE days the Liberating Army continued marching,
scarcely pausing for necessary repose. On the morning of
the fourth, they, reached the estates of the Cuban Gene- .
ral, which had ieen confiscated on suspicion of his enter-
taining republican principles and aspirations. Here, in
the. cool, refreshing shade of the magnificent trees which
covered the grounds, the weary soldiers rested. General
Lopez, moved, perhaps, by memories that naturally arose
at the sight of his former home, left his men,; and rode
slowly through the grand, silent woods of which he was
once master. He had as yet found no patriots, though

*

certainty, that the patriots were awaiting them in the
mountains. Yet he was, as has been asserted by every
surviving soldier then in his army, treated not only with
great kindness, but with every demonstration of devotion
and love by the people. .
-*“Where are they ¥’ he murmured ; “the Creoles, the
patriots ! Still further must I take my weary troops, to
meet that succor which they so much require? Their
spirits droop and faint, with hope unfulfilled ; I must hasten
onward to where the revolutionists rally.”

He turned, and rode rapidly towards the encampment.
On approaching it, he perceived that the Liberators were

charged by a body of cavalry, moving in beautiful order

and array down a sloping ground, which fronted the en-
campment. Lopez was on the mountain-side—an immense
chasm separating him from his army. This he had avoided,
on riding out, by a circuitous route. His elevated position
commanded a full view of the forces, and he paused to watch
their operations ; seeing that his officers were at their posts,
and every man stood with his trusty arm in deadly aim,
coolly waiting the descent of the enemy. The betrayed
son of Cuba stood on her purple heights, his eager eyes
bent on the scene below.

The word was given; a strong &olley of balls from the -

Liberators overthrew the Spanish dragoons with much con-
fusion, bringing down more than cne horse and rider. Again
they fired, with great destruction to the chargers, who,
seized with a panic, retreated rapidly. )

“My brave men!”-he murmured; with a proud smile of
admiration. - -

But'his face suddenly grew anmxious, for, winding down
the mountain to the right of the Patriot army came a body
of infantry, a thousand strong. To the left of this army
ran a deep stream, from whose bank a small hill arose. By
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left flahk and rear would be protected. IHis men, missing
his clicering voice, stood in evident irresolution, and:the
fearful chasm yawned between them. Not a moment was

. to be lost. One thousand against two hundred ! and the

ouly possible advantage remained untaken.” It was a bold
leap ; but the war-trained charger and his daring rider were
equal to the emergency. He who never knew the weak-
nessBf hesitating fear, bounded impetuously forward, and
the noble courser proudly bore his master among his cheer-
ing meén. Lopez ordered them to form and march to the
eminence, which they did with great rapidity. The Libe-
rators stood eagerly waiting the signal for attack. Lopez
rode along the ranks, bearing aloft the same flag which
waved victoriously over the battle-field of Los Pozas. He
seemed to have a fond pride in thus making himself the
standard-bearer of his little ax’mjf, in keeping, protectingly,
in his own brave hands the beauteous flag under which they
fought—the free flag of Cuba.

The enemy were assuming their position; Lopez still .

harangued lLis men; their hearts bounded with enthusiastic
impatience ; for his words rang with the glad music of hope
as he pointed them to the future—the glorious future of
Cuba. At that moment Captain Raymond hastily ap-
proached the General, followed by a Cuban boy, looking
tired, and covered with. dust. Lopez turned to hear the
hurried words of the officer. The -waiting men watched,
with intense interest, the deadly paling of their commander’s
face, the slowly dimmiug of those brilliant eyes that

_drooped, as if in one moment years of misery bhad fallen.

with leaden weight upon them. ' Captain Raymond’s voice
was beard, urging him to speak, but Lis noble head rested
on his gun, as if it would fain seek death from its friendly
mouth. - The generous heart of the exile bled for American

. wrong and shame, and for Cuba’s loss. -

*

. himself erect iu his stirr
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are upon us!”

That bowed face was raised, looking in its beaming -

glory upon the waiting DPatiiots. A darker, fiercer light
thaw tl}at of beauty shone in those burning eyes, and i'r%r]n
the voice which had ‘a moment before filled the,ir sinkin
hearts with hope, fell in piercing, dagger tones— the fat f;
Crittenden and his murdered men. ” e
. There was silence along the ranks. Oh, God! what a
silence ! A world of shame, misery, and bitter w'r<'>n§‘ filled
those valiant learts. They gazed with stupified horror on
the flashing eyes of Raymond, the stern, white lips of Dud-
ley, and on their General. He, too, was silént, but his eyes
glowed with the fearful gloom of a mighty agony. Rais)i,nv
. . 5
Do, ot b ups, his martial fOlIIIl quivering with
o The brave blood of Crittenden, the heroic blood of Ame-
rica, stains the soil on which you stand! Shall it call in
vain for vengeance ?”’ '
He waved his hand to still the hot, raging murmur.
“Soldiers! you have fought to free slaves; you will not
bear yourselves less’ bravely now that the slave of slaves
gloats on the butchered forms of freemen. Stand firmly to
your arms, and trust the God of truth for victory,” were
the hurried words of Lopesz, for the troops were close upon
them. '
God knows, they did stand firm ; and braver men never
fought than that Spartan band of patriots. Madly, fiercely,
they stood, repulsing the slaves of a crown—the dark
oppressors of the Island Queen. A natural thirst for ven-
geance, mingled with sympathy for enslaved humanity, and
love of the holy principles for which they bled, urged them
on in this vast, unequal conflict. What was this little band,
of scarce two hundred men, before the well armed thousand
o.f the tyrant? Ah! it was the resolution of men bent on
nsht; it was the same great, animated love of justice and

/
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truth, the elevated hope, anst unconquerable spirl
laid the noble Warren, the bold Montgomery, on the sacri-
ficial altar of American freedom. On the sloping hill they
stood—these earnest missionaries in liberty’s sacred cause.
The light of the sinking sun fell in brilliant rays on the
overshadowing trees, forming a gorgeous canopy of green
and gold above them. Unmoved, with unbroken ranks,
they poured their deadly fire into the face of the Spaniards.
Lopezfever careless of danger, was where the balls raged
thickest around them, shouting to his devoted men with
that clear voice of wondrous music and power, which never
failed to thrill their hearts with encouragement and hope.
Planting and supporting the ﬂag in full view of the enemy,

he was thus exposed to their aim. Here it was he received
" the scvere wound from which he afterwards suffered so
much.

Seeing his general stagger, while a copious stream of
blood flowed to his feet, Captain Raymond hastened to
relieve him of the banner.

.« Nay,” cried the sweet imperious voice, “ let me fall -

beneath its floating colors.”

Raymond rushed to his post. Vehemently he urged bis
men to falter not. Falter! never /

The Liberators stood, keeping up an incessant hailstorm
of balls. upon the troops. With determined bravery, the
Patriots poured their death-shower on the foe. "Suddenly,
unable longer to stand targets for American skﬂl the Spanish
ranks fell back, and fled precipitately.

In this, the battle of Cafatel del Frias, the Liberators lost
one man ; the Spaniards, three hundred. General Enna,
second in command to General Concha, was killed. General
Lopez was also severely wounded. After this signal

". victory, purchased with so little loss, the spirits and hopes

of.the brave little army rose to a strong enthusiasn. Loudly
they ' theered their gallant commander, “ and he was

*
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red.” The names of Dudley, Raymond, and Haines
rang amid loud huzzas. In the last glowing beams of the
sun, with the glad, proud smile of triumph on every brow,
the heroic victors clapped their hands to heaven, with the
wildest enthusiasm of joy. Oh, fearful Cubans! where

were ye then? Why rushed ye not to the battle-field,"

made glorious with the hero-blood of Lopez ? Why swept
ye not, in one hard-fought, nobly-won battle, the dark
usurpers from your sun-kissed, wave-fondled isle ?

After so glorious an achievement, what had the Liberating
army gained ! What should they do? After attending to
the last rites for the chivalrous soldier, who had fallen alone
in the engagement, they were ordered to march, even

" though night was coming rapidly on. They procecded,

loping to meet that co-operation from the Creole patriots,
which Lopez yet, with a singular and beautiful trust, con-
fidently expected. But, alas! it was a vain hope. The
rains commenced with great violence, drenching the army
with pitiable discomfort, and rendering their guns utterly
useless. Hungry and exhausted, suffering the most terrible
privations, many of the soldiers sank down by the wayside,
to be massacred as soon as found by the bloodthirsty
troops. Four days after the last battle, that of Cafatel del
Friag, they were, at an early hour, surprised by a large
body of troops. Utterly destitute of any means of defence,
there was no resource left but to fly. Here it was that the
men were scattered in all directions. Soon after this, the
so-called pardon was proclaimed. Thirty of the Patriots
resolutely remained with their suffering general, who con-
tinued his march, not being pursued to any distance. Four
days longer they continued this toilsome, desperate move,
destitute of every comfort for body or spirit.

They were dying—famishing before him, this small rem-
nant of hig brave army. General Lopez ordered a soldier
to bring his bold charger, the daring “ Tempest,”’ of his

e
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march, into their mldst, and dispatch him with his sword ;

—he must be sacrificed to their extreme necessity. The
man obeyed, and Lopez turned away. The gallant charger
" had bravely borne his master through all the weary marcl,
and still preserved his noble carriage and indomitable spirit,
astonishing the army by his extraordinary agility in climb-
ing steeps, leaping precipices and chasms. They had a
strange, yet natural attachment for the animal, and his
ordered executioner stood irresolute. At last his sword (the
only weapon, besides the one worn by Lopez, which they
possessed) drooped, and he walked away. The general
ordered another to stand in his place, but le, too, was unable
to perform the deed. The third took his place, and raised

. his'arm for the death-blow. The noble steed, with an in-

stinctive intelligence, turned his great dilating eyes, glancing
in- their beseeching beauty on the man, who shook his head
and stood back. ¢ Is there not one,” said Lopez, sternly,
‘“to do his general’s bidding ? Do you, in this last hour,
refuse me obedience ?” He drew his own sword, and ap-

proached. The war-horse, with a wild neigh, boundel

towards him. ¢ My bold Tempest! after all thy faithful
service, must thy master’s hand give thee death ¥’ Cap-
tain Raymond stepped hastily forward, and snatching the
weapon, laid the gallant charge1 weltering in his blood at
his master’s feet.

ntonio Rafael dg la Cova
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CHAPTER XIX.

¢ Oh, break, my heart! poor bankrupt, break at once.”

- Ovur party had been more than a week at , the de-
lightful watering-place on the gulf, so much resorted to by the
beauty and fashion of the southern states. They had spent
long, anxious days in seeming gaiety, Genevieve and Ma-
bel reigning jointly on the throne of love and beauty, and
never were queens’ hearts more filled with care.

Though Mabel bore her spirit bravely, and cheered Ge-

. nevieve with a happy future, which her eloquence painted

in hope’s own colors, yet if in the dance, the promenade, or
aowded saloon, her ear caught the uncertain fragment of a

ntence on the absorbing topic of the day, her heart stood
still with sudden fear, and her tongue refused to ask if «all
was well.”

To-night—this night whose fearful anguish cannot now
be recalled without tears, the two girls had just returned
from a sailing excursion, and were slowly, negligently pre-
paring for the dance. Mabel was in the most unaccountable
spirifs. She had, as is natural, and often the case with a
nature like hers, resolutely thrown every shadow away,
and given herself up to an abandonment of mirth, that
owed its existence to the saddest mental agitation. Per-
haps it was an unconscious effort of the will to mock the
storm that was gathering above her ; it may be, the unseen
angel of her destiny held to her lips the cup of life, and
bade her drink now its every drop of joy, ere the gall of
despair had for ever embittered its waters. She laughed at
Genevieve in her old childish way, and sang snatches of
songs that Genevieve wondered she could think of without
tears.

“I’ve seen heap uv geyrls in my life, but I nuver did
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. see none like Miss Mabel, she goes on so strange, jes like

»

she isn’t got no feelin’ for them that’s 'way ;”’ and Emily
gave a mournful sigh to the memory of Scipio.

-« Oh! Emily, you are sentimental to-night ; well, don’t
get out of humor until you have finished my hair, for I am
pretty. sure the poet’s head had never been in the hands of
an angry dressing-maid, when he gave his idea of the worst
of pains.”

“ No ’casion for dat, Miss Mabel; but I don’t know what
you want curls for to-night; you great deal better; let
me make them wide braids, an’ put um roun’ your head,
like a crown, 'cause every body says you looks heap de
best s0.”

“ No, I must have curls—wild, free curls—I can shake
them from my face, and feel careless, like a child ; besides,
Monsieur Devone says, curls win his heart, and I shall at-
tach that priceless jewel to my chatelaine to-night. You
don’t want me to have curls because Miss Genevieve has;

but you know mine are much the prettier. See how long -

they are; ’way below my waist.”

“ But yourn is 'most red, an’ Miss Genevieve’s is black
as a crow.”

“ Oh, that is a mere difference of taste and color. But I
see”’—she laughed—¢ I am to be all alone in my admiration
of myself, for the present, at least.” | ‘

“You know, Miss Mabel, I think you is de beautifulest
thing on earth, after Miss Genevieve; but de Lord knows
he robbed hisself uf a singin’ angel when he sent her in
dis troublesome worl’. But you all better hurry an’ dress,

’cause de young gentlemen always makes a fuss, and frets

mightily, when dey has. to wait so long ’fore yon is ready,

 tho’ dey looks smilin’, and says t'ain’t no matter. Tell me

what. you goin’ to put on, Miss Mabel; I done smoothed
out your blue silk wid de white lace flounces; you hasn’t
worn it serice you bin here.” :

ies.orgi, .

give me my India muslin, with its graceful train
and silver stars. He loved the dress,” she murmured
softly. I remember when last I wore it, how fondly he
said, ¢ Night, with her jeweled train, is not so glorious in
beauty as thow, my Mabel” ¢ Aly Mabel!” Ah! beau-
tiful words. When will they come again

- “ Emily, give me that ambrosia from the vase; fresh fra-
grant ambrosia,” she continued, murmuring to herself,
“ whose green beauty the very gods have loved ; it shall loop
these wide hanging sleeves, and I will mingle with its
spray-like sprigs the white star flowers of tle jasmine;
together they shall fasten the curls from my face. Now
clasp my bracelets,” and she held her white arm to the

. admiring mulatto.

“ Come, Genevieve, don’t stand looking from the east
window ; the star of your destiny is shining in the south.”

“Or has faded for ever from our earth,” was the sad
reply. .

¢ To rise on a nobler world than ours. But hush! do
not talk thus sadly, Genevieve; do not seek to cloud my
spirits ; let me smile now, for I am soaring to-night, far
above care; I am wedded to hope, immortal hope. See
what a radiant bride I am,” and she shook her starry robe.

*“ Mabel, beautiful Mabel, you are the lost pleiad, waiting
for your mortal love.”” Her fond arms were thrown around
the shining form.

“ Miss Genevieve, mistis say ef you please to not keep
de gentlemun waiten no longer.”

“ We are coming;”’ and they descended to join the bril-
liant throng of revellers. _

Genevieve complained of a headache, and rgfused to
dance. She sat by her mother’s side, listening with careless
courtesy to words of adulation that were forgotten with a
smile; but her earnest eyes watched every movement of a
dazzling form, whose very soul seemed floating to the
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‘music of the dance. I, too, stood amid the crowd, and

wgazed on that loveliness, upon whose shrine I long since

laid the fondest worship of my heart. 1, too, marked the

. fitful radiance of eyes whose strange passionate beauty

‘haunts me now, filling my own with tears; for the loved,
the peerless original of my Mabel, I shall, through all the
weary years of my future life, see only in dreams; the
kindly dreams with which the angel of sleep and the spirit
of imagination gild with momentary happiness, the barren
waste of my actual life.

Yet pause a moment before the unclouded beauty of her
who was the inspiration of every high and nobler dream
my life has known; her who first taught me the moral
and mental excellence of my own sex. Sweet lady!
though far removed from the fascination of thy actual pre-
sence, its charm, memory is faithful to keep. As the miser,
in counting o’er his treasure, lingers more fondly on the
one rare jewel of his wealth, so do I pause beside those

hours which owed their wondrous beauty and delight to

thee !

“ Mabel,” pleaded Genevieve, “ don’t dance again, your
cheeks are crimson and your eyes so bright; mamma, she
has a fever, I know she has. Sit down, Mabel, I want to
talk with you. Your curls really have melted Monsieur
Devone’s heart; he says you are”—— o '

“Don’t tell me what any one says. I am out of humor
with compliments, because I have grown fastidious, or con-
scientious, perhaps, and can’t return them. I know I am

'foeautiful, divine, and all that; but I shall detest the first:

‘man that tells me so. Don’t shake your head and look so
wicked, uncle Louis. I am in earnest. Listen to that
music, Genevieve; I am delirious with an irrepressible joy
to-night. - I won’t sit here. I ‘don’t wish to talk; I shall

- make myself absurd and disagreeable if I do. . You believe,

that, uncle Louis.”
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ome, Qenevieve, one Mazourka. Quick, or I shall
dance with that standing collar and moustache coming,
across the room ; then Uncle Louis will have to take that
model lecture on propriety from his vest-pocket, where .
he always keeps it convenient, for my especial benefit.
Come.”

The beautiful Mazourka ! In all the dancing world,
there is nothing like it. The graceful springing step,
harmonizing so well with the wild, glad music of the dance.
The first steps have all the dreamy grace of the waltz,.as
though the feet lingered on roses; the second find the
thorns, from which they bound defyingly.

Joyous dance! full of fascination—peculiar to a people

" whose very existence is a poetic spell.

The hour of midnight had passed, and the unusual bustle
below gave notice that the New Orleans steamer had
arrived.  Mr. Clifton joined the throng of gentlemen, who
bastened to get “the news from the city.”

The room was well nigh deserted, and the hurried hum
of voices repeated the fearful story of America’s wrong, and
ber disgrace. There were muttered curses—passionate
exclamations. One voice of hot, honest indignation, for a
tyrant’s triumph, and a Republic’s shame. Low cries of
anguish, the sound of weeping mingled with the wild musie,
now unheeded. The dancers paused. Genevieve sank,
flushed and trembling, beside the cool window. Dread and
apprehension brought the ready tears to her eyes, and she
hid her face in her mother’s bosom. Mabel, the shining,
star-clad form, walked with firm but rapid steps, down the
long room, steadily making her way through the crowd,
which again throngéd it, until she stood beside Mr. Clifton.
Kind Uncle Louis—there was something very like moisture
in his eye, as he looked on the white, motionless face, with
its mild, questioning eyes. He could not himself speak ;
he put a letter in her hand, and silently supported Mus.
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Clifton and Genevieve, whblipe/ /vw waldiin amembanst

:by her. It was in a crowd of angry, gloomy faces, but
Mabel with strange calmness broke the black seal, and read
the last sad letter of her martyr lover. * God help me,”
shie said, and glided softly, swiftly from the room.

-« Don’t follow her, Genevieve,” said Mr. Clifton, keeping
her hand in his, “ you can do her no good. Eugene is
dead.” They bore the fainting form of Genevieve from the
room, and all night watched beside her, listening to the
agonized raving of her delirium.

Mabel, with ler poor, bleeding lieart, how went the
hours with her ? Mrs. Clifton sent, again and again, but
Emily said the door was fastened, and Miss Mabel would
riot answer. Al! it was a night of sorrow to more than
one heart. At early dawn, when Genevieve at last slept,
Mrs. Clifton sought the chamber of the bereaved girl.
Those who have themselves suffered, those who have felt
the keen bitterness of a hopeless disappointment, the
heavy, leaden weight of a great sorrow, are silent before
the sufferings of others, for they know so well how coldly

the- fondest words of sympathy fall on an aching heart.

The young girl sat before an open window, watching the
morning break over the calm waters of the quiet lake. Her
festive robe was still around her, and its stars looked cold
and pale in the chill, dim light. The white, haggard face,
with large, tearless eyes, and the dark blue rings of sleep-
less agon):r, were so mournful : Mrs. Clifton sat down beside
.ggr, and wept in silence. At last she said, ‘“Mabel, my
poor, dear child! I am very sorry for you. Unhappy
Mabel !”
.- “ Miserable,” she answered' with a shudder, ¢ very
miserable'and comfortless.  Last night I called myself the
bride of ‘ﬂope. Poor, deserted bride!”” She sat pulling
the dead|flowers from her long hair. “ Genevieve may
“hope.”” = 8he looked at Mrs. Clifton, as though she feared to
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be contradicted : “Yes, she may know hope, but I can feel
wothing. My heart is hard and cold, like a rock ; barren
and desolate, like a desert. Everything is gone, shut out;
—even despair. I wish I could go mad, insane, forget my-
self. I wish I could die! Oh! that yesterday had never
passed away !”

“ Hush, Mabel, my darling, don’t talk so. I ecannot
comfort you. Nothing emrthly can reach your sorrow : but
there is one, whose ear is ever open to the cry of the dis-
tressed, one who does not willingly afflict the children of
men. Lay your heavy burden at his feet, and he will give
you rest.”

“Rest I” she said, with a desolate smile. “ Never more,
never more.” ' '

“ Mabel, my poor Mabel, do not sit so cold and still.
Mabel, ¢ Jesus wept.” ”’

“] have no tears; they are frozen. The ice of sorrow
presses hard on my soul. Last night, when my heart was
bursting with its grief, I prayed that it might break at
once. I sought the lonely chapel on the shore, and threw
myself before the ¢ Mother of Mercy ;' I implored her to
stand between me and my bitter despair. Cold! cold !
cold! There was no answer in my breast. The storm of
passion raged fiercely on. I could have dashed the calm
and silent marble into atoms, so frenzied was my agony. I

. stood by the sighing waves, and cried to the Everlasting

God of my fathers—I stretched forth my arms to the Al-
mighty God of my faith—but His face was hid from me,
and the waters of grief overflowed my soul. The very
stars shrank back, as I held out my supplicating hands. I
laid my breast on the damp earth, and moaned for my
terrible desolation. I longed to thggw myself on the out-
going waves, that they might dash me on the lonely grave
of my murdered love—my lost Eugene. Poor heart !”. she
said, covering her tearless face with her hands, “ where is
7



% whisper how, in the dead of night, they drank the life-breath

" The wavés, that fondly kiss thy green shore, bring they no

';ihe Qst husband and father. On thy foam-white breast, let
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thy sfrength? Stricken heart ! where is thy " them fling the love-twined wreath, which should have

1 i 1 : . N
all gone. The blackness of night is around me ! decked a warrior’s brow or soldier’s grave.
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« Mabel, yon must lie down, my 'cluld, you want.rest m?d land ! thus bereft, how many hearts were beating for thy
quiet: Let Emily take your dress, and you drink ﬂ“f’ freedom 7 but they beat against chains. Bound in by the
my love.” She brought a cup she had 'prepared. Don't untiring vigilance of the tyrant, they were left with the will,

put it away ; you will sleep.” ) but without the power to be free.

« And forget,” she muttered, then eagerly drank its con-, The Cubans had been for so long crushed by the most
tents. The bright morning sun was in tl_le room .When Mrs. grinding despotism, morally and physically, they were easily
Clifton left ler, and the motherless girl lay in a deep, intimidated and discouraged. Théy were well aware of the
oppressive slumber. ' extraordinary activity with which our government sought to

‘ deprive them of all aid, and detain that succor to which they
lad eagerly, hopefully looked. This, the Spanish papers did
not fail to proclaim in the most impressive manner, laboring
to convince the heart-sick natives, of the inability of their
friends, and the falseness of their own ardent hopes.
CHAPTER XX. Lopez had, with an ‘unfortunate caution, instructed the

principal men favorable to the revolution with whom he was
in confidential correspondence, to receive no communication
as authentie, unless delivergd by his own trusty messenger,
who was, alas! the arch-traitor Hidalgo Gonzales.

No tidings from Lopez came. They saw daily the most

powerful and influential of their numbers arrested, cast into
~ prison, or openly put to death. Nothing was sacred; spies
hovered around their very firesides, and the slightest sus-
picion drew on them the assassin’s dagger. Thus depressed
+#in spirit, without arms, ignorant of the intended movements
of the patriot army, we can scarcely wonder that the Libe-
rators found not a welcoming people, but one filled with
fear and despair. It may be asked, why, after Gen. Lopez
, had made a landing, the Creoles did not come to his sup-
port. Many did go! but all these causes of which L have
spoken found them unprepared, and yighout concert. It was
impossible for them to give that immédiate support which

Lopez certainly expected, and which they were most an":iious

to render. Before they could summon their leaderssand

Loprez had reached the mountains, with the small rem-
nant of his brave men. The beautiful blue mountains of
Cuba, from whose shelter ie had hoped so much, brought
him, alas! no relief. Where now were the thousands who
had sworn to meet him with ammunition and provisions,
where nature herself had made for them a garrison? Alas!
alas! gem of the Antilles! where were thy tyrant-wearied
sons, that they stood not-beside these devoted friends of
thy soil ? Ask them of the deep dungeons, whose cold,.
dark walls, shut out dying groans! Ask them of the lonely
chaparral,—they tell no story of foully mangled bodies.

tid‘;}hgs of noble hearts, chilled in their embrace? No
off the .fiery youth, hyghing him with their melodies to a

dreamless sleep ! Sp#k to the mourning wife, the sorrow-
ing child ; tell them, beneath thy heaving billows repose—

W -
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concentrate, the tide had flowed out which would have

‘washed the stain of slavéry from that beautiful land. The
American allies were scattered, and their Gene_ral a prisoner,

Had the force of Gen. Lopez been sufficiently strong,’I
mean in numbers, to maintain the position he occupied after
the battle of Los Pozas; had he had the reinforcement he
expected in the mountains, the result of the expedition
would have been very different. Yet the train of circum-
stances, the dark treachery which effected its unfortunate
failure, does not take away purity from the motive, or hon-
esty from the purpose of the man who proved his sincerity
by sacrificing liis life in the cause he espoused.

Lopez had reached the mountains. In spite of his woe-
ful disasters, he had hoped the Creoles would rally in the
interior ; he could not give them up; his noble heart clung
to their ardent professions, and yearned to. save them.
But now, sadly the conviction forced itself upon him that
all was lost. He sto{od with the thirty faithful patriots, sur-
rounded by the still mountains, with noue to help him.
No, not one—and théy must die. Ior days he had watched
the terrible suﬂ'ering% of his wounded, starving men, and bhis
tortured heart bled with unutterable love and pity. Oh!
who can think lightly of agony likethis! Who can charge
that martyr-heart with indifference! Lips unworthy to
breathe his name! Cold ¢owards alone withhold all they
can now give—simple justicé. Noble hearts who would
themselves suffer and dare, feel that sympathy the brave
give the brave even in misfortune; these will honor the
name, and sorrow over the fate of Cuba’s illustrious hero.
New, hungry and exhausted, the men slept on the soft
green turf of the betrayed isle. Lopez leaned wearily
yﬁl_arge sheltering tree, and watched
theyl‘g%’ight stars fade from the sky, vanishing like his own

%

,"‘3 ”

Iy sions. Heavy heart! how lonely were thy silent .
~_chambers, now the life-cheering hope was gone. A hand
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I_e\§a'sq([9/on his shoulder, and he turned-to Dudley’s pale,
haggard face. ,
«My poor boy ! I thought you slept.”.

“Not while my General waked,” replied the devoted

oficer. Lopez motioned that he should sit beside him, and
- sald—

«I am weary—I am weary; repeat to me the Marco
Bozzaris of your poet.”” The last thrilling line was uttered,
and for a moment the silence of night was unbroken. Then
he said with that earnest enunciation peculiar to him,
“Would that God had given me such a fate. To fall on
the battle-field, to spill my worthless blood for my country,
to die with the shout of her freemen in my ear. For that
which I belicved to be her good, I gave up all, became a
fugitive and exile, a pensioner on warm but foreign hearts.
For this I staked, dared, and lost all. I have toiled, strug-
gled, alas ! lived in vain, for oh! Cuba, best beloved of my
breaking heart! I must leave thee bound, ignobly bound in
Spanigh chains. Since I cannot live for thee, oh ! mother of
Christ, may my death not be in vain. Queen of the south!
arise, put on the pride of strength, and avenge the generous
blood already spilled. Dudley,” he continued, and his eyes

. burned on his listener; ‘there is no coward at my heart ;
I do not fear death—even the terrible death I know they
will give me. I rejoice that I have a life to lay down in a
cause so glorious; I love Cuba but the more fondly since
I must give her my life, but, my men,” he turned to the
sleeping forms ; “ stout, gallant hearts! is there no hope!
must they, too, perish:”” Dudley did not answer, he sat
watching the troubled face of the speaker. *Ralph,” he
resumed earnestly ; “ there is but one thing that can be
done. You must take these men and leave me.” Dudley
sprang before him with folded arms¥and the large eyes in
which the sunshine no longer played, looked the dewotion
his lips uttered.
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“God curse me‘*whenr&ttf‘(?rsake you,” he cried ; « Oh
my General, turn not away !”’

Lopez bowed his head with a bitter sigh, and was’silent.
How *poor are words in such a moment! At length he
laid his hand on the young officer’s arm, and said—

“ Listen to me. You may yet save yourself and tle
fajthful remnant of my little army. You will doubtless he
a%e to make terms with the government, and procure for
them a safe return. If found with me, the shadow of my
destiny will cover them, and they will surely die. ‘Do not
refuse my prayer. Take them, my last best friend, and
go; it is all I can do for them, or for you.”

“ General! you do not know these men. They will
never desert you. I will 'rouse them, that they may them-
selves decide.” '

“ No—no, poor fellows, let them forget while they may;
sleep, the momentary oblivion, of the wretched, is the only
luxury their hard fate has not taken. lhen the morning’s
sun comes, then—not now.”

' The hours of night moved on, and morning came. Again
General Lopez urged Ralph to leave him ; but in vain.

“Never!” said Dudley; “never! I have chosen to
stand by you, and the fear of death cannot take me away ;
for,” he added, with touching enthusiasm, you came to me
as the rare embodiment of all the high and noble dreams of
my restless heart, pining for the good and true. Whatever
the world had been to you, or you had been to the world, to
me you were the perfection of all good. I pledged myself
to Cuba and to you. However fond the ties of home, I
left all to follow where you led. It was no passing enthu-

... siasm, for this bitter reality finds my devotion but increased.

I would. gladly have stood beside you as a successful gene-

- ral and. liberator; noW; all I ask is to share your fate,

hoWéﬁrf dark it may be. Nay, you shall not reject me,”

he cried, passionately, as Lopez strove to speak. «“My

ies.org/ -~
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sword will cleave my heart—its blood shall wash your feet
ere I desert you.”

Faint with excitement and fatigue, he sank beside the
Cuban. ‘

“My noble boy,” he murmured; “this is, indeed, hard.
Ol, God ! that I should blight such a heart!” And he
turned away from the wasted face of his officer. 'i

Morning broke, with mocking clieerfulness, on the hope-
reft men who stood for the last time around their beloved
ceneral.  Beautiful, beyond all déscription, was the kingly
form which rose to address them; no suffering could rob it
of that dignity nature hersclf had given to command. He
reasoned, entreated, and now he implored them to leave
him. But they firmly, scornfully refused.

“Right, my staunclr men,” cried Dudley; “I did not
reckon too strongly on your true hearts. ‘The fortune of a
gencral, however hard, should be shared by his soldiers.’
You have bravely fought for Cuba, and bled for her liberty
—1oWw, you will not shrink from death in the sacred cause
which claims Lopez as its martyr.” _

The dear, old enthusiasm of the past, beamed in the wan

. faces of the warriors. They dared not shout their truth;

but the little band for a moment bent low before him whose
faith they had never wronged by one unworthy doubt.
The bitter cup overflowed. His head sank slowly on his -
breast, and the proud.brave spirit of Lopez wept such tears
as come not to the eyes, but lie hot and burning around an
aching heart. A moment—he raised his lofty brow, Iand
the great, dauntless spirit sat lovingly in his eyes, as they
rested on such loyalty as a crown has never boasted.

Who will say that human nature is wholly lost, while
these hearts yet beat? In the dark, bitter liour of the
Cuban’s life, there came a light of joy. He Would:dje, but
not hopelessly ; they would live to vindicate his memory
and cause. Who can measure the lovesof t/hat doomed
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« My men,” he cried; “my brave men, you.who ‘have

. loved me—have suffered with me—whose gallant hearts cling
- to my adverse fortune—words are too poor to thank you.
o Dear to me—ol, how -dear!—is your faith and trust. It

soothes, in this last hour, the many sorrows of my life.
Bul in vain—in vain you plead. Tf you will not go, I must
leave you. Yours are no common lives; they shall not be
sacrificed now, when they will avail nothing. Remember
yhour.homes; ‘there is a futuré for you. My country was
my all, and I have lost her. Life .has for me but one
scene—the garrote. Even that I welcome,” his face grew

radiant; “for a vision comes that Cuba will avenge it. -

Unworthy of so much glory, yet I die for my country, and
you will live to justify my memory by your fidelity to her.
I die content, for I leave her not alone in her wronged
loneliness. Bear a little longer with her, this mourqing
child of the ocean; she will yet rise to bless you as—a

. republic. Comrades!” his voice of music brought touch-

ingly from his generous heart, these words, ¢ tell my coun-
trymen—those brothers so dear to me, I have never, even
in my sorest hour of trial, reproached them with my misfor-
tunes. I now know, how the dark power of Spain held
the drawn sword above them'; they would, but could not
come to me. Betrayed and deserted as I am, there is no
blush upon my cheek for a treacherous son of Cuba. Tell
thiem how I struggled, hoped, and oh! how gladly I die for
them. = Thej will not regret my death—the poor atone-
ment the tyrant exacts—because I dared to love them.”
ere was a fulness at his great heart. He paused, then

_ folding'his arms tightly across his breast, he cried :

“ O, friends ! freemen ! favored of heaven! let not your

£ gex}e;oi}g sympathy for the oppressed die with this struggle .
__fo'r'libexjty. As you have been true to me, be you faithful
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d'%%?EQIntry when I am no more. From this Lour which

¢ the tyrant fondly dreams the hour of our despair, springs a

bow of promise which shall arch over, and bind you in the
brotherhood of a new order. Be the emblem of that order
a lone star—the propitious star of hope. See!” he waved
his hand brightly towards the rising sun, “as he comes to

light the morn, so will come the great day when the radiant.

cyes of the ¢ goddess of liberty’ shall smile peace and hap-
piness on this isle of never-fading summer beauty. T'e
destiny of Cuba s _freedom.”

The sublime faith of patriotism cast a halo around the
speaking head, as if the light of prophetic inspiration rested
on his brow.

. “Beloved in arms !’ he cried, “ once  more on earth let
me hear the liberating patriot’s oath.”

He stood for a moment with his sword pressed to those
lips nustained by falsehood, then, in the solemn stillness of
the lonely wood, his voice mingled, for the last time, in that
vow whicl still lives, and has, I trust, thrilled every manly
leart, whose eyes rest on this page.

When the patriots rose, the brave, bright spfrit of the
Revolution had passed from their midst, and they knew
they must not follow.

More than one stout heart turned away to hide the honest
tear that fell for his honored but unfortunate general.

“ Come, boys,” said Ralph, with a poor assumption of his
usual hardihood ; « it is a sad thing, God knows. The only
friend now on whom we may rely with any certainty¥is—the-
undertaker. We'will, however, do the best for ourselves, and
make all haste to reach which is the nearest point.”

- They commenced the weary march; but ere they arrived
at their destination, Colonel Dudley was missing, aud ro
man doubted that he had gone to share the fate of Lopez;
and they were right.

B
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CHAPTER XXI. '

WaeN Ralph returned to him, General Lopez no longer
remonstfated, neither did ho express surprise. e kncw 80
well the enthusiasm of that bold young heart, that his own
sympathy with it made him now accept its homage. He
could fully enter into the generosity of its devotion, for
Dudley « stood beside him as the spirit of his own youth.”
He Knew there was to him a fierce gratification in thus
linking his destiny with his own fallen fortune.

It had been long since they had tasted food, and the two
men were weak and faint. General‘ Lopez could with difii-
culty stand, the pain and fever from the secvere wound in
his shoulder were so great. At length they found a cavern
in the mountain’s side, which might protect them from the
- scorching sun. Here Dudley. left the General resting on
his hard rocL couch, lis head pillowed on his unloaded gun,

and went in scarch of food. All day long the Cuban lay-

in the fearful agony of mental  and physmal suffering, and
night found him still alone. His feverish memory brought
gll the records of his stormy life before him. It dwelt on
the victorious battles of the soﬁth in which he had com-
manded with such éclat, the wealth the power, the station,
the prosperous days when his friends numbered thousands,

all of which had been sacnﬁced for an adversity whick will
gt be ki highest fame. 'Then alone, friendless, concealed
in the*bosom of the country he loved, with the price of
~ bloo . upon his head! he almost questioned his own

> he murmured. «No, General, not alone, but

thg, nelghbonng estate, whi)!%e owner is, I know, friendly,

*
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: ' worse, under the cxrcumstances, supperless ; for &
: even the wild fruits have failed us. If T could have gained ',

we should have feasted famously, but the troops were hover-
ing around and I dared not risk it. But this cave is"almost
as llard as a pl‘lbOD let me assist you out, the cool mght air °
will revive you.” So they sat on the soft moss in the
pleasant moonlight—Lopez and his one faithful friend.

“ I am greatly relieved,”, said the General, “ now that I
can hope for the safety of my men. They have laiu
heavily on 1y breast. Gallant fellows! if I could have
led them to success!” he pansed, and then cxclaimed with
sudden feeling ; “Oh! why from my boyhood has my heart
lived in visions of freedom ; why was all the good in my
nature stirred to act for Cuba, if her liberty be but the

dream of an enthusiast? .God forgive me if I murmur ; he

alone knows how entirely Cuba’s advancement and eleva-
tion have been my first hope, my last prayer.”

“ General, there lives no heart so base, to doubt the
purity of your patriotism. Will you not prove it with
yourlife? for the Spaniard will hardly spare you.”

“ God forbid! I meet my fate resolutely. Death in the
cause of good is honor. Adverse forfiine las caused this
revolution to fail in its great axm yet it will be productxve
of good. Others will stand in’ my place, and finish the
work we have commenged. Ah! had our noble cause
found favor in the American government ; had she but ex-
ercised the charity and benevolence becoming a great nation
towards a people striving to follow her bright example,
Cupa would now be free.” k4

“Yes,” said Dudley, bitterly; “I had rather’ d}ed than
lived to scorn the cold selfish policy of America! To feel
that my country is not only ungenerous, but unJust ﬁeri-
ca, walking the water$, hand in hand with Spair ect-
ing the crown of a despot, helping a tyrant cru& mts
struggling to be free, scaling lLer unholy faith even W1th the
blood of her e¢hildren.”

“ We caf® but deplore thag- America, wrapt in her™own
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shefelt as a nation for a people groaning under the deadly
soppression of tyranny. ®¥But no power can stay the light
which shall shine on Cuba. A star has arisen that will not
set in nighf A glo#‘us destiny was given it at its birth.
Its guiding beams will lead great and good men to work out
Cuba’s predestined redempt'ion.* Spain lherself, with trem-
bling hate, sees the future freedom of this island. The
dark heart rages with the thought, and she may yet, in the
extremjty of despair, throw upon the victim of her gloat-
ing tyranny, a more fearful indignity. Yes,” his hands
were clasped hardly, and the Cuban’s face grew crimson ;

LR G’ep ral,”” said the American, breathing deeply, as
th.ou.gh‘ tl.le suffocation of confinement was already on him ;
“it is-a little thing to die—to g’v_e your life fok the faith

}‘ o : , ) »
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- Tare iness, had ot that sympathy as a government, which which you have professed, but the torture of a close dark

dung’eon_—oh, God! why submit to that which is* worse
than death! Let us forget life in Fhe free air of heaven, -
with the fresh beauty of nature around us. The sad, cold
moon will not smile on our dying struggles, and-the stars,
are no paid hirelings to shout the victory of the tyrant.”
He looked wistfully on his sword blade, flashing in the
moonlight. ¢ No—mno, fiery heart ! have you not yet learned
to wait! Seek not to thwart fate. She will bring a fitter
destiny to those who have thus far bravely breastgd her
waves. It is glorious to fill on the battle-field, but think
you the noble blood of the heroic Critgénden, and his mar-

comes home {o die, so he had come to breathe out life on
the shrine of his boyhood’s idolatry. Then he told of war-
like scenes—#when he had le@en on to the contest amid

o “ rather than this silver-set gem which nature so much loves, tyred men, will flow less brightly down the stream of time,
should shine amid the stars of the (olumbian flag, rather ‘because the hands which %Zad been raised in the great cause
than she should stand.in the self-sustaining life of her own of humanity, of justice, and truth, were manacled ! There
republicanism, the Spaniard-would cast upon ber the undy-’ is a moral sublimity in their death, which will hallow it withe
ing stain of African equality. Ie would bid the Cuban farne. I have,” he continued, *“in my dark hours lénged
clasp his slave .as a brother, and together kneel before a to live, for I feared the disastrous issue of ‘this struggle

~crown w}xose polli:tion, fiends might blush to wear.” might chill all hearts, who would have dared to succor =
. “Great God! Gé&feral, you jream; think you they Cuba. But ’twas a cowdfd thought#to doubt the final
would® inake them allies 2 arm the dark race against their triumph of right. Ah! who could turn unheeding fro’iﬁ"thy
% own ?”’ » L ' plaini'ng cry, thou¥ star-queen %f the southern waters!
“None know so well as I, who have tasted the very Chivalry will live again in that love which brave men will
:* dregs of its bitterness, tlie infa s policy of that nation feel for thy beauty and tHy wrongs.” *
", *  whose wholg history is shadowed with crime. There is no The night wore on. ~ To while away ity, weary hours,

-1 deed too dark for-its hatred and- revenge. I have spoken Lopez spoke of his early life. %;aid how from his earliest

= of what may be, of the d#8hours that may come bef'o;e recollection he had loved Cuba With the strong peculiar love

S the rising of Cuba’s day-star—the dawn of her own emanci- which men feel for their native land, that love which had

B pation. The hour of my own fate comes on; I feel thgt mgle her his“destiny. How he had lived in her loveliness

e I sit fgr the’ last time w\it'h you, and ‘my lips dwell with till bis heart was saturated with her being, and throbbed to

& lingegitig. love on this theme of my life. We will have but the music of her song-birds and murmuring waters. Now,

%; * 0 little; )anionship, my boy, in the dungeon of the Moro.” as an old soldier, after the vicissitudes of many" battles,

* #
oo s
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the Rlash of arms, and roar of cannon; of the lour when
his,stern heart bounded to the trumpet’s blast of victory,

. »aud swelled with the tﬁmph of the brave again. How he

sgorned. the r#hk and station in which he was but the slave

of a crown, and longg for the life of the commonest soldier, -

who protected the rights of the free. How he grew impa-
tient over the anciemt record§ of haughty Greece, and
miglty Rome, for their beauty dimmed beside the light of
the Antilles gem. What they had been to the past, so

might &uba be to thhe present and future. Then he brought -

a pure vision from his boyhood;ﬁnd spoke of his mother,
the daughter of a nny clime, with clear radiant eyes,
wlio ﬁrstﬁught im-the beauty of humanlove. He passed..
11s hand dcross his brow, and said, “ Yo' feverish sleep, when
the cares and dhtxeg%of life lay heavy.on his breast, he
ﬁiaghed haﬁplq?ss from d‘Qams, for an angel form stood
by #fiim, singing the hymns of his country, and he waked
with re-invigorated strength; with the holy Ave Maria on

« his lip, she had taught him in the old days when he knelt .

beside her a happydgiazeless bofigat the Virgin’s shrine.

& was herself so gentle,”” he continued; “she won-
. dered why I left the flowisly melody ofsour native tongue
to master the uncouth language of the Saxon. Ah! it was
aglad’ joy to speak in ﬁeedomstongue Then it was I
felt the stain which blackened the land of my love. I felt

there was a '_ hty glory the great, strong north-men,
who came down in their *

ships to make on this western

" continent a new world where men might proudly hve.'I

paused over the pages, of Amecrica’s heroic history, unyj
my goul was filled with ardent Jongings to benefit %
country and ber people. These thoughts grew with my
youthful. strength and my manhood had but one star, the
same which rose in' early boyhood, and pointed to Cuba’s
hberatwn Thls f'urest land was still beautiful, but to me

20 it wore a, saddened aspect, %r ‘the nobler gart of ex-

}_ . K

istence,” the spirit, mourned over its bondage. 1. felt there
was a band of disgrace on my brow—its weight grew in-
supportable. I could not ¢ bow inservile fear;’ I dared to
utter words and form schemes of good wiuch made the
tyrant tremble for his power, and they sent me an exile to

-a foreign shore. Then the light came shining upon me—

the morning light of hope. On the loved, the generous soil
of Amcrlca my high resolves met sympathy, found support-
crs more brave and noble than those whose memories live

in ancient kuwhtly glories. My brothers, the sons of Cuba,
were pining in dc"radﬁlon, praying for an arm To teach
them to strike. With wild joy I spr &g to their call. Oh!

_ how I lived in visions of Cuba’s renown! Treos in govern- ‘

ment, free in conscience, and free in her natural rlghts, I
thought to sce her stand high among: natlons, in the great-
ness of her power. But it is not yet to be,” he contmu&d
sadly ; “the dark power prevmlb for awhile. Spanish
spies betrayed our cause, and'the glory of Cuba lies in the
future. She yet groans in her chains; but I thank God
death finds me on no:gilken couchy. but on the fair bo-
som of my life-long love I will as calmly die as%_gwal-
rior on the deck of his own “proud ship, which he would
but could not save. Let my blood mingle with the waves
that dance around, and%hold her in an eternal embragg.
Holy Mary! may thex blood spilled upom this soil nourish
the young plant of liberty till ’neath it¥ wide- <p1ead1ng
branches, the weary sons of despotlsm may- repose in the
Rappy sccurity of freedom, and its leaves be sought for the
healing of distant tyrant-wounded nations. Oh! how the

visions of my youth come back; when my heart sprang’

eagerly to the future; its impulses made holy by a high
resolve to bemefit my suffering kind; to make its grand
imaginings thé actual foot-paths of my after life; to free
Cuba, and live in her happiness, content to be the humblest
of her children, or die, and be remembered. - How ear-,

@
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néstly I have striven to be worthy of her remembrance !
to feel that the arms of my country would clidg around my
memory, as one Who in 1ifé never faltered in his honesty and
devotion to her #dvancement and elevation.” Lopez paused,
and groaned with bodily pain. The hot fever of hunger and
exhaustion scorched his veins, and his wound bled afresh.
« General,” said Dudley, “ God knows you have won
this retvard, and it will yet be given you. But you are

-weary and worn. I will lay my cloak beside the stream;

come and rest upon it, while I try my skill as a surgeon.
Your wound has been too long negﬁécted,” and he drew his
commander to the daﬂp, hard ‘bed he prepared. Gently,

“as a motherﬁends‘her‘mﬁ'ering child, did the soldier do all

_in is power to alleviate the pain of his leader and friend.

Silently he watchéd, agghe wearied man slept, forgetful of
hisimisery -and, his, wrongs.

TH8 hours of the night wore on. Dudley kept his
guarding post by his General’s side, busy with sad memo-
mes. He thought how the'bold spirit of Lopez had fear-

- lessly stepped forward and espgused the cause of his

‘

enslax& country. How the young, the valiant, the chival-
rous had flocked around him, full of high dreams of the
“ New Republic,” which was to rise up and call them blest.,
Betrayed and deserted, fighting against fearful odds, his fol-
lowers had fallenjnto the hands of the tyrant, on the bat-
tle-field, or wandered, friendless, in a strange land. Keenly
as he felt his own disappointment, there was a deeper sorrow
in his heart as he looked on the unconscious Cuban,
wounded in spirit, crushed and bleeding in body ; the man
whom hé had loved as a friend, honored as a hero, and fol-
lowed, even to death, lay helpless as a tired child beside
him. He thought of him as he was, pure in heart, genérous
in action, and unflinching in courage. True to himself, to
the high impulses of an upright nature, it was not possible
that he could be false to others. o o

*
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The hours of the night wore on, and the chieftain waked
not. Fated one! sleep on. The last lone-watched sleep
thy stormy life will know. The ﬁenﬁ-hounds, even now,
bay the rich blood slowly, sadly beating in thy heroic
heart.

‘Softly rest thee, betrayed son of Cuba! thy destiny
comes on. Far beyond earth soars thy fiery star—above
it gleams a crown, such as martyrs wear. Slumber gently !
it falls not yet upon thy brow, oh! thou champion of free-
dom.

CHAPTER XXII.

WHEN General Lopez awoke, it was with a very comfort-
less sensation ; for the morning sky was overcast, and the
rain fell in torrents upon them. Dudley sat by him, with
that weary, haggard look, which comes when the body has
been for a long while without sleep or food.

“ You have watched well,” said the General kindly.
« Should you escape the blood-hounds of Spain, thus will -
you watch through the dark night of my poor country’s
despair ; ever wakeful to her interest, awaiting with patience
the dawn of hope in her political horizon. Then will you
renew your devotion to me—in the strength and energy of
your support to ber.”

« T have no wish but to die with you,” was the hopeless
answer, for every energy was exhausted. '

« My brave Dudley ! your life can better serve me than
your death. My cup of life.is well-nigh full—the death-
drop is alone wanting to complete its measure. For Cuba,
there is a great future—and you, my noble boy, must shars
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it. The hope of her redemption will not die within my
breast. Wear you this trust bravely, without despair, till
‘the hour comes when you shall again face her foes. Hark !
His quick car caught a distant sound his eye rested on a
line of troops coming slowly over the opposite mountain ;
he hastily unfastened the small, beautifully-wrought sword,
which he constantly wore, to which a pleasant memory was
attached, perhaps of a former victory, and, giving it to his
young officer, said, ¢ Dudley, I am famishing; bring me
food, or I die. Go :—in that dircction you will be safe
from the enemy. God bless you, my boy,—true, even in
the face of death. If death come between us—keep faith-
fully my memory and my words.”” ‘His voice, the clear,

" stern voice, that Lhad sounded above the clash of arms, that

lLad rung with fierce distinctness down the line of battle,—
was mournful with suppressed emotion.

« Oh, God, Generzal, this is terrible! I will have it, if I
give my blood.” He grasped the hand of his commander ;
e looked, unconsciously for the last time, on the noble faco
of the Cuban patriot,—of the hero and the martyr.

Those glorious falcon eyes—the softness of a grateful and
generous love beamed in the splendor of their light, as they
watched the retreating form.” * The faithful friend of my
exile,” he murmured, “ the devoted sharer of my adversity.
I could not see him meet a fate like mine. My country!
betrayed and forsaken—my men! scattered like autumn
leaves—my friends! where are they 7’—he smiled bitterly.
“Gone, all gone! They come nearer; I hear the wild cry
~ for my blood! I will go forth, and meet my fate.” He
walked with ewdent pain, but his step did not falter, until
he stood- undemeath a large tree, the same under whose
shelter he sat with Dudley The ground, then occupied by
his sleeping men, was now covered with  Spanish soldiers.
- Haughty and erect he stood, with a mocking smile on his
bold warrior face, ca.lmly waiting his destiny.

.
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The officer dismounted and approached him. ¢ You are
my prisoner,” he said.

The chieftain bowed his head upon his breast. ¢« Like
a wild beast bayed,” he murmured, and with a mournful
smile, a smile full of bitterness and pain, he looked on the
fierce blood-dogs, as they ran with eager, savage joy,
toward their masters, him from whose hand they were accus-
tonied to reccive a reward for their success: A burning
crimson tide welled over the marble paleness of the Cuban’s
wasted cheek, as he recognised in the cowering, shrinking
form of his betrayer, the man he had once saved from the
garrote. “ Ha! Castaneda!” be cried, *“ingrate, is it thou

- who hast sold my blood for gold? Unhappy man {”

There was no exuyltation among the troops. In sullen
silence they waited, while their officer himself assisted
General Lopez to mount. No conqueror’s train was ever
more respectful than the guard who escorted the captive
through that gloomy and memorable march.
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- CHAPTER XXIIIL.

¢ What I did, I did in honor,
Led by th’ impartial conduct of my soul.”

« ] have a thousand spirits in my breast,
To answer twenty thousand, such as you.”
SHAKSPEARE.

¢ Still in his stern-and self-collected mien,
A conqueror’s more than captive’s air is scen ;
Though faint with wasting toil and stiffening wound,
But few that saw—so calmly gazed sround
The better warriors who beheld him near,
Insulted not the foe who taught them fear ;
And the grim guards who to his durance led,
Tn silence eyed him with a secret dread.”
BYRON.

WiTHIN the palace the Captain-General of Cuba sat,
surrounded by his officers. With heavy, gloomy silence
they looked towards the opening door, by which the Cuban
General entered, attended by an armed guard. The eager
eyes of Concha, as they fell upon his daring, dangerous
prisoner, glared with lurid light, as a tiger’s, when he
springs upon his prey. Lopez, the good and great, stood
in their poor presence alone, yet undaunted. Pale he was,
deadly pale, for bodily suffering and mental anguish had
robbed him almost of life; but the strong, unconquered
spirit looked proudly from his large burning eyes, for he
was innocent of guilt. The wound upon his shoulder was
too pamful for the ordinary dress, and his martial form was
shrouded in a rich dark mantle, whose folds were held by
a hand so large, so powerful in its outlines, victory seemed
wriften on its broad surface, as its natural right.

There was silence in the hall, as though they feared to
speak, lest the fiery spirit before them should burst its
bonds and escape their foul control. At last, Concha, in

b
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harsh grating tones, in which his insolent trlumph was
poorly concealed, thus addressed the patriot :—

“Narciso Lopez ! thou art brought before us for the dark
crime of treason. 'Thou hast lifted thyself from the feet of
her most gracious majesty, and sown discord among her
subjects. Thou hast openly abetted this rebellion ; defied
the power of thy queen, and emboldened the people of the
island to throw off the royal authority. Thou hast en-
couraged discontent, and boldly incited civil confusion.
Thou hast basely used thy influence to occasion dissension
and revolt. TFor this offence thou must atone with thy
life; royal justice demands thy death!” He paused, and

. the Spaniards watched closely the cold, changeless face of

the prisoner, whose eyes were bent, mockingly, upon them.
“ But,” he resumed, in a different tone, “ oyr royal mistress
is ever pleased to manifest grace and clemency. We would,
then, be merciful to thee, traitor though thou art. Inas-
mych as thou hast been the recipient of queenly favor and
trust, we would fain save thee from the miserable fate of a
felon.”” Again he paused, but the mocking eyes smiled on
him, and he continued : “ We would establish more, firmly
the power of the throne; we would quell for ever and
entirely this pernicious desire for change, and crush at once
these dangerous plotters against the crown. Thou canst
most effectually do this thing, and on these terms thou
mayest save thyself. The attempts at revolution have been
fruitless. You have lost everything, and gé,ined nothing
but ignominy and disgrace. The very people for whom thou
hast in thy blind error forfeited so much, will not do thee
honor ; at this very moment they shout over thy downfall.
Then we offer thee pardon in case thou wilt renounce thine
error, and make before the people a full recantation.. This
will arrest, without further effort on our part, any hope for
a future revolution. Thy followers will return- with thee to
that natural allegiance they have so rashly forsaken. Thou
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shalt be restored to wealth, , Ta

great-er than that which thou hast forfeited. Bend, t}_l.en,
the penitential knee before the tribunal of thy merciful
mistress,"our gracious queen.”

C A fiery flush of scorn and shame scorched the Cuban’s
pale cheek, and his haughty form quivered with disdain.
«“ Ha!” he cried, “is it with this paltry snare thou wouldst
tempt me? Thy words want truth; the Creoles have
never deserted me; ’tis thy Airelings who proclaim a

.tyrant’s triumph.”

“ Thy words are hot. I tell thee thou art offered
mercy.” :

“What, dost thou not know me yet? Am I taken for a
coward, that this base insult is thrown upon me? Have I
not written my truth in blood upon this soil, and ye would

‘that I proclaim my whole life a living lie? Nay, my death

shall seal its earnestness. My Queen!” he continued, with
bitter scorn. “I acknowledge no Queen. I have cast off
the hated allegiance, and stand before you, defying all

monarchs, save the high monarch of heaven. Ye have pro-

nounced me a traitor ; that charge I deny, as barren of jus-
tice or truth. For my country’s good, her advancement
has been the sole endeavor of my life. The deeds for
which I stand your prisoner, I thank God I have lived to
perform. It is better death ini a noble struggle for liberty,
than life in chains and abject degradation. I do not-ask your

mercy—I throw it back with contempt upon your craven .

hearts. I scorn the mercy of a tyrant. Do not longer
mock me with this trifling. Give me the clasp of the

~garrote; L know it awaits me, and that at least is true.

Ha_d‘ Ias mgmyv lives as the sky\has stars, the sea waves, I
would gladly lay them onfréedom’s altar. .I am conteut
with my fate; for as I have lLived, so I die, in the Sull,
 exalted faith of Cuba’s. final redemption.”’

. The clear, mellow voice was hushed.
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and boast of thy

treason?  Dost thou dare to scorn the representative of

royalty 7’

“Scorn ! Aye, it is too poor a word. I abhor, with all
the power of hate, the ready minion of despotic cruelty and
oppression—e who is without one impulse of humanity or
gratitude. I once spared thy life; all 1 ask is, that the
instruments of war may draw the life-current from my
heart. It is a pitiful revenge to take from thy benefactor
the right he has to a soldier’s death.” |

“Liar! slave!” shouted Concha ; “thou shalt taste the
very gall of a righteous vengeance.”

“Ido not fear thee,” replied the Patriqt General, proudly,

. “thou miserable slave-fiend of a demon crown! Thou

canst not rob me of my high reward—the remembrance of
a people.  Thou canst only give me the freedom of death,
and even in death, I scorn and defy thee 1

His swarthy face purpled with rage and passion.

“Chain him !”” shricked the Spaniard; “thrice chain
bim and drag him to the lowest, foulest dungeon I’

The noble Cuban calmly wrapped his mantle around
him, and said :

“I am ready.” _

They laid no hands of violence upon him. Many present
had known and called him friend in prosperous days, and’
now they sat in silent admiration for the unbending majesty
of his truth. Lopez slowly left the hall, supported on
cither side by an officer; for he walked with gréat pain and
difficulty. When they reached the portals of the castle, *
the qaptive turned, and, fixing his mild, fond eyes on the .
scene, drank in its loveliness with passionate rapture.

“ ]Eanw beautiful_ ”” he said, mournfully ; “how beautiful
is night !—the last night I may ever behold. Ah! my
spirit will ‘pine for this *blue sky, these bright stars, the
wavy sea, and this fresh untainted air. It is hard,” mur-

S
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mured the warrior, as they}glgsgglwyvi\x{\éhlagg{ggm@ﬁle tanSt IeSn'n(r)nrcgge square, in the midst of which was erected the
him in the silence of his dark and narrow cell, ““ it is hard scaffold, about twenty feet high, the top surrounded by
- even for thee, oh, Cuba! beloved as thou art!” : a balcony, and in the centre of the platform was the
Covered with heavy chains, he lay—this untamed child garrote. .
of the sun—this fearless “apostle of liberty,” his fierce The troops were heavily armed, every cannon of the fort
spirit chafing, his impatient heart beating against the hours charged and pointed to the place of execution. The solemn
that moved so wearly on, till they brought the triumph of voice of the tolling-bell announced the eoming of Cuba’s

great champion, and the deep rolling drum sent its death--
notes out on the morning air.

First, marched the strangely-dressed priest, bearing the
black flag of death, after whom came a detachment of sol-
diers, and, in their midst, walked Cuba’s brave son, whose
crime had been to love her honor and to seek to advance
her happiness. The procession moved slowly across the

his martyrdom.,

’ CHAPTER XXIV. , square, towards the scaffold. Far above the tinselled slaves
towered his haughty form, clad in spotless white. A

“'Tis come—his hour of martyrdom mantle of fine linen hung from his shoulders to the ground,

E:Dgff;lz:;; T e pas'd away in heavy folds. A white cap of the same material drew the

Like lightning on a stormy day, ravem curls from his face without concealing his features,

g‘:.‘;;‘:;l’l:;:u‘?:z:;h::; 1;:;;: track : and on his knightly hands he wore the base fetters of a.

* To which the brave ofafler-timels—;b . tyrant’s power. Ah! who that gazed uporit, can forget
'&‘i‘::‘::::fe‘;‘:‘;:i’;‘:);l;’:ﬂ‘_;; ac t}le noble presence of that illustrious victim! There was no

Watch through the hours of slavery’s night - sign of guilt, or fear, on his calm brow. He walked with

Forvtﬂgw‘“é" the oppressor’s "‘l:’l';‘o:l the ﬁ;im, stately -step of triumph to the death-shrine, the

o ‘ sacriﬁgial altar. The earnest power of an unconquered

Fripay, September 1st, came the-day appointed for the spirit beamed in his dark eyes—that quenchless energy, that

_ martyrdom of General Narciso Lopez, the friend and lover love of right and truth, which had made him struggle to
W of his country. , : ' live a free man, gave to the doomed patriot the lofty bear-
- - The morning dawned dark and cheerless, for the sun ing of a conqueror. They strove to hurry him forward,

- hid his bright face with heavy clouds, and refused to.look they were impatient to seal with his death-stroke the chains

on a déed # foul. - of Cuba,—but the chieftain’s step was slow and feasured.

At an' early hour an immense crowd assembled, and "~ He had walked before that multitude in the pomp of wealth

. - waited in gloomy silénce the comjng of the captive. The and station, but never so proudly as mow. One officer,
2 whole space betwesl the Punta’ fort and the Carcel was more brutal than the rest, rgéed his dishonored sword-and
Y filled with troops, cavalry and infantry, who'?_formed an struck the Cpban on his neck, saying, « the neck should

* " 8
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" no sound ¢ame from thgs dip of pride; he looked sorrow-

fully on the poor minion'-,‘ﬁ_f a crown, and turned to mount

the scaffold as & king would approach his throne. *

He stood amid that dark assembly, gazing foy a moment
with changeless brow on 'the)‘terrible insfrum.ent of deatl.l.
defiance " flitted across his face, as his
seyes swept scéprn' ully’over the dense throng of_‘énegro and

Spanish hirelings, ere they rested on the unhappy ’Creo.les,

whom the policy of Concha had removed as fz-ar as p0551'b1e

from the sound of the lero’s words. Then his rich volce,
clear as the &ast of a silver trumpet ringing-through the
morning air, thus addressed them :—¢ Cubans! I ha}ve
come here to die. To you I need not justify the act wlnc.h
bhas brought mé to the scaffold. Your own hearts acquit
me of the false charges with which they seek to blacken
my memory, and rob me of my country’s love. Whatever

I have done, Cuba’s good has been the great object of my
life. I aspired to high things, to bless her with the ftee ,

institutions of a Republic, to promote her happiness b.y
establishing a®overnment liberal in its political and reli-
gious principles. Though that effort has failed, the h._op.e
of it is not lost,—and-I amecontent to meet my death if it

brings théﬂday of my country’s redemptign nearer ; t_f.fc.n'- the .

free flag-of Cuba shall—*". . k>
He was rudely, angrily thrust aside, and «the “officer
“motioned thé priest to approachsy. His hands were reIi_eVe.d
of their heavy bonds, and he receiv‘ed the cross. Tken his
.noble head was bowed over the bledsed emblem of his faith,
and the-holy father slowly repeated the prayer Jor the
dying. . @¥hen he arose the executioner attempted to draw
the whitef cap over his face, but he dashed it aside— Nay,”
. eried the stern imperious voice,s* my deagh shall Bo a wit-
ness in the face offgeaven agailit you, I am sinless before
God and man of the charges which ye bring.”. With fearless

-
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death. The cold iron éerpent
of despotism was coiling around Jus neck, when a sudden
impulse fired his mighty heart ;'-"hre sprang to his feet, and
stood before .the breathless multitude, a shining form of
light. A glory,a splendor not of earth, beamed in the royal
majesty of his beauty ; his wild, dauntless spirit glowed on
its “brow-throne, and filled his eyes Wilth eager flashing
brilliancy, With yearning love the'lpatriot stretcled fortlf
his arms, and forgetting all, he gazed fondly in the distance
on the purple mountains and waving verdure of the Summer

Isle—then, with a voice full of southern melody, saddened
with eternal love, he cried, ““ Cuba,—dear (0513

uba!l—adien /
He sank back—his eyes closed with a proud .smile upon

the slaves,—and Lopez gave his life to Cuba, and his name
to fame, .

There was silence—even those whose hands reeked with
the crime of his death, were awed by the bold heroism of
the feared andhated foe of the tyrant. The cry for which
Spanigh gold had bartered, rose for a moment and died
faintly away. But, hark !—there is a wajl of agony ! it
echoes hoarsely through Cuban hearts ; it 17:“

“ A nation’s funeral dirge for her patriot son,?’
: & '

Lo%ez! mighty.spirit ! unrewarded in life, unforgotten in
death; thou shalt yet be avenged. The divine principles
for which thou gavest thygelf a willing sacrifice, glow with'
quenchless fire in hearts who know no such word as fear,
—when every conviction of right, every prompting of
humanity, urges them onward. There are those whose
patriotism is not bound by mountains or rivers, itikises supe-
rior to self, it spreads beyond the land of nativity, going,
like a Beam of light, to smile gladness on a country weep-
ing in all .the "darkness ¢ despotic gdegradation. Thy
wondréus martyrdom kindles a sacred enthugiasm in the

A ‘E'P ” )
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- chivalrous and brave ; the

ly sympa e generous
daring of_ La Fayette—of Kosciusko, thrlll America’s
noblest souns.~ Thy name, thy bright and honored name,
dh, thou lovert of freedom, shall be their watch-word to

: victory. The day of Cuba’s redemption comes;surely on.

Thy glorious spirit, radiant m the dazzling splendor of its
immortal life, shal} hail, with’ holy rapture, the glad shout
swhich proclaims, “ Thy work finished—thy country freed!”

CHAPTER XXV.

WaEN Dudley left his commander, it was his intention to
go immediately to the nearest estate, and at any risk pro-
cure food, for he felt that he would soon be unable to?strug-

* gle longer agaipst the terrible cravings of hunger and ex-

haustion. H andered for some time in the dense wood,
went miles as he thought but no prospect of a house ap-
peared. he desolation of *the lonely wood'was horrible
to the man; in the delmum of his despair- he sh;%eked
aloud, bi¥.o answer came. The hot fever of paifl, the
urning agongof starvation raged in his veinsy his sight
'grew dim, his blood felt like molfen lead ; he had strange
visions of home and of death in a foreign land He roused
himself with a strong effort, and slowly groped his way
back tq the spot where he left his General.
N & wﬂlﬂle with him,”’ he muttered, but in vain he called;
Lopez wds then in Spanish custody, solacing hig,weary
heart with the one comforting hfpe, that his brave officer
had met a.better, he*%knew he could not have a more misera-

-ble fate. . “@one—oh! God! I must die alon&” Yet be
R v ‘# v ; :‘ . .
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did not realize all the wretchedness of his condition, for a

t01por stole over him, and he fell unconscious on the earth.

Thus he lay when the dark face of a Spaniard bent over

him, and a sword flashed over his head. The brittle thread

of life was quivering one moment a wild fierce yell—

the Spaniard Hidalgo lay dead, and Sc1p10 knelt by h1s
master.

“Aha! I got you,is I! I wus fas’ nough fur you dat
time. 'Tends to be too. You tliought you had my Marse
Ralph, but you see I had you, olefeller. How youlike dat
now ! you outlandish nigger ; you ain’t white folk, no how.
Settin’ up in Marse Ralph’s liouse sassy, as if you . real
quality. I know’s quality ; I not raised at de quarter. I
know’d you want thar for no good. I watched you out
de corner ob my eye. - I could’er chocked you every glass
ev wine I gived you. I wus too well raised a niggar to
distreat you Spanisher is you wus in my own master’s
house—but I done settled wid you now, you sateful cat;
here* looks ’nouf like a monkey to be a cat. Look you,
Marse Ralph! wake up now, don’t go to make out you
dun dead, and Scipio cum too late. No,‘fz'ou ain’t dead,
you know you ain’t. You nuver went to die, ’cause dat
Spanisher was 'bout to kill you. I know’s what'll bring
you to. Whar’s my bottle ? dun lef’ it at home. Good
God! I ain’t got no home. Wouldn’t have omne in dis "
place. No genteel niggar would stay l;ere, no how.
Umph' got de Spanisher’s ; lem me tase it, see ef it go#
pisen in it. Good brandy, 'fore God, tis. Fus thing good
I ever know him to have ; jus take little, Marse Ralph,you
knows good brandy well is me, an’ it nuver wus in your heart

“to 'fuseit. Oh! yes, I thought twould bring you back to

life. You’s notded ; you heart beat too strong, Marse Ralph.

You'll do.  How is we goin’ to git 'way frum here now. I

wander ef Marse Ralph got any money!” Scipio proceeded

to satisfy himself by searching. Dudley opeped his eyes,
o o )

ar
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_ and a faint smile flushed lustg'//\,\{] \QlalsqupegomnesgéchanSt les. OI’ panisher 7’ he said, bending over Dudley, ¢ umph !

familiar face.
“Js that you, Scip? What the dev11 are you doing ?”
“ Uthph! know it Marse Ralph, now ; jes’ like him.

" Nuthin’ *tall, sir ; jes’ seein’ ef you had som’ brandy fur giv’
~ yerself. Might know’d you didn’t, tho’. Well, nuthin’

here. Dat’s right, Marse Ralph, jes’ shet yer eyes tell 1
git through wid dat Spanisher. I boun’ he’s got money !
and .money we’s got to have; ’cause how is we to get out
uv dis confounded country widout it? Now, ole feller, I'll
see what you got. Sorter hate to put my han’ on you, con-
sarn yer yaller life. Umph! movin’—is you got notion
comin’ to? You mus’ love to die, 'cause you knows I'll
kill you agin, an’ glad de chance. Playin’ possum, is you?
You please me now. I knows jes’ what to do wid a pos-
sum. I puts yer tarnal head under de rail. Possum on,
ole feller, tell I gits all de money you gdt.. . I mus’ make
hase too, ’cause ef Marse Ralph wake up he knock dis boy
down, ’cause he always wus so curus’ ’bout som’ things.

.He'd starve an’ die ’fore he’d tech dis money, but Scip

ain’t got no turn fur houner. He'll die ’fore he lef’ dis,
shure,’”’ with a hearty chuckle he pocketed the well-filled
purse. .

“ Scipio |” called his master s feeble voice, ‘ what are
you doing 12 :

“Jeg paym, my las” ’specs to your poor fren’, Marse
Ralph I mighty glad to see you settin’ up. How far you
reckqn you ken walk, Marse Ralph; needn’t ’quire, tho’,
’cause you looks jes’ like death. But don’t look so faint-

- like, . Marse Ralph, ’cause I skerd to lef’ you long dat

sateful feller eny how. He look: too much like a cat, not
to have nine lifes; consarn him, he jes’ ’pears dead, ’cause
I stannin’ ober. him. I glad ‘twas me killed you 'stid of
Marse Ralph, ’cause: -you ain’t fit fur a white man to kill.
“ Marse Ralph, is you 'feard to stay here by .yoself w1d
Ry .
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‘\[ars_e Ralph ’lapsed, wants more brandy ; well, here ’tis,
drink 'nuft dis time to do you some good, ’cause’tain nothin’
like it in sickness nur health nuther. Poor Marse Ralph!
ef ’twas jes’ Scip now, I woulden mind it, but it goes to my
heart to see him dis way. My poor marster,” he repeated,
bénding with tearful eyes over the still, haggard face, «“ I
never did see nobody look so much like a corpse; well, one
thing shore, ef Marse Ralph die, de game is up wid dis chile,
sure, ’cause dare aint no place ‘in dis worl gwine to hold
poor Scip den; he gwine to foller arter Marse Ralph, 'fore
God he is.” Dudley slowly revived. ¢ Marse Ralph, does
you feel better ¥ ’

«“ Yes. Where have you been all this time, Scipio ¥’

¢ Lord bless you, Marse Ralpl, don’t ask me. You aint
in no perdicerment fur hear all de trials I is gone through.
Mexico want nuthin’ to em. Ginirel Quitman and all his

' brigan would uv’—

« For God’s sake stop, and tell me where I am, and what
has happened.” He drew his hand languidly across his
brow, as does a waking dreamer.

« Umph ! Marse Ralph, you too hard fur me now. We
aint no whar—and everything done happen.”

¢ The general, Scipio—have you seen him ? Vhere is
he ?”

« T ’spect he in heaben ’foré now.

«\What! my God! have they taken him ?”

¢ Dat dey ain’t—he take hisself, "caus, sir, lie jes met um.
I tell. you, Marse Ralph, ung Marmion may talk-'bout
Ginel Washinton and ’'Fayette, I don’t know 'bout dem,

rcause I nuver recollects um, but I’se ’pletely satisfied no
brav‘er man ever bin born dan dat same Cuby gineral whut
you bin trying so hard to die fur. I ain’t pertiklar "bout

. bein’ ’long de army ef you ain’t dare, so de minit I catch

sight uv de solgers, I clome a tree, and watched um when
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dey come to whar Gineril Lopez was standmg, looking is
scornful at um is a king. I tell you he jes’ walked in dare
face is bold is a lion. But, Marse Ralph, I don’t know
what I gwine do wid you, ’cause you can’t begin to
walk ten steps, an’ ef I lef you here sum, dem troops find
you, an’ den you gone fur shore, ’long is you can’t lif dis
sword whut I done ’mortalised. I foun’ it on de road, an’
I retkon one uv our solgers loss it. Marse Ralply, ’spose I
lays you in dat cave dare, 'tell,I come back.”

« No,” said Dudley, with shuddermd recollection, “not -

there.”

« Well, I mus’ hurry back, ’cause I’ll be mighty oneasy.
Thang God I foun’ you, now I means to stick to you.
José an’ Scip 'l cum presently. You don’t know Jose,
Marse Ralph, ’cause he is one my own ’ticlar frens, but
you see we couldn’t begin to git to Havana widout him,

‘cause he knows folks ’long here, an’ is up to things in dis _

country. He’s a good-hearted feller fur a free nigger, an’
he’ll be mighty apt to ’trive a way to git us safe dare, an’

den, Marse Ralph, we mose home, thang God.” * *

* * * * * * * *

The night of September 1st, Ralph Dudley sat in the
cottage of José, his face bowed in his hands, silently wres-
tling with his heavy sorrow, gazing with a kind of cold
apathy on the pale déad visions which lay like. withered
leaves upon his heart.

Scipio stood, looking expectantly from the door.

¢ He comin’, Marse Ralph, I jes’ ken see him, but he
comin’ by hisself.”” A moment after José entered the
room, and approached the leerator
Loy The body,” said the wretched man, in an anxxous
voice, raising his haggard face.

“Ken git it, sir, by bribin’, if we had de money, but you
see, sir, we ain’t got de money.”

ko
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Spahisher in dis town, dat wouldn’t be glad to sell his soul,
ef he had one, fur two bits.”

“’Spose ’tain’t no use to think enny more ’bout it,
Colonel Dudley,” continued the fislierman, *less you could
think un some way to git de money.”

"« Money !” repeated his listener, in harsh, biting tones
“Oh, God! that I should want for it now /”

Scipio stood by, with his hand in his pocket, lookmg
irresolutely on the troubled face’ of his master; at last he
said, boldly :

“Marse Ralpli, I got plenty of money. I len’ you some
ef you wants it, an’ you ken pay me back when we gits

- home.”

He displayed the long purse with its shining gold.

“Wlere did you get it, Scipio #* asked his master, rather
sternly.

“1 well—I jes’ tell you, Marse Ralph. You see,
sirpwhen Ginr’'l Quitman was commanding us in Mexico,
in one dem battles we wus in, I wus ’bout to kill a Spanish
officer, what wus fool 'nuff to be fightin’ wid Sant’ Anna;
but he beg so hard fur me to let him off dat time, I spard
his life; he promus fo send me somethin’ when he got
home; but I s’pose he furgot it; an’ t’other day when I
met him, I s’pec he felt ’shamed, ’cause he jes’ pulled out
dis an’ giv it to me.”

“You rascal ! I would stake my life you have been rob-
bing some poor devil.”

“’Fore God, Marse Ralph, I nuver rob a livin’ man since
I wus born,” whlch as far as we know, was true.

ar

After the moon had gone down, when the earth was dark
and still, th'ey bore in silence from the hut, a coffin, and
laid it in the little boat of the fisherman. In the frail wave-
rocked bark, the illustrious hero was borne from the land

8#
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aloft the free flag of Cuba, boldly dz.Lshin'g its .bright folds in
the face of tyranny, werc crossed in (_1.u1et stl'llness on(:ltl}e
cold, hushed heart. The clarion VO}c?_W}llcll pealed in
words of hope down the line of the leera?:mg Army, had
rung out its last tones of -chivalrous tenflerness, and floated
like some holy spell in the wind-music of every zephyr
that kissed the beautiful isle, for whose redemption he had
striven with such resolute, untiring devotion; the martyr-
crowned brow was pillowed on the heaving b.osom of th(:l,
wateré, guarded by a single sentinel—the faltl.lful sharer i
of his adversity. As a plaything for the tossing waves,
the tiny bark reeled through the hours of the night. On
the following morning the New Orleans vessel bore t,Q
America’s shore—to a foreign land, the dead form of Cuba’s
heroic son. - An exile in fife, an exile even in the grave;
thus will he slumber until the land of his love can receive
him into her bosom—as a republic.

*

CHAPTER XXVI

“ Your oaths are passed—look to it they be kept.”"
N

*¢ Can that man be dead
Whose spiritual influence is apon his kind !
He lives in glory; and his speaking dust
 Has more of life than half its speaking moulds.”

THE sad, quiet autumn moon sat on high, and her falling
splendor lay in beams upon the earth. The sweet, twink-
ling things, which men call stars, clustered around the
gracious empress of night, and bent their calm, mournful .
rays on an unfilled grave—a lonely grave, underneath a

> - . %
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magnificent oak, on the bank of the great “father of
waters.” The room in which the Cuban traitor had sat
with the Patriot, was hung with heavy folds of black. The
portraits of Washington and La Fayette were draped with
the crape of woe, and the group of men who stood around
the coftin of Narciso Lopez wore the badge of mourning; a
‘single silver star gleamed on the coffin, and its semblance
shone on the breast of “ the noble few,—the distressed
good,” who stood around their sacred dead, their brave,
unfortunate General—honor’s' hero, Cuba’s Patriot, and
liberty’s martyr. The flag of the American republic, and
the free flag of Cuba, were shrouded and crossed above the

chieftain’s head. There was no funeral dirge, no martial

music, no rolling drum or playing artillery—a solemn still-

ness reigned throughout the room. The moonbeams stole

silently in, “like princes royal into a deserted palace,” and

the sighing wind made fairy-like music without. No care-

less eye looked on the holy bier; it was in the midst of

those who had been true to him, and who were still con-

stant to his cause. Raymond and Dudley raised the flags

from their resting-place, and the warrior was borne by his

own officers, slowly, alowly towards the open grave, ’neath,
the grand old oak. -'§§dly, silently, without a word, they

laid the Patriot down to rest. The fierce struggles of his

stormy life were past. Rejected by the country of his love

—ber for whom he died—-cold, calm, and still the hero lay,

in the bosom of a foreign land. The grave was surrounded

—the short swords which the men wore were drawn, and

their shining blades flashed in an arch above the lowered

coffin. In deep, earnest tones the Liberating oath rose on

thg stillness of might, and the angels of justice and mercy

bore it to the court of heaven. ' ‘

. “Comrades!” cried Stuart Raymond, “ we have yet

another vow to make; let it be registered over the grave of

Lopez.”
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Again their voices mingled thus:

“ By the eternal God of our fathers, and of our liberty—
by the blood of Lopez and of Crittenden—by our love of
truth and hope of heaven—we swear that the sole purpose
and aim of our future lives shall be, to lay this sacred form
of the Patriot martyr in the bosom of a republic—the re-
public of Cuba. Amen.” It was recorded—see that it be
kept.

They bent a moment over the grave of the exile; then
the glittering star was hid, and they slowly departed.

The lonely mound was left to the solemn watch of night’s
imperial bride.

CHAPTER XXVIL.

GENEVIEVE was for many days very ill. Delicate and

fragile, the storm of sorrow had crushed her to the very
door of death, and they reluctantly tgld her wretched mo-
ther that she must enter in. Mabel roused herself from the
lethargy of grief in which we left her, and watched with
untiring care beside her suffering friend. There was no
outward mark of grief—no words, no tears, but her face
was stern and colorless, as if its features were cut in mar-
ble, and the large eyes looked weary and complainin g. Hers
was a spirit too generous and good to live very long in self.
She sank for awhile under the desolating blow, but her
earnest heart said, ¢ Rise, Mabel, put on thy strength, thou
art greater than despair; that is for the weak ; thy sorrow
must be borne ; hide its wounds with calmness, that others
may not weep.” So ‘she covered her heart strongly, that
its inward wailing might not be heard, and was to those
3
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whom she loved, truly a comforter and friend in this hour
of deep affliction. She soothed with her tender care and
thoughtful attention the sick and weary hours of her un-
bappy friend. She tried to comfort Mrs. Clifton, and con-
soled “ uncle Lonuis,” giving him hope, even against the
physicians, that his darling might live.

Once she spoke for a long while with Mrs. Chifton, of her
murdered lover. Then a fierce, passionate crimson burned
on her cheek, and her eyes flashed through hot scorching
tears. At last she said, “ You do not mention him in my
presence, you fear it will give me pain; I know you mean
it kindly, but this silence grieves me. Do not banish his
dear, familiar name from your lips. Sometimes it would be
a relief, a happiness to hear it mentioned lovingly, as in
the sweet old days- that are goue. A place, a name, a
flower, a song, these little things that bring back the ab-
sent and half-forgotten, will not remind me of Zim—will
not call him to my heart; he is there always, for ever. It
hds but one great thought—Eugene! Though he has
passed away to the beautiful heaven given the brave of
heart and honest of purpose, yet he is living in a temple
within my breast, whose foundation is my life. You shrink,
too,” she continued, “from even speaking of Cuba. Dear
Mrs. Clifton, you do not know how my heart is henceforth
for ever bound to her. Poor Cuba! so fallen; even the
brave could not save her. I loved her for the wrongs she
had suffered ; now I love her for my own—those she has
given me. To me she is a holy thing; this sepulchre of my
buried love; this beautiful urn which holds the ashes of
joy and withered flowers of hope.”

The weary days went by. Chill September winds sang
summer’s dirge, and the pale autumn flowers stood mourners.

- Tidings came of the overthrow of the Patriot party, and

of the martyrdom of General Lopez, but not a word of
Dudley. Nothing was heard of him, his name not appear-
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ing in the list of prisoners or among the woundet or killed.
Poor Genevieve! her moments of consciousness were but
few, and even then, the loving watchers almost grieved
‘ to see them come; for the sweet inquiring eyes would close
~with heavy teats. They had no hope to give Ler. The
guests had left their pleasant summer retreat, and the
sounds of mirth and laughter were hushed in the prome-
nade, and in the spacious festal hdll.” *Our party were very
lonely, and wearied with their absence. They longed to be
at Ellawarre ; but Genevieve, its loveliest flower, was fad-
ing, sadly, slowly away.

It was evening. In a distant part of the room the phy-
sicians were conversing. For these most respectable per-
sons will talk even when the question of life and death is
pending.  Around the bed of the sufferer hovered the pale
face of Mabel, Mrs. Clifton, and “uncle Louis.” Poor
Emily sat at the window, trying to hush her sobs, which
were very distressing. It was-a moment of agonized inter-

.est. One of those in which the angels of life and death
_contend for mastery.

There was a step without the door. Mr. Clifton went
hastily forward, and Mabel followed softly. The first
words that met her ear were, “ Ralph; you shall not go in;
" it would be her death to see you now.” The next moment
Mabel was silently clasping, with a sister’s fondness, the
outstretched hand of Dudley.

“ Let him go,” she said, with her sweet, low voice ; “joy
.mever kills.” The door opened, and the wasted but noble
form was kneeling beside the beautiful, the beloved.

“ Oh, tha._nl; God !” he murmured, “I am not too late.”

Genevieve’s eyes slowly unclosed. With a low cry, a
_ smile of inexpressible joy, she laid her hand upon his head.
She was saved—her best physician had come. - .

A week after Colonel Dudley’s arrival they returned to
Ellawarre. : '

*
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

Wit folded arms the master of Dudley Hall paced the

- long verandah which surrounded his princely mansion. So

changed was he, you scarcely recognised the gay hopeful
oficer of the Liberating Army, in the pale, weary-looking
man, whose brow was troubled and heavy with care. He
paused and raised his thoughtful eyes over the splendid
lands, stretching liké¢ a green prairie back from the river, as
the stately trees, which had been the pride of the haughty
race whose sole representative he was, waved their hoary
branches in mournful whispers to the wind ; their murmur-
ing fell like reproaches on the ear of the miserable man.
“ Lost—all lost,” he muttered, “ but life, and that hangs
like a curse upon me. The home of my forefathers passes
i\nto the hands of strangers, and I, the last of the Dudleys,
must wander, penniless and alone. God! what a fate!
Strange indeed is the problem of life, for this is a terrible
infliction consequent on the act whose motive was as pure as
the conscience of an honest man. The act whose perform-

. ance is still my pride to acknowledge. There is one thing

evident—I cannot remain to see these halls desecrated by
strangers. I will not stay to mark the changed tone that
will greet my fallen fortune; the pitying eyes of my former
companions. I will go ere the blight cankers on my heart,
and I curse those whom I have called friends. Ezperience
shall never tell me that human nature is base. In the
fearful struggle that has passed, I found it faithful and true;
by that will I judge it. I have known men devoted and

_sincere even in suffering and death. This holy memory

untarnished will I bear in my heart as a comforter to the.
strange land which I must seek—the land of fortune’s exﬂes
~—California. Genevieve!” an expression of pain crossed
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his face. ¢ My angel, Genevie e wrete

edness of my lot, that gentle, loving woman, to whom my
cursed destiny. has already brought so much sorrow. How
am I to leave her? Yet I cannot stay. Would to God I
had fallen in Cuba, or rested beside my buried general ! I
cannot ask ker to go; and then, what the devil would Mrs.
Clifton say to me if I did! My own Genevieve, with her
sweet fond eyes and hoping smile! «I cannot see her again.
If I do—1I shall linger, falter perhaps in my purpose.

* Gods! it must not be. My fate is a hard one, but I will

bear it with at least a show of hardy manliness. I will
write to Mrs. Clifton, and then prepare to leave on the
morrow all that—"" He shook his head with a bitter sigh.
With rapid steps he sought the library, and the letter which

" Mrs. Clifton read on the following morning ran thus :

“DEeAR MapaM,—I am bankrupt in all things, even in
bhope. In the cause of Cuban independence I have wrecked
my fortune and saved my life. The latter I could have

‘better spared. That I regret the adverse circumstances

which have thus thrown me on my own resources I cannot
deny, yet I am still loyal to the noble cause by which I
have so severely suffered, and my arm, which is all I can
now offer, will be ready at any moment to draw its sword
at Cuba’s bidding. The mere loss of fortune does not affect
me. I am a man young in years and. energy, the world is
before me, and labor is honorable. Mine is a greater sorrow,
one shared by a people who mourn the failure of their hope
for liberty. A few weeks since, in this very room, I stood
the master of a princely fortune, surrounded by friends of
my chojce, the good and brave, who with me listened to one
who unfolded from his mighty heart a scheme for liberty, as

pire as that which throbbed in the breast of Washington.--

Now there is nothing I can call my own, save despair. I
am a guest in the halls of my ancestors. My comrades lis
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in distant dishonored graves. The lhero-strength of my
commander availed nothing; he sleeps without a stone to
mark his place of rest. 'This, Madam, is a dark hour in my
life. The ashes of hope lie on the past, and the dense fog
of despondency covers all the future. This, God knows, is
cnough, and yet it is not all. There is at my heart a keener
grief, whose bitterness is indescribable. The necessity
which compels me to seek a distant home, the sense of
honor and propriety that restrains me from asking her to
share my altered fortunes, forces me to free your daughter
from that engagement to which you so reluctantly consented
under prosperous auspices. I do not wrong your generous

nature with a suspicion that my adversity would cause my

rejection. I know she does not care for wealth, nor do you
require it ; but, Maddm, dependence would be more bitter
than poverty. I must now be the ‘architect’ of my own
fortune ; if I deserve one I shall win it. In thus relin-
quishing her, who has been for years the shining radiance
of my life, I leave my heart dead to all feeling but the
gloom of its entire desolation. I could better bear the
crushing power of misfortune, did not my own love tell me
it brings sorrow to her, whom I would gladly shield with
my life from care. eNev e, such is the unselfishness of
my love, I would nof repine gould I feel that my wretched
destiny brought pain_to elf alone. Though you may
not approve, I pray you do not blame. It is by a strong
effort T pursue that course I deem honorable and" just.
Lonely as I am, weary and pining for comfort, it 1s hard to
debar myself from the only sympathy which I might clairh.
I know depression is unmanly; yet one deprived, by a fell
swoop, of all that gave to life its charm—every hope and
aim, will pause and gaze on the ruin ere he folds around
him the stern armor of endurance. If the future has success
for me, then will I lay it at your daughter’s feet. Though
I free her, yet I cannot free myself. Every impulse of my
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memory of my Genevieve. Dear Madam, I have said I was
without hope, yet even while I write, the white-winged mes-
senger walks with silent footsteps through my heart. I
measure the strength of her love by my own, and feel an
assurance that though I release her yet she will trust me for
the future as she trusted me in the 'past. I enclose a letter,
which you will not refuse to give, nor to believe that I am,
under all circumstances, devoted to you and to her.
«“ RaLPH DuDpLEY.”

The letter was written. It did not at all please him, but
he folded and laid it by. He bowed his head on the table
and felt very desolate. The blast of disappointment had
left a single light burning in his weary heart, over which it
had no power; that he had now voluntarily removed.
Alone, in the grand old liouse, he feasted on the bitter fruits
of memory. The éver-waking, ever-watching Scipio stood
by his master.

. “ What do you want, Scip ?”’

«Uncle Marmion want see you, sir.”

“Let him come.” The old man entered the room.

¢« I cum for, orders, sir, is you wus ’bout to lef’ in de
mornin’.”’

“Who told you I was going to leave ?”

« Scipio, sir.” R _ :

“ Confound the boy! he finds out everything.” Scipio

~ grinned from the open door where he had safely ensconced

himself. Dudley looked on the grey-headed servant of
‘his father with a miserable sensation of pain; at last he
said, “ Yes. Marmion, I am going away for a long, long
time ; and-what is to become of you all, God only knows;
for I have now no right to be master here.”

-« Heabenly Father, Marse Ralph! you isn’t tryin’ to

say dis ’state got to be sole ! my blessed ole master’s ’ces-

A | waE B

disgrace dis ole family servant’s grey-head wid sich talk,
Marse Ralph, my blessed master! I ruther be dead lone
him an’ Gineral Jackson, Lord knows I had, an’ to live tz
see dis boy what I raze myself, bring de *proach of poverty
on de name of Dudley.”

“Poverty is no repro Marmion.”

“Not ef you is bofn to'it; but when you jes’ throws
away a fortune is youmus’ have dun, I calls it a gret dis-
grace, sir; it’s \SQLQ@ master, nur Gineral Jackson
nuther, nuver dun. ; Marse Ralph, you must ha’ man-
aged mighty bad, ’cause 'stravergent is you is, I can’t see
bow you got through wid everything dis soon. My ole
marster lef’ a heap of money in de bank; de ’state cum
discumbered into your hands, ’cause your gardene wus hon-
est, an’ nuver fooled yeu out of nothin’. What you do
wid it all, Marse Ralph ?”

“ You know it took all the ready money to pay the bond
which I signed for Marcell.”

“1 ’member you put your name to sum fool paper ’fore
you wus of age, an’ your gardene, Mr. Seaton, as good a
man is ever cum frum Veginny, swore you nuver shud
pay it.”

“ Yes—but Mr. Seatonand I had different ideas of honor;
I would bave redeemed the bond, if it had taken all I pos-
sessed, and labor in the bargain.”

“ I bleve you would, Marse Ralph ; dat’s obsternate, jes’
like you. Nuver lisnin’' to nobody is what brought you
to dis. Onruly an’ headstrong is you always wus. T can’t
help feelin’ fur my blessed master’s chile, now he dun cum
to sorrur an’ disgrace. You ain’t goin’ to have nobody
hardly to ker fur you now but ole Marmion, ‘cause white
folks is mighty sateful, Marse Ralph.” The old negro
looked at the anxious face of his young master with tearful
eyes. It is a hard matter to convince a negro that there is
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was perplexed to know ‘“how Marse Ralph could have got
through’” with an estate, which %e imagined might easily

_buy the English crown. So he resumed, “Marse Ralph,

maybe things isn’t is bad is it ’pears to you. Tell me
what de trubble is, ’cause-I is ’vised your father fore you.
What you done wid your property ? What is de det dat
de ’state ’s layable fur ? sense me on dat subjec’, Marse
Ralph.” Old Marmion had that hard, practical sense which
you sometimes find in his race, and he had always known
the exact state of Dudley’s pecuniary affairs, until of late
years, when he avowed “Marse Ralph was too fas’ fur his
own self, he not goin’ to stop tell he crash an’ brake all to
pieces.”” Ralph had great confidence in Marmion, and
talked openly to the old man, whose strongest feeling was
devotion to his “ master’s chile,” so he now said—

“ Marmion, it stands so; you know that I e'ndorsed very
heavily for ¢ Swanson & Kyle.”

“I knows you is always givin’ yo’ name to enny body

dat wants it. You heap too gemerus fur yo’ own good, -

Marse Ralph. You bin nuff better to folk an dey’ll be to
you. You mind what ole Marmion say.”

“ Then,” continued Dudley, unheeding the interruption ;
*“we have been unfortunate; the negroes have, for the last
three years, scarcely supported themselves. We have suf-
fered from cholera among them, and the crevass on the
plantations. So when I wanted money for this expedition,
in which I have been engaged, I had to get it advanced.
My note for the full amount is due. Swanson, poor fel-
low! as my cursed luck would have it, has failed; with
these demands against me, and no other means of meeting

them, I must at once give up everything, and though poor, -
I'shall at least feel myself an honest man. Rather a costly. .

pleasure,” he concluded, with a sigh.
< Marsg.Ralph, ’tain’t is bad is you seemed to make out

»

rekless, an’ talk 'bout sellin’ out, ’cause you is little under
de wedder. I don’t see do’, how ennybody loss so much in
dis exposition, ‘cause de solgers nuver got no wagers is dey
did in my ole master’s an’ Ginel Jackson’s war. Dese got
shot fur dere pay, an’ mighty pore pay 'twas, I takes it.
But, Marse Ralph, things ain’t so desperit; you ken save
yoself frum dis ’tanglemunt. Ef I was white, I knows I
could fix it straight fur you.” |

“I wish to God you were, and in my place; we would
see what you would make of this.”

“Taint,” resumed Marmion, with dignity, «like yo
father’s son and Ginrel Jackson’s god-son, sir, to be givin’

. up, ‘cause you got yoself in a little scrape. You knows,

Marse Ralph, you not goin’ to sell dese black ones. How
ken you take it off yo’ conscience? Sum of dese is ole
famly sarvunts an’ ain’t dun nothin’ yers an’ yers ago.
Now ef dey be put up on de block, sum poor white man ’1l
buy um, ’cause dey go cheap, an’ how dese ’spectable ole
sarvunts goin’ to hard work at dey time of life. Out de
question, Marse Ralph; we mus’ ’trive sum way to do. I
is. know’d ’states got out wus differkultys an dis. Dere is
plenty of ways ef you would jes’ study ’bout it, an’ make
‘rangements like a man. I knows what’s de matter wid
you. You grievin’ after dat Cubymun, buried in de oak
grove. You needn’t, Marse Ralph, ’cause Scipio 'forms me
he wus brave is twenty lions all turned loose in a bunch,
an’ a brave man, sir, nuver misses heaben. You 'members
how dem Spanishmun butchered Col. Crittenden, an’ Marse
Eugene, an’ Mr. Kerr too; an’ how dey shot down Ginel
Pragi; bless de Lord, he looked an’ hel’ his head is much
like a solger is ever Ginel Jackson did in his bes* day.

“ You’se had trouble ’sise money matters, Marse Ralph,
’cause de expursition turned out bad, and I know you set
your heart on berighten’ dem heathenish poor Cubymen ;
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but, Marse Ralph, ’tain’t right to take it so oneasy;
'tain’t becomin’ a Dudley, sir, to let his sperit sink
down under misfortin’. You feels put out wid de worl’,
an’ ’cause dey is gone, an’ de Cuby Ginrel wus treat
so 'fernal mean by de Spanishers, you dun got kerless
of yo’self, an’ ’pears like you don’t mind whut cums of
ennything ; but, Marse Ralph, dis is mighty wrong, ’cause
you got to live a heap of yers, an’ please God to let you
live um is a gentlemun’s son oughter. So you mus’ rouse
yo’self - up, an’ do somethin’. Jes’ think, sir, of all dese
black ones at ain’t got no ’penunce but you. Look at you’
dead father’s ole body sarvunt. You reckon he means to
'long to ennybody but his master’s chile? Dat gret river
out yonder ’ll roll over dese poor ole bones ’for dat day
cum.”

Dudley sat in moody silence. It was a strange kind of
comfort he had in listening to the tremulous tones of the
old butler. :

“ Marse Ralph, is you ’sulted Mr. Seaton?”

" «“No,” he answered, shortly. ¢ Mr. Seaton has already ‘

interfered too much with my affairs.”

“ He wus a mighty good gardene, sir; an’ 'twas fur you’
own good he ’jected so strong to sinein’ dem skurity papers,
an’ goin’ to Cuba too. You ain’t no manager; Marse Ralph;
it runs in de blood to spen’ money. But, Marse Ralph, we
ain’t ’cided on nothin’. What’ll you do 9’

“ What I first said. I have contracted debts, which must
be paid, and there is but one way to do it.”’ ‘

“Dere’s plenty of ways, Marse Ralph. You ken borry
de money. You’ nameis good. Dey know you got plenty
of property ; pay little hush money now, an’ dey’ll wait.
Make 'rangements to pay by ’stalments, jes’ tell um how

you is fixed, an’ dey not goin’ to push you. Dey’ll give you

time:  You give you’ note, Marse Ralph; dat’s it ;. Captain
Raymond "Il sine fur you.” B
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“ It won’t do, Marmion ; besides, Stuart has as much as
he can do to keep his own' estate from going. -And then, [
should not ask him, under any circumstances, to do that ;
for my friendship shall never bring trouble to any man. I
will free myself from this, and take the consequences. [
don’t know,” he added, with a cold smile, “that poverty will
be so hard, after all.” .

“You don’t know, Marse Ralph; you nuver bin tried
it. A gentleman’s son can’t work, sir ; ’tain’t born in him.”

They were silent for a while; at last Marmion said,
eagerly : :

“ Marse Ralph, dare is one thing you ken do—mortgage
de ’state, an’ we can ’conermize an’ work it out easy ’nuff.
Dat's de way plenty of rele Virginny gentlemun duz,
‘cause I is bin knowin’ to sich cases; do I nuver spected
my own master’s son would be ’duced to dat. It’s honer-
ble. You won’t mind mortgagin’, Marse Ralph.”

J“And live with a set of hungry creditors watching every
movement! I would die first,” said the young man, im-
patiently.

Marmion looked hardly on tle irritated face of the
speaker, and his dim eyes lighted with indignation.

“ Marse Ralph, ef you does scatter dese people when you
ken keep um, ef you does sell dis ole place when you ken
help it, ef you wants to, my blessed master "Il rise wid his
grave close on, to curse you. Fur ginerations an’ ginera-
tions dis is bin de home of you’ ’cestors ; everthing here is
bin born ’longing to de Dudleys, an’ now, in my ole. age I
mus’s see stranger folk marster here. Blessed Jesus !
Marse Ralph, I'll kindle up de fire under dem whut's
hanging’ up dare de ole house, ole Ma_rmion, an’ dem
blessed ‘ole picters ’ll all go home to heaben together.
Marse RaIph,” he ¢ontinued, in husky tones, “if you isn’t
got no feelin’ fur yo’self an’ dem what’s dead, look at dis
poor ole man dat razed you frum you’ dyin’ father’s bed;
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he mose in his grave, an’ you gwine sell him fur money.”
Tears streamed down the dark, wrinkled face. “Yqu bet_ter
ev died, §ir, when you wus a little fatherless boy in dese
ole arms, 'fore you brung disgracé“ir)‘n you an’ me too, an’

demydat’s gone. God a’mighty hep me! my master’s chile

dun give me up.”
The great, broad chest heaved with heavy sobs.

« Good God, Marmion,” exclaimed Dudley, in a voice of

indignant sorrow, “I never dreamed of selling you to a
stranger! I intended to get Mr. Seaton to hold you and
Scipio until I could redeem you.”

«Qho ! Marse Ralph,” chuckled the boy, in a low tone,
from his hiding-place, * Scip 11 be fas’ 'nuff fur you; he
. knows you; he not bin to Mexico an’ Cuby fur nothin’.”

« Marse Ralph,” said Marmion ; «ef de ole hol & an’ de
bu_ryin’-ground, an’ de people is all sole, an’ you‘%b
a foreign lan’, tain’ no marter whut ’cums of .dis poor ole
sarvunt—he’ll soon go to his’ blessed marster and Ginel
Jackson, whut’s in heaben.”

-« Marmion, you talk very strangely. You seem to think

I act from choice. Do you suppose I would voluntarily
give up everything I possess?”’ t
‘ «'Pears mightily like it, Marse Ralph,” persisted Mar-
mion. . :

« What am I to do, then 7’ A

It was a strange question for the master to ask his slave.

«Morgage de ’state, an’ we ken work it out; ole Marmon
go to de fiel’ hisself, an’ be- glad to do somethin’ fur his
blessed marster’s chile,” persisted the old man, with g ray
of hope on his face. * You ken do it, an’ not hurt nuther
you* pride nur you’ honer; you ken make de ’rangements
wid de crediturs, an’ leaf evything in Mr. Seaton’s hands.
You know, ef money ken be made, he’ll make it; an’ he
luvs youis he luved you’ father *fore you ; and ef you wus his
own ron, he wouldn’t do no better part by you. You’sgota

4

goff to

ntonio Rafael de la Cova
ies.org/

E FREE FLAS OF CUBA. 193

rovin’ dispersitign; you ken go to Callyforny;an’ nothin’
thought of it; when you cum back, den all'll be straight
an’ hushed up, an’ no hard feelins ’gainst nobody. Lis’en
to you’ ole White-headezf}ghrvunt, Marse Ralph, ’cause poor
Marmion’s bin faithful to you, an’, please God, he want, to

" die whar he wus born, in sight of his ole liouse whar he

_used to wait on his blessed marster, an’ de great Genel
whut’s swarin’ in glory. But ’tain’t fur me to have my
way,” he said, with a gentle deference.

The devoted old slave had read too long the fitful
changes of his master’s face not to know his determination
was shaken.

“Lem me sen’ fur Mr. Seaton, Marse Ralph,” he con-

" tinued, W_i‘.h ready tact; ‘“he ken ’vise you better ’an me.”

Dudleg i)gas really noble at heart—rash and violent, yet
his imPHjpés were good.

“Very well, Marmion,” he said, with a faint smile ; ““but
it is devilish hard—you must control me, both as boy and
mad. You can send Scipio for Mr. Seaton; he will go with
me to the city, and we’ll see what can be done.”

“ Marse Ralph, you’ll ’zempt Scipio, an’ take him wid
you?’ The anxious face of the sable hero peered eagerly in.

“ No, I can’t afford to keep a servant now. I will leave
him with the rest. Poor fellow! I don’t know how he
will take it. I dom’t think I can tell him. Do you see
him, Marmion.” .

“ *Tain’t no use to lef him, Marse Ralph; he not gwine
to be no ’count to nobody in dis worl but you—’cause you
done rpin him, he would’n be wuth his salt on de planta-
tion, an’ you can’t git ’long widout sumbody fur wait on
you.” '

“ I must try, Marmion, for I shall be obliged to leave him.”

“ We’ll jes’ see, Marse Ralph,” muttered the boy, mov-
ing cautiously from the door, « if you lefs Scip, you lefs
him dead ’shore.” | 1

9
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master grieved him sorely. * Lord bless. you, Ma;:sa
Ralph,” he said tremulously, and, with a relieved but still

heavy heart, he left the room.

>

CHAPTER XXIX.

RaLpu DuDLEY was decidedly a man of faults. Yiolent
and headstrong, as Marmion had said, quick to deﬂspalr a.nd
eager to hope, his were errors that required no generosity
to forgive, they pleaded for themselves. When: he ‘.found
his affairs were entangled, he never thought of trying to
avert a crisis ; his pride was wounded at the idea of losing
his inheritance, of seeing his father’s estate in other hands;

he was wretched because his worldly position, in his own -

estimation, debarred him from wedding her whom he loved ;
and yet he never thought of making any exertion what-
ever. He had suffered greatly—he had, to use his own
words, lost more than mere fortune; about that he was in-
different ; if the cup must be bitter, let it be gall. Then
the thought of obligation, of a crediter, was torture to him.
To free himself was the impulse of his impetuous nature,
and then make the best of poverty in a country where he
was unknown.” But Marmion’s reasoning, and Marmion’s
appeal, changed the current of his thoughts. .

" So when they reached the city he made, with Mr. Sea-
ton’s judicious assistance, all necessary arrangements, and

. leaving everything in his hands, embarked for the Eldorado.

of the western world—the gold-breasted shore of California.
It was with mingled feelings that Col. Dudley stood on
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thg deck of the stately vessel, as she moved like a queen
through the star-mirrored waters of the gulf, and watched
the isle of so many hopes, glimmering in her purple loneli-

* ness through the shadowy veil of moonlight. Like the

rose of fabulous beauty she stood, resplendent in her dewy

.charms; the very stars, drawn by loving admiration, sank

down in the waves as they circled melodiously around, and
dimmed as they kissed the enchanted shore of nature’s
paradise. As did the wondrots flower of tradition, so the
“ Antilles Queen” wears in her bosom a destroyer, which
crushes her vitality, and mars even the glory of her surpass-
ing beauty—the canker-worm of tyranny.

Dudley turned with sickening sorrow from the fairy-like
vision the brilliant night-lamp gave of her who had robbed
him of both fortune-and friends. The sacred memory of
Lopez burned in his heart, and mingled with recollections
of Pragi, Crittenden, Downman, Kerr, de France, and others
not less brave, who fell around him on the ficld of battle.
Then came ringing from the past the words, which Lopez
had almost imploringly spoken, “Be ye faithful to my
country when I am no more;” and his spirit silently re-
newed its vow, that which was sworn over the star which
gleamed from the patriot General’s grave. The island-gem
faded in the mellow light, and Ralph sighed that the last
familiar thing which could weave a memory of his by-gone
life was past. He loved Cuba, not only with the strong,
bread love of a patriot, but with the chivalrous tenderness
that arises within the brave for the wronged and_weak.
Ile had a haunting sympathy for her—he loved her as we
love those for whom we have suffered and endured. All
that lay before him was new and strange; all former ties
were broken, and he felt that worst of loneliness—the lone-
liness of a crowd. As his eye wandered listlessly over
the strange forms which thronged the deck of the steamer,
the tones of a familiar voice arrested his attention, and
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looking down on the lower deck, he saw Scipio surround-ed
by a highly-amused set of deck hands; the boy was with
his doubled-fists making the most violent gesticulations
towards the fast-fading shore of Cuba.

« Dare you go—'drot you, mose out of sight, thank God!
ef I keeps my eyesight ’aint no ways 'ticular ef I nuver
does see youno more. I knows you ; you thinks we is comin’
dare, but you miss it dis time; got 'nuff of you. Umph!
You does look peaceful, but Scip. tried you ; he knows you
got de very ole devil in you, sateful Spanish sarpent. I
hear Marse Ralph call you a queen. Wonder whut he
think of queens now ! Ef you’s a queen I got nuff of um
for one. I tries Callyforny awhile myself. Ef’tis a mixed
poplation, is I hear folk say. it better an you, consarn you.
Queen is you is, you ain’t fit fur a colored person to look
at’; you clear 'neath my notice. I puts my han’ in my
pocket, I does, an’ turns my back on you fur ever an ever.”
He straightened himself, and rolled his eyes up, to the

great delight of his audience. “ God a mighty—DMarse

‘Ralph! TUmph! T'll catch it.”
"¢« Well, sir—have you got through ?”

“Yes, sir.”

« Come up here, then.”

The boy obeyed, muttering, as he went, “ Hopes I is
got through wid Cuby, but I ’bleeged to ’buse the tarnal
cut-throat long is I got breath, shure; ain’t furgot Marse
Eugene yet.”” He stood before his master with a deprecat-
ing look. ‘

“Is it you or the devil ¥’ said Ralph, half amused, balf
angry.

“ Dis me, sir; dare de debil out yonder,” pointing to the
object of his wrathful denunciation.

« Can I never getrid of you? How did-you come, and '

what for 7’

“ Nothin’ ’tall, sir ; j'es’ cum 'long wid you. Mr. Seaton’

b
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zempted me on purpose, ’cause he an’ uncle Marmion bof
knowd I wus n’t gwine stay no how. You can’t nuver lef
me, Marse Ralph; you need n’t try no more, tain no use.
Scip. ain save yo life five, six times, fur be ’ceived an’
'posed on, dis way.”

“Well, sir,,we will see which will be master ; I shall put
you on the first vessel we meet, going either way ; then
make the best of it, you infernal scoundrel.”
what his master’s threat meant.

“ Don’t ker whar you puté me, Marse Ralph; I gwine
foller arter you to de t’other side of Jurden. Ungle Mar-

Scipio knew

mion tole me nuver los sight of you, an’ I diden tend to, no

how. You can’t lef me, Marse Ralph, you welse not try ;
ef you sen’ me 'way I ken cum back; an’ when I git to
Calforny I free is you; den you see which sticks closes to
you, white folk ur Secipio.”

“ Poor fellow,” muttered Dudley ; for in spite of his ap-

parent harshness he was moved and touched by the devo-
tion of the faithful slave.

CHAPTER XXX.'

THREE years have passed, and we are again at Ellawarre.
The grounds are brilliant with many lights, and the gay
forms that fill the spacious rooms that are wreathed in
flowers, wear the robes of festivity. A marriage night! It
is always one of mirth and gladness, but to me there is a
sadness inexpressible in this sealing of destinies; this step-
ping into a new world, whose regions are y{ét unexplored ;
one which imagination and hope have filled with the beau-
tiful flowers of unchanging love; the joyous sunshine of
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‘bitter grief of disappointment. Though the merry song
echoes gleefully from lip to lip; though the dance swims
down the flowing hours, and many-voiced mirth thrills

forth its mingled tones like a thousand fairy water-falls -

‘trembling into one, yet deep in the heart is a questioning
fear, an unsatisfied hope, reaching from the inner life
toward the mantled future.

A bridal at Ellawarre! Mrs. Clifton stood at the lower
~ end of the long saloon, wearing a robe of dark velvet, over
which. sparkled the light of jewels; her jealous mother
heart throbbed with the quick alternations of hope and
fear, for unto the love of another she gives her child.

Mr. Clifton, the same kind-looking ¢ uncle Louis” of
other days, was by her, and the hushed silence of expecta-
tion reigned in the room. As the guests fall back from the
door, the bridal party entered; the holy vows of the mysti-
cal ceremony commenced, and the fair was given to the
brave. Erect and ‘proud, the noble form of Colonel Dud-

ley stood, giving with his clear musical voice a practical.

conifession, that all chains are not galling, and thraldom
may, under some circumstances, be united with happiness.

ProteMfingly his dark glorious eyes rested on the timid, .

clinging loveliness of his Genevieve—for beautiful she was
in her bridal robe of white unfigured silk, whose shining
folds gleamed through a falling mist of Honiton lace, like
moonlight through the vapory clouds of a summer night.
No jewels threw their cold splendor over .the warm joy-
light of her sweet face; a simple wreath of orange flowers
lay on “the fairest brow in all the south;” and the long,
- white. veil drooped in gossamer lines about her; like the
shadowy drapery of some fairy queen. Beautiful Gene-

vieve ! sweet Money-flower, moved forward a happy bride.

Wlth blpshiné g‘race she glanced upward to her _hero-lover;
gnd smiled to hear her new name from his fond lips. The
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ieS-OrgAgratulations which greeted them were suddenly stilled,

for the clergyman again commenced  the solemn ritual, and
before him stood Stuart Raymond and Mabel Royal. The
same Mabel of former days, though the eager, brilliant face
which came to us sparkling in the glad imperial light of
early enthusiasm, sorrow had shaded into repose. With

" calm, tender beauty, like a dreaming moon-beam, it smiled

from the shining waves of bair that lay as a golden crown
about her head. The glori()'us love-dreaming, spirit-con-
quering eyes were darkened with the hovering shadows of
memory, but the radiant soul came from their depths with
an earnest, onward look. In firm, trusting tone she mur-
mured the vows which placed all her future happiness
the hands of another, and Mabel, peerless Mabel, was the
bride of Stuart Raymond.

The sounds of mirth and music mingled with the merry
whispers of falling footsteps gliding through the dance, and
by courtesy of observation, all were happy. How we talk
of happiness! how recklessly our words dispense it, both
in fiction and real life, and yet where is it? Is it in that
Leart filled with all for which it thirsted? That heart
which revels in the entire possession of those things which

. have formed in anticipation the ideal of happiness, Whether

it be the smiles and earthly embodiment of heavenly
beauty and love; the glory of fame; the elevation of
power; the outside splendor of magnificence, or the attain-
ment of long-cherished and noble desires? Is it in the
ardor, resolution, and hope of a heart springing forward on

an unexplored career, or does it repose in one that has -

struggled bravely through all difficulties, achieving a glo-
rious triumph in the battle of life. The records of the past
give a mournful, murmuring whisper—no. Where then is
perfect happiness? High, high above us, life & star whose
rays we love and watch, but cannot catch; it mingles its
radiance with the spiritual light of the unattainable. -

«
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Where, then, is most happiness? Though it glimmers

fitfully from all these conditions, its beams are surest and

brightest in that soul who pursues with steadfast faith and
earnest purpose, a lofty aim, whose accomplishment is the
good of our common nature, the elevation of humanity.

Apart from the gay erowd who wandered through the
illuminated grounds, presenting a scene of brilliant beauty,
which imagination might liken to a fairy encampment,
stood Stuart Raymond and his young bride, no longer
Mabel Royal, but always royal Mabel. On the fine,
energy-stamped face of the Liberator gleamed a fond smile,
as he stroked the white hands, clasped ‘through his arm,
likke mingling snow-flakes.

“ Mine, at last,”” lie said, tenderly. “ Look up, my Mabel;
tell me, can you think how strong that love must be which
has watched through years; which lay silent on my heart,
keeping a fond vigil over the holy memory of thy beauty

“Yes,” she answered. '

“ Can you know how full is the joy that holds thee to my
heart, its best friend; that binds thee to my spirit, its
brave, bright counsellor and supporter 2’

“ Nay, Stuart,” she smiled, “not that you are all-suffici-
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_ velvet touch of your warm enthusiasm, my beloved, will -

ent an#ticomplete within,yourself, your true heart is its own .

unerring guide to all that is good.”

“No,” he said earnestly; I was nothing until I knew
you; then I felt that you might make me everything. I
loved you not as I had or might love another, but with
that entireness of devotion which fills the heart but once.
I felt that in all the wide world there was nothing like you;
therefore, it could exist for you alone. When you turned
from my love and spoke of the past, I did not despair ; you
were, if possible, dearer to me. I knew that you would be
mine ; that thogh you did not then love me with the ten-
dernegs of your woman’s nature, yet you responded to my

devotion, with'the mental strength of your being. I felt.
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that my love was your destiny, and you must take it. I
found in you all for which my spirit had so long pined—the
concentrated excellence of your sex—all beauty, all good-
ness, and truth. Now,” he continued, with manly fondness
and pride, “ you are mine, ever mine, and that is all happi-
ness. The world may fall away, its brilliant light go out,
but darkness cannot be with me while you remain; my
spirit-light! my heart-legislator ! for there shall you rule
with absolute power. Your earnest spirit shall act through
me ; its beautiful influence moulding me into a better man.
When I grow weary, and falter even when good is before
me, then will your faith and hope urge me forward. The

soften the frost of disappointment which experience has
crusted on my leart. You will make me self-reliant and
strong ; your glorious smile will dispel despair, and point
‘ever upward, ever onward.’”’

! Dear Raymond, I cannot reach your noble aspirations ;
they are far above all, but my love.”

“Nay, my beautiful! is not your whole sympathy with
the one great purpose of my life, that hope towards which
every exertion tends—the liberation of the fairland of Cuba !”’

A flash, gentle as Aurora’s first roseate smile, mantled her
white cheek, and her blue eyes flash with ready enthusiasm.

“Hope! Oh! Stuart; must it still be hope? Does not
the divine bud of promise swell, ripening, bursting into a
maturity of wondrous beauty, which will be the presage of
Cuba’s glorious future 7’ .

“Ah! even now it blossoms. Fate is lavish; all my
happiness.comes at once. Thou banded, and Cuba freed!
But tell me, my Mabel, dost thou look with smiling eyes
to our own future? Wilt thou, my heart-queen, my joy-
consort, be happy ¥’ o

She raised her large eyes, in which a thousand waking
memories beamed, and said—* When Cuba s free!”

g

-«

W



202 rwe rrez Robadowdsl Archivo del Dr.

ntonio Rafael dg, 3G9 or cums. s
 « Mabel, Mabel, twrn hitetRYvesavdatinameriganst

'9391[94 of Cuba! The libation has been poured in wine and

moonlight on it; let me gaze one moment on the sweet
brow which ¢ guests a royal dweller;’ but thou art already
mingling:in the throng.” .

We must glance at the happy, consequential faces of
Scipio, Marmion, and Emily, who stood about with great
complacency, commenting, with much satisfaction, on the
appearance of the fair brides. Scipio contending, to Emily’s
infinite chagrin, that ¢ Miss Genevieve was mighty pretty,
but dare wau’t nobody like Miss Mabel ”’

When the guests were around the luxurious table, on
which was served the marriage feast, when the fair brides
had been toasted in sparkling champagne, when the bride-
grooms stood looking proud and happy, there was a confu-

" sion just opposite Col. Dudley, and Scipio Africanus strug-

gled into view, holding above his head a tremendous glass,
his face and manner bearing witness to the truth of a former
assertion, that sperits was brandy, and brandy was sperits.

“Marse Ralph!” he cried out, flourishing his glass, “I

drinks to you; I'se got a right to, sir, an’ to me, an’ Misg -

Mabel, an’ Miss Genevieve, an’ Capin Raymond, an’ Genel
Quitman—what 'manded us in Mexico, an’ Genel Lopez—
what's dead, an’ Jeff. Davis, an’ all de solgers we took to
Mexico an’ Cuby ; in fac’, sir, I drinks to all our boys dead
an’ 'live.” - . : :
Ralph laughed because the‘company laughed, and because
he could not well help it, and every one knew that Scipio
was, as he certainly deserved to be—a privileged character.
Now that my heroes and heroines are as happy as I can
make them, it is well, perhaps, dear reader, that I leave
them, and thou, which I d('f;"sadly, for by the pause of my

pen, we are again strangers; thou returning to happier
» but ere the momentary "

thoughts than I can give thee, I
chord of communion be broken, ere these leaves are closed
aud thrown aside, let us together pledge, The Liberating

L =

in blood, but thou and I will take the silver cup of faith, fill
with hope’s sparkling nectar, and quaff its every drop to

the flag which will wave over the Island Republic—the
Free Flag of Cuba.

CHAPTER XXXI.
CUBA.

Cusa—the lovely and beautiful—rises like Venus from
the foam of the sea. As she stands on her ocean-laved
pedestal, like the Greek Slave, her charms win our admira-
tion, not more than her chains awaken our sympathy.
What wonder then that young America, the nation-knight,
who loves liberty no less than beauty, should brave the
dangers of war, wave, and garotte, to release the fair thrall.
Young America has made the attempt, and though unsuc-
cessful, yet, like a true knight, he stands ready at arity mo-
ment to resume arms in a cause s0 worthy his chivalrous
devotion. It was hoped that Cuba might have, at least, one
arm free enough to assist in the struggle for her liberation ;
but, alas! every muscle was paralysed, and- benumbed by
heavy clamping chains. Woe and disaster have attended
the gallant efforts to free her; her song of mourning is
echoed along Columbia’s shore, where fond hearts weep for

.the “unreturning brave.”

The effort to liberate the Island Queen has commernced,
and though intermitted, it is not over;-for never can the
struggle between tyranny and freedom cease, while chains.
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are galling and Liberty is dear. Every age has its error;
a great error which has all the power and authority of a
true principle. It was thus in the middle ages, when "the
Pope claimed the supremacy over all temporal powers.
While they submitted, he exercised that control as his legi-
timate right. During its prevalence, the daring individual
who questioned this authority, was regarded as announcing
sentiments so preposterous, that they did but prove his mad-
ness. Though it had long been submitted to, the progress
of enlightenment at last dispelled this error. So in mo-
dern times, not very long since, he who dared deny the
divine right of kings, was denounced as insane, and hung
upon the gallows. In the same light is he now regarded
who ventures to assert the moral and religious beauty, the
political justice of those admirable doctrines of progressive
liberty, which the heroic missionaries of freedom sought to
promulgate in 1851. The error 'of the present day—the
one prevailing in our country, is to suppose that our govern-
ment can by any national obligation restrain its constituents

from individually assisting a people to throw off a yoke,

degrading to their moral character, bateful and oppressive
to their political energies. By the progress of freedom and
enlightenment, this error will be removed. 'Truth must
and will ultimately prevail. With all the power of the
rising sun, will she gradually dispel the mists of error and
prejudice which hang around the political world. Then
will it be acknowledged that the liberty-giving principles
espoused by the Cuban Liberators, are morally and politi-
cally‘rig'ilt; then will it be universally conceded that men
whose generous sympathieg are awakened by a people in
distress, whose generous ¥mpulses may prompt them to
brave so many dangers to aid them, ought not to be
thwarted by their own government, whose. glorious nation-
ality stands on the very principles which they seek to
establish.. If our own immediate government be not ex-

>

Q([Igéd, it behoves us as freemen to recognise the extension

of its free institutions and liberal spirit: As far as good
fzith is a motive, it is certainly under stronger obligations
to faithfully sustain the great principles which its people
profess, than to maintain the interest of a foreign despot.
Do not monarchs instantly take up arms in favor of their
brother monarchs to reinstate them on thrones, from which
they have been deposed by their disaffected subjects ? Did
not all the powers of Europe unite to maintain the claims
of one family over the rights of thirty millions of people?
Did they not wantonly interfere, and jforce monarchy on
the French people when they had adopted a democratic
form of government? Then why shall not republicans, on
the great and noble ground of human rights, assist a
people to regain that power which was always theirs, and
which was wrested from them by a usurpation, to which
time and tradition alone have given an appearance of
legitimacy.

Our sympathy as a people is certainly with those who,
grateful for the happy blessing of that liberty, which their
ancestors obtained by foreign assistance, emboldened by
high and generous example, delight to prove themselves

- worthy to be freemen by offering the same aid to the Cuban

revolutionists, which America so thankfully accepted in her
own memorable struggle.

The Liberating patriots, God bless and prosper. them,
pursue with earnest determination the high aim of their
holy mission ; the suffering Island Queen is bound by the
dark unholy bands of despotism, submissive to the tyrant’s
will, but there is a link of &lood which holds her to every
American heart. Had our sympafhies never before glowed
in pity for her wrongs, they would now spring up and clus-
ter with sad vengeance around the land deluged with the
blood of our kindred and countrymen. Her mournful wail-
ing touches a chord in our hearts which has never before

I



o

Robado del Archivo del Dr. /
206 THE FREE FLAG OF CUBA.

http://www.latinamericanstud
vibrated, for the blackness of her gloom has cast its shadows

around the hearth-stones of America. e

Poor Cuba! long has shé wept; but a radiant smile is
breaking over her sadly-beautiful face, for a star has
arisen—a bright joy-promising star—whose destiny is to
pour the rays of hope into her sad despairing heart. The
night of her degradation wanes, for—

The day-star o’er her its bright beams sheds,
Commencing a glorious morrow,

THE END.
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