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Our solemnhymnsto sullen dirges, change; other, like a buddevelopedamid the sadsweet sunshine of

Our bridal flowers servefor aburial corse." autumn,when it
s

sister -flowersare a
ll sleeping , is found from

This for the body , - for time and sense . The soul
herbirth to b

e
a
s

meek andgentle a
s are thosepale flowers

that look imploringly upon u
s , blooming a
s they d
o apart

looks beyond , and its language is , from the seasondestined for their existence , and when

Mount , mount ,my soul ! thy seat is u
p
o
n high ; thosethatshouldhold tendercompanionsipwith them have

Whilst my grossfleshsinks downwardhere t
o die . " ceased to b
e . She is giſtedwith th
e

power o
f interpreting

E. BROOKS . much of thebeautifulmysteries of our earth . The delicate
pencilling ſounduponthe petals o

f

the flowers ,she finds full

o
f gentlewisdom , aswell a
s beauty . The song o
f

thebird is

notmerely th
e

gushingforth o
f a nature too full o
f

blessed

ness to b
e

silent , but she finds it responsive to the great
EDITORIAL REMARKS . harp o

f

the universe, whose every lone is wisdom and good

We take greatpleasure in presenting th
e

first two parts ness . The humblestplant , th
e

simplest insect , is each

o
f

thisbeautiful poem to our readers . It is from the alive with truth .pen More than this , she beholds a divine

o
fMrs. Seba SMITH , o
f

New -York , a lady of great lit
e

agency in a
ll things , carrying on th
e

great purposes o
f

love

rarymerits . Some of th
e

touches in the “ SinlessChild , " andwisdom b
y

th
e

a
id o
f

innumerablehappy spirits , each

are exquisite ; and such as any bard o
f anylandmight b
e delighting in the part assigned it . She sees the world not

proud to give . We hope soon to have th
e

satisfaction o
f merelywith mortal eyes , but lookswithin to th
e

pure in

announcingthat the services o
f

Mrs. Smith havebeenpro- ternallife , o
f

which theoutward is but a type . Her mother ,

cured a
s a regular contributor to our pages. The remain- endowedwith ordinaryperceptions

, fails to understand the

in
g

parts - five - of the SinlessChild , will appear in our pure spiritual character o
f

her daughter ,but feels daily the
next . It is a

n exquisite liule gem indeed. truthfulness andpurity o
f her life . The neighborstoo feel

thatEva is unlike hersexonly in greatertruthandelevation .

THE SINLESS CHILD .

A POEM , IN SEVEN PARTS .

BY MRS . SEBA SMITH .

PART I.

Whilom ago, in lowly life ,

Young Eva livedand smiled ,

A fair -haired girl , of wondroustruth ,

And blamelessfrom a child .

Gentle shewas , and full of love ,

With voice exceedingsweet ,

And eyes o
f dove- like tenderness,

Where smilesand sadnessmeet .

INSCRIPTION .

Sweet Eva ! shall I send theeforth ,

T
o

otherhearts to speak ?

With a
ll thy timidnessand love ,

Companionship to seek ?

Will any love thyabstractways ?

Thy to
o

unearthly tone ?

Oh ! heed it not , but come to me ,

For thouart a
ll

mine own .

Thou a
rt my spirit's cherisheddream ,

It
s pure idealbirth ;

And thou hastnestled in my heart ,

With love that'snot o
f

earth.

Alas ! fo
r
I have failed ,methinks ,

T
o paint thee a
s

thou a
rt ;

Thatwild , enchantinggrace o
f

thine ,

That lingers roundthy heart .

With thee I'vewandered, cherishedone ,

A
t twilight's dreamyhour ,

T
o

learn the language o
f

the bird ,

The mystery o
f

the flower
And gloomymust that sorrow b

e ,

That thoucould'stnot dispel ,

As thoughtſullywe loitered o
n

By stream o
r

sheltereddell .

Yet g
o
! Imay not say farewell ,

For thouwilt not forsake

'Thou'lt linger , Eva , wilt thou not ,

All hallowed thoughts to wake ?

Then g
o
; and speak to kindred hearts

In purity and truth ;

And win the spirit backagain ,

T
o

Love , and Peace , and Youth .

No Father's li
p

her brow hadkissed ,

Or breathed fo
r

her a prayer ;

The widowedbreast o
n

which she slept

Was full o
f

doubtand care :

And o
ft

was Eva's little head
Heaved b

y

her mother'ssigh
And o

ft

thewidow shrunk in fear
From her sweet baby'seye ;

For shewould leavethe flowingmilk

T
o

lookwithin her face ,

With something o
f reproachſulness ,

A
s

well a
s

inſant grace

A trembling li
p , a
n

earnesteye ,

Half smiling , half in tears
As she would seek to comprehend

The secret o
f

her fears .

Her wayswere gentlewhile a babe
With calmand tranquil eye ,

That turned instinctively to seek
The blueness o

f

the sky .

A holy smilewas o
n

her li
p

Whenever sleepwas there
She slept , a

s sleepsthe blossom, husbed
Amid thesilent air .

And ere she leftwith totlling steps
The low -roofedcottagedoor ,

The beetle andthe cricket loved

'The youngchild on the floor
And every insectdwelt secure
Where little Eva played ;

And piped for her it
s

blithestsong

When she in greenwoodstrayed ;

INTRODUCTION T
O PART 1 .

Eva , a simple cottagemaiden , given to the world in the
widowhood o

f

one parent, and the angelicexistence o
f

th
e
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With wing of gauzeandmailed coat
They gatheredroundher feet,
Rejoiced asare a

ll gladsomethings

A truthful soul to greet .

They taughther infant lips to sing
With them a hymn o

f praise
The songthat in th

e

woods is heard
Throughthe long summerdays .

And everywhere thechild was heard
With snatches o

f
wild songs ,

Thatmarked her feetalong thevale

O
r

hill -side , fleetand strong .

She knew thehaunts o
f every bird

Where bloomedibe shelteredflower ;

S
o

shelteredthatthe searchingfrost
Might scarcely find it

s

bower .

No loneliness did Eva know ,

Thoughplaymatesshehadnone ;

Such sweetcompanionshipwas hers ,

She couldnot b
e

alone ;

For everything in earth o
r sky

Caressedthe liule child ,

The joyousbird upon thewing
T'beblossom in the wild :

Much dwelt she o
n

thegreenhill -side ,

And under forest tree ;

Beside the running , bab'lingbrook ,

Where lithe were trouts in glee
She saw themdart , like stringedgems,

With many a curveand leap
And learnedthat peaceand lovealone

A gladsomeheartmay keep .

The openingbud , that lightly swung
Upon the dewyair ,

Moved in it
s very gladsomeness

Beneathangelic care ;

For pearly fingersgently oped
Each curvedand paintedleaf ,

And where th
e

canker -worm hadbeen
Looked o

n

with angel-grief .

She loved a
ll simple flowers thatsprung

In grove o
r

sun - lit dell ,

And o
f

eachstreakand variedhue ,

A meaningdeepwould tell-
For her a languagewas impressed

On everyleaf that grew ,

And lines revealingbrighterworlds
That angel fingersdrew .

Each tiny leaf became a scroll
Inscribedwith holy truth

A lesson thataroundtheheart
Should keep thedew o

f youth ;

Brightmissals fromangelicthrongs

In every b
y
-way left

How were theearth o
f gloryshorn,

Were it o
f

flowersbereſt !

They tremble o
n

the Alpine height ;

The fissuredrock they press ;

The desertwild ,with heatandsand ,

Shares to
o

their blessedness
And wheresoe'ertheweary heart
Turns in it

s

dimdespair ,

The meek -eyed blossomupwardlooks
Inviting it to prayer .

The widow's Cotwas rude andlow
The sloping roof ,moss -grown ;

And it would seem it
s quietude

T
o everybird wereknown

The winding vine it
s

tendrilswove
Round roof and oakendoor ,

And b
y

the flickering light , th
e

leaves
Were painted o

n

the floor .

No noxious reptilesever came
Within this lowly Cot
The goodandbeautiful alone
Delighted in the spot .

The very winds were hushed to peace
Within thequiet dell ,

Ormurmuredthroughthe glancingleaves
Like breathings o

f
a shell .

Thegay bird sang fromsheltering tree ,

Bright blossomsclustered round
And one smallbrookcamedancing b

y

With it
s

sweet tinkling sound

It stainedthe far -off meadowgreen

It leaped a rocky dell
Then resting b

y

the cottagedoor ,

In liquid music ſell .

Upon it
s

breastwhite lilies slept ,

of pureand wax -like hue ,

And brilliant flowersupon it
smarge

Luxuriantly grew .

They were o
f

rare andchangelessbirth ,

Nor neededtoil nor care ;

And many marvelledearth couldyield

Aught so exceedingfair .

Young Eva said , all noisomeweeds
Would passfromearthaway ,

When virtue in the humanheart
Held it

s

predestinedsway
Exalted thoughtswere everhers
Somedeemedthemstrangeandwild ;

And hence in a
ll

thehamletsround ,
Her name o

f

SINLESS CHILD .

Her mother said that Eva's lips
Had never falsehoodknown ;

No angryword had evermarred
Themusic o

f

their tone.

And truth spakeout in every line
or her pure tranquil face,

Where Love and Peace , twin -dwelling pair ,

Had found a resting place .

She felt the freedomand the light
The pure in heartmayknow
Whose blessedprivilege it is

T
o

walk with God below ;

T
o

understandthehidden things
That othersmay not sec

T
o

feel a life within theheart ,

And love andmystery .

INTRODUCTION TO PART II .

Thewidow , accustomed to forms , and contentwith the
faith in which she has been reared, a faith which is habit
ual ratherthan earnest and soul -requiring , leaves Eva to

learnthewants and tendencies o
f

the soul , b
y

observingthe
harmonyandbeauty o

f

theexternalworld . Even from in .

fancyshe seems to have penetratedthe spiritual through
thematerial ; to bave beheld th

e

heavenly , not through a

glassdarkly , but face to face , b
y

means o
f

that singleness

and truth , that lookwithin the veil . To thepure in heart
alone is the promise , “ They shall seeGod . "
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PART II.
Untiring a

ll

theweary day
The widow toiled with care ,

And scarcely clearedher ſurrowedbrow
When camethe hour o

f prayer
The voices , that o

n every side
Theprisonedsoul call forth ,

And bid it in it
s

freedomwalk ,

Rejoicing in the earth ;

Fall idly o
n
a deafened e
a
r
,

A heartuntaught to thrill
When music gushethfrom thebird

O
r

from the crystal rill
Thatmovesunheeding b

y

the flower
With it

s ministry o
f

love ,

That weeps not in th
e

moonlightpale
Nor silent starsabove.

Alas ! that roundthe humansoul
The cords o

f

earthshouldbind ,

That they shouldbind in darknessdown
The light discerningmind
That all it

s

freshness, freedom, gone ,

It
s destiny , forgot,

It should in gloomydiscontent
Bewail it

s

bitter lo
t
.

She said , thatwhile the little shroud
Beneath thecasementhung ,

A kindly spirit lingerednear ,

A
s lightly there it swung ;

Thatmusic sweetand low was heard

T
o

hail it
s perfectlife

And Eva felt that insect strange

With wondrous truthwas riſe .

It crawled n
o

more a sluggishthing
Upon the noisome earth ;

A brief , brief sleep , and then shesaw

A new and radiantbirth
And thus she learnedwithout a doubt ,

Thatman from deathwould rise
As d

id

thebutterfly o
n wings ,

T
o

claim it
s

nativeskies .

The rainbow , bendingo'er the storm ,

A beauteouslanguage to
ld
;

For angels , twined with loving arms ,

She plainlymight behold
And in their gloriousrobestheybent
To earth in wondrous love ,

As theywould lure the humansoul

T
o brighterthingsabove .

The birdwould leavethe rocking branch
Upon her hand to sing ,

And upward turn it
s

ſearlesseye

And plume it
s glossywing

And Eva listened to it
s song ,

Till a
ll

the senseconcealed

In thatdeep gushingforth o
f joy ,

Became to her revealed.

And when thebird would build it
s

nest ,

A spirit from above
Directed a

ll

the prettywork ,
And filled it

s

heartwith love.
And shewithin thenestwould peep

It
s

coloredeggs to see ,

But never touch the prettything ,

For a thoughtfulchild was she .

Much Eva lovedthetwilight hour ,

When shadowsgatherround ,

And softer sings the liule bird ,

And insect from theground
She felt that thiswithin theheart
Muist b
e

thehour o
f prayer ,

For earth in it
s deep quietude
Did own it

s

Maker there .

But Eva while sheturnedthewheel ,

Or toiled in homely guise ,

With buoyantheartwas all abroad,

Beneath thepleasantskies ;

And sangall day from joy o
f

heart ,

For joy that in her dwelt ,

That unconfinedthe soulwent forth
Such blessednessshe felt .

All lowly and familiar things

In earth , o
r

air , o
r sky ,

A lessonbrought to Eva's mind

O
f

import deepand high :

She learned, fromblossom in thewild ,

From birdupon thewing ,

From silence and themidnight stars ,

Truth dwelt in everything .

The carelesswinds that roundher played
Brought voices to her ear ,

But Eva , pure in thoughtand soul ,

Dreamednever once o
f

fear
The whisperedwords o

f angel lips
She heard in forestwild ,

Andmany a holy spell theywrought ,

About th
e

Sinless Child .

And much she lovedthe forestwalk ,

Where roundtheshadows fell ,

The solitude o
f

mountain height ,

Or greenand lovelydell
The brookdispensingverlure round ,

And singing o
n

it
s way ;

Now coyly bid in fringe o
f green ,

Now sparkling in it
s play .

She earlymarked thebutterfly,

That gaymysterious thing ,

That , burstingfrom it
s prison -house

Appeared o
n goldenwing

It had n
o

voice to speakdelight ,

Yet o
n

the flowret'sbreast ,

Shesaw it mute andmotionless ,

In long , long rapture rest .

The still moon in thesaffronsky
Hung outher silver thread ,

And thebannered clouds in gorgeousfolds

A mantle roundher spread .

The gentlestarscamesmiling out
Upon thebrilliant sky ,

That looked a meet and gloriousdome,

For worship pure andhigh ;

And Eva lingered , thoughthe gloom
Had deepenedintoshade ;

And many thoughtthat spirits came

T
o

teachthe Sinless Maid ;

For oft hermother soughtthechild
Amid the forest glade,

Andmarvelledthat in darksomeglen ,

S
o tranquilly shestayed.

For every jaggedlimb to her

A shadowysemblancehath ,



1842. ] 89Judge A. P. Upshur , and h
is Navy Report .

O
f

spectresanddistortedshapes,

That frownuponher path
Andmock herwith theirhideouseyes :

For when the soul is blind
T
o

freedom , truth ,and inward light ,

Vaguefearsdebasethemind .

But Eva , like a dreamerwaked ,

Looked o
ff upon the hill ,

And murmuredwords o
f strange,sweetsound,

As if therelingeredstill
Ethereal formswith whom shetalked ,

Unseen b
y

a
ll

beside ;
And she , with earnestlooks , besought
The vision to abide.

OhMother ! Mother ! d
o

not speak,

O
r
a
ll will passaway

The spirits leave the green-hill side ,

Wbere light thebreezesplay
They sport n

o

more b
y

ringing brook,

With flowretsdreaming b
y ;

Nor floatupon the fleecycloud
That stealsalongthesky .

It grievesmemuch they neverwill

A humanlook abide,

But veil themselves in silvermist

B
y

vale o
r

mountain side .

I feel their presenceroundme still ,

Thoughnone to sight appear ;

I feel th
e

motion o
f

their wings ,

Their whispered languagehear .

With silvery robe , and wings outspread,

They passedme evennow ;

And gemsand starrydiadems,

Decked everyradiantbrow .

Intent were each o
n

somekind work
or pity or of love ,

Dispensing fromtheir healingwings
Theblessingsfrom above ;

For angelsfold their wings o
f

love
Round heartssurchargedwith woe ,

And fan with balmywing the eye
Whence tears o

f

sorrow flow :

And bear , in goldencensers u
p
,

That sacredthing , a tear ;

By which is registeredthe griefs ,

Heartsmay havesufferedhere .

All holy thingstheyupwardbear ,

Of bleedingheartsthe sigh ,

The groanwrungout b
y

penitence ,

Bowed downwith burningeye .

That proof o
f thoughtwhen firstthebabe

Smiles to the li
p

that smiled ;

And the firstwarm prayerthat upward steals
From theheart o

f

th
e

little child .

I would , dearMother , thou could'stsee
Within this darksonneveil ,

That hides the spirit -land from thee,

Andmakesour sunlightpale-

The toil o
f

earth , it
s

doubt and care,

Would trifles seem to thee ;

Repose would restupon thy soul ,

And holymystery .

Thou would'stbehold protectingcare

T
o

shieldthee o
n thyway

And ministers to guardthy ſeet ,

Lest erring , they shouldstray .

And order , sympathyand love ,

Would open to thine eye ,

From simplestcreatures o
f

theearth

T
o seraphsthroned o
n high .

E'en now Imarked a radiant throng ,

O
n

pinions sailing b
y
,

T
o

soothewith hopethetremblingheart ,

And cheer th
e

dying eye ;

They smilingpassedthelesser sprites ,

Each o
n

his work intent ;

And love , andholy joy , I saw

In every facewere blent .

Themeek -eyedviolets smiling bowed
For angelssported b

y

Rolling in balls the fragrantdew
To scentthe eveningsky .

They kissed the rose in loveandmirth ,

And it
s petalsfairer grew

A shower o
f pearlydust theybrought,

And over th
e

lily threw .

A host flew overthemowing field ,

And theywere showeringdown
The lille drops on the tendergrass,

Like diamondso'er it thrown ;

They gem'deachleaf and quiveringspear
With pearls o

f liquid dew ,

And bathedthe stately forest tree ,

Till it
s

robewas freshand new .

I sa
w
a neek -eyed angelcurve

The tulip's paintedcup ,

And blesswith one soft kiss theurn :

Then fold it
s petals u
p
.

Another rockedtheyoungbird's nest

A
s high o
n
a branch it hung .

And thetinkling dew -drops rattleddown
Where the o

ld dry leaf was flung .

Each and a
ll , a
s
it
s

task is done ,
Soars u

p

with a joyouseye ,

Bearingaloft sometreasuredgift

An offering to God on high .

Theybearthe breath o
f the odorousflower ,

The sound o
f

thepearly shell ;

And thus theyadd to the holy joys

O
f

thehomewhere spirits dwell .

OUR NAVY .

JUDGE ABEL P
.

UPSHUR AND HIS REPORT . *

There has never been a time , since the war ,

when public attention was more steadfastly fixed ,

than it now is , upon the Navy . Indeed , th
e

mari
time relations o

f

the country were never more
commanding than they are a

t present . Every one
who has reflected a

t

all upon the subject , now ad

mits , that th
e

Navy is the rightful protector o
f

these relations in peace , their best defender in

war , and the main bulwark o
f

this pation both in

peace and in war .

The inflated bubble o
f

credit and speculation ,

which was blown to bursting in 1837 , has been
pricked ; and with it ,has disappeared that wild spi

ri
t o
fextravagance , which rioted in Bank Parlours ,

* Report o
f

the Secretary o
f

the Nary . Dec. 4 , 1841.

Second Session , 27th Congress. House of Representa
tives , Doc. No. 2 .
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trost of instructing their beloved children - aye, and ever
afterwards, as longas the parentalvoicehas any influence
on their hearts or understandings. Let this be faithfully
done by a

ll ; andmany o
f youbere presentmay yet live to

see our goodold mother Virginia rise , as itwere , from the
grave o

f

her fallen fortunes ,and oncemore resumethat ex .

alted rank which sheformerlyheld ,with so much true glory

and honor to herself , an
d

such real , substantial , lasting
good to every portion o

f
our belovedcountry .

As fo
r

the o
ld

manwho is nowabout to bid you farewell ,

it will suffice for him , if he may enjoy , before he sinks into
his grave , even the slightest glimpse o

r

foretaste o
f

the
countless blessingswhich a sound andefficient system o

f

popular education , founded on religion ,will insure to hi
s

dear native State , andwill continue to insure to eachsuc
ceeding generation o

f

her children , until timeshall b
e

n
o

more .

THE SINLESS CHILD .

A POEM , IN SEVEN PARTS .

BY MRS . SEBA SMITH .

And winning were her householdways ,

Her stepwas promptand light ,

T
o

savehermother'sweary tread
Till camethewelcomenight ;

And thoughthe toil might useless b
e ,

Thehousewife'sbusy skill ,

Enough for Eva that it bore
Inscribed a mother'swill ;

For humblethingsexalted grow
By sentimentimpressed ;

The love that bathestheway -worn feet ,

Or leans uponthe breast.

For love , whate'er it
s offering b
e ,

Lives in a hallowed air ,

And holy heartsbefore it
s

shrine ,

Alone mayworship there.

Young Eva's cheekwas lily pale ,

Her look was scarce o
f

earth,

And doubtinglythemotherspoke ,

Who gave to Eva birth

“ O Eva , leave thy thoughtfulways ,

And dance and sing ,my child ;

For thypallid chcek is tingedwith blue
Thy words arestrangeandwild .

Thy fatherdied , a widow left ,

A
n orphanbirthwas thine ,

I longed to seethy baby eyes
Look upward intomine .

I hopeduponthy infantface ,

Thy father'slook to see-
But Eva , Eva , sadly strange
Are all thy ways to me .
E'en when a child , thy look did hold
Communionwith the sky ,

Too tranquilare thymaidenways ;
The glances o

f

thineeye
Are such a

s

makeme turn away ,

E'en with a shudderingdread,

As if my very soulmight b
e

B
y

thy purespirit read . ”

Slow swelled a tear fromEva's lid , -

She kissed hermother'scheek
She answeredwith a

n

earnestlook ,

And accents low andmeek :

“ Dearmother , why shouldmortals seek
Emotions to conceal ?

As if to b
e

revealedwereworse
Than inwardly to ſeel .

PART III .

The grace o
f

the soul is sure to impart expressiveness

and beauty to the face . It mustbeamthrongh its external
veil ; anddaily , as th

e

material becomessubordinate to the
spiritual ,will its transparencyincrease . Eva was lovely ,

for th
e

spirit o
f

love folded it
s wingsupon her breast. A
ll

nature administered to her beauty ; and angelic teachings

revealedwhence came the power thatwinneth a'l hearts .

The mother is aware o
f

th
e

spell restinguponherdaughter,

o
r

rather thatwhich seemed a spell to her , but which in

truth was nothing more than fidelity to the rights o
f

th
e

soul , obedience to the voice ultered in thatholy of holies .

Unable to comprehendthe truthfulness o
f

her character,

she almostrecoils from it
s gentlerevealments. Alas ! that

to assimilate to thegood andthebeautiful should debar u
s

from buman sympathy. Eva walked in an atmosphere of

fight , and images of surpassingsweetnesswere ever pre
sented to her eye. The dark and distorted shapes that
haunt th

e

vision o
f

the unenlightenedand the erring ,dared
not approach her . She wept over the blindness o

f

her
mother , and tenderly revealed to her thegreat truthspress

e
d upon her own mind , and the freedom and the light in

which the soul might b
e preserved. She blamed not the

errors into which weak humanity is prone to b
e betrayed ,

but deplored that it should thus blind it
s

own spiritual v
i

sion , thus impressdark and ineffaceablecharactersnpon
the soul ; thus sink ,where it shouldsoar .

A
s yearspassed o
n , no wonder ,each

A
n

inward gracerevealed ;

For wbere the soul is peaceand love ,

It may not b
e

concealed.

They stamp a beauty o
n

thebrow ,

A softness o
n

the face ,

And give to everywavy line

A tendernessand grace.

Long goldenhair in many curls
Waved o'eryoungEva's brow ;

Imparteddepth to her soft eye ,

And pressedherneck o
f

snow :

Her cheekwas palewith loſty thought ,

And calmhermaiden air ;

And a
ll

who heardher birdlike roice ,

Felt harmonywas there .

Thehumaneye Imaynot fear

It is the lightwithin ,

That traces o
n

the growingsoul
All thought, and everysin .

Thatmystic book , thehumansoul ,

Where everytrace reinains ,

The record o
f
a
ll thoughtsanddeeds

The record o
f

all stains .

Dearmother ! in ourselves is h
id

Theholy spirit - land ,

And thought, the flamingcherub , stands
With it

s recordinghand .

We feelthe pangwhen thatdread sword
Inscribes thehidden si

n
,

And turnetheverywhere to guard

The paradisewithin . "

“ Nay , Eva , leavethese solemnwords ,

Fit for a churchman'stongue,

VOL . VIII - 16
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And le
t

me see theedeckthy hair ,

A maiden blitheand young .

When otherswin admiringeyes ,

And looks thatspeak o
f

love ,

Why dostthoustand in thoughtfulguise ?

S
o

cold and tranquilmove ?

Thy beautysure shouldwin fo
r

thee
Fullmany a lover'ssigh ,

But o
n thy browthere is n
o pride ,

Nor in thy placid ey
e
.

Dear Eva ! learn to lookand love ,

And claim a lover'sprayer ,

Thouart to
o

cold fo
r

one so young ,

S
o gentleand so fair . "

“ Nay ,mother ! Imust be alone ,
With n

o companionhere ,

None , none to joy when I am glad ,
With me to shed a tear ;

For who would clasp a maiden's hand

In grot o
r sheltering grove ,

If oneunearthlygift shouldbar

A
ll sympathyand love !

Such gift is mine , the gift of thought,

Whence all will shrink away
E'en thou from t

h
y

poorchild dost turn ,

With doubtinganddismay .

Andwho shall love, andwiboshall trust ,

Since shewho gaveme birth ,

Knows not the child thatprattledonce
Beside her lonely hearth ?

Iwould I were , for thy dearsake ,

What thouwould'st haveme b
e ;

Thou dostnotcomprehendthebliss
That'sgivenuntome ;

That union o
f

the thoughtand soul
With all that'sgoodandbright ,

The blessedness o
f

earthand sky ,

The growingtruthand light .

That reading o
f

a
ll

hidden thought

A
ll mystery o
f life

It
s many hopes, it
s many fears ,

It
s

sorrowand it
s

strife .

A spirit to behold in a
ll ,

T
o guide ,admonish , cheer

Forever in a
ll

time andplace ,

To feel a
n angelnear . "

“ DearEva ! leanuponmy breast,

And le
t

me pressthy hand ,

That Imay hearthee talk a while

O
f

thy own spirit -land .

And y
e
t
I would th
e

pleasantsun
Here shining in thesky ,

The blithebirds singing throughthe a
ir ,

And busylife , were b
y
.

Dear Eva ! ' tis a world of gloom ,

The grave is dark and drear ,

We scarcebegin to taste of life
Ere death is standingnear . ”

Then Eva kissedhermother's cheek ,

And look'dwith saddenedsmile
Upon her terror -stricken face ,

And talkedwith her thewhile
And Oh ! her facewas pale andsweet ,

Thoughdeep , dcep thoughtwas there ,

And sadlycalm her low -tonedvoice
For one so young and fair .

• Naymother , everywhere is hi
d

A beautyanddelight
The shadowlics upon theheart
The gloomuponthe sight
Sendbut thespirit o

n

it
s way

Communionhigh to hold ,

And bursting fromtheearthand sky ,

A glorywe behold .

And didwe but our primal state
of purity retain ,

Wemight as in our Eden days ,

With angelswalk again .

Andmemoriesstrange o
f

other times
Would break upon themind ,

The linkinys , that the presentjoin
T
o

what is left behind .

The little child in it
s

first state

A holy impressbears
The signetmark b

y

heavenaffixed
Upon his foreheadwears
And noughtthatimpresscan efface,

Sare his ownwilful sin ,
Which firstbegins to draw th

e

veil
That shutsthe spirit in .

And one b
y

one it
s lightsdecay ,

It
s

visions tend to earth ,

Till al
l

thoseholy formshavefled
Thatgatheredround h

is

birth ;

O
r

dim and faintly maythey come
Like memories o
f
a dream

O
r

come to blanchhis cheekwith fear ,

S
o

shadow-like they seem .

And thus a
ll doubtingly h
e

lives
Amid his gloomyfears ,

And feelswithin his inmostsoul ,

Earth is a vale o
f

tears :

And scarcehis darkenedthoughtsmay trace
Themystery within ;

For darkly gleamsthespirit forth
When shadowedo'er b

y

si
n
.

Unrobed ,majestic , shouldthe soul
Before it

s

God appear ,

Undim'd theimageHe affix'd ,

Unknowing doubt o
r

fear
And openconverseshould h

e

hold ,

With meek and trustingbrow ;

Such a
s

man was in Paradise
Hemay be evennow .

But when the deathlesssoul is sunk

T
o depths o
f guilt and woe ,

It then a dark communionholds
With spirits frombelow . "

And Eva shuddered a
s

she told
How everyhcaren -born traco

For when in converse, like to this ,

Thy low , sweetvoice I hear ,

Strangeshudderingso'ermy sensescreep ,

Like touch o
f spirits near

And fearful grow familiar things ,

In silence and the night
The cricket piping in thehearth ,

Half fills mewith affright .

I hearthe ol
d

treescreak andsway ,

And shiver in theblast ;

I hearthewailing of the wind ,

A
s if the deadswept past .
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Oh, would the veil fo
r

theewere raised
That hides the spirit -land
For we a

re spirits draped in flesh ,

Communingwith that band ;

And it were weariness to me ,

Were only humancyes

T
o

meetmy own with tenderness,

In carth o
r pleasantskies . "

PART IV .

Thewidow , awe -struck at the revealments of herdaugh
ter , is desirous to learn more ; for it is thenature o

f

the
soul to searchinto it

s

ownmysteries : howeverdim may b
e

it
s spiritual perception , it still earnestly seeks to look into

the deep and the hidden . The light is within itself , and

itbecomesmoreand more clear at every step of its pro
gress , in scarch o

f

the true andthebeautiful . The widow ,

hardly discerning this light , which is to growbrighterand
brighter to the perfectday , calls fo

r

th
e

material lightsthat
minister to the externaleye ; thatthus shemay be hid from
those other lightsthat delightthe vision o

f

her child . Eva
tells o

f
thatmystic book - the human soul - upon which ,

thoughts, shapedinto deeds , whether externally o
r only in

it
s

own secret chambers, inscribes a character thatmust

b
e

eternal. But it is not every character that is thus
clearlydefined a

s good o
r

evil . Few indeed seize upon
thought , und bring its properties palpably before them .

Impressions comeand g
o

with a sort o
f lethargic indiffer

ence , leaving no definite lines behind , but only a moral
haziness . Thewidow recollects thestory o

f

old Richard ,

and Eva supplies portions unknown to ber mother , and
enlargesuponthe power o

f conscience , that fearſul judge
placed b

y

the Infinite within the soul , with the two - fo
ld

power o
f decision , andpunishment .

of goodness in the humansoul
Might wickedness efface.

Alas ! unknowingwhat h
e

doth ,

A judgment-seatman rears ,

A stern tribunal thronedwithin ,

Before which h
e appears ;

And conscience,minister o
f

wrath ,

Approveshim o
r

condemns,

He knoweth not the fearful risk ,

Who inward light contemns.

“ O veil thy face , pure child of God , "

With solemntoneshesaid ,

" And judgenot thou , but lowly wcep ,

Thatvirtueshould b
e

dead .

Weep thouwith prayer andholy fear ,
Thato'er t

h
y

brother's soul ,

Effacing liſe , and light and love,

Polluting wavesshould roll .

Weep fo
r

the ſetteredslave o
f

sense ,

For passion'sminionweep
For him who nurtureththeworm ,

In deaththatmay not sleep ;

And tears o
f

blood , if itmay be ,

For h
im , who plunged in guilt ,

Perils his own and vietim's soul ,

When human blood is spilt .

For h
im

n
o glorymayabide

In earth o
r tranquil sky

Fearful to him thehuman ſace ,

The searchinghuman eye .

A light beams o
n

h
im everywhere ;

Revealing in it
s ray ,

An erring , terror-stricken soul ,

Laur.chedfrom it
s

orb away .

Turn where h
e

will , al
l

d
a
y

h
e

meets
That coldand leadenstare ;

His victim pale ,and bathed in blood ,

Is with h
im everywhere ;

He sees that shapeupon thecloud ,

It glaresfrom u
p

thebrook --

Themist upon th
e

mountain side ,

Assumesthat ſcarful look .

He sees , in everysimple flower ,

Those dying eyesgleamout ;

And starts to hear thatdying groan,

Amid somemerry shout.

The phantomcomes to chill thewarmth
or everysunlight ray ,

He feels it slowly glidealong ,

Where forrestshadowsplay .

And when thesolemnnightcomesdown ,

With silence dark anddrear ,

His curdlingbloodandcrawling hair
Attest the victim near .

With hideous dreamsand terrorswild ,

His brain fromsleep is kept
For o

n

his pillow , side b
y

side ,

That gory fo
rm

hath slept . ”

“ O Eva ,Eva , say nomore ,

For I am filled with fear ;

Dim shadowsmovealor.g thewall ;

Dost thounot see themhere ?

Dost thou notmark thegleams o
f light ,

The shadowy formsmove b
y
? "

“ Yes ,mother , beautiful : o see !

And they are always nigh .

“ Then trim the lights ,my strange, strangechild ,

And le
t

the faggotsglow ;

For more o
f

thesemysterious things

I fear , yet long , to know .

I glory in thy loftythought ,

Thy beautyand thyworth ,

Buit , Eva , I should love theemore ,

Did'st thouseemmore like earth. "

A pangher words poorEva gave,

And tearswere in her eye

She kissedhermother's anxiousbrow ,

And answeredwith a sigh :

“ Alas ! Imay not hope on earth
Companionship to find ,

Alonemust b
e

the pure in heart ,

Alone th
e

great in mind .

We toil fo
r

earth , its shadowyreil
Envelopssoul and thought ,

And hides that discipline andlife ,

Within ourbeingwrought .

We chain the thought, we shroudthe soul ,

And backward turn our glance,

When onwardshould it
s

vision b
e ,

And upward it
s

advance .

Imay not scornthe spirit's rights ,

For Ihave seen it rise ,

All written o'erwith thought, thought, thoughe

A
s

with a thousandeyes
The recordsdark o

f

otheryears ,

A
ll

uneffacedremain ;

Uncheckeddesire , forgottenlong .

With it
s

elernal stain .
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Recorded thoughts, recordeddeeds,
Its characterattest
No garmenthides the startling truth,
Nor screens thenakedbreast,

The thought, ſore-shapingevil deeds,
The spirit may not hide
It standsamidthat searchinglight,
Which sinmay not abide.

And never may spirit turn
From thateffulgentray,
It lives foreverin the glare
Of an eternalday ;

Lives in thatpenetratinglight,
A kindredglow to raise,
Or everywithering si

n
lo trace

Within it
s searchingblaze .

Few , ſe
w

th
e

shapelytemplerear ,

For God's abidingplace
Thatmystic temple ,where no sound
Within thehallowedspace
Reveals the skill o

f

builder's hand
Yet with a silent care
That holy templeriseth u

p ,

And God is dwelling there.

Then neverweep when the infant lies

In it
s

smallgrave to rest ,

With the scentedfloweretsspringing u
p

From out ils babybreast ;

A pure , pure soul to earthwas given ,

Yet maynot thus remain ;

Rejoice that it is renderedback ,

Without a single stain .

Bright cherubsbearthe babeaway
With many a fondembrace,

And beauty , a
ll

unknown to earth ,

Upon it
s

ſeaturestrace.

They teach it knowledge fromthe fount ,

And holy truth andlove ;

The songs o
f praise th
e

infant learns ,

As angelssing above . "

The widow rose , and on th
e

blaze
The crackling ſaggotsthrew
And then to hermaternalbreast
Her gentledaughterdrew .

“ Dear Eva ! whenold Richard died ,

In madness fierceandwild ,

Why d
id

h
e
in h
is phrenzyrave

About a murderedchild !

He died in beggaryand rags ,

Friendless and grey, and o
ld ;

Yet h
e

was once a thrivingman ,

Light -hearted , to
o
, I'm told .

Dark deedswerewhispered yearsago ,

But nothing came to light ;

He seemedthe victim of a spell ,

That nothingwould g
o

right .

His youngwiſe died ,andher lastwords
Were breathed to himnalone,

But 'twas a pileoussound to hear
Her faint , heart -rendingmoan .

Somethought, in dreams be haddivulged

A secretbidden crime ,

Which she concealedwith breakingheart ,

Unto her dying time .

From that day forth h
e

never smiled ;

Moroso andsilent grown ,

He wanderedunfrequentedways ,

A moodyman and lone .

The schoolboyshuddered in thewood ,

When h
e

old Richard passed,

And hurried o
n , while fearſul looks

He o'er h
is

shouldercast .

Andnought could lure h
im

from h
is

mood ,

Save his own trustingchild ,

Who climb'd thesilent father'sneck ,

And kissed his cheek andsmiled .

That gentleboy , unlike a child ,

Companionsneversought
Content to sharehis father'scrust ,

His father'sgloomnylot .

With weary foot and tatteredrobe ,

Beside him , day b
y

day ,

He roamedthe forestand the hill ,

And o'erthe roughhighway ;

And h
e

would pralle a
ll

the time

o
r

things to childhood sweet ;

Of singingbird , o
f lovely flower ,

That sprangbeneatbtheir ſect .

Sometimes h
e

chid themoodyman ,

With childhood'sfondappeal :

• Dear father, talk to me awhile
How very lone I feel !

Mymother used to smile . so sad ,

And talk and kiss my cheek ,

And sing to me such prettysongs ;

S
o

low andgently speak : '

Then Richard tookhim in h
is

arms
With passionateembrace,
And with a

n achingtenderness
He gazedupon his face ;
Tears rushedunto h

is glazedeyes ,
Hemurmured soft andwild ,

And kissed with more thanwoman's love ,

The fondbut frightenedchild .

He died , thatworn andweary boy ;

And those thatsaw himdie ,

Said , o
n

his father's rigid brow ,

Was fixedhis fadingeye .

His little stiffening handwas laid
Within poor Richard's grasp ;

Andwhen h
e stoopedforone last kiss ,

Hetook his dying gasp .

It crazedhis brain , poorRichard rose

A maniac fierceandwild ,

Who mouthed , andmuttered everywhere ,

About a murderedchild . "

“ And well h
emight , " young Eva said ,

“ For conscience , day b
y

day ,

Commencedthatretributionhere ,

That filled him with dismay .

Unwedded , but a mother grown ,

Poor Lucy pressedher child ,

With blushingcheek anddrooping lid ,

And li
p

thatnever smiled .

Their wantswere few ; but Richard's pune
Must buy themdaily bread ,

And fain would Lucy have beenlaid

In silencewith the dead .

For want ,and scom ,andblighted fame
Had done thework o

f years ,

And o
ft

sheknelt in lowly prayer

In penitenceand tears
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That undesired child of shame, Itwas an instinctdeepand high
Brought comfortto herheart, That le

d

thatmotherthere ,

A childlike smile to her pale li
p , And thattall tree aspiringgrew ,

B
y

it
s

sweetbaby a
rt . B
y

morethan dew o
r

air .

And yet , as years their passagetold , Thewinds were hushed , the little bird
Faint shadowsslowly crept Scarce gave a nestling sound,

Upon the blightedmaiden'smind , Thewarm a
ir slept alongthehill ,

That oft sheknelt andwept The blossomsdroopedaround ;

Unknowing why , he
r

wary form The shrill -tonedinsect scarcelystirred

S
o

thin and reed -like grew , The dry and crisped leaf
And so appealingher blueeyes , The lahorer laid his sickle down
They tears fromothersdrew . Beside the bendingsheaf.

Years passedaway , an
d
, Lucy's child A dark , portentouscloud is seen

A noblestripling grown ; T
o

mount the easternsky ,

A daringboywith chesnuthair , Thedeep -tonedthunderrolling o
n ,

And eyes o
f changingbrown , Proclaims thetempestnigh .

Had won the love o
f every heart , And now it breakswith deafeningcrash ,

S
o gentlewas his air And lightningslivid glow ;

All felt , whate'ermight be his birth , The torrentsleap frommountaincrags

A stainlessheart was there . And wildly dash below .

The boywasmissing , none could tell Behold the tree ! it
s strength is bowed ,

Where last h
e

had been seen ; A shatteredmass it lies .

They searchedtheriver many a day , What brings old Richard to the spot,

And every forestscreen With wild andblood -shot eyes ?

But nevermore his filial voice Poor Lucy's form is lifeless there ,

Poor Lucy's heartmight cheer ; And yet h
e

turns away ,

Pale in her grief , anddull with woe , To where a heap of mouldering bones
She never shed a tear . Beneaththe strongrootslay .

And everyday ,whate'er thesky , Why takes h
e u
p ,with shrivelled hands ,

With headuponher knees , The riven root and stone,
And hair neglected, streamingout And spreadsthemwith a tremblinghaste
Upon the passingbreeze , Upon eachdamp, greybone ?
She sat beneath a slendertree It maynot b

e , thewhirlwind's rage

That near th
e

river grew ,

Againhath left thembare

And o
n

the stream it
s pendentlimbs Earth hides n
o

more thehorrid truth ,

A murdered childlies there .Their penciled shadowsthrew .

The matronleft her busy toil , or wiſe , andchild , and friends bereft
And called the child fromplay , And a

ll

that inward light ,

And gifts fo
r

that lonemourner there Which calmlyguidesthe white -hairedman ,

She sentwith him away . Who listens to the right ;

Old Richard laid him down to die ,The boy with nuts a
n
d

fruit returned ,

He sought in forestdeep , Himself his only foe , -

A portion o
f

his little store His wrongednature groaningout

Would for poor Lucy keep . It
s weight o
f

inward woe . "

That tree with wonder , al
l

beheld ,

It
s growthwas strangeandrare ; PART V.

Thewintry winds , thatwailing passed , The storm is ragingwithout the dwelling o
f

thewidow ,

Scarce le
ft

it
s

branchesbare , but a
ll
is tranquilwithin . Eva hathgone forth in spiritual

And round it
s

roots a verdantspot vision , and beheld the crueltyengendered b
y

wealth and
Knew neither changenor blight , luxury — th

e

cruelty o
f
a selfish andunsympathizingheart .

And so poorLucy's restingplace She relateswhat she has seen to her mother . Certain
Was always green a

n
d

bright . qualities o
f

theheart are o
f

such a nature , that ,when in

Some said it
s

bolemore rapidgrew
excess , theyshape themselvesinto appropriateforms , and
thushauntthevision . The injurer is always fearſul o

f

theFrom Lucy's bleedingheart , injured . No wrong is everdonewith a sense of security ;For , sighs from out th
e

heart , ' tis said ,

fa
r

less wrong to theinnocentand unoffending. The littleA drop o
f

bloodwill start . *

child is a mystery o
f gentlenessand love , while it is pre

• It is a commonbelief amongstthevulgar , that a sigh served i
n it
s

own atmosphere ; and it is a fearſul thing to

a
l

ways forces a drop o
f

blood from th
e

heart , an
d

many fear ,where th
e

elementsshould b
e only jo
y

a
n
d

faith .

turn it
s young heart to bitterness ; to inſuse sorrow and

curious stories are told to that effect ; a
s , for instance : a

man wishing to b
e
ri
d

o
f

h
is

wiſe , in order to marryone
more seductive , promised her the gift of si

x

new dresses, The loudwinds rattled a
t

thedoor

and sundry other articles o
f

female finery , providedshe Theshutters creakedandshook ,

would sigh threetimeseverymorning beforebreakfast , for While Eva , b
y

the cottagehearth ,

threemonths . Shecomplied , andbefore thetime hadex Satwith abstractedlook .

pired , was in her grave . Many others of a like import With everygust , the b
ig

rain -drops
might b

e

recorded . Upon thecasementbeat ,
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Then softlyon thelady's a
rm

She laid a death -coldhand
Yet it hath scorchedwithin the flesh
Like to a burningbrand .

And gliding o
n

with noiseless foot ,

O'erwinding stair andhall ,

She nearsthe chamberwhere is heard
Her inſant's tremblingcall .

She smoothedthe pillow where h
e lay ,

Shewarmly tuckedthe bed
She wiped h

is

tears , and stroked th
e

curls
That clustered roundhis head.

The child , caressed , unknowing fear ,

Hath nestledhim to rest ;

Themother foldsherwings beside
Themother from th

e

blest .

Fast b
y

the eternalthrone o
f

God
Celestial beings stand,

Beings , whoguidethe little child
With kind andloving hand
And woe to himwho dares to turn
The infant footaside ,

Or shroudthe light that evershould
Within his soulabide. "

How doubly, o
n
a nightlike this ,

Are home andcomfortsweet !

The maiden slowly raised her eyes ,

And pressedher pallid brow :

“ Dearmother ! I havebeen fa
r

hence ;

My sight is absentnow ,

O mother ! ' tis a fearful thing ,

A humanheart to wrong
To plant a sadness on the li

p ,

Where smilesandpeacebelong.

In selfishness o
r

callouspride ,

The sacred tear to start
Or lightest fingerdare to press
Upon theburdenedheart .

And doubly fearful ,when a child
Liſts it

s

imploringeye ,

And deprecatesthe cruelwrath
With childhood'spleading c

ry
.

The child is made fo
r

smiles and jo
y
,

Sweet emigrant fromheaven
The sinless browandtrustingheart ,

T
o

lure u
s

there, were given .

Then who shalldare it
s simple faith

And lovingheart to chill
Or ils meek , upward , beamingeye
With sorrowingtears to fi

ll
!

I lookwithin a gorgeousroom

A lofty damebehold

A ladywith forbidding a
ir ,

And forehead, high andcold

I hear an infant's plaintive voice ,

For grief hathbrought it fears
None soothe it with a kind caress ,

Nor wipe away it
s

tears .

His sisterhearswith pityingheart
Her brother'swailing cry ,

And to the statelymatron turns
Her earnest , tearful eye .

O mother , chilling is the ai
r ,

And fearful is thenight
Dearbrotherfears to b

e

alone

I'l
l

bring h
im

to the light .

On our deadmotherhear h
im

call ;

I hear hi
m

weeping say ,

Sweetmother , kiss poorEddy's cheek ,

Andwipe b
is

tears away . '

Red grew thelady's browwith rage ,

And yet she feels a striſe
of angerand of terrortoo ,

A
t thought o
f

thatdeadwiſe .

Wild roars th
e

wind , the lightsburn blue ,

The watch -dog howlswith fear
Loud neighs the steedfrorn out the stall :

What form is gliding near ?

No latch is raised , no step is heard ,

But a phantomglideswithin

,

A sheetedspectrefrom th
e

dead,

With a cold and leadenskin .

What boots it that n
o

othereye
Beheld th

e

shadeappear !

The guilty lady's guilty soul
Beheld it plain and clear

,

It slowly glides within the room ,

And sadlylooks around
And stooping , kissedher daughter'scheek ,

With lips that gave n
o

sound .

PART VI .

It is the noon o
f

summer , and the noonday of Eva's
earthlyexistence . She hathheld communionwith all that

is greatand beautiful in nature , till it hathbecome a part

o
f

her being ; till her spirit hathacquired strengthand ma
turity , and been reared to a beautiful and harmonious tem

p
le , in which the true and th
e

gooddelight to dwell . Then
cometh themystery o

f

womanhood ; it
s gentle going forth

o
f

the affections seeking fo
r

that holiest o
f companion

ship , a kindred spirit , responding to a
ll

it
s

fineressences ,

and yet lifting it above itself . Eva had listened to this
voice o

f

herwoman'snature ; and sweetvisions hadvisited
her pillow . Unknown to the external vision , there was
one everpresent to the soul ; andwhen h

e

erred, she had
felt a lowly sorrowthat , while it still moreperfected her
own nature , went forth to swell likewise the amount o

f

good in thegreatuniverse o
f

God . A
t lengthAlbert Linne ,

a gay youth , whose errorsare those of an ardentand inex
periencednature , rather than of an assenting will ,meets
Eva sleepingunder thecanopy o

f

the greatwoods , and h
e

is a
t

once awed b
y

the purity that enshrouds her . He is

liſted to the contemplation o
f

the good to a sense o
f

thewants o
f

his better nature . Eva awakes and recog
nizes thespirit thatforeverand ever is to b
e

onewith hers ;

that is to completethatmysticmarriage ,known in the Para
dise o

f

God ; thatmarriage o
f

soulwith soul , that demand .

e
th

n
o

external right . Eva the pure minded , the lofty in

thought , and great in soul , recoilednot from the errors of

him who was to b
e

mademete for thekingdom o
f

Heaven ,

throughher gentleagency ; for themission o
f

the goodand
the lovely , is not to thegood, but to the sinful . The mis .

sion o
f

woman , is to the erring o
f

man .

" Tis thesummerprime ,when the noiseless ai
r

In perfumedchalice lies ,

And th
e

hec goes b
y

with a lazy hum
Beneaththe sleepingskies :

When thebrook is low , and the ripplesbright ,

As down thestreamthey g
o ;

Thepebblesare dry o
n

theupper side ,

And dark andwet below .

The treethat stood where the soil is thin ,

And thebursting rocks appear ,
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Hath a dry andrusty coloredbark,
And it

s

leavesarecurled andsear .

But the dog -wood and thehazel bush ,

Have clustered roundthebrook

Their rootshave stricken deepbeneath ,

And they have a verdantlook .

T
o

the juicy leaf the grasshopperclings ,

And b
e gnaws it like a file

The nakedstalks a
re withering b
y
,

Where h
e

has beenerewhile .

The cricket hops o
n

th
e

glistering rock ,

O
r

pipes in the fadedmoss
From the forestshadethevoice is heard
of th

e

locust shrill and hoarse .
Thewidow donn'dher russet robe ,
Her cap o

f snowy hue ,

And o'erher staidmaternal form

A sobermantle threw ;

And she, while fresh themorning light ,

Hath gone to pass theday ,

And ease a
n ailing neighbor'spain

Across themeadowway .

Young Eva closedthe cottagedoor ;

And wooed b
y

bird and flower,

She loitered o
n

beneaththewood ,

Till camethenoon -tide hour .

The slopingbank is cool andgreen ,

Beside thetinkling rill ;

The cloud thatslumbers in the sky ,

Is painted o
n

th
e

hill .

The angelspoisedtheir purplewings
O'er blossom, brook and dell ,

And loitered in thequiet nook

A
s
if they loved it well .

Young Eva laidone snowy arra
Upon a violet hank ,

And pillow'd thereherdowny cheek
While she to slumbersank .

A smile is o
n

hergentle li
p ,

For she the angels sa
w ,

And felt their wings a covertmake
As roundherhead theydraw .

A maiden's sleep , how pure it is !

The soul's inwrought repose

It enters to its chamber in ,

Then onwardstrongergoes .

A huntsman'swhistle , and anon
Thedogs comefawning round
And now they raise thependentear ,

And crouch along theground.

The hunterleapt the shrunkenbrook ,

The dogsholdback with awe ,

For theyupon theviolet bank
The slumberingmaiden saw .

A reckless youthwas Albert Linne ,

With licensedoath and jest ,

Who little cared forwoman's fame,

Or peacefulmaiden's rest .

Light things to him ,were brokenvows
The blush , the sigh , thetear ;

What hinders h
e

should steal a kiss ,

From sleepingdamselhere ?

He looks ,yet stays hi
s

eagerfoot ;

For , on that spotlessbrow ,

And that closed lid , a somethingrests
He neversaw till now ;

He gazes, yet h
e

shrinks with awe
From that fairwondrous face ,

Thoselimbs so quietlydisposed,

With more thanmaiden grace.

He seatshimself uponthebank
And turns his faceaway
And Albert Linne , the hair -brained youth ,

Wished in his heart to pray .

But throngingcamehis formerlife ,

What once h
e

called delight

The goblet , oath , and stolen joy ,

How palled they o
n

the sight .

He lookedwithin h
is very soul ,

It
s

hidden chambersaw ,

Inscribedwith recordsdarkand deep

Ofmany a broken law .

No more h
e

thinks o
f

maiden fair ,

No more o
f

ravishedkiss
Forgets h

e

that pure sleepernigh

Hath broughthis thoughts to this .

Now Eva opesher childlike eyes
And lifts her tranquil head ,

And Albert , like a guiltything ,

Had fromher presencefled.

But Eva held herkindly hand
And badehim stay awhile ;

He darednot look uponher eyes ,

He only marked her smile ;

And that , so pure andwinning beamed ,

S
o

calm and holy to
o
,

Tbat o'erhis troubledthoughts a
t

once

A quietcharm it threw .
Light thoughts, lightwordswere a

ll forgot
He breathed a holier air
He felt the power of womanhood

It
s puritywas there .

And soft beneaththeir silken fringe

BeamedEva's dovelike eyes

In hueand softnessmade to hold
Communionwith the skies .

Her gentle voice a part did seem,

Of ai
r
, and brook , andbird

And Albert listened , a
s
if he

Suchmusic only heard .

O Eva ! thouthe pure in heart ,

Why falls thy tremblingvoice ?

A blush is o
n thymaiden cheek ,

And yet thine eyesrejoice .

Another glorywakes for thee
Where'er thine eyesmay rest ;

And deeper, holier thoughtsarise
Within thy peacefulbreast .

Thine eyelidsdroop in tenderness,

New smilesthy lips combine,

For thou dost feelanothersoul

Is blending into ihine .

Thou upward raisest thymeck eyes ,

And it is sweet to thee ;

T
o

feel theweakness o
f thy sex ,

Ismore thanmajesty .

T
o

feel thy shrinking natureclaim
The strongerarm andbrow
Thyweapons , smiles , and tears, andprayers,

And blushessuch a
s

now .

A woman , gentleEva thou ,

Thy lotwere incomplete,
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Did not a
ll sympathies o
f

soul The loiteringwinds weremade to sound
Within thybeingmeet . Her sinlessdaughter'sname ,

While to the roof a rare toned-bird
Thosedeepdark eyes , that openbrow ,

With wondrousmusic came .Thatproudandmanly a
ir ,

How havetheymingledwith thy dreams And long it sa
t

upon th
e

roof
And with thine earnestprayer ! And poured it

s

mellow song ,

And howhast thou , al
l

timidly , That roseupon the stilly air ,

Cast down thymaiden eye, And swelledthe rales along .

When visions have revealed to thee It was n
o earthly thing shedeemed,

That figure standingnigh ! That , in the clearmoonlight ,

Sat o
n

th
e

lowycottageroof ,

Two spirits launched companionless, And charmedthe ear o
f night . *A kindred essence sought

And one in a
ll

it
s wanderings The su
n
is u
p , th
e

flowrets raise
Of such a

s

Eva thought. Their foldedleavesfrom rest ;

The good, the beautiful , the true , The bird is singing in thebranch
Shouldnestle in h

is

heart Hard b
y

it
s dewy nest .

Should lurehim b
y

her gentlevoice , The spider'sthread , fromtwig to twig ,

T
o

choosethebetter part . Is glittering in the light

Her trustinghand ,youngEva laid With dew -drops has theweb beenhung

In that o
f

Albert Linne , Through a
ll

the starry night .

And for one tremblingmomentturned Why tarries Eva long in bed ,

Her gentlethoughtswithin . For she is wont to b
e

Deep tendernesswas in theglance The first to greetthe earlybird ,

That rested o
n

his face , The wakingbud to see ?

A
s
if herwoman -hearthad found Why stoopshermother o'er the couch

It
s

own abiding place. With half suppressedbreath ,

And when she turnedher to depart And lifts th
e

deep -fringedeyelid u
p ?

Her voicemore liquid fell That frozen o
rb
is death .

“ Dearyouth , thy thoughtsandmine ar
e

one ; Why raisesshe the smallpale hand ,

When I have saidfarewell ! Aud holds it to the light ?

Our soulsmust mingle evermore ; There is n
o

clear transparenthue
Thy thoughts o

f

loveandme , T
o

meet herdizzy sight .

Will , as a light , thy footstepsguide She holdsthemirror to her lips

T
o

life andmystery . " T
o

catchthemoistenedair :
And thenshe benther timid eyes , The widowedmother standsalone

And a
s

beside sheknelt , With her deaddaughterthere .
The pressure o

f

her siniess lips And yet so placid is th
e

face ,

Upon his brow h
e

felt . S
o

sweet it
s lingeringsmile ,

Low , heart -breathedwords sheutteredthen : That onemightdeemthe sleep to b
e

For him shebreathed a prayer ; Themaiden'splayful wile .

He turned to look uponher face , No pain thequiet limbshad racked ,

Themaiden wasnot there . No sorrowdimm'dthe brow

S
o tranquil had thelife gone forth ,

PART VII . She seemedbut slumlering now .

Eva bath fulfilled her destiny. Material thingscan n
o They laidher down beside the brook

furtherminister to th
e

growth o
f

her spirit . That waking Upon thesloping hill ,

o
f

the soul to it
s

own deepmysteries — it
s

onenesswith * Weare indebted to th
e

Ahorigines fo
r

thisbeautiful su
another , has been accomplished . A human soul is per perstition . The Indian believes that if th

e

wekolis o
r

ſected . Sorrow and pain — hope,with its ki
n
-spirit fear , whippoorwill alightsupon th
e

roof o
f
h
is

cabin a
n
d

sings it
s

are not fo
r

the sinless . She hathwalked in an atmosphere sweet plaintive song, it portends death to one of its in

o
f light , and he
r

faith bath lookedwithin the veil . The mates . The omen is almostuniversally regarded in New
true woman ,with woman's love and gentleness, and trust England . The author recollects once hearing an elderly
and childlike simplicity , ye

t

with a
ll

h
e
r

nobleaspirations |lady relatewith singular pathos an incident of th
e

kind .

and spiritual discernments , shehathknown them al
l

with . Sh
e

was blest with a so
n
o
f

rare endowmentsand great
out si

n , an
d

sorrowmay not visit such . She ceased to be piety . In the absence of hi
s

father h
e

was wont to minis
present — she passedawaylike th

e

petal that hathdropped te
r
a
t

the family altar ; andunlike the stern practices of the
from th

e

rose - like th
e

last sweetnote o
f

the singing -bird , Pilgrims , fromwhosestock he was lineally descended , he

o
r

th
e

dying close o
f

th
e

wind harp . Eva is th
e

lost pleiad prostratedhimself in prayer in th
e

lowliest humility . It

in the sk
y
o
f

womanhood . Has her spirit ceased to be was touching to hear hi
s

clear lo
w

voice , and se
e

h
is sp
i

upon th
e

earth ? Does it not still brood over ourwoman ritual face while kneeling at this holy duty .

hearts !-and dothnot her voiceblendeverwith thesweet One quiet moonlightnight while thus engaged,the mo
voices o

f

Nature ? Eva ,mine own ,my beautiful , I may ther's heart sank within her to hear the plaintive notes
not say farewell . o

f

thewhippoorwill blendingwith the voice o
f prayer . It

satupon the roof andcontinued it
s song longaſter the de

' Twas night - brightbeamedthe silvermoon , votionshad ceased. The tears rushed to her eyes ,and she
And a
ll

the starswere out ; embracedher son in a transport o
f grief . She felt it must

The widow heardwithin the dell b
e

ominous . In oneweek he was borneaway ,and the dai .

Sweet voices a
ll

about . sies grew , and thebirds sangover hi
s

grave .
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And that strangebird with it
s

rarcnote , so varied and extensive ; nor , to confess the truth ,

Is singingo'er herstill . is my erudition ( a
s

the learned Dominie Sainpson
The sunlightwarmer loves to rest would say ) adequate to the arduous task ; but the
Upon the heavingmound ,

And thoseunearthlyblossomsspring ,

arbitrary attempt , which , I understand , was lately

Uncultured from the ground. made b
y
a high dignitary o
f

our land , to curtail
and cripple this ancient ornament o

f

the human
There Albert Linne , a

n

alteredman ,

Oft bowed in lowly prayer , face , b
y

consigning one moiety o
f

it
s spreading

And ponderedo'er thosemystic words honors to the tender mercies o
f

the razor , induces

Which Eva utteredthere . me , in default o
f
a
n

abler advocate , to stand forth

That pure compassion, angel - like , in it
s

defence , and to vindicate it
s present dimen

Which touchedher soulwhen h
e ,

sions b
y

a
n appeal to the uniform practice o
f

for

A guilty and heart -strickenman ,
Would from her presenceflee. mer ages , through every successive phasis o

f

so

ciety .

Her sinless li
p
s

from earthly love , A certain clergyman , not indeed the most en

S
o tranquil and so free ;

And that lo
w

ferventprayer fo
r

hiin ,

lightened o
f

his calling , having been sworn to tes
She breathed o

n

bendedknee . tify in a court o
f justice , premised the delivery o
f

As Eva's words and spirit sank h
is

evidence with the following formal exordium .

More deeply in h
is

heart , “ I shall , ” said he , as if he were about to analyze
Young Albert Linne went forth to act a text , “ divide my testimony into three heads : inThe betterhuman part .

the first place , I shall not pretend to repeat the
Nor yet alonedid Albert strive ; exact words o

f

the parties ; in the second place , I

For , blendingwith his own , shall endeavor to come a
s

near them a
s I can ; and

In every voice o
fprayer or praise

Was heardyoungEva's tone. third and lastly , I shall be lengthy . "

He felt her lips uponhis brow , Now , like this methodical divine , I am a great

Her angelformbeside ; friend to logical order and arrangement ; and I shall ,

And nestling nearest to his heart , therefore , consider the subject proposed , historical
Was she , THE SPIRIT -BRIDE . ly , analytically and politically ; politics being , now
The Sinless Child ,withmission high , a -days , a condiment as essential to give pungency
Awhile to earthwas given , in the productions o

f

the literary caterer , as pep

T
o

show u
s

thatour world should b
e

per and salt , are to impart a relish to the chef - d
'

The vestibule o
f

Heaven .

Did we but in the holy light
euvres o

f

cookery . Indeed , such , I believe is the

Of truthand goodnessrise , condition o
f

the public palate from over -doses o
f

Wemightcommunionholdwith God this agreeable stimulant , that
And spirits fromthe skics . It

s

relish grown callous almost to disease,

Who peppersthe highest is surcst to please .

I shall not , at present , disclose the extent , to
which Imean to carry the principle contained in

THE "WHISKER ' ORDER . the third branch o
f ourworthy clergyman's testi

Beards , thenearer thatthey tend mony ; but I shall imitate in this respect , the policy
To theearth, becomemore reverend: o

f

other prudent hucksters ,who cautiously conceal
As cannonsshoot the longerstretches, a

n approaching glut o
f

the market , lest they im

The loweryou le
t

down their breeches . - Butler. pair th
e

value o
f

their own wares . Itwere , indeed ,

T
o T
.W.White , Esq . impossible to foresee into what vagaries imagina

Editor o
f

th
e

SouthernLiteraryMessenger. tion may b
e

seduced o
n
a theme so fruitful in spor

SIR ,-A history of the various transformations , live fancies , or what collateral disquisitions may

to which the human hair has been subjected b
y

the become necessary to illustrate the main subject o
f

capricious edicts o
f

fashion ,would compose a very inquiry . T
o impose a limit o
n in
y

speculations

amusing book ; nor would the kindred subject of were to surrender the freedom , so essential to the
beards b

e less fruitful o
f

interest to the curious an- unfettered exercise o
f

the faculties — to put gyves

tiquary . This venerable appendage has , indeed , upon the mind — to convert its elastic bound , its na
been th

e

sport o
f

some singular revolutions . A tural and graceful curvetings , into th
e
“ forced gait

world o
f learning might be displayed in tracing it
s o
f
a shuffling nag . "

“ decline and fall ”—its origin , its progress - the I cannot conceive a more lame and impotent
numberless persecutions it has endured from the conclusion ” than the finale o

f

a
n

orator trammelled

prejudices and th
e

tyranny o
f

man - its temporary b
y

th
e

famous one hour rule - compelled to " check
obscuration fo

r

nearly a century past — a
n
d

it
s

won h
is

thunder in mid volley , ” by th
e

chilling annun
derful resuscitation a

t

th
e

present time , when ithas ciation that th
e

brief hour h
a
s

expired - struck
sprouted forth with a vigor augmented b

y

the se - down “ with his arm aloft , extended like eternal
vere pruning , to which it has been so long unjustly Jovewhen guilt brings down the thunder "-his
exposed . I have not opportunity to explore a field 'lips suddenly sealed u

p

with the shout o
f victory

6
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