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DYMOND'S GRAVE.*

Suxpine by Exeter’s cathiedral tower

My thoughts went back to that small grassy mound
Which I bad lately left—the grassy mound

Where Dymond sleeps—and felt how small the power
Of time-worn walls to waken thoughts profound,
Compared with that green spot of sacred ground.

* Author of “ Essays on the Private and Political Rights
snd Obligations of kind,” reviewed in our September
Number for 1842, )

Dymonp ! death-stricken in thy manhood’s flower,
Thy brows with deathless amaranths are erown’d;
Thou saw’st the world from thy sequestered bower,
In old hereditary errors bound;

And such a truthful trumpet thou didst sound

As shall ring in men’s ears till Time devour

The vestiges of nations. Yet thy name

Finds but the tribute of slow-gathered fame.

PERAULT; OR, SLAVES AND THEIR MASTERS.

daring attempt of Perault and his com
mny‘:f the citizens E:' South Carol e

ions, to free themselves from slavery, must still be fresh in the minds of
lina ; nor is 1t likely to be soon forgotten in any slave-holding State. Although little may

be heard within the bounds of the slave-holding States of North America, of the mental faculties of the negro race, facts

oftentimes occar, which show that the blacks are gifted with higher talents than they are
the Insurrection planned, a few years back, by PERAULT, a negro slave in Charleston,

erally allowed to possess. Of this
orded a striking example ; and the

ringleaders of that deep-laid plot were allowed, on all hands, to have displayed an elevation of mind, and a heroic fortitude,

werthy of the best cause.
ings of Slaves and their Masters.

insurrection is the subject of the following tale, descriptive of the

', manners, and

Tt is left to the reader to reconcile the existing institutions of the slave-holding States of America with the following clauscs
in their Declaration of Independence, dated the 4th July, 1776 :— We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all man-

they are endowed by their Creator with certain inalienable

rights—that these are life,

bied are created
giaiy, and the ynﬂl:nit of happiness. That, to secure these rights, governments are instituted amongst men, deriving their

o t of the

the same ob; evinces a design to reduce them under
povide new guards for future security.™]

CHAPTER I.
THE INDIAN OUTBREAK.

Titus Andronicus.

Tue banks of the Wandoo, in South Carolina,
display some of the most diversified and beautiful
scenery that is to be found in any part of the
Southern States. The rich soil along the banks of
this river, is possessed by opulent planters, who
reside almost constantly on their extensive planta-
tions, surrounded by crowds of slaves, and display
all that easy luxury, and free hospitality, for which
the Carolinian planters have been so long and so
justly famed.

Of all the planters in that district, few ranked
higher than Mr. Bellgrove of Bellgrove, whose fa-
mily connexions extended far and near throughout
the State. Mr. Bellgrove had taken the lead in
society aronnd him, until, in a predatory incursion
of the Cherokee Indians, his plantation had been de-
stroyed; and his only son—a youth of much pro-
mise—seized and carried away by the savages.
From that hour no tidings were heard of the fate of
the young man ; and the melancholy event was soon
followed by the death of Mrs. Bellgrove, whom
for the loss of her son hurried to an early
Sick of the world, Mr. Bellgrove retired
society, and secluded himself on his own
shunning all intercourse with his wealthy
and leaving the management of his
ax,
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po m verned ; and, whenever any form of government
Tight in the people to alter or abolishit. . . . . . . ‘Wh

becomes destructive of these ends, it is
en & long train of abuses and usurpations, pursuing invariably

despotism, it is their duty to throw off such government, and to

plantation to his kinsman and overseer, Mr. Joolay
—a rude, unpolished Kentuckian—who ruled with
despotic sway over the negro slaves intrusted to his
care.

Early one morning, about two years after the
destruction of Bellgrove Plantation by the Indians,
two negroes were plying their hatchets on the trunk
of a tree close by the banks of the Wandoo. One
of them was a noble-looking youth, of remarkable
regularity and beauty of features, Unlikethe gener-
ality of the negro race, his figure was handsomely
formed, and shown to much advantage by the neat
arrangement of his dress, which was of finer mate-
rials than that commonly worn by slaves. His
companion—who was attired in the ordinary slave-
dress—was a chubby, merry-faced, blubber-lipped,
flat-nosed negro, who seemed to love laughter and
good cheer, and to cherish a thorough negro anti-
pathy to labour ; which latter feeling he evinced
by repeatedly laying down his hatchet, and stretch-
ing his limbs, with a yawn which displayed his
capacious mouth from ear to ear.

“ Come, Whackie, you must get forward withyor r
work before Mr. Joolay comes round,” said his fel-
low-labourer : “ you can’t be tired already.”

“1 is always tire ob dis work,” said Whackie,
reluctantly resuming his hatchet. “I wish Massa
Joolay was at de debil wid sll a heart. ’Tis bery
kind ob you Zama to come and help I so—but how
you like dis workee workee all day 7

“Well enough,” answered Zama, “if I saw our
poor fellow-negroes looked upon as men and Chris-
tians.”

“ Goley, Zama !” cried Whackie, « BuccruG tink
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we nigger is no men : and den what right hab nigger
for be,Christine 2

 Alas! ” sighed Zama, “there is nothing but
oppression for the poor negro race.”

“ Goley!” chuckled Whackie, “if dat be nigger
wages, we is always well paid!”

«J grieve to say that you are right,” answered
Zama, deeply sighing.

“ Well,” said Whackie, after a pause, “ you tink
dat Massa Joolay sall go to heben?”

¢« All good men go there,” answered Zama.

“Ah! boy, but Massa Joolay no good man. I
tink um go oder place, an’ poor nigger flog um when
um is dere. I nolike for workee ; but Massa Joolay
make me workee like a slave!”

“ And what are you but a slave?”’ said Zama.
Nothing provokes a negro quicker than to be called
a slave, as the name sounds, even in his ears, like an
snsult; and Whackie, enraged at the epithet, threw
down his hatchet, exclaiming, “ Come, boy! no call
decen’ people names. Lookee, Zama, I no work
anoder stroke ; an’ Massa Joolay may go dam for
I !7’

“MTr. Joolay,” said Zama, “ may mise the sound
of your axe, and make you feel his whip.”

This hint had the desired effect ; and Whackie,
taking up his axe again, growled,

“¢Workee work from morn till night ;
‘Why should black man stoop to white ¥

If I was been born planta’, an’ hab white slave,
Lor! how I flog ‘em up!” and indulging in this
fancy, he plied his hatchet with redoubled vigour,
till Zama suddenly ceased working, and gazing
earnestly at a small clump of cypress trees, mo-
tioned to Whackie to be silent.

“Wot you look at?’ inquired Whackie.

‘ Hush !” said Zama, “there isan Indian lurking
in the underwood.”

“ Oh Lor!” exclaimed Whackie, in a fit of terror,
ashe concealed himself behind a tree. * Hide, Zama,
hide ! he shoot like de debil!”

The Indian finding they had observed him, ad-
vanced from the thicket. His dress was that of a
chieftain of the Cherokee tribe : deer-skin leggans
were laced tightly to his shape, while a shirt of
beautifully-wrought stuff descended to his knees ;
his moccasins were trimmed with the skin of the
rattlesnake ; and a large blanket hung, in not in-
elegant folds, like a mantle at his back, over which
streamed his long, glossy, coarse black hair. The
negroes instantly perceived that he bore on his face
the streak of war-paint; his wampum belt sus-
tained a huge scalping-knife and a glittering toma-
hawk, and in his hand he bore & long Kentuckian
rifle.  With bounding proud step the Indian ap-
proached the negroes.

" % Peace,” said he, extending his hand and lower-
ing the barrel of his rifle; “ peace : the Red Indian
seeks not the blood of the black slave.”

‘Whackie, on hearing -this assurance, recovered
his courage, and stepping from his hiding-place,
sulkily said, “ Why you lurk in a bush ? why you
frighten poor nigger like 17"

The lip of the Indian curled with contempt as he
eyed the negro from head to foot.

“Slave,” said he haughtily, ¢ whevre is the nearest

plantation?” °

Nettled at the Indian’s sneer, and yet frightened
at the fiery sparkling of his hawk-like eyes,
Whackie sullenly muttered, “Look for him ; de
first plantation you come to will be de n >

The Indian enraged at the insolent answer, and
seemingly acquainted with the tenderest part of a
negro’s frame, suddenly brought the heavy barrel
of his rifle in rude contact with the shins of Master
‘Whackie ; and that so foroibly, that the poor fellow
sprang in the air, and catching hold of the affected
part,shrieked with pain and anger, while he pirou-
etted round on the other splay-foot with the agility
of an opera-dancer. “ Yeh!” he roared, “yeh! wot
is dat?—oh! you dam red tief! yeh! oh Lor! you
cus’ red waggybone, wot you mean?” The Indian
grasped his tomahawk ; but Zama, raising his hat-
chet, threw himself between his companion and the
enraged Indian.

“ You came with peace on your lips,” cried Zama.
“ Begone then; pass on your way in peace.”

“It is good,” said the Indian, replacing his
tomahawk. *Let there be peace between us. Poor
slave,” he continued, stroking Whackie’s woolly
head, ¢ the Red Indian will not harm you.”

“ Go to de debil, you dam red tief. You break my
shin, an’ say you no harm me!’ was the angry
sobbing response of Whackie, as, holding up his
cucumber-shaped leg to Zama, he bitterly cried,
“Look a’ dat Zama, see how he swell!”

Zama expressed his sorrow, and assured Whackie
that there was nodanger ; when the Indian, address-
ing Zama,inquired, “ What is your master's name?”

¢ Bellgrove,” answered Zama.

The eyes of the Indian glowed, as he hastily said
—*“ His plantation is called Bellgrove also. Isitthe
same Bellgrove whose plantation wasdestroyed some
seasons ago, and whose son was carried away?”

“It is,” answered Zama, as he sternly eyed the
Indian; “and the Cherokee tribe will yet suffer for
the foul deed.”

¢ Have you seen the youth lately ?” inquireq the
Cherokee, eagerly ; “he left the wigwams of the
Indian to return to hishome ; has he come? is he
well?”

Notwithstanding the assumed composure of the
Indian, Zama could easily perceive that there was
some deep design labouring in his mind ; and he
accordingly answered, “The Red Indian comes
with a lying tongue. We believe him not. The
Cherokees are too bloody to spare the young pale
face.”

“Then the youth has not returned? said the
Indian.—* No,” rejoined Zama.

“Ha!” shouted the Indian, *the young snake
has not escaped from the forest yet; he is yet in
the power of the Red Cherokee!” With a joyous
shout he flourished his rifle in the air, and the
wild woods rang with his horrid war-whoop.

“Ifit is to injure my noble master that you
speed thither, you quit not this spot with life!”
cried Zama, rushing on the Indian.

“Ay!” cried Whackie, starting up and flourish-
ing his axe, “ we do for you. You may kill Massa
Joolay, but no harm Massa heshef!”
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With a Joud war-cry, the Indian bounded for-
ward; and, elading the grasp of the negroes, with
the swiftness of the stag he darted through the
masts of the dark forest, pursued by Zama and
Whackie.

After a hard chase, the two negroes reached the
clearings of the plantation, and in one of the fields
observed M. e walking with Mr. Joolay.

“ Thank heaven,” cried Zama, “my dear mastor
is safe.”

«No be t00 sure ob dat,” panted Whackie, who
had ran till he was out of breath: “look, Zama,

de red rogue, see he take a bush an’ aim
him rifie at Massa ; oh run, Zama § you, me run,
come, come!”

Both rushed to the spot where the Indian lurk-
ed ; and before he could take a deliberate aim at
his intended vietim, Zama hurled his hatchet at
the savage, and struck him down with the blow.
Whackie flew forward and would have completed
the victory by chopping off the head of the Indian,
but Zama withheld him., “Shame, shame!” he
urged, “ he cannot harm us now. Why butcher
a helpless foe?”

“Ha, ha !’ cried Whackie, struggling to get at
the Indian ; “he no seruple for take my scalp,
an’ why I no take him head? You tink if de red
rascal get up he tank you for knock um down? He
shoot you, and scalp you too, for be so werry kind.”

While Zama was endeavouring to prevent
Whaekie from fi his fierce intent, the In-
dian, recovering from the sudden effect of the blow,
slowly brought his rifle to bear on Mr. Bellgrove,
and fired ; then instantly springing to his feet,
hurled his tomahawk at Zama ; but Whackie rush-
ed between his friend and the weapon, the handle
of which, in its whirl, encountered the head of
Whackie with' irresistible force, and stretched him
at full length on the ground. Zama instantly
eaught up Whackie's hatchet, and darted on the
Indian, who, drawing his long scalping-knife, at-
tempted to grapple with the negro ; who, avoiding
his grasp, struck him a violent, blow on the right
arm, which eaused the knife to drop from his hand ;
and ere he counld recover it, the gripe of the negro
compressed the throat of the savage, and snatching
up the knife, Zama plunged it into the body of his
foe.

A number of negroes led by Mr. Bellgrove and
the overseer reached the spot, and were amazed at
beholding Zamsa standing with the blood-stained
wespon in his hand, over the prostrate Cherokee.

% Zama,” cried the overseer, “ what means this?
who fired at your master?’

Zama turned to Mr. Bellgrove, and pointing to
the Indian said, “ He would have taken your life,
my dear master ; but you are safe!”

“Thanks, my faithfal Zama,” said Mr, Bell-
grove. “ I will reward your gallant conduct; but
is this Whackie? Is the poor fellow dead?’

“He no dead yet, Massa,” said Whackie, slowly
sitting up and scratching his woolly pate ; “only
got rap on & head ; he ring like an old dry cala-
baeh: ; auly bruise : too tick for crack!”

“ My yoor , T am afraid that you are se-
ricusly huet,” said Mr. Bellgrove.

7

“Oh no, Massa,” said Whaekie, rising up, as he
screwed his mouth with pain; “no hurt mueh;
only noise in a ears; dat all. Oh} de dam red
tief, was gib me such rap!” And he squeezed his
head all round with his hands, as if to restore it to
& proper shape again.

“ The Indian appears to be dead,” said Mr. Bell-
grove.—“He no more dead as 1,” cried Whackie;
“he lie ’tiff an’ quiet ; but neber say Indine dead till
um head off.”

Mr. Bellgrove looked at the Indian, and seemed
violently agitated.

“ Mr. Joolay,” said he to the overseer, “do you
remember the Indian chief who headed the attack
on the night my plantation was destroyed 7’

“I marked himsureenough,” said Joolay. “I shot
part of his cheek away ; and, if I guess aright, there
he lies. ’'Tis Moonakah, the Cherokee chief.” The
Indian slowly raised his head, while the blood
oozed fast from his wounds. “ Who spoke of
Moonakah 7" he feebly asked.

“Oh! tell me of my son!” exclaimed Mr,
Bellgrove, as he stooped, and, supporting the In-
dian, endeavoured to stanch his wounds. The
Indian faintly smiled; and, speaking with diffi-
culty, said—

“The Red Indian hated the pale faces, and
sought to destroy them. A slave has humbled the
pride of the Cherokees, The deer shall bound
through the dark forest unhurt~—~Moonakah’s rifle
is silent, his bow is unstrung.”

“ Your wounds will be attended to,” said Mr,
Beligrove ;  you will live and return to your
tribe—only tell me of the fate of my son.”

The Indian frowned as he feebly answered,
“ White man, the fawn of thy bosom hath fled
from the wigwams of the Indian. He cannot es-
€8] eath stalks before the Red Cherokee—ruin
is in his train—blood must flow in torrents ere the
Red Cherokee seeks the shadows of the dark
forest again!” He endeavoured to raise the notes
of a warlike death-song ; but the mild look of Mr.
Bellgrove calmed the fierce spirit of the Indian,
and faintly muttering, “I have pursued the young
pale face, thy son, with my Braves: even now
they surround him—they shall not all fall like
Moonakah.” With a faint sigh he sunk back into
the arms of his supporter, swooning from loss of
blood.

“Raise him,” said Mr. Bellgrove ;  carry him
gontly to the mansion-house, and let his wounds
be properly attended to.”

“If you would take my advice,” cried Mr. Joo-
lay, “ you'd throw him into the Wandoo.”

“ Silence,” said Mr. Bellgrove. ¢ He brings me
tidings of my long-lost boy, therefore he must be
well treated. Now, my friends,” contimued he,
addressing the negroes, “we must to the woods,
and search for your young master ; he cannot be
far off : and, mark my words—The first negro who
brings me intelligence of my son shall be rewarded
with Freedom !”

« Freedom ! ” shouted Zama, stepping suddenly
forward, “Freedom !—Oh! raptare! Come, my
friends, to the forest! Let every swamp and every
thicket be explored. Liberty is our reward ! 7 -
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To his amazement the negroes shrank back and
regarded him with sullen angry looks.

“Are ye men?” cried Zama ; “hear ye not a
father asking for his child—your own master, too ;

and will you not aid him? Are ye Africans? Ye | gro

base dogs! ye are only fit for the whip and the
chain : will no one follow me %’

“I go with you,” cried a stalwart negro, ad-
vancing ; but this volunteer was instantly collared
by a coarse-looking, blubber-lipped negress, who
nearly strangled him with the fury of her gripe as
she yelled, “ Yeh! oh! you blacka waggybone; you
want a go free, an’ leave you bootiful wife and
you lubely piccaninny !

“Hold you tongue, Sally,” remonstrated the
negro, struggling to get away from her; “no ’front
me 'fore de whole plantation. See, Massa be angry.”

“Let him go, Muma Sally,” said Mr. Bellgrove;
“if any negro brings me tidings of my son, the
negro shall not only obtain his own freedom, but
the freedom of his wife and family also.”

“ No, no, Massa,” cried the negress, * no free—
no free. Joey go free, Joey go lazy—wife an’
piccaninny go starve. No free—no free!”

And the cry of “ No free!”” arose from the whole
sable mob around.

“ Pardon me, Sir,” said Mr. Joolay, respectfully
addressing Mr. Bellgrove.  Your excited feelings
cause you to forget the negro character. In the
first place, these fellows can do nothing of them-
selves. In the second place, effectual aid must be
obtained, otherwise we are lost. With your per-
mission, therefore, I will proceed to the city, and
inform the Governor of this outbreak of the In-
dians, and request a few companies of Cadet Rifles
to scour the woods. In the meantime, send on to
Myrtlegrove, and cause your niece to alarm her
plantations, and set her negroes to cogperate with
your own in watching the clearings till aid arrives.
Let your own negroes be well-armed, and & few
bands of them be dispersed amongst the thickets
to give the alarm. No fear of the Indians harming
them ; they know the negroes’ scalps are no
honour, so wont touch them.”

“You are right,” said Mr. Bellgrove : “ proceed
instantly to the city ; take eight good rowers with
you—you will soon reach it. Zama, proceed you
to Myrtlegrove and spread the alarm. Request
my niece to send out her negroes to cover my son’s
escape. Mr. Joolay will call at Myrtlegrove on
his return, and see that effectual measures are
taken. I will arm my own servants, and scour
the woods myself at their head.”

Zama's countenance became joyful again as he
said, “I will strike through the forest, and soon
rea‘.f.h Miss Bellgrove’s plantation.”

Ygl’l’ please, Massa,” cried Whackie, “ I go wid

“If you think you are able, go. Remember,
watch the woods well ; bring me tidings of my son,
and freedom is your reward.”

Zams, with an exclamation of joy, caught
‘Whackie in his arms, and cried, “ Oh | Whackie,
we will yet be free.”

o« Muc.h good dat do we, eh?” said Whackie,
disengaging himself from the embrace of his friend,

« Wot use for be free? Masea,” continued he, ad-
dressing Mr. Bellgrove, “ I no like a be free—I no
want a be free.”

“ Why not, my good lad?” inquired Mr. Bell-

ve.
‘Whackie’s blubber lip seemed to dangle over his
chin with a ludicrous expression of sorrow as he
answered, “’Cause, Massa, free nigger hab to work
for um wittals; an’ when he fall sick, nobody care
for um ; free nigger no respectable ; oder nigger
laugh at um : no, no, Massa, you please I no want
a be free.”

 But, my good lad, you will still remain with
me, and I will be your friend and protector,” said
Mr. Bellgrove.

“Hi!”" cried Whackie, joyfully, “dat be oder
ting ; but wot if Massa Joolay flog I den?”

“Knock him down,” cried Zama ; “thelash .
touches not the free !”

“ Den, Massa, I want a be free,” said Whackie.
“1 say, Zama,” continued he, with a chuckling
laugh, addressing his friend in an under tone,
“ Goley ! how I like to hab de pleasure of knock
down Massa Joolay!”

“ Every man to his duty!” cried Mr. ve;
and instantly the negroes rushed into the thickets.

CHAPTER 11,

% There’s a splendid day for yellow fever,” said
Lieutenant Galliard to Captain Charles Walden-
berg, as they sauntered along the piazza in front
of the Governor’s house in Carlville—*“Ay, or
roasting eggs i’ the sand,” responded the cap-
tain, “This is no day for reviewing the troops.
I’d as soon go through drill in a baker’s oven.”

“ It seems,” said Galliard, ¢ that we're to have
hot work somehow, What can the Governor mean
by sending for us so hurriedly?”

T can’t tell ; but here he comes ; he will ex~
plain it himself.”

“ Good morning, gentlemen,” said the Governor,
as he advanced to meet them. “Have you heard
anything of this outbreak of the Cherokees ¢

The young officers answered that they had heard
nothing of it.

“ As yet,” said the Governor, “it is merely a
rumour; nor has aught transpired to confirm it.
A number of the Cherokees recently entered the
State, and advanced close to the city on pretence
of trading ; but it seems they have now broke into
open warfare, thinking that we are not prepared
for them. Captain Waldenberg, I regret that that
unfortunate duel between your brother the colonel
and Major Maitland should deprive me of the
service of two such gallant officers at such a crisis.”

“I am happy to learn,” answered the captain,
“that Major Maitland is now fully recovered from
the effects of his wound. My brother has been
self-exiled too long ; but I am in hourly expecta-
tion of his return.”

I rejoice to hear such news,” said the Gover-
nor ; “but in the meantime it is my wish that
your brigade of rifles be in readiness to repel
any attack which the Indians may be inclined to
make,”
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Assaring him of their readiness to obey his
wishes, the young officers received theirinstructions
from the Governor, and were about to take leave,
when Captain Waldenberg, looking down the
svenue, exclaimed, “As I live, here comes old
Joalay, waddling like an overgrown Muscovyduck.”

“I see he has got that eternal coach-whip with
him,” said Galliard ; “ I should like to know how

many lazy negroes have felt it during his progress
through the streets.”

“ His presence bodes no good,” said the Gover-
nor, hastily.

“ One-half of the negroes in town will swear to
that,” said the captain, langhing.

“Excuse me, gentlemen,” said the Governor;
“I will go and meet him. He seems fatigued.
Don’t leave till I return.” So saying, he hurried
down the piazza stairs, and advanced to meet the
overseer,

“ What does Joolay’s face look like?’ inquired
Galliard of his merry companion, as they watched
the of that worthy.

“It has been sadly bungled in the making,”
answered the captain : “ Nature, in sculptaring his
nose, seems to have missed the chissel, and flatten-
«d his features with her mallet, leaving the brow
and chin protruding most ladicrously.”

“ True,” said the licutenant, smiling ; *and, by
way of amending her blunder, Nature placed a
fiery carbuncle where the nose should be, and
which the owner nourishes most carefully with
brandy and water.”

“Did you ever see such a dress?” said the cap-
tain ; “ his nankeen coat and trousers would con-
tain half-a-dozen ordinary-sized men, and his
sombréro might thatch a negro hut. Here he
comes ; keep your gravity—he's a dead shot, and
I have no desire that he should try his skill at my

corpus.

“ Sarvant, gentlemen,” roared Joolay, as he
waddled towards them. “Warm weather this for
running in, ain’t it? Tarnation hot, I guess, for
agoing through the millinery evolutions!” .

“Ay, or flogging lazy negroes, Mr. Joolay,”
cried the captain. “Any of your negroes ran
away, that you have galloped to town so fast ?”’

“No, no,” answered Joolay, taking off his huge
sombréro, and wiping the perspiration from his
face with the lining of it. “The Indgines are
down on us bang slam ; we want you chaps up to
shoot & lot of ’em.”

“We are always ready to oblige our friends,
Mr. Joolay,” said the captain.

“Then, gentlemen, it is time your Rifles were
advancing,” said the Governor, “Give orders to

The sound of the bugles were heard through
every quarter of the city ; and the citizens hurried
to ascertain the cause of so sudden a call to arms.

planters, and store-keepers were run-
the streets towards the Exchange—all

i

i in his promenade, twirled his mous-
pulled the cigar from his mouth, and
“ Que rufdo es este 2" stalked on, The

1|

noise and oonfusion. The haughty Span.-

lively Frenchman jumped quickly rotund, and
listening to the clang of the bugles, exclaimed,
“Ha! preparatifs de guerre!” as he rubbed his
hands with glee. Young Carolinians were seem
rushing with speed through the streets, with flush-
ed cheeks, and eagerness and joy sparkling in their
eyes. The negroes looked around with distended
eyes and mouth, and wondered—* Wot de debil is
de row !” while the Catabaw Indian started for-
ward—clutched his bow and arrows with firmer
grasp, and drawing his blanket closer around him,
sought the outskirts of the city. Americans of
every state—Scotch, English, Irish, Spaniards,
French, Germans, Italians, Israelites, Indians,
Africans, men of every clime and every tongue,
were crowded at the Exchange, all eager to know
the cause of alarm—when suddenly the Carolinian
Cadets, in their elegant uniforms, with their dread-
ed Kentuckian rifles in their hands, were seen
hurrying to their place of rendezvous, and the
mounted brigade galloping along at full speed :
the alarm was now explained—the Cadets were
called out to repel the Cherokees.

The Governor and Joolay stood in the verandah
of the Governor's house, watching the gathering
of the troops as they rapidly formed on the lawn ;
and in a short time, four hundred as noble-looking
and as gallant-hearted youths as ever breathed,
were drawn up in warlike array, ready and eager
to advance upon the foe.

“ Look, Mr. Joolay,” said the Governor, as his
voice trembled with emotion, and the tear glistened
in his eye; “are they not a noble set of young
men? Do they not look like members of one fa-
mily ¥’ .

«1 shouldn’t like to be the father of such a
family 1” growled Joolay.

« s it not a pity that such gallant youths should
fall in such a warfare as this, with these savages?”
continued the Governor.

« Better for them to be fighting the Red Chero-
kees, than fighting duels with each other,” an-
swered Joolay. ¢ Lord bless you, Sir, they're all
as merry at the idea, as if they were going to shoot
squirrels. Hillo!” he cried, “ what's ado now ?”
a8 two mounted officers galloped up from different
directions in front of the troops, and, dismounting
from their horses, advanced and embraced each
other amid the cheers of the brigade.

“Nobly done !” exclaimed the Governor. “It
is Waldenberg and Maitland. I am happy that
Waldenberg is returned, and still happier at this
reconciliation. Now the young sparks will follow
them in the face of all danger. Come, Mr. Joolay,
it is time they were getting orders.”

The Governor, followed by Joolay, approached
towards the corps, and the officers gathering around
him, awaited his instructions.

« Colonel Waldenberg,” said the Governor,
“ your presence is unexpected, and it affords me
much pleasure to behold you again.”

<« Tt is not an hour since I arrived in the city,”
said the colonel. “Indeed, I had but brief time
to arm and gallpp hither.”

“Major Maitland, I am heartily glad to see you
at your post again,” said the Governor, addressing
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Maitland ; “but see that your health can stand
this campaign.”

“My life,” said the major, bowing, “is at my
country’s service.” o

The officers having received their instructions,
fell back, and took their stations by their different
oompanies, The order was given to advance.
Amid deafening cheers the star-spangled banner
was unfurled—the band struck up the favourite
national air ; and, amid prayers and blessings, the
-gallant youths marched forward to meet their
savage enemy.

The Cadet brigade marched through the shady
avenues of the city, and, having passed the lines,
struck into the open country. The day, as before
remarked, was saltry—not a cloud was vigible in
the heavens : the vultures soared high in the air,
till they seemed like small specks flitting in the
clear blue sky. The mocking-bird was wheeling
his restless flight from bush to bush, warbling ina
thousand different notes, and seemingly endued
with a sincere love of mischief. Now imitating the
warbling of the crested red bird, he would cause
numbers of them to forsake their perching places,
and fly towards him ; but no sooner were they
nigh him, than he changed his notes to the fierce
ory of the hawk, and caused the terrified warblers
to fly for safety, till he in turn was obliged te drop
his ill-timed mockery, and, with an ill-natared
chirp, hop to the root of the bush, to save himself
from the real hawk brought forward by his eries.

The brigade soon entered the bowery paths of
the forest. The sunbeams, mellowed by the-leafy
canopy, spread a rich golden hue around; the
lovely jasmine, twining from tree to tree, threw
forth its brilliant flowers like a gay drapery ; while
the clustering vines, clambering around the trunks
of the cedar and myrtle, hung in rich festoons,
heavily Inden with large clusters of grapes, as if
inviting the thirsty passer-by to pluck -and eat;
the smilax, twisting from branch to branch, look-
ed like triumphal arches gaily scattered through-
out the forest ;—flowers of every form and hue, ex-

haling perfume, seemed to captivate the senses ;.

while the royal palms and gorgeous magnolias,
towering like monarchs of the sylvan scene, show-
ed nature in her richest and most splendid trap-
pings. Guarded by alert skirmishers in the front,
on each flank, and in the rear, scattered through-
out the forest to rouse any ambuscade of their
wily foes, the main body of the Cadets advanced
joyously and fearlessly through the lovely scenes
of their native land.

CHAPTER LI,

Having seen the forces depart, Joolay bade the
Governor good-by, and sauntered along the shady
streets towards the beach, to regain his canoe. The
deep shade of the Pride-of-India, and orange trees,
which lined the footpath, could not prevent the
overgrown overseer from being oppressed by the
excessive heat, which had the effect of making him
unusually crabbed. Joolay had a mortal antipathy

to “lubberly negroes” wasting their time ; and so |

well-known was he to the sable race, that a glimpse
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of his figure was quite enough to make a negro
run homewards, It so happened that, on turn-
ing the carner of Market Street, he stumbled on
three clumsy negroes, busy at a game of marbles,
with their baskets filled with provisions lying on
the ground. Negroes are all fond of gambling ;
and, whatever may be the game they engage in,
their whole soul seems centred in it while they
play. So intent were these negroes on their diver-
sion, that they did not observe the approach of -
their enemy, who, grasping his long whip more
firmly, slyly slipped up to them.

“Ah! you tief, Jupits', play fair!” roared one
of the gamblers, who appearsd to be the losing
party; “playfair. Cus you eye !~—~knucka down
~knucka down—no go for cheat!” .

% I’ll knuckle down ye, you lazy rascals }” cried
Joolay, rushing at them, and plying his long whip
about their shins, The gamblers instantly began
s fandango, yelling in concert, and rubbing their
legs ; but mo sooner did they recognise the hateful
face of their assailant, than each, snatching up his
market-basket, fled in a different direction, leav-
ing Joolay master of the field ; who, like all other
eonguerors, instantly seized upon the spoils of the
vanquished, and pocketed the marbles whieh the
negroes, in their hurry and alarm, had forgotten.

“ One, two, three, four,” he muttered, as he
picked up the trophies of his victory. ¢ Lagy va-
gabounds, I'll marble them {—five, six, seven, ay,
a dozen—that's winning the game, I guess.”

So saying, he waddled on his way, till he reached
one of the most retired strests in the city, leading
to the upper part of the beach. He had not pro-
cooded far along this street, till he eneountered &
smart-looking negro, who attempted to take the
wall of the overseer in passing. Joolay instantly
stopped, stared the negro in the face, and uttered a
fierce oath.

“ Beg pardon, Massa,” said the negro; “I want
to pass you.”

“ How dare you take the wall of me?” roared
Jpolay.

“ Because you fill up all de rest of de pave!”
answered the negro, grinning broadly in his face.

“ You're an impudent dog, and Ive a mind
to——" Here Joolay flourished his whip very
scientifically at the negro ; but happening to place
his foot on a trap-door in the pavement, leading
to a cellar, the door gave way beneath his weight,
and Joolay was precipitated into the cellar, where
he lay wallowing in mud. With a look of amaze-
ment, the negro beheld the sudden and unexpect-
ed exit of the averseer; but summoning up his
courage, he cautiously peeped into the cellar.

% Help me out, you darned nigger—help me
out!” roared Joolay, in a fury.

* Hu—hu—hu!” shouted the negro, in a con-
vulsion of laughter. Look at de old Buccra—
hu—hu—hu! Um be catch like an old ratin a
trap!” he shrieked and laughed, till he could no
longer stand ; and, throwing himself down on the
street, rolled in the sand, exclaiming, “ Oh dear!
—hu~—hoo! Oh lor! I sall die wid laughee!”

The mirth of the negro added fresh fuel to Joo-
ny’s xage, Scrambling out of the eellar without
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hat or wig, he regained the pavement, and looked
sround for the object of his wrath, The street
:';l'e perfectly deserted—not a creature was vi-

“ Darn him !” exclaimed Joolsy, “ he’s off. No
~—by the ’ternal here he is!” And there the
negro lay at the root of a Pride-of-Indis tree, hold-
ing his sides, and gasping for breath.

“Who the devil was you laughing at?” roared
Joolay, springing on the megro, and seizing him
firmly by the neek. ,

“ Take care, Massa,” bellowed blackie ; “Iis 8
free nigger!”

“ A free devil!” cried Joolay ; “ I'll shake the
black soul out of your sooty carcass!”—and the
oversesr bade fair to put his threat into execuntion,
“ You'll laugh, will ye %—at me, will ye?’ he
roared, as he shook the negro almost to pieces.

“Oh! no, Massa,” cried the sufferer; “I'no

, Massa—neber laugh no more ! ”

“If you do, I—"

Here the overseer was interrupted by the clat-
taring of a horse’s hoofs begide him, and a stern loud
voiee exelaimed, “ White monster—unhand the
poor African !”

Joolay looked up. The horse was enrvetting
right over him. A dark face peered on him—a
heavy blow descended on his head, and Joolay
rolled in the dust, stunned and insensible.

The rescued negro started up and gazed on his
deliverer, who was a handsome, haughty-looking
negro, attired in a rvich Mameluke dress, and
mounted on a beautiful and spirited courser.

% Oh, Perault!” exclaimed the poor fellow, with
a burst of joy ; “can it, indeed, be you ?”

“ Ay,” rejoined his eable auxiliary; < Perault,
indeed. Whe else of all our race durst strike that
meonster down ?”

“1 fear dat you have killed him,” said the negro,
trembling, as he looked at the prostrate form of the
everseer.

“T care mot if I have,” cried Perault. « If you
and the vest of our oppressed race would do the
like, our proud tyrants would become the fewer.
But, quick—drag his carcass out of the way.”

“ What ean I do?” inquired the negro, looking
more and more frightened and perplexed.

% Toss him into that eellar, and leave him,” an-
swered Perault, pointing to the one from which

had immediately before emerged. With
much difficalty the negro dragged the overseer to
the cellar, and tumbled him in,

“Will ¥ shat de door on him ?” he inquired.
“If he come ‘live again, and find heshef in de dark,
be sall get good fright !”

“ No,” said Perault, hastily,  leave the door as
H 88 ; if he is found, his fall will be attributed to
chanee. Now, mark me—not a word of this ad-
vemture {0 any one, if you value your life. Fare-
:lmduhedoﬂ his rowels into his horse’s side,

off at full speed, while the rescued
Backie mealed quick]yu;,:?].

Bome time elspeed ere Joolay recovered his senses.
A Yol Singling in his ears caused him to think he
heavd s thowsand bells ringing; and he was
pezalell fo comceive where he was, till, by degrees,
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his ideas arranged themselves, and putting his
hand to his crown, he found the bump of knock-
downism very largely developed.

I recollect,” he soliloquized, * of tumbling into
this darned cellsr ; but then I got out again to
thrash that whoreson nigger, and then I remem-
ber of & black rascal riding me down ; but how I
got into this tarnation hole again, confound me if
I can guess,” .

So saying, he groped about, and finding his hat
and wig, which he adjusted, grasped his whip ; and
scrambling out of the cellar, with sore bones and
an aching head, he proceeded towards the beach.
On reaching the shore Joolay looked about for his
attendants, and beheld them diverting themselves
with the little land-crabs, chasing them into the
holes in the sand. The negroes were so intent on
their sport, that they had forgotten the receding
of the tide, which had left their canoe high and
dry on the land: no sooner, however, did they
observe Joolay, than they rushed helter-skelter
into the eanoe, and each of them laying bold of it
by the side, began to pull and haul with all their
foroe, to get it into the water again, encouraging
each other with loud shouts,

“ Did ever mortal man see such jackasses!” ex-
claimed Joolay. Jump out of the canoe, every
devil of ye, and push it into the water before you.”

The negroes instantly obeyed him, and, to their
great delight, the cance was once more afloat.
% Now,” cried Joolay, as he nestled himself in the
cance for a smooze, “row to Myrtlegrove, and
don’t utter a word till you are there—row like
lightning,' ye black boobies!” and the grinning
negroes plied their paddles with vigour. -

CHAPTER 1V,

The Columbian mail-coach, or, properly speak-
ing, cart, was rumbling along a sandy road through
a dark 'part of the forest, with two inside passen-
gers—a young lady, and an elderly gentleman.

%X wish,” exclaimed the gentleman, rather tes-
tily, % that Government would pay a little more
attention to the roads in the State. It certainly
would be better to root out these plaguy stumps
of trees, that stick up in the road, endangering
people’s lives at every jolt. I declarelam shaken
all to pieces.”

Here a sudden jolt tossed him nearly head fore-
most out of the vehicle ; but his cranium coming in
contact with one of the bars, another jog flung
him back on his seat again.

« Plague take it 1 cried he, % I’ve got my skull
fractured.”

“ Do take it easy, papa,” said the young lady;
“that’s the thirtieth time to-day you have de-
clared that your skull was fractured—a compound
fracture I su 1

« 1 ghall be all fractions before I get out of this,
anyhow,” said the gentleman, recovering his good
humour. * Ah, Letty, Letty! see what a state you
have brought your poor old father to: shaken to
pieces in this vile machine to please you.”

The coach suddenly stopped, and the driver ut-
tered a fierce oath,
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“ What is wrong?” said the young lady. “ Why
is the driver stopping the coach?’

“ Hillo, Coachee,” cried the gentleman, “any-
thing wrong?” '

“ An Indgin, Sir!” roared the driver, in answer.

¢ An Indian ; what does he want?”

“T guess, Sir, as how you ha'n’t heard that the
Cherokees are broken out?”

. “Is it possible?® cried the gentleman, somewhat
alarmed.

“ Calculate as how it is,” answered the driver,
rolling his quid in his cheek ; “ and here comes
one on ‘em.” Looking out of the vehicle, the pas-
sengers beheld a person in the Indian garb, flying
with the speed of the wind towards them. On a
sudden the sharp crack of a rifle was heard, and
the supposed Indian, bounding forward, fell pros-
trate at the side of the carriage.

“Guess I've hitten him!” roared the driver,
slowly reloading his rifle.

“Hithim?” cried the gentleman. * You villain,
how dared you fire upon him without a cause? he
is unarmed, and was giving you no provocation.
Poor fellow,” he continued, looking at the prostrate
form before him, “he must have come a long way;
see how torn his garments are.—Letty, my love, let
us help him,”

Quickly descending from the carriage, the lady
and gentleman raised the wounded man ; and, to
their surprise, beheld not the red face and long
coarse black hair of a Cherokee, but a face of
Youthful beauty, with light-brown hair curling in
beautiful ringlets over a brow of purest whiteness.
The wounded youth slowly opened his large dark
eyes, and bent them for an instant with a look of
deep anguish on the lady.

“I am no Indian,” he faltered ; * I am pursued :*
and he sunk insensible, while the blood oozed from
his mouth and nostrils, -

“No Indian?” said the gentleman, deeply moved
by the youth's situation. “ No, I’ll be sworn for it,
fair boy, that no Indian blood runs in thy veins.
Here,” cried he to the driver, who stood very un-
concerned, chewing & quid of tobacco, * here, you
hars'h bntte, lend a hand and help him into the
cal X
“I'm daddled if I does!” exclaimed the driver ;
“and hark ye, old chap, tip no more jaw, or I guess
I'se gotten a "tother ball in my rifle, Besides, who
}:&):: this chap’s fare? Let him lie—he won't run

ar ”

“ Unfeeling wretch!” exclaimed the lady.

“’Tisn’t manners for us free citizens of Ame-
rica to wallop ladies,” said the driver, eyeing her
with infinite contempt ; “so, I guess, I doesn't fight
wi’ the fair sex.” '

“I'll pay this youth’sfare,” said the gentleman.
“ He goes with us.”

“I guess you'd better tip us the blunt first,”
said the driver, holding out his hand for prompt
payment ; “two dollars and a half for carriage and
trouble—not a cent less.”

“There’s your money,” said the gentleman, pay-
ing hisdemands. “Now, help him into the car-
riage—gently now-—there, that will do.  Letty,
take his head upon your knee—poor young fellow,
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how I feel for him! “ Drive slow, Sir,” cried he ta
the driver, as they set to the road again—*“and you
may rest assured, I shall inform Government of
your wanton attack on this poor youth.”

T doesn’t care a sweet ’tatie for Government,”
answered the driver, carelessly. “Government’s
more obliged to me, than me toit. I’se a free and
independent citizen ; and I does as I likes.”

So saying, he planted himself firmly in his seat,
and belaboured the poor skeletons of horses that
drew the vehicle, till, to his own wonder—and no
doubt the wonder of themselves—they essayed a
canter.

While these transactions were taking place,
Zama and Whackie had held on their way through
the deep forest with the utmost speed, bounding
over tangled brakes and vines, dashing through
swamps and underwood. Unheeded by them was
the hissing of the deadly black snake, and the
threatening coil and thrilling rattle of the fiery-
eyed and poisonous rattlesnake ; the squirrel peep-
ed from his leafy bower with wonder at their
speed ; the racoon and opposum fled to their places
of shelter ; while the wild-deer, starting from its
covert, bounded away to the darker wilds of the
forest. On a sudden Zama stopped, and grasping
Whackie by the arm, pointed to the leaves which
thickly strewed the ground, and exclaimed—

““See! we are close upon a large band of Indian
warriors |”"—“Qh, Zama ! wot sall we do now?”
was the alarmed inquiry, as Whackie, gazing on
the ground, beheld the prints of the moccasins of
the Indians. “ Hush!” whispered Zama ; “the
trail is quite fresh—let us follow it. Slowly and
cautiously now—keep close on the ground among
the bushes.” Crouching amongst the underwood,
and gently pressing the branches aside, they pre-
ceeded forsometime ; when Zama, throwing himself
flat on the ground, listened attentively for a few
seconds, then motioning to Whackie to follow him,
crawled silently to a small thicket of myrtles
which commanded a view of an extensive glade.
“ Look there,” whispered Zama, as he pointed tothe
opening of the forest in front of them ; * there the
Indians are—in possession of the road too.”

‘Whackie looked in the direction pointed out,and
beheld the Indians clustering in numbers. Their
tall, erect, and noble figures ; their unconstrained
and elegant attitudes ; their martial air, and wild
commanding appearance, arrayed with their fear-
ful weapons, might have struck terror to a firmer
heart than that of poor Whackie. There stood the
bravest warriors of the Cherokee tribe, among
those scenes, and on the soil over which their fore-
fathers had held undoubted sway for ages un-
known ; yet there, the rightful owners of the land
stood as detested blood-thirsty intruders. The soil
no longer owned their sway : the white man had
seized upon it—driven them from their own hunt-
ing-grounds, and cooped them up, like deer in the
toils, Now they had rushed from the western
wilds, to make the hunting-grounds of their fathers
ring once more with the wild war-whoop of the
Red Cherokee, and to spread ruin and desolation
throughout the land.

A shril] ery of exultation ayosp from the Indians
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as they pressed towards the centre of the rodd, and
a general rush ensued to a place where one of their
chieflains stood.  Concealed amongst the bushes
the two negroes looked on with intense anxijety. “I
uy, Zama,” whispered Whackie, “ wot yon long
chap wid de red fedder ‘tick in him crown mean
by point to de wood, den to de road, and shake
him rifle 2”—* Now, "God help our young master !”
sighed Zama, bitterly.—*“Eh? dey is cotch him,
eh?” mqnued ‘Whacekie.

“Not yet,” whispered Zama ; “ that seems plain
fron their gestures; but they have got on his
trail, and, from then' exulting cries, he cannot be

faroff. See—see,” he exclaimed, as he started
up; “they point along the road—Ha! they have

. Now, Whackie, let us save Master
Charles, or die with him!”

The negroes hurried to the spot where the In-
dians had previously grouped around, and the
trodden leaves showed plainly, that the Cherokees
had gnthered from all parts of the forest to that

spot.

“Hi! Zamgseewotalot ob de red rogues been
here!” cried Whackie, pointing to the prints of
the Indians’

“Ha!” cried Zama, stooping and looking
earnestly at the sand, “ here is the mark of a white
man’s foot.”

“How you know de difference?’ inquired

E

¢ Notice,” said Zama, “ how the haughty tread
of the Indian causes the sand to sink as he raises
his step—see how the leaves and sand are pressed

mark. Now, look here,” and he
pain!ed to the i lmpresston of a small foot on the
¢ See how the footstep is turned out-
wards ; and see, the person must have been run-
ning hard, for the sand is pressed forward by the
front of the foot, and the mark deeply indented :
it is the footstep of a white person.”

“ How you can tell dat?” inquired Whackie.

“ As easily as I can tell the foot-mark of a com-
mon negro from that of an Indian,” answered
“ look at the print of your own foot-

L ')

Zama
mark.

‘Whackie raised his foot, and examined the sole
of it most minutely, then looked at the broad
splay mark with the long spur heel in the sand ;
and, thoroughly satisfied with the proof, he scratched
hishead and muttered, “Bery well ; may be nigger
foots be all alike.” .

“ Stay !’ exclaimed Zama, “here is blood. See,
wime one has fallen prostrate on the earth—there
is foul phy here. Ha! the print of horses’ hoofs
and carrisge wheels—and see here are more foot-
marks of white people. I see, it all,” he cried,
starting up—* he has been wounded, and fallen on
the road, where some travellers have found him,
and carried him on in their carriage. These red
fiends know this, and like so many famished wolves,
are on ﬁ! t.uck. There is a narrow foot-path

eypress swamp which leads to the

Nn of. bg aoaden . Come, Whaskie, redouble
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your speed, and get between the Red Indians and
their prey !”

" So siying, he dashed into the thickets at head-
long speed, followed by Whackie.

CHAPTER V,

In a gorgeously decorated apartment, display-
ing all that wealth and luxury could heap around
its occupant, there lay upon a rich ottoman, and
wrapped in deep slumber, the young and beautifal
heiress of Myrtlegrove. Her face was pale, and
bore a deep trace of melancholy and suffering ; in
her silent slamber she was scarcely seen to breathe,
and her pale and beautiful features seemed more
like the master-piece of a skilful statuary, sculp-
tured from the purest Parian marble, than like
a form of life. The paleness of her countenance
was relieved by the exquisitely arched eyebrows,
and long black silken eye-lashes, and her dark
hair, which lay in clustering ringlets on her neck,
while the whiteness of her robes vied with the
purity of herface. Over her bent a young negress,
whose features, for regularity and beauty, rivalled
even those of the slumbering white beauty. The
dark blood was seen mantling on her cheek ; nor
could the glossy darkmess of her skin, prevent
her features from portraying the various emo-
tions which agitated her broast. Her large ga-
zelle-like eyes lit up the whole countenance with
sensitiveness, which caused the looker-on to for-
get that that dark and cxquisitely sweet face be-
longed to the oppressed African race ; while the
elegant figure, and heauntifully-shaped foot and
ancle of this negro gir), showed that Nature could
lavish her skill on the despised negress, as well ason
theproudand haughty white lady. Inher hand the
young negress held a fan of richly variegated fea-
thers, with which she gently brushed the musquit-
toes from the face of her slumbering mistress, as
they buzzed around her. “My own dear lady,”
she murmured, as, with looks of fondness, she
bent o’er the fair slumberer. “ Hush! Ooknea,”
she continued, as an elderly Indian woman entered
the apartment; “hush! she sleeps.”

The Indian squaw stepped gently forward, and
gazing on the pale face of the lady, murmured,
“ Fawn of my bosom—sleep on! And oh! may you
awaken but to find new pleasures and hapgi-
ness!”

Here they were startled by the loud crack of a
whip, and a harsh voice beneath the front veran-
dah, sounding like the coarse rasping of a saw, ex-
claiming—

“ Out of my road, ye black rascals, or I'll flay
you alive !”

Another loud crack of the whip, followed by the
jabberingof aband of negroes, expostulating with the
intruder, caused the sleeper to awaken with a start.

« Zada—Ooknea !” she exclaimed, in alarm—
“what is that ¥

Here another loud oath from the harsh intruder,
accompanied by another loud crack of a whip, was
followed by an angry exclamation of—

% Flog you own nigger, you dam bnecra tief!
wot yon flog I for?”
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“ Sarve you right, you black rascal,” was the
response ; “that’s to learn you manners 1”

“ If flogee be good for teachee manners,” roared
the negro, “you hab much need for get him ten
time a-day youshef!”

“ You darned black son of a baboon,” was the
enraged rejoinder, “do you set up your tarnation
jaw to me ¥’

A loud shout of laughter was now heard, and
cries of “ Run Haman, ran—well done, Haman !”
Hitherto the Indy and her attendants had listened
with silent surprise.

“Itis that wretch Joolay striking the negroes,”
said the lady. “ Zada, love, call on him to desist ;
tell him I wish to speak with him.”

Zada hastened to the verandah, and beheld
Joolay, with his long whip in his hand, giving
chase to & negro footman, with about a score of
other negroes at his heels, who were roaring and
laughing at the race. The bulky form of the over-
seer, set off with his wide coat and trousers, looked
like a sugar hogshead mounted on legs, and his
huge hat, with a brim like an umbrella, flapped
up and down, as he waddled after the negro, as if
to wing him onwards. The fugitive proving too
nimble for him, Joolay gave up the pursuit, as,
shaking the whip at his light-heeled enemy, he
shouted—* Stop till I catch ye! by the Lord Har-
ry, I'll wallop you in style, I calculate !”

The negro instantly turned round, and began
dancing in triumph ; and, wriggling his body into
the most ludicrous postures, he sang—

% Massa Joolay ugly face,
I neber like for see um;
Pity much Aim nigger case,
I shouldn’t like for be um !”

Joolay’s rage arose beyond all bounds, and he
yelled out, “I'll make you pity your own case,
you darned ourang-outang, if I catch ye!” Turn-
ing quickly round, and resolved to wreak his fll-
nature on something, Joolay plied his whip right
and left amongst the negroes who followed him.,

%Il give you something to laugh at, you "tarnal
caoutchou-faced yahoos!” yelled he, as the negroes
flew off in all directions, cursing him in most ener-
getic terms.  Fretting and fuming with passion,
Joolay drew nigh to the house, when Zada called
to him.

“ Well, my negro-queen,” said the overseer,
looking up, * what is it?”

“My lady is alarmed and displeased at your
conduct,” answered Zada.

“]s she, my pretty treacle-dish?” he replied—
¢ then let her tell me that herself, and not do it by
deputy. I've had enough of your complexion for
one day, I guess. Blow my wig,” he continued,
%1 think the world’s coming to an end—the nig-
gers care no more for me, than they do for an old
turkey-buzzard! Here, my coal-black Venus—
my pretty queen of sables,” he added, as he entered
the verandah, “ put my sombréro and my whip
out of the way—don't lose ’em though. Now,
where’s my Mexican rose, my lovely lily of the
‘Wandoo—jyour mistress?” Zada threw open the
door, and Joolay entered the apartment.

% Bless my heart, my dear Miss Bellgrove,” cried
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he, as helooked on the pale face of the lady, “I am
to see you thus,”

“1 bave been indisposed for some time,” said
Matilda.

“ Ay, ay, 80 I heard,” eaid Joolay, * ever since
that duel between Colonel Waldenberg and Major
Maitland.”

Matilda’s face flushed with anger as she sternly
said, “ Silence, Sir ; your business here, I presume,
is some message from my uncle.”

“I humbly crave your pardon, Miss Bellgrove,”
said Joolay, *if I have hurt your feelings by my
ill-timed allusions. I am plain and blunt, my
dear young lady ; but allow me to say, that no man
would lay down life faster than eld Tom Joolay,
if it was to serve you.”

1 believe it,” said Matilda, smiling, as she held
out her hand to the overseer, who pressed it in his
paw, somewhat roughly.

“ And now,” continued Joolay, % have Zama and
‘Whackie been here 7

Zada answered that they had not arrived.

“ They should have been here some hours ago
then,” said Joolay ; “we must to business without
delay. Miss Bellgrove, you must instantly call
out your negroes, and arm them well.”

“Why s0?" inquired Matilda, with a look of
alarm.

¢ Because the Red Indians are on us,” answered
Joolay ; “ young Master Charles has escaped from
them. The woods are filled with them in pursuit
of him, and many atrocities have been committed
by them.” .

. “Has my cousin escaped ?* cried Matilda, with
a burst of joy.

“ Alas!” said Joolay, * he is still in the woods,
surrounded by the savages. One of them early
this morning fired at Mr. Bellgrove; he had a
narrow escape. Faith, Zada,” said he, address-
ing the young negress, “ if it hadn’t been for your
brother, Zama, it might have gone hard with Mr.
Bellgrove. Zama did the Indian’s business—
knocked him down with a hatchet, and then
struck him with his own scalping-knife. A capi-
tal joke ! keh—keh—keh !”—and the overseer
chuckled loudly at the idea.

“My cousin still in danger,” cried Matilda ;  the
Indians at Bellgrove! Oh! Mr. Joolay, what can
be done to save him ?°

“Ring the alarm-bell,” said Joolay. “ Arm your
niggers—I'll head them; the Indians are nigh,
and we can keep them in check till the Rifle Cadets
come up ; they ought to be close at hand by this
time.”

« The Rifle Cadets?" said Matilda, trembling.

% Ay—I was at the city, and saw ‘em march off
to aid us,” said Joolay. * And what's better,” he
continued, with a knowing look, ¢ Colonel Wal-
denberg and Major Maitland lead them on!”.
‘With & piercing shriek Matilda staggered forward,
% Waldenberg,” she exclaimed ; “ Waldenberg re-
turned—Maitland alive! Oh! old man,” she con-
tinued, as she clasped her hands, and almost sunk
on her knees before him, while the tears streamed |
fast from her eyes, « do not—do not jest with my

feelings!|  Was not Maitland killed, and Walden-
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berg branded as a murderer ; outlawed from his
native land, and I, I the fatal ceuse ?”

% Bless your lovely little heart!” said Joolay,
csaxingly, “don’t take on so. I declare you've
simost set me a~crying. You'll see Waldenberg
sod Maitland both here, alive and happy, in half
aa hour !

“Thank heaven—thank heaven!” cried Matil-
da, as with an hystaric sob she sank into the arms
of the overseer.

“ Here, Zads, help your lady,” eried he 5 « she’s

2 !”

Zads sprang forward, and took Matilda from the
arms of the overseer, while Ocknea bathed her
forehead with orange-flower water.

“ Let me rest,” said Matilda faintly ; “ I am bet~
ter now. Oh! what a load seems removed from my
heart and brain !” and her tears fell unrestrained,
as she sobbed aloud on the breast of her attendant.

A distant, shrill, piercing yell, burst on their
ears, and Matilda and her attendants started with
horror and  affright ; even Joolay stood transfixed
with amazement. Again the yell arose, so shrill,
s horrifying, that it curdled the blood at the
Boari of the hearers.

“ What means that fearful cry ¢’ inquired Ma-
tilda, in an almost inaudible whisper.

“Now the Great Spirit defend us!” exclaimed
Ocknea. “’Tis the war cry of the Red Chero-
kee I

=’Sdeath !” roared Joolay, “what am I stand-
ing here for ! Ring the alarm-bell—arm the niggers
~where will I get a rifle t”

“This way,” eriod Zads; *the armoury is on
yurlea”hand; there is the key—1I will alarm the

The loud peals of the bell rang through the
plaatation, and the negroes rushed in crowds to
the mansion-house ; when Joolay, armed with a
long Kentuckian rifle, appeared in front of the
verandah ; and beckoning to the negroes to draw
nigher, cried with a loud voice— :

“Hearee, boys | the Red Indians are coming to
Xill your Missce : will you fight for her and save
her ¥

% Yee ! yes! weall fight—we all die for Missee !”
was the loud and hearty answer.

% Then,” eried Joolay, “all you that have got
guns, go and bring them, with your powder and
shot—I"H give you plenty more when you want it;
all you that have no gans, come here and you'll
su Mc”

Many of the negroes were allowed to keep fowl-

to shoot racoons and wild-turkeys ; and,
barrying to their huts, theyspeedily returned armed
for the conflict, while Joolay rapidly distributed
what rifies and other arms he could get amongst the
reot; Women and children came crowding for-
ward $o for “Miseee;” and hatchets and sharp-
poiated poles were flourishing in every direction.
soon mustered those who had fire-arms, and
‘Simealf st the head of more than a hundred

stout follows.
l “Now,” sadd he, * let forty of you arrange your-
. silven fi e wpper verandsh, and draw down the
blinds, exespd one or two that you can see to fire

through ; the rest, along with me, will meet them
on the lawn. If we are beaten back to the house,
then fire from the verandahs down upon the In-
dians, and give us time to rally again.”

“’Top, Masea,” cried one of the negroes, *dere
be one great big gun in de cells’.”

“ Bring it out !” cried Joolay ; and to his joy the
negroes dragged forth a small field-piece.

“ Massa use for keep um for fire on grand days,”
cried another negro.

“ Then load it now, and fire at the Indians,”
cried Joolay, as he helped to load the piece to the
very muzele.

There was & small grove of orange and citron
trees near the avenue, which commanded the front
of the mansion ; here Joolay posted his forces.

“ Now, my lads,” cried he,  you must fight like
devils. Recollect you are fighting for your lives
and liberties——No, no, that's s mistake,” he cried,
checking himself as he beheld the negroes gaping
and staring at the idea of their fighting for Liberty,
o thing they never dreamed of. “Fighting for
your lives and your lovely young Missee !”

“ Yes, yes, we all fight for Missee !” was again
the cry.

CHAPTER VI,

The yells of the Indians were drawing nigher
and louder every moment, mixed with & loud
;umbling sound which Joolay could not account
or.

“ Hark | eried one of the negroes, “the sound
of chariot wheels.”

“Stand firm, my boys,” cried Joolay ; “here
they come.”

Louder and louder arose the Indian war-whoop,
and a carriage dashed like lightning down the
avenue, and wheeled through the centre of the
negroes, who opened their ranks to make way for
it. It passed so rapidly, that Joolay could only
get a glimpse of the horses covered with foam, and
the driver and two black faces on the coach-box.
He had but little time for reflection ; for, like a le-
gion of demons broke loose from pandemonium, the
Cherokees came on hard after the carriage.

¢ Fire {” roared Joolay ; and the negroes poured
in a well-directed volley on the pursuers. The fore-
most fell, strewed on the ground like leaves shaken
by the wind. The check was so sudden, so un-
expected, that the Indians” for an instant wavered
and turned ; but one of their chieftains rushing to
their front flourished his rifle, and pointing to the
gallant little band of defenders, raised his horrific
war-whoop, and the Indians on.

“ Tarnation !” cried Joolay, ¢ that chap must be
done for, or we’re all dished.”

So saying, he levelled his rifle at the chief and
fired. The shot told well ; for the Indian, staggering
back wards, sunk uponhishandandknee ; then striv-

ing to regain his feet, again he fell, but fastened his -

eyes on Joolay with a look of rage, which made his
eyes glitter like those of an enraged rattlesnake.

“No joke that” said Joolay, as his cheek
blanched a little when he saw the Indian take
aim at him: *I wish I was ahind a tree!”
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“Stand out the way,” shouted a voice behind
the overseer, “till I give that there chap his gruel.”
A shot whistled past Joolay’s ear, and struck the
Indian in the forehead, and he fell prostrate, his
" limbs quivering in the agonies of death. .

“Ha! that’s saved your bacon, my old cock,”
cried our friend the mail-driver, as he hit Joolay a
hearty slap on the shoulder.

“I'm certainly much obliged t’ye for't,” an-
swered the overseer joyfully.

“1s this here thing loaded?” said the driver,
pointing to the cannon.

“ Yes,” answered Joolay.

“Then tip us the match and stand clear.” So
saying, the driver applied the match to the touch-
hole: bang went the piece, and a fearful cry
amongst the Indians told of its fatal effects ; while
the cannon rebounded, and, as if rejoicing at the
deed, threw a somerset amongst the negroes,
some of whose legs it nearly broke. The cannon
shot was answered by the shrill blast of a trumpet

in the forest.  Hurrah!” roared Joolay, in a de-
lirium of joy; *we’re safe! The Cadets—the
Cadets!”

All was hurry and alarm now amongst the
Cherokees ; and instead of rallying to the attack,
they began to pick up their killed and wounded
warriors, and prepare for flight.

“ Another volley,” cried Joolay, “and then
charge on the red rascals !”

Another volley was poured in upon the retreat-
ing Cherokees ; and Zama, with a hatchet in his
hand, suddenly rushed to the front of the negroes,
followed by the whole band whom Joolay had left
to guard the house.

¢ Follow me, my brethren !” shouted Zama ; and
leading on the whole body of negroes, he charged
furiously on the Indians. The rattling of the
rifles was now heard in the wood, mingling with
the trumpet-sound of the Cadet brigade ; while the
Cherokees, broken down, dispersed and dispirited,
fled from the lawn to the thickets for safety. The
sound of the conflict in the forest was drawing
closer and closer, and the main body of the Indians
were drawing nigher and nigher to the mansion-
house, and were seen hurrying from bush to bush,
and from tree to tree, wherever they could main-
tain their position. It was evident that the Cadets
were driving the Cherokees before them ; while the
negroes, eager in pursuing those who had already
fled, could not be rallied to attack the advancing
enemy.

“Oh! for abugle ora horse-whip,” cried Joolay,
“to bring them black niggers to a sense of their
duty. Tarnation! the Cherokees will be round us
in a jiffy 1”

At this moment Whackie hurried past, armed
with a huge club.

“Here,” cried Joolay, ¢ roar on Zama and these
vagabonds to come back ; don’t you see the Chero-
kees coming on us again {”

‘Whackie instantly darted forward, and con-
sidering, that if Zama turned, all the rest would
follow, he bellowed out, “Zama, Zama ! de Red
Indine is behind you ; look back—look back !”

Zama heard him, and, Jogking round, perceived
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the Indians approaching the clearings. Instantly
halting the negroes, he hurriedly formed them, and
led them on the approaching foe. The whole posse
of negroes, acting like sheep following their leader,
no matter where, charged furiously on the Indians.
A fierce but brief struggle ensued ; for the vanguard
of the Cadets now advanced at double-quick time
from the forest, driving the Indians like stricken
deer before them ; a general rout ensued, and the
Indians fled in all directions.

“ There's a charge for ye!” shouted Joolay ;
““there’s a glorious charge ! ” as Zama and his fol-
lowers seemed actually treading the Indians under
foot. “ Hurrah! the red rascals are beaten to
eternal smash. By jingo ! Washington, nor Gates,
no, nor no other general, ever did the like. By
the hookey, its all my doing!” he roared, as he
frisked and gambolled about like a young elephant.

“ Bravo, my old boy !” cried Captain Walden-
berg, as he advanced ; * you have stood your ground
most nobly!”

“ Hav'n’t I?” cried Joolay; *show me a gene-
ral in Ameriky, ay, or out on’t either, that could
do better ! ”

The captain laughed, and waving his sword,
pointed to the retreating Indians. ¢ On, gentle-
men,” cried he to the Cadets ; * forward on these
sa’ ! ”

“Oh!” cried Joolay, “if I was as supple as
you chaps, I’d show you fun. I’ve won the battle
to your hand, my bucks; so you can chase ’em
yourselves. Hillo!” continued he, as a party of
the Cadets advanced supporting Major Maitland.
“ What'sado? What, major, are you wounded ?”

¢ Slightly, slightly,” answered the major. “On,
gentlemen, on !—Bind that scarf 6ver the wound.
Thanks, that will do.—Forward, forward!” He
staggered and fell. ¢ Never mind me, gentlemen.
On, on ; do your duty!” he cried, as he endeavoured
to rise.

¢ This is & sad misfortune,” said Joolay, as he
stooped down and supported the major's head.

“ Yes,” said the major; “ to be struck down in
the moment of victory! I must make another
effort to join my gallant comrades.”

“ What !” cried Joolay, “ fight again ! and you
got a bullet through youalready? No, no, let me
guide you to the house ; Miss Bellgrove must be-
come your sick-nurse.”

% No, no,” said the major,  rather let me lie
where I have fallen ; not for the world would I
intrude on her!”

“Fiddle-de-dee! my dear fellow,” rejoined Joolay,
“ the turkey-buzzards would gobble you up in a
jiffy. Miss Bellgrove knows you are come ; so don’t
offend her again.”

“T'll take tother wing of the gemman,” said
the coach-driver, « and help him into the house ;
there’s t’other wounded chap in the big house, and
a prime wench, I guess, a-looking arter him.”

< Is it one of our brigade?” inquired Maitland.

 No,” answered the driver, “ its a young blade
that was chased by them Red Indgins. He's
been among ‘em a while, and the two black nig-
gers wot saved us from the Cherokees, thinks as
how it be’s theip master,”
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“1s't poesible !” exclaimed Joolay. “ Master
Charles here ? Lord blessme! what am I about ?”
So ssying, he left Maitland, and trotted off to the
mansion-house as fast as he could ; when, just as
be reached the front staircase, a loud voice hailed
him. Joolay turned, and beheld Zama and
Whackie advancing rapidly towards him.

“ Well,” eried Joolay, “do you two niggers
think you've nothing to do but spanking Indians?
Come along, my boys; your young master’s here.
Bat why were you not here before me, eh? You
came on to give the alarm, and you wasted your
time on the road preciously, I guess.”

% We could not arrive earlier,” answered Zama.
“We cameo upon the-Indians in the forest ; and, by
the aid of Providence, we have been instrumental
in saving Master Charles.”

“ What d’ye say ¥’ cried Joolay ; “ how? ex-
plain yo

“ The earrmge was pursued by the whole of the
Indian warriors,” answered Zama. ‘I knew a
road through the forest, which leads through the
eedar swamp ; we took this path, and overtook the
earrisage just in time to save the passengers.
Whackie and I sprang upon it, and compelled the
driver to gallop the horses full speed, and we
reached this, followed closely by the Cherokees.”

“ You’re a brave and a clever fellow, Zama,”
exelaimed Joolay ; “ Natur’ never intended you for
a nigger, baut blackened your face in a mistake.
Come along, my lad, and I'll get you a glass o’
wandy, the best in the house, for I want one to
myself.”

Zama shrank back with a bitter sigh, and his
lip quivered with a pang of agony, at the insult to
s complexion, and the reward offered for his
meritorious service. “ Yes,” he inwardly exclaim-
ed, “ had I saved a thousand whites, my thanks
would have been their cold disdain; and this, be-
cause I am what God has made me—a Negro !
The next moment the gallant youth was folded
in the embrace of his affectionate sister, Zada.

“ My beloved brother!” exclaimed the girl, as
she gazed fondly on him.' “ Ob, what a noble
part you have acted this day !”

“ My beloved sister,” said Zama, tenderly, “ to
meet thee thus, and merit thy praises, proves a
balm for every wound—both of mind and body.”

“ What’s the meaning of this tomfoolery with
you two niggers ?”’ roared Joolay, * Zada,show
me instantly to Master Charles’ room.”

“ Master Charles 2" said Zada ; “ he is not here.”

“ Zounds!* cried Joolay, “ didn’t he come in the
carriage that flew past a little ago 1

“ The whole party in the carriage,” answered
Zads, “ were more dead than alive when helped
out. But there was a young man in the Indian
gaxb, sorely wounded, carried into the house.”

% That's him, that’s him!” criedJoolay. “ Where
is be, where is he ?”’

“Stay & moment,” said Zada ; ¢ should it be
Charles, oh, what happiness!” So saying, she
hﬁhﬂ quiekly away, leaving the overseer in the

Ou eniering: the apartment where the wounded
Youth Iy, Zads found Ooknea watching over him;
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his eyes were closed, and he breathed heavily us
with pain. The negress looked earnestly at his
features ; but grief, harsh usage, and toil, had con-
siderably changed the appearance of the young
man. Still Zada saw, or fancied she saw, in the
countenance, a strong resemblance to Charles Bell-
grove. ¢ Ooknea,” said she, “ do you mnot think
this is Master Charles who was carried off by the
Indians?”

“ Nonsense, child,” answered Ooknea ;  the
boy was killed by the Red Cherokees.”

At the sound of that dread name the youth
started and opened his eyes, while a faint murmur
of alarm burst from his lips. The strange appear-
ance of the apartment struck him with surprise,
as he gazed around him. “ Am I then safe?” he
said, “ or is this a dream ?” He turned, and his
eye met the glance of Ooknea. ¢ God help me!”
he exclaimed; “am T yet in the power of the
Red Indians?”

“ Not so, young man,” said Zade ; “ you are
safe in the keeping of those who can and will pro-
tect you.”

The youth started at the sound of her voice, and,
looking at her, exclaimed, “ A negrees' then I
must be safe. Where am I‘G”

“ With friends,” answered Zada.

¢ Methinks I hear the horrid yells of the Chero-
kees ringing in my ears,” said the youth;  and yet
I must be safe. Where is your master ?”’

¢ I have no master,” said Zada, smiling.

“ You are free, then ? said the youth.

“ No,” answered %ada.

¢« Strange!” he ssid. “ Methinks I have seen
that face before ; and yet my own negroes spoke all
in broken dialect. How far am I from Bellgrove ”

“ Does your wound pain you?” said Ooknea,
interrupting him.

“ No, no ; not much. The joy of being safe
expels all bodily pain. Mother, my beloved mo-
ther!” he exclaimed, am I again near thee ?”

¢ Mr. Bellgrove had a son carried off by the
Cherokees,” said Zada.

“'Twas 1,”” exclaimed the youth; I am Charles
Bellgrove.”

“ Joy, joy.!” cried Zada, as she sprung towards
him. “ Oh! Charles, do you not remember me
—Zads ; your own dear Zama's sister 2”

With an exclamation of joy, the youth stretch-
ed out his arms to the girl. She caught his hands,
and pressed them to her lips. * You are safe,” she
cried ; then rushed from the room with the glad
tidings.

¢ Deuce take the wench!” roared Joolay, as
Zada hurried from him, leaving him in the
piazza ; ¢ where is she gone to? Let’s see who's
here,” he continued, as he pushed open a door;
and, followed by Zama and Whackie, he entered
into a spacious apartment.

“ Ha! Joolay, my old boy ; how are ye 3 cried
a friendly voice.

“ Eh?itcan't be,” cried Joolay.  Well, I de-
clare! is it possible? My dear fellow, how are
ye?” And Joolay seized the hand of the before-
mentioned old gentleman who had picked up )oung
Bellgrove,
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“ Well, I guess this is odd !” cried Joolay, as he
shook the hand of the old with as much

force as if he was working the handle of a pump-
well. “ My dear Captain Norrisville, what can
have brought you here?”

“ For meroy’s sake, Mr. Joolay, don’t shake my
arm so. Oh! my bones! I've been bumped and
thumped, and tumbled and rumbled, till every joint
is dislocated.”

¢ What brought you here?” demanded Joolsy.

“ That bone-dislocating machine you folks call
a mail. My stars! you should call it a new-
fashioned wheel for breaking folks alive,” answer-
ed Mr. Norrisville.

“ But bless my wig,” cried Joolay, “ when did
you come? and what brought you to Myrtle-
grove at such a time as this ?”

“QOh! Joolay, that foolish little jade, my
daughter Letty, heard that her cousin, poor Ma-
tilda, was ill. So mo rest got I, till I agreed to
bring her here. Well, as the mail—confound it,
say I—was said to be the most expeditious mode
of travelling, I secured seats. We got on with
plenty of jolting, till we pioked up a young
wounded lad ; and after that we heard an awful
yelling and hallooing. Lord bless me! when I
looked back, there’s about a little thousand of these
rascally Cherokees, full drive after two niggers:
up come the niggers, jumped up beside the driver
like linkin, and lashed the horses like blazes. Away
* we went—rumbling, tumbling, heels over head in
the inside of the coach, rattled up and down, round
and round, just like dioe in a box, till we got
here. We were lifted out by the nigger women,
and poor Letty is in hysterics—and as for me, I
ean’t walk a step.”

Matilda now entered the apartment, and ad-
dressing Mr. Joolay, said—“ Oh ! Mr. Joolay, this
has been a fearful day !” The tears were stream-
ing fast from her eyes, and the overseer felt almost
inclined to partake of her grief; but dismissing
the thought, he addressed her as he would have
done a weeping child, whom he wished to coax
with a sugar-plamb.

“Don’t cry now—that's a darling : dry those
pretty eyes—there's a sweet creature. All's right
now, my lovely dear ; the Indgines are beaten—all
put to flight,—it's devil take the hindmost with
them now ;—and, hark ! there’s the Cadets’ bugles
sounding the recall ; faith its time—for the sun'’s
agoing down, and the young chaps can't see to
shoot Indgines in the dark.” As he spoke, the
shrill blast of the bugles sounded the recall. “That’s
right,” cried Joolay.

“Joy—joy |” cried Zada, as she rushed into
the apartment ; “he is safe—he is safe. Oh, my
dear lady, Master Charles is here.”

¢ Hurrah !1!” roared Joolay, as in the height of
his joy he pulled off his wig, and tossed it in the
air. “Bless you, my dear girl, for the intelli-
gence.” So saying, he flung his arms around
Zada, and hugging her in a bear-like embrace, im-
printed a score of kisses on the cheeks, brow, and
lips of the astonished girl.

‘Whackie, determined to follow the good ex-
ample thus set him, gave full scope to his joy, and
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flinging his arms around the neck of a negro
woman, who happened to be near him, impressed
upon the blubber lips of the wench a kiss, which
sounded like a pistol-shot.

“Yeh! you black nasty nigger,” shrieked the
female, as she struggled to free herself from
‘Whackie’s embrace.

“ 1 say, Whaokie,” expostulated a sulky look-
ing negro footman ; “you no do dat again—dat
my wife!”

“I no care if she was you moder!” cried
Whackie. “Oh, Lor! I is o glad!—ha !—ha t—
ha!” He then, forgetful of where he was, and
setting all the rules of decorum at defiance, began
a negro jig, to the great surprise of the slaves ;
and it was not till Joolay roared to him to behave
himself, that Whackie was restored to peace.

“ Nay, check not his honest mirth,” said Miss
Bellgrove. “ To him and to you, my noble-minded
Zama, we are indebted for the safety not only of
our long lost Charles, but of my dear Cousin Letia,
and her father also. Approach, Zama, and receive
the slender reward which I now offer, and talke it
88 a guarantee that a higher reward will yet be
yours.

Zama had stood transfixed with the excess of
rapture ; the sound of Miss Bellgrove’s voice
aroused him from his stupor ; and advancing to-
wards her, he cast himself on his knee before her,
while, bending his forehead almost to the dust, he
gently took and kissed the hem of her garment,

 Dearest lady,” he said, in a voice tremulous
with emotion ; “the rapture I now feel in being
instrumental in saving the life of my young mas-
ter is a reward sufficient in iteelf. To have merited
the approbation of one so lovely, and so good as
thou art, adds but to the excess of joy which your
poor, but faithful negro feels.”

“ Take this,” said Matilda, as she drew & massy
chain of gold from her neck, and threw it around
that of Zama, as he knelt at her feet. « Take this
—and wear it in remembrance of Matilda Bell-
grove.l) -

The negro pressed the chain to his throbbing
heart, and answered, “ And the heart of Zamasa
will be cold in death ere ‘the gift of Matilda Bell-
grove quits its resting-place.”

He rose, and a loud noise was heard on the
verandah, as Haman threw open the door of the
apartment.

“ What means this uproar, Haman?” said Miss
Bellgrove.

“Oh! Lor A’'mighty!” cried Haman, “ oh!
Missee! he be Massa Maja Maitland kill an’
wound, an’ shot tro’ & body, comin’ up a stair—
Oh, Lor!”

¢ Maitland wounded !” exclaimed Matilda, as
she flew forward, and, at the door of the apart-
ment, met Maitland, supported by the driver and
some negroes. “ Oh! Maitland,” she exclaimed, ay
she preseed his hand, * is it thus we meet? Alas, it
seems that you must never approach the unhappy
Matilda Bellgrove but your blood must pay the
forfeij!”

 Oh, say not so, Miss Bellgrove : to die in thy
cause were bliss indeed,” said Maitland.
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have smallowed him.
of 8 racoom !
Tanation ! if I hav’n’t a mind to skin you alive.”
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“ Your wounds must be instantly attended to,”
wid Matilda. “ Zada, call Ooknea.”
“ She is dreesing the wound of Master Charles,”
wid Zada.
“Wound!” eried Joolay. “ Who wounded Aim
—was't the Indgines?”
“No,”said Mr. Norrisville,  This gentleman,”
peinting to the driver,  mistook him for an In-

din, and shot at and nearly killed him.”

Joolay turned upon the driver as if he could
¢ Oh! you darned ugly son
did you shoot Master Charles?

“Not so fast, master,’” said the driver, “ How

w5 I to know the young gemman from an
Indgine’—he was more like that nor a decent
(hristian. I wasn’t a-going to wait to see if he'd
knock my brains out with his tommy hawk; no,
Iguess. Ifired to sdve myself,—self-preservation,
youknow. Besides, if I shot him by mistake, I
amed him here, in spite of the red rascals who
were after him ; and, I guaess, if I hadn’t a-come to

your amistance, and shot yon red chap that was

soing to make
wouldn’t be crowing so loud now.”

you his target, ecod! you
“You're right, Sir,”” said Joolay ; “and I for-

. »
give you.

“Conduct Major Maitland to the apartment

next to Charles, and see that Ooknea attends him
instantly,” said Matilda.

“He couldn’t get a better she-doctor than that
ol copper-faced crone in the State,” said Joolay.
“ %, come, major 3 I'll escort you. Lend a hand
Mr.Norrigville.”

The major, expressing his fondest thanks for the
kinduess, was conducted to his apartment.
A loud altercation in the piazza now arose, and

Zada hurried to ascertain the eause of digpute.

“ You can't get in,” cried Haman.

“ What's wrong?” said Zads.

“ Oh! him be lot ob dam low nigger want for
see Missee,” answered Haman.

“ Admit them instantly,” cried Matilda. A
group of armed negroes rushed into the room, and
shouted, “ Long live Missee !—we beat de Red In-

19

Waldenberg’s eyes rested on Matilda. She had
sunk back on her chair,—~her head was drooping
on her bosom, while the heaving of her breast, and
the working of every nerve, showed that she was
violently agitated. Zada was bending at her feet,
and looking with sorrow on her mistress. Thrice
‘Waldenberg essayed to speak, and as often his
tongue refused its office. He glanced around the
room on the silent elaves, and, for a second, not a
breath was heard. At length Waldenberg found

and tremulously uttered, “ Lady!” Ma-
tilda started, and Zada, preseing her hand, fondly
whispered, ¢ Oh, be calm,—do compose yourself.”
‘Waldenberg advanced closer to her, and said, in a
tone of deep entreaty, * Miss Bellgrove!” Oneor
two large tears coursed down her cheeks, and fell
upon her hand ; he took her hand unresistingly,
and pressed it fondly in his, as he said, in a tone
so soft that it thrilled through every nerve,  Dear
Matilda! will not thy sweet lips welcome the
weary wanderer to his home ?”

Matilda raised her tearful eyes ; they fell upon
the bleeding wound on his cheek. With a loud
shriek she started up, and, throwing herself into
his arms, exclaiming, “ Waldenberg! you are
wounded !”’ sunk insensible on his bosom.

He looked with alarm on her pale face, and,
pressing her to his breast, exclaimed, “ O God! I
have killed her!”

The negroes, taking the exclamation of the
colonel to be a literal fact, raised an wgly and fierce
howl, while a dozen of firelocks were instantly
levelled at his body. Another moment, and he
would have been stretched a bleeding corpse ;
when Zama rushed on the levelled fire-arms. “Mad-
men!” he shouted, “ what means this folly 2”

“Stan’ out a road,” cried one of the avengers ;
“ you no yearee dat dam buccra say him was &il/
Missee !”

“No, no,” cried Zada, throwing herself between
the colonel and the weapons. ¢ She has only
fainted. Bear her to the window—she will soon
recover—give her more air.”

The colonel raised Matilda in his arms, and,
forcing the negroes aside, bore her into the veran-

dines,—denr no take ‘good Missee away,—no, 1o, dah.

nigger fight for Missee I”

The ?‘:m were all attired in white Osnaburg
dresses,—wide trousers, fastened with a red and
white sash around the waist,—their jackets, vests,
and broad shirt-collars folded over, gave them a
neat and smart appearance ; and, while each stood
before her, grasping his gun firmly, and rejoicing
that they could protect her, Matilda felt proud
that she could rely upon their courage and fidelity.

“ Thanks, my friends,” said she.  To-night let
there be feasts at your huts : ask freely what you
require, and all will be supplied you.”

“ Massa Corhim Wallenpig!” roared Haman, as
he threw open the door ; and Colonel Waldenberg
enjered. A slight wound, which he had received
on the cheek during the skirmish, and which he
had neglected to think of, was still bleeding. Ashe
advanced, the negroes fell back in two lines; the
white dresses of the working negroes blending
with the rich liveries of those of the household.

Zama stepped fiercely up to him and said, “ Give
the lady in charge to her attendants.”

“ Begone, dog !” was the angry answer.

Zama turned and pressed his hands on his heart.
“1I forgot,” he said, “ I am a megro and a slave !”
and with a look of deep anguish he quitted the spot.

A considerable time elapsed before Miss Bell-
grove was restored to consciousness; and on her
reviving, and finding herself in the arms of Wal-
denberg, her cup of happiness seemed once more
full. In the deep fond look, in which the whole
feelings of the soul were concentrated into one
blaze of love and joy, Waldenberg read all that
his heart could wish,

“ My own Matilda,” he said, as he pressed her
to his bosom, “ you have not forgot me ?”

“ Ah, Waldenberg,” she answered, “ what I have
suffered since that fatal day—-" »

“1 erred,” he said, “but still I hope for forgive-
ness ; and I have a long story to tell thee,” added
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he, smiling ; “but you must thank my faithful
slave Perault for seeing me here.”

“Why so0?—youknow I never could endurehim.”

“We were attacked by pirates on our return
from Havannah, and Perault’s bravery alone saved
u’—”

¢ Then he merits regard from me. Is he with

ou!”

¢ He follows our route with my horses through
the forest.”

The sound of Joolay’s voice, in angry alterca-
tion with Ooknea, now interrupted them.

“ Not admit me to see Master Charles !” bellow-
ed Joolsy. ¢ You red-faced, brick-bat-looking
b ! I must, and shall see him.”
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“ You can't,” said Ooknea. “ He sleeps. You
must not disturb him.”

“ Well, that’s an excuse,” cried Joolay. “ Why
not say so before 2"

“Ha!” said Waldenberg, * this reminds me of
sending forces on to Bellgrove, Mr. Joolay !

The overseer joined them. “We must get
canoes to send our men to your plantation.”

“ With Miss Bellgrove's permission I shall do
this,” said Joolay.

“Order my negroes, Mr. Joolay ; all is at your
service. I will prepare a letter for my uncle.”
So saying, she took the colonel’s arm, and re-

tired.

(7o be continued.)

MONTHLY MEMENTOES.

NO, I, FOR JANUARY—THE OLD CENTINEL.

L
Loup revel sleeps—the lights grow dim
In Pleasure’s gilded halls,
While thronging spectres visit him
Who paces round the walls;
Yes, midnight stark,
With storm and dark
And solitude, appals
The breast that ever foremost wont
Where Fury scorched the battle’s front;
For stern reflection calls,
Demanding, with unceasing cry
From gibbering forms that fitful wake
And mock the sense they cause to ache,
“ Should man, uninjuring, injured die?
You gave my heart to the vulture’s beak,
Death’s blood-hound—servile, moral Cain—
You gave sin’s blush to my daughter’s cheek,}
And my son to the galley chain;
They would have blest the sire you slew :—
‘What wrong had I e’er done to you t”—
When the stars are hid and the blast is loud,
And the snow-flake, weaving his winter shroud,
Gives depth.to the midnight bell,
These visions of glorious war will crowd
On the aged Centinel.

II.
Slaying, he stood in the reeking fosse
Till Glory filled the trench
Before the breach of Badajos,
Cursing whate’er was French ;
His ire and hate,
Exasperate,
No sea of blood could quench !
And man on man—or foe on foe,
If inhuman fools will have it so—
Hurl&d with desperate wrench,
Down from the ramparts headlong went
To the pikes below, whence wretches’ groans

Of agony o’ertopped the stones
That coped the battered battlement.—
The Centiuel, as thought haunts him there,

Inquires, in reason’s rising flood,

“ What kings take arms !—Why did I wear

Their hateful livery of blood t )

In the melée, though tried and true,

My bayonet run my comrade through.”
When the stars are hid and the blast is loud,
And the snow-flake, weaving his winter shroud,

Gives depth to the midnight bell,
These visions of glorious war will crowd
On the aged Centinel.

IIL.

Who war applauds, convince him now—
His tears freeze as they flow—
True bravery’s scars are on his brow,
But on his mind there’s woe ;
The pang of one
That ’s murder done
By many a ball and blow,
‘Which no invaded home defends,
Through all his lone reflection wends ;
And he has learnt to know,
The valour spent to build a king,
Perforce, upon & nation’s wrong,
Nor blesses life, nor triumphs long,
Nor glows at Freedom’s beckoning.—
And thus his foraging crimes return ;
Maidens shriek to their fathers slain ;
Chateau and chalet before him burn ;
And brothers, with scatteréd brain,
Peer in his eyes and #ift him through
With, “ Servile Serf ! how harmed we you 1”
When the stars are hid and the blast is loud,
And the snow-flake, weaving his winter shroud,
Gives depth to the midnight bell,
These visions of glorious war will crowd
On the aged Centinel.
J. A O.
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(Continued from page

CHAPTER VII,

A @nour of officers of the brigade were standing
in the verandah, when Colonel Waldenberg joined
them,

“Captain Oshorne,” said he, addressing ene of
the officers, * take a hundred of our best rifles, and
advance to Bellgrove plantation, The surrounding

must be protected from the incursions of

the Indians. I have made arrangements for your

ing in canoes, so that you will not be fa-
tigued marching through the forests.”

Osbarne bowed, and was retiring to issue orders,
when Joolay came up, and catching him by the
arm, dragged him into a corner.

“ My dear fellow,” said Joolay, with a most
melancholy and imploring look, “ I understand
that you are prooeeding to Bellgrove with a lot of
your young chaps, to garrison the plantation.”

“I am,” said Osborne. “ Do you go with
wui”

“Can’t get just now,” said Joolay ; * but tell
Mr. Beligrove that his son is safe, Please hand
him that letter from his niece, which will explain
all. Tell him we expect him here to-morrow.
And I say, Captain, let the young chaps you take
with you be the most steady, sober, cool-blooded
fellows in your whole brigade.”

“Why 02" inquired the Captain,

“You see,” sid Joolay, with a knowing look,
“therearesome finenigger wenchesabout Bellgrove ;
and I beg, earnestly beg, Captain, that you'll issue
a standing order, that your young: fellows are not
to meddle with them.”

“ Yeu surprise me, Mr. Joolay,” said Osborne.

“Oh! maybe I do,” replied Joolay ; “but you
ses, Captain, it looks horrid ugly to see a plantation
peopled with mulattoes ; and in that case, the over-
seer generally gets the blame. Now, my dear fel-
low, I've got a character,”—and here he laid his
hand on his heart,—* and for my sake keep your
young chaps well in. You understand me, eh?”

“You must issue the same orders here,” said
Osborne, laughing,

“No, m0,” answered Joolay. “You sce there
are no overseers here ; 50 all the blame shall rest
on the Cadets themselves.”

“ We shall see to it,” said Osborne, as, turning
to his brother officors, he told them Joolay’s orders,
which gave rise te much mirth, which was still
farther inereaced as the overseer marshalled them
to the dining-rooms, and, in absence of the lady of
the maneion, did the honowrs of the table, boasting,
in the most terms, of his own mili-
tary talents, and placing himself above all heroes
ancient and modern,

Zada, in passing the door of the apartment, ob-
terved her brother enter, and heard him request of
Joolsy to allow him to retarn to Bellgrove with
the canoes,

“No,” answered Joolay ; “ Whackie and you
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stay here till I go. Gentlemen,” continued he,
addressing the officers, “ there’s a nigger for you—
a rigglar wild-cat. Lord ! if you had seen how he
walloped the Indgines!”

The proud spirit of Zama could ill brook the
contemptuous and haughty looks of the young
flantera, as they glanced at him, and with a proud
ook he folded his arms and returned their gaze,

“ What a saucy, impudent dog,” remarked some
of them as they turned away.

“Ah1” cried Joolay, “he’s a clever chap, Zama
—worth a thousand dollars in any market ; devil
of a pity he'sanigger. If he'd been a white man,
like me, he'd gotten on famously ! ”

Zams heard no more, for, turning on his heel,
he suddenly left the apartment.

Zada followed her brother, and found him lean-
ing against ome of the pillars in the verandah,
groaning in bitter agony of soul,

¢ Zama,” said the affectionate girl, as she threw
her arms around his neck, *“Zama, what means
this byrst of grief?”

“ Oh, Zada, can it be otherwise,” he answered,
leaning his forehead on her shoulder, * when I re-
flect that I am a slave.” :

“ Then, my brother, look around you, and be«
hold how many thousands, nay, millions of our
race, are the same.” .

“ That is the worst of it,” replied Zama, bitterly ;
“for even were I free, the curse of Heaven would
still cling to me, and the white man would despise
and spurn me for my complexion.”

“Qh! cease to talk thus,” said Zada, re-
proachfully, “ nor raise thy voice in vain upbraid-
ing against that Power who made thee what thou
m.”

¢ Zada, my dear Zada,” he exclaimed, “I have
done deeds this dsy which, had my features been-
white, instead of Ethiopian dye, would have entitled
me to esteem and honour. As I am, what have I
gained byit? Insult and centumely! A slaveIam—
degraded, lost, dishonoured—a slave I must remain!”

“ Alas, Zama, what wouldst thou be 7” inquired
his sister.

“ Iwould be fres, my sister—fres as the eagle that
soars o’er yon forest. Oh, God! how glorious the
thought, that man should bend to nought but his
Creator!”

“Ah, Zama, Zama, ‘tis a wild and a vain
thought, Look around you, and ask where is free~
dom to be found? Mark the young white men
whom you envy so much : the greater number of
them are compelled to toil through life like slaves,
ay, worse at times than the poor negro they de-
spise. Oh! Zama, I could tell you of some noble-
minded youths, the sole support of helpless, aged
parents, whoee lives are gall and wormwood, bound
to submit to every capricious whim, and every in-
solent word of brutal and tyrannical employers,
They dare not murmur ; forif they did, they would

H
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be driver to the world, without hope, without suc-
cour : yet with galled spirits, and broken hearts,
they must submit and toil on. Contrast them
with the poor negro : in many cases the latter has
the advantage.”

“ What |” exclaimed Zama, angrily, “ wouldst
thou argue me into love of slavery? Art thou so
fond of our degraded lot ?”

“ Not so, my dear brother,” she answered ;
“but when I look upon young white females,
who are dependent upon others, and who, to gain a
morsel of bread, must submit to the vilest drudgery,
and calmly bend to insolent and tyrannic pride, I
have thanked Heaven that my lot was cast with
one whom, next to my God, I honour and adore
—my own beloved and loving lady! You tremble,
Zama : have I offended you ?”

“ No, dearest—thy lady ! Yes, love dwells in
all around her—air, earth, and sky seem hallowed
with her presence; let us talk no more of her,
Zada. Alas! were I free, I’d seek for other lands
where the tincture of my skin would be no bar-
rier to bravery. I'd live a soldier’s life, and seek
a soldier’s grave.”

“ A soldier’s life, Zama !—a slave of slaves. Is
not the soldfer but the bond-slave of his superiors?
I have often read and heard that the poor soldier
is lashed, at times, worse than ever any negro was.”

“ What sayest thou to a sailor’s life, then?” in-

quired Zama.
" “The same objection that I have to a soldier’s ;
but often more toil and worse usage,” she answered.

“But it is only the vile and bad of them who
are kept down,” he argued.

“The same with the negroes,” answered Zada.
“’Tis only the vile and bad of them who suffer
punishment. Didst thou ever behold a well-be-
haved negro punished? Did Mr. Bellgrove ever
punish his negroes wantonly ¢

“ Never, Zada—never., He treats them as a
father would his children.”

“Then, Zama, repay him with the affection you
ought, and repine not. Believe me, you will find
the white man oftener in worse bondage than the
negro ever could be.”

“ Cease, Zada—cease to talk thus!” exclaimed
Zama, fiercely. “Thy reasoning can never re-
move the bitter sting of slavery which thou, and
I, and all our hapless brethren writhe under.”

“ And which thy offspring and theirs must
ever endure ! exclaimed a deep, stern voice, from
beneath the verandah.

‘With an exclamation of terror, Zada clung to
her brother, who looked around for the intruder,
but could discover no one.

“We have been overheard, Zada. Retire ; no
one dare harm thee while I am nigh,” said Zama.

A slight rustling amongst the shrubbery was
now heard ; and Zada, loosing herself from her
brother's embrace, murmured—¢* Good night,”
and hurried to rejoin her mistress,

“Who, and what are you?” cried Zama, as a
dark figure emerged from the shrubbery.

“An old friend and comrade,” exclaimed the
stranger, advancing.

% Thy name?” inquired Zama,
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«“Peraver!” exclaimed the stranger, as he leap-
ed over the balustrade into the verandah ; and,
catching Zama in his arms with a firm embrace,
said—* Hast thou forgotten me!”

Zama returned the embrace with much cordial-
ity, and expressed his joy at the meeting. “’Tis
80 unexpected,” he said. “ How came you here?”

“In the honourable capacity of guide to my
master’s horse,” said Perault, with bitterness. I
had not long arrived, and tired of attending on
him who owns me, I strolled forth to hear the bull-
frogs croak, and the locust and grasshopper chirp
their vesper hymn. Hearing thy voice, I turned
hither, and overheard thee repining at thy bitter
lot. But where is Zada ?”

“She was alarmed, and fled,” answered Zama.

“'Tis & pity,” said Perault, heaving a deep sigh ;
“@a great pity that a girl so noble-minded as Zada,
should be dragged forth to a public market, like a
beast of- burden, exposed to the view of the rude
and vulgar, and sold to the highest bidder.”

“ What mean ye, Perault ?”” cried Zama, with a
shudder, as he placed his hand on Perault’s arm.

« And then,” continued Perault, as if unmindful
of the interruption, * to see the monsters feeling
her joints, and passing their brutal jeste on her ;
to behold her bathed in tears, looking with im-
ploring eyes for succour!”

“ Death and hell!” exclaimed Zama, as he
clutched Perault firmly by the throat;  utter
but another word in that strain, and by heaven I
will strangle thee!” :

¢ Stay, my friend, unloose thy grasp; I speak
but of the fate of slaves,” said Perault, as he gently
relaxed the hand of Zama. ¢ Are we not liable to
be sold when it suits the whim of our masters?
Suppose it should be Ziyself who stood upon the
hated platform in the slave-market, how would
thy haughty spirit brook the ruffian jests of the
detested slave-dealers, and the disdainful looks of
the haughty planters : to have thy good qualities
bellowed out to the gaping crowd, and paced up
and down like a horse for sale?”

“ Perault, I give thee fair warning,” said Zama,
his voice quivering with rage. ‘ Beware! and
provoke me no farther.”

“ Then suppose ’twas /—Perault, the favoured
slave amongst a thousand,” said the negro, still
urging his point. I who am pointed out by the
passers-by as the haughtiest slave in the city :
how would I feel, stationed on the market plat-
form, and the accursed placard o’er my head,
¢ For sale, Perault, an educated Negro?’ Mark
me, Zama ! Colonel Waldenberg will soon be mar-
ried to the lady of this mansion. Ha! you start
at that? I, his favourite slave, will be discarded ;
Zada, thy sister—Aer favourite slave—will be
given up. What have we to look to? The slave-
market |—sold to some brutal tyrant! We are
unfit for labour—the whip must force us on to
toil! ’Tis a pleasing prospect, is it not ?”

“ In mercy cease this theme !” said
faintly ; “ it sickens me almost to death!”

 Most gladly would I cease,” rejoined Perault,
“]if thou could’st cause the slave-dealers to pease
also,”
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@ Alas! what can we do?” cried Zama.

“ We are men,” said Perault, “and can strike
for freedom !

“Only to meet with defeat and death,” said

Zama,

® Better to die in freedom’s cause, thap live in
bands of slavery !” said Perault. ‘ Now, Zama,
that fifteen thousand negroes were at this
moment leagued to vindicate their freedom, and
wrench the chains of slavery asunder—wouldst
thou join them 2"

“ With heart and soul !” exclaimed Zama.

¢ Wilt thou be true and secret ?” said Perault.

“Both,” answered Zama ; “or may my soul
pay the forfeit 1”

“Thy hand on’t, my noble Zama! Then learn,”
—and here Perault’s voice sunk into a stern, low
whisper,—* I have stirred the negroes in the city
on to revolt : full fifteen thousand, fully armed,
amit my signal to wrap the city in flames,—then
seize the shipping, and escape to Hayti.”

%You amaze and confuse me, Perault,” said
Zams, starting up. * What if this plot should be
discovered 2” :

“Qur plans are too well laid,” answered the
cnspirator. ‘“ I have just now returned from
Hayti, where King Christophe and his free negro
sbjects have already assigned us a rich and fer-
tile portion of the island, and await with open
arms our coming. Ha! my Zama, with fifteen
thousand well-armed followers at our back, e’en
King Christophe might tremble on his throne, and
from the hills of Hayti the negroes’ name might
ring throughout the western world !”

“] am so confused,” said Zama, “ that my very
brain seems swimming round.”

% A new light hath burst upon thy mind,” re-
plied Perault ; ¢ a field of fame and glory lies be-
fore thee. The seeds of sedition are sown through-
out the whole plantations, and scarcely a family
inthe city, or for miles around it, but have their
negroes in the plot. Even on this plantation, and
on Bellgrove, there are parties in it.”

“ Perault,” said Zama, “I cannot consent to
this, I will not, cannot harm my good, kind
master ; and Miss Bellgrove,—so young, so lovely.
No, Matilda ; no—that cannot be.”

“Soho! friend Zama, sets the wind in that
quarter? What, injure Aer? No; for thy sake
she shall be safe. Nay, more, Zama, what will
prevent thee carrying ker off to Hayti ¢ Trust me,
were she once there, and none but negroes around
her, she would cling to one who could, and would

her.”

“Cease, Perault, cease !—I feel fatigued and
sick at heart. To-morrow we will talk of this.”
_“ To-morrow, at day-break, meet me in yonder
citron grove. Good-night, Zama,—dream of li-
berty, power, and love!” So saying, he parted
from Zama, who, with swelling bosom, sought the
apartment of Joolay ; but finding that he was still
caronsing with the young officers, he left the care
of the overseer to Whackie, and. retired to the
spariment allotted to himself,

CHAPTER VIII,

«“ How do you feel after yesterday’s work ?”
said Captain Waldenberg to his friend Galliard,
as they met on the banks of the Wandoo.

¢ Confoundedly fatigued, I assure you,” an-
swered Galliard; “ and I have been annoyed all
morning with that chatterbox of a negro of mine,
who arrived with the rest of our servants last
night.”

“ What, Tom? he is a genuine negro dandy !”
said the Captain, laughing.

« Yes,” said the Lieutenant, laughing ; “ too
much so. The rascal makes free with my clothes
on all occasions : gives his tea and supper-parties
too. I caught him, a few nights ago, figuring in a
dress-coat of mine ; and when I swore at him for it,
the fellow grinned in ray face, and told me ¢he
hab a ball and a card-party in de Lketchen, an’ he
mos’ look like a genelum for my credit!” I could
have kicked the scamp out of the room !”

“You are too easy with him, Galliard. But,
heigho! it’s the fault with us Carolinians,—we
allow the rascals too much liberty. By the by,
how are you going to kill time here? for it seems
we’ll not kill aught else, since the Cherokees have
taken leg bail.”

“ Suppose we take a look at this plantation, and
see how it thrives under petticoat government ?”

¢« Agreed ; and, in the first place, we'll take a
peep at the negroes and the pigs.”

Arm in arm, the two friends sauntered past the
negro huts. Some were neatly painted white, and
the windows green ; while around others the vines,
the jessamine, honeysuckle, and the Mexican rose,
were trained, so that the huts looked like lovely
bowers. In front of each was a neat garden-plot,
decorated with orange, pomegranate, and fig trees,
while the beautifulshady pride-of-India trees,threw
their canopies in front of the entrances. Hearing
the voices of children proceeding from one of the
larger huts, the friends bent their steps thither ;
and looking through one of the low windows, wit-
nessed a scene which excited their mirth. The
hut was one of those where the children of the
negroes are committed to the charge of the elder
females during the space the parents are at work—
a sort of juvenile negro-school, where the old ne-
gresses inculcate the greater part of the moral edu-
cation which the negroes ever receive. In this
hut were assembled about a score of little blackies,
the eldest of whom would not be above five years
of age. All were dressed in short frocks of clean
white Osnaburg, and their round chubby faces bore
the very look of happiness.

It was their breakfast hour, and the little ones
were all busy at their messes of hominey and mo-
lasses, while the old negress was sipping her coffee
in a corner by herself. One little urchin had
seized upon a large pot full of hominey, into which
he had poured a double allowance of treacle, and
was defending his possession against other two
little negroes who stood close by him with wooden
spoons, looking most indignantly at the little glut-
ton, as he sat with the dish between his legs, and
eating with all possible speed—now and then
knocking aside the spoons of the excluded mem-
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bers of the mess, as they vainly endeavoured to
partake with him,

“ I take some hominey wid you, Billy?” said one
of the urchins, as he set himself down coaxingly
at the side of the devourer.

“ No!” cried the young rascal, with & growl,
such as & dog would salute a canine friend with,
which, self-invited, wished to partake of a bone.
% No!” and he grasped the dish firmer, and whisk-
ed his back to the proposer.

¢« Mumma Wenus say we mos’ take our break-

stuff wid you,” said the other, flourishing his spoon, |-

and making a dive at the hominey.

“ No!” cried the selfish rogue, as he filled his
mouth, and grasping the dish closer to him, twined
his legs around it.

“ You no gone for sup him all, Billy ?” said one
of the boys, with a melancholy whine.

«Iss Iis!” cried Billy, whisking himself round
again.

The two young urchins perceiving that Bi]]y
was resolved to maintain his illegal possession, in-
stantly resolved to deprive him thereof by a sum-
mary process. Seizing him by the shoulders, they
endeavoured to drag him from the dish ; but Billy
would not untwine his legs, till one of the little
negroes hit him a smart rap over the shins with
his spoon. A sharp struggle now ensued ; but
Billy, finding he was likely to be defeated, ex-
claimed,—“ No, you no get none! You sup him
now?” cried he, with a chuckle, as he thrust his
dirty foot into the dish.

“Oh! you nasty beast!” cried the two boys.

Billy, too eager on his revenge, had forgot that
the hominey was Aof, and, with a loud yell, he

. hastily drew his foot back, severely burned.

“ Wot's de matter now ?” cried the old nurse.

“He Billy, ma’am!” responded one of the boys.

“ Wot is Billy do now ?° inquired she.

% He put him foot in de hominey, ma’am, to
keep Coopid an’ me from sop wid him.”

“ Oh' de dorty dam leely blagart!” exclaimed
the nurse, flouncing round in her chair. * Bring
me dat dere cowskin!”

The boys started forward, and presented the
dreaded cowskin to the nurse, with more awe and
reverence than ever minister of state presented a
sceptre to his liege lord.

“ Come here, you leely dorty piccaneeny!”
cried the nurse, as she shook the cowskin at the
calprit.

“ 1 can’t come, ma’am !” whined Billy.

“ Why you no can come, ¢h ?” inquired she.

“’Cause I bu'n my foot!” he whined. Billy,
however, was forced to limp up.

“ Down on you knees, Sar,” said the nurse; if
you cry one single word, I ﬂog you ten time more,
Now, you leely boys and gals, see what nigger boy
get for put him foot in hominey.” Whack-whack-
whack. “ Hold you tongue, you leely blagart !”
Whack-whack-whack. “ Now, Sar ; ax pardon of
leely Coopid and Bacchus for spoil him breakstuff,
an’ aay you no spoil em hominey an’ molasses no
more.

Billy obeyed orders, and was dismissed with an
application of the cowskin, which made him run
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off, forgetful of his burned foot—as he rubbed the
affected part most strenuously.

Laughing heartily at the old dame’s method of
administering justice, the two friends turned from
the hut, and observed a handsomely-dressed female
in one of the gardens, conversing with some negro
children, who were training the tendrils of some
vines, 80'as to form a porch over the garden gate.
“There’s an elegant figure,” exclaimed Walden-
berg. “I have never seen a female form of more
beautiful symmetry !”

“Suppose we accost her,” said Galliard, «Oh!
we're too late ; there she goes into the hut. What
a noble gesture she has! Come, Captain, I don’t
care if we call on the negro ‘Massa’ of the next
hut, to see this damsel.”

With hasty steps they approached the gate, and
entered into the garden. “Who lives here, my
girl?” said Galliard, to a happy-looking little
negress,

“ He Mumma Kattey, Sar,” answered the girl,
dropping a curtsey: “Mumma Kattey been werry
sick for long time, an’ we come for help she.”

“Is there a lady with her just now 2" inquired
Galliard.

“ Yes, Massa; he Zada wid him—jost gone in,”
answered the little negress. ,

The friends advanced towards the hut, but hesi-
tated to enter.

“I am glad you are getting better, Mumma,”
said a soft sweet voice, which sounded on the
eﬂars of the young men like the notes of a mellow

ute.

“ Ta.nkee, Missee Zada,” answered the old in-
vshd “I is get betta ; tanks for you kindness,
an’ my good sweet lady.”

“She is coming to see you, Muma,” said the
sweet voice again.

“La, yearee dat!’ exclaimed the old negress.
“ Has my sweet Missee got betta so soon, and come
for see I'(—well, Iis glad !

“ She is quite recovered, and quite happy now,”
said the damsel.

Galliard and Captain Waldenberg now entered
the hut ; and both drew back with surprise, when
Zada, startled at their appearance, looked round.

“’Sdeath ! its only a negress!® exclaimed Gal-
liard, peevishly.

‘Waldenberg, who instantly noticed the regularly
formed features of the girl, said, half bantering,
“Ah! my lovely girl, can’t you withdraw the
dark veil that covers those beautiful features ?°

Zada stepped back—her large eyes kindling with
indignation as she answered—* When the officers
of the Cadet Brigade can act like gentlemen, then
the poor negress may change her colour!”

Both the young men keenly felt the rebuke,
and the blush of anger and shame rushed to their
cheeks. Galliard bit his lip as he haughtily said—
“The Cadet Brigade respect your whole sex—no
matter what the colour may be.”

Here the old crone struck in with a “Yeh! you
two imperant buccra wagibone, wot you mean ;
who send for you-here, eh? Get along wid you.”

¢ Nay—nay, Mumma, dan’t be angry ; we only
come to ask for you,” said the Captain, laughing.
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«Wot you know ‘bout I—eh ?*

“Oh! we heard you were sick, and came to
give yous dollar or two, to buy something nice to
cure you.”

“An’ wot I buy on de plantation—eh 7"

“You can send to town for what you want.”

“My Missee gib me all I want, and I no need
you money, Sar !—Much oblige to you, tho’.”

The sound of voices approaching the hut caused
Galliard to turn, and he hastily addressed Wal-
denberg :—** Here we're fairly caught—here comes
Persalt and another negro: no doubt your brother
and the rest are here also.”

Perault and Zama now entered the hut, and
both looked with surprise on the two officers,
Peraunlt bent a keen glance at Waldenberg, and
another at Zada, and his lip curled with a disdain-
fal emile.

“You are surprised at finding us here, Perault,”

*Not 80,” answered Perault, in a smooth sly tone,
while he shrugged up his shoulders. “ Wherever
a sweet-tongued female is to be found, ’tis a suffi-
cient lure for young gallants!”

Zama started, and cast an angry look at Zada,
then glances of deep meaning with
Perault; while Galliard and Waldenberg felt as if
they eould have knocked him down. A loud cry
of alarm from the garden now attracted their at-
tention, and one of the negro children rushed into
the hut, shrieking, “ Obi! Obi! hide me—hide
me!”

% Hush, child!” said Zada, as the little one
rushed into her arms. “ Obi will not harm you.”

An aged personsge tottered into the hut. The
stranger was dressed in a long, flowing dark robe,
and the face was almost entirely enveloped in a
large dark shawl twisted like a turban, and veil ;
part of the forehead was exposed, and bore a deep
scar in the centre.

“ We are going to have a snug family party, I
::,” said Galliard. “ Are you coming, Walden-

rg1”

The Obi uttered a piercing cry, and reeled to-
;e“;’h the door, exclaiming, * Waldenberg, said

“ What ails the old hag?” said the Captain.
“ Here, Obi, tell me my fortune !”’

“ Mercy—mercy ! spare me!” shrieked Obi,
rashing from the hut.

“ Plague take the frantic fool !” exclaimed the

in.

“ Allow me to follow the silly wretch,” said Pe-
rault, and he hurried after the Obi, whom, after a
smart chase, he made up to, and caught hold of
the fancied charnved dress.

“Iam innocent ! I am innocent!” shrieked the
Obi, falling at the feet of Perault.

“Fool ! arise: who talks of guilt?” said Pe-
raulf. “ Answer me this: when did’st thou hear
from Woonah?”

The Obi fell prostrate, and exclaimed, “ Spare
me—I will tell all !

“ Look up,” said Perault ;  hehold one of thy
tribe! By the mark on thy brow I know thes.
Behold! 1 bear tho semg, Rise, thou prt safel”
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Trembling and fearful, the Obi arose, and with
timid looks gazed on the mark on the brow of Pe-
rault.

¢ Be satisfied,” said Perault ; “ but, mark me!
thou art surrounded by danger here. Hie to thy
dwelling : give me the clue to find thee.”

“ In the deep shade of the forest, about three
miles from this, stands a lone hut. It is in that
direction,” and he pointed westward. - * There
Obi dwells, lonely and unprotected.”

“ I will meet thee there at midnight. Place a
torch in thy window to guide my footsteps through
the swamp. Alone I will come. I wish thy ad-
vice, good Obi, in a matter interesting to all our
poor negro race. Tis against our hated oppressors.
To-night I will meet thee. Away!” So saying,
he turned, leaving the Obi to wend through the
forest.

Perault had not proceeded far on his return to
the plantation, till he observed the Colonel and
Mr. Joolay approaching. With a deep muttered
curse, he turned from the path, and perceiving a
small gate which led into the garden, pushed it
open and entered. Here the sound of female voices
caused him to pause, when, observing Miss Bell-
grove and Letia on the footpath, he again turned,
and ascended an artificial mound, around which a
winding footpath led to the summit. The mound
was covered with the rarest and most brilliant
shrubs and flowers, and even the eye of the discon-
tented conspirator wandered with delight over the
fairy scene. At length he reached the summit,
and gazed with rapture on the glorious landscape,
which lay stretched like 8 map before him. Ata
short distance from him stood the mansion-house,
embowered amid orange and citron trees, from the
dark green leaves of which, the golden fruit burst
forth, and glittered in the morning ray, while
clumps of myrtle and roses diversified the lovely
scene ; farther on lay the negro huts, surrounded
by their beautiful gardens; while the orange, mul-
berry, pomegranate, and fig trees, united with the
spreading pride-of-India in forming a grateful and
a pleasing shade: here the high cocos and the
palm-tree, threw forth their crested heads, towering
proudly over the other trees. Again his eye rested
on the clearings, in which the negroes were scat-
tered in semall groups, hoeing the soil ; where the
bright green leaves of the cotton shrub, diversified
with its lovely flowers, looked like a sweet gar-
den. ‘Wandering from these, his eye rested on the
broad expanse of the moble Wandoo, its banks
spread with rice-grounds, from which the green
crop was waving ; and, in the back-grom_ld, lay the
boundless dark forest and its dreary wilds. Va-
rious and conflicting feelings arose withinthe bosom
of Perault, as he looked on the fair scene bef?re
him. Shouts of laughter from the negroes, mi?ghng
with their gay songs, came on his ear ; while the
richest perfumes arose from earth’s rarest flowers,
and floated richly on the luxuriant balmy gale.

« Here, at least,” saidhe, “ my unhappy race
have met with peace. 'Tis a pity that a spot so
fair as this should be polluted by the breath c:f
slavery. When the volcano bursts o’er fistyres
hrightest scencs, does it feel for the lwely‘ vine:
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yard it destroys? No : when the burning lava rolls
on its fiery course, earth’s gayest gardens and its
proudest palaces, are wrapped remorselessly with-
in its blazing, wild embrace. I will yet lead those
bands to happier lands, and fairer scenes than this ;
and they will soon forget this spot, over which the
angel of destruction now hovers.”

—

CHAPTER IX,

At the entrance to the garden, Letia and Matil-
da met Waldenberg and Joolay.

“Ha! my beauties,” cried Joolay, *there yon
are. Letia, my chatming little laughing gipsy,
I'm glad to see you. Your father told me last night
you were almost dead : don’t wonder at it ; fearful
work yon !” and Joolay shook his head, and looked
as grave as an over-laden donkey.

There was a vast contrast in the rough saluta-
tion of the overseer, and the polished address of
the Colonel. Nowhere is there deeper homage
paid to the fair sex than in Carolina ; and Colonel
‘Waldenberg threw into his manners all the deep
devotion of the friend and the admirer. To both,
his looks and language were apparently dictated
by the feelings of refined delicacy; and it was
only in the soul-telling glance, and the more soft-
ened expression of the countenance, as he turned
his eyes on Matilda, that one could read the emo-
tions of his heart.

Coriversing on the events of the foregoing day,
they rambled onward ; when the sound of lamen-
tation arose on their ears, and a young negro girl
was seen sitting beneath a pomegranate tree, weep-
ing very bitterly.

“ Sally,” said Miss Bellgrove, “ why do you weep
thus?”

“Oh! ma’am,” sobbed the girl; “ I been in-
sulted, ma’am!”

< T'll take a bet,” said Joolay; “ that some of
these young wags of yours, Colonel, have been
making love to that wench.”

“ You tell falsehood, Massa Joolay,” said the
girl, rising indignantly. I tink more ob myself,
dan listen to the young buccra genelem. Oh!
Missee, he Haman insult I.” And she again fell
a-crying.

« Haman,” said Matilda; « he is a sad rogue!
‘What new mischief has he been about now ?”

¢ He miake song on me, ma’am; and make all de
niggers laugh at me. I shall cry myshef to death,
so I shall!” And she gave evident tokens of her
suicidal intention, by roaring most grievously.

* He is always making songs on somebody,”
said Matilda. ¢ You know, Sally, he makes them
even on me ; but you should not cry so—laugh at
him ; and when he finds heé can’t vex you, he will
compose no more songs on you.”

“I can’t laugh, ma’am,” sobbed the girl, * when
he cause—my Joe and Jim go fight about me—
and all de rest—stan’ by and laugh at ’em.”

¢ Why, Sally,” replied Matilda, ¢ you keep these
two poor fellows continually fighting ; you should
marry one of them,and then you would live quietly
and happily.” : :

“ Oh no, Missec!” said the girl, with an in-
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dignant toss of her head ; < nigger girl may hab
two sweetheart as well as white lady. And if
Joe and Jim go fight for me, I know some white
genelem do de same for white lady, and fight far
worser.” i

Matilda's face flushed with shame and displea-
sure ; and Colonel Waldenberg felt the blood ting-
ling in his cheeks, at the impertinent remark of
the negress; while Joolay, with a loud roar of
laughter, bellowed,—* Capital ! capital ! keh, keh,
keh! Colonel, that’s a hit at you and Maitland
fighting a duel about a certain lady. Oh, Lord !
the idea of you two being compared to two niggers !
ha, ha, ha! two niggers fighting a duel ! keh, keh,
keh!”

“ Mr. Joolay,” said Waldenberg, with tones most
bland, while his eyes were sparkling with fury,
“there are ladies here, whom common sense—I
talk not to yow of good breeding—might teach you
to respect.”

“ Phoo ! my dear Colonel, it's all & joke. None of
your honey and arsenic words to me : mixing sweets
with poison won’t do. Miss Bellgrove, I'm a most
unlucky dog; when I get merry I'm just like the
donkey dancing amongst the eggs—always sure to
do some damage ; #o just forgive and forget, my
darlings !”

% Oh, Missee!” cried Sally, starting up, “ dere
is dat imperant wagabone, Haman, come here ; do
gib him good scold.”

“ I'm not very good at that work,” said Matilda,
while she smiled at the earnestness of the girl.
“ But here is Mr. Joolay; and we’ll hand Haman
over to him.”

¢ Is that the nigger that made me run after him
yesterday 1” said Joolay, and then sung a blasted
nigger song about me, because I couldn’t catch
him ? If it is the same Haman, I'll serve him out
in style: by the hookey, I'll do to him as old
Queen Esther’s husband, Ahasuerus, did to Haman
of old.”

“ Nay, nay,” said Matilda ; ¢ Haman is a good
and faithful negro: he is a natural improvisatore ;
and his songs and satires keep us always in hu-
miour. The negroes dread his satirical songs more
than they would do your whip. Here he comes,
and a stranger with him.”

“ A stranger!” cried Joolay ; * blow me if it
isn’t a rigglar nigger dandp!”

“Bless me !’ exclaimed Letia, “ who is that?”

“That is Lieutenant Galliard’s valet, negro
Tom ; a negro dandy of the first water,” answered
Colonel Waldenberg, smiling; *but he seems
wonderfully zealous, and excited in his language
and gestures ; don’t let us interrupt them ;” and
the Colonel, along with the party, walked into
another path. Tom's loud tongue, however; was
going as if it had been swung in the middle ; and
the conversation of the two negroes was distinctly
heard. :

“I tell you wot it is, my good friend, Massa
Haman,” said Tom;, “you is a most complete
genises.”

a “tGeneaisl” inquired Haman ; “ wot you call
at?”

“Lor! how ignoram you is,” responded Tom.
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“Genises, my dear Sar, is de French langaage for
—dam clever fellow !” R

“Is he?” said Haman. “’Pon soul, I tink you
is flatter me!”

“ De language ob de heart, Sar, is not de flattery,”
said Tom, “ as Massa Shakimpear say.”

“Shakimpear 2” inquired Haman ; * who nigger
be is?”

“Gor Ormighty!” exclaimed Tom ; “ you no
know Massa Shakimpear ? I no know wheder him
was buecra or nigger ; but him make play. See
bim often. Him dead now. Him wasdie at New
York ob yellow fever!”

% Poor debil !”’ ejaculated Haman.

Tom’s sketch of the life of Shakspere fairly up-
wt the gravity of the company who overheard it ;
and the ladies had given way to the most uncon-
trolled laughter when the cause of their mirth,
arm in arm with Haman, suddenly confronted
them. His appearance was nowise calculated to
allay their merriment ; and even Joolay joined in
the loud laughter, as he examined the negro’s dress,
and exclaimed, “ Dash me, if ever I saw a nigger
macearoni before! Keh, keh, keh!” And he
chuckled long and loudly. And Tom was a buck
—4 leading dandy, of the first water, and a flash-

swell of the negro world, of the city of Carlville ;
and the dress with which he had adorned his ele-
gant person (for Tom thought himself the most
fashionable and handsome negro on earth) dis-
played the refined taste of this sable Adonis. His
unmentionables were white, and fitted tight to his
thape, displaying his cucumber legs and bullet
alves to great advantage ; whilea pair of buff boots,
with huge white tassels dangling in front, com-
pleted his nether sheathing. Next came a flaming
red vest, from the open bosom of which a plaited
shirt-frill, of most formidable width, obtruded like
aclestur de frise. Next came a bright red high
stock, sticking tightly under the chin, elevating
his face to the skies, as if he scorned to look on the
earth, and was watching the firmament ; then, on a
level with the eyes, arose the shirt-collar, from each
side of which appeared the countenance, looking
like a singed sheep’s head ; then came a very light-
coloured blue coat, exceedingly short in the waist,
and excessively long in the tails, which tails dwin-
dled sway to the sharpness of a boatswain’s mar-
linespike. On his woolly pate a small hat was
most jauntily fixed to one side, and over the
shoulders of the coat appeared a flashy red ribbon,
which sustained a quizzing-glass of huge dimen-
sions, To complete the effect, Tom carried in his
band a dashing, purple stick, ornamented with a
bhoge brass head, from which was suspended a red
worted cord and tassel. Tom, on approaching the
parties, raised his hat, with refined elegance, be-
tween his finger and thumb, and, bowing and scrap-
ing, a8 if his back-bone went on a apring, gently
murmured, “Your slave, ladies! Genelem, your
sarvant !
%Well, Tomn,” said Colonel Waldenberg, « what
has become of your master?”

“Massa is follow my example, Sar,” responded
Tomi %him is spend him time to de best adwan-
tage.
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Haman had stood grinning at Joolay, who was
muttering some hard oaths between his teeth at
the negro. Matilda, being apprehensive of an out-
break from Joolay, addressed Haman very gravely.

T am sorry to hear that you have been insult-
ing poor Sally. I will not suffer this ; so, Haman,
you must take care in future.”

“ Lor ! Missee,” said Haman, “ I no insult Sally.
Dat gal keep de whole plantation in uproar wid
her sweetheart. When white genelem quarrel
about dere sweetheart, dey go get pistol, and shoot
one anoder decene like ; but when nigger quarrel
about dere sweetheart, Goley ! dey break ’em hoes
ober one anoder heads, and put de plantation to
expense. Now, dat no do; so Sally must be-
have heshef. Sally hab bow-leg Jimn, and knock-
knee Joe, for sweetheart, and dey fight like de
berry debil about she : so I compose sbng on ’em.
You like for yearee de song, Missee? Stop I tune
my bango!” Without any farther prelude, Ha-
man struck his fingers on a little African drum
which he carried, and sung with great glee :—

Oar wench Sally
She hab two beau,

Dere’s bow-legged Jim
And knock-knee Joe,
To win dis gal
To dere embrace,
Poor Jim and Joe
Would try a race.

Jim couldn’t run,
For tread him toe !
De skin rub off
De knees of Joe |
Oh! Sally look sad,
And cry at de disgrace,
Dat neider Jim nor Joe
‘Were made to run race.

The ludierous grimaces, and uncouth eontortions
of the features, with which Haman sung his song,
would have eonvulsed any one with laughter; but
Tom's laughter surpassed all bounds, while his cry
of « Debelish good!” at the conclusion, made the
ladies look very grave, and put Joolay into a rage.

“T say, you nigger dandy,” said the overseer,
¢ where was you eatched ?”

“ Me, Massa? I neber was catch,—I neber run
away,” answered Tom.

¢ Indeed, it's a pity for your master!, Where did
you get your breeding?’ inquired the overseer.

¢ Oh! Sar, I citizen ob Carlville. I born and
bred in decity. Always move in de first society,”
and Tom drew up his shirt collar a little bit higher.

¢« Indeed,” said Joolay—*1I thought you had -
belonged to some grog shop, seeing you had the
bottom of a dram-glass in your bosom.”

« Lor, Massa, you is surely blind!” exclaimed
Tom, as he glanced at a large crystal ornament,
stuck at one side of his shirt-frill; * dat is breast-

in, Massa. He is genooine diamond, Sar ; him was
present from king in Africa to ancestor ob mine.”

“To hang at his lovely flat nose, I suppose,”
gaid the overseer. “I wish I had the drilling of
you for a week ; I’d teach you more than ever you
saw in the city.”

¢ T hab great many fashional acquaintance dere;”
said Tom. * Can’t Jeave 'em.”

¢ Indeed,” said Joblay. “I'd like to introduce
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you to my horse-whip. You'd be in close terms of
intimacy, I assure you.”

“ 1 cut such connexion, Sar!” rejoined Tom,
most indignantly.

“ The connexion would cus_ you, I'll be bound !”
cried the overseer. '

Zada, accompanied by her brother, now ap-
proached them, and the eyes of the girl beamed
with delight as she looked at her mistress.

“ Well, Zada, love!” said Matilda; * how did
you leave Muma Katey?”’

¢ She is getting better,” answered Zads, * and
overjoyed,—as, indeed, we all are,—at your re-
covery.”

“ And you, my brave Zama,” said Matilda;
“ have you recovered from your fatigue?”’

Zama started. Hisjeye wandered restlessly over
the features of the lady; but, afraid to trust to his
tongue, he bowed lowly to her, sighed, and turned
away. While Tom, raising his quizzing glass to
his eye, stood admiring Zada, who stared at him
as if he had been a wild beast newly caught.

“ Ha!” said Joolay, ¢ here comes Captain Wal-
denberg and Lieutenant Galliard. Massa nigger
Dandy Tom, you’d better sneak off, I guess.”

Young Waldenberg and Galliard now joined
them; and Galliard was chagrined and enraged on
beholding the grotesque appearance of his valet.
Calming his passion, he paid his devoirs to the
ladies ; then, turning to Tom, said, “ I have some
business for you, Tom—follow me.”

Tom raised his hat from his woolly head, grin-
ned, and bowed to the ladies, and followed his
master. After walking a short distance, so as to
be out of hearing of the company, Galliard turned
suddenly round,—his face was glowing with anger.

“ You infernal black mountebank,” he ex-
claimed ; “am I ever to be annoyed with your
cursed folly? Who equipped you in that ridicu-
lous garb? Confound you, Sir, you look more like
a ring-tailed monkey than a human being!”

“Ring-tail monkey!!” exclaimed Tom, in alarm,
as he receded a pace or two, and anxiously drew his
hand down his back. ¢ Oh no, Massa, you joke.
I no got no tail !”

“ Where did you get that mountebank dress?”
said Galliard ily. '

“ Lor! Mhssa,” rejoined the negro, * dis dress
be de werry height ob de fashion. He all for you
respecability, Massa, dat I was dress so gonteel.”

“ My respectability, you impudent dog!” ex-
claimed Galliard, as he snatched the stick from
the negro’s hands; but Tom, more mindful of his
ornaments than his person, cried out,

“ Take care, Massa. Lor Amighty! you break
my cane!”

“ Return instantly to the house,” continued Gal-
liard, “ and put on your livery. If I catch you
out of your livery dress again, I'll cane you while
I can stand over you.”

“ You is wery kind, Massa,” growled Tom, with
a rueful Jook ; “ but I is suffer enough already.”

“ Begone,” said Galliard, throwing him a dollar,
“and obey my opders.” - |

“ Wid werry great pleasure and moch joy,” said
Tom, 4s he picked upthe coin, bowed, and walked off,
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Galliard looked after him, and laughed to see the
alacrity with which Tom walked along.

“1 cannot find it in my heart to use him ill,”
said Galliard ; ¢ though he often deserves it. Had
I not been accustorned to him from my earliest in-
fancy, I would sell the rascal, toget rid of his plaguy
conceit and impudence.”

Turning, he again joined the ladies and their

«“ %ome away, Mr.Galliard,” cried Joolay ; “ I'm
just proposing a turn round the plantation. The
Colonel and Miss Bellgrove are for a private con-
fabulation, Miss Norrisville has seized hold of
Zada, and Captain Waldenberg is quite sulky at
going alone—so come along, my boy ; you'll bear
him and me company. You are two young stout
fellows ; so let an old man like me hook in between
you.” So saying, he seized hold of the two young
officers by the arms, and dragged them along with
him.

“You are in a hurry, gentlemen,” cried Ma-
tilda. “ Recollect you must all appear at the din-
ner-table.”

“ No danger of forgetting that,” cried Joolay ;
“I’'m the very one, I guess, to remind ’em of it.
Come with me, Zama, and leave your sister and
Miss Norrisville together.”

“ With your permission, Sir, I will watch at the
landing-place for Mr. Bellgrove,” said Zama, bow-

e Quite right, my noble fellow,” answered Joo-
lay. “Dash nle!” he continued, as Zama went
away, “ I would not part with that nigger for his
weight in gold.”

CHAPTER X,

¢ And now, Zads, that I have got time to speak
to you,” said Letia, * I must know what has been
the cause of cousin Matilda’s long illness. After
I received your letter I could not rest till I saw
her.”

¢ You must know, then,” answered Zada, “ that
last season in the city was uncommonly gay, and
my young lady took the lead in all parties of
pleasure. Colonel Waldenberg was her constant
attendant, and she latterly accepted the offer of
his hand. While preparations were making for
the marriage, young Maitland arrived from Ha-
vannah, where he had resided for some time, and,
being & very intimate friend of my lady’s, renewed
his acquaintance with her.”

“ But I do not recollect of hearing of Maitland
before,” said Letia. ‘

“ You have doubtless heard of old Tenda, the
wealthiest merchant in town?” said Zada.

¢ The old miser ?" answered Letia ; “ I have often
heard of him.” '

¢ Old Tenda had an only daughter named Lau-
ra,” continued Zada, “ who, being her father’s
reputed heiress, was surrounded by many suitors ;
her affections, however, were placed on & young
man, named Maitland, who acted as her father’s
head clerk. Young and foolish, they, in an evil
hour for themselves, were privately married. It
could not be long concealed; apd old Tepda was
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transported with fuary at the discovery. He drove
his unhappy daughter from the house, and dis-
miseed her young husband from his employment,—
at the same time holding out threats of vengeance
against any merchant who dared to employ the
young man. Maitland was thus driven to ruin
and beggary ; and his young and delicate wife,
almost broken-hearted, found a sad change in her
lt. Ah! Mise Letia, there are many fond hearts
who think that this earth is all joy and rapture;
and when led astray by love's magic power, fancy
life's path strewed with roses. Viewed with the
eves of fond affection, what a world of pleasure
this appears! Love’s overruling power can make
the desert bloom like the fairest garden ; but, oh!
when the chilling blast of adversity sweeps o’er
the heart, the gay hopes, the fairy visions, all
vanish ; amd stern reality shows that this earth is
only a place of pain and suffering.”

“Fy, fy, Zada,” said Letia ; “ can you not fancy,
that when two fond hearts meet they become all
in all to each other ?—sharing in each other’s joys,
lightening each other’s sorrows. What is the
world to them, when they are all the world to
each other? Peace, hope, happiness, find their
abode within those loving hearts, and heaven itself
spreads its lasting sunshine within such bosoms.
Life like this, my good Zada, is but a foretaste of
Paradise : cheered by each other through life’s
pilgrimage, their own pure hearts their safest guide,
love and joy continually surround them ; and when
the journey ends, those loving hearts are blended
for ever in the realms of the blessed.”

“T could fancy such,” said Zada ; * but, alas!
such only exists in fancy. Hearts such as you
describe, must be formed of more than mortal
mould, and are totally unfitted for a world of sor-
row like this. So it fared with Maitland and his
young bride : they had looked upon the world as
a place formed only for love and joy; they found
it one of misery and oppression. Filled with pity
at the sad fate of the young pair, some kind friends
exerted themselves on their behalf ; but all they
could do was to obtain a situation of trust for
Maitland in Coba. Accompanied by his wife and
a faithful female domestic, Maitland sailed to Ha-
vannah, and shortly after their arrival Laura gave
birth to a son.”

“ I suppoee,” said Letia, “ that this son is now
Major Maitland.”

“ The same,” said Zada. ¢ Shortly after the
birth of young Maitland, the yellow fever broke
out in the island, and among the first of its vic-
tims was his father. Poor Laura! it was with
difficulty she was dragged from the dead body of
her husband : the shock was too heavy for her
already broken spirits. A few hours after her hus-
band’s death she was a lifeless corpse ; and within
one grave the unhappy pair were laid to lasting
’&”

“And what became of their son ?” inquired Lara.

“ Immediately after the death of the parents,
the infant was taken charge of by the domestic
they had taken with them. With difficulty she
obiained & little money, and took her passage to
Culville with ghe child,  On her return she waited
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on old Tenda, vainly thinking that, as the unhappy
cause of his hatred was gone, he would have com-
passion on the helpless offspring of his daughter.
She told her sad tale to the flinty-hearted wretch,
who coldly answered, ¢ I reared my daughter like
a princess : she had her marble palaces, and their
gilded halls to dwell in,—she had a thousand obse-
quious slaves, crouching at her every beck,—she
had unbounded wealth at her command,—and,
more than all, she had a fond and doating parent’s
love to rely upon. Shestooped from her state—she
spurned her father's love—fled from his protecting
care, and threw herself into the arms of a beggar!
What could she expect? If ruin, beggary, and
destitution followed, who brought them on her?
It was herself—not I. 7 would have made /er the
first in the land : sks brought Aerself to nothing.
And who was the object of her choice? A man
whom I had taken to my confidence, and who was
depending on me for his daily bread. I was his
friend, his benefactor. I nourished the viper till
it stung me. He robbed me of all my heart held
dear—repaid my kindness with black ingratitude.
What could ske expect at my hand ?—what could
ke look for? And do you think that this child,
the offspring of such ingrates, will receive from my
hand more than its parents did? Woman! if so,
you are mistaken.” He rose, and would have left
the place ; but the faithful woman, nothing daunted,
placed the infant at his feet, and answered—

“<If that poor child’s parents wronged you,
you have punished them to the death. Vengeance
should not extend beyond the grave. There lies
the infant, stretching out its little arms to you, its
sole protector. Behold in it the features of your
own once lovely and beloved daughter,—a daugh-
ter whom your cruelty hurried to an early tomb.”

¢ ¢ Silence! woman, cried Tenda. ¢ Begone!
and take the brat with you.’

“ ¢ Never, she answered, ¢ shall my hand re-
move the poor infant from those who are bound to
protect it.’

¢ ¢ Take up the child, or I will toss it from the
window !’ cried Tenda, in a fury.

“¢Yes!’ said she, ¢ and kill it as you killed its
parents” She turned, and was leaving his pre-
sence, when, in a furious rage, he stooped and radely
snatched up the infant. Its lovely, soft eye met
the enraged glance of Tenda : his heart thrilled,
and his passion seemed calming, as he stood rooted
to the spot, gazing on the babe, who, sweetly
smiling, stretched out its little hands to him, and,
throwing its little arms around his neck, nestled
its cheek on his bosom. Tenda was overpowered.
With a convulsive sob he pressed the infant to his
breast ; and tears, such as Tenda had not for many
a year shed, fell fast from his eyes upon the fair
head of his infant grandson.”

« And so,” said Letia, as she wiped the tears
from her own eyes, “ this was Maitland’s first in-
troduction to his hateful grandfather. The old
wretch! was he kind to the poor child ?”

« He was,” answered Zada ; “ and the boy grew
up, and became the idol of all who knew him. His
life, however, was one of mingled joy and grief,
oand his spirits were sadly crushed by his grand-



94

father. At times the old man would fancy, that
in the looks and gestures of the boy he again be-
held his beloved and unhappy Laura; and in those
hours the old man’s fondness knew no limits. If
the boy smiled on another but him, the old man
got charlish, and upbraided him, alleging that he
had all his mother’s ingratitude. If the proud
spirit of the boy was aroused by these insults,
and he dared to reply, then the old man disco-
vered in the fiery glance, and the bold words of
the boy, the looks and language of his unhappy
father, and with curses would drive him from
his presence. At length the old man resolved
on sending young Maitland to England for his
education ; and at that time Mr. Bellgrove invited
the youth to spend some time at Myrtle-grove
previous to his leaving America. He came ; and
& number of young friends were likewise invited
to enliven the time. We were then mere chil-
dren, but I recollect as well what happened then
88 the events of yesterday. Young Waldenberg
was ome of the party—Colonel Waldenberg I
mean, for his younger brother, Captain Walden-
berg, lived with an uncle in the State of Georgia,
from whence he has but recently returned. Nothing
could be more opposite than the characters of Wal-
denberg and Maitland ; the former was the ring-
leader inall mischievous frolics ; the latter,sensitive,
mild, and gentle, shy of mixing among the youth-
ful party around him. Maitland spent his time in
lonely rambles through the forest, and along the
banks of the Wandoo. The whole plantation was
often thrown into alarm by his absence at nightfall ;
and, after diligent search, young Maitland would
be found seated beneath a fig-tree orspreading pride-
of-India, listening to the tales of African warfare
from the lips of some aged negro. One incident I
recollect well : A number of the boys had gone out
to shoot. They had not gone far from the mansion-
house when a shot was heard, which was instantly
followed by a lamentable cry. On reaching the spot,
we found Waldenberg binding up Maitland’s arm,
from whence the blood was freely flowing, It
appeared that Waldenberg, hearing a fluttering
amongst some myrtles, levelled his fowling-piece ;
and Maitland, perceiving a pair of lovely turtle-
doves in the bush, rushed between them and the

n. The gun went off, and part of the shot struck

aitland in the arm, while the rest killed one of
the poor doves. Careless of the wound, and with
eyes streaming with tears, the gentle boy lifted the
dead dove, and strove to bring it to life in his bosom.

¢ ¢1 had watched themn so long,’ he sobbed, ¢ and
the poor things seemed so fond of each other, al-
ways sitting on the same myrtle branch, partaking
the food from each other’s bills, and so soft and
beautiful were their fond, plaintive cries! I would
rather have lost my life than injured them. It is
of no use to cherish it,” he'said, as he drew the
dead dove from his bosom. ¢ Poor thing! it is
quite dead.’ '

“ The surviving bird was fluttering around the
bush with melancholy notes, calling on its mate,
till, perceiving the dead bird in the hand of the boy,
it flew fearlessly towards him, and, alighting on
his hand, gently pressed its bill to that of the dead
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one, and with faint cooings seemed anxious to wile
it away, We were all affected at the sight. Every
effort to drive the survivar away was answered
with its plaintive, fond cry, as it clung to its dead
partner.

“ Weeping bitterly, Maitland carried both the
birds to the mansion-house, and tried all that
he could to separate the living from the dead ;
finding this impossible, he placed them together,
and in a few hours afterwards the bereaved ome
wasseen walking anxiously around the other ; then
it paused, and, stretching its wings over it, fell.—
Poor thing! It gave one faint cry, and dropped
dead by ‘the side of its partner, Young Maitland
exclaimed, ¢ They reminded me of my poor parents ;’
and he wept as if his heart would have broken.

While he remained on the plantation, he was
adored by the wholeof the negroes ; every one of their
histories he knew, all their little griefs were freely
confided in him, and his heart and purse were
alike open to every call of humanity. At length
he was recalled by his grandfather, and many a
bitter tear was shed at his departure. The pegroes
mourned it as a general loss, and old and youpg
poured their blessings on him. But if it was a
sad parting with us, it was still worse when old
Tenda came to bid him farewell. Even at parting
the old man found fault. He accompanied the boy
to the vessel in which he was to sail, and chided
him for the alacrity with which he ascended the
side of the ship, alleging it was ingratitude, and
displaying en anxiety to get away from him.
When the moment came to part, and Maitland
threw himself into the arms of his grandfather,
the old man folded him closely to his heart, and
wept like a child. With difficulty they removed
him ; but after leaving the vessel he remained up-
on the wharf, wringing his hands, and exclaiming,
¢ He’s gone. I'll never again behold him. So like
Laura, too. Why did I part with him?" There
he stood, wrapped in bitter grief, till the ship
crossed the Bar and her masts disappeared in the
distance. He returned to his halls again ; they
seemed deserted and dreary. He glanced his eyes
around his apartment ; they rested on a portrait
of his ill-fated daughter, taken when she was a
happy child ; he turned from it, and glanced to-
wards a portrait of his grandson,—the striking re-
semblance of the two portraits to each other com-
pletely overpowered him. He sunk into a seat
and remained for some time overwhelmed with
grief ; then starting up, commanded his slaves in-
stantly to fit out the swiftest sailing packet-boat,
and pursue the ship—promising a thousand dol-
lars to any one who brought back his grandson.
They obeyed—the boat sailed. All that night the
old man slept not. Next day, he paced up and
down the beach ; in vain did his servants entreat
of him to take rest and food. Night cqme on—the
boat returned. Vain effort !—the ship was too-
swift for them.

“ From that hour Tenda became & changed being
—avaricious, grasping, greedy, and oppressive !
The city becane filled with stories of Tenda the
Miser. He heeded them not. Years rolled on, and
the glad tidings came that young Maitland was



returning. Old Tenda was almost mad with joy.
He was seen hurrying through the strests. His
sole cry was, ¢ He is coming back !—he is coming
back I’

“ At length the vessel which bore young Mait-
land eatered the bay. Fhe old man grew almost
frantic when he beheld the signals of the vessel.
flying. From the highest verandah of his house,
be looked upon that splendid expange of water, with
its Jovely scattered islands. A boat was seen
lasmched.

“¢Isee him !’ cried Tends, starting up. *Fly,
slaves—welcoms him ! —weloome him like & prince
ntwruing to his territory !’

“ He sunk back inte the arms of his attendants,
ovmrpowered with excess of joy. Hasty steps were
won heard. The loud and joyous cries of a host of
slaves announced the approach of their much-loved
young master. The entrance to the verandah was
thrown open, and Maitland, springing forward,
caught thegldman in his arms. Tenda gave a feeble
ory ashe sunk on the bosom of his grandson. He
raised his head, and looking fondly on the face of
the youth, maurmured, ¢ Image of my murdered
Laura !’ drooped his head upen the shoulder of the
young man.———Alas ! the excitation of his feelings
had proved fatal to the old man ; and in that fond
embrace he sunk a lifeless corpee !

% The death of his grandfather was a severs shock
to the feelings of Maitland, who loved the old man
sineerely ; nor could the ion of his immense
weslth blunt his grief. Immediately after his
grandfather’s faneral, Maitlandarranged hisaffairs;
aad finding himeelf the sole heir to old Tenda’s
etate, sailed to Havannah, where he erected a
splendid monument over the grave of his parents;
thus paying them the only tribute of filial affec-
tion that wae left in his power.

“ On his veturn to Carlville, his society was much
sught after ; and, among otliers, he renewed his
friendship with Miss Beligrove. ' There was little
change in his generousheart. Aceomplished ashe
was, he seemed still the same generous and affec-
tionate youth, who had risked his own life to save
that of a poor turtle-dove, and who had wept tears
of unavailing sorrow over it.

“Every attention and honourwhich could be paid
to him was shown. The young Cadets elected him
one of their body, and the public voice soon named
him Masjor of the Brigade. Many a mother thrust
ber daughter in his way ; but Maitland seemed
cold and distant to them : he sought a heart to
match his own. Mild, sensitive, and gentle, he
»on found there were very few such. The outward
glare of aocomplishments pleased him not ; he
sought something deeper—the refined mind, the
intellectual sonl.§

“ Sarely my cousin did not act the coquette with
him ¢ said Letia.

* Heaven forbid she should be so heartless a
character,” exclaimed Zada ; “she esteemed him
a3 8 true and sincere friend. But mark the result.
One night at the assembly, Major Maitland was
psying the most marked attention to my lady,
vhen €olonel Waldenberg entered. He advanced
lowsrds Miss Dallgrove, and seemed violently
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agitated. He paused, and turning to his ser-
vant, Perault, addressed a few words to him. Pe-
rault bowed, and left him. He then advanced,
and without taking any notice of Major Maitland,
bowed haughtily to Miss Bellgrove, and made a
few sneering remarks on the company. My lady -
felt annoyed, and replied very coldly, and imme-
diately after rose to dance with Major Maitland.
The Colonel suddenly left the raom ; and, in a few
minutes afterwards, Perault entered, and requasted
a private conversation with the Major. They re-
tired, and immediately thereafter the company
were alarmed by the report of pistals ; and a cry
arose, that Major Maitland had been assassinated.
Miss Bellgrove was carried home in a state of in-
sensibility ; and next morning it was reparted that
Maitland had died of wounds received in a duel
with the Colonel, who had fled. Doubts were
thrown out a8 to the fairness of the duel ; and the
Colonel was openly branded as 8 murderer. Un-
able to look upon her friends, my lady retired to
Myrtlegrove, and prohibited all intercourse with
the city. She became completely changed, sad,
and heart-broken ; and being desirous that some
friend should be near her, I wrote to you, without
her knowledge, pressing you to come. What has
occurred since, you know as well as Ido. But,
see,” exclaimed Zada, as she pressed Letia’s arm—
< gee, here comes Colonel Waldenberg's favourite
slave, Perault, of whom I spoke.”

“ He is a noble-looking negro,” said Letia, as
she on the conspirator as he approached.
“ He is splendidly attired, too,” she added.

“Yes, Miss Letia,” said Zada ; “but the gaudy
skin conceals the poisonous sngke.”

With folded arms, and wrapt in deep thought
—his eyes bent steadfastly on the ground—Perault
approached them. He raised his eyes, and per-
ceiving Letia and Zada, started, and seemed con-
fused. Instantly recovering himself, he advanced,
and, with a low salaam, said—* Your servant,
lady.” Letia bent her head, acknowledging his
courtesy, when Perault, looking at Zada, said—
“ You have a lovely abode here. It is a fitting
paradise for an angel like your lady.” And he
bowed again to Letia.

“This is my lady’s cousin—Miss Norrisville,”
said Zada.

¢ Indeed,” said Perault, “there is a strong re-
semblance, then, I took the lady for Miss Bell-
grove, the mistress of this heavenly spot.” So say-
ing, he bowed low and passed them.

“He is very polite,” said Letia.

Zada smiled as she answered—* Flattery al-
ways sounds sgreeable. Satan himself gained
Eve by flattery : and Perault is a villain, I like
him not.”

GHAPTER XI.

Whackie was discussing the merits of a cold
roasted fowl, with some sweet-potato bread, and
sassifrass beer, when an order to attend Mr. Joolay
caused him most reluctantly to suspend his opera-

tions. -
On entering the overseer’s apartment, Whackie
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beheld Joolay enveloped in a cloud of smoke, puff-
ing away at a cigar, with a brandy bottle before
him

“ Whackie,” said Joolay, looking at him, “I
think you are an honess, good fellow.”

“Werry much so, Massa,” answered Whackie,
chiming in with the encomiums on his own char-
acter.

“So, as your master will not be hex«etdlthu
evening, I mean to retain you near my person,”
added Joolay.

‘Whackie gave the overseer a rueful and bewil-
dered look, as he inquired—* Wat you gone ado
wid I, Massa Joolay ?”

“Make you my own servant,” answered the
overseer, with an air of importance, Whackie
looked as if he would have declined the honour in-
tended for him.

“You see, Whackie, we are going to dine with
the young ladies to-day,” continued Joolay.

“Tankee, Massa,” grinned Whackie,

“ And,” nid the overseer, “ there will be a band
of these young whelps of Cadets dining with us,
and they'll be telling some tarnation cracks about
their shooting, and 80 on ; now, you are a favour-
ite with them—

“ Much oblige,” grinned Whackie.

“So,” added Joolay, “I must tell some things
too, for the credit of our own plantation ; and, if
I 8ay you saw it~—never mind what it is—swear
that it’s a fact.”

. “Yes, Massa—fac’, Massa ! was the answer of
the apt scholar.

“ Now, Whackie, here’s a glass of brandy for
you,” added Joolay.

‘Whackie gave a broad grin, showing his teeth
from ear to ear, like white keys on a black hurdy-
-gurdy, a8 he took the glass, swallowed its contents,
and, with a long gasp for breath, handed it back
to Joolay.

¢Is that good " inquired the overseer.

“Capal! werry nice!” answered the negro,
smacking his lips.

“And now, Whackie,” said Joolay, in a lan-
guishing tone, “ how do I look to-day ?”

Whackie fidgetted about, and scratched his
head, as if loath to answer.

“Come,” said Joolay, “don’t be afraid ; speak
out., How do I look—eh "

“ Dam ugly, Massa !” was the earnest response
of the unsophisticated negro.

“ QOut, you baboon !” cried Joolay, starting up
in a fury.

“ Beg pardon, Massa !”’-cried Whackie, stooping
to avoid the kick aimed at him ; “you looka booti-
ful—neber see you look betta in all a life.”

“ Guessed so myself,” said Joolay, as he resumed
his seat, highly pleased with the somewhat ambi-
guous flattery of his servant.

“ Now, Whackie, go and get the loan of a livery
coat, and come back and help to rig me out.”

‘Whackie bowed and departed.

The second dinner-bell had rung, and Joolay,
followed by Whackie in his borrowed plumes,
bustled into the dining-room. On entering the
roow, Whackic uttered a very aundible “JLor,
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Massa—how grand !” The guests were all seated ;
and at the back of every third chair stood hand-
some negroes, gorgeously apparelled, holding long
fans of brilliant feathers, which they waved gently
from side to side, to prevent the insects, which
buzzed around, from annoying the company, and
which, at the same time, gave a delicious coolness
to the air. The table groaned beneath the dis-
play of massy plate. The walls of the apart-
ment were painted so as to seem a beautiful garden,
and the ceiling to resemble the sky. Glancing
his restless eyes along the brilliant draperies of the

apartment, the overseer at length looked towards
the head of the table, where sat the fair hostess.
A murmur of admiration burst from his lips as he
beheld the change in her appearance. Her eyes
were sparkling with joy; and the peachy bloom on
her cheek, gave to her features a more than earthly
beauty. -

“ Ah! Mr. Joolay,” said she, you are late—
be seated.” Colonel Waldenberg motigned him to
a seat beside himself. ¢ Come, Mr. Joolay,” said
he, “ you must support me at this end of the
table.” Joolay bowed, and stepped forward to the
chair, when his eye encountered the rich Mameluke
dress of PERAULT. The overseer started. “1I
have seen that dress before, surely ¢ he muttered.
He gazed on the features of Perault most earnestly ;
but the calm dignified look, and the full dark keen
eye of the negro, as he returned the stern scrutiny,
puzzled and bewildered the overseer.

¢ The sight of that fellow makes my head ache !”
said Joolay. “Blow me, if I don’t think it was
he who——" Here Joolay filled up the entence
by rubbing his cranium—took another fixed look
at Perault, and then sat down.

“ You seem to admire my servant, Mr. Joolay,”
said the Colonel ; “have you seen him before #*

“Is that your nigger?” said Joolay, as he pointed
to Perault. “I say, Blackie, did you ever see me
before—eh ?” and Joolay put on a tremendous look.

“We have not met that I am aware of, Sir,” said
Perault, with a somewhat contemptuous smile ;
“and your face is one that cannot easily be for-
gotten.

“Is it ?” said Joolay, bittexly. *It’s better than
your black mug, any how!” The over-
seer was on the point of bursting into a fury ; but
Captain Waldenberg perceiving the storm arising,
dexterously diverted Joolay’s attention to some-
thing else ; when the door was thrown open, and
Haman, with a stentorian voice, sung out—* Here
be a stranger, Genelum.”

“Bid him enter,and welcome,” answered Matilda.

A tall gaunt personage, with a pale meagre face,
and attired in a suit of rusty black, entered ; and
making a stiff and awkward bow, stood at the
door, as if amazed at the display before him, hesi-
tating whether to advance or retire. “I am
afraid,” he said, “that I am intruding on the
company : I am a stranger.”

¢ The stranger is ever welcome to the halls of
the Planters,” answered Matilda.  Be seated, Sir,
and consider yourself at home. Hamau, attend
the gentleman.” R, K. R,

(T be continued.)
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(Continued from page 86 of our February No.)

CHAPTER XII,

Wira a rueful look at Joolay, Haman came
forward, and muttering to himself, “I shall place
de two ugly huffas face a face,” placed a chair for
the stranger directly opposite to the overseer.
Viands were abundantly placed before the stranger,
who did ample justice to them. It seemed to bea
contest between him and Joolay, who would devour
most. Fish of all descriptions—from the delicious
black fish to the huge dramfish—disappeared down
their throats ; wild turkey and venison vanished
before their inroads, till Joolay paused for want of
breath, and laid down his knife and fork.

“Stranger,” said Joolay, “I'll be glad to take

wine with you.”

“ With pleasure, Sir,” mumbled the stranger.

“Whackie,” said Joolay, * hand me that bottle.”

Whackie laid hold of a small cruet with a red

fluid in it ; and the overseer, without paying at-
tention to it, poured out the liquor into his glass—
raised it, looked fixedly at the stranger, bobbed
lis head as if he was meaning to toss it off his
shoulders into his opposite neighbour’s face, who,
in return, jerked his head down as if to avoid the
blow, then each took a mouthful of the liquors,
but with different effeets. The stranger’s being
senuine wine, was drank with a look of pleasure ;
bat Joolay suddenly placed the glass on the table,
sarted half out of his chair, and applied both
hands to the pit of his stomach, screwing his face
into an exprassion of the most diabolical losthing,
while the ligunor squirted from each side of his
month like a water-spout.

“ Bless me, Mr. Joolay,” exclaimed the Colonel,
“what is wrong ?”

*“Oh, mercy!” groaned the overseer. * I’m poison-
ed—I'm poisoned. What is that you’ve given me,
Youblsck rascal 7’ said he,turning to Whackie; “that
ain't wine, Sir!” Whackie gently raised the glass,
looked earnestly at it, and, withvut any farther
ceremony, bumpered off the liquor ; but suddenly
letting the glass fall, he rubbed his stomach strenu-
ously with both hands, and drew up one of his legs,
while he looked the very picture of loathing Horror
blackballed.
dﬁ“lki;h! Massa,” he sputtered ; “dat no good for

n

“0Oh, you one stooped nigger!” exclaimed Ha-
nan ; “wot you isdo? Lora me! you hab gib
You Masea de eseence ob cayenne for wine—oh,
.}":&doopedgooee!” And Haman grinned at the
ol :

“Isan awkward mistake, Mr. Joolay,” said the
%‘;but pray preserve your temper.”

“E I” exelaimed he ; “if you was in the
e pickle, T'd like to know if you wouldn't pep-
F‘im Blow me—TI feel as if I had a shovel-
ful of kot cosls down my throat !”

The Colonel laughed ; and J oolay, turning angrily
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to Whackie, ordered him to bring another glass ;
and Whackie, walloping his tongue and drawing
in his breath, to cool it, ruefully obeyed.

“ Guess I've seen you before,” said Joolay, ad-
dressing the stranger.

“ Mayhap you have,” the man answered. “ I am
a preacher, and am teaching the negroes.”

« Ah, hem !” remarked Joolay ; “a Missionary
chap, eh ?°

“I am an Independent preacher,” answered the
stranger.

“ Well, now,” said Joolay, «if 7 was indepen-
dent, they might preach who liked for me.”

“ You are facetious, Sir,” sald the stranger.

“ And plain, too,” said Joolay. “We don’t like
some of you chaps putting nonsense into poor nig-
gers’ heads: we have had no preachers here since
01d Shoes left us.”

“Was he a good expounder,” inquired the Mis-
sionary.
“ Capital,” said Joolay ; “but he was like some
others of his kind, totally without education for
the profession he followed. However, the niggers
liked him, and they’d steal anything, from a sweet
potatoe up to an ox, for him.”

“Did he encourage them in such a system ?” in-
quired the Missionary.

“ How could they pay him otherwise ?" said
Joolay. “ Helost their favour though, by gettingtoo
fond of 7wm. One day, being in & rapturous fit at a .
camp meeting, he told the niggers he was a-going
to heaven ; and, amid the roaring and weeping of
the negroes, he began to ascend a tall pine tree,
bidding them all farewell. When he got to the top,
a branch gave way, and he came back again in rig-
glar style !”

“Was he killed " inquired the stranger.

“ No, no ; he only got a rumbly-come-tumbly-
fication of the limbs, and a clatterification of the
ribs. Drunk folks, and little children, are always
safe when they tumble,” said Joolay.

“ What said the negroes?” inquired the stranger.

“<Ah! you come back, Massa !" He told them a
long story, about being struck down by Satan, in
the shape of a turkey-buzzard. The niggers would
not believe him ; so they all left him.” .

¢ Had they no preacher after that ?" inquired the
stranger, .

«Nobody but me,” answered Joolay.

“You!” exclaimed the Missionary.

“Yes ; and a powerful sarmon I gave ’em, I as-
sure ye. I told’em if they didn’t work hard, and
drop stealing the Indian corn and sweet ‘taties,
they’d go to a place where Old Nick kept ninety
millions of cowskins going night and day for lazy
niggers, and they’d be thrashed there constantly.
Why, the poor blackies were horrified, and going
into fits, and carried off like killed and wounded
from g field qf battle. It had a powerful effect,

N
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Sir : you wouldn’t see a better gang on any plan-
tation for a month after.”

The Missionary shook his head, and gravely an-
swered, “ This is working erroneously on poor ig-
norant minds. If these negroes were educated ¥’

“ Educated !” roared Joolay. “No, Sir; educa-
tion plays the deuce with niggers. We’d have
’em reading newspapers instead of tending cotton,
and studying politics instead of hoeing "taties. No,
no; that won’t do. Edicate niggers! that won't
do.”

“But if the Northern States should interfere ?”

- said the Missionary.

Colonel Waldenberg now joined in the conver-
sation, and- haughtily said,—* Let the Northern
States look to themselves. We will not suffer them
to interfere with our internal regulations.”

“ But, Sir,” said the Missionary, *if the North-
ern States should, through Congress, declare the
negroes free —

“Then,” interrupted the Colonel, “ we would
end the Union, and declare the Southern States
free, and independent of the Northern States.”

“What if they should take up arms to enforce
their decree ?” inquired the Missionary.

“Then we would arm and repel them,” exclaim-
ed the Colonel. “ The Northern States awe us?
‘What care we for them !”

“Iknow,” said the Missionary,  that you South-
ern planters despise the Northern States men too
much ; but surely it adds to your disdain, to be-
hold yourselves surrounded from infancy with
c¢rouching slaves, while the citizens of the Northern
States proclaim freedom to all.”

“They be hanged!” said Joolay, “the darned
yankee pedlers and shopkeepers! Show me any
place where folks are so happy as in this very
State. Look at the niggers ; where will you see a
happier race? No care, no sorrow.”

“Still they are slaves,” said the Missionary.

% And pray what is Slavery # ” inquired Joolay.
“A mere word : give it another name, and our
country would be called a second Arcadia.”

“ But you sell them,” said the Missionary ;
“ you flog them ; you separate husband and wife,
mother and child.” °

 Look ye, Sir,” said Joolay,— you come here
with queer notions about them poor niggers.
You've seen labourers in the Northern States—free
labourers ,

“ Yes, Sir, I have ;—not only in the Northern
States, but in England also.”

“Well, you'veseen themboughtina publicmarket?”

“ A free man bought! How make ye that out?”
inquired the Missionary. :

“ You would see them at times in the market-
places, offering their services for sale,” continued
Joolay. “Well, some one buys them for a certain
period at a certain price ; the labourer goes with
his master; he thinks he will be snug ; he gets a
wife ; takes a house, buys furniture ; works away
—toils on like a slave. Well, he gets a family—
perhaps a dozen of squalling brats ; hislimited wages
ca t him and his wife and family. He
te ier, and throws himself into sickness ; he
¢ vork, and loses his situation. His rentis due,

his taxes are unpaid. The baker, the buiche
and the grocer ‘have all claims against him. ¢
soon as they know that the poor man is out of en
ployment, when he has no master to look to, theya
come forward, and demand him to pay that whi
they know is out of his power to pay. ©Given
a little time,” says the poor fellow, “till I g
better, and get a new master; I'll pay you al
No, that won't do. He is poor; that's a horr
crime : so they serve him the same as if he was
mad dog : every one must have a blow at him.”

But it is superfluous to repeat the stale arg
ments of the overseer. It is enough that they s
those which have been a thousand times reful
when employed by British colonists. The Mi
sionary at last broke in. “ But you compel the
to work—you flog them.”

“ Work or starve, is & maxim in nature,” &
swered Joolay. “ A schoolboy is thrashed becsu
he won’t learn his lesson. If I seean ill-nature
stubborn nigger, who won’t work, but idlingaw:
his time, and stealing all he can get, I threat
him : if he won't obey again, I give him & n
across the shins. If that man was free, he'd be
thief and a vagabond. Society would flog him:
the cart-tail, and, perhaps, hang him.”

“But you sell them,” insisted the Missionary.

“ What is the difference if I sell them, or th
sell themselves? They are a set of poor devils.
Africa—worst place for slavery that in the worl
Folks are never happy there but when they
cutting throats. Compare our niggers to those!
Africa! Phoo, humbug!”

“If your negroes were free, this country wou
be in a different state,” said the Missionary.

“Ay, faith would it!” exclaimed Jools)
% swarming with thieves and idle blackguards. I
settle that question in & minute. Whackie,” s
he, addressing the negro, “would youliketo befree

¢ Me, massa ?—no, massa,” nded Whacki

“ Wouldn't you like to be free and work f
yourself?” inquired the Missionary.

“No, Massa ; I no like for workee,” answen
‘Whackie.

“ Haman,” said Joolay, * what would you !
if you was free ?”

“ Me, Massa ?” said Haman with a grin. “Oh
go sleep all de day, and I go tief all de night!”

“What sayshe?” said the Missionary, scarce
crediting his own ears.

“Keh, keh, keh ! ” chuckled Joolay ; “he
he’d sleep all day, and thieve all night! Neg
liberty ! keh, keh, keh !”

This is the very triumph of planters’ logic.

The ladies having left the table, Colonel Walde
berg and a few of the officers soon followed, les
ing Joolay at & fair drinking-bout with the oth
officers.

The wine was circulated freely, and Joolsy b
gan, in his favourite style, to narrate most marv¢
lous matters, which, although too full of roman
for any human mind to credit, he strenuous
maintained were all positive facts. Captain Char!
Waldenberg soon perceived Joolay’s weak sid
and began to draw him out by degrees.

T understand, Mr. Joolay,” said the wag, “th
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your plantation at Bellgrove is in such a splendid
state of cultivation that it will produce everything,”

“ Astonishing soil!” was the ready response.

“ No matter what you plant, its sure to grow,—
hats, shoes, coats, anything—just plant ’em! By
the hookey ! they grow up ; plant a dead nigger
and ACR grow alive again! 1 lost a shoe one day
whea out shooting ; about a month after that, I
happened to be in the same direction, judge my
astonishment ! there was a tree grown up, and a
capital crop of shoes upon it I—It’s a fact I tell ye.”

“ Fac', massa,” murmured Whackie, “ see him
heshef. Zama find a shoe, and fling on a tree.”

“ Tremendous gales, though,” said the overseer;
4 play hell and tommy at times! Lord bless ye !
one day I was sailing down the river, when a
whirdwind carried off my wig, and nearly carried
myself sky high. It blew the wig up to the clouds,
where, I suppoee, apother sort of wind caught it
and blew it home. I can’t say whether it was the
insiinct of the wig, or what ; but judge my astonish-
ment! when I returned home, there was my wig
drying itself before the fire !—It’s & fact I tell ye.”

“ Fac', mases,” said Whackie, “ see him heshef.
Zama catch a wig in a water, and carry him home
for dry.” .

“ Have you many strange birds on your planta-
tim?” inquired Galliard.

“ Wonderful, Sir,” said the overseer. “ You
know there is a heavy penalty against shooting
turkey-buzeards? Well, Sir, I was annoyed by
one lately, so levelled my rifle at him. Judge my
astonishment ! when he roared out, ¢ No humbug,
old Joolay ! darn me, if you fire at me I’ll inform
against ye, and get ye fined !’ 1 was amased, Sir,
and let him fly off!”

“ Fac, Massa,” said Whackie,

* Indeed, Whackie !” said Galliard. ¢ Did you
ever hear a buzzard i

l‘go, Massa ; neber yeéaree turkey-buzza peak all
alife!”

A mumber of the young wags observing the pe-
culiar contour of Joolay’s phirog, took up a bet,
ko wonld make the ugliest face in the whole com-
pany. Amidst shouts of laughter the bet was ac-
cepted, and each in his turn endeavoured to distort
his features into the most hideous deformity. No
one seemed to relish the joke more than Whackie ;
but as it came to Joolay’s turn, Whackie got ex-
tremely excited, and clapping the overseer on the
shoulder, exclaimed in an eager tone—

“Massa Joolay, Massa Joolay, no ckamge you
Jface, no change you face ! Goley, Massa ! you face
beat >ems all as him is I” The roar of laughter which
followed this remark, put Joolay into a towering
rage, and starting from his chair, he turned on
Whackie ; but the negro instantly percelving the
blunder he had committed, nimbly fled from the
apartment. The young wags now interfered, and
Joolsy being restored to peace, allowed Whackie to
reénter,

The Missionary had set at the table with the
others, and was giving much offence, by his ill-
timed remarks on the system of slavery, till, tired
vith what was considered his impertinence, Gal-
linrd arose and addressed him-—

151

“Sir, we have borne with your language till it
hasbecome tiresome. Look around you,and ask any
one of the negroes who attend us, if he is unhappy ;
and I doubt not, but his answers would be in the
negative. 'We have been brought up with, and
accustomed to them from childhood ; and therefore
like them. It would be an act of cruelty on our
parts, to drive them out from the homes where
they have been born and bred. You, and such as
you, however, would have us not only give them
freedom, but also divide our lands and fortunes
amongst them, and bid them to think, that in that
empty sound, freedom, they are to be equal to
angels in bliss. It is only when they would find
the sad reality—when want and sickness, toil and
sorrow, bore them down, that they would find
that freedom is but an empty name, and curse
those who had driven them to ask it.”

The Missionary would have interrupted him ;
but looking up, he encountered the eye of Perault,
who, with an angry gesture, beckoned on him to
arise and follow him.

“I am glad we have met,” said Perault, as he
encoungered the Missionary at the end of one of
the garden walks.

“I heard you had arrived,” said the Missionary.
Your brethren in the city were most anxious to
know the result of your negotiations with Chris-
tophe, and the free negroes of Hayti.”

“ All is arranged,” answered Perault,  Chris-
tophe has already assigned the territory to wus.
Secrecy and despatch are all that are now neces-
sary. Our race will hail thee as their friend, and
say that there was at least one W Aste man to lead
them from this house of bondage.”

“ Yes!” exclaimed the Missionary, « as Moses
led the Israelites from Egypt, so would I lead the
oppressed negroes from this land. But, Perault,
I have my own doubts a8 to whether we can escape
with the secrecy you represent. My soul revolts
against bloodshed.”

 None will be shed, if it can be avoided,” an~
swered Perault. “ We only require to fire the
buildings, and seize the shipping during the alarm;
the negroes from the plantations can enter the
city under cloud of night, or join usin their canoes
in the bay.”

“ But will the negroes on this estate join us?”
inquired the Missionary.

¢ Preach thou the blessings of freedom ; make
them discontented with theiy presont lot; tell them
that they must effect their own freedom ; talk
to them of happier lands, where their liberties and
wealth can be secured. Do this; and with the
aid of those already in the plot, all will go right.
I have this day discovered a powerful auxiliary to
our cause.”

“ How ?” inquired the Missionary.

« In the Obi, or magician of the woods,” an-
swered Perault.

«J will deal with no sorcerers,” rejoined the
Missionary.

“ Bah!” replied Perault. “ What would thy
preaching in secret to the negroes of the city have
done, had Gullah Jack not aided thee?”

% True ; but his strength of mind gave him the
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power, which by imposition he kept up,” said the
Missionary. '

“ It is to his plotting brain that we are indebted
for the secrecy of this conspiracy,” said Perault ;
-% and, trust me, that, in the Obi of the woods, we
will find another Gullah.”

“ Beit as you wish,” said the Missionary. * But
when does our purpose hold ?” :

- % Without farther delay,” answered Perault:
“ our plot is now ripe. Proceed thou from hut to
hut. Able emissaries will aid thee. On thy talents
Perault relies for success. See, some negroes are
approaching. To thy work, my friend—away.”
The Missionary turned and left him, and Perault,
clenching his teeth together, muttered,—* Proceed,
O fool ! to seal thine own doom! Pale-faced rene-
gade, now work thy own destruction.” He turned
and proceeded to the house. !

CHAPTER XII,

- The night was stormy, and the loud wind howled
through the forest, as Perault, with stealthy steps,
slipped past the Cadet outposts, and entered into
the thickets. After toiling through the under-
wood for a considerable distance, he found himself
on the verge of a deep swamp. * Confusion !” he
‘muttered. “I have lost my way. I must skirt
along this swamp, and run the risk of being bit by
these black snakes which I hear rustling among
the leaves, No matter,” he continued, “I must
grope my way.” So saying, he tore a large branch
from a tree, and striking it occasionally on the
ground before him, proceeded on his journey. At
-length he reached the firmer soil, and with speedy
steps hurried forward. A faint light glimmered
occasionally in the distance ; and, guided by it,
Perault soon reached the hut of the Obi, and
struck the door thrice.

“ Enter, foe to the white man,” cried a shrill
voice from within the hut ; and the light which
had hitherto guided the wanderer’s footsteps was
suddenly extinguished. '

Perault instantly threw open the door and en-
tered. .« Peace, and the blessing of heaven, be
with you, Obi !”” said he, as he groped his way into
the hut.

“ Ha—ha—ha!” shrieked the shrill voice ; “a
curse would sound better than a blessing, from thy
unhallowed lips !”

¢ Silence, dotard !” exclaimed Perault, fiercely;
“T come not here to listen to thy jargon.”

“Thou comest to know what may be the result
of thy ambitious schemes #* said the Obi.

<« And if I did, what then ?”’ said Perault, scorn-
f“n .

“yl see,” answered the Obi, “a gallows strung
with strangled negroes, closer than ever African
girl strung beads upon her necklace!”

As the Obi spoke, a lurid flame arose from the
centre of the hut, spreading a sickly hue all around,
and shone upon the figure of the aged African, at-
tired in a female dress.

Perault eyed the Obi sternly, and said—* A
gallows strung with strangled negroes !—Couldst
t;’mu l;e’hold Abou Abdallah, the murderer, amongst
them ' .

by force, and never met again, Ol
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The African uttered a faint cry of horror and
surprise, as he staggered back a few paces, and
exclaimed, “ Am I betrayed? Who spoke of Abou
Abdallah?* -

“ One who knows thee, and the dark deed that
drove thee hither,” ssid Perault. “ Thy masters
cruelty nerved thy hand; thy insulted nature
loudly called for vengeance : thou didst stab thy
master to the heart, then fled into the woods; and,
by assuming the garb of a negro woman, and
practising on the superstitious fears of the fook
around thee, thou hast hitherto baffled all pursnit
Is not this thy tale, old man

“Thou wouldst not betray me?” said the Obi
tremblingly. ‘

“No,” answered Perault. Thoun hast hadth
vengeance, and justly too : thou must now aid m
in obtaining méne.”

“ And who art thou,” said the Obi, sullenly
“ who thus tracks the tiger to his lair?”

Perault’s form seemed to become dilated, as bt
proudly answered—¢ Perault, the son of Hama
headman of Woonah !”

With a cry of joy, the old man cast himself
the feet of Perault, exclaiming, “ Wah! Wah!-
God is great!”

“Rise my kinsman,” said Perault; “I hav
sought thee long and earnestly. Chance has throwt
thee in my way ; let us make the best use of ou
meeting.” .

The old African rose and gazed on Perault will
a fond look. “ I remember,” said he, that horrit
night when ‘the Felatahs stormed Woonsh, au
thy father and his gallant followers were peized bl
the foe ; thou wert then an infant at thy motber
breast. She also was seized.” oo

% Yes, Abdallah,” said Perault, hastily inter
rupting him ;  and all were sold by the conquer
ors to the White men as slaves! Of this I knov
nothing save from the lips of my mother and m!
unhappy father.” .

“ Thy father, Perault? not from Ais Lips surelt
He was sold to a West Indian planter, and sever®
from thee and thy mother the instant the sis%
ship arrived. He was never heard of agsit, ®¢
Obi.

« He was heard of,” said Perault; «and f°;:
fully heard of. Listen: I have been tald of "
horrors of the slave-ship which bore you ¥
land.” 1

“ Hush, hush !” said Abdallsh, s bo s
back, shuddering.  Talk of anything but +
Oh! e’en now, the bare remembrance of it sicke
my heart.” .

“ And ought to goad thee on to vamses”:
cried Perault. My futher, my mother, and %
self, and I, then a poor helpless infas
survived of all my father’s tribe : the bodies %,
rest were tossed to feed the sharks. W
at Carlville, and were instantly driven to
market, and set up for sale. A stranger
my father; my mother, myself, and thod Nay
purchased by old Waldenberg of G‘“""”d',cher
tremble not, Abdallah ; I honour thee for bu nde

ing him. My father and mother were t&?;]s:lnbeﬂ
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was 8 harsh and a cruel master; his lady was mild,
gentle, and tender-hearted. She heard the story
of my mother’s wrongs, and would have bought
my father back ; but the stranger to whom he
had been sold had departed no one knew whither.
Young Waldenberg, now my master—curses on the
name!—was then a child of the same age as my-
slf, and Mrs. Waldenberg appointed my mother
to be his nurse,—thus Waldenberg and I were
nourished at the same breast. A private tutor
attended the family, and to please Mrs. Walden-
berg I was placed under his care, along with her
sng. My thirst for study was unbounded, and
my young masters were soon outstripped by the
poor black slave. The page of history wasopened
tome, The more I read, the more I wished to
know. At length my young master was sent to
college, and thither, as his servant, I accompanied

him. There no restraint was placed upon my | ag

mind : supplied—liberally supplied, with money
by young Waldenberg, I could purchase the means
of information. It happened that at this time a
son of Bellgrove's attended college with my master.
This young -man had a slave named Zama, to
whom he was devotedly attached. Zama, like
myself, was fond of study ; and together we per-
used the classic page, and aided each other in our
search for knowledge. At length the question
arose in my mind,—to what end all my learning
would, or could come? I was a slave, fettered and
chained in body, while my soul seemed to hold
creation too limited for its aspirings. At lengthmy
master quitted college, and with him I travelled to
the sunny clime of Italy, and to gay and gaudy
France. We then heard that old Waldenberg was
murdered by one of his slaves.”

“ Hold, Perault!” cried Abdallah ; * call it not
murder,—it was & good deed. I bore with him
till homan nature could bear no longer. At length
I encountered him alone in the forest: he up-
braided me, called me idle,—a vagabond ; and told
me that on my return the whip should teach me
how to spend my time. I answered him some-
what haughtily : he struck me on the mouth. For-
getful of myself, I returned the blow, and struck
my tyrant to the earth. He arose ; and, grappling
with me, called loudly on his attendants. I knew
what my fate should be should they come up ;
and, hwrried on by vengeance, I drew the knife
from my girdle and plunged it into his bosom.
Thrice I struck the monster to the very heart!
He fell. I dragged his dead body to a small thicket,
and covered it with the bushes and withered leaves,
and, wiping from my hands and dress the bloody
tokens of my revenge, I returned to the fields and
mixed amongst the labourers. The old man was
soon missed. A search took place, and his favourite
dog discovered the dead body where I had laid it.
Flight alone remained, andIled to the dark forests,
to herd with beasts of prey. Chance directed
my steps to this hut, where I found an aged ne-
gress whose fancied magic powers held the whole
country in awe, and even the boldest hunter in the
woods would tremble at her name. From her I
recoived ghelter and protection. _After a short time
% died, and, burying her body, I assumed her
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garb, and practised upon the superstitions of the
negroes, whe still believe, that in me they fear and
reverence Obei Fetmah. Frequently I visited the
plantation of Myrtlegrove, till, this morning, on .
entering the hut of Muma Katty, I heard the
name of Waldenberg ; and, horrified and trembling,
Ifled. But I have interrupted thee,—proceed with
thy narrative.”

¢ Let those who may, upbraid thee for the deed,”
answered Perault. “ To me it is the best recom-
mendation, that thy hand has been dyed with the
white man’s blood. But to my own matters. I
returned to Gladswood in time to witness the death
of my poor mother. It was a bitter scene, Abdal-
lah! Even yet, the remembrance of it causes the
tear to start unbidden from my eyes. She told me
of her sad lot ; and, with her dying breath, exhorted
me to free my unhappy countrymen from bond-

e.

“ A few days after this, I happened to be ram-
bling through thecity. A crowd in oneof the streets
attracted my attention. Pressing through it, I be-
held an aged, white-haired negro in a dying state.
To the rude question of ¢ who he belonged to?* he
answered, feebly, that he was a fres negrd,—that he
was unable to work, and for nearly three days had
not tasted food. My heart bled for the poor old
man ; and raising him gently, I supported him to
the house of a friend.- Oh! Abdallah, judge my
grief and horror, when in that poor, aged, dying
man, I beheld my father /” Perault paused, and
wringing his hands, paced hurriedly up and down
the hut.

“ Thy father!” exclaimed Abdallah. “ Hassan
of Woonah perishing in a strange land for want
of food ! Oh, blessed Prophet ! was there no hand
to aid him " *

¢ Oh, Abdallah! had I a thousand lives, how
gladly would I have laid them down to save him !
Think—only think—that here, in a land professing
itself a Christian land,—that forthreedays that aged,
feeble, dying man, had not tasted food! In vain I
strove to savehim. Alas! every attention that my
fond heart could dictate, was pain to him,and proved
unavailing. He died—and in my arms yielded up
his last sigh. Because he was a negro, he had been
treated like @ dog. He had been a slave—uworked,
lashed, branded! He had done « generous act, and
for that act was rewarded:—mark the word, Ab-
dallab—=REwARDED with his freedom! Rewarded!
such a reward as hell itself would grant to suffer-
ing humanity ! such a reward as fiends might stand
by and laugh at! He was liberated because he
was old and feeble, and could no longer serve his
harsh employer. He was freed from bondage, and
driven on the world helpless, unprotected,—in po-
verty and want, to starve!”

Here the rage of Perault arose to a fearful pitch.
His eyes gleamed with supernatural fire, his figure
seemed dilating, and the foam boiled from his
mouth, as he paced to and fro, like an infuriated
tiger.

* The reader need not be reminded that many of the
African tribes, from their intercourse with the Arabians,
hold the faith of Makhemst,
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“ Yet, Abdallah,” he continued, “the sufferings
of that old man only accelerated my deadly pur-
pose. O'er the dead body of my unhappy father,
I swore eternal hatred to the white oppressors, and
vowed that I would never rest till I had effected
the freedom of my unhappy negro brethren. Under
the pretence of celebrating my father’s funeral, I
assembled a large body of the discontented negroes
in the city. I told them of my father's fate, and
pointed out many other instances of a similar na-
ture. I asked if the same fate might not be ours,
when we were old and feeble? I called upon them
to strike for freedom, and to save themselves and
their posterity from bondage. Their hearts respond-
ed to my wishes. Inthat hour we formed a secret
combination ; each pledged solemnly to spread the
flames of discord, and to rally our negro brethren
around the standard of liberty. The work went
on in secret and in silence. Every hour fresh
numbers were.added to our cause. Arms and
ammunition were purchased, and concealed in va-
rious quarters. A number of freed negroes, in our
bands, joined the coasting vessels, in order to prac-
tise navigation; so that, when an insurrection
broke out, there would be no lack of experienced
sailors, to carry us from this hateful coast. A
communication was opened with Christophe, the
negro king of Hayti, in Saint Domingo ; and a
territory in that island was allotted to us. It lat-
terly became necessary that I, the principal leader
in the plot, should meet with King Christophe, to
arrange our final plans. This was difficult to ac-
complish ; but fortune favoured our cause. Major
Maitland, a young officer in the Cadet Brigade,
had recently returned from Cuba, and his mild and
gentle manners made a deep impression on the
negroes around; and one or two of his own slaves,
who were in the plot, began to feel lukewarm in
the cause. They went amissing suddenly : it was sup-
posed they had fled.” A grim, demoniacal sneer
overspread the features of Perault, as he narrated
this part of his career, which Abdallah soon con-
strued to its proper meaning.

“ They fled,” he said. “ Ah! Perault—but
whither fled they ?—from earth, and from its sor-
rows—freed by thy hand, perchance !”

“The sharks in the Ashley river can best tell
the tale,” said Perault, carelessly. ¢ Butthe deed
was necessary for our safety. Be this as it may.
Thou hast heard of this outbreak of the In-
dians ?”

“ I have,” answered the Obi. “ But why have
the Red Cherokees left their native wilds to rush
to certain danger?”

“Some time ago,” continued Perault, “a party
of them encamped within ten miles of the city. On
pretence of making their chiefs some presents, I
went to their tents, and found means to wile these
haughty savages into conversation. Ilamented the
loss of their hunting-grounds, and fishing-stations
on the sea-coast ; and finding they lent a ready
ear, added, that were I a leader in their nation, I
would not cut off the smaller villages of the white
people, but assemble the whole warriors of the
tribe, and destroy the inhabitants of the larger
cities, which might be taken by surprise at night ;

and that being done, the smaller towns could
readily be seized, and the whites massacred; and
that thus the Indians might recover their power,
and hold their native forests free. The subtile sava-
ges caught at the idea. I complained of the lot of
the poor negroes, who I told them were once, like
themselves, free, till the white man made them his
slaves; hinted at the negroes aiding the Cherokees ;
and before I left the camp, arranged with them the
attack on Carlville.,”

¢ Perault, Perault!” exclaimed the Obi, *be-
ware, beware. Behold the Red Cherokee has been
scattered before the power of the white man.”

 Not 80,” answered Perault ; “the Red Chero-
kees are now mustering fast around this spot. Ere
long, their wild war-whoop shall arouse the forest
echoes, and the boasted troops of Carlville sink be-
fore them.”

“ How effected ye the interview with King
Christophe ?” inquired the Obi.

“By a lucky stroke of policy, Abdallah,” an-
swered Perault, grimly smiling. ¢ Colonel Wal-
denberg was on the eve of marriage with Miss
Bellgrove, when Major Maitland stepped into her
good graces, It wasan easy matter to ronse Wal-
denberg to jealousy; and by vague reports, and
well-timed innuendoes, I inspired him with a thirst
for revenge. I watched my opportunity ; and
one night, at the Assembly, hinted I had heard
a rumour of her breaking off intercourse with him,
and marrying Maitland. He saw them both in
close conversation. Filled with rage, he com-
manded me to bring his pistols : with joy I obeyed.
It mattered little to ine which fell, as I was well
supplied with gold for flight. I returned with the
pistols ; and requesting a private conversation with
Maitland, enticed him to the garden. There Wal-
denberg encountered him. Maitland at first posi-
tively refused to fire; till Waldenberg, threatening
to brand him as a coward, roused him to anger.
They fired, and Maitland fell, severely wounded.
The cry of assassination arose, and notwithstand-
ing Waldenberg’s reluctance, I forced him to flight.
I had engaged a schooner bound to Port-au-Prince :
we arrived there ; and Waldenberg being too ill
to travel, I obtained permission to view part of the
island. Leaving my master with Petion and his
mulatto brood, I hastened on to Hayti, and had an
interview with Christophe. It was attended with
complete success. Ha, Abdallah! when I looked
upon the sable visage of that king, and saw the
weak supporters of his power, methought the crown
of Hayti pressed my brows, and the sceptre was
already in my grasp. Oh! godlike ambition, how
I adore thee!”

“Would ambition induce thee to hurl Chris-
tophe, the king who befriends thy cause, from his
throne ?” said the Obi, with surprise.

“Why not ?” said Perault. *“He who has the
soul to dare can do. Crowns and thrones are
the game of daring minds : all fact, all history
shows it. What! think ye that J would lead my
warlike thousands through blood, through battle,
and through well-won vengeance, to bid them
crouch to any other power than mine? No, no,
Abdallah, I will reign supreme—I will bear no
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secondary ‘part. But now, Abdallah, to my pur-
pose. Thou knowest the Lady of Myrtlegrove ?”

“] do,” answered the Obi; “and kind has she
been to the poor negro.”

“She is on the eve of marriage with Walden-

,” said Perault.

The Obi started, and tremblingly said, “Then
1 am no longer safe.”

“Thy safety depends upon thyself,” said Perault.
“Thon, by thy fancied magic powers, must have a
powerful sway over the negroes on Myrtlegrove
and the neighbouring plantations! >’

“'Tis true,” said the Obi ; “my bidding is like
the word of fate to them.”

“ Then thou must be their leader. The torch
of discord is already laid in these plantations:
thou must fan it into a flame. All is ready to lead
our countrymen from this land of bondage to a
land of light and liberty.”

“Say how I can aid thee and thy cause,” ex-
claimed the Obi. “Show me but the way, and I
will follow it in the face of death ! ”

“ There is a Christain fanatic to join thee in thy
labours,” said Perault ; “one who, moved by fancied
zeal, left off his trade of shoemaker, in New York,
to preach a crusade against slavery. He was
sized in Carlville, and tarred and feathered. I
took advantage of his rage, and fired his mind with
the hopes of vengeance. He has proved of power-
ful aid in stirring up the discontented negroes.

Under the mask of religion, he gives vent but to
his own feelings and thirst for vengeance. He will
soon make the negroes in Myrtlegrove unhappy:
follow thou thy calling in his steps.”

“Trust not to the pale-faced Christian,” said
the Obi; “ he will deceive and betray thee.”

“He dare not,” answered Perault; “his own
life would pay the forfeit. As to his religion, it
matters not to me whether my followers be fol-
lowers of the Cross or of the Koran. When we
pass a brook, we ask not that the stepping-stones
be made of solid marble.”

“Does this Christian follow thee to Hayti ?” in-
quired the Obi.

“No,” said Perault, fiercely ; “nor one of his
bateful brood. His fate is already sealed ; let that
content thee.”

A loud roll of thunder shook the hut to its
foundation, and the sheeted lightning gleamed
broad and brightly through the crevices of the
frail tenement. Perault and Abdallah started and
listened for a few seconds attentively. A still and
sullen silence followed, and not even a leaf of the
surrounding forest was heard to stir. Then, pierc-
ing on the night’s dull ear, arose the roar of the
dreaded panther, and the wild and melancholy
howl of the startled wolf, mingling with the shrill
ery of the racoon, and the thrilling rattle of the
nattlesnake. Again all sunk into silence ; thenthe
thunder rolled in horrific peals, and the heavens
seemed one broad sheet of living fire clutching the
earthin its blazing embrace.

“The Tornado has set in earlier than I expect-
ed,” said Perault. “ However, I must face it, and hie
me iomewards.”

“Nay, Peraunlt,” said the Obi, “ you cannot ven-
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ture out to-night, Hark to the panthers’ and the
wolves’ wild cry. You are alone and unarmed—
you cannot brave them.”

Perault laid his hand on the Obi's arm, and,
grimly smiling, answered, “The wildest beast of
prey that roams the forest, the subtlest snake that
crawls, seem to have virtues in their nature, which
man, frail man, doth sadly want. Believe me, my
good Abdallah, that amongst the human race, you
will meet with those in whose breast the bloody
temper of the panther, the ravenous nature of the
wolf, and the subtile poison of the snake, are all
combined, without one portion of their better qua-
lities.”

“ Mosttrue,” replied the Obi. “Yet, still, Perault,
you must not venture forth to-night.”

“Give me a hatchet,” said Perault; “and let
panther, wolf, or white man—worse than both, cross
my path if they dare !”

“Rest thee till morning, Perault. Hark how
the thunder rolls,—see how the vivid lightnings
blaze,” said the Obi.

“ There is a melody in the rolling thunder,”
answered Perault, “ which sounds like sweetest
music in mine ear. There is a beauty in the light-
ning’s blaze, when it seems scorching up the hate-
ful earth, that my heart rejoices in. The thunder’s
roll, the lightning’s blaze, seem kindred to my
soul ; therefore I fearthem not.”

“Then, if thou wilt persist, I will accompany.
thee to the verge of the forest,” said the Obi.

“ Not one step, my kinsman. I would not bhave
thee expose thy grey hairs to this angry blast.
Cherish thyself well, my good Abdallah, for the day
of our vengeance which is at hand.”

“Nay, stay but one moment,” entreated the Obi.
“Hark, the thunder rolls away in the distance.
There comes the rain ; all will soon be clear.”

A loud rushing wind was heard throughout the
forest : crashing, tearing, and uprooting the huge
trees, it bore onward in its resistless course. Then
came the rain, no stinted shower. Itseemed as if
ocean had usurped the place of heaven, and was
pouring down on earth a second deluge.

“ Rest but a few seconds,” urged the Obi ; “ the
rain will soon be over—all will be calm again.”

“ Then,” said Perault, I will remain.”

He seated himself at the side of the Obi. “And
now,” said he, “ tell me of the land of my birth—
the sunny clime of my childhood : tell me of its
palm-groves, and of its free-born tribes.”

The Obi smiled and began a sketch of African
life ; but Perault suddenly arose and said, « Hark,
the rain is over, I must be moving. When I am
free, Abdallah, we shall talk of Africa.”

The loud sound of the frogs and tree-toads join-
ing in their nightly concert, chiming with the
deep-mouthed croaking of the huge bull-frog, and
the chirping of myriads of locusts, crickets, and
lizards, the hum of the night-bettles, and drone of
musquitoes, now arose, mixed with the hissing of
the straggling snakes. All seemed awakening into
new life, The stars arose bright and clear; not
dimly glimmering as in our northern foggy clime,
but each large, lustrous, and brilliant, like golden
lamps blazing in the heavens ; and the milky-way,
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dazzling in light and beauty, glowed like a track
of burnished gold laid in the realms of glory.

CHAPTER X1V, .

“What think you of Zada, Miss Bellgrove’s
slave-girl7” exclaimed Captain Waldenberg, to
Joolay, as they sauntered along the Wandoo.

“Prime wench ! capital wench! famous wench!”
exclaimed the overseer.

¢ She seems well educated, and possessed of good
accomplishments,” said the Captain.

“Yes, yes,” said Joolay; “she had the whole
benefit of the same teachers with her young lady.
Her brother, Zama, too, & fine fellow, was edu-
cated with young master Charley, afore the
Indgins grabbed hold of him. Zada’s not so
proud as Zama. Fine wench !—deuce of a pity
she’s black.”

“Poor girl ! ”” sighed the Captain; *“ what can
all her education and accomplishments avail her?
Perhaps married to some rude negro, whose only
knowledge is how to handle a hoe. What a fate
for such a sweet-natured being !”

“ Ay,” responded Joolay, as he shook his head ;
“ that comes o’ educating niggers. Blow me, if
ever I saw it turn out good !”

“ What regularity in her features!” continued
the Captain: “ what an elegant figure and ges-
ture! and, when she speaks, her voice sounds like
the breathings of a mellow flute!”

“Ay,” said Joolay ; “I like poor Zada very
much. Deuce of a pity but she could be white-
washed! I'd give ten dollars myself for that pur-
pose. Blow me, if it was possible, I'd take her

myself!”

*  «I know not how it is,” said the Captain;
“but her silvery voice rings still in my ear. What
a pity she is a slave !”

“1If a body heard her speaking in the dark,” ob-
served Joolay, with a wise look, *they wouldn't
know her from a white woman. She'd make a
famous wife for a blind planter.”

T think she would make a good housekeeper,”
said the Captain. “And, whep one lived comfort-
ably on their own estate amongst negroes, why,
she would make a most agreeable companion.”

“ You’ve hit it,” said Joolay ; ¢ that's what
makes Miss Bellgrove so fond of Zada. She’s a
managing wench ; and, when she’s in a merry
mood, she makes one quite happy to hear her.”

“Do you think her mistress would sell her?”
inquired the Captain, eagerly.

“Sell Zada!” exclaimed Joolay, gaping with
surprise. “ No, faith no; she wouldn’t take two
thousand dollars for her.”

“T’ll give five thousand for her!” exclaimed
the Captain.

Joolay turned and stared till his eyes seemed
coming out of their apertures. “ What the deuce
are you wanting with Zada?” said he.  Ah,
Captain, you're a sly dog!—keh, keh, keh !”

“ You mistake my meaning, Mr. Joolay.”

“Oh, not a bit, not a bit. I know how you
gentlemen of the city act.”

“ AsTlive,” said the Captain, “here she cumes!”
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“So she does,” said the overseer. ¢ You know
there is an old proverb, Speak of the ——, you
know it, eh 2

“Good morning, my pretty Zada,” cried the
Captain. “ Whither wend you so early 2”

“Hillo, my African Venus!” said Joolay ;
¢ gathering dew, eh ?”

Zada curtsied lowly, and would have passed ;
but the Captain suddenly brought Joolay to the
right about face, and stood at her side.

“ Whither so fast, my pretty girl?” said he.
“ Mr. Joolay and I are just taking a walk.”

“ How is Charley this merning?”” inquired the
overseer. “ Getting better, eh ?”

“Yes, Sir,” answered the timid girl. “He is
better ; he is now able to converse freely ; and, this
afternoon, will endeavour to meet my lady.”

“And how is Major Maitland ?” inquired the
Captain. .

“ Much better, Sir. He is up to-day, and has
got his arm in a sling. With a litjle assistance
he could walk now.”

“ That's right,” said Joolsy. ¢ Thanks to you
and Ooknea, them chaps are getting fast round.
Now, if a doctor chap had gotten them, he'd a
bolussed and physicked them to death’s door, and
kept ‘em a-bed for a month or two. Nothing like
nature herself for workipg a cure.”

“Are you going to see the old sick negress—
Katty, I think, you call her?” said the Captain.

“1I am, Sir,” answered Zada.

¢ Then we'll go and see her, too. Take my arm,
my girl,” said the Captain.

¢ Zounds!” roared Joolay, * what are ye about ?
Taking me on a friendly visit to an old nigger
wench, and going arm in arm with a young one !
The puppy’s mad, I guess.”

Zada had drawn back, on the Captain offering
her his arm, and stood with her eyes fixed on the
ground, while the Captain felt his face glowing.
With mortified feelings he turned to Joolay, and
said, “ There can be harm in offering aid to one so
perfect as Zada.”

“ Flummery,—stuff! I think I see you meet-
ing the rest of your brother-officers, with a young
nigger wench under your wing. Keh, keh, keh !
I think I see you! Ecod! you wouldn’t hear the
last of it for twelve months!”

Zada had glided rapidly onward ; and the Cap-
tain, extricating his arm from Joolay, would have
followed ; but the overseer caught him round the
waist, and held him as firm as if he had been in the
arms of a brown bear. I tell you, you are mad,”
said Joolay.

“ Just one moment, Mr. Joolay,” entreated the
Captain. “ I'll be back in & moment.”

“ Don’t be foolish,” urged the overseer. * Chase
any other wench in the plantation, but don’t harm
that poor girl.” So saying, he dragged him reluc-
tantly away.

The Captain, finding remonstrances were vain,
went peaceably with the overseer till they reached
the house; then, pretending he was going to drill
his company, got off. With speedy steps he hied
towards Muma Kattey’s hut; and, on coming in
sight, thereof, observed Zada quitting the garden,
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He advanced : but the girl, catching a glimpse of
him, snddenly struck into another path, amongst
theshrubbery. “ Soho! myhaughty girl,” thought
be,  you avoid me. Il baulk you yet.” He
turned, and, hurrying through the mynrtles, inter-
cepted Zada in a narrow footpath.

“ Well, my pretty girl,” said he, as he fronted

sbashed maiden ; © you see we have met again.”

« Allow me to paes, Sir,” said she, as the Cap-
hm placed himself firmly in the narrow footpath.

’t be in ahnrry, my sweet girl,” said he,
“ I mean you no harm.”

“Ihopenot, Sir,” said she, looking at him with
suspicion.  “ I never harmed you, and why should
1dread any injury from you.”

“ My sweet girl !” said the Captain, “ I could
Esten for ever to the melody of thy voice. Me-
thinks, that in each balmy gale that fans the

sreading myrtles, I hear the gentle music of thy
"

The girl stepped back, and looked with indig-
nstion on him, as she answered—* Reserve such
themes for ears that can listen to them ; to my ears
they sound as insults.”

“ Sorry would I be, dear Zada, to offend thee;
and if my tongue but speaks the feelings of my
beart, surely you cannot deem that rudeness.”

“ Such language, Sir, is not for me to listen to.
You seem to forget that I am a negress and a slave.”

% And if I can forget thou art a negress, I have
the power, sweet girl, to buy thy freedom,” said he,

y.
“ Insult my feelings no longer with this ribal-
,"s.tidd:e. ¢ Suffer me to pass, Sir, else I turn

sgain,

“Nay, Zada, I mean no insult. I have been
brought up from childhood amongst thy race ; and
my eyes are more accastomed to the African than
the white complexion. Wonder not, then, that in
meeting one so perfoct as thyself, I should take an
interest mthytute, and wish to mkethee happy.”

“ That lies not in your power,” answered the
girl. “ And I am sorry that Captain Waldenberg’s
gallsntry soars no higher, than in coining flattery
for the ears of poor slave girls.” She turned, and
would have fled ; but the Captain, springing for-
ward, csught her in his arms.

“ Unhand me, Sir!” exclaimed the girl, while
her eyes flashed with anger.

“ Listen to me, Zada,” he entreated.

“Unhand me!” she again exclaimed. ¢ I
thought you more of a gentleman and a man of
bhonour, than to insult a helpless negress.”

“Ism a Carolinian,” answered he. “ That name

mght guarantee thy safety, and quell thy foolish

@ I trust not to it,” she answered, struggling to
extrieate herself from hisembrace. ¢ Unhand me,
Sir. This is most unmanly conduct. Release your
bold, or my cries will bring me speedy aid.” She
burst from his arms, and, with the speed of the
frightened fawn, fled a]ong the path.

Chazles pursued her closely ; and, just as he was
fining on her, she darted into a footpath leading
throngh the foru&—when, to his chagrin, he beheld
Perpult stamding on the walk before him, The
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Captain paused ; and with all the fiery, haughty
temper of his countrymen when roused, demanded
of Perault what he did there?

“Not to interfere with your sport, my young
and honoured master,” answered Perault. * Don't
let }:ne interrupt your chase—the game is yet in
m ”

% Dog of a slave, what insolence is this ?”

“ Slave I am,” answered Perault, bitterly ; « dog
Imay be!”

“ What mean you, Sirrah 7’

“ Simply that, as a dog, I may bring down the
game for you!”

“ Explain yourself, Sir.”

“ Pardon me, my honoured master, if I, your
brother’s humble slave, address you thus. I see
how your mind, and, I dare say, your affections,
lie. That girl, slave as she is, might grace an
Eastern throne. Nay, blush not at my rude lan-
guage to you. Master Charles, I wish you well ;
and I, although a poor negro, would wish to aid
you in your utmost desires.”

“ And, pray, how would you aid me?” said
Charles, with a sneer.

Perault fixed his eyes full on him, with a glance
80 deep, so penetrating, that it seemed to search
the inmost recesses of his heart. “ The young men
of the city,” he answered, “are at times caught by
the graces of our negresses ; and how often will
you find that they continue in that attachment in
opposition to the will of all their friends. Isit any
wonder, then, that a young sensitive mind should
be attracted by the superior graces of a young
negress, who, to beauty and regularity of form and
features, which might eclipse the boasted beauties
of your land, unites a purity of mind, an elevation
of soul, and an accomplished understanding, sur-
passing even the beauties of your polished city 2"

“ To whom do you allude,” said Charles, scarcely
trusting a look at Perault, so much did every word
tell upon his heart. ¢ If this negress be all you
say, why not unite your fate to hers?”

“ And rear children for the Slave Market!”
added Perault. “No, no! Master Charles. Were
all mankind of my mind, there would be less sin
and misery in this world. That girl is not formed
to become the wife of & poor despised slave, Zada
must aim at something nobler.”

¢ And, pray, what would you have her be?”

“ Under the proteotion of one who could esteem
her amiable qualities—one like thyself!”

“ Plainly spoken! And what would I do with
her ?”

“ Carry her to your plantation on the Santee.
Keep her there ! ”

¢ And how am I to get her there ?”

“Leave that to me. To be plain with you,
Master Charles, your brother would be happy if
this girl was away from Miss Bellgrove. She en-
grosses too much of her mistress’ affections. Be-
sides, Zada is continually praising Major Mait-
land, and on all occasions holds him up as a para-

n.”

8 Indeed !” exclaimed Charleg somewhat thrown
off his guard by the tone in which Perault conveyed
his information, *Can Zada love Maitland 2”
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“ I doubt it not,” answered Perault; “and it
were high time, for your brother’s sake, she should
be disposed of.”

“But her mistress ; what would she say?” said
Charles, with an abstracted, hesitating look.

“When Miss Bellgrove is your brother’s wife,
she will think less of it,” replied Perault. “A
thousand dollars or two will settle the differ-
ence—"

I will think of it,” said Charles, turning away.

“You must think quickly, then,” said the de-
signing villain, “What if Zada should tell her
mistress of your attempt on her to-day ?’~—Charles
started, and turned fiercely on him,—*Should it
come to your brother’s ears—or get amongst your
comrades ?—Should it be noised abroad in the city
that this saucy negro girl spurned you %—Nay, if
Major Maitland hears of it, and asks the girl from
Miss Bellgrove, she may yield her, to get rid of his
importunities.— Twill be too good a theme for
Jesting, that the gay Captain Waldenberg was re-
Jjected and spurned at by a negress and a slave !”

Charles placed his hand upon his dagger, and
angrily said, “Take care, Perault, that I don't
stop your jesting !”

*“ Nay, Master Charles, I merely mentioned this
to show the necessity of securing this girl for your
own sake!”

“ What would you have me do?” said Charles.

“Ask leave of absence from your brother in-
stantly—retire to Santee ; and I pledge my word,
nay, by the bones of my mother, I swear!—an
oath which negro never broke—1I will place this
gzug}'}ty\ slave girl in your power within two

ys.

“Meet me this evening in my apartments; I
will settle this with you,” said Charles, as he
walked away.

“ And if my plot succeeds ! said Perault to him-
sclf, with a withering sneer.

D

“Why you look so sad now, Zama?* said
‘Whackie to his friend, as they stood watching for
Mr. Bellgrove’s arrival. “ You no speak to me now
so kind as you use for do.”

“You are mistaken,” answered Zama, with a
faint smile. “1 still love you, Whackie.”

“Ino tink dat. Since Perault was come, you
always wid him’; and den I most always attend
Massa Joolay. I quite tire ob look at him dam
ogly face. I tink tree or two time for run away.”

“Run away !” said Zama. “ Where to?”

“Home again to de plantation,” answered
‘Whackie, “and leab Massa Joolay for take care
ob heshef.”

“But would you not like to run away from this
country altogether?” inquired Zama.

“Me? No; where de debil I was run to?”

“If there was & lovelier and a better country
than this, where the negroes were all free, would
You not like to go there 7

“What I is do dere ?”

“If you were to be happy there, would you not
fight for liberty to get tol:fg’ i y

“Fight ! Who I fight wid?” inquired Whackie.

PERAULT ; OR, SLAVES AND THEIR MASTERS.

% With the white men,” said Zama.

“Gor Amighty1” exclaimed Whackie, “ me go
fight wid Buccra ? Oh Lor ! Zama, you is go mad !

Zama would have answered ; but, looking up, he
beheld his sister hurrying with speed through a
glade, as if she were pursued. Fleeing rapidly to-
wards her, he caught her, and the girl clung to
him as she looked with terror backwards.

 What ails thee, Zada? Who pursues thee 2 he
inquired eagerly.

“I‘A hot-heodid fool,” she answered. * But I
am near thee, my brother, and am safe.”

“Who dared to harm thee? You tremble and
seem frightened.”

“Never mind,” said the panting girl; < let us
proceed homewards.”

“No negro dared to harm thee, Zada. If it was
a white man, tell me; and, slave though I be, I shall
let the villain feel a brother’s vengeance.”

“No,no, Zama; think no more of it ; he was a
fool, and more worthy of contempt than anger.”

% You conceal his name, then ?*

“To tell it thee would only lead thee into trouble.
I have suffered no wrong, let that suffice thee. Nay,
do not frown. ’Twill grieve me more to see thee
angry with me.”

“ Angry with thee, Zada ? No, I'll smile on thee,
if that will banish grief.”

She looked up fondly in his face and said, “ You
are ill, Zama ; your hand feels feverish, and your
sunken eyes bespeak the languor of disease.”

“ Why dost thou think so ” he said.

“My lady has observed it too; thy restless
glance, thy broken sighs, show there is something
weighing on thy mind. My lady thinks that there
is something wrong.”

“Thy lady ! does she ever talk of me?”

¢ She does, and often. Why startest thou at the
mention of her name? When thy master comes
she means to ask him to transfer thee to her ser-
vice. You start again ; nay, now your eyes are
lighted up with joy! She will exchange two fa-
vourite slaves for thee.”

“Cease, Zada, cease! that has dispelled the
charm. Slavery, thou hideous fiend! which ever
way I turn my eyes, I view thee still. Barter me ?
Eternal Ruler of the universe ! What crimes have
our forefathers committed, that we their offspring
should be treated thus? the brand of slavery
stamped upon our brow, bartered from hand to
hand like beasts of burden! It shall not long be
80, he muttered fiercely. No, my Zada ; we shall
yet be free. To other climes I'll bear thee, where
I can look upon thee with a brother’s pride, and
tell thee that this hand hath won thy freedom 1”
He clasped her in his arms.

“ What Utopian dream is this, my brother ?”
said the girl, looking on him with fondness and
surprise. “How canst thou achieve our freedom ?
Why quit this happy land, our birth-place, and the
scene of youthfuf happy days? You smile. I
knew you spoke in jest;” and the gentle negro girl
bent her head upon his shoulder.

“ Wouldst thou roam with me, my sister, to a 3

land where slavery is unknown, and where thy
brother’s arm would gain thee rank and honour ?”
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“Where is that unknown region?” said the girl
a8 she smiled in his face. 'Tis not on earth; for
siavery binds her chains on all mankind, and with
gigantic steps stalks through the world, cherished
vy all, though under different titles.”

“ What if thy mistress were to die ?” said Zama,

“Then I would look for that land where sla-
very is indeed unknown, where bond and free are
all alike—and to that Master, in whose holy eyes
the humble negro and the haughty white alike
asy meet with favour.”

“My noble-minded sister! the day may yet
cme, when thy sweet voice shall give praises to
that Power by whose aid the negro wrought his
feedom.” .

“No mare of this, my brother. If you possessed
the freedom that you covet, you would find it like

| the rsinbow’s flitting hues, ever pursued and ever

Srther from it. If want and penury assailed thee
inaforeign land,—if sickness and disease should
waste thy frame, and I stood by thy couch, watch-

. goer thee, unable as I am to aid thee,~—we might

sigh sgain for the land we had left, and the sun-

. 7y banks of the Wandoo, where we had kind hearts

23id and cherish us.”

The distant sound of music now fell upon their
az3, and Whackie came running towards them.

* You hear dat, Zama ?" he cried. “ He Massa
at. Dere him is, ha, ha, ha! my own Massa—
a1y pood Massa—my bootiful Massa!” And the poor
iew ran over every term of endearment, as he
daaced with joy—when, shooting round the turn of
the river, an elegant barge, manned by eight gaily-
temed rowers, darted along the broad waters, the

, berry rowers keeping time with their voices to

e aarm, as they chanted a negro boat-song. They
sweeped towards the landing-place. Zama flew to-
vards the beach, the boat touched the sand, and Mr.
Beligrove came on shore, and folded Zama in a fond
mabnce. “ My own, my noble Zama, accept a fa-
ter's thanks, a father's blessing, for the services
radered to his son.” The unexpected fondness of
te slutation struck the negro to the heart : with
s fkint cry, he covered his face with his hands, and
bt into tears,  “ This, this,” he thought, “ is the
=m whom I have sworn to injure !”

Whackie advanced, ducking down his head, and
depping his hands in & delirium of joy, exclaim-
33, “My own good Massa!” And Mr. ve,
aicking him by both hands, shook them kindly as
3 mid, “ And you too, my honest, good Whackie,
tall not go unrewarded for your gallant con-
uﬂ

“Ok! Lor!” exclaimed Whackie, with a shout
{joy; “look at dat: my own Masss is shake my
bad! Zama, you see dat?’

* And thou, my gentle girl,” said Mr. Bellgrove,
% be pressed Zada in his arms, “how can a fa-
ther’s heart thank thee for the kindness shown to-
wandy his son [

“Ah, my dear master,” mid she, “you overrate
the services of the humble negress.”

“Thy purity of mind and gentleness of heart,
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sweet girl, might grace a nobler circle than the
friends around thee,” said Mr. Bellgrove.

¢ Let the esteem of those the poor slave loves be
Zada's best reward,” was the answer of the girl as
she bent her eyes upon the ground.

“ Come, Zada, lead me to my son—grief hath
made sad inroads in my frame, and this most
rapturous event hath shaken me more. Thy
arm, my gentle Zada; Zama, thine,” Leaning on
the two he approached the mansion-house. At the
entrance he was met by Matilda, Letis, Mr. Nor-
rigville, and the rest. It wasa silent but affecting
meeting ; and one would have thought, as Mr. Bell-
grove embraced his friends, that he had come to
follow the corpse of his son to the grave, instead of
having him restored to his arms again. They en-
tered the house, and Mr. Bellgrove earnestly en-
treated that they would lead him to his son, when
Zada, with a smile, said, “ Remain here for a little.
He expected you ere now, and is prepared to meet
yYou. Rest and kind attendance have greatly re-
cruited his wasted strength; his wound was but
slight, and he is fast recovering. He is up to-day,
and I will tell him you are here.” She glided from
the apartment, and in a few minutes returned along
with Ooknea, supporting young Bellgrove. With
an exclamation of joy the youth tottered forward,
and sunk upon his father’s breast ; broken excla-
mations of joy and tears of gladness were the only
utterance their hearts would allow ; and one by one
his friends gathered around him, expressing their
bappiness at his restoration.

“There is one fond heart awanting yet to bid
me welcome,” said the youth, as he looked eagerly
around. “Whereis my adored mother? They told
me she was happy ; why is she not here ?”

¢ She doubtless beholds thee my son, and shares
in the bless we foel at thy restoration,” said Mr.

Bellgrove.

“Lead me to her then. Oh, my father, when
chained to the Indian’s fiery stake, and all their
horrid tortures around me, the bitterest pang that
wrung my heart was, that I should ne’er again be-
hold her. 'When I fled from them, and set capti-
vity and death at defiance, the fond hope of meet~
ing her nerved my heart, and prompted me on
my perilous attempt. You weep—you all look
sad. My mother! surely there is nothing wrong
with her?”

 Alas, my son!” said Mr. Bellgrove, “she is be-
yond all earthly sorrow now.”

“No, no !” exclaimed the youth, as every nerve
of his frame seemed relaxing, and he sunk on the
ground. They raised him, and a wild burst of
grief nearly overpowered him, when Mr. Bellgrove,
anxious to divert his thoughts to another channel,
said, “ Compose yourself; see, your old friend and
schoolmate, Zama, is eager to salute you.” Zama
rushed forward and cast himself at his feet. Charles
stretched out his arms to him, when Zama, starting
suddenly up, struck his forehead with his hands
and darted from the room. R.K. R

(To be continued.) tEe
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CHAPTER XV.

PeravLrt, on seeing Zama quit the apartment so
hastily, followed him, and overtook himon the lawn.

“ Perault,” said Zama, fiercely, “you have drag-
ged me into an abyss, from whence I cannot escape.
I have sworn to abide by you in this struggle for

the fréedom of our race. Yet there is one pledge
which I exact ; without it I draw back from this
enterprise.”

% And betray us, I suppose,” said Perault, coldly.

% No, there you wrong me. Your secrets I shall
keep ; but dare to harm one hair of those who are
now on this plantation, and by my soul’s best
hopes, I swear that my hand shall shed thy heart’s
blood.”

“Be it 80, said Perault; “but why this burst
of fury 2™

“ Mark me, Perault,” said Zama. ¢ Here are
the friends who brought me up from infancy :
there is the kind master, kinder than a father to
me; there is the youth, my companion in child-
hood ; there is—"

“ The lady of thy love,” said Peraunlt. “Goon,
Zams, with thy catalogue.”

“Sneer not at my words, Perault ; rouse not the
devil in my heart, else you may fare the worse for
it!” said Zama, with a burst of passion.

“Heavens!” exclaimed Perault, “how frenzy
will mislead a man ! Here is the friend of myyouth,
to whom liberty, glory, honour, and wealth, are
offered ; and yet, for a silly feeling of gratitude to
his owmers, he rejects all and remains an abject
slave. Revile me, Zama, as you will, I'll calmly
listen to you.”

“Perault, I cannot—will not hear of my friends
being injured in this revolt,” said Zama.

«] peek not their lives,” said Perault.  Let
them live here if they will. Let Miss Bellgrove
remain, and be the bride of Waldenberg. Nay,
frown not. Let a chosen band remain with thee
to guard over Waldenberg and his bride. We ask
none to join us who covet not their freedom,”

“Perault, you tamper with my feelings too
much,” said Zama, sternly.

“Nay, Zama. I have heard that you are to be-
come the slave of Miss Bellgrove, as a reward for
saving your young master. When you are Aer
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dlave, of course you are the slave of Aer kusband—
& Waldenberg.”

“ His slave!” shrieked Zama.

“Ay,” continued the wily tempter, “#kis slave ;
to behold before thee constantly how much ske
loves him. Nay, more, Zama ; thy sister, the gentle
Zada, must become Ais slave also, subject to Ads
commands, harsh enough at times, perhaps, should
he think she shared with him her lady’s love.”

“No more of this, Perault,” cried Zama. “I
will lead your cut-throat bands along with you ;
80 cease this hated theme. And yet,” he added,
as he clasped his hands, “to think that I should
prove an ingrate to one so generous and good.”

“Ingrate!” said Perault, “ where lies the in-
gratitude ? You wrought hard enough for food and
clothing, I presume. After young Charles was
carried off, you met with the tender care of that
old polecat, Joolay,—a man whose name is a scoff
and by-word in the city. As to kindness shown
you to-day, they would have shown as much to a
favourite dog ; for, trust me, Zama, these pale-
faced planters make no distinction between a trusty
slave and a trusty dog.”

“There you are wrong, Perault,” said Zama.
“’Tis true, that after the death of Mistress Bell-
grove, my master lived in deep seclusion : if I em-
ployed myself amongst the negro bands, it was by
no command of his; and as for Joolay, harsh
though he is, he never did me wrong.”

¢ He knew you had a soul that would not bear
it ; but although he dared not touch you with his
whip, has he not often struck a sorer blow to your
Jeelings # Has he not, by taunts, given that injury
which is, of all dlows, the keenest felt by a sensitive
mind 8>

“ No more of this,” exclaimed Zama.

% 1 have but one remark to make,” said Perault,
“and then I have done. Your sister—"

“ What of her,” said Zama.

“This morning I, by accident, saved her from
the rude assanlt of a Waldenberg.”

“Ha! So this accounts for her alarm, and her
refusal to tell me the name of her assailant.”

“ Are such things to be submitted to, Zama?
You love your sister, doubtless ; would you wish

to see her cast into the arms of a Waldenberg 7
<]
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% No, never ! Sooner than see that, I would stab
her to the heart, and free her from such vile poliu-
tion,” exclaimed Zama.

<1 honour you for such sentiments, Zama. But
the sooner our blow for liberty is struck the better.
Be ready ; the hour is at hand.”

“ As soon as you please, Perailt :—my heart is
nerved to it,” said Zama.

¢ In the meantime return to the mansion-house.

Let no suspicion dwell in the minds of its inmates.”.

< But recollect, Perault,” said Zama, “no harm
must befall them, or your own life shall answer
for it : I have sworn it.”

“ Mr. Bellgrove and his son shall be safe,” said
Perault. “ As for Miss Bellgrove, she is in your
power ; do with er as you please.”

Perault turned and proceeded towards the negro
huts, when, in passing a small thicket, he observed
a stick thurst inte the ground, with a piece of
black crape attached to it. He started, and, glang;
ing apprehensively around, gave a faint, low
whistle. It was answered from & neighbouring
brake ; and pressing through the underwood, Pe-
rault encountered. a gigantic negro, of coarse and
ferocious appearance. “ Gullah!” exclaimed Pe-
rault, “ what has brought you here?”

““We are in danger, Perault : follow me,” an-
swered the negro.

With eager steps Perault followed the negro
through the brakes, till, reaching the margin of
the river, Gullah pressed back the branches of a
huge cypress tree, and pointed to two large canoes,
filled with armed negroes, concealed beneath its
shade.

“ What means this ?” said Perault. “ Has any
outbreak taken place in the city ?”

“ Not yet,” answered Gullah ; “but the Gover-
nor has been poisoned ! and the whole eity is in
confusion.”

“ Poisoned " exclaimed Perault. ¢ By whom ?”

“By his own favourite slave, Mahmet,” gaid
Gullah ; “and despatches have been forwarded to
your master, Colonel Waldenberg, to return in-
stantly to the city.”

“ They must be intercepted,” said Perault, in
alarm.

“They have been intercepted,” said Gullah.
“ Behold them,” and he drew a packet from his
bosom and handed it to Perault, who, looking
anxiously at the seals thereon, said,

“Is the Governor dead %’

“He is ; the dose wasstrong enough,” answered
Gullah.

“Then this may concern us,” said Perault, as
he broke open the packet, and attentively perused
its contents. * There are some lurking suspicions
here,” he added, as he finished his perusal. * We
must be speedy in our efforts.”

“ Are the negroes on these plantations ready ?”
said Gullah.

“ Almost all of them,” answered Perault. I
have formed a plot, however, which will throw
them into instant open revolt. Zama has joined
us.

«I am glad of it,” said Gullah.

 The conduct of the young cadets has enraged
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the negroes here,” said Perault; “and all they
ask is vengeance for the insults heaped upon them-
selves, their wives, and children. Zama has a
sister who has the principal charge of this planta-
tion, and who is adored by the negroes.”

“You mean Zada? I have heard of her,” said
Gullah. '

¢ Well,” continued Perault, *“ Waldenberg's
brother has taken a foolish fancy to the girl, and
I have pledged my word to place herin his power.
You must aid me in this ; and it must be done in
such & manner as to throw the blame on Colorel
‘Waldenberg. If Zada is carried off, her brother
will demand instant vengeance. I know his proud,
fiery nature too well, to think that he will trust
redress to other hands than his own. If he encoun-
ters the Colonel—"’

“ He will murder him,” added Gullah.

“The Colonel’s life,” continued Perault, with a
grim smile, “is not to be guaranteed in Zama’s
hands. The negroes on the plantation will ly to
arms to aid Zama, and, uniting with the Red In-
dians, will soon overpower the Cadet Brigade ;
that done, the city is at our feet.”

“’Tis a shrewd device,” said Gullah. “But
should Zama suspect you ?”

 Tush, man, I am more of the hypocrite than
to arouse his suspicions. Have one of your canoes
ready, and let six of your followers be close at hand
to obey my commands.”

“ By the bye,” said Gullah, sullenly, “they say
in the city that on your return from Hayti, you
saved Colonel Waldenberg’s life from some pirates :
how is this?”

“’Tis true,” answered Perault, with a savage
sneer. “ When off the western ooast of Cuba, and
nigh the Bahamas, a pirate schooner bore down
on us. Our crew were but few ; yet it was agreed
to resist to the utmost. A sabre was placed in my
hand, and I had power to destroy granted me.,
The pirates poured in & broadside, which we re-
turned. They then boarded our vessel. Gullah,
they were white men I”° . . . .

On returning to the mansion-house, Perault was
informed that Captain ‘Waldenberg wished to see

' him ; and understanding that the Captain was with

the ladies in the drawing-room, Perault entered,
and observed Major Maitland, pale and feeble, re-
clining on an ottoman, while Miss Bellgrove and
Colonel Waldenberg were endeavouring to dispel
the heary clouds of grief which hung on his brow.

“Nay,” said Miss Bellgrove, “if nought else
will do, I shall try the effect of music on your
nerves.” Turning to Letis, she requested her to
take the harp.

“Major Maitland will consider me but a very
indifferent performer,” said Letia, as she seated
herself at the instrament and sung :—

There is & land, ’tis & land of joy,
‘Where roses and myrtles entwine,
‘Where no grief and care the heart annoy,
There love and rapture combine !
And there I will build thee a sunny bower
Of the orange and the laughing vine ;
And love will enliven each flitting hour,
While every bliss shall be thing,
And I’ll twine around thy happy brow
Love’s emblem sweet, the myrtle bough.
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She looked up, and] encountered the glance of
Maitland. She had forgotten that the air and the
verses she was singing were his own, which she
had but recently received from him ; a deep blush
spread over her countenance, and she became con-
fused, when suddenly one of the strings of the harp
enapped asunder with a startling sound.

“>Tis 3 bad omen!” said Letia, rising. I
* must call Zada to my aid. I heard her singing a

sweet African air. Ishould like to hear it again.”

“] have heard it also,” said Matilda ; “and
since you have broken off your song, perhaps Zada
will try it” :

Zada timidly took a emall lyre in her hand, and,
ranning her fingers over the strings, looked to-
wards Miss Bellgrove, and said—¢ The song is but
rude and simple. You are aware that it is a po-
pular belief amongst the negroes, that when they
die, their souls return to the land of their fore-
fathers, and revel amidst the palm groves of sunny
Africa.” :

“And a beautifal idea it is,” said Major Mait-
land. “I have found that even the efforts of the
missionaries cannot make the negroes forego this
prospect. “Tis the only hope the poor negro has
of revisiting the home of his fathers.”

“It is, indeed,” said Zada, with a deep sigh.
“The song, then, is that of the Dying Negro.”
She gently touched the lyre, and, in a sweet, plain-
tive voice, sung the song of—

THE DYING NEGRO.

Away, my soul, o’er the glittering deep,
Away to the land where my fathers sleep,
And their spirits soar on soft gales of balm,
"Mid groves of the wide and the spreading palm !
To the palm groves of Afric away !
Away, awzy {0 the land of the Sun,
ing in glory, his course is run !
He kisses the plain with his burning ray,
The soil and its children adore his sway—
To the palm groves of Afric away !
Away, away to my forefathers’ land,
To wander once more o’er its golden sand,
With friends of my youth in freedom to roam
"Mongst the gorgeous scenes of my native home !
To the palm greves of Afric away !

A deep sob from Perault interrupted and startled
the songstress, and the attention of the company
was attracted towards him. His features seemed
distorted with conflicting passions ; and his bosom
swelled, till the golden studs which bound his vest
burst asunder, and were scattered over the floor.

“ Perault,” exclaimed Colonel Waldenberg,
“what means this conduct ?"

Perault turned fiercely on him, his countenance
distorted with rage and hatred; bnt suddenly
calming himself, he said, while his voice trembled
with emotion, “ Pardon me, Sir. Methought I
saw the land of my birth arising on my view,—its
sunny clime and its palm groves ; but I forgot
mypelf. I am far—far from it, and in bondage !”
He bowed, and pressing his hand upon his fore-
head, stepped back,

Captain Waldenberg then arose and left the
apartment, motioning on Perault to follow him.

“Early to-morrow morning,” said the Captain,
“] sail down the Wandoo.” ‘
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“ Do you wish Zada to be placed in your power ?”
said Perault. '

“1do; you understand me?” said the Captain,

“ It shall be done,” said Perault. “ By to-
morrow at noon she will be in your possession.”

“He's off at last,” said Joolay, as he looked
after the barque which bore young Waldenberg
down the Wandoo. “ Well, I never guessed I'd
‘a missed anybody’s company so much as that
young, impudent, teasing, glorious, fine young
puppy’s. Heigho!”

“Oh! what a sigh was there,” said Galliard,
who stood beside him. “ What strength of lungs
you must have to bring up such a breeze, Mr.
Joolay ; a puff like that would do honeur to a
pair of smith’s bellows, or set the sails of & wind-
mill a-going.”

¢ None of your gibes, you eternal puppy,” said
Joolay. “Don’t you see I am sulky, dull, and
melancholy as a starved owl 2”

“Or a hackney-coach horse,” said Galliard,
langhing.

“ Ay, bearing the burden of your bad jokes,”
replied Joolay ; “but you’re just like him, so I
am satisfied. What’s the matter with your dandy
nigger %—he seems in a deuce of a fright,” he
continued, as Tom, with a look of consternation,
came running at full speed towards them.

¢ What’s the matter, Tom ?”’ said Galliard.

“Oh Lor! Massa—1I is got cud fright !”

“Was you looking at your own face in a glass?”
inquired Joolay. _

“ No, nor your face eider,” said Tom, briskly ;
“got fright wid hoss, Massa.” -

¢ A horse, you goose !’

“ Yes, Masea, wid horn on him head.” And Tom
placed his hands on either side of Ass head, spread-
ing out his fingers by way of explanation. “Oh
Lor, dere um is!” cried he, as he again took to his
heels, leaving his master and Joolay to face the
fancied danger themselves. °

% The fool,” said Galliard ; * what has alarmed
him z” .

“ See, see !” said Joolay, in an eager whisper, as
he pointed to an opening in the thickets. “See what
a beautiful elk : three of them, by the hookey!”

Galliard looked towards the spot, and soon dis-
covered the cause of Tom's terror. There stood
three large and beautiful elks, gazing around them
with startled looks.

- Hush,” whispered Joolay. “Oh! how beau-
tiful. Oh! for a rifle to have a pop at them.”

The lovely animals stood for a second or two ;
then tossing up their antlers, bounded away
amongst the brakes.

“ A hunt—=a hunt!” cried Joolay. “To horse!
to horse!—a chase! Oh, mother of Moses, what
glorious sport! Run, Galliard, run !” and Joolay,
in his excitement, ran faster than ever he had run
before. Clinging on by Galliard, who was equally
excited, Joolay urged forward, swearing at Galliard
for running so slow.

“Let go your hold, Mr. Joolay,” cried Galliard,
“I’d as soon drag a whale along, as you.”
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Covered with dust and perspiration, Joolay and
Galliard reached the house, to the great alarm of
the inmates.

“ To horse !” roared Joolay, as soon as he came
within hearing. A chase'—a chase!”

“ Who is chasing you?’ cried Colonel Walden-
berg.

«Three elks,” cried Joolay—* large beautiful
elks, Oh graekie! what sport !”

« Mr. Galliard,” said Matilda, * what has ex-
cited Mr. Joolay so?”’

¢ There are three elks in the clearings,” answered
Galliard : “we wish to form a party instantly to
hant them.”

¢ Indeed,” cried the Colonel. *To horse, then!”

“ Come, you tarnation black rascals,”’ cried
Joolay to the negroes; “off to the stables—out
with the horses! Away with you, or else—"
He flourished his whip, and gave a “whurr,”
which sent the negroes off grinning at the fan.

¢ Shall we lay the dogs on the track " said the
Colonel.

* “No, no,” cried Joolay ; “fair rifle-play—full
speed, and bang away at them. A good rifle against
all your stag-hounds yet !”

“ Ladies,” said the Colonel, addressing Mise
Bellgrove and Letia ; “ gince we proceed no farther
than the clearings, may we hope to be honoured
with your company ?”

“I care not,” said Matilda, smiling. ¢ Letia,
do you go?”

 Pray, excuse me,” answered Letia ; “from the
mound I will see the sport, if sport you call it, to
run down a helpless animal ; and I sincerely hope
the game will escape.”

¢ Not if I can help it,” said the Colonel, gaily.

The horses were soon ready, and the party
speéedily mounted and galloped away to arouse

- the game,

Letia sat for a short time after the party had rode
away. “Strange,” she said ; “why do I feel this
presentiment of danger? Would that they had
remained! Zada,” she continued, as the girl ap-
protzs%hed her, “will you ascend the mound with
me ¥” .

1 have this moment received a strange message
from my brother,” answered Zada, while the tears
trembled in her eyes; “he has been bitten by a
Ett”lesmke in the forest, and lies there dangerously

“Indeed,” said ‘Letia, in alarm. “Fly then,
Zada, to his aid ; take some collinsonia, and other
remedies, with you.” .

“ These have already been given him, I am told,”
said Zada ; “but I will hurry to him ; this negro
is to show me the way,” as she pointed to Gullah
Jack, who had been commissioned by Perault to wile
her into the forest, where his gang lay in readiness
to seize her; and the poor confiding girl fell at
once into the snare laid for her.

Zada had scarcely gone, when Major Maitland,
accompanied by Mr. Bellgrove, joined Letia. To
them she mentioned her wish to ascend the mound
to view the chase, when Maitland, with a look of
deep alarm, said, “It was madness to have ven-
tured on this hunting expedition. They might
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have guessed that the elks could only be driven
from the more distant parts of the forest by the
Indians, who now, perhaps, surround us. Come,
Mr. Bellgrove, we must get the Cadets ready ; for,
trust me, our rifles will be needed.” So saying,
they departed.

Resolved to have his full share of the sport,
Joolay armed himself with a long rifle, at the same
time commanding Whackie to take another, with
plenty of powder and ball, and a good sharp hedge-
bill to clear the underwood. Everything being pre-
pared according to order, Joolay mounted his horse,
and, followed by Whackie on foot, set out to join the
hunting party. A negro can never see & quadruped
walking before him, without catching hold of it by
the tail, to pull himself onward ; and, no sooner
was Joolay fairly mounted, than Whackie seized
the tail of the horse as his portion. The animal,
used to such treatment, submitted quietly to the
firm grip of the negro; but Joolay, finding the
horse rather slow in its movements, and unaware
of the drawback, roared out to Whackie to “Slap
him up.” Whackie instantly obeyed ; and, raising
his hedge-bill for the purpose of stirring up the nag,
came down with the edge of the bill on the tail.
The blow was such, that it severed the tail from
the rump; and the poor animal, bounding forward,
kicked up its heels—tossing the overseer, with an
elegant somerset, heels over head into the thicket ;
then scoured across the plain, kicking furiously
as it flew, leaving the amazed and terror-stricken
Whackie holding the severed member firm in his

grasp.

“What's the matter with the horse?” roared
Joolay, emerging from the bushes.

“ Goley, Massa ! him tail come off ! answered
the astonished negro, holding up the tail to the
overseer.

¢ His tail come off?” roared Joolay, in a tower-
ing passion. “How did that happen?”

“ Don’ know, Massa : he leave him ahind,” re-
plied Whackie.

“You infernal yahoo,” roared Joolay, “I'll
teach you how you meddle with a tail again.” So
saying, he rushed at the negro ; but, just as he
collared him, Whackie cried out, “ Oh, Lor! Massa
Joolay ! look, look! dere de dam Red,Cherokee.”
Joolay looked round, and, to his terror, beheld the
Indians gathering in a large body on the clearings,
and anon their terrific war-hoop rang loud and long
in the ears of the astonished overseer.

“Down, down ! Whackie,” said Joolay, forget-
ting his anger amid his alarm. It is that blasted
horse that has roused them : down on your face,
and let us crawl into the bushes. How lucky the
brute’s tail came off ! Providence certainly put it
slightly on, just to save me. Now, Whackie, we
are snug,” continued he, as they fixed themselves
in the thickest part of the bushes. *The rascals
have not seen us. Now look well to your rifle, put
other four balls into it, take good aim, and fire
when I tell you.”

In the meantime the rest.of the company pressed
forward, till they reached the spot where the elks
had been seen ; and, after riding a short distance,
they beheld one of them quietly browzing in 8
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small glade. The beautiful symmetry of the ani-
mal, and the various attitudes it assumed, were
such as caused the company to pause and gaze
with delight upon it. The Colonel raised his rifle
to fire ; but Matilda called on him to refrain, and
exclaimed, “Oh, that it could be taken alive ! ”

“ We’ll try,” said the Colonel. “ Ha! there it
goes ! ™ he cried, as the elk, terrified at the noise,
bounded away into the forest.

¢ Forward! Hurrah ! > was the shout ; and, at
headlong speed, the hunters dashed upon the
track.

The elk was in sight,—and Matilda, animated
with the chase, still following it at full speed, soon
distanced the whole party. The elk suddenly
paused, and, tossing its antlers, dashed into another
part of the forest. Matilda’s steed had cleared a
small clump of cypress; and, instantly starting
back, snorted and reared with affright. A savage
yell arose from the underwood around, and two
Cherokees sprang suddenly from the thicket, and
seized the horse by the reins. Terrified and
trembling, Matilda looked around, and, to her
horror, beheld herself surrounded by a host of the
savages. Still her presence of mind did not desert
her: she struck one of the Indians, who held
her horse, a smart blow across the eyes with her
whip ; and, urging the animal onwards, dashed the
other Indian to the ground. The noble animal,
darting forward with one bold bound, cleared the
heads of the astonished Cherokees. On, on with
the speed of the wind she flew ; while the Indians,
raising their thrilling war-whoop, followed in pur-
suit, and a namber of balls whistled around her
head. The dense forest was at length cleared, and
the plantation grounds burst upon her view ; one
high fence alone remained to be surmounted, and
she was safe—when, to her dismay, her horse
stumbled. Another volley from the Indians’ rifles
whistled past her, and one of the balls very slightly
grazed her on the shoulder; while her horse, uttering
a shrill and piercing shriek of agony, sprang over
the high fence, then staggered and fell. It struggled
to regain its feet,—but, with another piercing cry,
which chilled the very heart’s blood of its unhappy
mistress, looked at her with an expression of
agony in its eyes, then drooped its head on the
ground and expired. Matilda tried to extricate
herself from the fallen steed, but found herself un-
able to move. “ Oh, God!” she exclaimed, “have
compassion on me! preserve me from the hands of
these savages! Alas! Alas!” she cried, “they
have cleared the fence! Oh! merciful heaven,
protect me ! ”

A stalwart Indian rushed upon her, and, with
a fiendish yell of triumph, twisted her hair around
his hand, and, forcing back her head, flourished his
knife before her throat. Already was the cold steel
pressed upon her neck, when a sudden exclamation

of “Down, monster ! ” was heard—a heavy crash
followed, and the blood and brains of the Indian
were spattered over her face and bosom ; and, still
entangled in the gripe of the dead Indian, she fell
to the ground.

“ Fear not, dearest Lady,” exclaimed a friendly
voice, as she felt herself extracted from the Indian’s
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grasp. Look up, dear lady! 'tis your own faithful
Zama!”

Scarcely trusting her senses, Matilda looked up,
and found herself in the arms of the noble negro.
Her lips almost refased their office, and, murmuring
his name, she swooned upon his bosom. Zama
raised her in his arms, and grasping his hatchet
firmer in his hand, shook it at the advancing
Indians ; and rushing with his rescued mistress
amongst the thick cotton-shrubs, set their pursuers
at defiance.

Snugly concealed in the thicket, into which they
had crept for safety, sat Joolay and Whackie,
chatting with the utmost composure.

“ Darn the red rascals,” said Joolay, “I guess
I'd like to have a pop at some o’ ‘em.”

“Hi! Massa Joolay,” said Whackie, who had
now learned the art of flattering the overseer, «I
no like for be Indine you fire at : you is capal shot
—fust rate shot.”

“Do you think so, Whackie?” said Joolay, try-
ing to perpetrate a smile of pleasure.

"“Fac, Massa : you kill dozen ob 'em at one
shot.”

“Well, I daresay, if they were all akind one
another, I'd go pretty right bang-slap through ’em,
I guess.” ’

At that moment a erashing sound amongst the
bushes caused them to grasp their rifles firmer.

“ Who is that rushing through the thicket with
a female in his arms?” said Joolay, as Zama,
almost breathless with speed, burst through the
underwood with Matilda clasped to his bosom.

“ Lor, Massa ! cried Whackie, “him is Zama
and Missee Bellgrove. See, see! dereis tree dam Red
Indine chasing ’em ; come, Massa Joolay, we fight
de red tiefs.” And Whackie would have rushed to
the rescue, but Joolay, catching hold of him, drew
him back.

“Sit still, you ass,” said the overseer; “ we can
do more service here. Now, take good aim at that
foremost Indgine; I'll put daylight through the
second rascal. Now, fire!”

Zama, with the insensible form of Matilda in
his arms, now cleared the bushes, and became ex-
posed to the rifles of the Indians. Just as the first
Indian raised his rifle to fire, Whackie took aim
at him, and, with unerring shot, brought him
down a lifeless corpse. The other two Indians in-
stantly paused to see from whence the shot had
come,—when Joolay fired, and the second Indian
bounded in the air, and fell dead. .

« Well done, Whackie,” said Joolay ; “ that de-
serves a glass of brandy.”

“Yes, Massa,” grinned Whackie, as he relonded
his rifle.

The third Indian had watched the shot, and fled
behind a tree, from whence he took aim at Joolay’s
white trousers, which, of all dresses for bush
fighting, is decidedly the worst. Crack went the
rifle, and Joolay, kicking up his heels with a
thundering oath, applied his hands to a certain
part of his body, and fell floundering amongst the
bushes.

“ You no kill?” said Whackie, in alarm.

“No!” cried Joolay, ¢Darn the red rogue!

T
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he ’s spoiled my sitting for a month, I calculate.
I s3y, Whackie, if you shoot the rascal, I'll give
you his rifle and blanket in a present.”

Whackie looked forth to see where the Indian
was; but the eye of the Cherokee was better trained
for this mode of warfare. Before Whackie could
take aim, and while he was holding the rifle up-
right before his face, the Indian again fired, and
the ball, striking the barrel of Whackie’s rifle,
‘brought it in such rude contact with the poor fel-
low’s nose, that it made the fire flash from his eyes,
a8, dropping the rifle with a yell of pain, he clapped
both hands to his face, and felt for the spot where
his unassuming nose had once stood. There was
little occasion for any additional flattening to that
feature, as it was sufficiently flat before; but the
blow operated as powerfully as if the nose had
been smoothed to the rest of the face with a bottle
mall. '

“Yeh!” he exclaimed, clutching at the place

where his nasal organ had been. ¢ Yeh, wurra
dat!”
" “Hush,” said Joolay, “I see the villain : now
for him!” So saying, he snatched up Whackie’s
loaded rifle. The Indian raised his head to take a
surer aim, and thereby became exposed to Joolay’s
fire, and instantly the Indian was writhing, like a
wounded snake, amongst the underwood.

“ Guess that tarnation thief won’t hurt us any
more,” said Joolay, with a grim smile. “I think
he’s food for the turkey-buzzards!”

“Yes, dam him eye!” answered Whackie, ten-
derly touching his injured nose, as if congratulating
it on the manner in which it had been avenged.

¢ Now, Whackie,” said Joolay, ‘“‘you must carry
me home on your back. Hookey ! *” he exclaimed,
“there is the Colonel running like a madman.
Hillo! Colonel ! ”” he shouted, as Waldenberg was
flying with speed past him. Waldenberg turned.

“Miss Bellgrove,” he cried ; “have you seen her?”

“Ay,ay!” answered Joolay. “Zama has carried
her full-bang to the house, I guess.”

_ The Colonel instantly hurried onwards to the
house.

“Ho! he’s off, dash him!"” cried Joolay, as
‘Waldenberg flew past him. ¢ He may thank his
stars he can walk so fast : as for me, I'm in a rig-
glar fix. Come, Whackie, take me home on yoar
back.” -

. While these transactions were going on, the
unsuspecting Zada, filled with grief and alarm at
the report of her brother’s illness, (a device of
Perault to entice her into the forest,) followed
Gullah into the thickets, when they.were observed
by Haman, who,surprised tosee Zada with a strange
negro, cautiously followed them. After walking
for some distance, Gullah suddenly paused, and,
turning rapidly on Zada, seized her by the throat,
and forced her to the ground ; when a band of
niegroes rushed from the thickets, and, seizing the
hapless girl, bore her speedily towards the river.
Haman's first impulse was to rush forward to the
rescue of Zada ; but suddenly recollecting that he
was single-handed, before a host of opponents, he
thought his best plan was to hurry back to the
plantation for aid. He cast another look at the
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party, and, to his surprise, beheld several of them
in the Waldenberg livery. With the utmost speed
he traversed the footpath through the forest which
led to the clearings, when, to his terror and amaze-
ment, the whole forest became one blaze of flame,
and the loud report of the rifles of the Indians con-
tending with the cadets burst around him. . Ha-
man took no time to look for friend or foe ; but
as if a pack of bloodhounds were at his heels, he
flew over every impediment till he reached the
clearings. There he beheld groups of terrified
negroes throwing away their hoes, and fleeing for
safety to their dwellings, while all around, the in-
cessant rattle of musketry arose loud and appall-
ing. Winged with terror, Haman speedily reached
the mansion-house, and darted up the front stair-
case ; when, on reaching the front verandah, he be-
held Zamaleaning against one of the pillars,breath-
ing quick and hard, as if exhausted ; while, in the
midst of a group of females, with Miss Norrisville
and Ooknea supporting her, lay Matilds, to all ap-
pearance dead.

“Oh, Zama !” shriecked Haman, as he flew for-
ward, “help ! help; your sister Zada, help !”

“ My sister !” cried Zama ; “what of her?”

“ She has been choke—knock down—carry
away—force into boat. Oh, help!” cried Haman.

Zama caught by the pillar to keep himself from
falling, and a mortal sicknees spread throughout
his frame, as he feebly asked—* By the Indians 7"

“No, no,” cried Haman ; “by nigger; Coram
‘Wallenpeg nigger !”

¢ Waldenberg !” cried Zama, with mingled "rage
and grief; “the villain! He shall dearly anewer
for this.” So eaying, he bounded over the veran-
dah ; and, before Haman could recover his breath,
was out of sight. Nor did Zama hurry far till he
met Waldenberg.

“What have you done with Miss Bellgrove
Where is she ? said the Colonel, hurriedly. *Is
she safe ?”

“Where is my sister?” cried Zama, fiercely,
while his eyes gleamed with rage. Where is
Zada, Colonel Waldenberg ? Restore her, or, by the
God who made me, your life shall answer for it !”

With looks of mingled anger and surprise, the
Colonel receded a pace, and said— The fellow is
either drunk or mad.”

“ Neither, Sir!” exclaimed Zama. “AgainI
demand the restoration of my sister.”

“Fool!” said Waldenberg, “what should I know
of your sister 2’

“Liar!” exclaimed Zama. “Who forced her
from her home ; who tore her from the protecting
arms of her friends? Coward! you can shun the
foe, to wreak your poor vengeance on a helpless
female.”

“ By heaven! this is too much,” exclaimed
‘Waldenberg ; “bearded by a negro, and a slave
too !” -

“ Although a negro, I am not the less a man,”
exclaimed Zama : “and slave though I am, I am
not yet void of human feelings. Colonel Walden-
berg, I again charge you with carrying off my
gister.”

“ Madman! stand back!” said Waldenberg.
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“ Why do I listen to a dog like this? The whip
shall teach you a little more civility.”

“The whip—to me, too!” exclaimed Zama.
“Yes! it were a weapon more befitting your
cowardly hand than the sword that mocks your
side!”

Thrown off his guard, and enraged at this bitter
taunt, Waldenberg sprung forward, and struck
Zama go violent a blow on the mouth, that the
negro back a few paces, while the blood
flowed fast from the effect of the stroke. Instantly
recovering himself, and infuriated at this indignity,
Zama rushed upon the Colonel, and grasped him by
the throat—a fieroe struggle ensued, for both were

of strong muscular power. With a great
effort the Colonel freed his throat from the iron-
grip of the negro, and, blinded with passion,
clatched the hilt of his dagger ; but, in doing so,
lost the advantage which he had obtained over his
foe, who, with herculean force, raised him in the
air, then hurled him on the ground, where he lay
bleeding and insensible. Zama gazed for a few se-
conds on his prostrate enemy, and the rage fled
from his bosom. .

“T have killed him,” he sighed. “’Twas rash—I
might have questioned him mildly : all now islost.
—Zada, thou art indeed gone !”

A rustling sound amid the underwood startled
him, and he would have turned from the spot ; when
a friendly voice hailed him—

“Zama!”

“Y am here,” he answered.
ever ealls,”

“'Tis 1, Perault !’ said the conspirator, advane-
ing from the thicket. < Ha! this looks well,” he
exclaimed, as he beheld the insensible form of his
master stretched bleeding on the earth. “ Behold!”
he eontinued, in a triumphant tone, as he advanced,
and firmly placed his foot on the throat of the in-
snimate Waldenberg. “Behold how the poor
slave tramples on his haughty master !

“ For shame, Perault!” exclaimed Zama. “ Even
1, who struck him down, would scorn to treat him
with such base indignity !”

Perault withdrew his foot from the throat of his
master, and sullenly said, “ Is he dead ?”

“If he was alive you dared not treat him so,”
said Zama.

Darting an angry glance at Zama, Perault knelt
down and placed his hand upon the heart of Wal-
denberg. “Ha,” he exclaimed, “ he lives. Zama,
your work is but half done.” Drawing his master’s
dagger from its sheath, he raised his hand to
plunge it into the heart of Waldenberg, exclaim-
ing, “ Thus I put an end to farther doubt |”

“Cold-blooded monster, hold!” cried Zama,grasp-
ing the upraised arm of Perault, and wrenching
the dagger from his hand. Perault sprang to his
fest, and for a space the two negroes stood glaring
on each other with looks of fiercest anger, till
Zama, pointing to the body of the Colonel, said,
“Were he able to combat with me now, I would
sraggle with him to the death ; but as he now is,
stanned and insensible, he is more an object of
pity than of anger. Toinjure him further would be
an act of eald-blooded cruelty; nor would I stand

“ Approach, who-
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tamely by, and behold him, deeply though he
may have wronged me, treated with such base bru-
tality.”

“You forget,” said Perault, sternly, “that you
have forfeited your own life by thisattack on him.”

“And if I have,” answered Zama, “ I alone must
answer for it. In fair and open combat would I
meet my foe, not stab him like a base assassin.”

““ Hush !” said Perault, “ he revives. Zama, you
must seek for safety in instant flight. Away, arouse
your friends—the hour of vengeance is come !’

 Promise me,” said Zama, “that you will not
injure him in that state.

“1 swear it,” said Perault. “Fly to the forest:
meet me at midnight at the hut of Obi—away!”
And Zama hurried towards the forest.

Doubtful how to act, Perault stood by the side
of Waldenberg, when the sourd of the battle ap-
proached nigher and nigher to the spot. ¢ Hark,”
muttered the conspirator, “the Red Cherokee is
driving the haughty planters from the woods.
Shall I remove the body of this proud lord of mine,
or let him lie where heis? Good ! let him lie.—
If the Cadets stumble on him they will take care
of him: if the Red Indians, they will save further
trouble on his account ; in either way I keep my
word to Zama. The fool! had it not been for his
romantic folly, Waldenberg would have found the
bottom of the Wandoo with a stone about his neck.”
So saying, he spurned the still insensible form of
his master with his foot, and turned from the spot.

Major Maitland, along with Mr. Bellgrove and
Mr. Norrisville, were hastening to the scene of
action with a small band of armed negroes, whose
sullen looks plainly showed that they had been
drawn out against their wills, when Lieutenant
Galliard with a party of Cadets suddenly met them.

“What means this ?” exclaimed Maitland. “ The
Cadets retreating "

“ Not so,” answered Galliard. ¢ Although the
red devils oufnumber.us, we can cope with them

et.”
? “ Whither so fast then?” said Maitland. Gal-
liard beckoned him aside, and in a low voice said,
“ Have you seen the Colonel (8

“ No,” answered Maitland.

“ Or Miss Bellgrove !’ inquired Galliard.

“ No," said Maitland, turning deadly pale; “ I
hope she js safe.”

¢ This accursed hunting-match has ruined us,”
said Galliard. “ We were too much scattered,—
too secure and confident : these wily fiends have com-
pletely surrounded us. I fear the Colonel and Miss
Bellgrove are seized. Heavens! you are ill,” he
exclaimed, as he caught Maitland in his arms.

“ No, no,” said Maitland, faintly ; ¢ ’tis the ef-
fects of my recent wound. Dut, come ; if she is
seized, to her rescue !—to her rescue !” So saying,
he started up and drew his sword.

 Stay !” said Galliard. “ See, here comes Pe-
rault, perhaps he knows something of his master.”

Perault advanced towards them, and Galliard,
calling on him to draw nigher, said, “ Know ye
aught of your master?”

“ 1 hear that he has fallen ; severely, perhaps -
mortally wounded,” answered the hypocrite.
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“ And Miss Bellgrove?” cried Maitland, shak-
ing with agitation.

“ Is wounded also,” said Perault.
the mansion-house.”

« Gentlemen,” said Mr. Bellgrove, advancing,
¢ you will pardon my interference ; but this is no
time to hold long parley,—the war-whoop of the
Indians is drawing closer to us. Now, my gallant
fellows,” cried he to the negroes, * to the bush!
to the bush! Be cautious,—let every shot tell on
the Red Indians : don’t let them come near your
dwelliugs. Fight for your wives, your children,
your lady!”

An enthusiastic cry burst from the negroes, and
they rushed forward to the combat ; while Galliard,
turning to his followers, cried, “ Come, gentlemen,
guide the operations of these gallant fellows : un-
der your command they may do much. , Forward,
then!”

“ One moment,” said Perault. ‘“I came in
search of you, Mr. Galliard, fearing that Major
Maitland was too ill 40 issue orders.”

“ Well, well,” said Galliard, testily, « if I must,

¢ She is at

" Imust. Forward, gentlemen,” cried he, address-

ing the cadets nigh him ; “ aid the negroes!” And
the young men hurried once more into the combat.

“ 1 only wish to ask your opinion, gentlemen,”
said Perault, “’as to how I ought to act. My
master is severely wounded, and insensible ; and
despatches from the city have just arrived.”

Here he was interrupted by a loud cheer from
the negroes, who advanced towards them, dragging
a number of Indian prisoners. With proud and
haughty looks these sons of the forest walked
amid their enemies; but Perault’s lip quivered, and
he hastily turned aside, to avoid the gaze of the
Cherokees, fearing he might be recognised by
them. A party of the cadets now came up, and,
after a brief conversation, the greater part of the
negroes, led on by the cadets, once more betook
themselves to the bushes, to oppose the Indians on
their own wily system of warfare, while the re-
mainder escorted the Indian prisoners to the dwell-
ings.

“ You spoke of despatches from the city,” said
Maitland, as Perault rejoined them.

 There are despatches from the city,” said Pe-
rault, “ addressed to Colonel Waldenberg. The
bearer of these despatches was seized by the Indians,
and shamefully ill-used, while the greater part of
the despatches were torn and mutilated. By them
T perceive that the governor of Carlville has been
suddenly seized with yellow fever, and is now dead.”

“Dead!” exclaimed Galliard, “ and so sudden.”

Perault bowed, and, interrupting him, contin-
ued,—* By these despatches, Colonel Waldenberg
is commanded to return to town instantly. Now,
gentlemen, I am at a loss how to act. I am loath
to carry my master to town in his present state,
and yet I must devise some means to get him there.”

“’Tis well thought of,” said Mr. Bellgrove ;
“ we can readily get the canoes manned, and carry
Miss Bellgrove and the others to the city: they
will be much safer there than here.” :

“ My only dread,” said Perault, « is, that the
banks of the river may be in posseseion of the In-
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dians, and the canoes would be exposed to a gall-
ing fire from them. Since the cadets are all en-
gaged, perhaps Mr. Bellgrove would arm another
body of the nagroes to protect the canoes descending
the river.”

¢« This must not be,” said Maitland ; * the pre-
sence of the armed negroes in the city might occa~
sion mischief.” .

¢ Not s0,” replied Perault ;  their presence will
be hailed with joy, and they will only show their
zeal for the cause in which they have embarked !”

¢ Be it 80, then,” said Maitland. * But, Lieu-
tenant Galliard, you must take the command of
this party, and see them safely in the city.”

“ But, Major,” expostulated Galliard, “ I cannot
think of quitting my brave comrades in the midst
of battle. After we drive the Indians back——""

“It may be too late,” said Maitland, interrupt-
ing him, ’

Galliard reluctantly agreed ; and Peraulf, re-
questing Mr. Bellgrove and Mr. Norrisville to get
the canoes pointed out, departed to collect his own
party ; so that, by the time the canoes were ready,
he had forty followers ready armed, all in the plot,
conveying his unconscious and intended victims to
the city, which was soon to be the scene of ruin
and of bloodshed. Before embarking, he despatched
a trusty messenger to Obi Abdallah, informing him
of his departure, and ordering him to join Zama in
leading on their bands to the city without delay.

Two elegant barges, accompanied by six large
canoes, filled with the negroes, the prisoners, and
the wounded, proceeded down the river. In the
first barge were Miss Bellgrove, Letia, Mr. Bell-
grove and his son, and Mr. Norrisville. The sud-
den disappearance of Zada and her brother had
increased the alarm of the party ; and Miss Bell-
grove, now attended by Ooknea, was completely
overpowered with grief for the loss of her favourite,
though the suggestion made by Mr. Bellgrove, of
hearing some tidings of Zada in the city, caused a
lingering ray of hope to shine through the dark
cloud of grief, and render her almost regardless of
her slight wound received from the Indians.

In the second barge were Colonel Waldenberg,
Galliard, and the Missionary, accompanied by
Peraunlt. The only signs of consciousness which
‘Waldenberg had shown were a slight movement of
his hands, and one or two feeble groans ; while
Perault, by the orders of Galliard, wiped the con-
gealed blood from a wound in his right temple.

Around the barges were the canoes, containing
the negroes and prisoners, placed in such a man-
ner as safely to guard off any attack from the
banks of the river. .

They rowed onwards in silence ; now gliding
through the thick masses of matted reeds and
water-lilies, which here and there impeded the
current ; then skirting the sides of the deep man-
grove and cypress groves, which lined the margin
of the river; now passing rich rice swamps, and
cotton grounds, and clearings, with the gay villas
of the planters embowered in orange and pride-of-
India trees.

At length they swept into the conjunction of the

! river with the Cowper, and the splendid expanse
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of the noble bay burst on the view ; while, wafted
from the shore, the breeze came loaded with per-
fume. Anon, the high spire of St. Michael’s, tower-
ing to the sky, and the lines of the city, were seen ;
then the city itself rose like & dazzling panorama.
The splendid mansions of the planters and mer-
chants, with their brilliant verandahs, surrounded
with rich gardens, gave a beauty to the scene
which the pen cannot describe. Here the palm,
orange, and magnolia trees arose ; while large and
gorgeous blooming roses twined around the porti-
coes, filling the air with fragrance. Then the
shipping burst like a dense forest upon the won-
dering eye, while flags of every nation streamed
gaily from the masts ; then came Castle Pickney,
and, farther down the bay, lay Fort Moultrie, and,
commanding the passage of the bar, Fort Jackson ;
while, from the ramparts of the various forts, the
gorgeous star-spangled banner floated gaily on the
breeze. The vast number of vessels, of all sizes,
safling on the bay, and crossing the bar, gave an
animation and life to the scene which no mind
could look upon without feeling elated.

The boats neared the beach, reached the landing-
place, and were soon surrounded by a crowd of
people. The guard were easily satisfied as to the
appearance of the negroes in arms ; and Perault
giving a private signal to the negroes of the city
asembled around them, the landing-place was

speedily cleared.

—

Tom, the negro dandy, had been most eager,
during the whole passage from Bellgrove to the
city, to impress Whackie with a high idea of his
mighty importance amongst the fashionable negroes
of the city.

“ Now,” said he, “I is so glad I is get away
from ‘em dam red Indine, wid my scalp safe and
sound. Lor! how men does become barbarize in
a wild state of cibil nature.”

“ Werry true,” said Whackie, shaking his head
very gravely; “yet de red Indine is coward. I
was fight wid 'em, and chase half-dozen myshef.

“1I like for fight ’em too,” said Tom, * perwided
dey was put away ’em rifle, and 'em ugly toma-
hawks and sealping-knife. I neber like for see
’em ; "pon soul, 'em is cus uncibilize. How de
debil should I appear in fassionable society in de
city wid my scalp off? ’Pon soul, I shake at de
werry thought. How would de ladies in de city
lament, poor debils! I almost break my heart for
tink how dey would weep for loss ob me!” And
Tom wiped his eyes with the sleeve of his coat, at
the melancholy idea of the grief which his loss
would have occasioned to the fair sex. ¢ Dere!”
cried he, as they approached the city ; « dere is de
land ob beauty! dere is de home of de noble and de
fair! See: see how de pride-ob-India, de orange,

and de pomegrani line de walks all around ; see
wot wealth and power can do! Lor! I is feel so
glad at get back again ;” and, in the height of his
joy, he cut a caper which nearly upset the canoe.
“Keep you seat,” cried Haman, who was one of
3 “you want for drown us, eh?2”
“Beg pardon,” said Tom, sitting down quietly,
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“But I say, Haman, if you Massa and Missee
find all tings right, sha’n’t we hab tea-party an’
ball to-morrow night, for celebrate our coming?”

“ Well,” said Haman, “if Massa don’t go to
dere tpwn-house before to-morrow night, I don’t
care ; but how we raise de wind ?”

 Oh, de ole plan,” said Tom, with a sly look :
¢ cheat de store-keepers.” And Tom and Haman
laughed loudly.

“Ah!” said Haman, “ Whackie is not up to
dat plan.”

“I is teachify him;” said Tom, “ for, ’pon soul,
he look quite raw ; and de cus wagibone niggers in
de city will impose on him umsoapfisticate natur.”
—And Whackie, was, indeed, a perfect specimen
of an unsophisticated country negro.

“You got any money, Whackie?” inquired Tom.

“Yes,” said Whackie. “Ihab five dolla’ I was
got from Massa.”

“You must take care ob you money, den,” said
Tom, “or you get youshef cheat on all hand.
Now, let me see. I is hab one dolla’ I got from
Massa for tear my trouser ; (bad job dat was, ‘pon
soul,)” he continued, by way of parentheses ; “and
I got oder two dolla’ in Massa waistcoat pocket,’
which I took de loan of. Now, lend me you five
dolla’, if you please 2

‘Whackie, with the utmost simplicity, pulled out
the five dollars, and placed them in Tom’s hand,
who gave Haman a knowing wink, and thrust his
tongue into his cheek.

“Tank you, Whackie,” he said; “you is good
soul ; ’pon hono’, you is. I shall gib ball in you
Massa kitchen to-morrow night, and invite all de
beauty and fashion ob de city. Mind you heart,
Whackie ; no fall in lub wid some ob de pratty
galls I shall bring. De nigger galls ob de city is de
most lubliest and fairerest datis: all like noo blown
rose, *pon soul.”

Whackie grinned with glee, and rubbed his
hands, as he expressed his high sense of Tom’s
kindness; and the call to aid their masters at land-
ing ended the conversation.

On landing, Mr. Bellgrove gave orders to drive
to the Planter's Hétel, then justly reckoned the
most fashionable in the city ; and, having de-
spatched Whackie, along with Haman and a few
other domestics, to announce the arrival of the
family to their household in town, and to get their
town dwelling prepared for their reception, he
ordered the armed negroes to return to Myrtlegrove,
This, however, was prevented by Perault, who
secretly commanded them to cross to the opposite
side of the bdy, and conceal themselves in the
woods, till he joined them. Perault then caused
his wounded master to be conveyed to the Walden-
berg mansion-house, and a physician to be sent for.

Galliard, having seen the company all safely
landed, looked around for his valet; but Tom,
more eager on his own affairs than attentive to his
master's comfort, was detailing, to a group of gaily-
attired negroes, his own wonderful adventures and
achievements amongst the Red Indians. Provoked
at the fellow’s carelessness, Galliard walked up to

the group, but suddenly paused on hearing one of
them cry ont—
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“Hi! bubba Tom, how many Indine you was
kill 2 ”

“More den hunder!” answered Tom.,
soul, ’em was all fright for see me.”

“ How you plan for kill so many ?” inquired the
negro.

“Oh! I jost do ’em in style,” answered Tom, with
& flourish of his arm,

“Come here, you lying vagabond!” cried Gal-
liard. Tom sneaked up tohim crestfallen and sulky.

““ How dare you tell such notorious lies?” said
Galliard. “ You know yery well you never looked
an Indian in the face, but hid yourself in the cellar
at Myrtlegrove,”

“You please, Massa, no ’peak so loud!” said
Tom, with an imploring look. “No mention hide
in a cella’! Gor, Massa, dat ruin my carrumter :
no talkee bout dat no more. If de niggers believe
1, dat is no do you no harm.”
ll.)Galluu'd smiled at Tom's logic, and ordered him

me.

After Colonel Waldenberg had been conveyed to
his own mansion-house, a considerable time elapsed
before he was restored to consciousness, On open-
ing his eyes, the first face he beheld was that of
Perault. Shuddering, he again closed them. “ Are
you much pained ?" inquired Perault, in a tone of
deep sympathy. The Colonel raised himself par-
tially on his elbow, and looked around, as he
feebly asked, “ Where am I?”

“In your own mansion at Carlville,” answered
Perault.

“Carlville !” exclaimed the Colonel ; “how is
this?”

¢ Despatches,” answered Perault, “ were for-
warded fram the city, commanding your instant
return, in consequence of the sudden death of the
Governor.”

Colonel Waldenberg started, and hurriedly said,
“Is the good old man dead ?”

“You seem moved, Sir,” continued Perault.
“He is dead ; and his death has made room for
your advancement. The bearer of these despatches
had been seized by the Indians, and the despatches
broken open and partly destroyed. The messen-
ger, however, escaped, and placed the mutilated
papers in my hands to be given to you. On search-
ing for you, the war-cry of the Indians arose and
the conflict began. I found you at length, stretch-
ed on the earth insensible, and a number of Indians
around you.”

The Colonel fixed his eyes on the subtle traitor,
as if he would have read every thought in his
breast, but Perault returned the piercing gaze with
a calm unperturbed look. The Colonel clenched
his teeth, and, clutching at his own breast with both
hands as if to crush his fierce emotion, said, “ Were
there any negroes at my side ?”

“One,” answered Perault.

“Who ?” cried the Colonel, franticly.

¢ Zama, the favourite slave of Mr. Bellgrove,”
said Perault. “ He was lying at your side, dead.”

The Colonel sprang from the couch as he thun-
dered forth, “ Dead ! has he then escaped me ?”

Staggering forward, he would have fallen, had
Peranlt not caught him,

« ’Pon
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“Why this emotion?” said the false villain; “why
move yourself for the death of a poor slave? The
fellow was doubtless killed by the Indians.”

“It was only a passing qualm,” said Walden-
berg, as he reseated himself,

¢ Miss Bellgrove came to the city with you,” said
Perault, endeavouring to divert his attention. To
his surprise, however, the Colonel frowned angrily,
and inquired—

“ Are there any officers of the Cadet Brigade
present ¥’

“Lieutenant Galliard is in town,” answered
Perault.

“Send him hither instantly,” sasid Waldenberg,
motioning to him to quit the apartment. Perault
bowed lowly and obeyed.

“Strange !” remarked the Colonel, as he gazed
after him. I feel my very heart’s blood chill as
Ilook upon that negro’s face now.”

Perault’s object was, if possible, to prevent all
intercourse between the Colonel and Galliard ; and
instead, therefore, of obeying his master’s orders,
he returned with a falsehood, stating that Galliard
had left town.

Whackie and Haman were arrayed in rich new
liveries, and each was admiring the other’s appear-
ance, when Tom entered the apartment.

“’Pon soul,” said Tom, “I is glad for see youagain.
Dat is werry handsome libbery you is got on !”

“ Aint he?” cried Whackie, with delight, as he
turned round and round hefore the admiring Tom.
“ Look wot nice long tail I habi two big yellow
button on um! Look at dat, Tom!”

“Capal!” exclaimed Tom. “’Pon soul decoun-
try niggers will not know you again. You is look
quite fresh. Has you Massa come for stop here 2”

“ No,” answered Haman. ¢ Massa is gone to the
Planta Hoétel, for stop a leely while. Him no come
here till to-morrow or next day.”

“ We must hab ball, den, to-morrow night,” said
Tom.

“Wid all a heart!” cried Haman.

“Den we is go and inwite all de ladies and de
genelem ob de city, for come here. ‘Pon soul, we
must hab splendid affair! All de bootiful and
most fassonablerest ladies in de town.”

“Come away, den,” said Haman.

“Now, Whackie,” said Tom, “ you must not
look at you grand clothes on a street. Gor
Amighty! de people will be tink you was neber
hab no clothes on hefore.”

So saying, the trio sallied forth, arm in arm, to
invite their party. Having secured a sufficient
number, it was then agreed that the supplies should
be levied from the poor storekeepers, and that Tom
and Whackie should take the round, and spunge
the simple ones ; and, according to this agreement,
Tom and Whackie set out to levy the contributions
from the generous storekeepers ; Whackie carry-
ing a large basket wherein to depoeit the spoil.

“We must take all de noo storekeepers,” said
Tom ; “for de old ones is get too sly : ’em is all know
me now. ’Top, here be new store ; read him sign,
Whackie !”
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“ Where him is?” inquired Whackie.

“'Bove de door,” said Tom. “You read him,
eh?”

Whackie shook his head. “No can read dat
book,” he answered.

“ Lor!” exclaimed Tom, “ you is werry ignoram.
All we genelem nigger and lady nigger in de city
resd. 'Top, I shall read de sign myshef.”

So saying, he looked long and gravely at the
sign-board.

“ What him say?” inquired Whackie, getting
tired of Tom’s cogitations.

«1 tink,” said Tom, with a wise shake of his
head—<“ I tink 'em is de French letters ; ’em is
werry bad for read. 'Top, now ; dat fust letta’ look
debilish like a P. My eyesight been werry weak,
you see, Whackie, eber since my Massa was broke
my quizee-glass. Dat letter is P. Yes, him is.
De next one be A ; and de one a-hind him is T.
Yes, dat isit: P, A,T. Wot de debil is dat? Oh,
him mean dish /—dat is de ting! Den come an
M, den a U, den an R, and anoder P; den an H,
and, last ob all, a Y. Dat all right.”

“ And wot all dat say " inquired Whackie.

%*Top, Isee again: M, U, R, P, H, Y,” spelled
Tom. “Hab him now,” he cried, triumphantly :
“dat is mean ’Tatie. Tatie dish !—dat is him.
Massa Tatie-dish. ’Top, we shall see if him good-
natared Buccra.”

Tom then made a long neck, and peered into
the store, where, standing behind the counter, he
beheld a little baggy Irishman, whose ruddy
cheeks seemed to scorn the sweltering clime he
now lived in, and looking the very picture of fun
and good nature.

“1°say, Whackie,” cried Tom, “ come away ;
him is de werry ting for we. Now, you no ’peak
—hol’ you tongue. No say noting, and I shall
do him fust-rate.”

So saying, he boldly entered the store, followed
by Whackie. ‘

“How you do, Massa Tatie?” said Tom, mak-
ing a low bow to the storekeeper, and which
Whackie did his best to imitate.

“ Your sarvant, Mr. Sheepeface,” exclaimed the
storekeeper. “Troth, and d’ye know the difference
betwixt a murphy and a potato ¥

“No, Massa,” answered Tom, bowing; “I is
not hab de felicity.” '

“Then I’ll be after enlightening your darkened
understanding,” said Pat. “I’'m a Murphy when
Pm above ground, and I'll be a Tatiec when I'm
planted under ground.” And the good-humoured
storekeeper laughed loudly at his own joke; while
both Tom and Whackie roared also, wondering, at
the same time, what they were laughing at.

“1 hope you is well, Massa 7" said Tom, recover-
ing himself.

“Illegant, my honey!” answered Pat. “ And
who may you be that’s so mighty polite as to be in-
quiring after my own darling self?”

“I be head servant to de noo Gobernor ob dis
city,” said the lying knave, while Whackie actually
gaped with astonishment, thinking that Tom had

who he really belonged to. “ And dis
- genelem,” continued Tom, ¢ is de head servant, and

215

werry intimate friend, of de rich and bootiful Miss
Bellgrove of Myrtlegrove and Wandoo-bank.”

‘Whackie's mouth opened more and more on
hearing that he also had changed owners ; but his
surprise was surpassed by that of the poor store-
keeper, who, wondering what could bring the ser-
vants of such magnates to his shop, exclaimed—
“I'm mighty glad to see yese: faix, it’s an honour
I didn’t expect at all, at all ! ”

“ Don’t mention dat,” said Tom, most graciously
bowing. “ You see, Sar, de fac of de matter is
dis: De oder day, de young, rich, and lubelly Miss
Bellgrove was drive in she’s carriage along wid my
Massa, de noo Gobernor. ’Em was pass dis way,
when my Massa, de noo Gobernor, was look out
de carriage window, and him see dis werry booti-
ful store ob yours. ‘Look,’ say he to Missee,
“dere is one ob de most tastey and handsomerest
stores in de whole city,~—quite noo fit up,—werry
neat indeed.””

“Long life to his honour!” exclaimed the amazed
storekeeper. “Did he really say all that about
Paddy Murphy’s store ?”

“So,” continued the lying rogue, “ when Missee
Bellgrove look out de carriage, she say, ‘Oh! wot
a pratty genelem is keep dat store! how good
lookee him is!’”

“The darlint !” exclaimed poor Paddy, swallow-
ing all the new-coined lies of the negro for positive
truths. “Did she see me ?” Here he cast an ad-
miring glance at his person. ¢ Faix, and she’s
right, too,” he added. “Be de powers! before I
left Tipperary, the girls were after tearing one an-
other to pieces about me !”

“I is sure ob dat, Massa,” cried Tom ; *hand-
some, good-lookee genelem like you must play de
berry debil wid de gals !”

“ Faith and you're the boy for guessing that;
ha, ha, ha !”” roared Pat.

“ Well, Sar,” continued Tom, % when de Gober-
nor and Missee Bellgrove was come home, dey was
meet wid large party at dinner, and dey tell all
about de new store and de handsome storekeeper.”

“ Did the gentry do that!” exclaimed Paddy, in
a transport of joy. ¢ Oh! Paddy, my boy, your
fortune’s after being made !”

So,8ar,” continued this lying varlet, “de whole
company was quite delight, and ’em all say—
¢ Berry well, since you recommend de genelem, we
is all go deal wid him, perwided kim wittals be de
real ting.”” .

“By my showl,” exclaimed Paddy, in a fit of
rapture, “I keep the best in the world. Sarch all
Amerrykay, ay, and owld Ireland to the bargain,
the devil a taste you’ll find better !”

“Dat is jost wot de bootiful Missee Bellgrove was
say,” responded Tom, enlarging as he found Mr.
Murphy’s weak side. “Missee says—‘I is sure
dat de genelem must hab ebery ting good—he look
8o good heshef !’ ”

“Oh! the darlint!” exclaimed Paddy, his very
eyes moistening with delight. ¢ If I had herin my
arms, I’d give her an Irishman’s blessing !”

 So, Sar,” continued Tom, thinking it was now
high time to bring his colloquy to a peroration, “de
company was all say—‘We should like to see
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sample ob him diffcrent goods ; and, if dey please us,
we sall all go deal wid him ; but we must see wot
he deal in, and if de tings be real good.” So, when
de Gobernor was hear dat, him say—¢ I like de
genelem, and want for encourage he ; so I sall send
oy head servant’—dat is me, Sar,” he added, by
way of parenthesis, laying his hand on his bosom,
—* ¢for request de sample ob him different goods,and
Isall send ’em to you ; and if dey please, you must
all become customer and friend ob de genelem.’ ”

Paddy’s mouth was wide open, swallowing the
harefaced lies of the rogue. “ Well,” he exclaimed,
“its myself that’s proud to think that the Gover-
nor and the gentry, and more particularly the
beautiful young lady, should talk of me!”

“So, Sar,” continued Tom, with increased energy,
“de Governor say to me—° My good friend,” say
he, ¢ go to dat bootiful new store, and get sample ob
all de tings de genelem is deal in, and bring ’em to
me. Get de best, till I show ’em to all my friend in
de city. If de tings be good, de genelem’s fortune
is made, and him store shall be de fust in de city!””

“ Only to think of such kindness!” exclaimed
the deluded storekeeper.

“ Well, Sar!” continued Tom, coining the lies
with vast rapidity as he made sure of poor Mur-
phy’s weak side, “ when de bootiful Missee Bell-
grove was hear dat, she say to dis genelem—"
Here he pointed to Whackie, whose open mouth
and staring eyes might have excited a suspicion of
something being wrong. There he stood, half-bent
forward, staring at his lying companion, and won-
dering if what he said was really true, so glibly
was it uttered. Tom, however, had riveted the
attention of the storekeeper to himself ; and, with-
out noticing Whackie’s wonder-stricken counte-
nance, he proceeded :—“ ¢ Go,” says Missee Bell-
grove ; ‘take one basket—call on dat handsome
genelem, along wid de Gobernor’s sarvant: get
sample ob him goods, and ax him if he is marry.’”

“ Married !”” exclaimed Paddy, in a fit of rap-
ture ; “no, by de powers! I’'m a shingle man yet
—hurrah! Oh! thunder and turf, I'll live for the
pretty darlint for ever and ever, and as long after
that as she plases !”

«1 is glad ob dat,” said Tom, grinning; *“ who
know wot may happen handsome, good-lookee
genelem like you dat de lady is fall in lub wid?
So, Sar, you be kind enough to gib small sample
ob you goods "

“ Faix, my honey, I’ll give ye the whole shop if
ye like !” said Paddy.

In the openness of his heart, the good-natured
storekeeper proceeded to fill the basket with the
various articles which Tom pointed out, till it was
completely crammed.

“1 tink, Massa, dat is do now,” said Tom, when
he found that the basket would hold no more.
“You is so werry kind, you hab fill de basket.”

“ It’s myself that’s sorry there’s no more room
in the basket,” said the storekeeper. “1'd almost
go into it myself to see your lovely mistress!”

“Oh, Sar!” grinned Tom, “ we is take you in,
wid great pleasure, I do assure you !”

“ Now,” said Paddy, “you must take a glass of
brandy before you go.”

AND THEIR MASTERS,

“’Pon soul,” exclaimed Tom, ¢ you is too kind ;
Missee shall be quite delight when she hear ob dis.”

The Irishman handed two large glasses, filled
with brandy, to the negroes; and Whackie had
raised his glass to his lips, when Tom caught his
hand, and requested him to stop. Whackie laid
down the glass, with a sulky look at his friend,
who said, “I beg you pardon; but you know
you Missee is not like de smell ob brandy ;—so I
tink, if dis good genelem is give us small drop ob
brandy in one bottle, we is drink him health at
night wid great pleasure and much joy.”

“ Arrah, dears! you’ll get a bottle full to drink
my health then !” exclaimed Paddy, as he filled a
bottle ; and which Tom instantly pocketed, bowing
to the very ground as Whackie and he departed,
leaving the duped storekeeper to indulge in dreams
of love and wealth, which were never to be realized.

On turning the corner of the street, Tom burst
into a fit of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” heshouted. Ol Lor! if eber
I see such goose as dat storekeeper : was I not do
him fust-rate, Whackie "’

“Tom,” answered Whackie, seriously, “ I no
like de way you was cheat dat good Buccra. You
was tell him so many lie; I no like dat. My
Massa say, dat I must always tell de trute, and be
honest.”

“ Honest I” exclaimed Tom, with a look of
mingled wonder and contempt ; “ wot de debil hab
poor niggers got for do wid honesty ? My dear Sar,
de white men hab kick trute and honesty out ob
de worl’ long ago : dere is no such ting now.”

“ Den,” answered Whackie, earnestly, “if Buccra
drive ‘em away, poor nigger should bring ’em back

in, and keep ’em in him bosom !*

« And if he do,” said Tom, * him no get no cre-
dit by ‘em. No, no, Whackie ; if you wish to get
on in dis dam wicked world, you must send ho-
nesty to de debil, and tell no more trute den be
occasion for: dat's de way for get on now. If
you is honest, den ebery rogue try for cheat you
wery eyes out you hedd ; and if you always tell
de trute, dey call you a dam jackaramass, and
knock you eyes out: so you see dis world is not
made for trute and honesty.”

« Maybe no,” said Whackie; * but while I is in
dis worl’ I should like for be honest, if I could.”

“ Den you neber shall make anyting by ‘em,”
answered Tom.

Whackie ceased arguing, and Tom, suddemnly
pausing in his career, said, “ I say, Whackie, here
be anoder new store. Walk you on wid de bas-
ket, and I shall go in and get my pockets fill wid
sample.”

Emboldened by his snccess with ¢ Pat Murphy,”
Tom entered into another store, but started when
he beheld a tall, raw-boned, grim-looking Scotch-
man behind the counter, who answered his saluta-
tion with a contemptuous grunt.

“ You is hab any good tea and sugar ?”’ inquired
Tom, in the most insinuating tone of voice.

“ Was ye gaun to buy ony?” inquired the
Scotchman, haughtily.

¢ Perhaps I is,” answered Tom, “ perwided you
keep ’em good,”
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“Guid !” exclaimed the Scotchman. “D’ye
mean to say I keep onything bad ?”

“ Can’t say, Massa, till we see sample ob you
goods,” grinned Tom. ’

“ Get oot o’ my shop, ye villain!” cried the
Scotchman, menacing Tom with a heavy roller
which he snatched up from the counter. “A
smple—ye intak’—I’ll sample ye !”

“Massa !” exclaimed Tom, retreating into a
corner, “ ’pon soul, dis is most uncibilize usage !”

“ Ye villain! Pll sample ye, ye cheatin’ rogue.

Gang oot, or I'll brain ye!” cried the Scotchman,
in 8 towering rage, advancing towards him with
the roller in his hand.

“Dis is most ungenelasmy, ’pon soul !” ex-
chimed Tom. “ You is no genelem!”

“ Nae gentleman! ye black vagabond, I'll nae
rentleman ye ! exclaimed the store-keeper. And,
miting the action to the word, he brought the
roller in contact with Tom’s skull so forcibly, that
be broke the roller through the middle, one end
spinning high in the air, while the other remained
firm in his grasp.

“Yeh!” yelled Tom, “you dam Scotcha tief, is
dat de way you treat you customers ?”

“Confoond yerehard head!” exclaimed the wroth-
fulstore-keeper ; “Imicht asweel haehuttena whin-
siane: dang ye! ye hae broken my guid roller I’

» So saying, he dashed the fragment of the roller at
Tom’s shins, who fled from the store, cursing in
the most approved negro style, nor halted till he
overtook his friend Whackie, who, observing Tom’s
flurried appearance, inquired— .

“Wot did dat storekeeper gib you?”

“More den I was want,” answered Tom sulkily.
“Wot him gib yousampleob?” inquired Whackie.

“Semple ob him good breeding—dam him eye!”

, responded Tom. By this time they had entered

.
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the public market, and nothing daunted by his re-
cent failure, Tom looked around for a victim. “We
must hab some few egg, for make pancakes,” said
he. “See here be old mullatta woman be sell *em.
1 try she.—How you do, ma’am? hope I is hab de
felicity of see you well ?”” he continued, bowing to
a yellow-visaged old woman, who presided with
great dignity over two large panniers filled with

8.
e How you do?’ said the dame, with a haughty
bend of her head to the negro.

< Is you eggs good ?” inquired Tom.

¢ Best in market,” she answered.

Y should tink so, when handsome good-lookee
lady like you keep em,” said Tom, bowing, while
the dame smirked and jerked her head, seemingly
highly pleased with the compliment; and Tom
e black hen »

“ Hab you got an; eggs?

“ How %o Igl‘:nowybhck hen eggs from white hen
eggs?” inquired the woman, staring at him.

“You no know dat?”’ cried Tom, with affected
surprise ;  de greatest secret in de trade—I must
teachify you. I want two dozen ob black hen eggs
—1I pick ’em myshef if you please.” So saying,
he began picking out the largest and best eggs he
could see, till the woman exclaimed, “ My eye ! do
black hens lay bigger eggs than white hens?”

« Always, always,” answered Tom, as he clutch-
ed at another large one. .

“Stop, stop,” cried the woman, pushing him
aside. I have no mere black hen eggs.”

I must hab de two dozen,” cried Tom.

“You can’t get em,” cried the woman, fiercely.

« ] no pay for wot a got, den!” chuckled Tom,
as he made off with his booty, amid a shower of
curses from the defrauded woman. RK.R

(To be continted.)

THE FIRST HOME.

“ Whatever fortunes wait my future toils,
The beawtiful is vanished, and returns not.”

Asout the casement of a room
In which & maid had slept

From budding infancy to bloom,
A honeysuckle crept.

And every morning, when the dew
Lent odour to green lanes,

The honeysuckle-flowers looked through
The maiden’s window-panes.

How much of loveliness they saw,
summer morns were mild,
It is not meet for man to know—
I only know they smiled !

They might have smiled at accents sweet,
And sighs of tenderness,

Such as the dreams of love may cheat
A maiden to express.

They might, indeed, have smiled to see
The early sun dance,

As if they felt it joy to be
On such a countenance !

Bat when the maid her chamber lef
Dressed as became a bride,
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Of her soft voice and looks bereft,
The honeysuckle died. -

Upon the lonely window-sill
Its withering tendrils hung, .
And, through the vacant room, & chill
Of desolation flung.

The yellow bee, that ever found
Rich increase of his store

"Midst flowers that wreathed that casement round,
Came buzzing there no more;

Nor nestling butterfly, whose wing
Wore all the hues of June,
And to its leaves had loved to cling

Beneath the sultry nodn ;—

Nor aught, with form imparting grace,
Or mueic with its voice,

About this love-forsaken place
Did e’er again rejoicd ;

Beoause the beauty that had moved
Upon the chamber floor,

Delighting everything that loved,

Rotnrned to it xo more.
L.D.
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PERAULT; OR, SLAVES AND THEIR MASTERS.
(Continued from page 217 of our April Number.) )

Tuz negro ki
ally built entitely
their masters, and none of the white people ever
think of intruding into the negroes’ premises ; so
that the alaves carry on much sport, witheut their
masters or mistresses being in the least aware of it.

The comipany, acoording to invitation, assembled
in the large kitchen of Mr. Bellgrove’s dwelling ;
and in & very short time the kitchen was crammed
with the negro party : “de laidies” ed in cast-
off ox “berrowed’ dresses of their mistresses ; “de
geneletn® iy suits chisfly  saken de Joas ob, for dis
oecasion,” from theirmasters. On the Kearth blased
several huge logs of turpentine pine, which lighted
up the whole apartment, and, glowing upon the
swarthy group, bransed their bappy-looking eoun~
tenances. Haman, arrayed in his new livery, acted
the patt of door-keeper; and dandy nigger Tom,
adorned in a fall-dress suit of his master’s, sporting
a dismond ring and splendid gold watch and chain
belonging to Galliard, acted the part of master of
the cevemeontes, -

“Beg leabe for denounce Massa and Missee
Pinkton ob de State "teatre !’ roared Haman, as he
hundled into -the room a swaggering stout negro,
with s spangled jucket on, and a negro wench with
s tiasel apron. ’

“Ha!” exclaimed Tom, catching the negro bythe
hand. *Bless a soul, bubba, how you do? Ha ! sista
—Nope-you is-berry well ¢

+ “ Berry well, tankecheaben!”’ answered the negro.
“Hot you do bubba Tom? Hope I is see you berry
wdl?”m :

“ Berxy well, please dg Lor 1’ wag the pious reply ;
sad - Tom, them addressing. the eampany, said,
‘“Ladies an’ genelem, we is now hab de werry
undock-for, and unexpect happiness, ob de felicity,
ob Magsa and Missee Pinkton company, for en-
arease de plessure ob dis joyful and happy ’casion.”

“ Y eareo—hoareo—hearce—werry good—-berry
good ¥” wasthe undniméus response ef the company.

Massa Pinkton then bowed, and politely hand-
ing his. partner _to a seat, threw himself on the
fleer before her, saying, « As Massa Hamlum say to
Mema Owheely'in a play, supperme for lie at you
feet, fiir Indy - ’ ‘

“Goley ! Ben, you always say someting good !”
was the memry answer. : ‘

+ A large black filled with excellent
coffes, was placed in the eentre of the kitchen, and
a_nufihér of ciips, porringers, bowls, and cala-
bashes, were handed round to the company. With'
apwix. of dignified importance, Tom . strutted to-
wards the cauldrea, and . flourishing a huge ladle
i tivhinid, Howed dowly to the companyand said-—

“ Gefielem; do me de honor ob hand in de ladies®
cups : please, atténd to de fair sex.”

Tom was soon. surrounded by applicants; and
dealing the coffee out with the ladle, he endeavour-
ed to administer eqial justice to all—although, at

YOL. X.—NO, CXIV,

times, he eould not avoid scalding the fingers of
some unlucky holder of a calabssh. The bustle
around the cauldron was snimating ; and the shov-
ing, jostling, yelling, and chattering, deafening.

“ Massa Tom, you please, my cup next,” cried
one.

“Yeh1 goley, no kick my shins !’ cried a second.

“ Wot de debil you press so for 7 cried a third,

“Stan’ back !” roared a fourth.

“Yeh! Massa Tom. Oh Lor! you scald my
hand !” yelled a fifth, as he let his cup fall on the
foot of his meighbour. ‘

“Yeh!” shrieked the sufferer; % you dam tief,
you let you cup fall and burn my foot !”*

“Order, genelem !” vociferated Tom. |

- Amidst sounds such as these the ladies’ cups were
filled ; and Tom then filling a bason of le
dimensions for himself, resigned the ladle, saying,
“Now, genelem, help youshefs!”

An engagement instantly ensued for poasession
of the ladle, each striving to catch it first, A kick
on the shins of the holder was the most effoctual
method of causing the ladle to be relinquished ;
and, after much struggling, cursing, and jostling,
the party was supplied. Waffles and hominey
cakes, with sweet-potatoe loaves, were liberally
distributed ; and the smaeking of lips, and loud .
plying of masticators, mingled with loud and
hearty shouts of laughter, testified the very height
of negro happiness. After coffee, sassafrasa beer,
gin-sling, apple-jack, cocktail, and brandy, were
handed round in thé same dishes in which the
coffee had been distributed. A cessation at length
occwrring, & dance was loudly called for ; but on.
inquiry, it was found that the musician engaged
for the occasion was notr ing.

“Wot de debil hab become ob de moosic * in-
quired Tom. “’Pon soul, I was gib dat old blind’
tief, Apalla, quarta dolla’ for come here.” ". . .

“Pollo can’t eome,” Haman; “him
got dronk dis morning, and break him fiddle.”

“So, him got dronk wid my money ! exelaimed
Tom. “Dat’s de good ob pay dese low moogicans.
beforehand : cus’ bad lot!” = . S

“Neba ‘mind,” cried Haman ; “nigger always
hab moosic in him own heart, Whaclkie, han’ me
down dat ole tin pan, and get I two sticks—I soon
gib you plenty moasic.” L .

The pan and two sticks were handed to him, and-
Haman gave the signal for a country dance. A
slave will dance as meérrily to the sound of a tin
pan, 88 he willdo'to a full orchestra of first-rate,
music ; so. the party set to with right good will ;
and all waa mirth and gaiety, till the company
was startled by a lowd and rapid knocking at the
door ; and & young negro, forcing his way into the
kitchen, ran up to dandy Tom, and exclaimed,
“Oh! Tom~—you Massa is come home ; he ax for
you. Oh! Lor! him noo eoat, and him gold
watch and chain, and him big diamond-pin, hab

been al stole !~ -
Rl 2R
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¢« Massa home!” exclaimed Tom, in alarm ; “him
noo coat—him watch and pin! Wot sall I dp ¥’

“ Oh! Tom, you rascal tief, you hab got de coat |-

on,” cried the youth. Pull him off—fast: I run
home wid him.”

“Pull um off, den,” cried Tom, in a quandary ;
% yes, pull away—fast——fast !’ as he held out his
arm to the young negro to help him in stripping.

The yout{, a8 desired, took hold of the sleeve,
and pulled with right good earnest ; but the coat
seemed resolved not to part from its present wearer;
and all their pulling and tugging seemed in vain.
No garment could stand such rough usage ; and just
as the parties had wronght themselves into & state of
desperation and perspiration, the sleeve gave way,
and both puller and pullee staggered back—-one
gazing at the sleeveless arm, the other at the arm-
Jess sleeve.

“Cus’ you black heart ! see wot you do !’ cried
Tom, trembling with rage and fear.

“He no me—he youshef, you dam blacks waggi- { d

bon I” roared the youth,

Tom flew at his opponent ; and grappling each
other by the shoulders, they forthwith od
to rap their heads together ; till, tired of this ma-
neeuvre, they paused, and looked each other in the
face, growling and grinding their teeth. “ How
you like dat, you black willan !” roared Tom.

“"Top till you Massa cotch you !”” cried his an-
tagonist ; “goley! he sall gib you fam, fam.” Seo
saying, he broke from Tom’s grasp, and darted out
of the kitchen. Levelling his head like a batter-
ing-ram, Tom rushed after the fugitive, who, dex-
terously springing aside, saluted Tom as he passed
with a kick, which sent him, head foremost, into
the duck-pond, and fled. Half crying with shame
and vexation, Tom extricated himself from the
pond, and returning to the kitchen, placed himself
before the fire to dry.

“1 is werry sotry for dis lamencholly ewent,”
said Haman, “I tink you Massa will send you to
de sugar-house.”

“I tink dat myshef,” groaned Tom.

The nine o’clock bell now struck, and the roll
of the drums of the city-guard, gave warning for
every negro to hurry home, as none are allowed to
walk the street after that hour without a passport
from their masters or owners. The company,
therefore, hurriedly broke up, and fled in all di-
rections homewards, without waiting the ceremony
of bidding each other good night,

Tom and Ben were the only two left, and they
agreed to go homewards together as soon as Tom’s
clothes were dry. Apprehensive, however, of en-
countering the city-guard, and thereby getting
quarters in the guard-house, they entered into a
consultation how they could best trick the sentinels.
The guard being chiefly composed of Germans,
Who could not read English, Tom and his friend
instantly concocted a plan to get safe off. Ben
pulled a piece of dirty white paper from his pocket,
and shaped it like a letter, after scrawling two or
three lines with shoe-blacking on it.

“ Now,” said Tom, “ when you meet de guard,
gib ’em dis leely bit of paper, and say dat you hab
got passport from you Massa on business, and I
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sall act de part of you dog, and gallop onmyhand
and feet in de gutter.”
This being agreed on, they sallied forth; but
had not prooeeded far, till they encountered one of
the city-guard, when Tom instantly plumped dovn
on his hands and knees in the gutter, imitating the
walk of & dog. Ben advanoced towards the guard,
who presented his beyonet at the megro's breas,
and ordered him to stand.

“I hab got passport, Masss,” said Ben, holding

-out the piece of dirty white paper to the sentinel

“Yaw, yaw,” said the sentinel, looking gravely
at the paper by the light of & lamp; “pashport,
yaw, all ish reicht-—pase!” All would have be
right, had Tom not suddenly raised his head, sod
his black phiz encountered the eyo of the smtind,
who, starting back with affright, nearly dropt bis
musquet, as he exclaimed— Mein Got! vat e
Teufel ish dat ¥
“Oh !” said Ben, “ dat be my Maass big, black

”

¢ Plack Tog 1" exclaimed the sentinel. “Dex-
ner et blitven ! he ish von ver queer plack tog;
standsh, or I vill shot you tead!” So sayisg, o
levelled his firelock at Tom, who, having nedsire
to get & bullet through his body, yelied out with
terror.

“ No, no; oh Lor’! Massa, no fire l=no fm!
I is only one poor dam black nigger!”

¢ Surrender |’ shouted the guard. :

% Yes, Massa ; yes,” faltered Tom, as, queking
in every limb, he surrendered at diseretion to the
sentinel, who, tying him arm to arm with Bey,
drove them both before him to the guard-house.

Willobay Brookley, captain of the eity guard of
Carlville, ws one of the noblest-miaded uxd mod
accomplished young men in the eity. Preod sad
lofty in spirit, like the rest of the gentlemen of his
State, he yet had a powerful command ever his
passions ; and his easy, accommedating maneer*
rendered him a favourite with all classes of sociefy.

Brookley was reclining listlessly on a sofain his
own apartment in the guard-house, when  brisk
rap at the door aroused him.

“Come {n,” cried he ; and instantly the door
opened, and Hans Vonberg, the of the
guard, entered—bowed stiffly, pulled of hissp,
and then stood stiff as if he had swallowed s nu-
rod.
“Well, Vonberg, is there anything wrong?”
inquired Brookley. .

“ Yaw, Mynheer,” answered the sergeant, with
a most mysteriously-important look.

“Hal” cried Brookley, starting tp sketlfs
“what is it 2

“Doo plack rasheal niggersh,” responded Yon-
berg.
“Tat ; is that all 1" said the Captain.

% Nein, Mynheer!” - -

“ Well, out with the rest.” )

“Von niggersh, gives shinall pit papersh vidout
write for pashport ; oder von, vash o h’:
hant and foots in gutter, like pig plack tog.” A®
Vonberg manceuvred with his hands sud foet ®
exemplify what he said,
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“Ob, to cheat the guard, I suppose,” said
Brookley, smiling. “ Were the negroes taken ?”

“ Yaw, Mynheer, bosh taken. - See here ;" and
Tom and Ben were marched into the room, tied
arm o arm, and guarded by two soldiers.

“Unbind them,” said Brookley ; and the me-
groes were inna.ut.ly loosed.

“ 8o, Sir,” said the Captain, addressing Tom,
“you have beon endeavouring to impose upon the

z”

“ No, Sir,” answered Tom, with a look of of-
fended dignity ; “ I neber was impose on nobody.”

“1 think I have seen you before,” said the Cap-
tain. “Whe do you belong to?”

“I belong to my own masss,” said Tom, sulkily.

“1X should guess as much,” responded Brookley,
bihng his lip. “And, pray, what is your mas-
ter's mame

“ Dey call um my massa,” answered Tom, dog-

gedly.

Provoked by the impertinent answers of the ne-
gro, Breokley rose and said, in an angry tone, <1
shall try the effect of the black-hole on you, my
fine -fellow ; it may cure your insolence.”

Tom heard the threat with an uneasy tremour,
and wasabout to beg for mercy, when the door was
thrown open, and a servant entering, addressed
Captain’ Brookley, saying, “ Lieutenant Galliard
presents his eompliments, and wishes to know if
you are disengaged.”

“Bhow him in,” said the Captain.

“0h Lor’, Massa!” ejaculated Tom, in the utmost
frepidation. “O Massa, put I into a black-hole,
a ooal-cella’, or up a chimney! O Massa, let I
hide myshef !”

Galliard’s voice was now heard, and Tom became
the more earnest in his entreaties to be allowed to
hide, no matter where ; so that Brookley paused
snd looked at him with much surprise, till, on
Galliard entering the apartment, Tom made a
rush to the door to get off, but was instantly col-
lared by the guard, and brought back.

% The deuce!” exclaimed Galliard, as he recog-
nised his valet in the custody of the guard. * Tom,
what are you doing here

“] come for look for you, Massa,” said Tom,
shaking himself free of his captors.

“ Look for me |—in a guard-house ?” cried Gal-
liard, with astonishment.

“ Yes, 8a, for trae, Massa,” answered Tom, star-
ing him full in the face.

Captain Brookley burst into a loud fit of
laughter at the cool impudence of the negro.—s
“So, ho !” cried he, “ Master Blackie, this is your
master, then? Mr. Galliard is your owner?”

“ Yes, Sa,” answered Tom, with a look of im-

ce ; “him hab dat felicity.”

“ To what am I indebted for the honour of this
visit ?* inquired Brookley, addressing Galliard.

“There has been a robbery committed at my
house this evening,” answered Galliard. * A ball-
dress, a gold watch and chain, a diamond ring and
pin, have been stolen. I wish you, therefore, to
cause the criminal officers to be on the alert after
the thief.”

During this address Tom shook as if he had a

as

fit of the agne, and faintly faltered “Massa, you
please, I go home.”

“You are a prisoner, you blaek ? ex-
olaimed Brookley. ¢ We de not require to look far
for the thief. See, Mr. Galliard, that negro fellow of
yours has been making free with your property.”

Galliard turned to Tom, and with rage and vexa~
tion beheld the diamond pin glittering on his bosom,
and the gold chain hanging in fantastic folds over
the breast of his vest. A second showed
the soiled and destroyed ball-dress, from which the
sleeve of the coat had vanished, Transported with
fury, Galliard grasped his delinquent valet by the
neck, and was prooeeding to execute summary
jnshoo on his person, when Tom yelled out—

“’'Top ! wurra de debil you mean¢ You tink I
is gone a be fll use dat way—eh? No, I go dis
moment to magistrate, and complain of dis ill use
for noting, and ‘ply to he for sell I to oder mases !”

“You infernal rascal—you impudent dog !’ ex-
claimed Galliard, quivering with rage ; “ Il
break every bone in yeur body!”

 Wot de debil you mean ¥’ yelled Tom. “ You
gone a kill I? Cus’ you! want a get youshef
hang for murder—eh ?”

“ Nay, nay, Mr. Galliard,” said the captain of
the guard ; “ restrain your passion—the fellow is
not worth your attention: sell him at once, and
get quit of him.”

“ Dat is all I want,” eried Tom, freeing himself
from his master’s grasp. “I want for be sell—
handsome, good-lookee nigger like I, is worth a
tousand dolla’ any day. Many nice lady be glad
for get good-looka chap like I1*

¢ Then sold you shall be !’ said Galliard ; “ and
that, too, in the public market to-morrow morn-
ing. Captam Brookley,” he continued, addressing
the captain of the guard, “I will thank you to
keep this rascal under close confinement till to-
morrow morning, and send him down to the slave-
market”?”

“With pleasure,” answered Brookley. ¢ Here,”
said he, addressing the guard, “ clap that fellow in
the black-hole. Strip him of his borrowed plumes,
and put some old clothes on him ; and, hark ye,
give him nothing but bread and water.”

¢ Bread and wata !” exclaimed Tom, with a look
of horror. “ Lor, Massa '—’pon soul, I no like
dat ; Massa—you is Joke.

“ '.l‘ake him away,” said the Captain ; * and re-
move this other fellow,” pointing to Ben, who had
hitherto stood unnoticed. “ Let them be confined
separately.” And the two prisoners were marched
off.

“ Don’t allow the fellow’s conduct to vex you so,”
said Captain Brookley to Galliard, who was pacing
up and down the room, tearing the fingers from
his gloves.

“T cannot help it,” said Galliard ; “ but he is
an ungrateful dog—let him go—one whom I in-
dulged so much !”

“And by that indulgence ruined him,” said
Brookley, interrupting him. “Nay, I beg pardon
if I have offended you ; but you are well aware,
my dear Galliard, that these black fellows must be
kept under proper subjection, and at a proper dis-
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tance. Allow them the least familiarity, and they
soon become most insolent.””

¢ Perhaps I am to blame,” said Galliaxd ; “ but
the fellow's mether was my nurss, and I have been
accustomed with the rogue’s insolence since child-
hood ; and it is very hard to part with one whom
—notwithstanding all his folly—1I still like ; and
then, the thoughts of the poor fellow getting a
harsh and cruel master. No, no, faith—I wont
pert with him yet.”

I honour you for your feelings,” said Brook-
ley ; “ but, unless you humble your slave’s pride,
you will never get any good of him. °Tis plainhe
thinke himself superior to the rest of hisrace. Now,
suppose you sink him in his own esteem—"tis the
only way of bringing him in.”

“ How can this be done ?” said Gelliard.

“ Send him to the slave-market early to-morrow
morning,” answered Brookley ; « I will send.two
persons there, to buy him at a very low price, and
you can have him from them again.”

“ Well, arrange it as you will,” said Galliard 5
¢ but do not let him be ill used.”

“ Meet me here to-morrow night,” said Brook-
ley ; * you will have some sport with my plans.”

“ Agreed—good night!” and Galliard departed.

——

Early next moming, Tom was awakened from
his alumber on the hard floor of the black-hole by
one of the guard saluting him with a kick on the
shins. Tom instantly started to his feet, and onst~
ing a bewildered glance around, rubbed his eyps,
and looked at the lamp which the guard earried.

“ Come,” growled the guard ; “it’s time you was
in the slave-market. Put on that old coat, and
them ’ere old trousers, and come along. Quick—
will ye?”

Tom mechanically drew on part of the dress
which the guard threw at him ; but thrusting his
arm into the sleeve of his coat, his hand went
through a large rent in the elbow. Tom’s fastidi-
ous niceness about dress was offended at this ; but
much more so when he found the coat was minus
ane of the tails. :

“Wot de debil is dis?” cried Tom.  You tink
1 is gone a be exhibit in poblic like one cus’ raggy-
nmuffin? -I sea you dam. fust!”

And he endeavoured to pull off the coat; but
the guard, with a preliminary shake of his fist in
Tom’s face, said— .

“ Kspep on the coat, or, damn.me ! I'll wallop your
skin for you |” ,

So Tom most reluctantly assented. :

In an open space near the Exchange, were' as-

sembled several groups of slaves, who were to be’

exposed for sale. Here might be seen a group of
mothers, chattering mwerrily to each other; and
their children, -half maked, chasing ome another
in sport, or wallowing like litila pigs among
the mud, with shouts of glee; and there the fair-
complexioned quadroon, the blood of the -white
man flowing in his veins, and mantling kis chesk
with the blush of grief and shame. Here might
be seen a group of stalwart negroes, of herculean
form, standing with down-cast melancholy looks,
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and-there a young couple, perchance newly mar.
ried, clinging to each other, as if taking a by
and sad farewell. There, also, was the fond youy
mother, pressing her sleeping babe to her bowm
and bedewing its face with heart-felt tan
while others were talking loudly and merrily, &
tally careless of their fates. Again the eye wodl
rest upon a groupof sallow-faced Mississippi plan
ers, at whose approach the boldest of the slar
would shrink back with quivering lips and terrm
stricken eye, while the planters were ssunterin
from group to group, and examining each, wit
the same look with which a kmowing jockey ¢
cattle-dealer would scan a horse or a cow; whi
around were gathered a host of ide negro boys.’

“ Looks deve,” cried one of the boys; “d
looka dere. See dandy nigger Tom is come for se!
And Tom, with a gait, entered th
market, attended by two of the city guard; an
oasting & look of infinite contempt upon the pot
country negroes, marched direetly up to the tabl
and was ordered to ascend it, which he did, an
plaeed himself in what he eonsidered a most com
manding and elegant attitude, carefally drawin
up the remaining tail of his coat.

The auctioneer now took his place, and, wlﬂ
voioe like a bull-frog’s, croaked ount, “Who bi
for this black 84 . 1

“Can he hoe, or plant, or work any " inquire
a planter,

“ No, no,” cried the auctioneér; <he's good ft
nothing—except stealing his master's clothes.”

“ > e Tom, datisnot dews
for sell I. You is hurt my carumter wid you du
imperence.” :

“Five dollars bid1” roared the auctioneer,t
Tom's great indignation. *“Who bids more-
Ten doliars bid !” roared the auctioneer. “Goin
—going—gorie | and down came the hammer ¢
the auctioneer, who had been previcusly instructe
hoew toact. “Come down, Sir,” said the suction
eer to Tom ; “comme down—you aresold.”

“Sold 1" exclaimed Tom, with a steange bewild
ered look—

% Yes, sold—said the auetioncer: ses, theresyou
new master.” And he pointed to a fierce-lookin
squint-eyed, hickory-faced man, who stood flour
ishing & huge whip most ominously. -Tom quake
at the very sight, and sgain said-—* Sold ¥’

“Hav'n’t I told you that already?”- eried the suc

« How much I sell for now, Massa?” inquire
,Tom, shaking as if he had a fit of the ague.

“Ten dollars,” said the auctioneer. r

“Ten dolla’!” shrieked Tom, &Me? ten dolh’?

“Yes” said the auctioneer, “only ten; s l
think it is too much” - |

“Oh Lor!” oried Tam, * wot 1 is comeo!”

*And jf aught else was wanting fo humble hiz
more, it was ftﬂlym&lied by a band of neg®
boys roaring out, “ dotla’ Tom { Ten dolls
Tom ! ” and laughing loudly at the joke.

“Tarnation!® roared the purchaser, striking the
table a loud erack with his whip, ® come &
Siry Am I to wait here for you all day?”’

% No, Massa,” said Tom; “1 is come, I is P
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Tea dolla’ 2" he muttered, as he descended from the
table.

“ Come along, then !”” roared his purchaser.

“ Yes, Massa, yes,” faltered the poor fellow, as,
with trembling steps and drooping head, he fol-
Jowed his new master from the Slave-market, fol-
lowed by a crowd of negro boys, yelling in derision,
“ Ten dolla’ Tom!”

Crushed in spirit and in hopes, Tom feebly fol-
lowed his sapposed new owner. He felt confused
and stunned, and all seemed a horrid dream ; but
the shouts of his tormentors, and the threaten-
ing growl of his purchaser, struck like a bitter
knell on the heart of the poor negro. At length,
in tarning round the corner of one of the streets,
Galliard and Brookley suddenly met them. A
single glance of Galliard recalled the wandering
senses of his now humbled valet ; and, clasping his
hands together, in a voice almost choked with emo-
tion, while the huge tears gushed from his eyes,
Tom turned to Galliard and exclaimed, *Oh,
Massa ! is I your poor nigger Tom ?2”

“ You are no longer my negro,” answered Gal-
liard. “I don’t know you now.”

“Gor Ormighty !” exclaimed Tom, still weeping,
“I mus’ be changed ; um can’t be me: ten dolla’?
Oh Lor, wot I is come to ! ” And, throwing himself
against a Pride-of-India tree, Tom sobbed most
bitterly.

“We have carried the joke too far,” said Gal-
liard to Brookley. “It grieves me to the very heart
to see the poor fellow in such a state.—You know,
Tom,” said he, addressing the negro, * you wished
to be sold ; and it was your own fault that I parted
with you.”

“J knows dat, Massa ; I knows dat,”sobbed Tom.
“But to be sell for ten dolla’! You wouldn’t sell
you dog for dut ; and why you sell poor Tom—dat
lub you so!—for lessdan you would take for dog?”

So pathetic was the appeal of the poor fellow,
that Galliard felt his eyes moistening ; but repress-
ing his feelings, he said, “ Well, Tom, if I buy you
back, will you behave yourself better in future ?”

“ Yes, Massa, yes,” was the eager response.

¢ Then I will buy you back. Here,” said he,
addressing the fancied buyer, “how much did you
give for this negro?”

“ Oh, Massa !” cried Tom, interrupting him, “no
mention dat—no talk of dat.”

“1 gave ten dollars for him,” said the man;
“ but he is a good-for-nothing—TI'll sell him at a
discount to get rid of him. You may have him at
half-price ; I’ll give him back for five dollars.”

« Five dolla’?” exclaimed Tom, almost fainting ;
“worser an’ more worserer!”

“ There’s your money,” said Galliard, placing it
in the man’s hand, who received it with a chuck-
ling langh, and walked away ; leaving Tom gazing
after him with a look of anger and perplexity, as
he muttered “ Five dolla’ { dam imperence !

“And now, Tom,” said Galliard, addressing him,
“ return home; see, there’s a dollar to you, and
behave yourself better than you did.”

Tom mechanically took the proferred cash, and
as his master retired, looked earnestly after him,
apd exclaimed, “ Dam, I tink I is in one cus
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dream!” Tom was aroused from his stupor, by
somebody touching him on the shoulder; and, on
looking up, he beheld Perault.

“You seem perplexed,” said Perault, in a deep,
stern voice, keenly eyeing Tom’s countenance.

“Yes,” answered Tom. I is werry much per-
plex, and werry much grieve. I was been sold in
de Slave-market dis mornin’.”

“Sold !” exclaimed Perault. “ How sold 2"

“ For ten dolla’ !”” groaned Tom, as if the words
were choking him ; “ and my Massa buy me back
for five dolla’. O Lor'!”

“So,” said Perault, with a tone of deep sym-
pathy, “they took you to the Slave-market, and
sold you like a horse?”

“A hoss!” yelled Tom, in a perfect fury. “A
hoss !—dam you insurance! who you call a hoes ?”

Tom’s rage got the better of his sorrow ; and,
not relishing the comparison drawn by his sympa-
thizing friend, he clenched his fists, and stood,
grinding his teeth, hesitating whether to fight or
not. Without paying attention to Tom’s hostile
looks and gestures, Perault calmly said—* Tom,
we are both negroes.”

“We is berry like niggers, anyway !” exclaimed
Tom, as he gazed on the sable visage of the con-
spirator.

 And,” added Perault, “ we are both slaves!”

Tom looked still more fiercely at him, grinding
his teeth till the very foam came from his mouth.

“Our masters,” said Perault, “ buy their horses,
work their horses, lash their horses, and sell their
horses. They buy us slaves; they work their
slaves; they lash their slaves; they sell their
slaves. Now, wherein differs the lot of the slave
from that of the horse?”

“Dat all werry good,” answered Tom; “but
nigger no hoss forall dat. Hoss hab fourleg ; nig-
ger only hab two. Hoss hab long tail ; nigger no
got no tail at all. No, no; neber call nigger hoss

“You say that you was sold for ten dollars?”
said Perault.

“Yes,” said Tom, sulkily.

“And your master bought you back for five
dollars?”

“Yes,” groaned Tom.

“Had you offended your master hefore he sold
you?”

“No ; I was only take de loan of him clothes
for go to ball last night.”

“And do you think that your master would
seriously part with you for ten dollars. You are
certainly worth more.”

“Itink so,’said Tom. I isgood-looka nigger.
De gals say I is de werry ting for fall in lub wid.
I is worth good price. You tink so, eh 2”

“ And can you not perceive that this sale is all
a pretence to insult you, and lessen you in the eyes
of your fellow slaves?” Tom started, and looked
somewhat bewildered, as Perault continued—
“ What negro will look at you without laughing
at the price you brought! Hark ! the very boys
on the street are ringing it in your ears!” And
the cry again arose from the little black rascals,

.of “Ten dolla’ Tom !”

21
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“ Look at the dress they have exposed you for
sale in1 It would disgraee a scarecrow.”

Tom looked at the torn eoat, and, tucking up
the solitary tail thereof under his arm, ruefully
said—* Dat is true. Um was eus insult; ’pon
soul him wag !”

« And what negro girl will speak o you now ?
See, they pass along, and point at you with the
finger of scorn !” said Perault,

“Qlor'!” groaned Tom. *Iis dohe for now.
Oh, wot I is do!”

Perault said, in a low and impressive whisper,
“ Sesk for m

% How ?” said Tom.

¢ Follow me, and be cautious,” 8o saying, Pe-
rault, followed by Tom, entered a narrow by-lane,
and sought the outskirts of the elty.

—

After the departure of their negro friends, Ha-
man and Whackie, along with a few more of the
household slaves, kept up the sport, till all of them
became so much intoxicated, that the duties of the
household, and all regard to their owner’s interests,
were completely forgotten. As it was the first
debauch that poor Whackie had ever indulged in,
he suffered severely from the consequences. Early
in the morning, he was seen staggering forth from
the kitchen, with & huge calabash in his hand,
and directing his tottering steps towards the water-
pump. Thrice he filled, and rapidly swallowed

the contents of his calabash ; then, laying it down, | gro

he stood for a second, and bitterly ned—* Oh
Lorf! wot is dis?” Again he suddenly filled his
calabash, and bumpered draught after draught, as
if determined to commit suicide by drowning him-
gelf on a novel principle. While thus endeavour-
ing to quench the burning pain in his interior,
‘Whackie was interrupted by Haman issuing from
the kitchen, most miraculously drunk, holding a
bottle of brandy in his hand.

“ Whack—Whackie,” hiccupped the drunken
varlet, as he reeled towards his suffering ocom-
panion. ¢ See—see wot Iisgot. Looka dere, ole
boy—noder bottle ob brandy ; take suck ob um—
um be far betta’ dan col’ wata.”

“Cus you brandy,” exclaimed Whackie, with a
look expressive of the utmost loathing. ¢ Get
along wid you and de brandy. Oh Lor—my head
—1I tink um is goall to pieces ! And he bumped
his forehead against the pump, with a force which
nothing but the skull of a negro could withstand.

Haman, in the meantime, staggered up, and
hugging the pump in his arms, endeavoured to
balance himself against it, as he began to leeture
‘Whackie on the sin of drunkenness,

% Oh, fie shame,” hiccupped this negro bacchana-
lian, his words so thickly uttered, as to be almost
unintelligible. ¢ Oh, fie shame, Whackie, you is
dronk—quite tostified : fie shame! Wot le Massa
say ‘c”

Before Whackie had time to answer, the court-
gate was thrown suddenly open, and Mr. Bell-
grove’s carriage whirled into the court-yard. The

quick eye of Mr. Bellgrove at once detected the si- | pulp

tuation of the two negroes, and alighting from his
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carriage, he walked up to them. With a lock of
shame and terror, Whackie dropped the calabuh
on the ground, and eovered his face with his bands,
while Haman, assuming a look of the most sonsam-
mate drunken gravity, vainly atiempted to pocket
his brandy bottle ; and, by propping himself agsinst
the pump, made a fruitless effort to stand upon ane
foobt;, in testimony of his being perfeetly steady sad
sober.,

% What have you been doing, Whaekis!" sii
Mr. Bellgrove, sternly. !

“ Oh Massa !” sobbed the poor fellow, “Iwasds
werry bad. I take some brandy, Masea ; and Iis
werry sick.” |

“8o,” said Mr. Bellgrove, instead of geiting
the house prepared for our reception, you lm%
spent the night drinking ?”*

“ Oh no, Massa,” hiccupped Haman ; “nu‘
no drink. Only wata, Massa—only wata!” ‘

“ The water must have been very sirong ibe
put you both into such a sta ”uier.Bdlglm
“ Whackie, you have disobeyed my orders. Itold
you not to mingle with the negroes in the city, aad
to take no strong liquors.” :

“ 1 sall neber t&e ne rhore brandy, Mass,”
sobbed Whackie.

“Dat a good boy,” exclaimed Haman; “d
brandy is no good—um no agree wid country
stomack.”

I suspect, Haman, that you are to blamein
giving Whackie so much brandy,” said Mr. Bell-

ve,
« Jost small drop, Massa—lesly drop.” uﬂ
Haxga.n; “ not so much as put out musquis
eye.

“ Retire both of you to bed, and deepymm
sober,” said Mr. Beligrove. ¢ Miss Beligrore
be here in the afternoon ; the rest of the family
to Sullivan’s lsland to-night. When you an
to appear before your Mistress, see that you py
proper attention to her.”” So saying, be tamsd
and left them, i

‘We now return to another group, for somstims
lost sight of. |

Perault led Tom through a number of by-psths
till they reached a small rude edifice onthmdi-;
ern boundary of the lines, which was commonly ¥
ported to be a negro chapel. Pausing af the door,
Perault struck it thrice, at intervals, and 8 voiee
from within inquired— Who dg you wish topry
for ¥

“ Hayti,” answered Perault.

“ Who else ?” inquired the voice.

“ Christophe, and Freedom,” said Persult: od
the door was suddenly thrown open, and, enier-
ing the chapel, they found it crammed full of 2¢-

groes.
¢ Brethren,” cried Perault, #I bring & n¥
friend to join our canse,” as he presented Tom o
the meeting. .
“He is a coward, and will betray ny” exelain-
ed Gullah Jack, rising from a sest benssth e

it.
¢ He has been wronged, and seeks for vegesnct.
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Is mot that & sufficient bond for his fidelity to those
who will aid him1” said Peranlt.

« "Pen soul, genelem,” exclaimed Tom, I is feel
spder strange here. Wot you is all going for do?”

*% Cat your master’s throat for insulting an
Afsican,” said Perault. ¢ Have you the courage
o him ?”

= Ay,” said Tom, fiereely,

*>Tis well,” rejoined Perault,  Look around you;
yon will behold pone but friends, leagued to vindi-
cate their freedom. Will you join us ¥’

&1 will,” said Tom ; and, repeating the eonspira-
tors’ oath of secrecy, he was received into the insur-

gt band.

* The chief ringleaders of the conspiracy were pre-
¥k ; and Persult, aseending the rostrum, began,in
afinent addyess, to aronse their passions and their

" ¥ohwe of wild justice. He dwelt upon the wrongs

BULT ¥
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of the poor negroes, who were torn from their na-
4w ssany elime by foree or fraud, and deprived of
@i freedom which was the birth-right of all
Sapikind. He reminded them of the sufferings of
e ives in the slave-ships, when even the
mangled limbs of their dead companions were sup-
pid as food to those who survived, He spoke of
the dave-market, where every feeling shown by
the poor negro—where every tis of nature was rent
‘Siamder,—where the husband wastorn from his wife,
the children from the parent,—all, all sreated by
4he ruflfan slave-dealer as a scoff, and the subject
of braisl Inughter by the surrounding planters
snd the mob. He then called on each to attest
Wlir sufferings after they had been sold—when
4 wask wure lashed to compel them to work,
and testure of mind and body was the sole reward
% the poor African’s labour. He reminded them
&Phow brief a space had elapsed since their suffer-
§s hmd brought on disease and death ; and their
masters, scorning to give them the rites of
, caused the dead bodies to be thrown into
wstars that washed the walls of that proud
city, till the very fish in the Bay had become so
gueged with human flesh, that no man dared to
tuch theme. He told them of his voyage to Hayti,
¥l his Intervisw with King Christophe ; he then
the plans which he and his coadjutors
sdepled for gaining freedom to the oppressed
AlMpans. “The hour,” he added, “is now come
@4 we must strike for freedom ; and this night
i)l seo this city &4 heap of smoking ruins.” A
Sud slwut of applause from the assembled insur-
arose as Perault closed his address; and
ealled on him to lead them on to freedom, or
wdesth. Calming their wild shouts, Peraunlt
alled the leaders around him ; and after some de-
Whesutton, the following mad and desperate orders
vae fmoed, as directions for the conspirators to
st wpon.—
That Persult was to meet the eountry negroes
st their rendexvous up the Bay, and lead them on
% jJoin the Insirgents in the city. That, in the
mpantime, the negroes in the city were to divide
o &ifferent bunds, and, at night-fall, seize pos-
of the principal thoroughfares. That the
the negro drum at nine o’clock should
e signal for mastering the eity-guard, who
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were all to be massacred. That Perault, on his
return, was to lead the whole negro host forward,
and fire the town ; and the flames were to be the
signal for a general massacre of all who opposed
them. The shipping was to be seized, and the
plunder of the city placed on board ; and the in-
m?::: were then to sail in triumph for Hayti.

of the ringleaders’ orders were given to
them ; and Perault urged Tom to conceal himself
at night ot the back of the guard-house, and to
open the gate to him on receiving a private signal.
This Tom readily agreed to, as his attendance at
the guard-house on his master would not subject
him to any suspicion,

Having arranged everything for the outbreak,
Perault prepared to eross the bay, to lead over
the insurgents from the plantations. Promising
solemnly to join the rebel alaves in the city at the
hour of nine, when the negro drum should strike, he
departed, with a heart filled with exultation, on his
horrid errand, aceompanied by a few of his band,

The only pale face seen amongst the assembled
rebels, was that ef the Missionary, whose look of
mute horror, at the announcement of the real
nature of the plot, showed that he might yet strive
to prevent it. Obaserving this, Perault induced the
Missionary to leave the chapel along with him ;
and pretending that he wished his presence to curb
the unruly spirits of the negroes, and that he had
a different version of his plans to give him, he in-
duced the unfortunate man to enter the canoe along
with himself. They rowed in silence till they
reached the heavy omrrent formed by the conjunc-
tion of the Cowper and Wandoo rivers, when
Persult suddenly turned to the Missionary, and
said—* So, you dislike our plans {”

“1 do,” was the answer,

“ And wounld betray wus, if you thought there
would be a general massacre of the whites ?”

% You have deoceived me,” said the Missionary ;
“and before God and men I denounce thy hloody
scheme.”

“We have a methed of silencing rash tongues,”
mid Peraukt, sternly.

Silence again ensued for a short space, when
Perault addressed the rowers—¢ Is that an alliga-
tor in the stream "

The negroes turned to look in the direction
pointed out, when & sudden plunge was heard,
and the voiee of the Missionary, in wild despair,
exclaimed— Spare me{ save me| Mercy! God,
have mercy !

The rowers staried up, and beheld the Mission-
ary struggling in the waters, his features distorted
with agony and despsir. He was suddenly be-
neath the waves, his hands tossing convulsively
for aid as he dissppeared. * Resume your seats,
and row on,” said Perault, sternly. “ He wasa
white man, and deserved his fate.” The rowers
silently resumed their paddles; but shuddeved at
the recollection of the scene,

Pep——

‘We must now, for a time, retum to the scene
of warfare at Myrtlegrove, where we left the Cadet
Brigade engaged with the Cherokees,
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No sooner had Major Maitland seen the prepar-
ations made for escorting Miss Bellgrove and her
friends to'Carlville, than he headed his own troops
in the forest ; and, by a series of skilful manceu-
vres, foreed the stubborn foe from the cover of the
woods, and drove them into the clearings. Con-
cealed by the underwoed on the verge of the open-
ings, the Cadets poured in a most destructive fire
upon the enemy, till the mounted brigade, forming
in line, charged furiously upon the Cherokees, and
drove thera into a large awamp upon the margin
of the river, throngh which the Indians vainly en-
deavoured to force their way. Maitland then
ordered the whole troops to advance, and extead
along the dutskirts of the swamp, to prevent the
Indfans extricating themselves from their perilous
sitnation. Exposed to the galling fire of the Cadets
and negroes around the swamp, and the deep mud
and rapid river preventing all esoape, the Indians
soon made signs that they wished a cessation of
hostilities. - The firing having ceased, one of their
chiefs scrambled out of the swamp, his long, white
blanket thickly eovered with mud, while his face,
divested of its war-paint, expressed mingled feel-
fngs of chagrin and sullen haughtimess. Throwing
down his rifle, he stallced, with proud up-springing,
but slow steps, towards Maitland and a group of
officers, who had assembled to receive him.

“Why do our white brethren war agsinst the
Red Cherokees {” demanded the chief, in a sullen,
offended tone, as if he and his tribe were the worst-
used mren in the world. . .

“ Why do the Red Cherokees steal on, like beasts
of prey, to destroy the white men?” said Maitland,
haughtily. “If ye come like wolves, we shall
hunt ye down as wolves.”

“The pale-faces were the first aggressors,” re-
plied the Indian, doggedly ; “and the Red Chero-
kees only revenged their wrongs.”

“ You had no eause for this outbreak,” rejoined
Maitland ; “and less cause to wander from the
wilds of Georgia, to destroy the inhabitants of
South Carelina, who were your ftiends.”

*“We came to trade with the Carolinians in
peace,” said the Indian. *The pale-faces im the
State of Geergia would drive the Red Indian from
the land. We deal not with themn.”

“ Ye attacked and destroyed severa] phantations
in this very neighbowrhood about two years ago;
ye burned the plantation of Mr. Bellgrove, who
was ever the friend of your race, and esrried off
his only son : ye wrought ruin and destruction ;
your very footsteps were marked with massacre
and fire ; and yet you call this peace /™
- % Qur young braves were shot down like wild
deer by your white hunters,” esid the Indiun ;
< therefore we attacked yourplamtations. We car:
ried away the young pale-face as a hostage, to
prevent farther harm from his race. We meant
to restore him, ard brought him with us to amoke
the pipe of peace, and be iu friendship with our
white brethven : but he slew some. of our young
braves, and fled from our wigwams; therefore
we pursued him. Our chief, Moonakuh,. is slso
slain. Why should the Red Indian mnot seek re-
dress for his wrongs?”.
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“Your braves got involved, as I leam, with |
some white hunters in the woods,” answered Msit. |
land, “ and fell in combat with them. The yomg '
man harmed them not. As for Moonskah, he sl -
lives.” :

“ Restore him to us then,” said the chief, “sa
the Red Indian will depart in peace, andns
contend with his white brethren.” .

“Not #0,” answered Maitland; “ your warin
catmot escape us now; let them lsy town thelt
arms and surrender.” :

“ Never,” exclaimed the Indian, fisroely, “w
will die first.” '

“Look,” eaid Maitland, poimting to the
where the Indians were struggling amoungst
mud; “if they enter farther into the wwayy:
they will all be drowned. If they try toextirisif
themselves, they will be shot dowsn. Take youlb
choice. We will apare your lives and send 1!
over to the State of Georgis, if you survender;
not, we will destroy you all.  See, the negroes sl
surrounding the opposite verge of the swamp ¥
prevent your escape.”

“ The negroes’ hearts are black like their faees,”
exclaimed the Indian, fieresly. “ They are dags
—and sons of dogs. They nre blnek-hearted, and
have acted falsely to the Red Cherokee.”

“Ha!” said Maitland, as sospicion -fizhed
across his mind, % did the slaves promise toald 7
in this outbreak ?”

“They did,” answered the Indisn, “Thay sk
to destroy the pale-faces, and pretend to offer tbe
Red Indians their bwn isnd again. Theywre bl
~—bad {” and he spat on the grownd togivestroogx
effect to his expressions of rage sgainst the save.

Maitland and the officers around him-wxchsagol
glawess of surprise ; and wrxious to- ssoertain du
truth of the Cherokee's statement, Maitland agsin
addreesed him, .

“So the black shaves broke faith with the Cher-
kees, and instead of aiding them sgalst ®
whites, they fight againet the Indisnst”

“The Iudian sees his folly in trasting to $he
black dogs,” answered the chief. * Let our white
brethren beware of them also. et the Chirokess
return, and they will keep down the black slsves.

“We can keep them down curseives if we wish
it,” said Maitiand. “ You have heard our tams
if not complied with within ten minutes, Y
blood be upon your own heads.”  °

The Indian shragged up his shoulders sd
muttered,  Ugh, ugh+ it is not good—aot good:

“ Gentlemen,” said Maitland, sddressing 1
brother oficers, “let the mounted brigade dispert
along the margin of thie swamp, to cat dows 80}
Indians who struggle out: Place the megroes at
the farthest-off verge, and order cur nille ¥
advanee $o the swamp.”

“Stay,” cried the Cherokes, I will tal ta™Y
brethren what your conditions are.”

“That will not prevent us from outting off sl
possibility of your escape,” said Maitlsnd, “You
may return; but the troops mvest take their ground;
20 look yeu te the ‘consequences, if within 62
minutes you do not secede to our terme.” Wl

With a downcset look, the Indian turned; 8
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wringiag Bghtly on the harder parts of the soil, | swered by a surly black porter, who informed him
wmon rejoined kis tribe. An angry altercation en- | that Waldenberg had left the city a few hours pre-
wed, which was suddenly broken off by a strong | viously. Doubtful of the truth of this statement,
body of the Indians, making a bold attempt to | but supposing that Waldenberg did not wish to be
force their way through the negroes on the verge of | disturbed, and had given his slaves instruetions to
thaswemp, but all their efforts only tended to their | deny him, Maitland turned, and walked on to the
owa dstroction ; and they were reluctantly com- | ity guard-house, where he found Galliard -and
pelied to surrender. Brookley together. Both were happy to meet with
No womer were the prisomers secured, than | him ; and, after the ordinary congratulations were
Maitind forwarded despatches to Captain Os- | over, Maitland told them of the disclosures made
ke, to return from Bellgrove Plantation with | by the Indians, and his own fears that the negroes
e troops umder his command ; and to escort the | meditated a revolt. Brookley and Galliard ex-
priscners to the frontiers of the district. He then | changed glances, and a smile lurked around the
wlied & couneil of the officers of the Brigade, and | mouths of both. :
prescated the necessity of adopting instant mea-| “ My dear Maitland,” said Brookley, “ you view
s, for checking any attempt on the part of the | this matter too seriously, :Your English edneation
- mgroen, to take advantage of the outbreak of the | has spoiled you altogether. The negroes! Lord
ldism. Accastomed, however, to the erouching | help the poor devils! if a single white man was
miars of the nogroes, and - being taught to look | to attack a thousand of them, with only a cowskin
+ Won fhem sa an inferior and degraded race in the | in his hand, he would set them all to flight.”
mls of humanity, the officers only laughed at the | * You are wrong, Brookley,” answered Maitland.
Wea ol the negrves rising against their white mas- | “ I have seen the negro race do acts of most heroic
trs; and maintained, that if they should dare to | daring; and I have heard of Africans whose bra-
wrekt, their avners had only to arm themselves | very, in their own land, equalled that of the best
wlh whips, 0 overawe:their rebel slaves, and | and moblest of our patriots.”
nins» them to subjection. Finding his remon-| ¢ Poor black devils!” cried Brookley ; « what
strances vnavailing, Maitland eonsented to remain | was the use of all their patriotism 3”
@i arrival of Captain Osborne’s rifles ; at the | ¢ What is the use of ours, Breokley? What if
wme time begging of the officers to keep a striot | osr ancestors, when fighting for freedom, had been
waich m the movements of the negroes on Myrtle- | conquered and s0ld as slaves i—made hewers of
grove, aad the surrounding plantations, - wood and drawers of water to a race they ab-
Thelws on the part of the Cadet Brigade horred, and we, their children, mads the scoff and
bom vry trifling, while -that of the Imdiams was | the scorn of our masters ?”
< wwe; and the result was caloulated to crush any | ¢ Nay,” said Brookley, “that is oo strong a
. falan hestile movemonts on the part of the native | pi .
. Wibesin the States. ¢ Not too strong,” said Maitland. “Take the case
. were forwarded to the city, annowne- | home to ourselves: If the negroes fought openly
. agthedefeatiof the Indisns; and in the course of | and fairly for freedom, I’d break my sword in
te following day, Maitland received orders to for- | pieces rather than raise it against them.”
wd the prisoners to the frontiers of the district,| < But they dare not meet ws opemly,” cried
i ® deliver thewm over to the troops provided to | Gallisrd, . .
: wawy them to their destingtion; and them to| * Therefore,” answered Maitland, * thiey must
march the Rifle Brigade back to Carlville, plot in secret. Yom cannet expect youx alaves to
Jtwe Inte on the evening after the surrender | send their masters a fair and open. challenge to
o the [ndiane, before Captain Osborne’s troops ar- | combat.” : o
tnd ot Myrtlegrove; and on the follewing dsy,| Conversing thus, the gentlemen glided on, till
e Indigy prisomers were divided into different | Brookley, whose fears began to get excited, caused
Jties, and each, guarded by a strong body of the | amother body of the guard to aseamble &% the
%mwm to be handed over to the | guard-house ; and Gallined and Maitland agreed to
ing troops. Having seen the arrange- | remain with him till the guard should be posted
Tl peoperly made, Maitland issued orders.for | at nine o’cloek. :

e Myunted Brigade and remainder of the Cadets —

% mareh 40 Cardville; snd, desirous to reach the

tity hefore their arvival, he embarked in a canoe CHAPTER XVII.—THE INSURRECTION,

% the Wandoo, and preceded them. The sun wae slowly setting behind the dark masses

Imning had set in before Maitland landed at | of forest to the westward of the city, and tinged
; but, aa he proceeded towards the man- | the sky with fiery brightnoas, while the air felt
of Colonel Waldenherg, he could not | hot and sulphureous, and gave tokens of an ap-
from remarking the singular conduct of | proaching thander-storm.. One daesling glare of
begroes in the sireets, and the uncommen | ruddy light shot acrosa the heavy clonds, which
Waber of couniry negwoes assemabled in emall | came rolling along the heavens, and then all set-
pe at the corners.  He obseryed that, as often | tled into the death-like silence and darkness of the
®heeyed any of thens closely, they looked startled, | grave. For a space all Natare seemed hushed into
®d g if conscious of guilt. Filled with vague | the most silent repose, and not even a breath of
Sprehension, be reached the outer gate of Wal- | wind was heard. Suddenly the deep croaking of &
dabery’s mansion, and, on knocking, was an- | solitary bull-frog broke upon the satilly solitude,

f
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and instantly the concert was joined by the noisy
tenants of each swamp and fen ; while the sheill
chirp of the grasshoppers gavs a variety to the rude,
though not unpleasant, notes, which sounded far
and near ; and the fire-flies, darting through the
air, spread a bright glare around them, as they
ever and anmon clustered together like a glabe of
fire, or darted asander like sparks struck from a
burning toreh.

Refreshed by a sound sleep, our ssqtaintance
Whaekie was, at this time, listlessly leaning over
the balustrade of the verandah of the mansion-
bouse, watching the evolutions of the fire-flies,
when the sound of & stealthy step, and s slight
rustling amongst the shrubbery, aremsed him.
# Ah, ha!” he chuekled; “here be some black
rogue come for tief de fruit, I hear him foet ; stop,
I go coteh um }” ’

The footsteps drew nearer and nedrer, and at
length were heard slowly ascending the stdircase.
“Who de debil is dat!” thought Whackie, an,
wrecping elosely to the trelissed vines, which clds-
tered around the pillars of the verandah, he lsy
motionless, listening te the advancing footsteps.
A dark figure glided past him, and paused opposite
to the window of Miss Bellgrove's apartment. The
rays of the taper, beaming through the window,
fell full on the face and form of the intruders and
‘Whackie, with mingled oonsternation and joy, be-
held his friend Bama! Whackie had heard that
Zams had been killed by the Indisns; and the
sudden sppearance of his friend, in such a place,
chilled the superstitious Afrioan’s very blood, se
" that he had not the courage to meve, but lay
erouched up, gazing, as if transfixed, on the sup-
posed apparition before him. Zama stood for a
short space into the apartment ; and
Whaekie boheld him wring his hands bitterly,
while large tears coursed from his eyes, Heaving
& deep sigh, he stepped back cless to the spet where
‘Whackie lay concealed. “She is alone,” he mur
mured ; “and yet I dare not wam her of her
danger. But she shall be safe. Yes, Matilda;
when the wild din of wer bussis around thee,
Zama’s arm shall shield thee from all danger.”
He turned away, and slowly glided from the spot.
‘Whaokie, ereeping on his hands and kuees from
his lurking-plaes, looked anxtously after the re-
ebding figure, and, shaking with fear, he uttured,
# Dat is no ghost ; hitm Zama heshef : wout him
see in dat window ¥’ So saying, he ress) and,
running to the window, peered through it, and be-
held Miss Bellgrove sitting in & pensive mood at
a table. He then turned, and hearing the foot~
steps of the intruder gliding under the verandah,
‘Whackioe instantly thought of ranning aféer him,
and bringing him back, Hurryiag down the stair
cuse, he followed Zama across the garden; and ob-
:ornd hlun l;‘”l;nth“l“gh a private gate, and tarn

wn & lonely lane, leading to Vendue ranga,

Thoroughly eonvineed that it was Zawoa, and no
ghost, that he was following, and being anxious to
find out his lurkin ‘Whackie followed olose-
ly at his heels; and, slipping from tree to tree, kept
Zams in view, without being ebserved himself,

- After walking aleng the range, Zama struck |
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down to the beach ; and Whackie, availing Mmself
of some piles of wood and bales of eotton whichlay
along the sand, orept eautiously along. Onasmd.
den, Zama stopped, and gave s low whistle, whick
was instantly answered from the water, and 3
eance shot close to the side of & deserted wharf,m
whieh Zama had placed himself. ;

« Hayti ! whispered a voice from the exnes.

# Christophe |’ answered Bame ; and Whackh,
to his amasement, beheld Perault, fallowed by othsr
three negroes, spring upon the wharf, aimost dos
to him.

Stretching himself behind a pile of cotion balm,
Whackie listened with breathlees attention to the
eonversation which was-carried on in low tonesby
the conspirators.

“ What news ¥’ said Zama, hastily. ‘
®The plantations are fired,” answered Perealt,
¢ and blood has already flowed. The country ms-
groos are even now crosiing the bay, Wheresn
your own banda t”
% They are eoncealed in the aresks, clos bo th

eity,” answered Zamas.
#All hus gone well,” sald Perault,
%My heart misgives me,” answered Zam.

“Would to heaven that we csuld dsespe without
bloodshed |
“Now, by the soal of my fathers!” exdsimd
Perault, # I would not leave the eity in poes, if]
thought that one white man, wonan, or child, were
left alive ; or that one stone of it stood above 1n
other. No, Zama ; 8o far we are sucocssfal. Wi
must strilre down every ome of the pale-faced
mers, and let their blasing dwellings be their
ral piles|” Zama shuddered involuntarily. *
hark! the canoes are rapidly approsshing” ¢
tinued Perault. * 'Mis time we wete st work.

“ But the city guard ¥ said Zams. 'MM
socared ¥’ |

¢ The first stroke of the nine o'elock bell, mnd the
ndgeo dram, setties thas,” answered Persult.
will be suddenly o as they fisne
the guard-house. Besides, the postern gate, st
back of the guard-house, is in possession of oM
our band, Negro Tom will vemove ¥hé balie

ve us entrance. Thntdonesmmtkw;'d
shipping onoe secured—Hayti, and Freedos,
are befare us ¥ - ‘

“But the garrisonsin the bay * inquifed Zms,
ol afisatisfied. , ' :

© Avefilled with our followers ; and thefird
of destmuction from the eity, nees the ghith
overpowered, Our schemes are too deeply hid ¥
be thwarted."

The rippling of the water,
splash of paddles, gave token of
the canees of the te. A dgnal
ohanged betweén Persult and the forémod é520%
ahd a denisd mass of negroes moved
gmwme Perault stood. Whackie crept st

d the pile of eotton bales, where he lay &
uded,wﬂngwtwtthmrqnmmm

him, Canoe followed canoe, tfit the uskw "

orammed with them; and band after o
armed negroes ap%pon the lai Mw
to the spot where kie lay
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on rank, and file on file, moved snd
formed into oloss otarmn.” The worde of owinand
were given in suppressed whispers by the leadets,
ll’gu cvidm; that densiderable time must have
spent in bringing the insurgents to sueh
fection in thelr evolations, No elang of vea;::l
was heard amongst them ; and the deap dry sand
scarcely echoed back the messured tramp of the
armed thousands, as they sweps along the besch
towards the city.

Asthelast column defiled past the spot, Whaekis
heard the voite of Perauls in earnest expostulation
with Zama.,

“Not ons of iny baud shall atéack & white man,
unless in self-defence, and in fair and open com-
bat, sheuld the citizens oppose eur eeoape,” Zama
was heard to say.

“ Zama, ate you mad?” answered Persult.
“ Where can there be fair and open combst, when
all cur hopes depend on éeeresy and ition,
under elond of night? But, see!” he , with
4 burst of joy, “the plantations are in flxmes!
ﬂG::!okanzs h ‘k! this is taptute! Sse how the

es kiss | hting the hesvens like a
vault of fire” s

“Ha !” exclaimod Zama, “this may alarm ¢he
whites,”

“ Tush !” said Perdult, “fear not. Thé citizens
will only think the heighboutring planters are
burning dowti the long grass and yeeds in the
forest. But let us on ; our host is far advineed
towards the mustering-place. Now, proud eity,”
he cotitinved, shaking his clenched hand towards
it, “ the hour of thy destruction hath come ; the
:::i?' of thy sls;:n mm'l;mken 3 and the blood of

in thy smoking ruins,
Oomo,m on to vengeande and to fréédain|”

With hurried steps the conspirators hastened
sfter theit fellow rebels ; and Whackie, horrified
at what he had overheard, taised his head, and
looked cautiously around. The whole of the woods
on the opposite side of the bay, was one vast body
of flame ; while, faintly wafted over its waters,
camé sounds of exultation and trinmph. He Youe,
but, staggering, sunk on the ground.—* O God !”
he exclaimed, ¢ what, what is dis? Plantations
on fire—murder—burn—kill all—destroy de city!
No, you dam black-hearted villains !~no, I will
baulk yon yet!”

So saying, he sprang to his feet, and with speedy,
but guarded steps, hurried through the most un-
frequented lanes ; and, scrambling over some wall,
soon reached his master’s house. ing lesk
the other negroes should be in the plot, he avoided
the front staitcise, and, climbing up the pillats, he
entered the piszsa. The light was still bursing in
the apartment where Miss Bellgrove sué; and
‘Whackie, without ceremony, thtew open the door
and rushed in. Matilda was alone ; and,
slirthed at {hie rude intrusion of neégro, she
started frotn her seat, ( g what he tneant
by suéh condust. Throwing himself ap her feet,
ahd, streiching his hands towards her,
while tears rolled fast down his cheeks, in broken
sccents the faithful negro exclaimed-s‘ O Misees,
mve youshef !—save de city "
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“ What mean ye, Whaekie 1" sald Matilda, gas-
ing, with amazement, on the kneeling negre.

O Missee, de niggers are in rebellion ; de plan-
tations are destroyed ; dey come to burn de eity.”
And he told the appalling tale.—* Leek," lie eried,
as, starting up, he threw opemn the window, and
pointed to thie clouds, which were illumined by the
broad glare of the blazing plantations, * Seas
Missee, e }* cried the negro § dere is no time for
pub off hexve,”

“ Groat God |” ejseulsted Matllda, * what esn
be done?”

“ Much, Missee, much !” answered the negro, as
he earnestly approaehed her, *GCome and alarm
de city guard.”

¢ Are there none of the eitisens prepared to re-
pel the negroes

Not one,” was the answer,  Dey do not sears
te suspeet sught wrong. But ebme, Missee—deré
is no time for loso—eome and arotee de guard.”

“Dare I trust yout” said Matilda, looking eare
nestly at Whaekie., “Surely you will mot beteay
me : .

“No, Missee,” was the earnest response ;  prey
‘Whackie weuld rader hab him hears sut out, dan
betray you,” ,

¢ I will trust you, then,” answesed Matilda, “ Leé
us hasten te tle guard-house,”

“ Tank you, Missee,” cried Whackle, joyfully ;
“tank you ! We isde fur de dam sogues yet! But
no put oft you bo ” he continued, as he saw
Matilds preparing to dress. “ Tie black cra
viil found faes, and look like nigger girl.” Be
saying, he tore the veil from the boninet, and, caste
ing it ovet Matilda's faee, cansed her to fasten it
firmly. Then snMching up a poker, he said, “ We
sall do now ¢ de fust nigger dat touch you sall foel
dis.” So saying, he brandished the poker; snd
requesting Matildd to take the private gate throngh
the garden, led her along by the hand. Ne sooner
had they pasted ffom the gasden, and entered on
the street, than they found thiemselves in the midet
of a group of armed negtoés; one of whom
‘Whackie by the arin, And m;h’}y inquired—

“Halo ! bubba, whereaway

With amasing esolness Whiaekle atavered—-

“To Hayti.”

“Dat’s good,” was the murmut of applause
around him ; and he was allowed to pass. On ad-
vancing further alang the street, they found that
the lamps had all been extinguished. The night
was now misty, and the heavy fog was loaded with
the pegtiferous exhalations from the swamps and
fons around. On drawing near to the guard-
house, they found it oompletely surrounded by a
dense tuass of the negro rebels. Again they wers

:1 but Whaokie, glth ready o:;inesi, gave
the o, # Hayti and h.n::shd, ? the password
ofig?oubolqcadwaﬂo to pass through
theis ranks.

% Go on, babba,” was whispered to him by more
than otie of the insurgent host ; «in few minutes
we sall daee in white man’s blood.”

Still holding Matilda by the hand, and clicering
het onwards by his broken exclamstions and whis-
pering, Whaekie reached the back entrance; which
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led through the Court behind the guard-house. On
trying the door he found it secured in the inside,
but suddenly was addressed in a deep whisper from
within—

¢ Is dat you, Perault 7’

‘Whackie at once answered, “ Yes,” and the door
was slowly opened ; and, dragging Matilda after
him, he rushed in,

“ Who de debil is you?" was the inquiry from
the party who had opened the door, and whom
‘Whackie instantly recognised to be Dandy Tom !

“ Anybody along wid you, Tom?" inquired
‘Whackie.

“No,” answered Tom ; “but who de debil is
you?’

“ He me—Whackie! and take dat, you dam
tief.” So saying, he raised his poker, and with a
blow which might have brained a bullock, brought
Tom to the ground. Then turning to Matilda, he
cried, “Fly to de guard-house ; I will secure dis
door.” He turned and refastened the bolts ; then,
raising Tom in his arms, said, “ You shall go wid
me, you dam dlack rogue,” and followed his mis-
tress.

Matilda flew forward and knocked loudly at the
guard-house door, when a Spanish soldier from
within cried out  Que es esto £

“ Abra V.M. la puerto,” exclaimed Matilda.

Surprised at hearing the sound of a female voice,
the soldier instantly opened the door, and Matilda
rushed past him into the guard-room ; and, to the
surprise of the sentinel, Whackie also followed,
with negro Tom lying over his shoulder. An ex-
clamation of surprise from the guard, when they
saw Matilda tear the veil from her face, and
‘Whackie throw down his load, aroused Brookley,
Maitland, and Galliard, who were consulting to-
gether.

“ Where is the Captain of the guard?’ cried
Matilda.

Maitland at once recognised the voice, and, rush-
ing forward, caught her by both hands.

“ Miss Bellgrove !” he exclaimed.

“Oh, Maitland !”” she answered, almost sinking
into his arms, * the negroes are up in open rebel-
lion ; thestreets are crowded with theirarmed bands,
and the citizens are not aware of the danger.” -

“Yes,” cried Whackie, “here be one of de dlack
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waggibones;” and he pointed to Tom, who wasznv
sitting up scratching his head with a look of be
wildered astonishment.

In a transport of rage, Galliard drew his swor
and placing it at the throat of his rebel slave, &
claimed, “Villain, confess, or I will plunger
sword into your body.”

The sound of his master’s voice, and the sight
the cold steel glittering before him, recalled t
wandering senses of Tom. ¢ Yes, Massa, yes,” |
ejaculated, “I will confess all.””

“ Quick, then,” exclaimed Galliard. “Ho
many negroes are in this plot ¥

“ Thousands—all de niggers in de city u
country round.”

“ What is their object?” cried Galliard, stillm
nacing him.

The answer of the trembling conspirator w.
pretty near the truth.

“Have they already made the attack "

« No, Massa ; not till de nigger drum beats.”

“ We have time yet,” cried Maitland, “altho
it is close upon the hour ; we must take insi
measures to alarm the citizens.”

“The guard,” said Captain Brookley, wi
make their stand against the rebels till aid
rives.

“Would to Heaven!” exclaimed Maitlam
“that our rifles were at hand ; and yet they cann
be far off. A trusty messenger might readily me
and hurry them forward.”

“ Alas !” exclaimed Matilda, *the guard-hou
is already surrounded by the negme:,d so that it
impossible to get intelligence conveyed.”

‘l‘m(;: no, Mguesee,” answered Whackie, esgerl)
1 ghall go myshef, and bring de Cadets to flogd
black rascals. I sall get tro’ de crowd of bla
niggers by say ¢ Hayti and Christophe.’” .

“1s that their password ?” cried Galliard, agat
menacing his delinquent valet.

 Yes, Mm&,”qcried Tom, trembling. “N
nigger in de plot has any oder signal.”

“Then by your leave, Miss Bellgrove, ““l
borrow yourblack veil,” answered Galliard, lightly
“and become a negro for once. By this mesns ]

ill hurry forward, and bring the Cadets in DY
self.”
(To be continued.)

A FLIGHT IN THE AERIAL.

BY BON GAULTIER.

“Buess my soul, what can it be? A burnt-out
comet, or Sinbad’s roc? This is really very re-
markable!” and I drew my cheroot from my mouth,
and leaning against the old battlement of Ehren-
breitstein, where I had been sauntering for the last
half-hour, gazed intently towards a black object,
which I had observed for some time sailing towards
the town. The afternoon had been squally, and
the eky a good deal broken up with clounds, from a
bank of which I had seen this inexplicable object
emerge a little before, on the extreme verge of the
horizon, By degrees, what had at first seemed but

a speck glancing in the rays of the westeriog
gngpv:chrger a.l:d8 larger, as it advanced rapidly
the direction where I was standing. The
before which it was scudding, seemed to buffe
about considerably. It dodged and tacked 8
veered, as we have seen a crow do under &M
circumstances, but, upon the whole, kept seadily,
on its course. It maintained a considerable :‘::;‘
tion, and, as it drew near, looked for all the |
like a gigantic eagle, except that it wanted .d
and head ; for which, however, a strean of den®
black smoke that issued from its back formed &

|

}
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CHAPTER XVII.
THE DNSURR AND ITS u. P

A xuMBER of the most intelligent of the guard
volunteered their services to alarm the citizens at
the various club-houses, theatre, and principal
boarding-houses ; and being all disguised, and in
possession of the negro password, they slipped one
by one from the private entrance of the guard-
house, and passing the negro bands with the well-
known signal, succeeded in putting a powerful body
of the citizens upon the alert. In the meantime,
Galliard passed safely through the various gangs,
and having secured a horse, dashed through the
city lines, and speedily gained the road along which
the Cadets had been ordered to advance.

Brookley and Maitland were not idle. The
guard were employed in secretly dragging several
pieces of artillery from the sheds at the back of
the premises, and placing them at the lower win-
dows of the guard-house; whilst a strong body
of the guard was placed on the upper part of the
building, and even on the roof. These prepara-
tions being secretly and fully made, Miss Bellgrove
was removed to the safest part of the building, and
entrusted to Whackie’s care, whilst Tom was
placed in his old quarters, the black-hole; and the
guard, in anxious silence, awaited the onset of the
insurgent host.

The hour of nine was heard pealing from the
various steeples of the city ; still the negro drum
wassilent. A buzz of voices was heard : the sound
rose louder and louder; a distant horn sounded ;
a wild borrific yell burst upon the ears of the

and amidst a tremendous volley of mus-
ketry, which smashed every window of the guard-
house, the negroes advanced to the assault. In-
stantly the signal was given to the guard;
the guns were pointed from the windows, and
opened at once upon the assailants; whilst from
the roof and upper windows of the building, the
guard poured down a continued fire amidst the thick
mass of the insurgents.

Surprised at the unexpected resistance, the
negroes retired for a space; but the cry arose
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amongst them, to fire the guard-house and destroy -
its defenders. Maitland and Brookley instantly
formed the design of attempting to drive the negroes
back, and maintaining their position in front of the
guard-house, till aid should arrive. They, there-
fore, headed a considerable body of the guard, and
sallying out upon the insurgent host, by a sudden
assault, drove them before them at the point of the
bayonet ; then causing a number of the trees to be
torn down from the side walks, the street was
speedily and effectually barricaded against the as-
sailants. A number of the citizens had by this
time assembled ; but unable to break through the
negro ranks, they took possession of a large wooden
building adjoining the guard-house, and from the
verandahs opened a most destructive fire upon the
insurgents. It was then that the loud shouts of
the advancing host, headed by Perault and the
other ringleaders, was heard, and led the citizens to
expect the fiercest part of the conflict. A number
of buildings by this time had been set on fire ; and,
by the broad blaze, the immense mass of the rebel
army was seen rapidly approaching.

Maitland and Brookley now caused the cannon
to be dragged from the guard-house, and placed so
as to enfilade the streets ; and as the dense mass
approached, the cannon opened mpon them with
fearful effect, and the well-directed volleys of mus-
ketry caused the fiercest of the insurgents to
shrink back.

Perault now saw, that unless the barrier was
surmounted, and the guard overpowered, the citi-
zens would soon give sufficient aid to keep the ne-
groes in check ; and, followed by Zama, he rushed
to the front of the assailants, and, cheering on
their forces, dashed boldly over the barricade ; but
they were repelled, with dreadful loss, and obliged
to retire. The citizens were now gathering fast ;
and, from the roofs and verandahs, a deadly fire
was opened upon the negroes. Perceiving that the
citizens, from one of these houses, were thinning
the ranks of the insurgents, Perault ordered the
house to be set on fire. Instantly his orders were
obeyed. The negroes rushed to the assault ; and

20
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a fierce struggle was carried on between the in-
cendiaries and the defenders of the house, even
while the flames were curling around the pillars
of the piazzas, and bursting from the windows ;
while the gallant band forced their way through
the insurgents’ ranks, and joined the city guard.
The whole host of the insurgents now advanced ;
and victory seemed inclining in their favour, when
the rushing sound of horses’ hoofs, mingling with
the clang of sabres, was heard, The bright blaze
gleamed upon the helmets of the mounted Brigade;
and, with a wild hurrah, the cavalry dashed into
the serried ranks of the rebels. Loud shrieks of
terror burst from the trampled negro bands ; and
numbers of them, throwing away their weapons,
fled for safety to the very homes which they had
dedicated to bloodshed and ruin. Driven back by
the furious charge of the cavalry, and checked in
the midst of their career, the negroes became
dispirited, and the tide of battle seemed rolling
against them ; when the quick eye of Perault at
once perceived the ruin of their cause, and with
ready tact the insurgent leader resolved to make
one more desperate effort to retrieve his sinking
power. Rallying the boldest of his followers
around him, he led them again to the attack, and,
in turn, caused the mounted Brigade to retire, dis-
puting every inch of their ground. A number of
trees were hastily torn down from the side walks ;
and, with them and the large paving-bricks and
wood, the negroes speedily formed a strong barri-
cade, to protect themselves from the sudden charges
of the cavalry ; and, from behind this barricade,
the insurgents kept up a galling fire on the ca-
valry, causing horses and riders to roll in the dust.
Still the Brigade resolved not to be repulsed ; but
their vain efforts to overleap the barricade only
tended to their own loss and disadvantage. The
white troops, seeing the strong position which the
negroes were now assuming, resolved to drive them
from it ; and the signal being given for the mount-
ed Brigade to fall back, Major Maitland advanced
with his Cadets, who, pouring in a well-directed
volley on the negroes, charged across the barricade,
and drove the insurgent host before them.

Perault and Zama rushed to the spot; and the
ranks of the Cadets being broken, the renewed
combat became one of individual prowess—hand
to hand, and man to man. Hemmed in, and sur-
rounded by the whole host of the insurgents, the
Cadets found their rifles of no use, and were obliged
to have recourse to their daggers and long bowie-
knives, which were of effectual service in this close
fighting. Fresh troops, meanwhile, poured over
the barricade to assist the Cadets ; and the combat
deepened. It was then that Perault singled out
Maitland in the mélée, to whom he imputed the
frustration of his designs ; and with redoubled fe-
rocity he sprang upon him. Maitland parried the
blows of the infuriated Perault, till Gullah Jack,
rushing forward to the assistance of his friend,
struck the sword from the hand of Maitland, and
left him exposed to certain death. With a shout
of exultation, Perault lifted his sabre ; and the blow
was descending on the helpless, unarmed youth,
when it was suddenly arrested by Zama, who, per-
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ceiving the perilous situation of Maitland, and
mindful of the affection which Zada had towards
him, rushed forward to the rescue on the impulse
of the moment, heedless of the consequence. Gul-
lah Jack, at the same instant, was stretched upon the
earth,and Zamastood between Maitlandand hisfoes.
<« Monsters ! exclaimed the negro; “two of
you against an unarmed man.” .

«Hell 1” shouted Perault, “ are you against us?
Do yow betray us? Traitor ! tal':e your rev.va:d."
So saying, he struck down Zama's guard, shivered
his sabre to the hilt, and stretched him at the feet
of Maitland. By this time the white troops had
cleared away the barricade ; and the cavalry, like
a whirlwind, rushed on, driving all before them.
Maitland, with difficulty, saved himself from the
fearful rush ; but Zama was completely covered
by the falling negroes, and trampled beneath the
horses’ hoofs.

The stubborn spirit of the negro rebels was
fast sinking, and their energies geemed ?lm.ost
paralyzed ;—still they fought on without yleldmg .
oneinch of ground. Perault’s voice was still heard
above the din, animating the rebels to the attack ;
till, maddened at the failure of his bold attempt,
and still kept in check by the citizens, he gave the
signal for the insurgent host to seize the shipping:
and, while the foremost ranks continued Yo oppose
the white troops, a heavy mass of the insurgent
host deployed through the lanes and streets, and
commenced their attack on the troops drawn up to
defend the harbour. But here an unexpected ob-
stacle arose. The sailors belonging to the various
vessels had been speedily assembled and armed;
and the garrison of Castle Pinckney, alarmed by
the blaze of the buildings, and the sounds of war-
fare in the city, had forwarded a strong party
to aid the citizens. These uniting with the
sailors, repelled the insurgents with immense
loss; and Perault, baffled in this attempt, was
compelled to withdraw his forces. It was then
that Perault formed the most daring project that
ever entered his fertile brain, Seeing that almost
every hope of success or escape was cut off, and
knowing that the garrison had been hurriedly
called from Castle Pinckney, and that the negroes
in that fortress were all engaged in the plot, he
resolved to seize it, and thus command-lus ovh
terms with the city, which lay under its guns.
His intentions were instantly communicated to the
insurgent leaders; and in regular ordei: the fe-
groes retreated to the beach, (where their canoes
lay,) closely pursued by the white troops. thﬂ"
ing reached the beach, they formed ; and, whi'
one body endeavoured to drive back the whité
troops, another strong body entered the eanoe;:
and gave the signal, « To the fort !—to the fort
The citizens at once perceived the desperate gait®
of the insurgents, and strained every nerve o t]:-
feat their object. One fierce charge broke t:
ranks of the negroes on the beach; and they ﬂedm
the canoes, scrambling in confusion thrO“Sh' P
water. The combat now became more fierce; l‘:"
the white troops, rushing into the water after ¢ ¢
fugitives, grappled with and upset the cano®;

while others, hurling the negroes from the ¢ano¢
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darted forward and prevented the foremost from
proceeding. Among those most prominent on this
occasion was Galliard, who took the lead, and, ac-
companied by a few of his gallant comrades in a
boat, dashed forward to the place where Perault’s
voice was heard animating the insurgents; and
sweeping alongside of the canoe which contained
the rebel leader, Galliard and his companions grap-
pled with the rowers, and with their bowie-knives
cleared a space, into which they sprang. Galliard
rushed on Perault, who struck him a blow which
nearly shivered the steel frontlet of his helmet,
and almost forced him overboard. Instantly re-
eovering from the shock, Galliard flew upon, and
closed with the insurgent leader. A furious strug-
gle ensued ; but the frail canoe, unable to bear the
violent motions of the combatants, reeled from side
to side, and at length upsetting, hurled the com-
batants into the waves. Other canoes pressed
to the spot; and Perault, nearly drowned, and
covered with wounds, was dragged insensible from
the water ; while the loud shouts of his conquerors,
proclaimed the joyful tidings of victory.

The insurgents now sought for safety in con-
fused flight ; and the morning dawn broke in upon
the scene of bloodshed, when, tired of their efforts,
the citizens allowed the wreck of the rebel host to
escape ; while Perault, bound hand and foot, was
dragged to the strongest cell of the city prison.

The sun arose upon a scene of horror and deso-
lstion. The streets were strewed with the dead
and dying—negroes and whites stretched side by
side ; while the black and smouldering ruins of
the burned houses, bore fearful evidence of the hor-
rors of the preceding night.

Fatigue parties were sent out to carry in the
wounded, and collect the dead. Few rites of se-
pulture were awarded to the negro dead ; who were
generally tossed into the bay, to become the prey
of the swarm of sharks which always infest it.
Amongst some of the parties who were removing
the wounded and the dead, Maitland and Mr. Bell-
grove, accompanied by Mr. Norrisville, appeared.
Mr. Bellgrove and Mr. Norrisville had been alarm-
ed, along with the other inhabitants of Sullivan’s
Island, at the sounds of war in the city, and had
instantly left the island, and returned to town,
where they had arrived immediately after the in-
surgent host was defeated. Many of the planters
accompanied them; and amidst every group of
the dead negroes, the favourite slave of some one
or other of them was found. From amongst a
group of the slain, one negro was dragged, who
was still breathing ; and the surprise of the guard,
and those aronnd, was great at the remarkable
symmetry of this negro’s form and features. Some
considered that it was some young white man, who
had tinged his features and disguised himself to
lead on the insurgent bands; and they became still
more confirmed in that opinion, when, on opening
his vesture, they found a massy gold chain, to
which wasattached the portrait of a youngandbeau-
tiful white female. Attracted by the crowd around
this negro, Maitland and his friends pressed for-
ward, and instantly recognised the wounded Zama.
'With some difficulty, they persuaded the guard
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to carry him to Mr. Bellgrove’s mansion, pledging
themselves to give him up should he be demanded ;
and Zama was instantly borne thence, and placed
under the care of a skilful surgeon.

The citizens and army of the district were
speedily assembled under arms; the city lines and
fortifications were strongly guarded, and artillery
was planted in every street; while troops of cavalry
scoured the avenues to the town and the surround-
ing country. Strict search was made for the sus-
pected ringleaders of the insurrection ; and fully
four hundred negroes were thrown into prison in
the course of the forenoon. From documents
found upon the persons of some of the conspirators,
it was easily ascertained who were the principal
instigators of the plot ; and Perault was discovered
to be the prime mover of the insurrection. His
intercourse with Hayti was exposed, and the whole
of his deep-laid plans were developed. The fear-
ful extent of the conspiracy, and the profound
secrecy in which it had been kept, amazed the
citizens ; and a feeling of distrust and inquietude
pervaded every bosom.

Colonel Waldenberg heard of the defeat of the
Cherokees, and the suppression of the insurrection
of the negroes, in the same breath ; and his rage,
on learning that Major Maitland had the honour
of both, completely overpowered every other feeling.
Chagrined that his slave, Perault, should have
carried on the whole conspiracy, actually under
his own eye, and made him the unsuspecting tool
of his personal negotiations at Hayti, Waldenberg
felt no pity that his rebellious slave had fallen into
the hands of the conquerors; and an anxious desire
to throw part of the blame on Maitland, for for-
warding Perault and the armed negroes to the city,
was now his sole object. It was with a feeling of
fiend-like joy that he heard Zama yet lived, and had
been taken ; and Waldenberg now swore deep and
fearful vengeance against the negro for the blow
which had reduced him to his present helpless
state ; and, shaking off sickness, he suddenly
summoned his council to attend him.

In the evening, Mr. Bellgrove was seated with
Major Maitland and Mr. Norrisville, talking over
the events of the day, when Maitland expressed
some anxiety about Zama.

“Poor fellow!” said Mr. Bellgrove; “he has
been sadly misled. There was some foul play
on Waldenberg’s part towards Zada, which drove
the poor fellow into the arms of the insurgents.
Yet I feel deeply, that he of all others should have
betrayed me.”

« Horrible though that plot was,” said Maitland,
< gtill there are circumstances which ought to plead
on the behalf of the greater number of those who
joined it ; and if examples are to be made, severity
should not be stretched too far.”

They were here interrupted by a loud knocking
at the outer-gate, which was no sooner opened,
than a troop of cavalry galloped into the court-
yard and surrounded the premises ; and the com-
manding officer, dismounting, requested to be con-
ducted to the presence of Mr. Bellgrove,
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“Captain Riley,” said Mr. Bellgrove, as the
officer entered, * you come followed as if you ex-
pected to meet with foes here.”

“ A council is at present sitting at the Gover-
nor’s house,” answered Riley, “ which you and
Major Maitland are requested to attend.——My
orders are to search your premises, and seize upon
the negroes therein,”

“My name and rank,” rejoined Mr. Bellgrove,
“ might have proved asufficient protection from this
violation of my house. By whose orders do you
mz”

“ By the orders of Colonel Waldenberg,” he
answered. “ He heard that one of your favourite
slaves led the insurgents last night, and that he
lies concealed in your house.”

Mr. Bellgrove, accompanied by Maitland, in-
stantly proceeded to the Governor's house; and on
entering the hall, observed that the council was
composed of some of the district judges and citi-
zens, Colonel Waldenberg acted as president of
the meeting. His head was bound up,—his fea-
tures were pale, and strongly marked with pain;
while now and then an angry scowl gathered on
his brows, as if he was bent on some desperate
effort. At the moment of their entry, Lieutenant
Galliard was undergoing an examination, relative
to his negroes, some of whom were amissing, and,
among the rest, dandy Tom.

“I can assure you, gentlemen,” said Galliard,
addressing the council, “ that the fellow Tom is so
great a coward, that he would not face his dwn
shadow ; and had it not been for his confession,
we might have been overpowered by the insurgents
before we were aware of their force.”

“The negro is not worthy of our attention,”
said Colonel Waldenberg ; “let him go, on Mr.
Galliard’s responsibility for his conduct.” Hiseye
fell on Major Maitland ; and with a malignant
scowl, he addressed him, saying—* So, Major
Maitland, you have thought proper to call on me
at last.”

“ Yesterday I called, but found your house
locked up,” answered Maitland ; “ hence I could
not meet with you.”

“ You brought the Indian warfare to a close, I
understand, on terms which we may yet reject,”
said Waldenberg; “and timed your arrival in the
city so as to hurl our Cadets upon the unruly
rabble of negroes.”

“ You speak the truth,” answered Maitland,
angry at the tone in which Waldenberg addressed
him ; “ but had you followed up the first advan-
tage which our Cadets obtained over the Indians,
instead of loitering away the time at Myrtlegrove,
their power would have been sooner broken, the
insurgent negroes more easily awed, and much
bloodshed prevented.”

“1I sit not here to be lectured by you,” said
‘Waldenberg, fiercely. “ I am informed that you
forwarded forty armed negroes to the city, under
the command of one of the most powerful ring-
leaders of the insurrection.”

¢ To guard you and the friends accompanying
you to the city, I allowed certain of the negroes of
Myrtlegrove plantation to escort you down the

PERAULT; OR, SLAVES AND THEIR MASTERS.

Wandoo, under the command of Lieutenant Gal-
liard.”

¢ You hear this, gentlemen,” cried Waldenberg,
addressing the council ; « and you know that the
greater part of these negroes were taken prisoners
this morning! And I understand, further, that
you, Major Maitland, refuse to give up any of
your own slaves on this occasion.”

“ Because none of them were concerned in the
insurrection,” answered Maitland.

“ How do you know that ?”’ inquired Walden-
berg, testily.

“ Because my servants know, if they want their
freedom they may have it for the asking; and
they know, that every well-deserving negro on my
estates is freed, without his asking it, and amply
provided for,” answered Maitland.

The councillors looked at each other with sur-
prise ; and Waldenberg, throwing himself back on
his chair, addressed Mr. Bellgrove with assumed
hauteur, which ill disguised the agitation he was
evidently labouring under. ¢ I regret to hear that
you, Mr. Bellgrove, have been aiding the conceal-
ment of one of the principal ringleaders of this plot
—T mean your slave, Zama.”

“ There has been no concealment, so far as he
is concerned,” said Mr, Bellgrove ;  the poor lad
may have been misled, like many others. Per-
haps you know best, Colonel Waldenberg, what
forced Aim to join the insurgents.”

Waldenberg half started from his seat, his face
flushed with anger ; but he sunk back again, snd,
with quivering lips, sat trembling, lest the fact of
his having been struck to the earth by the negro
should be made public. Mr. Bellgrove, however,
alluded to the carrying off of Zada, and imputed
the Colonel’s agitation to a consciousness of his
guilt. Further conversation was broken off by
the entrance of Captain Riley, who approsched
Colonel Waldenberg, and said, “ Your orders have
been obeyed.”

“1Is the negro, Zama, taken?” inquired Wal-
denberg, more violently agitated than before, as
he arose hastily from his seat. .

“He is,” the Captain replied ; “and he now lies
in prison.”

“ Thank you !—thank you !” gasped Walden-
berg, as he dropped on the chair again, and sat for
some time silent; then suddenly rising, he mdj-
“Gentlemen, I must now retire; I feel that to-day's
proceedings have been too much forme.” Hebowed,
and, leaning on the arm of Captain Riley, slowly
left the hall. .

The prisons were no sooner filled with the in-
surgent slaves, and preparations commenced for
their trials, than Waldenberg, by dark hints and
innuendoes, threw out suspicions of Maitlands
conduct. The whole nature of Waldenberg seemed
to have undergone a revolution. Pride, bon-
our, rank, fortune,—all would have been !1‘3‘“)'
sacrificed, to drag Maitland into the toils ; 80 bitter
and so deep was hatred implanted in his m‘
There are, in every human breast, some Inten
sparks of evil, which, once struck, are fanned res-
dily into a flame, and, in their volosno-like erup-
tion, pverwhelm all that is good and fair, even i
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the noblest character. So it fared with Walden-
berg. Struck to the earth by a negro!——there
was madness in the thought. Reduced, in conse-
quence of that blow, to a state of almost utter help-
lessness; while Maitland, his rival in every point,
was gaining high renown, and his name the theme
of every tongue. It was beyond endurance. In
the hopes that his influence with Perault would
induce the negro to make some admiseion or con-
fession which might militate against Maitland,
‘Waldenberg proposed to the council that Perault
should be examined before them; and, having
gained their consent, orders were given to bring
the fallen, though yet dreaded rebel chief into
their presence.

In the strongest cell of the prison, heavily ironed
and closely guarded, lay the haughty Perault.
Knowing that every look was watched, and every
word caught at, he had been extremely guarded
in his looks, words, and actions; and no Indian
Brave could meet his fate with more apparent
coolness and indifference than did the baffled negro.
Yet within his bosom hell raged; and, had the
power been granted him, the wreck of creation
alone would have gratified his thirst of vengeance.
In this mood he was led before the council.

There was a calmness and dignity in the deport-
ment {of the fettered rebel, which inspired the
judges with mingled feelings of wonder and hate,
Walking with a proud step through the hall, he
confronted Waldenberg, and haughtily said, “In
obedience to your commands I have been brought
hither: what would you with me ?”

‘Waldenberg eyed him sternly, and answered,
« 1 little expected that we should meet in circum-
stances like the present.”

“ Nor isit my fault,” said the haughty insurgent,
“that we do meet thus. 1f Perault had had his
will, he would have saved you all this trouble.”
% Remember your situation, Sir,” said one of the
judges; “and treat your master with respect.”

“ These,” said Perault, as he held out his fettered
hands, “remind me too strongly of my situation,
but cannot teach me to respect what I despise.”

¢« Perault,” said Colonel Waldenberg, ¢ your con-
duct annoys me. I have ever been a kind and in-
dulgent master to you, and little anticipated such
a reward for my kindness.”

“ Kindness!” exclaimed Perault, bitterly, “Mark
me, Colonel Waldenberg : I was a free-born African;
more nobly born than you, or any one of you who
now pretend to sit in judgment on me. I was

dragged from my native home, and illegally de-
prived of my freedom. Your father bought me;
and I became your property. I was deprived of
home, of fortune, rank and power, and kept the
bond-slave of a petty Carolinian planter: this was
kindness, was it not?”

“You give your insolent tongue too much Ii-
cense,” said one of the judges. ‘You forget that
you are a negro, and a slave.”

Perault turned to the judge, and, with a sarcastic
smile, answered :—* If I mistake not, when you
Americans shook off the British yoke, you pro-

claimed to the world, that all mankind were born
Jree; and ye raised the standard of Rebellion in the
name of life, LIBERTY, and fortune: how then come
you to drive the poor negro from the pale of hu-
manity, and deprive him of the blessings you pro-
claimed to ¢ mankind?”

“ We came not here to discuss the question of
slavery with you,” said another of the judges,
interrupting him.

“No,” said Perault; “nor would you discussit
elsewhere, till the negro, aroused from his lethargy,
pleaded his cause with the torch in one hand, and
the sword in the other. You Americans fought for
Jfreedom, and were triumphant ; we fought for free-
dom also—we have in the meantime been vanquish-
ed: a better day may yet arrive.”

“Dog!” exclaimed one of the judges, starting
from his seat, * do you hurl defiance in our teeth,
and hold out threats to us?”

1 do,” answered Perault; “ and every negro in
the land will respond to my feelings.”

“ You are too rashly rushing upon destruction,”
said Colonel Waldenberg. ¢ Yet still we wish to
extend mercy to you; and my own wishes will be
altogether in your favour, provided you give up
the real Instigators of the late rebellion, and confess
who supplied the insurgent slaves with arms and
money.”

 Colonel Waldenberg, you think too meanly of
the negro character,” said Perault. “The negroes
are not so destitute of means and money as the world
imagine; and in the cause of freedom they would
lavish all they have. Behold in me the sole insti-
gator of the late attempt to break the yoke of
slavery! 7, and I alone, am the man who first
aroused my countrymen tostrike for freedom—7was
the sole head and mover of the bold attempt. On
me, then, and on me alone, let your vengeance fall ;
and if you hope for peace in this world, and for
mercy in the next—shed no more blood than mizne.”

‘Waldenberg sat for some time in fixed astonish-
ment, gazing at the insurgent. “You,” he at length
cried, “ you whose every movement was under my
own eyes; you who so recently ventured your own
life to save mine from a band of blood-thirsty
pirates!”

“ Do not deceive yourself, Sir,” answered Perault;
“it was from no love to you, that I opposed the
pirate horde: they were white men, and I was at
liberty to slay them. When, single-handed, I had
nearly cleared the deck, my rage could have turned
on you, and our own white crew.”

“ You must have a savage heart indeed, to injure
one who benefited you so much,” replied Walden-
berg.

“ Benefited me ?”’ cried Perault; “ me who was
born a prince, and leader of my native land! What
benefits do you allude to? There is not an angry
word or look, not a scornful taunt or gesture, but
stands engraven upon my heart in indelible char-
acters, and cries aloud for vengeance! My very
garb, the glittering trappings of your own vanity,
was to point me out to passers-by, that they might
say—There goes some rich man’s sLAVE.”

“I can overlook your hatred and despise it,”
answered Waldenberg, ¢ Yet I cannot believe,
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that you alone, and of your own accord, could have
given to this conspiracy the deep and extensive
organisation it assumed. It is generally thought
that some foreign power, by means of some wealthy
whitas in this city, first set the Insurrection on foot.
Confess, therefore, who are the real parties, and
save yourself.”

“ Were I free to-night,” said Perault, * my first
act would be, to place myself at the head of my
gallant countrymen, and again raise the banner
of freedom. I have sworn eternal hatred to your
race,and would not ask for mercy at your hands.”

“You refuse to confess, then?” said Waldenberg.

I have already confessed all I ever will confess,”
answered Perault.

“ You know that you have forfeited your life to
the injured laws of the State?” said Waldenberg.

% No man,” answered the insurgent, “is to blame
for recovering that, of which he has been illegally
deprived. You talk of injured laws—I talk of in-
jured justice! Maintaining as we do, that you
hold us in illegal and unnatural bondage, we were
and are at perfect liberty to recover our freedom by
all means in our power.”

“ The laws of this State declare it to be death for
any negro to rise in rebellion against his master,”
said Waldenberg.

“ Laws,” answered Perault, “are subservient to
justice, and merely point out how justice ought
to be administered: such a law as that which
you lay down, is founded on fnjustice, and the
sooner such laws are blotted from your statute-
book the better. Beware! I say—beware! that
they are not blotted out with the blood of their
upholders.”

“You are an incorrigible villain, Perault,” said
‘Waldenberg ; “and I shall no longer stand between
you and the death you merit.”

“Iknow my fate,” answered Perault, ¢ and will
meet it as I may, Would to heaven,” he added, with
energy, “that the shedding of my blood might be
the means of filling every negro in your land with
& desire of vengeance! My life would then not be
1aid down in vain.”

“Remove him !” cried one of the judges. And,
with the same haughty air with which he had en-
tered, Perault retired from their presence.

“We must strike terror to the negro slaves, by
making a fearful example of the ringleaders of
this plot,” said Colonel Waldenberg. “Let there
be no delay in bringing the prisoners to trial.”

So saying, the meeting broke up.

-~

S—

Every preparation was at length made, and the
captive insurgents were brought to trial. No undue
advantage was taken of their situation, and every
legal means of defence was allowed them. Their
trial was fair and open. Indeed, it could not be
otherwise, when it is considered that many of the
rebels were the favourite slaves of the wealthiest
families in the city, and that every negro who was
convicted was a considerable dead loss to his owner;
%0 that the citizens, even had they no other feeling
than the all-ruling one of dollars and cents, exerted
“wery nerve to get their negroes freed of the impu-
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tation of participation in the insurrection. Legal
talent was not wanting to aid the unfortunate
negroes. The brightest and the best stepped boldly
forward in their cause; and, to the eternal honour
of the Carolinian Bar be it said, that no class of
society in the whole Union have shown more de-
termination to vindicate the legal rights, such as
they are, of the poor negro.

Perault and Zama were the two most prominent
ringleaders ; and the bold and headlong charges
which they had led on that fearful night, had
pointed them out to be the master-spirits of the
revolt. In vain was every impediment that le-
gal acumen and forensic knowledge could display,
thrown in the way of the trial. About three hun-
dred of the negroes were found guilty. Perault
and Zama, with Gullah Jack, Abdallah the Obi,
and thirty of the ringleaders were condemned to
death. The remainder of the negroes were ban-
ished to the swamps of the Mississippi—to them a
fate more horrible than death in its worst form.

The only symptoms of agitation which Perault
displayed throughout the whole trial, was when
the dreadful sentence of death was pronmounced,
and his eye caught that of Abdallah, bent upon
him with a look of deep grief. Regardless of the
crowded court, and the mass of armed troops
around, Perault stepped forward, and, grasping the
hand of the old man, said, in a voice tremulous
with emotion,—* Alas! my friend, I have been
sorely to blame in dragging thy gray hairs to a
bloody grave,”

“Fear not for me,” said Abdallah, faintly smil-
ing; “they cannot harm me. Fearnot for thyself:
boldly hast thou braved them, and nobly shalt
thou die.”

A loud tumult arose near the bar, and the spec~
tators were surprised to behold Colonel Walden-
berg, pale and trembling, arise from his seat, and
press forward till he stood before Perault and Ab-
dallah.

“Do my eyes deceive me?” execlaimed the Col-
onel, as he gazed earnestly on Abdallah. “Do I be-
hold—-"

“The murderer of thy father!” cried the Obi,
interrupting him. “Yes, proud man, thy father
fell by my hand. The poor oppressed negro reveng-
ed hisown wrongs. Thine own fate shall be like thy
father’s!” he added, in a deep, sepulchral voice; “a
negro’s hand shall hurl thee to eternity !”> The Obi
sunk back exhausted, and would have fallen to the
ground, had not Perault caught him in his arms.

“ Remove the prisoners,” exclaimed a stern voice
from the Bench; and the armed guards advanced,
but suddenly paused as Perault, in a voice almost
choked with grief, exclaimed—

“Hold! but one moment : he was the friend of
my youth, the only one remaining of my tribe and
kindred. ' If ye are men, grant me but g brief
space :—tis all the grace Perault asks of his con-
querers.”

Abdallah raised his head feebly, and looking
fondly in Perault’s face, said,—“ I am dying ; we
will meet again in our own sunny clime, and fear
no more oppression. My soul is eager again to
wing its flight to its own loved clime, Perault, we
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part for a short space now —— He rolled from the
arms of Perault a lifeless corpse. The insurgent
bent over the dead body for an instant, and hot
scalding tears rolled fast from his eyes ; then dash-
ing the signs of his weakness aside, he rose haughti-
ly, and with a look of proud defiance stepped
back. He was instantly manaeled with the rest
of his unfortunate companions, and hurried away
to the dungeons allotted for the eondemned ori-
minals,

—

Every exertion which could possibly be made,
was essayed by Mr. Bellgrove and Maitland to
obtain a respite for Zama. To their surprise, how-
ever, they found that every measure which they
adopted was thwarted by Colonel Waldenberg ;
and at last they received a formal announcement,
that any alteratioh of his sentence was impossible,
and that Zama must prepare for death.

Among others by whom the fate of Zama was
deeplinl"egretted, was Miss Bellgrove. The fond
attachment which she had to his sister, and the
gratitude she felt towards Zama himself for having
saved her life from the Indians, interested her the
more in hisbehalf. The sudden and strange altera-
tion in the conduct and character of Colonel Wal-
denberg, surprised and grieved her ; and the innu-
merable mean subterfuges which he had recourse
to, in protracting the measures for a mitigation of

Zama’s sentence, inspired her with a feeling of
aversion and contempt. The open hostility which
‘Waldenberg now displayed toward Mr. Bellgrove
and his household, became the subject of public
comment; and the manifold petty, yet irksome
duties, imposed upon Major Maitland by his colonel,

in the strongest terms, the malignant
feelings of the latter, and his anxious desire to
harass and annoy hisrival. Provoked as he many
times was, at the conduct of Waldenberg, still
Maitland knew, that whilst the ¢ity was in a dis-
turbed state, it was the duty of every citizen to
exert himself to the utmost in preserving peace.
His duties, therefore, were cheerfully performed ;
and, in many instances, his gentleness and urban-
ity effected more in securing the affections of the
most stubborn of the suspected negroes, and bind-
ing the disaffected ones to the whites, than could
all the fearful display around, meant to crush and
terrify them into submission.

‘Whackie was acknowledged as the preserver of the
¢ity ; and the citizens determined to be for once
generous to a negro. Mr. Bellgrove had already
given him his freedom, and provided amply for his
foture support. But Whackie resolved that he
would not quit “his good, kind massa ;” and, at
his own earnest request, he was appointed chief
attendant on young Bellgrove.

One day, to Whackie's great consternation, he
was ordered to attend a public meeting of the
citizens in the Merchants’ Hall ; and, to his still
greater perplexity, he was requested by Mr. Bell-
grove to array himself in an elegant suit of clothes
of the most fashionable cut. Having equipped
himself, Whackie stood for a few minutes admir-
ing his changed appearance in a large pier-glass.
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% (Oh!” he exclaimed ; “ wot would dandy Tom
say if he saw I now?”

“ Whackie, Whackie !” exclaimed one of the
negro house-girls, who had pressed into the room
unknown to him, “oh ! how bootiful you is! you
look jost like grand buccra genelem——only you is
so black !”

“You is tink dat, Dolly %"’ said Whackie, with
an approving grin,

“La, Whackie!” exclaimed the girl, “wot &
nice husban’ you make to pretty young nigger
gal!” And she glanced at the looking-glass to
catch a glimpse of her own face.

“Ah!” said Whackie, grinning and looking
most gallantly at her, “some pretty gal jost like
you, eh?”

“Oh! fie shame, Whackie!;” cried the girl, with
an affected giggle ; “you make I blush!” And
she hid her coal-black face, to prevent Whackie
seeing whether a negro girl really blushed, or if,
as is ridiculously supposed, they blush yellow.

“ Don’t blush,” said Whackie, fondly ; I shall
kiss de blush from dat lubelly cheek !” Sosaying,
he flung his arms around the girl’s neck ; but was
interrupted in the act by young Bellgrove entering
the apartment.

““Whackie,” cried the youth, laughing ; “what is
this you’re about 2”

“Beg pardon, Massa,” said Whackie, looking
rather awkward ; “him was only Dolly—want fox
brush my coat.”

] should rather think,” said the youth, laugh-
ing, “you wanted to brush her cheeks!”

‘Whackie hung his head and gave no answer:
while Dolly, casting a saucy look at Charles,
hurried from the room.

“ Come, Whackie,” said young Beligrove, “the
carriage is waiting.”

‘Whackie instantly followed him, and at the frons
entrance was met by Mr. Bellgrove, who kindly
shook hands with him; but the negro was still fur«
ther amazed, when his friend Haman stood hat in
hand before him, and bowing, requested him to
step énto the carriage. Totally bewildered, Whackie
knew not what to say or think, till he found him-
gelf inside of the carriage, seated by Mr. Bellgrove.
Mr. Charles and Mr, Norrisville followed in another
carriage; and, drawing up at the Merchants’ Hall,
Whackie was ushered into the midst of a large
assembly, with loud cheers and waving of hats;
and, to his great consternation, was seated upon a
chair raised on a platform above the spectators.
An aged white gentleman approached him, and in
name of the citizens of Carlville, presented him
with a splendid gold medal, bearing an inscription
expressive of their gratitude for the negro’s fidelity.
This was accompanied with a grant of one thousazd
dollars per annum while he lived, and freedom from
all immunities. A long address was made, of which
‘Whackie did not understand a single sentencs, al-
though the words “ Saviour of the city”—¢ pre-
server of wives and families”-—¢ eternal gratitude™
—“negro rebels”"—*“fire” —“throats cut”—*“blood
and murder”—* noble negro”— generous spirit”
—*“negro fidelity”—*“annals of fame”—&c., some-~
times struck his ear, which led him at last to sup-
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pose, that instead of going to shoot or hang him,
as he had at first fancied, they were giving him
praise for saving the city and its inhabitants.

¢ You will be gratified to learn,” continued the
speaker, *that those rebellious negroes have been
brought to trial, found guilty, and condemned to
death.”

Whackie started, and looked anything but grati-
fied at such intelligence; for, till that moment, he
had been kept ignorant of the result of the trials.

“Yes!” continued the speaker, “it affords us
the more gratification to honour and admire your
fidelity, when we consider, that one of the princi-
pal ringleaders of the horrid plot was one of your
own fellow-servants, and the favourite slave of your
master. Yet vengeance has overtaken his ingrati-
tude, and on the scaffold Zama will soon expiate
his crime—"

A loud cry of grief and horror burst from
‘Whackie’s lips, as he started from his seat and ex-
claimed, “ Oh! no, Massa!—don't say dat Zama is
die!—my good, kind Zama! Oh! Massa, you not
know poor Zama, or you would not kill him. I
love Zama more den I is love my own life. If
Zama die, I sall die too—no break poor nigger
heart, Massa !—Take back you gold !-—take back
all you gib me! only spare my dear Zama—dat
—dat—is all de reward I ask.”

The emphatic noble appeal of the negro was
electrifying, and tears were in many an eye that
would have been ashamed to weep. The hearts of
the hearers were touched, and one simultaneous
burst of applause,rang throughout the crowded hall.

« Spare Zama !”—* Spare the negro!”— Grant
the noble fellow’s request! "—<Spare them all, if he
ask it!”—were the cries now loudly heard. At
length the tumult ceased, and Colonel Waldenberg
arose, and addressed the meeting. He dwelt upon
the most fearful features of the plot, and the influ-
ence of the ringleaders over their followers; he
pointed out the fairness of their trial, and justice
of their sentence; he maintained it was madness
to liberate one of the condemned insurgents, as, in
that event, they would only plot anew with more
effect. He spoke of Perault, his high talents, and
depth of power for intrigue; he spoke of Zama as
one of Perault’s stamp, and blamed Zama for lead-
ing Perault into the conspiracy: if they liberated
Zama, he maintained they might as well butcher
their fellow-citizens at once, and fire the city them-
selves. So effectually did he lead his hearers along
with him, that before he ended they were displeased
with Whackie for having asked them to spare
Zama.

Every word which Colonel Waldenberg spoke,
was listened to by Whackie with intense eagerness,
and he grew faint as he perceived there was no
hope for Zama. Waldenberg having gained his
point, now turned to Whackie, and proudly ad-
dressed him: “ Take the rewards the citizens have
thought fit to give you; but dare not to interfere
with the course of justice.”

“ Dam you black heart!” exclaimed Whackie,
transported with rage. “Oh! dat I was a white man
for jost five minute, to lickee you!”

Waldenberg frowned darkly, and, turning to the
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spectators, proposed that the meeting should break
up, which was agreed to; and poor Whackie, al-
most broken-hearted, was carried home again.

Resolved to make another effort to save Zama,
Whackie instantly sought Miss Bellgrove, whose
influence with Colonel Waldenberg, he thought,
;vould g;: far in Zama's favour, and cause him to

orego the bitter rancour he had displayed against
the ill-fated negro. With the traces o¥ grief still
on his countenance, Whackie stood before Matilda,
and sobbing, said :—* Missee, will you do poor
nigger one favour?”

“ Most cheerfully, if it is in my power,” she
answered.

“Den, Missee, will you save poor Zama?” he
entreated.

“Would that I could !” she sighed. “Butevery
effort has been made, and all in vain.”

“Zama was save you life, Missee,” said Whackie;
“and I tink you can save Zama.”

“How? I have no power to do so,” she said.

“Yes! Missee, you hab, if Massa Coram Wal-
linbeg choose for do um, Zama will get free. Now,
Missee, Coram Wallinbeg lub you, and he do any-
ting for you.”

Matilda, blushing deeply, answered: “I fear, if
you rely on that, you will be mistaken. You for-
get, Whackie, that Colonel Waldenberg has grossly
insulted me, by causing his people carry off my
poor Zada. Poor, dear girl!” she added, “ wounld
that I knew thy fate!”

“Do try, Missee!” implored the negro. “Oh!
forget what he was do—he maybe wish for do good
now, to hab you lub him again.”

“ No, no! Whackie, that cannot be,” she an-
swered.

“ When poor Zama kill de red Indine, dat want-
ed for kill you, he no fear all de Red Cherokee to-
geder; an’ why you fear for face Coram Wallin-
beg? him was never do for you, wot poor Zama
was do. Ah, Missee, do go to de Coram Wallin-
beg—say you want Zama save, an’ all will doright.”

“It is & rash and indelicate step you advise,”
said Matilda.

“ Wot, Missee!” cried Whackie, it surely no
rash and indelicate to save de life of a poor fellow-
being ?—one, too, dat was so good—so kind as my
Zama! If you know how poor Zamsa lub you,
how he use for pray for you—when he thought
nobody was near—you would do all you could for
save him. If it be rash and indelicate, den we was
rash and indelicate for go to de guard-house, snd
save de city dat night!”

“Then, I will go,” said Miss Bellgrove, rising.
“You shall also go, Whackie; and heaven grent
that we may meet with success!”

Dancing with joy, Whackie flew to order out
the carriage for his young lady, and in a short time
they arrived at Waldenberg’s mansion, Matilds
was surprised to observe none but quadroon slaves
about the premises; and, on inquiry, learned thst
the Colonel had sold off all his negroes, and had
purchased mulattoes and quadroons in their plsce,
and that he would not suffer a negro to be about
his house.

(To be concluded in our nezt Number.)
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PERAULT; OR SLAVES AND THEIR MASTERS.
( Concluded from page 416 of our July Number.)

CHAPTER XIX.

‘W ALDEXBERG was sitting alone in his library

when Miss Bellgrove was announced ; and she had

crossed the verandah when he was at her
side. “This is an honour,” he exclaimed, as he
pressed her hand to his lips; “an honour, indeed,
that I little anticipated.”

I fear it may be deemed a rash intrusion,” she
answered, smiling.

“Say not 80,” he answered ; © surely an angel of
mercy may deign to visit the afflicted.”

Matilda sighed, and spoke not till they entered
the drawing-room and were seated; when, after a
few words of every-day courtesy, she at once ex-
plained to Waldenberg the object of her visit, and
used every effort to gain him over to befriend Zama.
He listened with his eyes bent steadfastly on the
ground, now and then biting his nether lip, and
knitting his brows; and when she had ended, he
said, “ You seem deeply interested for this negro !”

“ 1 am,” she eagerly answered. I ever found
him faithful, generous, and affectionate.”

‘Waldenberg started, and bent upon her a look
of searching sorutiny; but, unconscious of his gaze,
Matilda continued : “And then his poor sister, Zada,
was the companion of my childhood and my friend.”
Her® her voice trembled as she looked up in Wal-
denberg’s face, “Surely,” she said, “ you have not
harmed /er 2

“< Her!" exclaimed Waldenberg ; “ harm %er 2
I really do not understand you.”

¢ Say that Zada is safe—save Zama, and I will
forgive all,” said Matilda, imploringly.

He drew his hand across his forehead as he
muttered, “Zada? Iremember now—the dog accus-
ed me of carrying off his sister, when he struck
me $o the earth.—Miss Bellgrove,” he added, aloud,
“1 cannot, will not, interfere on this negro’s
behalf.”

T you have any humanity,” said she, % do not,
1 implore of youn, wreak your ill-judged vengeance
on the poor lad!”

He frowned bitterly, and striking his heel on
the floor, answered in a deep, stern voice,— If
every hair on that negro’s head could ransom a
universe,~—if every breath he drew, could save a
soul from perdition,—I would not, and I skall not
savé him !

¢ This is fearful!” said Matilda, shuddering.
“ But surely, when Matilda Bellgrove asks you to
befriend one who saved her life, you will not scorn
her entreaties.”

“1 know that the negro saved your life, Miss
Bellgrove,” said the Colonel, fiercely, “Isaw him
save you from the Indians—yet, in that hour of
dread and danger, I also saw the base-born dog
press his burning lips to your cheek !”

“Slanderous liar!” exclaimed Matilda, starting
to her feet, her eyes flashing like fiery orbs, and
her whole frame convulsed with passion. The blood
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suddenly rushed from her cheek, and left her deadly
pale, then flowed again, dying her face and bosom
with the deepest blashes. ¢ Yet,” she said, as she
recovered her power of speech, “I have acted wrong
in degrading myself so far, as to solicit favours at
the hand of one so utterly beneath contempt; or
to talk of pity and mercy to one who has not the
common feelings of 8 man!” She turned, and
proudly walked from the apartment, leaving Wal-
denberg overwhelmed with confusion and regret.
He saw the rashness of his conduct, and would
have thrown himself at her feet and sued for par-
don, but stood rooted to the spot, without the power
to move, till looking up, he encountered the stupe-
fied and perplexed countenance of Whackie, who
stood, with gaping mouth, staring at him. “Here,
fellow,” cried Waldenberg, drawing a well-filled
purse from his pocket, and placing it in Whackie's
hand, “take that—fly after your mistress—delay
her for one moment—1I wish to speak to her—fly!”

Poor Whackie knew as much about love's di-
plomacy and bribery, as he did about Hebrew or
High Dutch; and naturally thinking the purse was
intended for his mistress, hurried after her. Matilda
was just stepping into her carriage, when the negro
called on her to stop. “Coram Wallinbeg want
for speak wid you, and he was send youdat.” He
placed the purse in her hand, but started back, as
she suddenly dashed it at his feet, and with flash-
ing eyes, exclaimed— What! insult upon insult!
Colonel Waldenberg may thank his stars that I
am not a man, otherwise he would pay dearly for
his conduct.” She stepped into the carriage and
drove off, leaving Whackie more confounded than
ever. He had just enough of sense left to parceive,
that Matilda was insulted; and, highly indignant
at Waldenberg, he picked up the purse to return
it to him.

“Will your mistress consent to see me "’ cried
‘Waldenberg,as Whackieentered his presence again.

¢ No,” answered Whackie, sulkily.

“ What says she?’’ inquired the Colonel.

“ She says, she get a man to gib you good lickee
for insult she. She no want you money—she no
take um,” said Whackie, as he tossed the purse on
the table.

« The fellow’s mad,” exclaimed the Colonel. I
gave you no money to give her.”

« 0 Lor! wot a lie!” exclaimed Whaclde.

The Colonel darted at Whackie like an enraged
tiger. “Curses on you!” he exclaimed,  you
have ruined me, you black dog! I will tear you
limb from limb!”

‘Whackie did not await the onset of his foe, but
fled from the apartment with the utmost speed,
tumbling over one of the quadroon footmen, and
rolling headlong down the outer staircase; then
starting up, vaulted over the closed gateway, nor
halted till he had gained the innermost recess of
his master’s kitchen. v

2
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Miss Norrisville was sitting alone in her apart-
ment when Matilda returned, and was surprised
to see her cousin enter in a state of violent agita-
tion, Springing towards her, she caught her in
her arms, and kindly inquired the cause thereof;
when Matilda, leaning her forehead on her fair
cousin’s bosom, burst into a flood of tears. Sud-
denly shaking the cloud of sorrow from her brow,
she said, “It is past now; I am only angry at my-
self for being so blinded.” The cause of her grief
was soon told; and Letia gave free vent to her
honest indignation at Waldenberg’s rash and un-
gentlemanly conduct.

——

The period fixed for the execution of Perault,
and the other ringleaders of the plot, was rapidly
drawing nigh; and such was the dread felt by the
white population of another outbreak, that many
of the principal families quitted the city, and retired
to the Northern States,and to such otherplaces they
considered safe.

‘Waldenberg resolved to give one blow to the
temper and pride of Maitland, which he hoped
would gall him to the heart’s core. Knowing that
Maitland was averse to the wholesale butchery of
the condemned negroes, he arranged so that more
than twenty of them should be executed on ome
gallows, and at the same moment ; and caused the
orders for carrying of the sentence into effect, and
superintending the execution, to be placed in the
hands of Major Maitland., Against so broad an
insult as this, Maitland at onee protested, and for-
warded the resignation of his commission as major
in the Cadet Brigade. Had Waldenberg been ina
fit state to meet him in a hostile encounter, he
would instantly have challenged him ; but the Col-
onel, knowing the proud and fiery nature of his
rival, cautiously kept out of his way, and confined
himself to his own mansion, on the allegation of
ill health.

‘While Maitland was chafing against the studied

¢ ingult he had received, Mr. Bellgrove, accompanied
by Lieutenant Galliard, called on him, To them
he unfolded all the story of his wrongs, and an-
nounced his determination to retire from the city.

I have been thinking of leaving the city also,”
said Mr. Bellgrove; “but must retire with my
friends to the Northern States ; for, in the present
excited state of the plantations, I cannot think of
my friends risking their lives by returning amongst
the ne S

“And I,” said Maitland, smiling, “mean to re-
tire to my own plantation on the coast, and take
up my abode amongst negroes, whose affection and
fidelity I can depend upon.”

“ As for me,” said Galliard, “my negroes are
nearly all in this confounded plot together; and if
some of the poor fellows should be executed, the
rest will be up in arms beyond all doubt.”

¢Then, gentlemen,” said Maitland, ¢ I shall be
most bappy if you willaccompany meto Tenda Cove,
Mr. Bellgrove, if you can influence your fair nieces
to risk themselves among my faithful negroes, it
will afford me much pleasure to watch over their
safety till the city becomes more settled.”
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Mr. Bellgrove caught him by the hand, and said,
“Jayfully do I accept of your kind invitation; and,
therefore, I shall burden you with my whole house-
hold for a season.”

« And I with mine,” said Galliard.

Maitland expressed his pleasure at the ready
acceptance of the invitation ; and’'Mr. Bellgrove
and Galliard hurried homewards to make the
necessary preparations.

Miss Bellgrove and Letia received the invitation
with much pleasure ; for they had long wished to
see a plantation so much spoken of, and so highly
praised as was Maitland’s. Maitland sent an ex-
press to Tenda Cave to prepare for their reception;
and, in the course of the afternoon, the whole party
embarked for the plantation, attended by several
of their household negroes.

On approaching the island, the party beheld 3
large body of negroes drawn up on the beach; and
Mr. Bellgrove cast an anxious and alarmed glance
at Maitland, who, smiling, answered the look.

“There are an immense number of negroes on

the beach,” said Mr. Bellgrove. In such trouble-
some times as these, such numbers might excite
alarm.”
“ Were every planter as certain of a loving wel-
come from his servants, as I am from mine, he
would not dread to encounter them,” answered
Maitland.

Amid loud cheers and shouts of joy, the party
landed on the beach. The negroes seemed actually
frantic with rapture, at beholding Maitland. Old
men pressed forward to meet him ; the young ones
were jumping with joy ; negro mothers were ele-
vating their little chubby, black, pudding-looking
piccaninnies, to get a view “ob Massa;” and the
little ones crowed, and kicked, and laughed, withas
much glee as their seniors: it seerned a perfect
jubilee among the negroes. And as Maitland walk-
ed along, with Miss Bellgrove leaning on his afm,
the acclamations of the crowd around him sounded
more grateful to his ears than any praises he had
ever met with. He cast a proud and happy look
on the joyous, sable mob ; and their merry counte-
nances beamed with redoubled pleasure on catching
the kind looks of their “young Massa.” The
company now entered a long shady avenue of
orange, fig, pride-of-India, and magnolia trees,
beautifully arranged; and, on each side of the
avenue, deeply embowered in their shade, stpod the
huts of the negroes. Each negro had his besuti-
ful garden in front, and its porch trimmed it
vines and jessamines; and flowers of brillian hies
tastefully laid out, glittered here and there.

«] thought,” said Matilda, “that my own plat-
tation of Myrtlegrove vied with any in the Soitli;
but this surpasses it by far.” —

Maitland was about to answer, but was inter-
rupted by a band of negro children, all neatly dress
ed, who came pressing around them, offering m:?
flowers and fruit, “Ah! Massa, good Masss, 0
take one from me”—%“ Do take present, Masst’ =
“I keep all dese flowers for you, Massa”—4il
some of the little ones, offering him besullU
nosegays of the rarest flowers. And de pretty

lady, too,” cried another. ¢ Ah! Missee, oblige 1°
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by taking some frult : see here be nice peach and
nectarine—I keep all for Massa; and if you come
and be our pretty Missee, we gib you all de flowers
and de sweet fruit. Do take some, dear lady.”
Had the party taken all the fruit and flowers offer-
od them, they would have had a wagon-load; and
the wild joy the negroes showed, on their presents
being even kindly looked at, was truly pleasing.
The happy, healthy looks of old and young—the
neat and clean, nay, even elegant appearance of
their clothing, denoted the great attention paid to
them by their generous-hearted master,

¢ Truly,” said Mr. Norrisville to Mr. Bellgrove,
¢¢this is an earthly paradise. Never did I think
that one man could inspire so many hearts with
such true delight.”

“And he deserves it all,” said Mr. Bellgrove;
& for if any man ever befriended the poor megro
sace, it is Major Maitland.”

Galliard, who was escorting Miss Norrisville,
was somewhat surprised to observe her in tears, and
kindly inquired the cause of her grief.

« Nay,” said she, smiling, * do not call it grief
—for grief cannot be known in so gay a scene
as this, How happy must he be who causes such
joy!”

% Y verily helieve,” answered Galliard, “that he
has the saddest heart on the plantation—that is to
say, if he has a heart at all, which I sadly doubt.”

“No heart!” said Miss Norrisville, with a look
of surprise.

“No more than I have,” said Galliard, with a
profound sigh. “ Both were stolen by two fair
cousins—heigho !’

“You should apprehend the fair thieves,” said
young Charles Bellgrove, who was at their side.

. “So we have,” answered Galliard ; “but they
don’t apprebend us.”

Bantering each other they walked onwards,

" %’Pon soul, Whackie,” said Tom, who had again
been taken into favour by his master, and now
brought up the rear of the party with a few more
of the household, “’pon soul, dis is fine place.
Nice, good-looka gals here—’pon soul! Dere is
two oh dem smile on me!” and Tom, grinning,
Xkissed his hand to the sable damsels.

“Caw!” said Whackie, “ de gals be only laugh
at you confounded nonsense. Don’t make fool ob
youshef!”

“>Pon soul, Whackie, you no know de female
heart : em is 80 werry suspectable of lub—specially

wid good-looka chap like I1.”
“You is worth ten dolla any day!” cried a negro
at his side. Tom started, looked frightened-like

around, and, hanging his head, muttered “ Dam de
ten dolla 1”

Maitland and his party now reached the front of
the mansion-house, and here all that was rich and
beautiful in that sunny clime, seemed to strew
dmr stores with liberality. The garden glowed in
gorgeous beauty like a second Eden, and the senses
were intoxicated with the richest perfumes. The
front enptrance to the house was of the purest
marble; whilgt the sweet rose, the jessamine, and
vine climbed around the verandahs, giving the
louse the appearance of a bower of richest beauty.
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A host of gorgeously-apparelled household ne-
groes were drawn up to receive them; and scarcely
had they ascended the marble staircase, when Mait~
land was clasped in the arms of an aged Mustee
woman, who wept with joy, and gave vent to her
feelings in broken exclamations of fondness.

“ My dear, kind nurse,” said Maitland, affection-
ately, “I am come to you again.”

“And you have been in battle and in danger,”
she sobbed, < and I far from you. But heaven has
heard my prayers: you are safe.”

“ Ladies,” said Maitland, ¢ you behold in this
kind-hearted female, the protectress of my infancy.
But for her love and intrepidity, I might have per~
ished, helpless and unknown.”

“And this,” said Matilda, “is the nurse who
braved your grandfather’s wrath to place you in
his arms?”

¢ The same,” answered Maitland.  And while
I breathe she shall meet with the affection of a son
from me.”

They entered a large and richly-adorned apart-
ment, and the eyes of the company were attracted
towards a portrait of a young female, of dazzling
beauty, which was surrounded by a hanging of
black crape.

“Beautiful ! exclaimed Mr, Norrisville, entranced
with the lovely features portrayed on the canvass.
% Could such a being belong to earth? who, what
was she "

“ My mother,” said Maitland, in a voice trem-
bling with emotion, Mr. Norrisville stepped back
abashed ; and the ladies were shown into their
apartments to arrange their dresses.

Tom and Whackie, by way of spending the time,
resolved to sport their figures through the different
gardens attached to the negro huts, hoping to dar-
zle the eyes of some sable Yenus. In passing one
of the huts, a band of children came running along
the walk, each with a book in its hand.

“Eh!” cried one little girl, as she observed the
two strange negroes, “here be two nigger genelem
from town?”

“Ha!” grinned Tom, “you is hear dat, Whackie?
—<GQonslem from Town !I’—dat gal is hab good dish-
crymation,”—meaning discrimination, as we sup-

Po?‘eCleba. gul dat is,” said Whackie, pleased at
being mistaken for a town swell.

“Come here, my pratty gal,” eried Tom to the
girl, who drew nigh and curtsied to him. “Wot

| is dis you hab got—book, eh?—you is read am?”

% Oh yes, Sir,” answered the girl. “ Massa is
good: he teach all de boys and gals on de
plantation for read and write.”
¢ All de boys and gals!” cried Tom, “’Pon soul,
dat is strange!”

Tom opened the book, and holding it upside
down, pretended to peruse its contents; while
Whackie thrust his head over Tom’s shoulder, to
see “ wot de book was say.”

«Oh, Sir!” cried the girl to Tom, “you hold de
book upside down; dat is de wrong way for read!”

“Ah!” said Tom, gravely, “dat is de way nigger
use for read long ago.”

————
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CHAPTER XX.

It was the night preceding the execution, when
Zama, tired of pacing up and down the narrow
limits of his cell, threw himself upon the rude couch
therein, and gave way to the conflicting feelings
which raged within his bosom.

“Fool ! ” he exclaimed, *to be led aside by a vain
chimera—a thing which I might have known
was an imposeibility! To be dragged to ruin
by a vain enthusiast—forfeiting the good opinion
of all I loved—branded as a rebellious murderer—
an ingrate—all that is vile! and dying the death
of a dog!—Let me not think of it,” he continued,
a8 he started up, and once more hurriedly paced to
and fro. “ Ah, Zada!” he exclaimed, “ who will
tell thes of thy brother’s fate? and thow, whose
very name was a spell to urge me on—Matilda!
what must thou think of me? Alas! thereisnone
to feel for—none to pity the poorslave.” He flung
himself again upon the couch, as he added, ““Let me
at least meet my fate like a man. I have erred ;
and if heaven has doomed me to this death, why
should I fly in the face of its decree?”” The sound
of a key grating in the lock of the door of his dun-
geon aroused him. It cannot be time yet,” he
said; “it is not yet dawn.” The door slowly
opened, the rays from a dark lantern shone into
the cell, and a voice, in 2 low yet earnest whisper,
said, “ Zama, arise!”

“Jam here,” answered Zama. “What wouldst
thou with me?”

“ Besilent,” answered the voice again, *Arise,
and follow me.”

“Where, and for what purpose?”

“ Escape is in your power!” was the earnest
answer. “I come in name of your sister, to aid
your flight from captivity and death.”

“ My sister!” exclaimed the negro; “ where
~how?”

“ For heaven’s sake be silent,” answered the
voice. “A single word may betray us: follow
me—quick—cautiously, now.” Zama sprang to
his feet, and followed his deliverer from the dun-
geon. Silently and cautiounsly they moved through
several windings of the building, till, ascending a
narrow staircase, they entered a large hall. Here
the stranger paused and whispered, “ We must de-
scend from this window. If we escape the senti-
nel’s notice, ’tis well ; if not, we must secure him.”
They approached the window, and the stranger
fastened a strong cord to one of the balustrades and
quickly descended. Zama, following him, found
himself within the small garden attached to the
prison. 'With rapid steps they hurried through
the garden; and the stranger, applying akey to a
small gate, opened it, and catching Zama by the
arm, d him along, through the most retired
lanes, till they reached the bank of the Ashley.
Here the stranger paused and said,—* We are not
yet safe; there is a canoe amongst the reeds in yon-
der swamp, we must cross the Ashley in it.” ~ Di-
recting Zama where to find the canoe, the stranger
remained close by the banks of the river, till Zama
rowed up—then springing into the cance he took

one of the paddles, and telling Zama to pull strong-
1y, they soon passed ghe current and reached the
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opposite side of the river. Here they stepped on
shore; and the stranger, addressing Zama, said,
“Your work is not yet done. I proceed through
the woods to warn your friends of your safety.
Enter the canoe again, and row to the bar of the
bay, where you will find a small vessel waiting to
convey you to the Bermudas.”

“ You spoke of my sister,” said Zama. “Tell me
of her: is she safe—is she well 2”

% She is,” answered his deliverer; “and will
meet you on board of the vessel!”

“ And you?” said Zama, “surely I may know
to whom I am indebted for my escape 2”

, “To one,” answered the stranger, “who fool-
ishly has been the cause of grief to both you and
Zeda. I am Charles Waldenberg !”

“Charles Waldenberg!” exclaimed Zama, start.
ing with surprise.

“Yes,” said the Captain.  Led aside by my
own foolish passions, and the devices of that arch-
deceiver Perault, I carried your sister forcibly from
her mistress’s plantation. Touched by Zada'sgrief,
I had not the heart to do her farther wrong; and
I give you the word of a Carolinian and a soldier,
that at my hands, she has, beyond her abduction,
received no insult—no injury.”

“I will believe you,” said Zama. “And yet,
what an abyes of guilt and misery you have plung-
ed me into!”

¢ Let that pass,” said the Captain. I was on
the point of restoring Zada to her mistress, when
intelligence of your ill-timed rebellion, and your
defeat and captivity reached us. I then solemnly
pledged myself to aid your escape; and Zads,
anxious to accompany you, remained at my plan-
tation on the coast. Repeated attempta were made,
but failed; till to-night, impoeing on the guardsas
being on command, I entered your prison. I have
been succesaful—the rest remains with yourself.”

Scarcely crediting his senses, Zama listened to
the detail of the young man; but was suddenly
aroused from his stupor by Charles saying— Re-
main here till you observe a light upon yonder
point of land: that light will be the signal that all
is ready; then row the canoe to the opening of the
bay—wewill be watching for your arrival.” Grasp-
ing Zama by the hand, he said,—“God bless you!
—1I hope to see you soon beyond the reach of dan-
ger.” He turned, and hurriedly hied through the
forest, leaving Zama on the bank of the river. Joy-
ful that his sister was safe, and anxious to behold
her once more, the negro earnestly awaited the sig-
nal to approach the bay. Yet his joy was often-
times clouded, with the thoughts of his hapless
countrymen, who were so fast drawing nigh their
doom; and dark doubts would arise on his mind,
whether his own escape could be fully effectsd.
At length he observed the beacon on the point; a2d
as it shot up in a flickering flame, the assurance
of safety filled his bosom, and inspired him with
new hopes.

Zama entered the canoe, and, seizing the 8™
strained every nerve to reach the openi of the
bar. He soon passed Fort Pinckney; and, by dint
of hard rowing, speedily approached the passi®

betwixt Fort Moultrie and Fort Jackson; but
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‘the' wind sudlfenly' changed, and bléw in heavy
blasts from the Atlantic ocean. The sea began to
rine tapidly ; and the heavy swell bursting on the
breakers &t the bar, whirled their ‘long wreaths of
white foam, like fiery flakes, righ in the air; while
the Joud roll of the approaching thunder, came in
sullen and terrific peals from the raging main.
Ziama knew this was a prélude to'one of those aw-
ful tornadoes, which burst with sach wild devas-
tating fary over the southern coasts ; and with a
view to save himsel from the !m'rrlcane, he resolved
6’ Fun’ the chnoe ushore, and seek his way, through
the woods and ‘swamps, to the beach. He had
Seatcely comé to this resolution, when the canoe
was riised By a hewvy swell, while the heavene
seemed rolling back like a scroll, and vomitin,
o’ éetitindal bige of lightning. A loud pmg
peal of thunder burst around the canoe; while the
ﬂ;ﬂ*mdmﬁhiﬁgit,tomweeunoe,ﬁkeafuther,
in the afr, nnd dashed it to pieces, leaving Zama
ngst the raging waters. Boldly he
m'tha\huga billows, and with vigorous strokes
srove: to' tench the nearest point of lamd. At
Jomgth ho felt himself amongst the breakers, and
-tosded t0-a1d fro in the boiking surge. A fragment
of the broken canoe struek-against him; 'and,
.tlutching’ it in his grasp, he was drifted on along
with-it. - The waves were bursting fast over him;
the noise of the waters became londer and louder
in higedrs; whilsthe wavesrolled around him like
ligaid flame, and a4 thousand demons seenved whirl-
ing- their wild ftight before him. Helplessly was
lie drifted onwards, till, seined by one huge billow,
-he was berne along with fearful force, and dashed
hddlmlg ontmndubank, wherehe lay stunned and

»»Orecoveting his senses, Zama washorror-stricken
stthd fury of thestorm. The billows seemed every
mothent imcreasing in magnitude, and the lightning
‘bldwed forth invessantly, wrapping the ovean in a
ganopy of fire. His attention was now attracted
towards a small dark speck, which was tossing
whong the breakers. With strainiag eyeballs he
'fated upon the-advancing object. Asitdrew nigher
‘atid nigher, and became more distinet beneath the
lightbing’s-biaze, he beheld a siall vessel dismasted,
and deifking before the gale towards the sand-bank
enwhich hestood. One bright, broad fiash illumed
4be deck of the drifting wreck, and Zama beheld
-twé figuves clinging to the broken mast, and the
‘glate shonempoen the white xobes of & feale. With
-othrilling ory, Zama rushed amangst the surf, as
if Ifis feeble axm could'still the xaging of the storm;
4ud:ha wad burled baok. Agumhesﬁwthsvessel
Detneiom the drest of an enormous wave; a piercing
Jhiiek aiose abave the wild uproar of the storm—
sok $ho ill-fated vessel was swallowed up by the
waters. - Agiin Zama attempted to rush forward,

io:the vesome.of the hapless beings cast amongst the
turges whaa beholding something floating amongst
the foam, he clutched at it, and dragging it to the
nﬂ-bdnk, fodnd his worst fears confirmed—4¢ was
his diste!, In bitter agony of soul he pressed his
hpwthpoold,eold cheek of the inanimate form,.
# Aeda—ry sister—my belaved one!” he cried,
Hdoet thow ned hoanthy heart-byoken brother? She

" any

hears me not,” he cried; in‘atcents of deepest woe.
“ She is ‘gone; my last; my anly hope on &
He cest himself at the side of the hapless girly nd
sense and ‘brain s¢emed Teeling beneath the sheck
of this anlooked-for misfbréune. -« Zade, Zada!”
he shrieked, as if calling ol her name-wouid a wakon
her eronsewnmn——nndherpramd her to his bo-
som as if careases could restore her again .to life;
“8he is dead;” ho cried, as he statted np,and,gnash-
ing his teeth, shook lis outetribehed hands against
theheavems. “Yeunrelentingsndavengingpowers,”
ho excldimed, “was it too much that the poor elave
had oue fond tie to earth?” - He threw himself again
on the sand, and clasped the imsensible body of
Zeda in his arms. Suddenly he observed a Thoves
ment of her bosom. With athxillof reviving hope
hepheedhuhduponherheut,and almost
frantie with joy, he felt that it still throbbed.
“8Bhe lives—she lives ! he cried, in avoice.of raps
ture. “Oh, heaven! forgive—forgivemyblasphemy !
My own Zada,” he continued, straining her to his
breast,  we will yet be happy. I will bear theefar
amongst the forest glades,—our white oppressers
will not find us there,—we will be all in'sll to'each
other,~I will toil for thee, Zada. Oh! weekali be
happy.” A sullen roar of the waters startled him,
and, looking up, he beheld with ta'mmmghtywuve
orested with vivid fire come rolling on towards him.
Regardless of himself, his only care wasfor his ais-
ter. Throwing himself between the advancing
billow and his sister, he stretched forth his hand
as if to repel the advancing waters. . ... . .

Swept from- the sand-bank on which they had
been cast, Zama still elang by the body of his sister,
and stroggled gallantly with the swelling sarge.
Each desp-drawn sob, which buxst from his bosom,
provedthatnature wasunequal to the stern struggle,
One earnest prayer burst from his lips, and heaven
in mercy answered it. When, faint and weary
with his exertions, Zama liad abandoned every
hope of safety, his feet tounched the finm ground ;
and the bright glare of the lightning displayed the
dark fovests of the land, at a short distance hefore
bim, Clasping his helpless burden closez to his
bosom, he pressed through the, shallow: tide, and
once more trod the firm land, Breathing.a heart~
felt prayer for so miraculous an esoape, Zama, with
renewed strength, hurried through the forest, in the
hopes of reaching some abode where he gould ob-
tain aid for his sister; nor had he proogeded far,
till he reached the clearings of 8 plantation : the
lights shone brightly from the megro huts, and,
guided by them, he hurried forward, Faint and
siok at heart, he staggered against one af the outex
huts, and, listening for & little, he heard voices,
which he instantly knew to be those of dandy Tom
and Whackie.

“Pon soul, Whackis,” said Tom, “um is ob no
use for ary your eye out "hout Zams ; dey will hang
him as sure as I eat dis sweet tatie, When dey
was hab de dam insurance for seek for hang I, (de
most fassonable nigger in de city,) dere is no hope
for poor Zama.”

«If Zama was do like you,” sobbed ‘Whackie,
“he would he ssfe: he fight like man; na hide

heehef like dog, in a cella’.”.



498 PERAULT ; OR, SLAVES

«>Pon goul, Whackie, dat is insult!” responded
Tom. * Dere be few braver nigger den I-—when I
like.” Farther colloquy was cut short by Zama
bursting the door open, and, with his fainting sis-
ter in his arms, rushing into the hut.  Help,
brethren, help, for the love of heaven!” he ex-
claimed, as he sank with his burden on the floor.

“Zama, my own Zama!” yelled Whackie with
a delirium of joy, as he started up and ran to aid
him. Tom, however, sat for a second struck dumb
with terror and astonishment ; then, giving vent
to his alarm in a loud diabolical howl, he tumbled
heels over head through a window, and ran, winged
with fear, to his master, to tell of the ghost he had

seen. ,

CHAPTER XXI,

That morning was a melancholy one at Tenda
Cove. It was fixed for the execution of the insur-
gonts, and of the brave and faithful Zama. The
night had been passed in restless gloom by Mait-
land and his visiters; and when they met for their
early morning-walk, to enjoy the freshening sea~
breeze before the burning rays of the sun shot
Torth, there were traces of deep melancholy in every
face. The only exceptionsto the lachrymose coun-
tenances of the party were Galliard, and Whackie,
who followed the lientenant like his shadow, grin-
ning and giggling, and playing off his negro antics,
till Mr. Bellgrove seriously thought poor Whackie
had lost his wits. In vain did Galliard shake his
head, and try to frown at him; Whackie still
persevered in his drollery, till the rest of the party

to comment on it.

“Surely the poor fellow has not gone crazy with
grief for his friend ;> was the remark of Maitland,
a3 he beckoned on the negro to come nigh him.,
“ You seem merry this morning, Whackie,” said he,
as the negro advanced.

“Yes, Masea, I is werry merry—ha, ha, ha!”
roared Whackie, as he cut a caper in the air, and
clapped his hands. “Oh ! Missce,” cried he, with a
eomical grin to Matilda, “if you know what I is
#abey, you would dance wid joy too !

“What do you know, Whackie? Do tell me;
ther’s a good lad,” entreated Matilda.

“ Get along with you, Whackie,” cried Galliard ;
¢ wl;nt are you about ¢

“I was gone for tell Missee 'bout Zada,” said
"Whackie, lil.;ghing. e ’

“Zada!” cried Miss Bellgrofe; « what of her?”

“Fie shame, Massa Gallard,” cried Whackie,
a8 Galliard strove to push him out of the way.
“You no want for tell Missee that Zada be here.”

“Zada here?” said Miss Bellgrove, as she sud-
denly paused ; and in a few minutes Zada, who
had rapidly recovered under the care of the negro
women and Maitland’s nurse, was wrapped in the
arms of her affectionate mistress. As yet Zada
knew not that she had been saved by her brother ;

or that he was in safety and near her, concealed by
his generous friends.

This welcome intelligence was now communi-
a.;ted by Miss Bellgrove. ¢ Cheer thee, my sweet
girl,” said Matilda, “Zama is now in the care of
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friends who will aid and protect him. Let no fears
for his safety grieve thee.”

“ Alas! that he should have acted such a part,”
exclaimed Zada.

“Nay,” said Matilda; “blame him not, blame
those who forced him into the act. I will hearno
harm of my brave Zama.”

The meeting of the girl with her brother was
affectionate indeed—the very thoughts of his danger
endeared him the more to her; and her health
being once more restored, she became his watchful
guard and attendant, and would scarcely leave
him, unless Whackie was nigh to watch in her
place.

In a retired apartment in the mansion-house at
Tenda Cove, Mr. Bellgrove consulted with Maitland
and Galliard, concerning Zama’s future prospects,
Zama and Whackie stood close by them.

“ It seems to me the best project to get him
safely out of this country, and sent to Liberia,”
said Mr. Bellgrove.

“T beg leave to object to that proposal,” said
Maitland. “ Liberia as yet is but a chimera ; and
it will be many a long year ere it realize the hopes
of its founders. His talents would be completely
lost there. However, let him answer for himself.”

“Ts there any other part of Africa you would
wish to go to?” inquired Mr. Bellgrove at Zama.

“ Alas! no,” said Zama, mournfully. *Poor
lost Africa! There the strong oppress the weak—
and slavery, in all its hideousness, reigns through-
out the land: the brother sells his brother, the
parents their offspring, and rapine rules uncurbed;
why then should I wish to go to the land of my
forefathers, to mourn over the degradation of its
people.”

“ No, Zams,” eried Whackie, eagerly, “no go to
Africa. Masea Joolay is tell I, dat all de people go
naked dere!—Oh fie shame! de nasty ondecent
waggybones! Um no decent place. No, 10,
Zama ; no go to Africa.”

Maitland could scarcely refrain from smiling at
'Whackie's denunciation of African fashions ; while
Galliard, laughing, said, “Well, Whackie, suppose
we send you and Tom out there,”

“Ki! no, Massa,” answered Whackie, with &
look of disgust. “Tom eould neber live wid people
dat is go wantin’ trousa’; I no like dat—um is no
Christine—Xki ! fie shame !”

“ The influence which & mind like yours would
have over the untutored rabble, would lesd to
great good amongst them,” said Mr. Bellgrove to
Zama. )

“ 1t is not by individual examples that Africsis

to be raised in the scale of nations”
Zama. “Some powerful civilized nation mast take
the lead ; and by opening up the vast resources of
80 rich a quarter of the world, introduce the bles-
ings of peace and refinement. Then, and not till
then, will Africa know her own power.”

“1 admire your sentiments, Zama,” said Mai-
land; “and I trust in God, that the dsy is not f*
distant when Africa will arouse from her ldlplxz‘i
May I anticipate your wishes, Zama?” contind
Maitland, kindly. “There is a land where thenegro

is free ; where his freedom was gained by his %"
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exertions and bravery ; where freedom will reign
in defiance of the white man’s power, and where a
mind like yours will rise to eminence—that land is
Hq“‘"’

Zama started, and looked confused ; while Mr.
Bellgrove sat silent, and Whackie muttered,  Dat
must be queer place.”

“¢ Recent events,” said Zama, “ make me almost
tremble at that name; but to that land I would
gladly turn for safety.”

¢ Then,” said Mr. Bellgrove, rising, “since that
is your wish, youn shall go to Hayti.”

. An arrangement was speedily entered into, by
which Maitland agreed to give Zama one of his
small schooners which traded to the West Indies ;
and Galliard undertook to see the captain of the
vessel and bring him privately to Tenda Cove.
This was done to the satisfaction of all parties ; and
the captain of the vessel agreed to sail without de-
lay, whenever the signal-flag at Tenda Cove should
be hoisted, which was to be the sign of danger.

1 fear that you are placing yourself too rashly in
danger,” said Zada to her brother, as they wandered
into a flowery glade near Maitland’s mansion-house.
¢ Porhaps there may be spies around you now.”

“ Fear not for me, my sister,” he answered ; “but
since my rambling here distresses thee, I will re-
turn.” He turned, and Zada, leaning on his
shoulder, looked fondly in his face and said, “Ina
few days you will be free from such surveillance;
till then I must be your keeper.”

“Alas! my sister, there will be one pang, and
that s bitter one, to wring my heart at setting out.”
“What is it, Zama?” said the fond girl, in alarm.

“The thoughts that I must leave thee behind
me,” he answered.

“ Surely,” she exclaimed, as she clung to him,
“ surely you will not leave me ! Shall I not go with
you? you will not refuse? 'When you are in sick-
ness, Who could tend you so carefully and so
fondly as your Zada; when you are in sorrow,
who will cheer you so lovingly as your own sister?
You must take me with you—I cannot live separate
from you. It will break my very heart, to think
of your being cast amongst strangers, and no one
nigh to cheer youn.”

“You forget, my dear Zada, that it is notin my
power to take thee with me,” answered her brother,
while the tear glistened in his eye.

“Why not ?” said the girl, eagerly; “if I am will-
ing to go with you——Why do you turn from me?
Brother, you are weeping.”

“Oh | Zada,” he said, in a voice almost choked with
emotion, “God knows I would cheerfully bear thee
through the world with me ; gladly would I toil
day and night to keep thee happy. You forget
myustsnotwithmetoremwetheefrom this

“Who does it rest with, then?” she inquired,
looking earnestly on him.

“With your owxer, Zada!—You dare not run
away from your mistress—you forget that you
ave a slave !

With a piercing shriek the poor girl threw her-
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self into his arms. “Zama, Zama!” she cried,
¢ you will drive me mad!”

“My poor sister,” he said, “you feel the bitter
curse of slavery now.”

“Alas! alas!” she sobbed, “bitter indeed—I
little thought of this.”

“ Nay, cheer thee, Zada,” he said ; “ we will not
be long separated. I will toil hard, and late and
early ; I will save all my hard-won earnings, and
buy thy freedom : then you will join me, and then
we will be truly happy.”

“Ah me,” she sobbed, “how degraded I feel !
How sunk in the scale of creation to be bought and
sold ! Hateful, hateful thought !”

“Banish that thought,” said Zama; “you will
soon be free. Dry up your tears. See, Major Mait-
land approaches.”

They were now joined by Maitland, who stated
that he had some intelligence for Zama, and request~
ed him to accompany him. “ You seem grieved,
Zada,” added Maitland, addressing her; © what dis-
tresses you now 3”’

Zama answered for her. “ She is grieved at part-
ing from me. She would wish, were it in her power,
to accompany me to Hayti—but—-"

“I understand you,” said Maitland, looking fix-
edly at him. “However, rest assured you shall
not be long separated.”

“ Heaven bless you!” exclaimed Zada; “I will
comfort myself with that hope.”

They reached the mansion-house; and Maitland
requesting Zama to follow him, led the way to a
retired apartment. “And now,” said Maitland, “I
am commissioned by Mr. Bellgrove to hand you
this packet, which contains your manumission.”

Zama started. His hand trembled as he took
the packet and pressed it to his heart. 'With quiver-
ing lips and tearful eyes, he breathed forth to
heaven the earnest prayer of a grateful, though
penitent bosom.

Maitland turned to the window, and Zama had
time to compose himself. In broken accents he
thanked Maitland for his kindness, who, smiling,
answered— Independently of the gratitudeIought
to feel for your saving my life, I owe you a still
deeper debt of gratitude for saving the life of one
whom I hold dearer to me than life itself.”

Zama bent his head, and faintly said, “ May you
be happy in each other! Heaven must surely emile
on the union of two generous, npble hearts.”

Maitland sighed, and, turning to a table, lifted
therefrom a small box, which he presented to Zama.

“Take this,” he said. In it you will find the
only means to make your freedom available to you.”
Zama took the box, and feeling it was heavy, in-
quired what it contained.

“That,” answered Maitland, smiling, “which
the world worships—without which, talents, genius,
nsy, virtue itself, is spurned at.”

It must be & powerful talisman,” said Zama.

“Yes,” added Maitland ; “it is the key to human
hearts—tis GOLD. In that box you will find
three hundred doubloons. On your arrival in
Hayti, purchase a small tract of land, and by
steadinessand industry strive to gain independence.”

¢ Pardon me,” said Zams, as he replaced the
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bax .en ithe. fabll; “I! cannot.: siedépt of this Kind’
gift . by my own indusiry widl I gdn:my -haresd
without - a-burdento any ope'/ - ..

“And thereby,” said Maitland, * 1okt :thi froe-
dom. thet yon prize so.much, You heveneyer yet
sxperiencad. the humilistion which: a:prond. heart
foola,; on soliviting from the kands of some puies-
prond upsart; the bard-eeumed. pitiance. dwenfor
ytmr labour..- From, that degradation L-wointld aave
you,, . Nay; L am oo, manh of the. Yankee fa give,
my gold away gratis—I merely give yom Ahis.eum |
i Joan, and depend on yourinduskry inae it.
Lingist, therefone, on your melmm . thmt
the hox imte Zama's hand. ..‘!
.. $Then,” paid &ema, “since yow' gene
mcheq.muunulymﬁ‘etme tolpph‘&k! of
ikin purchaaing my sister’s freedom.”.

' Maitland sheok his. head, and amwaro&, “No, pésted -

nor—that would insult Miss Ballgrove, . LoaveZadals
freedom to e, Souyms, he ayoee and -left; the
apartmank - . -

.Mise Bellgrave was, denply gruwod £ Tose bct
beloved Zada ; bnt,toogonammsewmthe
aigibr from the. bredher, i::‘n; &m:mwuon m:;:
formally arrenged ; end -Mait!
his nurse prepare everything fitting for Zadwe de-
pamuxe, went in quest of Galhud. aadexphmed
hu views to him.. -

. % Do you net thiak, &h&honmhndheeuunt
to the Northern States ;w h:g:tamo qmum
deabcg § Fengeancey AN QWL D!
in the world?” inguized Galliard st Maitland; as
tha)l sauntered down the avenne towards the heach,

.. “Na,* wnswared Maitland, * Threngheut the
wbolplmgthandhmdthofou:iaudthepm
negro is spurned and despiseds”” -+ .- .. L

“But when anti-slarery sgoieties are qmngmg np
amongs them, surely a elever-and : talented nogro
like Zama would meet with attentiom frem them.?

< Yes; make a lion of him for a day; then $osy
him ao;de as unworthy of farther mties.” .

“ The Northern States people appeax to.esteem
the negroes amongst them; and in general the firee
negroes there are steady and industrions citizens.”

« Still, the white citizens, from the highest to the
lowest ranks, look upon the negro as of inferier
caste to themselves, Ask even the moet philanthro-
pic of your Northern States men to it down at the
same table, and paxtake of the same cheer with a
negro: you will see the white man—the man who
claims the poor negro for a brother—start with hor-
ror, and i spurn the inyitation,”

«You must admit that the negroes are inferior,
in every sense af the word, to the white population
of the States,” m:ged Galhand

« And why,” said Maitland, “ can the mgro
mind not be raised to the same standard of perfac-
tion a8 that of the white man? Where will you
find more apt scholars than the negroes in genéral?
Educate them; place them in their proper statien
in a free oonntry—-cnd,trwme,themgmes,m
point of intellwt and genius, will soen equl their
white brethren.”

_Conversing thus, the two friends strolled arm-in-
arm. along the beach, when an unusual bustle at
the landing-place atttacbed theirattention ; apd pro~
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.eeding thither: thej ubeerved, to thetr mutusl sur-
prise, qur old friend-Jodlay hfaulmutaunoeby
half a-dozen negrods; - "

- [ Eagy-—easy, now, you kavﬂlain:l'!”'md\'ﬁ
the Overseer 3 “gently; now, yeu eternal chimmey
aweepa ! That'l da, mow-«T'm on mly trotterd shee
miore;- Help. me up to the howds, will yﬂ”' e

“1 am heartily wlad to see' you, Mx . hid
siid Maitiand, sppronching. smd' shdking Joolay
kindly by the “hand. .. Whlcome to Tondh' Gﬂve"

“Thank ye, thank ye,” said the Overséer. “Hat*
hawried, as Ghlliard adwanced, “ha! you waggish
PRpply, are'you here? . Shakw'paws, my tastling®
And Jeoley guasped: the- hughmg- Iﬂmmnm by
| the hand with hearty

“ Bless me, M Joblay,” n&d thlud 4f¥er the
custonary saludstions had been ended, < T iiidle ex-
to see you: vemture so far fwom home. - §
heard ¢hat you had got. your leg lnvkevm tbo lut
engagément with the Indians.”

: % No, noy” answered Joolay; “my hy mhu’t
brokie; just & st of a slap' orack-kept wiv aded
for éwe er thres days.. ' I feel it yet tremendously
~—quitelame, you see” And the Overeeer limped
a step or two, till his eyarested onthe physiogriany
of a.nogre. grinning at bim. * Ha!" oried Jdolay,
¢ is that you, Whackie? Come hele, you rascel.”
‘Whaokie abeyed the order, and Joulay, taking him
by the ear, tumed with a prowd look to Maitland
and - fiallisrd, and said—“This ehap, gentlemen, is
a negro of my up-bringing; I used %o flogr kim;
when lie was a little pig o' & nigger, worsé than
any piccaninny om the whole estate;’ dida'y I,
Whaokie?”. he added, appeeling to his disciple fors
cenfirmatien of the facts The negro; howeven,
semed. to have enterthninbd no.gweat ides. .of: the
Overneer's. system of tuitiom, for he lookhd very
sulky as he grunted,

“Yu,llma,yauwrygood\atﬁngpe. L-

“Yes, gentlemen,” continued Joolsy, “I trained
him wocordin’ to Scripture; and, sdopting vid King
Solemon’s rule, I didn’e spare the rod. . I thrashed
him aq:if he were my owm sem; and see what jds
come to | - He has saved the cxty--abeﬁhnvfna
nigger, with.a thousand dellats n-yeary darm mes!”

Maitland smiled as:he said, “Certainly, by yeur
own account, you have given the honest
cause for loviag the white people. I weuld rely
more on. his own goud hoart tlmnyouun\nhnior
his saving the city.”

“I thraghed it into himh, Sir. Ah! hdsanme-
tionate cnqtun,Whaolne ” said the Ovameer:: -

“They say, that themore yunﬂnmhn-ﬂtgﬂu
more it lovea you,” said Galliard: “pcﬂnpwﬂm
is the system you act upon.” .

“ Exaetly s0,” answeved Jooky. “Bu,smﬂ&
men, I've almost forgot my business here; Xou:
see, I couldn’t think of poor Zama:being under the:
chokification concern yonder withous. sne:.seelbg
him aforehand.—So,sick and ill as I vae, I got into
the canoe, and was rowed to town. Weell,-E Went:
early in the morning to see him ; but; mygmky,
what a row!—the bird was ﬂown-ha priscks empty
—whew!” - . o e cpde

“Tt must have crented agxmt nohe mtm-;
said Maitland,




PERAULT ; OR, SLAVES

“ Noise—oh! my!” exclaimed the Overseer,
“ what a cursing among the guard! Some swear-
ing in Dutch, some in Spanish, some in French,
some in broad Scotch, and some in ¢lligant Irish—
whew! Babel was a humbug to't for confusion.
But Colonel Waldenberg was the worst of all : he
was actually frantic, and swore to extinctify the
whole guard himself for letting Zama escape.”

“ Waldenberg seems to hold the poor fellow in
mortal hatred,” said Maitland; “ what can be the
reason of it?”

“TI've a half guess,” answered Joolay, with a
knowing look. “Among ourselves, I think the
Colonel is indebted to Zama for getting the thick-
ness of his skull ascertained.”

¢ Impossible ! said Maitland.

¢ There’s no imposeibility in the matter,” said
Joolay. “Zama was the very chap to do it. His
sister was carried off—Waldenberg was said to be
the cause—Zama meets him—a row is kicked up
—Zama breaks the Colonel’s head—it’s a mercy it
was strong enough—then ruus off; and, afraid of
losing his right hand for striking a white man, or
of losing his life, joins the insurgents. Phoo! it's
as plain as mud on a door.”

“ This may explain the cause of Waldenberg’s
hatred,” said Maitland.

“ It strikes me as being true,” said Galliard;
“and Waldenberg, afraid to have it said that he1
was struck by a negro, would wash out the offence
in Zama’s blood.” :

“ Just s0,” said Joolay. ¢ Zama falls into the
Colonel's hands, who, having the law on his side,
tries to get the nigger hanged, and so square
accounts,—the nigger escapes, and Waldenberg
is up again in blazes. He'll hunt Zama down if
he’s in the States, as sure as my granny ’s dead and
buried.”

“The sooner Zama gets out of his power the
better,” said Maitland.

“So say I,” added Joolay. ¢ So, thinking Zama
would flee to the plantations again, I sent trusty
chaps to hide him; and hearing that Waldenberg

he was on thisisland, and that troops were
ordered to search it, I got crammed into a boat, and
came off here direct to give the hint.”

Maitland and Galliard looked at each other;
while Whackie, bursting into tears, cried out, “ Oh,
my poor Zama—oh Maja Maitlam’—oh, Massa Gal-
lard, do save him!” o«

“We will, my faithful fellow. Do you see yon-
der flag-staff on the top of my mansion-house?” and
he pointed out the spot to Whackie.

“'Wot,” said Whackie, “ yon long pole dat I is
see above de trees?”

The same,” said Maitland. “Ascend instantly
to the top balcony of the house, and hoist a red
fag to the top of yon pole.”

‘Whacekie flew with speed to obey this command;
and in a brief space a large red flag fluttered from
the 3

«All is right now,” said Maitland. “Let us re-
tarn to the house.”

“ But what the plague has that red dish-clout to
o with Zama’s safety {” cried Joolay.

%Yon shall see,” answered Maitland,
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Leaning on Maitland and Galliard, Joolay slow-
ly hobbled to the house, and in front thereof was
met by Whackie. “I is do right, Massa?” he in-
quired, with an eager look.

“ Quite right, my good lad,” said Maitland.

Ascending the staircase, they entered the upper
saloon, where Matilda and Letia were standing
admiring some large roses, around which a number
of brilliant humming-birds were fluttering. * Mr.
Joolay!” exclaimed both ladies, as they flew to-
wards him.

¢ Yes, my loves—just old Tom Joolay,” cried
he, as he grasped them by the hands. I declare
I'm getting quite childish now!” he continued, as
he wiped his eyes. “I’ve got water in the head
surely, for my eyes have got into a vile habit of
overflowing of late.” While answering the kind
inquiries as to his health, Joolay observed a side-
door open and a female figure enter the room. His
nether jaw dropped—his eyes became distended,
and a shock went through his whole frame as his
look became fixed on the face of Zada.  Heaven
protect me!” he exclaimed, ¢ what is that?”

“ Mr. Joolay,” exclaimed that sweet voice which
had been 80 long unheard by him, “have you for-
gotten your poor Zada?”

These words broke the Overseer’s trance. “Zada!”
he exclaimed, with a burst of joy, “Zada! no—is
it possible?—have youagaincometous?” Hecaught
her in his arms; and stillas if doubting her identity,
passed his hands over her brow, and looked fondly
and earnestly in her face.—“Ay, my sweet girl, it
is you. The eye is dimmer, though, and the cheek
thinner than they were on the banks of the Wan-
doo. I wish I had the grand rascal who played
you such a trick. Darn his buttons! I’d kick him
up to the sky and back again!”

“ T have another truant to present to you,” said
Zada, as she stepped to the door and brought Zama
forward.

“Eh!” roared Joolay, “magic by the’ternal! Am
I awake or dreaming? will nobody pull my nose
or kick me, till I find if this be reality 7—Zama, is
it you or your ghost?”

It is the unfortunate Zama you behold,” said
the negro.

“Didn’t d say so?” cried Joolay. “Tarnation!
I'm so happy—if that darned Indgine hadn’t a-
slapped that bullet into where it shouldn’t ’a been
—1I could almost dance with joy. Don’t think
shame, my boy—you're a brave fellow, That
comes o’ being brought up by me—nateral genius
polished up by art.”

The Overseer’s joy was interrupted by young
Bellgrove hastily entering the apartment and beck-
oning Maitland aside. “There is a schooner,” said
the young man, “bearing down the bay under a
heavy press of sail, with our private signal at her
mast-head.”

“All is as it should be,” said Maitland.
where is your father and Mr, Norrisville ?”

“ They are on the balcony watching the move-
ments in the bay.”

The upper balcony commanded a full view of the
bay; and at the time Maitland ascended, he observ-
ed Mr, Bellgrove with a telescope, anxiously direct-

“But
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ing Mr. 'Norrisville’s attention to a large boat ap-
proaching the island. It is an armed body of men
I am certain,” said Mr. Bellgrove. “I see the
sunbeams glancing on their muskets and bayonets.
‘What think you, Major?” he added, as he handed
thetelescope to Maitland, who,taking a hasty glance
through it, exclaimed, It is part of the city-guard,
—we must disappoint theirerrand, Come, gentle-
men, we must get Zama and his sister away in-
stantly.”

%It will be a painful parting,” said Mr. Bellgrove,
with a deep sigh. '

* ¥ wish to spare them the pain of a formal fare-
wel},” said Maitland. And he led Zada from the
apartment, and hurried her to the beach where the
canoe was waiting.

“What is wrong 2 mald the poor girl, as he re-
quested her to step into the canoe, “Is my brother
in danger?”

Maitland pointed to the schooner, and answered.
“That vessel which is now bearing down on us, is
the one which carries Zama to Hayti. Nay, my
sweet girl, do not tremble so. Your brother goes
from this land with every means to make him
happy.” Zada raised her eyes and fixed them on
his, with a look so fond, so beaming bright, and
yet so melancholy, that Maitland’s heart thrilled to
the very core. Those beautiful gazelle-like eyes
glowed with all the sensitive feelings of the gentle
girPs heart; and Maitland started and felt confus-
ed, as a thought, nay almost a conviction, rushed
through his mind, that the girP’s affections were
centred on himself, Zada seemed to read his
thoughts, as, with a deep sigh, she drooped her head
and burst into tears. “There are happier days in
store for you, my gentle Zada,” he said, as he press-
ed her hand. “Let not the feelings of your heart
at this moment pain you: all is better than you
expect.” He placed her in the canoe, and at that
moment was joined by Galliard and young Bell-

ove.
ngn the meantime Mr. Beligrove had mentioned
to Zama that the vessel was waiting for him, and
that his sister had gone to the beach to meet with
him; when Whackie, with terror depicted on his
countenance, rushed into theroom. “Fly! Zama,
fly,” he cried. “ Captain Riley and Sargem Van-
burg, wid ‘lot ob de city guard, hab landed on de
island in search ob you—Oh! save youshef!”

Zama grasped Mr. Bellgrove's hand, and, press-
ing it to his bosom, said, “ Can you forgive me for
the grief I have occasioned, by my ingratitude, to

ou?”

“Fully and freely, my noble-minded Zama,”
said Mr. Bellgrove. * Farewell! In your future
career never deviate from the strict path of virtue,
and you will find peace and happiness. Heaven
bless you!”

Zama turned to Miss Bellgrove, who, advancing
towards him, stretched out her hands. The negro’s
frame shook with agitation, as, with a convulsive
sob, he sprang forward and flung himself at her feet.
¢¢ Farewell, dear lady, farewell,” he cried, in a voice
almost choked with anguish. “May all the bliss
that a fond heart can wish you, be yours through
life!” e grasped her hand, and pressed it to his
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forehead, his lips, and his heart, while his hot seald-
ing tears fell fast upon it. “God bless you! God
bless you!”  One look, in which all the feelings
of his soul were concentrated, was for an instant
riveted on her—one deep-drawn troubled sigh, and
Zama rushed from her presence, leaving her over-
whelmed with sorrow and confusion, from which
she was aroused by Joolay bellowing out, “ There’s
ingratitude for you !—Zama—T.ord preserve me!
he's off—and never bade me good-by !*

Zama sped swiftly towards the beach, when
‘Whackie, breathless with speed, overtook him.
“Zama,” panted the affectionate fellow, * you is
angry wid I?”

“ No, my kind-hearted friend. Farewel,
‘Whackie ; may you be happier than your heart-
broken, exiled Zama 1’

¢ See,” said Whackie, as he tore the golden me-
dal, thegiftof the citizensof Carlville, from hisneck,
“dig is gold—take him—seH him ; de money will
do you good.”

There was a sternness in Zama’s look as he spurned
the offering, and said, “ Whackie, if you love your
countrymen, never show that medal to an African.”

“See, den,” said Whackie, pulling forth a large
well-filled purse, dis is dollars : do take ’em.”

“ Not a dollar—not a cent,” said Zama. v

¢ May I come to Hayti and see you, den?* im-
plored Whackie. v yo%

¢ Most welcome,” said Zama, as he pressed his
hand;” and you will see the home of the free
negro !

They now joined Maitland and his friends on
the beach ; and bidding them adieu, Zama stepped
into the boat. “ And now, my beloved sister,” he
said, addressing Zada, “ we must part for a while.”

“Not s0,” cried Maitland, as he advanced and
handed Zama a paper. “Behold her manumission
—she is free—she goes with you, Gop bless and
prosper you both!” He signed to the rowers, and
instantly the canoe shot rapidly through the waves.
Zada cast herself on her brother’s bosom, and wept
bitterly ; and his own feelings were too powerful
for restraint. 'They speedily reached the schooner,
and were taken on board ; all sail was hoisted to
the breeze, and the fond brother and loving sister
were wafted over the wide waters to a strange land.

A very different scene was passing in the city of
Carlville. It was the day fixed for the wholesale
execution of Perault and his comrades; and for
miles around, multitudes of people thronged to the
prairie, near the lines to the westward of Carlville;
and thousands were assembled, gazing on a huge
long gallows, which loomed from the ramparts to-
wards the sky, its horrid outline clearly marked
against the horizon. This gallows was com
of four huge upright posts, with cross-beams at the
top, from whence dangled twenty-three ropes, W}th
the detestable noose to each, indicating the shocking
purpose for which they were destined. The plsi-
form on which the wretched sufferers were to be
stationed, consisted of one long beam supported by
three large props, behindeach of which twohideous-
looking mulattoes were stationed, with large ham
mers, to strike them away at the given signal
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File upon fils of armed troops marched up, and
took their station in front of the scaffold: the bells
of the city were heard in the distance, tolling, as
it might be said, in mockery of the approaching
execution, and pealing the solemn funeral knell
in the ears of the poor sufferers. The sound of the
muffled drums rolled in solemn cadence along the
lines ; and a loud buzz of voices, and exclamations
of expectancy and triumph arose, as the Cadet Bri-
gade marched solemnly forward to the foot of the
scaffold, and, opening their ranks, exposed to view,
the doomed ringleaders of the rebellion. Chained
two by two, Perault and his companions advanced
with firm undaunted step to the gallows; and each,
a8 he ascended the platform, looked with s smile
of scorn and defiance on the assembled thousands
who had come to witness their dying struggles.
At length the chains were removed, and each was
pinioned ; then the spectators observed for the first
time, that one place of the platform was vacant,
and angry inquiries arose amongst the crowd, why
the intended victim was not brought forth. The
victim, it was rumoured, had escaped—1twas
Zama !

The hateful preparations were at length gone
through, and a number of clergymen addressed the
sufferers, who spurned at their exhortations, and
ordered them to be silent nor disturb their dying
moments. One addressed himself to Perault, who
scornfully ordered him to be gone ; and turning to
his companions, Perault addressed them in their
native tongue, exhorting them to show, by their
firmness, that they gloried in the cause for which
they suffered, and hoped that their example might
yet arouse the drooping spirits of their brethren.
A wild, loud, and rapturous shout from his com-
panions burst forth, as he finished his address, an:
the loud peal of “Africa and freedom!” again

rung on the ears of the astonished whites. The
signal was then instantly given ; but a fearful and
soul-harrowing scene ensued. The wild sound of
the negroes’ war-cry had alarmed and startled the
executioners; and such was their trepidation and
want of skill, that they struck away the props
from one end only of the platform—which fell in
a slanting direction, leaving the other end firmly
fixed on the upmost prop. The unfortunate beings,
who were placed at the lower end, were instantly
strangled ; whilst those whose feet still rested on the
standing platform, were thrown into great agony—
some hanging half suffocated and struggling vio-
lently, and others uttering loud shrieks of pain.
These shouts were echoed by the dense mass of spec-
tators, and loud entreaties of “Fire upon them ! Oh!
put them out of pain!” arose from every quarter.
The Cadet Brigade levelled their rifles, and pouredin
a volley upon the struggling sufferers; but scarcely
had the smoke cleared away, when the crowd, in
amazement, beheld Perault, who had stood firm
upon the raised end of the platform, burst asunder
the bands which bound his arms, then, tearing the
halter from his neck, and the cap from his face, he
sprang with outstretched hands from the platform.
“ Fire upon him! he will escape!” was now the
cry, when, in a voice like the shrill angry blast of
a trumpet, sounding to the farthest corner of the
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densely-crowded plain, he cried, % Yo monsters! ye
traffickers in human blood and flesh ! how my soul
loathes and abhors ye! Think not that by this
foul deed ye have crushed the negroes’ hopes of
freedom. The day will yet come, when the poor
negro will burst the chains of slavery asunder,
and bitterly repay the wrongs which he has suffered ;
then shall this foul scene be remembered to you—
then shall retribution be meted out. Curses on
you all'—Even in death the negro spurns at
and defies you!” He staggered back a few paces,
and fell prostrate, when the executioners recovering
from their fit of terror approached him; but a
young officer from the Cadets stepped forward, and
motioned them back.

“He is dying,” said the young man. ¢ See ye
not how the blood is flowing from his breaat over
his white dress? Back and teuch him not—he
was a brave man.”

From the faint heavings of his bosom, and dif-
ficulty of respiration, Perault was evidently fast
dying, and the blood bubbling over his white ves-
ture showed his wounds were many and severe,
Feebly raising his head, his eyes rested for an in-
stant on the dead bodies of the insurgents suspended
on the gallows. His features softened with emotion.
My poor unhappy countrymen!” he murmured.
“We hoped for better fates than this; but we are
Jree—they cannot chain or bind our fleeting souls.”
His head drooped faintly on the ground, and almost
inaudibly he uttered, “ Home of my childhood !—
thy sunny vales and thy palm groves arise upon
my view——I come!—I come !—spirits of my
fathers !—receive me!—"’ One feeble struggle, and
Peravrr, the daring and ambitious insurgent, was
hushed in death,

CONCLUSION,

The conclusion of our story is taken from the
Carlville Courier and other newspapers of that city.
In the former, the following statement appeared
shortly after tjle events before narrated :—

“We are sorry to inform the public, that the
negroes still display feelings of hostility towards
their masters, which in many instances lead to the
most melancholy results. On the 23d curt., while
Colonel Waldenberg of Elmwood was crossing the
Savannah river in a canoe, rowed by negroes, one of
them gave the Colonel some insolent language ; upon
which the Colonel inatantly struck him a violent
blow with hiscane. The slave, starting up, struck
the Colonel with one of the paddles of the cance,
and, melancholy to narrate, the canoe was upset in
the struggle, and the Colonel and two of the negroes
were drowned.”

In another paper the following appeared :—
“We learn, from undoubted authority, that Zama,
one of the principal ringleaders in the late negro
insurrection, formerly the slave of Mr. Bellgrove,
and who broke from prison the night preceding the
execution of the other conspirators, has effected his
escape to Hayti; and now holds a high situation
in the Haytian government.”

Some months thereafter, the marriage of Miss
Bellgrove and Colonel (late Major) Maitland ap-
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peared in the public papers, along with that of
Captain (late Lieutenant) Galliard and Miss Nor-
risville. .

Whackie accompanied young Bellgrove on a
tour through part of Europe ; and old Joolay obtain-
ed the management of Myrtlegrove in addition to
that of Bellgrove; while Mr. Bellgrove and Mr.
Norrisville took up their residence in the city.

Tom was offered his liberty, but refused it; and
strutted about as *de most fassonable nigger in

PERAULT ; OR, SLAVES AND THEIR MASTERS.

town,” till younger dandies sprang up, and thrus
him out of the good graces of “de fair sex.” Then,
Tom took unto himself a wife, of whom, howerver,
he seems to entertain no high opinion ; for, when
jested with on the subject of his marriage, Tom puts
on a most dolorous look, shakes his head, and
mutters, “’Pon soul, dat marry is no joke!” He
is often seen with his friend Haman, indulging in
gin-sling, and telling him to *Tank de Lor, for
put wisdom in Haman head for live single man!”

WORDS FOR MUSIC.

No. I. MAID’S SONG.

Sicn of the western sea !
Wind that softly passes—
Murmur here, nor haste to be
With the idle leaves and grasses.—
Heedless all, it flutters by—
‘What a lonely thing am I'!

Bird on my bower alight !
—Not for me he singeth ;
But to join the merry flight
Fast and far away he wingeth.
All are sporting in the sky—
What a lonely thing am I!

Lily! I tended thee,
Like a gentle sister !

—She is courted by the bee,
Breathing, when the truant kiss’d her,
All her sweetness in a sigh—

‘What a lonely thing am I'!

There to the cooing dove,
‘Woodland Echo listens ;
O’er a world of life and love,
Strewing bloom, the Sammer glistens :
—But for me t O sad reply \—
What a lonely thing am I!

No. II. YOUTH’S SONG.

Her footstep is the airiest
That falls on summer ground ;
Her wicked eye the wariest
Of all that glance and wound.
So winsomely, so heedlessly,
She ruins all she knows ;
O they will perish needlessly,
‘Who doat on Lady Rose !

There’s not & promise bindeth her ;
She’s fairest when she feigns ;

And every heart that mindeth her,
Must pine for life in chains.

And while she rules them frowardly,
There’s none that dare oppose ;

The bravest will turn cowardly
When led by Lady Rose!

Her rivals own her beautiful ;
Her victims think her kind ;

She makes the proudest dutiful ;
She turns the wisest blind.

There’s such a charm, subduing you,
In every glance she throws,

A look ’s enough to ruin you—
O! iy from Lady Rose!,

No. II-WINTER SONG.

Must you ooy it still, Fairy,
Now that summer ’s over,
And the days are dark and chill ¢
—Look around, and, if youn will,
Choose another lover !

‘While the sky was warm and bright,

And the glow-worm shone all night,

And the dsys in flowers were dress’d,

I could fiatter with the rest,
—Then my heart was light, Fairy—
Now I cannot jest.

With the summer-bees, Fairy,

And the swallows vieing,

You have changed with every breeze ;—

Is it time for flights like these,
When the year is dying t

Now that all is cold and gray,

Stiller thought will have its way :

If the Summer’s charm beguiles

‘Wishes cross’d by froward wiles,
—When the Sun ’s away, Fairy,
Love must bask in smiles !

I have paid with seng, Fuairy,

Every trick you play’d me :
Though your wildness did me wrong,
Though you tried and vex’d me long,

—Such a slave you made me !
‘Would you keep me still your own,
Syren, breathe a kinder tone.
1 have served the summer through ;
Winter comes t0 claim his due,

If I have not won, Fairy,

Bid me cease to woo.

No. IV.—FORESTER’S LAY.

The bloom was hanging on the vine

That noon you pass’d amid the May;
‘Was never heart so free as mine,

But ever sinoe I fret and pine,
And wake the night, and waste the dsy
The vintage ripens in the vale,—
And I am here to tell my tale !
My horse upon the breesy hill ;

The red-deer eoueh.i.nf in the dew;
My greyhound ranging loose at will ;
My forest-lodge, my woodman’s skill,

Are Jost ; I lost shem all for yoa !
I journey’d many a weary mile ;
I came ;—and now you will not smile !
I linger in the glaring street ;
I lay me at your door at night,
To hearken for your fairy feet ;
And though you scorn me when we meet,
I seek you still—as flowers the light !
Your very frown, so strange and oold,
I love it more than mines of gold !

Come to our forest-walks again |
A kinder Nature whispers there,
That never Love should plead in vain.
And you shall listen till the strain

Is softer yet, and learn to care:
I cannot cure, I oannot fly

The pain of such a careless eye ! v
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