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THE MARTYR MOTHER.

BY FRANCES ELIZABETH DAVIES.

CriLp of afiluence and luxury! Thou who,
surrounded by pleasure, hast no anxiety but to
obtain fresh gauds and toys to garnish forth the
ceaseless round of decoration and display! hast
thou ever thought how many live obscurely—
many as naturally gifted, nay, perchance, born
to as proud a station, that, by some casualty of
life, have been hurled from wealth to want, and
left to struggle with the world, through unac-
customed hardships and most weary toils?

O, chosen child of Fortune! thou that baskest
in the sunshine of prosperity, and makest to
thyself griefs from gladness—pause ere you cast
aside the richly-embroidered robe, spare the
costly wreath from the contemptuous spurnings
ef thy disdainful foot; pause, ere a new fancy
please thee, to think upon the tears dropped
frem eyes as lovely as thine own, which may
have bedewed and hellowed the creation of
each mimic flower. Couldst thou but guess the
anguished throes that rent the bosom of the ar-
tiste, or know the noble objects for which she
labored, surely pity would spare some offerings
from Fashion’s shrine, to ransom, by adequate
remuneration, thy well-born country womsen
from some portion of their ill-paid employments.

Hapless European slaves. Born in a land of
boasted freedom, yet toiling unpitied in dim
chambers to create cheap luzuries for the rich—
more happy is the Negro, for he riots upox his
e8ge and his freedom, procured for him by the
munificent bounty of those, whose sickly sensi-
bility faints over legendary tales of African en-
ormity, while it suffers the delicate daughters of
England, to wither and drop by thousands into
the grave, dug for them by their unremunerative
labors!

Stroll with me, fortune’s favorite! and I will
shew thee scenes in thy gay and gilded metro-
polis, that were never pictared to thy glowing
faney—scenes that may make thee wise to un-
derstand the value of thy superior destiny!

Or, thou favored of Heaven! thrice blest in
possession of the wealth, thatis asthe handmaid
to thy kind and bounteous heart.  Faithful
steward of a heavenlv Lord, who layest up daily
precious stores for a blessed hereafter, wouldst
thou seek new objects for thy benevolence?
then come with me. Not in lanes andalleys
will we go, where fever dwells, and crime
stalks triumphantly, and gratitude dies;—not
among the loathed and loathsome will we
walk; fqr there, though we find misery conspi-
cuous, 1t 1s not there that her incursions are
the most fatal.

In such, the people, indeed, may want; but
they can ask, and find relief,—their poverty is
their passport to their richer neighbours. But
far different is the fate of the well-born poor;
to them each day brings the painful task to.con-
ceal their dire recessity; their'’s is a continual
struggle to maintain the serablance of that com-
petence, vyhich is their’s no longer, and, under
a show of decency, to conceal their actual suf-
ferings.

These indeed, are the truly poer,—these the
real objects for well.chosen charity; for their
resources are scanty in proportion to their for-
mer effluence.  Would they seek help from
former friends, the plague-spot is upon them;
would they seek industriai occupation among
strangers, their gentle habits are held to incapa-
citate them to all useful purposes! And so,thus
doubly bereft af money, and. the means to pro-
cure it, what resource have they but that, which
alone is ready to receive them?—7iE GRAVE!

Shall we follow yonder group of fragile girls,
whose pallid looks indicate failing health! See
how they cling together as they hurry through
the crowd !—they have not been used to jostle
their way through the highways of busy life.
They are sisters we may guess, from their sirong
family characteristics; well-bern, from the noble
contour cf their chiselled features; young, too,
but kow care-worn and haggard! How wist-
fully their eyes rest on the glancing carriages!
And see, a cab dashes towards them—its occu-
pant is a young 1 of fashionable appearance
—he peers curiously under the bonnets of the
sizters! Ha,—a flash comesup into his face! he
draws back, and the cab flies on the quicker,
and one of the fair girls has drawn her form an
inch higher, and a proud look has come up into
her face, while her eyes have been as suddenly
averted. But now the cabhas turned into ano-
ther street, and now the tears are gushing in
torrents down her cheeks, and she is hanging
maore and more helplessly upon the support of
her sympathising companions. Alss! here isa
tale of blighted affection, of ruined hopes, of life
welling itself to waste ; here is a tale of woe
that may be all unriddled by the threadbare
mourning of the lady sisters, Pass on thy way,
poor sufferer ! pass to thy garret and thine em-
broidery, thou hast many a sister of thine order
jn this city of wealth and palaces, but for thee
the warmest home is provided by thy mother
earth!

O, Poverty ! hag of malice, why shouldst thou
go relentlessly pursue talent and beauty? Ales !
neither ege, nor talent, mor beautv, nor good-
ness, can alwaysshield from the evileyve of Po-
verty! she comes upon the many uniwares, like
¢ a thief in the night,’ and happy are they who,
when she comes, have friends too firm to fly her
presence; for too often, like the ¢ witch of the
threshold,’ she scares friends and happiness toge-
ther.

The danghters of professional men, above all
others, are likely to prove this truth in ail its
bitteraess. Educated to adorn the cirele of an
eiegant home, they are little fitted to encounter
thoze atruggles of ordinary life, which await them

—

should mischance befal the parent whose posi-
1on places them as magnates for adoring eyes,
and whose ill-judging paternal love, expands
upen their introduction to life that poiticn,
which, wisely stored, had secured their perma-
nent indzpendence.

Mrs. Clarendale was left a widow, with seve-
ral unmarried daughters, precisely under such
eircumstances; she had been accustomed to
maigtain an extensive establishment, and to see
her home crowded with fashionable guests;
while her daughters, who were till now esteem-
ed to be perfect arbiters in all matters of taste
and elegance, were like herself, ill-prepared for
the sudden withdrawal ef their acquaintance.
To comprehend at all their position, when ex-
plained to them by the single friend that remain-
ed to these novices in adversity, was a task of
amazing difficulty, and though they deferred too
much what he advised, yet there were many
sacrifices to which they had still to learn the
cruel necessity. Misfortune, however, is a
stern teacher, who enforces her lessons with an
iron rile; those lessons burn into the heart,
searing out many a bright and lovely image—
and often caling forth unsuspected energies,
rousing the inert to super-human activity—more
often they blot out energy and life together, and
leave all—but as—a tale that is teld.

As they saw the remnant of their store dim-
inished, Mrs Clarendale and her daughters rous-
ed themselvesday by day, and gradually awaked.
That which at first seemed no more than a hor-
rid dream that would pass away, became hourly
more distinct and real, until at last the past
showed as the dream, and the present was actu-
al, tangible! fact!—And what was that faet!
Poverty in the immediate hour—Destitution in
that which was advancing. Yet could they sur-
render their station and work for bread?—Sta-
tion! alas '—what was their station now? Sta-
tion waslost when wealth departed! But what
could their friends think? Friends! where are
Proud egotists, they knew not those friends had
forgotten their existence. And there was one,
the affianced lover of the elder girl, had he too
forgotten? No, he had not forgotten! but he
wooed the beauty of the ball-room, his equal in
station and fortune, net the sickly sempstress,
whose labors must help to maintain the wants of
the family—he adored the fashionable coquette,
but he disdained the filial keroine; and who
shall condemn him? fordo not all the world do
likewise?

Long and arduous were the struggles of the
bereaved ones, to win by those arts which had
once been amusements the meed for each day’s
necessity; but evening by evening, they might
be seen gliding forth like spectres in the twi-
light, to find purchasers for some household
comfort, pairfully yielded to eke out the pittance
of their hardworn toil—while their mother, in
her brief respite from the needle,sat vacantly
gazing from her window upon the busv crowds
below, or tried in vain to find selace by turning
her thoughts into metrical form, 2shad been her
wont in happier days. But alas!the verse came
feebly from her altered muse, and was withal so
sadly inharmonious, that she was ever fain to
close it with a flood of tears.
FRAGMENT.
When life was bright aad youth was mine,
I reigned it like a queen,
Then lovers knelt before my feet
Of high and noble mien.
My locks, my thoughts, my actions all,
Were still the sweetest, beat,
And trooping friends all welcomed me,
A dear and honored guest.
Envy concealed her arrows then
With Flattery’smagic guile;
And plumed heads bowed lowly down
If then I deigned to smile.
* * * * -
But wealth passed by, and youth too fled,
And then ecame harrowing care,
And o’er the tablet of the past

I weep fond recerds there.

My cheek is wean, mine eyes are dim,

Mire hair is growing grey,

Young faults are all corrected now;

But friends—Ah, where ere they?
* * * *

Poor am I now, a2ad friendless teo,
No pride sits or my brow;
And I am changed, I’m sadly changed,
Yes—yes, I'm cha
Gone is ambition! pasai
That flattered me e
And rich p
If I now dare to emile.

At last came the dreaded erisie,—her chil-
drer’s health was failing, her own energies
were sizking, her former home had long been
abandoned for one of 1 and
that wasnow in its turr mant}
to pass from them. Want was
its hideousdefor
their lips since the
mother knew she ¢c
by a word—could re
destiny, and give them back to s
world. O it was a strong tempt:
her heartas they sattogether in
—worldless, but suffering, for their hearts
grown churlish in their misery, or perha
feared to increase the other’s wretchedness by
speaking of their own,— p
talking of all things but that
their thoughts—the frightful p
conld reseue them,—their mot
dare to he e? 0O, the fearful horror of ¢t
penalty—could she endure it? No, she feltsbe
could not—reason would break down, and life
itself be lost in the yain struggle. But when at
last a wild hysterie la

t, i all
I had passed
preceding 7,—and the
rescue them from ali!
the decree of their
on and the
n thattore
ir cold hour,

wgh burst from the lips of
her youngest child—the mother turned a pierc:

n of tears.

intoap

i and then the floodgates of grief were broken
| down, and they were weeping together in the
luxury of a commen sorrow.—all but one,—she,
the eldest, had rvshed from the chamber and
none marked her absence.

Suddenly and mysteriously, for none had
observed his entrance, a muffled stranger stood
amidst the weeping family. Mrs. Clarendale
started and a low shriek escaped her.

¢Shall a mother’s heart be closed to the
claims of her children? acked the stranger.

¢ Spare me, spare me—Your—’

¢ Remember! interposed the stranger, with
admonitory emphasis.

<I would but say, Sir,” replied the agitated
lady, that we can endure stil’—and Mrs. Cla-
rendale, hid her face, shuddering upon the
bosom of her younger child.

¢>Tie fit, madam,’ gravely resporded the vi-
sitor, * that I apprise you that your decision
must be made to-night,—to-morrow affairs of
—of—moment demand that another be select-
ed.

¢To-night—so soon—stay’—for he had turn-
ed to depart. ¢Yet—no—go—go—now as
ever—I retfuse—I—I cannot!? and with grind-
ing teeth and clenched hands she sank closer
and closer to her trembling daughter.

¢Then, madam, you condemn your children
to penury when they might live in affluence—
but I heve dene—"tis for your sake [~——fare-
well.?

¢Stay, stay!’—exclaimed the cruelly agi-
tated woman. °‘Ge not yet—my children—
affluence—poor spectres, faded ghastly beings
as ye are—how these dim eye¢s reproach me?
And while she spoke, she put her dawghters
from her, ard gazed on each wildly. then for
the first time conscious of the abscence of the
eldest, “Julia,’ she gasped, ¢ where is she® my
own! my first-born!’ and a frantic horror
durted through herbrain, and a piercing shriek
burst from her lips. <My Julia!—my Julia!
I shall see my child no more? and she fell back
fainting in the stranger’s outstretched arms.

At that instant a pale girl rushed frantically
inte the chamber, and flung herself down be-
fore the feet of her mother

¢ Here,’ she cried, ¢eat, mother! all of you
have brought food ia plenty:’—and she heaped
rolls and cakes into her mother’s lap. For
answer, the half-recovered parentfell upon her
neck and covered her face with kisses. And
then a motly crowd broke into the room, with
oaths and imprecations, strange to the ears of
the inmates  And a policeman’s grasp was on
the shoulder of the kneeling girl, and they cal-
led ‘thief,” and rude young tongues joined the
ery; yet none comprehended the scene but the
stranger, and the accused. She was pale &snd
rigid as a marble figure, and a tear was on the
stranger’s cheek ; but the pass-key to the hu-
man heart was in his hand, and presently gold
wae glittering in many palms, and the intru-
ders were gone.

Then it was that Mrs. Clarendale understood
the scene whieh had been acting around her
Her beautiful, accomplished Julia, driven to
desperation, had stolen bread for her destitute
relatives. The theught acted like magic—it
nerved her to self-sacrifice, and a look of beam-
ing gratitude rewarded the iaterference of the
noble stranger.

¢ Henceforth,” said she, ‘accept my services
as the willing offering of one bound fer life to
demonstrate her gratitude.’

¢ To-morrow, madam,’ said the stranger, I
will await your decision, which must be the re-
sult of reflection.’

¢ It needs not, sir,” seid she impressively; I
accept your offers.’

If I did but dare—if I thought you could be
happy—aso eflort should be epared 4

‘Doubt it not—fear it not. To-morrow I
devote myzelf to your service.”

‘To-morrow, then, and for ever, be your
happiness my care.’

Aad the stranger was gone;—and with him
went humiliation aud temptation, and all the
fearful trials that lead to crime and punishment,
for he lett behind him a richly filled purse.
And on the morrow all was changed—habita-
tion—all. = Friends found again their memory,
and levers their affection; and the inconstant
sued again, but sued to be rejected: for the
proud and loving girl could not forget past scorn
for the memory of it had eaten away her loving
heart, that could never again be given as an
early affiance. So, while ber younger sisters
murried richly and happily, she alone remained
the companion of her changed but still beautiful
mother, who moved among society self-absorb-
e€d and abstracted, a shadow of her past self.

Worlds would Julia nave given to have shar-
ed the secret care that were scattering spow
among her mother’s ebon ri s; but she
dared not seek to penetrate mysteries that
were so steraly locked w the pareatal
breast.

Oxnce only she had uncensciously approach-
ed the sacred veil—it was when on the occa-
sion of illness she had at a late hour entered
her mother’s apartment to seek a restorative,
when the coufused murmur of voices caused her
to pauze—the hour was too late for the pre-
sence of a stranger—yet again incoherent mut-
terings caught her ea listened—the
sourds came from an ac g chamber—and
11 & moment more her mother, pale and gasp-
g, rushed through = concealed door, and sank
breathless into a chair beside her.

Shocked and startled, Julia ha
her aid, but was answered by a losk of inquiry,
and a command to retire. In vain would she
have offered apologies for her presence, Mrs.
Guarendale coldly waved her from the room.
Yet, as Julia turned with deprecating looks, the
maternal heart relented, and & word of tender-
ness escaped her.

-

]

I}

ened to offer

ing glance upon her pallid children and burst

Thatsight brought a lovizsg group around her,

:‘Ynu are ill, agitated, dear mother,” sighed
Julia.
¢ No, no, my child! heed it not; it will pass
away—’ls over now.” Awmd shudderingly she

dashad away the cold dews that stood thickly
on her brows. I am oiten thus—very often:
¢ Thus, my poor mother!—but Jet me——

< Julin, exelaimed Mrs. Clarendale, ‘a8 ¥
value my life !—nay, more, as you value m’:
honor!—let all my conduct pass Inqucsuoll?d’
be satisfied I have a duty te perform, Whi¢
none may share—seek not to penetrate it, 47
not to question it—it must pass on my P?
alome—haply, that path may be shertened.’

¢ And can we not return to obscurity? | .

¢ Return to temptation—to become a efl
nal, Julia! have you quite forgotten that pover
ty is crime?

¢No, mother, I remember all, but— 1

¢ Go,—go0, Julia,—sleep in peace : and Wit
praying that we enter net into temptation, for:
get not to be thankful that when we are tempie®
there is ever still a way left to escape
tempter.’

And from that time Julia pondered no mor
on her mother’s actions; for she knew her'
be dedicated to a lofty purpose. d

Butat last came a period when the W““u
frame of Mrs. Clarendale bowed before the f¢
Messenger of Eternity, and no sooner had ¢
physiciaw’s fiat been made known to her, !
the fevered patient ecrawled a few hasty lizé%
which having carefully enveloped and se8
she placed in her daugeter's hand. o

¢ Julia,” she said, ¢ to your honor I corfi
this; it must reach its destination through YO0
hands only—it contains the clue to my I‘“.d;
But I am dying, and I must communicate W s
him to whom this is addressed.—Time will 2
admit, or could have wished another W8J~
but you will be secret—will you not?’

¢ As the grave, mother!, o

¢ Then haste ; this token will bring you 10 hl“
presence,’ and she took from her desk a §M%
parcel; ¢ and bid him come quickly—but
entrauce must be secret—->

¢ I will provide for that.’

¢No, no,—not that way—this house—¢0%"
municates—with—with—the river i

¢ Ha—the pannel—yes, yes—mother, Ico‘;o
prehend,’—and as she spoke, Julia preesed y g
knob on which her hand was resting, the wal
gcot flew back, and Julia glaneed within '.nl
chuddered; it was but the glance of a Sm‘l-
instant, yet the secret was but partially reve®
ed, and Julia’s very heart sickened at what
8IW. <

¢No, no —net there,” shrieked the dyln“
woman, ‘there is nothing there; enter "OI
there, I command you—yonder is the doof
spoke of ? and she pointed impatiently
distant corner. fol

¢Blood! blood! blood " gurgled an 8%
voice, and with super-hvman stremgth Juha‘
dashed to the pannel, shutting ount eyes to[
gazed into her brain, and an ohject at sight
which her life-blood seemed turned to ice. &

¢ Girl—girl—have you seen it? shrieke
mother. : ot

¢ Be composed, dear mother, I entreat ¥
——~—’ . .

¢ Blood! blood ! blood !’ reitsrated the "m?;:
but the pannel was cloged, and the excite l,
valid was erouching beneath her bsd-clol}"f
and urging in frenzied tones her daughter’®
parture. ;

Obedient to her mandate, the fﬂar-‘"“gﬁg
girlsped upon her mysterions mission, and soilh
stood within a sumptuous chamber, whereé "
pale lips she poured forth her tale of terrof 4
an attentive and distinguished auditor. ad
soon that proud and noble personage wes S“M
ing by the death-bed of the widow, whisper &
promises and conselationsinto her f'ailm,g‘;,,;,
nor left he that melancholy staiion until of
had been borne fainting from the chambe
her departed mother. . g

That night, as the erphan sat alone 11 "mliﬂ‘
ful vigil, the heavy tramp of footsteps, mlﬂgod!'
with the murmur of ¢Bloed! blood! boin
rang heavily through the house, and thep
few mements all was still 4 ber

By the death of her mother, Julin foun® T,
self possessed of considerable persong e e
ty, and but few days elapsed before 8 eﬁoﬂ
ceived, throngh the post, a munificent O“U he
from the same princely hand. *Tothe da eed
ter of Mrs. Clarendale,” he wrote, * lte ifer
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not be ¢aid that she has at command th
services of the writer, justly due to th ot}
blemished integrity of her excellent PEN g
and ta the daughter of such a mother, 8% e
needit be said that it is advisable that ﬂ“i.ﬁd
oblivion should fall upon the past S;lcﬂ?n" ¢’
acceptance will eusure the writer’s gr8U e
it was in' si at Miss C],!re;'ﬂ sh?
yed, fer she | t in 80 d‘"‘“»«r ost
should beet carry out the commands ‘?i‘wcdil'
mother ; and with excellent tact she Y0 g
tely advertised her town re 3
tory to her departure to
which she received so an
that she could not but gu
patron of her family had something
the transaction.
She is still a resident among our

. ol
contin€iy
tortuBés oot

|

neighbours, where, with an ample 1

i i L ite
is enabled to indulge her love for the ® g

arts; and though now merging to het # all
quarter, still lives a personal refatat]
the slande sts, that are so malicl®
witleg led, upon thos
age to live insingle bl
Aud it is now many yea
winter’s morning, the early ris
seaport on the southern cogst of Ir¢
amazed by covering on their pi¢f pro?
missshapen mass, which on examinatlo® £ gop*
to be a living ereature, but of ¢ ?”\!“,mlf put {7
formation, and so fear{nl an aspect, t”'"mr(ic"'
the indefinite outline of a face, and 22 ]l); avo{
late attempt at speech, it could FCR-rkC:nc” .
been recoguized as bearing the li '
man. ? by olb“
That it had been deposited there ]nmﬂa
volition thaw its own was evident, .for‘ad st
tive power it possessed not ; and if 2t
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