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SINOW FALL.

It comes again, the eternal snow—
So soft, so still, se white, I know
I¢ came a thounsand years sgo.

8peak thon, my ruddy-bosomed bird,
‘Winter's tamiliar, hast thou heard
Against the snow a whispered word?

A listener thou at many a pane,
‘Whom didst thou ever hear complain
The eternal snow had come again ?

*The Lady Alice, with drooping curl,
Playfully counting ruby and pearl,
Her latest keepsake from the Earl;

And the widow, poising her marriage-ring,
In wonder how much bread it might bring
For her sick little boy, that lay shivering ;

tapped at the window of hoth to-day,
And both looked out in the morning grey,
And neither frowned on the snow as it lay;

But peaceful fancies seemed to glide
Tato the brain of widow and bride,
As they watched the whiteness falling wide.”

Bird, it is sooth! We chide the rain
And wind, when they batter theflinching pane,
And we pity the traveller by land or maia ;

And we shiver almost for the sake of the dead—
But not when the coldest sky has shed
Its fair white drapery for their bed.

Thou hast silently blanched the grave cold
SNOW,

Where we laid our pretty one, not long ago,

And we do not shudder to think itis so;

Her brother is clapping his hands for glee,
And wishes the dead were here to see,
Eternal snow, and to welcome thee !

Rough words for the rain, and the wind from
the hill,

Though it soften the furrow, turn the mill,

But hail to the snow with a hearty good will!

THE PLANTZER’S BIRTHDAY.

BARBAROUS as this determination may seem,
Dupres was base and vile enough to form it,
and the opportunity for putting his dreadful re-
solve into execution presented itself most aptly
for his purpose on the day but one before the

Birthday.’

It had been customary upon this occasion ta
eommence the preparation for the celebration
of the anuiversary, on' the previous day—flag-
stafls were erected on the ¢ brown-green’ in front
of the house, a sort of rustic orchestra was
built for the piper, the fiddler, and the tam-
bourine player,and another temporary kind of
booth, where the supper and rum weve distri-
buted, and these were decorated with flowers
and leaves, and occasionally .a mat de cocagne
was erected for the display of ' the agility 2nd
powers of climbing, for which our black bretn-
ren are so famous,

Doubt{ul from- the recent ealteration in the
policy of Dupres’ government of his estate,
whether the good old custom was to be obsery-
ed, and not béing able to obtain any informa-
tion from the overseer, who had 'quarrelled
with the master six months before, and exceed-
ingly appreheasive of making application at
head-quarters, the negroes resolved upon send-
ing up their old negociator Louis, to inquire
the * will and*pleaaure’ of the petty sove-
reign.

As this address did not involve the interdie-
ted subject of commutation of punishment, the
kind hearted Louis made no seruple to become
the spokesman : but things turned out unluc
kily, He waited till the evening; when work
was over, and came into the verandah, just at
the moment Adele was entering in at the other
end. The master was smoking and drinking
his sangaree in the middle room, and hearing!
Adele’s  voice, raised himself in his chair, aml!
saw, what certainly was nothing sinful in an af- |
fianced pair. but which was galland wormwood |
to a jealous rival - Louis takiog, not stealing,
for it -was freely given, a Kiss from the lips of the
gentle Adele.

Knowing all he did of their attachment and
proposed marriage, this sight should not have
excited the feelings of the master in the manner
it did ; had he been left alone five minutes, the
ebullition would in all probability have subsi-
ded. but unluckily for himse!f. as well as others
the moment, Lous saw Bupres, unconscious of
having done anything unworthy an accepted
and acknowledged lover, he stepped forwardand
stood before his-master prepared to nrefer his
petition,

le’ did s0, andin & few words explained
the oljject of his visit, and the wish of his breth-
ren:
* No sooner were the words out of his mouth, !
than Dupres dashing dosn the glass which he
held in his hand, with a force that shivered it

| shall be punished —yes, sir, punished, repeated

of thus thrusting yourselfinto my presence with
petitions and messages from your fellows—why
are you sent ? besause they think I favour you
—Dbecause you, let your faults be what they may,
are never punished—get out of my sight—I hate
to look at you—to-morrow, at daylight, you

he, seeing that Louis started bick with sur-
prise and horror at the thought. ¢ Flogged,
that's the word, sir, for your insolence, which is
‘the cause of all the insubordination on the es-
tate.’

¢ Massa,’ said Louis, ¢ pardon, massa, pardon
—twenty-six years me live here—me love you
—me work for you—never, never have me felt
the lash,  No, massa, my skin smooth. smooth
all over, ’xcept where my wound is, which was
mean for massa.’

¢ Hold your tongue, sir, said Dupres; ¢ I'know
perfectly well how to value that woundj your
skin has been smooth too long—get out of my
sight, I say—and mask me, if I don't do what 1
say to-morrow—go—'

¢ What, flog Louis, mass,’ said the slave ; the
tears running down his bronzed theeks.

¢ Yes —flog you, sir,’ said Duptes, * and take
vour revenge, if you like it—go; sir—'

¢ God help poor Louis,’ said the slave ; ¢ ne-
ver did me think to see this day.’ And he
went ; and while his master watched his depar-
ture, and heard his deep sobs as he passed
through the verandah—he was pleased.  Yes:
pleased ! and more than all, by the assurance
that the gentle Adele must also have heard his
denunciation of her beloved.

Tyrants are mostly cowards : and although
Dupres, like the rest of his countrymen, pos-
sessed a full share of animal courage, when op-
posed to danger in toe field ; and although his
course of proceeding since the assassin's weapon
had been level'ed at his breast, gave ample evi-
dence that he was not to be intimidated into a
change of conduct; still, when the ardour of
his passion cooled, and his lip ceased to quiver
with the rage which the intrusion of Louis had
excited, he felt some compunctious visitations,
caused by the violence of his manner, and the
severity of his language. There might—we
hope there was—something like remorse ming-
ling with his other feelings, for having so spo-
ken, and so conducted himself to the particular
individual who kad just quitted him ; but let
the sentiment have sprung whence it might,
there is no doubt but that he regretted—not
deeply but violently--what he had so precipi-
tatelv said and done, tempered as it might and
should have been by the recollection of past
days and bygone circumstances. The main-
spring of this repentance was selfishness—he
fancied that his harshness to Louis, instead of
abasing him in the ~uinion of Adele, might give
him the increased c.avns upon her affection, of
martyrdom for her sake ; and that as fear and
love are not usually considered compatible, the
atbitrary power he had threatenéd to exercise,
might make her hate him, instead of producing
a contempt for her lover,

And there was more than this to be consi-
dered—Louis, however occasionally envied by
his brethren, possessed unquestionable influence
over them ; Dupres thought he had heard the
word ¢ revenge’ muttered amidst the sobs which
stifled the agozined siave’s voice as he departed
from his presence, upon which he had replied.
Dupres cared not, for the assassin’s blow,
hie despised elamour, and would oppose to the
last, an interference with which he held to be
his right ; but Louls, of his class, was a power-
ful opponent—the recollection of M. Gallifet’s
slaves again flitted across his mind, and by the
samwe preverse and preverted mode of reasoning
which led him to assoeiate his preserver with
his intended murderer, he became first apprehen-
sive and in less than half an bour, certain that
Louis wonld incite the slaves on the estate to
revolt , and that instead of a joyful anniversary
as heretofore, ¢ The Plunter’s Birthday’ would
be a day of bload. It had not been Tlong be-
fore the period of which we are now speaking,
that a circumstance had occurred in a neigh-
bouring island, which flashed into the memory
of Dupres in the midst of his reflections and
considerations as to the precipitancy and inju-
diciousness of his conduct towards” Louis. A
slave-woman who belonged to proverbially the
kindest master in the colony, in consequence
of having been spoken to by him harshly, re
solved to have her revenge ; for a considerable |
length of time the determination rested in her |
mind, but its * execution was delayed only be-
canse she could not decide upon the effi cacions
way. of putting it into practice,

her power to do the benevolent man, who in
one hasty moment bad offended her, some se-
rious mischief, she came to the conclusion, that
nothing, except taking his lifs, which she feared
to do, could injure him so much as destroving

At length, having considered every means in ! s

was Adele. Dupres became more rest-
less; nay, to do him justice, he began to
repent of his rashness and violence, even .upon
better grounds than apprehension or self love ;
but to send for Louis, to recall his violent lan-
guage, or revoke his hard decree, would have
been degrading to a white man, éspecially one
who bad received a polished education, and
proposec to figure in the saloons of Paris.

No ! that was impossible ; what he would do
was this ; when Adele came as was her wont to
inquire about his supper, and what he would
like and what she should do, he would tell her
that he did mean all that he said to Louis—that
ke was vexed at the time—that the slaves
deserved no indulgence, and that Louis should
not have permit‘ed himself to be persnaded to
come to him and interrupt him in his privacy
by such absurd requests — that he did not eare
about the celebration of his birthday-—that he
had no reason to rejoice in having been born,
and that the anniversary brought with it no
Eleasant recollections nor the excitement of any

opes of future happiness. by

This be thought would sooth his early piay~
mate—this he hoped would please Adele ; but
then—the birthday—whether celebrated gaily
or_not, under his sanction. would be celebrated
by the slaves, who would as ever heretofore
avail themselves of the privilege locked upon
almost as a matter of right, of asking grace and
favour, and especially in" respect to the marri-
ages of any of the young couples who were at-
tached to each - other, and were sufficiently
moral to desire to be united by the rites of the
church before they ¢ paired off ;’ for, much as
it may shock the ears of the black-loving phil-
antropist, true :t is that the prejudice is, or at
least, was in these days, not universally strong
in favour of any particular ceremony, by way of
prelude to the establishment of a slave
menage.

Endeavour as he might to avoid and evade
the gaieties which seemed to him, in his pre-
sent state of mind, only so many mockeries, he
could not steer clear of these established rites,
and therefore he determined not to prohibit,
although he resolved not to appear to counte-
nance the festivity,

Adele came as usual to attend her master, to
inquire what were his commands ;but the bright
eye and light step were wanting. She had been
crying, and crept rather than bounded as usual
into his presence. When he saw her thus, he
was at first undecided how to act ; whether, as
he had proposed to himself to humble his
haughty spirit, and admit to her his regret for
the intemperance of his language, and the vio-
lence of his threat which he had fulminated
against Louis, and so by soothing her sorrows,
verhaps, render her less obdurate * but no—
that hope was past —he knew that they were
affianced —the struggle was but. short in his
mind, his love had turned to hate—he loathed
her for her constancy and affection, and the
sight of her thus sad and sorrowing, confirmed
him after a moment’s struggle in the determi-
nation to wreak his vengeance at all hazards
upon Louis in the morning. He dismissed
her with a sharp answer to her gentle. ques-
tions, and she stole silently from his presence
to her bed to ponder with grief and anguish on
the approaching events of the morrow.

The morroww came. Dupres visited different
parts of the plantation-—spoke on business to the
overseer—it may be recoliccted they never
spoke except on busivess—complained of a lax-
ity of discipline, a boldness of manner and in-
soience of speech on the part of some of the
slaves, which he was degermined to check ;
and having harangued upon various points in a
tone of magisterial diseontent, instanced J.ouis
asone of those who appeared spoiled by good
usage, and as presnming too much upon an ex-
cess of favour which Lad been shown gﬁm.

The overseer, who had grown old in the ser-
vice and who remembered the infant days of
Louis, his association with the master, and who
was well aware ‘of his devoted attachment to
him, of which, as every body knew, he had so
recently given so striking a proof, did not venture
to argue the point, but contented himself with
the delivery of a fact.

¢ Louis, sir.’ said he, *is gone.’

¢ Gone whither ?” asked Dupres.

¢ ‘That, sir, [ canvot tell you, replied the

joverseer ; ‘ he wasnot to be found at the mor-

ning muster, nor has he made his appearance
since.’

* He can’t have marooned ? said Dupres:

* I should think not,” was the overser's re-

A thousand thoughts rushed into the mind
of Dupres. Was he really gone 2 Was he
dead ?

¢ But ” added the overscer, ¢ there are five
or six others absent  this morting.’
‘ Five or six, repeated the master.

some of the slaves ; and in pursuance of this
scheme of revenge, she poisoned two of her
own children, over whose existence, although |
the master’s property, she fancied she bad &
pareni’s control, '
This little anecdote, illustrative of a negro’s
revenge, certainly came to Dupres’ recollection |
at rather an inauspicious period, and growing |
pervous and anxious, he rose from bis seat snd
paced the. room ; looked into the verandah,

inta & thousand pieces; exélaimed :
¢ Scoundrel¥=slive'! ~haven't I warned you

half fearing nalf hoping, to see Louis still lin-
gering * near. - Buts

no;: bel’ was gone, so'

ie was convinced that the influence of Louis
had been exerted to stir up revolt against him,
in consequence of the accurrences of the previ-
ous evening. All the visions of St. Domingo
were again conjured up before him, and again he
fancied himselt M. Gallifet.

+ What have they gone for ?’

¢ 1 know of no particular reason for their
going’ smd the overseer, rather drily, and with
a somewhat peculinrly marked emphasis on the
word ¢ particular,’ :

* They must be pursued,” “said" Dupres,

¢ overtaken, brought back, and punished. This
must be ¢rushed in the onget.’

¢ There have been a good many of them who
have run off to escape flogging, said the over-
seer, * but you know, sir, they have come buck
again.’

‘Yes,” replied Dupres, *and have escaped
their just punishment through the intervention
of this very Louis who has now gons off at the.
head of a whole gang. ‘I'his case must be met
with extreme severity, or discipline will be at
an end.’

Now it was that Dupres feit satisfied hemight
“wreak his vengeance upon the unhappy object
of his jealousy—a jealousy which raged with
equal fierceness, even theugh his love of Adele
had culded into hate. It wasnot jealousy of
her affection for, Louis; it was the pure envi--
ous jealousy of his success with her that actuva-
ted Dupres, and he burried back to his house,
in order to obtain the assistance of the police
stationed at the Bureau de Marronage, to hun

down his runaways., While too anxious for the.

fulfilment of his revenge to wait patiently the
result of the search, and too much agitated to
remain inactive at a moment of sueh excitement
he hastily quitted the verandah, up and - dowrs
which he had been, for the previcus W'i‘""
pacing, and struck across the open’ plain, to-
wards a small grove of tamarind-trees, in whicly
it was no .uncommon thing for the slaves to
conceal themselves, if they could, during the

day, contriving, if possible, to steal back unob-

served to their homes at night sufor generally
speaking they are of

¢+ A truant disposition, goed, my Lerd,’

and Dapres resolved upon ¢ bunting’ this little
cope, as it would have been called in the Fast
Indies, in the hope of finding the deserters lo-
cated there ; a circumstance which;invelving no
organized design of any serious plot against
himself and his property, but ratner indicating
the stolen enjoyment of a day’s idleness, would
have greatly relived his mind from the appre.
hensions which filled it, and which, to say truth,
were strengthened by his consciousness of the
influence Louis possessed over his slaves, and
the unlooked for severity with which he had
treated him the night before.

Dupres entered the grove—traversed it in
various directions—no deserters were there
He passed through it, and began to ascend »
gentle acclivity, from the top of which he could
command a considerable extent of epen ground,
and might espy some of his vagrant serfs, about
whose intentions and destinations he was more
especially uneasy, as he had asaertained thatthe
absentees were some of the best men on the es-
tate, and in no degree addicted to vagrancy, for
which so many of the slaves have an irresistitle
passion,

Of this latter class M. Dupres was hlest with
bis fair propertion, and they increased, as has
already been observed, since his assumption of
the government. Had it been a half dozen of
thoss who had disdppeared, he would haye been
prepared for the event, and not altogether soli-
citous as to their eventual return ; but that was
not the case.

As he was slowly ascending the hill, pouder
ing these things, and in, perhaps, the worst
possible humor inan ever enjoyed—as the
phrase goes—he approached a small tuft of
stunted folinge, which as he peared it, was
somewhat rucely and suddenly shaken—he
stopped short,

* Who's there ?’ cried he.

No answer was given—but as he advanced
three steps nearer the bush, a black man sprang
from his hiding plaee, and bounded away before
him—it was Louis himself. ‘Dupres called to
him to stop. Louis, instigated by some unde-
finable feeling, stili ran. Dupres folowed him
at the top of his speed, but he would not have
caught him had not the foot of the slave tripped
over a stone, which brought him te the grouud,
Dupres was up with him in a moment.

¢ Rascal!’” said Dupres, ¢ ungrateful raseal:
how dare you fly from me! rebel, traitor, run-
away that you are,’

¢ No, msssa—no,’ said Louis ; *me uo traj-
tor, no rebel, no !

‘It s talse, scoundrel I cried Dupres in a
phrenzy of rage; you have carrie: off my slaves
—you are in a conspiracy, a league against me,
with the miscreants whom you have so often
begged off, before.

¢ o massa—no, said Louis,

‘Dol lie, sitrah ) exclaimed the planter
striking him in the face.  The blow (so waoily
unexpected) brought Loui: to the earth ; b
he was on his feet in an instant agiin, and
again kis master struck him—the blow was re-
turned, and Dupres measured his length in the
dust ; he attempted to rise, but Louis throwing
himself upon him, placed cne of his knees on
his chest So as to prevent his moving.

‘ It’s all too late now, massa, the blow has
been struck. Hear me, massa, hear me-—me
have loved .you dearly, like my broder—me
work for you, me do all me can for you, me
save yeur life, massa—but no good, no— massa
bid me go. massa say me should be flog—six-
and-twenty years have | livede=no lash eve
touch me jbut no, him too late now, gl is
over.’ :

* Let me get up,’ said Dupres, vainly abrug-
gling with his powerfu, opponent.

¢ No, massa, not yet, massa,’ said L[ouls,
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