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from under the ground ; for she was far gone in a consumption,
If I wasn't mistaken. there was a something ahout Aere™ (laying
her hand on her heart), ¢ that made her feel srang Iy when sie
met poor Chanty.  Says I, < How do you do, mistress Kinmore ¢
How does littte Sammy do 7 (That was my linle grandson, you
know, that she wouldn’t tet tne buy.”)

¢ Pm poorly, Charity,” says she ; ¢ very poorly. Sammy's a
amart hoy. ~ He's grown tall, and tends table meely.  Every
night [ teach him h:s prayers.’ »
The indignant grandmother drawled cut the last word in a tone
which Fanny Kemble herself could not have aurpassed.  Then
suddenly chaunging bath voice and manner, <he addud, in tone. o
carnest dignity, ¢ Och ! T couldn’t stand that!  Good mornung,
ma’am !” said T,

I smiled, as I inquired whether she had heard from: nmstress
Kinmure, since.

“Yes, ma’am  The lady that brings my dav Mter to the north
every sumuner, told me last fall she dun’t think mistress Kinmore
could live long.  When she went home, she asked me ' 1 had
any message to send to my old mustress. 1 told her 1 Aad a mes
sage to send.  Tell her, says I, to prepare to meet pua Charity
at the judgment scat.”

I asked Charity if she had heard any further tidings of her
scattered children. The tears came to her rves, 1 fund out
that my poor Richard was suld to a man in Alabama. A white
gentleman, who has been very kind to me here in New York,
went to themn parts lately, and brough. me back news of Richard.
His master ordered hum to be flogeed, anid he wouldn't come up
to be tied. < If you don’t come up, you black rascal, 1"l shoot
you,’ said his master. ¢ Shoot away,’ said Richard; ¢{ wont
come to be flogged.” His master pointed a pistol at him, and
in two hours my poor boy was dead! Richard was a spirity lad.
1 always knew it was hard for lum to be a save.  Well, he’s
free now. God be praised, he's free now; and I ohall soon be
with baim.”

In the course of my conversation with this interesting woman,
she told me nuch ahout the patrols, who, armed with artutrary
power, and {requently mtoxicated, break intn the houses of the
coloured people at the south, and subject them to ull manner of
outrages.  But nothing seemed to have excited her indignation
g0 much ar the wsurrection of Nat Turner.  The pamic that
prevailed throughout the slave states on thet occasion, of course
reached her ear tn repeated echoes 3 and the reasaps are uvious
why it should have awakened intense interest. It was in fact a
sort of Hegira to her mund, from which she was pro:e to date ali
important events in the history of her limited world.

¢ Qn Sundays,” said she, « I have scen the negroes up in the
country going uway under large oaks, and in secret places, sittng
in the woods, with speliing books  The brightest and hest men
were killed in Nat’s tune. — Such ones are always suspected. Al
the eoloured folks were afraid 1.1 pray, in the ume of the old Pro-
phet Nat  There was nolaw aboutit; but the whites repoyind
it round among themselves, that if a pote was heard, we should
have some dreadful punishment.  After thay, the low whites
would fall upon any slaves they heard praying, ¢~ singing a
hymn; and they often killed them, before their masters or mis-
tresses could get to them.”

I asked Charity to pive me a specimen of their slave hymns,
In a voice cracked with age, but still retaining cousiderable
sweetness, she sang:

* A few more beatuigs of the wind and raun,
Ere the wanter will be over:

Glory, Hallelugah,
Some friends has gonc before me,
1 must try to go and mect them :

Glory, flallclujat.
A few more risings and scttings of the sun,
Ere the winter wall be over:

Glory, Hallcioah.
There's a better day a coming,
Theres a better day a conng :

0. Glosy, Hallclujah.”

With a very arch expression, she looked up, as she concluded,
and said, “ They wouldn’t let us sing that. ~ They wouldn’t let
us sing that.  They thought we was going to rise, because we
sung ¢ beter day+ are coming.” *’

[ shall never forget poor Chanty’s natural eloquence, nr the

upon us for mouey, and all, after we gi.
double and trebie and quadruple our subser:ptions—ther: is no
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| characterised her expressions.  She has now gone where “the
wicked cease tiom troubling, and the weary are at rest,”

SO MANY CALLS—A SKETCH,
RY MRS. If. E. B, 8TOWE.

It was a brisk clear evening in the latter partof Decembar,
when Mr. A returned from his counting house to the com-
forts of u bright con) nre, and warm arm.chair, in his parlor at
home. He changed his heavy boots for slippers, drew around
him the folds of his evening gown, and then lounging buck in
the chair, lovked up to the ceding and about with an air of
satisfaction.  Still there was a cloud on his brow—what could
be the matter with Mr. A ! To tell the truth he hud that
alternoun received in his counting-room the ageut of one of the
principal religious charities of the duy—and had been warmly
urged to d uble his tast year's subscription, and the urging had
heen pressed by statements and arguments to which he did not
know well how to reply.  * People think,” soliloquised he to
himselt, * that Lam made of money, [ believe; this is the tourth
object this year for which I have heen requested to druble my
subseription, and this year has been one of heavy fimily ex.
penses—building and htting up this house-——curpets—curtains
—no end to the new things which are to be bougin—1 do not
really see how [ am to give  cent more in charity—then there
are the bills fur the girls and boys—they all say that they must
have twice as much now, as before we came into this house
—wonder if L did right in building it 7" And Mr, A glanced
unceasingly up and down the ceiling and around on the costly
furniture, and looked in the lire in silence~he was tired, ha-
rassed and drowsy, his head began to swim, and his eyes closed:
—he was asleep.  In his sleep he thought he heard a tap at
the door; hie vpened at, and thire stond & plain, poor looking
man, who in a voice singularly low and sweet asked for a few
moment’s conversation with bim,  Mr. A asked hm ito
the parlor, and drew him a chair near the fire. The stranger
looked attentively around, and then turning to Mr. A pre.
sented im with a paper. It is your last year’s subreription
to Missions,” saidhe * you know ail of the wants of that cucse
that can be told you ; I called to see if you had any th'ng more
to add to it,”

‘This was said in the same low and quict voice as before, hut
for some reasun unaccountable to himself; Mr. A —— was mors
embarrassed by the plain, po.r, unpretending man, thau he had
heen in the presence of any one before.  He was for some
moments silent before he could reply at all, and then in a
turried and cmbarrassed manner he hegan the same excusce
which had appeared so satisfactory to him the afternoon before.
The hardness of the times, the difficulty of collecting money,
family expenses, &c.

The stranger quietly surveyed the spacious apartment with
its many elegancies and luxuries, and without any comment
took from the merchant the paper he had given, but immedi.
ately presented him with another.

““This is your subscription to the Tract Society, have you
anything 10 add to it—yon know how much it has been doing,
and bhow nuch more it now desires to do, if Christians would
only turnish means—do vou nut feel called upon to add some.
thing to it 1%

Mr. A was very uneasy under this appeal, but thers
was something in the still, mild manner of the stranger that
restrained hin, ; but he answered that although he regretted it
exceedingly, his circumstances ware such, that he could not this
year convenicntly add to any of his charities.

The stranger received hack the paper without any replﬂ Tut
immediately presented in its place the subscription 10 the Bible
Society, and in a few clear and foicible words reminded him
of its well known claims, and again requested him to add some.-
thing to his donations. Mr. A became impatient.

“Have I not said,” he replied, * that I can do nofking more
for any charity than I did last year?  There scems to be no
end to the calle upon us in these days. At firat there were
only three or four objents presented, and the sums required
were modernte—now the objects increase every day, al' eall
once, want us to

end to the thing—we may as well stop in one place us snother.”
The stranger took back the paper, rose, and fixing bis eye

spint of Christian meekness and forbearance, which so beautifully

on his companion, said in a vuile that thrilled to his soul :



