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SISTERS OF CHARITY,.

————
By B. D. Wirniams.

* SteTER of charity, gentle and dutiful,”
Loving as sevaphim, tender, and mild,
In humbleness strong, and in purity beautiful ;
In spirit heroic; in mannersa child.
Ever thy love, like an angel reposes,
With hovering winga o’er the sufferer here,
Till the arvows of death are half hidden in roses,
And the hope-speaking prophecy smiles on the bier.

‘When life, like a vapour, is slowly retiring,
As clouds in the dawning to Heaven uprolled,
Thy prayer, like a herald, precedes him expiring ;
And the cross on thy bosom, his last looks hehold.
And, oh! ag the spouse to thy words of love listens,
‘What hundreds of blessings descend on thee then ;
Thus, the flower-absorbed dew on the bright irvis glistens,
And returns to the lilies more richly again.

Sister of charity, child of the holiest,
0, for thy living soul, ardent as pure!
Mother of orphan, friend of the lowliest ;
Stay of the wretched, the guilty, the poor!
The embrace of the Godhead so plainly enfolds thee ;
Sancitity’s halo, so shrines thee around;
Dazing the eye that unshrinking beholds thee,
Nor drops in thy presence abashed to the ground.

Dim is the fire of the sunniest blushes
Burning the breast of the maidenly rose,

To the exquisite bloom which thy pale beauty flushes
‘When the incense ascends, and the sanctuary glows,
And the music that seems Heavenr’s language is pealing,

Adoration has bowed him in silence and sighs,
And man intermingled with angels is feeling
The passionless rapture that comes from the skies.

O, that this heart, whose unspeakable treasure
Of love hath been wasted so vainly on clay,
Like thine, unallured by the phantom of pleasure,
Could rend every earxthly affection away !
And yet in thy presence, the billows subsiding,
Obey the strong effort of reason and will,
And my soul in her pristine tranquility gliding
Is calm as when God hid the ocean be still.
_ Thy soothing, how gentle ! thy pity, how tender!
"+ Choir music thy voice is, thy step angel grace ;
And%hy union with Deity shines in a splendour
Subdued, but unearthly, thy spiritual face, '
When the frail chains are broken a captive that_bound thee,
Afar from thy home, in this prison of clay,
Bride of the Lamb, and earth’s shadows around thee
Disperse in the blaze of Eternity’s day.

Still mindful, as now, of the sufferer’s story,
Arresting the thunders of wrath ere they roll—
Intervene ag o cloud between us and his glory,
And shield from his lightening the shuddering soul,
As mild as the moonbeams in sutumn descending,
That lightning, extinguished by merey, shall fall,
As he hears with the wail of o penitent blending
Thy prayer, holy daughter of Vincent de Paul.

SUEMA,
OR
THE LITTLE AFRICAN SLAVE WHO WAS BURIED
ALIVE

————

CaaPTER IV.—Coniinued.

‘W= passed several doys at Quilon, days which gave me some respit®
from my sufferings. There, at least, no one ill-used me. T ueed to
lie down all day in the darkest corner of the hut, and I had plenty of
water quite close to me, which ensbled me to guench the burning
thiret brought on by fever and grief, end which probably brought me
brck to life. I had, however, no wish whatever to live ; everything
became indifferent to me. I hardly understood where I was for a
time, and retained only & vague rememburance of my terrible sufferings.

All the weeks which had elupsed since my separation from my
mother seemed to me like o horrible dream which wes to come to an
end after a time ; and then I fancied that everything around me would
disappenr, and that I should wake up some day by the side of my
darling mother, in the little hut where we bed been sad, it was true,
but where we had been so happy in comparison with our actual posi-
tion. Alns, from this dream therg was no awaking but to a rveslity
which was more terrible still.

One morning while T was indulging in these illusions, without
exactly realising where T was or what I was doing, 2 slave eame into
the hut where I was lying, and without speaking took me up in his
arms and carried me on boord a little coasting vessel bound for
Zanzibar. All the slaves who, like me, had been embarked in this
manner were filled with fear, and trembled violently. ‘Al,’ they
exelnimed in the midst of their lamentations, ‘ we ave lost. We are
going to Zanzibar, where the white men eat the blacks.’

Although I had become,as I said befors, almost indifferent to
everything that went on around me, I could not vemain where I was;
hut the hope of o speedy death gave me courage.

On this ship {or boufre, as it was called) owr eufferings were

redoubled. We were so jammed together, that not only we could not
turn, or move, ox lie down, but we eould scarcely breathe. The heat,
coupled with a burving thirst, became insupportable, and a strong
breeze from tho sen brought our misery to o climax. At night the
cold wind froze us and covered us with sea spray. The next morning
every one was given o small ration of water and & bit of manioe root,
n.aﬁ thus we passed six long days and six nights which scemed longer
atill,

Hunger, thirst, sea-sickness, the sudden transition from intense
heat to icy cold, the impossibility of resting one’s head for a moment
frqm want of room, in a word, all imaginabls sufferings and horrors
being concentrated upon us during thuot timo, made me regret at lnst
eveu the terrible journoy scross the desert. Bus still we Lived on
and at lnst hope revived in our hearts, for wo were in sight of the
island of Zanzibar, and some change must come in our miserahle
existence.

The wind swelled our trinngular sail, and very soon we found
oursolves in front of a large town. A salute of two guns made the
little veseel quivor from one end to the other, the sail was taken in,
and we cast nochor in the boy, and were still,

I heard my companions in misfortune admiring the walled town
with its white houscs, and alternately expressing fesr and hope. As
for me, 1 wns too weak to look at anything, A kind of mist seomed
to be before my eyes, and the only thing which kept me alive was the
thought that when we landed, they would perhaps give me a little
water. (), what a terrible torment it is to suffer so much from thirst!
I do not remember in what way we were carried on shore, or how long
we were letnined at the custom-house. The sight of the great crowd
of negro porters, all carrying heavy weights and ubtering o peenlinr
ory to keep step with one another, added to my excessive wenkness, so
bewildered me, that I really wns unable to realise the thoumsand and
one new objects which passed before me, and moreovey it_was geting
dusk when we landed.

‘When we arrived at the depdt of slaves, which is™n great stone
house, it was completely dark. There T saw that the conductor of the-
carnvan, whom I had considered the most powerful man on earth, was
cringing in the most servile manner before another Arnb, who was
evidently his superior, and seemed to be loading him with reproaches,
but in n langunge which I conld not nnderstand. I fancied be was
seolding him on my account, for I spw him very often poiuting at me
with his finger. At last, turning to me in a familar tongue, he told
me to get up. 1 made almost superhuman *efforts to obey him ; but
eould not suceced.

*This skave is Tost,” enid this new and important personage ; “it is
o great pity, and very anunoying. Bix yards of cloth, the tvansport by
land and ses, and the custom-house dues-—at least five pinstres gone
for nothing’ (bwenty-five francs). * Conductor, be so good a8 not to
be guilty of such stupidities in fubure’ Then turning towerds two
great nogroes who were standing by, he added : ‘ Here, Khamis and
Marzoue, put this careass in a bit of malting, and carry it to the
cemotery. It is quite useless to go to the expense of feeding her any
longer, for one cun’t save ber”’

No sooner said than done. The two slaves seized me and wrapped
me up in an old matiing, which they took care to bind carefully ‘with
coeon cords. Then they hung me up in this sort of bundle on a long
sticlé, ploced me on their shoulders, and carried me off far from the
dépot.

T was so effectually wrapped wp in the matbing thaf, thongh I
could breathe, I could see absolutely nothing. The noise of the crowd
made me understand that I was being carried through the streets of
the town. To this sound succeeded that of rubbing sgainst boughs
and brunches, which warned me that we were passing through a wood.
At lost they ¢ame to o standstill, and T waa thrown on the ground. I
heard them digging in the sand,’and I then understood fully,that I
was going to be buried alive.

The bed of sand which had been thrown over me was so light,
that I hieard the receding steps of the porters reburning in haste to the
town. Very soon a profound silence settled round me, and a horrible
fear took possession of my whole being. It was true that I had suf-
fered terribly of late. Except during}my childhood, which I have
already described, my life had been one prolonged mavtyrdom. But
the thonght of dying under such horrible circumstances eaused me an
inexpressible terror. I made the most extraordinary efforts to get

to.do it. Only, with immense trouble, I managed at last to wriggle
the upper part of my body out of the sand, so as 0ot to be quite stifled.
At the same time, I set to work to ery out with all my might; but my
weak voice was lost in the silence. of the night. Once or twico I
thought I heard the footsteps of people who were possing near me.
Then I called out atill louder. But my eries, ingtead of bringing help,
only frightened these nocturnal visitors, whom I heard running away
as fust as they could.

Again around mae there was asilence which could be fslt—a silence
os of death. Then suddenly the bushes near me began to be moved
by some one or something, and I had & glinamer of hope. But, O
horror of iorrors! in an instant a whole troop of howling jackals sur-
rounded me. I knew the wny they haunt the eometeries, when onee
they have tasted humon flesh, and the very blood froze in my veins
with terror.

My cries and despairing efforts to escape kept them ot bay for o
litlle while; but by and by, encouraged by my forced immobility, I
henard them barking nearer and nearer. TPresently they began sceatch-
ing closa to my body, and very soon uncovered the lower part of i,
and began biting my feet. 1 gave one gremt ery, and lost all con-
scigusness,

‘When I came to myself, I found that I was in'a room with white

hangings, such ot I had never seen before in my life. Iwaglying ina
com%orta.ble bed, and covered with a white sheet. Two white-fnced
persong, whom I did not know, were standing st the head of my bed,
! and cavefully watching my movements. They were dressed in white
j and Plack ; and seeing this, I imagined I was dead, and that I was in
the land of epirvits (Péponi). My first thought was for my mother.

clear of the cords which bound my matting ; but I had not strength
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