
Chapter IV.
—

Continued.

The first twoor threedays of our journey passed veiypleasantly.
The change of air and scene sharpened myappetite,and Ifound
moremeansof satisfyingit thanIhad latelydoneathome. Iliked
walkingnaturally;andhappily, whatIhad tocarry wasnot atall
heavy. Butitwasotherwise withmypoormother. The firstday,
carryingtheelephant'stusk,shemarchedattheheadofthecolumn;
whenthe second day came, she was second;but on the third she
could only follow at the tail of the caravan, and that with the
utmost difficulty. Ateverypause she laid downher heavyburden;
whileher struggles for breath betrayedher intense fatigue,and
each stepshowedthe superhuman efforts she had tomake to keep
up atall. All thesesufferings, whichIsaw,butcouldnot relieve,
weresomany stabsinmy poor childishheart. The followingdays
thecaravan,by some mistake, left the bed of the river,which we
had followed until then, and in consequence weall suffered the
tormentsof insupportablethirst. Mypoor mother,exhausted with
fatigue,andsinkingunderthe -weightofher load, fellseveral times.
Atlast, theheadof thecaravan,seeing that she was really incap-

ableof carryingher heavyburden any longer,desired a slave to
take the elephant's tusk inherplace. Iwas consoled and even
surprisedat seeinganArabshowing such sentimentsofhumanity.
But, O crueldeception!what was my agony when, on arriving in
theeveningat our camping-ground,Iheard thefollowingbarbarous
ordergiven to the slave to whom the distributionof themeals of
theprisonerswas intrusted:'Suema'smother is useless; she must
ha>veno farther rations!' What words were these toachildpas-
sionately desoted to her mother !3|l managed, however,by dis-
simulating as well asIcould,tosharemyownportionof food with
my poor mother. But, ■unhappily, the Arab monster, who was
watching me, saw my little device,and hadme flogged for it till
thebloodcame. A freshorder wasinstantly issued thatmyration
wasonly tobe given tome inpresence of the master, and thatI
was tobeputunder strict surveillance. So the wholeof thenext
day my good and patient mother had nothing to eatbut a few
grasshoppers, some leaves of the mtaina, and a littlered earth.
Think what this was to me,her child! When night came,Icould
not eat. Thefood seemedtochokeme,andIwasashamedtotouch
the goodand wholesome meal putbefore me. ,Howwasitpossible
for achild with anykind of affection tosee her mother dying of
hunger, and yetLave the courage to eatherself? However,this
natural feeling of filial tenderness was so misunderstoodby my
cruelmaster, thathe orderedme tobe againseverelybeaien'; and
finallyIwas compelled to swallow the food wet with my tears,
withouthaving the consolationof being able to shareacrumb ofit
withmy poor mother. Therext day, to make matters worse,the
caravancameuponavast tract of country which, hadbeen set on
fire, andtosuch anextentthatnothingwas tobe seen formilesbut
blackened sand;not a blade of grass,not an insect,not a bird
remainedon that vastplain;nothingbut earth carbonisedby the
conflagration. Itwas, therefore, impossible for my poormother to
obtainanykindof food. There was not even thered earthwith
whichshe might cheat her hunger. Several times during that
terribledayIsawher fall to the ground, entirely exhausted;and
it was only byincredible effortsgthatshe at last reachedoureven-
ingencampment.

When the honr came for the distributionof the rations,the
brutal voiceof my masteragain fellonmy ear,with these horrible
words:

'
Drive that old woman away from the canip,andseethat

no onegives her anything to eat. Whoever disobeys this order
shall be most severely punished.' In a few minutes he added,'To-morrow, if Allahpleases,we shallbe quit of her. Thisis her
last march,Ihope, for she is quite done for.' A brutal laugh
accompanied thesewords,andgave themasignificance whichIbut
too wellunderstood.

HowcanIexpress to youthe impotent fury whichIfeltatthe
monster whohad thus signed the death-warrant of the only person
Ilovedpassionately oncarth

—
mydeargoodmother, who lovedme

withsuch tenderness as to have sacrificed all rather thanseparate
herself fromme? Icannot describewhatpassedthroughmymind
at thatmoment;rage,sorrow, torture, despair,are strong words,
and yet theybut feebly express what Isuffered. Even therecol-
lection of them at thishourmakes me shudder.

That night we camped out in the open air. The fire in the
savannah haddestroyed all thebushes aswell as all the fodder;
butItootadvantage of this luckyaccident to try and rejoin my
poor mother.

WhenIthought everone was fast asleep,Icrept like asnake
out of the camp. The darkness of thenight andof theplain, and
the

-
colour of my ownskin, favoured my flight, Imust own, how-

ever,that whenIfound myselfabout ahundred yards from the
camp,Iwas seized withanamelessterror. Iwasnotused towalk-
ing aloneon apitch-dark night, andmy feet seemedrooted to the
groundwithfright. Butmy strong love for my mother overcame
my fears,andIcriedout, 'What cannot achilddofor amuch-loved
parent? Would it not bebetter forme to diewith her than to
survive her?' These thoughts gave me courage, andIbegan
walking backas fast asIcould in thedirectionwhich thecaravan
had taken the day before. Iheldmy breath,listening with, allmy
ears,so thatnotasound should escape me. Very soonIheard a
low groaninmy poor mother's voice, which pointedout tome the
place whereshe lay. Ibegan torun as fast asIcould,andcried
out from as far off as possible, 'Mamma, mamma,be comforted!
Your childis coming to helpyou!'

She heard these words,and gave vent to sighs of love and
tenderness. Whenat lastIreachedher,she threwher poorwastedarmsroundme,clasped me toher heart, and letting my headrestonher breast,Ifelt herhottearsraining downonmyfaceandhair.Shenursedmein this wayfor along time, as she used tonursemy
littlebrother, sobbing and singing ina low voice,as ata funeral,
the following touching words:'SuSma, my darling, why did you not die with your littlesisters ? Then,at least,Ishouldhavehad yourgraye

—
aconsola-tion whichnoonecouldrob me of. Happy is themother whocandie weepingover the tombs of her children! Thegraves of your

brothersandsistersarefaraway,and youare abouttobeseparated
fromme for ever. While I,miserable woman thatlam!Ihaveneither the strength to followyou,nor that of being able toreturnto the dearremainsof thoseIhavelovedand lostinour oldhome.Andyou,my poor unhappy child, whereare yougoing to? Alas,
deathis less bitter thanslavery! Who,henceforth, will comb anddress yourbeautifulhair? Whowillwashandcare for you? Thecold dew of themorning and the rains of thebad season moistenthe sad face of theorphanj buttearsalone are the heritageof the
slave. The damp earthis her mother, andher only homeis the
grave,the sole spot whereher bruised and woundedbody can findrest.'

Thus sangandsobbedmypoormother,accordingtothecustomof our country at funerals. AndI
—

you can fancy how full my
heart was

—
Idid not cry,because Ifelt, as itwere,choked withsorrow. Myhead and my throat burnedlikecoals of fire, and, at
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THE SISTER OF CHARITY.

The following exquisitelines are from thepenof thegiftedIrishpoetandwriter,
GeraldGriffin :—

She once wasalady of honour and wealth,
Bright glowedinher features theroses of healthj
Her vesture wasblendedof silk andof gold,
Andher motion shook perfume from every fold;
Joy revelledaroundher— love shoneather side,
Andgay washer smile asthe glanceofabride;*
Andlight washer stepinthe mirth-sounding hall,
When sheheardof thedaughters of Vincent dePaul.
She feltinherspirit thesummonsofgrace,
That toldher to live for the sufferingrace;
And,heedlessof pleasure,of comfort,of home,
Hosequickly, likeMary,andanswered,"Icome."
Sheput fromher person the trappings of pride,
Andpassedfromher homewith the.joy of abride,
Nor weptat the thresholdas onward she moved

—
Forher heartwason fire inthe cause itapproved.
Lostever tofashion

—
to vanity lost,

Thatbeauty that once wasfclie libertine'stoast
—

No morein theball-room tha,t figure wemeet,
Butgliding at once to the wretch's retreat.
Forgotin thehalls is thathigh-sounding name,
For the Sister of Charityblushes at fame:
Forgotare the claim* of herriches andbirth,
For she barters for heaventhe glory of earth.
Those feetthat tomusiccouldgracefully move,

" Now bearheraloneon the mission of love;
Those hands that oncedangled theperfumeand gem
Aretending the helplessor liftedfor them;
That voice thatonce echoed the songof the vain,
Now whispersrelief to the bosom ofpainj
And thehair that was shinhig withdiamondandpearl
Iswet withthe tearsofjthepenitent girl.
Her down-bedapallet

—
hertrinketabead

—
Herlustre, onetaper that servesher toread

—
Her sculpture, the crucifixnailedby herbed;
Her paintings,oneprintof the thorn-crown'dheadj
Her cushion, the pavement that weariesher knees,
Her music, thepsalm,or thesighofdisease;
The delicatelives mortifiedthere,
And the feast is forsakenforfasting andprayer.
Yetnot totheservice ofheartand^of mind
Are the caresof thatheavenminded virginconfined:
Likehim whomshe loves, to themansionsof grief,
She hastes with the tidings of joy andrelief.
She strengthens the weary—she comforts the weak,
Andsoft isher voicein the earof the sickj
Where wantandaffliction onmortals attend,
The Sister of Charity thereisa friend.
Unshrinking wherepestilencescattershisbreath,
Likeanangelshe moves'mid the vapoursof death j

Where rings the longmusketandflashes thesword,
TJnfearing she walks,for she followsherLord,
How sweetly she bends o'er eachplague-tainted face,
With looks thatarelighted withholiestgrace;
How kindly she dresses each sufferinglimb,
For she sees in the woundedtheimageof Him.
Beholdher,ye worldly!— beholdher, ye vain,
Who shrink from the pathwayof virtueandpain;
Who yield uptopleasureyournights and yourdays,
Forgetful ofservice, forgetfulof praise.
Ye lazyphilosophers,self-seekingmen

—
Ye firesidephilanthropists,gx'eatat thepen,
How stands in thebalance your eloquenceweigh'd
With the life andthe deedsof thathigh-bornmaid?

SUEMA,
OR

THELITTLE AFRICAN SLAVE WHO WAS BURIED
ALIVE.
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