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forebodings, imiserable doubts, launted ler mind ; the deep overflo
she began to tlink ber liusband's Coiduct iad been 'é aniiguisl. A sail p

the result of Montbelliard's secret machinations; iè, near, flung its mio
and lier dislike to him uow amounted te absolute and she sighed as s]

abhorrence, which she vainly endeavored toconceal hiaps awaited her

from him, who had so strangely become the arbiter tears rolled down

of her destiny. she heard the voice
.. dreading to be see

CnAMaR XIV. behind the tapest
.. scrutiny.

With heart of fire and reet of wind, .. Montbelliard wa

The flierce avenger is behind 1 with whomn he scerr
Fat@ judges nf the rapid strife- and intimacy.The forfeit death, the prize is life 1" Sor. "Sei o eeSh S is nthr

is sleeping in the c

Tn return of St. Amande to Tortuga, and the the mother is not f.

confusion that followed the disappearance of his " By St. Genevi

child, determined Montbelliard to send Donna lovely as the child,

Victoria to St. Domingo, to prevent the possibility replied the strange

of any interview taking place between her and "She was most
her unfortunate husband. To this plan she made no is so, despite ber n

objection, since ber child was to bc lier companion boasts a magic cha
during ber sojourn, and she now only lived for his its haughity, melan
sake. The short voyage, and still more the sight not-I never loved

of ber darling boy, restored the unhappy Spaniard his existence, and
te the possession of her mental faculties; but the winning. Rev

her miserable feelings were softened by the tears never knew the pac
she could now shed over her ruined prospects No woman ever
and low laid hopes, unperceived and unforbidden marvelled that he

by Montbelliard; and she remained in the solitude become milder und
of the lonely habitation in which he had placed "'Twas passing

her, for several wecks, without cither seeing or persuade him that
hearing anything of hini. since she possessed

The building,though made of wood, and boasting "lHa! lia! had
of no outward appearance of comfort, was conve- maddened a coole
niently, and even richly furnished within. Costly glossy ringlet, told
hangings concealed their regularities of the walls, could not be discr

Which were also adorned by pictures, wrouglit in many die-have sl
feathers, which rivalled almost the art of the yet whcn 1 saw tua

% painter; for the plunder of Mexico and Peru had ebb away, I tliougl
contributed te embellish the apartment destined 'twas a siort-lived
te Victoria's use. The meanness of the architec- deccived busbands

ture was partly hidden from the eye by the foliage changcd te joy-
that shadowed the roof, whose flowery garlands my heart swelled 1
attracted the brilliant tribe of humming birds, to for never did fort

eip the nectar they yielded; and the flashing of > inore deterrined
their wings, as they fduttered from blossoni te Hus, bush, me

blossom, gave them the appearance of flying gems drawn sigb" said
ef various gorgeons hues. .INo; it was oi

It was inid-day, and the boautifil but attonu. the blomsors. Ii
ftted fora of Donna Victoria was bending over tinued lie, 'loa1hes
hè$ lier cherub boy, vlo was sleeping on a sofa beside iy plans. Tîous
her, hushed in that soft repose that only innocence must crtrust lier al
can ever know. His gentle breathing and blooming uay the European v
teatures presented te bis poor mother such a pic I The wind isf
ture of purityand peace, as fifled ber eyea wi andtheywlle nôt

fo ee ddfr

wings of maternial love ai
resagc thiat her own <b.atih w-as
urnfuilhadow over lier mind,

hée tIought of Ihe fate tlat per-
unîfortuînate clhld; and bitter
lier clieeks4. At this mnmrt
the step of Montblliard, amd

n by him in ber sorrow, gliduil
y to conceal herself fromn hi-

s followed by anothr prmn,
id to be on terna of ci rdiee

!" cried lie, " yet ber nursling
hamber, and therefore, be sure,
ar distant.
ève ! if tIe mother is half as
shue must be a minle of beauty,"

r.

beautiful, Elouard ! ave, still
adness ; for ber dark eyc still

rm, and witchcraft hirk- within
choly glance. Yet I love lier
her-but shîe was the light of

therefore I thought ber worth
enge is my mistress, Lacroy; I
ssion that links hearts to hearts.

could win mine; and much I
r hiusband's fiery nature could
[c ler induence."

strange. that von could so easily
she was f.lse," replied Lacroy,
such power-"
I not proof tlat would have

r temper Î ''he portrait, the
a tale of such truc seeming' as

edited. Edouard! I have seen
ain men before, nor felt remorse;
t youthful Spaniard's life-blood
ut myself a villain ! However,
pang; for wlen I viewed the
agonies, my compunction was

deep, burning joy ! Oh! then
higli with triumph and revenge,
une favor a bolder spirit, or
and !"
ethought I heard a sigh, a deep
Lacroy.
y the breeze wandering amonig
is haughty Spanîish la," con-

me, and yet perforce muta: aid
halt see lier. for to thy care I
id lier child-for to-iiglt, 'ou

essels will reach the coast.'
vorable," replied bis comrade,"
ail te take advantage of it."
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