276

« Catherine,’ added I, *can Yeec youano-
ther's? The thought chokesme ! Would you
have me behold it 2—shall my eyes he with-
ered with the sight ! Never! never! For-
give me —Catherine, forgive me! I have
acted rashly, perhaps cruelly : but I would
not have epoken as 1 have done—I would
have fled {rom your presence—1 would not
have given one pang to your gentle bosom ;
your father should not have said that he shel-
tered a gcorpion that turned and stung him;
but, meeting you as1l have done to day, 1
could no longer suppress the tumultuous feel-
ings that struggled in my bosom. Dut it is
passed. Forgive me-~forget me !

Still memory hears hersighs, as her tears
fell upon my bosom, and, wringing her hands
in bitterness, she cried—

* Say not forget you! If, in compliance
w'th my father's will, I must give my hand
to another, and if to him my vows must be
plighted, I will keep them sacred-~Yet my
fieart is your’sY

Lewis ! Lwas delirioua with joy, as1 lis-
tened to this confession from Ler hps. The
ecstacy of years was compressed in & mo-
ment of deep, speechles, alinost painful luxus
ry. We mingled our tears together, and our
vows went up to heaven a sacrifice pure as
the first that ascended, when,the young earth
offered up its incense from paradise to the
new-born sun.

I remained beneath her father’s roof until
within three days of the time fixed for her
becoming the bride of Sir Peter Blakely.—
Day by day I beheld my Catherine move to
and fro like & walking corpse-—pale, speech-
fess, her eyes fixed and lacking their lustre.
Even I seeraed unnoticed by her. She nei-
ther sighed nor wept. A trance had come
overher faculties. She made no arrange-
ments for her bridal ; aud when Iat times
whispered to her that ‘ she should be mine I
© Lewis ! she would then smile---but it was
a smile where the light of thesoul was not ;
more dismal, more vacant than the laugh of
idiotey ! Think, then, how unlike they were
tke rainbows of thespul, which 1 had seen
radiate the countenance of my Catherine !

Sir Peter Blakely had gone into Roxburgh-
shire, to make preparations for taking home
his bride, and her father had joined you in
Edinburgh, relative to the aflairs of Prince
Charles, in consequence of @ letter which he
had received from you, and the contents
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which might not even be communicated 1
me.

At any other tire, and this lack of confi.-
dence would have provoked my resentmen,
but my thoughts were then of other thing,
and I heeded it not. Catherine and I wep
ever together, and for hour succeeding hour
we sat silent, gazing on each other. O my
friend ! could your imagination conjure up
our feelings and our thoughts in this hour of
trial, you would start, shudder, and thinkn-
more. The glance of each was asa pestr
lence, consuming the other : as the period of
her father’s return approached, a thousand
resolutions crowded within my bosom,someof
magnanimity, some of rashness.—But I was
a coward—morally I was a coward—though
I feared not the drawn sword nor the field of
danger more than another man, yet misery
compels me to confess what I was, Evey
hour, every moment, the sacrifice of partig
from her became more painful. Oh, a m-
ther might have torn her infant {rom her
breast, dashed it on the earth, trampled on
its outstretched hands, and langhed at i
dying screams, rather than that I now could
have lived to behold my Catherine anothers

Suddenly, the long, the melancholy cham
of wy silence broke. I fell upon my knes,
and clenching my hands together, cried—

¢ Gracious Heavea !—if 1 be within the
pale of thy mercy, spare me this sight 1-let
me be crushed as an atom—Dbut let not mue
cyessee the day when tongue speaks it, nor
mino ears hear the sound that calls her an-
ther’s.’

I started to my feet, I grasped her hand
in frenzy, I exclaimed-~‘you shall be mine?
I took herhand. * Catherine, I added, ‘you
will not—you shall not give your hand to
anothor! It is mine, and from mineit ehall -
not part "—and I pressed it to my breast g3
a mother would her child from the knifeofa
destroyer. i

+ 1t shall be yours ! she replied wildly,and
the feeling of life and consciousness again -
gushed through her heart, But she sankon
my breast, and sobbed—

¢ My father ! O my father I’

* Your father is Sir Peter Blakely’s friend,
replied I, * and he will not break the pledge
he has given him. With his return, Cathe
rine, my hopes and life perish together. Now
only ean you save yoursclf--now only can
yousave me, Fiy with me! and your father’s



