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sonable cause ho pierces the very nerves of my
aEýctions with the stincrs of a jealous heari. A
soul so sensitive as mine féels deeply the wounds
ho has afflicied.. Olt ! unfortunate wornan thàt I
am WAerefore am I consiSned to the torments of
impendincr fate. Have I committed crimes *o

mcurable that there is no remedy for them! My
lieart is ready to burst! I sliall die under the

Ilorror of my- calamity! Oh! merciful heavens,
11ave pity upon mV,!-poor wretched creature that

am."
Oh! Mrs. Charlston what shall I do? What

sliall I do?" slie hysterical'y exclaimed, the tears
gushincr out from her eyes.

"My dear Clara," qjaculated -Mrs. Charlsto',
graspincr her affeétionately by the hand, tears

dimminç-r her eyes also, Il I shall have pity upou
you; and althourrh your friends should become
enemies to you, I sù,111 adhere to -you,, my dear
ellild, like au. affectionaté mother and a faithful
friend."

Than1z you, thank you," exclaimed Clara,
but, my heart is unable to express its gratitude."
II Try to compose your feelings, my dear, with

the assurance I have given you of my fidelity."
Yes, my dearest of îriends, I shall'endea-vor

to do so,", said Clara.
Then graspincy each other more firmly and

a-ffe etionately by die ý Uànd they sat together un-
til tliey had sobbed out the sorrowful uprisings,

of their liearts.


