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Among ihe constant wisitors at Emily's
soirees, was the young Countde L—.  Gay,
witty, and adevoted admirer of hisfair hostess,
need 1 say he was a most welcome guest.—
She never chid him that he came too often or
stayed too late. There scemed a spell which
chained her to his society— drew forth her best
feelings, and those superior powers of conver-
sation, whicih Emily, almost unknown to her-
self, posscssed.  And then it was so pleasant
for him to correct her litile mistakes; 1n a lan-
guage which few but nauves speak correctly,
and she was so submissive, and so grateful, for
what she decmed his disinterested attention.

The Count de L—— was not utterly de-
praved, but let it not be supposed that a young
heart, ungunarded but by mere morality, can
pass the ordeal of Pansian hfc unscathed, un-
less clad in the panoply of unyiclding picty—
the shafts of tempiation will pierce the frail
barrier of fecble resolves, which are formed in
almost every breast before they are exposed 1o
its influence.

He had discovered Emily’s feelings towards
him, long beforce she was aware of them her-
self, but unwilling to lose his advantage, which
he feared would be thie casc should he alarmy

her by aprofession of his attachment, hesilent-

ly allowed her to live on in the pleasing dclu-
sion.

Such was the state of things when he was
called away fora few months. Hislast words
at parting were filled with mesning and spoke
volumes to tac beart of Emily.  After his de-
parturc she grew listless and unhappy—-her
soirees lost their charms, and she secluded her-
self under the plea of indisposition. Her hus-
band skic seldom met, and when she did, he
iound his once gay Emily quet and melan-
choly. Five long weeks had she waited the
return of the Count, and yet he came not—
She began to fear it was only the whisperings
of her own heart which had taught her to
think he loved. Thus we found her at the
commencement of our tale.  She had watched
for him in vamn, and worn oot with suspense,
she almost gave up hopoy and when at last he
came, i the joy of meeting forgot that they
must ¢ver part agam, he poured forth the
wreasures of his love, 2nd thought not of those
ties which boond her to another; and the
lovely, mited Emily Chilton sacrificed her
honor andgher duty at the shrneof guilty Jove.

Aund whtre was he who had swomn at God's
altar to protect and chensh her? Conld he
not warn her of her penlous situation? “Alas!
he had thought not of her—he had long since

ceased to scek his happiness in his domesy
circle, and found attractions in the captivating
round of pleasure to which hig zbundant r,
sources gave him easy access, and left hs
young wifc to the guidance of her own incl
nations. True, she had some misgivings, anc
ever and anon the “still, smoll voice’ of hr
mother’s prayer, “lead her not into tempt|
tion,” whispered to her “beware ! but th:
fitful gleam of viftue paled amid the lurid a-
mosphere of love, which Count de L—
often vowed shoutd be always sunshine—and|
Emly fell.

We will not attemnpt to describe the fecling:
of her husband when he was informed of le
flight-—grief for the misery which he saw sk
had accamulated for the-future, and remorg
for s own neglect, determined him to loseny
ume mn sceking her retreat, and using evesy
means o induce her return 10 virtue.  Long
and patiently did he search for her in vam
when, walking one afternoon among the Jovd
Iv vineyards in the south of France, he sougt
rest and refreshment in one of the ncat hug
cottages by the way-side. Secarcely had B
scated lumself when the well-known figure ¢
his wifc passcd rapidly through the room an
fled from the cottage. He strove to follos
her, bat she was soon lostin theintricate wing
ings of the vineyard.

The labourers of France arc contented u
take their mmid-day meal of bread and garb%
with their bottie of claret, under the wvin
where they gathrer therr fruit, and knowing 13
comamunicative disposition of these perso
Captain Chilton inquired of them to whom x‘::‘,
cottage belonged.  They told him it was 1t
nroperty of the Count de L——, that the lagy,
who occupied it was a poor relation of Bt
who was dependant on his boonty; that s
was scldom seen abroad, and recei~ed no comy
pany except the occasional visits of the Couns
They could tell nothing of her, whence si
came. or if shewashappy. Onceshehad oo
seen weeping, and her fair complexion axd
blue eyes led them to suppose she was 2 fo-
agacr.  She was charitabdle to those who 2y
phied at her door for alms—bat, on nooccasw?
had they been able to converse with her.

The next dag Cantain Chilion wrole to hy
wife enircaling permission to visit her, bat oy
ouved noanswer.  Dicheartenced bat not hope!
less, he wrote sgain.

“Aly sTil DREAR EwNavi—

“Let me beg of you to soc mr oncr mors
and perszade you to leave the paths of sin, b
fore you feed upon the bitter fruns which ¥



