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THE AMARANTH.

remeined to Lierald the approach of day, a fi-
eure, wrapped ina watch-cloak, stood upon the
rampart, seemingly the only being abroad at
that early hour. His fuce was 1urned in the
direction of the distant fort, which was enve-
loped in a veil of white mist, rolling in heavy
volumes from the marshy ground below. Pre-
sently the dum clouds were tinged with aslight
bordering o rosy light; it warmed, nn bright-
ened, when, bursting from lus rest like a fierce
warrior, the blood-red disk of the sun rose
from the hills and penetrated the densc fog
which, rarified by its beams, was slowly waft-
ed up the valley before the fresh breeze from
the bay, leaving the landscape ir all 1ts sum-
mer beauty, open to the enraptured view. A
smile passed over the handsome featuresof the
soldier, as he descried the object of his search
embosomed in the foliage of the opposite hill,
and his lip murmured with half-suppressed ut-
terance, that appeared to be addressed to the
heart of the speaker, as if engaged :n earnest
self-commune. That the reader may conjec-
ture the origin and nature of those reflections,
we have ascerteined the following.

Edward Molesworth was a voung Enghsh-
man of good famuly aud prospects, who had
entered the army when only a boy, and after
serving for some years in various parts of the
United Kingdom, recaived with enthusmastc
joy the intelligence thet the regiment to which
he belonged was ordered to the American pro-
vinces ; for he had @ strong desire, common to
the adventurous spirit of his 2ge and naton, to
visit foreign lands, and reelize some of those
romantic dreams which, excited by the eager
perusal of travels and wild tales of the New
World, had become indelibly impressed upon
his youthful imagination. And, venly, he haa
scarzely landed upon its shores before there
was every reason to justdy the essumption that
one passage of romance mn the history of his
life was about to befulfilled ; for ’ere he was a
forinight at Annapclis Royal he had become
as devout a votary as ever worshipped at the
shrine of passionate love. And, O Clarence !
wert thou not well worthy the homage of one
true heart? when all who ever looked upon
thy angel face felt themselves humbled before
the divine purity, breathing hke a sweet per-
fume from itsevery fzatw e and blessed the
God who created that beng in his imnge to
teach them chanty and kindliness to every liv-
ing creature-  And thus is beauty not unwor-
thy of that admirauon which the heart of man
involuntarily lavishes upon its possessor. If
the cloquence of a flower lifts the mind to the

coutemplation of lun who is an incarnaue;
of all good—if the glorious rainbow is a pledge
of hope to a bemghted world, why should 'L
lovely face of woman be less expressive than
the lowly flower, or less hopeful than .
evanescent bow?  Like theone, it speaksoig
clime where bright and fadeless formus are 4
ng in an atmosphere of love and happmess s
wmeffable, that the fading imagination offers, a
the only fiting emblem of such beatitude, 14
most beautiful of created things. Like the
other, 1t says to the sceptic, that harmeny
which streams hke sweet music from evers
line, that cye which beams responsive 1o th
soul’s emotion—which melts and burns—cer
never be the offspring of undirected chance
nor doth the spirit whose outpouring is thus
made mamfest, sleep in that beauty’s grave!
Among the off.cers attached to the garns~
of the place, was a Captain Forbes, who her
been quartered therc for some time with 2
only daughter—the sole living relic of a par-
ner, long since removed from this transitory
scene. Edward, attracted by the uncommer
loveltness of Clarence Forbes, and throwna
continual contact with her father, soon becam
an inumate i the family; and the old veteran
beheld with feelings of unmixed pleasure the
muiua attachment that appeared daily to roo:
uself with deeper power in the hearts of bath
Adminng as he did the frank, generous che:
racter of the voung soldier, he hailed, with pa-
rental gratification, the prospect of obtaimng
so desirable a protector for his darling ~hild:
for with theengrossing partiality of advanasn;
age, heightened by the resemblance which she
bore to the object of his first affection, and th:
surpassing measure of her own goodness and
grace, did the old man love that daughter. The
time ghded on imperceptibly with golden wines,
and Edward was ever at the side of Clatenee.
drinking intoxicating draughts of delight from
her deep blue eyes, and listening to the soft
melody of her silvary voice, unul 8 new world
of thought and sensation had started into ex-
istence at the touch of the great magician’s
wand. Little did he imagine, before e him-
seif experienced us truth, the awakening power,
the clevaung tendency of that mightiest of hu-
man sentiments, stirring up the latent gualities
of the soul, which expands beneath its ray as
the buried seed by the warmth of the new-born
spring bursts forth in foliage of bright and
stamless dye.  As the glow of passion spread
nself over every portion of his being, making
the hieart throb with a sense of tumultuous joy.
strange and indefinable, his spirit caught 2



