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From the Lady's Book.

CHARLES BRANDO"S
" Truth is strange, stranger thanfiction."

"Do you remember Charles Brandon?" asked my friend:
I was sitting at the window lost in reverie, aud gazing list-
lessly at the eddying waves of a November fog, which had
for hours been clinging to the bosom of our common mo-
ther, like remorse to the heart of a dying sinner. "'Do
yon remember Charles Brandon?" My day dream was
dispelled, and with that name unheard for years, came.
thronging to my heart bright visions of early days.

The green fields of childhood glowed around me, and
'mid the dear familiar faces of friends long departed, that
seemed to smile once more in mine, flashed again with all
its wonted fire, the soul-speaking eye of the ill-starred
Brandon. I see him now just as he looked when with his
young orphan sister lie first became a resident of our vil-
lage. His handsome features wore the high stamp of in-
tellect, and bis dark brown hair turned gracefully froin a
broad and polished forehead. Ris complexion was clear,
though dark, and bis keen hazel eye, shining at one mo-
ment with surprising and alinost fearful brightness, then
unexpectedly assuming an expression of alluring softness,
von at once the unresisting heart. His presence often

inspired a kind of awe in others, for which they vainly en-
deavoured to account; and, ever and anon, a sarcastic
smile played about bis face, and when bis path was cross-
ed, the very essence of pride and scorn was visIe in the
contemptuons smile which wreathed his curling lip. As a
successful lawyer bis name spread far and wide, and each
day graced bis brow with some new laurel. Possessing
great suavity of marmers, among bis friends he held the
rank of general favourite.

And his sister-with what reverence of affection did she
bow to this, the guardian spirit of ber youth-acknowledg-
ing no law but bis opinion, and seeking no higher reward
than his approving amile. How carefl should we be of the
influence we exert on others, and doubly cautions should
those be on whom God bas bestowed a power of intellect
to sway at will their fellow men.

Brandon was a sceptic, and the writings of Paine, Vol-
taire, and Rousseau, were too often the companions of bis
leisure hours. His moral character, however, stood fair,
and for acts of disinterested benevolence no one might
win a brighter name. But what avai1s the semblance of
purity, when the heart is corrupt; the veil soon falls, and
the character appears in all its deformity.

'Twas midnight, and Caroline Brandon sat alone an-
xiously listening for the coming footsteps of ber brother.
The clock struck two, ber heart already oppressed with
strange forebodings, died within ber. She knew no cause
for this delay, and bis absence at such an hour, was a thing
too unusual to leave it in ber power to await the issue
caimly. I was sad to mark the mental anguish which be-
trayed itselfin the quick changes of that lovely countenance
Why in it that the young heart must be thus torn with either
the real or imaginary dangers of its friends? Why must
the rosy cheek grow pale, and the sparkling lustre of the
eye be dimmed, with so often watchming the sinking star,
whichguides the destinies of those we love? But so it is,
and although the next morning saw Charles Brandon at
the side of bis sister, apparently as gay as ever, still the
half-euppressed sigh, the flushed brow, the absent thoughts
and the unbidden horror, which often convulsed him, soon
revealed to the keen eye of affection, a mind but ill at

-ease. From that day a cloud rested on the spirit of Caro-
lime Brandon: the subsequent burst of which was like the
lightnings flash, that levels the pride cf the forest. Fear-
fal to ber was the interval which now ensued. Anxiety,
apprehensionm, and dread, shook her whole frame. 'To
interrogate him she could not-she dare net.

At length the village court bouse .was filied. Every
countenance told that a cause of ternible Interest was bas..
tening on. Thie prisoner was announced,a thrill cf anxiety
ran from heart to heart throughout the crowded audience,
and when Charles Brandon teck his place at the bar, bis
erect mien, his dignified step, and the clear marble pale-
aeess cf his brow, which~ the gay breezes of heaven had

not fanned for months, with the saddened smuile which
dgcred about hisfoatur nesnuAnAd in every heart a

sympathy strong beyond expression, and inspired a lope
next to assurance, that in his bosoin guilt had no hiding
pnlce. Had that heart been unfolded to then as a page
to read, they would have learned that at the vory moment

while he stood thus before them, remorse was busy there,
and bis soul was writhing under the horrors of guilt-the

dread of inevitable disgrace-and the hastening certainty
of his doom. The trial proceeded with:the usual foris,

and after a laborious, patient and thrilling investigation,

the counsel on either side poured forth a torrent of burn-j

ing eloquence. The judge solennly and feelingly chargedj

the jury. The assembly dispersed, and the jury retired,

with the fate of a fellow mortal pending on their decision.i

As the sun that night went down in the west, methoughit
bis last beams shone sadly forth, as if conscious of the fa-i

tal verdict to be determined and pronounced, ere ho again1
illunmnated with his ascending rays the cold realities oft

earth.
Twilight had scarcely disappeared: when the distant

light of the court room but too plainly told that the die

was cast, and the destiny of Charles Brandon irrevocably
fixed. Again the prisoner was led forth, and again he ap-
peared with the ame proud air that marked his first entry.
Calmness and sadness had alike fied froin his features

and in their place sat firm determination and unqualifed

scorn. Yet those who kuew him could well read in that

quick and restless eve, a tear of the agonizing suspense,
which was then weighing down bis heart, and thrilling
wildly on bis burning brain.

At that moment ho would willingly have offered up his
stained life a sacrifice on the altar of virtue and principle.
But the decisions of justice could not be stayed. A death-
like stillness reigned throughout the anxious multitude-
not a creature moved-the verdict-the fatal and appalling
verdict was declared-and Charles Brandon stood forth,
a murderer!à

Brandon had played once-twice-his funds were ex-
hausted-thrice--his sister was beggared. Ilow dreadful-
]y did Le retrieve his fortunes. Temptation met him; and
for the paltry sum of a few thousands he becaie a mur-
derer! As the word "guilty" fell fromthe lips of the fore-
man, a sliglut confusion stayed for an instant the meinncho-0
ly proceedings ofthat august court, and, quick as thought,V
Caroline Brandon was at the side of her brother. WVhat-
ever might have been in the soul of Brandon, ne had lnot
hrunk before the crowd, but the sight of is sisterat such

on hour as this, was like a dagger to his hcart; his stern
lip quivered: and a tear tremubled on his eyelid; for there
she stood pale and motionless. Hier eye first rested ona
him, then turned imploringly on bis judges, tili suddenly
starting like one in the bewilderment or a dream, she ex--
claimed,-b

"Charles, let us fly tis horrid place."' But soon thed
dark reality seemed again to cone over her, and like a t
bird "stricken in its upward flight," she bowed ber head
in silence, and covering ber face with ber hands, knelt at
bis side. The court paused not long. The forma] ques-c
tion dictated by law was put upon the prisoner. He deign-e
ed them no reply, but proudly raising himself, the haughty t

flash of bis eye seemed to dare the utnmost shafts of fate. b
Sentence accordingly passed, and Brandon was conductedo
a convicted murderer, back t,) his gloomy cell.h

Caroline had imbibed the sentiments of ber brother, a
and was herself a wanderer from ber God. Yetv
successfully did the Christian minister show her, in this
dispensation, tbe overruling hand ofan all-wise Providence

r-nd with tears besought the prodigal's return. She groain-
ed, and wept, for merely was she stricke-m

"Pray for me,"' she sobbed. He did pray for her, ad
thtprayer, so deep, se fervent, ascended like incense

before the throne cf God and descendled like balm upon i
ber wounded spirit•.

'Twas a black day, but the warring of the elements
sounded gratefuilly upon the ear cf Brandon, for it accord- i
ed well with the storm that was raging in bis soul, and as i
he gazed upon tbe fatal drag, utill ini his possession, ho i
smiled hitterly and triumphantly at the idea that hie life i

JL LA Lu A J-U £16im JLÀ I wvas yet in his own power, and a muoment'd brightniess pasis-
ed nlong his brow. Then thought claied tlhought-coultd

ho -gain look upon the deatih-like countenance or ii sa.-

ter- u a I last tic tlmt bound er to arthi bo broken?

And rege fur the wreck le had aiitd, worked madnes,

in his bruin.
The sheriffhad visited the various cells imder bis charge

and returned to his room absorbed in deep neditation.

The dreadful diuty yet devolving on him, weighed down hi#
whole soul. It was a duty, the thought of which filled
him with agony, and tors, scaiding teurs, flowed power.
fully down his mnanly check. A rap ochoed frot hds 0door,
and Caroline Brandon accomnpanied by a priest, stood ho.
fore hlim. He paused as in the proeencu of a superior
spirit-well he knew her errand. Site lad cone to bid
adieu to ail that was dear to lier on earth. Charles was
the last of her race, but the dondly Siroe of guilt had
breathed upon him, and they must part. Ai she othug tood,
the light that beamed fron her dark eyo, her cali mutiner,
and ber firm toie, ail testified thiat the bitterness of parting
was past, and the unconquered spirit

"Riilng o'er the load
That ernobed tilt then, Iooked brih -om its abode,
And o'er the storms and passions ia the earth.
8hi the deep calm or lis immortal birth.'"

The door turned harsbly on its hinges, but slhe. leeded it

not, and with a hasty step, pie soon reached the coli of
her brother. HL, was lying on a bed in one corner of the
room, his face buried in his pillow. She called his name.
He answered not. She gently raised his pillow,-Iesit sihe
should too suddenly break his siunbers. liis ghastly fea.
turcs startled ber, and placing ber hand upon lis forehead,
sie shrieked! She fainted! lier brother was dead-yeg,
Charles Brandon was dend. And thor, the haughty being
who iad trampled alike on the laws of God and man, lay,
a thing of naught!

lonths have rolled away. Thet olling of the bell t-
nounced that a spirit has gone from thec arth. The priest
stands at the head of the grave. Strangers surround the
bier. The solemn rit es arc tinit<hed, and Caroline Bran-
don sleeps by the sidaeof her iil-f.atd brother.

T H E F E MALE M A NI A C.
Sepamted fron the rest stood one vhose nppearance had

something of superior dignity. ler face though pale aind
wasted, was less squalid than those of the other , and
shewed a dejection of thaît decent kinad w hich moves our
pity unmixed with horror ; upon her, therefore, the eyes
of 4il were immediately turnied.

The keeper, wiu accompanited the visitints, observed:
-Thlis is a yuung lady, who was bon to ride i a coach
and six. She was beloved, if thee sory I have beard be
true, by a young gentleman, her equal in soc-ictv-but by
no means ier nutch in fortune. lier fadher w ould not
hear oftheir marriage, and threatened to turnb er out of
doors if she ever saw him again. Upon ihis the young mau
took a voyage to the West Indies, in iope of bettering
his fortune, and obtnining his nistress ;-but he was
scarce landed, hven lie was seized with one of the fcer
common in those islands, and died in a few day., lamens-
ed by every one that know him. The news 0soon

reached the young lady, who at the same time was pressed
by ber father to narry a rich miserly follow, who was
old enough to be her grndfather. The deatb of ber lover
hud no effect upon ber sordid parent: h ias only the
morc earnest for her marriage with the man he bad pro-
vided for ber ; and what between ber despair at the dath
of the one, a.nd her aversion to the other, the youg lady
w'as reduced to the condition you see ber in. But G~od
wvould ot prosper uuch cruely; her faher's zaflairu soon
went to wreck, and ho died almost a beggar."

Though his story was told ini very plain languzage, :t hatd
particularly attracted Hlarley's notice ; he had given it a
tribute of somne tears. The unfortunate young lady had1
till now seemed entranced in thought, with her eyes fixed
on a little ganet ring oho wore on ber finger ; sheo 1.oW
turned uapon Harley. "MAy William is noe more," sid
she, " do you weep for my William ? Blessing en your
tears ! I would weep too, but my brain is dry, andi it
burns !" She d.rew near to Hlarley.--" Be comiforted,

'Ri,


