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' A STRANGE LOVE.
I clasped her,stroggiing, to my breast:
I whispared love upknown;
One kiss upon her lips I pressed— -
And she was all my own. :
1 loved her with a lové profound
K’en veath could ne’er destroy—
And yet { must confess [ fouad
My bliss had some alloy.

One eve I saw her, unaware,
Upon & fellow’s lap,

He olalming kisses ripe and rare—
1 did pot like the chap.

She has sorae faults (as have we ail),
And one I hoped to throitle—

She had, alas, what I must call
A weakness for the bottle.

Oune morn I met her ere was made
Her toiletle, and bepeath

An old straw hat her laugh betrayed
My darling had no teeth.

Unconscious of my presence, she,
With artless antics rare,

Tore off her hat and—Graclions me!—
Her head was minus balr.

But love ia founded on & rock,
And mighty in its might,

For { could learn, without a shock,
She could not read nor write.

She could not dance nor sing a tone,
And scarcely could converse ;

But what cared I-=she wasmy own
For better or for worse. *

Oh'! how I loved her—Iconfessed
Devotion,and yon, may be,

Would do the same if you possesse:l
Another such a baby.
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¢ But suppose we do not quit Eogland.
Suppese we buy a small estate and live at
bome.’
¢ A small estate at home! A gmall, new es-
tate! Bought of a Mr. Hopkins, a great tal-
low-chandler, o- some stocking-jobber abont
to make a new flight from » lodge to a park.
Oh no! that would be too degrading.’
¢But suppose we keep oune of our own
manors '
tAnd be reminded every instant of every
day of those we have lost; and hear of the
wonderful improvements of our successors.
I shonld gomad ?’
¢ But suppose we live in London ™
¢Where?
¢Iam sure I do not know; Lut I should
think we might get a nice little house some-
where.
¢Ina suburb! a titting lodgment for Lady
Armine. No' at any rate we will have no
witnesses to our fall.
+ But could not we try some place near my
father's 7
tAnd be patronized by the great family
with whom I had the good fortume of being
connected. No! my dear Constance, I like
your father very well, but I could not stand
his eleemosynary haunches of venison, and
great baskets of apples and cream-cheeses sent
with the housckeeper’s duty.’
¢ But what shall we do, dear Ratcliffe 27

«My love, there is no resisting fate. e
must live or die at Armine, even if we
starve.!

tPerhaps something will turn up. I

dreamt the other night that dear Ferdinand
married an heiress. Suppese he were? What
do yon think ¥’

which, having safely deposited their port-

feelings aund the genius of the place, that he
was quite unable to make an observation.
Each minute the streets seemed to grow more
spacious and more brilliant, and the multitude
more dense and more excited.
buildings, too, rose before him; palaces, and
churches, and streets, and sqnares of imposing
architecture ; to his inexperienced eye and
unsophisticated spirit their route appeared a
never-ending trinmph.

and who was quite satiated with metropolitan
cxperience, it only appeared that he had had
an exceeding good fare, and that he was jog-
ging up from Bishopsgate Street to Charing
Cross.

What ‘gelatinous veal pies! What colossal
'| haing'!. - Those are evidently prize ¢cheeses!
Aud how invigoratisg is the perfume of those
| varlons and variegatel pickles! Then the.
bnstle emulating the plenty ;-the ringing of.
bells, the clash of thoroughfare, the summon-
ing of ubiquitous waiters, and the nll-pérvad-
ing feeling of omnipotence, from the guests,
who order what they please, to. the landlord,
who can produce and execute everything they
can desire, 'Tis & wondrous sight.-. Why
should a man go and ges the pyramids and
cross the desert, when he has not belield
York Minster or travelled on the road!

Our little Ferdinand nmid all this novelty
heartily enjoyed himself, and did ample jus-
tice to mine host’s good cheer. They were
soon again whirling along the road ; but at
sunset, Ferdinand, at the instance of Father
Glastonbury, availed bimself of his inside
place, and, wearied by the air and the excite-
ment of the day, be soon fell soundly asleep,

Several hours had elapsed, when, awaking
from a confused dream in which Armine and
all be had lately seen were blended together,
he found his fellow-travellers slumbering,
and the mail dashirg along through the ijl-
luminated streets of agreat city. The streets
were thickly thronged. Ferdinand stared at
the magnificence of the shops blazing with
lights, and the multitude of men and vehicles

appeared, <My ‘dear, dear "Glastonbury,” he
said, ¢I heard yon were here, and.I would
"come. ‘This ‘shall be a-holiday for us all.
“Why, Father, you bury yourgelt alivel’
"~ ¢ Mr;-Atmine,’ ssid the Duchess, pointing- to
‘Rerdigand.. -~ =~ . - - :
- .+Mc. Armipe, how.do yonu do? Your
grandfathor and I were well aoquointed. I
am glad-to know his grandson. I hope your
father, Sir Ratcliffe, and Lady Armine are
well. My dear Father Glastonbury, I bope
you have come to stay a long®time. You
must dine with us every day. You know we
are* very old-fashioned people; we do ‘not
go much into the world ; so you will always
find us at home, and we will do what we can
to amuse your young friend. Why, I should
think he was about the same age as Digby ?
Is he at Eton? His grundfather was. I
shall never forget the time he cut off old Bar-
nard's pig-tail. He was a wonderful man.
poor Sir Ferdinand! he wasindeed.’
While his Grace and Kather Glastonbury
maintained their conversation, Ferdinand con-
ducted himself with so much spirit and pro-
priety towards the rest of the party, and gave
them euch a lively and graceful narrative of
all his travels up to town,and the wonders he
had already witnessed, that they were guito
delighted with him ; and, in short, from this
moment, during his visit to London he was

moving in all directions. The guard svunded
his bugle with treble energy, and the coach
suddenly turned through an arch entrance into
the court-yard of an old-fashioned inn. His fel-
low-passengers started and rubbed their eyes.

{50! wehave arrived, Isuppose, grumbled
one of these geutlemen, taking oft’ his night-
cap.

‘Yes, gentlemen, I nm happy to szy our
journey is finished,’ #aid & more polite veoice;
tand a very pleasant one I bave found it.
Porter, have the goodness to call me a coach.”

«And one for me," added the gruff voice.

‘I"ather Glastonbury,’ whispered the awe-
struck Ferdinand, ¢is this London?

scarcely everout of their society, and every
day became a greater fayorite with them.
His letters to his mother, for he wrote te her
almost every day, recounted ail their success-
fal efforts for his amuscmeut, and it seemed
that he passed bis mornings in a round of
sight-seeing, and that be went to the play
every night of his life. TPerhaps there never
existed & human being who at this moment
more thoroughly enjoyed life than IFerdinand
Armine.

In the meantime while he thonzht only of
amusement, Father Glastonbury was not in-
attentive to his more important interests; for
the truth is {hat this excelleat man had in-
troduced him to the famiiy only with the

pended a porirait ot Lady Barbara, which she
‘had bequeathed him in her-will, - The foor
‘wag covered with so many boxes and cases
that it was not - very easy to steer a course
when you had entered. Iather Glastonbucy,
bowever, beckoned to his companion . to seat
himeelf in one of his two chairs, while he wo-
lockéd' a small cabinet, .from a drawer of
which he brought forth a paper. o

11t s my will, sai@ Father Glastonbury,
handing it to Sir Ratclie. who laid it down on
the tablo. : ’

‘Nay, I wish you, my dear friend,
it, for it concerns yourself.

¢1 would rather learn its contents from your-
gelf, if you positively desire me.’ replied Sir
Ratelitfe.

¢TI bave left everything to our child,’ said
Father (ilastonbury; for thus, when speaking
to the father alone, he would often style the
gon.
¢ May it be long before he enjoys the be-
quest,” said Sir Ratcliffe, brushing away a
tear ; ¢ long, very long’ -
tAs the Almighty pleases,’ said I ather
Glastonbury, crossing himself, ¢But living
or dead, I look upon all as Ferdinand's, and
hold myselt but the steward of his inherit-
ance, which I will never abuse.’
¢Q! TFather Glastonbury, no more of this I
pray; you have wasted a precious life upon
our forlorn race, Alas! how often and how
keenly do I feel,that Lad it not been for the
name of Armine your great talents and good-
ness might have gained for you an enviable
portion of earthly felicity; yes,. Father Glas-
tonbury, you have sacrificed yourself to us.’
¢ Would that I could! said the old mau,
with brightening eyes and an ubaccustomed
energy of manner. «Would that I could!
would that anv, act of mine, I care not what,
could revive the fortunes of the house of Ar-
mine. Honored for ever be the name, which
with me is associated with all that is great
and glorious in man, and (here his voice fal-
tered, and he turned away his face) exquisite
and enchanting in woman !

to peruse
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¢This is London; but we have yet two or
three miles to go before we reach our quarters.
I think we had better alight and look after

Lope of interesting the feelings ot the Duke
in his behalf. His Grace was a man ofa gen-
erous disposition. He sympathized with the

our luggage. Gentlemen, good evening!'
Father Glastonbury hailed a coach, into

manteau, he and Ferdirand entered; but our
young friend was so entirely overcome by his

Beautiful

To the hackney-

recital of Father Glastonbury as he detailed
to him the unfortunate situation ofthis youth,
sprang from so illustrious a lineage, and yet
cut off by a combination of unhappy circum-
stances from almost all those natural sources
whence he might Lave expected support and
countenance. Anc when Father Glastonbury,
seeing that the Duke's heart was moved, added
that all he required for him, Ferdinand, was a
commission in the army, for which his par-
ents were prepared to advance the money, his
Grace instantly declared that he would exert
all his influence te obtain their purpose.

abserved, ia his usual calm, sweet voice, *if1
have erred you will pardon me.

¢ No, Rateliffe! he resumed, ¢ by the mem-
ory of one I cannot name, by that blessed and
saintly being from whom you derive your life,
you will not, you cannet deny this last favor I
ask, I entreat, I supplicate vou to accord me;
me, who have ever eaten of your bread, and
whom your roof hath ocver shrouded !’

« My friend, 1 cannot speak, said Sir Rat-
cliffe, throwing himself back in the chair and
covering his face with his right hand; ¢1
kml)w not what to say; I know not what to
feel.

Father (ilastonbury advauced, and gently
took his other band. ¢ Dear Sir latcliffe,’ he
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1did believe | d

Father Glastonbury was, therefore, more
gratified than surprised when, a few days

coachman, however, who-had no imagination,

When Jarvis, therefore, had safely de-

posited his charge at Morley’s Hotel, in Cock-
spur Street, and extorted from them an extra
shilling, in consideration of their evident rus-
tication, he bent his course towards the Opera
House; for clouds were gathering, and, with
the tavor of Frovidence, there seemed a
chance about midnight of picking up some
helpless beam, or desperata cabless dandy,
the choicest victim, ina midnight shower; of
these public conveyencers.

The coffee-room at Morley’s was a newl

|
¢ ‘Vhy, even thien, that he would not be as | scene of amusement to Ferdinand, and he |

lucky as his father. Good night, love!

*f'ue day after the conversation ia the li-
brary to which Father Glastonbury had been
an unwilling listener, be informed his friends
that.it was necessary for bim to visit the
metropolis; and as young Ferdinand had
never yet seen London, he proposed that he
should accompany him. Sir Ratcliffe and
Lady Armine cheerfully assented to this pro-
position ; aud as for Ferdinand, it is difficult
2o describe the delight which the anticipation
of his visit occasioned him. The three days
that were to elapse before his departure did
not seem suflicient to ensure the complete
packing of his portmanteau; and his excited
manner, the rapidity ot his conversation, and
the restlessness of his movements were very
diverting.

¢Mamma! is London twenty times bigger
than Nottingham? How big is it then?
Shall we travel all night? hat o'clock is it
now ? I wonder if Thursday will ever come ?
1 think 1 shall go to bed early, to finish the
day soonmer. Do you think my cap is good
enough to travel in? Ishall buya bat in
Tondon. I shall get up early the very first
mornlag, and buy a Lat, Do you think my
uocle isin London? 1 wish Augustus were
not at Eton, perhaps he would be there. I
wonder if Father Glastonbury will take me to
see St. Paul's! I wonder if he will take me
to the play. I'd give anything to go to the
play. Ishould like to go to the play and St.
Paul’s! What fun it will be dining on the
road !

It did indeed seem that Thursday would
never come ; yet itcame at Inst. The travel-
lers were obliged to rise before the sun, and
drive over to Nottingham to meet their
coach; so they bid their adieus the previous
eve. As for Ferdinand, so fearful wns he of
losing the coach, that he scarcely slept, and
was pever convinced that he was really in
time, until he found himself planted in
breathless agitation outside of the Dart light
post coach. It was the first time in his life
that he had ever traveled outside of a coach.
He felt all the excitement of expanding ex-
perience and advancing manhood. They
whirled along ; at the end of every stage Fer-
dirand followed the example of his fellow-
trravellers and dismounted, and then with
sparkling eyes hurried to Father Glastonbury,
who was inside, to inquire how be sped,

Capital travelling, isn't it, sir? Did the ten
miles within the hour. You have no idea
what a fellow our coachman is; and the guard,
auch a fellow cur guard! Don’t wait here a
aoment. Can I get anything for you? We
dine at Mill-field. What fun?

Away whirled the dashing Dart over the
rich plaios of our merry midland ; a quick and
dazzling vision of golden corn-fields and
lawny pasture land ; farmhouses embowered
in orcbards and hamilets shaded by the strag-
gling members of some vast and ancient for-
est. Thenrose in the distance the dim ‘blue:
towerr, or the graceful spire, of some old ca-
thedral, and soon the spreading causeways an-

nounce tbeir approach to some provincial

capital. The coachman flanks his' leaders,

who break into a gallop; the guard sounds|

hts triumphant bugle ;: the ccach bounds over
the noble bridge that spans a stream covered
-with craft ; public-buildinge, guildhalls, and
county gaols rise. on-each side. - Rattling
through many an inferior way they at length
emerged into the High Btreet, the observed of
all observers, and mine host of the Red:Lion,
or the White Hart, followed by:ull his- wait-
ers, advances from his portal with a amile to
Teceive the gentlemen passengers.’ .

¢The coach stops here half an hour, gen-
tlemen ; dinzer quite ready?

"Pig & delightful sound. And what a din-
ner! What a profusion of substantial delica-
~cles! What mighty and iris-tinted rounds of

! watched with great diversion the two evening
! papers portioned out amony twelve eager
quidounce, and the evident anxiety which
they endured and the nice diplomacies to
which they resorted, to obtain the envied
journals.

The entrance of our two travellers
so alarmingly increasing the demand over the
supply, at first seemed to attract considerable
and not veary friendly notice; but when a mal-
ignant hali-pay officer, in order to revenge
himself for the vestless watchfulness of his
neighbor, a polittcal doctor of divinity,
offered the journal, which he had long fin-
isheqd, to Father Glastonbury, and it was de-
clined, the general alarm visibly diminished.

into a newspaper in his life, save the County
Chronicle, to which he occasionally contri-
buted a communication, giving an account of

tiquarius ; or of the exhumation of some fos-
sil remains, to which he more boldly ap-
pended bis initials.

In spito of the strange clatterin the streets,
Ferdinand slept well, and the next morning,
after an early breakfast, himself and his fel-
low-traveller get out on their peregrinations. )
Young and sanguine, full of health and en-
joyment, innocent and happy, it was with diffi-

although the end of June, the town was yet
quite full.

¢ Is this Charing Cvoss, sir? I wonder if we
shall ever be able to get over. Isthis the
fullest part of the town, sir? Whata fineday,
sir! How lucky we are in the weather! We
are lucky in everything! Whose house is
that? Northumberland House! Is it the
Duke of Northumberland's? Does he live
there? How T should like to see it! Is it
very fine? Who is that? ‘What is-‘this?
The Admiralty; oh! let me see the Admir-
alty! The Horse Guards! Oh! where,
where? T.et us set our watches by the Horse
Guards. The guard of our coash always sets
his watch by the Horse Guards. Father Glas-
tonbury, which is the best clock, the Horse
Guards, or St. Paul's? Is that the Treasury?
Can wegoin? That'is Downing Street, is it?
I never heard of Downing Street. What do
they do in Downing Strest? Ig this Charing
Cross still, oris it Parliament Street? Where
does Charing Cross end, and where does Par-
linment Street begin? By Jove, I see West-
minster Abbey !’

After visiting Westminster Abbey and the
two Houses of Parliamont, Father Glaston-
bury, looking at his watch, said it was now
time to call upon a friend of his who lived in
St. Jame's Square. This was the nobleman
with whom early in life, Father Glastonbury
had been connected, and with whom and
whose family he had become 80 great a favor-
ite, that, notwithstanding his retired life, they
had never permitted the connection entirely
to subside.  During the very few visits
"which he had made to the metropolis, he al-
ways called in St. James's Square, and his re-
ception always assured him that his remem-
brance imparted pleasure.

When Father Glastonbury sent up his
name he was instantly admitted, and ushered
up stairsa. The room was full, but it con-
sisted only of a family party. The mother of
the Duke, who was an interesting personage,
‘with fine grey hair, a clear blue eye, and a soit
voice, was surrounded by her great-grand-
children, who were at home for the Midsum-
mer holidays, and who had gathered together
at her rooms this morning to consult upon
amusements, Among them was the heir pre-
sumptive of the house, a youth of the age of
Ferdinand, and of a prepossessing appearance.
1t was difficult'to meet a more amiable and
agreeable family, and nothing could exceed
the kindness with which thev all’ welcomed

beef! What vast and marble-veined ribs!

Fatherr Glastonbury. The Duke himself soon

joinhis regiment by the next Mediterranean

for them at the town, and the fond smile and
cordial

man for all hisexertions.

degree of constraint both on the part of the
baronet and his former tutor.
Poor Father Glastonbury had never looked | ent that Sir Ratcliffe had something on his
mind of which he wished to disburden him- - A A '
gelf; and it was cqually apparent that Father | deprive him of the greatest gratification of
Glastonbury was unwilling to aflord him an his remaining years? the consciousness t_hat,

Under these rather awkward | 10 be Tenlly serviceable to those he loves, it is
it was perbaps fortunate that | DOt hecessary for him to cease to exist.’
Jerdinand talked without ceasing, giving his
father an account of all he had seen, done,
and heard; and ofall the friends he had made.
from the good Duke of—-to that capital fel-
low the guard of the coach.

the digging up of some old coins, signed An- [ opportunity.
circumstances,

was there to meet them.
ped; Ferdinand jumped out and embraced his

culty that Ferdinand could Jrestrain  his | mother. She kissed him, and ran forward and
spirits as he mingled in the bustle of the | extended both her hands to Father Glaston-
streets. It was a bright sunny morning, and | bury. ¢ Deeds, not words, must show our

feelingn,’ she said, and the tears glittered in

smile, that he believed all might be arranged,
provided his young charge could make it con-
venient to quit England at once. A vacancy

promised to Ferdinand Armine. Father Glas-
tonbury gratefully closed with the offer. He
sacrificed a fourth part of his moderate inde-
pendence in the purchase of the commission

of thelr visit was completed, of torwarding a

Royal Fusiliers.

Ir was arranged that Perdinand should

packet, which was not to quit Falmouth for a
fortnight. Father Glastonbury and himself,
therefore, lost no time in Lidding adien to
their kind friends in London, and hastening

Gazette. They found Sir Rateliffe waiting | means of livellhood: you are mistaken.
When I cast my lot at Armine [ sank a por-
tion of my capital on my life; so slender are
Father Glastonbury more than repaid tbat | my wants here, and so little does your dear
lady permit me to desire, that, believe me, I
There was, notwithstanding, a perceptible | have never yet expended upon myself this ap-

portioned income:; and as for the rest, it is,
as you have seen, destined for our Ferdinand.
Yet a little time and Adrian Glastonbury
must be gatheredsto his fathers.

embrace with which he greeted

It was evid-

They were at the park gates : Lady Armine
The carriage stop-

her besutiful eyes; Father Glastonbury with
& blush pressed her hand. After dinner, dur-
jog which Ferdinand recounted all his adven-
tures, Iady Armine invited him, when she
rose, to walk with herin the garden. It was
then, with an air of coasiderable confusion,
clearing his throat, and filling his glass at the
same time, that Sir Ratcliffe said to his re-
maining guest., . .

‘ My dear Yather Glastoubury, you cannot
suppose that I believe that the days of magic
have returned. This commission, both Cons-
tance and myself feel, that is, we are certain,
that you are at the bottom of it all. The
commission is purchased. I could not expect
the Duke, deeply as I feel his generous kind-
ness, to purchase a commission for my son ; 1
could not permit it. No! Father Glaston-
bury ! and here Sir Ratcliffe became more ani-
mated, ¢ you could not permit it, my horor is
safe iz your hands? bir Latcliffe pansed for
a reply. "

<On that score my conscience is clear,’ re-
plied Father Glastonbury.

¢ It is then, 1t must be then as I suspect, re-
joined Sir Ratcliffe. *1 am your debtor for
this great service.’

«It is easy to count your obligations to me,’
snid Father Glastonbury, ‘but mine to you
and yours are incalculable.’

¢ My dear Father Glastonbury,’ said Sir Rat-
cliffe, pushiog his glass away a8 he rose from
his seat and walked up and down the room,
«T may be proud, but I have no pride for you,
I owe you too much; indeed, my dear friend,
there is nothing that I would not accept from
you, were it in your power to grant rhat you
would desire. Itisnot pride, my dear Father
Glastonbury ; do not mistake me; it is not
pride that prompts this explanation; but,
but, had I your command of language I would
sxplain myself more readily; butthetruth is,
1, I—1 canpot permit that you should suffer
for ug, Father Glastonbury, I cannot indeed.’

Father Glastonhury looked at Sir Ratcliffe
steadily ; then rising from his seat he took
the baronet's arm, and without saying a word
walked slowly towards the gates of the castle
where he lodged, and which we have before
described. When he had reached the steps
of the tower he withdrew his arm, and saying,
tLet me be pionecr, invited Sir Ratcliffe to
follow him. They accordingly entered his
chamber, :

It was a small room lined with shelves of

atter the conversation which we have men- | forty years sympathized as deeply with all
tioned, his noble friend informed him, with a | your fortunes as if, indeed, your nobls blood
flowed in these old veins; after haviug been
honored on your side with a friendship which
has been the consolation and charm of my ex-
had unexpectedly occurred in aregiment just | istence ; indeed, too great a blessing; I did
ordered to Malta, and an ensigncy had been | Delieve, moreespecially when I reminded my-
self of the unrestrained manner in which I
had availed myself of the advantage of that
friendship, I did believe, actuated by feelings
I which perhaps I
and the outfit of his young friend, and bhad | thoughts to which I cannot now give utter-
the supreme satisfaction, ere the third week | ance, that I might venture, without offence,
upon this slight service; ay, that the offering
Gazstte to Armine, containing the appoint- | might be made in the spirit of most respect-
ment of Ferdinand Armine as Ensign in the | ful affection, and not aitogether be devoid of
favor in your sight’

Ratcliffe, pressing the hand of Father Glas-
toubury i his own; ¢ Taccept your offering in
the spirit of perfect love ; believe me, dearest
iriend, it was no feeling ef fulse pride that for
a moment influznced me; 1 only felt—'

to Armine. They arrived the day after the | vice I deprived myself of some portion of my

atany rate, these come from the heart.’

a visit on their way to his grandfather, whose
seat was situate inthe westof England. This

{ sisted him in difficulty and guided him iu

that, after my long and intimate connection
with your louse; after having for neurly

b

cannot describe, and

h

¢Excellent, kind-hearted man! said Sir

o
o

:That in venturing upon this humble ser-

h

a

b

Why, then,
a

¥

¢ May you never repent your devotion to
sur house ”* said Sir Datelifte, rising from his
peat. *Time Was we could give them who
served us something Letter than thanks; but,

s

Iy the meantime, the approaching depart-
ture of Ferdinand wus the great topic of inter-
est at Armine. It was gettled thut his father
should accompany him to Falmouth, wherc
he was to embark ; and that they should pay

t

separation, now 50 near at hand, occasioned
Lady Armine the deepest afiliction; but she
struggled to suppress her emotion. Yet often,
while apparently busied with the common oc-
cupations of the day, the tears trickled down
ber cheek : and often she rose from her rest- [,
less seat, while surrounded by those she
loved, to seek the solitude of her chamber and
indulge her overwhelming sorrow. Nor was
Ferdinand less sepsible of the bitterness of
this separation. With all the excitement of
his new prospects, aud the feeling of ap-
proaching adventure and fancied independ-
ence, 60 flattering to inexperienced youth, he
could pot forget thit his had been a very hap-
py bome. Nearly seventeen years of an in-
nocent existence had passed, undisturbed by
2 single bad passioy, and uasullied by a single
action that he could regrét. The river of his
life had glided along, reflecting only a cloud-
less sky. Bat if he had been dutiful and
happy, if at this moment of severe examina-
tion ‘his conscience were serene, he could not
but {feel how much this enviable state of mind
wag to be attributed to those who had, as it
were, imbued his life with love ; whose never-
varying affection had developed all the kindly
feelings of his nature, had anticipated all his
wants, and listened to all his wishes; had as-

e

doubt; had invited confidence bv kindness,
and degerved it by sympathy ; had robbed in-
struction of all its labor, and discipline of all
its harshness. ‘

It was the last day; on the morrow he was
to quit Armine. - He strolled about among the
mouldering chambers of the castle, and a host
ot thoughts and passions, like clouds in a
stormy sky, coursed over his hitherto serene
aud light-hearted breast. In this firat great |
struggle of his soul some symptoms of his
latent unature developed themselves, and,
amid the rifts of the mental tempest, occa- | i
slonally he caught some glimpses of - self-
knowledge. Nature, that had endowed him
with a fisry imagination and a reckless cour-
age, had tempered those dangerous, and,
hitherto, those undeveloped and untried gifts,
with a heart of infinite sensibility. Ferdin-
and Armine was, in truth, a sipgular blend-
ing of the daring and the soft; and now, as
he looked around him and thought of his il-
lustrious and fallen race, and especislly of that
extraordinary man, of whose splendid and
rainous career, that man's own creation the | |
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books, exvept jn one spot, where was sus-

surrounding pile, sevmed a fitting emblem, he

came forth with a smiling tace.
and father were walking together at a little
distance.

of affected gaiety. ¢« we have just been settling
that you are to send mea gazelle from Malta.’
And in this strain, speaking of slight things,
yet all in some degree touching upoun the
mournful incident of the morrow, did Lady
Armine for some time converse, as if she were
all this time trying the fortitude ofher mind,
and accustoming herself to a catastrophe
which she was resolved to meet with for-
titude.

Glastonbury, who wes hurrying from his
rooms to the place, for the dinner hour was at
Land, joined them, and they entered their
home together.

simple repast, was almost as elaborate as the
demeanor of ibe guests, and, although no one

delicacy which was supposed to be a favorite
with Ferdinand. Sir Ratcliffe, in general so
grave, wag to-day quite joyous,and preduced
2 magnum of claret which be had himself dis-

Father (lastonbury,
drinker, ventured to partake.
Armine, she scarcely ever ceased talking;
she found a jest in every sentence, and seemed

that they were celebrating some aeniversary
of domestic joy.

those who had lived together so long, and
loved each other so dearly.

gan to grow heavy, sud every one was glad
that the earlv depacture of the travallers on
the morrow was an excuse for speedily retir-
ing.

with a gay air, as she scarcely returned the
all up to-morrow.

charged heart and faltering tongue, Ferdin-
and Armine took up his candle and retired to

ercising an unusual scrutiny when he had en-
tered the room. He held up the light to the
old accustomed walls, threw a parting glance
of affection at the curtains.

ted each day to fill with fresh flowers, and the
counterpane that was her own handiwork,
He Lkissed it; and, flinging off his clothes,
was glad when be was surronnded with dark-
ness and buried in his bed.

started.

him.

She buried ber face in his breast.
tears upon his heart.
he could rnotspeak.

you; may h: preserve you!'
was her still, solemn voice.

for myself, have 1 controlled my feelings.
But I Loew not the strength of a mother's
love.
thee?
born child of love and joy and happiness,

kind, so gentle, and so dutifu! must we, oh!
must we indeed part?

kissing with a thoueand kisses her weeping
child.

misery as this?
and, I shall die.’

her embrace and starting up in his bed.

Le zood to leave a home like this.

are those? How unkind, how wicked it is of
me to say all this!
come!
minute, and hear you move, perhaps to hear
you speak, and like a fool, how naughty of
me! never, never shall I forgive myseif; like
o miserable fool I entered.’

what shall I do? I loveyou, mother, with all
my heart and soul and spirit’s strength ; I love
you, mother.

you are lovea !

Ob! why are you not like other children, Fer-
dinand? When your uncle left us, my father
said, ¢ Good. bye,’and shook his hand ; aud he,
he scarcely kissed, he was so glad to leave his
home; but you—to-morrow; no, not to-mor-
row. Can it be to-morrow ?’

and tell him I will go.’

go!
child. What would your father say were he
to hear me gpeak thugs? Oh! that I had not
entered!

shall soon meet. :

will be the day.’

grandpapa’s, and once Bix weeks.
eight times six weeks, and I shall be -
again.)

weeks ; & year, nearlya year! It seems ater-
nity.
winter again, all to passaway. Aund for seven-
gight. Oh ! my idol, my beloved, my dar-

belleve that we are to part.

ergies-with-the name of his grandshire, ond if

their exertion might not yetrovive the glories,
ot his line, fe:felt within him allke the.

power and “the .will; and ‘while he-indulged
in magnificentravenes of fame and glory and
hercic Action, ef which career, indeed, his ap-
proaching departure was to be the commence-
ment, the association of ideas led his recol-
lection-to those beings from whom he was
about. to depart, His fancy dropped like a
bird of paradise in" full wing, tumbling ex-
hausted in the sky; he thought of hig in-
nocent and bappy boyhood, of his father's
thoughtful fbenevolence, his sweet mother's
gentle assiduities, and Father Glastonbury's
devotion ; and he demanded aloud, in a voice
of anguish, whether fate could not indeed sup-
ply a lot more exquisite than fo pass existence
in these calm and beauteous bowers with
such beloved companions.

His name was called ; it was his mother’s
voice. He dashed away a desperate tear,aud
His mother

¢ Ferdinand, snid Lady Armine, with an air

While they were walking tegether, Father

It was singular at dinper,
00, in what ex~ellent spirits everybody de-
ermined to be. The dinner also, generally a

elt inclined to eat, consisted of every dishand

overed in the old cellars, and of which even
an habitual water-
As for Lady

nly uneasy when there was silence. Fer-
inand, of course, yielded himself to the ap-
arent spirit of the party ; and, had a stranger
een present, he could only have supposed

It seemed rather a birth-
ay fenst than the last social meeting of

But as the evening drew on their henrts be-

*No adiens to-night!’ said Lady Armine

abitual embrace of her son. ¢ We shall be

So wishing his last good night with a

is chamber. e could not refrain from ex-

There was the
lass vase whiclh his mother had never omit-

There was a genfle tap at his door. He
tAre you in bed, my I"erdinand ? inquired
is motler’s voice.

Ere lie could reply he heard the door open,
nd observed a tall white figure approaching

Lady Armine, without speaking, knelt down
y his bedside and took him in ber arms.
Hefelt her

He could not move;
At length she sobbed
loud.

‘May our Father that is in heaven bless
ou, my darling child ; may He pguard over

Very weak
«I woul have
pared you this, my darling. For you, not

Alas! what mother has a child like
' Ferdinand, my first, my only-

hat never cost mée a thought of sorrow; so

¢It istoo cruel,’ continued Lady Armine,

t\What have I done to deserve such
Ferdinznd, beloved Verdin~

+1 willnot go, mother, I will not go,’ wildly
xclaimed the boy, disengaging himself from

Mother, I cannot go. No, no, it never can

¢ Hush! hush! my darling. What words

Would that I bad not
I'only meant to listen at your door a

¢ My own, own mother, what shall I say?

There is no mother loved as

1'is that that makes me mad. I know it.

t Mother, let me get up and call my father,

¢ Good God! what words are these? Not
'"Tin all your hope to go ; all ours, dear

What a fool TamV .
¢ Dearest, dearest mother, believe me we

tShall we soon meet? God! how joyous

tAnd I-~I will write to you by every ship.

+Oh! never fail, Ferdinand, never fail.’

t Aud send you r guzelle, and you shall cail
t by my name, dear mother.’

¢ Darling child! .

tYou know I have often stayed a month at
Why !
home

‘Home! home ‘agnin! eight times six

"Winter, and spring, and summer, and
een years he has scarcely been out of my

ing Fordinand, I caonot believeit; I cannot

a.éketihiiﬁa'elf if he had not inherited the en-|"

.t Mother, dearest mother, think of
‘father; think how much his ’hopes are plaxﬁ
.on-me; think, dearest.mother, how much ]
have'to:do. All now depends on me, yoq
know. " I'must restore our house.

*0! Ferdinand, I -dare not express the
thoughts that rise upon me; yet I would s
that, had I bug my child; T could live in pence:
how, o where, I carenot’ ’

¢ Dearest mother, you unman me*’

+1tis very wicked. Iama fool. I pever
vo! never shall I pardon myself for this
night, Ferdinand’ ‘ '

tSweet mother, I beseech you calm your-
self, Believe me we cball indeed meet ver
soon, and somehow or othera little bird wh;..
pers to me we shall yet be very happy.”

t But will you be the same Ferdinand to 1,
as before? Ay! There itis, mychild. Yoy
will be a man when you come back, and b,
ashamed to love your mother. Iromirg mg
now, said Lady Armine, with exXtraordingry
energy, ‘promise me, Ferdinand, you will o).
ways love me. Do not let them make yon
ashamed of loving me. They will joke, ang
Jest, and ridicule all home affections. Yoy
are very young, sweet love, very, very young
aod very inexpericnced and susceptible. 1),
not let them spoil your frank and beautify)
nature. Do not let them lead you astray.
Remember Armine, dear, dear Armine, ang
those who live there. 7Trust me,oh! ves, in-
deed believe me, dnrling, you will never find
friends in this world like those you leave at
Armine.

‘I know it exclaimed Ferdinand, with
sireaming eves; ‘God be my witness lLow
deeply I feel that teuth. IfI forget thee and
thal,n, dear mother, may God indeed forget
me.

‘My Ferdinand, said Lady Armine, in u
calm tone, 'I am better now, I hardly am
sorry that Idid come now. It wilt bo = con-
solation to me in your absence to remember
all you have said. Good night, my beloved
child ; my darling child, good nignt. T shall
not come down to-morrow, dear.  We will not
meet again ; I will say good-bye to you from
the window. Be happy, my dear Ferdinand,
and asyou say indeed, we shall soon meet
again.  Might-and-forty weeks! Why what
are eight-and-forty weeks? It is not quite a
year. Courage, my sweet boy! let us keep
up each other's spirits.  Who knows what
may yet come from this your first venture
into the world? I am full of hope. T trust
you will find all that yon want. I packed
up everything myself. Whenever you want
anything write to your mother. Mind, you
have eight packages; I have written them
down on a card and placed it on the hall
table. And take the greatest care of old Si
Yerdinand's sword. 1 am very superstitious
about that sword, and while you have it I am
sure you will succeed. 1 have ever thought
that had he taken it with him to France all
would have goune right with him. God bless,
God Almighty blees you, child. De of good
heart. I will write youeverything that takes
place, and, as ycu say, we shall soon meet.
Indeed, after to-night,’ she added in a more
mournful tone, ¢ we have nought else tothink
of but of meeting. I fear it is very late.
Your father will be surprised at my absence.
She rose from his bed and walked up and
down tke room several times in silence ; then

again approaching him, she folded bim in her

arms and quitted the chamber without again
speaking.

Tue exhausted Ferdinand found consala-
tion in sleep. When he woke the dawn was

just breaking. He dressed apd went forth to

look, for the lagt time, oun his hereditary
woods. The air was cold, but the sky was
perfectly clear, and the beams of the rising
sun soon spread over the blue heaven. Xow
fresh and glad, and sparkling was the sur-
rounding stems! With what enjoyment did
he inhale the &soft and renovating breeze!
The dew quivered on the grass, and the carol

of the wakening birds, roused from their
slumberg by the spreading warmth, resounded
from the groves. From the green knoll on

which he stood he beheld the clustering vil-

lage of Armine, a little agricultural settle-
ment formed of the peasants alone who lived
on the estate. The smoke began to rise in
biue curls from the cottage chimneys, and the
church eclock struck the hour of five. 1t
seemed to Ferdinand that those laborers were

far happier than be, since the Setting sun
would find them still at Armine: happy,
happy Armine!

The sound of carriage wheels roused Lim
from his reverie. The fatal moment had ar-
rived. He bastened to the gate according to

bis promise, to Lid farewell to Father Glaston-

bury, ‘The good old man was up. He

pressed his pupil to his bosom, and blessed
him with a choking voice.

tDearest and kindest friend! murmured

Ferdinand.

Father Glastonbury pleced round his neck
a small golden crucifix that had belonged to
Lady Barbara. ¢Wear it next your heart, my
child,’ said he; ¢ it will remind you of your
God, and of us all’ Terdinand quitted the
tower with & thousand Llessings.

When he camein sight of the Place, he saw
his father standing by the carriage, which was
already packed. Ferdinand ran into the
house to get the card which bad been left on
the hall table for him by his mother. He ran
over the list with the old and faithful domes-
tic; nnd shook hands with him. Nothing
now remaiped. All was ready. His father
was seated. Ferdinand stood 2 moment in
thought.

t Let me run up to my mother, sir?"’

+ You had better not, my child,’ replied Sir
Ratcliffe, ¢ she does not expect you. Come,
come along.’

So he slowly seated bimself, with his eyes
fixed on the window of his mother’s chamber;
and as the carriage drove off the window
opencd, and » hand waved a white handker-
chief.
clenched his hand in agony.

How different was this journgy to London
from his last! He scarcely spoke & vgord.
Nothing interested him but his own feelings.
The guard and the coachman, and the bustle:
of the inn, and the passing spectacles of the-
road, appeared a collection of impertinences.
All of a sudden it seemed that his boyish feel-
ings bad deserted him. - He was glad when
they arrived in London, and glad that they -

cliffe and his son calted upon the Duke; but,
a8 they ‘bad anticlpated, the family had quit--
ted town.,, Our travellers put up at Hatch-

Exeter in the Devonport mail, Ferdinand
atrived ;at the western -metropolis having

dred sentences, At Exeter, after a night of
most welcome rest, they took a . post-chaise
and proceeded by & crosg-road to Grandison..
" When Lord Grandison, who as yet was per-
fectly unacquainted. with thée revolutions in
the Armine family,. had, clearly compre-
‘hended that his grandson had obtdined a com-
mission without éither troubling him for his-
interest, or putting him. in the disagreeable-
predicament of refusing his money, there were-
no boundsto the extravagent testimonials of
his affection, both towards his son-in-law and
hisgrindson. ~He seemed quite proud of such
relations ; he patted Sir Ratoliffe on his back,.
asked n thousand questions about his darling

Continued on. Phird Page..

He saw no more; but as he saw it be-

were to stay in it only o single day. Sir Rat- -

ett’s, and, the fellowing .night started for-

interchanged, with his father scarcely a hun--




