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Naples, or have sought her in Rome
located in some out of the way batking-
d;‘:% haneely recommended by Laly Hunting-
Ch 's Physician, Still, that reflection served but

dispel her uncasiness,
Were so wany dangers and trials surround-
N ﬂ"ﬁ young couple, of which poverty and
“t““"}‘ embarrassments were the most trifling,
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2eter, thy inducements constantly held out
131 by former friends to join again the reck-
Srcle of which he had once been the Life and
e, and the utter inability of his wife to

et cither by her awn personal influence,
y. o counsels, those powerful temptations,
Werences and estrangements too that had
. ¥ Tisen between them, promising so ill for
g N that admitted the like whilst both were
e *pring time of existence, on the threshold
: %& fed life, affurded ample cause in themselves
i g, OF fear and anxicty., True, Carry had
! wy ®ars of repentance, had fervently promised,
: “lasped to her husband's heart, amendment
; i.\(,rgem_‘e‘me, but were the purposcs of a young
! &ail“"“ct‘d girl, infallible } were they, not even
f by ; 9 those of the thoughtless, boyish being,
‘ Instenq of being able to direct or support
' 2, alas! g¢ yet, unfit to guide himself?
Ry, TS four, long, years! What changes
j v,nw::’:hh:we taken place during thent Her
U ful presence and unceasing efforts, her
klsh%:m“ to the wife and her influence with the
d"'nm » had scarcely sufficed to keep clear their
{ &’Qd m_hoﬁzon for one short year, how, had it
Ithem‘:i"'-h them, then, abandoned entircly to

i t“"’% withaut friend or counsellor in the
i Oy UMy of lifo | In anxiety for them, her
hugh:f' ets and cares were forgotten, and the last
% fher waking thoughts, was to seck them

thout delay, even on the morrow itself
To be Coutinued,
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ALOISE SENEFELDER.
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umeh’_in the year 1795, a new comedy was
Dight at the theatre. The part of one
i ters, whose duty it was to keep the
by “ Perpetual roar of laughter, was sus-
iritle young man, whose mournful actions

zixgesturcs were strangely at variance

ey, Cries he uttered.  Ho seemed to be
\i‘?::‘yim old, his figure was tall and
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slender, his countenance pale, and his large blue
eyes wore an expression of profound melancholy.
The picce was ummercifully hissed; and, as soon
as it was over, while the young actor was chang-
ing his dress, one of the attendants made his ap-
Ppearance,

“Mr. Aloise Senefelder!” said he, “the man-
ager wishes to speak to youimmediately.”

“Tell him I am coming,” replied the young
man; and hastily finishing his toilette, he repaired
to the manager’s room.

“Mr. Senefclder,” said the man in authority,
“ do you know I am the author of the play acted
to-night i”

“Yes, sir,” said Aloise, timidly.

“ Do you kiow the picce is condemned §”

“8ir,” said Aloisg, “ I did my best—""

“To make it fail, and youbave succeeded,” said
the incensed author. “From this moment you
are no longer one of my company. Here is what
I owe you—take it, sir, and withdraw.”

Astonished at these words, Aloise stood like a
statue. He scemed without power cither to take
the money, or to move. At length the box-keeper
who was present, took the few coins and
placed them in his hand ; and the cold contact of
the silver recalling him to recollection, he clasped
his fingers convulsively together, and falling on
his knees, burst into tears. ’ ‘

“Ahl don't send me awayl—don't send me
away I” he cried.

“I want an actor, not a mourner,” said the
manager-author, in whose ears the hisses were yet
ringing. “In place of laughing you weep.”

“8ir, my father died two days ago, and he is
not yet buried, for want of a coffin to contain his
dear remains. My mothor and my five little
brothers and sisters have only mo to depend on.
Try me, then, Mr. Sparman-—try me once more, I
bescech you”

“8orry I can't grant your requost” said the

‘manager, taking up his hat and moving towards

the door. As he passed Aloise, on whase pale
face the burning toars scemed frozen, the bet-
ter feelings of the man partly conquered those of
the author, |

“ Double the salary, and pay for the father's
funeral, Mr, Fitz,” he eaid to the box-keeper, and
went out. :

Fitz took a few crowns from a drawer, placed
them in the hands of Aloise, belped him to rise;
and then giving him his arm, assisted him out 6f
the theatre.

Kindly supporting the poor boy's tottering steps,
the box-keeper led him to an undertaker's shop,
and gave orders for an humble coffin, Then seo-
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EVA HUNTINGDON—ALOISE SENEFELDER.
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