
Talc ArRARANTIE. c

At the samne moment hie plumed cap falling off
a cloud of rich dark curis burst from the con-
finement of the sliglit band that held them, and
fell so low as to aweep the ground.

"Villaret," this ie no page, but a lady," è&id
the man, as he wiped a fresh gtish of blood
fron lier lips.

"I am De Clisson's wife," she faintly mur-
mured-"l let me die in his arms."

Il our wish shai be obeyed," said Villaret,
"and De Clisson shall live, if my own life prove

the price of his."
The maesy door of the prison-room was

thro Wn open, and Amira was conveyed to, the
presence of ber husband. At siglit of lier, De
Clisson, forgetful of the fetters that bound him,
attempted to rush for,*ard. ehe feebiy extend-
ed lier àrms towvards hlmn, but they feul down
powerless-her e$ýeé ciosed, and Éhe was no
longer conscions of joy or sorrow. De Clis-
son placed bis hand on ber heart. There was
a slîglit pu1oàtlor ithat told that life was not ex-
tinct.

Weeka had passed away, and in the same
apartrnent on the iow embroideredcushions,
wbere we firat beheld the Lady Ainira with
the rioli glow of heaith mantling her cheeks,
she was again reclining. As the morning
breeze, laden with the delicjous perfumne of
flowers and ripe fruits, swept through the spart-
Ment, a faint, yet healthful colour, such as
tinge the outer petals of the water-iily, came
to ber cheeks, and her eyes beamed witb a soft
and natural brilliancy. De Clisson set beside
ber, and wbile one band rested on bis, the fin-
gere of the other roved playfuily amid the pro-
fuse curîs of ber hair.

"<And have you nothing to feair from the Duke
of Brittany," said she, Ilor have you been amus-
ing me witb false hopes 1"

Il'No, Amira," lie replied, IlI have flot bcen
amusing you with false hopes. My life, as re-
spec ts him, is perfectly safe, but it bas been re-
deemed at an immense price. Little je left me
but this castie and you, my beloved Amira-
but with these I envy not the Duke bis ill-got-
ten wealth."

TO VIOLETS.

SsiE in how email a space,
Nature's skill'd band can trace,

Proportions fair-
Beauty and sweetness vie,
To charm the sense and eye,

Witb colours rare!
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SATURDAY NIGHT.
How many associations, sweet and bailowed,

crowd around that short sentence, IlSaturday
niglit." It je indeed but thé prelude to more
pure, more boly, more heavenly associations,
wbich the tired frame, and tbankful soul hait
witb new and rcnewed joy, et eacli succeedirig
return.

'Tis then the din of busy life ceases ;-tbat
cares and axieties are forgotten ;-tbat the
worn-out frame seeks its needed repose, and
the mind its relaxation from earth and its con.
cerns-with joy looking to the coming day of
rest, s0 wîsely and beneficentiy set spart for
man's peace and bappinees by the great Crea-
tor.

The tired labourer seeke now bis own neat
cottage, to wbich lie bas been a stranger per-
baps for the past week, where a ioving wife,
and smiling chiîdren meet him with smiles and
caresses.

Here be realizes the blise of bard earned corn-
forts; and at thie time, perliaps more than any
other, the bappinese of domestic life and its at-
tendant blessinge.

Reieased from the distracting cares of tihe
week, the professional man gladly behoids thé
retura of .1 Saturday nigbt," and asgladly seeks
inl tbe.&iiimg yVines, nourisbed byhie paren-'
tai care, ~aity of tbose joys whicb are oniy
bis to koat tiiese peculiar seasons, and un-

de hs ogeýn4L'drcumstances, so faithfül-
ly and vividly eviftced, by this periodical titne
of enjoyment and reeosè*

The lone widow, too, wbo bas toiled on, day
after day, fo support ber littie charge, bow
gratefully doe she resign ber cares at tbe re-
turn of I Saturday ni glt," and thank ber God
for these kind resting places in the way of ife,
by wbicb she is encouraged from week to week
to hold on ber way.

But on wbose ear docs the sound of IlSatur-
day nigbt" strike more ploasantiy than the dc-
voted Cbristian'si Here helooke up amid the
blessings sbowered upon hlm, and thanks God
with humble reverence for their cotinunfce.

Hie waiting soul looke forward to tbat morn
when, sweetly smiling, the great Redeemer
burst death's portais and compietedl man's re-
demption. Hie wîlling soul expands at the
thought of Naiting on God in bis sanctuary on
the coming day; and giadiy forgets tbe nir-
row bounde of time and its concerns, save spi-
ritual, that lie may fenet on the joys, ever new
-ever beautiful-ever glorious-ever sufficient,
to satiate the joy-fraugbt soul that rightly seeks
its aid.


