122

FHR AMARANTIH.

pale cold face of the young widow. But the
feeling was not returned by Margaret. She
walked with him, rode with him, listened to
him, sang to him, only because her mother
bade her do so—but not a ray of fecling cver
lighted up her countenance or enlivened the
tones of her monotonous voice. Sir William,
however, was not to be turned aside by trifies.
He visited the Danvilles at their own house,
and delighted them by the assurance that they
Jived in precisely the same style as his father,
the Marquis; cxcepting that the noble posses-
sed several fine scats and broad parks, while
the tradesman, alas! could only boast of one
villa. He succecded admirably in his designs
upon Mrs. Danville; she was perfectly happy,
and when, at length he made proposals in due
form for the hand of her daughter, she was
ready to drop him a courtsy and thank hun for
hiscondescension. DMargaret was not consult-
ed on the subject. She was told of Ins offer
and commanded to aceept it; and with shud-
dering horror, like that which convulses the
poor Suttee when she binds herself to the fene-
1ol pyre, she submitted to her fate.

“J conceived a great dislike to Sir Wilham
Thoraton from the first moment I beheld him.
He wasastrong-built, muscular nian, between
thirty and forty years of age, thick-necked,
coarse-lipped, and heavy browed, with an ex-
‘pression in his light grey eye which1 could not

“endure. Heneverlooked fullin theface of any
one, and his shifiing restless eye scemed fuil
of suspicion. Herather avoided ine during the
short time I had an opportumity of sceing hum,
and I began to doubt whether he was actually
what hepretended tobe.  However, Mrs. Dan-
ville was pleased and Margaret submissive, so
that the preparations for the marriage were
carried on with a great degres of splendour.

“The day before that fixed upon for the mar-
Tiage, I conld not resist the impulse which led
me to sce Margarctin private, and learn her
trug sentiments.  Thefemiliar terms on which
Inow visited the family, enabled meto accom-
plish this with great case, and our interview
was prolonged for several hours.

#17 know you think I am doing wrong, my
dezr siry said Aargaret in conclusion, ‘bat you
cannot feel asIdo. Iam offering mysclf in
expiation of the sin of my youth; a sin which
cost my husband lus precious life.  God saw
fit 10 punish my wilfulness by the most severe
of all trials—for hie well knew that while my
idol lived, all other sorrows wereas dast when
wdaighod in the balance against my happiness.
Carrington was taken from me; and I was left

tomakeatonement. ButI feel asif my punig.
ment will not be made harder thanY can bear.§
I shall not live long to wear the chains I nyy
assume.’

“* And Sir William—what are your fecling{
towards him ?' I asked.

#f Excessive repugnance ’ was the shudde
ing reply.  *Ithas costine many abitter sinuy.
gic to overcome the almost insunctive loathuy
with which I recoil frora lim. But waste ny|
vour sympathy upon him, my dear friend, ny
think that I treat him with injustice; he wani]
only my father's wealth, and he shall be saus
fied with money, while my mother will rejeies
atseeing me ennobled, and I shall be made hay
py by a speedy release from a thraldom whie
must soon destroy cither life or reason.

It was useless to argue with one who erred]
so widely both in her feelings and her judx
ment.  Indeed Ifancied there was incipientit
samty Iurking beneath her calmdemeanor, an:
I could not but iremble for the result.

“The cvening of the wedding came. T
large rooms were filled with company, and ils
hour approached when I wasto pronounce ik
nuptial benediction. I was already seated
the drawing-room, awaiting the entrance of th
bridal party, when suddenly there rang thraug
the house along loud shrick, such as never ¢
1ssucc from mortal lips save as the requiem ¢
a broken heart. A look of consternation s
upon every face; with the swiftness of thougt
all flew to the apartment whencee the sound hed
issucd. Mr. Danville and myself were the firs)
10 enter the room, and the sight which I behe:
will never ieave my memory.  Scized with th
same mysterious and frightful malady whic!|
had once before reduced her 1o the bnm
of the grave, the victimof catalepsy stood fixel
as a statue—her arm extended—her long thi
finger pointing towards scme unseen olject—|
the features of her face petrified in their awf:?
expressionof horror, and looking like same 1174
tific spectre.  Sir William cowared ina rema
covncer, his pallid cheek and lurid lip beara
witness to his alarm.  Buta frowning brow
was bent apen himg, and 2 strong arm W
ready to grasp him whenhe arose from his 2N
ject position.

SOf course a scene of great confusion ¢
sued. Rumors of all kinds were whisperdd
among the company ; the stranger guests dss-
persed quiely, and the few friends who 7
mained learned the fall horror of the tale.

# Margaret had saffered herself 1o be attined
as passively s a child, and gavelittle evidenon

of heeding the cfforts of heor dressing-mad]



