- and pity. \
My bosom beat high with indignation, and my-
_lip quivered for revenge. Villainy ! villainy !

_THE GARLAND.

R At ot 600 RATSE THE GENIUS AND TO MEND THE HEART.” -
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THE PHILOSOPHER.

A CONCAUDED,

“Tive dearest object of my young hearl was
a maiden—she was the object of my thoughts
vesting or awake, and her image was written
on my heart asits most precious idol. Beay-
tifa) she truly was; every grace that could
fascinate, she possessed in a high degree.
gave her my love with enthusiasm—I wor-
shipped at her shrine, and a mutual return of
such affection I long thought I had, but alas!
after a year’s expectancy of the consumma-
tion of such bliss, my hopes were blighted in
aday! Another had won her heart and led
it astray by perfidy and the envenomed tongue
of slander., He seduced her and left her a

beggar on the world. Yes! left my Mary the:

flower of my ‘existence, a:spectacle of shame
What could Ido in such a ease ?

could I letit pass? Did not the sanctity of
woman’s character call upun me to be aveng-
ed on the guileful usurper of my soul’s dear-
est charms? - With clenched fist and angry
brow, I vowed that justice should be done. I
called the coward out, and bade him face me
as a man. Sunset was the appointed time to
meet. We were vegular; for as the deep
shade of the forest, that was tipped with the
golden rays of nature’s animation, fell upon
the selected ficlds, all was prepared for death.
All was still save the forest’s roar, or the twit-
tering farewell of some liltle songster to Apol-
lo’s smile, I clenched my teeth with impa-
tience. * % ¢ Allready—fire?
was no-sooner said than bang went the weap-
ons of death. Ireeled and fell seuselessto the
ground ; from whichsituation Irecovered not
until many hours after. 1 was shot through

" the thigh, and the pain, lossof blood and fear,

operated in stupifying me to my situation.....

he seconds, thinking us both dead, had fled
in fear and left our bodies on the field. The
moon shoue full"on the scene, and displayed
the bloody ground ; her oibit was {ull, gloomy
and melancholy. At a distance Jay my oppo-
nent, who I once thought my friend. His face
jooked grimly pale—spotted with blood, and
his dark eye-brows were set in a scowl; he
was shot through the breast. - 1 raised my-
self up and.gazed on him for 8 moment-—my
eyes grew dim, and I lost myself in horror.....
Again I saw him open bhis ‘eyes, glassy and
dim, “Barclay, Barélay,” he feebly.said, “.are
you still -alive? ‘Gad blesy you, and forgive
you, gallant Barclsy ! I was in the wrong—I
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‘I deserve my fate;? whiéh was almost inaudi-

ble. Istood as a marble figure—I saw his.
lip guiver, his eye open and shut to all eterni-
ty. I rushed, feeble as [ was, from his pres-
ence, until faiming on my way, I awoke in
the arms of my purcats the next morning at
home. O, the horror of my situation, who
could tell 7 For this crime I was tried by the
laws and acquitted ; but 1 never forgave my-
self. ‘This, my son, has been a canker-worm
in my heart. O, youthful folly, mark this!"
But as if fate was against me, I have to recount
other sorrows. I.wasatthistimein mny twen--
ty-second year. Although I could never ef-
face from my mind . the remembrance of the
sad scene I have just mentioned ; still the san-
guinehopes of youth, and the seductive pleas-
ures that drown the thought of care and sor-
row at this changeful season of our life, left

‘but litlle room for jts chilling effect on my

heart. In o few yearsall was forgotien, and
I was again a wrestler with worldly strife, and
thoughts. 1 commenced business in another
part of the world and was sanguineaseverin

-my snccess. There lived in' my neighborhood

an old man, comfortably settled on a farm,
with a beautiful cottage on it. The solace, the

-pride and animation of his venerable age, was

anouly daughter. Catharine! charming Cath-
arine ! bewitching girl! her form is still love-
ly and bright in my recollection ; though the
dark clouds of age and distance of time, shad-
ow o’cr my soul, I still can remeinber the time
I first saw thee—saw thee cling with fillial af-
fection round the -neck of thy aged parent,
whilst he spoke of thy mother and the big
tear trickled down his time-worm check.—
Ah! thou aivy sunshine of the past, glimmer-
ing through the gloom of time! Why does
thy fairy dream come o’cr the soul of time-
beaten Barclay 7”

Here the old man hesitated, turned his eyes
on high and a faint smile lit up his face, he ga-
zed abstractedly ; then rousing from his rev-
erie, he sprang upon his feet. * * “Oh,
my son, forgive the dotage of ycars. Shall I
tell thee, the next time I saw Catharine Mavor
was in her garden; a garden which she su-
perintended. She was in the midst of flowers,
herself the fairest of them. Her dress was a
pink-satin gown, and her sash of a silvery-
white. Her auburn hair hung in-tresses, del- .
icately curled round her shoulders, and in her
bosoin a garland of flowers, an emblem of its
inward innocence. On one side of her there
was a bed of sweet peas, and on the other a
motley display of pinks ; over the latter she
was bending, humming a melodious tune, the
first verse of which I could only hear: '



