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ADA.

Apa was the danghter of a powerful rajah,
who, iu the reign of the Emperor Akbar,
dwelt in o superb paluea on the banks of the
Jumna,

. The rajal was proud of his beautiful ¢»ild,
and loved her, as far as his stern nature wus
susceptible of such a passion. But the duties
of his situation and s warlike puvsuits
‘ealled bim frequently from ler; and much of
the dark-eyed iindoo’s time was spent in
dreary solitude amid the gardens: of her
father’s paluce.

Beautiful as those gnrdens were, sparkling
with gilded puvilions, the air cooled with
silver fouutaing, and readered fragrant by the
odors of avery rake plang, still this perpetoal
solitude weuried hey, thesociety of her female
attendants failed to interest her, and as she
reclined beneath the pendent branches of a
date-tree, she sighed and felt more like a pri-
soner in a cage, thana princess in the pleasure-
gurden of her palace,

She had dismissed hev attendants, and lay
thoughtlully leaning her head upon her hand,
when & rustling amid the branches of an
orange tree attracted h.r attention, and she
started Lo her feet in an instaut with an ex-
clamation of ularm and surprise, as she dis-
tinctly saw nmong the clustering leaves aod
blossoms, the bright eyes and durk glowing
foutures of o man.

Ihe bra:ches bastily parted, and a young
Mohammedan, rushiog forwurd, knelt before

er, )

¢Who art thou?' she exclaimed. *Merey,
mercy, I am defenceless—spare mel’

¢« Merey,” replied the Moor; ‘’tis [ must
erave merey of you; I am defenceless, fair
lady. I am at your feet, und in your power.’

“What brought you here?’ she replied.
*Know you not the danger?

A Qauger Thave braved too often to heed
it for an instant now.’

¢Often] What mean you ?’ .

* Daily at this hour, the hour of your solitary
vamble, have I enteted theso gurdens—daily
have Ilarked behind the shrubs that surround
your favorite bower—daily have 1 gazed on
you unseen.’

* For what purposef’

My purposel madness—death!’

‘Death? to me, who never wronged yon—
who uever injured a human being{’

*To you, lady—no, no—not to you; would :

not harm you for the world.’

¢ Death to whom, thent’

¢ To myself’

¢ Why —what brought you here?

¢ Accident, or perlaps idle curiosity first
brought me here; and [ looked on you for the
first time ; need [ say why, duily, after I had
once beheld you, I came agnin?’

¢ Oh, if you nve seen,’ cried Ada, ¢ nothing
caa save you from my father’s rage; you know
the barrier—the awful, impassable barrier—
that divides your race from mine. Madman,
begone !’ )

The youug Moor, whose face and form were

such as might have been chosen by a sculplor
who wished to represent the perfection of
eastern beauty, spolic not, moved not; hacon-
tinued knecling before the ugituted girl, while
his dark, brilliant eyes fixed upon her coun-
tenance, scemed engerly to read its varying
expression, that memory might have a store
of sweet thoughts to live upon, when the
reality should no longer stand before him.
* Ade could not bear the earnest gnze of
those fond cyes; where was her anger, her
indiguution at the intrusion of the strasger?
Gone! She called not for her attendants;
no, she trembled lest they should come.

¢T await my doom,’ at length wuttered the
intruder. ¢lscornto fly; my dream ofsecret
love is over; my stolen watchings, so dear,
though so hopeless, arc at an end; you will
call your father’s guards, and I shall die’

¢ No, no—you shalf not die—not if Ada can
" save you; 1 will not call them; no, 1 dread
their coming.’

“Then you forgive my Loldness?’

¢ Yes—only begone—save yourself.’

¢«Shall we meet again ¢’

¢ Never I’

¢Then I will etny and die; better to die
here, at your command, in your presence,than
to go hence avd linger out a life of hopeless
love, never beholdiog you agaivn.’

Poor Ada had pever been before addressed
in love's own language. Her hand had been
sought by princes aud nobles, who, secure in
her fanther’s sanction, had addressed bLeor in
terms of admiration, but whose looks and
accents were cold and spiritless when com-
pared with the ardor of the youthful lover
who knelt before her.

¢ For my enke, if nol for your own, go,’ she
oried.
¢Then we shall meet again{’ .

¢« Yes, only leave me now ; you know not
half your peril. To-morrow 1ia the annual
festival in honor of Vishuu; I shall be there,
and will contrive to epeak to you—harkt’

She pointed to the orange-trees. A footstep
waos heard at 2 distance. The Moor grasped
ber hand, pressed it to his lips, and was lost
among the orange blogsoms just as the ch‘|ef
officer of the rajah entered the bower to in-
form Ada that her father desired her presence.
She cast one anxious glance around her,

breathed wore freeiy when she tound thas e
lover luy unsuspeeted in his fragrant ambust:.
and followed by her atterdant, returned to
the palace. ‘Lhere was no festival in Hindo-
stun g0 splendid as that celebrited annuaily m
honor ol Vishnu in the provinee over wheih
the rajah governed. The gardens on the banks
of the Jumna were splendidly decorated lor
the oceasion, and at noon were filied by
crowds of persons, all eager in their varions
situntions either tosee or be seen; 10 pay due
revereuce to Vishnu, or to be duly reverenced,

Kettle-druas sounded, golden armov gh-
tened, downy feathers waved in costly tur-
bans; cavaliars bearing silver battle-nxes vods
proudly on their prancing milk-white stecds,
and princely ladies were borne in glittering
pulankeens on tho backs of elephants,

Adun was there, pale and ead: her stolen
mysterions interview with her unknown lover,
was 8o recent, 8o unexpected, so unlikely to
¢nd happily, that she Jay on her rose-color
cushions, fanncd by her favorite slave, with-
out taking the troudle to draw aside the smber
curtains of her litter to look upon the festivi-
ties which surrounded her,

Toward evening the gardens were illumi-
nated with thousands of many colored lamps;
she raised herself and Jooked around her, but
glancing hastily over bright vistas and radi-
ant bowers, her eyes rested on a wide-spread-
ing tros Dbeneath whose overshadowing
branches a comparatively dark space remained.
She there saw the form of her unknown lover ;
he was leaning against the trce, with his cyes
fixed upon her; she told her slave with as-
sumed levity that she had vowed to gather a
cluster of the hlossoms of that trec, alonc to
gather them, and desiring ber to await bher
return. she hastened benonth the eanopy
formed by its boughes.

Selim was indeed theve.

‘Speak not,” she earnestly whispered. ‘I
must not stay for an inatant—I dare not listen
to you—but mark my words, and if you love
me obey them, I do not doubt your love, Ido
not. doubt yonr constancy, but I shall appear
to doubt both when you hear my request.’

¢t Speak, lady, I will obey you,’ said tne
Moor.

*Go,” whispered Ada, ‘buy the swiftest of
Arabisp steeds, ride him across yon plain
three times in every day—in the morning, at
noon, and in the eveming ; and every time
you ride him, swim the Jumoa on his back.’
*Is that all ¥ said Selim: it shall be dove.’
¢ It is all,” replied Ada; to prove your love
you will I now readily do it, but to prove your
coustaney, ov rather to ensure our safety, 1t
must be done three times cvery day for the
space of one year

‘A year!’

¢ Yes, and at the expiration of the year,at this
festival, on this very day, if neither courage
por constaney have becn wanting, meoct wme
agnin on this spot. I ean wait for no reply—
bless you, bless you.’ ’

Ada, with a few leaves of the tree in her
trembling hand, hastened back to her palan-
keen, and Selim again, alone, gazed {rom Lis
shadowy hiding-place on the gay festival, in
which his eyes beheld one form alone. How
brief seems the vetrospect of one year of hap-
piness? How sad, how interminable, seetncs
the same space of time, in anticipation, when
we know that at its close somno long looked for
bliss will Le obtained—some cherishied hope
realized! .

Belim bought a sleed, the whitest and the
swiftest of thie province, and he soon Joved it
dearly, for it seemed to be a living link con-
neching him with Ada. !

e daily three times traversed the valley
and thrice he forded the dcep and foaming
river ; he saw not his love, he reecived no
token from her; Lut if his eyes did not de-
ceive him, he oceasinnally saw a female form
ou thesummit of her father's tower, and a
show white searf wus sometimes waved as he
speeded rapidly through the valley.

To Ada thevyear passed slowly, nnxiously ;
often did ¢he repent of her injunction to the
Moor, when the sky was dark and stormy,
and when the torrents from the mountains had
rendered the Jamua impetuous and dangerous.

Then on her knees on the rajah’s tower, she
would watch for her lover, dreading at one
moment lest fenr should muke him abandon
hoth her and the enterprise, and then prayiog
thathe mightindeed forsake both,rather than
encounter the terrors of that foaming ficod !
Soon she saw him speeding from the durk
forest ; he plunged fearlessly into the river; he
buffeted with its waves ; he gained the oppo-
site shore ; agnin and again she snw him
brave the Qifiieulty, again hae conquered it,
and again it was to be eucountered. Al
length the annual festival arrived, the gar-
deps were ndorned with garlands, and resonnd-
ed with music and gladoess ; once movre, too,-
Sclim stood beneatl: the sliadow of the wide
spreading tree.

He saw crowds assemble, but he heeded
them not ; he heard the erash of cymbals and
the measured beat of the ketile drnms,  The
rajah passed near him, with his officers -and
armed attendants, and those'were followed by
a troop of damsels; then came Ada the
rajab’s danghter.  She was no longer the
trembling, bashful girl he had seen at the
last festival.  Proudly and self-posscsed she
walked the queen of the procession, her form

glitte:ing with a kingdom'’s wealth of diam-
onds.  Selim’s heact sunk within him,

¢ She is ¢changed—she will think no more
of me I’ he involuntarily exclnimed. But at
shal moment her dark eye glanced toward b
hiding-place.

She spoke to her attendnnts, and the pro-
cession puused as sbe approached .the tree
ulone, aod affected Lo gather some of its
ieaves,

¢ Ave you faithfulf? said she, iv a)ow tone;
‘nay, [ wrong you by the question; I have
seen that you are so; if you bave courage, as
you have ecnstancy, you are mine, apd [ am
yours— hush—where )8 your steed #°

Selim held its bridle rein.

*Then in yourhandslplace my happiness,’
she added’; *these gems shall be our wealth,
and your truth my trust—away ! away !’

Selim in an instant bore Ada to the back of
bis Arabian, and ere the rajah and his attend-
ants were aware she had quitied theeavaleade,
swift us the wind he bore her from the gur-
dens.

The pursuit was instantaneous, and uttering
curses and indignant reproaches, the rajah and
a hundred of his armed followers were soon
close at the heels of the fugitives,

‘Follow! followI" eried the foremost, ¢ we
gain upon them, we will tear her from the
grasp of the Mohammedan. They approach
the river’s bank ! and turbulent as it now is,
after the storm of yesterday, they will either
perish in it walers, or wo shall scize them
on its briak.’

Still they gained upon them; the space be-
tween Uie pursuers and the pursned became
smuller and smaller, nnd the recapture of Ada
scemed certain, When lo! to the astovish-
ment, of those who followed hiwm, Selim’s well-
trained steed plunged into the foaming tor-
rent, battled bravely with its waves, Lore his
burthen safely through them, and bounding
up the opposite bank, continued his flight !

The pursuers stood baffled on the river’s
bank ; their horses having been trained to no
such feat as that they had just witnessed, it
would have been madness to have pluunged
amid the eddying whirlpools of the swollen
Jumna.

Every tale should have its moral, What
then will be said of mine, which rzcords the
triumph of a disobedient child in o secret.
unauthorized attachment? A temporary tri-
amph whieh so rarely leads to happiness !
For this part of my story I have no apology
o offer ; but from the little history of Selim
and Ada, this small grain of moral inference
may be extracted: Ladies will do well to try
the integrity and prove the constancy of their
lovers cre ey marry; and lovers should en-
dure trials and delays with fortitude, and thus
prove the unchanging truth of their affection,

In Sketehes and Incidents we read :—
‘ Baxter says of himself, that, before the
wars, he preached twice every Sabbath,
and once in the week, hesides occasional
sermons, and several regular evening
religious meetings. Two days in the
week he catechised the people from house
to house, spending an hour with each
tamily. Besides all this, he was forced,
by the necessity of the people, to practice
physic; and as he never took a penny
from any one, he was crowded with
paticnts.  In the midst of all these duties,
though afilicted with almost all the dis-
cases which man is heir to, he wrote more
Looks than most of us can find time to
read, All these men were poor. We
find Luther begging the elector for a
new coat, and thanking him for a piece
of meat ; Calvin selling his books to
pay his rent ; and Baxter was a curate
with sixty pounds a year.

A Savurary TuoveHt.—When [ was
8 young man, there lived in our neighbor-
hood a Presbyterian, who was universally
reported to be a very liberal man, and
uncommonly upright in his dealings.
When he had any of the produce of his
farm to dispose of, he made it an invari-
able rule to give good measure, over gnog,
rather more thau ecould be required of hir,
Oue of his friends, observing him fre-
quently doing so. questioned him why he
did it, told him he gave too much, and
said it would not be to his own advan.
age. Now, my friends, mark the answer
of this Presbyterian :—*' God Almighty
has permitted me but one journey through
the world, and when gone, 1 cannot re-
turn to rectify mistakes.”  Think of this,
fricnds, but one journey through the
world.—Jumes Simpson.

An advertising chandler at Liverpool mod-
estly eays, that ¢ withont intending any dis-
paragement to the sun, he may contidently
assert that his octagonal spermaceti are the
best lights ever invented.’

Gleanings,

A PATCH ON BOTH KNEES AND GLOVES ON.

The tollowing, taken from an Ameri-
can paper, is one of the cleverest essays
we have met with for many a day :

When | was n boy, it was my fortune
to breathe, for a lung time, what some
writers term ¢ the bracing air of poverty.
My mother—light lic the turf upon the
form which once enclosed her strong and
gentle spirit—was what is commonly
called an ambitious woman; for that
quality, which overturns thrones and sup-
plants dyuasties, finds a legitimate sphere
in the humblest abode that the shadow
of poverty ever darkened. The struggle
between the wish to keep up appearances
and the pinching gripe of necessity, pro.
duced endless shilts and contrivances, at
which, we are old, some would sniile, |
and some to whom they would teach their
own experiences would sigh.  But let me
not disturb the veil of oblivion, which
shrouds from profane eyes the hallowed
mysteries of poverty.

On one oceasion it was necessary to
send me on aun evrand to a neighbor in
better circumstances than ourselves, and
therefore it was necessary that 1 should-
be presented in the best possible aspect.
Great pains were accordingly taken to
give a smart appearance to my patched
and dilapidated wardrobe, and to eonceal
the rents and chasms which the envious
teoth of time had made i thems ; and by
way of throwing over my equipment a
certain eavor and sprinkling of gentility,
my red and toil-hardened hands were in-
ciosed in the unfamiliar casing of a pair
of gloves, which hud belonged to my
maother in days when her years were
fewer and her heart lighter,

1 sallied forth on my errand, and on
my way encountered a much older and
bigger boy, who evidently belonged to a
fumity which had all our own dragging
poverty, and none of our uprising wealth
of spirit. His rags fairly flottered in the
breeze 3 his hat was constructed on the
most approved principle of ventilation,
and his shoes, from their venerable an-
tiquity, might have been dcemed a pair
of fossil shoes—the very ones on which
Shem shofied into the ark.  He was an
impudent vavlet, with a dare-devil swag-
ger in his gait, of * ’'m as good as you’
leer in his eye, the very wheip who threw
a stoue at a well-dressed horsenian, be-
canse he was well-dressed; to tear a
boy’s ruffies because he was clean, As
soon as he saw me his eye detected the
practical inconsistencies, which character-
ized my costume, and taking me by the
shoulders, turned me round with no
gentle hand, and surveying me from head
to foot, exclaimed with a scornful laugh
of derision, ‘.t patch on both knees and
gloves on I

I still reeall the sting of wounded feel-
ing, which shot through me at these
words, To parody a celebrated line of
the immortal ‘Luscan :

¢ That day I wore my gloves no more,”

But the lesson, thus rudely enforeed,
sauk deep into my iind; and, in after
life, I have had frequent occasion 1o make
a practical application of the words of my
rogged friend, when I have observed the
practical inconsistencies which so often
mark the conduct of mankind.

When, for instance, | see parents care-
fully providing for the ornamental educa-
tion of their children, iurnishing them with
teachers in music, dancing, and drawing,
but giving no thought to that taoral and
religious training, from which the true
diguity and prewanent happiness of lite
alono can come, never teaching them
habits of self:sacrilice and sell-discipline
and control, but rather by example, in-
structing them in evil speaking, in un-
charitableness, in envy, and in lalshood,
L think with u sigh, of the patch on both
knees and gloves om.

When | see a family in a cold and sel-
fish solitude, not habitually warming their
houses with a glow of happy faces, but



