
( 307 )

hour-a thief, or a poet '? Neither. It vas a young girl of ra-
vishing beauty. One of lier elbows was supported on a table,
over which lier elastic and youthful figure Was gràcefully bon-
ding. She was thinking, no doubt, o her lover. But she had
been rcading :-a smoking lamp threv its light upon a niiumber
of the State Gazette : in Poland the women do not confir.e thier
tiouglits to their lovers.

" Public rumour lad in vague terms 'made ber acquainted
with the battle of Praga :--and ber lover was at Praga ;'ho was
to lier as an offering upon the altar of ber country. No doubt
lie had actedin a manner worthy ofher ; no doubt he had fouglit
bravely ; and was perhaps wounded--perlaps killed! This
idea flashed througli er heart, like lightning through a
cloud, and left a pang of dreadfuL apprehension. 'She dared not
for some lime open the paper and read the account of the battle,
lest she should find the naine of Stanislas among uthe slain.

"At [engtli she took courage. From the reportshe found
iliat he had been wounded, during a glorious charge, and that
le was sent back to Warsaw to be cured. She should soon
sec hii, then ! Disfigured perhaps ! But low landsome
vould le then appear iii her eyes ! Sie should press him in

lier arms to-morrow, and walk with him through thewliole city.
Sie rend no more. -Her mind ias waidoriig in searcli of lier
wounded lover, and lier meditations vere full of delight. The
purest patriotism was linked with her love for Stanis-
las ; and, and ai the time when she should unite lier fate to' bis,
she trusied lier beldved Poland would have effected its divorce
from Nicholas. By degrees lier long eyelasles closed, and the
paper fell from ber giasp. She vas asleep, and the lamp burnt
on, vlien a Polisli soldier entered the room. HIe'ivas; young
and liandsone, and lie vas, moreover, wounded. ' It was Stanis-
las. He contdmplated his sleeping mistress. -Ier sleop was
that of innocence ; lier breathing vas caln and freco, aid from
lier head, a little ilrovn back, a thick ringlet of auburn hair
hung over aci cheek. Stanislas, in profound admiration, re-
mnained motionless as a statue. A delicately white hand was
spread upon the knees of the' maiden ; it wvas the hand which
had held the gazette-the left hand, that upon which the wed-
ding ring is always worn.

A sharp and. sudden pang contracted the brow of Stanis-
las. Upon this naked hand lue sav not a ring,' whiclih, on lea-
ving Maria, lie had given lier as a pledge of his affection. He
examined the other hand ; but it was not tliro citlier. She


