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LOVE AND PRIDE.

Why did she love him ?-Curious fooL be stilli
ls humani love the growth of human will ?"

denlyfro said Caro, nd S Clair, dmy unhappiness wvill not be the only fruit ofur frid s er sent, and pacig ber that encouragement; at least, if Charles loves
urricd stejîs; "6It is very strange I asloeitievlibrieab
to lOVe Lord Frederick itzairi he finds thate him, he will be miserable too, wheneverythng weculdwis for bo 's that our love is hopeless, and can onlyo aVeryhinsoe, coid wish for, be indulged in at the expense of my father'sY sas handon , rican , talcnted, curse; and to be the cause of misery to Charles ist Is equat s'range, and las! more than I could bear. Oh!" she passionatelytbat s Cannot'hcp loing Charles exclaimed, throwing herself on a sofa, andnaobod eoeemns to think *ias any- burying her face in ber hands; "better marryanner is rather im. It is true Lord Frederick than this! It may be still time
he sees cold against him; but to sae Charles; hehasneversaid he loves me,-se is cold, and almost indiffer- perhaps he does not; and were I another's, hisPeople, li is neer so to me; and better priniple would soon enable him to getin eyes, is just an additionat reason over any little predilection he may now feel for
fl shin a me. Though I cannot love Lord Frederick, Ith an o'rt dwhen al's awake, could at least be a good wife. I think I knowhe o'hi hes on me what constitutes that. I would endure every-e r ld's ahhslep on•• e thing, try everyth g, in sickness I would wate'h

theyrd aep uc too-indue over him, in sorrow sympathise with him, and*h t ftey a-e much too indulgent vere he joyous, I would try to smile with him:kno MrY father and mother is but then, and she• shuddered as the idea cameoutweigh mny ta at consider- over her,-" should a thought of Charles steal.I also know that prediec- across me, how I should hate myself! Oh! howe his d ing dthat could my could I, with my affections fixed on another, lookee bis darling da ughter's heart into my husband's face, and smile? No, no, no,ere binghrd -i but suspect tbe that were impossible! Aud yet what to do? theche sorg thercit would bring post hour approaches, and my father says IWito sortow to the grave: and must write definitively to Lord Frederick to-day.on oht-
0 t only to make me Oh! for one friend in the wide world whoseonh bt feel indifferetit to its ob- opinion I might ask, whose advice I could followlYsh n nd she shook ber But," she exclaimed, as a sudden idea seemed toed as paspoke, I cannot subdue strike her, "I have such a friend; one whose ad-s aci lce lu my very soul, too vice I have often asked and always followed-tel s me, forubny human and that friend is Charles. Yes, I arm resolvedthfamiyand I nout Eubiit to its what to do; I know h is in the library just now;y fallly eed moe t fearpd -and I iwill go to him, tell him of Lord Frederick's

o Caroline St.rCair c throu unfortunate fancy for me, my family's more un-
pri n . Cslair cainot mao furtunate wishes on the subject, and asic himhr ni if she wiant leas he what I am to do. I shall discover whether he

ppy by taring Ler loves me or not-if he docs, no power on earthob happy f th harrying Lord shall induce me to accept Lord Frederick-if hoe thei hoic, she wil does not, for my father and mother's sake, I will
t - Ulitin. Nors- sacrifice myself, and marry him.''sery, Ithero , no, So rensoued Caroline, the only child of Sirve whi penalyo John and Lady St. Clair, and having arrived ateh My reason tels m to this extraordinary conclusion, to the library abeh0 COntinued, afir a pause, forthwith proceeded.-She found Charles Moray
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