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nlrting ‘:rg’ Strange,” saiq Caroline St. Clair,
To0Ry sy d"".‘." from her seat, and pacing her
c“"}lot @amur“ed Steps; 1t is very strange I
the Per, ti nto love Lorg Frederick Fitzmaurice;
¥opy o everything we could wish for,
a’miablen\ ¥ s.ayS.; handsome, rich, talented,
tr:n 1t is equally strange, and alas!
3:;1'&)', “’h:x;lthat I cannot help loving Charles
N n P"‘ticul nobody seems to think has any-
ll;‘ Strang, m:" ‘O‘fecommend him. Ttis true
(‘n:n’ though )ne“f" IS rather against him; but
th;;o Other Peol;lieu;,s c?ld, and almost indiffer-
fOrnu? my"aine » e is never s?'to me; and

ku,g i, Fes, is just an additionat reason

“

g:‘ 88 ghiney bright when all's awake,

Uike oy - 20 O%er t1q deep;

o Whey @000 whiey shines on me
0. il thoggy 714" ssleepr™
Q‘Dre& i, I‘lgh they are much too- indulgent
h’"&rry ow my father and mother wish
2hy to :d Fl'tr‘derick, and that consider-
“ Chy Utweigh my wayward predilec-
iq ) Rther o L also !mow that - could my
« fore b‘!s da'rhng daughter’s heart
big (‘115)3e is o ’.m_‘dld he but suspect the
‘hi;grﬂy hairg w‘ensbmg there—it would bring
b“econsidl‘ratio;l S0rrow to the grave: and
oy, D2t sion, + ZM—not only to make me
' g Yetn 37 but fee) indifferent to its ob-
it, ir,m')u"’fnll € Continued, gyq she shook her
- o gai Y 85 she spoke, “I cannot subdue
8, gy, ned
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%utl‘ql $ me, for nny human
“ncon L Sy, TeTe, and T must submit to jtg
the rse"'usly s Y family need not fear”—and

ionm'.\“l ¢ “"‘"f&d more proudly through
the on] Yielg a':(’hPG St. Clair cannot muko
f{u‘er ysuﬂ'et . p“"‘!’ple. she will at least be
anq Crself; je she cannot make her

4ppy by tharrying Lord
. Ofelbcir c.huice, she will
ea]%: ";::!Dst th_‘til‘ incli)n:t?:r::.g hc’?,clfut)?
Siog 4 ) ¢ u"se"')'» the proper penalty of
/'8 But," Ich my reason tells me to
¢ Continued, afier 5 pause,
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LOVE AND PRIDE, )

R e VU

“ Why did she love him >—Curious fool, bestill !
Is human love the growth of human wil) 3

NTNNAA

*“my unhappiness will not be the ouly fruit of
that encouragement; at least, if Charles loves
me as I love him, he will be miserable too, when
he finds that our love is hopeless, and can only
be indulged in at the expense of my father's
curse; and to be the cause of misery to Charles is

more than I could bear. Oh!” she passionately

exclaimed, throwing herself on a sofa, and
burying her face in her hands; “better marry
Lord Frederick than this! Tt may be still time
to save Charles; he has never said he loves me,—
perhaps he does not; and were I another’s, his
better principle would soon enable him to get

over any little predilection he may now feel for _

me. Though I cannot love Lord Frederick, I
could a¢ least be a good wife, T think I know
what constitutes that. I would endure every-
thing, try everything, in sickness I would watch
over him, in sorrow sympathise with him, and
were he joyous, I would try to smile with him:
but then, and she: shuddered as the idea came
over her,—*“should a thought of Charles steal
across me, how I should hate myself ! Oh! how
could 1, with my affections fixed an another, Jook
into my husband’s face, and smile? No, no, no,
that were impossible! And yet what to do? the
post hour approaches, and my father says I
must write definitively to Lord Frederick to-day.
Oh! for one friend in the wide world whose

opinion I might ask, whose advice I could follow] -

But,” she exclaimed, as a sudden idea seemed to
strike her, “T have such a friend ; one whose ad-
vice I have often asked and always followed —
and that friend is Charles. Yes, Iam resolved
what to do; I know he is in the library just now;
Twill go to him, tell him of Lord Frederick’s
unfortunate fancy for me, my family’s more un-
fortunate wishes on the subject, and ask him
what Tam to do. I shall discover whether he
loves me or not—if ke does, no power on earth
shall induce me to accept Lord Frederick—if he
does not, for my futher and mother’s sake, I will
sacrifice myself, and marry him.”

So reasoned Caroline, the only child of Sir
John and Lady St. Clair, and having arrived at
this extraordinary conclusion, to the library ghe
forthwith proceeded.—She found Charles Moray




