= He ‘believes me. innocent.

THE PEAR L "'

He has been ome m ﬁum
LbrMher _He wiil aq:ompgny me to another c:hme,1
whither I am going, to try the effect’ of more genial &ir vn
my shattered frame. Wouid to God we could have met
_before we parted—perhaps for ever.  Your ‘father says
~you have been ill, that you fear the effect of the meeting
‘on both. 1 ou have been itl—my ever adored, still tenderly
“ beloved Cecilia, I write not to reproach you. Bitter is the
pecalty paid for one mement of passion. Had I ever
swerved in my affection for you, even in thonght, 1 should
desan_‘eaﬂ I have suffered. 1 recall your sadness, your

coMnées, and averted looks. I kmow the cause, and
mourn over it. Why did you nct confide in me? We
nmiight yet have been bappy—but the will of God be done.
The vesssl waits that is the bearus toa transatlantic clime
——farewell. Should I return, bearing with me some
of my former vigour, should your confidence i inmy

Jove be restored, then, perchance, thmubh the mercy of
heaven, two chasteped and hamble hearts msy cnce more
be wnited on earth.. If 1 am never permitted to revisit my

- mative soit, if I dlem a foreign land, know, that faithful

_to you, 1o mM¥ latest hour, my last thought, prayer and

* *

* *

sizh, will be yoors.™
And he wa:gone——conwck wounded, perhaps dying
he was gone to another lznd, and the blood that wus
Znained from him on my soul. My father forbade bim
‘tt see me—he was too feeble to bear the shock of behold-
ine me in the condition I then was. My resl situation was
concealed from him. The only means of making the
probibition effectual, was to word it as proceeding. from
‘myself. Thus, he believed we cold and -selfish to the
the last. My father talked to me of better days, of the
bope of my husband’s speedy restoration, and of our
futere reunion. I could only listen and weep. I dared
potmurmur. I felt too deeply the justice of the judg-
ment the Almighty had passed against me. I had one
ordeal vet to pass——an interview with Alice. She also
was under my father’s roof, confined by inereasing de-
bility 1o her own apartment As soon as my strength
“allowed, Imade &t a relisicas duty to visit the poor invaid.
¥ was shocked to see the ravagesof ber mnalady. Her eye
of glassybngbma& tarned on me with such a look of woe
and remorse, it catme to the heart. I took the pale thin
hand she extended towards me, and burst into tears. Yes!
I saw it but too clearly. Here was another vicum. The
steps of the destrover were fearfullv accelersted. She
had had a profuse hemorrhage from the lungs, acd her
voice was so weak and husky, it was with diffcaity 1

 could anderstand bher. Shedrew me down near to her

piliew, and, piacing my band on her heart, said, m a
careful whisper— Remerse, Cecilia, it s here. Itis

" this which gives the sting to death.” Sh: thea drew from

benezth her pillow a paper that she had written for e,

" ‘xkhich she begged me to read when I was alone. Idid

read it... It was the transeript of 2 warm, romantic heart,

enng and misguided, yet even in it abermations dis-

coyrring an inmate love for virtue and truth.  Her whole

_ soulwas hared before me—all her love, imprudence, and

reworge. She described my hushand as an angel of light

g an&pnnty, soaring high above the clonds of passion that

gathered darkly around berself She spoke of that scene
,ﬁ!iowad by soch imemediable woe.  Yven now,”
emthne&Ahee ‘“ wastivg aslam onthe bed ofdeaih,

- with the shadows of earthly feeling dimly fioating round

‘me, knowing that I shall soon turm to cold, impassive

 clay, the memery of that bour presses with scorching
. .wreight on my brain. I must have been mad. Sarely I

ind mot the coatyol of my reason. I bad taken the

. previous night-2a umnsnal quantity of opinm, which, in-

) uudufmpnmgmctoskep,lmdexmdmy nerves,
"aimtlgthemas'lﬂlﬁre. Yoar hnshand came in ornly
) ash:ttmebefme Your: sadden. entrance, evidently

* . elilmoioe exxand ; and though hehmﬂyyansedtospak
*"mm expressed haste todepwt. Just as be
uxommleamthem,lwa _attacked with one of
thuaq:smyon have sometimes mmasad. He came
, - he administeved every restorative. I know
“lmé,buwhnlmmdlmmy
ﬂuﬁmﬁteﬁdmﬂp hnunedtom}

that I was cnmg to dxe, and while ha.s arms thns hndly
supported mo, I feltas if'it would bejoy to die. With
tis conviction, wis iteahlack a erime to bresthe forth
the love that had\ =0 long pervaded my freil and lovaly
existénce ? Cecilia,” herecoiled from me with horror.
He prochiimed his inviolable love and devotion for you—
his glance was stern and upbraiding. Then seeing me
sinking in despair, the kindness of his nature triamphed,
and he sought to calm my overwronght and tronbled
spirit. He expressed the affeciion of a2 brother, the pity
ofa friend, the admonitions of a christian. ¢ Above all,”
saxd he, ¢¢ wake a friend of Cecilia. She will always
cherish you with a sister's love,”” ‘ Never !’ I ex-
claimed, ¢ she hates me, she must ever hate me.”” The
vision of an injured wife arrested my unhaliowed accents
You know the dreadfu! tragedy that followed. Never since
that hour have I had one moment’s calm. Censcience,
with ber theusand scorpions, lashes me—whether sleeping

or waking there is norest. ¢ There is no peace, saith my
God to the wicked.”” Yet mine was not deliberate guilt.
Had I only wrecked my own happiness '—but the
wide desolation, the uretrievable ruin! I shudder, 1
weep, I lift my feeble hands to that Power whose
laws I have transgressed, and pray for pardva. To you,
whose home of love 1 have laid waste, date I turn my
fading eyes, and hope for forgiveness? To hin whom ]
kave drivén from his native land, shorn of the brightness
of his manhood—Oh ! sinfoi dest and eshes’, here
tbe anhappy writer Lroke offi—the blank was stained with
tears.
passion flashed out their last fires, through the * dust and
ashes™ of withering mortality. Poor Alice ! may’st thou
be forgiven L, a werciful Creator as freely as thou art by
me. Gentle be :hy passage through the valley of the
shadow of dcath, to that country where no storms desolate

¢ heart, where passion and penitenpce are unknown.
As for me—why and for what do I live? For hopeor
despair I .I pray for tidings from the beloved exiles, vet
dread te receive them. If the night gale swceps with
hasty gust against the window, I tremble les: they be ex-
posed 1o the stormy deep. ‘Vhen I gaze on the moon
and stars, I ask wmyselfif they are lighting the wanderers
ontbeir homeward way, ad sometimes guther hope from
their heavenly brightness.

The manuscript of Cecilia here abruptly closes. It
fallen tothe lot one who afterwards became the devoty
friend of Clinton, to relate the sequel of their melanchol y
history.

‘ It was in the spring of the vear 18—, I was
sitting on the deck, watching the rapid motion of the boat,
as it glided over the waves, thinking earnestly ofthe place
of my destination, when [ first beheld Cecilia, the wife of
Clinton. Iwas a stranger on board, and gazed arocnd
me with that indefinite expression, which marks the stranger
to the experienced eye. At length my glance was riveted
Lby the appearance of a ladv, leaning on the arm of a
gray-haired gentleman, slowly promenading the deck.
They passed and repassed me, while I continued to lean
over the railing, fearing, by a change of position, to dis-
turb the silent strangersd There was something in the
fizure of the lady mexpressibly interesting. She wore a
mourning-dress, and her eyes were covered with a green
shage. Notwithstanding ber face was thus partiaily ob-
scured, the most exquisite beanty of sutline and coloaring
was visible ] ever saw in any buman comntenance. She
wore no bonnet or veil, for the sun was verging towards
the west, and its rays stole soft and mellow over the!
golden waters. Fair and meek as the virgin mother’s was |
the brow that rose above the siIkeP screen, defmed with
beanteous distinctness by dark, divided hair, whose
luxuriance was confinzd by « golden band. At length they
seated themselves very near me, and begsxn io coaverse
in a low tone. There was -amelancholy sweeiness iu her
awm,andlwumetheywmqukmgofmme
sorrowful theme. We were now entering the———bay,
and the boat rocked and laboured as she plunged throagh
the increased volume of the waters. Now, just visible on
the glowiag horizon, was the topmast of a vesssl. On she
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Probubly in that broken sentence the embers of

o

breeze, her majestic ontline softened by the aunset hues,
The gentlcman pointed out the object to his companion -’ Q‘E
who lifted the shade from her brow, rev ealing, as she 3

did so, eyes of such melting softness, I woadered I hid, =

thought her lovely ‘before. She pressed the arm of t.hg'h
gentleroun, and gazed eagerly on the vessel, which now
bore down ‘masjestically near.’ --Sae rose, she beat mrwam—:
|with earnest gestures, her fuce kindled, and sparkledliko ~
the waters themslves. The ship approached -s0 pear wa "
could discern figures on the deck. The boat had divenged
from her path to give place to the nobler crzft. She was

sailing with great rapidity, and the noise of the engine and -
the dasbing of the waves drowned the sound of the voices
near me. 1 began to feel a strange intercst in the vessel
on which the eyes of the strangers were so earnestly '
riveted. Amid the figurea that walked her deck, I dis- .
tingushed one, which was aloof from the others, of a
more lofty bearing—a cloak wus gathered roand him, and -
from this circumstance, tngether with his extremely pal- -
lid conplexion, I judged him to be an invalid. From the
rapid motion of both vessels, it was but a glance I ob- |
tained, after we were near enough to trace these lmec-

aments. At this moment the lady sprang upon the benchs

beneath the rgiling—she stretched forth her arms, witha -
startlinz cry. 1 saw her for an instent, bending far over .
the cdze of the boat. I rose and rushed towards her L il
warn ber of her danger, but a plungging sound in the -

water, that closed darkly over her sinking form, froze my i
veins wity harror. ‘Oh ! my God’’ exclaimed the father
<save her. My daughter "O! my daughter! then fell back al- % 4
most paralyzed on the seat. To throw offmy coat and plunge ?
in after the i!l-fated lady, in whom 1 had become so painfully ¥ %
interested, was an instantaneous deed. Alas!all my efs ¢ g
The current was so powerful, r- .
I relaxed not, ;

foris were unavaiiing.
found it in vzin to struggle with its force.
however, till my fallicg strength warned me that 1 was ¢
secking o grave for myself, without being abic 1o rescue’
the victim for whom I had williegly periled my- life. l 4
will notattempt 1o describe the gric( of the baif distracted, )
father. 1 mever left him till he reached bis own home, '—
Whazt a scene of agony awaited him there ! The husbande
and brother, so long absent, were returned, yearning t 2
beho!d once more that beloved being, whose involuamy g
sin had been so fearfuliy expiated. It was Clinton wlmn :

,had seen on the vessei’s deck.
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As he afterwards uM’“
pe, the dazzle of the ruys on the water, wn that dnrecuonw
kad prevented him from distinguishing the features for eﬂl"
engraven oo his heart. The hoarse sound of the wavea;}
swallowed her drowning shrieck—onward they bore lnn:é
and he saw not the fond a'ms that would have embraced:}l
him, even over that watery chasm. | have wuneud%
many a écene of norrow, but never saw [ one like tht‘;
From the peculisr circumstances that brought us togeﬁer,,
I became aimeost identified with this unhappy fani}',_f
Clinton was the inost interesting man [ éver caw. e
was a confirned invalid, never having recovered frod
the effects of his wound. 1 mever saw a smile uf
his face, nor couid I ever smile in his presence. R
seldom spoke and never but once did he mention ey
name of Ceciliz. Itwasone night when he was wngl]
sually ill, and 1 was sitting alone with him in hief
chamber. He gave me tie manuscript for '
which is here transcribed, ar act of confidesce
considered due 10 me, who would bave been her savio
Through the watches of that night he poured into my
1the hoarded agonies of his grief. Never before did I kno
how deep human sorrow could be, or how holy wast
love which clings to the memory of the dead.

Alice dwelt in ‘the dark and narrow house.’ Sb‘
spared the knowledge of the fatal catastrophe, for she difl
before her vietim. Yes—her victim! Had she guat
against the first inroads of a forbidden passion, thﬂ‘
hare been‘beauty for ashes,the oil of joy for mourning 8%
the garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness.’ Thes -
gel form that Yies low, wrapped in the winding-sheet' s
the waves, might now be meving in the light of lovels _
love, ndpy Bntwhounﬂdamtolmapthc ) 3

mm*u‘l'"‘zhﬁmmdhgn the |

LR




