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THH AMARANTEH,

?

“For wmore than a moath, oh! Rosalie, I
have been confined 1o the bed of sickness, a
victim to my father’s inflexible will and my
ihuman desuny. 1 feal that 1 a few days I
shall be numbered with the dead. Oh! Ro-
snlie, i you have the least feeling of compassion,
do not ler your faithful lover descend to the
tomb without an opportunity of bidding youa
last adien! My father bas departed for Como,
where he will remain for threedays.  Thereis
no one with me but my kind and affecuonate
aunt.

“Pray, Rosalie, pray persuade your good
mother to the most holy work of bringing you
to see me. Wil she deny this last consola-
tion 10 one who is dying for having 100 dearly
loved her virtuous daughter. If she will vield
newther to your prayers nor mine, say to her
that duty, and even rehgion, impose upon her
this sacrifice. She may save from death—

* Ah yes! your presence, the mere sight of
one for whose sake alone the light is dear to
me, the mild heaming of your eyes, the words
of sympathy and compassion—who knows
but they wilf remove my strength, and snateh
its prey from the yawning sepulchre?

“ Butatallevents, I desire tosee you. Yes, I
desire, 1 must see you! I must press 10 my
pate lips that desr hand, of which I am denied
the possession. Desth will then appear less
terrthle; and if you once more assure me of
vour love, it will perhaps enable e 1o wait
with tranquility, the awful moment of disso-
jution.”

What were the feclings, what the agony, of
the wretched gitl, on veading this sad letier !
Ta embrace her mother, and 1o conjure her to
comply with Vincenzo's request, and then to
weep, and weep, and weep,—such was the
part to which the unhappy oune had recourse.
Hotw could the tender heart of the mother re-
sist so many lears, so much sorrow? ‘The
despair and grief of Rosalie became so exces-
sive, as 10 cause her mother to tremble, not
only for the life of Vincenzo, but for that also
of her daughter.

“ Since you are so resolutely bent npon this
visit,” said the mother to Rosalie, *1 am dis-
posed to gratify vou; but how is it possible to
proceed 10 Moneggio at the present moment?
Hear you not how furiously the storm is ra-
gng?  Stefeno, who has just arrived from
Domaso, says, thal even the courier from Lin-
do found it impossible to cross the lake, and
was compelled to take the cirenitous route by
tand.”

# And we, dear mother, must take thissame
voute; I koow 1tis a long distance from hee
to Monaggio, nearly fiftecn miles—but Goo
will give us sirength, my mother, and we shall
save Viuncenzo. Yes, my mother, we shali
rescue him from death; st will be a deed of
mercy, and heaven will reward you. I will
telt hum, that, because hie loves e, he ought

Lo enm e

10 live, a8 us Resalic would infallibly folles
hitn to the tomb."

“I will do every thing inmy power topleag
you, my dear child; but are you really awan
how difficult and . dangerous this fand route 4
in certain places? Does not even the idea o
passing the Orange Rack, 1 the midst of thi
terrible storm, fill you with terror 77

“Qh! my mother, my mother! is thereany
peril which can discourage one who loves, ang
sees the object of that love pensinng't 1 shall
walk upon the brink of that deep precipice not
less securely than the young kids upon ow
mountais-tops. 4s for you, dear mother, yos
can have Stefano by your side; he is strong
and sctive, and will safely sustain youover the
most diffienlt passes.”

It was eleven o’clock in the morning when
the two females left their village, accompanied
by their neighbour Stefana. They stopped a
short time at Dongo, 10 procure refreshments,
but Rosulie could not be induced 10 partake o
them. At Rezzonico they madeanother shor
halt, and shence proceeded to Acqua Sera.—
The heavens were obscured, the weather was
tewpestuous, and it was now nearly sunset.—
The Orange Rock, formidable in the brightest
hour, and most favorable season, was now ren-
dered frightful by the raging clements, and ap-
proaching night. Again they starled. 4
strange terror possessed the mind of Rosalie’s
mother, which, made her shudder. Shewould
have given every thing she possessed in the
world 1o avoid adtempting that fearful passage,
but could not bring herself to dissppoint her
daughter by proposing to stop. The latter
now that she was near her dying idol, seemed
10 become o different being from her former
self.  She no longer appeared to see, hear, or
attend to any thimg; she was not alarmed by
the wind, the rain, the darkness. She seerned
10 be in a state of hallucination, and firmly to
believe that the power of love could prevail
over nature, and even death itself.

The mather, supported by Stefano, proceed-
cd cautiously along the dificalt path cutin the
rocks high upin the Orange Rock. Rosahe,
absorbed in ber own thoughts, followed her,
heediess of the peril. They had already pas-
sed a conswerable portion of the distance,
wwhen a sudden cry {roze the biood i the mo-
ther's veins.  Turmng:instantdy, she saw - ah.
cruel sight !—saw Rosalic, whose foot had shp-
ped in the most dangerous pass, precipitated
headlong down the dread abyss. No power
on carth could now save the falling gul. Her
iender Iimbs were torn and bruised by the



