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LORD DACRE OF GILSLAND;
. OR,
The Rising in the North :

Ax Hisroricar, ROMAXCE OF THE Darxs or ELIZABETH

——

By B. AL Stewart.

D el

CHOAPTER V.—(GONTINUED.)
#Did yon not hear a noise 7" he said to bis com.

nions. . .

4 Where " they enquired in reply, * Hush
‘whero he lies!” returned the robber, adding in a
lower tone, “I have been watching the door and
1 am sure I saw his hand put forth to beckon us.”

«Then art s fool ¥ said Jacob,

« Aye ! said the other robber; ‘ or perhaps the old
fellow wants company, give hlm thine, Robin :” so
saying, he scized the latter, and being the stronger
of the two pushed him across the room, driving him
with such violence against the door of the ante-
chamber that it burst open, and he fell prostrate on
the body of the murdered man. A loud cry was ut-
tered both by Jacob and the third robber, when
they beheld Lord Dacre standisg with his drawn
sword, Concealment was now no more, augl he re-
treated towards the casement, his sword pointed to-
wards the robber, who, drawing & rﬂplcr.whlch he
wore, at once sprung forward to arrest his course.
Robin, who had uttered a_yell of horror at finding
bimself thrown upon the corpse, had quickly
scambied to his feet, a ghestly looking figure, for
kis clothes. face, and hands were all stalned with
blood. Lord Dacre hed now to make good his re-
treat, and to ward of the desperate attack of the
robber and of Jacob, the partial intoxication of the
latter vanishing under the influence of his strong
and sudden excitement. As the light from the
torches which he and his comrades had placed in the
saloon flashed upon tho countennnce-of Lord Dacre
he vitered a loud cry. . _

«Smite hard, good Miles!" he exclaimed to the
third robber, *smite bard; yon I8 the man of

 Satan, - with the strong arm, who last night sorely
wounded. our well beloved RalphAdams." .

While Jacob spoke. thus, 8 sharp contest was main-
tained between Lord- Dacre and robber Miles, the
whom he found to be no inferior swordsman ; indeed
his command of his weapon and military carringe
justified the surmise which, even 10 the excitement
of the moment, glanced athwart the mind of Lord
Dacre, that he had been in the army, and, like
many-of its inferior members in those days, bad le_ﬂ;
its tanks to devote his streneth, courage, and skill in
arms, to the most Iawless of pursuits, ; ]

The noise of the tlashing swords had reached the
ears of the rabbers in. the upper apartments, and,
they rushed down the stoeits, grying . to their com-
rades, ns they entered tho room, that they hnd
sought everywhere, and tho preclous papers were
gome,. i . P

“Ah, fools " cried
them last night ‘ e

*Truly,” answered the robber. to whom he spoke,
“ thou shouldst have drunk less of the Papist's wine,
and have looked to:them thyself.” ‘

. These words even were heard by Lord Dacre, for
he was frightflly sensible to' every fraction of the,
hotrors around him. Nothing could be more dread-

_ful'than the scene—the mengled corpse of Martin.

_ on the floor, the fierce brutality in the face of Miles,

the subtle malice lurking undér the drooping eyelid

* of the fatati¢-Jacob, and: the noble countenance of
~ Lord Dacre; worked into’ agony; as he stood with
his back to the casement, which" he had now forced
open, with his single arm beating off the atiacks of
threo or four assnilants, like a:lon held at bay by
the hunters, © R P o
* Mennwhile the feet of Miles, who pressed hardest
upon Lord Dacre, slipped'in the curdling gore which

_hnd flowed- from “the head. of:.the. corpse, and he

" foll prostriite oni-the floor ; the other ruffians shrunk

" “back, evidently':fearing to'come within ; reach of

Jacob, ¢ 'wh'y’ : did';y_é' not sieso

. Lord: Dacre’s sword, - S
UMKl k{J1-him I ghouted Jacob with an sbsolute
" shriek of faniatical rage; © Who doubts that he too
., 18a Papist 7", o

,_ At these: words+the man Richard, whose 'voico,
.. Lord Dacre had: récognized: on - the first entrance of
', 'tHie"robbers, and .who had joined in the search for
' "'the‘papers; drew'a: pistol from! his belt; and:levelled
“*it'Gt ‘the 'brave nobleman; who; embarrassed by the
. .othiar vobbbirs, hiul-inade a.viin sttemptito leap from

hd' casement Thb‘:‘wea‘pbni;was'. ire6ted by un ax-’
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perience eyo and a steady hand, and that moment
had nearly been the last of the noble Lord Dacre’s
life ; but even in that moment came a rushing noise
in the adjoining apartment, the hand of Richard was
struck aside while his finger was on the trigger, and
the pistol being discharged from the suddenness of
the action, the bullet pierced the shoulder of Jacob,
who had stood grinning at a little distance from
Richard, having throughout the affair been careful
to keep himself safe from all chance of hurt by the
sword of Lord Dacre. With a scream of agony the
wretch now sank upon the ground,and his comrades
gathered together, startled to find themselves so sud-
denly opposed by other adversaries. The young
cavalier who had o opportunely averted the wen-
pon from its destined aim, now sprang, sword in
hand, to Lord Dacre’s side, having in the act of turn-
ing away the pistol already inflicted & severe flesh
wound in Richard’s arm, His attendants, four in
number, fought bravely, and the robbers, finding
themselves very hardly matched, collected together,
baving lifted the wounded Jacob—Diles had niready
risen, and was foremost in the contest—nnd content-
ing themselves with merely parrying the thrusts of
their agsailants, slmost inch by inch they retreated
from the room. The funatic Jacob gnashed histeeth
with zage at finding his comrades thus forced back,
and as they were driven into the saloon, he snatched
up one of the torches which was Luraing there, and
flung it through the open door of the library, It fell
upon the mass of torn books, picturcs, and tapestry,
which he and his comrades had heaped there in their
malice of the preceding night. The light and dry
material caught the flame in a moment, and the
bright glarc which immediately spread itself over
the salooon would bave informed Lord Dacre and
bis friends of the miscreant's malicious act if even
they had not beheld him fling the torch, Hiscom-
rades, however, gpprehensive that the blrze might
rouse the attention of the villagers, hurried from the
house, saluted, in crossing the garden, by several
shota from the pistols of the young cavalier and his
attendants, a cry of pain from more than one of the
n&bbers telling that these shots were not without
effect.

The cracking of wood and the bursts of flame and
smoke which now igsued from tha library gave fear.
ful notice of the progress of the fire: it bad alrcady
not only communicated with the ceiling of that
apartment, but played round the door of the saloon.
Regard for their own lives compelled Lord Dacre
and his friends to rush from the atmosphere of smoke,
by which they were almost suffocated, into the freer
air of the garden, It was then that Leonard turned
to thank his deliverer. The latter was a young man-
of from twenty to twenty-five yenrs of age, of a slen-
der but elegant figure, and with a countenance
whose animated and frank expressions atoned for
some irregularity of feature, He was attired in nsuit
of dark velvet, with a mantle of scarlet cloth, and
his manners poseessed all that graceful confidence
which is the gift only of a generous mind.

# Pain me not, valiant Dacrc,” said Lord Morden~
for it was that young nobleman who had so oppor-
tunely entered Willoughton's honse—* pain me not
by the offer of thanks for an act of common human-
ity., I was by a mere chanco—how fortunato do I
now esteem it—riding late to my dwelling in the
Strand, and passing this house, which I knew to be-
long to a brave and worthy gontleman, I was sur-
prised to fina the gorden gate left open at such an
hour. On listening I caught some tokens of tumult
within the house, and, dismounting with my attend-
ants,we tethered ourhorses in the lave and, amidat the
night's evils, how grateful may we be that the vil-
lains whom I have been so happy as to aid you in
driving hence had left the hall door open, like the
gate, and enabled me to arrive opportunely to assist
one who though but little known to me except by
fame, has been by that everywhere veported ns so
noble a gentleman that I bad long wished to num-
Dber him among my individual friends.”

 Were it not possible,” said Lord Pacre, having
replied courteously to thesec compliments, * were it
not possible to procure some assistance in the vil-
lage which may save my friend’s Louse from total
destruction ?” _

& Two of my servants,” snfd Lord Morden, “shall
‘go immediately and seek whatever aid the village
can afford ; but much I fear me the flames bave al-
ready fastened on the mainbeams of the building,

‘and that all efforts to preserve it from destructipn
will be fruitless. - .

While this conversation passed, the two noblemen
had stood in Willonghton's garden, surrounded by
Lord Morden's attendants. He now drew Dacrea

Tittle apart, and, warmly pressing the hand of the
Iatter, while something of a sed expression crossed
his own wtslligent features, he said in a low tone,
# We live, noble Dacre, in n troublesome nge, when
every cause of satisfaction is darkly chequered by
somo accompanying ill. How doth it grieve me
that my first duty of that new eatablished friendship,
which I hope may long cndure between us, is to
warn my noble fiiend to o distance that must forbid
me te cnjoy the pleasure of his friendship. The
ever wary ard suspicions Ministers of ‘Elizabeth are
on the alert: I deem not that they know you to be
in London ; but alas! noble Dacre, your adherence
to the faith of your fathers is well understood ; and
ok, bitter truth for one of the mew creed to admit,
‘that knowledge is of itself sufficient to make you
even, exalted 08 you sare, the object of their detest.
able suspicion. ' Alas! even this day, while sup-
porting the fafr damsel who interfered to save the
Queen from an assassin, did I myself hear the ruth-
less Walsingham bid Elizabeth look well to her Ca-
tholic subjects, ‘tAye, madam, he audaciously
added, * 1ook to your life where they are concerned,
find trust it not to the noblest of them all’ Alas,
alos 1" continued the generous Morden ; * enough of
the suspicious and the unfeeling has by nature n
shate in the stern henrt of Elizabeth ; but something
of a more generons and noble character iaaleo native
in'that heart, Butf when will she hearken to those
better dictates while sutrounded by Cecil, by Wal.
‘singham, and by Lisicester—thé crafty, the cruel,and
the licentious,  They stifle her best impulses, and
fan for ever the lurking fire of hor envy, her guspicion,

Lior. hatred, and revenge? , o
¢’ «'Pruly, noble” youth. said Lord Dacre, grasping
.warmly in his turn the hand of hig friend; Would |
‘that those Who have given'up the' religion of their
faihers were All aliks ‘endowed ‘with thy froo znd

'FensTolis Apirit ;' thon might-men yiold each othér to

i,

be gincere though in an opposite faith, and love the
brother who adores his Maker in all truth, though
one might kneel to a simple and the other to a deco-
rated shrine, Oh, Spirit of the Gospel, what share
have these fierce Reformers in Thy holinets aud
peace?

“ Yet we will hope” said Lord Morden, “ that n
time may come when that spitit of charity nnd
meckness shall prevail, when the distiuctions of
Catholic and Reformer shall exist no more. and,
with meekness in their hearts and on their lips,
men shall kncel in affection towards each other to
their God, And now my heart is pierced, poble
Dacre, 50 soon to say farewell. Dut, with ali sub.
migsion, I would suggest that it were meet you did
not linger even herc. Let mc pray you to accept
my horse, and be assured that I will myrelf stay to
superintend all endeavors to save the dwelling,
though it is, I fear, doomed to irremedinble des-
truction.”

Lord Dacre thanked the young noblemnn for this
advice, 50 judicieus in itself, and donbly so cven
from those circumstances of which Lord Morden was
ignorant~-namely, the imperative call for immediate
presence in the country. Before mounting the
horse, however, he lingered to detail such circum-
stances of the robbery and murder which had been
committed in Willoughton’s house, as might help
the fature apprehension of the assassips. Nor did
he omit to mention their share in the offence com-
mitted in the Chepe. The villains had for the pre-
sent made good their escape, but Lord dMorden pro-
mised that no excrtion should be spared on his part
to trace them out and bring them to their well-
merited punishment.

Meanwhile the flames which were now in all di-
rections bursting from Willoughton's house, had ex-
cited attention in the village, and many of its inha-
bitants were gathering about the spot. In those
flames and in the bright moounlight every object was
distinctly discernible, and Lord Dacre felt the ne-
cessity of complying with the advice of his young
friend, and hastening from a spot where he might
by some ill chance be recognized. Yet ere he de-
parted be turned again to Lord Mordon, and in a
faltering tono enquired of him concerning the fair
damsel who saved the life of the Queen. The reply,
the warm eulogium on her beauty and her grace,
which burst immediately from the lips of Lord Mor-
den, convinced him that it was indecd Gertrude who
had won for herself the undesired protection of Eli-
zabeth. An unpleasant feeling, amounting almost
to pain, shot through the heart of Lord Dacre as the
young nobleman spoke mpturously of the damsel,
but it yielded to a more exalted emotion ; and lean.
ing down over the neck of his horse, he said that,
were the name of the malden “Gertrude Harding,”
he would commend her ag his own sister to Lord
Morden's care.

“ Necd I speak to you, dear friend,” enid Lord
Dacre, “of the dangers which must surround so
lovely a crenture in the Courtof Elizabeth. Though
of humble condition, I love and honor the damsel
for her worthy father's sake—her father's sake, ah,
though it was but last night that I first beheld her,
she taught me no Jess to ¢steem her for her own.—
And you, gentle dMorden, will release me from a load
of severe anxicty by acceding to this my only re-
quest, I shall not think that my absence from Lon-
don leaves that fuir creature nndefended amid the
thousand toils of the Court."

« Be agsured, my Lord, said the young Morden,
 that it will be to ‘ne a pleasure not only to com-
ply with your request, but to convey zay message
from yourself to the damsel.”

Hereupon Lord Dacre drew from his finger the
ring which Gertrude had conveyed for him in the
morning to Vitelli, and which bed becn returned to
its owner by Pietro Mancini, the page of the Italian
captain. Lord Dacre now tendered the ring—a
ruby of great value—to the young nobleman, proy-
ing him to transmit’ it to” Gertrude, bidding her re-
member that she bad in the donor a friend for ever
anxious for her well-being—a brother, whose arm
should be prompt to avenge her wrongs, With the
warmth of real sincerity did Lord Morden promise
to fulfil the behest of his friend, who, wringing his
hand in silence, looked up once with a sorrowful
countenance at the blazing dwelling of poor Wil-
loughton, nnd then urged his horse at a rapid pace
in the direction of the city. Once more, however,
when through the village, did Lord Dacre pause
and turn his cyes towards the house.

The cold, grey tints of coming morning had now
spread over the sky, and a few faint streaksof red
were even perceptible on the enstern verge of the
horizon. But in fearful contrast with that-oncer-
tain and pale light did the finmés roar up from the
devoted mansion, swaying like a red banner in the
breezo that fanned them. In dark contrast to that
lurid light, the kneta of tall trecs that were planted in
the garden gloomed against the morning sky ; and
the figure of Lord Morden, his attendants, and the
villagers, were dimly perceived by Lord Dacre in
the distance.. While in the near ground the vil-
lage of Charing, with its tufts of sober green and
scattered cottages, still lay cool and quiet in the
vet lingering lull of the departing night.

CHAPTER ¥1.

« She had an Asiatic eye,
Dark as above us is the sky ;
. But through it stole a fitful light,
Like the moon's risicg at midnight.”
. Byror,
There was something ghastly in the smile and in
the tone with which the beautiful and gaily-attired
female welcomed- Lucy Fenton on hor arrival at the
house of Bir Philip Wynyard, at Eltham, and the
poar girl shrank back- and clung in en agony of
terror to tho arm of the good-natured Gilbert, while

the woman beckoned her to enter. The latter per-

‘ceived her emotion and its cause, and bursting into
a mocking laugh, she cried: - .’

- WFear not, dnmsel, to enter here. Your skin has
borrowed a tint from the rose, though the white one
may for tho present have touched vour cheek with
too much of its own pale hue, and those locks have
stolen from the sunbeam a portion of its golden
light, ‘Then fear you not to enter bere. This
dwelling is n fairyland for the beantiful .and. the

‘young—the full- cup of pleasure ghall be tendered
to your-lip ; but beware, maiden, beware, drain it|.

not too deeply; lest you- taste ‘of the bitter potion
thatis mingled with:its dregsh -« »* om0y
-t Have a care, Euplirasia)” said Gilbert; in ‘o tone

fhatt

gharper than Lucy would have imagiued that he
could use; * have a care—it will but ill please our
master if you frighten or annoy this fair damsel with
your vagnries, Poor thing” he added, * she must
be fatigued and faint; I pray you give ber some re.
freshment, and let her seck repose” Then with-
drawing his arm from the tenacious grasp of Lucy,
who trembled to lose sight of one who bad seemed
moro sensible to the dictates of good fecling than
the rest of thosc into whose hands she had fallen,
be bade her be cheerful, and nssured her that no
harm was intended to her. As the door closed on
bim, and Lucy found Lerself alone with Euphrasia,
she burst into a passion of tears. The Iatter still
stood with the lamp in her hand, but 8o fur from
expressing anything like sympntby with the anguish
of the unfortunate girl, 8 bitter smile of mockery
—it might be almost of gratified malice—played
over her beautiful features. This moulignant ex-
pression, too, was strengthened by the intense glare
of her large and deeply-set black eyes, which li-
ternlly blazed beneath the arclied and delicately-
pencilled brow, and contrnsted painfully with the
marble color of her Grecian-shaped forehead, and
with her cheek, which jLucy at once perceived
owed its deep and crimson flush to art. There was
a fate written in the lightning flashes of those
brilliant eyes; they told of wild passions long and
recklessly indulged, and yet unsatiated even by in-
dulgence ; of sufteriugs borne for many years, and
of which time had not decreased the first poignant
smart ; and of a spirit amid its sorrows mourning
most for the lost enjoyments of its guilt. While
Lucy indulged in that burst of irrepressible an-
guish, Euphrasia leancd against a column that sup.
ported the roof of the hall in which they stood, with
less of indifference than of satisfuction in her coun-
tenance. She did not speak, but waited calmly till
the girl's paroxysm of grict was past. Then she
coldly inquired whether it would please her to re.
main & tenant of the hall for the night, or vouch.
safo to accept her guidance to the apariment whicl
was prepared for her. The forlorn girl, somewhat
roused by the question, gazed mourniully round her,
She stood at the moment in a handsome, semi-cir-
cular hall, with a vaulted roof supported by stoue
coluimns, Two immense folding doors of carved
onk denoted the principal entrance ; and on the side
opposite to that on which she stood, Lucy perceived
a small door similar to that by which she had en-
tered. These doors were aled of osk curicusly
carved, At the upper end of the hall she observed
another small pair of folding doors, which led, she
did not doubt, to one of the principnl npartments of
the mansion. On either side of there doors a wide
oak staircase branched off, leading to a gallery which
surrounded the hall; and between this gallery and
the floor the space was filled by nlternate panelings
of oak, and the tall, narrow windows customary to
the age. Perceiving that Lucy wag prepared to fol-
low her, Euphrasin led tho way to the staircase.—
The poer girl’s heart sunk still lower than before as
she followed her conductress.

Once, as they were ascending the stairs, Euphrasin
pausged for o moment and rnised the lamp which she
carried to a level with her own face, a8 if to mark
more accurate]; that of Lucy IFenton,nnd agnin
that smile of fearful and malicious meaning playcd
upon her lip, Then pursuing her course up the
stairs, she passed through the gallery with a rapid
step, and opening one of the many doors which it
contained, after condueting the girl through several
of the labyrinthine, interaccted passages common in
the dwellings of the period, she paused, and throw-
ing wide a doot;, led the way into a magnificent and
brillantly illominated salon. The sudden blaze of
light dazzled the eyes of Lucy,after being guided
through so many dim passages merely by the doubt-
ful rags of the lamp; and involuntarily she put up
her hand to shade her eyes ere she examined the
apartment which she felt sure was to be her prison.
On again looking round it, her heart sickened at its
splendor, What wrong might she not expect at the
hands of those who had thought it worth their while
to convey her—the humble daughter of & citizen—
to that gorgeous abode? Bronze lamps descended
from the ceiling, in which burned perfumed oils;
many candlesticks of richly-chased silver were
placed upon the tables, filled with tapers of yellow
and scented wax. The ceiling itself was painted
and gilt; the walls wero bung with biuesilk; the

‘window curtains of the same material; and the

cushions nnd couches covered with velvet of the
like color, with a bordering of silver; while upon
the floor was spread a rich. carpet. A table in the
centre of the room was spread with every delicacy
that could tempt the most fastidious appetite. Thesv
ware served in costly gold plate; and mixed with
the dishes of cold pastry and game were others piled
with all the fruits that the season afforded ; luscious
grapes tinted with a purple bloom, and. peaches
glowing from the ardent. Kisses of the sun. Nor
was there any lack there of the vintages of France,
of rich burgundy, or fragrant claret, Slender vases
of crystal, too, were filled with the last flowers of the
geagon—the lingering rose and the carcfully cul-
tured carnation mixing their sweet perfume with
that of the rare scents that steamed from tho tapers
and the lamps. © - - :

The luxury that surrounded her only appalled
poor Lucy, and, sinking on a pile of cushions, she
again malted into tears.. Euphrasia gazed on herin
gilence for a few minutes, and then, with something
more of kindness in her tone and manner, she
prayed the damse] to approach the table and patake
of some refreshment; but Lucy only waved her
away in token of refusal, and wept, Euphrasia then
took her hand, and, seating herself on one of the
rich couches, she drew the gifl towards her, There
was amid all its wildness and severity a kind of
awful majesty in the appearance and manner of this
woman that filled the bosom of Lucy with an unde-
finable but unconquerable dread. - She felt as though
in tho presence of some being of a superior nature
unaccountably degraded below its original condition
—one sublime'amid decay, and neverseeming
' ®Lgsg than archangel ruined”

. Under-the influence of these impressicns, she al-
most shrank from the enrnest gaze ' of Euphrasia's
black eyes, 8o searching were theyin their intensity
of light™?» T

. % Thinkest thou, maiden,” she said; in a milder
‘tone than she had hitherto used, “thinkest thou: it:

the mistress of all that it contains? Wouldst thou
not purchuge grandeur on such terns ?”

#Ql, never, never I said the indignant and terri-
fied Lucy.

“ Nay I” returned Euphrasin; ¢ bethink thee, dam-
scl, ere thouw art so enger to pronounce. The bau-
bles whick gold will Luy are dear to the youthful
heart, and power, and luxury, and command are ite
idols, Oh, they are dreamers who despise gold; do
but thou gild an enormous vice and the world will

tremble to diverge one lmir's-breadth from the
thorny path of rectitude ; damsel, damsel, thou art
too enger to pronounce.” And Enphrasia burst into
a bitter, scornful Inugh as she spoke.

% Miserable woman,” srid Luey, # I pity thee, if it
be thy real thought that the poor and transitory
Inxurics of the world are worth the heavy purchase
that thou dost name.”

1 pardon thine anger, damsel,” veplied Euphrasia.
“For ouce I had thought tho same; but thero are
other attractions for the female heart than those
even which aro furnished by wealth and power.—
Think, maiden, to bave one Lnezling at thy feet,
one for whom the proud dames of the Court bave
in vain spread the sonves of their beauty sud their
wit—the young, tho gay, the gallant a slave, dam-
stl, to thee and to thy smiles. Could'st thou remain.
inscnsible to such pleading ?”

“’Thon dost not know me,” answered Lucy.

¢ But I krow the heart of woman,” said Euphra-
sin. Then she exclaimed with a wild yet mournful
energy, which filled the bosom of Lucy at once with
wonder and compassion, “ Do I not know woman's
heart ; oh wofully have I purchased that knowledge, .
the bitter fruits of many n bitter tear, of many n fiery
sigh. Gh the betrnycr of its own peace, the wretched
victim of itself, the vain, weak, fickle thing—n wo-
man's heart.  Maiden, thou hast been, I doubt not,
nurtured amid those whom the world calls virtu-
ons; thy heart recoils in wonder and disgust {rom
the poor fiail oues of thy sex, insolently proud in its
confidence in itse1f; loud are its asscertions of its in-
ability to become so corrupt, so miseratle. But I
tell thee, proud girl, thy fucied virtue is the child
of chance—women are all frail were they all alike
tempted. The time way yet be—uab. to how many,
ouce innocent and proud in innocence as thyself,
hnve I not scen that time arrive?—the time which
shall rol thee of that bousted virtue and malke thee
lightly cstimale its loss; and a worse time too,
when thy heart, with all its pride, all its coldness
gone, shall cling in besecching and passionate af-
fection to one who shall then turn coldly from its
love. Insolence, and contumely, and rejection will
you then submissively bear. What is there as ab-
jeet a8 o woman's love? Do I not kuow this?”?
pursued Buphrasia, “ Abh, have I not most wofnlly
proved it? I, the proud, the imperious, the frigid,
nud inaccessiblo in my own conceit, How have I
doted on my degradation, on my fall?  With what
horrible counselations have [ solnced my dark spirit
and laid an unction to my bleeding heart? And I,
maiden, was once ag proud and as inuocent as thy-~
sclf. And if I once wns as thou art, whercfore
shouldst thou not bu ¢ven as I am ?—a wretch sunk
beneath the level of thine own contempt, hardened
in thy shame, but with onc fierce, one hideous com-
fort for thy woes, to 8co others of thy doomed nnd
wretched sex made vy wretched, as degraded as thy-
self. 'That is the cup of my consolation. Hopenot,
drenm nof, miserabic girl, to lcave this house mis-~
tress of your proudly boasted virtue. Was I less
lovely or less virtuous than you? 0Or think you I
will suffer you to cscape tho snare by whicn 1 fell?
Many of the beautiful, the innocent, the yonug have
I mado cven a8 holocousts upon the nltar &f mine
own wrecked virlue, of my ruined hopes, Hope
not, then, to escape the wratls by which they fell”

As Euphrasia spoke thus, her voice grew husky
with passion, her atately form dilated, and her dark
eyes gleamed with n thousand fearful meanings,—
Poor Lucy shrunk appalled, for sbe felt that she
looked either upon the most frantic or the most
abandoned of hier gex,

As she ceased speaking, tho wretched creature, as
if exhausted by her own violence, sunk back half
breathless upon the couch, from which inthe encrgy
of her emotions she had risen. Her eyes lost their
wildness, and ber trembling lips assumed the palor
of death, Perceiving her eyes fixed steadily, but as
it seemed uncomnsciously, upwards, and thet she la-
bored much for breath, Lucy, yielding to the dic-
tates of that humanity which could not desert her
brenat, though the object were ever so undeserving,
approached the migersble Euphrasia. and loosening
the rich ruff that encircled her throat, she unlaced
her velvet bodice, that she mignt breathc more
freely. The convulsion, however, appeared to in-
crease, and a strong spasm contracted the muscles
about her mouth, Lucy, really alarmed, now
brought water from the table with which to bathe
her temples, and with great difficulty forced a small
quantity of wine down her throat, While ghe was
thus engaged, she perceived a gold chain about the
neck of Euphrasia, to which was attached a portrait
of .a cavalier, richly set with diamonds. . This por-
trait had been concealed between the under bodice

-attached. fo her potticont of pink satin and the outer

one of velvet, and had fallen from her bosom when
Lucy unfastened her diess. Involuntarily the girl
took hold of the miniature to examine the features,
but there was astonishment and recognition in her
gaze; she turned her eyes from the fine countenanco
which the portrait so faitbfully répresented to that
of the wretched and abandoned Euphresia, and there
wag somothing more of pity in her glance, Was
she really heart and soul devoted to the original of
that picture well might she bo the unhappy being
which she had described herself. 1feanwhile "Eu-
phrasia, partially recovered by the remedies which
Luocy had applied, unclosed her eyes, and fixed them
on tho girl with a gnze of mingled wouder and en-
quiry.. On Lucy again tendering the wine ‘to her
lips, she shrunk back with & shudder, and exclaimed
in 8 volce of shame and grief; . Lo

. “No, not from you,no gentls office of "charity

" At this moment the.door opened, and a gentle-
ing fashion of the day, entercd the apartment. This

Awenty years of age ;.

.wero impossible to live'as tho ‘light o' love of ‘himt

¢

cease ag o vice to regard it, but Le thou peor, then

froun your hand, most ill-fated and betrayed onet -
man, extravagantly and gaily attired in 'theprevall- - -

person might perhaps.have been about, seven-and- -
he wag, by no meang deficient”
.in those graces, either. of face or figire; by whick -

who will make thee the Jady of “this" gay mansion, ladies’ Pearts arq_cbmh:dhlyfwﬁd to be o .easily won;



