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@'She came hither, my lord, in search of you
& We suppose, the evening on which you
b Mt my Lady Mowbray to the custle ; but
sie has never beenin her right mind sinee.”

W _etch that 1 wm ! eried Lord Mowbray,
@ gud that child !« My lord, he was horn
oh the following day. His poor mamma had
hard travail, and was sore distressed in mind ;
for when my daughter and I, like the women
in holy writ, who thought to comfort Rachel,
brought the sweet babe to her, and told hershe
Bad borne a living and a lovely boy, she re-
pllod, in Rachel’s very words, ¢ Call him Be-
poal, or the son of sorrow.””

Lotd Mowbiay snat=hed the babe to his bo-
gom, awl burst into a passion of tears.  *Poor
deserted one !” murmured he, “ thou shalt be
the more dearly cherished, for that [ can never
compensite the wrongs which 1 have done to
thee and thy hapless mother.”” « Ah ™
shricked Ellen, who had recognized him, for
that loved voice had power to pierce through
the cload that had fallen on her benighted
mind, © he is there ! Itis Mowhiay, who has
ccme to behold the ruin he has wrought. Ah,
Frederic, 1 am not like what 1 was when you
called me your beautiful, your sniy beloved.

How could you s
And yot that §
How eonld yor win my virgin hear' !

Then leave that heagt to break.
tel me I am mad, Frederie. I wich,in-
1 were, for then I micht forget you, and
what you suid to the lady intle lilac satin, and
nd” white feathers, 1 have no fine white
y Mowbray ; it 1 had, perhaps you
for I am young and faiver
) re small, and of a dull
y eclour—mine are of the darkest hazel,
jer ‘buiv is red, and you were wont to praise
black hair, und to say no hair coald be more
black and glossy than mine. [ts Jotty hre is
still unchanged. Ask the raven that sits eroak-
ing on the thern opposite the window, if his

can watch it.  But you must not mind

we, for | am talking very foolishly. Indeed,
Foever knew that | was fair till you told me
0, Mowbray, and then 1 was only 100 proud.
Bat ' was wrong to believe you, for you have
told me much that was uatr ayy and you
Sworn falsely too, tor you swere thut
would make me \our wife, but you have w
ded another, and left me to die unpitied.”
“Say not so, Ellen, say not £0,” retured Lord
Mowbrag, in a hoarse and broken voice, © Oh,
Ellen you have not suffered more than I wo
now." e Oh, no, no ™ cried Ellen, laughing
bitterly 5 * you must not tell me so. You
cannol tell the pangs of a dishonoured waiden,
inthe day when her glory is turned to reproach
abd shame, - You caunol feel the distraction of
the guilty one who has broaght infamy on her
father’s yand covered his grey hauirs with
shamey as | have done ; and ahove all, Mow-
bray, what should you know of the agonies of
the unwedded mother, who has brought the
brand of contémpt and disgrace upon the son of
ber bosom !—you have felt nothing of this—
a‘ it isall your work.” “Spare me, Ellen,
the love of heaven 1 eried Lord Mowbray,
dashing his clenched hand against his brow
with frantic violence. [ fancy vou are go-
ing 10'be wad t00,” said Ellen, % but then re-
member it was not my mrl}v that made you
02 “ No, my poor injured Ellen, not you,
but the pan remorse, which ate harder to
bear than ell you have told me” said Lord
Mowbray. ‘< Ha ! shiiekod E‘hn, “ huve
r found ‘'you, betrayer? Then, indeed,
you be pimished ; for the pangs of re-
e ! tx: than a twe-edged sword,
to-the dividing of soul and ; but,

cruel Mowbray, the sings of false!

y my f.‘: " fair,
.

The appeal wias not lost on the heart of
the yoang mother. She raiscd herself from
the pillow with an e xpression of matctal tens
derness and solicitude beaming in her lately
rayless and wandering eyes, which restored to
them much, very much, of their former beauty.
The lu-tre of those lovely durk eyes, which
had once been as the Joadstars of Mowbray’s
soul, had indeed been diminished by excessive
weeping, but there was still the perfect mould-
g of exquisitely marked and snowy lids, with
their jetty fringes, which neither sickness nor
sorrow could change, and ke thought, as she
tarned them with a look of melanc ohly fond

ness on her infant, that he had never seen eyes
8o beautiful ; yet the latent fire of phrenzy
lurked in their troubled brightness. My
child,” she murmured, “ bring him to me
Phabe ; I know wherefore he laments, but |
cannot relieve him. Other mothers can play
the sweet office of a nurse, to their off<pring,
but this was denied to me ; the fountain of
maternal nourishment turned to
tears,” she addei, pressing her bur uands
upon her bosom, “ yet 1 cannot wee

Sarah wee psy, Phabe weeps, my it
weeps, even Mowbray weeps, hut 1 do not, |
have no tears left ; T have exhousted them all,
and my brain seems as though it we
Mowbray, it is a very dreadful thing
Lam il very ill.
and confusion in my mind, and my men
seems departing from me,  They say Lha
fever, and people, when they are sufforing from
such complaints, are subject to paintul illusions,
A young man in our village, who died of the
typhus fe told me, when L came to bring
him nice things, “'that he had a sort of hotror
upon his mind,’ which he called ¢ a woking
night-mare ;° and he fancied too, that his
sweetheart had played him false, wnd can

sed his illness; and yet it was not so, for
she died of the same fever, which she had
caught while nursing him, were both
buried in one grave., And perhaps—oli, my
beloved Frederick, it is the lju|,.~\ of my fe-
ver which makes me think yon might have
wronght my woe. Life of my life ! forgive
me for the thought. You wrons your poor,
fond, confiding Ellen, Oh,no! come near,
my own Mowhmav—my husband, Nay, do
not start aud turn away, nor weep so hitterly,
1 remember it all now. T your fine cas-
tle of Roseconrt, of which you used to tell me
8o much,  The proud Eatly your futher is dead,
and you are now the Lon! of Rosecourt, and |
am your Countess, 1 have borne you an heir,
He is the Lord Viscount Mowbray ; now Phe
remember you are 10 call my baby, wy Jord,
Fredetie, you are weepiug, but 1 am’going
where there is neither sorrow nor shedding ol
tears.  Hark, Lam called ! Fre eric, ligten !
Did you not hear the voice that said to my
spirity, < Come awey !1* Other people hear a
voice. 1 feelit—a deap unearthily voice, that
thrills thiough every pulse and nerve, * Come
away !7 T cannot slay with Jou il 1 would,
Itis to my father | am going,”

She raised herself upin the bed, and stretch-
ing forth her arms, excldimed, 1 will arise
and go to my father, and will say unto him,
s Fatber, T hive sinned agdinst heaven, snd
before thee i

The unfinished ser tance died away on her
quivering lips, the fitfal hectit faded Tfrom her
cheek, and the wild light which had irradiated
her large Cark eyes vanished, and the raised
lid dropped languidly over their glassy orbs, as
she sunk babk with ' low, deep-breathed sigh
upon the pillow.

Loré Mowbray, with a featful appreliension
of the tiuth, raised fler in M:mm, and resfing
her cold cheek upon his bsom, conjured her
10 %00k up and speak once more ; buf the call,
the unearth!y summops of whith she spake had
been obeyed—it :mll of & g
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bereaved thee,  Thou hast escaped fiom the
gull of shame aud sorrow into which T was the
means of plunging thee ;' and would, iy lovely
and only beloved one, Tlay hy thy sid 2, as cold
and calr) as thee ! But no ! 1 could not hope
to shate the rest into which thou entered
there is no peaee for the wicked

Here asort of altercation was heard in the
outer apartient between Colton and some one
who appeared to be demanding admittance,
and at lengih these words were spoken in a
passionate tone of distress—* She i here, and
nothing eartbly shall prevent my seeing ber;”
and at the same moment the door o) thg cham-
ber of death was burst open,

Lord Mowbray turned fiercely to the intru-
der, with intent to demand his business 3 but,
a8 if smitten by the bolt of heaven, fell pre
trate in a swoon at the feet of him who now
entered—it was the father of wilen. “ And
is itthus we meet, my child 7 exclaimed the
venerable man, thiowing himself an the hed
he lifeless forn
s with a bur
almost have awaker
the still, eald breast
to the shrill of agony.

As for 1 ord Mowbiay, when the retumn of

of his daughte |’
{ grief which might
a responsive pang in
t hud ceased to vibrate

and claspi
o his bosor

fong-snspended animation recalled him once
wor h corscionsness of the toitures of
rem orse he fercely were

Id these who
s Lo hing and shing

1ee upen the ground,
Mou wot lcave me to
“Thy cdeethy™ said the bereaved
“ can neithier Lieal the hearts which
ke, nor repait the ruin o
I “You cannot say anythin
can increase wy sclf reproach, or wdd hitterness
10 the ngonies of remaise under which I at pre-
seatsuffer,” eried Lord Mowbray. “ I dare not
hope for your forgiven though 1 wpplicate
for it thus lowly in the dust,” & Kneel not to
an erring fellow creatu e, but to your off
God, young man ! eried Mr. Clare ; from me
you have nothing to dread—not even the lan-
guage of reproach. It is not for the minister
of the gospel o speak of wrath, but mercy.
Go, and sin no more,”

Lord Mowlray was mare deeply humbled by
the generous forbearance of the man whom he
had so irteparably injured, than if the seve-
rest punishment had been inflictd upon him
by the fut" er of his victim, Hitherto the foun-
tain of the old man's grief had been locked up
but when Phabe, who had silently watchea
her moment, approached, and placed the infant
of his lost Ellen in Lis arws, his stewn and so-
lemn sorfow meMed into tenderness, and bis
tears fell foxt upon its innocent fage.
o my
shame

AChamstering restor ive
himsell with frentic vie

dy % Why di

ded
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armsy thou sinless ehild of sin and
'™ he exclaimeds % Thou art precious
in my sight for thy dear mother’s ske, al-
though thy birth bas brought her maiden glory
to the dust, and covered my grey haits with
dishonour.  Thou shall go with me, dear babe ;
avd, while 1 live, shall never want a father's
love, theugh the long grass will soon wave
over thy mother’s grave,” ¢ The child is
mine,” int riupted Lord Mowhray, with pas-
sionate vehemence ; © let him remain with
mey and T will undertake that he shall have
the education and fortune that belit the son of
4 nobleman,”  “ My lord,” said Mr, Clare,
“ yon ate a married man, and this child might
prove a conse of cantention between yonrself
and Lady Mowbray ; but while 1 live he shall
never be reproached with his mother's fault.
You say that you will give him the breeding
meet for a nobleman’s son, I will give him
that of a humble Christian ; and while T pos-
sess a worsel of bigad to shure with him, 1 will
not receive on bis aceount, any thing that is in
your gilt,”

Lord Mowbray
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disastrons retreat to Corunna. He had sighed
for laurels, and ut length he gathered them §
but it was on that fatal plain where vie
was only the herald of flight.  He returped t¢
Exrgland with the loss of an urm, brokén in
constituiion, and with a settled gloom on his
mind, to take possession of the ecstates and
earldom of Rosccourt, to which his father$
recent demise entitled him 3 but the first news
that greetea him there, was, that his wife had
died in giving birth to a son, who had onl
lived to receive a name, and was laid, \nt:
his mother, in the family vault of the proud
Mowhrays.

Lord Mowbray had married this lady in com~
phiance with his father’s commands, while his
aflections were ceptred in the heaatifel bet
lonely girl to whom he had pledged his fales
vows. Hutthe amiable qualities of Lady Mowse
bray had won his esteem ; her connexions hed
aggrandined his family, and he had teckoned
on enjoying years of quiet happiness in ' er sod
ciety, and on seeing u lovely oflspring growing
up around him, who would carry down his ho=
nours 1o posterity. It was not to be—neither
peace nor dotnestic ties were in store for him.
A long and dangerous illness, bronght on by
distress of mind, next attacked him, and dur-
ing the wears hours »f his protracted conva-
lescence, conscicnce was peipetually remind-
ing him thet bis punishment, however heavy
I to be bone, wis less in proportion
than Lis crimes had merited, avd his lope
pillew was dncessantly haunted with troubl
dreams and self-apbraiding thougtits of Ellen
Clare and her ¢hild, That child, did it still
live ? derec b to be permitted to see and
emhrace it ouce wore ! The strong yearnin
of parental ipstinct had been powerfully m\aﬂ
ened in his bresst by this infant, even in that
dark and sorrowful hour in which he first bae'
cume conscious of ils ¢ xistence 3 and now that
he had been hereaved of every other tie o
earth, he clung to its idea with the most i
vassioned tenacity. At last bis feverish longy
ings to Lehold it once more hecame so overpive
ering, that es soon as it was possible to endum:
the fatigue of travelling, he oidered four hol
to his post chariot, and scarcely tamied on
road for rest or refreshment tll he found himm
sell once wore in the precinets of Mr, Clares,
homble parsonage. Two years only had elaj
sed since the day when he had parted with {
luckless Ellen, but they had been marked with,
events which had converted them into an '&x

of woe, and scultered grey haivs prematurely,
among his golden ringlets. It was with a fa
tering and irresolute hand that he koocked af
the lowly portal, His summons was unanswem
ed ; and after repeating it several times in
vain, finding the door was on the lutch, and
feeling himself unable to conguer iml]v‘..llrmn,
which now became painfully mingled with,
alarm, he entered, and tuined towands
Clare’s stuly, for he was only too frmil
with the ways of the house, His hand ,.as
ready on the lock, when the voice of lamen~
tution from within struck bis ear. He started
and tarned pale. It wos the passionate bursy
of female sorrow, upparently in that abandon=
ment of woe which refases comfort, ke
thought of Ellen, but her broken heart was
mingled with the dust; of her child—ef his,
child ; on the doubtfull possibility of whasy
existence he bLad dated to build delusive
schemes of earthly happiness amicdst the darks
negs and desolation of his soul ; and, forgetl;
of every other copsideration, he entered the
room unannounced, and stood fof moment an,
unnoticed spectator of a scene which for ever

 ered within his bosom.

The ight was partially excluded from &
roor by the half-closed shullers, but the slanta,
ing beams of the sctting sun stole through
| feathery wreaths of clematis which man
over the casement, a1d, entering the apa
ment, n:l;-ilh':lmdlng‘;ﬂ r ructi
en an_the
m.nlgn:n:rg’o Fllen's I
eling beside "a Jittle
s

extinguished the trembling hope that bad liag-




