THE LITERARY GARLAND.

N This

Rig, ., 182 poor place for ladics like you,” she

b . .
ut 1 wish you would remain awhile.”

It
'ine‘: ";hulanSt tempted to accept her offer, for I
gy, co“t her experience in the tides must be far
Urgeq reCt than ours could be; but Belinda
Yielg, Me 5o strongly to lose no more time, that 1
ferip, my desire to hers, and placing our little
ben, i:t."" the table, and receivinz the widow’s
lig :0'.‘: we retreated in haste, while she con-
For r:az'."g after us as long as we were in sight.
Whe, o © Uime we pursued our flight with rapidity,

v 738 obliged to pause for breath.

i 2eling; .
Ing. ¢ yodd’ my dear girl, hasten on,” I said, pant-
te 7 OU are young and agile, and will soon round

Oint . . N .
Hep sy but if I die for it, I cannot run another

“
M, A?,d do you think I would leave you, dear Mrs.
'}“’ul’ Teplied Belinda ; “ Heaven forbid, that I
Dwigp 1 ¢ S0 selfish, so ungrateful—lean on me, and

In elp you,»
ne:remeantir.ne the bounding waters came nearcr
gy . Foaring and dashing their spray over the
t]m'"ns ¢ looked at each other fearfully—the
tha uby no means high, but so perpendicular

Pargg . cend it was impossible, though in many
t. ° "® Were rugged stepping stones and bran-
Yidey, ;t“"'_icd shrubs growing out from its rude
W g, lt lhfs moment we heard voices above us,
Eng N of’k‘“g up, we beheld Harvey Blanchard
heigh l:ta'" Harrington walking leisurely along the

«y. > e immediately called to them.

Ovep iSs My heart,” exclaimed uncle Sam, leaning
the o}, mﬂ}ﬂ‘; ““if there isn’t my ncice Bell, and
«p, @iden lady, showing signals of distress.”
®hyy ’O::d God, and the tide rushing in,” cried Blan-
",'ﬁmbﬁ,,:’ Wwithout an instant’s hesitation, began
bigy in u:e down by the fragilc supports afforded
ll“linda way, followed by Captain Harrington.
et ::; ¢amed as she watched their perilous des-
L arg Waig; was happily achieved in safety. Blan-
LT N not to utter one word, raised Belinda
Whi) &rm,f aud dashed forward with rapidity,
e, :m”'m Harrington in like manner assisted
W *CY wave that now approached us, wetted

its Spl'ay.

n'_"‘ li;el',l)ﬂrvey, why have you thus endangered your

N C’as pZ:lmo'“ shricked Belinda, as her arms
eqagd-ﬂy,b his neck ; “for mercy’s sake leave

:[Kita Spose yourself, my beloved,” replied the
Nog, WYOng man ; “we may yet be in time, and

“0 : Will die cven thus together.”
« s Z’ 10, no —~most dreadful—most awful.”

. “1 thinﬁnth then such terrors for Belinda 7
hoygq ph “only of you; if you werc but safc, I

He pr: In peace,?
st'°'h'zth : *¢d her afloctionately, but I saw that his
“8an 10 fail under his fair burden, and he
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was obliged to lean against the cliif for support—it
was a fearful moment for us all. ’

“1 remember there used to be a cave nezr this
spot,” said Captain Harrington, who, (rom having
braved constant dangers, was perfectly calm and
composed. e commenced a strict search, and at
length discovered the aperture, which was inge-
niously concealed by a collection of stones and toose
fragments.

“ Now, God be praised, we arc safe,” he ex-
claimed ; “Blanchard, can you carry the child so
far ; if not, give her to me.”

But Blanchard would not relinquish his interest-
ing charge, whose swecet pale face rested on his
shoulder. With tottering steps he ascended the
stairs, if such they might be termed, and gained the
interior of the cavern. Here he deposited her in
safety on a block of stone, and then turned to assist
us. When again Belinda beheld me by her side,
she fell upon my bosom and wept floods of tears,
while we both returned thanks, in broken accents,
to the giver of all good, for our miraculous preser-
vation from a frightful death.

< Bless my heart, I never had such a chase be-
fore,” said uncle Sum, panting, und applying his
handkerchief to his face; * Mrs. Mary, my dear,
you are no feather, I can assure you ; and really for
a sage maiden like you to bring us into such a
scrape, therc is no cxcuse. Aye, I never knew it
otherwise in my life, wherever mischief is in the
wind, a woman has bcen surc to raise it—her in-

satiable curiosity turncd us out of Paradisc, and’

methinks she has given us many a sour apple since
then to chew for our sorrow. - Bell, what arc you
whimpering for, you silly girl, that won’t nend mat-
ters, since here you must remain till the tide ebbs
again.”

Blanchard now examined the cave more minutely,
as he was anxious to find a more sheltered nook for
Bclinda.
whither we adjourned, while uncie Sam continued
to scold, half in jest, half in earnest. Qur situation
was ccriainly by no means promising —yct we had
too much cause for aratitudc to repine.  Blanchard
placed himsell by Belinda, and strove 10 soothe her
agitation.

« No harm can rcach you here,” he said; “if
you have only paticnce to bear with the present dis-
comfort—but [ fear you are cold,” he continued,
taking her hand 3 “shall I try and collect materials
for kindling a firc 7’

 Oh, 1o, no, leave me not, 1 bescech you,” she

replicd, clinging to hits: 3 1 am only happy when

1 know you are safe.”
Most tenderly did his decp and cloquent blue

cyes rest upon her as she uttered th@s, for in such a
moment her feelings could not be controlled—she
beheld in him her preserver, and every fault for th
time being was forgotten.

In his search he discovered a deep recess,



