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From the * Christinn Keepsakie”
TO THE QUEEN.

Far climes of Earth, 1slands that gem the Soy,

In torrid, temperate, and arctic zone,

Shores "mid the pular icebergs dim and lone,
Spice-bearing lands, whose tribes once bowed the knee
In giant caves of durk idolatry,

New world, not to the * Tuscan artist” known,

Isles which the sea laves with pacific tone,

The clussic haunts of old mytholozy,

With Brituin’s <oil, yvield homage to thy crown,
Peuarls from the wave, geld, gems from the dark mine,
“ Kings from the Iast” an offering prepare !
I'rom reahins, on which the sun goes never down,

Thrice duughter of a Royal Line!

In thousuand tongues, for thee ascends one prayer.
F. R C.

THE VICTIM OF EXCITEMENT,

BY MRS. CAROLINE LEE HENTZ.

Autkor of « The Llind Girl’s Story.”
Intemperance is a vice which is generally considered of the

masculine sex.  In the pictured scenes of  the ravages it has

wrought, woman is seldom introduced but as the patient vietim of

brutality, or as the admonishing angel of transgressing man.
Not
alone in the Jower classes of Jife, amid the dregs of society, Dut
in higher waiks, where iatelligence, wit, beauty and wealth,
virgin worth, wedded lovz, and Christian grace, are all enst as

"Phere are instanees on record, however, ofa sad severse.

unvalued offerings at the beastly shrine of intemperance. One of

these fatal examples, (of which to the honor of our sex, be it
said, there are so few,) once came under the observation of the
writer.  Her character and history forin the subject of the fol-
lowing sketch.

Mr. Manly first met Anne Weston in a ball room. It was on
the eve of the fourth of July, and the fuirest ladies of the country
were assembled to celebrate the national jubilec,  ITe was a law-
ver, and had been the orator of the day ; an cloquent one, and
therefore, entitled to distingnished attention.. e came from an
adjoining town, of which he had recenuy become an inhabit-
tant, and now found himself'in a scene which scarcely presented
one familiar countenance. 1le was a very proud man, and had
the air of one who felt himself o superior to the multitude to
mingle in the general amusement. e stood with folded arms,
as remote as possible from the dancers, dusising those who were
engaged in that exercise onsach a sultry night. In vainthe ob-
sequivus master of coremoniss begued to introdaes him, to this
and that fair lady.  He deelined the honour with a cold bow, de-
claring his utter disinelination to dancing.  He was told that s
disinelinarion would cease as =soon as Miss Weston arrived.  She
vas the belle ol the place, the daughter of the rishest gentleman
i town—nhad received the most finished eduacation, and refused
the most splendid otfers. In short, she wis irresistible, and 1t
was predicted that he would find her so.
that the fune of this all conquering lady had  previously reached
his ears, but unfortunately he had a detestation of beles, and

It cannot be denied
b

predetermined to close his eves, and shat his ewrs, and steel his
haart aganst her vitunted atiractions. He had never yet saertticed
his independence to women,  He had placed his standard ol fe-
ruale excellence very high, . Ie had seen no one that reached its
altitude. N0, said he 1o himself, © let me live on in single-
ness of beart and loneliness of purpose, all the days oi my life,
rather thint unite myself’ with one of those vain, flimsy, garre-
fons, and superficial beings who wan the smiles, and fix the at-
ention of the many. T despise o weak woman, T hateta masen-
line one, and a pedantic one T abhor. 1 turn with fear froi the
alittering belle, whose home is the crowded hall, whose incense
the homage of fools, whose altar the shrine of fashion,  Can sie
sit down contented In the privacy of domestie love whe has lived

on the adulation of the world, or be satixlied with the affection of

one true heart, who has cliimed as herdue, the vows of all 2 No,
Letter the fool, the pedant, than the belle. Who ean find that
woman, whose price ix above rubies?  Ah'! tis certain T shall
pever marry.”’ “1le was aroused from these reflections, by o
movement in the hall, and he felt 2 convietion that the vaunted
Ludy wasarrived.  In apite of his boasted indiffercnce, he eould
not repress a slight sensation of euriosity to see one who was re-
presentd as so transcendant. But he moved not, he did not even
turn his evestowards the spot where so many were ciustering.
““"he late hour of her arrival.”” said he, ** shows equal . vimity
She evident!y wishes to be conspicnous—-studies
The lady meved towards that part of the

wnd afectation.

"

cvery thing for elest,

hall, where he wus stationed,  She held the arm of one gortle-
nun, and was followed by some half dozen others.
compelled to guze upon her, for they passed so near, the folds
of her white muslin dress fluttered againsthim. He was pleased
to see that she was much less beautiful than he had expected.
Her complexion was pale,

e was

He scarcely thought her handsome.
even sallow, and her face wanted that soft, flowing outline,
which is necessary to the perfection of beauty. 1le could not but
acknowledge, however, that her figure was very fine, her mo-
tions graceful, and her air spirited and intellectual. T am gld
she is not beautiful,’? said he, *“for I might have been tempted
to have admired her, against my sober judgment.” Oppressed by
the heat of the apartiment, heleft the hall and sauntered for a
long time in the piazza, tilla eertain {eeling of curiosity, to know,
whether a Jady whose bearing expressed so iuch pride of soul,
could be foolish enongh to dance, led himto return. The first
object he heheld, was the figure of Miss Weston, moving in nost
harmonious time, to an exhilarating air, her countenance lighted
up. with an animation, a fire, that had as magical an effeet upon
her features, as the morning sunbeams on the fuce of nature.
The deepest colour was glowing on her cheek,-—-her very soul
shining forth fromher darkening eyes.  She danced with infinite
spirit, butequal grace. He had never witnessed any thing to
compare with it, not even on the stage.
too well,” thought he 5 ¢ she cannot have much intellect, yet
she carries on a constant conversation with her partner through
It must be admirable nonsense from
the broad smiles itelicits. 1 am half resolved to be introduced
and invite her to dance—from mere curiostly, and to prove the
correctness of my opinion.””  He sought the introduction, became
her partner iz the dunce, and certainly forgot, while he listened
to her ¢“admirablenonsense,”” that she was that object of his de-
testation—a belle.  1er conversatiou was sprightly, unstudied: and
original.  She scemed more eager to listen than to talk, more
willing to admire than to be admired.  She did not tell him that
she admired his oration, butshe spoke warmnly on the subject of
eloquence, and quoted in the happiest manner, a passage of his
oven speech, one, which he himself judged superb.  Itproved her
to have listened with. deep attention.  1le had never received so
delicate or gratifving o compliment.  His vanity was touched, and
He called forth those powers of pleasing,

“ 8he dances entirely

all the mazes of the dance.

his pride slumbered.
with which he was eminently endowed, and he hegan to feel o
dawning ambition, to muke the conquest of a heart, which <o
many had found indomitable. e admired the sineplicity of her
A Ludy's dress o always indi-

dress, its fitness and clegance,
cative of her eharneter. Thew hor voire wae singnlarly persua-
sive inits tones, ithreathed ol fominine gentleness and sensibility

with just enovgh spirit imd independence forawonman. Mr. Manly

came to these wise conelusions belore the end of tw first danee—1

at the terminaiion of the seeond, Lo admired the depth, zs well as
the briilinney of her wind, and ®uen he bade hor adieu for the
night, he was equally convineed of the purity of her feciings and
the goodness of her heart. Ruch is the strengih of wan’s wisdom,
the stability of his oplnions, thestendiness of his purpese, when
placed in competition with the fiseinations ol i woman, who has
made the determination to pleise,  Jneafier years Mro Manly told
a friend of a drean, which that wight haumted Lis pillow.  He
was not superstitions, or dizposad 1o attach the slighivst lmpor-
tance to dreams. But this was a vivid pieture, and suceaeding
events caused him o rezall ity as one, having the power of” pro-
pheey. e lived over again the events ol the evening.  Thewin-
ving arcents of Miss Weston mingled in his ear, with the gy
notes of the violin,  Siil, ever and anon, dis=ordant sonnd< mar-
red the sweet harniony.  The malicions whispar, the stited, de-
riding laugh, and the open scofi came from every corner. Some-
times he saw through the erowded hall, the stow finger of scom

Lo,

pointing at him. As ke turned, witly i fieree

Weston saemed tomeet im still, bolding a goblet in her h;uul,’

which she pressed hian to drain. - Ier eheeks and lips burned with
a searlet radianee, and her eves spariled with unnatural bright-
ness. CTaste ituo’? whispered a soft voiee in his ear, it is
poison.” < Ttisthe cup of inmortality.”” exclimed the syren,
conntemnes changed—har face becae bloated, her features dis-
figured, aud her eyes heavy and sunken. 1Te turned with disgust,
frow the former enclantress, but she pursued hisn, she wound

In the vidn strueele of liberating  Limself
ge i

her arms around hin.
from her embrace, he awoke. Tt was long hefore he could over-

slance of defianee, Miss:

and she drained the goblet to its Jast drop. Ina few moments, heri| fear,”

tion, be aguin slept, the same bloated phantom presented her in-
toxicating draught.  "The morning found him feverish and unre-
{reshed.  He could not shake off the impression of his dream,
and the image of Miss Weston scemed deprived of the witchery
that had enthralled his imagination the preceding eveniug. 1le
was begining to despise himself, for having yiclded up so soon his
prejudices and pride, when an invitation to dine at Mrs Weston®s
interrupted the severe tenor of his thoughts.  Politeness obliged
him 1o accept, and in the society of Miss Weston, graceful, uni-
mated and mtellectual, presiding with unafiected dignity  and
ease at her futher’s board, he forgot the hideous metamorphose of
his dream.

From that day his fate was sealed. [t was the first time his
heart had ever been sertously interested, and he loved with all the
The tri-
uniph too, of winning one, whom so muny had sought in \'nin,_,"

strength and ardour of his proud and ardent character.

threw a kind of glory over his conquest, and exalted his estimation
of his own attributes.  The wedding duy was appointed.  Tha
evening previous to his nuptials, Anne Weston sat in her own,
chamber, with one of the chosen friends of her girlhood. Lmily
Spencer.  Ame_ had no sisters, and from childood, Emily had
stood to heralmost in that dear relation.  She was to accompany
her to hernew home, for Aune refused to be separated from her,
and had playlully told Mr. Mauly, * that if he married fer, he
must tuke Emily too, for she couid not und would not be parted
frows her.”’

The thought of the future occupied the minds of the two
friends.  Anne sat in silence.  "The lamp that partially il'lumined
the appartment, gave additional paleness to her pale spiritual
countenunce. Jler thoughts appeared to have rolled within her-
self, and from the gloom of her eye, did not appear to be such,
as usuwdly rest in the bosom of one, about to be wedded to the
object of her affection and her trust.

“Ifear,”” said she at length, as if forgetting the presence og
her friend, ¢ that I have been too hasty. The very qualities
that won my admiration, and determined me to fix his regard,
now cause me to tremble. I have heen too much accustomed.
to seil indulgence, to bear restraint, and should it ever be impo-
sed by a master’s hand, my rebellious spirit would break the
bonds of duty, and assuil its independence. 1 fear 1 am net
[formed to be a happy wife, or to constitufe the happiness of a
Ihusband. Ilive too much upon excitement, and when the deep
monotony of dornestic life steals on,, what will become of me ?°°

* How cun there be monotony® answered Emily, warmly,
‘“with =uclt a companion as Manly 2 Oh, trust him, Anne. love
him as he merits to be loved, as you yoursclf are loved, und your
fot may be envied among women,”’

«“.He has awakened all the capabilities my heart has of
joving,” cried Anne, ““bhut T wish 1 could shake off this dull
weizht from my spirits.””  Ehe rose as she spoke, approached
siele table, and turning out a glass of rich cordial, drank it. as if
eonscious from experience, of its renovating influence.  Emily’s

lanxious gaze followed Dermovements. A deep sigh escaped her

lips.  When her friend resumed her seat, she drew nearer to her,
shie feok her hand inher’s, and while her color heightened, and her

breath shortened, she said—

<« Anne Weston, 1 should nat deserve the nawme of {riend, if in
ahis hour, the last, perlaps, of unrestramed confidence between
us. I did not dare—""

+* Dare what 2 mterrupted Anne, shame and reseatment, kind-
lizng unher eye.

< To tell you, that the hzbit vou indulge in, ef resorting to ar-
exhilurate  your spirits, thongh now attended
dinger, may exercise most tatal influence on

hetad neans, to
with no obvions
|| vour tuture peace.
thiz start’ing truth, and © gather boldness as | speak. By «ll our
[riendship und sincerity, by the past splendour of your reputation,
' by the bright hopes of the future, by the trusting vows of a lover,
and the grey hairs of a father, I pray you o relinquish a habit,
whose growing strength is now only known to me.”" Eumiily paus-
ed, strong emotions tupeded her utterance. ¢ What s it you
asked Anne, inalow, stern voice, *“speak, for yon see
that T am caln? + You know what I dread,”” continued Emily .
“I see a speak on the bright character of my friend. It may
gpread and dim alt its lustre. Weall know the fearful strength
of habit, we cannot shake off the gerpent, when once its coils are
around us. Oh, Anne, gifted by nature with such brilliancy of
intelleet and gaicty of heart, why have you ever had recourse to

I have long struggled for resolution, to utter

come the sensation of loathing and horror, excited by the unhal-
lowed vision, and even, when overcome by heaviness and eshiaus-

the exciting draught, as it’ art could exalthe eriginal buoyancy of,




