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Yuur regrets on that subject, since they wound me ready tears sprang to lier eycs. " Claude she willseverely, without producing any good result," re- never love me ! and the thought is often painful !"torted Colonel Brereton. " I have made my choice, "Well, well, think not about it now, dcarest one,"anld must abide the consequences. I think you have rejoined Colonel Brereton, observing' her distressedseldom found me a waverer, when once I have de- countenance. " I wll loe you for her and for my-Cidèd on any point." self too ; wi!l not that do as well 1" and, to divert

No, indeed, Claude ; stern inflexibility is one of her attentio froin divelling on a theme so trying toyour greatest faults ; yet could I have wished you to one sensative as herself, he gave her a glowing ac-Pause ere you took a step so perilous to your future count of his sport that norning ; how, after a longhappiness. Had you chosen her sister Mary, plain run, they had killed the fox; adding, that a lady hadas she is, I should have felt less disappointment ; but accompanied them, wyho came in at the death, andreally to select Eeatrice, ivhen there was a Lady that lie had presented her with the brush, which âhoJulia, a Miss Gaveston - ." carried horne triurnphantly in her horse's head."And ten thousand others," rejoined Colonel "Sure! y you dd not admire ber for it V" asked
Brereton. " It was really very provoking-was it Beatrice, ber cheek gloin itb indignatio . "
not, my lady mother ? yet in so doing I have but Bate a voan ivho ould Lake delight in any thin "
folloved the example of my father, who laid his cruel. It is bad enougt d h in a man to make sport of
laurels 'at the feet of the most beautiful woman in crl. It is enough i but to anot of

theword, venas hae dne.Wha moe cn Isuffering. You ma:y smile, sir, but you cannot de-the vorld, even as h ave aone. WVat more can t fend yourself. Therefore, listen, I command you,Say '1" and be bowed low as he made this gallant white I plead for the dying fox 1"and in accentsspeech, which was received with a gratified smile, bieIpedfrtedinco "adi cetadac u vbic of reee an tifeed the siveet and full of pathos, Beatrice, half playfully,and a graceful bcnd of the knee, and thus ended the balfseriously, recited the following address todiscussion.
With spirits elated and joyous as a child's, Bea- THE HUNTER.trice descended to the saloon, where she found Colo- " Hark away, hunter, the morning bas risen,net Brereton alone, standing at one of the windows, Fair lay the dields and forests to view.apparently in a meditative mood, from the gravity of Safely the fox ive have roused from his prison-his countenance, that scarcely relaxed on behold- Spring from your couch and vith ardour pursue.ing the approach of the lovely girl, who, dancing up

to him, placed her hands in his, which were held In vain let the cold and comfortless morningforth to receive her. For several moments he con- Loudly give notice to keep within door;tinued gazing on her blushing face, intently and in Lavish of health in contempt of the warning,
silence; he then said: Call for your steed though the tempest may roar."And upon this fair and fragile thing have I em-
barked my hopes, my honour, and my peace. Good Hardily brave it, ail perils defying,
God! if they should be wrecked, what a wretch I The keenness of hope will soar above fear;
should become for the finger of scorn to point at ! The merry toned horn and the sun when uprising,
Beatrice ! Beatrice ! such thoughts are aadness !" The cold and the dark gloomy morning will cheer.lClaude, what do you mean ? and why look so Yet pause, when the fox, near exbausted, is flying
fearfully upon me '" inquired the astonished girl, et eh the fox, nea e is dying
lxingbher large blue cyes on bis. " You are not And redlect that your breath is as deeting as his

angr wit mestil ?"And white on the ground he is paniting and dying,angry witb me still V1 s, we cre the moment whicb brings me
No, no; it was nothing. I merely expressed tA this "alOud the ideas floating in my mind, as you entered.

Now telI me, dear, what you have been doing since Ah, hear me, gay hunter, if ever reflectionive Parted this morning V" Should steal through your mind when the day is"a 1 bave written a long letter to Mary, to make near past;aend, for ny past neglect; I read aloud to Sir Then, then, let the force of religion's conviction,Georgeand then le went with me Io visit your poor Remind you each morning may rise as your last.ick borse, Dalby; thinks hirn better, and that he 1
Will be able to go out again next week." Colonel Brereton watched her animated counte-Colonel Brereton drew ber towards him as she nance with deep interest, while she repeated theseuttered this, while the dark spirit appeared to pass lines, and as she ceased he caught her to his bosom,aeay, a er a anner became ail tenderness, and, pressing his lips affectionately to hers, said:,b Said, aBteCa pause: My own, my beautiful ! None shall henceforth

tiat Wism Beatrice you would endeavour to propi- strive to weaken the influence which your purity andA n other it would gratify me much." innocence command. From the world and its snaresBeanrie do You tink I have never tried 1" asked I will shield you with this powerful arm ; and whenBeatric, in a alightly reproachful tone, while the they tell me you have faults, I shall say they art


