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reward it. Yet comlpaSion, not love, was the sinmple prouf of their regard wa.s more valiallle
motive that mJu. îed hin to offer his hanid to 5 than all the goll and jewels he hal wson. SiîdI-
Alincria; fOr Montlliar assured him that the denly the lofty expression of exultation faled
unhippy lasiy was pining with a hopeless anud from his brow. and his boundinîg lh2art became
unrlqait niahebnt for bim. St. Amande ob- still as deathi, for, minglinfg its swect clear tones
sed her narrowlv, anl iher blhies and tremors, %vitlh that rude iarniony, arose the voice of ber,
whiever he spoke to her, convinced hini that his -vlose harmionious breath lie deenied wasi lon,friends cnjectures were well founded; and he since hushed for ever. lie gay scene vaniseld
resolved to ol'er ber his iand, as soon as he re- froni his sight; he no longer eaw Ihe nixed andturnîd ri 'i.î an enturprise ho mueditated againist motley multitude that surrounded l him, or lcard1'orto iillo. tc joyous shout of the feathered Indian, and boldA ri rceived an intimation to tliis effect 5 Buccanecr. A lonely spot-ai clif whose base

nIe till then iid fancied that was won by the ceaselcss swell of the billows,tIh i :eligence would make her perfectly bappy; eiemed to risc before his cyes. A fair shrinkinf.
but s1e sin discovered lier mistake, for the event forma stood on ic verge of that dizzy beiglt,e s-o armly 'dsired, as it drew near, fdlled ber struggling with the ruffian who appeared to impel
wu i. rs- the stings of coascienceincessantly ber towards the edge of the precipice. HerIrerced her guilty h an, andlier slumbers were frantic screan, andl tbe sweep of the wind over
hanted by the image of ber injured friend. Yet the deep, deep water, were the only sounds that
her naI affction for St. Aiande prevailed over met bis car i Unconsciously he covered his face,theese lf-upbrahngs. She could not resolve to and cchoed that cry !
renounce tie reward of lier evil deeds, and resign " What ails thee, Ilenri t" whvispered Monîtbel-
thi. ian sle loved; and she tried to still the men- liard, in an athnonitory tonc ; and the soumn d of
tal tortures sle endurcd, by painting in lier own his voice dispelled ic vision fancy had created
mmd tIe sweets of domestic happiness, and the from ic mind of ic pirate.
pride aund pleasure Fhe should feel in calling the " A sudden pandg," was lis brief reply, as witLh
pirate chief of Tortuga lier own; and hope again a powerful effort lhe maistered ls eniotion, and
previled over lier fears. She knew not that dcàth averted his eyes froni Montbelliard, to avoid

Iould be tle guest of lier bridal, and that her meeting his penctrating look, and half sarcatic
punislnient would follow fast upon the consum- smile.
mation of her crime. At that moment, St. Amande caught Uic glance

- -of a black youth, whose large, lustrous, ieî.l:an-.
h cf'lis: v u choly dark eye, was rivetted upon his face with a

scarchling, and ait the samie timne a watchiful ex.
TAnd the iV sparkle of his eye seeimedcaught pression. Angry and indignant as he felt at this

Fromi high, and Hihtenct with electric thought ; daring scrutiny, there was somnething in the boy's
Tioti its black orb, those long low lashes fring, countenance, that not only disarned his wrath,S l!ad tempcred with a nelancholy tinge, but attracted him to look again. A namcless sp ellYet, less of sorrow than of prids was there, lurked beneatb the long fringes that daded those
Or, if 'twere grief, a grief that none abould share." fnscihathd tos

ao liquid orbs, that comipletely flcinated his atten-
tion, and charmed away Lis displca'sure. Even

A Mo-rTrE groupo, composed cf various nations, ~the black veil that covered his fine features couldassembled on the beach to bail the return of the not rob them of the palm of beauty, and the dark
victorious St. Amande and his associates, from the ringlets that .escaped from under his snowy tur-
conquest of the wealthy town of Porto Bello,-- ban, might have rendered the most lovely lady
aid a wild swell of voices united in a rude chorus proud.
ùf gratulation and praise, as the Buccaneer chiof "Hector, wlo is that youth," asked St. Ammuide.
landed, loaded with spoil, and attended by a num. "Surely I bave scen such features before nowi"
ber of Indians, whose fetters he had broken, and "A captive I brouglt from Porto Bello. I found
whon he lad invited to share his island home. him in the church, and spared him fromn the

Tlis tribute of affection found its way even to slaugiter, for which favor lie seems most grateful
bis melancholy bosom-a proud joy lighted up *fis a pretty youth, more fitting for a lady'&
bis eye-a long, long absent feeling of gladnoss page, than our rude way of life. lHe cones froneitered his soul as his car drank in tliose martial the cast--epeaks many tongues with case-touches
and trimphant sounds. He felt that ho was be- a lute with skill, and sings most sweetly. Yet,loved by his followeru-trusited by them; and this with all theso gifts,- I think the boy is crazed, fer


