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POETRY.

THE BRITISH MAN OF WAR.
She reclines upo . the billow, in her grace and pride

Like lmn:lnn on her pillow-like a monarch on his
throne : L

A bundred words of wonder i her lofty rigging
ride ;

Her keel is decply laying in the sea-god's darksoue

Whilst amids the cloud is waving her bansner height-
Iy spread
Oh ! armed with death and terror, clad in beauty
and in awe,
What noble sight or fairer than o British Mao of
ar!

There is silence & p on board her, ae her freight
were of the uead, .

At & whistle's magic, order, all ber vast white wings
are d .

Like a bird through daylight swimming—like & me-
teor through the night—

Like asteed the desert skimming, sha puarsues her
pathless flight ;

And the thousand souls within her, whe with Eae
glisl ardour burn,

What glories they will win her, ere we shout on her
return !

For though in no dread quared the faming sword
they draw,

Puir Poace hath many a faurel for the British Man
of War.

Go forth 1 beaven guide thy twnders, end grant
thee well to speed.

Whilst midst undreampt of wonders
star shall lead

Go giant child of scicnce—her aid and champion
[

it velour’s

And bid saulime deflance 1o the tarors of o

Go ! messengers of glory, with Old Englan
unfurled,

And proudly tell her story abroad to all

Bhow earth’s admiring
their awe,

All the tion might that slumbers
War.
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THE COQUETTE.

BY THE HONOURADLE MRS, NIRTON,
The hall was teuly splendid ¢ so was the
supper. ew beaut
hp} night ; fourteen gentlemen,
o in the fa world, for varion
fell in love
don Spring,
anl
Glenalhan was f
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; cuests depart
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till the depart
the rooms silent
however in vain
A$ a statue, Bessie Ash.
2, from the open window,
on the empty park, and ever and anon
ool breege “of the momiog lifted her 1088y
black hair from a cheek whose haggard \ear-
iness and wnsmiling expeession, ill assorted
with the situation of Glenallen’s envied bride.
Opposile, leaning againnst a marble table
Which supported onc of the magnificent mir-
wrsia the apartment, and gazing stedfastly
on heraverted figure, stood a young man of
wbout six and tweaty. His mouth was coarse
=his eye harsh—yet his countenance was
hlndso;m-. Miss Ashton turned from the
window wiln a slight shudder, as if the wind
Qld chilled her ; ¢ Well, George ? said she
hlmly. Well, Bessie, “ And so you have
®old yoarself for @ coronet " % Al'! George
ot begin in that barsh wqa ; you know |
annot bear it.—It is so long since I spoke
familiarly with any one, and I was so glad to
#ee you back again.”
As she spoke
and in one

wre ol two fizur

and deserted, T
|

Jast words she clasped his
, and laying the other
and tr gly on his shoulder, look

Mp in bis face WWith a nervous and painful
. Her companion did not shake her off,

i| an probability, t
iting

{ but heghrank from that caressing hand, and
ceased to lean against the marble slab, # 1
do not wish to speak harshly to you, Bessie ;
on the cnn(m?‘, I belicve you will find me
more kindly disposed to you, than many who
are smoother spoken : but I cannot, and will
not, feconceal from yon, that your eonduct
towards my friend, Clande Forester, has
furever destroyed my esteem for your charact-
er.  Itis impossible I should not feel this—
and particularly ato time when I know him to
| i and heart-broken.” ¢ | ¢id not forsake
him—-he chose to distrust and forget me,” said
Bessie, while she struggled in vain to choke
back the tears that rose to her yos. & And
why ? why did he distrust and forsake you ?
because that spirit of coquetry, whichis the
curse of your existence, prompted you te en.
courage everyone round ysu—to trafiic for
compliments ; to barter looks for words for
feelings—and to make him miserable for the
gratikeation of your ‘vanity, Yet you might,
if you had tried, have won him back again
you might even now.” Win him back again !”
exclaimed Miss Ashton passionately, «1 have
no need t~ make so vast a strug le to be loved ;
there are many,who are thouzht Claude Forest-
er’s superiors, who like me in spite of those
| faults you and your friend are so quick in 2h-
| serving 3 and pray, on what occasions have §
| played the coquelte,my wise cousin 7" & Bes.
siey Bessie, you poed not ha bitter with 1. ;
| for the time is gone by when you ecould pro-
| voke or sadd ne. Have you forgotton young
Millinay, to whom you were fo 0 )
logise for having led fiim to belie u would
pt him ¥ Have 1 forgotten Lawrence
( m and his lab silts, which you re-
turned when weary of the giver? Have
forgotten Lord Curlewn aud his flowers 7 Mr.
Montagn and bi -liound, which yon car
| essed for the sake of making a tableaw ?  Hay
| you forgotten that at one time you eoven
| thought it warth your while... " a pecu-
ind confused « over his
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her eyes, and ashort,
h litevery feature of hor
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jralous,” exclaimed she, ¢ it
isilly v a from a lover, Mr, Ash.
| ton. ¢ [am not your lover, Hessie ; Gol
| forbid that my ¥ depend on you
and if | were your admirer, is the admina
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imph of coquetry shall |

Wfort your agony.  Goo

nd left the room. Mo
y WHiss Ashton followed ; and me- |
chanically, she sought her own rom, and |
flung herself into a chair. Geo.ge Ashiton’s |

words rang in her ear ; her heart beat violent
ly ; the choking which precedes weeping rose |
in her throat, grief, pride, resentment, and
mortification, strove for mastery in her mind,
and the triumphant beauty gave way toa.. |
hysterica. burst of tears, Her passionate sob-
bing awoke the weary attendant, who had |
been sitting up for her. % Dear Miss,” said |
she, ¢ don’t fret so; we must all leave our |
homes some time or apother, and I am suie
Lord Glenallan . ... ..” « Don’t talk to me,
Benson—1 have no home—I have nnone to
grieve for. Home ! is it like home-friends
to give a ball on my departure, as if it were
a thing to rejoics at? Where is the quict
evening my mother used to describe long ago, |
which was to precade my wedding-day— |
where the sweet cousel from her lips which
was to make the memory of that evening holy
fer ever iore— where the quiet and the peae
which should bless my heart ! They have |
made; me what Tam—they have made me
what I am.” La, Miss,” said the astonished

misery of one 1 1 2
auother.
| ST con
| have no
| night”

ol
chanic

maid, “ I am sare you ought to be happy ;

andas to your mamma, it is in nature that
parents should die before their children, and
she was a very delicate lady always. Sodo,
Miss,” continued she, “ dry your beautiful
eyes, or they’ll be as red as ferret’s and your
voice is quite hoarre with erying ; you will
not be fit to be scen to-morrow.””

Nothing calms one like the consciousncss of
not being sympathised with : Bessie Ashton
ceased to weep, and began to undress, afte;
which she dismissed her maid, and burying
her head in her hands, forgot all but the irre-
vocable past.

“ Past four! & fine morning,” Bessie
started, and .ais>d her heavy eyes tothe
window—the monotonous words were repeat-
ed. She looked wistfully at the bed ; but no
~she felt she could not sleep. Her Liead
sank again on her hand ; vague feelings of
wretchedness and self-teproach weighed on
her soul ; and too weary, even to weep, she
remained listlessly dreaming, till a sudden
beam of the morning sunshine liton the oma-
ments she had worn the night before, and
started her into conscionsness, Her clasped
hands dropped on her knee as she gazed on
the sweet sky which heralded her wedding
day, Thesun tose higher and brighter—the
heavens grew bluer—the indistinct and rarely
heard ehirping of the earlier birds changed to
a confused twittering, varied by lond cheer-
ful notes, ang *he ¢'2ar carol of the blackbird
and thrush ; the Sfresh wind blew on her
weary, aching brow, as ¥ seeking to soothe
her sisery, and Bessie Ashton %apk on her

en, murmured sn.® passionate invocation, o
which the only audible words were : % Claude !
Oh ! God forgive and help me | shat Tove is
sinfi) now.?

ald have recogmsed the pale and
form which kneit in eame i
thes, in the bride of the eve
by special licence to an Ea covered with
pearls and blonde : flushed with triamph and
excitement: the Countess of Glenallen bent,

d a light cold kiss on the forehead
of her Leautiful bridemaids: bowed
led to the congratulating beings who
pessed her ; received the stiff and self com-
placent parting speech of her aunt, Lady
Ashton ; and descended the magnificent stair-
case with her happy bridegioom. One adicu
alon: disturbed her. George Ashton stood at
the hall door, and as she passed, he took hr
by the hand and murmured % God bless you,
Bessie I Involurtaiily she wrungthe hand
she held : involuntarily she returned the bless-

old memories orowded to her Jeart !—

gathered in her eyes j—with a burst of
weeping she sunk back in the carriage, and
when Lord Glenallan whispered saressingly,
“ Surely, my own, you 'n.v t nothing
there for which my love can ay you,”
he drew herhand from his with a cold
shudder ; anda confused wish that she had
never been born, or never lived to be married,
(especially to the man to whom she had Just
swom love and duty,) was the uppermest
feeling in Bessie’s heatt, as the horses whirled
her away to Ler new home.

Timo {ast; Bessic Ashton again appeared
en the theatre of the gay wo ld, as an admir-
ed bride.  The restless love of conquest which
embitterred her girlhood still remained, or
mther (inasmuch as our feclings do not lw
tome more simple as we mix with rociety)
increased and grew upon her Jay by day.

The positive necessity of sometimes con
¢ealing what we dn feel ; the policy of affect
ing what we do not; the defiance produced
Ly the consciousncss of being disliked without
a cause, and abused as a topic for conversa-
tion ; the contempt excited by the eringing
servility of those who flatter for services to be
performed, and follow for notice to be obtain-
«; the betrayal of confidence which appeared
natural ; the rivalry, disappointment, morti~
fication, and feverish struggling, which beset
us in the whirlpool of life, and carry us round
whether we will or not—these are causes
which the noblest and the purest natures have
difficulties to resisting, and which had their
falleffect on a mind like Bessie’s, naturally

weeping t agony
ning. Wedded

and imprinte
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Heay-
kneos, an !, stretching out her aims to Fleav-

and eager, and warped by circumstances
to semething worse.

From her mother’s home, where poverty
and a broken heart bad followed an imprudent
marriage, Miss Ashton hod been transported,
to add, by her transcendent beauty, one
other feature of attraction to the gayest house
in London.

“ Not quile o woman, yet but half a child,”
she was at that age when impressions are
easiest made—and, when made, most durable.
Among lier rich relations the lessons taught by
the pale lips of her departed parent were for-
gotten ; the weeds whieh that parent would
have rooled from her mind, grew up and
choked hei better feelings; and Bessie, the
once simple and contented Bessie, who had
been taught to thank God for the blessing of a
humble Liome, and the common conforts of
life, struggled for wealth and rank that
should place her on a par with her new asso-
ciates, and shrank from the idea of bestowing
her hand on any man who could not give her
in return—diamonds and an Opera box.

During the seclusion of an English honey-
moon, Bessie had believed that (Claude For-
ester apart) she could love Glenallan better
than any one. He was intelligent, kind,
grac cl'u[, and noble. He was an Earl, he
was popular with wok.en and respected by
men. He had made two very creditabl
speechesin the house, and might make more.
He rode inimitably well. He had shown
more taste in laying out the grounds about
Glenallan, than Nash did in the Regent's
park. In shoit, there was no reason why ghe
should not love Glenallan ; —except that it
wou ! be so rx:(;edin yly ridiculou s to fall in
love with encty ohand ; it wor "‘\ ,“k o if
nobody else thought it wortn While to Ry
Lc.r any attention; Glenallaz himself wou,
ik it so ridiculous, to: Clenallen had none
of Foresior’s romante, and was quits accug-
tomed to the ways nl.f.ls.‘ ionable couples, and
contented to pursue tns some path,

Men, Lady Ashton—-now Lady Aghian
would leugh ! ‘and it really would be laugh-
able after all. Se that Lady Glenallan’s first
coup d’essai, after her marriage, was to en-
courage the violent adwiration evipeed for
her by her Lord’s cousin, Vitzroy @lencilon,
who was twice as in‘eltigert, fwenty times
as graceful, won all the plates at Ascot, Ep-
som, and Doncaster; was the idol of the
women—~and as tothe men--pshaw ! the men
were jealons of him.

Now it so happened that one of the inimi-
table Fitzroy’s pecfiarities war, that L never
conld be in love with the same woman for
more than three months at a time. Upon
this failing therefore, the young Countess un-
dertook to lecture him, and succeeded so v ell
that he suddenly told her one morning, when
she was gathering a geranium in her beautiful
conservatory in Park Lane, thatif ever these
existed a being he could we ship forever, it
was herself, ~ Lady Glenallan Jot fall the
flower she had gathered,  She blushed a deep
erimson. She felt she was a married woman,
and ought to be excossively shocked--she
thoug)it of forbiti im the house, but then
it would be so awkward 15 make a quarrel
between Glenallan and his cousin 3 so she

ly firbid him ever to mention the snbject

s andto prove she was in earnest in her

to discourage his attentions, she gave
two howrs eveiy moiniag and a j rpetual
ticket to hefopera box to young Lord Linton,
who knew nobody in town, peor fellow, was
only just two-and-twenty, and most touch-
ingly attached to a pale pretty little sister of
his, with whom he rode, walked, and talked
unceasingly, and who, he cssured Lady Guc
nallan, wag the last of seveny that eoting
worm, consumption, beng the inheritance of
the family.

Fitzroy Glenallan was not, however, a man
to be slighted with inpunity—he ceased to be
Lady Glenallan's lover, but oh ! how infinity
more troublesome and irksome did he contrive
to make the attentions of Lady Glenallan’s
friend. What unasked for advice did he not

or into her earl—what gentle hints and
ughing allusions did he not bestow op her




