S

N,

THE
\
of;l: fl'iend whom I have engaged, to o’oser've
o, h;’llOns of our protegé. May we not call him
;¥ “Mough he is unaware of the intercst we take
'8 affaips 1
. ehorsh sighed, as she folded the letter.
for ‘f‘laS!” she internally exclaiined. ¢ Does he
or wh“"“ my earnest prayers are breathed—and
Stow%e sake only life is va‘.n‘mble—-—d'oos he ever
rin Sthﬂnght 01'1 Deborah?7—DBe Stll.], my fiut-
w:. teartg be still--why S\’mu}d ;.;raumde hfwe
oly fo ‘1" agitate thee so. Yet is it, .nfmr ali, a
. there g why should Ltry to check its gmw}h ?
ing . C #ught unbecoming a maiden in cherish-
€ remembrance of a most signal benefit
all irted? ' No, no—-be it mine to keep it alive
'S pristine fervor.” .
e:eet dreamer! thou art not the first, and as-
f‘-‘elin gy Wilt not be the last, who admitted one
wa}‘:nder cover of another.  For the p}resenb,
e 1, devoted herself wholly and entirely to
whi i protectress. There was one thing in
th she could not comply with the wishes of
7chesq —she could not go into gay society.
"f‘d friend merely urged it, with a view to
vin "Uing Deborah’s spirits, and when once con-
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off, that retirement was more conducive to that

. % She win . N K Nav. s} rse
wuhdre ¢ willingly consented. Nay, she herself

thep. v 8 much as custom would permit, from
Q N
dig Unts of dissipation, and many a sweet hour

Oryy ¢ two friends pass, seated in the Marchesa's
Yoo, In calm and profitable converse.
begy Quired ail Deboral's pious resignation to
Trye l;]p aguinst her father’s cruel desertion.
tng ¢ Was a cold and stern man—nay, a hard
ay PIng niiser; but Deborah saw not his faults
the °'S saw them. Asa aood and dutiful child,
faj); "W a mantle over her father's faults and
Iy -gs’and\villinglyshuth(‘royesloalllhatm?ght
er filial affection. Besides, she could not
2t she herself was the only living thing
Othe, N 1_°Ve(]—hard and selfish in relation to
hag, > Ms bearing towards her, his only child,
‘ﬂ'ﬂeﬁ:un Much more gentle, oy, at times, even
ra e, Even for his present harshness
he&rt " Was not without an excuse, and her
Uiy, Yearned towards her sole remaining parent,

. *°Pgetful of his cruclty.

* * * * » » *
out this time, that there was forwarded
pe ino e Pﬁrinvx\], in Elba, a small parcel, on,
*ideny Which he beleld a drawing. ‘There was
4y ¥ M0 extrinsic value in the object—it was
'“ ‘0:. °ard, and could boast of no very great
tha; 'ty in the execution—why was it then,
n eleet:ght had on De Lorinval all the effect of
d“‘-th’ ¢ shock?  Why did he become pale as

\:fv‘ien again flushed cheek and brow, as

Igw
ag
t() QI’)]‘ ab

JEWESS OF MOSCOW.
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e continued to gaze on the drawing? Answer!
for I know not—ye imperceptible links which
chain the heart to one place, while the body is
far distant—answer ye mystic associations, which
even the slightest touch or sound can awaken
even from the sleep of years—and say, why was
it that von rough sketch of a domestic scene—
and of one, too, of which the features were any-
thing but pleasing —should have such power over
the soldier’s heart? It was the little room. in
Moscow, where De Lorinval had seen Deborah,
the Jewess. She was there standing before her
father—her young face lit up with the fire of
resolution—the soldiers in the fury of their un-
manly attack—and he himseclf was there, too, in
the very act of throwing himself betweon the
girl and her adversaries. Then it was that e
Lorinval felt a thrill of pleasure run through his
every vein, for in the trutbfulness with which his
lineaments were represented, afier more than two
years of absence, he fathomed the depth to which
his image had sunk in the soul of the artist. As
to the identity of the latter the colonel had not
the slightest doubt.

“ Sweet, sweet Deborah!” he softly murmured,
“may I live to call you mine, and then I shall
have obtained my most cherished wish! T have
often doubted whether your girlish heart had not
long since forgotien any impressicn which my
fortunate service had made uponit; but now from

this delicate memento I find that time has not -

effaced my image from your mind. Would that
I were rich, that I might have at least conipetence
to offer you, dear one!—but such a mind as
vours, or I have been muth deceived, can soar
above the desire of wealth, Yes, Deborah! Iwill
hope that yeu can love me even as I am—a mere
soldier of fortune—we shall be, at least, out of
the reacluof want. And my mother!” He suddenly
started from his reverie—* ali! yes, my mother!
—with her strictly orthodox principles, will she
ever consent to my marrying a Jewess? Yet
who &nows!” he continued, with all the sanguine
hope of a lover—¢ she may delight in having the
prospect of making a convert I—Oh! we can get
over this—I can trast in my mother’s lJove—she
will not oppose my wishes !”

The door was suddenly opencd—a message from
the Linperor, requesting Culonel De Lorinval's
immediate attendance in his cabinet.

Wondering at the sudden summons which he
had received, IJe Lorinval approached a mirror,
and east a hasty look over his dress, to see that
all was in order, for Napoleon was as strict &
disciplinarian in Elba as at the Tuilleries; he
at once descended to his Majesty's apartments.
Napoleon was busily engaged writing—some
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