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THE SPANISH REFUGEE.
BY JOHN MACKAY WILSON, sUTHOR OF “THE
TALES OF ¥HE soupras'

Ere now I've marked th xiled one—
A friendless wanderer, and alone
With sad and thouzhful eye,
And in that loneliness methougin
There was an
eace in the st
There is no tear upon thy
But if its sunken form conld speak
Who would not weep to hese 1
Thine was a hasty parting, and may be
Those that thy heart most loved heard fut from ther
Wild accents imprecations and despale—
While the last kiss
A of whirlwind bliss,
Was snatehed in hurried madoess
From her lips whose bosom gave
Life to existence ; and to have
A knowledie of her truth,—her woe,—
her sadness, —
Foel the convul of a
From her, from kindred, ho
OF thy nativity and
An outeast and a wandeter, deiveth thee
Yo muse in solitas v desparation
Upon the past and future, while :lone
Oblivion is thy prayer, wronged, injured one.
Oh, Heavens ! *tis terrible to part,
With & wild brain and bursting heatt e
To kiss the cheek, the lin, the hand,
Within a moment, and to stand
And feel the blood burn 01 the hegrt-steings quiver,
To have a thousand things t say,
Then sudden, Crenzicd barst away,
Aud ery, “ Farewell, for cver !
And such 1 ween
Thy 10t has becn,
Proud one,  Now on thy garh there is dejoetion,
Want in thy vitals, tortures in thy breast,
Which revel in the harrowineg reflection
That the pure Wlood your fathers gave
Sha'l rot within an exile’s grave
Ere ye thronsh tvrants’ ranks have prest,
And with the ertmson’d sword in hand,
Have shed it for your native land,
So thou appearcst, exiled ones
But fear not thou, “tis not for ever :
A spirit now hath walked abrond,~=
A ray from heaven, he woice of Gad !
*Tis power, light, freedom, and “twill sever
The tyrants chains, and trample on
The bigot’s ereed §
And ye, the best and the bravest men
Of sunny lands, where the troes d-op wine
Empurpled and red down the mountain gl
And stain the deep ravine,
Aguin that land shall tread,

THE TWO KATES.
BY THE AUTHOR OF “ THE BU NEER" Ke.

“1 cannot help observing, Mr. Seymonr,
that [ think it exceedingly strange in"you to
interfere with the marriage of my daughter.
Marry your sons, sir, as you please ; but my
davghter! that is quite another.” i

And Mrs. Seymour, a stately sedate matron
of the high-heeled and hoop school, drew her-
self up to her full height, which (without the
heels) was five feet seven ; and }nnn'm: hor-
#o1f with a huze green fan more rapidly than
she had done for many months, looked askancs
upon her hushand, a pale delicate man, who
seemed in the last stage of consumption,

A little time, Mary 1 (good lack ! could
such a person as Mrs. Seymour bear so sweet
aname ?) “a littlo time, Mary, and our sons
may marry as they list for me ; but I have
yet to learn why you should have moare con-
trol over our Kate than I Before I quit this
:infnl world, T should like the sweet child to

placed under a suitable protectur.”

“ You may well call ber child, indeed ;

little more than sizteen.
of the world upon her, s
my share of thew, heave
bad nearly arrived at an age of discretion bes
tore 1 wnited my destiny to yours."

“ N you hady my dear  you were, | think,
clove upon forty 1Y

ng. 1 have had

“ Think, Mr, Sesmour, if yon had maried | o vlco of Whisking o Mojor - pang b
sl Wi o young, much oo youngy |

& gud-abouty who would have watched over
my chiliren 1 (she never by any chance said
owr children,) % I have never been outside
the doors (exeept to clireh) these four yearn!

I ovou bad marmed a termagant, how she |

woilld have flown at and abused all your little | y
| we have said

~did | say little t 0 might with tiuth say
vour great peculiarities. | never interfere,
never; 1 only notice

tougs on the left instead of the sight of the
poker—it is very sad "« My dear,”” Mr,
Newvmotr would dntesrapt, % what does it sig
nify whether the tongs be to the right or left ©**
o Biess me, dene siry you need not ly out
so 3 | owas ealy saying that there are some
women in the world whe would make that a |
bone of tention. I never do, much os it
mueh as it leads the servants into
carcless habits —much as it and other things
grivve and worey my health and spirits—1f |
never complain ' never, me  wen are |
stran cely insensible to their domestic blessines,
and do not know how 1o value earth’s great.
o8l treasure-—4 good wife ! But | am dumb ;
1 am content tosufler, to melt away in tears
s oo matter,”  Theny after a pause to re-
eruit her breath and complainings, she would |
rush wpon another grievance with the abomi- l
nable whine of an aggrieved and much in.
Jured person—a sort of
nous wailing, which, thongh o hody minded,
annoyed every body within her sphere,  Her
hushand was fust sinking into his erave ; her {

|
wi

ANNOVS 0

|

i
sons had gone from Eton to Cambridge 3

when they were at hiome, 4
be continnally ont of earshot of their mo-
they’s Jamentutions—1tle servants  ehan
places so continually that the door was never |
twice opened by the same footman—and the |
only fixture ab Seymour Hally, where servants |
and eenturies, at one time, might be almost
termed synonymous, was the old & house- |
keeper, who, luckily for herselfy, could not |
hear her wistiess’s voice.  To whom, then, |
bad Mrs, 8c¢ymour to look forward, as the fu- |
ture souree of hercomforts 4. e. of her tor- |
wenting ; even her daughter Kate—the bonny |
Kate—~the merry Kate—the thing of smiles |
i tears—who danced under the shadow of }
the old trees—who sangz with the hirds—who |
traoned industry from the bees, and cheerful- |
ness from the grasshopper—whose voice told
i rieh full melody of young Joy and his
bau chins train—whose stop was as light on
Uhe tart as the dew or the sunbeam—whose
shadow was blessed as it passed the window
of the poor and lowly cottage, heralding the
cominyg of her who comforted her own soul by
comforting her fellow-creatures. J
Kute’s father well knew that his days were
numbered 5 and he looked forward with no
very pleasurable feeling to his daughter’s
health and happiness being sacrificed at the
shrine whereon he had offered up his own.
Kate, it is true, as yet had nothing suffered :
she managed to hear and laugh at her mother’s
repinings, without being rendered gloomy
thereby, or giving offence to her mornful and
discontented parent.  She would, in ber own
natural and unsophisticated manner, | her
forth into the sunshine, sing her the gayest
sones, read to her the most cheerful books,
and gather for her the freshest flowers ; and
sometimes even Mrs. Seymour would sn ile,
and be amused, though her heart quickly re-
turned to its bitterness, and her soul to its dis-
content.  But Mr, Seymour knew that this
huoyant spirit could not endure for ever, and
he sought to save the rose of his existence
from the canker that had destroyed him. She
was eamestly beloved by a brave and intelli-
ent officer, who had already distinguished
himself, and who hoped o win fresh laurels
whenever his country needed his exertions,

and
good care to |

for your own goml~— |
that habit, for instance, of always giving Kate |
car with her struwberries, and placing lln-t

1 exetion,

mental and monotos }“

| siide

Forcing the troubles 1t would be ditficult to deline the satt of feels | she believed—she thought

ing with which Kate veceived hiv attentions,

v knows, although 1| Like all young, very young girls, she thought | ev
lm.'l affection ought o he

kgt secret from
the world, and that it was a v 1y shocking
thing to tall i love § she consequently vowed
and declared to every body,

warry—that her manma said s0,"

: I wust observe, thut Kate's extieme want

f»l resetblance tw either her mourntul wother

or her pale and geatle futhier, was not more
exteaordinary than that Major Cavendish, as
the valin and dignibed Mayo
Cavendish at six-and-twenty—should evince
80 greatan atlection tor the amimated and girls
ish creatute, whou, four
o dee ?

yeais before his
arationy’ he bad lectured
with—but nay not romped— Major Cavens
dish was too dignitied to 1oip, o to it eit

~what shall Leall it thew P=laughed 1—3

be certainly did laugh, generatly arter the
most approved knglish

shion

Wi ligs seie
rated with a manitest desive (o unite agein i
soon as possible, and his teeth, white amd
even, appeared to great advantage during the
Nobody thought, that, though
younz and handsome, he would think of mi
riage, % e was so grave ;” but on the sume
principle, §suppose, that the harsh and ter.
rible thander is Ui companion of the gay and |
brilliant lightoing, majestic and sober hus. |
bunds often wmost desive 10 have gay and langh- |
ing wives, Now, for the episude. Mix,
Seymour had fretted herself 1o sleepy My, |

| Seymour had  sunk iato his aftemoon nap, |

3
and Kute stole into her own particalar voom,
tecoax soiucthimg ke imelody out of @ Span. |
i the tost gift of Major Cavendish, |
There she satona low ottoman, her protile
thrown tnte full relief by the background,
Being a curtein of heavy crimson velvet that |
lelt in well-defined folds from a golden arrow |
W the centre of the architrave, while sumnier |
lrapery of white muslin shaded the other |
Lier festuses hardly defined, yet exbie
biting the tiacery of Leauty—her lips rich, |
fully und separated, us ever and anon they
guve doithe w low snd melodious accompani- |
went to hes tiailling cords, sat,
practising like & very good girly perfectly un-
conscious that Major Cavenaish was standing

lheie she

outside the window listening to his favourite
aiy played over and over again ; and he
would have listencd much longery but sude
denly she paused, and looking carefully
fiow her bosowm a small case,
containg a little group of flowcrs painted on
wvory, which he  had given her, and which,
poor tellow, he imagined she cared not for,

did not exhibit it tn !

tound, drew

iecause, | suppose, she
public 1 How litte does mighty and magnifl-
cent mun koow ol the workings of a young
giel'sheart!  Well, shie looked at the flowers,
and a sailey brichit and beautifuly spread ove
her face, and u biush rose to her cheek, and
sutfused Lier brow—und  then it paled aw,
and hereyes filled with tears.  What were
her heart’s imaginings, Cavendish could not
say 3 but they had called forth a blush—a
smile—a tear—love’s swectest tokens 3 and
forgetting his concealment, he was seated by
her side, just as she thrust the little case un-
der the cushion of her ottoman! How pretti-
ly that blush returned when Cavendish asked
her to sing one of his favourite ballads ! the
modest, bLalf coquettishy  half natural air,
with which she said, I cannot sing, I am
so very howse.”

« Indeed, Kate ! you were not hoarse just

9

& How do you know 2"

“ 1 have heen outside the window for more
than half an hour.”

The blush deepened into erimson—bright
glowing crimson—and her eye unconsciously
rested on the spot where her treasure was con-
cealed ; and after more, far more than the
usual repetition of sighs, and smiles, and pro-
testations, and illustrations, little Kate did
say, or perhaps (for there is ever great uneer-
tainty in these matters,) Caven said,

and romy. |

& that if papa or mamma had no objection—

she even hoped;
jangso the matter terminated,  And that very
ning she sang 1o her lover his favourite

| sougs 3 and her tuther that night blessed Ler

Wwith so deepy so heartfelty so tearful a bies-

sinz, that little Kate Seymour saw the moon

it shie had | to bed before her eyes were ¢
| )

How heavily upon some the shadows of
life vest ! Those who are born and sheltered
on the sunny si the wall know nothing of
theme  They live on sunshiue—they wake
1" the suushine~way, they even sleep in sun-
shine,

Pour Mr, Scymonr, having gained his great
objecty martied, in open defiance of bis wife's
vlgment, his pretty Kate to her devoted Ca-
vendishy laid his head upon his pillow one
virhit about & wonth aftery with the sound of
hus conpluining  voice rinsing its
om bad o worse i his aching cars
s before that wight was pe in
ls Mis. Scymour had never pio-

fady's
changes

v
another worlg
1

degree of affection
she hiad never seemed to do
never affected o vatil then.  But the
fruth wis, she had sturted a fresh subject
ey bushund®s Toss—her busband’s virtues—
Ler L faults—were all new
the ¢ was positively charmed in
ber ewn way at having a fresh cargo of mise
lortunes freightod for Ler own especial use.
She became aviniated and «loguent under ler
tioubles 3 and mingled with her regrets for
fer ¢ poor dear departed,” were innumerable
wailings tor bes duughter’s absence.

tessed 1l t possible
o Bier Lusband-

iy wnds

w5 e

Kate Cavendish had aceompanied her hus-
band, dwitng the short deceitful peace of
Awicus, o Paris; and there the beautiful
Mrs, Cavendish was distinguished as a wonder
t @iiable M. 8 ge ntille’ —sssi aaive P
mignone,”  Fhe most accomplished of
the French court could not be like her, for
they had forgotten to be natural; and the
wovelty and diffidence of the beautiful Eng-
lish-woman rewdered her an object of univer-
sal interest.  Petted and feted she certainly
was, bul not spoiled,  She was not insensible
to admiiation, and yet it was evident to sl
that she prefered the affectionate attention of
her busband to the homage of the whole ™
world ; mor was she cver happy but by his
ide.  Suddenly the loud warwhoop echoed
thiowghout Europe.  Major Cavendish had
only time to convey his beloved wife to her
native country, when he was called upon te
join his regiment. Kate Cavendish was no
She loved her husband with so en-
tire an aflection—a love of so yielding, so re-
lying & Kind—she leaned her life, her hopes,
her very soul, wpon him, with so perfect a
confidence, that to part from him was almost
a moral death,

Youth little knows what hearts can endure 3
they little think what they must of necessity
#0 through in this work-a-day world ; they
are ill prepared for the trials and turmoils that
await the golden as well as the humbler pa-
geant of existence, Kate Cavendish returmed
to her mother’s house ; her very thoughts
scemed steeped in sorrow 3 and it 'was happy
for her that & new excitement to exertion oc-
curred, when about five months after her hus.
band’s departure, she became a mother, Des.
rilv Mis. Seymour's rognostications, the
haby lived and prospered ; and by its pepa’s
express command was called Kate,

How full of the true and beautiful mani-
festations of maternal affection were the let-
ters of Mrs. Cavendish to her husband
“Little Kate was so very like him—her lip,
her eye, her smile ;** and then, as years passed
on, and Major Cavendish had gained a regi-
ment by his bravery, the young mother chyo-
nicled her child’s wisdom, her wit, her voice
—the very tone of her voice was so like her
father’s—her early love of study ; and during
the night watches, in the interval of his long
and harrassing marches, and his still more
desperate engagements, Colonel Cavendish
found happiness and consolation i+ the perusal
of the outpourings of his own Kate’s heart and
soul.  In dne time, his second Kate could and
did write those misshappen eharacters of affec.
tion, pot-hiooks and hangers, wherein parents,

“,

hewine,




