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friendly in the highest degree; but finding his
advances repelled with haughty coldness, he
soon desisted from any aitempt at intimacy,
and contented himself with treating me witha
lively and good-humoured carclessness. My
manner to him, I doubt not, was frequently
rude and almost insulting, but my ill-natured
and sarcastic sallies, were always so graceful-
ly and neatly parried and retorted, that in the
keen encounter of our wits, he universally
came off the conqg:eror. I began to regard
him as my evil genius. T had always piqued
myself on my skill at billiards. On one oc-
casion, when we chanced to be together at the
billiard room, 2 match was proposed between
us by the bystanders, which f could not well
decline.  We played, and I was beaten. In
the riding-school, and fencing-room, I had
hitherto steod precminent, T was 20w equal-
led, if not excclled. If we gamed, he always
won, and I as surely was a loser. He was a
favorite among the women, and frequently
triumphed where Thad failed.  You may think
these trifles ; 1o me, they were rankling and
bitter injuries. But an cveat soon occurred
which added an additional pang to my pre-
‘vious annoyance and mortification. One day
our regiment charged a corps of French lan-
cerg, and, in the melee, my horse fell, throw-
ing me to the ground with considerable vio-
fence.  Although somewhat bruised and stun-
ncd. T could perlectly well observe what was
passing around me. Tn a few moments Char-
le<” troop came up a1 full spa~d, and T saw him
rush into the thi-vestof the fray, fighting with
as much coolnes: ~nd gayety as if he had been
in a ball-room.  As I attempted 10 Tise, onc of
the enemy rode at me with leselled lance;
bruised and shaken by my fall as I was, I have
little doubt that the French trooper would
have put a speedy end 1o my existence, but at
the very instant whea 3l hope had dcserted
me," Charles spuited his horse towards my
antagonist, and with onc blow of his sbrg
srn1 him hradlong from the <addic. The Gidc
of conflict rolied away, and ¥ managed to re-
tire to the rear, saffering much from my bodly
injurirg, but more in mind, when the biter re-
fi~ction foreed itsclf uprn ms, that I was in-
debird for my ¥fe to the last man upon carth
to whom I would willing'y have owed an ob-
figation YWhen we met the next day, com

mon d~reney required that T shsuld make some
acknowledgments of the impoTiant services
which had been rendered me, and 1 according:-
¥y returndd him my thanks, but in confused

ceived them with his usual careless gayety,
assuring me that I absolutely owed him no-
thing, and that he had not percaived my mis-
adventure, but had merely attacked my op-
ponent in the hurry of the battle, casually, and
without any peculiar aun or objecst. Tune
rolled on, ard we at length retired into winter
quarters, in a furufied fronuer town; but my
feclings of hatrud remained unchanged and un-
changeable. Ihave now to approach a period
of my Lfe, the remembrance of which is bitter
10 me, and a2imoust makes me regret the task X
have undertaken.” Here Sturmwald paused,
but filling a tumbler with wine, he drained 1,
and continued. ‘In the town of- , in
which werc our quarters, lived a beantiful
married woman, Amaiic von . It was
ny fate to sce and love her to distracuon.—
Nay, never Llush for the matter;..these things
w.ll happen in the best regulaied communiues,
to say nothing of garnson towns. Besides,
her husband was a brute, 2 frequenter of wine-
houses, a mere sot. I am, {for my cursz) ofa
fervid temperament, and give always a loose
rein to the fecding that may happen, at thetime
to sway me. Amalic was young, beautiful, in-
tellectual, and in her presence, I enjoyed mo-
wments of ficree and unmixed exsiasy. I had
thought for some tme, however, that I had
obscrved, on her part, a cooling of passion.—
Onc night that I bad accompanicd her to the
theatre, I coald not but nctice that her looks
frequently wandercd, 3nd that her expressicn
was anxious; and when I attempicd to engage
ker in convursation, she was cold, constrained,
abscnt. With an awakening feeling of jeal-
ousy, I Keenly watchud cach truant glance,
and at length becatae aware that the object of
her future aliention was my detested foe—
From the theatre 1o Amalic’s home, I was a
slent pres to conflicting cmotions of jealousy,
love and despaur; arnived there, my pent up:
passuns burst forth with unceatrollable vio-
lence. She wag of cuarse, by her own ac-
couat, an injutad innoceni—all the sex-are so

in smlar cicumstances, and we at length

parted wab a mutsal agrecment to meet 1o
more. A wak passed by, aad on calm re-
ficction, I began to think I might have been
too hasiy in condemning het on such shight
grounds; basides, 1 fcly, o1 1 fancied that X
could nat lve without her. Alas! in this
worid we are fuiced to forcgo many things
which wc had thought accessary to cur very
existence.  Ia this scleating mood 1 had de-
1ermingd 10 fevisit het, and attempt ihe renew-

and rather ungracions manner. Chasles e ; al of an inicrcoarse whih hiad become but too



