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LOVE AND PRIDE.
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« You shall not, then, my beloved child,” replied
Tady St. Clair soothingly; * I will tell him you
do not fecl strong enough to-day; and to-morrow,
perbaps .+ Yes, mother,” interrupted Caro-~
line with a faint smile, * tell him that to-morrow
le may see me,” and Lady St. Clair left the room.
“ Yes, to-morrow,” continued Carcline, * he may
indeed see me, for I shall not be able to see him
then—to-morrow, I feel, I shall be beyond the
reach of temptation.” e

The room in which Caroline was, had always
been her favourite sitting-room; it opened into &
conservatory, which again opened into some beau~
tifully-kept pleasure grounds; and in consequence
of an occasional difficulty of breathing with which
Caroline was annoyed, both these doors were now
open. A rustling sound amongst the leaves
caused her to look up; one glance told her the
figure she saw in the conservatory was Charles,
and before she had time or strength to forbid his
approach, be was beside her. ;

« Caroline,” he exclaimed, as he took her wan
hand in bis; “can you forgive me? can you par-
don me, angel as you are, the wretch who has
sacrificed your happiness and his own to-a vanity
as weak as it was heartless ?”,

It was some moments before Caroline was able
to reply. A bright flush flitted over her face,
then settled into one deep red hectic spot on one
cheek, whilst all the rest of her countenance was
of a marble whiteness—at last she spoke, and it
was with a calmness which seemed to herself
almost unaccountable, and with which Heaven
alone conld bave inspired her.

s Charles,” she said, “I have long since for-
given you; it would ill have become one, stand-
ing so much in need of forgiveness from Heaven,

" to withhold it from you on earth; but oh! for

the sake of that peace of mind without which
this life is but a living death, never yield again
to the unrestrained influence of those passions
which have destroyed us both. In me, Charles,
behold an example of their desolating effects;
and if cver again you feel yourself in dan-
ger of yielling to these temptations, oh!" let
let this my dying warning, sound to you like &
voice from the tomb, and awaken you in time to
save you! Too blest are my sufferings, if they
can save from a single pang ono still too dear!”

¢ Bless you, Caroline! a thousand times,” fal-
tered the repentnntClmr]cs; “but you must live,’
and must not die, my Caroline! you must live to
comfort your father and mother: to cheer me on
my difficult course ;" and he gazed intently on
her face. '

« Heaven will do both, Charles,” she replied;
« that heaven which enables me to feel my hand
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