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never spent it—it is here. Takeit, Harry. I
shali die soon, and I shalldie happy in the con-
solation that it will assist you. Take it, Har-
1y, and God bless you with i.” As the deep-
iy injured girl spoke, she produced from ner
bosom 2 bank-note, and preseuting it to her
jover, continued—* There, Harry, it is warm
from g heart that has ever loved you, but will
soon cease to beat. I have always worn it
there; knowing your gay life, I thought the
day might come whea it would be of service.”
Then, throwing her arms around his neck, she
wept.

% No, no!” gasped Sir Henry, “ no, Matilda,
vou must not die; there are brighter days in
store for us yet; dearest, we will be happy
again, though 1 have deceived you” As he
spoke the tear of truc repentance stole down
his cheek, with a gush of old and warm affec-
tion, and he added, “No, Matilda, no; 1 have
nothing—nothing now but you.”

Looking in his facs, with a gaze that told
how true she spake, she replied, “ Do not at-
tempt to deceive me; it is useless. I ai cer-
rain that I shall not survive many. days, per-
haps hours ; but I would ask ane last request,

" renounce your presentlife. Thereare but two
paths lead 10 h~ppiness, virtue and the grave;

" i our feet have strayed from one, perchance
our souls may gain the other.” Maulda sank
down exhausted.,

“What a villain I have been!”’ exclaimed
Sir Henry, as he gazed upon the form of his
dying mistress, and recalled her image as he
had first beheld it in placid innocence. His
feelings were those of mingled agony and re-
morse. He had loved Matilda as well as he
could love anything on earth; and her solemn
and pathetic appeal had awakened thoughts
his heart had always before been a stranger to.
tie felt that he had seduced and afterwards
neglected her; but her gentle tenderness and
amiability of character, her patient and vare-
mning cndurance, and her last proof of un-
ceasing love in providing against distress for
onc who had so basely deceived her, and after-
wards by his cxcesses brought poverty to her
dying bed, was something more than human,
i was a warmth that even friendship, strong-
cst of man's ties, was too cold to reach; it was
worthy of its nome—it wis WoMAN'S LovE!

“You shall not die, Matiida ! exclaimed
Sir Henry, “ Much iujured woman, thechurch
shall first unite us.  Live 0 call me husband,

as in thy heart 1 feel 1 have ever been.”

With a power almost supernatural, Matilds
raised herself from the bed, and grasping his

hand, exclaimed with a faini snule, ** My hus-
band!’ ‘'There was a pause of a moment; it
wasa fearful struggle, the tongue refused its
office; the eye-ball sank ; and she breathed
rvather than spoke—“aseext.” The next in-
stant Sir Henry Cathcart's arms supported
dust.

‘It was my wire's first, her last request !’
he exclaimed. f2reder, he faithfully ebeyed it.

OB
THE PEASANT PRIEST.

Ix the pretty listie village of Bertrand, on
the banks of the Lowre, whete that river is but
a streamlet issuing from the mountains of
Ardeche, hived two brothers, of the names of
' Rupert and Gervais, proprietors of the same
farm, whicia had belonged to therr ancestors
for ages. Rupert, who was theeldest, by some
years, was, in person, tall and athletic, with a
countenance on which ever rested a melan-
choly, nay, a sullen expression, and by those
unacquainted with him, might be regarded as
atinost repulsive. Yet among the inhabitants
he was respected for his strict probity and in-
dustrious habits. His fields were cultivated
with the greatest care, his dwelling was the
model of neatness, and his garden was ever
the first to put forth its buds and blossoms, on
the approach of Spring. * Hisbrother, Gervais,
was, in appearance and looks, entirely oppo-
site; symmetrical in figure, and haudsome in
features, with a buoyancy of spints that made
him the life and spirit of whatever society he
entered. Rupert was esteemed by the clders
of the village asa staid and worthy vouth, who
promised 1o tread in thesteps of his father, and
like him, die a respected and wealthy farmer;
but Gervais was the favourite among the junior
meinbers, and especially with the madens of
the village, and not a day occurred without his
achicving a conquest over some rastc heart.—
But although endowed with al} that captivates
and pleases in the exterior man, lus heart was
naturally cold and selfish : not a ihought, act
or feeling, but what was tinged with decait and
avarice. By his brother, Rupert, he wasloved
with an aficction which savored more of a
paternal than fraternaj character he Jaboured
for him by day, and watched over him by mght,
deeming no task or sacrifice 100 great to con-
tribute to his happiness.

In the snme village, Tesided a beautiful gisd,
by nama, Ninette, the only child of & small
farmer. Ry the vouths of the hamlet, she was
admired and sought after above the rest of her

companions ; but though respectful and afia~



