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POETRY.,
THE PARTING
BT, N MANYRY,

The night is lowering, dull aod dark,
e holds her to his heavy heart §

Her eye is on the fatal bark—

And must they—mvsT they part

Oh ! that a wish could chain the galvs,
How long that dreary calm should last,
Or wer a breath should swell the sails
That flap around the mast !
Oh! Ut no ray might e
To light hor lutest sacrifiee

~Fhere are they met—the young and fondy—
“Phat such should ever meet to part! 4
One hour is their's, and all beyosd

A chaos of the heart '— )

She hears him yet—his softest sighy

The breathing of his lowest word,

Sounds that, by her, beneath the sky,

Shall never more be heard

Form voice, that hour—all save its sorrom e
Shall be but MmEMoRI¥S on the morrew §

Me is her all who bends above,

Her hope—the brightest and the lasd 3
Oh ! that the days life gives ta love
Should ever be THE PasT !

What gleam upon their startled eyes
Breaks, like the flash from angry heaves ¥
Lo where the clouds in yonder

Before the gale arc driven !

And o'er their spirits all grosrs night
Beneath that burst of life and light*

The moon is forth,—~but sad and pale,
As though she wept and waited still,
For him she never more shall haif,
Upon the il ¢

The broeze is up,—the sail unfurled y
Oh ! for gme hour of respite yot !

i vain '—"tis mooulight in the worldy
But Helen's light is set !

The bark is losing in the bay,

The streamers point away—away !

rive,

One kiss—of lips as wan and cold

As life to them sha'l, henceforth, be g

One glance—the glance that makes ue vld,
OFf utter agony

One throb—the bitterest and the last,
Awakening, bt to deaden pain,

10 hearts that, when that pang is past,
Shall never ache again !

And the loosed chord and broken bowl

Lie at hope's fountain in the soul .

THE CRUISE.
BY L. K. L.

 The small things of life are the terrible,’

a popular writer of the day, and the say-

ing is true,  Let us all look back on the most
important events of our fife, and in what slight |

accidents have they originated ! The follow -

ing story seems to be but a succession of nn-

lueky chan nd yet each was a Link in
the dark chain of human destiny, |
Its scene liesin on: of the gayest sea towns
of Devonshire, one of those hathing places
which, for ahout three months in every vear, |

is astonished at its own gaiety, and when the
weason is over is obliged to be content with its |
ewn society, and its own natural loveliness, |
Gaiety in a place of this kind, is a different |

sort of gaiety to that in London. It is more
familiar—more a thing of fits and sna “hes— |
belongs to the open air—and has a touch of |
wildoess from the green wood tree. |
No one more enjoyed the brief dissipation |

of her native town than Edith Trevanion.

The heiress and beauty of the neighbourhood,
the darling of her father (mother she havl‘
none) the delight of her cirele, human life
seemed to have made an exception in Wer fa-
vour. The troubles that vex the most pros-
rlw existed not for her.  Poverty she only
mew by the pleasure of relieving it.  Sick-
ness and death had left her house at too early
a period for her remembrance, for her mother
bied when she was a child in »rms. Within
the last few months a still deeper happiness
Mad girdled her round.  She was engaged to
a young man, of family and fortune equal to
her own ; and morcover,Arthur Ralegh was a
very handsome youn, man. However, wher-
ever there is any love in the case, there is
sever any want of a few miseried as well,
thur was of a jealous temper, abd this is a

fisa very

sate femptation (o @ petted beauty. Edith
koew her power and did not dislike using it

Truly and entirely attached herself—jov-
ing, oo, with all the gay coufidence of un-
broken spirits and finst aflection—she conld

Bot enter anto, and thevefore could not altow |

for, ali the tender anxieties of her lover ; she
excused 2 littte feminine teasing to hersell, as
& wholesome sort of moral discipline,
was an absolute duty o eure him of sucha
favlt as jealousy, What would he be when
vuce she was fairly mareied o him ¥

I the mean time the war-office combined
with fate against the unfortunate fover--—a re-
giment was suddenly quartesed ia the town,

Fhis was really too wuch, Poor Arthus
was haunted by red coats.  They lounged
thrangh the streets, they rode through shady
lanes, they daneed in the assembly sooms,
they lunched here, and they dined there
and when at last night amived, it was
“deams and not deep that came into his
bead.”  Bhis visions were all of & the scarlet
colour,”  No young lady’s head in all the
place could run more upon the “ officers™
thau his own.,  Both the majors were marnied

that was something to be thankful for, but
the colonel was single, and younger, and bet-
ter looking than the generality of colonels
and the officers were an wnusually fine set of
wmeo—at least so thought Arthur Ralegh.
During the first month of their stay he took
them all in theit trns. One day it was the
fascinating eaptain—the next it was the hand-
some lieutenant : Gll it even reached the in-
teresting ensign.

At Yast, these flying fears settled into a
good earnest fit, which had Captain Delaford
for its object. The whole regiment was con-
sidered charming enough ; but Captain Dela~
ford was the most charming of all. We Lon-
doners know nothing of hearts carried by
beat of drum. + The officers,” conveys no
meaning to our ears,  We have an idea tha
the guards are wvery gentlemanly, but the
military go for nothing in the great system of
London dissipation. A young iady ‘even in
Knightsbridge would stare to be asked « if
the bairacks did not make the nei gchbourhood
very gay 1 It would be something like the

{ tair damsel al ®t. Helena asking, « if Eng-
land was not exceedingly dull after tie fleet |

sailed 17 Bt in a country town a regiment
grand affair indeed ' Parties are
made for and by the officers ; ey light up a
bally and the young ladies feel that it is an
opportunity for attachments happy or unhap-
Py i and as Mr. Bennet in % Pride and Pre-
judice

ed it s something to be erossed in lov
Ebith Trevanion liked the increased g ty,
she liked too the admiration and the atten-
tion, Mut her heart was irrevocably gone

and the very thousht of chanze never came |

into her head,

But the more she was conscions of her aws
attachment, the less could she bear to lave
it made a perpetual subject of douht,

It was one very hot morming—for the sum-
mer had been unosually warm and long
that they were standing on a terrace which
ran on the shady side of the house. They
were walking up and down a little to Ar-
thur's discontent, for he had been askinz her
to ride, which Edith refused on account of
the extreme heat.  She was herself in such
gay spirits.  Her father had just surprised
her, and such surprises are very agreeable, by
aset of turquoises, and she was convinced
herself, and wanted to convince every body
else, that blue was the loveliest colour in the
worll. % It is the colour of the sky,—of vi-
olets,” % and” interrupted Arthur, as Cap-
tain Delaford would say of your eyes. Iam
sure that is just one of his pretty speeches.’

¢ Not quite,” replied Edith: % you have
a scowl where he has a smile—and you ought
to put on an irresistable air while speaking.”

“ Irresistable air!'» v\rl.nimvg’. Arthur,
“ 8o you think him irresistable !« At least
our whole town does, and you would not have
me opposed to general opinion. You know
what an enemy you are to singularity in our
sex.”  Arthur wade no snswer, but amused

| caided in question,

justly observed, * next to being ene |

hisnsell with picking off the heads of divers
unoffending flowers,  Edith hegan a covions
examination of a bhuneh of Province
which she held in ber hawd,  Het own sweet
moath, with the simile dinplin g round ity was
Jike one of the buds, when the solt red first
breaks through the green vy o "Bt
at deasty™ said Acthnr, syon will not dance
with Captain Detaford, T aake a poiot of yous
not & L7 Now Walesh was vers wrong
to make a point of auy sach trifley 11 set the
whole wpistt of feminine iy foation up in
arms.  Besides this very §
gy subject with Edith,

worthily judeed

toses,

OUSY Was an an-
it herselt wue
andly s 'ty her tast
Fiwe wvery &

could think of sach a man for one woment-
she who guite piqued herselt on having such
an ideal stand it was such
a lad o Delatord all
Smiles, an curs o every body
he came near 3 he who cut ot s
safion by a pattern-—well it was too provok-
ing! Had Arthur chosen to he jealons of the
colonely who was pule and sileut—therefore
1t as having had un unbappy passion,

set d
of even the young

Captain

pliment, }

sighs, and ¢

i convers

and, ** so interesting "
eusign, who was such a sweet poet, amd had
wrilten some exquisite verses in her atham,
alont moonlight and blizhted atfertion
ther of these would have been some credit.
But Coptain Delaford - the singing, firting,
universal caplain Delaford— it way peally toe
bad §

& Not dance with bim " exclaimed she,
with the prettiest air of sarprise in the world,
Why | would sooper dance with him than
any one else—he is the best waltzer in the
room.”  “Aud §am the worst,” interrupted
Arthuy angrily, conscious of his own unjusti-
Sable deficiency i that important accomplish-

nt.

** But that you take what to yon doth belo

1 were u fault to snateh words off my tongue !
malicioasly quoted the lady. % Well at all
events™ said Ralegh looking as angry as a
gentleman well eontd do, * you shall ot be
troubled with me 3 1 will nee with you™
“ Truly, that will be a loss 1" eried Fdith 3
s why I shall never get over the disappoints
ment ! Well, woll, Emust see he
bean make myself, ¥
ford may ask we
there he comes, o
who saw th

"

charming

tain Dela-
And
o " exeluimed Arthure,
very xentlewan in question gal-
loping np the avenne,
he looked remarkably well on horseback and
the lover saw, or fancied that he saw, Edith
watching admiringly,
closer he would hay

rhaps Ci

a second Lime, -

seen that her eyes were

| #lled with tears and that she had oniy tumed

But  Acthor was
oo angry 1o observe,  “ ¥ will not interrapt
vour tete=a«tete, madom. | now understand
why it was too hot 1o ride with me this mom-
ing 3" and withont waiting for an answer, he
sprang from the terrace, and was soon lost to
sight among the coppices helow, lith re-
mained to do the honours to her visitor with
what grace she might,  But anger gave her
spirity, and she contented herself with tuming
in her mind the dignified resentment she
would display when they met at dinner,
Never had FEdith looked more beautiful
than when she paused on the threshold of the
old gothic library, where the guests were as-
sembled for dinner, to still a little futtering
at the heart before she entered the room
where she expected to meet Arthur.  She en-
tered, a little flush on her check, and a little
sparkle in her clear blue eyes.  Her father
came towards her, and drew Ler arm in his.
He was almost as proud as fond of his lovely
child. She gave one quick glance round the
library.  Arthur was not there. Captain
Delaford came forward with a smile and a
compliment. She scarcely answered him ;
and it was a positive relief when an old bar-
onet, who had been sent into the world to be
a bore, and who from his cradle had fylfilled
his destiny, came forward, and handed her to
the dinner table. There were one or two
late arrivals ;—they little Frew Yow
the heart of the fair mi - s of e )

aside to conceal them,

a that she |

eis |

No pleasant sight, for |

Had e looked a little |

Yat their entrance, The longest dinner that
| Edith had ever known, was at length ovei ;

hut a et longer evening was (o come,
| She went with o large party from their house
to the bully and she danced the first dance
{with Captain Delaford,  Ah, the restraints of
{socicty U Mer pulses beat feverishly ; her
[ exes were filled with tears ; she was anxious
[ ==testless 5 and yet she had to appear gay,
t‘ ditey and occupied with the scene before
{hese Mow otten during that evening did she
go throush @ course of maneuvres 1o obtain
a place wear the dooty—and then ashamed of
"her motive, leave it hastily, only 1o return
AL St Arthur never came,

The party returacd to the hall 5 and it was
{ s such o8 Edith could do to appear the ate
tentive and well bred mistress of the house.
Generally speaking, the little supper at home
after the dance, bad been so gay ; to-night it
wis positively dull—all said they were ured.

The visitors took up their candles, and as
the door elosed upon the lust. Edith threw
herself tnto her father’s arms and burst into
tears,  Hall in sobs, and half in words, her
story was told, and Mr. Trevanion was at
first very angry with Arthur Ralegh’s want
of temper. But Edith could not bear to have
him bla ed, and she now made all sorts of
exeuses Lor the jealousy which in the morn-
ing seemed so unpardonable, It was a love-
ty night when, feverish and restless, she flung
open the windows of her dressing-room.

® moon was shining in a cloudless sky,
and the sea in the distauce was tremulous
with light. But there was a weight on
Edith’s spirits which she could not shake off.
The clouds were beginning to redden in the
cast before she went to bed, and the last
words on her lips were, % where is Arthur 1
Where m.h-.-J was he?  When he left
Edith hetvushed in a paroxysat of rage to the
{ sea side, nd there, bare headed he amused
himself with walking up and down, cursing
woman's fickleness, and all good waltzers in
his heart.  Suddenly a little boat shot round
[ one of the small capes which so gracefully
{indent the coast, a youth sprang out, and ap-
proaching  Asthur, unperceived, passed his
arm through the wanderer's, and addressed
| bim in the well known
i “ Why bare-headed are you come
[ Or why come you at all ?
1 It was an old college friend ; and Arthue
| between anger and confidence, was soon mov.
ed to tell his story.—1 will tell you what you
shall do : come with me into my boat, ‘my
yacht waits me in the offing ; we will have
a pleasant saily a gay suppea, and tomorrow,
you, having so shown with what spirit you
| can act, sha!' zo and beg your fair tyrant’s
’Inln’nn —or, what is far better, let her beg
‘_\uuu." Arthur was just in that sort of mood
‘uhrn we are ready to let any one decide for
us rather than ourselves, He went with his
friend, and hsd a gay supper, and did what
he could to drown a few of Edith’s frowns in
|champagne. He woke the next morning
| with a headache, and the intelligence that
they were driven out to sea. It was a week
before they could land, and when they did, of
course Arthur’s first thought was to hasten to
| Edith.  For this purpose, he was to put ni at
the very creek which he had left the week
before.  « You look so handsome in my for
‘azmg cap” said his gay mmrlninn, “ that
you must carry all before you,”

Arthur’s step was as heavy as his spirits.
|He could not disguise from himself that
his strange absence must have inflicted a de-
gree of most cruel anxiety, and he dreaded to
see Edith again, The sound of a bell tolling
for a funeral did net.add to his cheerfulness,
He had to pass by the little church-yarp,
and saw a group of people in one corner,
~Surely they were gathered round the old
vault of the “Trevanions—He entered—the
rattle of the earth npon the coffin struck upon
his ear—the vault was open, and the clergi-
man was reading the last saered words Iﬂ
part the dead from the living. He asked one
auestion, amd the wretched young man heard

quikly | the namg of Edith Trevanion.
uge Deat |

i sulden disappearance, and his hat hav-




