THE AMARANTH.

a time, a deep and prolonged silence fell onthe
party. The Spaniard sat watching her guests
with anxious and troubled looks. De Val-
mont seemed ill at ease. “Fair lady, your
wine, methinks, isstrangely potent ! My brain
whitls round, and the lights look dim and
ghastly ¥ Ha ! what means these strange and
dreadful feclings 7

He buried his face in his hands andleant on
the table. Nina still continued to watch him
cagerly, uniil, at lenrih. she arose and shook
him with violence. *hat ho! De Vahnont,
look up! sce, your lady love, the fair Rosalie
smiles upon vou !

With a painful effort the young man lifted
his head, and fixed a dim and ghastly starc on
a sight, which filled his guilty soul with hor-
ror and dismay. Reclining in one corner of
the couch, was the frail partner of his dalli-
ancg, a swollen and discoloured corpse.  With
a dreadful exccration, and struzaling desper-
ately to risc and draw his swerd, he shouted—
“Wretch, you have poisored ns? But thou
shalt not escape; thou, too, shalt accompany
me.” But the effort was vain, his nerveless
limbs refused their office, and he sunk back on
the couch in an agony of pain and dismay.—-
And there stood the fair ficnd, gazing with
flashing cyes and a smile of triumph, on the
scene of her revenge.

¥ ¥es, perjured traitor, you have guessed
troly. you arc indecd poisoned. I tell thee,
Dz Valmont, thou hast not an hour to live—
No pawer on carth can save thee. And now
I leave thee to thy thoughis. Think on all
the crimes of thy life, think on thy swrongs to
me, and despair ¥’ Saying this, and with ¢ne
lorg look ut her vietims, she rapidly left the
apartment, locking the door, and removing the
key. But we dmw a veil over the death pangs
of this wretched man.

The next morning, De Valmont's servants,
who had accompanisd him to the house of the
dancer, and who had awaited his departare in
aroom below, with many a smathered curse
of impatisnce at bis longdelay. became atarm.
¢d, and proresded 1a thedonr of the apariment.

Afier londly knocking. and calling withont
receiving any answer, they burst apen the
door, and cntered the room, where an appal-
ling sight met their astonished view.  Amidst
the seene of the late festivity, surrounded hy
all the gergeons and glittering applianees of
rwvelry, in horrible markare of the piasce, sat
th~ ghastly ard disfimured forns of the twa
dead rucsis.

“Aad what™ I enquired, “became of the

agent in this terrible deed of vengeance? Did
she escape 7

“No,” replicd D—a. *“That night, in the
nets which are placed to intercept the bodies
of the vic:ims of suicide or assassination, was
cntangled the form of o fair and richly dressed
girl.  And on a marble table of the Morgue,
was exposed to the cager gaze of a thousand
spectators, all that remained of the once lovcly
and admirable LaNina. Struck with remorse
at her awful crime, or despairing to escape the
pursuit and punishment of the outraged laws
she had thrown hersclf into the Scine.”

G R@rees
SONG Or THE SPRING BREEZE,

Op, give me welcome—1 come—1 come
From a sweet and bahny land,
With the tropic rose I have made my home;
*Mid ripening fruits I have loved to roam—
Where the sca-shells licin their golden sand,
T have played with the foam of a Southern
strand.

Obh, give me welcome! I bring—I bring

A gift for the coming May,
The sunshine falls from my restless wing,
It touches the ice of the mountain spring ;
But I laugh—T laugh as it melis away,
And my voice is heard in the leaping spray.

Oh, give me welcome—a welcome now !
The winter was stern and cold,

But I sung him to slcep, and I kissed his brow
While I ifted his robe of spotless snow.

And that crusty fellow, so chill and old

Awoke in a manile of green and gold.

A welcome row ! while the sonth wind weaves
His breath with the morning dew,

As he fans the moss on the cottage caves—

And drivesfrom the hollow the sear dry leaves.

Where the violet hides its eye of blue

And the pale young grass pecps faintly through.

QOh, welcome me—while I have a rout

With the pleasant April rain—
The hirds that sing with a silvery shout
And the fragrant buds that arc Ureaking ont
Lke drops of light with a rosy stam,
“Mid the delicate lecaves that arc green agam.
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Isacixany cvils soon become real ones, by
:ndulging our rcflections on them; as he who
is1n & mddancholy fancy sces something hike a
{ace on the wall or wainscot, can, by two of
three touches with a luad pencil, make it look
visible, and agrecing with what he fancied.



