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thon an atoneriient for hie folly. But we ask pardon for thisi
digression, .and wli once miore introduce our readers to tisat
luxurious apartment, and ils solitary tenant, Col. Fortescue.

A few moments before our opening scene, the door lsad closed
on a man apparently seme years younger, than he who 3ot there.
They had for some lime been corversing on varioue subjects,
when, emboldened by Col. Forteecue'o cordiality of manner, anid
his long intimacy wvith hlm, he, in an unluc*fy moment, had, to
gratify his owvn curiosity, and to fulfili a wager he had laid %with
a 1tietid, ventured to touch on (ho wveil knew) a forbidden
subject.

"6 Col. 1?ortescue, do now gr&tify me by inf*ormning me of the
real cause of' separatiori between you and the beautiful Emilie de
Béranger."

The next moment, but little aware of' the smothered wrath
and agony ihose fewiv ords had aroLlEed, he wouid, how gladly,
have recalled themn. A deadly palenes overspread the features
of' Col. Fortescue. He essayed to speak, 10 move, but the past
agony of' a life prevented him.

M'vr. Seymour sprong to him, entreating him to be calas, and
irnploring pardon for the pain ho had unwittingly given hlm.

B-e haughtily moved hizu aside, and in a few minutes rising,
hie commanding figure, drawn to its fuit height, hie eyee fixed
steadfastly upon hlm, ho spolie, though in a hollow and
sepuichral tone.

"cMr. Seymour, we have for many yeara been intimate f riende;
abut 1 neyer expected to eee the day when you would encroach

on that intimacy to toucli a. sacred and forbidden subject.
Henceforward we are etrangers." "iLeave me Sir)" ae Mr.
Seymnour again attempted to excuse himeel!'; "lleave me, and
know there are huanr hearte whoee hidden founts of joy or
of' sorrow must be let alone, save by Hlm to wbom ail hearts are
open.,,

Frons that hour they nover met, and in a few days Mr. Sey.
mour found hinsseif in posseseicn of' a valuable appointment in
tihe Preside ncy o!'Madras. Ho but too welI kaew to whomn ho
was indebted for it, to one, whose heart, though scorched by thse
bitter fire of' unavaiiing regret, yet overflowed with noble and
generouEs emotione.

Perhaplt our rendors Wili be anxious to hoar te which cias of'


