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that his case was hopeless; that she hud been
engaged for some tiwe before she had the pleasure
of his acquaintance, and that she was to be
married to his fortunate rival next weck. This
was retribution; but Charles’ cup was not yet
full.  Nora saw the wound she had inflicted,
and with a heartlessness which but too well ac-
corded with the rest of her behaviour, she deter-
mined to probe still more deeply, and concluded
ber reply to Charles. by saying, she never could
sufficiently express her regret at the mistake
which had occurred, but that really she could not
understand how it had arisen, for that, as far as
she herself was concerned, she could honestly
declare her regard for Mr, Moray had never
amourted to anything beyond that friendship
which their country intimacy seemed to her com-
pletely to justify, but which she would not have
suffered herself to indulge in, had she not seen
or fancied she saw an attachment subsisting be-
tween himself and Caroline St. Clair, strong
enough to defy every danger.

Charles’ eyes were now opened, but it was too
late, and he hurried to the continent, in solitude
to brood over that disappointment, which he felthe
but too well deserved.  Oue day, as he sat musing
in his ronm and gazing listlessly on the Lake of
Geneva, which lay stretched in beauty before
hiin, his servant brought him a letter. “ From
home, sir,” said he, as he Jaid it on_the table, and
left the apartment. The word home sounded
strangely in Charles’ ear—

“ I have no home now,” he mental!y‘exclnimed,
as he took-the letter up,

“I once had a home, and friends, but now / I
am an isoluted being with none to eare for me,
not worthy of being cared ubout:"—and he opened
the letter with a degree of apathy that seemed
strange in one 50 young. It was from his guardian,
Sir John St. Clair, informing him, ip all the agony
of a fond father's heurt, of Caroline’s illness.
“ Come to us, dear Charles,”—the broken-hearted
old man concluded;—* come to us in this our
night of gloom; we are indeed in need of a
friend, und no where, I am sure, could we find
su sincere a one as yourself”  This was indeed
a scvere blow to Charles; he, in a mauner the
murderer of Caruline, to be written to by her
father in this trusting, this confiding manner!
—it was 100 much almost for human nature to
bear. I will at least £0,” lie excluimed, in the
torture of a self-accusing conscience, “ and view
the wretchedness my heartless vanity has oc-
cassioned.” e rang the bell, and guve.orders
for his instant departure, nor did he halt by night
or by day, until he reached bis destination, How
oftenin the course of that journey dil the thoughts
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