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:):[':itry seat, s.md I could find no means of com-
the :a"_mg with Fa}]ny. V/inter came on, qnd
n acmlly were again in town, but I could gain
tter scess to Fanny. I wrote to her, and my
tha h‘vere returned, unopened. It was rumored
was : € Was soon o be married,—and Haliday
vony amed as the fortunate man, who had won
o lnme my b.ride and her fortune ; but I will
aad Yself justice, I loved her for herself alone,
N _ould then have taken her gladly without
8 llhng.
“®
marg: last, it was truly said that the day for her
entege Was fixed—and at the appointed hour,
to ) Ted the chtfrch, where the ceremony was
in, dee(; ll:lfwé, to witness, with my eyes, if it could
the by e truet It seemed to me an age before
itlg ‘;gal train entéred—it came at last,—my
could j ﬂlvﬂhj’.,—pale, but not so miserable as I
— ave wilshed,—'-the happy Haliday--grooms-
Pl‘Oc’es:‘)d brxdfasmaxds,—parents, friends,—a long
care";?,—sﬂks, laces, and jewels in profusion,
ves 4 or none of these,~—I only asked myself,
ress ef" hea.rt..beat lightly, under the splendid
con Of the bride ? I remained with wonderful
Dl‘onli::ure, to the last. As the clergyman
of "ced. the blessing, Jack Haliday took a
Coughing ; I looked at him,—he seemed to
o T, and thinner than formerly. I thought
the ¢ l{ self, there is hope for me yet ! and I left
o durch, carelessly humming nil desperandum.
ere;:, 8 fow hours, I was ou my way to New
fina) 8. Imade some fortunate speculations, and
ie{ embarked on an adventure to the East
I Sa..w I was successf ul,—I accumulated wealth
Wit of t}':lﬂch of the world,—and, in eager pur-
boyh e phantom which had dazzled me from
0 years of the best part of my life
umed.  Still, I had enjoyed much. I
hey Ved “temperately, and retained unbroken
litge B:uaﬂd cheerfu} spirits, The image of my
wondere';"?' often flitted before me,—1I sometimes
Dpin If Jack Haliday’s cough was cured by
SS—and whenever my sister wrote about
011e‘ always closed the letter with a sigh. No
was tosvsr taken hex: placein my affections, for
One g usy to fall in love, and I had seen no
Ong the adventurers of the East, . who could
My heart,
Plang 1 grew stouter, and white hairs began to
. emselves rather thickly in my head, and

lne, pale

Wel‘e consy,

1] .
ering “mugly lines, called crow’s Jeet, were gath-
comfon,aund Iy eyes,—it seemed to me that a

ble h i i
wo Ome, in my own native tountr
uld b 5 blessed reg d i

80othey ting place,—~I wondered if
be t m afmy could be found there, who would
IWrOu he like the vision of my youth ; in fine,
Bht myself upto a fit of impatience, wound
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up my affairs as soon as possible, and took pas-
sage in the first good ship, bound for New York.

“ As I drove up Broadway, to my lodgings,
thé cab was impeded for a moment by a stately
funeral. I inquired to whom so much honor
was due, and with mingled feelings, heard that
my old companion and rival, Jack Haliday, was
enshrouded under the sable pall.

“ From regard to our early friendship, Icalled
on the fair widow, as soon as decency would per-
mit, and she received me with the frankness of
her girlish days. Time had only multiplied her
charms,—it had expanded her slight figure into
the. full proportions, of a mature, and somewhat
enbonpotnt matron,—and it had also added four
little responsibilities, who called her by the tender
name of mamma. Her parents were dead, and
she was the sole inheritor of their wealth ; she
was surrounded by everyluxury, and in full posses-
sion of that entire independence which the heart
of woman covets, perhaps above every other gift,
—and probably, because she can so rarely attain
it. But Fenny was still an unspoiled child of
fortune,—with simple tastes, and a loving heart ;
peither was she fond of power, and care was &
burden to her,—so, in due time I proposed tore-
lieve her of the burden, and,—you know the rest,
Frank.

“So now you have heard my story, nephew ;
cheer up, and profit by the moral of it ; and be-
lieve me, a faint heart does not deserve-to win a
fair lady ; but whoever has patience, resolution,
and a persevering will, scldom fails, gooner or
later, to attaiu the object of his"wishes.”

THE MAGIC SPELL,

A SONG.
BY J, W. DUNBAR MOODIE, ESQ,

The magic spell, the dream is fled,
The dream of joy sent from above ;
The idol of my soul is dead, .
And nought remains but hopeless love,
The song of birds, the scent of flowers,
The tender light of parting day—
Unheeded now the tardy hours,
Steal sadly, silently away.

But welcome now the solemn night,
‘When watchful stars are gleaming high,
For though thy form eludes my sight,
1 know thy gentle spirit’s nigh.
O! dear one, now I feel thy power, !
'Tis sweet to rest when toil is o'er;
But sweeter far that blessed hour,
‘When fond hearts meet to part no more.
Belleville, -
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