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Y with the English captain, who had
Sought and gained admission from the
~Senior magistrate.
Townsend, (such was the young sai-
'S name,) could not believe that Go-
®z was a murderer. He felt an in-
terest in his fate, and hoped to shield
um from the venom he saw lurking
' Leonardo’s bosom ; besides he was
€ father of Juana, the lady in whom
€ had taken so deep an interest.
What he heard from Gomez confirm-
is suspicions, and after a lengthy
Consultation, he turned to leave the cell,
en Juana, followed by a younger
Tother, entered the prison door. Her
®¥es fell the instant she perceived the
Stranger: but she raised them imme-
lately, and rushed to her father's arms.
he was not worthy of such a child,
§f€ater is the pity ; for few in the neigh-
Ourhood were more so.
ight was coming on, and the people
the town had retired to their houses,
en Townsend and Juana commenc-
their journey through the deserted
Teets, Side by side they rode; he
“mforting her with hopes for her pa-
0t's safety; and much he marvelled
b 4 the road appeared so short. Often
ad he gdmired the prospect by the way-
Ue: the sloping hills, the grassy plains,
y all the rich variety of intercsting
Jects ; while his cars drank in the
'lee dy of distant female voices in con-
b T with the ¢ light guitar,” but never
®lore had the short miles flown by so
Wifly,
dirNe;:t day parties were sent off in all
Cctions with orders to leave no bush
Wbeat in which the missing man might
e concealed himself Townsend
g ng one of these, rode three or four
&s ajong the shore in a southerly di-
€Ction to another trading establishment,
off Meeting with no tidings, he struck
slopingly towards the interior ; and
SSing through orange groves and bub-
g rivulets, he approached the town of
Ofl:}Mjlcao. _The scenery in this part
8 dele island is truly beautiful.  On one
thie of you, risc hill after hill as far as
& €ye can trace them; on the other,
Oves of lemons, limes, and oranges,
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scentthe airwith their delicious perfume.
Here wide spreading tamarinds and
broad-leafed palm trees gratify the eye;
extensive val?eys, gently undulated, and
thickly clothed with maze and sugar
cane, relieved at intervals by the lofty
pine and towering cocoa nut, enrich the
prospect; while every now and then, a
boiling-house, itself concealed by guavas
and pomegranate trees, rears its great
white-washed chimney, which glancing
in the sunbeams, resembles much a half
seenvillagespire, reminding one of home
and its associations.

The scarch proved fruitless, and
Townsend on his return found many
persons collected in Gomez's dwelling,
waiting his arrival.  One by one they
took their leave as the night advanced,
leaving him with the family—to whom
alone, of all their would-be-friends they
looked for comfort in their affliction.
His frankness, generosity, and the sub-
dued and kindly tones with which he
clothed his words of consolation, and
his severe but passionless censure of
Leonardo’s conduct, unlike anything
they had ever heard before; won their
confidence ; and Juana felt happy that
she had won such worth,

Silence had prevailed some time in
that little circle.  'The roar of the long
surf, swelling in from the broad un-
broken bosom of the ocean, ofien heard
for miles through the stillness of the
night, fell with a melancholy music
upon hearts attuned to vibrate to its
mournful melody It was an interval
when the heart, having yielded to
some absorbing charm, and being borne
above the cankering sources of ita
woe, catches a passing glimpse of its
earthly sorrow, and growing dizzy,
plunges down 1o deeper misery from its
momentary elevation. Perceiving this,
and judging that his presence would he
no longer necded, Townsend rose to de-
part; and when the Jast torch held out—
the night being cloudy—to guide him
down the mountain path, refused its
light, and darkness reigned avound, he
felt as if an era had arrived, from which,
to date the good or evil of his futurc life.

It was late when Townsend reached



