“bun soir,” to be sure it sounded as much like
Greek as French, but then her infant eflorts
scemed to Emily very precocious in a babe of
a year and a haif old.

She had wniten to her mother soon after
her arnival, giving her an accoant of all that
had transpred since she last heard from her,
and begging 2 few hnes 10 assure her she was
forgiven end remembered with affection.  She
tuld her she was living 1n honestindependence
on the proceeds of her own exertions, and
needed no peceniary assistance, but her heart
yearned for that consolatton and sympathy,
which she who gave her birth elone could give.
She had not long 1o wut for an answer. Mr.
Russel received a letter from Captain Chilon,
informing him that Emuly had left France and
gone heknew not whither. On makinganother
attempt to see her, ke found the cottage closed,
and all the neighbours could tell kim, was,
that the Count e L~ was marned, and a
few days before had made the same inquinies
concerning * the lady,” and they presumed he
was quite as ignorant as themselves. Louwss
stll hoped she had gone to Amenen, and he
begged Mr. Russel, if such should be the case,
1o find the place of hir abode, and receive her
with Kinduess.

Maost welcome then were the tdings which
Emily’s letter conveyed io the stricken heart
of her parcute. They wrete 10 her 1 meet
themn 2t Savananh in the cnsuing fall, and left
the httle village where they had resided sinec
their marriage, to follow her to the “sanny
soutk:,” and after six months of loucliness at
New Orleans. in tnc arms of her naiural pro-
sectors, the wweary dove found rest.

“Ser, cee, mamme,” hisped the hittic Adele,
“wno 1s that gentleman coming up thefawn 1

Emily fixed a long ond carnest gaze upon
the stranger—and ere she could speak., was
folded 10 the breast of her husband. - For-
gve, Loui,” she murmured, “ forgive your re-
pentant wife””

And dud Louis Chilton sputn from him onc
whom he felt was more “ sined mgamst then
sinning 77 No—bhe looked upon her chasica-
¢d featusen and knew her aflictiona had been
sancuficd, aad he clasped her 10 his bosom—
the future vesuag place of all her joys and sor-
TOWS.

And are there those. who from mstaken
1weas of dchiczey and hones, wonld blanie ins
éemson 7 Lafiisn whois wsltout sin amony
you casd the first slone

THEE AMARANTH.

For The Amaranth.
While the Smile of Beauty Lingers,

WiLe the smile of beaunty lingers,
And the spring of life is bright,
Ere dark sorrow’s wrinkled fingers
Bring 10 our young hearts e blight ;—
While the light of joy and gladness
Shieds siself o’cr every heart,
And no shade of care or sadness
Bids the angel peace depart.

While life's path is bright before us,
Avd the sunny eye of youth
Tells-that age is not yet o'cr us—
Let us sees the way of truth;
G:ve our hearts to God's kind keeping,
Ask of lum to guard.and gude
Through this vale of woc and weeping,
Where so many ilis beude.
Wiale the brow bears nought of sorsow,
And the bloom is on the cheek,
Let us al the radiance barrow
Of the christian’s spirit meek ;
E'en as our shepherd—humble—lowly,
Let us ever strive 10 be,
Praying hirh to make us holy.
Guard—protect—and keep us free.
Now ere sin's vague palsy strke us
With its dark—unholy power,
Or the blasia that yet may strike us
In their gloomy, begin to lower,
Lt us seck that rock of ages
Where the good and w:se and greai,
Prapheis—priests—apostles—sages—
Ever found a safe reireat.
For 10 Hun who gave us beauty,
Lie and health, and ev'ry grace,
We owe .2 as vur humble duty
Early thus to scex fus face;
That he may crown us with the garlands
Of hrs merey nich and free,
in the high aud unknowa for lands
Of lus own cternay !
Liccopool, N. &, 1843,
B B e
AN AFTGHAN NERO.NE.

Tar cavalry taking no patt i thar opera-
ration 1 was an wdic, but not the less anxious
speciator of the seene. I had never before
wrinessad effects so awfully grand, or so m-
tensely exeting n thar nature, as thosewhich
mmmed:ately preceded and followed the explo-
son at the gates.  The zimosphere was slia-
mmated by sudden and powerful flashes of
1 varous coloured hight. which cxposed the wails

AsTHUR.




