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THE CONDEMNED.
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the ey, s What 2 dreary scene dost thou present : as

vain for':::dirs over thy bleak waste, and looks in
ately charm!drubs, t‘hc plants, the flowers, that so
wd i Would: our sn:gh.t, the thought occurs how
eeay, it a11 e if no divine hand were visible in the
R0t wheghey were directed by chance, and we knew
We now lllou’:“‘”-hel' season would restore that which
He breaks . N as gom':; but praise be to God, where
€2t agayy € ¢an again bind, where He lays low, He
how), but l‘;ue; the storm may rage, the winds may
hang gq, € Who holds them in the hollow of His
Yes, mm:‘] »  Peace, be still,” and they obey him.
Row ;e hi:r ':;.mmer will recal the beauties which
again Will the 1 eath the white mantle of winter—
View_ . . °b.ﬁds, the flowers, the trees gladden our

q un:f;:l'.lﬂ thta lakes and rivers flow on smooth
be card o In their course—and the song of birds
back e;‘mld the woods. But, alas, will it bring
in—gpe :{ s m&f are gone, either of pleasure or of
Compy; il which in our blind haste we may have

itte .
Omitgeq to or the time to repair that which we have
Qestiy, 5 0-My heart, answer thou the solemn

Such
she 454 Were fhe thoughts of Madame St. Claire, as

lugypypq v:“ch'"é' at the window of her neat though
only :; ;":;ent, for the return of her beloved,
in, and o, > ugene. The evening was fast closing
her tnxiey, the hours stole by and still he came not,
s You, :ould no longer be repressed ; ¢ what can
salg, gy, PrOUer 50 long tonight Madeline 1 she
& ng to her daughter ; who stood near her,
“Ia 1ot to be g0 tardy in returning home.”
eling, ;n: know ‘not, dearest mamma,” replied
Ut g €avouring to pierce through the gloom
hap eeI: 1 ich Was every moment increasing ; “he
tells me ¢ ate frequently during the past week ; he
“T ho, the has more to do now.”
St Cla: Pltt}:‘at 18 really the case,” returned Madame
Panjgy, . t’h may God preserve him from evil com-
> 1€Te are many abroad, I fear,” and again
:c';‘“m on the window, and strained her
ame g °é the object of her solicitude.
Be"“h&rnoi, i laire was a widow lady, residing at
o l’) n Lower Canada. She was of English
, "i'-h’whm had been united to a French gentle-
M indene, g = *he lived o few years in happiness
c@~~he had held an excellent situation
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under government, and had always been eonsidered
a loyal subject, and a good man. In religion they
uuhappily differed,he being a Catholic—and Madame
St. Claire a follower of the pure and blessed Protes-
tant faith, which produced the erroneous agreement,
that their sons should be educated in the religion
of their father—their daughters in that of their
mother, thus drawing a line of demarcation between
them in their holiest, highest feelings—during this
period of her life, her days fleeted past in harmony
and peace; not a stone appeared to obstruet her
onward path, not a wave ruffled the stream down
which her bark was gliding ; but alas, such unchang-
ing prosperity cannot be permitted, for wise pur-
poses, to continue too long, else should we cease to
remember the source from whence they came, while
our hearts would cling too {ondly to this earth—God
chastens us to teach us that here is not our abiding
place,that we must look up to Him for those promised *
joys which eye hath not seen, nor hath it entered
into the heart of man to conceive.

Madame St. Claire was taught this severe, yet
salutary lesson in the death of her kind and excellent
husband, a loss which so entirely absorbed her grief,
that she felt not the reverse of fortune consequent
upon it, until its first stunning effects were softened,
when she gazed, in agony, on the two helpless
orphans now committed to her sole care. How
fervently did she then humble herselfin prayer before ‘
God, and own with a contrite heart, that, surrounded
as she had been by every blessing, she had begun to
view them with indifference, and to suffer her whole
time and thoughts to be occupied in the gaities and
frivolities which were passing around h‘er; she im-
plored for mercy, for help, and for pardon ; nor did
she plead in vain—the flower bruised, but not broken,
again lifted up its head, while the dark cloud that
had hung like 2 pall over it, slowly passed away and
permitted the sun to shine forth ; in the blessings and
supports of religion, through divine grace, Ma(.iamo
§t. Claire found rest and comfort, for every trial—
she retired to the small house she now occupied, and
devoted her whole time to the education of her
children, who, at the period our story opens, had
attained the ages of nineteen and fifteen years.
Both were gifted by nature in no common degree;

but pechape the heart of the widow clung more su”
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