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* Juliet,” said her father, again turning towards
ber. ¢ Would you like to visit London 7°

“1 have no great wish to see it, papa, particu-
larly at this beautiful season of the year.”

“1 think it necessary for you togo. You have
seen so little of the world that you have suffered
yourself to be interested in the first good looking,
gentlemanly youag fellow, that found it his interest
{0 pay you a few useless compliments. The best
way 10 cure these idle fancies, is to go to Loadon.
You will see other men. You will learn o know
your own power, and all these idle fancies will be
forgotten. Aunt Dorothy, what say you to the trip 17

‘¢ Oh, 8ir, I am quite agreeable. Juliet wants a
lilo polishing. She is horribly countrified. When
shall we prepare for the journey 17

“ Direetly. Her aunt Seaford will be delighted
to have you with her. ‘This little shy Julee is the
old lady’s heir ; but she seoms quite indifferent to
her good fortune.”

“ I never covet great wealth,” said Juliet,sighing
deeply. * Mark Hurdlestone is an awful example to
those who grasp after riches. I do not anticipate
this London visit, but I will go to please you.”

“ There's a dear good gir] ! said the fond old
man, kissing her cheek. I wish [ could see the
roses blush upon this pale face. You look so like
your mother, Julee, you make my heart ache. Ah!
Jjust so thin and pale she looked before 1 lost her.
You must not leave your poor old father, in this
cold-hearted world alone.”

Juliet flung her arms round his neck, and wept
upon his bosom. * Do not make my heart ache,
dear papa, or 1 know not how soon we may part,”
she whispered. “ You once loved poor Anthony.
Far my sake love him still.”

& 8he will forget him,” said the Captain, looking
fondly after ber as she left the room. ** She will
forget him in London.”

And to London they weat, Juliet was received
by her rich aunt, with the mest lively demoustra-
\ions of regard, who felt proud of introducing into
its gay scenes, & creaturs so beautiful. Admired
for her great personal attractions, and courted for
ber wealth, Juliet soon found herself the centre of
attraction to a Jarge circle of friends. But, oh! how
vapid and tasteless to the young lover of nature,were
the artificial manners and unmeaning flatteries of
the world. The voice of love breathed into her ears
by intereated admirers, shocked and disgusted ber
simple taste, and made her thoughts turn continu-
ally W the one sdered object; he whase candid
and hoaest bearing, had won her heart; whose
spirit bad been poured forth at the same shrine;
whose soul had drank inspiration from the same sa-
cred fount; and whose sympathies and foelings
were in porfect unison with her own.  How could
she forget him, whilst mingling in scenes 50 uncon-
genial to her own pursuits 2 Was'he not brought
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every hour nearer 1o her thoughts ? Was she not
constantly drawing contrasts between him, and the

worldly beings by whom she was surrounded 1 Did

not his touching voice thrill more musically in her

mental ear, when the affected, ostentatious topes, of
the votary of fashion and pleasure, fried to attract
her attention, by a display of his knowledge and

breeding 1 There was & want of reality in all she

heard and saw, that struck painfully upon her heart ;
and, after the first novelty of the scene had gone off,

she began to pine for the country. Her step became
less elasticj her cheek grew yet paler; and the

anxious father began to fear for the health of
his child.

I am sick of this crowded place—of these arti~
ficial people,” she said. 1 shall die here. Let
me return to the country.”  Frightened at the al+
teration in her appearance, the Captain promised to
grant her request. Her aunt gave a large party the
night before they were to leave town ; and Juliet, to
please her kind relation, exerted herself to the ute
most to appear in good spirits.

“ There has been a shocking murder dohmitted
in your neighbourhood, Miss Whitmore,” sajd the
gentleman with whom she had been dancing, as he
led her o a seat. ‘‘ Have you seen the papers 17

¢ No,” said Juliet carelessly. “1 seldom read
these accounts, they are so shocking ; and we read
them too much as matters of mers amusement,
without reflecting sufficiently upon the awful gyilt
which they involve.” )

“This is & very dreadful business, indeed,” said
her companion. * Perbaps you may know some-
thing of the parties !”

 Not very likely,” relurned Juliet. * We lead
such a secluded life at the Lodge, that we are
strangers to most of the families in the neighbor-
hood.”

¢ You have heard of the eccentric tiser, Mark
Hurdlestone 7 )

“ Who has not 1 said Juliet, starting, and turn~
ing pale. “ Surely he has not been murdered

¢ Yes—and by his own son.”

* His son 1—Oh, not his son ! His nephew, you
mean 1"

‘ His son—Anthony Hurdlestone.
his vast wealth.”

He spoke to a cold ear—Juliet had fainted.

How did that dreadful night pass over the hap-
less maiden? It did pass, however; and on the
morrow she was far on her journey home.

“Y never lhougbt he could be guilty of a erime
like this,” said the Captain, to his sister, as she sat
opposite to him in his travelling carriage. His arm
encircled the slender waist of his daughter, her
P‘b cheek rested upon his bosom. But no hll‘
lingered in the long, dark, drooping eyclashes. Ju-
Lint was stunned—but she bad not wept.

“He is not guilty ! she cried in & pu-iauu

The heir of



