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w erou spirit back %oerth, tomarit.aparity upo er shoaldrs. <Yo Sewe resdeàr oe-13dwitb tbe stains of human passion? There was not a &ahistance, and the knowledge of gy orow woold
teeling i his heart at that moment so &ad as his. only make you miserable."How deeply he regretted that he had ever brought "1 know you love Juliet bete than me said
porrow into the bosom of that peaceful home. But Clary, trembling violently ; "çI de net wisk t. sup-was she not a Mildegrave? and was not misery plant her-no, no, dear Antho.y. I love you toutheirs, by lawful inheritance ? and then b thousght well to stand between you and the cherished one ofof bis mother-thought of bis own desolate child- your souli If it is aught about ber, tell me freily-,hood--of his poor uncle ; and, overcome by these I wiIl not be jealous of you, She is more wqrthy,sad reflectious, as the glad sun broke over the hills. of your love than I am. Good God 1 you are weep-bringing life and joy to awakening nature, he feil in. What have I said to cause these sears l &o-î4o , d,eep! dreamless sleep, from vhich lie did not thony ! dear Anthony! Speak to me. You distract&wak0,wtil the broad shadows of eveniog were me. Oh, tell me that I have ot ofended ou !
deepeoing into gight Anthon'y's lips moved, but no words lssued fromW4en,old Mijk dusted out the, parior, sh4 was them. His eyes were firmly iloïedi his brot Iia1esurpr4sed to fi hi> asleep upon thec sofa; but be as marble, and large tears slid In quièk steeeiron
g&k#d sq jll pp4 pgle th;t she flusngMr. Jfre4eick's fronm béneath the long jetty fringes Whidh 1 1likfa

ge ~loak, over.hip, andl went. up 40 tei Miss shadôw upon his aspen cheeks. And thefta'I .. wére mingling with those drops ofheàrt-felt agoy-f l c.y.Clary ~hd sat.hei&lç himi4dig, almo tears of the tenderest sympathy, the most deitdc geouigy, hiàs bur4ing, bnd ini -ber,. , Often love, as, leaning that fair face'upôn the cold brotr bf
e b4hedhis temple. vith aal voakliigag n watr, the unhappy youth, Clary unconsciously kisdut a deep vore hil slumbprs, su blessed wasUtat away these waters-t>f the heart, and pressed thatperfect cessation from mental »misery, that he still head convulsively against her gentle bos.om. Shecontursued toasleep,,until the suri disappeareti be- fçlt the a.pm tbit 4led, tigltenround sr

hisd the oak hilîs, and then, with a deep sigh, t stood there in the embrace of the beloved; 4evMYonce more awoke to a painful consciousness of his daring to breaýhe for fear of breaking the ,sa peilsitua,tio thatsad tinked themn ogether. K-e I tg noyClary dropped the hsand she held, and startgà froun c d hi eyes,
the sofa over which she had been learing, the b, i o his ne', ani n i fie ,tid blush burping upon ber pale cheek, as shd he'sisea, shal ie y hu o roprang away to order up tea. Anthony rose, mar- stricken lamb, iroul to a , bdwtad
velling at bis long sleep, and went to his own cham- " Ah ! do not say tat Anthny 1 ,neve wber, to make his toilet. When he. returned to the what it was to be happy until I knew youï," Mt .
ar3 or he found Clary waiting for him. mured Clary.

My kind little cousin," he said, timidly ta.king " Do you love life better than you dis, Clary tî
Èer hand ; " you have been ill ; are you better 1 ? I love you," sighed the girl, hiding héf th/rftaean quite well, dear Anthony, and should be amonget lis ebon curîs i and the ne* lite ¶VWïhquite happy if I sawv you looking so. But you. are which you have inspired me is very dear to me. I4l, and unhappy, I read, both in jour dim eye and "Oh! that I could bid you cherish It lor ny si'e
dejected looks. Corne, sit down and take a cup of deae artless girl. But we must part. In a - irtee. You must be hungry. Here is a nice fowl, hours, Clary, the faulty eing whon tau - edelicately cooked. Do let me see you take some- rashly dared to love may be no lange i dentieVbf
thing." this earth."

"1 cannot eat," said Anthony, pushing the plate " Good heavens! what do ou mean ,id t'ho
from him, at the sane lime eagerly swallowing the girl, startiog tram bis encircling arms, and gi'
refreshing draught which Clary presented. ,' Iar wildly upon hm. Whilst I have' hn i., in
ill, Clary, but mine is a disease of the mind. I am ied, sornthing drçadful ha happéned. t Wid
indeed far from happy. I wish I could tell you ail it in jour averte* éyes, and onjour lad, sali .
the deep sorrow that lies so death-like at my heart." Dear Arfthony, I beseech jou, tell "e ivhdt îtisi

" And why do you make it vorse by conceal- Clar, cannot. I wish ta tele
ment 1" said Clary, rising and coming round tp t i
aide of tha table on which he was leaniug. ' You vords t te e that yo d
need not fear te trust me, Anthony. There is no despise ne-that aIl gôod men would upbraid n,
one on earth whom I love so well, except dear a .k nn fc
Frederick. Wll not you let your little cousin abare witnes, that at the moment 1 Canitted tËe'rash
jour grief V'

My sweet child said Anthony, winding bis cg I t ut tg is impossible, Authony, y jorms can )d g aatm about bier slendcr ist, and burying bis. heasi anything shic shoul cause this bitter gd e'. d


