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¥ou, and protecting you, you would not thus pittilessly reject me,
for I have s0 long ceased to think of happiness exeept with you, -
and so recklessly abandoned mysell to-that passion which con-
sumes me, that 1 fear ’tis now too ldte {o retrace my steps,
and il at Jast disappointment shall come upon my hopes and—
laugh at me—Charlotte, it may be a triumph to you, but misery
in this life must be the futare portion of Reginald-De Courgi.

“ Talk not thus wildly, Ileginald,” said Miss De Courgi,
mildly addressing him, ‘¢ your extravagance alarms me. If it
will quiet you to know, be assured, you do not lament more than
I, our unfortunaie relationship. = Since this, however, cannot be
removed.

“ It shall he removed” he exclaimed - impetuously, * I'l] dis-
own you.” She smiled doubtingly upon him, and shook her
head. {le beat his face within liis hands, and seemed, for some’
minutes sunk in a deecp mental abstraction.—* Cousins have
been man and wife before,” he muttered disjointly to himself,”
and instances thicken crowdingly around us—but they were rich,
and I  a sudden jealous suspicion took possessiou of him
—he arose—an ashy paleness had overspread his features-—his
cyes and his nostrils had became gradually dilated and set~—his
lips moved, but no sound was audible, save a faint low gorgling
in his throat—the expression of his countenance was vacuity,
Jike one waking from a dreaim into sudden stunning, unintelligible
reality, and then he shook through every limb, until from very
weakness, he was forced to lean against the wall—he was sick
at heart.  Alarmed, Miss De Courgi approached him, placed
her hand tenderly on his shoulder, and with compassionating ex-
pression in her countenance, she looked iu his face, for she pi-
lied him, The paroxysm passed away—he tool her hand cold-
ly in his—his features retained still their paleness, and his lips
were white, and the large globules on his forehedd, told how in-
tense had been his suffering. ¢ Charlotte ! said he, and his
voice was steady, like the tones which reverberate hollow from a
sepulehre, ¢ Charlotte, T love you, and Heaven above knows
how disinterested is that love—T would take you to my bosom,
and whatever of honor and happiness, fate has in store for me, J




