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'UeCl wich deep feeling, iand am moved by no throbbed audibly, for as she gaaed, a amal boatdea or romantic impulse. I am persuaded that left the ship's side, and with two persons i it,
Wealth and worldly distinctions are at best but rowed towards the fort; one of tem was fatherenipty substitutes for bappiness, and that the Gilbert, for the dark, flowing garments of theh e lot is rih in true enjoyment, when priest, could not be mistaken. And who wasdared with one whose love can brighten the the other? Love, it is said, tbugh ntoroulydarkest hur, and scatter roses over the roughest blind in the main, is quick-sightel on some occa-g1atb of life. I h ad rater," he added with a sions; and a glance sufficed to assure Lucie, thattlowing cheek, "far rather trust my humble the companion of father Gilbert, who plied the

beI te the guidance of affection, on the placid oars go vigorousîy, was néouther thau Arthiuruledt of domestbi joy, than launch it on the Stanhope. The little boat glided swiftly on itslnbled waters of ambition, witb pleasure at the course, and soon neared the shore, and Luciehich and freigted with vain hopes anud desires, screened herself bebind a clump of trees, whenWencb can bring back no return, but disappoint- she saw it entering a cove, hard by, which formedand vexation, and weariness of heart." a sheltered harbour for such light vessels.Tie laa pretty dream of idle romance," said As the keel touched the strand, Arthur droppedha a Tour; but many a one as fair as the oars, and sprang lightly on shore, whilettr, ha proved falacious when tested by the Father Gilbert followed more leisurely, and pro-bitte lesss of experien'e." 
ceeded alone to the fort. As soon as the priestand el, dere is Annettes cottage." said Lucie, was out of sight, and Stanhope, with hasty steps,

ad soi dear aunt we will suspend our discus- began to tread the well remembered path, Lucii and w a I am .inclined for a longer bounded from ber concealment, and, like a brightMd 7 l ar retur and caU for you, when I vision, threw herself before him. An exclama.YoU are reated from your fatigue." mation of joyful surprise, a fond embrace, whichaskn e la Tour assented, and Lucie, without prudery might not disclaim, and some briefodig ed nwherefore. directed her ateps to a words, which lovers only speak, filled up a fewaded bak bich overbung the river,-the happy moments, when MissAe Courey said:yr Ptape vhere sh bad lat parted from Ar- " You must, now satisfy my curiosity, Arthur,
thu7 Stanhope. The sun was setting with unwon- and 'tell me hc'w you have escaped from storma,ea aPendort and the reflection eo his golden and shipwreck, and captivity, sud ail the dangers,glac upon the rippling waters, and which we heard, I fear too truly, have befallmthe sly with ~a tbousand rich and varied Yeii?"

la toth dee purple, blending with crim- "Report, Iperceive, as multiplied my misr.ey lelted t pale amber and cerulean tint, tunes," he answered smiling; "at least 1 have
th Wed lato almost fleecy whitenesa. he been in ne danger from sword or prison, andeth at the gorer oyh a thaugh tb etempesttreated mypoor vesselroughly,tat skirted tbe border et the ba7 , thanks to its mercy! we al escaped with life, adtlir<Ong shadows on the glassy waves, therefore sbould be ungrateful ge complais ofr4lia fg thie Upon the pebbly shore, as if nmur- lighter evils.

8,d eir ves at te close ef da7. "What a dreadful night," said Lucie, "wheaai t1e<>JtO on the very spot wbere sbe'had yen would leave on such a fuel-hardy voyage!te Stanbope-truy but a short time Did I not tell you, Stanhope, that a storm vai
ed.04 thoug very long it seemed, by love's gathering? and -when we stood together on thisae , leaf that treembled areund ber, very spot, and I pointed to the heavy clouds, ad -th .0me cherished reme brunceu and te sullen waves, you only smiled as my fears, andhe of . tproug t foliage, was soft as took no beed of my predictions "

te, refpecispere ie. But painful con- "I knew not then that you were so skilled i5
to specting bis presen situation, chased reading the mystery of the clouds," he answered;. ughts fro ber md, and the recol- "and if I had known it, dear Lucie, the voyageo p piness and dreams of hope, were could not bave been delayed, even to gratify the

rbe. in the anxiety gaici pressd lea- wish which you urged with so sweet a grace, ander. Se invounte glancedacross an interest so flattering."D ipecting ane messenger weuld "Well, let it pass," she replied; "you arewah tidings, and with joyful surprise safe again, and we need not the tempest's aid, toa vessel ant hat moment, approach enhance the sunshine of this moment. And nowOrao, and dirctly the wails wer furled, tell me where you bave left bi. la Tour, and Deor cast into tie wavesý Hler heart Valette, and aIl those who went out with you, in
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