THE LITERARY GARLAND.

.‘f‘ Cutling instrument. No where, however, was
visible,
::e? had been afforded from some one within the
", and who that some one was, he scarcely
e:“b‘(td. With this impression fully formed, he re-
_'fl'ed from the prison, and standing near the cur-
:‘“ed berth occupied by the daughters of the Go-
“Thor, questioned as to whether they were aware
his prisoner Desborough had escaped. Both
:xpre"fbd surprise in so0 natural a manner, that Ge-
knew not what to think, but when they added
“‘hﬂ had not heard the slightest noise—nor had
Oken themselves, nor heard others speak, confess-
g_mol'eover ignorance that the lamp even had been
,tmgllished, he felt suspicion converted into cer-
"‘“'Y + It was impossible, he conceived, that a door,
h st00d only two paces from the bed, could be
ed and unlocked without their hearing it—nej-
T Was it probable that Desborough would have
Ught of thus needlessly securing the place of his
.. detention,  Such an idea might occur to the
o T but not to the fugitive himself, to whom every
mrem must be of the highest importance. Who
om:?uld have assisted him? Not Major Mont-
Tle, for he slept in the after part of the cabin—
or iss Montgomerie, for she was upon deck—
€over, had not one of those, he had 0 much rea-
prec"‘).suspect, interceded for the fellow, only on the
eding day.
Uch was the reasoning of Gerald, as he passed
Y in review the several probabilities—but, al-
. g.h annoyed beyond measure at the escape of
Villain, anq incapable of believing other than
l’ea,te t'iaughters of the Governor had connived
» his was too gallant a nature to make such
rge, even by implication, ngainst them. He
i, Ware of the strong spirit of nationality exist-
EVery where among subjects of the United
> and he had no doubt, that in liberating their
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It was evident to Gerald that assist-’
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habit of exhibiting. Miss Montgomerie remarked
it, and sighed. A

‘I have been reflecting,’” she said, *“ on the littls
dependance that is to be placed upon the most flat~
tering illusions of human existence—and here are yoy
come to afford me a painful and veritable illustra-
tion of my theory.”

“ How, dearest Matilda! what mean you 1 ask-
ed the officer, again warmed into tenderness by the
presence of the fascinating being,.

“ Can you ask, Gerald ?’ and her voice assumed
a tone of melancholy reproach—¢ recal but your
manner—your language—your devotedness of soul,
not an hour since~compare these with your present
coldness, and then wonder that I should have reason
for regret, if you can.”

“ Nay, Matilda, that coldness arose not from any
change in my feelings towards yourself—] was
piqued, disappointed, even angry, at the extraordi-
nary escape of my prisoner, and could not sufficient-
Iy play the hypocrite to disguise my annoyance.”

““Yet, what had I to do with the man’s escape,
that his offence should be visited upon me 2 she de-
manded, quickly.

“ Can you not find some excuse for my vexation,
knowing, as you do, that the wretch was a vile as-
sassin—a man whose hands have been imbrued in the
blood of my own father 7*

““ Was he not acquitted of the charge

““ He was—but only from lack of evidence to con-
vict ; yet, although acquitted by the law, not surer
is fate than that he is an assassin.”

“ You hold assassins in great horror,” remarked
the American, thoughtfully—you are right—it is
but natural.”’

“In horror, said you?-—aye, in such loathing,
that language can supply no term to express it.”’

 And yet, you once attempted an assassination
yoursell. Nay, do not start, and look the image of
astor

“tryman, they had acted under an err im-

u :“"‘ of duty. Although extremely angry he
%men:? comment whatever on the subject, but
ng himself with wishing his charge a less
,epm:s“ally cordial good night, left them to their

» &nd once more quitted the cabin.

mm:r_‘“g the whole of this examination, Miss Mont-
."'® had continued on deck. Gerald found her
.8 over the gangway, at which he had left her,

Zing
'cho:g Intently on the water, through which the
Frq Rer was now gliding at an increased rate.

i * moment of his being compelled to quit her
* © inquire into the cause of Sambo’s exclama-
°PDo:\nd fapidly succeeding fall, he had not had an
ity of again approaching her. Feeling that

"txt, :P°l°gy was due, he hastened to make one;
te ,, Xed and irritated as he was at the escape of
% :eul‘f, his disappointment imparted to his man-
doy b of restraint, and there was less of ar-
ddress then he had latterly been in the

ishment. Have you not told me that you fired
into the hut, on the night of your mysterious adven-
ture? What right had you, if we argue the ques-
tion on its real merit, to attempt the life of a being
who had never injured you ?”

 What right, Matilda 7—every right, human and
divine. I sought but to save a victim from the
hands of a midnight murderer.”

“And, to effect this, scrupled not to become a
midnight murderer yourself !
. ““And is it thus you interpret my conduct, Matil-
da ?”’—the voice of Gerald spoke bitter reproach—
‘“can you compare the act of that man with mine,
and hold me no more blameless than himself'1*

¢ Nay, I did not say I blamed you,” she returned,
gaily— but the fact is, you had left me so long ta
ruminate here alone, that I have fallen into a mood
argumentative, or philosophical—whichever you may
be pleased to term it, and I am willing to maintain
my position, that you might, by poasibility, bave been



