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Prospects Blighted.
, BY J.W. EMERSON.
| “ Ah! how my heart aches, how my bosom swells, how
{| ¥ soul groans disconsolate with fear and pain, while I
‘®aze on thy surface, fair waters of the ocean—swect scenes.
A% my childhood ! O, cruel fate ! unknown destiny ! why
il drive me hence ? why banish me (0 a strange land, where
| the lily and the rose bloom not so fragrantly, and the love
appreciating kindred friends touch not the heart-strings
:'d gently?”  And a tear fell ffom her eye, and the fair
! h’dy sighed. But the pure odorous exotics flowed their
i *weet perfume with no less fragrance through the apart-
fi et The lady, a fair creature, about whom the breezes
‘i S scarce twenty summers had wafted, sat by the window,
if ®zing on the restless billows as-they slowly and calmly
'mied upon the beach. Tears drop from her eyes, and her
If ®heeks are pale; which, but s few days since, wére radiant
i ith joy. She takes a miniatare from her bosom, and
E *lees it to her lips, as the soft balmy breezes of England
"_‘Ned her temples, and played with a rich profusion of
VK¥y tresses, that encircled the fair creature’s brow. She
Il ™4, indeed, a lovely girl—lovely to all who beheld her.
* Eroaline Allison was a native of Canada ; she was born
81 9 the heights of Quebec ; and many a time in youth’s early
i} Y» herlittle feet played joyously over the memorable spot
8 uere the brave Wolfe said, ¢ I die happy.”” Her father
It s an Englishman, who, in consequence of the political
' ﬁ’nlties of 737, left Canada for his native land, where
*eagaged in mercantile business, at which he had been
il 8 tdingly successful, and made him master of a hand-
¥ .“mvfortnne ; built a splendid mansion at Portsmouth, and
‘i)l ™tived from business. It was at an elegant window of this
A ".“QSion, that 1he lovely Emaline was sitting gazing on the
] ‘f’l’!ﬂed waters of the bay, that was swarming with mov-
iy g crafis, from the little sculler to the giddy masted ship of
:' red and sixty guns. . Emaline was a human being ;
Wt of dlmost celestial loveliness. She was an orphan ;
< Parents had both bid farewell to earth, two long years
mce~long, indeed, they were 10 Emaline, the dearest and
ly chierished idol of their affections.
" 8he whe now under the protection of an uncle, by whom
W wag not less beloved, if possible, than by her deceased
l ts. Many were the rich admirers who bowed at her

feet, and péured their libations at the shrine of her loveli-
ness ; ~attracted, perhaps, not less by the rainbow bubble
of glittering wealth, which floated brilliantly before their |
eyes. But their appeals were disregarded—their offers re-
jected. She was no coquette! far from it ; though wealth,
dignity, and titles danced before her gaze, she preferred to
cast in her Jot with the young and manly, yet poor and un-
titled Canadian.

William Freeman was a Canadian, of as maniy and en-
terprising blood as ever blessed the s0il of America. His
father was a merghant of high standing, and wealthy. He
had become aéquainted with Mr. Allison, Emaline’s father,
before his removal to England; after which he became
Mr. Allison’s customer, and, finally, his principal confident
in America. William Freeman was an educaled, brave,
and intelligent young man, trusty and competent ; he soon
oecame his father’s confident. It is now three months:
since Emaline first became acquainted with William Free-
man; he had, in a visit to England for the purchase of
goods, and to improve his own heaith, been furnished with .
a letter of introduction to the family of his father’s old"
friend, Mr. Allison. To be sure, he did not find his father’s
recent creditor, who had now lain so many months io the;
“ cold, dark grave;” but he found in his place, the lovely
Emaline, a being certainly far more congenial to his feel-:
ings, and more pleasing to his mind.

What a mystery is love ! how strangely it works! love
that draws and seals two fond hearts together, ere they be-,
come acquainted or know each other. When William saw,
he loved ; and Emaline, the young and lovely Emaline,
whose pure and gentle affections had never beendisturbed,
could not help fancying the intelligent, brave, and hand-
some young Canadian. Wiiliam was a man whom all
could admire,~—a tall commanding figure, graceful in his
manners, while his frank, and.open countenance was but
the index to the free, open, and generous heart that heat
within his bosom. His face was"as faultless asthe sculptured
imé.ge of Apollo ; his well developed.forehead, shaded by his
curled jetty hair, would bid defiance to any European on the
Continent. Such was Wm. Freeman, the accepted, chosen
one of Emaline_’gaﬂ"ections. Her uncle could find no fault
with the intelligent and manly object of her choice, still
he disavowed his ability to give his assent to such a union.
Ah! perbaps, fatal decision. Einaline kuew that no per-
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