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- 'et I arn so young-I ar n ot yet eighteen,
]&enry and but a few weeks ago 1 wvas se
hapipy 1 1 do not mean to rcproieh, you, m v
betoved, but you shali neyer foritet me-mark
me, Henry Vavasour, vonx shali neyer forge
me. Fareweli-farewéll; corne to me wlhen
you read this, and you will see me for the lest
lime; corne.'

I n a paroxysin of terror 1 flew to the abode
of the Grayson's as soon as 1 rend this wild
and incohierent letter. It wvas early in the
xnorning, but the windows wverc closed, and 1
heard the voice of loud iveeping as I stood upon
Ïhe thresnold. 1 rusbed irito the hotuse-I have
a dim recollection cf forcing my wvay througli
a dense crowd ih the narrow hall, but 1 saw
rxothir.g ntil I found myselfant the door of the
inner npartrnent, iflta îhich 1 had seen Juliet
enter. A gyroup of wornen were gathered in
the rniddle cf the room-grave, cold, sterfi-

ilobking men, stood nrourxd the bed which had
been declced in snow wvhite draperies for our
'bridai-but 1 saw only the extended form of
my beautifill, my beloved Juliet. She lookcd
*lilte one wvho had lain down to sleep anfier the
fatigues of a rnerry dance. Her face was full
6f plncid sweetness, hier attitude wvas that of
graeeful repose, and I sprang to lier side in ut-
fer bewvilderment nt the strange scene wvhich
surrounded us. Alas litw~as the slcepcf deailh.
*1 bent forward to kiss hier pale brow, and its
touch shot like an icebolt tbrotigh my blood.
At the saine instant, sorne one liftcd lier pillow,
and svhile the long cuis fell back frorn ber

_prehêasd, a vial ivas drawn frorn its conceal-
biénit beneat' tbJclustcring mass of ringlers.
j heard a confused murnîur cf many voîces-
ehe word 'paxson' reachcd my cars, and I re-
jnebered notbing more!1
. "When 1 recovered niy senses, 1 hadl been

for nionths the tenant of a privaieo mad-house,
and the doom of the wretchcd félon, ns well as
the untimiely fâte of the loî'ely but misguided
Juliet, had long ceased to be the :opic of daily
interest. Both were forgotten by the world,
.but Grayson stili lives within: bis narrow col],
imnd thougli the gloricus beauty wbicx e-xcited
ray fatal passion bas long since mouldcrcd be-
,peath tho coffin-lid, yct lier form stili lives in
rny yiernbrance, a briglit but terrifie spectre
cf the pas:.
-, IlThe dentiaciations of scripturc have been
'Iiterally fulfllled. The sin cf the father lias
beii visited heavily upon lier wvbo knew no
ia, and 1 have learned the bitter lesson îvhich
ail must kiiow,%vho 'reap the îvbirlwtnd from
dxc oft-sovn wind.' Thc passionisofour youthi
-booomne the soverest stings ofeur late Edeè, our

errors often assumne the awful character C!
crimes; and this one folly of my boyhood hu
comnpellcd me to bear unto rny grave a weighl
of unutterable remorse;- that worst 1 burdea of
the heart-the beart whose sweai is gore.11'

For the Amaranth.

OH, TEL1 11IE SOT.

Out, tel! me flot of briphter hours-
0f happier days to corne:

Speak not of spring' s returnin g floîvers,
They cannot always bloom ;

Too soori, nIas! n wintry sky
Bide evcry flowvret droop and die.

Oh, tell me not of friendship's charme,
Friends are flot always truce;

And sparllng eyes, and snowy arms,
The soft chcck's roseate hue,

Too oftcn blooin wherc falsehood's art
Lies hidden decp wichin the heart..

Speak net of love, oh1 tel! nie flot
'Tis constant, warrn, and true,

For ecd deep vow may be forgot,
And change can quicki snibdue

The scalding, tear-the tbrobbing sigh,
They live awlxile, then fadle and die.

But spcalz of Hlope, oh, ycs!Y and know
There is a %vorld above,

lere fricndship's blussoms ever blow,
And lovc-cedxstiazl love,

Burns hrigh t-oh! luirins orcver bright,
A1nd fecîs flotsrr>vsîxlcngbgi.

Yes, speaki cf hope, so sweet anxd cali--
It socîhles tlle troublcd hreast,

Sheds o'cr thxe woundcd lieart a balm>
Gives the ,ad spirit rest;

It points to rcalims beyon' the skies,
iWherc fricuidslilp bloomas, and love xxe'er de
SI. Johil, March, 1842. H. S. B.

NATUxxE.-We really talk of nature as of s
goddess, and say shc renewvs lier yourlx and
beauitv, -and puts on the green robe of Sprin
thc fiowery niantle of Summer, and Autunis"
ripe, slicafy croîva. But the encrgy of natx
is only the breath of the Almighty-the Ores~
tor: lier bcauty la but the refiection cf b:
benevolerice: lier bounty is the overflowingc
his ever-duiring love for thecereatures ho hat!
made. Rely on Hlmr, and thou wxlt neyer
forsak-en-never destitute--never in despsr
MMs S. J. Hake


