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EVA HUNTINGDON.*

CHAPTER XL

Ay — ’
e dfmw the season was drawing to an end, and
Rerent members of the Huntingdon family,

o) L . . .
i Q'ely coinciding in each other's opinions or
g % agreed at least in looking forward to its

i Tith foelings of sincere regret. Lord Hun-

X 2,
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for the dull monotony of the country,
. W his lady the idea was perfectly abhor-
D(; a';:nly ray of comfort it admitted, being the
i“dee she would see hier son there, unless
;o ifomc new whim would drive him back to
; qlml’nmedlatcly on their arrival, or what wag
L g c‘;"‘)}.)nble, send him on a six months’ tour
! oy o Otinent, Eva, too, who had found the
" uag; cment of her London life so wearisome
iy - inable, now anticipated its close with
"thﬁ:gd but gatisfaction, True, the walks at
Ui, ‘fb‘)“ Hall would be as pleasant, the sun-
U1gy,: 181t as when she had wept so bitterly
Arling‘;:g them, some months before ; but Mr.
i % Qo Would not be there to welcome her,
t Mg, T te would also be wanting,—a tie
; "pﬁbly &r:ntwined itself slowly, almost imper-
; the ly le‘;"d her heart, and whose existence
E E‘Xxght of ™ed from the bitter anguish the
ey l‘):.\ﬂmg brought with it. Rarely as
muﬁe&ﬁgag’gh.&m. with all his perseverance
' A v;g,]% le mgenuity, had contrived to baffie
hag obg  of Mrs. Wentworth, cach interview
M“&d, MNed with Tva, however brief and
; thagy hadded another link to the close and

® Was weaving round her affections.
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Ever devoted, ardent, seeking her through diffi-
culties and discouragement, more than repaid for
every cffort by a word or smile, she saw not, felt
not her danger, and yiclded without even a passing
fecling of remorse, to the happiness she derived
from his devotion. Her feelings of satisfaction
then were wholly unalloyed, when informed one
morning by Mrs. Wentworth, that their stay in
town was to be protracted for three additional
weeks. The very evening of the day on which
Eva had received that welcome intimation, lady
Huntingdon was seated in her dressing-room,
under the hands of her maid. The costly robe on
the couch beside her, the jewels that glittered in
her hair, told she was preparing for some gay
scene, and yet the clouded, anxious expression of
her countenance, harmonized ill with her festal
attire.” - )

“ Will your ladyship wear pearls or flowers in
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your front hair1” enquired Willis, breaking in

upon her reverie,

“ Either,” was the indiffcrent reply. The girl, $.

thus left to her own discretion, decided in favor of -
the jewels, and whilst she turned away in search
of the casket, her mistress leaned her head upon
her hand, and murmured with a deep drawn sigh:
“Three weeks to-day since my fourth and last

letter left, and yet no reply. Still, why should I

feel 8o depressed, so anxious about him? How

- often has he permitted double that time to clapse

without noticing my communications by & single
line: Would that I could cast off this unnccountable
and anxious presentiment that bangs around
me! Perhaps I would not feel so uneasy, had he

@ Continued from page 226.
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not corresponded regularly with me for some time
after his arrival in the country. How I long to
hear from him—to know what he will gay in
reply to the information contained in my last,
regarding Mrs. Vivian, information which I hope
may bring him back to town. Surely it cannot
fail at least in making some impression on him,
and yet I heightened nor exaggerated nothing.
Here cvery day, himself her constant, her only
topic, her blushes, her sighs. Oh! if he could
only be persuaded or coaxed into taking her, what
an advantageous parti in cvery sense of the word ;
but no, he is too headstrong, too blindly indifferent
to his own intcrests for that. Well, even 80, he
will find other matches equally eligible. From
the way that little Gaveston blushed when I
casually mentioned him the other day, I could at
once pereeive that very little persuasion would
induce her to break off her childish engagement
with young Cressingham, in favor of Augustus ;
and the latter, by the way, scemed a little taken
with her whilst in town. Well, T should not
wonder if she is destined eventually to be my

“daughter-in-law ; and on the whole, I am very well

satistied, though T must confess to a little aristo-
cratic weakness in favor of lady Mary. Her
Princely ancestry, her open haughty disdain of all
other suitors save the favored one, are both traits
that would go far to win my favor.”

At this point of her ladyship’s reflections a ra-
Pid heavy footstep resounded on the stairs; the
Dext moment the door was roughly thrown open.
The intruder, who was Lord Huntingdon, motioned
the maid to quit the room, and then turning his
Pale troubled face to his wife, exclaimed, in tones
almost indistinet from agitation:

“I'have news for you to-night.”

“For me t about whom 1” she asked, and then
her thoughts instantly recurring to the one dear
object that ever engrossed them, she exclaimed
With pallid lips : “ "Tis of my child, my darling
Augustus, you would speak. He is ill—dying.”

“Neither,” rejoined her husband, striking the
table withafiorce oath. “ Neither | but married !
and married to & beggar—a parvenue, a country
Curate’s daughter. ” :

,“Married!” shricked Lady Huntingdon. “ You
&re mocking me. It is not, it cannot be, Oh!
N merey retract your words. Seo me, here,
kl‘meling’ before you!” and in the bowildered
Bgony of the moment, she flung heraelf at his feot,
““”' long blnck huir floating wildly around her,
Only sny that you have spoken in jest, in false-
» and I will bless—I will worship you.” -
“By——1 madam, only wish I could ; but my
Ofation has come from too true a source—from

: the former suitor of the new Mrs, Huntiv:rdon, and
¢ whilom rival of our only son—the pavish clerk
¢ himself.”
¢ “Iuntingdon, you have killed me!” myr.
§ mured his wife, as her head drooped forward, and
with a deep, agonized groan she rank msensibla
§ at his fect. Greatly alarmed lie hastily ruised Ler
and laid her on a couch. She was cold us rar.
; ble, and her very features wore the contracted,
¢ rigid look of the grave. lle hadonce or twice,
g however, before seen herin a state nearly »iuilur,
§ and he instantly applied the proper restoratives;
§ but it was long ere his efforts were Luecesaful,
7 Atlength the heavy lashes parted and she look-
; ed around. The instant her glance fcll on her
2
s

? husband, the vague restlessness that had pre-
2 viously filled it vanished, and was replaced by
an expression that at once told memory and i
§ maddening stings were hers again,  Without re-
§ plying to his anxious enquiries as to how she fult,
; she motioned him to the next apartmient, raur-
¢ murind in tones whose hollowness strangely start-
$ led him:
§ -“Return in an hour—I will be betier ther.”
He obeyed, and she then fell back on her pillow
to struggle in silence and loneliness with tiic ter-
rible and invisible foe that was gathering its
deadly crushing folds around her heart. The pa-
roxysm was awful in its length and inten: ity,
and for a time her cruel enemy seemed to have
triumphed. Clammy drops bedewed her livid
brow, the limbs stiffened out as if in the last
§ mortal struggle—but Lady Huntingdon's hour
had not yet come. After a time the intensity of
i her sufferings subsided, and she faintly murmured :
“Once again have I escaped, the next will
kill me!” For another length of time he lay back
motionless, her thoughts as wildly agitated as her
earthly frame was calm, till at length her husband,
who had been leaning for the previous half-hour
against her door, divided between the fear of
leaving her s0 long alone and that of disobeying
her injunctions by entering, exclaimed in a some-
what timid voice:
“May I come in, Isabella deart How do you
¢ feel now?”
“ Better,” ghe briefly replicd. He entered, and
% seated himself beside her, anxiously, though
g covertly scanning her features all the while. He
was prepared for tears, for agony of look and
tone—ho saw neither.  Lady Huntinzdon was
§ calin and proud as ever, nay, if anything, prouder.
¢ The lofty brow bore no tokens of humniliation, of
suffering ; but, to a quick observer, the fixed look
of the eyes, whose dark pupils secemed dilated to
twice their natural size, the spasmodic quiverings
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§
; that occasionally convulsed her features, her whole
7 fame, would have revealed the voleano that
§ dumed within.
; .“I fear you are not much better, Isabella f”
§ faud Lier husband, anxiously,
f “Better! Do you not sce that I am quite well ¥
! Younced not look =0 doubtingly at me, I can have
? "0 interest in deceiving you. Draw your chair
{ Bearer, We may as well discuss and settle this
2 :L'mcr at once, whilst we are free from interrup-
y Wop» .
g Half decoived by her scoming calmness, lord
; Wtingdon obeyed, and his wife, with the same
: "Matural tranquillity of tone and manner, con-
§ tinyeq ;
[
§ “ Wel, my lord, so our only son, I had almost
¢ 1 rourouly child, for so indeed has he been to me,
§ 'n‘ tlready decided his carthly destiny. Tramp-
‘ MK on his duty o us, on the proud name he bears,
} ; the benefits, the favors we have showered on
; ., f“’m his cradle to the present moment, he has
é e fd and outraged us by choosing a pauper,
! wig Vorse than that, a low born plebeian, for his
{ 1oy —hoosing her to fill the place I have filled,
¢ t the name I have borne. I have not for-
é forb(,:;, my 1(-11'(1Z though you have gencrously
! ey, ¢ reminding me of it, that often when
$ err. 3HNZ you to discharge the debts his reckless
g Vagance had incwred, I assured you over
 toy n;"" again, that he would eventually atons
b by contracting an alliance that would both
§ *40d aggrandize his family. Such an alliance
% Within his grasp; he knew it, yet wilfully,
¢
§
I3
:
;
?
¢

dotey, .
hw;“‘medly rejected it—wilfully, determinedly,

t disgrace and ruin upon us all. Well, as
oury fodme his duty towards us, so shall we do
therg w;"ds him, Have you pen and paper
kg g €s, on the stand beside you. Pleass,
oy fm:nd Write to him, briefly, clearly. Say
{ Doy 0 ally disinherit him as far as lies in your
( Whogy' 13t you, as well as his mother, the mother
gy eart he has broken—but no, do not say
! 'i”'ply 0 Would sound like weakness, mention
ang r"’:' e both cast him off for ever, reject-
§ hiy, Tene sing all future intercourse with him or

of . him, that whatever may be the extent

¢
‘
¢
‘
?
i

‘ Md"illmu!fe-ry' poverty and suffering, that may.
§ "’Ply, T;lmately be his lot, to us he need never
; _ ¢ charity that would be accorded to a .

! Loy q I?‘“lpel‘, will be denied to him I”
] of

W ah, dithe master mind of his companion, wrote
' ﬂ‘m?ltt‘d, without adding or omitting aught,
tingy *°mz;|ifd and sealed tho cpistle, without a

‘
( “«
LN © You, my lord, I trust to you to see it
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sent immediately in the morning; and now, if
you will leave me, I will ring for Willis. 1
scarcely feel equal for Mrs, M——'s to-night.”

Lord Huutingdon, with some well meant but
misplaced speech, about “ the folly of thinking or
fretting more over that ungrateful raseal,” conso-
lations which elicited no farther reply from his
wife than an impatient wave of the hand, left the
room,

* “Married I” she murmured, clasping her hands
tightly together. “ Married! The end—the hope
—the governing aim of my life—gone. And I,
who have so wildly, so madly idolized him—I,
who have made it the one all-engrossing duty of 2
life to promote bhis happiness, to anticipate and
gratify his wishes, his very caprices. Oh! Ingrate
that he is, how has he trampled on the love that
would have sacrificed the last spark of life to have
spared him one hour’s sickness or suffering. But
this heart has done for ever with all vain repinings
and weak regrets, The idol it had formed unto
itself, the idol which but too late it finds is but of
clay, shall engross it no more. Let him find, if he
cin, in the calculating, interested affection of a
stranger, & compensation for the intense, the pas-
sionate devotion of the mother, whose only fault
was loving him too well. That dream, however,
is past forever, and my indifference, my coldness,
will equal for the future, the self-sacrificing love I
have hitherto lavished on him. Yes; when the
first weeks of boyish delight are sped, when
poverty comes, bringing in its train gnawing cares
and anxieties, when dissensions shall arise betwcen

~ him and the wife for whom he has riven all the

holy and binding ties that bave encircled him from
his cradle, then will my hour come, and coldly,
unsympathizingly, will look on, nay, rejoicing that
his heart is enduring some of the bitter pangs he
has so often and so ruthlessly inflicted on my own.
But enough of this. I must ring for Willis, or her
suspicions will be aroused. And yet how soon
will the terrible truth be known to her—to the
world. Oh! would—would that it had killed me
at once! That Ihad thus been spared the days
and nights of agony, of shame, of unavailing regret
that are in store for me.”

Her attendant was not deceived by the outward
calmness of her demeanor, as the keen covert
glances ehe so often directed towards her plainly*
told; but Lady Huntingdon, formidable to her

family, was doubly so to her domestics, and the -

girl, notwithstanding her burning curiosity, con-
cluded her task without daring to proffor any
remark. All that night Lady Huntiogdon sat
beside her table, her head supported by her hand,
and the dawn of moming still found her there.
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On Willis entering her apartment at her usual
hour, she uttered an exclamation of anxious sur-
prise on sceing her mistress in her dressing gown,
Lier couch undisturbed ; but she was immediately
silenced by the latter, who commanded her in an
imperious tone, “to tell Miss Huntingdon she
wished to sce her as soon as possible.” The sum-
mons filled Eva with terror and anxiety.

“ What was the meaning of it? What was the
subject on which Ler mother wished to communi-
cate with her "

Harrassed by a thousand different fears and
conjectures, she sought the latter's dressing-room;
but every personal apprchension, every thought
of self vanished, as the ashy, suffering-stamped
features of Lady Huntingdon met her view.

“ Mamma, mamma ” ghe hurriedly exclaimed,
“are you ill ¥

“Yes, a little; but if you can spare me an hour
from your customary avocations, be scated. I
have intelligence of importance to communicate
to you.”

Chilled by ber mother's repellant coldness, Eva
silently obeyed, and her companion, with an as-
Sumption of caln indifference that was too
laborious, too constrained, to deceive oven her
inexperienced listener, exclaimed :

“You must know that your brother is marricd.

" Start not, but listen! Married to one infinitely
beneath him in family and social position. Well,
88 wo cannot recognize the wife, wo must also
disown the husband; and I have sent for you to
say, that henceforth being regarded by your father
2nd myself as our only child, many privileges and
-advantages, of which your youth and sccondary
Position in the family have hitherto deprived you,
Will now be yours. You may retain or dismiss
Jour governess as you please, only 'tis my advice,
23 well as wish, that you should pursue to the end
the educational course you bave commenced under

€ auspices. In any case, however, the rigid
Tule you have hitherto lived under, may be modi-
fied .or altered as much as you desire. In all
ily matters of moment or otherwise, you will
consulted, and your opinions duly regarded.
And now, before concluding, I have but to say,
T forbid you in the most solemn and positive
Manner, ever holding any intercourse, either by
°°‘°Vﬂ‘sation or by letter with your brother or his
Wife. If they cross your path, turn from them; if
address you, reply but by silence. Remem-
b"'l‘: that no more lenicncy will be shewn to one
erring child than to another. You may retire now,
84 if you meet Mrs. ‘Wentworth, bave the good-
to send her to me " ‘
Heart-struck and misérable, Eva left tho room.
A A A A ) .
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The careless indifference, the total want of affec.
tion which had always characterized her brother's
conduct, had never pained her much; for even
towards the mother, who all but wor-hipped him,
he displayed little more attention or love than he
bestowed on hersclf, but from time to time he had
shewn some traits of kindness, which, however
few, however trivial, had yet won for him a place
in Jva's grateful heart. The intelligenee, then, of
his unequal and most probably unliappy 1nateh;
the implacable anger of his parents evineed in
their stern determination of disowning him ; the

‘severe prohibition that had been iscued against

her holding any intercourse with him, were all
causes of deep and poignant regret.

Her sad reflections were interrupted by the
entrance of Mrs. Wentworth, who came to inform

her that she must hold herself in readiness to -

leave London within two days, as Lady Hunting-
don’s health rendered an immediate return to {he
country necessary. Of the convérsation which had
passed betwecn hersclf and the latter ¢he made no
mention whatever, alluding neither to her sudiden
illness nor' to young Huntingdon’s marriage; but
from the peculiar manner in which she said, “ that
Miss Huntingdon could dispense with her studics,
if she thought proper, till their arrival in the
country,” Eva at once divined that she had re-
ccived due notice from her mother of the new
limits set to her authority. The intelligence her
governess had imparted concerning their specdy
departure, overwhelmed, bewildered her, and the
thought that she must depart without secing
Rockingham even for one moment, depart without
hisknowing why or whither they had gone, brought
with it 8 pang surpassing in bitterness any that
she had ever yet known. The following morning,
a few moments after she had commenced, with a
heavy heart, her preparations for her approaching
departure, Sefton entered with the customary
bodgquet in her hand. Eva motioned her carclessly
to leave them on the stand, x\ngi the instant the girl
bad left the apartment she eagerly snatched them
up. They were the last, the very last she would
receive from him, and for a long time she sorrow-
fully gazed upon them, tears dimming her eyes.
At length she turned with a heavy sigh to restoro
them to the vase, when her attention was attracted
by some white substance in the centre of the
bouquet. Tearing the flowers apart, she discovered
a small strip of paper twined round the stem of
one of the blossoms, On it was hurriedly traced
the words:

“I bave been driven almost distracted by the
intelligence of your approaching speedy departure.
To know that you are going is misery enough;
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but oh! that it should be without ene parting
word, one friendly smile, is almost more than I can
bear. I dare not ask you to grant me a last inter-
view, even sanctioned by the presence of your
guardian ; but the places where we have met, I
will haunt incessantly, day and night, till the
positive certainty of your departure shall have
robbed me of the last hope of again meeting you.
If you cannot bestow on me comfort and encour-
agement, at least, let your pity be mine.”
C. R

Just as ¥iva had reached the last line, the sound
of approaching footsteps struck upon her ear, and
crimsoning to her brow she thrust the paper into
7 her bosam. It proved to be Sefton, however, and
deputing to her the task of concluding the prepara-
tiens she had commenced, she sought her mother's
apartments, In itho dressing-room she found
“Willis, who, in reply to her anxious enquiries, said
that Iady Huntingdon, who was still very ill, had
given particular instructions that no one should on
any account disturb her. Eva silently and sadly
turned away.

CHAPTER XIV.
Tug day preceding that appointed for the depar-
tare of the Huntingdon family from London ; Eva
having completed, with the assistance of her maid,
her trifling preparations, bent her steps without.
Ny scttled purpose to the now empty study.
"s. Wentworth was there, engrossed as usual,
¥ith « book, but on her pupil's entrance she
dosed i, exclaiming: '
“Perhaps, you would like to take a drive, Miss
Hmltill[:,'don, to-day, as you have no tasks to at-
tﬂnd to”
‘I“:"a replied in the affirmative.
In that case, then, you have only to mention
iy‘"“’ Wishes to one of the servants, they will be
m!mdiately attended to. I suppose you will not
My socicty, for I am at best but a dull com-
ll;;::n’ and Lady Huntingdon's last orders have
ed me in a great degree from the strict
Hrveillance 1 was bound to practise before.”
ot el colour mantled to Eva's very brow. To go
mr: ne, unaccompanied—to meet Rockingham
. Wmelled by the eagle scrutiny of Mrs.
"Worth—to hear without fear of detection or
'8¢r, the sentiments of homage and devotion
ﬂbne.he h&d' hitherto dared to express by looks
e,t.h Al this was within her grasp, but then
Whrs - thought, « Would it not be wrong and

D

kx:m\; —~would not Rockingham, imputing
Citworth’s absenco entirely to herself,

Mm\‘:he thanked her for so ready
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$ a compliancoe with the wish he Lad searcely pre-
sumed to express in the burried note he had writ-
ten her §”

Wondering at hersclf for having entertained
even for a moment such a thought; she hesitat-
ingly replied, “That if Mrs. Wentworth would
not find it inconvenient, she would feel grateful if
she would accompany her ; otherwise she would
remain at home.”

The governess perhaps sceretly flattered by the
assurance, immediately acquicsced, and Eva re-
turned to her room to dress. As she had fore-
secn, and expected, they were joined ere they
had procecded any distance on their way, by
Chester Rockingham ; but this time he brought
neither letters nor papers, he had no intelli-
gence to ask or to impart concerning India
and young Wentworth. After the first words of
greeting ho rode beside them in silence, and one
cloquent enddened glance told Eva that she her-
self was the cause of his depression and tacitur-
nity. ‘After a time, however, he somewhat ral-
lied, and turning to his elder companion, he ad-
dressed some trifling remarks to her, but as soon
as a favorable opportunity presented itself, he
stooped and whispered to Eva.

“ How can I ever thank you sufficiently for this
meeting T Oh! you know not how it softens the
bitterness, the anguish of losing you”

Whether it was the expression of his counte-
nance at the moment, or the lowness of his tones,
that attracted Mrs. Wentworth’s observation ; she
glanced sharply towards them, and her suspicious
look warned Rockingham not to repeat the exper-
iment. At parting, however, Mrs. Wentworth
having turned to give some instructions to the
servant, he availed himself of the favorable mo-
ment to press a letter into Eva’s hand whilst as-
sisting her to alight, whispering at the same
time.

“I had foreseen all this, Miss Huntingdon,
forgive then, I implore you, the presumption
that has prompted me to remedy it thus §”

The girl’s first impulse was to return the epistle
to the giver, but her dread of Mrs. Wentworth
prevailed over every other consideration, and she
hastily concealed it.

“Thanks, a thousand thanks!” mumured
Rockingham in his softest tones. “ Whatever
obstacles may intervene between us hereafter,
fear not, we shall soon meet agnin; till then,
Eva, beloved and dearest! do not forget me 1

With an agitation betraying itself in every
shade of ber changing countenance, Eva turned
from him, and it was only when she was seated
alone in her apartment some hours after, the key
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turiied in the lock, that she found courage or self-
Possession sufficicnt to break the seal of the mys-
terious letter.

It was just what might have been expected
under the circumstances ; an impassioned protes-
tation of tenderncss and devotion,  After dwell-
ing with the winning cloquence so peculiarly his
own, on the depth, the truth of an affection, such
48 ho had never lavished on any carthly shrine
before ; he went on to say, “that he was not scl-
figh cnough to ask or desire that sho should res-
Pond to it by forming any engagement with him,
No, he was but the poor younger son of a family
Whoso pride and wealth were all centred in an
elder Lranch, and he could neither surround her
With the luxury nor splendour she was entitled
t.  Still the world was before him ; young, hope-
ful, with her love for an aim; he might yet
Achieve a position that would enable him to seck
her openly for his bride. Till then, his attach-
Ment must be kept sccret from her haughty

10 vow, was at liberty to accept or refuse his de-
Yotion—to waive his claims for the sake of &
Robler or wealthior suitor” The lctter concluded
Wlth an impassioned rencwal of his vows of af-
fect,,on’ and a touching eloquent prayer that her
carthly destiny might be bright and blessed, even
ugh it should never be united with his, Al-
8ether the whole strain of the letter breathed

R spirit of deep impassioned tenderncss, of lofty
E:;“’mus humility that would have touched the
dest heart; and when Eva had finished its
ﬁ::‘sal, she covered her burning face with her
Py ds and burst into a passionate flood of tears,
hi:"‘“’ Rockingham had triumphed, her love was
And now it may not be out ofiplace, to give
Ee Teader a nearer insight into the character of
"% lover than she herself bad yet obtained.
£ o .20 best be done by transcribing the contents
8 letter which the young man wrote the very
Thye - Huntingdons had left for the country.
inﬁmrmﬁe.m addressed to a young ensign, an
ﬁoﬂedte friend of his, whose regiment was sta-
; Some distance from London, and written
%:ﬁsplnt of the frankest and most unreserved

dence ;

)‘ox;k: :’m Hirey,—I now sit down to write
long ,m“n and explicit account of the cause of the

‘ence, for which you have abused me so
iy Ieh'm“ny In your two last letters, The truth
Whicy IVO been so busy following up the chase, of
formey h‘_lVe alregdy given you an inkling in a
3 :P.“ﬂe, that I have not heretofore had a
L Ment ¢,
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charming little divinity, who has of late entircly
engrossed my time and thoughts, has, to my in-
finite relief, winged her way with her amiable
family from the capital, I will prove a more re-
gular correspondent. Passing over all prelimi-
narics, I will come at once to the ercam of the
story, which is, that the heart, and consequently
the fortune of the heiress of Huntingdon Manor,
are mine, minc beyond almost a doubt.

You know, my dear Harry, I always prophe-
sied I would marry an heiress, whilst you, ay re-
gularly endeavoured to dikcourage me by re-
peating incessantly that my bad debts and gamb-
ling propensities, both as well known as the Creed
or Thirty-Nine Articles, would effectually and
eternally preclude that. Well, you see the Rock-
ingham star is in the ascendant. Here, have I,
with a few flowers to the mistress, and a few
half-crowns to the maid, secured a young- and
pretty wife, whose fortune will not only pay off
all the debts that now keep me in a state of badily
as well as mental terror, but enable me to st up
an cstablishment, rivalling in magnificence with
that of any of those common curses of eociety,
elder sons,

I must tell you, though, the lady's name, and
now command your risible muscles, or you will
die of laughter on the spot. Do you remember
that handsome, reckless young fellow, whom you
and I met at Brighton two summers ago, and
whom we fleeced in three nights of as many thou-
sands, yet parted from in perfect friendship and
amity ! Well, the trusting young heircss, who
has all but consented to give herself and fortunc
into my hands, is his sister. What do you think
of that, Harry 1 Is it not almost enough to induce
a belief that the chief object of the existence of
the Huntingdon family on this terrestrial sphere,
is to replenish the empty exchequer of Chester
Rockingham ¥ You know this very fall T robbed
him of every farthing in his possession, though he
had just procured a fresh supply from the Jews,
with whom he has had extensive transactions of
late. I claim the merit of having first introduced
him to those worthies, and of having initiated him
into the gentlemanly amusement of gambling,
He is just such another, trusting, open-hearted
simpleton as his sister; and after our last sitting,
where, as I told you, I completely flceced him,
winning each time, with a regularity that would
bave excited suspicion in any mind less recklessly
confiding than his own; he rose from table ex-
claiming, ¢ Well, Rockingham, I'll play no more;
there’s no use trying against your confounded
good luck’ The hair-brained fool never admitted
even for & moment, the thought of treachery or

g 3

mhowever, that the
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false play. His sister acts on the same principle,
though it must bo confessed she is a little more
Prudent and guarded than he is. Indeed, only
for the amusement the chaso itself afforded me, I
Would have given it up at the beginning, for her
own coldness, and the sleepless vigilance of her
old hydra-headed governess, were enough to dis-
Courage the most resolute and sanguine of fortune
hunteys, Now, Lowever, all this is atan end, and
¥hen next we meet, I will probably have the
happiness or misery, whichever you choose to call
it, of introducing to you Mrs. Chester Rockingham.
Do not infer from this, that all preliminarics
are already settled between us. Quite the con-
trary.  She has not yet even acknowledged that
*hie loved me, but still cnough has passed to en-
e a certainty, that with a little additional
trouble the prize will be mine. I intend to fol-
W her to the country in a couple of wecks, in-
, deed Tshould etart at once, but a spell of more
Potent pewer detains me here; the bright eyes
9 that Queen of Coquettes, Eliza Dashwood, who
SBow on a visit with her sister Lady Portland.
% know that for three successive winters we
‘4% flirted desperately together, though' I dare
82y, we would both prefer taking a leap into the
Ames to permanently uniting our destinies.
Ad it not been for.Lier charms and flirting pro-
Peneities, T do really believe that by this time I
™ould have been fairly in love with my little
€lress, for, as I mentioned to you some time ago,
°F Pretty young face, and novel timidity of man-
ter, made o decp impression on me the very first
e I saw her, She has no chance, however,
32inst the wit and brilliancy of Miss Dashwood,
whom, by the bye, she met me two or threo
% and whose society I would recommend to
8 an unfailing specific at all times against’
maligpnnt spirits named Blue Devils, which
% often haunt penniless debtors and younger
S, terms synonymous I believe.
A“d. oW, my dear Harry, having written you
ent ding to the fashion of the day, a long letter,
. rely filled with myself and my own affairs; I
d‘?“)fc a little corner of the postacript to you
nbouf:l?endship. How are yout What are you
Pofuse Does that malignant old Elmsworth still
degan You leave of absence, still condemn the
h "rrort and exclusive Harry Warburton to all the
litgy : and miscries of a dirty barracks, in a dirty
"speritown' Fl.'om the mingled melancholy af)d
for ﬂm{ Pervading your last letters, I would in-
You g) Itis s0. Well, I told you as much, when
g d out of the twenty——_th, bocause you
Mot obtain an almost perpetual furlough:
. 8 Ilive, there is the voice of that old ropro-

time,
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bate, Snnith, to whom I owe three thousand, down
in the IIall.  May the——but no, I will do better
than swearing on paper, I will swear at himsolf.

Adieu, dear Harry, yours in haste, as well as
hope, (remember the heiress).

C. RocriNuax.

Such were the views and sentiments of the being
to whom Eva Huntingdon bad yielded up her
heart and all its wealth of noble pure affections,
of clinging tenderness; the being whose fancied
devotion to herself, shed sunshine round her lonely
path, a sunshine alas! that could serve but to
render still deeper the gloom that would follow,

CHAPTER XY.
Wz will pass over the return of the Huntingdon
family to the country—the confusion that follow-
ed their first arrival, and behold them at length
installed in what Augustus had once denomina-
ted, “ the stupidity and stagnation of Huntingdon
Hall” If the term had been at all suitable then,
how much more applicable was it now. Lady
Huntingdon entirely engrossed by the one great
sorrow that had blasted in an hour the hopes, the
wishes, the happiness of a lifetime, lived in the
most rigid seclusion. Isolated the whole day in
her own apartments, which she only left to ‘pre-
side occasionally at the family repasts, refusing
alike society, or sympathy, it needed not the
daily increasing pallour and ‘emaciation of a
countenance on which ten additional years seemed
to'have left their decpest traces, to tell that the
grief which was preying so remorselesaly on her
spirits was also wearing away her life. Yet,
afiliction had neither humbled nor softéned her
haughty nature. Far from that, it had but ren-
dered her more sternly arrogant, more overbear-
ing than ever. Her voice had grown harsh and
stern, her countenance more cold and merciless
than before, and her whole household trembled
in her presence. Even her husband was not at
all times proof against the general awe she in-
spired, and there were few points he would not
yield, few concessions he would not make to avoid
incurring her formidable anger. He too had
causes sufficient to cloud his brow and ruffle his
temper, and his long and frequent interviews with
his agent, interviews from which he ever rose
with an anxious harassed countenance and fretful
air, betokened that his financial cares were
neither light nor trifling. Ono day after a con-
sultation of unusual length, he hurried to his
wife's apartment.

“Thero Isabellal” he exclaimed as he abruptly
entered and cast down a roll of papers and an
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open letter on the table before her. “There,
look over those papers from our banker, and from
Morland, to whom the half of the estate is
mortgaged, and then read that letter which will
tell you that young Leland is coming down here,
ostensibly to visit us, in reality to demand a last
and final settlement of his affairs”

Lady Iuntingdon rapidly glanced over the
papers and then threw them down exclaiming!
“Terrible, I had no idea your affairs were in so
desperate a condition.”

“Then you know it now, and do tell me what -

isto be done?” and he hopelessly looked from
the papers tohis wife. The latter took up young
Leland’s letter again and after a moment’s silence
exclaimed.

“It appears Sir George will be here this weck.
Well, I will contrive that his visit shall be one
of friendship instead of business. When he

arrives, do you, on your part receive him with -

great cordiality, expressing your gratitude for the
friendlinces which brings him down to enliven the
monotony of our dull country life. He is so
totally devoid of anything like cleverness or com-
mon apprehension, that we may sueccced in mak-
ing him forget the object of his visit here, and
send him back as he came.” i

Lord Huntingdon’s brow cleared up a little for
he had no ordinary confidence in the abilities of
his companion, and secing Ler in so favorable a
mood, he entered on a more detailed account of
his debts and embarassments than he had yet
Ventured on. After a couple of hours he left the
Toom, his countenance far more free and cheerful
than when he had entered, whilst that of his wife
Was proportionately anxious and overcast.

Twd days afterwards Sir George arrived, and
the firstintimation Evareceived of hisintended visit,

* Was finding him alone one morning in the broak-

fast room, Divining at once that her start of
Tecognition was not also one of pleasure, he care-
lessly exclaimed.
“Do not look so uneasy and dissatisfied, Miss
8 My stay here will not be very long.”
w EV& colored, and murmured something about
his having misunderstood her,” but he cut short
her apologies by rejoining as he negligently
extended himself on a couch. ‘
“No occasion in life for excuses, you have given
10 cause for offence. Indeed I am 8o accustomed
be courted and flattered by young ladies, that
the Novelty of being shunned is on the whole
Tather agreable. Can you guess the cause of
0y universal popularity.”
Eva wity difficulty concealing her secret foel-
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ings of contempt, contented herself by replying.
“Indeed, I cannot.”

“Then I will tell you; Iam very rich” 1l
paused, but his companion making no reply, he
resumed “I have an cstate in Yorkshire free
from mortgage or encumbrance, that yields me a
clear ten thousand a year.” A sceond and a longer
pause. “ Another in Lincolnshire, inherited from
my mother who belonged to one of the first
familics there, whilst my family jewelsand plate,
are a small fortune in themselves.”

Eva was still silent, and Sir George, whose
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eyes had been intently fixed on her face all the

while he was speaking, found no difficulty in reud-
ing the expression of wearied impatience that
despite her efforts rested on her features. “Ty
change the subject, though, Miss Huntingdon, for .
it neither nppears to interest you, or to advance
myself in your estimation, I must ask if you have
scen or heard anything from your brother since
his marriage ” '

“No,” said Eva coloring, and glancing involun.
tarily towards the door. He scemed to under-
stand her, for he continued in a much lower key,

“ A prohibited subject I suppose, however,
the ban does not extend to me. Have you seen
your new sister-in-law yet.”

“No, I have not even heard her name.”

“ Why, it appears then, I know more about her
myself than you do. She was & Miss Hamilton,
a curate’s daughter but an orphan when Gustus
married her.  What on earth induced him to
commit an act of such egregious and unpardonable
folly# All London rings with it. Mrs. Vivian
has already fretted herself to a shadow, whilst
Lady Mary Lawton abuses him every where,
wondering how she and her family could ever
have tolerated much less favored an individual
capable of manifesting the degraded and plebeinn
tastes that he has done. Little Miss Gaveston
‘whom report also reckons amongst the number of
his conquests, has dutifully consented to soon
consummate her nuptials with young Cressingham,
a thing for which she manifested a sudden and
most extraordinary reluctance from the period of
her acquaintance with your brother; I was told
that he resides somewhere in this neighbourhood.”

“Is it possible !” asked Eva eagerly. “And
yet it cannot be, I would have learned it ere
this.”

“ Perhaps not, but it could not matter much to |

you, Miss Huntingdon. 'Tis ncedless to ask if
you have been forbidden to hold any intercourse
with him” Eva did not reply but her color
deepened.  Sir George continued. “ And, of
course, a young lady brought up as you have
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been, would respect herself too much to stoop to
Id any communication however indircet with
¢ who has degraded and disgraced his family,
% your brother has done.”
*Whatever wrongs his own family may have
OTeproach him with, you at least, Sir George,
Ve suffered nothing from him,” rejoined Eva
mldly,
“Iam not so sure of that,” was the somewhat *
““l'ntolliglblc reply.  “Circumstances may occur
"reatter—but his speech was abruptly termi-
Nated by the entrance of Lord Huntingdon, who
:‘“ﬂﬂy shaking hands with him, “inquired affec-
“nately afier his dear boy’s healih,” demon-
:“'Nions of affection which called forth, but a
ay cold display in return.
The arrival of the young Baronet made but
e change in the domestic arrangements of
- Utingdon Hall. The feeble and daily declin-
8 health of the hostess precluded anything like
Uety, and the visitor was compelled to pass the
“ter part of the day along, either riding out or

8ing on a sofa in the Library. Still, notwith-
L"ﬂding

»bie seemed perfcetly contented, the more so,
'lm;‘h‘“-‘ contrived nearly every day to inflict a
" of his judolent .ennui on Eva. That this
i u:" from pleasing or desirable to the latter
! ishme“Wcssary to say, but to her mingled aston-
' "tand annoyance, Lady Huntingdon who had

enf
deﬂ N orce

with such rigid exactness her entire

v N to her studics, now insisted as determin-
on

toom, ber daily appearance in the drawing

ey Tl\(_‘re she had to sit for two long hours
“Vening, listening to Sir George's eulight-
Sriticisms on her embroidery, music; or else

i r‘m%t miraculous feats he recorded of the
Gty o S8 of & hunter named Eneas, or the saga-
. B favorite pointer rejoicing in the equally
Wm Pame of Hector. He was never discon-
Wy, . & moment by her cold and almost
tieg Sh:lg silence, and onc evening when she fan-
%tain‘th have slightly discouraged him, by
g a silence almost unbroken by a

i"gly geu:"l::: df'or two catire hours, he patroniz-

“

! iimm?' it wag indeed a pleasure to converse
!‘die.’ ins Huntingdon, for unlike most young
22 o, dwl.lose society it was impossible to edge”
talgn & Side-ways, ghe could listen as well as
i, A " made no reply, but she thought of
b Ry 510" and sighed ; she thought of Ches-

4
oy

'
i

o 8ham, and sighed still deeper.
do%ﬁ;:h’% Wecks after Sir George had been
“ed at the Hall, he entered tho broakfast

e Noming in earnest conversation with ¢
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The countenance of the latter notwith-
standing his attempts at indiffcrence was singu
larly troubled, and his first question was “for
Lady Huntingdon” On hearing that she was con-
fined to her room by indisposition he scemed much
anuoyed, and as soon as the meal was over, made
some apology to his guest and hurried away. The
latter looked at his watch, yawned and then as
Eva approached the door, carnestly exclaimed.

¥ Are you going too Miss Huntingdon § Really
it would be an act of charity, if you and Mrs,
Wentworth would cither remain here, or élse
permit me to accompany you to the study to
assist at your lessons.” )

Fva looked towards her preceptress, already
pitying Sir George in anticipation of the severe
reproof which she expeeted this daring speech
would infallibly call down on him, but to her
indescribable astonishment, her governess calmly
rejoined ; “that Miss Huntingdon vas free arbi-
tress of her own actions, and that as far as she
hereself was coucerned, she was willing, nay
desirous that her pupil should at all times waive
the individual duties of private improvement in
favor of those of hospitality.”

- Mrs, Wentworth followed up this speech by plac-
ing herself with & book at a distant window,
whilst Eva, lelt without any other alternative,
placed herself before her embroidery frame. Sir
George evidently delighted, drew a chair near her

his host.

.and as he entangled her silks under pretence of

assorting them, exclaimed,

“I like, to see this paticnce-proving work
brought out; it affords promise of a long pleasant
hour's talk. And now, Miss Huntingdon, shall I
tell you about the grand steeple chase at which
Eneas won & gold cup, or of the race between
young Lord Mornington and myself last autumn,

‘at which I came in winner by nearly half the

distance.”

“I believe you have already related both facts
to me,” said Eva, with an.almost imperceptible
amile.

“Ihave,aye? Well I never told you of my
novel wager with Captain Brookes of the Lancers,
in which we agreed to walk through Brighton
with a cart, disguised a8 vendors of delf, and see
who should dispose of most in a given time. The
wager was for a thousand guineas, and I lost it
by & sixpenny tea-pot and a child’s mug.”

Eva having acknowledged her ignorance of the
fact in question, Sir George immecdiately entered
on the full details and after he had finished, pro-
cecded to acquaint her, though under solemn
injunctions of secrecy, with his suspicions that
Brookes had bribed the old woman who purchased
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“the tea-pot” e was still leaning over Eva's

¢hair, absorbed in all the excitement of his narra-
S ‘iV(', when Lady Huntingdon entered the apart-
Ment.  The young Baronet drew back silent and
Somewhat abashed, but her ladyship sweetly
3 &xclaimed.”

“Nay, Sir George, I do not wish to interrupt
You, only 1 fear yourre tempting Miss Huntingdon

Play traaut too long.” .

Eva understanding the allusion, rose, and whilst
the anqd Mrs. Wentworth left the room, her mother
Seated herself on a couch and gracefully motioned

er guest to take a place beside her.

“Come, Sir George, I must hear that amusing

@ you were relating to Miss Huntingdon, If
You succeed in rendering yourself one half as
§ :g"ﬁcablo to me as you have apparently done to
¢ T, you will be an invaluable companion,”
$ the © young man obeyed, though he entered on
i
§

Rarrative with a hesitation and rcluctance
o1 different to the ardour and eagerness he had
d’splayed whilst recounting- it for Eva's benefit,
° ho stood somewhat in awe of the cold satirical
'?“'it of his fair hostess. The tale, however, was
‘g_hly applauded, and Sir George's daring spirit
ingly eulogized. Nearly an hour elapsed ere
ey Parted, and then Lady Huntingdon returned
°nce to her dressing room, whither her daugh-

. Va8 immediately summoned.
E“}W must dispense with your studies, to-day,
"0t to have a long conversation with you, but

& seat,”

’ d? Huntingdon’s manner was less chilling,
. °F Voica legs harsh than usual, and Eva wonder-
thoy what the change portended scated herself,

P

4

8h at & respectful distanco.

ell, the intelligence I have to impart wil,
.d”“bt, surprise you as much as it has sur-
ey myself; for I did not even dream of having
& fact to communicate to you for years to
Uy ® Child as you yet are, your hand has been
b:‘dy sought in marriage, and by one, I am
PPY to.say, whom my warmest dreams could

« %ly have dared to expect for a son-in-law.”
s By “'e!y» your la.dysbil.) is jt.:sting,”'stammered
: ﬁq- haiy, and then crimsoning to the roots of

“«
n Ldo ngt believe I am in the habit of Jjesting
m‘;‘“‘h topics” was the grave reply. “No, you
hlndmy on my seriousness, a proof of it, your
Reeq been promised as well as sought. I

E“M 0quire if you know to whom 1

L t‘00 egitated to think of replying. A
“om Wild fancies and suppositions flashed
. One moment she thought of Mr. Ar-

she exclaimed as the Iatter entered. “I .
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lingford, but that was too absurd, ton improbable
It was, it must be Chester Rockingham. The
thought was cestacy, it was the very delirium of
happiness, but her dreams were har-hly and of-
fectunlly dispelled by Lady Huntingdon's next
sentence.

“ You know not how very fortunate you are, in
having won the affections of a man of the wealth
and standing of Sir George Leland”

The revulsion of Eva's feelings may be ima-
gined.  “Sir George Leland,” #he re-cchoed,
“Yes, the owner of Leland Park and Wilden
Abbey,” rejoined Lady Huntingdon somewhat
sharply, for ncither the tone nor manner of her
duughter pleased her.

“ Mamma, mamma, you do not mean to gay,
that you have promised my hand to Sir Geaorge ©°
asked the young girl, in a tone that plainly re-
vealed the state of her feclings.

“Not promised it! Do you funcy, for one mo-
ment, that precious as it doubtless is, it would be
refused to a Baronet whose income amounts to
twelve thousand a-year1”

“But Mamma, I do not love, I do not even re-
spect him.”

“I thought Mrs. Wentworth had interdicted
you the perusal of novels or romances” was the
brief but satirical reply.

A long silence followed, during which Lady
Huntingdon, with great apparent calmness, count-
ed the pearls in the setting of one of her rings,
and then looking up she exclaimed with one of
her insufferably arrogant smiles :

“Is this your only objection to Sir George,
young lady ¢”

“No, I have another more potent still,” re.
joined the girl, stung to the quick by the insult-
ing superciliousness of her companion. “ Tis,
that I dislike, I despise him.”

“Better and better, Miss Huntingdon,” rejoined
her mother with the eame mocking smile. “ Dis-
like and despise are singular words from the lips
of a young lady not yet seventeen, applied too to
the individual whom her parents have sclected as
her future husband. I fear your moral training
hns been neglected by good Mrs. Wentworth in
her anxiety for your advancement in more super-
ficial branches. Now, listen to me Eva, I wilt
say but a few words more, and to those few words
there must be no reply. You have spoken as a

child, yet will I reason with you as a woman.
Know then, that the credit, the honour of our
name depends on your union with Sir George;
that alone can save your family from ruin, your
father from disgrace and shame. When the only
surviving parent of the man now most fortunately

VAR IR NN AN TN Y

A LA AR AT L S TARTA A AT AT M AR R AT SN A A LA AR AA YA Y T L VLR A LA AL

B N N A e N NN

NN

N

* AR ARA TR A AR R A T A T T T R A e e R S T e
B ~—~—

At b e, ——

aw—n e s

v s ean

R @ s A St T ot

———— P

L,

T vt o,

o

Ny gppemn wrein Aevea

o —

e S

Pt

N | ARt ao rame®



e 4
7
;
7
7
’
5
e
’
/
’

R NN

and unexpectedly suing for your hand, died; he
®ft hix san, a boy of six years, to the sole gunar-
dj‘msl\ip of his bosom friend Lord Huntingdon.
2O, Ido not wish to criminate or nccuso your
ather in any way ; suflice it to say, that either
ough niisfurture or mismanagement, the stato
°f'his affirs ave such, that the final day of reck-
g with his ward, will be a day of exposure, of
i, Ty day which has been delayed hy every
pf’«"siblc stratagem, ean no longer be averted,
' George has come down here with that pur-
Dose, already has he applied to your father on
G subject,  ITalf distracted, Lord IIuntingdon
:‘“’“‘ tome for the assistance and encouragement
olof‘fs’ﬂ‘ in my power to bestow; when a hope
e Nght, so blissful, that its coming almost dnz-
ion Us, has suddenly broken in upon our afflic-

> and young Leland in asking for your hand,
ol A once put it into your power to save not
.oy .“‘0 honour of your family, but to add to its
euZ::l:f and wealth. And now -I have said
ﬁng(‘a % too much for the daughter of Lady Hun-
Yo h°“~ The path of duty is plainly traced out,

o ¥0 but to followdt. As your consent has
hnceg“'.(‘n, however, in a matter of such impor-

) Without consulting you, and as you have
A d’ef‘s“d yourself with such singular, and I may
ive “v“fcmmme violence-on the subject; I will
™ )°l'l ten days for reflection. At the end of

rp""od, Sir George, who left here about an

%80 on a visit to Lord Middlemore, will have
™d, and I will then expect you to give me
nsent in due form, and receive him with
¢8ard and deference due to your affianced.
That will do now, I have detained
,iel;“dy too long.”

INg to the force of habit, Eva turned me-
lczny to the door, but suddenly recollecting
igh Tecollecting that this passive obedience
h onstrued hereafter into a token of ac-

° in the proposal just laid before her,
P3sed, and rested her hand on the lock. Her
“ exc;’:i»m 1;Ode'ever, divining her intention at
a:tn‘:nother word, Miss Huntingdon! I wish™
fi g, more from you, till you are in a more
ame of mind, Retire now, and remem-
“:When this subject is next discussed be-
ection. I'must hear no more of your childish

The "S and scruples.” '
Yooy, t;:”"te“ n'xind conquered, and Eva left the
Ttwarg :g:‘ With thoughts as rebellious as her

008 Were passively obedient.

(To be continued.)
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EVA HUNTINGDON—CLEOPATRA EMBARKING ON TIIE CYDNUS.
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Tue following lines by T. K. Iervey, are among
the most beautiful in the language. There is an
clasticity and inclody in the versification, which
has never been surpassed.  Cleopatra’s barge
could not have floated more buoyantly down the
Cydnus, than do the poet’s bright fancies down
his light and graccful stanzas:

CLEOPATRA EMBARKING ON THE CYDNUS. ,
Flutes in the sunny air,
And harps in the porphyry halls,
And a low, deep hum, liko & people’s prayer,
With its heart-breathed swolls and falls |
And an echo like the descrt’s call,
Flung back to the sounding shores |
And the river's ripple, heard through all,
As it plays with the silver oars !
The sky is a gleam of gold !
And the amber breczes float
Like thoughts to be dreamed of, but never told,
~ Around the dancing boat.

She has stepped on the burning sand |
And the thousand tongues are mute |
And the Syrian strikes, with a trembling hand,
The strings of his golden lute !
And the Ethiop's heart throbs loud and high
Beneath his white symar,
And the Lybian kneels as he mects her eye
Like the flash of an eastern star |
+ The gales may not be heard,
Yet the silken streamers quiver,
And the vessel shoots, like a bright-plumed bird
Away—down the golden river.

Away by the lofty mount |
And away by the lonely shore |
And away by the gushing of many a fount, .
Where fountains gush no more |
Ob ! for some wamning vision, there,
Some voice that should have spoken,’
Of climes to be laid waste and bare,
And glad, young spirits broken !
Of waters dried away,
And the hope and beauty blasted !
That scenes so fair and hearts so gay,
Should be carly wasted !

\

“I wisu that we could create a general passion
for gardening and horticulture—we want more
beauty about our houses. The scenos of our child-
hood are the memories of our future years, Let
our dwellings be beautiful with plants and flow-
ers.” Flowers are, in the language of a late cul-
tivator, “the playthings of childhood and the or-
naments of the grave; they raise amiling looks to
man and grateful ones to God”
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THE AFFIANCED.

A CANADIAN TALE.

Tue ice in the river had not yet su(ﬁcxontly
formed to obstruct the passage of boats; a canoe
was therefore unmoored, in which the little party
seated themselves, and were quickly rowed across
by Madelaine's son, a boy of sixteen years, Milli-
ecnt’s heart sunk within her as she approached the
opposite shore; and absorbed in mental devotion,
sho scarcely heard the low tones of the priest,
who strove to whisper words of consolation in her
ear. And when at last the light bark ccased its
onward motion, and she knew she was approaching
the fatal spot, she strove in vain to look up, her
head drooped upon her bosom, and an involuntary
trembling scized her whole frame. The good
Priest marked her emotion with the tenderest pity:

“ Courage, my daughter,” he said, “ it is God
Who chastens, and He has power to comfort you.”

He gently took ber arm as he spoke, and assisted
her to leave the boat. She made a strong effort
%o control her feelings, and as her kind conductor
led her onwards, strove to nerve herself by inward
Prayer for her fearful task. But yet she wanted
courage to look around her; and not till an excla-
Mation of horror burst from the lips of Justine,

. Was she aware that she had reached the scene of
the late fatal contest. Then, rallying her almost
failing strength, she raised her eyes by a desperate
effort, and looked around upon the objects amidst
Which she stood.

Terrible indeed was the spcctacle which met
her view. The late pretty and peaceful village of
St, Clmrlos, the queen of the Richelieu, renowned
for it beauty and prosperity, was deserted by its
terrifieq inhabitants, and that portion of it around,
8ad in the vicinity of the Seigneur’s mansion,
Which the stockade included, lay now & mouldering
Tuin.  §till from the unconsumed buildings arose
dense clouds of smoke, and gleams of lurid flame,
Which yet found food for its rapacity in the
°hm'red and crackling timbers. The mangled

ics of the slain lay around in promiscuous
eaps + and dispersed among them were groups of
eCping women and temﬁcd children, scarching
for the bodies of those whom they had lost.
illicent grew sick and faint, sho could not
;:’d“l‘o the sight; a cry of anguish burst from her
P8, and sho clasped her bands over ber eyes to

thut out the harrid spectacle.
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“Courage! my daughter,”
priest; “
brothers—our sons—our fathers, who lie w.lu-

e e S

repeated the gond
it is a sight of woe,—but they are cur

ried here, and we must nerve ourse'ves for du. .

ty. To-morrow we will weep—to-day is for ac-
tion.”

So saying, he began to scarch among the
ghastly faces that lay upturned about him, grim
with the last agonies of a violent death, for the fa-
miliar features of M. de St. Vallery, of Léon and
others, to whom his first services were due. Millj-
cent followed silent and shuddering; but as ghe
became more accustomed to the horrors of the

place, she felt her gaze attracted as by a epell to

every prostrate body, yet trembling every instant .

lest she should recognize in each that her eye foll
upon, the well known garb and features of those
she sought, yet feared to find.”

Too soon, however, were her fears in part
realized. As she pursued her trembling search,
cager, yet shrinking with instinetive dread, she
approached a heap of slain, who, from the situa-
tion in which they lay, seemed to have fallen in
the first heat and fury of the combat. The priest
was bending down to examine one whom he

A N A e R

-fancied still breathed, when he was startled by a -

wild ery of agony, and turning quickly, he belield
Millicent kmeeling beside a figure that lay wiih its
face upon the earth.

+ The motionless arm was outstretched, and on a
finger of the rigid band, sparkled her fathers
ring—it was an emerald which had descended to
him with his name~he had always worn it, and by
this token his wretched daughter recognized him.
And now, that lifeless hand, which was never
more to clasp her's with the fond pressure of
affection, she bathed with her tears, and strained
in mute agony to her heartand lips. The bencvo-
lent priest, touched to the soul by this spectacle,
moved silently apart, forbearing by word or sign to
violate the sanctity of filial gricf.

Suddenly, however, the tramp of steeds and the
noise of an armed troop was heard approaching.
“ Les Anglais ! Lcs Anglais I* resounded from the
groups of tarified females, who were prose-

cuting their melancholy search, and snatching their
children in their arms, they fled with precipitation
to the shelter of the neighboring woods. It wasin
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truth & detachment of the royal force, returning to
the field of battle, for the humane purpose of
burying the enemy’s dead, and it was in vain that
they shouted to the frightened women to return,
pr(;mising that no harm should befall them. They
continued their flight, tuming a deaf ear to the
friendly voices, which they believed were raised to
lure them to death, so deep-rooted was their foar
and hatred of the English, and so firm their belief
in their eruel and revengeful purposes.

Millicent and her companions alone remained
Tor an instant sho raised her head to
gaze upon the tumult, and then agrin, indifferent
to ull around her, sunk beside her dead father, and
relapsed into absorbing sorrow. . The soldiers
immediately commenced digging trenches in
which to bury the dead; but the priest, anxious
for Millicent's sake, to reserve the body of St.
Vallery for more honorable interment, approached

sjationary.

¢ agroup of officers who stood discoursing together,
. and made known to them his wishes. They were
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courteously acceded to; and after ascertaining
beyond a doubt that Léon de Lorimier was not
among the slain, he proposed to Millicent her
inmediate return to St. Marc's,

Her reluctance to quit the lifeless remains of
her father was vanquished, by the priest’s de-
claring his intention to remain and sce.the body
*afely conveyed across the river, while she and

" Justine should make their short voyage back, with

the lad who rowed them over in the morning.
Millicent, pressed his hand in grateful silence,—
#he dared not trust herself to spenk,—she could
Bt even thank him for shedding the hope, that
Léon still lived, over the darkness of this hour of
Sorrow, ’ )
As guided by the priest, and supported by
Wtine, eho slowly quitted the scene of recent
\aughter, an officer who stood intently observing
T, uttered some words of commiseration that
touched her inmost sowl. She did not raise her

: ¥%s to thank him, for they were streaming with

‘s, but ehe bowed her head as she passed him,
‘?"h‘*hnt gentle and touching grace, which dis-
02uished her, even in this moment of intense

\

; d bittep suffering. He saw through the peasant’s

* Burh that she was other than she seemed, for it

’
r
i
.
¢
i

’

i

il:ig“lf‘ed her less, than did the air of misery and
1ction which threw so strangea veil over the
“utiful anq brilliant daughter of St. Valftry.
m0v:§ 8 respect and pity followed her as she
onlg along, and she was grateful for it. - Nor
she be inscnsible to the humaaity of those
cir 2d como thus carly to bury the dead of
.1 "*quished enemy, and to bury them too

¢ rites of their own holy faith ; for the
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English  had summoned thither priests of the
Catholic Church, who were uttering over the
slain their own affecting and solemn funeral
service,

That evening, the good priest arrived at St
Marc's, bringing with him the body of M. de St.
Vallery. It was no time for delay; the burial
rites were therefore performed immediately, and
before midnight, the mortal remains of the once
haughty and ambitious St. Vallery were de-
posited in their last resting place, among the
humble graves of the village cemetery.

It is impossible to picture the grief and desola-
tion of Millicent, when these final solemnities
were ended.  Then she truly felt that she was an
orphan—she forgot all that she would have
wished to change in her father—his recent cold-
ness, the madness of his political career, the
deliberation with which he bad sacrificed all most
dear to them both, on the ehrine of his vain am-
bition. She remembered only the love she had
borne him—the affection he had lavished upon
her. She thought upon those sunny days, when
her home was an earthly paradise; when the
tenderness of her parents, and the love of Léon
made her cup of life overflow with happiness
And now—how ead the reverse of the picture—
what a change had come over her lot; she dared
not trust herself to contemplate it, but strove
earnestly to lift her thoughts above this transient
scene, and lose the keen sense of her present
‘misery and desolation in the sublime and glorious
promises of an immortal life. But her sorrows and
bereavements were still of a date too recent, to
yield at once, even to a source of consolation so
perfect and entire.

Added to the grief occasioned by her father's
death, was the intense anxiety for Léon, which
racked her mind. His fate was still wrapped in
dark uncertainty; and the fearful suspense she
endured was, if possible, more torturing than the
most dreadful certainty. Worn out by grief and
agitation, nature at last sank exhausted, and
throwing herself upon her bed, the unhappy girl

- sunk into a deep, but iznquiet sleep, which lasted

several hours,

The dawn “ras just breaking, when she was
awakened by an unusual bustle in the outer apart-
ment. She raised herself upon her elbow, and
listened breathlessly. It was surely Léon's voice !
yes—she heard him speak her name, and springing
up,~—for she had not undresed on lying down—
with one bound she reached thoe door. It burst
open, and she was clasped in Léon's arms—clasped
in & passionato embrace to his heart. She felt
his scalding tears upon hor check,~—but her’s fall
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liko bLalm,~—for he was spared to her, and she was
not dosolate.

Their first words were of her father, and long
and sadly they conversed of his fate. Icon
strovo with the tenderness of love to soothe and
comfort her, and most grateful to her wounded
heart were his fond and gentle words of sympathy.
Yet he spoke with a fecling near akin to envy of
the death of St. Vallery; expressing himself on
the subject of his conduct and fall, with such sad,
yet animated fervor, that Millicent asked, in an
accent of surprise, if he regretted his own escape.

“Thank God rather, dear Léon,” she said, “if
only for my sake, that your life is spared—and
oh! let the experience of the last few days, which
has involved so many in misery and wretchedness,
persuade you to withdraw from this fatal contest,
and return to the peace and happiness you have
forsaken.”

“ Millicent,” he said, in tones of desperate firm-
ness, “1 cannot do this, I am a marked man, for I
have drawn my sword against my sovereign, and
I cannot sheathe it now without the loss of liberty
and life. I bave been urged on to embrace a
career which neither my reason nor my conscience
approve ; but I am pledged by solemn vows to my
party not to recede—and at all risks, I must go on-
ward. Dearest Millicent,” he continued, in a voice
of deep emotion, “do not urge me to dishonor—

AAAAAAAAAAATAAL AL TAA L AAA WA VAL AAA VL AVAAA A VAAAAAAAAAAAA

an honorable adversary, than live to meet the
ignoble death of a traitor.”

A look of tender reproach was Millicent’s only
Teply ; she was wholly unnerved by suffering, and
she hid her face and wept in silence. He was
rebuked by her enduring gentleness, and all bit-
terness forsook him—he thought only of her, and
: 8trove again to soothe her. ,

b “Y am a wretch,” he said, “a selfish, unmanly

AN

of your sorrows, by the utterance of my own—I
: did speak with envious feelings of your father’s
\ fato—for so should all have stood, winaing with
o desperate valor, victory or death. But after the

- first onset of the foe, the fortune of the fight
Seemed against us, and they fled ; I strove to rally
& them—but in vain. The charge with bayonets

i ould I do sgainst & host? I turned to follow

‘ them, anq heard myself branded with thé name of

oward! Even now, although I scaled in death

the lips that dared to utter it, the insulting epithet

*4ll rings in my ears—I feel myself degraded by

&u?n'? more blood must flow to wash away the
o,

M ranaaa

Millicent trembled as she looked upon his pale

pray rather that I may fall beneath the sword of.

by Wretch,sweet Millicent, “ to increase the poignancy %

.y had stricken terror into every soul;—and I—what
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and agitated face, and listened to his rapid and
excited utterance.

“J.lon! dear Léon!” she said, “how are you
transformed | I ean scarcely recognize in you
the being to whom I gave my whole heart, with
all the strength and purity of its first and fondest
affections.  Talk not of shedding blood ko lightly,
Léon ;—too much has flowed :lready, and for an
idle word, be not so swift to grasp the murderous
sword.”

“ Forgive me, dearest,” he «aid; “tle memory
of that biting taunt has driven me to dwell upon
a theme too harsh for one so gentle as my Milli.
cent. I am getting a soldier’s roughness in this
war,” be added, with a melancholy suile, “and
fear I wound you by it—but not designedly—no,
believe me, dear one, never in the fondest, brightest

moments of our intercourse, when happiness shone -

cloudlessly and full of promise on us, was my
heart more loyal to its love, more truly, more
entirely yours, than now.” .

Millicent returned the fond pressure of her
lover's band, but her heart was full, and she
attempted no reply. Léon too remained silent,
absorbed for many minutes in most painfal
thought. He had indeed become a desperate
man; for in partially adopting the views and
feelings of the discontented, be had inadvertently
compromised his honor and his principles; and
the extremities to which his party at length pro-

_ceeded, and the overt acts committed by them

within the last few days, revealed to him the
precipice on the brink of which he stood, and con-
vinced him that there was no longer any avenue
open by which he might retreat.

He must now stand or fall with the cause to
which he had rashly pledged himself, and of the
ultimate success of which he cherished no hope;
since, however flattering might have been their
prospects, they were now ruined by a premature
resort to arms. There was too, so little concert
among the leaders, so little unanimity in their
followers, and’ such a want of proper discipline
and system in the organization of the whole plot,
that he could anticipate for it only certain and
speedy failure,

Still he considered himself pledged to it; he
had gone too far to recede, and his only prospect
and purpose now, was to stand or fall bravely
with the cause for which he had bartered his
dearest earthly hopes. Foreseeing, as he thought,
his inevitable fate, he was anxious to place Milli-
cent at once in a safe and peaceful home; and
faeling assured that in case of his death, sho

would choose to end her days in a convent, he

resolved to urge her seeking immediately the
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dtel-Dieu, where her father had wished to leave
{ er before his deatl,

§ The maleontents, routed at St. Charles, were
!

¢

¢

=

¢ Wnding themselves together with renewed
st"\‘ngth in the county of the Two Mountaing, and
ﬂ‘?"c Léon had-promised immediately to join them.
lillicent he knew, in order to be near him, would
eire to go to Madame D'Lorme, her father's
f Yep-sister, at St. Eustache; but he shrank from
{ nveying her to a place, where in all probability,
¢ Wother gcene similar to that of St Charles,
' ¥ould ere long be acted.
_f(m’s love for Millicent had been an absovbing
o""""“. nor bad it lost any of its tonder and
Y“‘Od character, for she was a croature formed
™Mspire an affection, as enduring as it was forvent,
Mmare consistent in his love than in his political
m"d_“ck he could not endure the thought of in-
ow:"‘;g the being dearest to him on carth, in his
her ,l‘s'tmct,ion ; and not even for the joy of having
o lde.)xim while he lived, would he consent
i nl; sharing the danger and death, which must
' Prabability environ him. Therefore ho
© %o her of the convent, contrasting its peace
ﬁ‘h:’ﬁPOSe with her present position, urging her
“.Ofwn repeated wishes on the subject, and
:3““8‘ her, till happier times permitted him
%mf;:? her, to.retire there, and yicld him the
Qe of knowing that she dwelt in safety and
“" ness‘
e You were rejoiced when my father permitted
q“ickly dccompany you here, Léon,” she said

o “ and now,—now,—why is it that you urge
o . 14Ut you} Why, since you alone remain to
Y Inot be suffered to dwell where I can
of 5. . "™ You, and sometimes have the happiness

« . 0g you i
70‘121 ‘:em‘est. you know not how reluctantly I
% g 0 seek a distunt asylum. But the chan-
\ ateq nces of a career like mine, cannot be
hepg _ -POD, dear Millicent, and go with me
i, J°U Will, events may soon remove me
N ;zi::d 80 far from you, that I.mady not be
: lid;ngs °r to hear of your welfare, or send you
! Wyg O Mine. In the present crisis of affairs,
{ Wiy 32 Lshall feel the separation, it will bring
¢ Doy, % ™My mind to think of you with good and

She 1“ » 10 a home of peace and safety.”
p q“i'mked at him with tearful eyes, and her
0L vy ere
N % X will loave you—my heart may breal,
o o tHers not, since my presence can no
De:wo You comfort.” .
q l.lillieem,, do not misunderstand me,”

onately; “I urge you to this step
very intensity of my affection; for it
N
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is like plucking out a right eye to send you from
me, but your safety is dearer to me than my own
happiness.”

“1 am safe any where,” she answered, “but
only near you, Léon, can I know peace. Should
ill befall you, which God forbid,—I will then
gladly bury my grief in the life-long seclusion of
a convent; but while you live, let me dwell
where I may sometimes hear the sound of your
voice, and see your smile beaming upon me in
love.” .

Léon’s heart was deeply touched by her en-
during and self-sacrificing love. Never had she
scemed dearer to him than at this moment; and
while most keenly alive to all the joy and peace
her presence and affection brought, his reluctance
grew proportionably strong, to expose¢ one so
lovely and beloved to the shifts and perils of his
uncertain life.  She read his perplexity and said
gently :

« Léon, if youhave fears for me, dismiss them,—
only suffer me to choose my own path; whether
it leads to death or life, if you are my companion
I will not shrink from following it.”

“ Ah, Millicent,” he said with strong emotion,
“How ill do I deserve from you this noble self-
devotion! Alas! I have won your young and
pure affections, only to cast on them the fatal
blight destined to fall on every thing I love!”

“Tet us not accuse fate, Léon, nor utter vain
‘and bitter self-reproaches,” she said, “but humbly
place our reliance on that good Being whose love
controls our destiny. And now—you go to St.
Eustache—did you not tell me so?”

“ Yes, the spirit of revolt is active there, and I
have pledged myself to aid it,” he answered with
a bitter smile. | -

“ And you know, Léon, that my aunt, Madame
D'Lorme resides there, and she will gladly give
both shelter and protection to her brother's or-
phan; of whom else, indeed, could I ask it with
so much confidence {”

“I no longer oppose your wishes, dear Milli-

_cent,” he said, “ We will not separate till fate

decrees it, and may that day be more remote than
my fears whisper. Let us now prepare for our
departure, for we must begone immediately.”
Within the short space of an hour, the lovers
attended by Justine, and driven by Madelaine’s
son, in one of those high clumsy vehicles called a
calécho, which are to be seen only in Canada, and
even there, aro rapidly being superseded by more
modern and commodious equipages, commenced
their progress towards St Eustache. Avoiding
the usual route by the city, they crossed the St.
Lawrence at the northern extremity of the island
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of Montreal, and passing on by the way of Terre-
bonne, reached the village of St. Bustache at a
late hourin the evening. Madame D'Lorme re-
ceived Millicent with a kind and cordial welcome,
and for that night Léon also remained bencath
her roof. )

She was a widow, without children, and of
simple habits; for though descended on the fa-
ther's side from the saine ancestors as her step-
brother M. De 8t. Vallery, she was wholly free
from that inordinate hereditary pride, which had
been so prominent a weaknesg in his character.
She was in truth the most humble and gentle of
human beings, and soothed by her kind sympathy,
and by the perfect tranquillity which reigned
throughout her little household, Millicent, under
other circumstances, might have regained some-
what of her former cheerfulness. But the know-
ledge that the country around her was in a state
of open inswrection, preparing with all the
strength it could muster to resist the authority of
the sovercign, and that Léon was a voluntary
sharer in all the peril and odium of this danger-
ous experiment, banished slumber from her eyes,
and peace from her anxious heart.

As for Léon, he passed most of his time at St.
Benoit, a village about twelve miles distant from
St. Eustache, the inhabitants of which were also
engaged in preparations of a hostile nature,
Often he was absent for several days in succes-
sion, and when he returned from these expedit-
fons he seemed disturbed and restless, and fre-
Quently maintained amoody silence, which Mil-
licent seldom ventured to break. Once only she
Temonstrated with him on the course he was pur-
8uing; but he listened toher withill-concealed im-
Patience, and whin she ceased, implored her as she
valued his love, never to speak again to him upon
that subject.

Sho strictly obeyed him ; and from that day no
Wordof entreaty or expostulation cver escaped her
!ip& She felt that every earthly prop was desert-
1ng her, but she yiclded without & murmur to her
fate, and with the humble fervor of a soul that

abandoned earthly hopes and joys, she im-
Plored of God his guidance and support through-
all her gtill unknown and mighty trials. In the
Privacy of her own apartment, and at the altar of
the village church, she was daily a meek and
amest gupplicant for that resignation to the

'vina will, which she found it so difficult to at-

n,

The cffects of this fearful struggle were too
%000 apparent in the wasting of her fragile form,
10 her faltering step, her fading cheek, and in the

TUE AFFIANCED.

IMARAAAAAAR MR AN A N AR AARA A AR A AR AR AN A A A MAAAA AN AN A A AN A

A N A AR A A AR AAAA AR A R R AR A A A VA A

é
|
i
g
|
|
:
;
?
:
;
E
z
5

A A N A A AN AP A AN AN SR AAAAS S

sad and downeast glanee of that dark and elo-
quent eye, once o radiant with delizht and love,
Madame D'Torme, with secret anxicty, watched
the sad, yet gradual change in the person of her
lovely niece ; nor was Lion, absorbed as he seemed
in hurrying and weighty earcs, in<ensible to her
altered appearance ; yet he strove to faney that
he deceived himself, and though every day showed
in the soft lineaments of her face the deeper rava-
ges of sorrow, he dared not trust Limself to ex-
press his apprehensions, lest by =o doing his heart
should become unmanned, and his arm wholly ua-
nerved.

He must go onward at whatever cost—he had
pledged himself to the course hie was pursuing,
and though with Lis whole heart he did not ap-
prove it, he would not pause in Lis mad carcer;
he called it yielding to destiny, and so he pressed
on and reaped the bitter fruit of Lis infatustion.
His manner had become abstracted, often moudy,
and his affection for Millicent scldom found utter-
ancc—one might almost have thought it was no
longer cherished in his heart, but for the burst of
impassioned grief and tenderness, which at times
he seemed unable to repress.

But even these expressions of his undiminished
love failed to exert their wonted power over the
stricken soul of Millicent. The hopes, the en-
chantments of earth were fast losing their facina-
tions in her view: for she lmew that she should
soon be beyond their power to wound, or give her
joy. Her love for Lécn was a deathless principle,
which she felt, assured would survive the term of
her brief mortal life, and expand into higher and
purer beauty in that land where no night comes.
But here her dream of bliss was ended ; the grief
and anxiety of the past few weeks had too surely
done their work, and now the brilliant glancing
of her eye, the vivid hectic of her cheek too truly
presaged the brief term allotted to her, who, a few
short months before shone bright with jos; and
looked gaily forward through a long and smiling
vista of happy years.

Thus passed on nearly & fortnight, when intel-
ligence reached St. Eustache, that a military force
from the garrison of Montreal, was preparing to
march thither immediately. These tidings only
served to increase the ardor and activity of the
malcontents; the bustle of preparation ceased
not night nor day ;" every thing that could be con-
verted into ammunition for the ill-supplied Cana-
dians, was used for that purpose; even the com-
mon iron utensils, designed for culinary use, were
cut up into circular picces, to supply the only
cannon in their possession. The women too
sealously lent their aid, and employed themselves
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in making cartridges and flags; the latter of a
rather miniature size, but displaying various
Patriotic emblems and mottoes, which thos con-
ﬁ'li'mly expected woeuld soon wave in triumph
over their de fente d fos

On the mom.nz of L of Divemtber, srme
kouts whe had Lecn sent out to reconnoitre, re-
turned, bringing intelligence that a large body of
troopy, headed by the Commander-in-Chief, had
@icamped on the preceding night at St Martin,
ind were already on their march towards St
Emuwhe, which they would probably invest be-
fore noon, At these tidings, many a heart which
had prided itself upon its courage, quaked, and
there were not a few who fled to St. Benoit, from
the scene of immediate danger.

Early on the morning of that fatal day, Milli-
“nt, imnorant of the tidings which had arrived,
went, a8 was often her custom, to offer her prayers
M the altar of the village church.  The building,
though still used for religious purposes; was in-
tended ng g place of defence in case of attack,
imd accordingly thie lower panes of every window
“d Yoen removed, and through each aperture
Protruded the end of a musket.
cm:s state of preparation was not new to Milli-

" heither was it a strange thing to her that in

Me of so much excitement, armed men in
8oups, or singly, should be constantly passing in

d out; other females were kneeling round her,
st:;:‘diifercnt to the bustle, she sank upon the
or d"f the altar, and was soon so wholly ab-

by her devotions, as to become insensible

"¢ rapidly increasing tumult. She was aroused

. Q,:t from her heavenly communings, by the
wouy e of a hand upon her shoulder, and the
he of a voice, that in a hurried tone pro-
dher name. That dear voice, in spite of
her }S: ‘tms,’:glcs, had not yet lost its power over
m:{:"ht bits tones drew her back again to earth,
Vo, 3 kindling cheek she looked up to Léon,
Mxiomgﬂmed and breathless, was bending

w .Y Over her,

n’f’““s" he said quickly, “ Why are you

S is now no place for women ; we have
L t the foc is near, and I entreat that you
Blety » ¢ and let me bear you to a place of
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nml:: st a hasty glance around her—the fo-
L) attjg, all fled, and she alone, was kneeling in
Ny 090 of calm devotion amid & bend of
“1 b:: desperate men. '
e D0 fear” she said quietly; “ Let me
i 4 el“’w}xer:i God can protect me here, as well
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excessive agitation. “Jiven while I speak the
British foree is in sight, and in a few minutes the
deadly knell of battle will be sounded in our
ears.”

“Iraveno fzar, Livn)” she «ald firmle, © oox
st recialn here, and where showld I be, but
near you in the hour of danger 1’

“ And so expose yourself to needless peril, and
me to torturing anxiety,” he exclaimed impetu-
ously., “Come away, dear Millicent, I implore
you; I cannot do my duty while you are here,
and T'would not again be branded with a coward’s
name!” ,

His voice became hoarse with emotion, as in a
low tone, and with lips compressed, hie pronounced
the last words. She felt his hand tremble as it
convulsively grasped her's, and turning her sweet
imploring eyes to his face, she still entreated with
her soft and plaintive voice, for permission to re-
main.

“ When danger really comes, I can, if need be,
easily escape,” she said, “or at least seck shelter
in the vaults beneath the church; no harm can
rcach me there. Do not send me away, dear
Léon; T will kneel here and pray for you all the
while, and if death comes to you to-day, I shall
be near, and I know you would rather breathe
out your life on my bosom than elsewhere.”

There was sad music in her touching tones as
she uttered this appeal, and Léon could not re-
sist its melting influence. Tears blinded his eyes
a8 he fixed them for a moment on her kneeling
figure, but he dashed them bhastily away, feeling
how impossible it was to grant her almost insane
request, or to linger from duty many minutes
longer. He again entreated her to let him con-
duct her from the church before the nearer ap-
proach of the English, should render it impossible
for him to accompany her. :

“ Léon,” she said, in the same low and tender
voice as before, so low indeed that the sounds
were scarcely audible; “in one brief minute I
will go, since you desire it, but,"—and her lip
‘we may never
meet again on earth-nay, start not dearest
Léon, but let it bring you comfort, if you fall in
this day’s fight, to lmow that we shall not long be
separated ; my days are numbered, Léon,—my
sands arc running low ; look at me, dear friend,
and say if I speak not to you now the truth.”

Léon did look upon her with a long and tear-
ful gaze, as though he but now for the first time
marked the ravages which sorrow and illness had
made in that form—those lovely features which
had ever scemed the perfection of beauty in his
gight. And even, with its wasted outline and its
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unnatural lustre, that sweet upturned faco heamed
on him like the face of a seraph; so pure, so
chastened was its angelic loveliness, so full of that
high and holy hope which only heaven ean in-
spire.

Her person was enveloped in a cloak, the hood
of which had fallen back, exposing to view her
head, around which the braids of dark glossy hair
were twined with an unstudied grace, that as-
sisted to define its beactiful and classic contour.
Her cyes had lost the playful archness that once
shono in their sparkling beams, but a soft and
heavenly expression endued them with an elo-
quence unknown to language. The carnation of
her check was gone, oxcept when fatigue or emo-
tion called forth the brilliant flush, that faded as
quickly as it came; and as Léon continued with
&n almost breaking heart to gaze sadly upon her,
the reminded him of a fair and fragile rose,
which, removed from its own sunny garden, was
dying for the genial air and cherishing nurture
of its dear natal soil. .

“Lcon,” she said, with a bright smile meeting
his tearful gaze, “ we shall not long be separated.

_Thad Iast night a vision, which, sure I am, the

blessed Virgin sent to comfort me ; for when I
Woke, my heart was buoyant with happiness. I
thought I saw my mother, Léon, and she was
radiwnt with celestial joy and beauty; I stood
With you, dearest, upon the shore of a stormy -
tiver, and she beckonod to us from a golden cloud,
?n which, with other angelic forms, she sat listen-
Ing to seraphic melody; I too heard it, and I
Stretched out my arms longingly towards her,
When suddenly the bank on which we stood, gave
Way, and we were plunged into the dark and
turbid stream. We struggled but a moment,
When we scemed to rise, I know not how, and
Ascend rapturously towards her; then I awoke,
but the harmonies of heaven were yet ringing in
Iny ears, and the unutterable bliss of that vision

infused into my soul, the peace that passes
nderstanding.”

She sank down exhausted, when she ceased
SPeaking, and Léon forgetting all, save her, knelt
2 speechless emotion by her side. But quickly
“™Mmanding himself, be said in a tone of enforced

erfulness :

“You were ever a sweot enthusiast, my Milli-
cent; anq though I grant now, that this bright
Vision may have been sent to sustain ‘us in our
:’“1'» let us not suppose it intimntes a certainty
bot:m shortly departing hence, No, my boloved,
b re deatl soparates us here, wo shall surely
promises of happi-
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ness, which, but & few short weeks ago were Just
within our grasp.”

A smile of holy resignaiion lighted up the
wan face of Millicent, and with a gentle motion
of her head she remained rilent. Once more, un-
easy at her protracted lingering in the church,
Léon eamestly pressed her departure. The
building was fast filling with men, but the one
interest which engrossed them, prevented their
observing the lovers, who stood near one of the
side altars, in a dimly lighted and remote aisle,
Millicent no longer opposed any resistance to Lis
wishes, but rising with a painful effort lcansd
heavily on his arm, as he led ber gently towards
the door. When they reached the font of holy
wadter, she paused to make the sacred sign of the
cross upon her brow, and as she touched it, Léon
perceived her falter, and grow deadly pale.
Greatly terrified, he threw his arm around her,
with an exclamation of mingled tenderness and
alarm, and conjured her to tell him if she were
ill.

“Be calm, dear Léon,” she said faintly, “Let
me rest here a moment, and I shall recover,” and
she sank helplessly upon a bench as she spoke.

At that instant a loud volley of musketry Lurst
from the windows of the church, shaking it to its
foundation; it was succeeded by a long and
deafening shout, and this greeting of the insur-
gents was immediately answered by the canuon
of the enemy, whose prompt and well-aimed fire
failed not to do deadly execution. A wild shriek
of terror and agony rung through the vaulted
roof of the building, & shriek never to be forgotten
by those who heard it, and then there was a sud-
den rush away from the windows, and the dead
and wounded fell thick upon the threshold of
that sacred edifice, hitherto solely dedicated to
the peaceful and holy offices of religion.

Filled with horror, Millicent sprang instinctive-
ly to her feet. “Mother of God, have pity on us!
was her low and agonized exclamation, as unable
to sustain herself, she fell forward on the bosom
of the appalled Léon.

“Oh, my beloved, whither can I fly to hide you
from this scenei” he wildly exclaimed, in the
bitlerness of feelings that wholly mocked con-
troul.

“Earth has no more power to wound me now,”
she faintly whispered ; “ Heaven already opens to
fecoive my spirit! Léon, too dearly loved, fare-
wellI” - - .

She made an offort to raise her lips to his, but
with a sudden shudder, fell back lifoless in his
arms. The pure and gentle spirit had departed
to Him who gave it; and the wretched, dosolate,
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self-acensing lover, held only a beautiful corpse
upon his bosom.

*Oh, God! now is my cup of biiterness full
even to the brim!” were the words of deepest
agony which burst from JLis stricken heart, as
sinking to the ground, he remained, stupified by
the suddenness of this fatal blow,—as senscless
almost, as the cold and silent form which he still
clasped closely in his embrace. - The din without
was unheeded by him, and the groans and tumalt
within, failed to arouse him from his lethargy of
grief. None had time or thought to mark him ;
as there he sat, gazing in fixed and tearless des-

B N

long and fondly loved.

Suddenly a hand grasped his arm, and a voice
sounded in his ear, which said, “ Rouse yourself
De Lorimier, the enemy will soon effeet an en-
trance—it is impossible to hold out against them
much longer—wo must quit the church, or be
consumed within it, for doubtless they will fire it
instantly.” . '

Léon looked up with vacant wonder, and saw
standing beside him ono of the Jéaders of the
patriot foree,~—one of the bravest and most con-
stant, who, when others quailed or fled, stood
fim and unappalled at what he deemed the post
of duty, .

“But this precious one,” answered Léon in a
¥ild, low whisper,—* Look at her pale beauty—
she has died in my arms—it is T who have killed
her, and T cannot lcave her pure form to be pro-
faned by eacreligious hands.” .

“Carry her,” replicd the other, to the vaults
bencath the church, they will never pencirate
thore-hasten, and I will assist you, for there is
Dot 2 moment to be lost.”

.“ Ay, there shall she rest” exclaimed Léon
Wit returning animation; “it is a fitting mauso-
leum for my pure and gentle love; then let them
light the pyre—no royal Greek had ever cne
More glorious

N's eyes flashed with unnatural lustre as he
:Poke, and instantly rising, he raised his blighted
fower tenderly in his arms, and followed by his
®Mpanion, descended to the vault beneath the
fice. There he softly laid down his lovely
Urden, drawing the folds of her cloak with loving:
<€ around her form. Between her cold hands
the sti]] clasped her little crucifix of gold, and
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pair upon the marble features of her ho had se
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; pale and silent lips, he followed his companion
5 up the durk and narrow stairs, by which they had
g descended to the vault,  When they regained the
¢ body of the church, they found it deserted by
g nearly all except the dead and dying ; a few only
¢ lingered, fearing to fly, yet dreading to remain,
2 The British were thundering at the door, and in
another minute or two would cffect an entrance.
¢ “Stand finm, brave Canadians” said Léon, as
§ he looked upon the pale and terror-stricken faces
§ around him; “there is no safety in flight, the
enemy is at the door, and death is sure; meet it
§ then like men and patriote—lct us show them
; that if beaten, we are not daunted.”
g, “Tt is madaocss to remain, De Lorimier,” said
3 the leader—“it is to throw away our lives, and
g we should strive to save them for the cause that
¢

is dear to us. Fly! they are here! through this

window, we may escape.” )

He rushed toward the large window in the rear
of the ¢hurch, as he spoke, followed by several
others, and leaped from it, high as it was, to the
ground. But there too death awaited him, for
scarcely had a sense of security stolen over him,
when he was shot down, and fell never to rise
again. Léon gathered the few who remained,
around him, and urged them to stand firm and
sell their lives dearly. But almost instantly the
door of the church was burst open, and a detach-
¢ ment of the Royal Regiment rushed tumultuously
in.
g Hand to hand then was the stern contest ; but
§ the overpowering numbers of the foe rendered

resistance brief and fruitless, One by one they
§ all speedily fell. Léon was the last who met his

fate.. He warded off the assaults of hig enemy
§ with the reckless air of one in sport—he longed

too ardently for death, to fear or shun it, and
when at last the bayonet of a soldier pierced his
beart, he sunk upon the ground with a triumphant
smile, and with his dying sigh breathed forth the
name of Millicent.

As the needle turns away from the rising sun
from the occidental, from regions of fragrancy
$ and gold and gems, and moves with unerring
impulse to the frost and deserts of the north, so
Milton, and some few others in politics, philoso-

é b
{ N N breathed upon it & fervent prayer for the § phy and religion, walk through the busy multi-
é °l;°se of her soul, : tude, wave aside the importunate trader, and, af.
! m baste 1o join theo, my beloved,” he softly ¢ ter a momentary oscillation from external agen-
‘ wil“rmured,—“ short, as thou didst prophecy, short cy, are found, in the twilight and in the storm,
z : our earthly separation.” pointing with certain index to the polestar of
(T Pressing a last lingering kiss upon her ° immutable truth— W, S. Landor.
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THE MISSIONARY’S WALK.

BY A BCOTCHMAN AND A SOLDIER,

8alvation | oh, Salvation!
The joyful sound proclaim,
Till each remotest nation
Has loarncd Messiah's name.

Hzszr.

. Tar trying hour was now at hand,

McWard must leave his native land ;

The long long sleepless night was o'er,
The last he'd spend on Seotland's shore-—
A night o'crcast with doubts and fears,
And spent in sighs, and praycers, and tears.
Soon as the morning’s cheerful ray

ad ushered in the opening day,

Ho sought a lone secluded spot,

Some distance from his father’s cot,

Whera oft he'd stray'd in mornings past—
This visit was to be the last—

There, in retirement’s sweet abode,

To hold communion with his God,

And plead for graco, and heav'nly pow'r
To aid him in the trying hour;

For though his spirit yearned o'er

‘The Licathen on a distant shore,

And long’d to bear the Gospel light,

To dark Ashantee’s land of night—

Yet home and friends lay near his heart,
4And, oh ! he felt it hard to part,
Ponsive and sad at length he stood
Beneath the shadow of the “wood,

Then wistfully he turn’d to see

The lovely scene round sweet Dundee.

@ morning sun of flowery May

Shone mildly on the banks of Tay,
0se gentle wave and peaceful stream,
Reflected back the trembling beam,
And ghadow'd on its glassy tide
¢ lovely scenc on cither side—
e happy peasant's rural cot,
The simple fence, the garden plot,
The lofty seat with turrets crowned,

e shrubb'ry and the pleasure ground,
The hermit tree, which long had stood
Upon the margin of the flood,
The stately vessel floating by,

® passing cloud, the vaulted sky,
Fell o the watery mirror fair,
grand inverted picture there.
The dewy tears which night had shed
Hung pendant on tho tender blado—
Or o the gentle zephyr passed,

tilver drops were falling fast ;
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The primrose fair and daisy sweet

In beauty smiled around his fect ;

On hedge and bush and thorny #pray,
The little birds sang o'cr their lay,
While soaring high above the rest,

By far the sweetest and the best,

Of all the warbling feather'd throng,
The lark poured forth his hymn-like song.
Nature’s sweet anthem fill’d the air,
And call’d on man to praisc and prayer.
It was a scene might well inspire

A patriot or a poct’s fire.

MeWard felt all his sonl expand,

For much he loved his native land ;

His eye roamed o’er the pleazant view,
For every spot full well he knew ;

The fields, the woods, the banks of Tay,
The quiet walk, the lonely way,

Where oft at morn and twilight there
He had retired for secret prayer.

The church’s spire he well could trace,
From fair Dundee, his native place,
Where dauntless Knox once took his stand,
The great reformer of the lagd—

Who oft at court, in after time,

"Had dar’d reprove a rovereign's crime,

And bade a trembling Queen revere

The truths she was not fain to hear; .
There Wishart too, the meek and good,
Had strove to stem dark error’s flood,
And Willison, whose cherished name
Stands on the Christian’s book of fame,
There fed the flock which Christ had given,
And led them in the path to heaven;
And yourlg McCheyne, whose brief career,
Like morning star, was bright and clear,
There with an angel's zeal had spent
The health and life his God had lent.
McWard felt inspiration’s fire—

‘With trembling hand he took the lyre,
And when his song of praise began

"T'was thus the noble measure ran :—

“My God, my rock, my heart’s desire,
“ O touch my lips with living flame,

“ And with thy grace my soul inspire,

“To bless thy great and holy name.
“Thou source of all my peace and joy

.* Which pain nor grief can ne'er destroy,

“Lord,” if thy servant might aspire
“To ask for gifts so rare, from thee,
“Oh grant me Knox's holy fire, o
“With Wishart’s love and constancy ;
“Thy spirit with their mantle send,
“ And bid me wear it to the end.
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*Though triads sore my soul oppress,
“T ever tind my Saviour near;

“He knows and feels my deep distress,
*“And kindly wipes the falling tear;

“I wiil adore thy Name, and bless

“The Lord, my light and rightcousness.

“The dear loved friends from whom I part,
“Who<c melting souls are steep'd in grief,
“Oh ! pour thy balm into their heart,
“With sanctifying sweet relief,
“And may we meet when time has flod,
“Where parting tears are never shed.” -

Ilis plaintive harp, attun'd to grief,
Iaq brought his chastened soul relief,
And when he knelt in humble prayer,

Ie folt sweet consolation there, '
And found renewed supplies of grace,—
Aninward calm and heavenly peace.

¢ Fose compos'd, and moving slow,

Yi‘h homexward step he turn'd to go,

et linger'd still, and still he stray’d

P musing 'neath the leafy shade—

{3 thoughts on those he loved so well,

iile nature's tear began to swell,
™ her soft voice still scem'd to say,
1% ean T stand this trying day f
°W shall T tear mysclf away i
¢ silent grief my father bears,
¥ Mother's pleading sighs and tears,
nd o} | that loving sister band,

ohd Scotlzmd, thou my native land,
nm“st Tleave thy hallow'd strund

. dm)ﬂs yon wild tempestuous flood,
Withwen Wwith heathens stain’d with blood fem

Men wild as the beasts of chase,
Tacl as the tiger's race—
02 ! m‘a land of deepest night,
A ;enng ray ‘of moral light—
" Wl}ose pestilential breath,
W, "¢ Poison’d breeze is fraught with deathe=
L
¥, ng‘\dly reptiles have their home-
Xo . 3t bell—no temple there—
Olca of o

By psnlm, nor voice of prayer,
. womrljitxtxon’s crue.l rites ;
Ang N 1P of the ‘Prince of Night.
Oh y l:hi"‘d'ng nature seem'd to say
" lot this cup might pass away |
Py . ° these words, in accents clear,
. ¢ missionary’s ear i
“Thy e““d. Why dost thou linger here
*Ang :'IY 1.10mc, thy native shore,

2t i oven loved still more,

“da that cluster round thy heart,
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“ And feel it worse than death to part,—
“ Forsake them al), dear though they be,
“Take up thy cross and follow me,—

“I send thee to a land afar,

“ Where millions of my chosen are,
“Who sit in darkness, close beneath
“The gloomy verge and shade of death.
*“Go, bear the Gospel’s glorious light
“To that beclouded land of night— -

“I'll be thy shield, thy guide, thy stay,

“ Thy fire by night, thy cloud by day—-
“Goraise the brazen serpent high,

“ And bid the people cease to dic;
*Touch thou the rock, and springs shall bless
“The barren parched wilderness,

“ Increasing as they onward go,

“Till rivers through the desert flow ;

“ And flowers of rare and rich perfume :
“Shall deck the banks in heavenly bloom,
“ Tl own my faithful servant’s toil,

“The lonely place shall sweetly smile,

“ And where the deadly Upas grows,
“Shall flourish Sharon’s lovely rose,

:
2
¢
{
s
s
§
:
§
!

“Stalks like a felon through the wild,
“Or, like a fiend of blood and strife,
“Is lurking for his brother’s life,
“There shall the Christian patriot stand,
“The bulwark of a happy land;
“T1l stamp my image on his soul,
“ And grace shall all his powers control ;
“ Peace shall reside in his abode,
“His house shall be a house of God,
“Where prayer and praise shall still arise,
“8weet as the moming sacrifice ;
¢ “ There weekly shall the Sabbath bell
$ “Peal through the air with solemn swell,
¢ “While happy tribes shall flock around,
§ “To hear the Gospel's joyful sound—
g “ In sweet affection all shall meet.
“ And worship low at Jesus’ feet,
“In humble faith and ardent prayer,
! " Shall join their meek petitions there,
5' “ While deeds of mercy, lov;e and grace,
4 ‘Shall bless the land with joy and peace ;
; “ Go, take my standard in thy hand,
““ And plant it on that distant land—
" “I will go with thee to the place,
“And give thee rest and give thee peace.

McWard felt all his strength renewed,

His faith confirmed, his fears subdued,
And hastening through the quict vale,
Bade friends and home a long farewell.
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FICTION.

BY HENRY GILES,

.IT would be a ncedless task in our day to go
luto any argument to prove that fiction may not
Initself be wrong. -An absolute condemmnation of
.ﬁcﬁon, would condemn every thing in which
Maginative art has the least concern: not prose
Yomance alone, but also poetry, painting, and
Sulpture, The mostliteral portrait hasan element
of fiction in it. Indecd so far as fiction has an
Wusive power, it has it from its connection with
8ctuality and truth.  So far as fiction is symboli-

and representative, it has accordance with the
Sreatost portion of our experience.  We live
imidst phienomena and appearances, and the
Talities that lie behind them mock the most
Yrenuous efforts of our reason. Truth lies in

- 91203 even to the most exact thinkers—by dia-

&ams and formula they climb to the heights of
e“_"en, and guide themsclves through infinity
nidst Inbyrinths of stars. Thus they penetrate
h: Mysteries of nature; and thus, when they
"79 found their meaning, they reveal it.  And,

N God, himself, would speak with man, it is
by_ analogy and allegory that he opens such
impses of eternal verity ns the dim sight of
"Manity can bear. Not only arc parables im-

ative; the texture of religious specch gene-
::Z must of necessity be so. If thought, at the
whe 18 but a sign; if life itsclf is the stuff

c‘h_dl'eams aremade of, if it be a dream rounded
Y 3 little sleep, if in it wo sec but as in & glass

\. ¥, and it doth not yet appear what we shall
Iy 116 morcover it is indced as a tale, and quick-

Mes g tale that is told, men then act, but -

Phane Si‘mplest promptings, when they copy itin
the "‘5}88 which they shape for themselves, when
whzn""m memories of their own experience—
they depict with exaggeration the sadness
® queerncss that vary their existence—
here in the childhood of their being, they
Nsleifsure as children do, in curicsity and
oy T, in tuming realities into stories, and
Be! mm realities, .

abo 2 every other thing in the world, man
ity this propensity and does abuse it. First
arg by numbers who write fiction. There
Wh; :;:: frequently of commanding genius,
Sury, oy T profoundly into man and take a wide

of the world—but it is ever in darkness

When

Mw'ﬁ::, and in result they do nothing but
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to increase them. They assume a serious and
philosophic form ; some of them are written in a
fascinating eloquence; they arc intent with passion;
and the gencral result on the mind after perusal
is 2 union of intoxication with depres<ion. But,
cloquent and poetic as they are, their substance
is that of exalted scnsualism—associated as such
sensualism ever is with a concentrative egotism,
The main interest commonly turns on individual
misery-—and commonly this misery is a contra-

‘diction to individual desire. Desire is raised from

the low station which the moral reason givesit, to
a dangerous aristocracy in which the sensual
imagination rules. Nature stands for law—inclin-
ation stands for virtue; so that to draw out a

scheme of life in conformity with such dictawes

would be to reverse the phraseolozy of the
Decalogue.  Our old novelists are in muny things
condemnable and in nothing more than in their
grossness. But they never tampered with tho
radical convictions upon which individual and
gocial morals rest. In general they were careless
persons—men of the world, and men who aimed
only to give the world as they saw it. They
drew characters as they were, they used them
because they were suitable to amuse the reader,
to advance the action of the story ; and giving no
promise for their integrity, offering no bail for
their. good behaviour, they dismissed them to
their fate to make their way in the community
as well as they were able. They were no rea-
goners, no speculators, and where one of them com-
posed a narrative that enchained the attention of
his readers he achieved all that he proposed.
Apother class of fictions is entirely of modermn
growth, These fictions literally riot in debase-
ment, in moral and physical corruption. Will it
be said that the romance does not within any
measurable degrees come near to the reality.
But this is no true reason for reproducing them
in art. Further, it may be said, that vices and
sufferings are in life and pature, and that it is
serving the cause of humanity to shew them forth
in literature. I would have nothing excluded
from literature, the most tragic, the most comic
clements should abound in it, but they should be
duly mingled. Neither would I have any condi-
tion of social grade oxcluded: nor, indeed is any
over excluded by novelists of the highest order.
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Genius in the finest writers of fiction has crowded § odd; the queer going hand in hand with the
its world from the humbler walks of existence. § beantiful; the beautiful gyrating through mazes
Who are those with whom Cervantes is most at ¢ of eccentricity; the comie in the midst of miserics ;
home? Goat-herds, peasants, barbers, inn-keepers, ¢ misery girding the comic with n sombre bound-
Curiers! Whom does Goldsmith bring before ust § dary, painful struggles tinted with smiles, mo-
The inmates of a country parsonage, rustics, and § ments of joy snatched from depths of wretched-
the rabble of :\j:\il. Scott I need not mention, ness; battlements of ca]mnity lit up with beam-
for to cnumerate the characters of his romances ings of glory from the soul, agony choking down
would be to survey the whole scope of civiliza- ¢ its pain and giving place to bursts of child-like
tion. In such works we may learn of humanity laughter; common cvents exalted to the grandest
from & most wonderful wisdom—but to seck for poetry or made’ suggestive of profoundest reflec-
knowledge in some modern stories that professto ¢ - tion, illustrations gathered from every art, every
Teveal the mysteries of sin and sorrow, would beas ¢ science, every department of scholarship, every
vain a task as to go to asylums of insanity for ¢ region of the universe ; the whole of such strange
ecimens of prudence, or to jails for examples ¢ compound, finding unity, identity, and life, in an
ofhonesty—as vain a task as to study finance in § unbroken inspiration of humanity and heaven. It
the tale of Aladdin and the wonderful lamp, or ¢ would take a Rabelais, a Sternc, a Mackenzic, a
Wleam geography in Gulliver's travels. Let mo § Richardson, a Shelley, all melted into a single
Mention two writers not in English, who shew how § incarnation to form a geniug resembling that of
ovly personages may be combined with trans- § Richter, and yet all of them together could not
Pf“’em purity of sentiment, with tho utmost pro- give us Jean Paul in the swecp of his fancy, the
'8uity of imagination:—one of these is the { fulness of his love, and the depth of his power.
Tlian, Manzoni. Hfis “ Betrothed” is & nar- This desire for fiction is again abused on the
ive of humble life, and is filled with the part of readers. It isabused byexcess. It is not
ghtest riches of the heart. It has variety of § theloss of timo that it occasions, it is the false
Sharacter and incident, without bustle or confu- § and the undue excitement whichit indulges that is
Uon; it throbs with emotion but avoids extrava- $ the most to be deplored. The world of dreams
8ance; it pictires domestic sorrows of the most § in which it constantly somnambulises, brings it in
'dting kind and public calamities the most ¢ two ways’ into conflict with the world of duties.

o fc, but in both, it “over-stepsnot the modesty § First,it is a conflict with hard requirement, in
‘:““{m’” and never violates simplicity or truth. $ which enthusiasm has to buffet with literal obli-
°P‘lcts fondness and tenderness without being gation, Second, it is a conflict of extraordinary
:':‘t‘;klsh; it shews the ghastly vision of a plague § emotion against the regularity of settled laws.
of ot being disgusting ; and to tho minutencss § This collision between fact and fancy, does, of
¢foe it unites the imagination of Bocaccio, necessity, sear the temper; it irritates the spirit,
x:r‘l“ddcnts are not only beautiful but probable. ¢ it causes the sphere of positive demands to assume
. &ll of them might have occurred in an or- § an appearance, melancholy, monotonous, and
i:::fuhf& The characters are consistent both § penal. We lose, then, the best enjoyment which
"e and detail. Pensants speak and act as ¢ fiction itsclf can give, by divesting its perusal of

i :s: barons speak and act a,s.ba?rons. The { novelty and by reducing it to a habit. We mies,
It Hv" t_he story is as profound as it is spotless. ? too the joys which are most worthy of rational
thiy 8 in a religious eloquence which has no- $ . existence ; the joy which comes out from the
'8 that Surpasses it, and except in Fenelon, no- $ exercise of our best powers; the joy of earnest
purpose; the joy of independent meditation;
® other to whom I have referred is the ¢ the joy of grappling athletically with the vari-
Q::”‘"» Richter. 1f we had not a pre-eminent § ous ‘problems that are involved with all our
Quixple in the overflowing comicry of Don § relations to the universe; the joy, in fact, of feel-
the :‘* o prove that tho quaintest humor, ¢ ing that we labor and that we live, Readers
Yest drollery, the most grotesque extra-' ¢ likewise, abuse fiction when they go to it for
“‘"‘lght; May consist with the most unsullied § positive knowledge. For evenif it could dispense
! Thoy - “'.0 might point to the stories of Richter. ¢ with labar in instruction—if it could fully com-
Thegy Stories of Richter are mostly domestic. ; municate philosophy without taxing thought, it
- ®pecial charm lies in sentiment. This { would do it all to our disadvantage. The method,
"'tou‘o ln.l'gc abundance; joining the fami- § tho discipline, tho paticnce, the struggle of our
’“ng tolo CUrivuy, the simple to the wild, the odd ¢ faculties, the progress of rescarch, culurg(fd dis+
Mum sublime, the sublime merging in the ~ cornment, enlarged tolerance; the formation of
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reflective habits, the growth of mornl wisdom,
these are more important, far, than any amount
of mere intellectual acquisition. It is not merely
the fable of the husbandman’s legacy to [his sons
realised : itis better, for, while we enrich the soil
by cultivation we also find the treasure.

I say nothing, here, of kinds of fiction that
ought neither to be written nor read. I refer here
to mental results moro than to moral ones, to the
danger of injury to truth and simplicity of feeling,
more than harm toits purity-—to the disorder of in-
tellectual health rather than the dislocationof the
8piritual principles. The moral and the spiritual
Are I grant more important than the intellectual,
but this is so readily apprehended, that there is
Do need to dwell upon it. Besides, I have in these
Femarks concern only with an excess in degree,
8nd not an evil in essence. Constant indulgence in
?"ﬁ‘m weakens both mind and motive, it incapac-
Yates the one for thought, and the other for

“8tion. It surrounds the life of its victim with
8 atmosphere of unreality, and it puts within it
. & fOl{ntain of ‘uneasy desire. Thenco arises a
ge.neml discontent, not that sort of discontent with
as they are, which urging us to make them

?ter is an essential of improvement, but that
Yain discontent with *hings inevitable, which flies
Tor reliet to a vague idealism that only deepens
@ malady. Useful and sober studies are not
“mply neglected, they are loathed. The exces-
Sive ovel-reading, besides taking from us a relish
b simple pleasures, a keen clear discernment of
“m‘ﬂn beings and human circumstances as they
l‘;: in the world which God has made and which
Wisdom rules, takes from us the inclination to
une with outward nature, deprives us of
Power to appreciate it. With heated blood
dizzy brain, womn from loss of sleep, and
ﬁe;:s'&ed from long excitement, outward objects
Done of their true influences to our perver-
'oh:":ilinga and our disordered senses. We get
n o uated to the landscapes of romances that
the % only we luxuriate, and we turn from
'ﬁ:c'f“&l to rejoice in o fanciful creation, We
mer'.hu the shutters are closed to find a Sum-
dawn blushing beautifully on paper, and

hay, “_’leep near a smoking lamp at midnight, we
%e 1n the same way a resplendent sunset on
N x;’:‘"“Mt!:ins. This is not alone to take creation
m i““mnmt.y at eccond hand, it is to exist in o
M which is artificinl as woll as “visionary;

quit ﬂ.le fair earth and the open sky for over-
hn:d Pictures, to look at character, not in spon-
s Mmovement but in curious contrivance—to
L™ ¥ %ocial manners, not by direct observation
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exclude from the mind original impressions—and
to cram it in their stead with the vagarics of
imagination,

Much more might be said, but the space per-
mits it not. Having thus regarded fiction on
the side of its evils, we are now to regard it on
the side of its uses.  But from this point of view,
I shall gencrally have before my mind fiction ...
purest and the highest. The utility of fiction like
the utility of any other kind of art, doc: not eon-
sist in separate and measurable result, it i
co-incident with the inspiration which it eontain-
and which it communicates. A great story-iellor
acts on many faculties, and thercfore, within Lim.-

sclf ho combines a vast capacity of arencies,

Equally analytic as creative, not dependent on
the instinct of genius alone, but matured by
reflective thought, and rich in knowledwre with the
spoils of time, he is painter, architcer, dvamatist,
critic, satirist, geographer, naturalist, antiquar,
historian, politician, metaphysician and moralivt—
not in technical systems and disquisitions, but in
the concrete vitality of human action and of hu-
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man character. The utility of fiction is therefire !
to be traced in the wholeness of its power. Th.
advantage derived from the highest kind of fie.

tion is analogous to the advantage derived from
the highest kind of drama. Neither aims to pu:

the mind in & specific attitude, neither to urec it -

in a specific direction, but both tend to enlar e,
to soothe, to humanisc it. When we study “Loar”
or “Macbeth,” no distinctive intellectual or maral
purpose is obtruded on us, but compass, and

force, and insight are given to our intcllectual :

and moral being. In like manner, the benesit
received from the perusal of “Ivanhoe” or “0Old

e

Mortality” is in the order and degree of inspira- :

tion which they contain or can communivate.
The higher fiction like the higher drama, ncts
through emotion and imagination—sometines one,
sometimes the other ; but most completely, when
both combine and form & unity. Give this ity
a name, and it is what we call sympathy ;—one is
imperfect witbout the other. Emotion without

imagination is narrow and timid sensibility. Im-
agination without emotion is cold, brilliant, und

constructive. Emotion at the best will give us
only sentiment, imagination will give us wnly
witor incident ; bring them together, and we have
pathos and humor, drollery and tragedy, char-
acter and story. Passive sympathy in the reader
corresponds with active sympathy in the authr—
the active sympathy of the author comes forth it

living realities—passive sympathy in the read.r,

enters into and understands them.
Fiction here presents itself to us, as an agency

.%Mdescﬂpﬁon:ith,in fact, to
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in one very elevated order of culture—enlture
though sympathy.  This Kind of culture has the
highest utility. Some very deep questions on
the nature of mind, even, have been elad with
the form of romance; and if they have not been
thus re<olved, they have at least, rendered more
intellizitle.  They ave put for us into flesh, they
are placed before s in the maturity of a substantial
life, and thi~ life we ean eont emplate in the full per
tonality of deed and passion.  What arrangement
of meve lozical methad, what sublety of abstract
diction, conld for instance, as the story of Caleb
Witliams does, lay bare to us the strueture of a
Peculiar mind, or the influence of peculiar circum-
Manees on character and happiness?  What infer-
ey from analozy reasoned out in hard philo-
®phy, could make us feel the misery of surviving
all wiry, whom our life was first as<ociated, as we
f‘ft‘l it in the vivid personation of incamate lone-
“Ness in the romance of St. Leon?  With what
terrihl, reality we behold the perdition, which
Mere intelligence should endure without human
\ndred and social affinities, in the wild, the most

€ .
n‘xl‘l(‘nt story of Frankenstein. And when has
el

e

APhysical analysis ever sounded such depths
™ the Pproblems of thought and passion, as have
eon explored in the dramatic romance of the
inF“t;‘“"'! Such works do not aléne interest us
¢ mysteries of our nature, but they also
o 3 us with the richest variety of event and
%Quenee,
ndlu:vill l:u)t say that romance can teach history,
N 0‘7 will I enter into the discussion, as whether
:t;'lrxlcal 'stud'ies have been improved or inj\ircd
hig ¢ h.mton('al novel ;—but, certainly through
.medmm, millions of men and women have
ot‘“:ed living images of past ages, which they
Romq Dot havg sought or found in other writings.
8ce can not teach bistory, nor should it be
e, as historical interpretation, and yet
Mang flp us to understand history. We under-
& o ““‘*‘»‘{,\‘ as wo understand man. It is as we
mt::‘? Wie everlpating rodives of his noture,
the ecan ¢ ; W whaterer thape
out:n‘:‘:‘ihof cusom or of time may cast him.
Fotrgeq by a:ges'of eras fmd of empires can be
Tlche, i chronicles, }t.‘ is sympathy alone that
hity wh }:Vn to thf: spirit of thfxt eternal huma-
.‘ﬁxcitec underlies thon.z. Fiction does much
lives ua“d to enlarge this sympathy. An age
ag; ns again, and they who where burie‘d in
Qtigp, g_"gmve. come forth at the wizard’s invo-
?r‘heir dn‘"«s' us not the story, but the very being
B gy Y. The past is made the present. It
Ctageq U8, and the world which ance it'owned,
' b overthrown with fragments of its
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gepulehres. It rejoices and is glad to be with
its myrinds in the sun again, to revisit the
glimpses of the moon, to smell the air in which
ere now it lived, to tread upon the earth which
aforetime it had ruled. . We too rejoice and are
glad to look upon its living face, and tolisten to its
Jiving voice. Thus by the enchanters power, the
gelect of generations, become our well known
acquaintances, our familiar friends; their names
are household words, and great eras and mighty
times seem but a portion of our own auto-biogra-
phy. The distant is made near.  With the red
man or the dark, we communicate as with our
neighbour ;}—summened from every corner of the
carth, clad in every costume, Members of our
race throng aretind our fireside, tell us there,
strange stories of their hearts, and lay before us
the warking of their thoughts. Man of the distant
and the past, brought thus present to us, brought
thus near to us, we recognize at once to be our
brother, and as such we clasp him, we see the
movements of his features, we feel the throbbing
of his bosom, ‘e are brought within the play of
his passions, we are glad or sorry, angry or
pitiful in the varyings of his condition, he is our
friend or enemy, our sovereign our slave, we
Jhave shame in him or pride, we blush for him or
claim praise, we weep in his afflictions, we burn
against his sins; he is no longer a shadow with a
name,.he is a substance with a soul,

Such culture must have much of moral useful-
ness. It does not stop in making us acquainted
with an abstract humanity, but curiches those
generous charities and affections that bind us to
individual men. All those novels, therefore,
which deal in personal scandal and polemical
dispute are as abominable to ethics as they are
to art. Fiction which is alive with the spirit of

“true genius, out of its own fulness pours an

abundant love. Near, and afar oft, humanity is
dear to it, and nothing so execrable to it, as anti-
social or misanthropic feelings. To bring the mind
not onlripdo pemrer. bt ivte Modller enntacd

g A ol
spere’s creations above all, have this influence.
They have this influence in their conceiving dnd
tenderness, but with a deeper force they have
it ever in their darkest workings. Trace the poet
through his most awful wanderings, through the
subtleties of temptation, the cunning of desire,
the sophistries of delusion, the gradations of
passion, the crooked ways of envy, the steep ones

with Lrmanity is e of genina. Shak-

“of ambition, the patience of revenge, the pangs

of jealousy, the moodiness of despair, the agony
of remorse,~trnce him through the doubts of
reason, the hesitancy of conscienco, to the mys-
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teries and conjectures which lic along the bourne
whence no traveller returns, you feel more power-
fully as you advance the sense of your humanity ;
by thosce latent ecapacitics which enable us to
appreciate power, we feel kindred with the high-
est, by these low monitions of conscience which
warn us that the blackest guilt he paints might
have been our own, we feel brotherhood with
the worst. Art for its own sake must present
bumanity to us complacently, and genius of its
own free will, does what art requires, Observe
the magic with which genius weds goodness ¢ven
to weakness or insanity. Who is not made gentle
by the zeal of Dr. Primrosc for monogamy ;
the ardor of Captain Shandy in recounting the
siege of Nantur and the devotion of old Monkbarns
to antiquarianism? Who is not warmed with
friendliness to his nature, as he listens to the
valiant and most gentle knight, Don Quixote,
rejoicing in his prowess only that he may defend
the weak, desiring to exalt himself that he
may confer benefits on his friends, and especially,
his poor Sancho Panzat Wesharo the cordiality
of Sancho when he exclaims, “Lord bless thee
for  master;” who would believe that one who

Nonsense and riddles about Montesino’s Cave.
But fiction as a mere enjoyment, within its
Proper limits, has important usefulness. It is
often desirable, and for onr good, to be taken
from ourselves, to be delivered for a while from
our cares, to live amidst scenery and passions
More enchanting and absorbing than any which
®Xperience or the actual world gives us. It is
ot only allowable but beneficial occasionally
tolny aside toil of the head as well as of the
?”lnd. and to seek for change, if not for relaxation,

10 the excitement of the fuelings and imagination ;

% pass from the ephere of the work-day realities
Which have fatigued or vexcd us to find relief
D the wide domains of the ideal. There are
times, t00, when we are utterly disqualified for
bour either active or sedentarv. - There are
States both of body and of spirit that go before
B€es, or that illness leaves, in which we are
oid of power and even of will. The beguiling -
°f attention from our infirmities in these circum-
Stances ; the replacing of a painful consciousness
8 pleasurable one; the filling up of time which
w°‘_lld otherwise be vacant or distressing, with
d‘}‘lhf-ful interests, is more than a present solace;
ltis Curative; it tempers sickness and accelerates
® Tetumn of health. Fiction becomes then a
Inkm\nt ministration,

its duo relations and degrees, fiction has
Some

Peculiar advantages as an amusement, It
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ig intellectual. It acts upon the mind, and within
the mind’s own region, provides enjoyment, It ig
artistical. Tt is artistical to the reader as well
as to the writer, o that fiction uSords eritical
excitement as well as cuotional delight.  When
in the perueal of a story we have revelled in
pleasure that we did not care to analyse, which
we could not wait to examine; our satisfaction jg
not less at the end, when memory and reflection
enter on the task of reproduction. It is indeed,
a new and added pleasure, when juldzment traces
the admirable skill which was cxeicized to Fro-
duce effects so illusive and impres-ive, effects that
were first a spell upon our fancy, and then o prob-
lem to our rcason. Othier artists the urprofes-
sional can know in their cffects alone. Their
methods and centrivances the uninstrocted can
not know ; and how means in them are relzted to
ends the uninstructed have no eapacity to judze,
But, in fiction every man has the witness in him-
self, he is at once the instrument upon which the
master plays and a critic of the player. lfusic
is, of all arts, the most intense in its effects; but
the principles which guide the composer, and the
manner in which he applies them, are almost as
remote from the common mind as the mysteries
of creation. Fiction also is accessible to the mass
of mankind. It is, no doubt a most exalted plea-
sure to look upon a noble picce of sculpture. The
most ragged casts of the Elgin marbles fill the
mind with gratified astonishment: nearer to life
and less sublime is the joy derived from painting;
and even in & common print, the Lact Supper,
shines forth divinely in the light of religion andl
beauty. More absorbing than any and than all
is music, and he who has heard its highest strains
has memories to last for Jife. Still, these arts in
their full excellence have many limitations, they
are not capable of a boundless diffusion in their
individual results. The statue must stay fixed
on its pedestal; the picture must remain in its
gallery ;—and music, for its finest performance,
demands talent which is rare, and which like all
rare things is expensive. Fiction, you can have
always and, you can have it cvery where. You
need no mediator between it and your own mind.
It is not shut out from the eye, you bave but to
open the volume and its meaning is revealed : it
is not dead or silent to the ear, waiting the en-
chanter to come and call it into life and power, the
witchery is at your own command, and the spirits
that you would have pass before you, are ready
at your own invoeation. You can lose yoursclf
in its delectations, in your chamber or chimuey
corner, in the midst of eolitude, or the midst of
men, in the garden-bower or the forest-nook, in
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the thranged hotel or in the crowded steam-boat,
and without other medium than the printed page,
the author's mind and your own are in full com-
Mmunion. T have said nothing on the wniverse of
idealism into which fiction transports the mind;
& universe that fiction has ealled into being, and
which will hold its being while the actual fails
to satisfy, and while funcy tires of expericnce,
There is no knight that ever strode a horse, more
fixed in thought than he that mana ged Rosinante :
and there is no bailie that cnters the town-council
of Glasgow more distinetly visible to his fellows,
than bailie Nichol Jarvie is to the mind'’s eye in
Millions ; and these aro but two inhabitants of
those immortal and unfading regions, which con-
Mitute the charmed realms of romance.

. “Blessings,” says Sancho, “on the man that first
Iventeq sleep, it comes round one like a cloak
d covers him al] over.” Blessings, I say on the
Man that invented fiction ; it is a cloak that shuts
Mt many n blast of trouble and annoyance ;

Vinter's night, provided conscicnee and the house-
Sold are at peace, he minds the storm as little as
dolly Tam O'Shanter. Blessings on all genuine
Story tellers, Blessings onall singers too. Bless-
%83 on old Homer that sang of Troy divine, leav-
g a beginning, and a model for' all who should
Ung for ever. Blessings on the brave old Scalds
¥ho chaunted praises to the storm-gods; who in
,lg iYl'lpn-ssioned measure, celebrated the war-
Tlors of the mountains, and the monarchs of the
Blessings on Bard, Minstrel, Troubadour,
ui 8ave refincment to courage and grace to
8ht, who in chicftains hall and lady’s bower,
Wpered with humanity the force of manhood,
softened with gentleness the pride of beauty.
€$8ings on- the sweet, bold ballad-singers, pro-
1 s of the people’s heart, poets of their faney,
Yrists of the wild and free, of Baron and of
bt of Wood-craft and Knighthood, inmates of
of n:"d Ppalace, comical and sad in every mood
the .t:‘“’e- But, once more, I say; Blessings on
fileg I¥-tellers. Blessings on those of the legend-
ely ind  wonder-trodden East, greater them-
o than the magicians whom they celebrated,
Kenieir and more potent than the sovereigns of the
» glorious necromancers, nameless invisible,
whi:}: Conjurings are an everlasting childhood, in
the »_hlllnanity has without decay, the choicest,
¥ightest imaginings of its youth. Blessings
fu tic:se wild romancers, mighty alike in their
Chiygy and their faith, who gave tho tales of
""Tom,ry to men as belioving as themselves, who
thoir heroes with associ-
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unfruitful in gencrous influences on character and
life.  Blessings manifold upon Cervantes, that he
sent out among men throughout all time, under
grotesque appearance, two of the most loveable
emanations that ever came forth at the call of
genius, that ever swelled the heart with admira-
ion, that ever shook the sides with laughter--
the one, the impersonation of wild enthusiasm ;

- the other of happiest comicacy. Long live Don
Quixote : long live Sancho: if they have beaten
all other knights and squires from the world, it
is, because they contain within themselves the
best qualities of all other knights and squires put
together, Blessings on those in our own literature,
who have not only enlarged the domain of the
ideal, but introduced to its community some of
its worthicst members: who have adorned it with
such citizens, as Christian the pilgrim, and
Crusoe, the adventurer: with Dr. Primrose, Par-
son Adams, Uncle Toby, and a multitude besides,
Blessings on those in our own day, who call new
inhabitants into this empire,‘with whom it is
pleasant as well as profitable to be acquainted,
who while they minister to innocent gayety im-
prove the heart.

In conclusion, I mention the name which crowns
the whole.—that of Walter Scott! Epic, Scald,
minstrel, ballad-singer; he was all in one, and
yet, besides, he was the greatest of story-tellers.
In the range of his subjects, he seemed bound to
no locality, limited to no special time, intimate
with the various grades, and conditions, and man-
ners of mankind ;—it was as if the soul of the Wan-
dering Jew pardoned, and baptised with genius,
had trans-migrated into a new body, commission-
ed to write stories of the many ages and the
climes in which it had ever lived; it was, as if
carrying the wisdom of its miraculous experience
with its regenerated youth, it threw over the past,
the freshness of its new morning, as if it put forth

the fire of rekindled blood into its older thoughts, °

then fainted into heaven, while men were yet
spell-bound to these records, in joyful wonder and
in passionate delight. This comparison, however,
holds good for Scott but in one relation, the range
and variety of the world which he painted. In
nought but this, was there anything in him of
the wizard. Familiar as his genius was, with the
.core of olden times, no man was more cordially
of his own. He was friendly with his age, he
was friendly with his neighbours ;—we can come
near to his private habits, and we delight to
know the mau in the distinctiveness of his per-
sonality, to “whom we owo 8o much, Many, and
marvellous, and odd, and joyous, and decp, and
beautiful, are the characters with which he has
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surrounded himself, but he is not lost among
them all; and exhilarating as the pleasure is
that such a goodly ‘company bestows, we see it
in & warmer lustre, when we sce it in the beam-
ings of its master's face. Brave, kindly, home-
bred and hearty, he does not repel our affections;
we take pride in the greatness of one ko near to
us, and we delight to ebscrve, that ene who could
5o casily eall multitudes from the vasty deep of
his most plastic mind, loved to be in genial inter-
course with flesh and blood companions, And
our heart intimacy with Scott, is if possible ren-
dered closer by the single weakness, which he
paid for by years of sorrow, and with his life.
e built a castle, but he broke his heart.  Even
family, Le has left nonc. But he has Ieft that
which nothing ean take from him, except that
which sweeps letters from the earth; a fame
which lives in all that is loveable, a fame which

_gathers its applause from the grateful friendship
of civilized generations. ' The consolation that ho

has ministered to desponding spirits, the cheer-
fulness with which he has banished care, the
mirth with which he has laughed away saduess,
the tragic grandeur by which he has drowned
individual sorrow, the stirring events by which
he has shaken the torpor of indolence, the gentle,
the gay, the heroic, the humane emotions with
which he bas agitated so many souls; these are’
things which are deathless, and which are price-
less. There is no standard of exchange by which
the gifts of genius can be balanced with the goods
of earth ; and though auch goods should attend on
Benius in cvery variety that men desire, they
could never be taken for its wages or its cquivalent,
No temporal station could have added to Scott's
dignity, and all factitious contrivances for pos-
thumous importance, if perfectly successful, would

. have been nullified by the compass of his true

immortality ; his name is to us, above the proud-
cst of the Pharaohs, and we would not give the
least of his romances for the greatest of the
Pyramids.

Tux casualtics of this world come on like waves,
one succeeding the other. We may escape the
heavy roll of the mighty ocean, and be wrecked
In the still smooth waters of the land-locked bay.
We dread the storm and the hurricane, and for-
8¢t how many have perished within sight of shore.

l? OTLE of mean capacities always despise and
“d‘ﬂfle moro what is above the reach of their
zznimwnwg than that which is below its stan-,
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MARGARET DAVIDSON,

Tur following letter was written by Margarey
Davidson, when about ten years old. It has
never been published 5 and as everything relating
to this wonderful and gifted child is full of interest,
it cannot fail to be read by all who have cver
heard of her, (and who has not 1) with the truest
pleasure.

The subject of the little poctical effusion which
accompanics the letter, seems most inappropriate
to the simplicity of a child; but in excusc it may
be «aid, that it wag suggested to her by a liside
story she had been reading, and which lad taken
powerful hold of her sensitive imagination.

The motto on the seal of this letter, was
expressive of her soaring hopes and high aims;
as she had no impression that suited ber, she
printed in very small letters around the wafer,
“ Let my flight be lofty,” a good watchword for all,
but how remarkable a sentiment {or a child of ien

" years to utter l—

My Dear Friexp,~—Your affectionate letter was
received with the same pleasure that always
attends a line from you; the receipt of it inspired
me with fresh cournge, and I again mounted the
back of my restive nag. He carried me steadier
than when I last mounted him; and, though I did
not ascend any higher, I thought that some time
or other I might approach the summit. I send
grandmamma a little sprig I plucked from the
base of the mountain. I belicve the flowers do
not grow in such rich profusion and beauty at the
{oot, as they do on the brow of Parnassus; butthase
arc above my reach. I do not aspire to them,
Tell dear grandmamma I send her the highest I
could get.

You do not know with what eestasy I watch the
approach of Spring. The beautiful Saranac is
again flowing in bright ripples between its banks.
Each succeeding day shows plainer that the
approach of the flowery queen is near. If you
could enjoy it with me, it scems as if my happi-
ness would be complete. But alas! I should
not say so when my dear mother is still languishing
on the bed of eickness. She often presses me to
her bosom, and says: “ My dear Margaret, Spring
blooms all around me; others are happy; it is
bright and beautiful for all but me. Nature has
few charms for the frame worn out by pain and
debility. Oh! what a blessing is health!”

Will you pleaso to tell me what was the mean-
ing of the motto on your scal? It was an cye
and an X, and then beneath it, written in Italic
letters,. “ Return.” That you would like to ace
me again, I can well understand, if you love me as
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Tdo you; but the eye and the X are enigmas to

me, And believe me, my dear,

1 Your aflectionate littlo friend,

. . Maraarer,

i The above letter was written to young lady,

feveral years her kenior, to whom she was exceed-

f"gl)’ attached.  The poetry which accompanied

It was entitled thus i—

4 Floweret Jor my dear friend, plucked from the
banks of Helicon, which Jlows at the foot of

Movnt Parnassue,

Tis evening, and the soft winds blow,
he aspen bends s quivering bough;
o stream has broke its icy chain,

And flows in rippling curves again:

N, as if Jjoyful to be free,

ashes the side of yonder flowery lea.
The silcer
A

moon had ris'n above,
14 Venus bright, the star of love,
lloweq in her brilliant train,
20 welcomed evening's queen again;
™ a5 the white clouds rolled away,
fF azure throne displayed as clear as day.

lPW\ 4 mossy bank a youth reclined ;
18 dark bhrown ringlets floated in the wind ;
': drooping forehead rested on the ground,
“eemed unconscious of what passed around.
) ®n he starts! then rose in wild despair,
' t his burning brow, and tore his dark brown
Air,
?;;‘ _clasped his hands, and raising them above,
T, l‘;“mcd. with passioned encrgy, “ Oh! Lovel
7¢ that thou hast planted deep thy dart,
n 18 i thus that thou dost pierce the heart
By hedesplsed by her I loved so well,
Tw " ¥hose héart T deemed devoid of guile!
'mielccived by that sweet form and hea\venly
e.
WT;: Ber T wag devoted, and my love
o, gf’:‘;e as that of angel souls above,
sp“"ned ;‘XS heaven! and how am I repaid!
i Tom the feet of yonder scornful maid ;
m ¢ the meanest vassal in her train,
try
I u,
{not
h

«

€ated with conternpt and cold disdain.
It g, o Corinng, yet has fecling left;
W) Every virtue quite bereft, -
she'n xnam sleeping 'neath the silent wave,
f Mg, ek"“m o'er him she would not stoop to save.
i dag %&b‘e maid, and bid a last farewell,
Mo 7dy then shall ring my funeral knell”
~id, ang bounded o'er the plain,
Bury : 'we(‘;t melodious strain
18 ravished car;
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BONG.

Thou art my love, and only thou,
Heaven and carth my witness prove;
I am faithful to my vow,
Though Alphonso doubts my love.

He started, wiped his aching brow,—

“Oh Heaven! T am rewarded now; ,

Bless'd with the love of my Corinna fair,

T ask no greater bliss in this wide world of care I”

My Drar Friexp,—Accept this simple piece; I
feel that it has no merit, but I trust that your
indulgence will overlook its faults, and consider it
only as an effusion from the pen of a very little girl,

My dear mamma is visibly declining; and we
fear the effects of the coming Summer, in her
present weak state. Wo had hoped that warm
weather would have restored her certainly.
Within a week she has been much worse. She
sends her best love to you all,

Agnin, your affectionate little friend,
MARGARET.

We do not present the above as good poetry,—
but as being, both that and the letter, remarkable
productions for a little child of ten years of age.
They disclose the germ of that poetical genius,
which was but partially developed here; for, as is
well known, the subject of these remarks, and
also her equally gifted sister, Lucretia, were
removed from this life before the years of childhood
were fairly past. We believe it was well for
them to be so “early crowned and blessed.” But
had they been permitted to remain here, there is
no doubt, from the early manifestations of their
extraordinary genius, that they would have been
a8 remarkable in their maturer life, as they were
in their sweet infancy and childhood.

Lrrerary Vawnrry.—There is much knowledge of
human nature, as well as keen satire in the tale
which Addison tells of the Atheist, who, bewail-
ing on his death-bed the mischief his wérks would
do after he was gone, quickly repented of his re-
pentance, when his spiritual adviser unhappily
sought to alleviate his grief by assuring him that
his arguments were so weak, and his writings so
little known, that he need not bo under any ap-
prehensions. The dying man had still so much
of the frailty of an author in him, as to be cut to
the heart with these consolations; and, without

answering the good man, asked his friends whero

they had picked up such a blockhead, and whe-
ther they thought him a proper person to attend
one in his condition. ) .
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OLYMPIA MORATA ; OR, FERRARA IN THE FIFTEENTH CENTCURY.

BY T. D. B.

No onc can read the history of Italy, since divided
into its principalities, it numbered its ducal courts,
its grand commercial cities, its kingdoms within
kingdoms, without being impressed with the many
brilliant cras, the dazzling prestige given by the
intellectun] wealth and genius, which in a few
Centurics, was concentrated in her midst. From
tloth and darkness, which had shrouded this fair
quntry, till not a spark scemed left with which
% enkindle a new fire, a sudden light blazed forth,

indling a beacon flame, which dazzled and
astonished the whole world, and to which all other
Nations and people have gladly gone with their
Cressets and torches, to borrow the light which
Was to guide them onward.

First came Cimabue, that link between the
Ancient and modern painting, the pupil of Greek
&rt, and who first taught his countrymen that the
Peacil ang the chisel could be made as effective in

® hand of an Italian as in that of the more
Uassic, but colder Greek ; he drew Giotto from his

¢p-tending—struck by the gase and grace with
Which he was copying the groups of his quiet
q“‘_‘dmpeds as they were browsing, while he

ily reclined with a picce of slate and stone
2¥fore him, not even in the wildest flight of his
Wagination dreaming, that within him was a
lateqg Power, which would soon place him before
\2F of the living masters of Art. 'Thus Cimabue
ed the procession in which soon followed Peru-
£0, Da Vinci, Titian, Raphael, Collini, and the
Yo, of those whose works, even now that their
X ®3 have long since crumbled into dust, give a

.. 30d interest to Italy, and render her deserted

ev;'uth? Caum.m, to which all who }ove Art, turn
witg ﬂlleolr longx.ng eyes. Almost simultancously

. 1@ frousing of the Muse of sculpture and
Vithhng’ Poasy too started forth, and touching
Day, hex: spark of everliving fire, the lips of
'whtzi kindled an electric flash, which thrilled

® chain of gympathetic minds, and stirred
word’;e"l’le to their heart's core, with prophetic
deyegs 0088 of patriotism, and holy strains of
. %0, which now, after another interval of
ho&‘n:he.ag, and indolent submission to oppression,
enk; nd‘)l"e‘gn and priestly, serve as a watchword to
Pﬂllieoe tho former spirit, and inspire anew a
>0 and Manzini,and awaken the desiro for free-

k‘«:‘::‘l‘h:ong crushed and subdued.
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Of all these brilliant epochs which arrest the

attention in glancing over the history of Modern

Italy, perhaps none—with the exception of the
reign of Lorenzo the magnificent—ceombined mare
of grace and elegance than the Court of Ferrara,
at the period when Duke Hercules held the reing
of government, his coronct shared by the witty,

graceful Rence, daughter.of Louis X111, of Fraace,
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who possessed all the vivacity of her country.

women, united with a high tone of moral character,

and a noble, generous nature, which rendered her ¢
the charm of the court, and drew around lLer a -

circle of the choicest spirits of the age. Among

these were many ladies, possessing the highest
culture, and rivalling even Renée and her lovely ¢
daughters, in the graces and accomplishments to

which the women of that age aspired—not iho
mere charm of form and manner, but that of the
intellect and taste. It was the aim of all who
were admitted into the ducal circle, to render
themselves worthy of the honor. One of the most
favored of these ladies, was Olympia Morata ; she
was the daughter of Fulvio Morata, a man highly
distinguished for his classical attainments, and
one of the professors in the University of Ferrara,
which just at this period had so high a reputation,

that the English flocked to it in such numbers, as :

to form among themselves a small community.

Renée had seen and noticed Olympia when very
young, and being pleased with the superiority of
intellect she even then manifested, she had taken
her into the palace, had her educated with her own
daughters, and cherished her as such, until, by tho
evil influence of some who envied Olympia’s raro
loveliness, and the favor she enjoyed, she became
prejudiced against her.  When she found she had
lost the affection of her beloved mistress, Olympia
retired from the court, and soon after married a
young German physician, with whom she went
to reside in the beautiful city of Heidelberg. She
did not long survive her marriage; the arrow
had entered her heart, and not even the fond affec-
tion of her husband, could compensate her for
the loss of Renée's confidence. The description of
her death-bed, as given by a contemporary, is so
touching, and pays such a beautiful tribute to the
elevated loveliness of her character, that it needs
no apology for its insertion here.
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“Ier death wag calim and beautiful as a sum-
mer's eve,

* Not weary, worn out winds expire more soft.”

A ghort time before her death, on waking from a
fanquil slmmber, T observed her,” writes her
hushind, « emiling very sweetly, and I asked her
®hence that heaveuly smile procceded £
“I beheld just now.” was her reply, “a place
flled iy the clearcst znd brightest light”
'Y
LT R Y good chieer, my dearest wife, you
& tlout to Jwell in that beautiful light”  She
Bgain smiled, nodded to me. and in a little while,
*id, “ T am all gladness;” nor did she again speak,
ot her eyes becoming dim, she said, “I can
§ feareely soc you, but all places appear to me to
?"0 full of the fairest flowers”  Not long after, as
f fallen jnto a sweet slumber, she expired—
Heiddbvrg, October 25, 1553,
lre were many tributes paid to her loveliness
W7 the literary men of the time. Secundo Curio

¥rote an cpitaph expressive of his love and
Teverence .
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; “ To mortals known
: Avong that all her sisterhood outshone,

¢ "genjus, learning, and that brighter fame

¢ Ure spotless life, and pure Religion claim;

7 ST thig e guve the earth to view,
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" & brief spaco her virtues heavenward drew H
ISt eac)

") ! bure thought, and then a soul so bright
With 15

. ™ to dwell, in realins of endless light,
"""‘. Fest and bliss are her's, Traveller, adiou!
® thine sucy paths, such blessings to pursue.”

Frum

i the Journal kept by this lovely woman,
ing

her residence at the Court of Ferrara, may
CXtracted inuch that will give pleasure, and
0‘:? igl?t upon the brightest era of that once
W :“3 city, of which nothing now remains to
by tit once was, but the memory of other
ooy ¢ fame of Ariosto, the sad and blotted
tary of Tasso's success and suffering, the Segre-

T

theq ?f Guarini; and the pictures drawn by
o Hists of the time, of the beauty of the womaun,

hep o Mt 8uch lustre to the city in the epoch of
rglory'

¥
i"“gm, Feb. 9th., 1541.—* To-day has boen a
ar

Pary .
I Y happy one, and I have thought that

) R
“Q‘O\I:iid like to chronicle some of the events which
I’Qﬂuy Y Passing at this court, so full of grace,
Ue py " intellcot, Tt is now threo years since
they,. 2% Rende took me under her protection ;
! Tepay | B more than a mother to mo i—how can
; !Iumy 't only by constant love and dovotion
by, dees Beither Leonora or Lucretia can feel for
. lngy gb°" alliction than fills my beart, How

“an, W48 to-day, when she received the prio-
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cely deputation of her father, she looked indeed
the Queenly daughter of France; and yet she has
no beauty, it is only the charm of intellect and
that fascination of manner, which makes all hearts
her own—then binds them fast. She is sorely
tried sometimes with the Duke’s religious preju-
dices, but hiow nobly does she bear herself under this
annoyance. I cannot feel too grateful that she has
rurtured meinthe great Protestant principles; their
lightand freedor seem to me o great by theside of
the dariness of Reme. I wish I could have scen
Luther; methinks I could have died content, had
I but once seen that modern image of the holy
Apostles, and heard him discourse of reform, and
the noble truths he maintained, but that is a
privilege denied me; he has gone to the home
of the blessed; yet Calvin lives still, perhaps
I may listen to him. I heard the Duchess say to-
day, she had received intelligence that he had left
Geneva, and was travelling through Italy. She

" doubtless hopes he will visit Ferrara, though I

doubt much ifhe will be allowed to remain here ;
the Duke is such g foe to all the leaders of the
Reformation,

11th.—This has been reception day; many
forcigners of distinction were introduced, I stood
Just behind the Duchess, and could see and hear all
that passed. The Prince of Condé, with his
haughty air; represented France, Adrian Colonna
came with credentials from Rome, Foscari from
Venice, and linked with them the Duke of
Urbino; if I am not mistaken, he has come to woo
one of the lovely sisters; which will it be, Anne,
Leonora or Lucrctia

After the presentation of these and many other
princely foreigners, there appeared a stiff, plain,
austere looking man, an Englishman by birth, so
it was said, George Heppeville by name. I know
not why he comes hither, he looks not like one who
cares for Courts or their gaieties, he appeared to
have no political mission ; and yet behind that grave
look, may be hidden deep schemes of ambition
The Duke liked him not, I can see, he does not
favor any of thesc Englishmen, because he deems
them a nation of heretics; butthe Duchess, as if
to atone for the Duke's coldness, was kinder to him
than to any of the titled guests. She even invited
him to join our quiet little circle in her retiring-
room in the morning; Ihope he will come some-
times, I should like to sce him again where I can
hear Renée talk to him, and yet I shudder at his
austerity; I could not speak to him mysels, I
should quail before his glance,

To-morrow evening there is to be & grand ball,
all the ladies are preparing for it.

M\\MW )

18th~—The ball is over. Ino longer hesitate s g .
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to which the Duke of Urbino will choose; his cyo
followed Lueretia’s every movement, and there is
no doubt she will smile upon him. It was a
magnificent ball ; Renée, the Queen of the evening,
for though no longer young, she commands the
admiration of every one; she was dressed in purple
velvet, sewn with dinmdmls, a coronet of brilliants
flashing from her lofty brow. By her side stood
the noble looking Duke, calm and cold as a statue,
his face only lighting up, when some of the royal
ambassadors approuached. Close by the Ducal
couple, a few paces behind, were the “ Graces,” as
they may well be termed, each robed in white, the
only difference in their costume, being in the gems
which each wore according to her own taste, and
which they thought the most suitable to their
varying style and complexion.

In Lucretia’s dark hair were wreathed orient
pearls, arranged like a diadem, bespeaking the
8mbition which fills her mind. Around Annc's
throat, and resting almost upon her classic fore-
head, contrasting beautifully with the pure white
of her dress, and her soft blonde hair, was the ceru-
lean turquoise, that stone of fairy power, as some
aver. Leonora wore no gems, but a garland of
orange flowers, which mingled with the curls
floating around her lovely face, rendered her the
embodiment of a poet's fancy. These royal ladies
Were dressed with more simplicity than any of
their guests, yet they had a more regal air; and as
Lucretia gave her hand to the Duke D'Urbino,
aud Leonora her's to Clément Marot, the French
Poet, to lead in the Bolero, & murmur of admira-
tion rose from all the company.

This Bolero is a new-fashioned dance just intro-
duced from Spain, I cannot say I like it as much
82 the graceful, gliding movement of our Italian
Ances. It is wild, fanciful, pretty for peasant
and lasses in the open air, but it is not digni-
ed enough for the air of a Court; yet it has
me the mode, and all, young and old, are
lea"ﬂing its flings and variations, The music is
Yery inSpiring, and perchanee that is the reason of
ita Popularity. It is droll to sece Clément Marot
shtering intp it with all a Frenchman's &pirit; his
light, lithe, monkey-like figure, springs about with
*uch vivacity, his keen black eyes flashing with
“joyment. Ah! he is a rare one, the present lion
of the Court ; his over sparkling wit bubbling up
® his native Champagne, renders him a most

Strable companion ; his epigrams are. full of
Point, ang he is g0 natural and naive,—liko his
™8, he is decidedly “Marotique,” and it has
e the fashion to imitate him in everything;
bo:: youngsters of thé Court, who can boast a

. Deutit “ 3 lg Marot;” and sauce “d la Marot,”
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which by the bye is very piquant, flavors every-
thing; but this popularity is not very lasting, and
he must soon expeet some new star to eclipsc Lim,

I hoped last night to sce the Englislian
George Heppeville, but though there were many
of his countrymen among the throng, he cainc not,
I know not why it is, that stern featured man
posscsses such an interest for me; I have never
scen his face light up with 2 smile save once,—
then he was talking to Renée—I drew near, and
heard him describe the progress of Reform znd
Calvin in Geneva; T listened eagerly, hoping 1
should hear somewhat of the reformer himeclf
but T was disappointed, he talked only of the
great movements of the, times, he closed with,
“ Aye, Calvin will yct tread upon the necks of his

enemies,” and he smiled till his whole face chanzed | |

its expression ; but while I looked and wondered,
the brightness was gone.

I ought not to close my comments on the ball,
without chronicling the magnificence of the sup-
per. It surpassed anything I have yet scen; the
pastry-cooks are carrying their art almost to the
perfection of sculpture, indeed it is said—I know
not how true the charge may be—that they pay
great prices to sculptors to furnish them with
designs. In the centre of the table was a noble
looking castle, with frownin; battlements, guarded
parapets, moats and drawbridge, over the cntrauce
of which were the united arms of Urbino and
Este, and their flags waved from the arches—a
delicate way of intimating to the courticrs the
alliance which is soon to take place. A lovely,
graceful figure of Pomona, held aloft a basket of
the rarest flowers, while Ceres poured from a
flowing cornucopia olives, pomegranates, and
clusters of grapes. Bacchus was there, holding in
each hand bottles of the famous Vesuvian wine ;
and scattered all along the whole length of the
table, were smaller figures and groups of Floras
and flower-nymphs, with bouquets so fragrant that
they perfumed the whole air. Two or three pea-
cocks, dressed according to the present style, with
their heads gilded, and their tails spread, presided
over the pastries of rare and delicate birds. Not
a foreign luxury had been omitted, and the cye
could not weary with gazing upon the delicacy
and beauty of the ornaments. But I wish Renée
would discountenance the lavish profusion of these
feasts—it is a bad example for the poorer attachis
of the court, but this consideration can hardly be
expected from a daughter of Louis the XIIL,
cradled as she was, in splendor. The sphero
she now fills is limited, compared to the ex-
pectations formed at her birth; but she was
a true woman, and preferred the ducal coronet of
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Tercules, whom she loved, to the erowns proftered
her by oiher princes. Tt docs not seems to me, he
appreciatos her intellectual superiority, but she is

al

fround Ler, he is leit to believe himself the bright-

S star; it is well for her, that he takes pride

iy Patronizing genius and men of letters and in-

tQ“uN.

hinm here comes the duchess’ pretty page, in
® 82y trappings of silver and blue, what can he

Fantg wWpag message do you bring, Orlando

Doy the princess need me 1

la“ Renée commands the instant presence of the
dy Olympia.”

18 she alone, or are the princesses with her

"The lady Olympia Will soon see for herself,

10 formy the morning circle.”

hm"“l! malapert, thou art getting too proud ;

g,

e

‘

=
s

n“”ﬂlce to the duchess, and say I will be there
I‘V"nder why she summons me in such haste;
» Marot reads one of his Witty poems, or
Jeorge Heppoeville is with her, conversing
by }ﬁgll themes which occupy his mind—I
is 0. 1t will be indeed refreshing to have
‘.ilh“:"‘d awakened and quickened by converse
Uch o man,
oy ;e‘;i:‘g.‘h wasas I thought and hoped,—this
ple'“ur all Dever forget,—1I have enjoyed aholy
gy ¢ which will conscerate it in my remem-
! i Thave scen and listened to the most
*d may of his age. T have heard his views

hinie ',"°*t important themes which can fill the

']

! .

oy, S late now, long past the midnight
; x:d ut ,I cannot sleep, and I may as woll
; . iy Impressions,

of (th m°ming, when in answer to the message
*ateq i:ChesS, I entered her salon, I found her
&ntique talhe centre of the room, with the verd
i e il ble before her, upon which was placed
; at Nated cdition of the Bible, that was
Uy Q to her by the Queen of Navarre, as
e Py Cadear, also g copy of the new version of
: h“cha m,s by Beza, and Marot, which are now
' g“vemes:ured. Madame de Loubise, the beloved
; P'Q'lc Bibol f Benée, was seated beside her with a
: iru,%i ® 10 her hand, and the lovely Anne de
Vi the crouched on a low stool at her feet,
4 Tee princesses were seated at their
;‘; g, 7 the orje] window. In strong contrast
it. nﬁf‘xefm figures, stood George Heppoville,
5 %‘ere "0, ercet before Rende, shading as

gL ® tble and book. As I entered
; Q:i, . "lfe motioned to Orlando to place
p €r for the Englishman, and then

eap
$ E‘Ohim'

!
)
i
i
'
‘

*he said in French, which I par-

Tays xo gentle, that though the lite of the cirelo
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ticularly noticed, for she usually addressed him
in English:

“Now, my good sir, I am ready to listen to
your explanations.  Ah! Olympia,” she raid, as
tle noticed e, “you know not yet the pleasure
that awaits you; you are such a true Protestant,
you will enjoy hearing the views of the Rev.
Dr. Calvin from his own lips.”

“Yes, noble lady, it would be a rare pleasure
indeed, but one I hardly dare expect to enjoy. I
have hoped the light of the Genevan'Reformation
would have been attracted to the court of 5o well
known a favorer of his doctrines, as yourself; but
Monsicur Marot assures me that the Rev. gentle-
nuan dare not venture here, and he is, I believe,
deep in the counsels of the learned divine”

“ Monsicur -Marot is epigrammatic in his con-
versation; he speaks with a poet's license, you
must learn not to credit all he says—he delights to
throw a mist around others.  You will perhaps
find it hard to believe, aftor his assertions, that
you have already heen in Dr. Calvin's presence,
and listened to his teachings”

In & moment my eyes were opened ; I looked
up at the silent Englishman, he was smiling upon
me with a benign expression that changed his
whole face, and I knew then that the grave, sedate
George IHeppeville, was the Genevan Master in
Divinity. AsImet his glance, a sense of lowliness
and shame crept over me, and I drew back, but
Renée kindly motioned me to seat myself on a
cushion at her feet. Then turning to him, she
said:

“You will find an apt pupil in this young girl,
Dr. Calvin—she is already deeply read in the
Seriptures, in their original tongues ;—the Greek
text is as familiar to her as is her native Tusean,
and the Hebrew she is studying, and now; Good
sir, if you will take up the text, and explain to us
some of those difficult passages in St, Paul, on
election, and kindred subjects which it is so im-
possible for us to understand, we will listen to you
with pleasure.”

For a few moments Heppeville, or Calvin, as I
should now call him, raised his eyes to heaven, as
if in silent prayer, and an awe crept over all who
looked upon him,—then lifting the large Bible in his
stalwart arm, he first apostrophized it, and then
opening the Holy Book, he read in a deep, im-
pressive tone, from St. Paul's Epistle to the
Hebrews. Even his very manner «: reading
seemed to throw new light upon the words—a
glory rested upon the page, by degrees the needles
dropped from the hands of the young princesses,
their embroidery was thrust aside, and their eyes
wero rivetted on the reader.” Renée was pleased
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to note the impression made upon them, for she
was often pained by their want of sympathy with
her in these views.

After he had read to the end of the chapter, he
closed the boolk, and rising, commenced an exhor-
tation upon it, his face lighting up as if communing
with the Holy Spirit;—he had, however, just begun
bis exposition, when a step was heard along the
corridor, a tall figure darkened the entrance to
the door, and on looking up we were startled to
perecive Duke Hercules gazing with a frowning
brow on the circle. For a moment even Renée lost
her sclf possession and the color deepencd on her
cheek, but instantly she rallied, and beckoning
gracefully to him, she said:

“ This is, indecd, an unlooked for pleasure; we
hardly dared to hape you would join our social cir-

lc but come, enter; the room is not so charmed,

Jbut your footstep can break into the magic ring.”

%1 have no wish to intrude mysclf here, where

1 should be as much out of place as in a herctical”

temple,” was the short, quick answer of the duke,
as turning hastily upon his heel, his step heavier
than before, he retreated along the passage.

THE EMIGRANT'S MOTHER.

On waken up, my darli’—my Dermot, it is day—

The day—when from the mother’s eyes the real
light dies away!

For what will daylight be to me, that never more
will see

The fair face of my Dermot, come smiling back
tomet

Arise, my son-the moming ved is wearing fast
away,

And through the gray mist I can see the masts
rock in the bay.

Before the sea-fog clears the hill my darlin’ must

depart.

But ob, the cloud will never lift that wraps the

mother’s heart |
Sure then I'm old and foolish! what's tlns T'm say-
ing now ¥

Will T see my fair son leave me with the shadow
on his brow { ‘

Oh nol we'll bear up bravely, and make no stir,
ROr moan,

There will be time for weepin’ when my fair son
shall be gonel

Ve laid the old coat ready, dear,—ny pride this
day has been,

That on your poor apparel shall no rent, nor stain
be seen,
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And let me tie thiat kercliief, too; it’s badly done,
1 fear,

But, my old hands tremble sadly—uwith the hurry
—=Dermot, dear !

And are you ready, darlin't  Turn round, and bid
farcwell

To the roof tree of the cabin that has shicltered us
go well

Leave a blessing on the threshold, and on the
old hearth-stone—

"Twill be a comfort to my heart, when T sit there
alone.

And often at the twilight hour, when day and
work are done,

Tl drecam the old times back again, when you
were there my son,

When you were there—a little thing that prattled -
at my knee |

Long ere the evil days had come to part my child
and me.

N N N N N N N N Y
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The dear arm still around me, the dear hand guidea
me still |

"Tis but a little step to go—see, now we've gained
the hill ;

Is that the vessel, Dermot dear{—the mist my
eyesight dims— :

Oh, shame upon me | now—what means this trem- ;
bling in my limbs ¢ :

My child ! my child! oh let me weep awhile upon
your breast; ¢

Would I were in my grave! for then—my heart

" would be at rest—

But now, the hour is come—and I must stand up-
on the shore, ;

And see the treasure of my soul depart forever
more |

RN

T know, my child! I know it—the folly and the
sin!

But oh, I think my heart would burst to keep this
anguish in—

To think how in yon sleeping town, such happy
mothers be,

Who keep their many sons at home 1 while I—I
have but thee !

But I have done, I murmur not—1I kiss the chas-
tening rod,

Upon this hili—as Abraham did—TI give my child
to God!

But not like him, to welcome back the precious
thing onco given-—

T'll sce my fair son's face again—but not on this
side leaven !
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THE EMIGRANTS.

BY H. V. G

“ LET not ambition mock their useful toil;
Their homely joys, their destiny obscure,

Nor grandeur, hear with a disdainful smile,
The short and simple annals of the poor” -~

Ty eventiul summer of 1832, will be long
“Membered by every one who witnessed its
MStation,  None can forget the gloomy

: esP‘mdcncy which brooded over this fated city,
A % the first half suppressed rumour went
i :“d, that pestilence had rolled in with the
§ o O emigration from the mother land. None
forget tme shrinking fear which paralyzed the
Sest hearts, when the truth could be no longer

@ “aled, that cholera in its most malignant
that dreaded and mysterious disease which

. g revelled in the luxuriant East, and des-

& Y?d 1ts thousands in the fairest portions of the
W"éd world, had winged its flight to this
. ’w‘*fant region of the North, Neither age xnor
it dop °f¢ cxempted from the general cnIamxty;
Nshe:lnf: the chamber of the wealthy, and extin-
d“sﬁtm& ¢ last earthly hopes of the poor and
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; '“lcel: first Sabbath which succceded the appear-
! gy the'cholcra. was marked by the greatest
gy Of 1ts victims; many an eye which wel-
gy, the light of that sacred morning with
| g,

‘,
1
’

d brightness, before the midnight hour
lig

i ed‘in its last sleep. The houses of pub-
re‘@nce P were unopened, for even in the
togy,. OF Bis Maker, man feared the dreaded
! Yegrg . °T Of the destroying angel. No sound was
¢ oy U8k the desolate streets, save the timid
% bro ® f the few whom necessity called abroad
thgip o Medical assistance for themselves or
T

b

0,
Pesey.
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e.e 2ds, and the heavy tread of those who car-
*fellow mortals toa hasty and unhonoured
farses, often without even a solitary
'mee t attenq them, constantly passed and
ly the portals of the grave-yard, and the

f Wy o W remaipg of hundreds were hurried
»and thrown into one common recep-
closed in, and twilight lingered
: . loveliness, upon the mountain and
5 :: the s’::d the moon looked down in brightness,
¢ Rl & sparkled i thair o
\ h°\lsly % Parkled in their nightly course ag
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repose, and no voice of dcath, no cry of lamenta-
tion, arose upon the midnight air, A few soli-
tary individuals etill flitted like shadowy forins
along the silent streets, the physicians worn out
with anxicty and fatigue, exhausting their art to
conquer a disease which baffled their utmost
skill, and the ministers of religion who were never
weary nor their hearts faint in the performance
of Christian duties.

Amidst the general desolation there were none,
perhaps, who suffered more severely than the
Emigrants. Avoided as the source of public calami-
ty, from their privations and exposures peculiar-
ly susceptible to the attacks of disease, the hard
carnings which they had saved to bring them toa
land they belicved a home of freedom and abun-
dance, consumed by harassing delays and un-
foreseen accidents, and unable to procure employ-
ment in a season of universal distress, they were

reduced in many instances to extreme and hope-'

less misery. Happily for them they found among
strangers, hearts to pity and hands to relieve
their distress. A ripe and pleasant Autumn suc-
cceded that desolating Summer, the city was
gradually purified from contagion, and the citizens
of every class returned to their customary occu-
pations and amusements. It was only in the
bereaved domestic circle, in the bleeding heart
which mourned its broken ties and disappointed
hopes, that the fell destroyer had left the traces
of his short but frightful reign. .
Among the bumbler ranks who were expo-

sed to the severest physical éuﬂ'erings, the be-

nevolent found amplo scope for the exercise of
their humane and charitable exertions. Many
a tale of sorrow was poured into the ear which

kindly listened to receive it, and those who -

are conversant even in a slight degres with
the variety of suffering to which that class
is subject, may feel an interest in the simple
story of an obscure and nameless family. It
is unmarked by any marvellous event or
romantic incident, but it may serve to ehew that
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the passions and emotions of human nature are
the samo in every condition, that the heart beats
with equal truth and sincerity, beneath the tatter-
ed grey cloak of the emigrant, ns under the richer
garments of wealth and fashion. It may teach
some to realize, that it is only by placing them-
selves in contact with those whom they are too
apt to view merely with pity or dixgust, that
they can learn to regard them as their feliow
creatures, and to feel that circumstances alone
have made them te differ fromn each other.

It is indeed difficult in the squalid abodes of
abject poverty, amidst the filth that disfigures
and the vice which tao often disgraces it, to recog-
nize the immortal spirit which infinite goodness
has implanted in cvery human form, But that
it does exist there, however obscure or imper-
fect, should be a sufficient incentive to cvery bene-
volent mind to use the utmost exertion to rescue
it from degradation, and render it worthy its glori-
ous destination. Fallible man too often confounds
the outward circumstances with the inward state
of the mind, and is too ready to belicve that vice
is the certain attendant upon poverty, and that
the evils of the poor are entailed by their own
misconduet. The all secing eye alone can pene-
trate the heart and discern the good which is
concealed beneath the pressure.of external evil.

William Dermot rented a few acres of ground in
the north of Ireland, and when he welcomed his
fair young bride to his neat but humble cottage, he
felt that he had received a blessing which would
ensure prosperity and comfort to his earthly lot.
With more providence than is generally character-
istic of his countrymen, he had deferred his mar-
Tiage till he could command a little sum to defray

e first expenses of housckeeping, and sccure
himsclf from the danger of incurring debt. Mary
Was gentle, modest, prudent, trained by an excel-
lent mother in carly habits of piety, industry and
Self denial; she had also received from her, many
lessons of worldly wisdom, and more learning and
mMental discipline than is usual even among the
better class of Irish peasantry. Their simple
nnals afforded no striking events for many succes-
Sive years, Industry and economy presided over
their little domicile, and if they sometimes found
1t hard to supply the wants of a rising family,
Patienco and perseverance surmounted every

dculty, and mutual affection sweetened their

Y toil.  The spirit of emigration to America
Was at that time prevailing throughout the British
d°minions, and William began to fecl that a new

, :ioﬂd of hope and enterprise was opened before

W, All his exertions beeame directed to the

® Purpose of conveying his family to that land
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of promise, where he believed the path to riches
and independence was short and casily attained,
Mary was less sanguine in her feelinzs, “ We aro
happy and contented here” she said “and why,
Williaun, should we leave this pleasant home, to
meet, we know not what, of dangcer and disap-
pointment. If our bread is hardly earned our
children are fast growing up to labour with us
and relieve us of our hurdens” “Yes,” returned
William; “they too will toil, and their ehildren
after them, not to increase their own stack of
comfort, but to pour it into the hands of a greedy
landlord, who exacts every tithe, and grinls 1L
face of the poor to pamper his own cxtriavacanee,
There we shall at least be free, and, whatever we
earn, shall have no one to account to for it” Mary
asusual yielded to her hushand'’s wishes, and it was
finally agreed that the coming year should be devo-
ted tothemostrigidindustry and selfdenial, hoping
they might be enabled to leave the ensuing Sy ing,
with a comfortable outfit and a little stock laid
by for the emergencies of their new situation,
Sandy, a younger brother of William, Ladalready
preceded them, and his letters were cheerful and
full of encouragement. He had obtained a situa-
tion as gardener in the vicinity of Montreal, and
his wages at the end of the year would, he hoped,
enable him to stock a small farm which he could
purchase on credit, and by prudence and good ma-
nagementin a few years free it from incumbrance.

About the middle of April 1832, William and
his family embarked at Dublin and bade a final
adieu to their native country. They were accom-
panied by Catharine, Mary’s only sister, who had
early received the plighted affection of Sandy, and
his promise to marry her, whenever circumstances
would permit their union. The ship was crowded
with emigrants although the captain had stipula-
ted not to exceed a certain number, and in conse-
quence, it soon became excessively uncomfortable.
For a few days the weather was favorable and
their progress rapid. With characteristic impro-
vidence, the greater number lavished their small
stock of provisions, determined to revel inidleness.
when not obliged to labour, and utterly indiffer-
ont to the representations of the more careful, that
delays might impede their progress, and subject
them to severe privations. A large proportion
were grossly ignorant .on every subject connected
with their undertaking. They had been blindly
urged on by the example of others, by persuasions
of the interested, and in many instances, bribed by
those who were anxious to relieve themselves of
tho burden of supporting the inmates of alms-
houses, and the mendicants of the strects, Num-
bers were soon reduced to their last morsel, and
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Bliged to subsist on the charity of others, when
ﬂ“‘)' could no longer  satisfy the exorbitant
hands of the eaptain, for what he chose to fur-
sk them from his own stores,  After six tedious
Teeks, embitiered by contention, sickness, and
c e loss of several lives, they gained the entrance
¢ M ihe noble Gultof St. Lawrence,

o Willia and his family, who had prudently
; ec°’“0mizod their litile stores and kept themselves
‘ 8oof fron the bickerings of their fellow passen-
; 8ers, st apart on the deck enjoying the tranquil-
rl:;‘ji:f the scene :u*ound'thom. ‘Lifc seemed to
; ¢ even in the torpid and inert. The sky
08 pure and transparent, and the breeze, too
0 gt ¢, swell the eanvas, came loaded with re-

RIS N .
; \l"“’s §weetness from the distant shore, | The
‘; "ming

aveg,

i
‘

I .

o and at eve went down cradled in gorgeous

‘: uds, (hrm\'ing a blaze of splendour across the
ey i : : ;

2"’(- Y islands, then just tinged with the tender

A . .

g e Gf early June. Birds of various forms

! thmgc, whirled their rapid flight around
® Vosgo]

»and immense shoals of porpoises bathed
' surface of the slumbering deep. The
. Uy whales, which frequent these northern
¥
o

Doutrs’ displayed  their clumsy gambols and
) ed theip briny columins to the astonishment

Bﬁmo holders and the fanciful appearance of the
Hin S Was a source of never tiring wonder. This
‘i:eg‘ﬂr })]lenou)cnOI), which has puzzled the
; dy, ;m}?l“l_‘)sophcrs, scemed nothing short of en-
! lereg. "t ia the cyes of the ignorant and unlet-
; thOre' Cmes: battlements and castles, often floated
‘ ¢ Vision, in all the distinetness of reality,
1 f‘ded away like the “baseless fabric of

e cry of “Quebee, we are near

the often passed from mouth to mouth, when
frop, ; still many scores of leagues distant
’ive,,, i As they approached the mouth of the
ay mzmlmmains on the north assumed a bold-
; eg 'cilofty aspect, while the southern shore,
Bty With white cottages, with occasionally a
‘f% b g Fhurch spire, rising from a circle of
o S trees, presented a pleasing picture
r:;mf‘m and repose. There are few who
ﬂm::me sympathy with the beautiful in
e op blf they may not view it with a pain-
the duli‘}?rcss it in a poets language; and
e evep ¢y, iONOtomy of a dull and tedious voy-
:%"Qred f;e animal spirits exultin the prospect of
Tobe oo fedox.n, and the earth seems to puton
nx"‘éd, Oveliness till then, unseen or unad-

djz;a"l‘iﬁn
MM § at Grosse Isle, the emigrants were

ite ay intelligcncc that the cholera had
PPearance, and. that a strict quar-
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entine was enforced on every vessel which came
into tho harbour. There was no evading this
regulation; they were restricted to narrow limits,
the healthy and robust mingled with the ick,
the infected, and the dying, compelled to breatho
a tainted atmosphere and subject to severe dis-
tress.  Many, very many, who landed in perfect
health fell vietims to this unwise regulation,
others found all their little means wasted away,
and were compelled to throw themselves upon
the charity of strangers;

William and his family, though they had suffer-
ed many privations, and muchloss both of time and
moncy, procceded, immediately on their release,
to Quebee, and from thence to Montreal. On
reaching the latter place they were much disap-
pointed to find, that Sandy had left it the preced-
ing week.  Impatient of waiting for their arrival,
the Summer fast advancing, and his ‘time unem-
ployed, he had gone to take a survey of the coun-
try and select the best position for his future
settlement.  Every thing in Montreal was unfav-
orable to their views and woro a gloomy aspect,
All business was suspended, the labouring classes
found little employment, and fear and want added
their countless vietims to swell the rank of the
destroyer.  With much difficulty William found
a decent shelter for his family, but bis resources
were greatly diminished, his hopes of immediate
excrtion frustrated, and it was indispensable to
adopt some means for their present support. He
yiclded reluctantly to the necessity of leaving his
family, even for a short time, under such painful
circumstances, but felt obliged to follow his bro-
ther, who had left directions where he might be
found, with thegentleman who had lately employ-
ed him.

Mary, whose expectations had never been so
sanguine as her husband's, felt her heart die with-
in her as she received his last embrace, and found
herself alone in a world of strangers; for the first
time since her marriage deprived of the protection
and assistance of her husband, and with sickness
and suffering abounding on every side of her. Seve-
ral of their fellow lodgers fell victims tothe cholera,
and William’s absence was prolonged, week after
week, till poor Mary’s spirits were almost exhaust-
ed by the agony of anxiety and suspense. The
children, who had always been accustomed to
fresh air and wholesome food, suffered severely
from their confinement in a crowded room, in the

" tainted atmosphere of one of the meancst suburbs,

and as their mother’s scanty means beeame every
day more precarious sho saw, with a pang which
& mother only can feel, their healthy looks and
cheerful spirits exchanged for the pallid hues and
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languid motions of incipient disease, and actual
want. She was at last obliged to limit their
allowance to the merest necessaries of life.

Both Mary and Catherine used every endeavor
to procure work of any kind to assist them in this
extremity. But strangers as they were, and in a
season of general alarm and distress their efforts
were unavailing. At length Catherine, through the
recommendation of an acquaintance, obtained
some plain sewing which she finished so neatly,
that she received from the lady who furnished it,
the promise of constant employment.  The remu-
meration was small, but it kept them from actual
want and was gratefully received. The children
sick, pctulant, and unhappy, required all their
mother's attention through the day, and it wasnot
till their wearied eyes were closed in the balmy
sleep that scldom deserts the couch of childliood,
that Mary had leisure to sit down and assist Cather-
ine in her labor. Their task was often protracted
till past the hour of midnight. and stricken in
heart, it was generally pursued in melancholy
silence, The absent husband and lover were
ever present to their thoughts, but they feared to
increase each others misery by dwelling on the
apprehensions which constantly weighed on them.

“ Why,” said Catherine, one eveningafter an un-
broken silence, “why did we ever leave our dear
home to come to this wretched place} we were
bappy there, oh why would not William be con-
tented with his lot

Mary burst into a flood of tears, the first she
had yet indulged,—a vision of her neat cottage,
the home of her childhood, the scene of her
Maturer joys, rose before her eyes. She saw
ber children, healthy and happy, sporting before
her door, and her busband, with a light heart

aad cheerful smile, returning from his daily-

bour 1o partake her evening meal. The recol-
lection was too vivid, and it was many moments
before she had power to reply. -

“Do not Catherine,” she at last said, “do not
#peak of past happy days, and above all do not

%3y & word to repronch my poor William; God -

oWs he did all for love of us, and whatever may
.Jet betide us, no word of upbraiding shall ever
Pass my lips, nor a thought of unkindness find
Place in my heart towards him.” —
. At that moment a sound of foot-steps ascend-
10g the stairs arrested their attention. . It was
Unusual at that late hour, when the wearied in-
:‘“{“ of their miserable abode werc cémmonly
;ed ii profound repose. Some one tapped
Satly at the door, and Catherino roso to open it
Withg sickly sensation at her heart, believing she

© 3 ¥ called upon to assistin the last duties to
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some suffering fellow mortal. The next instant <he
was clasped in the arns of Sandy.  3Mary rose to
welcome him, but her eyes were fixed on the till
open door, expecting another and «till dearer, her
husband.. He camc not, ehic looked ut Sandy, his
haggard and altercd face alarmed Ler, she grasp-
ed Lis arm with an imploring lock. Her pale
lips were rigid, and Ler tongue refused its office,

Sandy had not courage to reveal the futal tro,
Lut poor Mary read it in bis averted looko b
e b el
dead,” she murrnured and cunk sen-cless on the
floor. It was long before the uuhappy wife re-
turned to a state of consciousness.  One fuling
fit followed another, and Lefore moruing -l
became the mother of a helpless child whase
feeble eries for kindness and, protection, were laig
unanswered by a thrill of maternal tenderncss,
LExhausted by previous suffering and continued
anxiety, poor Mary had not strength to sustain
this last infliction, she sank into a state of complcte
despondence from which nothing could arouse her.
She then exacted from Sandy repeated undminnte
accounts of her husband’s illness and deah, and
dwelt constantly and with a melancholy interest
on the painful detail. William had written twice
to his wife informing her of his proceedings, but
she had only received one short lettcr, saying Le
had been disappointed in meeting Sandy at the
place where he expected to find himn, and that he
should immediately proceed to Kingston, fecling
certain he awaited him there. He was still san-
guinc and full of hope though the journey had
been a more expensive one than he anticipated,
and his money was almost exhausted. Sandy, in
the mean time, had selected a farm which he could
purchase on easy terms and only awaited his
brother’s sanction to conclude the bargain. He
bad but twenty-five pounds to pay in ready
money, and & long credit for the remainder. That
sum, Sandy had saved from his years wages, and
placed it in the hands of a friend, who gave
him a note on interest, payable on demand. The
brothers met at Kingston, and it was agreed that
William should proceed to the farm and make
the neccssary arrangements, while Sandy return-
cd to Montreal to procure his funds, and convey
the family to their destination. But on the evening

of their separation William was scized with the
cholera which in a few hours terminated his exis-
tence, and Sandy, after seeing him decently inter-
red,returned alone and disconsolate, the messenger
of sad tidings to his afflicted family.

Mary's extreme illness required the most unin-
termitting attention and careful nursing. Cather-
ine boro her heavy burdens With a fortitude and
cheerfulness which fow, so young, would have exhi.
bited. Even from her lover she cancealed the

tearful eyes and unbroken silence,
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xireme misery and want to which she was often
Teduced.  She well knew he had little to impart,
.L“t he saw cnough to feel most painfully his
Inability to place her immediately in a more com-
fortable situation, The person to whom he had
it Lis money had left town during the preval-
ea of the cholera, and as that disease was now
8reatly abated, it was supposed he would shortly
Teturn, angd Sandy reeeived from Catherine a pro-
Mise to become his wife as soon as Mary's health
tlloweq to her venture on a fatiguing journey.
Wherine felt that her sister's life depended on a
Temoyq} from her present abode, and her heart
nzd for the poor children, emaciated by confine-
et and the deprivation of proper food.
“We must all work now Catherine,” said
ndy, “but with God's blessing on our labors, T
°De a foyy years will make us comfortable and
“CPendent of the world ; exercise and fresh air
Soon make the little ones robust again, and
u;)y will, at least, have elean straw to lie down
" and plenty of food, though it may be of the
“est kind” * Theso unambitious anticipations
“mble and homebred comfort, reciprocated
an“m‘cﬁonnte and confiding hearts, beguiled
ﬁlas)v’ ® Weary day of toil and self denial. But
: “‘0)' were destined never to be realized.
Y ad found oceasional employment in the
. 1%eof o gardencr to whom he was well known,

o

FrEE

Way o, “PPressed with indéscribable languor which

Me dis°°“ Succeeded by more alarming symptoms,

Koy . 3Ssistance was procured, but in vain,
ty in

¥a

Sen the morning Catherine, at his request
: m;
In ti

receive his last blessing, and the com-
in g :&*_“r«’lnce that he died at peace with God
Be 1oy < ¥ With all mankind. He was one of

. Vietims of the cholera.

ag, 0:_ elaacholy event aroused Mary from her
Hexgry: “Spondence, and necessitated her to renew-
her, th 0 With a fortitude that was natural to
Top U8k for 4 time paralyzed by sickness, sor-
Vant, ehe returncd cheerfully to the per-
“higy °¢ of her dutics, and again shared the labors
Sty 3d lately fallen heavily and solely on her
theq togeyy "y and bitter were the tears which they
g ‘o‘er 33 theyreviewed the past, and looked
e Gospe the ?‘Opeless future. But the truths of
Ne g, i Which had been from childhood their
"‘Ppon, 'de, were now their consolation and
! Yevey jea:nd the blessed assurance, “He will
oy g+ thee nor forcalic thee” fell like balm
‘pbronch‘u' Wounded epirits, Winter was fast

e
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Ctumeq home one evening, wet, exhaust- -

Moned to attend him. She arrived only :
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"‘My ﬁr:g' tho children shivered around the
%d the long nights were mostly con- < Gbjects of your fondest love, who fearlest the brecze
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sumned in toiling at the needle, which scarccly
defrayed their sinall expenscs and furnished them
with a bare subsistence,  Every article of comfort
which was not indispensable, even many of their
clothes, were sold, often ata great sacrificg, to pay
their montlly rent, and purchase food, The lady
from whom Catherine first procured employment,
had been absent during the sickness, but hearing
of her return she went to carry home some work
which liad been left with her to finish. The lady
was much struck with the change in Catherine's
appearance, and with great kindness cnquired
the cause, and her sympathy, so soothing to the
wounded feelings of the poor girl, elicited a full
disclosure of her situation. The next day the lady
visited their cheerless abode, and her heart was
wrung with compassion at the misery which she
witnessed.  Mary, worn to a shadow, sat over a
few embers nursing her feeble infant, whose pre-
mature existence had been with difficulty pro-
longed, and busily employed in finishing a piece
of work on which depended their precarious sub-
sistence for another day. Three elder children
were gathered around her, eagerly watching the
motions of Catherine who was at that moment
engaged in preparing their scanty repast. In
spite of their extreme poverty there was an air
of cleanliness, almost amounting to comfort, in the
small and desolate apartment. The floor, the
table, every article of furniture was scrupulously
neat;—the children were perfectly clean, and
their clothes though coarse and threadbare, were
mended with the utmost neatness. Want and
penury were certainly there, but without their
cornmon and most dreadful attendants, foulness,
idleness, and vice. Every thing bespoke an innato
purity of character, a remnant of brighter and
happier days. The lady gazed upon the little
ones, their hungry lovks, their pale emaciated
countenances, marked with the traces of early
careand sorrow, and her heart wasdeeply touched.

Alas, the children of the poor! it is on them
the weight of their parent’s misery falls with ten-
fold force ; their gay and buoyant spirits, crushed
by nipping penury, early called to bear the yoke
of toil, to feel the degradation of beggary, initiated
in dupiicity, before they can discern good from evil,
outcast from society, and associated only with
the vicious and profane. What but the fruits of
evil can mature from such secd? Thousands of
such, now swarm from the suburbs of this city,
transported from the hot-beds of European vice,
to become the future populace of these rising
colonies. Mothers | ye who watch with tenderest
solicitude the downy couches in which repose the
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of Ieaven should too roughly wave the
silken curtaing, which shade their cherub loveli-
ness, who with maternal raplure wateh the dawn-
ing and expansion of their intellectual powers,
and with Christian watchfulness guard the purity
of their immortal spirits, turn your thoughts from
your own happy fire-side to the contemplation of
the unhappy offspring of poverty, of vice and
misery, subjeet to the contagion of bad cxamples,
and destitute of the means and instructions of
religion, and let your aid, your influence, your
example co-operate with the endeavours of active
benevolence to bring these *lost lambs into the
fold of Christ,” to rescuc them from physical suf-
fering, from moral depravity and intellectual
blinduess.

In the course of a few days the situation of
Mary and her family was materially altered. The
sympathy of the lady who visited her was follow-
ed by marks of substantial kindness. The chil-
dren were comfortably fed and clothed. Mary's
little debts were paid off, and herself and Cather-
ine enjoyed a few days respite from the incessant
labour which had almost exhausted their health
‘and spirits, and with a painful experience of her
childrens sufferings, she gratefully received the
pecuniary aid which was offered her, but she could
not consent to remain the pensioner of individual
charity, She looked to along dnd dreary winter,
the wants of her little ones must be provided for,
her feeble infant required the most constant care
and watchfulness, and ber wasted strength no
longer admitted of unremitting labour. Cather-
ine’s single efforts could not sustain the family,
nor was she able to endure the continued fatigue
which for the last few weeks had harassed her.
In this extremity Mary thought it no degradation
to apply for admission to the “ Ladies Benevolent
Institution,” a charitable asylum which had been
recently established by a few ladies, whose com-
Passion was excited by the great distress result-
ing from the cholera, and the utter destitution to
Which many widows and children were reduced
bY_ that awful visitation. There Mary and her
children were reccived among the earliest in-
Mates. Neatness and order prevailed throughout
the Tastitution, and they had “food to eat and
Taiment to put on,” daily instruction for the chil-
dren, and the privilege of attending on religious

. Worship, Her heart overflowed with gratitude,

and health and serenity again beamed from her
Countenance, .
\ Catherine was retained in the service of the
?dy who had so kindly assisted them, she had
t;‘ ral wages, which were carcfully reserved for
o beneﬁg of her sister’s family, as she hoped the
M
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return of Spring would open to them some plan
which would reunite them, and give them the
means of earning an independentliving. They had
one brother, a very young man, whe would gladly
have accompanied thern to Canada but the mas-
ter to whom he was hound, Gl of azge, refused to
release him from his engagement. James had
expressed his determination to follow them as
soon as he was at liberty to do so, which would
be early in the following Spring. Cutherine had
written him an account of Willium and Sandy’s
death, and she feared those melanchely events,
with the gencral derangement and distress of the
preceding scason, might dizcouraze Lim from the
undertaking. But she was happily disappoint-
ed. e came in one of the carliest vesscels which
arrived at Quebee, resolved to hazard every thing
to secure the comfort of his sisters. The meeting
may be more casily imagined than described.
Many plans were suggested for their future cour<e
of life, but the one most agrecable to the wihes
of the sisters was finally adopted as also the most
eligible.

James had been bred a furmer, and as the land
which Sandy had sclected was till untenanted,
e took immediate measures to become the pur-
chaser. Sandy had placed his pocket-book in
Catherine’s hand during their last interview, in-
timating that she would find in it a sum sufficient
to defray his funeral expenses, she had-opened it
only once to take out the money appropriated to
that purpose, and laid it sacredly aside as a
memento of the dead, without a thought
that it contained any thing else of value. Buton
relating the circumstance to James. he requested
to look at it, and found the note for twenty-five
pounds, which Sandy had undoubtedly intended for
her use, had he had power to express his wishes.

This sum which was readily obtained from the’

persen who borrowed it, according to the original
intention, was advanced to pay the first instal-
ment on the farm. The little which James brought
with bim, together with Catherine’s carnings
defrayed the expense of removing the family,
and furnished the necessary stock, and few imple-
ments of husbandry wanted. A year from their
arrival in Montreal after so many painful vicissi-
tudes and so much of actual suffering, this little
family of emigrants were quietly domesticated in
their new abode. It was a lonely and uncultivat-
ed spot almost in the primitive wildness of the
native forest, but it was to them a shelter from the

gtorms of life, a home where they could unite
together in training the little ones to industry and
virtue,and where they were secureof the necessaries
of life, with n rensonable prospect of future sup-
port and independence.
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“I have saved nothing from the wreek of my
better fortnues” eaid Mary “but my mother's
Bible, but this has been to me of more value than
gold and silver, “a pearl of great price,” which I
shall bhequeath to my children as the richest
legzey which a parent could bestow.  But for the
haly precepts, and blessed promises it containse, I
should have sunk under the weight of sorrow and
poverty, and in my destitute and forlorn state, I
might have yielded to despair and become, myself,
an outeast from society, and left my children to
begaary and its attandant vices”

The industry and good management of James
and his sisters have been crowned with signal
suceess.  Four years of patient industry converted
the fallow ground into fruitful fields, the seed and
the harvest were multiplied, the produce of the
dairy brought in exchange, all the necessaries
which their simple habits required. Neatncss
and order prevailed in every department within
doors and without, and the children repayed the
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care and anxicty bestowed on them, by their
diligence and activity, in the performance of their
allotted duties. -

Let no one who may read this <imple tale sup-
pose it entirely a fietion of the imagination. It
has had many a parallel in the humble annals of
the Emigrants, particularly during that scason of
almost unequalled distress.  Many have been re-
duced even from a higher station, and have suf-
fered the same afllictions, want and deprivation.
But few perhaps have shown the moral conr:igo
and the firm religious principle which actuated
Mary and her sister, which urged them to a course
of virtuous exertion, and finally raised them to
respectability and comfort. As there is no human
being so depraved as to be.beyond the hope of
mercy, so there is probably no situation in life so
utterly destitute aud forlorn, that it may not be
improved by honest labour and persevering indus-
try. ’
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THE CHIEFTAIN'S DAUGHTER.*

BY MIs8 M. HUNGERFORD.

THE sun was high in the heavens, when his rest
¥as broken by the entrance of Otho, who had de-
layad Lis coming beyond the usual hour, as he
; Pretended, to aid his master in preparing for his

| visit 4o Isabella.  He well knew that his frequent

usion to the devotion of Gustavus to Tsabella,
%ould excite the desire of Francis to gain his free-
dom a5 soon as possible, that he might free her
W his power; and although he well knew that
Ustavus, to prevent Tsabella from suspecting that
the. Castle of Lindendorf was in the vicinity of her
fidence, visited her but scldom, yet he knew that
®Might thus best hasten the endeavours of Francis
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Blied for the rich reward which awaited him,

‘;“ Francis &’ Auvergne was no more.
¢ had brought a portion of the promised

P e

5\ ::l::;‘l: :;‘:" fOt’:m'mg a l‘adde‘:, and he noz; re- § on the man he hadso grossly injured ; the man for
! tiong oy ort time, to give the necessary direc- whom he was even now pln.nmr}g a llOl:l‘ld death,
: F’“ﬂci~ Cerming its construction, and then clmrgmg $ and he almost feared that in his burning cheek.
; (.mm; °‘1T'0fl_111_v to conceal his work, when not § Francis might rcad the tale of the guilty deed he
b Not 0 3’ ed in it, he left him again to his solitude. weditated. e walked toward the little window,
ot it V{f\vas that solitude dreary ; it was divested $ and Francis trcmb.lcd 1.cst he should trace his exer-
Pl ch(ir‘x;"n, for the presence of hope was there § tionsof th.e preceding night, but without apparently
; fait ful llm. onward, and he applied himself ; noticing it, he turncd, and rapidly paced the
¢ Y to his task, never for one moment sus- 5 floor of the littlo chamber. Scveral moments
‘ *Contlnued from page 217,
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. ¢%ape from his bondage, and his sordid mind

¢ pecting that its end would be death. The day
was passing fast away, and he had just concealed
¢ his work, when'he heard the sound of an approach-
‘s’ ing footstep, and the next moment the door opened,
¢ and Gustavus de Lindendorf stood before him.
¢ The eyes of the rivals for some moments were
fixed on each other, while neither seemed inclined
to break the silence that prevailed through the
apartment.  Emotion, deep and painful, seemed
struggling in the heart of each, as there, in that
remote chamber, they stood face to face, alone with
cach other, and none to witness the interview., A
rich glow of the brightest crimson overspread the
é check of Gustavus; that of Francis was deadly
pale, for his heart beat with strange emotions, as
¢ hestood in the presence of the proud heir of Lin-
§ dendorf. Gustavus seemed irresolute, as he looked

88
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passed, ere ho found words to address his eaptive,
but at last he succecded in crushing the strong
emotions of his heart. e paused, and stood
confronting Francis, as he hurriedly cxclaimed:
“Franeis d'Auvergne, you have been now for
some time my prisoner, long enough, methinks, to
weary of captivity ; and .my heart shrinks from
holding in bondage him, whom I once loved as a
friend. Promise me then that you will accede to
what I now propose, and liberty shall yet be
yours!”

“Speak on I answered Francis, “ and if your
proposal please me, 1 accede, if not, I remain
Your captive.”

The crimson glow decpened on the check of
Gustavus, as he said: “ Pledge me the sacred
truth of a soldier of the Cross, that you will leave
Germany at once, and forever ; that nothing shall
ever again tempt you to cross the German Dbor-
der; that you will hereafter forego all intercourse
With the family of the Earl of Glenalvin, and re-
sign your every claim to the hand of the Lady
Isabella M‘Donald; you shall, by an oath the
most sacred, bind yourself o this, and address to
Tsabella a letter, saying that you freely and wil-
lingly resign all claim to her affection; pledge
Yourself to this, and a faithful escort shall attend
Jou to the borders of France; refuse! and you
80 from this chamber, but to your grave I

* Away, base monster!” cried Francis, “ nor
vex me longer, by remaining in my presence !
Speak not to me of the truth of a soldier of the
Cross, thou traitor to our holy faith ; think of the
Built that dyes your soul with darkest huc; of
the rights of hospitality grossly violated; of an
only, an jdolized daughter, torn by your ruthless
hang, by 4 plot which none but the most fiendish
Wind could form, from those whose all of happi-
Dess was centred in her; and look at him you
once called your friend, immured in this detested
Plf‘ce. the scene of the former barbarisms com-
mitted by the ever abhorred Lords of Lindendorf,

catened with eternal imprisonment unless he
will become your accomplice in guilt, by aiding
¥ou in your villainous cxertions to sceure the

“0d of one, whose pure soul would recoil in hor-

Yor from guilt so dark s thine, but whom you

ely boasted would become your bride! Liar,
Monster, leaye my sight at once, and forever 1"’

“.Nﬂy, man of mighty power, permit mo to re-
. but one moment longer, ere your command
:h‘_’beyedl I would crave a patient hearing,
& o T tell you that it was no idle boast that

@ hand of Isabella will soon bg mine! And not
ﬁtellmnd alone, her heart havo I already won cn-

Y from you! Sho now laughs at the mad-
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ness of her former preference for you, and shrinks
in disgust from the very thought of a urion with
him, she once believed she loved ! that idle faney
is now passed by, and her all of fond eonfiding
love is given to bim she once rejected, not from
dislike of me, but to please the wily Maleolm,
who, to frustrate my hopes, Lad poured into Ler
car strange tales concerning me! A few duys
more, and sho will bhe my own sweet bride, and
this very castle the scene of a joyous bridal, the
bridal of its future Lord! And know, vain pre-
sumptuous youth, that while all of carthly Lappi-
ness is mine, while the smiles of Lsabella bea
brightly on me, and I am blest with her warmest
love; that you will be impricoucd within these
walls ; here will you drag out a wretclied life,
here will you languish, here will you die, with no
kind voice to chieer your hours of gloomy misery;
no hand to smooth your passage to the tomb,
and from hence will you be carried to an unknown
grave, which no tear of affection shall ever warter,
and your own voice has pronounced your fate;
and now, noble Sir! I obey thy bidding, and will
leave thee forever, as thou hast said !”

He left the chamber, and Francis was alone,
For a long time he stood where Gustavus had
left him, lost in fearful thought; the possibility
that he bad, either by threats or intreaties, per-
sunded Isabella to yield to him her Land, came
over his mind, and pierced, like a dagger, his heart
with anguish. And then, more torturing still,
arose the fear that it was possible he Lad indeed
won her love; her extreme youthfulness, her
mind, as yet unformed and irresolute, now re-
moved from the parcatal influence that had
hitherto been her guide, thrown constantly into
the society of Gustavus, and dependant on his
society alone, as a relief from the tedium of per-
petual solitude ; and then the handsome face, the
graceful form, and noble bearing of Gustavus
were well calculated to please the female heart,
and he for some time gave way to the miscry that
¢he thought inspired, the misery of believing he
Yiad loved and suffered in vain.

“But Iwill yet be free!” he cried, “I will
again see the fair face of my loved Isabella, and
from her own lips, will I learn my fate! Per-
haps, like me, she is doomed to listen to artful
tales of heartless inconstancy, enough to tum her
once fond love for me to bitter hate ; and yet how
can she trust the words of one who has so bascly
deccived her ; one who tore her from her home
and friends, and taught her her first lesson of
carthly misery. But I will not censure her! it
may be fulse, and ehe, like me, may be faithful
still. DBut I must hasten my cfforts for freedom,
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that [ may tear from Gustavus his cherished trea-
Surg !

Gustavas knew well that his visit to his cap-
tive would terminate precisely as ithad done; he
k‘ncw that with the hope of escape before him,

Tancix would not listen for a moment to any
ternis e might propose ; and he had made pro-
Posals which he knew would, under any circum-
Stances, have been rejected with scorn by the
Pread soul of Fraucis d'Auvergne; to lull every
*Uspicion which might arise in his mind of the
Pan laig for his destruction to excite his desire
$ill fayeher to clivet his escape, had this visit been
Made, angd he lof: the chamber of Francis, well
Pleased with the success of the interview,

“Our gueet will not trouble us long ™! he sail
; Otho, as he rejoined that worthy individual,

Ve but permit his escape, imprisenment has
t.‘-'lmod him at all, for after enumerating my
pr::s' rather precisely, he bade me leave his
h&;t‘nce, nor venture into it again; somewhat
. eit, methinks he is, but the host must some-

e bear with the petulance of his guests, so

e listued calmly ; but mind, my good Otho

“t Dothing be wanting to hasten his departure I
t‘i‘h‘;u)ie ! trust to me, my lord, you ever found me
Proug l:md tr.ucl A few days more, and his
1 ead will be low in death, and his inso-
lorg :{‘z‘:\xe will be silent forever ! and you, my
%‘% il be free from the trouble he has hereto-

. asioned you !”
wig aﬁg §peed the work, as best you may ”| he
rej‘)i,ci master and servant, cach went his way

"3 in the hope, that Francis d'Auvergne
000 trouble them no more.
d'Auv::: days more had passed, and Francis
tigh, oalle threw himself on his bed. The mid-
te Ur had long since tolled, and he had just

placedth 1 . . .
whig, N ¢ last bar of the grating of his window,

i that night succeeded in removing,
ly oo+ ¢ Preparations for his escape were near-
he , "Pleteq, « To-morrow night at this hour,”

QXclaimed « g

hatog I shall, I trust, be safe beyond
Moyq o d walls, and free from the power of my
¥y thv““ Oh! how shall I rejoice to breathe
by
by

to

© Pure air of liberty, but I must rest mo
I readiness for the toilsome part,

f
t
{’ilow * long cre the courted guest visited his

by
nyf
h:‘d nmvh““'- and he dreamed, that the moment
b im ried 10 which he was to leave the placo of
, onment.  All was darkness within his
 the y 23 b aroso from his bed, and gotting

.

W

Q
Orq m
it

hoJ€at length he fell into an uneasy slum-

He strove to calm his mind to sleep,’

¥en now the excitement of his mind.
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pronched the window, to leave his prison, but
ero he reached it a faint light gleamed around
the room, and the form of the beautiful Theora,
swrrounded by a glow of uncarthly light, stood
before the window as ¥ {o prevent his too near
approach. Ile tried to advance but with extend-
cd arm the waved him back, and then Vanished
from his sight.

Francis awoke ;—strange thoughts of coming
days filled Lis mind, for the first time, he admit-
ted o doubt of the fidelity of Otho.® Was it a
plot to lure him to some hidden danger, herhaps
death  But if so, why had Gustavus waited on
him with the proposal he had made? And Otho
not instigated by his master could have no motive

- for secking his destruction. “'Tisbut a dream,” he

murmured “and shall T give it even a thought ¢
No! T will not let a vision of the fancy mar the
joy which recovered liberty in prospect, now af-
fords me!” “ And composing himself to rest he
'was soon, again, wrapt in the arms of sleep.
Again in fancy he prepared for his escape, ho
had removed the bars of iron from the window,
his fragile ladder was fastened, and passing
through the window, he was about to commence
his descent, when just below him, enshrouded
in uncarthly light, again the form of Theora
appeared, and intercepted his eseape. He awoke;
and long he lay musing on the singular coincidence
of this with his former dream. + He strove to
think lightly of the whole, but in vain. Not
now could he divest his mind of the idea, that
some great danger, connected with his intended
escape, was impending over him, but what could
he do? to refuse to leave the castle, would be to
make himself for life a captive to the power of
Gustavus, 'and this were worse than death itself,

and to go onward in his hoped for escape, he

now believed, was an enterprize most dangerous
indeed. But while his mind was tortured with
doubts, he again fell asleep. Again he dreamed
that the moment of escape had come; he had
passed through the window, and was slowly and
carcfully descending, when, again as in his for-
mer visions, the beautiful form of Theora appear-
ed to intercept his way; but although she waved
her hand for him to retire, he still advanced
regardless of the friendly warning. “Begone™!
he cried at length, impatient of any interruption,
“would you prevent me from escaping from the
power of Gustavus de Lindendorf! would you
keep me longer from the presence of my beloved
Isabellat” ,

“My life was given to save thee, then in’
vain | ” 'she criod as she vanished from his sight,

r prepared for his descent; he ap- % and left him.involved in utter darkness. Ho
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. paused amoment, and then continued his descent,
until he reached the end of the ladder; his hold
relaxed and he fell, not to the earth Lut into the
depths of a fearful pit. The pointed rocks which
formed the sides bruised his limbs, and as he
reached the bottom, far, far below the surface of
the carth, he found himself amid the bones and
decaying skeletons of former vietims of the cruel-
ty of the Lords of Lindendorf. He attempted
to spring to his feet, but was prevented by the
severe injuries he had received in his fall, and

* his own willl cry of despairing anguish awoke

him to the blizsful consciousness that it was hut a
dream.

“There is surely something prophetic in this,
he raid, after reflecting long on the singular coin-
cidence, “and shall I disregard it?
not rush madly to destruction!”

The first faint beams of the rising day werg
stealing gently into the apartment, and arising
cautiously and still, as if he were surrounded by
enemies, he approached the window and removed
one or two of the bars, Ie then drew his chair
to the window, and standing upon it looked down
through the opening he had formed. A thrill of
horror ran through his frame, as the yawning
mouth of the dark abyss, so closely resembling
the scene of his dream, met his view, and he with-
drew from the window and replaced the bars,
truly grateful for his escape from the snare, so
artfully laid for his destruction.

“Ever my guardian angel, beloved Theora,”
he cried, “again hast thou saved me {rom a fear-
ful death; how could I for & moment - doubt,
aught mingled with thy sainted presence? yés
thou art cver near to watch over me, and warn
e of coming danger! and I will heed the kindly
waming " ‘ . .

But what was he now to do? declare to Otho
that he had discovered the plot laid for his des-
truction, and remain for ever a prisoner or per-
haps die by the hand of ruffian violence. Sudden-
lya happy thought struck him. Armed with
one of the stout iron bars which secured his win-
d°}V, he might, were the doors which led to his
Prison open, defend himself against the power of
0“30, but then a host would answer to the call of
their comrade and he would be overpowered by
nf‘mbel'& After some time passed in forming

erent plans of conduct, he at last resolved to
fs'no mention of his discovery to Otho, when

to Visited him at his usual hour, to pretend still
; confide in him, and when the time for his
m‘md.ed flight arrived, to remove the grating of
.2 Window and hang out his ladder in token of
%, and then await the coming of his jailor, as

”
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he doubted not that either Otho, or Gu-tavus
would visit his chamber on the followins day.
The hour arrived, and Otho appeared with the
breakfast of his charge, and although the hewrt
of Franecis burned within him, he greeted Lim as
usual, and again discussed the chances of his
escape as calmly as if he knew nothing of the
ficndish snare prepared for him. e retirud at
last, and Francis threw himsclf on his Led, for
nought but inactivity until the hour of night was
before him.  The hours dragged slowly onward,
and he began to think the day would never end,
but at last the golden rays of the retting sun,
tinged only the mountain tops, and then it ~unk
from his view.

« Gtustavus believes that I have Jooked my last
on the light of the glorious orb of day I he mur-
mured, * how little does he deem that Tknow the
fearful fate which he prepared for me, and yet
am I not still as much as ever in his power? Dut
my guardian angel will not now desert me, and
while I know that the sainted spirit of my Thecra
hovers near, to shield me from coming evil, I
will banish every fear from my heart.”

Time had been, when the soul of Francis
d’Auvergne would have recoiled in horror from

“such a thought, but now he shrank not. To him

cach thought of the Leautiful girl who had o
dearly loved him, was a sacred and holy feeling,
the source of a mournful pleasure, and her remem-
brance was often the companion of his hours of
solitude, and even amid the glooin of the midnight
hour, when all around was robed in darkness,
would he delight to trace in memory each fea-
ture of her lovely face, and recall each word her
voice had uttered? And although he mourned
her early doom, hie felt that it was well that she
was forever free from the bitter sorrows of life;
and he sometimes almost wished for a resting
place beside hers, on that lone and dreary isle.

For the last time Otho performed his duty to
his charge, and exchanging adieus they parted.
Francis sat alone in his dreary chamber until a
late hour; he then arose, removed the grat-
ings of the window and suspended his ladder
from it; and then eeated himself to await the
result. It never occurred to him that many days
might elapse ere his chamber was again visited,
and he might perish for want of food. But there
was now no alternative, and as he fully believed
that his presence at Lindendorf was known only
to Otho, and his young lord, he hoped they would
be in haste to remove the ladder from the wall,
which would be & proof of some hopeless victim
having fallen into their snare.

As the morning dawned, he arose, and grasping
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fimly one of the bars o iron, he stood in almost

breathivss suspense beside the door. The time
scemed endless in its flight, but yet, as the first
Ty of the morning sun stole into the apartment,

be heard the heavy tread of an approaching foot-
step, More firmly was his weapon grasped, and
and s« the bolts tlew baek his heart seemied burst-
ing with its emotion.  The door opened, and Otho
stepped within, but ashe erossed the threshold a
heavy blow fram the weapon of Francis laid him
- %nseless o the floor, Every moment was now
of vast importance, and hastily snatching from
the hand of Otho the keys of the prison-house, ho
prang from the room and passed rapidly to the
8reat stair-case. e hastily descended it, but
&t the bottom he was met by his fearful enemy,
Gustavus de Lindendorf, For a moment they
ftoad confronting each other, and then Gustavus
Prc\v forth his sabre which hung at his side, but
. fTneis had observed the motion, and ere its point

N

¥as simed against his life, Gustavus lay senseless
¢ Mhis foot, struck down by the same trusty wea-
‘ Pon which had just before been levelled against
: the head of Otho.,
. Francis paused not, but hastened onward with
““P?(u(ms speed until he reached the outer door
®ading into the castle; this was closed but not
ted, and he threw it open and stood again in
'® open air,  The wild zephyrs of the early
s"r.;“fmnod his.buminé_; bl‘()\}', and c‘:\lmed the
"e\vh}e commot.mn which agitated him, but he
o0 he must linger not, and he sought the jron
T of the subterrancan passage. It was well
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i smnr;d, but the key was in his possession, and,
! , -
' "¢ stood within the dark and gloomy aperture;
z pass?(l onward, and at length emerged from its
{ [)mnm Into the cheerful light of day. He now
« Pagg .
: o to consider what course to pursuc ; should
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¥ at once to the abode of Isabella, he might |

T 50 sceurely guarded as to preclude all
""lﬁlcie()f setting her fr'cc, and should he wait
ight, h“-O\lld summon aid from home, Gustavus
"ome ou;“'.e regove_red and she be removed to
e hel h:’lblmtmn. Irresolute what course to

. ecti:,n cfsull wandcre}d onwa.rd, but still in the
gy th: the mountains, untll. his car suddenly
Plaint] sOlm_d of a lx.uman voice singing a soft
1ve air: He listened,—it was evidently

¢ wandering minstrels of the age, but still

Yei
! m:“;e came familiarly to the ear of Francis, and
! Yoy, Ously drew near the spot from whence the
‘

m: Proceeded, On a grassy bank beside a little

;g Ui

‘t},e oy ri.ll, hie gat, his head uncovered, and
[ ing g Ing air playing amid a mass of dark curl
¢y rs. The noble and athletic form was
| I % the eye of Francis, and although the
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face was turned away, not for onc moment did
ho doubt the identity of the person before him;
yes, it was Malcolm, his Dest, his dearest friend,
and springing forward with a ery of wild delight,
he threw himself at the feet of the astonished
Malcolm, who sat still chanting the minstrels lay.

« Ilow now, brother minstrel I” he cried, spring-
ing to his feet, and looking down on the intruder
with a glance of mingled pleasure and surprise;
“'The lack of ceremony in thy greeting has spoited
my song! but yet though great the evil thou hast
done me, thou shalt be forgiven, in pledge of
which accept my offered hand!”  And with a
kindly smile, he extended lLis hand to Francis
who had now regained his feet. Francis grasped
the offered hand and pressed it fervently, but he
attempted to speak in vain. His joy at the meet-
ing was too great, and he stood silent before his
friend, struggling with ihe strong emotion that
choked his utterance.

« Well” cried Maleolm, with a provoking emile,
« while thou art searching for thy tongue, a mem-
ber, whicn Tknew not till now thou wert ever at
aloss to find. I will inform you that T am fully
recovered from all the ill effects of that unlucky
fall; have wooed ruccessfully f'our bright-cyed
sister; an affair to which Iattended while unequal
to sterner duties, and with many foolish specclies
of eternal constancy and the like, which you no
doubt would think very sentimental, but whose
remembrance scem vastly childlike and sim&)lc to
i, have bidden her farewell for a time and, fol-
lowing your example, have donned the minstrel’s
garb, and am now, without having met with ad-
venture worth narrating, in the vicinity of that
sceno of former crneltics and wickedness, the
Castle of Lindendorf!  And now, good Sir, if
thou hast regained the power of gpeech, wilt thou
give me some account of the manner in which thy
time has passed *

Francis was not long in giving a faithful nama-
tive of his adventures, and when he had finished
they resolved to seck without delay, the place
pointed out by Gustavus as the abode of Isabella.

“Grasp well, thy trusty friend, which hereto-
fore hath done to thee good service,” said Mal-
colm, “ and I will seck to arm myself as we pass
along, lest the minions of Gustavus who guard our
intended prize, should make a bold resistance I”

Guided by the distant mountain summit, the
passed onward over the broken groundsand through
the tangled brushwood; hour after hour they
toiled on, not pausing cven for one short moment
to rest their weary limbs, all else was forgotten

_in the ardent wish to rescue the Lady Isabella.

The possibility that Gustavus had decetved Fran-
cis regarding her locality, arose to the mind of
Malcolm, but there could be no harm in ascertain-
ing its truth, especially as they knew no other
course to pursue. If she were not there, what
next to do they knew not, for their own safety
would require somo consideration in the danger-
ous vicinity of Lindendorf.

(To be continued.)
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% OUR TABLE.

Wr found upon our table the other day, “the
Searlet Letter,” by Iawthorne, an  American
al‘lthor, a work of much power and beauty, which
8ives a thrilling portraiture of the inner man,
shewing the resistless force of uncurbed passion,
and the might and certainty of the retribution,
Which follows its indulgence. So strikingly is
the great moral developed in the story, that all
Who read must involuntarily ask themsclves if
they are living a life of hypoerisy, or if the great
nd divine law of Truth is the guide and safeguard
of their hearts.
The style of the book is quaint but fascinating,
Sparkling with graphic descriptions of nature, rich
1 depth and beauty of thought, and with an un-
er current of pure and holy feeling which con-
stantly grushes up to charm and refresh us. So
®ep an interest hangs over every page, that it is
Mot casy when once commenced to lay it aside, as
m’“:iy can testify who have opened only to satisfy
heir curiosity, by solving the mystery of its sin-
Bular title, This is indeed not understood except
Yy t_hose who bhave some knowledge of the carly
or““t-'{n settlers of New England, and the severity
t.hen‘ laws and judgments. In order to express
we“' deep detestation of all sin, the unfortunate
08¢, weakness in yielding to any form of temp-
w:mn became known to them, was compelled to
ar the initial letter of his, or her, crime, emblaz-
Med on his breast, and thus the reader of Mr.
" \}:tllomc’s book, will shortly find the full
Bnificance of the “ Searlet Letter,” A.
€ cannot leave our Table before chronicling
littl Pleasure we have derived from a series of
© books, little in form, diminutive in outward
i ffstation, but simply and beautifully embody-
8 high ‘and important truths as ever were
.e.athed from the lips of the most cloquent
a :l::\;c“ A Trap to catch a Sunbeam,” is in itself
am, lighting darkened hearts, and teach-
bega:he way }Jy which to secure the brightness and
. ty of this life—« Ol Joliffe,” the best old
1 the world, diffusing happiness and joy
wrrever his round cheerful face is scen;—and
"}Y»" a small word but pregnant with meaning
l_‘!:(‘E"ﬂtl‘uction +—these are the separate titles of
~¢ emall tales, which contain the germ of rich
et“‘:“. and if read in a right spirit will reveal
S o then:hes' than the magic of “ Aladdin’s Lamp ;
N Wishing Cap of Fortunatus.”
Iy €Y are written by a young and pretty Eng-
glrl: and this knowledge, may perhaps invest
Baehe,?u'.”‘ additional charm, at least for our
a ¥ friends, Wo belicve they may be found,
"00!:.(:;' the work above noticed, at the principal
8 1a the city. g
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We have heen reading with mueh inierest,

. ’

«Midsummer Eve, A Fairy Tale of Love, “Ly
Mrs. S. C. Hall, and would commend it prytien. 7
larly to the attention of our fernule: vewders, 1t 0

abounds in the n=ual fine tact, wnd delicate dis
erimination of character which murks ali the yro-
ductions of thut popnlar anthores<, und the <tory,
though simple, is Leautifully narrwed and replene
with genuine pathos, and healthy sentiment. The
fuiry machinery of the tale is fancitully cot up,
and hangs round it like a graceful drapery threh
which we have glimpes of an idea! world, tha 4
without startling our credulity verns to biewl
perfect harmony with the events of actuud lile
The “little people” who are supposed to sway
the destinies of Eva Raymond, the Lorone, are
resolved into the pure affections and moral jrin.
ciples, which are in fact the good anzels of every
woman's life, and on the proper cultivation of
which, her true happiness entirely depends. Never
were these afiections and principles more beauti-
fully exemplified than in the heart trials of Eva
Raymond,and the charm of a pure, unsclfish, loving
character, is most exquisitely wrought out, and
perfectly sustained. ¢

The trials of the artist and Lis younz wife are
touched with a graphic pen; the rimple fuith, the
loving, hopeful heart of Eva, always chicerful. never
desponding, sustaining the less buoyant spizit ofher
husband by her own brightness, which filled their
humble apartment with a charm, that almost ban-
ished the terrors of want, and subdued the aganyof
disappointment.  Mrs, Hall has also been true to
nature in her delineation of Sidney's character.
With the heroism of a martyr, the noble principles ¢
of an honorable man, and the truc affection of a
devoted husband, he has not the endurance, the
strong faith, the bright hope which shene so clear-
ly in the darkest hours of Eva’s trial, and>which
gave her power to endure and conquer.  * Loving :
and being beloved,” was the fairy gift at her birth:
it is a gift which every woman receives, and we ¢

are sure that all who read this pleasant story
must feel that it is the highest glory of her sex,
to use it through life generously, for her ownhap- ¢
piness and the happiness of others.

We are not writing a ‘eritique but mercly a
simple notice of a book, which scems to us to pos-
se~ a singular charm in its simplicity and truth-
f iness to mature. The winding up of the tale
would have pleased us better, had the artist life
been carried out till genius and perseverance had
won their own high reward. lliut chacun & son
gout ; an claborate story is of little consequence
if & book of fiction can be made interesting despite
of it, from the charm of description and the beauty
and justness of sentiment it contains.

Scveral articles received for this number, are
necesagvily delayed till next tmonh,
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