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CEAFTER XV,

% But oh! what storm was in that mind!”
CraBBE: RutH,

Ty, pale rays of a lamp threw their shaded
light over a large and richly furnished chamber
8 Ardinore. A shadowy female form, whose
Outline was rendered yet more aérial by the
Uneertain light, stood silently by the side of a
d, whose rich crimson drapefy swept the floor,
or olided through the apartmnent noiselessly as a
disembodied spirit. Seated at a little distance
from the bed, and holding in his hand a closed
00k, sat & middie aged man, whose dress, as well
8 his serious, bengyodint countenauce, bespoke
the saered duty whigh had called him to soothe
the bed of deathy
Stillness reigned within the sick chamber, ex-
ept when a deep groan or a smothered ejaculation
of pain broke from the lips of the sufferer, who
2y extended upon the eouch. Upon his face
*ath had already set his mark, and only waited
Ry U the spirit had struggled yet a little longer, till
% shauld claim him as its own. .
The lips of the sufferer moved, and Constance
ent forward to catch the sounds. '
“He has not come yet, dear father,” were the
Wordy she returned to his enquiry; and then, as
*te heard a slight noise in the court-yard, she
’*_Stened to the window, and drawing the curtains
&s‘lde, looked forth. As she saw a horseman
Sight, & smile passed over her face, us a stray
Boonbeam throws its light over the dark waters
& troubled sea, then moving towards the bed,
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upon which her father lay, she whispered in his
ear the glad tidings of O’Donnel’s arrival,

A moment passed, and a quick step neared
the door, a tall form entered theschamber and
approached the sufferer. It was well that the:
dim, uncertain light of the lamp, did not shed its
rays upon the face of O’Donnel, or its ghastly
expression would have caused even Constauce to
shrink from his hasty salute.

“Charles, I am dying,” were the words that
broke at intervals from the lips of Fitzgerald, as
he pressed the hand of his adopted son. “ Ere I
depart, I would know whethep; your love still
remains unchanged towards the friends of your
youth. I feared that absence had already taught
you forgetfulness; but I cannot believe that your
heart, once so warm and true, has become cold
to those who love you dearly as ever.”

* Father, you are right,” replied O’Donnel, in
low and tremulous accents; “my affection for you
can never become estranged.  If of late T have
appeared neglectful, pardon me, and do not attri-
bute the cause to ingratitude or indifference.”

* Charles, I am satisfied,” replied Fitzgerald;
you know not how your words relieve my mind,
and I understand your candid nature ton well to
doubt what you say.” Then motioning to Con-
stance to retire to a short distance, he continued,
¢ Charles, I have something of deep importance
to say to you before my eyes are closed forever
in death. Charles, I have loved, and still love
yod dearly as a son, and I Lave looked with
approbation and pleasure upon the mutual affecy
tion which you and Coustance have always en-
tertained towards ecach other. M y days are

€
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numbered upon this earth, and soon my heart’s | hewas asleeporawake, At one moment fancying ¢
faint pulsations will be stilled.” that Ellen Douglas stood by his side, and the ¢
As Fitzgerald proceeded, a deep groan burst { next moment conscious of the crime into which i
from the bosom of O’Donnel, and he flung him- he had plunged. And traly it was a strange and N

self upon his knees by the bed of Fitzgerald.
Fitzgerald knew not the agonising feelings which
tortured O'Donnel at this moment, but he said:

“ Let not emotion overcome thee, Charles, but
listen to that which Ihave to say. I am dying;1
cannot leave my child without a protector, with-
out one to whom she can luok for support and
consolation, for, to her sensitive nature, love is as
essential as light is to the world. It has long
been the degire of my heart to see the only two
beings to whom my affections cling, united. But

" if you love not Constance, Charles, do not wed
her, for the chill of unkindness would wither her
young heart and lay her in an early grave.
Doubt not her love for thee in return. “In thy
absence I have watched her cheek turn pale and
wan when she has thought thou wert untrue,
and that slender form has bowed with sorrow
when she thought she was forgotten. Her love
for thee has become a part of her very nature,
and deprived of it she could not exist. Answer
me truly, Charles, do you lo#e Constince?”

“ Yes, my father!” replied O'Donnell, in hoarse
and tremulous accents; “since my boyhood Con-
stance has ever held the first place in my affue-
tions, aid her happiness shall be my first care
should you leave her.  But hear me, Fitzgerald—
one word let me say—]1 must reveal Oh,
Heavens !”

“ Enough, Charles, say no more,” replied Fitz-
‘gerald; “I will now die happy. But for this
assurance of yours-my spirit could not have de~

¢ parted in peace. This avowal of thine has also
saved the life of my child, for her very existence
is bound up in thine. Be kind to her when I am
gone.”

Then raising himself with a strength which
appeared almost supernatural, in a distinet voice
Fitzgerald desired the clergyman to appréach,
and at the same time motioned to his child to
draw near.

Constance approached her father, and supported
his head; but he motioned her to retire a few
paces, while Le desired the clergyman to proceed
with his duty.

At this moment the door of the chamber
¢ opened, and two medical attendants eftered;’but
unmindful of their interruption, in deep and
solemn tones the clergyman hegan the marriage
cergmony. Onwards he proceeded, and each
word fell as a drop of molten lead upon the burn-
ing brain of O’Donnel. Mechanically he went
.4 through the ceremony, scarcely conscious whether
D
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« ominous bridal!

* backwards upon his bed; Constance sprang for

" chamber and consmyed to bed, where he soon lﬂy

The large and lofty chamber,
of which only a small portivh was rendered visi-
ble, the rest shrouded in darkness, the antique
massy furniture,+which gave it a quaint and
solemn aspect—the dying man, as he sat unsup-
ported in his bed, his dim and glassy eyes fixed
intensely upon the youthful pair who stood side .
by side before him,—the low, impressive tones of |
the clergyman’s voice, which sounded as if the:
funeral and not the marriage ceremony was issu-
ing from his lips,—the two figures which stood
in the distance, Iooking upon the strange scene
before them, and the dim rays of the lamp which
threw an uncertain light ofer all, lent an un- |
earthly aspect to the scene, ¢

The concluding words were pronounced, and
at that instant Fitzgerald, who had appeared t0
have received some supermtuml support, fell

ward, but she only received the inanimate clay
within her arms., A low, suppressed scream
burst from her, as the dreadful truth entered her
mind; but from the lips of O’Donnel there camé
a wild, unearthly laugh, whigh startled every onés
and staggering backwards he would have fallel"r
had not one of the attendants caught him in his
arms. lle was immediately - borne from the

in all the delirium of faver,

Constance bent aver:the body of her fathers
and with her own hands closed the eyes which
had never looked upon her but with love. This
last sad duty over, her sustained fortitude
gave way, and she bet:smor a time hﬂRP'ly
insensible to what was passin~.)und her. .

—_—
[

CNAPTER XVII

Alas!
How loath'd n!{j irksom® must iy presence be.
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Tue funeral was ower, and Fitzgerald resl'ed
among his ancestors. But, like Comtante, wo
must cease to mourn for the dead when the v ing
demand our care.

Stretched upon a bed of sickness, his eyes wild
and restless, and his words incoherent-and unin” *
felligible, lay Charles.0’Donnel. Not the band”
some xouth “hom w3 formerly beheld, but psler
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emaciated, and helpless as an infant, By the
side of his couch sat his younx wife, with eyes
melancholy and anxions as they looked upon his
altered fuatures.
watching the sufferer, and striving to calm him,
when in the phrenzy of fever, he uttered strange,
confused words. In vain the medical attendants
had tried to dissuade her flom undergoing a
fatipue which was too great for her u‘reud)
exhausted strenath,  She was déeaf to their remon-
strances, and while the fever was raging af its
hewht she would .not suffer anolhcl to tend
lum

But now the crisis had arrived, and with pallid
check and anxious eye she watched over him;
the intensity of her suspense almost amounting to
Bat gradually the wild expression faded
from the face, the voice was pushed, the burning
eye-lids closed, and Charles O Donnel sank into
8 peaceful sluber. The physician shortly en-
tered the vhamber, and while Constance made a
sign for him to step warily lest he should distuch ,
the slumberer, he smiled, and whispered to her
that her prayers were at length answered, and
that her husband would live.

uﬂrm}

 He will sleep for several bours,” added he,
“and I will now watch by him, You must retire
to rest, for he wijl be conscious when e awakes,
and he must not see you looking so ill and care-
Worn. *Be prevailed upon to deek repose for a
few hours, Mes, o’ Donnd, or ‘_predlct that you
w111 be niy next patient.”,

Anothm look at the wasted but calm counte-
Dance of her husband, another inaudible prayer
for his recovery, and Constance stole off with a
.)0) ful heart to Seel t rest which.her aching
t‘mlple, and tottexﬁmbs tolg her was abso-
lutely Tccessary, .

- o A sweet sleefl stole over the wearied senses. of
cOnstance, and- for many hours she slumbered,
#t length ghe awoke greatly refreshed. A
ssenger whom she- had despatched to make
uiries, returnedgnd informed her that O'Don-
T still slept, and performing a hasty toilet and
Ttaking of some ¥ efresfiment, gpe again repaired
0 the sick chamber.... The face of the physician
fe an auspicious smile as he complimented her
P the improvement a_few hofir's rest had.
°3 d upon her appemmnce, and willingly con-
Sented that she should share his vigils.

&t lenOth thé syfferer awoke, slowly as if from

8 df@am and Iookmw up, requested somethmf' to
<toigeay his parchied mouth: The hands of Con-'
Hahce trembled as she held the” cup to his.lips,
g SUppo; red his head, andvher heart bounded
’h th o gy o widlh it had long been & stl‘anrer,

Duy by day she sat there
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as he returned her a look of gratitude for the
simple service she had rendered him.

The physician felt his pulse and gave an ap-
pm\ ing nod to Constance, while he said:

Mr O’Donnel, you must now take care of
yourself, and you will soon be perfectly well,
You may be grateful to your gentle nurse for her
attendance upon you. Mrs. O’Donnel has be-
come almost as much an mvalld as yourself
through anxiety for your recovery

This was the first time that Charles had heard
Constance -called by her wedded name, and his
face wore an expression of surprise as he looked
at the physician. But a sudden recollection
seemed to strike him, and averting his head, an
expression of deep, of hopeless agony, stole over -
his wasted features. But a moment after he
again turned towards his wife, and taking her
hand, pressed it gratefully to his lips.

¢ This will never do,” said the doctor.  Mr.

O’Donne], you must again compose yourself te i

sleep.  Mrs. O’Donnel, you will be obliged to en-
force silence till he becomes stronger. I will
now leave you for an hour or two, as I have a
few calls to make inthe neighbourhood.” )

Then giving some directions to Constance about
a draught which he had prepared for the patient,
the physician again took his departure.

“Day by day O’Donnel now became stronger,'
till at length he was able to leave his chamber; and,
leaning for support upon the arm of hissfair young
wife, he was permitted to wander forth and to
breath the pure air of heaven. Though health
revisited his colourless cheek ard emaciated form,
Constance saw with sorrow, that his mental did’
not keep pace with his bodily improvement. To
her watchful eye he appeared at times laboring
under the deepest dejection, and sometimes, for-
getful of her presence, he became absent and
thoughtful, while the contracted brow, the com-
pressed lip, and frequently the expression of
agony which his face wore, told her that the
subjeet which thus moved him must be one of
deep pain.. Though Constance forbore to question
him when thus agitated, she yet endeavoured, by
every means in her power, to beguile him from
this unknown grief. Whenever she saw the -
dark cloud steal over his brow, she exerted all
her pawérs to entertain him, and she was amply
rewgrded by the gratitude with which he appegred
to appreciate her delicate kindness. After these
fits of absence and dopressum, the manner \i';
Chatles was, if possible, mora affectionate towar:
Constance' thun usual; and he sought as it wete
to_remove any doubt from hermind to which {hey

mlght bave given rise, Though Constance ap-
peared not to observe thig gloomy trein of thought
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‘pok from his heart. I will grieve no longer, nor
*doubt his love.” :
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in which O’'Donnel frequently indulged, she yet
felt deeply, and would have givenr worlds to
have been permitted to share this sorrow which
preyed upon his mind, and pained his spirit.
- At times, when she reflected upon their hasty
marriage, into which Charles had been so pre-
cipitately hurried, and which gratitude alone
towards her father might have urged him to enter
into, the withering thought would enter her mind
that O’Donnel regretted his hasty union. And
might not his affections have been bestowed upon
another, whom he had met in that distant city, to
whom he had, perhaps, plighted his faith, and
then broken it by wedding her; for wherefore
should he else, at times, wear that sad, despairing
Jook? Why should his eyes, when he thought
she observed him not, rest upon her face with an
expression of tender pity ? The altered tone
which his letters had breathed for some time
before he was summoned to attend the death-bed
of*her father, now struck her as being confirma-
tory of these torturing fears. As these doubts
alternately agitated the bosom of Constance, she
felt miserable; and so pure, so self-denying, was
her love towards her husbgnd, that she would
gladly havelaid down her life to free him from a
union which she feared was hateful to him. * But,
again, no sooner did she enter the presence of
her husband than these doubts were dispelled, by
the heart-felt affection which hismanner evinced—
by the warm welcome with which he always
greeted ber approach. Her presence seemed like
sunshine to his soul, and chased from it the dark
shadows which, in her absence, had stolen over
it. The deep, unvarying affcction with which
O’Donnel always treated her—the tenderness of
his manner towards her—bespoke not merely
that regard which springs from gratitude.

“ Heloves me!” she would fervently exclaim;
# and if he has a sorrow which he strives to con-
ceal from me, why should I pry intoit? Why
should I seek to fathom the deepest recesses of
his heart? Enough, that I feel cdnscious that T
possess his affections. Charles must love me; for
his open, undisguised nature would scorn to feign
a love he could not feel; and thre words of affec-
tion would die upon his lips, if they proceeded

AN AN AP A AP AANAR AR APPSR A NI NAN AP AP

Baut still, Constance did grieve, and did doubt; .
and though she sought to conceal the ravages
that sorrow was silently working upon her, they

et were evident upon her declining health and

Thits. Often, at eve, when her husband thought
that she was employed with household cares, she
wouldleave that portion of the house which was
tenanted, and roaln through  the now silent |
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apartments which she used to frequent in the

happy days of childhood. When twilight de-

scended, with its sombre shade and deepening

gloom, Constance would enter the chamber in

which her father had breathed his last sigh—in

which she and O’Donnel had been so hastily

wedded. There she would pour forth those feel-

ings which, even in the presence of her husband,

she concealed.

The conduct, which in Charles was a sad mys-
tery to Constance, will not appear strange to the
reader, who has accompanied him during his
absence from Ardmore, and has witnessed the
events which occurred to him then. Was it sur-
prising that agony and déep remorse should strike
his heart, as he reflected how he had deceived the
confiding love of Constance, the paternal affection
of Fitzgerald? how he had taken upon himself
a solemn vow to love her alone, the merry com-
panion of his boyhood, the guide of his mature?
years, while, in the eyes of God and man, he w88
already the husband of another?

It were impossible to review the stormy feel-
ings which had agitated the mind of O'Donnel
since that night, when, forgetful of his early loves
he had rashly bound himself, by the indissoluble
tie of marriage, to another—when he had pré”
vailed upon that fair girl, who had placed S“".h
implicit reliance upon his faith, to become his
wife, without the sanction of that mother who®
she had never till then deceived—whose love for
him had caused h¥r to transgress even filial duty-
Yes; well might the brow of O’Donnel becom®
dark as night, and his heart become almost stilled
in its palpitations, as he thought of all this. Afte
his precipitale marriage with Ellen Douglas:
when he had hastily lefoélygg, to obey the su™
mons which had called him to Ardmore, he had
during his journey been tort by the bitteresé
pangs of remorse. Not that his love towards
EHen Douglas was absolutely waxing cold; but
he reflected upon his faithlessness towards €0
stance Fitzgerald. Although no vow had beeft
uttered—although no faith had been pledged

—~

yet felt that she knew of the affection he hatq -

entertd¥ed towards he:, and that she returf® :
it. And thus he had ruined the peace of mind ©
those to whom he owed every thing—who %7
gladdened the days of his boyhood with o father’®
and a sister’s love—who had nourished_jn thelf
bosoms the serpent which was to sting them-
The more decply Charles had reflected P%%
his rashness, the more strikingly the image
Constance, ever gentle and kind to him, rosé
his view; and for a time he forgot even .t e’-:
Douglas, as his troubled mind dwels upon &

i is eatliest Jov¢
vu‘tue?s of her who possessﬂxs eatls
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When he arrived at Ardmore, be had been utterly
unprepared for the solemn scene which awaited
him,  Akhough he knew that Fitzgerald was
dangerously ill, be had not thought that death
Was so near. When he looked upon the ghastly
features of his dying friend—when he listened to
his dying words—in the tumult of his feelings, he
had endeavoured to explain to Fitzgetald, that he
could never become the wife of Constance; but
the words died upon his lips. He knew that he
had stood by the side of Constance—that he had
repeated those solemn vows which he had lately
Paid to another; and he had seen Fizgerald die
confiding and happy. A confused drgam had
followed those actions; and when he had awaken-
ed, the same lovely face beamed upon him—the
same gentle smile cheered him, as had shed its
Placid light upon his early days. Well might
Charles O'Donnel feel the deepest remorse, when
he thought of the wife he had deceived, and of her
Who was far distant, who would daily look for
his return, till disappointed hope would chill her
young heart, and she would bitterly mourn the

day she had first lent an ear to the words of the !

faithless stranger.

And now that Charles was once more in the
Presence of Constance—now that he again looked
Upon her who had watched over bim in sickness,

. and rejoiced over his returning health, the affec-

tion which he had borne her, before his heart had
Strayed to another, returned in all its strength;
&nd Constance was right, when she thought that
her husband did not assume toward her an affec-
tion which he did not feel. But, for a time, we
Must Jeave this picture of wedded life, and seek
%gain the presence of Ellen Douglgs.

CHAPTER XVIIL

The web of our life is of a mingled yarn, good and ill
together.

.

SHALSPEARE.
-

Ir was a soft and balmy morning in J 'e The
%un shone high and cheerfully over hill and dale,
and with royal munificence lavished his golden
light - upon congregated roofs and tall aspiring
cb“nne) ys, which clustered together thickly as
forgst trees, in the town of E——. He peeped in-
Quisitively into dingy garrets, and in mockery

" .3 Tevealeq the poverty and misery which he there

SehgJd, and whose unglazed windows did not offer
© slightest impedimerit #o his pert eye. Dos-

&
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pite the rich drapery and thick blinds, which
sought to banish his glaring light from the rich
man’s house, he laughed at their attempts to ex-
clude him, and deridingly shone even in their
faces, as they sat at their mid-day breakfast.
Upon this morning, even a stray beam appeared
to have found its way to the heart of Ellen
Douglas, for with a smile, which secemed a stranger
to her face, she rose from her seat, and threw
open the window-at which she sat, so that the
gentle breeze might find an entrance #nd fan her
feverish brow.

For a moment she stood looking forth upon
the wide-spreading city which stretohed be-
neath her, and listened to the hum of human
voices which met her ear, and looked upon the
busy crowd, hurrying hither and thither, intent
upon business or pleasure. But, with a sigh, she
turned from a scene so uncongenial to her feelings,
and, resuming her seat, she again took up her
embroidery, and mechanically—for her thoughts
appeared pre-occupied—she plied her needle.

Days, weeks, and months had slowly sped on-
wards, and with their accompanying events had
been consigned (to(the past, since that night, so
eventful to Ellen Douglas, upon which we last
beheld her. Each succeeding morning, since
that period, had seen her cheered by hope, for
that day she might witness the return of O’Don-
nel; and each succeeding night had beheld her
despair, for he came not. Months had now
passed away, and had brought no tidings of him,
and Elfn’s hopeful nature even abandoried her,
What could this long-protracted silence portenﬁ?
Why did he not return, as he had promised,
claim her as his own? The heart of Ellen dxe’&
within her, as she sought to reply to these tor-
menting questions.

!

lieved that he had forgotten her, and that in
absence his affections might have become estrang-
ed. But it was her husband for whom she
looked,—fof him who had vowed to cherish and
) protect her through life, and who had placed it

g beyond humgn power to separate them, Sickness

might have overtaken him—death might
snatched him from the carth,—but nough

. sence.
For a time Ellen plied the needle with an eager
haste, which partook of agitatioh rather than of
the steady application of industry, and then,

.

_could have the power to keep him from her prer ¢

siiddenly desisting from her task, she leant Her -
arm upon the frame, and supported her head-

gy

<
<
<
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1f O’Donnel had been only - !
a lover, she miglit have distrusted his feryent 4
protestations of enduring love, for many a majden
had been thus deceived: she might have be- ~
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upon it. She cast a hurried glance around the
room, to ascertain if she was alone, and then,
taking hold of the ribbon which was round her
neck, she drew forth a ring which was attached
to it. Long she gazed at this symbol, and as she
did so, the doubts which had clouded her mind
appeared to vanish; and pressing her lipstoit, as
she heard an approaching footstep, she again hid
it in her bosom.

The door slowly opened, and her mother
entered the room. That face, so still, so placid
in its settled melancholy, was surrounded by the
close cap, which corresponded so well in its
grave simplicity to the mourning dress she wore.
But the figure was a shade thinner, the face had
lost even more of its roundness, and the eve
looked larger and more languid than when we
last saw Mrs. Douglas. Siowly she seated herself
upon the sofa; but Ellen, laying aside her work,,
rose and arranged the cushions, so that her
mother might reciine upon them, and then, re-
suming her seat, she continued silently to pursue

‘her occupation.

“Ellen, my child,” at length said Mrs.
Douglas, while the words sounded low and tre-
mulous, “you should abandon your work this
lovdly morning, and go forth to ramble in the
country. You allow yourself no respite from
your toil.  Your heaith alrcady sufiers, and your
cheek is pale. You must go out and breathe the
suinmer air.” :

* Mother, do not be the least apprehensive on
my account,” replied Eilen, cheerfully. «1 am
young, and perfectly able to perform this light
and pleasant labour., See, I rival summer in the
bright flowers which I cause to spring forth at
my will. Are not these carnations beautiful?
and that lily, how purcly white!” and rising, she
showed her mother the bright garland which she
had woven into the rich fabrie.

“Yes; they are very beautiful,” replied Mrs.
Dougles. “Oh!how gladly would Tlend you my
assistance if my health would only permit me!
and then you need not work so incessantly, I
am glad to sce that you have almost finshed that
piece of work.”

“ Yes, mother, to-day it will be done; and
I will then begin a pair of fire-screens, which
Lady Beaumont wishes me to paint for her, and

" which I have already designed.”

The mother replied to the cheerful words of
her daughter only by a melancholy sigh; for to
her it appeared hard, that one so young, so beau-
i), and so amiable as her child, should be
doomed to a life of penury and toil: that one who
was formed for a sphere of elegance and refine-
ment, and who was endowed with elevated talents,

B e e T USRI 55

THE IRISI STUDENT.

¢
§
;

‘so beantiful, so calculated to diffuse happiness

should exercise them only to procure a subsis-
tence for them both.  For herself she cared not.
She had been schooled in adversity; and it mat-
tered little in what manner the short remainder
of her days should pass. But her child, so brights

around her, to win the hearts of all

“A lady desires to see you ma'am,” here in-
terrupted the voice of the aged servant, as, with
a low courtesy, and with much eeremony, she
ushered alady into the apartment, whose appear-
ance elicited a smile ffom Ellen, notwithstanding
the sadness which lay heavy at her Leart.

Swimming, rather than walking, into the room,
advanced a lady, whose dress, in the extreme
height of the fashion, and with some little ad-
ditions of her own invention, evidently intended
to give a finish to her appearance, was the firsé
object that canght the eye. As she entered the
apatment, she made a low obvisauce to Mrs:
Douglas, who, rising from her seat, returned it
and inwardly marvelling at what had brought
such an unwonted visitor to her humble abodes
she begged the stranger to be seated.

“Madame De la Rue,” said the lady, introduc-
ing herself, and looking to sce what effect this
high-sounding name would have upon her audi-
tor,

Mrs. Douglas bowed acquiescence, and agai®
proffered a seat to her visitor; but as she was
about to sink gracefully into the chair, her €y€
lighted upon Eilen, who, seated at a short dis”
tance, had hitherto been but an observer of whab
was passing. .

With one bound towards FEllen, which promised
utter demolition to the beautiful piece of work
upon which she was engaged, the stranger spran§
forwards, aud regardless of discomposing be¥
finery, threw her arms round the neck of Ellen
and bestowed a warm salute upon her cheek

“Beautiful! charming! the employment _S,O
appropriate! such refined taste! Lovely girl!

Elléh, astonished at ghe singular bebaviodT
even mgre than amused by the appearance of the
stmng*ow looked inquiringly at her, as if 10
ascertaimMvhat was to follow. Dut resuming th®
dignity of her manner, the lady leisurely took
possession of the scat which Mrs. Douglas b3
offered her, and with a smile of delight, sgrveye®
first Mrs. Douglas, and then her daughter; 87
finally herself, in a large mirror which hung °F
posite to her, with the greatest complacency- *

Apparently satisfied with her own npp?um“ce’
she again turned her eyes upon Mrs. Do 1?"
and, with a smile;ipghired whether that lady bsd

any recollection of her. LN F.
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Situdes and occurrences. Indeed,” she added,
In a Jow tone of voice, “between ourselves; I

have serious intentipns of writing a novel, of !

Which I shall be the heroine; and I intend
to introluce you und your beautiful daughter
in je, just as I have found you nosv. It will
Make an escellent scene—her employment so
appropriate, her style of beauty so spirituclle.”

Mrs. Douglas did not appear to appreciate this
Unexpected honor, however she made no remark,
While the lady continued:

“ Perhaps, Mrs. Douglas, you may ‘remember,
in your early days, of a cousin of your deceased,
lamented husband, who bore the name of Ara-
bella Carolina Sinelair?”

* And lere the recollection arose to Mrs. Doug-
las, of a very romantic, sentimental young lady,
With slender fizure and raven tresses, who con-

‘ t'i"ua.lly talked of poetry, moonlizht and Italian

skies, whom she with difficulty recognised i the
lad)' who was now seated before her, and whose
Passion for romance appeared to have survived
the days of her youth and the stern realities of
lie, L

“My dear madam,” she continued, “ you will

also recolleet, that the person of whora I speal,
‘Miss Arabella Carolina Sinclair, was universally
Temarked as being a young lady of peculiarly
®xalted ideas and refined intellect.”

Again Mrs. Douglas bowed assent, while the
ady continued, speaking no longer of herself as
& third person:

*Yes; I will own that I was a singular girl—so
URigue in my notions, so different from the world

" rounqd ipe, My spirit disdained to adopt the

ulgar opinions which ruled the common mind,
3ud with whose stupid realities I couldgind no
SYmpathy. Forinstance, whenmy acquiiitances
80t married, I felt the utmost contemps forthe:n,
%hen I saw the straight-forward, simple manncr

M which they conducted their arrangemenfs. No ",

ficulties in the way worth mentioning—ne un-

- %qual matches—no angry guardians or implaca-.

€ Parents—no stolen interviews or elopements:

Svéry thing went on smpothly and stupidly, asif |

i : .
Were ‘merely an every-day occurrence which

- ™88 aboyg to také place. I, however, with more

%Birit, was resolved that I should create a sensa-

— M...._.wr.r,w. s
.
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Mrs. Douglas replied, that she could not call | tionin the world, if ever I should meet a kindred
to mind ever having before had the pleasure of | spirit, whose exalted ideas should beat in unison
Seeing her., . with my own; fur, with the bard of Avon, I had
“Most surprising! how romantic!” ejaculated  ever thought, that ‘ T
] the Lu]y, while Mrs. Douglas was alittle at a loss ¢The course of true love nover yet ran smooth.’
o understand how such terms could be applied | T also determined, that no ordinary wortal should
t her deficiency of memory. * Then, my dear | win my hand.  1le'must be far above the com-
Madawm, 1 will briefly give you a history of my | mon herd. Such, my dear madam, were my
Past lite, which contains many singular vieis- ' jdeas at the age of seventeen years; such, young

lady, ave doubtless yours. About that time, my
father was summoned to London upon business,
and, greatly to my delight, I was permitted to
dccompany him. Shortly after my arrival there,
1 attended alarge assembly, the magnificence of
which astonished and delighted me. Several
times T beheld among the crowd a graceful
figure, whose distinzuished appearance and black
woustache, comylvtely enchanted me. He was
introduced to me ax Count Dela Rue, and during
the remainder of the evening I was his partner.,
Why neel I enlarge upon the subject? We met
by appointment. ‘L2 Count propesed to my

[3eL)

father for my hand, and on our bended knees

we Loth implored him to sanction the union.
With inexorable firmness, my father refused,
unless the count could furnish proof of his right
to the title, and could name the particular porgion
of Lorraine in which his estates were situated.
With the pride of a lofty mind, De la Rue
scorned to,prove that which my futher would not
believe upon his assertion, and he was refused
admittance nexi time he called. 1low delightful
was ail this to me! The realization of aff my
youthful dreams of romance, which only required
un appropriate finale. This, dfas! was soon ac-
complishied,

" “One night De la Rue appeared under my

window with a rope-ladder. My descent was
speadily effected. A carriage was in attendance;
and afier a hasty trip to Gretna-Green, I returned
to London Countess De la Rue.  Of course, we
imwediately hastened to ‘my father, quide con-
fident, according to the established termination
of novels, to whose rules we had all along ad-
hered, of a reconciliation. You may imagine,
my dear madam, how disconcerted the count and
T must bave Leen, when, after having congratu-
lated us wpon our union, my father very cor-
diadly wislicii us a pleasant lioncy-moon at our
eictean in Lorvaine, and cvolly bidding us good
morning, lefi the house. : '
“We were thunderstruck—speechless for a time,
At length De Ia Rue found words to express'his
indignation against the unjust treatment of my
father, and inquired whether I could obtain po¥-
session of the handsome fortune which had been
laid aside by my father as my marriage portion.
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“I mournfully replied, that it was, of course,
in the power of my father either to give or to
withhold this money. Dut I bade him leave to
mercenary spirits such regrets; that if we were
only arrived at our Chateau in Lorraine, we
should experience the utmost height of human
felicity.

* With rather a discontented frown, De 1a Rue
replied, that he had not even sufficient money in
his possession to carry us to France. I imme-
diately placed my diamond ear-rings in his hands,
and bade him convert them into the means ne-
cessary to prosecute our journey.

“ We arrived safe in Paris; and De la Rue
conveyed me to a small house situated in one of
the Faubourgs, which we reached by a back en-
trance. I questioned him why he had brought
me to such z miserable abode, to which he replied
by opening a door which led from the apartment
in which we were, and conducting me into a shop
which occupied that portion of the house which
faced the street. Picture my horror, madam,
when I felt iy senses assailed by the odor of
pomade, bergamot, eau-de-Cologne, and every
variety of essences, and found myself surrounded
upon all sides by wigs, curls, and ringlets, of
every shade and style. Yes, ladies, I was in the
shop of a hair-dresser, inconceivable though the
fuct may appear to your ears. I gazed around
me horror-stricken, and would have fainted had
not my just indignation supported me in this
crisis. With an air of the utmost majesty that
I could assume—and, ladies, you will all allow
that my personal appearance is peculiarly calcu-
lated to express this fecling—1I surveyed Dela
Rue, and in tones such as Siddons alone could
command, T excluimed: ¢Vile impostor! who
art thou? To which, with the utmost noncha-
lance, my husband replied, with an obeisance
such as a Parisian alone can give; ¢ Madame, I
am Artoine Auguste De la Rue, perruquier et
parfumeur, at your service; and, I may add,
husband to the loveliest dame in La Belle I'rance.
Madam, the scene that followed may be better
imagined than described, althongh you will find
it faithfully depicted in the volume which I am
composing.

“ Finding at length that it was useless to waste
my tears and reproaches upon the imperturbable
self-possession of my husband, T consoled myself
by calling to mind the reverses of fortune which
frequently fall to the lot of distinguished and
remarkable characters, and to which people of
Minary atlainments are seldom subjected.
Kings had been dethroned—had suffered exile
and poverty—queens had sunk into plebeian ob-
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segrity, and why should not Arabella Carolin?
Sinclair become the wife of a perruquier?
¢ Pecuniary difficulties, however, embar
us, and we were reduced to poverty, when, m8”
dam, recollecting the goodness of your deces®
husband, Mr. Douglas, I wrote to him, and fe'
quested the loan of a sum suficient to establis
my hushand in business. When my own fathet
refused to assist his erring child, your husba®
bad conveyed to me a sum exceeding even what
Irequested. From that day my husband pro”
pered in the world; and in twenty years afte
that period—worthy and exemplary man—
died, leaving me a desolate widow, with the
wealth he had accumulated, which is sufficient 0
support me in affluence during the remainde? o
my life, and, dearest madam, to allow me to retu™®

rassed

- . . is
to you the sum, with interest, which rxghtf"v‘y ! :

your own, and which I received from your lut‘
husband. It was for this purpose, madams "bae
I sought you out, and I rejoice to find that 1 hat

succeeded.” ¢

Mrs. Douglas had listened with much intere®
to the recital of Madame De la Rue, which
rendered irresistibly laughable by the gest”
with which she accompanied it; and when &
concluded, and placed within the hands of
Douglas a sum, which, originally smally
greatly increased during the space of twed o
years, and which was sufficient to ensure © T
those comforts, of which she stood in need
life, neither she nor Ellen sought to disguis®
Jjoy they felt at a circumstance so unexpect®”

“ Dear mother!” exclaimed Ellen with delig
“you will now be enabled to leave this 1"
town, and take a residence in the country» ¥
you will soon become perfectly well agai- ’

nt
¢ My child, I rejoice more upon your “OYuou
than my own,” replied Mrs. Douglas. toil

will now be enabled to abandon your daily
and, I trust, that the color will soon retw™
your pale cheek;” and in her gratitude for
relief which had so opportunely arriveds
lease Ellen from a life of unremitting~labo™
Douglas poured forth her thanks to Madam®
la Ru

“ Lal¥ggs, you owe me no gratitude
which is justly your own,” replied t
“To you, on the contrary, I am indcbte
competence which I enjoy, and which, bt el
the generosity of your husband, I cond P st
have possessed. I have now a favor t© ""qw 0
of you, madam, and of your lovely da“ghter’h;cb
has already completely won my heart, 10 Jo¥®
I hope you will accede. Possessed of that
of retirement which urges me to shun the

of
Mrs-
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haunts of men, and to seck the lonely, seqnestered
""f"“s of nature, which are so greatly in unison
vf“h my taste, and desivous of passing some
h,m“ in retirement, while T am engaged in literary
]’“"Suits, I have rented a small but elegant villa,
M the distance of a fow miles from town, which
‘? already furnished, and I have procured a car-
Mage, Tam alone in the world; and yon, Mrs.
uglas, and your daughter, are the nearest
Mnexions T possess.  Already I regard you
vith affection; and if yon would only consent to
ome inmates of my residence, I would feel
® greatest happiness. I perceive already that
re is a congeniality in our dispositions, which T
N 1 eertain will ensure harmony. Should you

ATy 0f the seclusion in which we shall live, you

"_"Evisit the city; but until yon experience

“Ived health, T beg you will make my home
O place of abode.”

To this propasal Mrs, Douglas willingly as-
;e“t“d; for, although there was much singularity
i\ the sentiments and manner of Madame De

9e, there yet was much that was estimable;
the coulil not help feeling her heart warm

?“ds her almost sole remaining connexion.

N ‘ Dt‘“ghtf’ul! most charming!” exclaimed Ma-
™e Dela Rue, as soon as she had obtained the
Sent of Mrs. Donglas to their speedy removal

th

the villa, « My dear Miss Douglas, you must
t}':w shandon that beautiful work, and banish
at

Melancholy expression which your face

i ars, but which, T own, to your style Qf beauty,

Most becoming.  Your colorless cheek will

be tinged with the roseate hue of health,

a N you dwell at ; but T must first find an
*Opriate name for my rural home.”

I o With an affectionate farewell, Madame De

;"9 and her fashionable Parisian costume,

" ppeareq through the door.

(To be cantinued.)

KEEPS\KES.
5
A FRAGMENT FROM AN ALBUM.Y
BY CNOZ.

i EEP{AKES are melancholy things—melancholy
“IT origin—mclancholy through the tenor

oy “:‘: eXistence, and we feel melancholy when
Wity ’: dPParture from us. They are proffered
mbling hand and averted countenance ;
g UL of thanks ns we receive them is

ingleg -
Rled with g sigh.  Yet how anxiously we
¢ w

Y carefully we gnard them. Keepsukes

KEEPSAKES.
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: are consigned to our mnst sacred repositories,
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and we love to look upon them only when we are
alone. Sce yonder youth, mark with what avi-
dity he seizes the coveted flower, which has by
an innocent wile been so temptingly dropped at
his feet. Regard that fair maiden, and heed with
what playful anxiety she divides the lock from
the head of the sleeping loved one. Then see
her pale face and glistening eye, bent over the
open album; while she repeats with heaving
breast and quivering lip, the honeyed words once
so fondly trusted in,

Watch that little fellow as he sails his tiny
bark upon the pond; sce a cloud has passed over
his face, and he pauses in his play; be & think-
ing of his playmate, the once companion of his
pleasures, and the constructor of his plaything.
As he ealls to mind their shutting him up (cruelly
as he thinks,) in the dark box and silent tomb;
he sits him down upon the bank, and with the
corner of his little pinafore wipes away the tear
drop from his eye.

The rugged soldier, as he takes up the blade of
his ancient comrade, thinks of their enlistment,
their numerous adventures together, the long talks
over the bivouac fire, the anxious night before
the battle, the hurried interment, and the soldier’s
keepsake ; as he passes the blade before his face
he brushes off a something, perhaps a silent tri-
bute of remembrance, with his sleeve,

Behold the pale face of the widowed mother,
as she gazes on the portrait of the departed; her
mind returns to their first meeting, the many
happy hours and years spent together ; the first
complaints of uneasiness, the short cough, the
long nights of watching, his taking no medicine
save from her hand; the sunken eyes, the inroads
of disnase, the rally and the dying struggle; when
supporting his head she could hear her own name
mingled with his latest breath. She, indeed,
truly feels her loneliness, and calling her little
son towards her, she puts back the cnrls from his
forchead, and loves to trace a resemblance to him
who is no more; the little fellow lacks up as he
feels the warm drops decenling on his neck,

Thus keepsakes have almost always their ori-
gin in painful separations or berenvements; their
existence is nursed with tears—tears, the refregh-
ing dew-drops of our uffoctinna.—nnurishing and
continuing their verdure, until their bright sun
rises on the morrow, when all signs of mourning
are horne awny, and they enter on & fair and
sorrowless existence,
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COUSIN FAN'S FIRST LOVER.

BY T. D. F.

First Lover! no, I am wrong, fiest offor I should
say, for no one could tell who Fan's first lover
was, for they came, and came from her dancing
school days, when rosy-cheeked, smooth-haired
boys contended with pale, classic faced, curly
pated )*uhs, for the honor of her hand in the
quadrille; and why it was no one could tell, for
Fan most certainly was not at all pretty; she had
not a good featwre in her face, and what the
charm was I never could define ; her friends and
admirers, when called upon to tell what it was,
could only reply, it was a certain “Je ne sgais
quot,” which answer left the matter as unex-
plained as ever.

Fan and I were cousins and schoolmates, but
as different as it was possible to be. I often
looked at her and wondered why it was that
every body loved her. T most certainly had the
advantage of her in form and feature, but no one
cared for that; at dancing school there was no
rush, no pre-engagement for my hand, though

~ the master always praised me for my steps; my

pirouettes and * pas de seuls,” were the admira-
tion of all the visitors; I kept time perfectly,
while poor Fan, having no ear for music, always
began before she should, and was done with her
part long before the others; but that mattered
not; she had always & bright word or look for her
partner, and even if he was ever so sheepish, and
hated to be conspicuous by wrong-timed move-
ments, he could not he annoyed at it.

Wild and untutored was Fanny—a favorite
with all her young companions, but sadly often
in disgrace with her teachers. She was volatile
and thoughtless, and recked not of future conse-
quences. She enjoyed a ramble far better than
her studies; and, though possessing a good natu-
ral capacity, she was never at the head of her
class or studies, while I was always prompt and
prepared. School days always pass rapidly
enough; and Fan’s ended sooner than they
should; for a sudden change in her father’s ar-
rangements removed her from her city home, to
a far distant, secluded, but lovely country village.
® « What makes you look so vexed, Fan?” said
I to her, as she came into my room, and I saw a
dark frown clouding her usually happy face.
«Jt is enough to annoy a saint; and even you

. that he has given the whole treasure of h

puch

Lizzie would be vexed if you were teazed 88
anch®

as I am, I have just been to see Bl
Morin, and what do you think? You know
ring of my hair she coaxed from me the other d.a)'
What did she do, but give it to Ernest! I c}ll 1
her for it; but she looked up so implf"'lng A
with her sweet blue eyes, and wondered why s
was not willing her dear, dear brother Erme
should have the ring, when he was such 85"
friend of mine; that I was half ashamed of mY
self. But then, she went on to tell me, that
Jones saw the ring in Ernest’s p055essi0“'
knew the hair. He asked him, in a quiet W&’
let him look at it; and then, when he got i it
would not return it to him; and so he wenrs
on his odious littlo finger. What shall T
Lizzie? He shall not keep it.” And Fan® e ,
sparkled, and she stamped her, not very s
foot with vexation. ot
“It will teach you a good lesson, Fa® av®
to give rings of your hair to sisters who ost
brothers. You might have known, if
Morin knew Blanche had the ring, .
it from her, for you cannot but be aware the
his affections are set upon you.” -
“ Nonsense, Lizaie! you see a lover 17 lel oy
one that speaks to me. It would destroy &~ .
comfort, and I should be constantly under g0d
straint, if I magnified every polite SPeechw..—
act—every bouquet given or sent—into 8
tion of love. No; I never will believe ® ~
really loves me, till he tellsme so. ‘This rer? Pl
the restraint I might otherwise feel; and
be frank and friendly with all.” to
# Ah! Fan, you deceive yourself, or Yo% il to
do so; and I fear me much, if you contin® g of
reason in this way, you will get the reput® rve:
a coquette, which I know you do mot deset s
You run the risk, too, of deeply wounding ot
feclings of those whom you really l‘eSP‘fCt‘ an
like Ernest, as a friend; his gentle de‘l‘c“c{ i
refinement please you; but you could neyel‘ ol
of him as a flancé. Yet, can you ﬂ""’?ss w
and loving heart to youp he lives but n
presence; Jight and joy sparkle in his €Y' es
he mects you, and, though he has t00 mu‘;nner,
spect for you to express it in any oper lm

'
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*ll you would do wrong to encourage it, by a
tinuance of your kind, encouraging manner.”
“Vhat can I do?” said Fan, in a desponding
e, « After all, it is nonsense. I do believe
Mest does like me better than any one here;
ut then, it is because Blanche loves and clings
ei:[:le 50; and I cannot bear to wound or annoy
er of them by coldness or change of manner.
8uche is as sensitive about Ernest; and if Iam
::" always just so cordial to him, the tears
e inty her glurious eyes, and she asks me
“L“ he has done to offend we.”
/lt is because she sees the stremgth of his
V¢ for you, and she yearns for some proof it
Teturned, Ah! Fun, don't trifle with him;
meck it before it gets too strong for him to
Bster jp,”
bu: Well, Lizzie dear, I will do just as you say;
do Please to tell me what I shall do about
A fing? Blanche says, Ernest and Joe came
. 98¢ 1o blows, they got into such an angry
Ute about it. How am Ito get it again? for,
¢ what will, it shull not be seen upon his
Ber,”
Jo: The best way, dear Fan, is calmly to request
ity 0 give it up. Say to him, that it was your
t_"o Blanche, and you are not willing it should
1 the possession of any one else. He under-
"elinds Jou, and you can easily induce him to
Quish it. You know we are to visit Mrs.
ees to-night, and you can have an opportunity
“nlto speak to him.” . .
iy know, Lizzie, if he speaks to me with that
th'g Upon his finger, I shall do some outrageous
. B T cannot answer him with civility, it is
‘tm‘seninent of him. e knows I hate him.”
elp ell; just forget your, annoyance now, and
e to make this wreath.”
Hex-wm a brilliant party that night at Mrs. Jones’.
] htedge house was thrown open; every room well
i the pictures wreathed with evergreens,
b every nook and corner where they could pos-
Odorg ® placed, was filled with the graccful and
Beg, s flowers of the season. Gay ladies, smiling
3, angd demure, business-haunted gentlewen, all
.h::ted together to do honor to the distinguished
wag g":m for whom the party was given. All
Kalety, and even Fan seemed to have forgot-
i 4, j‘;" morning’s annoyance, though she had
o 5t before she lefs home, that the evening
1ot pass without her getting the ring.
Wl :w“ standing with a merry group of those
hep joway 8 gathered about her un such occasions,
w“chhy’o“s laugh ringing o clear chime. I was
deﬁlmblg-her from a little distance, with the in-
dig; _, !aterest I always felt in all she said and

W
hen, al] g¢ once, I saw a change come over

her face. I followed the direction of her eyes, and

saw Joe Jones just paying his compliments to
the ladies, and evidently directing his steps
towards Fan. Involuntarily I glanced at his
hands, and saw they were ungloved,

As he approached, Fan drew up her small
head with an air of hauteur most unusual to her.
He advanced through the circle around her.

“Good evening, Miss Fanny,” he said, and he
pat out his hand towards her. One glance
showed her the ring. I never saw such a flash
of indignation as kindled over her whole face—
such a look of contempt as she bestowed upon him
as she rejected his proffered hand. She began to
make some cutting remark, when fortunately the
bugle sent forth its summons for the quadrille,
and one who was standing beside her claimed
her hand for the next dance. She absolutely
sailed past poor Joe, who quailed beneath her in-
dignant look as I have rarely seen a man quail;
but he was young, and did in truth love her. He
turned away crest-fallen, and evidently his hap-
piness was gone for that evening,

It was hard, too, for Fan to regain her se-
renity. She was less bright and lively than
usual, though, perhaps, no one but myself could
have perceived it. Iirnest hovered round her, and
she was more than usually kind to him, wishing
apparently to mark the difference of feeling be-
tween him and Joe. The party was kept up till
a late hour., It was the custom, in that simple
country place, for the gentlemen to escort the
ladies home; and proud were they when they
were fortunate enough to secuxe their fuvourite
one.

I rather dreaded the time for our leaving on
this evening, fur I was sure Jue would be on the
watch for Fan, for he always would pounce upon
her if he could; and various were the stratagems

sheresorted to to elude him, and others always
stood ready to aid ber, giving her carte blunche
to cousider herself engaged to them for dances or
walks, when Jue was tou officious.

It was a lovely sumer evening, and the light
scarf, and roguish peasant-like hat, were soun
put on, ana, with others, we entered the hall,
Lrnest was standing near the dvor, and as Fan
came out, he turned to her, and said:

“ Miss Fanny, may I—"

When, in o moment, Joe Jones stepped up to
him, and with a defying air, said:

¢ Mr, Morin, Miss Spinyarn wished me to say,
she was waiting for you to go home with her.”

Poor Ernest! the desponding look he gaye
at the thought of exchanging a walk with an,
at the witching hour, for u tramp home with Miss
Spinyarm; but there was no redress: his gentle-

-
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manly feeling forbade him to show any reluctance,
and bowing to Fanny, he passed out.

Joe, thinking his path was quite plain, placed
himself at Fan’s side. She tossed her head, and
without deigning a word to him, she asked me if
I was ready, and proceeded to the door. My es-
cort was already provided; and one of Fan’s
staunch admirers, though not an aspirant for her
favor, joined her. She immediately tock his
arm, and quickly turning so as to place herself
on the other side of me, she fairly threw poor
Jones lors du combat; but he was not easily
daunted. Ile walked with the party, occasionally
addressing some remark, which was answered in
the most freezing manner, though she rattled
gayly with her companion and myself.

I was right glad when the walk was ended
and we were snugly ensconced in our own room.
Fan was a little pettish, and not inclined to talk as
much as usual.

The next morning, just as I was opening my
peepers, and recalling myself from the world of
dreams, Fan came bounding into my room, with
& superb bunch of flowers in her hand.

“ Just look,” she said, “and see what I have
found tied to the handle of the door. How beau-
tiful they are! Who can they be from?”

I thought of Joseph, for he was exceedingly
delicate in all his attentions, but I resolved not to
insinuate it. As she peeped among the flowers,
and inhaled their perfume, she, all at once, espied
& note.

“ Ah! this will tell me.” She opened it, and
the flowers were thrown carelessly aside. It
was from Jue, praying her forgiveness, if he had
offended her. e had read her indignation in
her cold mauner, and alwmost angry look, and he
pleaded to be forgiven.

That evening, we were sitting, with a few
friends, on the vine-covered piazza of the house,
gazing out upon & sunset of unusual beauty, when
Ernest joined us. Iis usually serene face wore
@ troubled, flushed expressiou, and his greeting
was 50 hurricd that I asked him if he was not
well. * .

“ No—yes,” lie stammered, and hesitated.
“ The truth is, 1 have had a summons from home,
aLd leave to-morrow. It is very sudden, and I
wus not prepared for it.”

* Does Blanche go with you?”

¢ No. Ileave her behind; and that gives me
strong hopes of returning.  But I must not stuy,”
he said, **for every woment is precious; but 1
Could wot leave the place without coming here,
where I have passed so wmany Lappy, happy
hours.”

Fan had been taken: so by surprise, ut the an-
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nouncement of his departure, she had not bee?
able to speak; but now, rallying, she said:

“ We shall be sorry to luse you, Lrnests
1 hope you will return.”

I only live on kope,” he said, in a Jow to® ;

Fan was for an instant embarrassed; bub SU,U
recovering hersclf, she shook hands kindly w!t
with him; and as the custom was, in that, 10 clty
eyes, most primitive pluce, she walked along t;:e .
Liw, through the litile yard, to the gate. o
stood there a moment or two. I saw LIP°
touch her hand oyee more, and then almost ™
away, as if he dured not trust himself with wnf
further expression of feeling, i gll

Tan returned to us, and we were soon 8g8% 85
gaiety, and it was late before our guests left 1:151
but the “* goud night” came at last; the "Ven.lng
blessing was given aud received from the .]oﬂ
parents, and Fan and I were once more 18 7
low, humble, but comfortable attic rooms

Fun threw herself into a chair, whete §
full ten minutes—a most uuheard-of thiP
her—without speuking; then, looking P s
said:

«Idon’t care: I am thankful he is going 3%

“ Why, bless me, Fan!” said I, # have yo"
thinking of Ernest all this time? I am W™
would not close his eyes, for delight, if be ke "
it. e looked sad, though, Fan; and yoU .
blushed so deeply, when he said he was 87 ht
that, X am sure, all present must have tho
you deeply interested in him.”

“1 pray you, Lizlie, dow’t teaze me abo?“
you are too bad. I wish I could get rid ¢
unfortunate trick of blushing—it works v do
world of harm; but see, Lizzie, what 80’ wﬂ
with this? and she held up a smull gold ﬂ“gt.ook

“Where did you get that?” I asked, 85° g
the ornameni—a very neat gold ring _w‘ '8,
thread of dark hair, which I knew to be L'ﬂe:‘v,
running through it;—you don’t say Ernest &
it to you, and why did you tuke it?”

¢ 1 could not help it. e took my b

he 5%
g ff
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before T was aware what he was doing ;}w el
was slipped upon my finger, and he whisp®
__donot

¢ Wear it, dear Fanny, for my sake
ject it'—and he was gone, What am
with it ?” y

“Return it to him to-morrow morning ﬁrnﬂy
but kindly.”

«“Ile leaves town before I or any
house are awake.”

“Then you wmust give it to Blanche
quest her to return it to him.”

“I cannot do that: she would never

again,  obi 4 ,Ld 4
w-"’///

‘Olle in "bo
and 1%

Jove we

“Well then, go to sleep now, sill
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dony dream of gold rings, or any such nonsense;

YOu are bothered enough in the day with them.”
The next day, Fan said she hai concluded to

P“" the ring aside, and say and do nothing about

“j ]’erhups LErnest wounld never return; if he
4 it was 1ime enough then to let him see she
Woulg not keep it.”

h‘A few weeks passed, and Ernest, or at least
8 ring, was apparently forgotten. We heard
® Was not to return, and no further trouble
'e.em@d likely to arise from it; when one day, a
'end, who had been visiting Ernest’s mother,

Salled in 10 see us.  She brought with her a let-

b'xn'“ Fan; and as she gave it to her, either her
Rhificant ook, or the hand writing, called the
l-tale blood into her cheek and brow.

“That augurs well for the poor fellow, Miss

2 30y.” 5aiq the lady.  *I trust you will not re-

t his heart, for it is an honest and true one.
e hm‘dly dared write to you; but his sister saw

':se:as .unhapp_v: won his confidence, and ad-

toulg him to this course, ss the only one that

put him out of suspense.

vou 4nny took the letter, and returned to her own

ap M. T waited some time anxiously for her re-
peafance, but in vain. I then sought, and

':::d her, on the couch, sobbing as if her. heart

hang break. The half-upen letter was in her

n: Why. Fanny, what is the matter, with you
™, child? I am ashamed of you. What has

. St said to wound you s0?”

L am wounded, dear Lizzie, that T should
%% been the cause of pain to so good a heart.
d i, dear, and see how confidingly, and yet
him"fully, Ernest writes. How shall I answer
% how ¢an I tell him I do not love him? It

"’f’" bad to throw back so good a heart.”

- Te has, undoubtedly, mistaken your kind-
; i: f manner for encouragement and affection:
wil ¥ severe, but a good lesson to you, and you

Profit by it.”

" ook the letter, and was charmed with its
eet simplicity, its trusting confidence, it laid
t“'hole wealth of a guileless heart at the shrine

She :}'Oung girl who had become to it its world:

3 all to him, and I looked pityingly upon

Y&'eror it was no easy task to reply to such a
:‘: 3:1‘011 a8 she could gain courage for it, Fan

f“'eed OWn to the parlor, and there she was

E“hesgt;: hear from her garrulous friend how ill
il ad been; he could neither eat nor sleep
qui'e:e;EMe to the resolution to write. Fan
i"ﬂicﬁ and ]?aled: and coloured, under the
‘ Rlad ::a’ :)‘;!t still tried to laugh it off, but right

— e when the lady took her departure.
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In the evening Fan scated hersclf at the desk
to reply to ihe letter; note after note did she
write and tear up, it was in vain; wearied at
length, she went to bed, determined in the morn-
ing to consult with her futher.  She hal wished
to keep it from him, indecd from every one, but
she fouwl it so impossible tu say what she should,
for even feminine instinet fuiled her, that she felt
she needed advice.

Long was the consultation the next day she
had with her kind parent, und many were the
words of judicivus counsel he dropped into her
open beart.  Good seed to bring forth und bear
fruit. Yielding to her solicitation, he penned
for her a few words of kind yet firm refusal of
the affection lavished upon her.

Fun copied it, enclosed the ring, and it was
safely sent, and thus ended * Cousin Fan's first
offer.”

Three or four yeais afterwards, she was read-
ing sume newspapers, when I was aroused from
a deep reverie by an exclamation of delight:

* Oh, Lizzice! is not this good:—* At Bonne-
ville, Mr. Ernest Morin, to Gertrude, daughter of
Jams Gerardho, Esq.” Then I did not break his
heart after all, notwithstanding I had so many
lectures ubout it.”

THE AUTUMN LEAF.

Poor autumn leaf! down floating
Upon the blustering galeg
Torn trom thy bough,
Where goest thou,
Withered, and shrunk, and pale ?

“I go. thou sad inquirer,
As list the winds to blow,
Sear, sapless, lost,
And tempest.tost,
I go where all things go.

“The rude winds bear me onward
As suiteth them, not me,
O'er dale, o’er hill,
Through good, through ill,
As destiny bears thee.

“ What though for me one summer,
And threescore for thy breath—
1 live my span,
Thon thine, poor man!
And then adown to death?

« And thus we go together ;
For lofty as thy lot, '
Aud lowly mine,
My fate is thine,
To die and be forgot 1"

- THE AUTUMN LEAF. 449
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TIE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. A

BY GLENDOWER.
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Or all the monuments of human ingenuity and
labor, I can think of none greater than the
English Language. It is the language of a
people peculiarly favored of Ieaven, both in res-
pect of the gifts of intellect and the period in
which it has been their lot to flourish. Great
were the natural powers of the Anglo-Saxon
race, and greatly have they been developed. We
see evidence of this in the rude yet sterling
qualities of their early heroes, and their hardy
struggles for national existence; we see it in
their subsequent achievements in arms, in com-
merce, and in high philosophy; we see it in their
foreign settlements, giving rise in one instance
to a second independent, extensive, and liberally-
conducted Saxon Empire, and that too by a revo-
lution so singularly great and happy, that one
might well consent to bear the disgrace of its
origin for the sake of sharing the glory of its re-
sult—to be an Englishman with George the

- Third, that he might be a Suzon with Wash-

ington. And lastly, we sce it in that complicate
and most wondrous engine of civil power—the
British Constitution:—a strange mcdley of anta-
gonistic elements, resulting in & most compact
and durable structure,—resisting all shocks from
abroad, and by un inherent restorative power,
overcoming every symptom of rottenness and
decay within—holding together, and even yet
advancing, an Empire whose convulsive forces
would send any other constitution into broken
and dishonored fragments.

If from these Ligh exploits, evincing the supe-
riority of the race, we turn to their lunguage, we
need not wonder that we find an object of unri-
valled admiration. For here the spirit of the
people has embodied itself. Ilere are luid up in
an indestructible store-house the fruits of their
national toil; here the results of that proud
ambition which acknowledges no superior; of
that depth of intellect which searches the hidden
things of Nature; and of that vigorous imagina-
tion which sends forth conjecture into the regions
of possibility, throws new beauty over the sensi-
ble world, and peoples, with forms of divinest
eXcellence, the infinite and invisible.

The stranger, of another tongue, passing over
the borders of English literature, finds himself
ascending from the dreary plain below into a

paradise of all things pleasant to the sights and
good for intellectual food. There ure uee?
dropping delicious fruit; Howers that ever bloo®!
birds of choicest song; and streams, now gent ;
gliding, now leaping and sparkling in the sun
beams. Or we may liken the language to 8V
reservoir, into which have been flowing for cen”
turies the noblest truths of science, historys ap
song—original truths, from the minds of her ow?
Shakspeares and Bacons, and borrowed ruth®
from every kindred and every age. At t;‘ﬁ
golden fountain the learued of all lands ﬂ"‘f’
their little urns, and carry thence to the thirst)
multitudes around them.

And if, as the more sanguine lovers of h“ma:
progress would belicve, the time is a¢ length
hand, when the healthful influence of & PV .
religion, and the more general spread of k’_'ow
ledge, shall give stability to political institutio”®
and secure a uniform improvement of the soc!
fabric; and when also the increased and ™ .
wonderful facilities for internal and foreig? c‘?m,
munications shall diminish national jealous', l;
beget a greater community of interests; res
the inclination to war; enlarge and deepel:n“ke
stream of popular sympathy; and finallys
of one bluod all the nations of the earth: h.e:
it is a pleasing, and by no means t'ancifu]" vie
of the future, to consider the English natio®
the leader and prince of this great nationd
therbood, and her language as becomiBg mo
and more enriched with thought; more and m°
eularged in its vocabulary ; more and more ap 5
to the infinite complexities of human emotio
more and more sufficient for the native, 80d 2%
and more necessary for the foreigneri “nde
by the silent, yet iron law of usage, it# sub ol"
colonizing sway, has superseded all the it
dialects of earth; restored again the breat
Babel, and enclosed all literature, from the ngge:
to the St. Lawrence, in an universal S“Xo:s
dom. But if any person deem us too co&ﬁdent
to the future pérpetuity of cmpires, and PO
the gloomy dogma of those determined ansl
who argue, from the natural growth ap
of plants and animals, & corresponding groV:ha
and decay in every social compact; and from .l
fall of admired Greece and Rome, infer t¢ °_
of all succeeding nations: we, nevertheless ¢ )
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9% forget, that whatever changes or dissolution
May befal particular organizations of society,
©re is still one fabric of national skill—one relic

v a‘kingr]nm’s greatness—which does not always
“0ish with the *little brief authority” of its
Uilders., Before this imperishable Coliseum of
NZuage, the mourner of departed dynasties,
N, most of all, the friend of social advancement,
27 be allowed to pause ere he embrace the
"‘heﬂrtoning doctrine, that man is doomed, by
® condition of his nature, to run, alternately,
€ carcer of improvement and degeneracy, and

. ealise the beautiful but melahcholy fable of
'S¥phus, by an eternal renovation of hupe and
ls‘fPPOintment. No nation can ever wholly
Tish that has a literatare of her own. And if
dﬁi"h&psodies of one blind bard, wandering from
beer to door, and singing for his bread, have
lhe: able to eternise the achievements of Troy,
> Surely, a most cheering prospeet is opened

P for the Lsle of Albion. If, as some too boldly
1::“}0?, the time at last must arrive when Bri-
oy, 1a’s ro)'ra]ty shall be laid low; when her re-
the Red universities shall shelter but the owl and
o Serpent; when her “cloud-capt towers,
:fled‘ms.palnces, and solemn temples,” shall
€ into dust; when the poet of other lands

M come to draw inspiration from the gloomy
Meur of her ruins; and the Queen-isle of
fro:n' having passed from nothingness to glory,
Yov glory to oblivion, shall hear the song of her
Q\lrry and triumph fast dying away into the
. nful echoes of the Atlantic billows, as they

n Upon the dreary cliffs of Dover, it is some

. 'solfltlon to know, that even then, her language
iv:tm survive, in all the freshness and force of
P%pl:y tongue, among a great Anglo- American
» Where her Miltons and her Burkes will

Ue to be read and admired as patriarchal
thi T's of the same great Saxon family. To
ANguage of their fathers the British de-
“nts of the New World will ever fondly turn

© common treasury of human lore, and will

ug “upplies for the wants of their own nature,
© exigencies of their own land, from a
1 e:te‘)f ‘history holding forth the most varied
firgg o nsxve‘ political e‘xperience, enriched by the
uni‘yers:fuctwns' of original genius, and made
ang allgg by spoils gathered from alllanguages
hel‘self ‘,:‘98-- A'nd when the now young America
ten’., s, ‘ng: lived her “three score years and
f‘lhe,s.an 89, ina good old age, to sleep with her
warg o When the ever-varying, yet still on-
in, :;“eam of human progress, has swept back

G the long-deserted shores of Italy and
€3 When the Seven-hilled City shall once

8¥e laws to the nations, and the Acropolis

Volum
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of Minerva become & templé of Christianity ; even
then the school-boy shall acquire his mental dis-
cipline; the statesman, his precepts of wisdom;
the philosopher, his principles of speculation;
the poet, his highest models of art; and the di-
vine, his best discourses on morality and religion,
from the venerable language of the Saxon.

[In connexion with the above eloquent paper,
we submit, for the perusal of our readers, an ex-
tract from an article which appeared lately in
an English journal, from the pen of Elihu Bur-
ritt,—a gentleman becoming famous in the lite-
rary world, by his nervous and vigorous pro-
ductions. Originally a blacksmith in Ohio, he
has abandoned the anvil for the pen; but he seems
to have carried into his new vocation, both the
willand the power to strike with emphasis. If the
reader will not go the whole length with him in
his theory, it will be at least admitted, that there
is both truth and poetry in his conceptions,—
Fo. L. G.]

“The Fugiish race is tho result of a remarkable
combination of three remarkable elements, on a remark-
able theatre of amalgamation, and at a remarkable time in
the world’s history ; and for the purpose, it would appear,
of making, in a new sense, of oue blood, and of one lan-
guage, all nations of men. These elements are, the Cel-
tie, Saxon, Scandinavian, combined on the Island of Great
Britain, just before the discovery of the New World.
Each of these is as essential to the integrity and vital
energy of the English race as any other of the three. If
emigration had commenced to the Western or Eastern
‘World before thris combination, or from either of these
elementary races, the condition and prospects of man-
kind would have differed seriously«rom those that dis.
tinguish the present day, What would a colony of poor
Celts, or Saxons, or Danes, have done on the American
Continent? Would the Celts have launched forth into
commercial and manufacturing enterprise, and have set
the streams of the New World to the music of ma-
chinery? Would not the Saxons have followed their

old predilections, and have settled down upon the fertile -

lands, as mere agriculturists, and left the rivers and
jntervening ocean scarcely whitened by a yard of can.
vass; as they did in England, when the Danes surround.
ed theisland with nearly a thousand of their little ships ?
And would not the Danes have overrun the new Conti-
nent, as they were wont to overrun the seas, without
ever stopping to settle, or tarrying longer than to gratify
their reckless spirit of adventure, by playing the Nimrod
in the wilderness, or by waging perpetual war with the
Indians? An answer to these questions may be found
in the experience of every elementary race that has
sought to colonize itsclf on the American Continent, or
in any other foreign land. The French is essentially an
elementary race; and it had the first and best chance

, of colonization in North America; and this it attempted

in the choicest localities on the Continent. Some of
the best families of France settled on the St. Lawrence,
Ohio, and Mississippi. But what has been the result ?

with regard to Spain: she colonized her best blood in Mexi.
co and Peru; and what came of it, but a listless race with.
out cnergy or enterprise? Such, probably, would have

»
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been essentially the experience of each of the elements
of the English race, had it attempted the colonization
of America. But, comhined, they have given to the world
& race, not only distinguished by the Celtic faculty of
cohesion and endurance; by the Saxon faculty of con.

formity to all climes and conditions of life; and by the .

hardy Scandinavian, or Yankee spirit of adventure and
migration; but, also, by a prodigious faculty of self.pro.
pagation, unknown to any portion of the human family,
In evidence of this latter quality, the French savans
themselves assert, that the population of the United
States doubles itself ance in 25 years; of Great Britain, in
44 years; of Germany, in 76 years; of Holland, in 106;
of Italy, in 135; of France. in 13%; of Switzerland, in 227
of Portugal, in 239; and of Turkey, in 555 years. The
statistics of population in Asiatic and African countries
are too lame to afford a trusty hasis of ealenlation; but
we know that there are many nations of men that do not
increase at all in population; that there are others
gradually wasting, like morning dew bhefore the rising
sun of civilization. And, perhaps, we may safely assume,
that the aggregate population of all the nther nations,
besides those mentioned above, doubles itself in 1000
years. Then, taking the average increase of all these
nations, the population of the globe, exclugive of the
English race, would double itself in 310 years, and, if
now 750 milions, would be, in the year 2157, if the world
endure so long, 1,500,000,000. But the English race
doubles itself in 35 years ; and, putting it now at the very
low estimate of 50 millions, ifit should increase as it has
done, it would amount to 21,940,000,000, in 2157; or
more than twenty.seven times the present number of
the inhabitants of the globe! and more than fonrteen
times the number of all the rest of the human family 310
years hence. Can there exist a reasonable doubt, then,
of the ultimate prevalence of one blood and one language
over the earth? I8 it not inevitable, that these sluggish
streams and stagnant pools of human vitality, must be
absorbed into that gulf.stream of population which takes
its head and impetus in England?

“ Great Britain is not only the heart in which the
blood of this wonderful race is elaborated, but the heart
that propels it, by organic pulsations, to the world's
extremes. During the ten years, ending with 1846, un-
der the pressure of a common necessity, she propelled
745,300 of her children across the Atlantic, to seek a
field of labor and life in North America alone,—snd
185,778 of these, during the last year, And this is only
one direction in which she has propelled the blood of
the English race, to propagate its kind among the dis.
tant trihes of men, America, with its 25 mgillions’ of
English lineage, language, and genius, is but a senior
plantation. The whole globe is already sown with the
like in kind; and each an evidence of the prodigious
fecundity of the stock. Sail the wide oceans over, and
you will find one of these plantations striking its vigor.
ous roots deep and broad inte every soil, whereon the ab.
origines are melting away like unsuited exotics. The
island-heart of Britain beats on, and its blood acclimates
itself to every clime and condition of vitality, And now
its pulsations are quickened and strengthened by the
pressure of the new mnecessity, which has long been
gathering force, Her sea.girt home is too contracted
for her landless millions, who are annually increasing in
ambers, and in the relentless importunity for bread and
freer lifeand labor, And she must let her people go—go
by hundreds, where they have before gone by scores—go
to all lands, where labor can meet the exigencies of hu-
man life. During the Iast year, the official register
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numbers 129,851 emigrants, who went out from her o:l
this mission of existence. But what is this n“‘“‘."d’
compared with the host that will leave the Umt:e
Kingdom the present year? If nearly a million ha-i ’
gone to distant lands during the last ten, will not & ﬂ:ge
lion more follow them inthe next tive years ? And th(ﬁ‘
will go, as their predecessors went, with as strong hﬂm
affections and love of kindred as ever bound h?mlet
hearts and habitations together, If one doubts thi% on
him stand by and witness the scene that is enacted W.h or
an emigrant ship unmoors for the Western world 'nO E
let him go to America, and try the strength of the h“'m‘
feeling with which the emigrant clings to the ren®
brance of his native land, and of those he has left
hind.” .

LINES

At
ADDRESSED TO THE FARMERS' OF CANAD
BY A YOUNG LADY,
Know ye not that ye are men,
Ye labouring throngs of earth?
Must ye be told and told again
What truth and toil are worth ?

‘Why do you lonk upon the ground,
No fire within the eye, ¢

TWhen noble born are all around,
And wealth and rank go by?

For, have ye not a heart within,
And sense and soul as they?

And more—have ye not toiled to raise
The bread ye eat to-day?

Do you despise your sunburnt hands—
8o hard and brown with toil—

That have made fair the forest lands,
And turned the forest soil?

‘What! do you fear the haughty gaze
Of men in such array?

'Tis said, pride hath not many days,
And riches fly away.

TUp heart and hand, and persevere,
And overcome the scorn—

The hanghty hate and heartless sneer
Of this world's gentle born.

Fear not—shrink not—to you is given
The guardianship of earth:

And on the record book of Heaven
Is writ your honest worth.

Honour yourselves, be honest, true,
And willing, firm, and strong—

Do well whate’er your hands may 40,
Though praise may linger long.

A high and hely work is yours,
And yours should be a fame
That lives for ages, and endures

Beyond a hero's name.

~

Go, with your hands upon the ploughy
And the plough beneath the sod,

Pity the heart that scorns, and bow
To nothing but your God!

Darton, 1847, /
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WHAT COULD IT BE?

A STORY OF L’ACADIE.

BY J, II. CANDIDE.

VIV

“Take any shape but that, and my firmn nerves

Shall never tremble.”

K

Tavg a circumstance of so remarkable a cha-
Tacter to relate to you, that I feel it is necessary
0 inform you something of the history and
“haracter of the writer, so that you may be the
tter able to judge of the umount of credence to
bich it is entitled.
I'was born in London, in England, in the year
‘1816, So that I am now justthirty-one years of age;
> therefore, think I may say, that I am in the
Prime of my life, and neither in my nonage nor
my. dotage. My parents were people of good,
A0, common sense; religious, but not super-
“‘ﬁ(’“&; who always made their children go to
» undress, and say their prayers, without a
e, and never allowed them to be terrified
?y bogle, hobgoblin, or any other fanciful and
TIghtful fiction of & diseased imagination; so that
~ fertainly was not brought up a timid, or easily
"&htened child.
hen g lad, T was brought up in the midst of
~lights and policemen, and was forced, from a
s"y early period of my life, to mix in all the
.. 1 realities of that bustling and very practical
city, London. 1, therefore, was ot likely to be-
® & fanciful or superstitious dreamer. I am
Urally of a strong mind, rather inclined to
»and inguire into the truth and reality of all
.83 which fall under my observation—espe-
wo Y if they partake of the marvellous—than to
Onder, and take such things on mere hear-say.
19,; I grew older, and my mind and my know-
ngge !ncreased, and I obtained some insight into
bural, Physical, and philosophical science, I be-
® & confirmed and professed disbeliver in
ans'ts‘ 8pparitions, am? supernatural appearances
el lEﬂ“.ences, of every kind. I took a particular
N Bht in discovering and exposing all those
,Nnge, mysterious, and, hitherto, unaccountable
had“ms'l&nces, both ancient and modern, which
eXcited the wonder and fear of the great mass
Manking ; always shewing them to arise

frong

Perfeetly natural causes, and the wonder
ang g}
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the causes which produced the effects; and as
I am tolerably well versed in experimental
chemistry, pneumaties, acoustics, and all those
arts, sciences, and appliances, which have fur-
nished the material for the mysterious, marvel-
lous, and supernatural appearances and circum-
stances of all gages and all times, I have fre-
quently dispelled the doubts, and calmed the
fears, which, even in such a practicaland bustling
place as London, will still linger in the hearts of
some of the weaker specimens of humanity.
Nay, Sir, I have even gone farther than this;
for, by a species of ratiocination, or logic, with
which I will not trouble you, as I have no doubt
you bave heard such, I have often proved, at
least to my own satisfaction, that there could net
be such u thing as a ghost, or supernatural ap-
pearance; and that where the parties relating it
had not been imposed on by a trick, or a cheat,
they were the victims of a_diseased brain or

‘imagination, or some simple circumstance, which

their fears had magnified, and the causes of which
they had never discovered; and so firmly did I
myself believe this, that even now, when the re-
collection of that which I am about to narrate
to you sends a chill through all my veins, and
although I cannot doubt of the truth of what I
have myself seen and felt, still my old feelings
and eofvictions linger about me, and I endeavour,
but in vain, by the aid of all my knowledge, my
experience, and all my reasoning powers, to ex-
plain, in a rational and natural way, that terrible
appearance, the recollection of which haunts me
every hour of the day, and which I do not doubt
Ishall carry with me to the grave.

Sir, you will perceive that, by natare, educa-
tion, and all the circumstances of my life, I am
one of the last persons in the world from whom
you would expect to hear of anything at all
savouring of the supernatural; and, to ssy the
truth, if it were not for a faint hope which I en-
tertain that your knowledge and experience may

AT to be merely the results of ignorance of ) afford me some clue to the solution of this hor-
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rible mystery, it is very probable that you never
would have heard of it; and vet it is my fate to
narrate a circumstance of so mysterious a charac-
ter that I cannot, even for a moment, persuade
wyself to class it with any natural agency that
I am acquainted with; and that, too, not in any
distant corner of the world, the scene of it being
no other than the pleasant and rurzl village .of
1’Acadie; nor at any remote period of time,
it being no longer ago than three weeks from
this present time,—a cold chill running through
my blcod even now, as I recall it to my remem-
brance; and so far from my telling it for a second,
third, or even a further removed person, as is
generally the case in affairs partaking of the
supermatural, I have, unfortunately, to relate my
own experience in the following narrative.

And bere it may probably be necessary to men-
tion how I came to L’Acadie; for I am such a
regalar townsman, that, although I have not the
same exeuse here as I had in London, namely,
that the country was so far off, yet, to say the
trath, I seldom stir out of the town in which I
reside, except it be on a Sunday, jost to get a
mouthful of fresh air.

You must know, Sir, I have a cousin residing
#t St. Jaques le Mineur, who, when he comes to
Monttreal, 1o sell his produce, generally does me
the honrer of making my house his hostlery; in
teturn for whieh nccommodation, he occasionally
makes me & present of certain small matters, in
the shape of fresh butter, eggs, poultry, &c.; and
he never fails to give me the most pressing invi-
tation to return his vist, and * honor his house,
such as it is, with my conpany for a fow days,”—
at least thus be is pleased to say. Now, from the
ciroamstance of his having asked me a great
number of times, and my never having accepted
his invitation, I fancy he began o think I never
should go; and he was thereby emboldened, by
his fancied security, to press his offers, and so-
ficit me with redoubled confidence snd security,
He did so; and I -determined tv punish him, by
going to his house. But, as my avocations are
of such a nature as to demand my aimost con-
stant attendance in town, I determined to go on
Saturday afternoon, that I might have Sun-
day included in my holiday, so as to lose as little
time as possible. 1 proposed crossing the river
in the Prince Albert, walking to St. Philippe that
evening, and then, sleeping there, have a pleasant
walk to Bt Jaeques in the morning, which I
gould easily do before breakfast, as it is only
about six mailes, and by that plan I could see
more of the country than I could by any other.

This. was my plan; but here I must confess to
a grievous error,—an error which I have already
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severely repented-—which I shall always repent—
and which I have solemnly promised myse]fnp:ve,r
to be guilty of again—namely, taking my W1
advice! It is not often that I am guilty of ‘h.l;
thing; but, on this occasion, I must own, I dlo
give way to her plausibilities. It was 8 1078
way for me to walk,” she said; “ and ifit got dar
before I got to St. Philippe, I might miss ™

t
way. This was very true—1 might; I could 1
deny it; as I had never been there but once :

fore, and that was in the winter, when the grou?
was all covered with snow. ¢ Then, agais yo
know, you can’t speak a word of French; an )
anything was to happen to you, see how “,w
ward you would be, for they are all Canadi®®™
about there.” Now, though neither of these ol
sertions wasliterally true, yet there was some "™
and justice in both; and, finally, I suffered my
self to be led astray by her advice, whichwas, ™
when 1 got to Laprairie, I should go by the ¥
road as far as I.’Acadie, and from thence, 35_'5"6
was told, T coutd easily walk to St Jacques ,
night; and then, I could sleep at my 0‘“”“}.
which would be much better than sleeping ' o
strange house, where I might be rob! s
murdered, aud all sorts of things, She #lso ¥
ed something about her own rest being 90
concerned in the matter, and two or three s,
things which T will not repeat. Suffice it "',:a
like our forefather, Adam, I was seduced and
astray by a woman. :

It was a few minutes before five o'clock
Saturday afternoon of a beautiful day, at #1¢ oo‘:‘d
mencement of Septeraber, that I stepped o bo#!
the Prince Albert. 1 wasin capital health ® .
spirits, quite sober, and determrined to epjy m’;l
self as much as possible during my short ¥ e
from basiness. Either the steam was low, OF
stream was strong, for it took us rather e
than an hour to get to Laprairie, another 47
to get the baggage and people stowed awsy ™ '
railway cars; and, after two or three false 518
we at length “ got away,” at the rate of about’
miles an hour. I was very much amused a0
this part of my journey, by seeing 8 boYs onmg
old cart herse, racing with our train, and m ¢
it; and I could not help thinking on the A’ﬁ‘;;.
way in which they do things in the O1d COT
Thus, when T left the cars at the L’ Acsdie & ot
it was near seven, I say the I’ Acadie(st™™ ol
although I had been given to nnderstand ?:eﬂ 1
was 4o be be put down at L’ Acadie, yetr ¥ nd
was put down, and had time time to Took ax‘::’e'
me, I could only perceive one solitm‘yr:‘il "'.{

ok 1

onth®

cars were again in motion, I did mot ﬂ::s w0

worth while to stop thom, to adk ¥8Y
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}“A&adie, and, therefore, turned my steps towards
houge for that purpose. A man, with a very
Teepectable brogue, informed me that it was “a
cent piece off yet; mayhap, it might be three
€8 or go, perhaps, more; but, there,” said he,
Polllﬁug with his finger to a young man who was
ing up the lane, ““is a by that’s going there,
‘224, sure, you can go along with him.” Think-
hga companion would not be a bad thing, I de-
"Wined to avail myself of his hint; and, thanking
0 for his information, I made haste to overtake
by, a5 he called hir.

' 8oon overtook him; and accosting him, by
"*l{!g if this was the road to L’ Acadie, we soun
N Into eonversation. He informed me that he
t:s 43 great a stranger im that part as I was;

8, like myself, he lived in Montreal, and had
“"‘13 out om a visit to an uncte of his, who lived

Acadie, and that, he believed, we were on
® right road. I soom found out thut he, too,

% 4D Irishman; bus he happened, notwitbstand-

%, % be a reasonable being, and I was able to

a.t with him on politics, religion, and all the
‘e‘;" of the day, without eny fear of getting my

broken for my pains.

Th“, the road and’ the time passed pleasantly

%Y, and we soon got over the three miles
"92d which lies between the station and the
e from which it takes its name; when the
« onal “marehe done” to a tired horse, or
lfw, Passé” to a lazy eow, as their respective
TS (scarcely less tired or lauy) .urged their
mhomwards, warned us that we were at
entering the quiet little village of I’ Acadie,
‘pl'e Was hardly sufficient daylight left to light
gilt vane which surmounts the taper spire

® eburch,
dary R we entered the village, it was fairly
: lights were gleaming from every window.
ky‘:"'ﬂp&nion, who had informed me that he
they ved St. Jacques was a good five miles far-

. Row bid me a good niglt, as he had arrived

J Rear hig journey’s end, and he was anxious
the&-e?e; and I was left standing in the centre
evillage 1 Acadie “all before me, where to
Righy 3™ for as to going en to St. Jacques that
h’"n"u mot knowing a step of the way, and not
9 @ word of French, that was quite out of

. Juestion; and I could not help smiling—a
oy, Smile—at my wife's policy, and my own

b

":(_:; began to ook around me for some house
k ¥ could stop for the night. There wasa

" Jow house on my right hand, with a neat
Dol o 80d porch at the door, and a very tall

the house, with a small oval board
%k on the ‘top of it, on which, by the faint

KMM*«WW.\.‘ — e

_ about a house anywhere.

glimmering of day and starlight, I could just dis-
cern the words—* Hotel; by Louis Eecompts ;*
and, as I had no choice or preference in the
matter, I at once turned in there, and inquired
of two men, who were standing before the bar—
for there was no one behind it—if I could have
supper and a bed there that night.

“ We can’t speak English; but the master wiil
be in presently,” said one of the men.

“ Well,” thought I, “if you can't speak Eng-
lish, you ean speak something which is very like
it;” but as it was evident they did not wish to
have any conversation with me, of course I did
not force myself upon them, but waited patiently
till the master of the house came in, which was a
matter of some ten minutes after sy arrival,
during which time, the two men at the eounter
kept up a luw conversation, in choice Camadian
French, oceasivaaliy locking at me in a suspicious
and disagreeable manner.

The aubergiste, at whose heels followed an
ugly brute, of the true Bill Sykes breed, was
a short, thick-set man, of about thirty years of
age, with a very sullen and forbidding look, and
with eyes that were seldom lifted off the ground.
He wore neither hat nor coat; and when he en~
tered, he exchanged a few short words with
the men at the bar, and honored me with s stare.
I approached, and repeated my question; and
he, having taken about swo minutes to censider,
at length answered:

“Yes.”
“Very well,” said I; “then let me have sap-
per as soon as you can.” - :

‘My host did vouchsafe to answer: “Yes, Sis;”
this time, also, with a very bad grace; and,
shortly after, left the bur to give orders for that
purpose.

By this time I had got thoroughly dissatisfied
with my ehoice; and, if I could have found any
decent excuse for doing so, I would, even then,
have left,  and sought a supper somewhere else,”
I eould see plainly enough, I was an unwelcome
guest; and 1 could not belp thinking it a very
strange thing, that, although it was Saturday
night, not a soul had come in during the whole
time I had been there, and I had seen no signs
of women or children about the house. Neow,
women and children are a kind of furniture which
Canadian houses are not generally deficient in;
and, I must own, I like to see that kind of furniture
But no wosman’s shrll
voice, or child’s merry laugh, had greeted my
ears since I had been in the house, although, I

still hoped to see one at supper. But here, agsin,’

I was disappointed; for the landlord at kength
announced that my supper was ready, and led
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the way into a back room, and grumbled forth a
kind of apology, that he was sorry I bad had to
wait so long, but that his wife was sick, and he

WHAT COULD IT BE?

. . R 0
: chairs, a table, covered with a white cloth, ©

had been sending all over the village for a girl, |

but could not get one; so that I was fain to put
up with a great tall nigger for an attendant.

The black was civil and attentive enough,
having all the fearful and fawning manner of a
runaway slave; but, I must own, I would rather
have seen a petticoat; it would have put me more
at my ease. My supper, too, was of the com-
monest kind; and if it had not been for the
bread and butter, I should have gone to bed
hungry.

And now, my frugal and uncomfortable supper
being ended, and I having nothing to keep me
up—for there was not the slightest shadow of
anything of entertainment, not even a newspaper—

for the master would not, and the men seemed °

afraid to speak to me—I requested to be shown

to my bed-room, first offering to pay for my “en- |

tertainment,” as I intended to be off early in the
morning. This, however, the host refused, say-
ing, with a peculiar smile, I should be sure to
find him up at any time.
strange, as the Canadians are generally pretty

good at going to bed; and, although this was a |

tavern, I did not perceive any great run of cus-
tom to keep him up all night; however, I said
nothing, but followed my black attendant through
such a number of rooms and passages, twistings
and turnings, in all manner of ways, that I am
quite sure I never could have found my way back
in the dark; and I could not help thinking that
he was purposely leading me through so many
ways, for the purpose of confusing my memory.

At length, he ascended a narrow flight of

stairs, which led into a garret of immense extent; ¢

it certainly covered the whole house, and the
house must have been much larger than it ap-

peared from the outside; for although we ap-
peared to rise in the middle of it, the lightof the |

candle failed to light the extremities on either
side. The black turned to the left, carefully

. some boxes in one corner.
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steering his way between empty flour barrels, |

broken bottles, old buffalo skins, and all the
lumber and rubbish, which usually fotm the fur-
niture of garrets, to & small room which had
been formed at one end of the garret, by putting
up a slight partition, which did not reach near to
the roof, and which could not possibly be tenanted
in the winter.

o And, setting down the candle, the darkie told
me that was my room; and that if I wanted
anything, and would come to the top of the stairs
and hollo, he would be sure to hear me. He left
me alone ; and Do sooner was he gone, than I
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| always carry with me, to be prepared for

| throwing open the blind, that I might the

. enjoy the beauty and the luxury of a nigh"soent
like this. It was still early—about balf"

I thought this rather ;

{ wind blew in my face, in those warm 87 J b

-

rnituré
two

IR

took a survey of the apartment. The fu
was scanty enough, consisting. of the bed,

which was a small looking-glass, and a €O™
and brush, & wash-hand stand and ewer, an

The room was lit by one small window, which
wasopen; and thedoorhad no other fastening thas-
a common latch, which might be opened eit‘hef
way, so that fastening it was out of the questic™
However, the appearance of the bed gave me’
satisfaction, as it was both clean and comformble’
and, promising mysclf a good night's rest an
an early start in the morning, I prepared for h,
by pulling off my boots, winding up my “"f‘tc !

and putting it, with & good dirk-knife—'wb’c:y_
8

thing that may happen—under my pillow-

While I was undressing, some trifling ™
the yard below, called me to the windows
although partly undressed, I could not

oise 18

petter

nine—and lights might be seen at almost ever
house, and voices occasionally heard, but
sufficiently near, or loud, to disturb the silence
solemnity of the night. There was 10 mo, ch'
but the stars shone out with a brilliance Wb:he
almost compensated for her absence, 89

refreshing gusts—peculiar to Septemlwl"v"h1 15
remind one of those half-playful, balf-smo™
kisses, which a young girl bestows on the
who is so happy as to win her first love.

I don’t know how it is; but, although 4y
and born a townsman, and used to, and Pe’:fec Iy
at home, in all the noise, bustle, and tursio!
city, yet I absolutely enjoy, and luxuriate i8 3
a scene as this; and L do not know an)‘thi"g, ing
gives me more calm, or real pleasure, than slt'ﬂ
under a tree, or lying in a hay-field, o® sue
night as this, and allowing my imagi“auo“ "
stray to Arcadian scenes of rural employ nleier
and enjoyments, and fancying how much hﬂpl:me
my life might bave glided away, if fate of furtm'e
bad cast my lot in the country—for which ¢ }n
always had a strong inclination—insted ‘:v'ith
town, for which, from the roguery and vic® jike-
which they are filled, 1 have alwayshgd & dis :)ok
On the night in question, my thO“g_h‘s ‘ s of
a more real direction; for, after a few mmutev
listless idleness, I began to think of thos® Ilo .
but had left in the Old Country, and if fhey :ooﬂ
now employed as pleasantly as I was. 7 h‘swhom {
brought my thoughts round to my cousily !

ch

to

ingr
i I was going to see; and suddenly Nmembef_' J
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Wat, if T did not go to bed to-night, I could not
8et up to-morrow morning, I closed the blind,
was soon in bed; and, after congratulating
Wyself that I had at least got a good bed, and
ing myself two or three times, to “fix” my-
s?lf comfortably, I was fast asleep before ten
elocl, '
How long I slept I do no exactly know, but I

8 .
: “doulg suppose it was between twelve and one

°’°l°ck, when I awoke; and, wondering why 1
¥oke at that time of night—for there was not
® least glimpse of light visible anywhere—I
*o0n came to the conclusion, that it was owing
eing in g strange bed; and, turning round in
Y bed, with a feeling of satisfaction at having
* good o bed under me, I was soon asleep again.
'his time, I do not think I slept an hour; and,
ee_ﬂg Tather annoyed at my restlessness, for
¢h I could not account, I turned again in my
+» thinking that I must be lying in some
tr‘c“'&l‘d position, when my attention was at-
ted by g light at the far end of the garret.
Y first ideu, on seeing the light, was, that it
8 some female belonging to the house, who
look Come up to fetch something; but a second
X told me two things, namely; that the light
Dot proceed from a candle, or lamp, held by
® figure, but from the figure itself, and that I
looking at it through a deal board, for I could
ouq?he door was shut, as I had lefi it; and the
We of the figure formed the outline of that
tof the door which appeared as though cut
Ut; and the rest of the door was a perfect blank,
une fore:—two things so unusual, and so totally
Xpected, in this out of the way place, that I
3 perfectly wide awake in a moment, and sitting
1 bed, to have a better look at it.
¥ second thought was, that it was merely a
Ure, drawn with phosphorus, on the door, as
"‘me‘l"as Precisely the appearance it presented,
i s 8 clear, but not strong, blue, quivering
Es:'. j“‘st. similar to a congreve match, when
peue‘;_gn"'ed; but this idea was very soon dis-
ble s for not only was it exceedingly improba-
Phy :lt auy person, in such a place as this, would
Such g trick as this on me, but I aldo plainly
£ "éived, that, instead of the outlines of the
eﬁaee gradually dying away, as is always the
Mith figures rawn with phosphorus, they
8radually becoming clearer and more dis-

’ in‘zh‘)ﬂ, the figure was slowly approaching
< Dedsige

Were

tlnc

A .

tiln:;;he figure gradually approached me, I had

hag think of all the wonderful effects which I

5een produced by the chi

e ed by the chiaro-oscuro, camera-

nd’ camera-lucida, and magic lanthorn,
90 ; but I must own I could not recollect
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anything similar to his, for (to say nothing of the
absolute improbability of these scientific amuse-
ments being practised by the habitans of L’ Acadie)
there was something about this appparance, so
different from anything which I had ever seen
before, that I must uwn I felt a tremor, and a
sensation of fear, creep through my body.

I could now distinctly trace, not only the out-
lines, but every line and fold of the drapery, in
which it was completely enveloped. I could not
tell whether it was a male or female form, as it
was completely enveloped in drapery ; even the
head, which was hanging down, was so covered
with a kind of cowl, that no part of the face was
visible, and the hands, which were also hanging
down in front, and crossed over each other, were
hid in the sleeves of the dress. Although Icould
not say I had ever seen any one in a dress exactly
similar to it, the nearest dress that I can compare
it to, is, the dress of some of the Nuns, who are
frequently seen in the streets of Montresl : only
there was this terrible difference, that, whereas,
the dress of the nuns is black, gray, browa, or
some other sober and retiring colour, the dress
of this figure, (which was now entering my room,)
was of fire! blue, living, moving, fire! which
crept and crawled, ard shone on every line, and
every fold, which formed the appearance now
before me.

Asit had slowly advanced along the garret, I
had noticed that the light, which emanated from
it, was sufficient to illuminate some of the old
rubbish which I had seen as I came to bed the
night previous, and that, too, pne by one, as it
came towards them ; I observed also that it did
not walk, (nor indeed did it move hand or limb,)
but advanced to me in & manner totally different
from any of the most skilfully managed ghosts
which I had seen on the stage.

‘When the figure had fairly advanced into my
room, and, indeed, was close to my bed-side, I
could no longer see through the door ; it was all
solid, black, and dark, and my terrible visitant
stood in strong relief before it ; I felt for the first
time in my life, what feur was, for I knew that
the thing which now stood before me, was of that
order and description which are * past the phi-
losophy of man.” .

It was this knowledge, (a kind of innate feel-
ing which I cannot describe,) which made me

shrink to the farthest side of the bed, and put

back my clasp-knife, with a consciousness of its

"utter uselessness, against such a thing as this,

for I knew that if I struck it with all my force,
my knife would only descend on the bedstead.
‘Why, I could see it through & deal board ; how
then could I drive it from me by cold steel ? and
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it was this knowledge which made me tremble
in my bed, and instinctively shrink from it, and
put down my knife.

When the figure rehched my bed-side, it
beeame motionless for the space of two or three
minutes, (I canuot say exactly how long, for to
me, at the time, it seemed an hour,) whenl
thought I observed a slight motion in both the
head and the hands. It was so; they were both
raised, till, oh, God ! one of the most horrible
sights met my eyes, which it is possible for the
mind of man to conceive.

Let any one imagine a figure such as I have
deseribed, covered with blue livid flame from
head to foot, disclosing the lineaments of a skull,
and the hands of a skeleton, of a startling bright
yellow flame ; the sockets, where eyes should
havebeen ; the holes, once covered with nostrils ;
the mouth no longer garnished with teeth ; dif-
fering from the other parts of the skull by their
greater intemsity ; resembling steel when it is
heated to a white heat, and the long thin bones
of the hand and fingers of an intense bright
yellow flame—standing close to his bed-side,
and glaring with its horrible visage full into his
face, and I am sure they will not accuse me of
cowardice, when I confess, that in the intensity
of my terror, I shrank from it to the very far-
thest extremity of the bed, and gathered the bed-
clothes around me, as some sort of protection.

1 think it was William Cobbett, who used to say,
that he always found the English language quite
adequate to the expression of all the feelings and
emotions of his mind ; and up to the present time
I could have said the same; but, Sir, no words, no
form of expression, with which I am acquainted,
can eonvey any idea of the absolute terror—the
hocrible feeling of fear and disgust—which I
experienced when the spectre, having stood per-
fectly motionless, with its hands crossed on its
breast, gave utterance to such an unearthly, such
a dismal, such a miserable groan, as never pro-
ceeded from mortal breast, and such as, I hope,
pever to hear again ; my eyes were wide open,
my tongne stuck to the roof of my mouth, and
my blood seemed like ice in my veins. Even
now, after an interval of three weeks, at a dis-
tance from the spot, with the sun shining brightly
in at my window, and the merry voices of my
children, who are playing in the garden, ringing
in my ears, a cold shiver runs through my finme,
when I recall that horrible sight,—that doleful
sound !

And yet, what is it that caused this intense,
this excessive fear inme ? I have asked myself
this question a thousand times since. I am not
a man to be frightened by any human sight or

WHAT COULD IT BE?

-I\MAN-AA
given

sound; on the contrary,¥am always rather R
to enquiring into, and investigating any'-bi“g. s
all unusual or uncommon ; and as tomy thi“km.g
that 7 should suffer in my person, from or by this
apparition, such a thought never entered f”y
head. I can only account for it, by concludin®
that it was indeed a super-natural appearancé 80 .
that, consequently, my nature revolted from tb’
and by quoting a passage from the Book of JO e'
“ Fear came upon me, and trembling, which ®
all my bones to shake.” "
Perhaps a minute had elapsed since that gro¥ 1
of hopeless anguish and unmitigated tortur® #
died away in my ear, when I (as I st
with my eyes fixed intently on the spectre for o8
could not turn my head or take away mY ey o
from it,) observed a slight motion in the hant®?
gradually, slowly, by scarcely perceptible de“
both the head and the hands fell into thel® e
mer position, and the robe or mantle of blue ¥
enfolded them, and hid them from my sight
This was a relief to me, for although the f,g.ﬂ:
still stood by my bed-side, and I knew Wh‘_“ v a
under those horrid folds, still, I did not see ib
that was something. four
Again I must suppose it was three Of il
minutes that the figure remained perfect!y 8
and then, with a feeling of infinite relief oy
drawing a freer breath, I saw that it was sto
moving away. As it slowly receded, it.'
so that when about the door of my room, it$
was towards me ; when it had passed the
I could still see it as plainly as before, an v o
taking my eyes off it, I watched it, to the %IBE
of the garret, where it slowly sunk down #%5°
me in total darkness, and a cold sweat.
What were my thoughts and feelings
next hour, I can hardly say, they were so cott
but they certainly were not of the most ple
description. I slept no more that night ey
of course, I gradually recovered my self-posse ard
but this 7 do know, that although. I have ™
some of the sweetest vocalists now Livio&*
grapdest and most charming efforts of the 1i0g
composers and musicians ; the joyous w8 £li
of the feathered tribe in the full enjoy““’“,ﬁ ;rell"
and liberty ; the merry sounds of the child
voices in their gladdest moods ; nay, gwee‘t she
all. the voice of her I loved, confessing the palf
returned my love,—1 never heard any ®
so sweet, so welcome, so refreshing to ™Y e
the first cock-crow, which proclaimed the ©
day. waib
Still T had a long and weary time t@ 000K
before it was light enough to dress, (f T
wake in the night and take the ebﬂ“’s&:‘m’;
tunity of letting their neighbours know
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8% up and dressed,)—but when I could plainly
scern the things about the room, I was not long
M making my toilet, and finding my way down
stB.il‘s, .
The black I found asleep in a bunk, dressed
% Thad last seen him; I shook him by the shoul-
e‘r‘ and he was up in a moment, and in another
Winute his master also made his appearance,
Tessed also, I desired my account, and soon
*Rttleq it’; my landlord expressed his surprise at
My going away so early, and with, as I thought,
8 very sinister smile, hoped I had slept well. 1
:;'s‘}“ed him I had, for Iwould not give the rascal
\¢ satisfaction of knowing what a wretched
Yight had passed, and said that I wished to get
© the end of my journey before breakfast, I
kmy bitters, and askinghim the nezrest route
% Jacques le Mineur, I left the house as quick-
e]e:s Possible, and it was not till I had got quite
the v Of:the village that I felt entirely free from
terrible spectre which I had seen, and which
€ me swear solemnly, never again to spend
Mother « Night at I’ Acadie.”
» Sir, you can throw any light on the above
Serious circumstances, you will, by doing so,
OVe a great weight from my mind.
Ontreal, September 25, 1847,
TO LESBIA.
Where the trees unite their shade,
Propitious to the warbling bird;—
Where the murmuring streamlets glide;
There meet me at thy word.
Where the verdant flowers bloom, .
Perfuming all the sarced grove;—
Where the zephyrs gently roam;
There, my Lesbia, speak of love.

Ty,

There, upon my breast reclining,
Let me kiss those lips divine ;—
There let my ardent soul, confiding,

Find a tender love in thine.

The ok and elm entwine their bough
The linnets, warbling, charm the grove :—
Beueath their shade we'll deck our brows,
Nor envy aught of angel love.

" Phahus may perform his round,
And still the tide of time flow on; .
But when our short-lived sun goes down,
s reign is then forever gone.

Our lives will soon emerge in night,
Our spirits glide in shades from earth,
And with ug all that caused délight,—
Love, ambition, joy, and mirth.
Then since our youth shall soon decay,
And age will urge our fates along,
°,t Us enjoy life as we may;
Tia better have it sweet than long.
When fallen youth shall lie supine,
And age repels the fires of love ;
hen, King of Shades, all hail! I'm thine!
\Rva,“ Co::‘g::;::: ;-;:le tl'; which to live,
.. ~— 'y e
WWMW"WW\IW\»~'\’V\\\\~«- N e e

A A e A A A A AP A A PP A S

A A A A A A AP A A A 8 A A P

A

THE IRISH STUDENT.

THE SYBIL’S PROPHECY.

BY R,

By the light of {he evening summer's moon
A fine girl sofight the Sybil’s cave.

In sooth "twas a lone and gloomy scene

For one 8o fair, alone, to brave.

The deadly nightshade blossomed there,
O'ershadowed with cypress and yew;

And many a plant of foliage rare,

Ever distilling poisoned dew.

The adder lurked "neath the long rank grass;
The toad emitted his venomed breath,

With many a reptile of hideous form,

Whose fatal sting was instant death;

Yet, without fultering, that girl fair

Passed on, with footsteps light,

And carelessly tossed back the raven hair
That shaded a cheek as marble white.
Another moment ;—she stood before

That mysterious being—the Sybil dread,
And tremblingly begged her secret lore

To hear—the page of her destiny read.
Slowly, sadly, the prophetess gazed

On the lines of fate in that fairy palm—

In the starry eyes that to hers were raised
With fears, she vainly tried to calm, St
“1It needs not my love to tell that thou

Art the child of a noble race ;—

'Tisread in thy high and queenly brow—
Thine air of high-born grace,

Thy wezlth is told by the gems that deck
Thy robe, and the diamonds rare

That glitter upon thy snowy neck

And gleam 'mid the braids of thy raven hair;
But, lady, it needs all a Sybil's skill

To read the secret so well concealed

'Neath that careless smile and brow so still,~
A secret thou hast but to one revealed ;

But oh! beware! thou hast placed tiy love
On a being as changing and false as air,
Who, with art, to gain thy heart has strove,
But who soon will cease to find thee fair.
Much fear I, lady, thy constancy;

But must thou from thy lover part;

Or else, alas! for thy destiny,—

An early grave and a broken heart.”

The lips of the listener curved with a smile
Of cold and scornful unbelief, '
As she murmured : “I know he is free from guile,
And I credit not thy tale of grief.”

* Stay, lady! akindly warning take ;

From thy lover's toils thy heart set free,

Or, when from thy dreams of folly thou'lt awake,
Thou'lt think of the 8ybil's prophecy.”

‘With a clouded brow, and look of care,

The fair girl sought her splendid home,

And vowed, that for tales, as false asair,

No more the Sybil’s cave she’d roam.

To him who now ruled her every thought,
Despite the warnings, she joined her lot,

And gave her heart, and its clinging love,

To a being, alas! who prized it not.

A few years passed of neglect and grief,

That quickly her warm and young hopes chilled;
And then, in death, she found relief

The Sybil's prophecy was fulfilled.
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Ir was early day, in the fall of 1832. I was
alone in the o'd shanty, preparing breakfast for
my husband, and now and then stirring the cradle
with my foot, to keep little Katie a few minutes
longer asleep, until her food was sufficiently pre-
pored for her first meal—and wishing secretly
for a drop of milk, to make it more agreeable and
nourishing for the poor weanling—when a tall,
thin, middle-aged man, walked into the house,
followed by two large, strong dogs.

Placing the rifle he carried across his shoulder,
in a corner of the room, he advanced to the hearth,
and, without speaking, or seemingly looking at
me, lighted his pipe, and commenced smoking.
The dogs, after growling and snapping at the cat,
who had not given the strangers a very courteous
reception, sat down on the hearth-stone, on either
side of their taciturn master, eyeing him, from
time to time, as if long habit had made them
understand all his motions. There was a great
contrast between the dogs: the one was a brindled,
grey and white, bull-dog, of the largest size,—a
most formidable and powerful brute; the other,

_ { astag-hound, tawny, deep-chested, and strong-
limbed. T regarded the man and his hairy com-
panions with silent curiosity. He was between
forty and fifty years old: his head, nearly bald,
was shaded at the sides by strong, coarse,
black, curling hair. His features were high; his
complexion brightly dark; and his eyes, in size,
shape, and color, resembled the eye of a hawk.
The expression of his face was sorrowful and
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BY MRS. MOODIE.

} taciturn; and his thin, compressed lips, 1

R

O’er mem'ry’s glass I see his shadow Ait.
Though he was gathered to the silent dust
Long years ago:—a strange and wayward man,
Who shunn'd companionship, and lived apart.
The gleamy lakes, hid in their gloomy depths,
‘Whose still dark waters never kuew the strolke
Of cleaving oar, or echoed to the sound

Of social life—contained for him the sum
With dog and gun,
Day after day he tracked the nimble deer
Through all the tangled mazes of thc forest:

AvTtHou.

ooked
as if they were not much accustomed t0 ?m‘;lio
or, indeed, often served to hold communic®
with any one. e stood at the side of the on
hearth, silently smoking, his keen eyes xe
the fire; and now and then he patted the o
of his dogs, and reproved their exuberbn;nce!
pressions of attachment, with—*¢ Downs
Down, Musie!” der 10
“A cold, clear morning,” said I, in OF vere
attract his attention, and draw him int® con
sation. . is
A nod, without raising his head, or ,‘ak“‘g’:ﬂ'
eyes off the fire, was my only answer; an paby?
ing from my unsociable guest, I took up ¥ ° ol by
who just then awoke, sat down on a lo¥ s;;udng
the table, and commenced feeding her- the
this operation, I once or twice caug word
stranger’s keen cye fixed upon me; b hiStled
spoke le none; and presently after, be w
to his dogs, resumed his gun, and stl‘O.de o8 cesk’
When M—— and Monaghan came i £ 7, .g;
fast, T told them what a strange visite o D%
and they laughed at my vain attempts g
to talk. S a1 il
“He is a strange, mysterious beibg
«T must find out who, or what he is.”
In the afternoon, an old soldier called
who had served during the American
got a grant of land, about a mile in t ©
our location, came in to trade for 8 coW‘;v
this Layton wasa perfect ruffian,—# wan
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4; :“.e liked, and whom all feared. ITe was a deep

}. Tinker, g great swearer, and a perfect reprobate,

; :‘:'0 Dever cultivated his land, but went jobbing

Out, from farm to farm, trading horses and
‘ e, angd cheating in a pettifogging way. Uncle
of’ had employed him to sell M—— a young
¢ifer, and he had brought her for him to look at.
Vhen he came in to be paid, I described the
Tanger of the morning; and as I knew that he
"8 familiar with every person in the neighbor-
%d, Fasked if he knew him.
b “ No one should know that better than myself,”
€ faid, «*Tis old Brian, the hunter, and a
ze‘“‘ neighbor of yourn. A sour, morose, queer
£ % he is, and as mad as a ¢ March hare’ He's
™ Lancashire, in England, and came to this
Mtty some twenty years ago, with his wife.
1720 Who was a pretty young lass in those days,
® had Jots of money, too; and he bought four
Undreq acres of land, just at the corner of the
cession line, where it meets the main road—
"' excellent land it is; and a better farmer,
e he stuck to his business, never went into
toz bush. He was a dashing, handsome fellow
o, lei did not hoard the money either. He
be :d his pipe and his pot too well; and, at last,
eft off farming, and stuck to them altogether.
Yo 0¥ a jolly booze he and I have had, I can tell
. But Brian was an awful passionate man;
When the liquor was in, and the wit was
» 3 savage and as quarrelsome as a bear. At
°h times, there was no one but Wed Layton
o 80 near him. We once had a pitched bat-
*30d T whipped him; and ever after he yielded
A“’"‘ of sulky obedience to all I said to him.
r being on the spree for a week or two, he
. “d take fits of remorse, and return home to
Wife—would go down upon his knees, and
er forgiveness, and cry like a child. At
" °F times, he would hide himself up in the
S, and steal home at night, and get what he
orted out of the pantry, without speaking a
or soto any one. 'He went oR with these pranks
devih':ne years, till he took a fit of the *blue

me‘,‘o"nm away, Ned, to the Rice Lake, with

o Saidhe, «I'm weary of my life, and I want
Change
“
nh; Shall we take the fishing tackle,’ says I:
wil) ; black bass are in prime season; and ¥F——
m end us the old cance. He's got some capital
bay, P from Kingston. We'll fish all day, and
‘: a"sPl'ee at night.’
« ‘It 8 not to fish I'm going,’ says he.

o shoot th ’ N
Tew rifle. ot then? I've bought Reckwood’s
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new game 'm going to try; so, come along.’

“Well, to the Rice Lake we went. The day
¢ was very hot, and our path lay through the
} woods, and over those scorching plains, for six-
! teen miles; and I thought I should have dropped
ﬁ by the way; but all that.distance, my comrade
% never cpened his lips. He strode on before me,
{ ata half run, never once turning his hard leather
; face.

“¢The man must be the devil, says I, ¢and
accustomed to a warmer place, or he must feel

!
2 this. Hollo, Brian! stop there: do you mean to
kill me?’

‘*Take it easy,” says he; ¢you'll see another
' day after this: 1’ve business on hand, and cannot
wait.” )
¢ Well, on we went, at this awful rate; and it
i was mid-day when we got to the little tavern on
the lake shore, kept by one F——, who had a
boat for the convenience of strangers who came
to visit the place.

‘g “Here we had our dinner, and a good stiff

; glass of rum to wash it down : but Brian was

moody; and to all my jokes, he only made a sort
of grunt; and while I was talking with F——, he
slips out, and I saw him crossing the lake in an
{ old canoe.

E o What’s the matter with Brian?’ says F—;
% “all does not seem right with him, Ned. Yon
had better take the boat, and look after him.’
«+ Fhoo!” says I, ¢he’s often so; and grows so
g glum now-a-days, that I will cus his acquaintance
altogether, if he does not improve.’
“ ¢ He drinks awful hard,’ says F——: ‘there’s
no telling what he may be up to at this minute.’
“ My mind misgave me, too; so I e’en takes
the oars, and pushes out right upon Brian’s track;
and, by the Lord Harry! if I did not find him,
upon my landing on the opposite shore, lying,
wallowing in his blood, with his throat cut.
“¢Is that you, Brian?’ says I, giving him a
kick with my foot. ‘What upon earth tempted
you to play F and me this dirty, mean trick;
to go and stick yourself like a pig—bring such
a discredit on the house—and so far fron home,
too, and those who should nurse you?
“I was so wild with him, that, saving your
presence, ma’am, I swore awfully, and called
"him names which would be undacent to repeat
i here; but he only answered by groans, and a
horrid gurgling in his throat.
¢« ¢Jts choaking you are,’ said I; ‘but you
shan’t have your own way, and die so easily either,
if I can punish you, by keeping you alive.” So.I
just turned him upon his belly, with his head

“ ¢ P’ts neither to fish nor to shoot, Ned: it’s a
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down the steep bank; but he still kept choaking,
and growing black in the face. I then saw that
it was a piece of the flesh of his throat that had
been carried into his wind-pipe. So, what do I
do, but puts in my finger and thumb, and pulls
it out, and bound up his throat with my handker-
chief, dipping it ficst in the water to stanch the
blvod. T then took him, neck and heels, and
threw him into the bottom of the boat, and pushed
off for the tavern. Presently, he came to himself
a little, and sat up in the beat, and, would you
believe it? made several attempts to throw himself
into the water. ¢This wiil not do, says I:
¢ yow've done mischief enougli already, by cutting
your wizzand: if you dare to try that again, I
will kill you with the oar.’ I held it up, threaten-
ing him all the while; and he was scared, and
lay down as quiet as a lamb. I put my foot up-
on his breast. ¢ Lie still now, or you'll eatch it.’
e looked piteously at me, but he could not
speak; but he seemed to say —¢Have pity upon
me, Ned; don’t kill me’ Yes; this man, who
had cut his throat, and who, twice after that, tried
to drown himself, was afraid that T should knock
him on the head, add kill him. Ha!ha! I never
shall forget the work F. and I had with him,

“The doctor came, and sewed wup his throat;
and his wife—poor crater!—came to nurse him;
and he lay bad there for six months; and did no-
thing but pray to God to forgive him; for he
thought the -devil would surely have him, for
cutting his own throat. And when he got about
again—which is now twelve years ago—he left
off drinking entirely, and wanders about the
country, with his dogs, hunting. He seldom
speaks to any one, and his wife’s brother car-
ries on the furm for him and the family. He is
so shy of strangers, that it is a wonder he came
in here.  The old wives are afraid of him; but
you need not heed him: his troubles are to him-
self: hé harms no one.”

Layton departed, and left me brooding over the
sad tale he had tuld in such an absurd and Jjest-
ing manver. It was evident, from the nccount
he had given of Brian’s attempt at suicide, that
the hapless hunter was not wholly answerable for
his conduct—that he was a harmless mono-
maniac,

The next morning, at the very same hour,
Brian again made his appearance; but instead of
the rifle across his shoulder, a large stone jar was
suspended by a stout leathern thong. Without
speaking & word, but with a truly benevolent
smile, that flitted slowly over Lis stern features,
and lighted them up, like a sunbeam breaking
from bepeath a stormy cloud—he advanced to

[}
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the table, and, unslinging the jar, set it do%?
before me, and in a low, gruff, but not upfﬁendly
voice, said:

“Milk, for the child,” and vanished.

“How good it was of him!—how kind!" T €¥
claimed, as I poured the precious gift, of four
quarts of pure new milk, out into a deep PaP~
“and I never asked him—never said that th
poor bahe wanted milk. It was the courtesy
a gentleman—of a man of benevolence and ¢
finement.” .

For weeks did my strange friend steal 5519"t y
in, take up the empty jar, and supply its plac?
with another, replenished with milk. The baby
knew his step, and would hold out her hands
him, and ery—* Milk!” and Brian would S“fOP

down and kiss her, and his two great dog ¢

ey

“Have you any children, Mr, B—?”
“Yes, five; but not like this —-
“My little girl is greatly indebted to yoU
your kindness.” you
“ She’s welcome, or she would not getit. *°
are strangers; but I like yon all. You look K2’
and I would like to know more about you.”
M—— shook bhands with the old huntef
assured him that he should always be glad 10
him, :
' After this invitation, Brian became & ffequeno
guest. He would sit and listen with deligh"L
M——, while he described to him elephant b4?""
ing at the Cape; grasping his rifle with & de'tel'
mined air, and whistling an encouraging m;de
his dogs. I asked him one evening what ™
him so fond of hunting? 28
“’Tis the excitement,” he said: *it dro'?or
thought; and I love to be alone. I am sorfy ™
the creatures, too, for they are free and ha,PP)’
but Tam led, by an impulse I cannot restrd!™
kill them. Sometimes, the sight of their df;f;"’,
agonies recalls painful feelings; and the? I
aside the gun, and do net hunt for days
’tis fine to be alone, with God, in the § +h
woods—to watch the sunbeams stealing t’{rou”in
the thick branches—the blue sky break'“gl i
upon you in patches; and to know that sl o
bright and shiny above you, in spite of the gl
which surrounds you.” -
After a long pause, he said, with much sole”
feeling in his look and tone: was
“Ilived o life of folly for years—tor I "7
well born and educated before I lefs home fo.r «
woods, and should have known better; bat? o
associate long with the depraved and ignora
we learn to become even worse than thet® in.
felt I had become a slave to low vice andf‘oﬂl
I hated miyself; and in order to free myself {F
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the hateful tyranny of evil passions, T did a very
"ash and foolish action. Ineed not mention the
Danner in which I transgressed God’s laws—all
¢ neighbors know it, and must have told you
g ago. I could have borne reproof, but they
turpeq my sorrow into indecent jests; and, un-
8ble to bear thei ridicule, I made companions of
By dogs and gun, and went forth into the wilder-
Nes, Hunting became a habit—I could no longer
1Ve. without it—and it supplics the stimulant
wh“;h'I lost, when I renounced the cursed whisky
Ottle,

“I remember the first hunting excursion I
;:;ﬂ‘ aloue in the forest, how sad and gloomy I
% I thought there was no creature in the
Yorld sy miserable as me; I was tired and
Ungry, und I sat down upon a fallen tree to rest.
‘?ll Was stiil as death around me; and I was fast
"king ¢ sleep, when my attention was aroused
Y a long wild cry. My dog—for I had not
'0ce then, and he is no hunter—pricked up
" ears, but instead of answering with a bark of
‘ “Nance, he crouched do wn, trembling, at my feet.
bat does this mean?’ I said; and I cocked my
nen' and sprany upon the log. The sound came
rer upon the wind. It was Kke the deep bay-
a E ij a pack of hounds in full ery. Presently,
b Otie deer rushed madly past me, and fast upon
“.tl‘ail—I see them now, like so many black
evﬂS\SWept by, a pack of ten or fifteen large
¢ wolves, with fiery eyes and bristling hair,
. Paws that seemed scarcely to. touch the
und, in their eager haste. I thought not of
8er, fur, with their prey in view, T was safe ;
felt every nerve within me tremble for the
te r.de(il‘- The wolves gained upon him at every
'enl:]' 3 close thicket intercepted his path; and
er:l'e.d desperate, he turned at bay. His nostrils
Streg difated, his eyes seemed to send forth long
. 0 of light. It was wonderful to witness
Qcom‘ﬂge of the beast—how bravely he repelled
lang '3 attack of his deadly enemies—how gal-
'Dur;{ he tossed them to the right and left, and
i sted them from beneath his hoofs; yet all
top, | U88les were useless, and he was quickly
,nom(:o Pleces by® his ravenous foes. At that
for 1 2]‘- he seemed' more unfortunate than me;
Yeryeq ;’1(1 noé sec in what manner he had de-
gy Us fate.  All his speed and energy, his
vaip, geI and 'go.rt_itude, had been given to him in
Svery eﬂ‘hnd tl'l@d to destroy myself; but he, with
ort VlgORQQusly made for self-preservation,
00‘1.19(1 to mekt the fate he dreaded. Is God
. DS creatures?*
Ith this sentence in his throat, he started
mmly from his seat, and left the house.

W
Juy,

m—

e da T oy !
S he found me painting some wild
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floers, and was greatly amused in watching the
progress I made in the group. Late in the after-
poon of the following day, he brought me a large
bunch of splendid spring flowers.

“Draw these,” said he: “ I have been all the
way to the Rice Lake Plains to find them for
you” )

“Oh! pretty, pretty flowers,” lisped Katie,
grasping them with infantine joy, and kissing,
one by one, every luvely blossom,

“Those are God's pictures,” said the hunter;
“and the child, who issll nature just now, under-
stands them in a minute, Is it not strange, Mrs.
M——, that these beautifal things are hid away
in the wilderness, where no eyes but the birds
of the air, and the wild beasts of the woods, and the
inscets that live upon them, ever see them? Does
God provide, for the pleasure of such creatures,
these flowers? When I am alone in the forest,
these things puzzle me.”

Knowing that to argue with Brian was only to
call into action the slunbering fires of his fatal
malady, I asked him why he called the dog
Chance? .

“I found him,” he said, “forty miles back in
the bush. He was a mere skeleton. At first T
took him for a wolf, Lut the shape of his head
undcceived me. I opened my wallet, and called
him to me, He came slowly, stopping and
wagging his tail at every step, and looking me
wistfully in the face. I offered him a bit of
couked venison, and he soon becume friendly, and
followed me home, and bas never left me, night
or day, since. I called him €hance, after the

manner I happened with him; and I would not

part with him for twenty dollars.”

Alas! for poor Chauce! he had, unknown to
his master, contracted a private liking for fresh
mutton; and one night he killed no less than
eight sheep, belonging to Mr. D , on the front
ruad; who, baving long suspected, caught him in
the very act; and this mischance cost him his
lifo. Brian was very sad and gloomy for many
weeks after his favorite's death.

I would have restored the sheep, four-fold,”
he said, “if he would but have spared the life of
my dug.” N

All my recollections of Brian seem more par-
ticulurly to coucentrate in the adventures of cne
night, when I happened to be left alone, for the
first time since wy arrival in Canada. I eanuot

.now imagine how I could have been such a fool,

us to give way for four and twenty howrs to
such childish fears; but so it was, and I will net
disguise the truth (row my readers. M had
bought a very fine cow of a black man named
Mollineux, who lived twelve miles distant through

e o
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the woods, and one fine, frosty spring day, he
and John Monaghan took a rope and the dog to
fetch her home. M—— said that they should
be back by six o'clock in the evening, and to
mind and have something cooked for supper when
they returncd, as their long walk and the sharp
air would give them a great appetite. This was
during the time that I was without a female ser-
vant, and lived in old Mrs. H——'s shanty.

The day was so bright and clear, and Katie
was so full of frolic and play, rolling about the
floor or toddling from chair to chair, that the
day passed on without my feeling remarkably
lonely. At length the evening drew nigh, and I
began to expect the return of m y beloved, and to
think of the supper I was to prepare for his
reception. The red heifer came lowing to the
door to be milked, but I did not know Low to
milk in those days, and was terribly afraid of the
cattle. Yet as I knew milk must be had for
the tea, I ran across to Mrs. Joe, and begged
that one of her girls would be so kind as to milk
for me. My request was greeted with a rude
"burst of laughter from the whole set.

“ If you can’t milk,” says Mrs. Joe, “it is high
time you should learn. My galls are above being
helps.”

“I would not ask you but as a favor; I am
afraid of cows.”

“ Afraid of cows!” Here followed another
borse laugh; and indignant at the refusal of the
first request 1 had ever made, when they Lad all
borrowed so much from me, I shut the dour, and
Teturned howe.

After many ineffectual attempts I succeeded
at last, and bore wy half pail of milk in triumph
to the house. Yes! I felt prouder of that milk
than the best thing I ever wrote, whether in
verse or prose; and then it was doubly sweet,
when I considered that 1 had procured it without
being under any obligation to my ill-natared
neighbors.

I fed little Katie and put her to bed, made the
hot cakes for tea, boiled the potatoes, and laid
the bam cut in nice slices in the pan, ready to
cook the moment I'saw the men eater the clearing,
and arranged the little room with serupulous
care aud neatness. A glorious fire was blazing
on the hearth, and everything was ready for
their supper, and I began to look out anxiously
for their arrival. The night had closed in cold
and foggy, and I could no longer distinguish any
object & few yards from the door. Bringing in
®s much wood as I thought would last me for a
few hours, I closed the door, and for the first
time in my life, found myself in a house entirely

alone. Then I began to ask wyself a thousand § wolves, set up a parting benediction,
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torturing questions, as to the reason of thei.l' “;:;
usual absence. * Had they lost their way 1P t/
woods? could they have fallen in with wolves? ;.
oue of my early bugbears—could any fatal accl
dent have befallen them?” 1 started up, OPex:be‘
the door, held my breath, and listened. 1
little brook lifted up its voice, in loud ho .,
wailing, or mocked, in its bubbling to the Sw“er
the sound of human voices. As it became lawot;
my fears increased in proportion. I grew tl
superstitious to keep the door open; and ot On.i
closed it, but dragged a heavy box in front of §
Several ill-looking men had asked their W8Y
Torontu during the day; and I felt alarmed 1€
such rude wayfarers should come to-night

find me alone and unprotected. Ounce 1 tho“-g w0
of running across to Mrs. Joe, and asking be* ™
let one of the girls stay with me till M/lsed
turned; but the way in which I had been rep¥

in the evening deterred me. Hour after (:_o.
wore away, aud the crowing of the cocks P o
claimed midnight, and yet they came not. the
burnt out all my woud, and I dared not ope" ing
door to fetch in more. The candle was exPi¥*
in the socket, and 1 had not courage to 8° >
into the loft, before it went finally out, t0 sett in
another. Cold, heart-weary, and faint, Is8 us
the middle of the floor, and cried. The furk 3
barking of the dogs at the neighboring fa;:;e'
and the cackling of the geese on our owB P ol
made me hope they were coming; and thee -
listened, till the beating of my own he ok!
cluded all other sounds. Oh! that weary bw.l 1
liow it sobbed and moaned, like a fretful ©

W hat unreal terrors, and fanciful illusions, Y its
active mind conjured up, while listeniog *
mysterious tones! Just as the moon ros®
howling of 2 pack of wolves, from the eif
swamp in our rear, filled the whole air- the
yells were answered by the barking of 8-
numerous dogs i the vicinity; and the gees® 2
willing to be behind hand in the gener® . 1
fusion, set up the most discordant scres™ ;-il!‘J
had often heard, and even been amuseds

the winter, particularly on thaw nights
howls of these formidable wild beasts fes™
had never bofore heard them alone, and 2 n the
reached a climax. They were directly ¢ 8v8
track that M and Monaghan musb b
taken,—and I now made no doubt that they a1
been attacked, and killed, on their returf® *
wept and cried, until the grey c?ld d‘{w;ows- 1
in upon me through the small dim Wit ht; b9
have passed many a long, cheerless Di5 . ;‘ e
that was the saddest and longest I ever r

e
jends
ber. Just as the day broke, mYy fr;ell:)“(i and
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%ild, and so near the house, that I was afraid :
that they would come through the windows, or
down the chimney, and rob me of my child. But
the howls died away in the distance; the bright
8un rose up, and dispersed the long horrors of the
Bight; and I lovked once more timidly around
e, The sight of the uneaten supper for a few
Dinutes renewed my grief, for I could not divest
Tyself of the idea that M was dead. I opened
e door, and stepped forth into the pure air of :
the early day. A solemn and beautiful repose
8till hung, like a veil, over the fuce of nature.
be mists of night still rested upon the majestic
%eods; and not a sound, but the flowing of the
Wuters, went up in the vast stillness. The earth
ad 1ot yet raised her matin hymn to the Throne
of the Creator. Sud at heart, and weary and
Yoo in spirit, 1 went down to the spring, and
Washed my face and head, and drank a deep
Taught of its icy waters, On returning to the
Ouse, I met, near the door, old Brian the hunter,
With o large fox across his shoulder, and the dogs
Ollowing at his heels.
“Good God! Mrs. M——, what is the matter?
I are early up, and look dreadfully ill. Is
8ything wrong at home? Is the baby or your
Usband sick ?”
“Oh, no!” I cricd, bursting into tears: I fear
eis eaten by the wolves.” '

Th . . .
e man stared at me, asif be doubted the ¢ When the note was finished, I handed it to him.

®¥idence of his senses, and well he might; but this The boy arasped it mechanically, without remov-
e idey had taken such strong possession of my | | Y > P ’
: i ing his fixed gaze from the apples.

’n‘ind that T would.admit no other. I then told | % Give that o your father.”

t;":;h;lshv;lell].as I ?u'ld, tkh.egla ?Se ;f mty atllarm, ¢ The lad answered not: hisears, his eyes, his
¢1 e listened very kind y anc pauiently. whole soul, were concentrated in the apples. Ten

" Q .
8afe be;t?"our hea'r b at rest, Mrs. M——.—’ ‘he"lqs minutes clapsed ; but he stood motionless, like a
. is along journey, on fuot, to Mollincux’s, { vointer at a dead set
Bnd they have stayed all night at his shanty. ! I)O::l ‘;‘ a ]i " ”
Ou will see them back at noon.” ‘\ ¥y good boy, you can go.
T shook my head, and continued to weep. Still, he did not stir.
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could feed and assist himself; and even go on er-
rands to and from the town, and to the neighbor-
ing farm-houses; but he was a strange creature,
who evidently inherited, in no small degree, the
father’s malady.  During the summer months he
lived entirely in the woods, near his father’s
house, anl only returned to obtain fuod, which
was generally left for him in an out-house. In
the winter, driven home by the severity of the
weather, he would sit for duys together moping
in the chimney corner, without taking notice of
anything pussing around him.  Brian never
mentioned this boy—who had a stroug active
figure, and rather a handsome, though perfectly
inexpressive, face—without a deep sigh; and I
feel cartain that half his own dejection was caused
by puinful reflections, occasioned by the mental
abberrations of his child.

One day he sent the lad with a note to our
house, to know if we would purchase the half of
; and ox he was about to kill.. There happened
© to stand in the corner of the room, an open
wood-box, into which several bushels of apples
had been thrown; and while M was writing
an answer to the note, the eyes of the idiot were
fastencd, as if by some magnetic influence, upon
the apples.  Knowing that they had a very fine
orchard, I did not offer him any, because I thought
it would be useless so to do.

A AN A A A A A N e A A AL
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"eturned in somewhat better spirits to the house.

¥ay home,

“Well, now, in order to satisfy you, I will sad-
° Wy mare, and ride over to Mollincux’s, and

TIng you word, as fast as I can.”

thanked him sincerely for his kindness, and

¥ ten o'clock, my messenger returned, with the
tidings that M—— was safe, aud ou his

The day before, when half the journey was

%complished, John Monaghan had let go the ¢

::fe by which he had led the cow, and she had :

re Urned to her old master; and when they again ;

o 3ched his place, night had set in, and they were |
liged to wait until the return of day.

e 3
Xactly an idiot, but what, in the Old Country,

;

$

. ;
rlan’s eldest son—a lad of fourteen—was not |
?

;

!

¢

<

® common people designate a natural. 1le
M
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«Is there anything you want?”

«I want,” said the lad, without moving his
eyes from the ubject of his intense desire, and
speaking in a slow, pointed manner, which ought
to have been heard to be fully appreciated—»1
want apples.”

« Qh!if that’s all; take what you like.”

The permission once ubtained, the boy flung
himself upon the box, with the rapacity of a hawk
upon its prey, after being long poised in air, to
fix its certain aim. Thrusting his hands to the
right and left, in order to secure the finest speci-
mens of the coveted fruit, scarcely allowing him-
self time to breathe, uutil he had filled hisold straw
hat and all his pockets. To help laughing'was
impossible ; while this new “Tom o’ Bedlam”
darted from the house, and scampered across the

& onnnnnn
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field, for dear life, as if afraid that we should
pursue him, to rob him of his prize.

It was during this winter, that our friend
Brian was left a fortune of three hundred pounds

per annum; but it was necessary for him to re-

turn to his native conntry, and county, in order
totake possession of the property. This he posi-
tively refused to do; and when we remonstrated
with him upon the apparent imbecility of this re-
solution, he declared, that he would not risk his
life, in crossing twice the Atlantic, for twenty
times that sum. What strange inconsistency
was this, in a being who had three times at-
tempted to take away that life which he dreaded
8o much to lose accidentally!

T was much amused with an account, which he
gave me, in his quaint way, of an excursion he
went upon, with a botanist, to collect specimens
of the plants and flowers of Upper Canada.

* It was a fine spring day, some ten yenrs ago;
and I was yoking my vxen to drag in some oats
I bad just sown, when a little, fat, punchy man
with a broad, red, good-natured face, and carry-
ing a small black leathern wallet across his
shoulder, called to me over the fence, and asked
me if my name was Brian. T said, ¢ Yes; what of
that?’ '

“ ¢ Only, you are the man whom I want to see.
They tell me that you are better acquainted with
the woods than any person in these parts; and I
will pay you anything in resson, if you will be
my guide for a few days.’

% ¢ Where dv you want to go?’ said I.

¢ ¢ No where in particular,’ says he. ‘I want
to go here, and there, in all directions, to collect
plants and flowers.’

*¢That is still-hunting with a vengeance.’
said I ¢To-day I must drag in my oats. If to-
morrow will suit, we will be off.’

“¢And your charge?’ said he: ‘I like to be
certain of that.

“¢ A dollar a-day. My time and labor Jjust
oW, upon my farm, is worth that.’

* ¢ True,’ said he. * Well, I will give you what
you ask. At what time will you be ready to
start?’

“ ¢ By day-break, if you wish it.’

* Away he went; and by day-light, next morn-
ing, he was at my door, mounted upon a stout
French pony.

“ ¢ What are you going to do with that beast?’
said I. “Horses are of no use on the road that
yoit and Iare totravel. ¥ou had better leave
him in my stable.’ ’

* ‘I want him to carry our traps,’ said he.
¢ It may be some days that we shall be absent.’
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“I assured him that he must be his own bes$

of burden, and carry his axe, and blanket, 'aﬂ
wallet of food, upon his own back. The littl
body did not much relish this arrangement; but
as there was no help for it, he very good—natu"e‘,”)f
complied. Off we set, and soon climbed the b‘.“’
at the back of your farm, and got upon the Rxcl:‘
Lake Plains. The woods were flush with flowers?
and the little man grew into such an extacys t.hB‘
at every fresh specimen he uttered a yell of %
cut a caper in the air, and flung himself dow?
upon them, as if he were drunk with delight"
“¢Oh! what treasures! what treasures!
cried.  ¢Ishall make my fortune!” 1
“*Itis seldom I laugh,’ quoth Brian; ‘but”
could not help laughing at this odd little mats
for it was not the beautiful blossoms that d‘reW'
forth these exclamations, but the queer h“lb.
plants, which he had rummaged for at the root3 N
old trees, among the moss and long grass.
sat upon a decayed tree, which lay in our path
for an hour, making a long oration over somé

“greyish things which grew out of it, whi

looked more like mould than plants; declarin®
himself repaid for all the trouble and the expeP®®
he had been at, if it were only to obtain a $I8°
of them. I gathered him a beautiful blosso™ o'
lady’s slipper; but he pushed it back when I P
sented it to him, saying: I
“*Yes, yes;”tis very fine: 1 have seen that 0
ten before; but these lichens are sp!endidf’
“The man had so little taste, that I thovg'
him & fool, and Left him to talk to his dear PIS™t™
while I shot partridges for our supper- ' a
spent six days in the woods; and the Iittlelm"e
filled his wallet with all sorts of rubbish, as if .
wilfully shut his eyes to the beautiful lowe™
and chose only to admire the ugly, insignifica” .
plants, that even a chipmunk would have pas® on
without noticing, and which, often as I had be
in the woods, I never had observed before:
never pursued a deer with such earnestness 8% i-
continued his hunt for what he called, ‘Epe.ch
mens.” When we came to the Cold Creek, WP .
is pretty deep in places, he was in such 8 b%' :
to get at some plants that grew under the wat;'
that he lost his balance, and fell, head over be® ‘,'
into the stream, He got a thorough d“"kmz)!
and was in a terrible fright; but he held 0%
the flowers which had caused the tronbles-2"
thanked his stars that he had saved them, 85 ¥,
as his life.  Well, he was an innocent man»'
continued Brian— a very little made him lfaPl;«v it
and at night he would sing and amuse hios o;
like a little child, He gave me ten d‘ol!arst
my trouble, and I never saw him agaln; bu
often think of him, when hunting in the ¥
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. JOAN OF ARC.—THE ENTAIL.
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e wandered through together; and I pluck the
¥ee plants he used to admire, and wonder why
€ Preferred them to the fine fiowers.”

hen our resolution was formed to sell our
farm anq go upon our grant of land, in the back-
w%ds, no one was so earnest in trying to per-
sl“.de us from our ruinous plan, as our friend
.11an, who became quite eloquent in his descrip-
%N of the trials and troubles which awaited us.
Uring the last week of our stay, he visited us
very evening, and never bade us good-night
::::‘mt a tear moistening his eyes. We p:}rted
ey, the hunter as with an old friend, and we

e saw him again.

His fate was a sad one. Ile fell inton moping
""‘-"&ncho]y, which ended in self-destruction—but
. nder or warmer-hearted man, while he en-
J;z }eld the light of reason, has seldom crossed our

THE ENTAIL;

A FABLE.

o a fair summer’s radiant morn, )
A Butterdy, divinely born, ; A&
hose lineage dated from the mud | 3
f Noah's or Deucalions’s flond, :
“O02 hov'ring round a perfunred lawn,
Y ¥arious gusts of odour drawn,
t last establish’d his repose,
On the rich bosom of a rose,
he palace pleas'd the lordly guest;
at insect own'd & prouder nest?®
he dewy Jeaves luxurious shed
heir balmy incense o’er his head,
0d with their sitken tap'stry fold
His limbs enthron'd on central gold,
© thinks the thorns embattled round
0 Buard his castle’s lovely mound,
And q]] ¢he bush’s wide domain
Wbservient to 1is fancied reign,
Uch ample blessings sweil'd the Fly | —
€%, in his mind's capacious eye
€ Toll'd the change of mortal things—
W;:;om.m" Jate of Flies and Kings
grief he saw how land and honours
O apt to slide to various owners;
Te Mowbrays dwelt how grocers dwell,
M how'cits buy what barons sell {—
; Great Pheebus, patriarch of my line,
T::::“&h shame from sons of mine :
Ang thl!faonf“mm these roots !” he said;
Th " en he swore an oath, go dread
H‘;i r:ﬂt‘e)st Wasp that wears a sword
“Iflag ‘;ﬂmleg to have heard“the word :—
Theue . nvet'dovm entails, .
Swons .:nors ne'er shall pass to snails,
3" and then he smote his ermine,
A :;9 tfmj’rs were never built for vermin!”
mb:ltefplllar grovell'd near,
®, slow conveyancer, .
‘% 8ummon’d, waddles with his quill

«

T
a\\f draw the haughty inssct's will,
M
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None but his heirs must own the spot,
Begotten, or to be begot :—

Each leaf he binda, each twig he ties
To eggs of eggs of Butterflies.

‘When (Io, how Fortune loves to tease
Those who would dictate her degrees!)
A wanton Boy was passiag by :—

The wanton child beheld the Fly,

And eager ran to seize the prey;

But, too impetuous in his play,
Crush’d the proud tenant of an hour—
And swept away the mansion flower,

JOAN OF ARC.

Faithful maiden !—gentle heart !
Thus our thoughts of grief depart ;
Vanishes the place of death ; -
Sounds no more thy painful breath ;
O’er the unbloody stream of Meuse
Melt the silent evening dews;

And along the banks of Loire

Rides no more the armed destroyer;
But thy native waters flow
‘Through a Jand unnamed below
And thy woods their verdure wave
In the vale beyond the grave,
Where the deep dyed western sky
Looks on all with tranquil eye ;

And ondistant dateless hills,

Each high peak with radiance fills,
There, amid the oak-tree shadow,

N A A e A A A A A A A A A e

And o'erall the beech. crowned meadow;

Those for whom the earth must mourn,

1n their peaceful joy sojourn.
Joined with Fame's selected few,
Those whom rumor never knew,
But noless to conscience true :

Each gave prophet soul sublime,
Pyramids of elder time;

Bards with hidden fire possessed,
Flashing from a woe.worn breast ;
Builders of man's better lot,

Whom their hour acknowledged not,

Now with strength appeased and pure,

Feel whate’er they loved is sure.
These and such as these the train,
Sanctified by former pain ;

'Mid those softest yellow rays
Sphered afar from mortal praise;
Pe.sant, matron, monarch, child,
Saint undaunnted, hero mild,

.Sage whom pride has ne’er beguiled ;
And with them the champion-maid
Dwells in that serenest glade ;
Danger, toil and grief no more
Touch her life’'s unearthly shore;
Gentle sounds that will not cease,
Breathe but peace, and ever peace;

‘While above the immortal trees
Michael and his host she sees
Clad in diamond panoplies;
And more near, in tender light,
Honored Catherine, Margaret bright,
Agnes, whom her loosened hair
Robes like woven amber air-—
Bisters of her childhood come

To her last eternal home,

&
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First love will with the heart remain,
When its hopes are all gone by,

As frail rose.blossoms still retain
Their fragrance when they die.

As the Danube approaches the andient city of

Buda, it traverses a vast and almost uninhabited
plain, surrounded upon every side by rude and
barren mountains. This tract, thickly wooded
with forest trees of great age and size, has
been called the “ Black Forest” of Iungary,
and has been long celebrated as the resort of the
wild boar and the clk, driven by winter to seek
& shelter and cover, which they would in vain
look for upon the rocky and stecp mountains
around; there, for at least five months of every
year, might daily be Leard the joyous call of the
jager horn, and at night, around the blazing fires
of the bivouuc, night parties of hunters be scen
carousing and relating the dangers of the chase.
But when once the hunting season was passed,
the gloom and desolation of this wild waste was
unbroken by any sound save the shrill cry of the
vulture, or the scream of the wood-squirrel, as
he sprang from bough to bough; for the footsteps
of the traveller never trod this valley, which
secmed as if shut out by nature from all inter-
course with the remainder of the world, Tlunt-
ing had been for years the only occupation.of
the few who inhabited it; and the inaccessible
character of the mountains had long countributed
to preserve it for them from the intrusion of
others. But at length the chase became the
favourite pastime of the young nobles of Austria
as well as Hungary: and to encourage a taste
for the mimic fight, as it has been not inaptly
termed, the example of the reigning monarch
greatly contributed. Not a little vain of his
skill and proficiency in every bold and warlike
exercise, he often took the lead in these exercises
himself, and would remain weceks, and even
months, away, joyfully enduring all the dangers
and hardships of a hunter’s life, and, by his own
daring, stimulate others to feats of difficult and
lh'n'dy enterprise.  Some there were, however,
who thought they saw in this more than a mere
fondness for a hunter’s life, and looked upon it,
with reason, perhaps, as a deeply-laid political
scheme; that, by bringing the nobles of the two

"

. . - H c"y
nations more closely into contact, nearer intimac?

and, eventually, friendships, would spring }'p
and eradicate that fecling of jealousy, “'
which, as rivals, they had not ceased to regh
each other.

It was the latter end of December of the s
1754 5 the sun had gone down and the Shadow_
of night were fast falling upon this dreary vﬂe
ley, whilst upon the cold and piercing blast wer
borne masses of snow-drift and sleet, and ; -
low wailing of the night wind foreboded the oP
proach of a storm, that a solitary wanderer w’:n
vainly endeavoring to disentangle himself frou
the low brushwood, which, heavy and snow -lade?
obstructed him at every step. Often he swfh‘
and putting his horn to his lips, blew till
forest rang again with the sound, but noth!
responded to the call save the dull and ceasel®
roar of the Danube, which poured along | ce
thundering flood, amid huge masses of broken ]n
or frozen snow, which rent from their attacht®
to the banks, were carried furiously slong by
current of the river. ad

To the bank of the Danube the wandere? b
long directed his steps, guided by the n0°,
the stream ; and he had determined to f"an lh;
guidance to the nearest village where he mlgbe
rest for the night. After much difficulty? ot
reached the bank, and the moon which h# nnd
hitherto shone, now suddenly broke forth :ici
showed the stranger to be young and “"h]ew
his figure, which was tall and commandio8
arrayed in the ordinary hunting-dress Ohicbv
period ; he wore a green frock or kurthS: wb 4
trimmed with fur, was fastened at the.‘W‘“S,t ;’
broad strap of black leather; from this 556,
suspended his jagd messer, or couteatndl® Chfxlv-er
the bhandle and hilt of which were Of. s o
richly chased and ornamented ; around bis :vefe
hung a small bugle, also of silver, and these Ko
the only parts of his equipment which besP"’w—
him to be of rank, save that air of ‘rue-boﬂ: .
bility which no garb, however homely, cant
tually conceal. His broad-leafed bonneé
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dark o’erhanging heron’s feathers, concealed the
Upper part of his face : but the short and curved
Moustache which graced his upper lip, told that
€ Was either by his birth Hungarian, or one
‘ :;l:? from motives of policy had adopted this
i 1 "onal peculiarity to court favor in the eyes of
9%eph, who avowed his preference for that
Uniry on every occasion. The first object that
:?t his eyes as he looked anxiously around for
im“’e pl.aco of refuge from that storm, which long
! .nep““dm'g, was already about to break forth with
Teaged violence, was the massive castle of
fje""itzen, whose battlemented towers rose high
€ the trees on the opposite side of the Dan-
7 83 between, however, roared the river, with
i o ¢ lmpetuosity of a mountain torrent, amid huge
i 8ments of ice, which were either held by their
}
!

!

‘ :t:lchl?eut to rocks in the channel, or borne
g till dashed to pieces by those sharp reefs
Tequent in this part of the stream ; he shud-

te g as he watched the fate of many a ledge of
T snow now smoothly gliding ov, and in the

*t moment shivered into ten thousand pieces

' lost in the foam and surge of ¢ the dark

; g river,” le seemed long to weigh within
Wself the hazard of an attewpt to cross the
W wpon these floating islands with the dan-
f a night passed in the forest ; for he knew
Well, no village lay within miles of him. But

£ 35t he seemed to have taken his resolution ;
thl_‘o“‘?f‘avving his belt tightly around him and
Ing back his jagd messer, lest it should im-

'ee the free play of his left arm, he scemed to

'sp::e himself for the perilous undertaking—

- l'_‘s but the work of one moment—the next

Yoz n"m advancing on the broad ledge, which

di&tan t‘? the bank, stretched to a considerable
of . ¢ ia the stream. Now arrived at the verge

, '%, came his fisst difficulty, for the passage

iy nonly t.o be accomplished by springing from

Whi to island over the channels of the river,

0“‘:" narrow]y.though rapidly between ;—

sile crashes which every moment interrupted
fce of the night, as each fragment broke

{
!
!
{
g
i
{
)
|
¢
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u
a © rocks before him, told too plainly what
i Waited him, should he either miss his foot-

o . . . .
ei“;err the ice break bencath his weight; in

0

k&:‘e :)Oked back upon the dark forest he had
ing t\ﬁgam seemed to hesitate ; ‘twas for an
ng, With a bold spring he cleared the chan-
bacy, o O time was, however, given him to look
i::he danger he had passed : for scarcely

og yield‘eet reached their landing-place, when the
1ng to the impulse
ocParated with & loud
on with the remaining

HER A NN

of his fall, gave way
crash from its con-
mass, and in an in-

LN

Case death would be inevitable. He once
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stant was flying down the stream, carrying him
along with it—unconscious of all around, he was
borne onward—the banks on either side seemed
to fly past him with the speed of lightning, and
the sound of the river now fell upon his ear like
the deep rolling of artillery ; and from this mo-
mentary stupor, he only awoke to look forward
to a death as certain as it was awful. The rocks
upon which the icebergs were dashed and shiver-
ed to atoms as they struck, were already within
sight.  Another moment and all would be over ;
~—he thought he heard already the rush of the
water as the waves closed above his head—in an
agony of despair he turned and looked on every
side to catch some object of hope or assistance.
As he floated on, between him and the rock upon
which the castle stood, now coursed a narrow
channel, but yet too broad to think of clearing
with a single leap. Along this came a field of
ice, wheeling in all the eddies of the river ; he
saw that yet he might be saved—the danger was
dreadful, but still no time was now left to think
~he dashed his hunting-spear towards the float-
ing mass, and with the strength whick despera-
tion can only give, threw himself as if on a leap-
ing pole, and cleared both the channels in a
spring. As he fell almost lifeless on the bank,
he saw the fragment he so late had trusted to
rent into numberless pieces—his strength failed,
and he sank back upon the rock. Iow long he
thus lay he knew not ; and when he again looked
up, all was wrapt in darkness; the moon had
gone down, and nothing recalled him to a sense
of his situation save the dull mosotonous roaring
of the Danube, which poured its flood quite close
to where he lay.

Light now gleamed brightly from the windows
of the castle above him, and he felt fresh courage
as he thought a place of refuge was so near ; and
although stunned by the violence of the shock
with which he fell, and half frozen by the cold
ice which had been his bed, he made towards the
drawbridge. This, to his surprise, was already
lgwered—and the wide gates lay open. As he
passed along, he met no ore—he at length reached
a broad stair ; ascending this, the loud tones of
many voices met his ear—he opened a door which
stood before him, and entered the apartment
where the family now were assembled at supper.

The possessor of the baronial schloss of Cfer-
vitzen wag one of the last remnants of the feudal
system tn Hungary ; and to whom, neither the
attractions of a court, nor yet the high rank and
fuvor so lavishly bestowed upon his comntrymen,
were inducements strong enough to withdraw
him from that wild and dreary abode, where he
had passed his youth and manhood, and now ad-
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hered to in his old age, with an attachment which
length of years had not rendered less binding.
The only companion of his solitude was a daugh-
ter, upon whom he heaped all that fondness and
aficetion which the heart, estranged from all tlhe
world, can bestow upon one. She was, indeed, al
that his most sanguine wishes could devise; beau-
tiful as the fairest of a nation cclebrated for the
loveliness of its women, and endowed with all the
warmth of heart and susceptibility of her country.
Of the world she was ignorant as a child, and had
long learped to think that the mountains which

THE HUNGARIAN MAIDEN.

girt their broad valley, enclosed all that was worth

knowing or loving in it.

Thospitality has not in ITungary attained the
rank ‘of a virtue; it is merely the characteristic of
a nation,  Shelter is so often required and af-
forded to fhe desolete wanderer, through vast
and almost uninhabited tracts of mcuntain and
forest, that the arrival of a stranger at the even-
ing meal of a family would creats but little sur-
prise among its members, and in the present in-
stance, the intruder night, had he so wished it,
have supped and rested for the night and gone
out on his journey on the morrow, without one
question as to whence he came or whither he
should go.

But such evidertly was not his intention ; for
eitlier not understanding, or, if he understood,
not caring to comply with the hints which were
given him, to seat himsclf below the dafs, he
boldly advanced to the upper end of the apart-
ment, where the Laron and his davghter were
seated upon a platform slightly elevated above
the surrounding vassals and bondsmen, who were
assembled in considerable numbers. The stranger
id not wait until the baren had addressed Lim,
but at once said, *The Graf von Sobenstein
cluims your hospitality here, baron; hunting
with the imperial suit I lost my way in the forest,
and unuble to regain my companions, I esteem
mysell fortunate to have reached such an asylum,”
o this speech, which was made in the Hunga-
riun language, the baron replicd by weleoming him
afier the friendly fashion of his country : and
thenadded, ina somewhat severe tone 3 © A Hun-
gavian, I suppose?”’—¢ A Hungarian by birth,”
answered the count, colouring deeply, * but an
Austrian by tide)”  To this there suceceded a
shourt pause, when the buron azain said, “ You
were hunting with the emperor—how crossed you
the l)ahubc ?—no Loat could stem the current
nuu. The count, evidently offended at the
qm stivn of Liis host, replicd coldly, * On the drift
fee = On the deift!” eried the baron, aloud.
= Un the drit oee!”’

Lk bithierto sat a silent, though attentive listener

cchioed Lis daughter, who

o

e
)
)

to the dialogue. The count, who had El] alooS

spoken with the air of a superior to one belle"‘,
him in rank and station, deigned not to entef int¢
any explanation of a feat, the baold daring
which warranted incredulity.  This awkwart
feeling of sume moments duration wus dl‘lwutw
by the entrance of'a vassal, who came in huste AL
inform the baron, that some person who had. l‘r
the opposite shore of the Duuube, had beeit c“ec
ried down upon the dvift; he had ever s
been in search of him aleng the bank, pelow ¢
rocks, but in vain. This was enough—the couft
repressed the rising feeling of angor that his oWl
short and startling assertion should be (1"05"0
ed, and. suffered the baron to press him “";le
upon a seat beside him, and soon fergof, amid ‘«.
kind inquiries of the barun's daughter, his f‘urﬂ’m
cold and distant demeanor : he gradually bee# ;
more and more free and unconstrained in ™
ner ; and at last so effectually had the fr ank 87
hospituble air of the baron, and the more bew "‘w
ing naiveté and simplicity of his danghter '—5""‘
upon the good opinion of their guest, that thro¥
ing off his reserve, a feeling evidently mor®
result of education and habit, than naturdb
became lively and animated—delizhted his
by hunting adventures, and stories of the mﬁ
and awkward feats of the Austrian nobles 1%
field (a grateful theme to a Hungarian) and
tivated the fair Adela, by telling of fétes at
carnivals in Vieune, all of which, though a8 ¥
strangcer, she felt a strong and lively intercs ,
when narrated by one so young and hands© .
as he who now sat beside her. 1le also I‘l:;cs'
many of the baron’s old friends and acqu-““w"r
‘who had taken up their residence atthe Aust??
court ; and thus conversing happily W"”tve ,
when the hour of separation for the night artt
they parted pleased with each other, and inwer
ly rejoicing at the event which had brovs
about the meeting.

‘On the following murning the count ros
and quite relreshed from the toils of the pree
ing day, descended to the breal'iust-lﬂ"";"'
family had not as yet assembled, and Ade “:) -
sitting alotie in the recess of a window whic 0
lovked the Danube 5 as he approacbed
luted her, she scemed scarcely able b
herself from some deep revery into whic iy g8
peared to have fallen ; and after briefly w 81
him * Good merning,” laconically nslsed,’  the
it be that you crossed the stream there :o e
sale moment pointing to where the nvelboili“g
on beneath them, in waves of white an ot
foame. The count sat down Leside bers 8% S

the time
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rated Lis entive adventure,
lust sight of his compunions ; and
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: did spyo listen and he speak, that they were un-
. aw}‘re of the entrance of the baron, who had
Ice saluted the count, and was now heard for

i Vefirst time, as he entreated him to defer his
“Parture for that day at fcast, pleading the im-
p"SSihiJity of venturing on leaving the castle in
; ;':dl‘eatlt'lz'r a storm of snow and wind. To this
¢ est, warmly seconded by Adela, the count
g!a‘“}’ acceded ; ere long the baron commended

'S Zucst to the care of his daughter, and left the
m,

f‘),:: A(‘ieln, who was unacquainted with all the
© s of « the workl,” and knew not any impro-
'I‘::';{:) in the ndvanc'c\.s she made towards intimacy
; her new acquaintance—for she felt none—
i n:: only aim was to render his imprisonment less
¢ Serable, and cnable him to while away the
PUrs of g winter day with fewer feelings of
u:::l ;md weariness, tl.mn otherwise. It will .not
over. ;ﬂ\'ondered at if the day passed rapidly

5 her songs and legends of her native landy
r“l!d in him an impassioned and delighted listen-
Vsjt:(;ld, ere he knew it, he was perfectly capti-
o, by one of whose very existence but a few

before he was perfectly ignorant.

t was evident that he felt as flattery, the
k and intimate tone she assumed toward him,

. _know not she would have treated any other,
‘m“‘"']y situated, with the same unsuspecting
: t“'3endly demeanor. It was then with a feel-
of sorrow he watched the coming darkness

< lvening,  «Tp g few hours more,” thought he,
shall be far away, and no more spoken

® and went again,”
2ppil
the

Y as the day had done, and they separated ;
count, having promised not to leave the castle
nllmving day until noon, when the baron
accompany him, and see him safely on the
"Vienna.
® hour of leave-taking at length arrived,
pﬂmid the bustle and preparations for depar-
l's‘tho count approached a small tower, which
rv’:ng from one of the angles of the apartment,
Ore‘uldin::, but which had been devoted to the
wa I:ieﬂcefl‘ll ?ﬂice of a lady’s boudoir, Iere
N erela sitting, her head Testing on her hand,
g by, vwhole appearance divested of that gay
kep owﬂlnt character which had been peculiarly
Rlan, n: sh('e rose as he came forward, and
at hrxs cap, which he held on one arm,
1 s]j»h::d of }115 hand, and endeavored as care-
or heanl‘;‘)stmble to allude to his departure: but
trayeq haAled h.er, and her low trembling voice
Wl & her feeling when she asked.
Wl'you then leave us so suddenly ?”

iug
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The Count muttered something, in which the
words ¢ The Emperor—Ilong absence—Yienna,”
were alone audible, and pressing closcly that
hand which since he last touched it, had never
left his, seated himself beside her. There wasa
silence for some moments ; they would both will-
ingly bave spoken, and {elt their minutes very
few, but their very endeavors rendered the diffi-
culty greater ; at length, drawing her more closely
to him, as he placed one arm around her, he
asked,

“Will you then soon forget me—shall I be ne
more recolleted ?”

“No, no!” said she. interrupting him, hur-
riedly; “but will you return, as you have already
promised ?”

1 do intend, but then——"

“ What then ?” cried she, after a pause, ex-
peeting he would finish his sentence. Ile secmed
but a moment to struggle with some strange feel-
ing, and at last spoke asif he had made up his
mind to a decided and fixed resolve.

¢ It were better you knew all—I cannot—that
is—I may not A

Her eyes grew tearful as he spoke—he looked
—then added,

¢ T will return—at all hazards ; but first of all
promise to wear this for my sake ;! it was a pre-
> saying which, and un-
fastening the breast of his kurtka, he took from
round his neck a gold chain, to which was fast-
ened a seal ring, bearing the initial J. ¢ Wear
this,” said he, * at least till we meet again ;” for
she hesitated, and needed the- qualification he
made, of its being one day restored, ere she ac-
cepted so valuable a present.

A servant now cntered to say, that the baron
was alrcady mounted and waiting ; their adieux
were scon spoken, and the next instant the horses
were heard galloping over the causeway which
led towards the road to Vienna.  She gazed after
them till the branches of the darlk wood closed
around them, and then saw them no more. The
baron returned not till late in the evening, and
spoke only of the day’s sport, and merely ouce
alluded to the stranger, and that but passingly ;
the following day came, and there was nothing to
convinee her that the two preceding ones had not
been as a dream ; so rapidly had they passed
and yet so many events scemed erowded into this
The chain she wore alone remained,

sent from the Emperor

short space,

_to assure her of the reality of the past. -

Dayvs, weeks, and even months, rolled on, and
sichougi the count ad promised to write, ygt
no letter cver reached them ; and now the winter
was lonz past, and it was already midsummer,
when the baron and his daughter were strolling
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one evening along a narrow path which flanked
the Danube. It was the hour of sunset, and all

was quiet and peaceful as the grave ; the very
birds were hushed upon the boughs, and no
sound was heard save the gentle ripple of that
river, whose treacherous surface so lately was
borne on with the dread roaring of a cataract.
As they watched the curling eddies broken upon
the rocks, and then floating in bubbles so silently.
they stood by the spot where, months before, the
stranger had crossed the Danube.

“ I wonder,” said the baron, * that he never
wrote. Did he not promise to do so ?”

“ Yes,” replied she, * he did ; but at the same
time spoke of the possibility of his absence from
Vienna, perhaps with his regiment, which was, I
believe, in Gratz. And then, teo, we know the
courier from Buda is not too punctual in his vi-
sits to cur valley.”

“ And in short,” said the baron, “ you could
find at least a hundred reasons for your friend
not keeping his promise, rather than for a moment
suspect the real one—that he has forgotten us,
Ah'! my poor child, I fear you know not how
little such a meeting as ours was, will impress
the mind of one who lives in courts and camps,
the favored and honored of his sovereign. The
titled Graf of Austria will think, if he ever even
returns to the circumstance in his memory, that
he did the poor Hungarian but too much honor,
when he accepted of his hospitality. And—but
stop—did you not see a horseman cross the glen
theme, and then enter yonder coppice ? There !
—there he is again! Tsee him now plainly. It
is the Austrian courier, coming, perhaps, to re-
fute all I have been telling you. I am sure he
brings tidings from Vienna, by his taking that
path.”

The rider to whom their attention was now
direeted was seen advancing at the full speed of
his horse, and but a few seconds elapsed ere he
emerged from the trees. Although at first his
course had been directed to the castle, it was now
evident he made for the place where the father
and daughter stood iu breathless anxiety for his
arrival.  As he came nearer, they could see that
he wore the deeply slouched bat and long flowing
cloak of g courier. Then was there no doubt of
Lis being one. e drew nearer and nearer, and
never slackened his pace, till within a few yards
of the place where they awaited him; then throw-
ing off his hat and cloak, he sprang from his
horse, and flew into their arms.- It was the
count himself. Exclamations of surprise and de-
light burst from both, and, amid a thousand wel-
ccmes, they took the path back to the castle.
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Questioning and reproaching for forgetfulness |

with an interest which too plainly told how des™
ly the inquirer felt the implied neglect, with meny
a heartfelt confession of joy at the present meet-
ing, filled up the Lours till they retired for the
night, .
When the count found himself alone in hi
chainber, he walked hurriedly to and fro, It
hands clasped, and his brow knitted ; his whol®
air bespeaking the feelings of one laboring under
some great mental agitation. At length he thre”
himself upon his bed ; but when morning brokes
he rose weary and unrefreshed, and had to ple )
fatigue to the baron, as an excuse for not 8c¢0™
panying him on an intended cxcursion for ths
day. Another reason might also have influen®
the count—Adela was again his companioB’
the entire day ; and amid many a kind iﬂ‘l‘“ry‘
for his health, and hopes but half expresseds
his present stay would recruit his strength ot
vigour, she plainly showed, if forgetfulness >
existed on either side, it could not have been *
to her charge. It was also plain that his feelf“g
for her, if not already love, was rapidly ripeni?
into it :—and yet there came ever across *,
some thoughts that at once damped the ve g
praise he spoke to her, and chilled the war® c“r‘.
rent of affection with which he answered B
questions. The day passed, however, but
rapidly, and another followed it, like in all th'ug:’
save that every hour which brought them t0g¢ .
seemed but to render them dearer to each © 1o-
They rode, they walled, they sang ; they rea® 3y
gether ; and it may be conjectured how rap" ob
the coyrtly address and polished mind of the ¢°"
éained upon one so susceptible, and so unprac
in the world ; and in fact ere the first We®
his stay passed over, she loved—and mor
fessed to him her love. -
Had she been at all skilled in worldly ¥2°%
ledge, she would have seen that her lover did »
receive her confession of attachment with a0
ardour with which he might have heard su°P
avowal—from' one so fair, so young, 8 B
innocent. But, even as it was she thought A
more thoughtful than usual at the moment s
had been standing, leaning upon her barP— d
‘had ceased playing—and he now held her -
within his own, as he pressed for some 8¢
ledgment of her feelings for him ;—bu"whenhich
gave it, he scarcely pressed the hand ¥
trembled as she spoke ; and letting it d'_OP y
walked slowly to a window, and veiled BiS ro-
within his hands for some minutes. When hiur,
turned again to her side, he appeared eﬂde“:o 0
ing to calm his troubled mind, and suppres®
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s“fi thoughts which seemed to haunt him like
8pirits of evil :—he loaked kindly on her, and she
W25 happy once more.

Such was the happy term of their lives, that
they felt not the time rolling over. A secondweek
Was alieady drawing to a close. As they were
One morning preparing for an excursion into the
for"’St, a servant entered, to announce the arrival

2 couricr from Vienna, with letters for the
co“'“t‘ e secmed very much agitated at the in-
"?lhgence, and.apologizing to Adela, and promi-
:;:lg to return at once, he ordered that the courier

0uld be shown into his apartment. As he en-
tereq the room a few moments after, the courier
Va5 seen to issue from the portals of the castle,
M, 2t the top of his speed, take the road to

‘enna. The count had evidently heard disa-
g'?eable tidings, and strove in vain to conceal the
ug'Fatinn he laboured under.

“No bad news from Vienna, I hope,” said

Adely: has any thing occurred to trouble you
thcl‘e?”

[ I
kng

am recalled,” said he hastily; “ ordered I
W not where—perhaps to Poland, However
a‘m expected to join immediately.”
. But you will not do so?” said the innocent
g";l Passionately—— you will not go?”
‘How am I to help it?” answered he.
ave you not told me,” said she, “a thou-
times, that the emperor was your friend,
:‘hat he loved you, and would serve you? Will
N 20t give you leave of absence?—Qh! if he will
self ar you, let me entreat him. I will go my-
fa)) to Ylenna—l will myself tell him all. Iwill
8t his feet, and beseech him; and if ever a
.:ll:gﬁl‘iun girl met with favor in the eyes of a
Dle,::ch who loves her nation, he will not refuse

@

‘Adela,” said he, ““do not speak thus;—J must
chee:)“t I hope to obtain theleave mysclf. Come,
el Up. You know you may trust me. You

*Ved me once befére—did I deceive you?-—

89 me but your word not to forget me-~to be

¥ when I return.”—

SWear it,” cried she, falling upon his neck,
'0g but death shall change me, if even that
If ever I cease to feel for you as I do at this
le “nt, you shall hear it from my own lips. But
nog so?“"t Speak of that. You will come,—is it
will g —and we shall again be happy; and you
wor, ever leave me then.” As she spoke these

il ;;he looket? into his face with a sad smile,
ol " e f:ears trickled fast down her cheek, and

Pon his shoulder.
:iPressed her hand, and tried to soothe her,
o, 'At last he made one desperate effort,
Pressing her to his bosom, kissed her cheek,

~ap,
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and, bidding her along and last adieu, he hurried
from the apartment:—his horse stood saddled at
the door--he sprang to his seat, and was soon far
from the Schloss.

With the departure of him she loved, all
happiness seemed to have fled. The places she
used with him to visit, in their daily excursions,
on foot or horseback, served only to call up re-
collections of the past, and render her present
solitude more lonely than she had ever felt it; and
after weeks of anxious expectancy, when neither
letters nor any other tidings of the count arrived,
her bealth gradually declined—her cheek grew
pale, her eye lustreless, and her step infirm; while
her low sad voice told too plainly, the wreck of
her worldly happiness had beenaccomplished ; and
all the misery of hope deferred burst on her
whose path had, until now, been only among
flowers, and whose young heart had never known
grief. The summer faded into the autumn, and
the winter came; and another summer was al-
ready at hand ; and yet he did not return: and
already the finger of grief had laid its heavy and
unerring touch upon her frame. No longer
was she what she had been; and her altered ap-
pearance at last attracted the attention of her
father, who had continued to think her illness but
momentary, but now awoke to the sad feeling
that she was dangerously ill, perhaps dying, and
with all the agony of one who felt that he had
neglected too long an important duty, he deter-
mined no longer to delay, but at once set out for
Vienna, where medical aid eould be procured; and
if the gentle and balmy airs of Italy could avail
aught, they could at once travel southward. She
was perfectly passive tothe proposed excursion,and
ifshehad any objections, the thought thatshe might
hear some intelligence of her lover, would have
overcome them all; so that, ere many days elapsed,
thay had arrived in the Austrian capital. Vienna
was at this time the scene of every species of fes-
tivity and rejoicing.

That court had just returned from an excursion
to Carlsbad; and all ranks, from the proud noble
to the humble bourgeois, vied in their endeavours
to welcome o monarch, who bad already given
rise to the greatest expectations. Balls, reviews
and masquerades, with all the other pleasures of
a carnival, formed the only occupation, and the

_only theme of conversation, throughout the city.

The baron and his daughter, however, little sym-
pathizing in a joy so strongly in contrast to the
sad occasion which led them thither, songht and
found a hotel, outside the barrier, where they
might remain unknown and unmolested, as long
as they should think proper to remain in the
capital. They had not been many days in their
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new abode, when, tempted one morning by the
fineness of the weather, and Adela feeling herself
somewhat better, they strolled as far as the
Prater; but on reaching it, they were much dis-
appointed in their expectation of quict and seclu-
sion, for all Vienna scemed assembled there to
witness a grand review cf the troops, at which
the emperor was to be present; they, therefore, at
once determined on vetracing their steps, nd to,
endeavour, if possible, to reach the city before
the troops should Lhave left it.  With thisintenticn
they were hastening onward, and had already
reached the open space where the troops usually
manccuvred, when they stood for some minutes
attracted by the beauty of the scene; for already
heavy masses of eavalry and artillery were to be
scen as they slowly emerged from the dark woods
around, taking up their respective stations upon
the field. ITalf regretting to lose so splendid a
spectacle, they were again turning to proceed,
when a young officer galloping up to the spot
where they now stood, informed the baron, that the
tiralleur regiment was about to take up that po-
sition on the field, and requested with great po-
liteness, that he would accept for himself and his
daughter, seats upon a platform with some of his
friends, from which, without danger or inconve-
nience, they might witness the review: this invi-
tation politely urged, as well as the fact that they
could not now hope to reach the city without
encountering the erowds of soldiery and people,
induced them to accede, and ere many minutes
elapsed they were seated on the baleony.

The field now rapidly filled. Column after
column of infantry poured in, and the very carth
scemed to shake beneath the dense line of cuiras-
sicrs, who, with their long drooping cloaks of
white, looking like the ancient Templars, rode
past in a smart trot—their attention now was,
however, suddenly turned feom these to another
part of the field, where a dense erowd of people
were seen to issue from one of the roads which
led through the park, and as they broke forth
into the plain, the air was rent with atremendous
shout, followed the moment after by the deafen-
ing rvoar of artillery, and while the loud cry
of « Der Kaiser ' ¢ Leb der Ruiser I” rose to the
skies, from thousands of his subjects—the gor-
ecous housings and golden panoply of the Hin-
garian hussars, who formed the body guavd, were
secn caracoling upon their beantiful « shimmels”
(such is the term given them), and in the midst
o them rode the emperor kimseif, conspicuous
even there for the address and clegance of his
horsemanship.

The cavalcade had now reached the baleony
where the baron and his daughter were sitting ;
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there it halted for several minutes. ‘The emper®
. . 108 O

seemed to be paying his respeets to some Jadies ¢

i
. the court who were there, and they were suff

. ored
ciently near to observe that he was uneovere

while he spoke; but yet, they could not elearly diss
cern his features.  Adela’s heart beat high a8 she
thought of one who might at that moment D¢
among the train ; for she knew that he was the
personal friend of the emperor, and his favor ]
aid-de-carap. The cavaleade now was glowls
advancing, and stood within a fow paces of where
she was ; but at the same time, being totally €0t
cealed from her view by the rising np oh]uw;
who sat beside her, in their anxiety to beho!

the emperor.  She now; however, rose and Jean®t
forward ; but no sooner had she looked than 8 (:
with a loud ery, full fainting back into the arm®
of her father,  The suddenness of the adventi®
was such, that the baron had not cveR ¥e
seen the emperor, and could but half eateh the

write

meaning of her words as she dropped lifeless up®
his neek.—IIe had been but ton often of late
witness to her frequent faintings to be muct
alarmed now; and he at once attributed hef
present weakness to the heat and cxcitem(‘“% @
Now, however, she showed no f]g‘j
of recovering scnsibility, but lay cold and motloﬂ’
less where she had fallen at first, sm-rmmd"d_b"
a great number of persons anxiously "ﬁ‘crm‘i
aid and assistance ; for it was no snonef.Per
ceived that they were strangers, than carriag®
were offered on all sides to convey them ]mm?"
and glad to avail himself of such a civility at
moment, the baron disengaged himself from ¢ N
crowd, and carried the still lifeless gil'l to
carringe. ‘ in

During the eniire way homeward, she 1a¥
his arms speechless and cold—sho answered B .
not as he called her by the most endearing name>’
and at last he began to think he never 9
should hear her voice, when she slowly raise N
eyes, and gazed upon him with a wild and vac®
stave—she passed her hands across her f\‘rcl“’m
several times, as if endeavoring to recollect 57 -
horrid and frightful dream; and then mutte
ing some low indistinet sound, sank back inte
former insensibility.

When they reached home, medic
procured; but "twas too plain the Joveiy
received some dreadful mental .s;hmk,“‘“d t

the moment.

ol aid wis
Py h"“
= 1 they
18y

.. Ghe
knew not how to administer to her. St g
. o
thus for two davs; and on the ™ stch”
v . rev
of the third, as the hoart-bhreken and W e
edsidt?

ed father, who had mnever left her b

us
. auted!
gazed vpon the wreek of his once be

hef
chill—the warm tears falling fast UP“nwms
check—what was his joy to discover 5Y mp
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| )
); of feturning animation. She moved-—her bosom ! under which disguise, after many ludicrous ren-
\ - o o g . . . . . M
| 8ently heaved and fell ; and raising onc arm, she ; contres with his friends, he was leaning listlessly
{ Placed ig round her father’s neck, and smiling, ¢ against a pillar near where a number of Iun- |
f K

)

3pley

Tew lim gently towards her—with what an
Sestacy of Joy he watched the signals of return-
M life ! und as he knelt to kiss her, he poured
forah pig delight in almostincoherent terias.  As
Consciousnoss gradually returned, he told her of
ler ]uug trance, aind of his parental fears. 1le
WU hier of Lis determination that she should mix
m'“le gaieties of the capital on ker recovery, and
S, that if she had Leen streng ‘enough, that
very evening she should accompany him to a
Srind masked ball given by the enmperor to his
Sthjeets, ez fuce, which had hitherto been
szle 43 maible, now sudderly became suflused
‘fltlx an uanatural glow—a half-siippressed shrick
“eaped her—the swile faded fiom her lips—her
s graduall y closed, and the pallid hte of death
5400 resumed its dominion. It was put a tran-
Sleng The hopes of the fond father were

eryy
Ushed o the earth, and the house becane a
Seeng

gleam.

of wailing and lamentation.
.Since the review, Vicana continned the scene
every species of galety and dissipation.  The
Wperor s constantly on fout or horscback
Toughout the city, and nothing was wanting on
'S part 1o court popularity among all classes of
‘l:::ubjw(s 3 and. with this intention, & mas-
) de was to be given at the palace, at which all
l:““ys were cligible am‘i great wus ﬂxg rejoicing
sion l'cmm,.at a mur'lf of such .ro?'ul- f‘ond&,’st‘t:n-
at ]Qn«uld iav.uux'. The ]ung-uqshcddor evening
gth arrived, and nothing could equal the
dour of the seene.  The magnificent saloon
e palace, lighted by its myriads of coloured
um[i-‘fsrt.shone like a fairy palace, while no cos-
the p;- romthe rude garb of the ‘\'and(-rer.through.
Ul'iem?:;ns .of Norway, to the gorgeous dIS}‘)]uy of
a spl‘c‘b grandeur, were wanting to so dell.glltffll
. acle.  1lere stood a proud Hungarian, in
%:;: “fliller of his embroiderc"d pelisse and gold-
Yoy m.};‘wts 5 z?,nd l‘mre a simply clad hLunter
U‘Nrst‘ ‘YTU]’ with his gm:land of newly-plucked
) n his bonnet ; while, ever and anon, the
y":i':;‘h?"clluly, and darl.{‘ visaged Pole, strode
whi, lh-.xll the proud bearing and lofty po’rt, for
Werg banl?- cu‘m:trymcn ure cTclcbratedr. ] There
Usician ; ; Tok dancers from Upper Aus'tna,‘a‘nd
Couy l\;;(i .ll‘Jm the ]z.m\l of sony, Bohemia, The
e o v;.w,‘un tlfls veeasion, adopted the cus-
Ocrgigy l'lO(l]lb foreign nations. All bclfcld the
i‘mceb “’:11: cguld address hlm., as he, in culgv
S ctiquette, was obliged to remain

s ] i .
'¢ evening advanced, he scized a monent

€ay : Lo . .
Lo the dais, aud habit himself in a domino;

garian peasants were dancing. Their black velvet
boddices so tightly laced with bright chains of
silver, and blood. red calpacks, reminded him of
having seen such before.  The train of thoughts
thusexcited, banished all recollection of the scene
around him : the music and the dance he no
longer minded.  All passed unheeded before his
eyes ; and, lost in revery, he stood in complete
abstraction. A vision of his early days came
over him ; and not last, but mingling with his
dream of all beside, the image of one once dearly
loved ! He heaved a deep-drawn sigh, and was
about to leave the spot, and drown all recollec-
tion in the dissipation of the moment, when he
was accosted by one whom he had not before
seen. Considering her, perhaps, as one of the
many who were indulging in the badinage and
gaiety of the place, he wished to pass on ; but
there was that in the low plaintive tone in
which she spoke, that chained him to the spot.
The figure was dressed in deep black ; the heavy
fulds of which concealed the form of the wearer
as perfectly as did the black hood and mask her
face and features. She stood for a moment
silently, and then said, * Can the heart of him
whom thousands rejoice to eall their own, be sad
amid a scene like this 2”

“ What mean you?” cried he.
you me?”

“Ilow knew I thee?” she repeated in a low
melancholy tone, ¢

There was something in the way these few
words vere uttered which chilled his very life’s
Wishing,
however, to rally his spirits, he observed, with
an assumed carclessness

“How knew

bloud; and yet he knew not wherefore,
H Y

“My thoughts had rambled far from hence,
and I was thinking o ?

“ Of those you had long forgotten—is it not?”
said the mask,

“Iow!” cried he: “what means this? You
Lave roused me to a sate of frightful uncertainty,
and I nust know more of you ere we part.,”

“'That shall you do,” suid the mask; * Lut my
moments are few, and I would speak with you

aloue.”  Buying which, she led the way, and he
fullowed, to a small cabinet, which, leading off
one angle of tie saloon, descended into a secluded

., court-yard of the palace, A single carriage now

stood at the entranice, aud as the emperor entered a
small remote apartment, the thought of some de-
ception being practiced on him, made him resolve
not to leave the palace.  The mask was now
standing beside a marble table, a smull lamp tho
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only light of the spartment. She turned her
head slowly round as if to see if any one was
a listener to their interview. On perceiving that
they were alone, she laid her hand gently upon
his arm. He shuddered from some indescribable
emotion, as he felt the touch, but spoke not
There was a silence of some moments,

“I have come to keep my promise,” said the
mask, in the same low voice in which she at first
addressed him.

“What promise have you made?” said the
emperor, agitated: “I can bear this no longer.”

“Stay! stop!” cried she gently; and the voice
in which that word was uttered thrilled to his
inmost heart: it was a voice well known, but
long forgotten.

“To keep a promise am I come. Bethink §
thee, is there no debt of uttered vows unpaid
then? Have you all now you ever wished for—
ever hoped?”

He groaned deeply.

“ Alas!” he exclaimed involuntarily, “ that I
could be spared the thought!
one; but »

“ Then hear me, false-hearted! She who once
loved thee, loves thee no more: her vows are
broken—broken as her heart. She has redeemed
her pledge—farewell!” and the voice with which
the word was uttered faltered and died away in
almost a whisper. :

He stood entranced. He spoke not—moved
not. The hand which leaned upon his arm now
fell listlessly beside him, and the mask made a
gesture of departure,

“ Stay!” cried he. “Notso. You leave not
thus. Let me know who you are, and why you
come thus?” and he lifted his hand\ to withdraw
her mask by force. But she suddenly stept
back, and waving him back with one hand, said,
in a low and hollow voice:

“’T'were better you saw me not.  Ask it not,
I pray you, Sir; for your own sake, ask it not—
my last, my only prayer!” and she again en-
deavoured to pass him, as he stood between her
and a small door which led towards the court-
yard.

“ Yougo not hence till Thave seen you unveil,”
he said, in a voice of increased agitation.

The mask then lifting the lamp which stood by,
with one hand, with the other threw back the
hood which concealed her face. He beheld her
—he knew her—she was his own, lost, betrayed
Adela—not as be first found her ; but pale, pale
a® the marble by which she stood—her lips
colourless ; and her eye beamed on him lustreless
and cold as the grave, of which she seemed a
tenant. The heart which was proof against

I do remember
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death in a hundred forms, now failed him. The
great king was a miserable heart-stricken man—"
he trembled—turned—and fell fainting to the
ground !

When he recovered, he threw his eyes wildly
around, as if to sce some one whom he could not
discover. He listened—all was silent, save the
distant soundsof festivity and the humof gladsom®
voices. DPale and distracted, he rushed from the
spot, and summoning to his own apm‘w‘e“t &
few of his friends, he related to them his adve™”
ture from its commencement. In an instanb ®
a strict scarch was ‘set on foot, - Many had seel
the mask, though none spoke to her ; and no one
could tell'when or how she had disappeared. "I‘he
emperor at last bethought him of the carriog®
which stood at the door—it was gone, Som?
thought it had been a trick played off on one s‘f
celebrated for fearlessness as the emperor.
cordingly, many took the street which led fr?m
the court-yard, and terminated in the Aug“snnc
kirch and monastery. This way only could the
carriage have gone ; and they had not procee s
far when the rattling of the wheels met their €37
—they listened, and as it came nearer, found }
was the same carriage which stood at the port®s
The driver was interrogated as to where he ?n
been. ‘He told them that a mask, dressed !
black, had left the Saal, and bid him drive 0 )
church of the Augustine, and that he had 50¢
her enter an hotel adjacent.

The emperor, accompanied by two
masked, bent their steps to the hotel. ’
quired of the inmates, and then learnt his Vi€
to his noble and ill-requited Hungarian hosts ";
his loved and lost Adela. Few, however h“mb. .
would 2t that momeht have exchanged stat® w .
the monarch of Austria and Hungary; g
morse bowed him down like a stricken peed:

“Lead me to the baron,” he cried bastily? e
able to bear the weight of recollection.

The man shook his head. s

“ Noble Sir,” said he “the baron lies O
bed of sickness: since this morning he utt‘?re
word; I fear he will never again,” .

“ His daughter; lead me to her—quick!

¢ Alas! Sir, she died this ‘moming!"’ <

“XLiar! slave!” cried the emperor, in & par?

ettt e st s B

friends
He i0”
inity

d

ont
ism of grief and astonishment; “but ap l:vit
since I saw her living! Dare not ta@pe’
me!”

d to

The man stared incredulously, and pointe ne
the staircase; and, taking a lamp, he ko
him to follow. He led the way in silencé lan .
broad staircase, and through the corridof v "
he stopped at a door, which he gently OP:’In o
and, making the sign of the cross, entere 0
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r'“‘)m. They followed. The apartment was !
lighted with wax-lights; and at one extremity,
O a large couch, lay two females baried in sleep.
At the other end was a bed with the curtains.
fil‘awn closely around. Wax-lights were burn-
Ing a the head and foot. 'The emperor, with an
“"Steudy step, approached the bed, and, with a
t"L‘mbling hand, drew aside the curtain. There,
eXtended on a coverlil of snowy whiteness,
ly the object of his solicitude, and at her feet
Were the mask and domino! Ife thought she «
Slept; and in the low tender accents with which
¢ first won her young heart, he breathed her
Mame; but there was no response,  Ile took her
and—it was cold, and feil from his nerveless
g“}*[’- He gazed stedfastly on her countenance
1t was pale as, when lifting her mask, she met
1S astonished gaze. DBut this was no trance.
e eyes were now closed for ever; her heart

d ceased to beat: she was beautiful, though in
eath!

Her arms were crossed upon her bosowm,
nd on the fingers of her right hand was en-
Wined 5 chain of gold with a signet ring!
One could see the scalding tears that were
*hed, or know the bitter and agonising remorse
3t tore the bosom of the emperor, as he gazed
.0 the last time on the pallid felures of one
“Perhaps the only one,—who had ever loved
'™ for himself alone. Forgetful of his state—
Y*8etful of all but his own heart—he knelt by the
1.‘f of the dead, and never were accents of con-
Ttion more sincerely breathed by human being
by that monarch in his hour of humiliation.

Years rolledon. The old baron and his daugh- E
T sleep side by side in the cemetery of St. I
he“gustine‘s monastery. They left no kindred ; !
thevgs the last of his race ; and the old castle on |

nube soon fell into decay, and became an
¥3W's den, The emperor recovered in time his
 Balety amidst the blandishments of his court ;
U a3 often as the season of the chase returned,
s:nno.bles remarked that he was never more the
kne: light-hearted and reckless sportsman. Fow
- Why ; but the associations were too strong
. m‘]’ could never banish from his mind the part-
0: 00k of her who he had first met in the dark
et of Hungary. '
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SATURDAY EVENING.
[WITI AN ENGRAVING. ]
Reaver! did you ever visit a rural district in
Scotland, and spend a week among the simple and
cheerful cottars, dwelling far away from the
busy and bustling cities? Did you ever see the
healthy and happy children of these hounest and
hard-working people? and, more than all, did

* youever see them on the Saturday evening, when

preparations wcere in progress fitly to honor the
holy Sabbath Day? If you have, then the pic-
ture now presented to you will revive the memory
of the scene. It is graphically «sketched frowm
nature,” by an artist who has seen it, and who
had an eye for its aporeciation.

l}ut if he has not scen it in reality, when he
louics upon the picture he will have seen a faithful
representation of it; and, without any great
stretch of the imagination, the whole of the amus-
ing scene will be *“realised.” He may almost
fancy he hears the cries of the unhappy object,
who, condemned to his weekly ablutions, struggles
invain against his destiny; for, cry though hc
may, the young matron, stern in the performance
of her duty, proceeds with the operation without
turning to the right hand or to the left—deter-
mined that he shall be washed! Aye, though Le

"may wake the echoes with his cries, till the very

dogs bark in sympathy, she yields not, conscious
that, when the deed is done, the boy will reap the
benefit. -

There is a story in the picture, and a moral to
it.  The mother does not wantonly afflict the
son: her aim is to do him good. When he be-
comes a man, he will have other and greater trials
and troubles to endure; but, though he sees it
not, they are sent him by a Father who loves
him with a love greater than even a mother’s
love; and if he has learned the lesson of life
aright, he wi'l not have been troubled or tried in

vain.
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T nay warm the gtﬁ to — life, It is not much the world ean give'
The g, -aSE H With all its subtleart;
€W, the drooping ﬂoWer;:ﬁ,aj:__:’: { S
g —o—L _”j;‘:v"_!:E
;’:1 grow bright and watch the light, . J\;,.__‘
Bug v, utumn's opening hour; And gold and ‘gems are not the things,

ords that breathe of tenderness,
Are w:rhd smiles we know are true;
mer than the summer time,
And brighter than the dew,

To satisty the heart,

But Oh! if those who cluster round
The altar and the hearth,

Have gentle words and loving smiles,
How beautiful is Earth.
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BLIND BEAUTY OF TIE MOOR.

A FRAGMENT.

To thee—O palest Phantom—clothed in white
raiment, not like unto a ghost risen with its
grave-clothes to appeal, but like a seraph descend-
ing from the skies to bless—unto thee will we
dare to speaks, as through the mist of vears bark
comes thy yet untaded beauty—charming us,
while we cannot choose but weep, with the self-
same vision that often glided before vs long long
ago in the wilderness, and at the sound of our
voice would pause for a little while, and then pass
by, like a white bird from the sea, floating
unseared close by the shepherd's head, or alight-
ing to trim its plumes on a kroll far up an inland
glan ! Death secems not to have touched that
face, pale though it be—life-like is the waving
of those gentle hands—and the soft, sweet, low
music which now we hear, steals not sure from
lips hushed by the burial-mould! Restored by
the power of love, she stands before us as she
stood of yore. Not one of all the hairs of her
golden head was singed by the lightning that
shivered the tree under which the child bad run
for sheiter from the flashing sky. But in a mwo-
ment the blue light in her dewy eyes was dimmed
—and never again did she behold either flower
orstar. Yet ull the images of all the things
she hud loved remained in her memory, clear and
distinet as the things themselves before the unex-
tinguished eyes—and ere three summers had
flown over her head, which, like the blossom of
some fair perennial flower, in heaven’s gracious
dew and sunshine, ecch season lifted its loveliness
higher and higher in the light,—she could trip
her singing way through the wide wilderness, all
by her joyful self, led, as all belicved, nor erred
they in so believing, by an angel'shand ! When
the primreses peeped ihrough the reviving grass
upon the vernal braes, they seemed to give them-
selves into her Land; and ‘twas thought they
hung longer unfaded round her neck or forehead
than if they Lod been left to drink the dew on
their native bed. The linnets ceased not their
lnys, though her garment touched the broom-
stalk on which they sung. The cushat, as she
threaded her way through the wood, continued
to croon in her darksome trce—and the lark,
although just dropped from the cloud, was
cheeretdl by her presence into a new passion of
soug, and mounted over her hend, as if it were
hjg tiret matin hymu, Al the creatures of earth
and air manifestly loved the Wanderer of the
Wilderness—and as for humayp beings, she was
namc:, in their pity, their wonder, and :heir
delight, the Blind Beauty of the Moor !

1E BLIND BEAUTY OF TIIE MOOR.

¢ bloom, though fair, is fided—and at set of suP *,

She was an only child, and her mother had
dicd in giving her Lirth.  And now her father
stricken by one of the many eruel diseases that
shorten the lives of the shepherds on the hills,
was bed-ridden—and he was poor,  Of all words
ever syllabled by human lips, the most bIess;
is—charity, No manna now in the wilderness 1%
rained frem heaven—for the mouths of the hunf-’ir)t
need it not in this our Christian land. A f““
goats, feeding among the rocks, gave them mil v;
and there was bread for them in each neigh®r™s
house—neighbor though miles afur—as the sacr
duty came ronnd—snd the unrepining poor sent
the grateful child away with their prayers.

One evening, returning to the hut with her
usual song, she danced up to her father’s face 7
his rushy bed, and it was cold in death, If sh®
shrieked—if she fainted—there was but one F#”
that heard, one Lye that saw her in her swoo™
Not now floating light like a small moving C.]oll
unwilling toleave the flowery braes, though it be
to melt in heaven, but driven along like a sbro"
of flying mist before the tempest, she came UP° ’
us in the midst of that dreary moss; and 8t
scund of our quaking voice, fell down wit
clasped hands at our feet— My father’s de”’fi'
Had the hut put on already the strange, 9%
desolate Jook of mortality? For people °m;e
walking fast down the braes; and in a little wh
there was a group round us, and we boreé
back again to her dwelling in our arms.
could she have lived—an utter orphan—in such
world!  The holy power that is in iﬁno‘fen ;
would forever have remained with her; but mn:
cence longs to be away, when her sister, joY»
depurted; and ’tis sorrowful to see the 0B€ pis
carth, when the other has gone to heaven! Tb N
sorrow none of us had long to see; for, thoug d
flower, when withered at the root, and doo™ e’e
ere eve to perish, may yet look to the careless )
the same as when it blossomed in its pl’ide’/l

. _-iis
leaves, still green, are not as once they weres

dews shall find it in decay, and full unfelt on all ;5
petals. Ere Salbbath came, the orphan child® '
dead. Methinks we see now her little f““et:.
Her birth hiad been the humblest of the h‘fmb s;
and though all in life had loved her, it v:hé
thought best that none should be asked
funeral of her and her father, but two~NoF
friends; the old clergyman himself walked 8
head of the father’s coffin—we at the head © od-
daughter’s—for this was granted unto our €x¢®
ing love;—and thys passed away for ever
Diind Beauty of the Moor !
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B TRUCE; OR, ON AND OFF SOUNDINGS: A TALE
OF THE COAST OF MAINE; BY J. I INGRAM.

INeray is certainly the most voluminous novel
Writer of the present day, or perhaps, of any other
'Y; but he has written too much and too care-
8sly to be the best. quortunate]y, too, he
i:s subjected himself to the imputation of having,
i ore than one instance, been guilty of plagiar-
™. This, however, is a crime—if we may so
®signate it—the more venial, inasmuch as he
8:51 only copied from himself. Of this, as we
in: 1 show anon, the work before us is a striking
vql‘ﬂnFe. It is also a melancholy proof that such
Uminous authors are very apt to write them-
QIVQS [ O\It.”
The great Wizard of the North, Sir Walter
©tt himself, could hardly help pleading guilty
the charge. *Morna of the Fitful Head” is
‘ (‘: another name for “ Meg Merrilies,” or of—we
. g_et the name—another female character, of &
ilap description, in another work.
l‘eadhis can hardly be a matter of wonder to the
©r, when he is informed, of what heis already,
a;.e 8ps, aware, that more than forty tales, equi-
o Bt to at least twice that number of ordinary
eu“m‘-‘S,have already emanated from the prolific
"Oul?]f the auth.or now before us: enough, one
copy almost think, to occupy half 4 life even to
U“_del' such cirumstances, we should certainly
disposed to treat the fault we have found with
anme of his works with the greatest leniency,
inextend to him—aye, and stretch a point in
8 80—the most ample indulgence.
le. o Making this confession, however, we beg
Qe 1o state, that there is a limit to our mercy—
Undary to our forbearance, which we must
« 30d cannot pass.
we be:;e Truce; or, On and Off Soundings,” is,
i ne&ﬂe"% one of our author’s latest wo.rks, and
tte ¥ 8 transeript of another, * Captain Kyd,”
2 about four years ago.
the former, the scene is laid on the Coast
Whic;m;' in the United States, during the truce
Rerent s entered into between the two belli-
ere t'heI’QWGI'STEnglaud and the Uuited States—
- conclusion of the war,
\""ﬁ\
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This truce, however, is so casually referred
to, as to excite ont surprise at its being placed in
so prominent a position in the title of the Tule.

All that is said about it does not occupy much
more than a dozen lines. Not that this is of
much consequence; it is only a passing remark,
suggested by the slight analysis of the work,
necessarily entered into, for the purpose of com-
paring it with Captain Kyd.

In each, the hero of the story is a young man
of great expectations, as to fortune and station in
life.

They each fall in love with a young lady, the
heroine of the respective tales.

They meet with some reverses of fortune, and
become pimt.e;s.

These lovers have, each, a rivalin a youngand
successful naval officer, with whom they, of
course, come into collision, on the high seas.

Each pirate makes a daring attempt to get his
“lady love” into his possession, and in both
cases, the poor girls have a very narrow escape.
This is brought about, principally, through the
instrumentality of the rival Aovers, the naval
officers. In both cases, we are treated with a
fearful and bloody fight between the parties, in’
which the latter are, of course, successful, while
the former are taken and executed.

They were tricd, of course; but whether before
or after they were hung, the tale does not tell us.

The scene of the piracies of both is on the
American coast.

These incidents constitute the principal and
most prominent features of the two works.

In the minor characters there is, of course, a
mighty difference, as well as in the circumstances
in which they play their several parts.

In the principal characters, too, there is some
variety.

Td" one tale, the rival officer belongs to the

" Navy of Great Britain ; in the other, to that of

the United States. .

In both cases—but we necd not pursue the
matter further. We have said enough to estab-
lish our position, and satisfy our readers, that
Mr. J. I, Ingram has written enough, and one
tale too much, unless, in the versatility of his
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mighty genius, he should turn his attention to a
wider, and more extended, and less trodden field
of romance.

This he has indced done, and in a manner,
too, so satisfactory to us, that we are compelled
to admit that he has not yet written himself
¢ out.”

In the new and comparatively untrodden field,
upon which he has now entered, he has been, as
we shall have cceasion to shew, in our notice of
his next work, most signally successful. Dut
before we begin to make any remarks upon the
new and glorious career lLe has commenced, we
should hold ourselves liable to the imputation of
injustice, if we did not, in the strongest terms, re-
commend not ,only the work before us, but the
whole of his voluminous writings to the favourable
consideration of our readers.

We do this considerately and deliberately, not-
withstanding there are a few cxpressions in his
works that are decidedly un-English, and stick
in our throats.

Our author is so great a favorite with us that
we will mention but one instance out of many
that we would adduce to prove our assertion.

He says, for instance, “Ile was punished
therefor.”

Such expressions are common to many, if not to
all, American authors ; but so long as they pre-
tend to write in the English language, a pre-
seriptive right can never be pleaded in extenua-
tion of such errors, It ix, and must be, dis-
creditable to those who use them, as exhibiting
& proof of ignorance of the idicmatic peculi-
arities of their mother tongue.

There are muny other errors, of a gross and
egregiogs character, which we do not notice, be-
cause we know not whether to atiribute them to
the author or to the printer. Both, we suspeet,
are to blame.

XARIFFA; OR INE TRICMPH OF LOYALTY; BY
J. I INGRAM.

Tais is the work to which we have already, by
implication at least, so favourably referred; the
new and comparatively untrodden soil upoh
which our favourite author—and he is a favourite
with us—has entered.

The sceneis in Spain. The time, the interést-
ing and romantie period of its history, when her
energies were roused—when she rose in her
neight to throw off the Moslen‘): ’f;)ke, under
which she suffered and groaned ﬂgmgre than a
quarter of a century. -

It is a beautiful—a splendid tale; but why
called “ Xariffa” we are at a loss to comprehend.

OUR TABLE.

She is certainly one of the most subordinate
characters in the whole of the dramatis person®
Iler marriage with the Caliph, and her feaf”
ful death, are incidents equally unmeaning &%
unnatural, as abhorrent to our feelings.

The tale, however, is one of deep and thrilling
interest ; and, although concluded rather toe
sumuarily, we cannot but recommend it to th
most favorable consideration of our readers.

THE VICTORIA MAGAZINE; EDITED BY MR. AN
MRS, MOODIE.

Tu1s is & new monthly periodical; the number
now before us being the first. We wish it, €07
dially and sincerely, all the success its pr(‘.jectm:s
can anticipate, and “ e’en a little more;” that
to say, cur wishes exceed our hopes and expe%
tations: and yet, from the high and en"i"b,e
position in which the talented editors stand *
the estimation of the reading public, not only "
these colonies but in the Mother Country th¢
case might be reversed, and our expectations Mig ¢
at least be equal to our hopes. Both of the
Editors have been contributo:s to our own M#8%
zine, and Mrs. Moodie, in particular, year after
year, since she Garland was commenced, has Jent
the valuable aid of her vigorous mind and per
to charm the Canadian reader. ¥or us to sPe?
of the Editors, and of what may be expect®
from them, would therefore be superfluous.
ourselves, we anticipate a welcome visitor it "
Victoria Magazine, and we Nope the pleasure ™
expect from it, will be sought for and share
many.

In the first number, which is now beforé o
there are many pleasant articles and tales, fro
one of which—a visit to Grosse Isle, writte?
Mrs. Moudie—we make an extract, not a8
specimen of the style, for of that there 15 ®
need, but because it is an eloquent deseriptio® (;
a lovely spectacle, if the eye could dwel “Po
it, and the looker-on cease to think of the ter™*
misery of which the chief feature in the scen®
been the theatre.

¢ The dreadful Cholera was dopopu]ating Q":ﬁ'
bee and Montreal, when our ship cast ant ‘H’ we
Grosse Isle, on the 30th August, 1832; 87 1
were boarded a few minutes after by the he
officers. .
* * * ™ * ™ of

The next day all was confusion and bustle ¢
board our vesseL I watched boat after 0dS)
depart for the shore, full of people an once
and envied them the glorious privilege © dently
more treading their native earth, How ar € ed
we anticipate pleasure, which in the eﬂ{l T gt’d
positive pain ; such was my case, when MCTE, 4
in the gratification I so eagerly desiré®: .,
cabin passengers, we were not involved 1B
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&eneral order of purification; but were obliged to

Seng all the clothes and bedding we had used

b""‘"lg the voyace, on shore with our servant, to
e washed. * * * *

thA“ our provisions were consumed; some of

© steerage passengers had been out of food for
4¥s, and were half-starved.  The Captain was
shi ring supply of soft bread from' the store-
1P, which cane daily from Quebec with supplies

u‘"’ the people on the Islanl. How we reckoned

Pon once more tasting bread and fresh butter;—

€ very thought of the treat in store for us,

Served sharpen my appetite, and make the

];'z“g fast more irksome. I could now fully rea-

B ¢ Mrs. Bowdich’s feelings in her longing so for

“glish bread and butter, after her three years’

"Wels though the burning African deserts, with

9:’ talente.d and devoted husband.

Sai hen we arrived at the hotel at Plymouth,’

aid she, “and were asked what refreshients we
95e—Tea an:l home-made bread and butter—

TOWn Yread, if you please, and plenty of it.—I

&;‘Ver enjoyed-any luxury like it; I was positively

A‘_imed of asking the waiter to re-fill the plate.
'ler the excerable African messes, and the hard

slilp‘bisouit. ouly imagine the luxury of a good
¢ of Englishbread and butter!

“hi laughed heartily at the lively energy with
Yeh that charming and lovely woman related
I8 little incident in her eventfu! history; but just
that moment 1 fully realized 1t all,

mMS the sun rose above the horizon, all these

ter-of-fact ciccumstances were gradually for-

Rotte
the
Th
;3

Scene, which rose majestically before, us.—
he Previous day had been daric and stormy, and
favy fog had concealed the mountain chain
Subl]qh forms the stupendous back-ground to this
eloulme scenery, entirely from our view. As th.e
2re 43 rolled away from the hoary peuks of their
¢ ey’ bald brows, and cast a denser shadow upon
. Vast forest belt that girdled them round, and
ears, [00med out like mighty giants, Titans of the
thriy’ n all their wild and awful grandeur, a
the of wonder and delight pervaded my mind ;
esspecta('le floated dimly on my sight, for my
eXce Were blinded with tears;—blinded with the
leg S Of beauty. I turned to the right and the
Ney, looked up and down the glorious river;—
in 0" had T beheld so many striking objects
nﬁblne landscape—nature had lavished all’ her
st features in producing that enchanting

ene, . . f e
farrg The rocky Isle in front, with its neat
b], houses at the eastern point, and its high

Wegp, crowned with the telegraph towards the
the c"the middle space, occupied by sheds for
Wity - .era patients, and its shores dotted over
ot g l_"t ey groups washing their clothes, added
lay do ittle to the picturesque effect of the whole
darﬁ:g@n0-~'l‘hen the river, covered with boats,
from & t0 and fro, and conveying passengers
Nage Wenty-five vessels, of varions size and ton-
iy Which rode at anchor, with their flags
"'hnl?,: gave an air of life and interest to the

we'f:;’:::li',’ to the south side of the river, we
wh; ess struck with its low, fertile shores,
. ouses, and neat churches, whose lofty
°“llghzand tin roofs glittered like silver, as they
the first rays of the sun. As far as the
reach, this line of buildings extended

", and merged in the surpassing beauty of

¢
{
%
N
'é
¥

along the shore, its back-ground formed by the
dense purple hue of the interminable forest. It
was a scenc unlike any we had ever beheld; and
to which Dritain contains no parallel; and this
recalls to my memory a remark made by an old
Scotch dragoon, who was one of our passengers,
when he rose in the morning and saw the Parish
of St. Thomas for the first time: ¢ Weil, it beats
a’. It looks jist for a’ the warld like claes hung
out to dry. Can thae white clouts be a’ houses?’

There really was some truth in this strange
simile; and for many minutes I could scarcely
convinece myself of the fact that the white patches,
scattered so thickly over the opposite bank, were
the dwellings of a busy, lively population.

¢ What sublime views of the north side of the
river those inhabitants of St. Thomas must en-
jov,” thought I; ‘but perhaps familiarity with
the scene has made them indifferent to its beauty.’

Eastward, the view down the St. Lawrence
towards the Gulf, is the finest of all; perhaps
unsurpassed by any in the world. Your eye fol-
lows the long range of mountains until their blue
summits are blended and lost in the blue of the sky.
Some of these, partially cleared, are sprinkled
with neat cottages, and the green slopes which
spread around them are covered with flocks and
herds. The surface of the splendid river is diver-
sificd with islands of every size and shape; some
in wood, others partially cleared, and adorned
with orchards and white farm houses. As the
morning sun streamed upon the most prominent
of these, leaving the others in deep shadow, the
effect was wonderfully grand and imposing. In
more remote regions, where the forest has never
yet echoed to the woodman’s axe, or received the
impress of civilization, the first approach to the
shores inspires a solemn awe, which almost be-
comes painful in its intensity.

T.and of vast bills and mighty streams,
The lofty sun that o’er thee beams

On tairer clime sheds not hisgay,
When haskine in the noon of day

Thy waters dance in silver light,

And o'er them, trowning dark as night,
Thy shadowy forests, soaring high,
Streteh far beyond the aching eye,
And bLlend in distavce with the sky.

And silence, awful silence, broods
Profoundly o’er these solitudes;

Naught but the lapsing of the Hoods
Awakes the stillness of the woods—

A sense of desolation reigns

O'er those unpeopled forest plains,

Where sounds of life ne'er wake a tone

Of cheerful praise round nature’s throne—
Man finds himself with God—alone.

From such meditations we were aroused by the
return of the boat, and the Captain, who brought
a note for M——, from the officer- who com-
manded the station, inviting us to spend the
afternoon in his tent, and proposing to show us
all that was worthy of notice on the Island.
< Ths is very kind,’ said M—-; ¢ Captain ———

_claims a former acquaintance with me; but’to

tell you the trath, S——, 1 have not the least

. recollection of him.—Do you wish to go?’

¢ Oh! by all means,’ cried I joyfully,—¢ whoso-
ever he may be I shall owe him a debt of grati-
tude, for giving me an opportunity of seeing this
lovely Island. It looks a perfect Paradise.’

The Captain smiled to himself, as he assisted
in placing the baby and me in the boat. ¢ Don’t

2
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be too sanguine, Mrs. M——' But the very
idea of going on shore—of putting my foot upon
the New World for the first time, after nine
weeks of sea and rough weather, had transported
me into the seventh heaven. I was in no humor
to have listened to reason, had an angel delivered
the lecture.

* * * * * *

Fortunately, M discovered a woodland
path that led to the back of the island, where,
sheltered by some hazel bushes from the intense
heat of the sun, we sat down by the cool, gushing
river, out of sight, but not out of hearing, of the
noisy, riotous crowd which we had left, Could
we have shut out the profane sounds which came
to us on every breeze, how deeply should we have
enjojyed the tranquil beauty of that retired and
lovely spot. The rocky banks of the island were
adorned with beautiful ever-greens, which sprang
up spontaneously from every crevice. I remarked
many of our most highly esteemed ornamental
shrubs among these wildings of nature. The
filagree, with its dark, glossy narrow leaves; the
B:ivet, with its modest white blossoms and purple

rries; the lignum vite, with its strong resinous
odor; the burnet rose, and a great variety of
elegant unknowns. Ilere, the indenturation of the
shores of the island and main land, receding from
each other, formed a small cove, overhung with
lofty trees; and the dense shadows cast upon the
waters by the mountains, which towered to the
height of some thousand fcet above us, gave them
an ebon hue. The sunbeams, dancing through
the thick quivering foliage, fell in stars of gpld,
or long lines of dazzling brightness upon the

deep, still, black waters, producing the most’

novel, and at the same time, the most beautiful
effect in the world. It was a scene over which
the spirit of peace might breod in silent adora-
tion; and how was it marred by the discordant
yells of the filthy beings who were performing
their necessary but unpoetical ablutions on that
enchanting spot, sullying the purity of the air
and waters by their contaminating iniluence.

We were now joined by the sergeant, who
very kindly brought us his cap full of ripe plums
and hazel nuts, the natural growth of the island,
and a note from his superior, who found he had
made a mistake in his supposed knowledge of
M——-, and politely apologising for not being
allowed by the health officers, to receive any
emigrant beyond the bounds appointed for the
performance of Quarantine. .

* % * . * * *

We both felt a little disappointed in not getting
a sight of the uninfected and cultivated portions
of the island, which. viewed at a distance, ap-
peared benutiful. There was, however, no he?p
for it, and we were obliged to remain until sun-
down in our retired nook. We were hungry and
tired, v\flth our long fast;—the musquitos swarmed
in myriads round us, tormenting the poor baby,
who, not at all pleased with her first visit to the

ew World, filled the air with her eries.

The Captain at last came to tell us that the
boat was ready. Oh! welcome sound—and forcing
our way once more through the squabbling crowd

we gained the landing place. ’
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We have given the above, because of the pleasﬂrc
it will afford the reader. We now extract "" few
lines from theintroductory remarks of the Editors
in the hope that they may induce some of our
readers to extend their favor to the Magazine ™

“We trust, by the cheapness of the magazin®s f;;'
assist in forming 2 much more numerous class
readers throughout the Colony from s c;?
whose reading has hitherto, almost necessa? )s':
been confined to the perusal of the local €%
papers. We hope, by our humble exeruﬂﬂs'h
contribute in some considerable degree t0 ‘e
extension of the taste for general literﬂ‘“s_
among that most numerous and not least riul
pected class of our fellow Colonists,—the T
population of the Province,

* * . x *

“It will readily be admitted, that s ch*"%
periodieal of this kind may be rendered 0V€ 1o
the most useful and popular .of its species:

lar T
would be great presumption in the Editors . -

say, that their talents are fully competent towill
task they have undertaken, "But this they heir
venture to say~If the public will admit tw
claim to some literary taste, that with the supl s
of a large hist of Subscribers, they certainly © y
and will render it worthy of their patx'Oﬂ“ge’m.
being thus enabled to procure many able cO®
butors to its pages. i sts

It is o happy circumstance when the intef® -
ﬁf: ir}ldividuals coincide with _the interest 0

mnd, *

“We have always believed that the surest™

to obtain is to deserve success.”

8y

K3

THE MANUAL OF THE TEMPERANCE SoCIETY? or
THE REV. MR. CHINIQUY—TRANSLATE? *
MR, P. 0. DEMARAY, STUDENT-AT-LAW* .

Tuk oviginal of this valuable publicatio® v

noticed some time since, on its appearance 'm i

French language. We have now to menuoﬂn 3

issue in the English language. We have

space in this number to give it full conside it
tion, but we will endeavor, in our next, 10 ©

justice. In the meantime, we trust it ™87 .

generally read, and that the philamhrop’c

of the auther may be furthered by it He
devoted himself, with enthusiasm and vigon to
extension of the Temperance reformation}
we are happy to believe that his exertion®
been rewarded by very considerable success-

book is a neat Royal 8vo, and will be 50]_ g

very low rate, in order to its univcrial cure

tion,
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