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Alone—alone—no other face

Wears kindred smile, or kindred line,
And yet they say my mother’s eyes,
They say my father’s brow is mine ;

And either had rejoiced to see

The other’s likeness in my face ;

But now it is a stranger’s eye
That finds

. - -

God of the fatherless, ’tis thou

some long forgotten trace.
- » hd -

Alone canst be the Orphan’s siay : .
Earth’s meanest flower, Heaven’s mightiest star,
Are equal in their Maker’s love—

And I can say “ Thy will be done,”

With eyes that fix their hope abore.

The Orphan.

MR. GROSVENOR, the worthy minister of P—,
had presided over his flock full fifty years, and had
grown grey while preaching Christ as our example,
and sole;author of our salvation. In his venerable
and furrowed face, were expressed the benignity,
%oodness and fervent piety so eminently conspicuous
in his character,—united to a shade of melancholy,
Produced by the severe loss he had recently sustained
in the death of an only child. Many years had passed
since the loss of his exemplary partner, whose place
in his bereaved home, had been filled up by a maiden
Sister, Miss Elizabeth Grosvenor, who to behold,was
t0 admire, who to know, was to love,—cheerful, pla-
cid, and contented, her society was coveted, and
Sought for by old, as well as young ; while her sim-
Ple piety rendered her as a friend inestimable. That
She had remained single, was a subject of surprige
%0 all who knew not that she had lost the lover of her
Youth in action, and had vowed eternal fidelity to
8 memory. This early trial it was which had
*ought her to the foot of the cross, and, through
God’s sanctifying grace,had proved the richest bless-
"’g; as it taught her the uncertainty of all earthly
things, and that to be really happy, she must gar-
Rer up her treasure in Heaven. She was devotedly
au.‘lched to her brother, who pretended to hold her
OPinions and wisdom rather lightly, although he
rarely acted without consulting them: the most
autifyl part of Miss Grosvenor’s character was
per.feu charity towards the faults and failings of
:' Deighbours, always looking at the bright and
*ourable side, and viewing the darker shades in
25

pity and in silence. “How can we see into the
heart,” she would say, “or know the motives
which lead to this or that doubiful action ? to God
alone all are accountable ; let him be the judge of
others, while we only judge ourselves.” Known to .
possess such sentiments as these, none dared to re-
peat to her the envenomed tale of scandal, the un«
kind, uncharitable surmise ; consequently she lived
in happy ignorance of all the little envies, jealousies
and bickerings that disquieted the neizhbourhood,
and thought every one good, because she wished
them to be s0. Emmeline had often wished to
become intimately acquainted with 1his estimable
lady ; but the distance between Dovecot and the
Parsonage, and neither having any carriage, had
hitherto precluded more than an occasional visit, or
the kindly greetings on the Sabbath, at the church
door. When the summons, however, from Miss
Milman to her brother, reached her ears, Miss Gros-
venor hastened t0 accompany him to the house of
sbrrow, to sympathise where she could not heal,
and to offer those consolations, from the word of
God, which she had found so precious in the hour
of need hersell. Miss Milman was in a high state
of fever, on their arrival, from having been unable
to obtain any sleep,—and poor Emmeline the very
image of wo. It seemed a relief to her to see Mr.
Grosvenor and his sister, who addressed her in ac-
cents of extreme kindness and affection, bidding
her look forward with hope and confidence, for that
God could not err in his intentions towards her;
that they must be for her real good, come in whatever
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form they might. Emmeline listened with profound
veneration, to every word that fell from the lips of
the minister, and checked her tears as he reminded
her of her duty, to trust even when she could not
see her way, and to believe when she could not
comprehend. It was not until the evening that Miss
Milman felt composed cnough for an interview with
Mr. Grosvenor,-who was shocked to see the altera-
tion which one night’s suffering had made in her
appearance ; for several moments he was silent,
then kneeling down by her bed side, he offered up a
petition that the Alnighty God would safely bring
her through the billows of afiliction into the
smooth waters of resignation and peace. After this
he strove to lead her thoughts to bizher subjects
than of late had filled them,--telling her that our
happiness did not consist in the abundance of our
possessions, but in our nearness to Gud, and our
meetness for the kingdom of Heavens that the cis-
terns we hew out for oursclves, breal: ere they are
accomplished, leading to disappointment and too fre-
quently to remorse. ¢ Nothing in this life is worth
immoderate love, immoderate care, immoderate
desire, my dear friend,” said the minister, * since
we cannot retain it forever ; should not our eternal
interests then be our first solicitude ? surely yes,
and the more we can realise Heaven, and bring it
down as it were upon earth, the less shall we value
the fictitious advantages and vain ensnaring plea-
sures that cloud our religious joys, and shade our
Almighty Father from our view. Remember the
beautiful words of St. Augustiic: Thou maycst seek
after honours, and not chtcin them; thou mayest
labour for riches, and yet remain poor; thou may-
est doat on pleasures, and have many sorrows;
but our God of his supreme goodness say:,  who
ever sought me, and (ound me not? who ever loved
me, and missed of me,—-I am with him that seeks
for me : he hath me already who wisheth for me,
and he that loveth me is sure of my love ; the way
to come to me is neither long nor difficult.”

There is a charm in the voice of a Christian Mi-
nister, as he pours into the ears of afiliction, the con-
solations of the gospel, that scldom fhils in the effect
intended, and Miss Milman gradually became more
calm as she listened to the good man’s exhortations,
while her countanance lost that expression of agony
it had worn on his entrance. She shed many tears,
but they fell gently, and appeared to relieve her;
and while she owned how culpable she had been in
bringing poverty on the child committed to her
care, as well as on hersclf, by an unwarrantable de-
sire to become rich, she expressed a hope that she
would be forgiven by a merciful and gracious judge.

¢ The humble and contrite, God never will des-
pise,”” replied Mr. Grosvenor ; “ it is only the proud
and sell-righteous whom he beholds afar off: turn
unto him, dear lady, and he will abundantly pardon
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and restore to you tenfold more than you have lost,
if you really desire his best blessings in exchange
for dross.” B

“If it were not for dear Emmeline, I think I
could be easy on my own account,” said Miss Mil-
man, after'a pause, during which she had been
reflecting 5 “but shou!d it please the Almighty dis-
poser of events to take me, what is to become of her,
50 young, so beautiful and so unprotected ?”

“Can you imagine for one moment, my dear ma-
dam,” rejoined Mr. Grosvenor, “ that as God’s own
dear child, she will cease to be his peculiar care.
Do not harass your mind by distressing doubls, but
Lrust him faithfully. T humbly hope you may reco-
ver to walch over her, yoursel; but if his wisdom
decrees otherwise, Emmeline shall not want a home 3
she shall come 10 mine, and be to me as a daughter
in place of her who has left it desolate.” And
tears dimmed the eyes of the venerable old man as
he said this. Miss Milman pressed his hand, re-
plying :

“Oh, if I could think so, I should die happy.”

“Then do think so, and consider it a sacred
agreement, until fairer prospects open before her
path.”” Miss Milman raised her eyes in thankful-
ness 1o heaven, then ejaculating :

““May He eternally reward you,” she laid her
head down upon the pillow, and in a little time sank
into a sweet and refreshing slumber.

But the incipient seeds of discase, which had for
some years been undermining the health of this un-
fortunate lady, increased so rapidly after the severe
shock she had received,that they baffled the exertions
of her medical attendant,to stem their violence. Poor
Emnmeline tried to crush the fears which whispered
that the words of her aunt would become verified ;
that she would be called upon to resign this, her
only relation, to the silent tomb; but as she gazed
upon her hectic cheek, her weak trembling frame,
she heavily sighed, for they were signs with which
she was, alas, too familiar.

‘¢ Ah, yes, I shall lose her,” she then would ery;
“she is going to join that happy band, amongst
whom my loved parents dwell in bliss. Why——oh,
why, am T alone left to weep and to mourn uncared
for by all 7

One consolation was Emmeline’s at this time in
all her distress, and a great support it proved—the
increasing interest which her aunt appeared to take
in spiritual things, while those of the world, that
had hitherto held her so much in bondage, becamé
valueless in her sight, For her father’s sake, Em”
meline had always tried to love her aunt, whosé
wayward caprice and fretful impatience had to0
often rendered thisan effort. But now, when everY
little asperity was softened down, and she never
addressed her but in words of kindness, she loved
her for her own, and night and day she attefided
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her with the unremitting solicitude of an affection-
ate child, assisted in her labours of duty by the
{aithful Ruth, ever ready to lighten the cares of her
sweet young lady. It was at this period of trial
that the rcal friends of Miss Milman became known
from false ones; for while the gay and the rich,
whose acquaintance she had coveted so much, were
conlent when they bad sent once to enquire after
her, a few only condescending to leave cards at her
door, the less afffuent, but truly Christian people,
were constant in their atientions, sending her little
nice things day afler day, to tempt her appetite, or
coming themselves to relicveEmmeline from her post
iun the sick chamber, lest her health should suffer
from such lengthened confinement.

Contrary to the expectations of Doctor Suther-
land, Miss Milman lingered for many months, little
aware that she was living principally on the bounty
of others; but as the winter season approached,
her fatal malady became the conqueror, and she
sank under its influence, breathing her last sigh in
the arms of her niece, who she blessed, and com-
mended to the protection of Him who hath said,
“Leave thy fatherless children to me.”

A grand ball was given by Mrs. Larkins on the
night of ber death ; for what was the grief of Fm-
meline to the votaries of pleasure, who, after their
first expressions of regret, forgot, in the revelry of
the dance, all save themselves. But though the
sounds of mirth and music rose above the cry of
the desolate orphan, yet feeble as it was it reached
the ears of Him who watcheth over all, whose
words to them that trust Him are full of hope. 1
will never leave thee nor forsake thee,” saith the
Lord.

We will not dwell on all the harrowing scenes
which followed, or the thoughts that oppressed the

. dear Emmeline, when she looked around and beheld
hersel( alone ; but turn at once to the more cheer-
ing picture, where, in the house of the kind Mr.
Grosvenor, she is seen resigned to her sad loss,
though faded and worn by her successive bereave-
Ments,

The first Sabbath day she ventured to church with
her new friends, the smart carriage of Mrs. Larkius
f’uhed up to the door just as she was approaching
. When Lucy and Maria saw the pale faced girl
they would have spoken to her, for the young are
Seldom calculating, but they were called back by
their portly mamma, who said :

“Miss Milman can no longer be an acquaint-
ate for you, my dears, I desire you would not
3ppear to know her. Poor thing, how shabbily she
18 dressed ; T don’t think she has bought any new
:?“‘-lrning for her aunt. Harry ! to the footman,

Carry our prayer books into the pew, and set my
velvet cushion.”

The sermon was upon the subject of charity, and
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Mrs. Larkins thought she had amply fulfilled the
text when she placed a sovereign in the plate, as she
rustled down the aisle, bowing and smiling to her
acquaintance, asking one or two if they were going
to Mrs. Chatlerton’s amateur theatricals.

The tender and affcctionate care bestowed by Mrs.
Elizabeth Grosvenor on our heroine, aided by the
conversations of the worthy minister, soon pro-
duced a pleasing effect on her health and spirits,
which materially improved beneath their Christian
roof, where all was peace and love. No conten-
tions, no heartburnings, no Jjealousies were there
for the world’s vanities were excluded. How then
could it be otherwise than an abode of happiness,
since God was with them !

The little playful disputes between the brother
and sister, would sometimes call a smile to the lip
of Emmeline, as she marked the look of affeetjon
that ever accompanied them.

¢ Bessey, Ecssey, you are the eizhth wonder of
the world > Mr. Grosvenor would say, on her of-
fering some sage opinion j ““ but it is fortunate that
you have no nced to study Greek and Latin to get
to Heaven.”

It was highly gratifying to Emmeline to accom-
pany Miss Grosvenor in her visits amongst the poor
of the neighbourhood, and to witness the judicious
way in which she would utter a word in season,
while administering to their temporal necessities.
The Lindness she showed towards the sick and the
aged, and the simple admonitions she offered to the
young, were alike {ouching and beautiful.

Never since she left Rosedale had Emmeline be-
held the precepts of religion so truly put in practice
as pow they were in her sight, and the cflect pro-
duced on herseif was happy and most salutary. She
scemed like a flower, which,having for a while been
trapsplanted into a foreign soil uncongenial to its
groswih, had pined and faded, but, when restored to
its native clime, had revived and put forth fresh
blossoms ; for serenily sat on her fine open brow,
peace reigned in Ler heart,—yet let it not be thought
that Emmeline felt no regrets for her poor aunt
far, far from it.  Her faults and foibles had been
many, but not a trace of them lingered in the re-
membrance of the sweet girl, while her memory
was hallowed with the deepest respect and affection,
and to erect a small tablet in the church as a mark
of these, she had sacrificed all the little money she
at present possessed, denying herself ¢ven necessa-
ries to fulfil what she considered a debt of gratitude
to a beloved father’s sister.

And where was her friend Lord Avon during all
these months of severe trial ¢  She knew rot, though
she wished to know. Often she thought of writing
to him, but an instinctive delicacy forbade her. She
had promised to apply; to him whenever she needed
advice, or a friend; bt as she possessed in the
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excellent Mr. Grosvenor one whose age rendered
him a more fitting counsellor, she felt exonerated
from the performance of this promise at present.

¢ He must have heard long since of my loss,”
she thought; “if he is anxious about me, will he
not make some enquiries? No, I will not—cannot
obtrude myself upon his notice.”

There was a native dignity united to the humility
so beautifully conspicuous in the character of Em-
meline, that made her shrink at times from her pre-
sent state of dependence. She felt that, uncon-
nected as she was with Mr, Grosvenor, she had no
right to remain a burden on him, especially as he
was by no means a rich man. Once she ventured
to speak to him on the subject, expressing her wish
to earn a subsistence for herself, by taking either the
situation of governess or companion : but he would
not hear of it.

¢ No, my child,” he replied, * youare much too
young and too lovely to be launched into an evil
world, in a position so full of trial. Would I be
fulfilling my word to your dying aunt were I to per-
mitit? Neo. 8o il you are nottired of an old
man, and his garrulous sister Bessey, you will re-
main to cheer our lonely hearth, and spare us the
pain of seeing & vacant chair.”

“Tired !” exclaimed Emmeline, tears starting
to her eyes, ¢ Oh, gladly would I remain with such
dear friends forever, if my conscience would permit
it; butto encumber you with Ruth, who you see
will not leave me, as well as with myself, I cannot
think it just or right.”

¢“But if I think it just and right, what business
have you to say nay ¥’ returned Mr. Grosvenor,
smiling; “besides, 1 cculd not spare Ruth any
more than I could yourself, since I have learned her
value: 80 do not plague me any more, child, but
go and help Bessey to make the apple tart, and see
that she puts plenty of cloves and sugar into it.”

Emmeline stiiled, and affectionately pressed the
good man’s hand, then flew off to obey the playful
mandate, thinking the while how far better it was
to remain in the valley of humiliation with God’s
own people, than to dwell in high places, where his
jmage was excluded and his precepts disregarded.

The spring was just beginning to peep forth and
spread her pale green mantle over the face of the
earth. The snow drops and crocusses raised their
sweet heads above the ground ; the soft showers fell
glittering in the rays of the sun, while the joyous
notes of the birds, and the plough-boy’s merry
whistle, all proclaimed that nature had awoke from
her long sleep, to offer the homage of praise to Him
her Creator and Preserver. It was a season pecu-
liarly dear to the young Emmeline, from the asso-
ciations it had in her mind with her childhood’s
happy home.  Fvery bud, every flower, brought
with it memorics the most saddening, yet the most
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dear.  She would not have parted with them for

worlds, and pleasant she found it to talk to Miss
Grosvenor of bygone, hours, for well could that
amiable lady enter into every feeling of the young
and ingenuous girl, whose frequent mention of Lord
Avon’s name, accompanied as it ever was by a deep
blush, revealed a tale that sometimes made her
smile, at others sorrowful ; for she plainly saw that
his influence over her happiness was greater than
she herself suspeeted.

“ Sweet young creature, and what but cold dis-
appointment must await her 2 would the sympa-
thising maiden say with a sigh; “as well might the
dove seek its mate in the eagle’s nest as for Emme-
line to hope to become the bride of proud Lord
Windermere’s son. Ah, love, love ! when did thy
course run in smooth waters 2 Never but when we
place it on the true object, and in purity and holi-
ness lay our hearts at the foot of the cross.”

It was on one of the brightest mornings the sea-
son had yet put forth, that our would-be fashionable
Mrs. Larkins sat at the window of her magnificent
drawing-room, engaged in embroidering a banch of
rose buds, when suddenly her attention was ar-
rested by an exclamation from Maria.

¢ Oh! look, look, mamma, whose can that hand-
some carriage be? I never saw the crest or lj-
veries before.” :

Mrs. Larkins raised her head. It was a plain
travelling carriage, and four splendid horses.

¢ Dear me, some distinguished arrival.
love, which way it turns,” said mamma.

“I protest it is Lord Avon, and there is a lady
with him,” again cried Maria, as the carriage
stopped, while a servant descended to make some
inquiry, when it immediately dashed on again.

“Is it possible? Can he then be married? I
have not seen it announced in the papers.”

“The lady was not in the least like Lady Barhara
Guise,” retorted Maria, ““buta very fair, pleasing
looking person; who can she be, and where can
they be going, for there is no one at Traverscourt
now.”

While they were conjecturing, Lucy entered,
flushed with her walk.

“How long you have been absent,” observed
Mrs. Larkins, “and how bloused you look, as if
you had been walking miles in the wind. I hope
you took Harry with you, it is so vulgar to go
alone 7

‘“ Oh, yes, gold headed cane and all,” replied her
daughter, with a erimsoned cheek ; ““ I was detained
in Price’s shop, where I met Miss Milman.”

“ Of course you did not speak to her 3

¢ Yes, I was obliged to do so, as Miss Grosvenor
was with her ; but you need not look so cross about
it, for Isaw a carriage and four standing at the
gales of the parsonage just now, and on enquiring

See, my
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whose it was, I heard that Lord Avon, with his
sister, Lady Frances Lumley, had just arrived, pur-
posely to sec Miss Milman. 1 had half a mind to
call, only T thought they might think it strange, as
we have not been there so loug.”

¢ How very extraordinary ! I cannot understand
it. But it is preposterous Lo sunpose the visit can
be intended for Emmeline Milman,” said Mrs.
Larkins. rising and ringing the bell. 1 will order
the barouche and drive to Miss Grosvenor’s, for 1
have intended to call on her for some time. Luey,
do go and make yoursell presentable ; and Maria,
call Mrs. Bustle to come 1o me.” And the matron
sullied from the room, while the girls looked at each
other and tittered.

In another hour the trio reached the parsonage,
but to their disappointment they found no car-
riage—no Lord Avon—no Lady Frances,—only
quiet Miss Grosvenor sitting at work in her little
front parlour.  She rose on the entrance of Mrs.
Larkins, expressing some surprise at seeing her,

“ludecd I have many apologies to make,” re-
plied the matron, accepting the offered chair ; < but
I am a shocking visitor,~—my girls oflen tell me so.
1 hope your sweet charge, Miss Milman, is well;
we wish so much to see her.”

¢Miss Milman is not at home at present,” re-
turned Miss Grosvenor, with some dignity.

“ How very unfortunale; we came purposely to
ask her il she would come tomorrow and spend o
long day with us. We shall be quite alone, and it
would make us so happy. ~ Will you convey my
message to her 1

¢ Certainly,” replied Miss Grosvenor, “but 1
am afraid she will be unable to accept your invita-
tion, as I grieve to say we are going to Jose her for
an indefinite period,”” and Miss Grosvenor brushed
a tear from her eye as she said this.

¢ To leave you ! dear me ! Is she then going to
take a situation? 1 thought it must come to that
afler all.” And Mrs. Larkins pursed up her mouth.

“No, ma’am; my brother would never permit
50 young a creature as Emmeline to become a go-
verness.”

“ Then, where can she be going 2> said Mrs.
Larkins, looking a liitle alarmed; “surely she is
better off under your kind roof than with stran-
gers 27

¢ Than with strangers, certainly ; but Emmeline
is going to friends—warm, aflectionate friends,—
with whom, I trust, she will be as happy as she de-
serves. Lady Frances Lumley, the sister of Lord
Avon, has invited her to Fairy Hall, and she leaves
us tomorrow.”

Mrs. Larkins was unable 1o speak for several
moments after receiving this intelligence. She then
said :

“ Good gracious ! 1 was nol awarc that Miss
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Milman was acquainted with Lady Frances Lum-
ley.”

“ Nor was she until today, when they met as old
(riends, the warm interest fclt for the dear girl
by Lord Avon having influcuced his sister in her
favour, who is oue of the sweetest crcatures.  Mr.,
Grosvenor is quite charmed with her. They have
curried Emmeline away wiih them to dine at Carl-
ton’s, and she accompanies them home tomorrow,
Sad'y shall we miss her, for hers has been quite an
angel’s visit 10 us.”

The blank countenance of Mrs. Larkins ex-
pressed her chagrin, and feeling unable to diszuise
it, she abruptly rose, saying, with a forced smile,
‘“ Pray tell Miss Milman how mucle 1 regret pot
seeing her, though 1 rejoice at ber good fortune 2
She hesitated, and then added, ¢ May I ask il you
have heard anything more about Lord Avon’s en~
gagement to the Lady Barbara Guise 2

¢“Not a word,” replied Miss Grosvenor, ‘ nor
can I believe it Now.”

The stress she laid upon the last monosyllable
made Mrs. Larkins start, and turning to her daugh-
lers, who were whispering and Jaughing, she wished
Miss Grosvenor a good morning, and departed,
ordering her servants, in no very pleasing tone, to
drive home.  On her arrival there, her ill humour,
called forth by the prosperity of another, was sud-
denly changed into agony, when Mr. Larkins placed
letters in her hand, aunnouncing the less of a very
valuable argosy at sea, * * * * ¥ x &

And now the scene suddenly changes to Fairy
Hall, the beautilul residence of Sir John Lumley,
whither we beg our readers to follow us into the
boudoir of Lady Frances, where, attired in an ele-
gant neglige, she appeared reclining, on a rich da-
mask ottoman, her brother, Lord Aven, “carelessly’
sitling al her feet, playing with a large Persian cat.
Very fair and lovely she looked, if, at least, a most
sweet expression of countenance, Father than regu-
larity of features, might be termed so. She pos-
sessed the same deep blue eyes of her brother—
the same formed mouth and unrivalled teeth,—but
while the colour of his hair was the darkest chesaut
hers feli in flazen ringlets, giving to her a more
juvenile appearance than perbaps her years might
claim. There was a lifc and joy beaming on her
face, that seemed to say she was a strauger to sor-
row, and which (ormed 2 striking contrast to the
settled melancholy now too visible in his. Lady
Frances was theindulged wife of a man fully twenty
years older than hersell, whom she had married
when scarcely past girlhood, to escape from a
home embittered to her by a despotic, harsh father.
Two children, born a few years after her marriage,
were hers—Clyde, the eldest, unhappily deforined
and sickly in constitution ; Norman, a nobic look-
ing boy, thec idol of Lotk his parents, and humoured
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in every caprice. She was devotedly attached to
Lord Avon, whose slightest wishes had ever been
law to her. She viewed him as superior to all she
had ever seen, while she pitied him for the secret sor-
row that lay so heavy at his heart, At the moment
we introduce her to the notice of our readers, she
was upbraiding him half seriously for some fault he
had committed, for thus she expressed herself;

“ Now tell me honestly, Avon, how came you
to deccive me in this matter—for 1 fear it may
bring trouble on us both 7

¢ Deceive you, Fanny, in what way 2 inquired
Lord Avon, looking up in affected surprise.

* Nay, do not deny it ; when you first mentioned
Miss Milman to me, and said how carnestly you de-
sired I would seek her scquaintance, did you not
tell me it was in commi:eration for her lonely state,
and from respect ty the memory of her father, who
had been so kind to you 7

1 did so—and what then 77

“ And when I rallied you upon the interest you
seemed to take in the young orphan, did you not
laugh and say: ¢ Oh, you need not alarm your
sell’; she is a quiet little pale demure girl, in a Qua-
ker’s bonnet--I cannot even tell you the eolour of
her eyes.” Now was this fair of you, Avon 7

““Was it untruth 2 he inquired archly.

“Yes, yes, you know it was ; I have seen many
lovely girls, but I think 1 never beheld so perfectly
beautiful a creature as Emmeline Milman. Oh, my
brother, it will be fraught with danger to live for
days and weeks under the same roof with her and
witness her numerous attractions—remember how
you are situated.”’

“ Remind me not of the weight which is drag-
ging me to the earth, when I would wish to soar far
above it replied Lord Avon hastily, alook of pain
contracting his fcatures.  * Fanny, let me be hap-
py while I mawtoo quickly will it all fade, and for-
ever.”

““ And can you reconcile it to yourse!f to conceal
ypur engagement from Emmeline, when you see
that she loves you with all the fervour of her tender
nature.  Thiuk what misery it will cause her when
she learns how hopeless it is—and how bitterly you
will reproach yourseif—nay, how bitterly she will
reproach you for destroying her peace.”

Lord Avon was silent a few moments, and then
said :

“ That is another thorn in my breast, but do not
you press it so painfully ; I cannot dwell on the fu-
ture, it is all dark, dark, and dreary, but while Em-
meline is near to me the present is light and glad-
dening,~—why should I turn into the shade 1

“ And would you, to bask in the smiles of this
sweet innocent, destroy her happiness ? Avon, Avon,
let me not Llush for my brother. Emmeline must
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not be deceived.  She shall know that you are affi-
anced to Lady Barbara, that ——?

¢ Not for your 1if: reveal it ; it must come from
myself, and no other, Fanny,’” he continued, striking
his forehead ; *“ there are some moments so agoniz -
ing that if it were not for the religion her father
taught me, I would close my sufferings at once with
my life—but 1 dare not.”

Lady Frances shuddered at his words, and the
wild expression of countenance which accompanied
them, yet she had the courage to reply :

¢ And your requital, for such blessed knowledze,
has been to steal the affections of his child, while
honour binds you to another,~shame, shame !’

* For God’s sake spare me, and do not heap such
cruel reproaches upon me,” rejoined Lord Avon,
much agitated.  “ T had always indulged a hope
that my destiny might have been changed,—that my
father would not enforce the fulfilment of the agree-
ment made between him and Lord Traverscourt,
while we were yet children, until lately, when 1
learned that a fortune is depending on my marriaze
with his daughter. Am I then so much to blame as
you would have me appear ? Again, the fetters are
not yet forged ; T am still free to love Emmeline,
without insult to her purity, —

““But surely you will not draw down the ven-
geance of our father by.”

“ My word is given,—fear not,” interrupted Lord
Avon. ¢‘Now Say no more on the hateful subject,
for it maddens me,” and he arose and walked over
to the window,

““Ah ! well I suppose like ajl women I must e’en
obey,” returned Lady Frances, taking up an open
volume she had been reading previous to the con-
versation ; “ but had I known what now | know, you
never should have beguiled me into bringing sweet
Emmeline hither.”

“Yes, 1 should,” said Lord Avon, lookiug over
his shoulder and smiling.

“ You take advantage of my affection, brother,’’
replied Lady Frances, with an answering smile ;
‘“yet I forgive you for the sake of the happiness it
is o have gained so charming a friend, 30 engaging
& companion—I must forget that I cannothave her
always.”

“Would that I could as easily forget,” said Lord
Avon, the melancholy again gathering on his brow-
““Fanny, to possess your light and happy disposi-
tion 1 would forfeit my coronet.”

““And Lady Barbara?” asked the provoking
Lady Frances.

“ Hush, some one enters,” he hastily returned,
and without waiting to see the intruder, he opened
the glass door and ran down the steps of the bal-
cony, proceeding with rapid strides towards the sta*
bles, to look at a pony he was training for Emme-
line’s usc. )
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And how did she bear this sudden change in the
aspect of her affuirs—to Le transported at ouce
{from the quiet and primitive mode of life she had
hitherto led, to one of luxury and splendour—to
oaze around her and find hersell the first object of
:ulraction——(he admired, the beloved of all ; surely
it was enough to dazzle and confusc her. But no,
her danger lay not here ; she cared for none of these
things—but to be under the same roof with the man
she loved, to lislen to his expressions of endearment,
to believe that he lived for her alone,—-these were the
snares ; yet beautilully she strove that her holy feel-
ings should not become weakened, or her religious
duties peglected—hoping that the constant flutter at
her heart, her wandering thoughts and the absence
of that placidity so peculiarly her own, were owing
to the surprise and pleasure of seeing Lord Avon,
and of being brought to hiis sister’s home,--that when
more accusiomed to her new found happiness she
would feel calm and collected as before. Alas, poor
Emmeline !

We have mentioned that Lady Frances had two
children—the one weakly and deformed—the other
lovely and engaging. Our heroine soon discovered
that the unfortunate boy was not a (avourite : he cali-
ed forth no pride, he afforded no amusement—con-
sequently, he received little notice, and frequently
was sent out of the sight of visitors, while his bro-
ther would be called in to see them. She watched the
effect all this produced, and marked the looks of
disappointment, the saddened countenance he would
exhibit on such occasions. Again, when sitting on
his little chair, he beheld young Norman scampering
merrily on the green lawn, his joyous laugh thrilling
on every heart, he would look wistfully after him,
as if mourning his own inability to join in his
sports—but if he saw him clasped with doating
pride in his mother’s arms, this weas too much,
and he would sigh deeply, laying his gentle head
down upon his hands. Alas ! such tenderness was
not for him ; he seemed excluded from a!l that made
others happy, to have no interest in the bright things
of life. Like a wounded bird, le(1 bieeding on the
ground and forsaken by its companions, hearing the
notes of joy, but unable to echo them, so was he—
forgotten and disregarded. To this child Emmeline
altached herself at once, and not even to ride or
walk with Lord Avon and Lady Frances, would she
leave him when she found she was succeeding in
engaging his attention towards those subjects which
she knew could alone fill the aching void in his
young heart. Al smiled at what they termed her
enthusiasm, while they loved her the more for it—
but when after a while they perceived the change
that took place in the poor child, heard him call her
his own sweet Lily, as he would clasp her round the
teck in devoted love, they were astonished, for ill
now they had considered him rather imbecile and
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wanting in [eling, because they had not taken the
trouble to study his character. Tt was evident that
Emmeline had touched a chord unknown before in
his breast, and {rom that r:oment he seemed a new
creature, his counlenance animaled and beaming
with an expression almost heaven!y.  She delighted
to read to him the most interesting stories {rom the
Bible, simplifying them to his capacity. And to
teach him all her own favourite hymns, and it was
surprising with what avidity he lcarned them. By
degrees, under Providence, whose help she sought
in fervent prayer, she brought him to a knowledge
of the Saviour, and then indeed her happiness was
complete ; she could now look upon his little deform-
ed body without regret, knowing that it enshrined a
soul redeemed, and prccious in the sight of God.
And on her knees she offered thanks and praises that
her pruyers had received an answer so full of hope
and mercy.

Lady Frances Lumley was, in many respects, a
very amiable sweet creature, but u little too fond
of pleasure, a fault which had in a measure been
checked by Sir John, who, at his age, preferrid a
more retired life ; and she had the sense to yield her
own wishes to his. The absence of all gaiety at
Fairy Hall (London being the vortex of dissipation
at this season), suited Lord Avon particularly well
as he could devote his whole atien'ion to the beloved
Emmeline: and whenever his sister proposed a
party, he always voted against it, saying :

¢ For Heaven’s sake, Fanny, do not let the world
into disturb our peace,~-these are my lialcyon days,
fleeting and short enough ; 1 cannot afford to lose
one.”

It had been one of his great amusements, since
the arrival of Emmeline, to teach her to ride, an
exercise in which she soon took delight ; and many a
green lane and shady dingle became hallowed in
the remembrance of each, from the conversations
they held together, as they allowed their horses to
saunter along, or even stop to crop the hedges as
they passed.

“ Emmeline, will you ever forget this 2 said
Lord Avon to her one day, as he dismounted, on as-
cending a hiil, and they paused together at the
summit, to admire the unrivalled loveliness of the
prospect spread beneath their fect. ¢ Were you
ever 80 happy before, dear, dear girl?’ She bent
low her face, till her ringlets touched his shoulder.

“ Never,” she softly murmured ; ““ but jtisa hap-
piness 1 fear ——.”

“Fear, why so love 2

¢ Ab, it is o0 great—too tumultuous, it cannot
last,—if it did, I should be lost ; for earth would then
become my Paradise.”

Lord Avon gazed on her with inexpressible ten-
derness,

 You are right, beloved one, it cannot last,” he
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said, mournfully ; “but let us (orget the future in
the enjoyment of the present.”

“Oh, no no, that would be unwise and sinful,”’
she replied, instantly drawing away from him ; * the
present must be occupied in preparing for the fu-
ture,—weaken not the lessons you know my father
taught me.”

¢ God forbid, Emmeline, that I should,” returned
Lord Avon, angry with himself for his inadvertent
speech ; ¢ for it is your being what you are that
so powerfully impels me towards you; remember
there are treacherous moments in our lives, when
we speak unadvisccdly, as I did even now ; restore
me to your confidence.” And he again would have
pressed her to his side, but she withstood him, and
merely laying her hand in his, she said gravely:

¢ We must guard against such moments;—there
is an enemy ever near to prompt our evil hearts;
those whom I am to consider friends must help and
not hinder me in my heavenward course.”” The
eyes of Lord Avon fell beneath the earnest, serious
zaze of the sweet girl; and he sighed deeply—then
taking the reins of her horse, he led him down the
hill in silence.

1 hope you do not think me unkind or ungrate-
ful,”” said Emmeline, pained to see the melancholy
expression on his face.

¢ Emmeline, never talk to me of gratitude, you
owe me none,’’ replied Lord Avon.

““ You may forget, but I can never forget, dear
{riend,”” and tears rushed to her eyes, as she bent
them on him, in affectionale solicitude. She re-
sisted no more, when, touched by these words, he
encircled her with his arm, imprinting a fond kiss
on her forehead, then vaulting into his saddle, they
proceeded on their way to meet Lady Frances,
Lord Avon falling into one of his sileat abstracted
moods, to which Emmeline had now become so ac~
customed that she ceased to remark them. And why
should he who apparently was in possession of every
means of enjoyment, suffer a single care to disturb
him 1 Why, but because he could not act against
the dictates of conscience, and feel at ease. He well
knew that by yielding to his love for Emmeline, he
was heaping up future misery for her ; that soon he
would be called upon to breathe vows to another at
the altar—vows hollow and sinful, when his whole
heart and thoughts weregiven to Emmeline alone.
Could he reconcile this with the holy precepts instilled
into his mind, by the father of the very girl he was
decerving ¥ No, andday and night was he haunted
by remorse ; yet instead of flying from the tempta-
tion, he followed it, making a thousand excuses
to himsell for so doing, all of which he knew
to be false and erroneous : as for the dear unsus-
pecting Emmeline, every idea of his being affian-
ced to another had entirely vanished, since her so-
Jjourn at Fairy Hall. It was a thing impossible,
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for had he not declared the most unalterable ati8®,
ment to hersell, owning that his happiness cen"'*,‘
alone in hef, and the joy this produced soon be¢ el
visible in her changed appearance, Those who
known her as the pale dejected being she had **
ways appeared at Dovecot, would scarcely b‘
recognised her now, had they seen ner bloo"'f"‘
cheek, her rounded form and lovely face, glit
in smiles.
¢ Was it not worth making her thus happy fo;;
time, if even the scene must change 1** thought L :
Avon, ashe would gaze delightedly upon her, o
listen to the music of her laugh ; * yet what w0 "
have been her own choice had I given it to her? :
mine I fear.” .
Sir John Lumley, who was a very sensible, q“":
man, saw more of what was going forward '::‘
Lord Avon suspected : he admired and este€
, for her kind to his unfortunate ¢
and he thought it only his duty to remind his ¥’
ther-in-law that he was not justified in paying *
marked attentions to Miss Milman, circumsts?® .
as he was,—that they were unjust, and even ¥
Lord Avon coloured at this unexpected remark j
he checked his rising indignation, and strove 10’
move the impression on Sir John’s mind, by 587"
that he considered Emmeline quite in the ligh * .
a sister, from having known her as a child.
¢ Ah, my friend, such imaginary relationship ‘{'
full of danger,” replied Sir John, smiling, %" ~
would warn you to take your departure, for l“"’.
reasons, ere it be too late for your own peac® " ;
well as for the young lady’s.” : j
Lord Avou scarcely knew how to receive thi? il"
terference ; a slight frown contracted his bro
an instant, then relaxing his features into 4 smiles ™
said : : ;
“ Come, come, my dear Sir Johp, ‘close o
eyes, as you sometimes do after dinner, and let o
help Fanny to amuse her pretty guest,——co"’, m‘
how rude it would be in me to absent mysell J° .
now.” .
¢ Avon, Avon, you are too bad ; I will not con"’fh
to become your blind confidante,~-what would Y%,
father say 1 »
I cannot stay to tell you now what 1 think
would say,”” returned Lord.Avon, hurrying to"! ol
the door, on perceiving the horses at the gates: ul‘
hear Fanny in the hall,—another time we will ¥
over this subject. Good morning, Sir John.”
Sir John shook his head, and turning to his 'd‘
ing table, he sat down, saying in an under tone®
“1 must save you both in spite of yoursel?® :
how could Fanny be 5o foolish as to admit this ™ -
tiful girl into the society of a man engaged l“w;é
his wili? It was madness, we shall have the d"’l
pay at Windermere Castle.” ) '
The dear Emmeline, unconscious of any ovih®

pide
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r;:: the happiest of the happy : she felt a growing
"ddml:lent for Lady Frances, whose amiabl.e, e‘ﬂsy
While and caressing manners, were very winning,
: er likeness tg her brother, gave her an addi-
q A elaim on the affections of our heroine: fre-
_y‘Vel‘e their mornings spent together in her
wnul:"""here,engaged in various fancy works,they
, listen delightedly to some interesting book
con ‘l!"“d to them by Lord Avon. One of the ac-
wy, | I*hments in which Lady Frances excelled,
Minjature painting, and at the request of her
. i:er, she had taken an inimitable likeness of Em-
€. She had just completed it when she missed
t 0 her desk ; she instantly accused him of the
> but he laughingly denied it, desiring her to
" ‘Eain 5 she did so, and found one of the Lady
3,2 birth-day gift, presented to him the pre-
.,8 Year, while he was at Traverscourt.
re"y well, sir,” said his sister, half vexed, half
Ully 5 < the exchange is more fair than honest ;
Whyg Care that it brings you no punishment; but
in ave [ to do with this? Keep them both,”
on jy E the rejected one 3 he received it, and gazing
o ¥ @ moment he said bitterly :
but 4 &, I will take you, proud passionate woman,
lis shal] be to your cost as well as mine ; there
tat i, e, placing it in his bosom, ‘“and as a viper
« 10 the heart that warms you.”
fng T°" You quite frighten me when you are
3¢ moods, you look so like my father,” said
.Oul’dl"l‘ances; ] wish to Heaven, Lady Barbara
ny take a fancy to some onc else, who would
ity T & more grateful return ! I vow 1 begin to
sTs loving you as she certainly does.”
) Wit‘.h all the selfishness of a jealous nature ;
"Eo eetions cannot be forced—mine are beyond
« m_’"', irrevocably given to another.”
0 x ish I could see to the end of this unhappy
3" Teturned Lady Frances, anxiously; “ 1 as-
iog 101 Sir John is constantly urging me to men-
b,gx Your engagement to Miss Milman! but I
“8j) bim to be patient for a little space.”
it t Bce,for your life ? I must be the one to break
tr"Ped T and at my own time,” and Lord Avon
LT deaher arm as he said this with a strength he
™ not,
liﬁn‘:im * Lady Barbara,” said Lady Frances,
g, m“& With pain, ¢ I hope your fate will not be
M'b\nz ::“hﬂppy mother’s—the victim of a tyrant
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* o % forbid 1 retorted Lord Avon solemnly;

; ;::"y: a sense of honour shall save her from

tiny I must not boast, for who can know the
. Y May be tempted to commit.”

Oless they constantly look up to Heaven for

Slig; nd strength to resist them,” said Emmeline,

: Nﬁ:: 3t that moment into the room, and over-

the lagt (e words—she stood as a reproving
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spirit between them, her large soft hazel eyes
fixed on the flushed and disturbed countenance of
Lord Avon.

¢ You are come in happy hour to save us from
quarreling, Emmeline,’” observed Lady Frances
with forced gaietly ; * see how angry your friend
looks.”

¢ Nay, not angry, but sorrowful,”” replied Em-
meline, taking his hand; *surely you above alil
others ought to be very happy, 1 must not see a
cloud upon that brow, it looks unthankful for mer~
cies.”

< My sweet reprover, you know not what lurks
behind the cloud; but soon you will know,”
returned Lord Avon in his most affectionate tone.
« Al I fear is that it may overshadow you as well
as me, and for this am [ sorrowful.”

« Have you not yet learned the secret of true
happiness,” asked Emmeline smiling ; *“never to
be over anxious about the future in this life, nor to
desire any thing tco eagerly. When will you trust
God as He deserves to be trusted %

“When I am more like yourself, my darling girl,
should that day ever arrive,”’ returned Lord Avon,
pressing her for an instant to his bosom, and then
abruptly quitting the room.

¢ My brother is a strange being, is he not, Em-
meline 1’ asked Lady Frances.

¢ Oh ! he is all excellence, all kindness,” replied
Emmeline, warmly. I owe him a debt which the
who'e world could never repay.’

“ My dear enthusiast, you speak partially.
Avon pc a most ptible heart, too much
so for his own happiness, but he is by no means
faultless.” And Lady Frances sighed.

< I know that he cannot be, else would he be more
than mortal—but I have never seen his faults ; they
are veiled from my sight,”” replied Emmeline ten-
derly.

«May no rude hand tear aside the veil, my amiable
young friend, and teach you to exchange esteem for
pity.” said Lady Frances, “ but come, let us stroll
in the grounds ; the air is all fragrance and will re-
fresh me. Avon has infected me with his gloom,
and I must cast it off amongst the flowers,” and
twining her arm within Emmeline’s, they passep
through the glass door.

A wecek after this ghort colloquy, our little party
were sitting round the dinner table; the cloth had
been long removed and the servants withdrawn ; the
blaze of lights in the room made it look dark with-
out, yet the evening was so balmy and serene that
though every window was thrown open not a
brecze entered to disturb them. Sir John Lumley
had fallen into a gentle dose, Lady Frances was
playing with her pet child, whose plate she had
filled with cakes, while Lord Avon, stealing round
l(; Emmeline’s sidc, sat down by her to converse in
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the lowest tones, when suyddenly all were startled
by a violent ringing at the hall bell.

¢ Bless me,” cried Sir John % “I believe I was
asleeep ; I beg a thousand pardons, Miss Milman.
Fanny are you going to remain here all night.”

“Hush! Some one has arrived, dear; who can it
be 7 said Lady Frances, listcning as voices re-
sounded without; “why Avon, surely,” and she
turned pale as she paused, looking anxiously at her
brother.

“ Good Heavens, my father, how unfortunate !
ejaculated Lord Avon hastily resuming his former
seat, just as the door opened, and Lord Windermere
was announced.

Emmeline had always felt some curiosity to see
the Earl, and, astonished at the panic his arrival had
caused, she turned her eyes upon him as he en-
tered with eager interest, and beheld a man uppa-
rently about filty years of age, tall and superbly
handsome, his {eatures very like his son’s, but far
more stern in their expression; a few grey hairs
were visible amongst the jet black lacks that shaded
his lofty brow ; his eyes were piercingly dark, nay
wild, as they turned from one to another, and then
rested on the gentle girl, who was gazing on him in
surprise and admiration, mixed with a sense of fear
and awe. Sir John and Lady Frances Lumley
advanced to welcome him, but Lord Avon stood
still, his hand resting on the back of his chair, his
countenance expressing great uneasiness.

1 have taken you by surprise, I perceive,” said
the Earl, walking forward with a majestic air, and
bowing most formally to the whole party. ¢ Lady
Frances, you have a guest, may J be introduced to
her 2 Lady Frances in some confusion mentioned
Emmeline’s name 1 “ Ah ! Miss Milman, T had the
honour to be aquainted with your father once, a
very excellent man. I am happy to make yours,”
and he inclined his head, while his dark cyes were
rivetted upon her with a look of scrutiny that made
her blush, though she returned his courtesy with
becoming ease and grace. The touching melan-
choly of her countenance on the mention of her
father, might possibly have attracted him, but cer-
tixinly, he continued to make her an object of very
distressing nolice, until suddculy turning to Lord
Avon, he said: “ How is it that T Gind you here,
Lord Avon, when all the world are in town at this
season.”

¢ Precisely for the same reason that 1 see you'

here, my Lord—from choice ; I found myself unwell
in town, and I came down hither to enjoy a little
quiet,”” replied his son.

“ Upon my word your taste is unique. T admire
it excessively,”” returned the Earl, his eyes again
wandering over the face and form of the shrinking
Emmecline, “though I am not clear that Lady Bar-
bara would gpite approve it. Pray, had you her
Ladyship®s leave to depart.”
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‘‘ Lady Barbara was surrounded by so many o
mirers that she did not require me to add to the®
my Lord,” rejoined Lord Avon, casling an GPP“;
ing look at his sister, who immediately rose, 8%
the infinite relicf of Emmeline, was preparité
quit the rgom, when the earl said :

“This is scarccly kind, Lady Frances, t0 h“rﬂ‘
away on the arrival of your father.”

¢ As I trust you are going to remain with ¥
least tonight, I was going to give some ordes®
Ellis,” replied Lady Frances. with more polité™®
than affection in her manner, and she glided aws
as she spoke, accompanied by our heroine and ¥
young Norman, who ever since the entrance 0! *
grandfather, had clung to his mother, gazing 9P
in sullen silence, .

¢ Oh, Emmeline, is it not sad,” said Lady Fro
ces, laying her arm on the shoulder of her friend:
they stood together at one of the windows i
drawing-room, *“ is it not sad to have a father ¥/
fear but cannot love.” "

“It is indeed,” replied Emmeline, *“and w“‘
sccms 0 inexplicable that I cannot realise it”
she sighed. o

“ You were singularly blessed in yours, the“’;‘ ‘
T am not surprised you should speak thus,’ retv”
Lady Frances ; “ but when I retrace my childh'
and remember the harsh usage, the severe pus’®
ments to which I was subject for the most ui® o
faults, I am astonished that my health did not sufl
The tyranny of my father drove me into the ar®®
Sir John Lumley for refuge, when he was alm0®
stranger to me. Happily he proved a kind and
honourable man, to whom I have since giveﬂ'
my whole heart ; but it might have been other™ ot
Perhaps you blame me for blazoning the defect®
parent,” on perceiving the look of distress pain i |
the countenance of Emmeline ; ¢ yet believe m:““
not to every one I would speak thus freely ; 107", ¢
you I feel as a sister, to whom it comforts ®°
open my heart.” o

“I am much flattered by your confidencés® s -
Lady Frances,” replied Emmeline 3 ¢ but I 1 -
were given in a happier cause. I can scarcelf o
lieve a hard heart to lie concealed within s0 ™ |
and magnificent a form as the Earl’s. His ﬂPP::;
ance quite astonished me. [ was not preP
for it.”? lo"”
¢ He has deceived many by his specious *° ¢
and manners, which can be very agreeable
fear him most when he thus assumes a charact®® te
his own. My poor mother ! T was dld enous
understand a few of her sorrows. You are 3
she died in giving birth 10 Avon.” uﬂm

“I was told 50,” returned Emmeline, """
pale as she remembered the house-keeper’s 8127 o
Traverscourt, which she now began to fear ms
true. ¢ Dear Lady Frances,” she added, o7 " [

ing footsteps advancing, “1 wish you wod
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?:h:’e“d this evening with Clyde, in the nursery ;

« Uld be 50 much obliged to you.”
nig % my fove, I am sorry I must refuse you,”
2dy Frances, smiling at her eagerness 3 * but
Y Slher jg. extremely tenacious, and would be
Y offended, Tomlins,” she added to the ser-
Ry, Iwh? just then entered with coffee. *Tell
Wish to see her in the boudoir, and Norman

“r, May with Emmeline till I return.”

° Ewont,” replied the spoiled child. * Grand-
?“ will come.’?
i~ Norman ! you love grandpapa, I hope 1
« . meline a little shocked.
® Ldont ; he is like the wolf in my red riding-
“alt eyes ang teeth.”
Gchoa;]y Frances laughed, but Emmeline could not
e The bond between parent and child in her
Mation was of so sacred a kind that to sever it
» © Profanation, and she turned away to conceal
the thought.
|°°;: dthe entrance of the gentlemen, Emmcline
lo afraid, when she pereeived a dark frown
8 the brow of the Earl, and the countenance
w ord Avop disturbed and flushed, as if angry
Over ad passed between them ; the latter walked
dowy, O atable covered with books, where he sat
tey *3d taking up a volume, soon appeared in-
v eNgrosged by its contents, for he spoke to no
> "l'_‘“e Lord Windermere continued o regard
- ®line with guch fixed attention, that to avoid
%':le drew near Lord Avon, and would have
. h_e Yacant chair by his side, but to her surprise
wp 10 the lowest tones :
gmm:; Heaven’s sake do not come near me fonight,
thiy . 1€ adding as he offered her a book, “is
one you want 9
inge, " IMexplicable was such conduct to the
i"'tan U girl to whom secrecy was unknown ; but
e Y taking the hint, she moved away to a sofa,
Wi, 38 she did so that the dark eyes of Lord
g, There were still upou her. Lady Frances
by h r"he Piano forte, and forced herself to sing ;
* W ‘W?et voice was lost upon the Earl, who,
Orey "-Cbmg Emmeline {or some time, walked
°fy and attempted to lead her into conversa-
q,f;ﬁi;l"?uiring what book she was studying so

€rin

Plag, er;'?: Ont.t of the annuals,” replied Emmeline,
m'ingu In his hands ; “more worthy for its nn-
) than for its literature.”?
Oy g *  tale of Jove, 1 perceive; rather a danger-
%y Ject for one eo young, is it not 1
teldom read ficlion,” returned Emmeline

b
v lishy
z'i%‘a? “I was taught to think it a waste of

;\..q:;;“ love & fiction then, Miss Milman 7 The
Lh Oh ;’" made in the blandest tones.

b gy “°3 1o, I never meant that,” said Emmeline
: \ » ™hile ber eyes instinctively turned towards
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Lord Avon, whose face was averted. The Earl fol-
lowed the same direction ; he.bit his lip, and then
inquired :

““You are fond of riding, are you not 3”

“Very, very fond. I never attempted it till I
came here, and I was a sad coward at first.”

“But you have had a good master, who has
taught you courage. Is that the case 1

“Lord Avon has been so kind as to train a de-
lightful pony for me, which I can now manage with
perfect ease.”

A warning finger held up by Lord Avon as Em-
meline said this, alarmed and confused her, bring-
ing a tide of crimson over her soft cheek. The
Earl instantly detected the cause, but he said noth=
ing, continuing to converse with her upon indit"
ferent subjects, until the party broke up at a late
Lour.

On separating for the night, he said to his
daughter : “ Lady Frances, I expect visitors at the
Castle next month, and 1 shall look for you and
Sir John amongst them, and if Miss Milman will
do me the honour 10 accompany you, (bowing to
Emmeline), I shall fcel flattered.”

All were taken by surprise at this unexpected
proof of his approval of the young orphan. The
heart of Emmeline palpitated, and her tongue
faltered, as she expressed her sense of the Earl’s
politencss, modestly gdding that she thought Mr.
Grosvenor might expect her return o P—— before
thal period.”

“*Mr. Grosvenor will spare you to me,” said
Lord Windermere, in a tone very like a command,
then again bowing formally, he withdrew, calling
on his son to follow him.

Emmcline had ascended the stairs, and was pro-
ceeding down the gallery to her own room, shading
her light with her hand, when she heard her own
name softly pronounced. She paused and looked
around her; [ootsteps approached, and in the next
instant she beheld Lord Avon. He drew her into a
small morning room, and taking her hand, said in
some agitation ; .

“ Emmeline, my beloved, our short lived happis
ness is over ; never can we be together as we have
been. Tell me you will cherish the remembrance
in your heart even as 1 will.””

¢ Dearest, best friend, what can you mean 7 re.
plied the alarmed girl.  Am [ not going to remain
here, and shall we nat be together at Windermere
Castle 4

“ Yes, but that will bring us no joy. Tomorrow
I leave this for London, by my father’s ecommand,
and when T meet you at the Castle, I must treat
you coldly and distantly as I was forced to do to.
night.”? i

¢ Then I will not go there at all,” said Emme-
line, pained and distressed at this strange announce-
ment. * Why should you do so0.”
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“I ought Lo explain to you, but I cannot yet,”
replied Lord Avon, his agitation painfully increas-
ing.  Emmeline, 1 must retain your good opinion,
your pure affection, a little longer. It is folly,
madness, in me, I know yet how can I help it with
so powerful a temptation before me % Promise me
dearest that you will go to the Castle, where at least
we may enjoy a {ew stolen moments of happiness.”

* Stolen moments 1"’ repeated Emmeline. I do
not comprehend you, my Lord.”

Lord Avon knew not how to amend his speech
better than by partly stating the truth.

“‘Imean that before my father and in the pre-
sence of others we must be almost as strangers to
each other, but when with my sister or alone, again
shall you be my own darling Emmeline,” and he
would have pressed her to him, but she drew
proudly back, saying :

“No! what we are in public, we must be in pri-
vate. Ifyou are ashamed of the humble Emmeline
before your great friends, I will not go amongst
them.”

“For God’s sake, do not torturc my meaning so

cruelly,” rejoinced Lord Avon, hurt beyond measure ; !

* Emmeline, I would with pride take you to my |
heart, and before the whole world call you mine;
but as I have always told you, I am not my own
master ; the time is fast approaching, when you shall
know more,—you would not deprive me of your
love, when I tell you that in all my seeret sorrows,
it has been my only solace, the one green spot in my
existence.”

Emmeline burst into tears, unable to withstand
his tenderness ; halfthat he had uttered was mystery
to her, but she heeded not that—he looked ; unhappy

- =-distressed,—-and falling on his neck, she forgot all,
save the hours they had passed together in the cham-
ber of her dying father.

¢ Never, never, my own dear kind friend ; after
all your goodness, Liow can I cease to love 3 was
her sobbing reply.

“Talk not of my gooduess, most beloved one,”
replied Lord Avon, much moved ; ¢ it has been far
too selfish. Let thal pass, and tell me before we
part, that you will accept my father’s invitation.>

¢ Yes, yes, for your sake, I will, but shall I not
see you tomorrow 2’

¢ No, dearest, I shall be far on my road, while
you are still slumbering.”

¢ And your father ?*?

¢ Will return home,his object having succeeded,”
replied Lord Avon, bitterly.”

““Oh, I am glad of that; I was fearful he might
have spent a few days here.”” 7

“And he would bave made a bad substitute for
your friend, you think,” said Lord Avon, smiling at
her eagerness.
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A distant closing door, warned Lord Avon not w
linger.

“ We must part, my beloved,” he said, taking hef
hand. “ Go to your rest, Emmeline, and believe the
under all circumstances I am in Leart at least ¥°
——and yours alone.”’

Emmeline’s tears rushed to her eyes, and guic
fell down her cheeks. She did not answer him ;
yielding to his gentle caress, she hurried from !'"u’
and proceeded 1o her own room, while he remaif
standing where he was at the open window, mus’
[or a considerable time, contrasting the calm “"_
beautiful scenc without, now glittering in the mo®
beams, with his own stormy and agitated feeling® "
the one speaking to him of heaven, the other
earth—-all earth. .

Before he retired to his chamber, he sought i
sister, Lady Frances, who had promised to sit UP;
him in her boudoir.  He found her in her d“’-”“’.‘
gown, rather impatient, from very weariness 3¢
late visit ; he desired to know from her, whethef
was indebted to Sir John Lumley for bis father’ o
welcome arrival. "

% No,” replied Lady Frances, 1 can assure J°
that Sir John has expressed much regret upo?
subject, in consequence of the unpleasant altercati®
you had with the earl after we left the room 3 b“‘,
you not astonished at his invitation to Emmelif”
or rather are you not pleased at it 1% )

* Not in the leasl, since I am convinced he b’:
some sinister motive for it,” replied Lord ‘“ou.
“ Fanny, remember she is under your especial ¢ d'
I shall look to you to watch over her, as you wou
over your own sister.”’

€“ All that is in my power I will do, Avom
pend—but you know how limited that is %
put in competition with the Earl’s,” said Lady F"
ces. ““You are to leave us tomorrow, I fnd.”

“Yes, 1o return and play the hypoerite witb
Lady Barbara,” returned Lord Avon, sneering!l” i

* Ah, Avon, it is beneath you to play the hy??
crite.  Undeceive dear Emmeline before your
parture, and tell her of your engagement.
can'you propose by misleading her, and sll

her to place her affections so entirely upon YO
¢ Because I know that I should instan"?' lno‘
them by so doing, and till forced to it 1 Wil

give up the treasure I 80 much value.” y

Ky

de’
he?

if
(LU

“This is beyond a woman’s weakness ; ho¥
the pure minded pious Emmeline despise you v i
=

you unmask yourself.”’
¢ Spare me, for Heaven’s sake, Fanny i'l b
miserable enough,” said Lord Avon, sinking 19%
chair, and covering his face with his hands.
¢ Deal openly, honorably, and the most P%
part of your misery (that of remorse) will be

“ Forgive me for saying that, indeed I think he
would.” ’

moved. Avon, look at our father—is he not 87
ful witness of a sinner’s doom in this life—t
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ey by an evil conscience,--and remember there
Mother to come.”’

sy, Was uttered in a tone of solemnity the more

"¢ as it formed a contrast to the usual light

o Ulnesg of Lady Frances’ manner, and showed

°u:juc}l she felt. A silence of several minutes

* Lord Avon then starting up and grasping

s o
“"ﬁter’s hand, said :

ey

O are right, Fanny ; I cannot resist your ap-
at Yes, I will confess to Emmeline the chain
C “emh"alls me—but not here—at Windermere
he ® she shall know on what an unworthy object
fro % wrecked her happiness—by no word—no hint
¢ 70U, let her hear it before.”
« ; Cannot silence Sir John, remember.”
‘h°lll:1 18 not a subject he is likely to discuss openly,
e do g0 waive it instantly.”
bfou,‘:,y 'Fl‘&nces shook her head, pained to see the
h““lbl d"‘ whom she had hitherto felt such p-rlde 20
hig Wee and lowered from her high estimation by
I“f!lu ‘lf and erring conduct ; but she said no more.
‘l“en““lo" had entangled him in her web, conse-
"y 3' the voice of reason was lost, and until the
ke V8s broken—and the punishment come—he
" g 'Ot what a slave passion made him.
(2 :mne""e beheld the vacant chair of her friend
i atelalwﬂys styled him), on the following morn-
vo” the brelfagt table, with a pang.
°'d Avon is then gone s soon,” she said, fal-

Yih
eily to Lady Frances, who was pouring out the

Coff
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loat :;es’ love, he departed at early dawn. I have
Yoy .ff night’s rest by his movements, for he
Lyg, %8t upon seeing me ere he set out,” replied
«y Tanhces,
8 ?rd Avon is a recreant Knight, Miss Milman,*’
""np" John, half playfully, and laying down his
hizy, °Pers. < Do not waste one thought upon
Moy, 30y, who are we to meet at the Castle next
«y, tides Lord Traverscourt’s family 1"
to ?VF RO idea ; I confess I do rot look forward
Cog, :"“ Wwith much pleasure,” replied lady Fran-
n"%y always get a fit of the horrors at that
3] “lereo Place; but I believe it does me good to
b in OCeasionally, as I am made to value the
8jp 88 of my own dear peaceful home the more.”’
"he,‘- oh“' smiled affectionately upon his wife as
".“5, While Emmeline asked if the Earl had
“0 “nied hig son {0 town.
B0n, ™ N, my {ather has returned home—he never
e%ing l:'o'"l;” said Lady Frances; “indeed his
"lv,. e was a matter of syrprise, he so rarely
‘¢ Castle,»
‘°bn Xc:pt When he has a motive,” retorted Sir
h“’&en P?"l' Avon,* he continued laughing,  he
Uiy " irly driven to the side of his lady love
“Buy 3 Ut I cannot pity him, he deserves it.”
t\ehi:"l‘“% I wish to consult your taste upon
®9f some laces after breakfast,” said Lady

25

Frances, anxious to change the subject. ¢ You
must come to my room.”

The request was repeated before Emmeline heard
it, the observation of Sir John having struck her as
80 strange—but the conversation soon falling into
another channel, dissipated her momentary uneasi-
ness.

The remainder of this day she spent much alone,
as she wished to meditdte on the past few happy
weeks,certainly the happiest of her life, and to disco-
ver if conscience could approve, a few misgivings
at times oppressing her lest too much thought had
been given to the world, and too little to God. The
more she reflected,the more was this feeling strength-
ened within her breast, constraining her to say:

““Alas! if I have shown myself thus weak in my
first great temptation, what hope can I have for the
future 7 None, none from myself, but all from
God,~~He will uphold my steps from falling, and
give me strength (or my day ; perhaps it is well that
he has suffered me to see my own ulter helplessness ;
it will make me more humble—more dependant,—
I thought myself better than I am, and out of very
faithfulness he has displayed to me my error
Oh, Father of mercies, look down upon thy or-
phan child ! she added humbly, and clasping her
hands, ‘“keep me in the path where my infant
steps were directed to walk, and suffer not the holy
lessons of my sainted parents to be forgotten. My
desire is to belong to that little Christian band, who
for Christ’s sake, have renounced the world and its
vanities : whatever tends to weaken this, remove far
from me—the secrets of my heart are known to
thee—purify all thou beholdest wrong, and restore
my peace, for the happiness I have lately enjoyed,
though great, has been too full of excitement to be
safe; when I prayed to thee, vain imaginations
would steal into my mind ; when I opened my Bible
thy name was too often taken in vain,—let the
shame and sorrow 1 feel for my sin be my punish-
ment, and forgive and receive me once more as
the ‘child of thy adoption. May the meditation of
my heart and the words of my mouth be more ac-
ceptable unto thee, my strength and my Redeemer.”

This salutary self-condemnation made Emmeline
far more watchful, and instead of repining at, and
regretiing the absence of Lord Avon, she received
it as a gracious interposition of Providence, to res
mind her of her duty.  The little Clyde again be-
came her chief care, and amply did he repay her
atientions by his innocent display of affection ; he
no longer seemed to pine for his mother’s notice ;
but when he beheld her fondling her beautiful Nor-
man, he would clasp his wasted arms round Emme=
line’s neck, saying with the sweetest smile :

¢ Lily loves poor Clyde, and Jesus Christ loves
him, though he kas got an ugly hump upon his
back.”

“ And mamma loves you too, my darling,—~you
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know she does,” rep! licd Emmeline, kissing his pale
cheek.

*“No, no, mamma never kisses me as you do,
dear, dear, Lily ; mind you never leave me till 1|
die.”

Emmeline was touched by the request.
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great favourite with my master’s people: they do ,a]
.at Roscdale, what I dare not repeat, lest you Sh""

‘ take offence.”

¢ What can that possibly be 7 inquired Enm®
line, with a look of surprise ; *“surely they are ll

150 ungrateful as to prefer a stranger to, to —

* Never, if I can help it, dearest Clyde ; but why [ she paused, rathe1 agitated.

should you talk of dying 1>’ she asked.

‘ % Oh, no, no ! my dear master is stitl lamented f

by

“Because something scems to say to me that 1 all,” hastily replied Ruth ; 5 ““their hearts are full

shall not live long,”” replied the child : ¢“look at .

:him 5 but they wish you so much to return am"n"d

this flower, Lily, how bright it was when you gave ] lhem. and to marry Mr. Gardner, he is so 000‘1 of of

it to me ; you did not know there was a canker in !
it, but see it is withering, and wi'l soon die, and so
shall I'; but no one will miss me.”

Such expressions,while they endearcd the interest-
ing boy still more, made Emmcline doubly anxious
that he should look forward with joy to the hour
when his weak and suffering body would be changed
for one of glory in the Kingdom of Heaven. And
the intense delight he took in listening to her, as she
spoke on this theme, clearly showed that he was
indeed ripening fast for that solemn period, and
drawing near to that happy country, whose light
seemed already shining faintly on his expressive face.

Lady Frances noticcd with sorrow, the alteration
in her child, and began to (eel that he had been too

have given worlds that she had shown him more
kindness, it was too late—the reflection, how
painfur!

At this time Ruth, who had been on a visit to her
parents at Rosedale, rejoined her young mistress,
and with real gladness of heart, beheld herimproved
appearance ; her pale and wasted form so restored
to its wonted health.

‘“ And you too, Ruth, are looking well and hap-
py,” said Emmeline. ¢ Come now, and tell me all
your news,--are there many changes in the dear o'd
village 77

¢ Not so many as I expected, Miss Emmeline,”
replied Ruth : “my father has added another room
to the farm house, which he calls yours, in the hope
you may go there some day, and he bid me be sure
and tell you that he has planted .a bed of mignonette
right under the window, because you were so fond
of it. The church has been undergoing repairs,—
and oh, Miss Emmeline, there is such a splendid
tablet erected in it to my late dear master and mis-
tress: it would do your heart good to sce it,~-no
one knows by whose order it was put up. My fa-
ther thought by yours, till | told him no.”

Emmeline felt deeply touched by this intelligence ;
there could but be one to whom she might attribute
an act at once so delicate and so affectionate, And
oh! how it added to the devotedness of her attach~
ment.

““ Who is the minister now, Ruth 2’ she inquired,
her eyes suffused with tears.

* ¢ Mr. Gardner, quite a young gentleman, and a

famiable; but T told them that you mrrlcd 5o
head a deal higher, and might ride in an earl’s €
riage, if you liked. ¢ Ah, said they, ¢ she would "
tie the happier for that.” »

“Ruth, Ruth, you have been speaking witho”
reflection, as usual,” rejoined Emmeline, the €0 o
mounting up to her temples, ¢ 1 wish you wo'
be more discreet. God forbid that T should har?
one proud thought, it would be humbled if I d‘d"’d
the woodman’s hut standing where it used ?’—2
smile stole over her face as she asked the quesuo

“What, old Martin’s 2 Yes, that itis, and
jaswines and woodbincs are as sweet as cvers
William as kind and true,” replied Ruth, eagerlf

‘, “he did not much like the thoughts of my €™
long a despised blessing 5 and now when she would |

amongst grand folks, and said i ever 1 should P
faithless, he would leave his native village a0
come a soldier ; I told him that I was no goﬂ’am
to be blown about by every idle wind ; with this
seemed satisfied,—s0 we broke a piece of gold ®
parted. But, dear me, what a fine place,this i3 °
Fmmeline I gazing on her own pretty figurc ':d!d
cheval glass; “and the servants are just like l o
and gentlemen. Mrs. Colling’ room is qui*
handsome as the drawing-room at Dovecol. S¢
up with her chintz sofas ! She took upon her ¥
my best cap, with rose coloured ribbons, wes o5
fit for a dairy-maid,—that flowers were all th°
shion now. T told her you would not allow vt
wear such finery—-that they did not look respec
At this she tossed up her heads #
repeated with a sneer: ¢ Respectable, the ¢ o
absconded,—Mrs. Ruth, where have you li*
your days 2 w"’

1 trust,Ruth, you will not become sponh’:dh‘t »”
returned Emmeline, very gravely ; ¢ you mv? o
watchful over yourself, and very earnest in prt
for God’s help to enable you to resist evil com"usy
cation. I would not stay another hour, if I
you would get harm by it.”’

¢ La, Miss Emmeline, you have no occnﬁwny‘ﬁ

afraid,~1 am old enough to take care of ®
surely.”

for a servant.

, el
¢ Trust not in your own strength,Ruth ; ﬂy
fidence is always dangerous ; but, oh! I ca?

every allowance for your present joyous ool o
you who have tasted the delights of home, ® of d"

affection of fond parents,~no wonder if Yo"

1
t
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R :‘lMY dear, sweet lady ! said the affectionate
for s, clasl)ing her in her arms, “ do not speak thus,
Yo Makes me sad,—-ate there not many who love
,do;e:sl’el?ially my Lord Avon, who I am sure
lhavet ¢ very ground you walk upon ? Well, well,

« .Y own thoughts about him.”

tinee 0 pray keep them to yourself, dear Ruth,

8k, e’: are not wise, depend upon it 5 and for my

En ee‘c"CUmspcct and as silent as you can,” said

. \ne, smiling. .

Ly, u°" Your sake I would cut my tongue out, if

re‘“rnidt 1 could utter one word to do you harm,”
Ruth warmly ; “but I hope I shal! live to

iy Y0U my Lady Avon, notwithstanding, and there

iy a
n
y Other who hopes the same, or else I am out of
I‘eckoning'n

side yourself. Alas! such bliss is not for

Seg

lesy Zd she gajly tripped away, as she spoke, heed-
'¢ Warning finger held up half in dizpleasure
alp playfu“y.

Mg, :Clhe time drew near for her visit to Winder-
oy, n“st]e’ the heart of Emmetine fluttered with a
sy Strange emotions ; another weel would re-
the 081' to the society of her friend, but how were
not,she Meet 2 Coldly, distantly, for why she knew
P’ine f2rely mentioned Lord Avon’s name to Lady
g % Who always appearcd to avoid the subject.
thoy, ® answer per vaguely whenever she did,
i'ler:a . er kindness‘. to the interesting girl rather
Ty g than diminished; in the most delicate
they, : Made her many valuable presents, which
E"lmerw Would be useful to her while at the Castle.
the . "€ shrank at first (rom recciving them, but
ir Bhem © reproach of Lady Frances,who asked her
eh‘"ge d Onger considered her as a friend, soon
Wev:lion erfeelings into those of gratitude alone,and
heru‘ "'“e_‘y Feturning her embrace, she expressed
d‘"ied *In looks—for words were in that moment
‘iluehe day yrq bright and beautiful in which our
Mre’f&rty Set out on their way to Lord Winder-
Em"lel'i S_i" John and Lady Frances Lumley with
"l!rgea t:’ In one carriage—the two children, their
The Ve,r © lady’s maid and Ruth in the second.
u\er, :act of commencing a journey in fine wea-
“hileraf through a fertile country, is at all times
ey "8 10 the spirits—but when added to this |
t"lome feflection that every mile draws us nearer
“"! Th:r‘“’cd object, how is the pleasure enhanc-
Y ace Of'Emmeline actually glittered with
mhmt ime ca"."ﬂge rolled along through scenes
livy, I Eresting. Hill and dale, wild woods and
;‘Kniﬁce :nd”alternately met her view, while the
p ke g _Sountry seats embosomed within their
:" Ut appearing through vistas, called

L
e hver:
i I;“’llest admiration and delight, Lady
"“y M’;‘"‘ming her to whom each belonged, as
7 Tepidly by, In the last town where
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they changed horses, on the second day, Emmeline
perceived the Windermere arms over the principal
hotel

“We must be very near the castle now, I sup-
pose,” she said with cagerness and some agitation
of manner,

“ Yes, my love, we are within five miles,” said
Lady Frances, gazing on her affectionately and in
pity, far she traced all the high and happy hopes in
which she was iudulging, and it distressed her to re-
flect how svon they wou'd close in disappointment
the most agonizing,

Emmcline remained silent the rest of the way, her
heart beating tumultuously. She knew she was to
meet Lady Barbara Guise, and afier the reports she
had formerly heard she could not but feel curiosity
mixed with some dread, though she never for one
moment lost her confidenice in Lord Avon’s protes-
tations of fidelity to herself.

The cvening was fast closing in as the carriages
drove up to the iron gates of Windermere Castle.
Emmeline looked eagerly from the window, to try
and obtain a view of the place, but it was com-
pletely obscured by the trees surrounding it, until
they gained the old ivy covered archway leading into
the courtyard,when the building rose up before her,
an ancient pile, rather low, with round towers and
castellated. As the paternal home of Lord Avpn it
had an interest in the sight of our heroine, gloomy
though it certainly appeared, and more like a state
prison than a nobleman’s residence. Many of the
windows having iron bars before them which struck
her as so strange that she asked Lady Frances the
reason, who replied with a slight shudder.

¢ My father is subject to attacks of illness some-
times, and his apartments have been sccured for fear
of accidents.”

On entering the old hall, Emmeline cast a fearful
timid glance upon the many strange faces she be-
held—but when she heard the kindly greetings be-
tween Lady Frances and some of the aged domes-
tics she felt reassured ; the house-keeper accompa- .
nied Lady Frances up stairs, saying :

““ Well, it is new life to see you here, my lady.
The Castle has been more lonesome than ever of late,
no visitors—no parties. Day after day, night after
night, my Lord sitting in his library all alone. I
hope your Jadyship has come to stay for some time.*

¢ Long enough to tire your patience, good Comp-
ton,” replied Lady Frances. ¢ But let me introduce
my friend, Miss Milman, to you.”

Emmeline instantly won the old lady’s heart by
holding out her hand on being presented. She look-
ed at her for several moments through her specta-
cles, and then said :

¢ Any thing so lovely I have not beheld within
these walls since my own good lady’s time,God rest
her soul! It is quite a treat to look on such a
face.”
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Lady Frances smiled benignly. * She must not
rob me of your heart, Compton, else I shall be jea-
lous,” she rejoined ; ¢ but tell me,am I to have the
same apartments [ used to occupy 2"’

¢ Yes, my lady, and the blue chamber has been
prepared by my lord’s orders for Miss Milman.”

¢ The blue chamber,~—I am sorry for that, as it is
0 far from mine—Emmeline, love, you will not fear
to sleep there.”

¢ Surely not.
meline.

“ My lady alludes to a foolish report amongst
the servants that it is haunted,” said the house-
keeper.  * But often as I have been there I never
saw any thing more frightful than myself. 1 would
change the room only my Lord might be angry.”

¢ Do not think of it,” rejoined Emmeline ; 1 am
a stranger to supernatural fears; weak minds can
only suffer from them.”

¢ Or wicked ones,” added Lady Frances, in alow
tone. * Compton, is my brother here 1

“ He is, my lady, Lord Avon arrived yesterday :
and Lord Traverscourt and Lady Barbara Guise
about an hour ago.” )

¢ Are there any other guests 17’

¢ Only the Countess of Clifton, and a few gen-
tlemen.”’

¢ Lady Clifton here! surely she must have invited
herself. And how does my father appear Comp-
ton t He passed a night with us at Fairy Hall lately,
when 1 thought him more calm than usual.”

« And so he has continued,” said the house-
keeper ; 1 do hope nothing may occur to disturb
the pleasure of your visit this time. Ah, master Nor-
man, as beautiful as ever, and as wild [ see,” on
perceiving the boy break away from his nurse, to
follow his mamma into her room ; ¢ and sweet mas-
ter Clyde, dear heart, but he looks pale and ill after
his journey ; bring them in here, Barnes-~{ have
their tea all ready in the nursery.”

¢ Then here we part for the present, Emmeline,””
said Lady Frances, pausing before the door of her
apartment ; ““but I will send Lucas to bring you to
me when you are dressed.”

Emmeline made some faint reply, and then hur-
ried with Ruth after the attendant,who lighted them
through several long passages, until they reached
the chamber destined for her use, where she found
every comfort and luxury, united to a heavy magni-
ficence, more suited to the days of Queen Elizabeth
than the present. The room was very large, the
candles on the toilet table dimly lighting it : ina
deep recess stood the bed, with its purple velvet ca~
nopy, fringed with silver,a little tarnished with age;
the walls were covered with tapestry, the subjects
chiefly from Scripture ; but the principal attraction
for Emmeline was the portrait of a lady over the
mantle piece, which she recognised at once as the
late Countess of Windermerc, from its extraordinary

Have I any cause ;”’ asked Em-

THE ORPHAN; OR, THE AFFIANCED.

likeness to Lord Avon. The same melancholf °‘
pression she had so often remarked in his c0U"”"
nance, was here more decidedly pourtrayed, '::1
gled with a sweetness almost seraphic, as the ™
eyes rested on the gentle girl, who they seem

view with commiseration. .

* Oh, how I could have loved such a heing:”“’d
Emmeline, raising the lamp to study it more "'uin
tively ; *“Ruth did you ever see so sweet a fac®

% Oh, Miss Emmeline, I have no time t0 look
old faded pictures now,” replied Ruth ; ¢ 1 declar®
am all of a flutter; how 1 shall ever find MY "i{
about this strange castle,goodness knows,—"°
you don’t sleep soundly in that fine bed, more is
wonder.” "

“ Probably not half so sound as in my ow? l'uc,
one at dear kind Mr. Grosvenor’s,” replied Er
line ; ‘I never cared for splendour,Ruth; it fatis’ |
me, and I almost repent having come hither—" .,
so sensibly my lonely state.” And she sat do'";w’
alarge arm chair, resting her beautifu] head in
hand.

“ Now this is what I call ungrateful, and L
Avon in the house,” said Ruth; ¢ you will n® o
the same tonight, or I am greatly mistaken: ©" f
my sweet lady, let me help you to dress—wh°
the new ones will you put on 7 B

¢ Either you please, Ruth ; who will notic® pob
meline in her mourning attire. 1 know not whys
a sadness has stolen over me gever since Ier &
these walls, where no one has yet appeared 0
come me.” .

‘1t is a gloomy place, sure eno
Ruth; *“ good angels preserve us from ghosts " »
goblins, which they do say haunt such old f8b"

¢ We have nothing to fear from the deads
Ruth,” said Emmeline, with solemnity ; * 04° ¢
danger lies in our 0wn evil hearts—if we guar® -~
from temptation, taking up the word of God o
panoply, we may be quite sure of His prote y
and support under the most trying circumsta™ .

Emmeline was soon dressed, and while wal s
for a summons from Lady Frances, she ope?
book with the intention of reading, but she 4% o
found that a pre-occupied mind was uﬂﬁ',“
study, and she laid it down again to examin®
portrait that had so attracted her. She W”,’ ”
ing before this when Lucas entered, and twic®
peated her lady’s message ere she heard it
giving a few directions to Ruth, she acco™
the woman to the apartment of Lady France® g8
receiving her with an affection that lendeilio' ¢

¥

courage her, led her down stairs, The
her 0°

0’

ugh,” fe"":j

light and magnificence that burst upon
entrance into the saloon, for an instant overP P‘“
her ; but she recovered herself luﬂicien'-lw
the stately salutation of the Earl, with ﬂ"“
ease. He looked astonished after her as 8h o
by him, like some beautiful aerial being, ** -
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* the only admiring eyes which followed her;
| gentlemen being present who seemed equally
'ﬂ'ec lf! her appearance, so devoid of the slightest
“lation, She was still in deep mourning, which
ingg: Yet more to the feelings of interest she
Pireq, Particularly when on enquiring her name,
hee:]e‘“‘hed that she was an orphan. Emmeline
m *d not their gaze, or the whispered remarks that
Bros T ear, for her thoughts were too much en-
,,n’ed .She looked round for Lord Avon, but he
4 "ot in the room. Presently the door opened
by " elderly lady, splendidly attired and attended
o Page, made her appearance. Lady Frances
i Feceive her, whispering in the ear of Emme-
\%’,,wh" had also risen: ° The Countess of Clif-
he stranger advanced, addressing every one
and familiar tones, holding out her hand to
o and viewing others superciliously. On per-

“elvm,
ber

i Joyq

S 0ur young heroine, she looked curiously in
« ' 8aying as she did s0:
" who are you? I never saw you before ;
" do you come from 7”
he':d’ Frances relieved the embarrassed girl by
« n‘.lng her,
“ ‘M’“ Milman,” repeated the eccentric old lady ;
You y, 38 much in the dark as ever! No matter,
te)) ’oe 8 very pretty girl, but I suppose I need not
U that ; you have heard it often enough.”
ting, T eline could scarcely forbear smiling at this
fagy 8F address, and as she viewed the wrinkled
" .l":"d diminutive form of Lady Clifton, adorned
r°'“iblw” “fith magnificent diamonds, she became
. ¥ remindeq of the fairy queen in her nursery
Ut her attention was quickly withdrawn
Umeq P @ slight movement in the room ; she
Wpro, 0Und and beneld the Lady Barbara Guise
Ovep *ching, hanging on the arm of Lord Avon,
thyy, .“e pale countenance a deeper melancholy
j.‘ti“"“ll was spread, Lady Barbara looked ma-
gy Y beautiful—her faultless features in their |
0 i:.:!, neither expressing pleasure nor pain.
%m‘ed,_ as she turned: her large dark eyes on
Yevey . PONION, and whispered in his ear, they
ule’ ,reelings that startled poor Emmeline ; but
him, ““ M0 corresponding look of affection from
With "¢ led her up to his sister, who received her
the co;' ed atlention ; a slight change passedover
. n"‘ena.nce of Lord Avon on beholding the
Sut his E’ 3gitated Emmeline by her side. He held
Worg, e‘"d and pressed hers tenderly, but the few
Yy dow Uttered, fell so coldly on her ear that she
“y "" 8%ain on her seat, faintly murmuring :
thia, but ; 10 right to be here—he prepared me for
beyy it s forgot to prepare myself. Oh ! I cannot
m‘“&h{. the raised her eyes, full of tears, as these
togy of Passed rapidly through her mind, and met
\ *d Windermere intently, and in displea-

1 wilt upon her.
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fron,

Ave this place tomorrow,” was the next
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determination she made. ““ Lord Avon cannot expect,
or even wish that I should remain where it is evi-
dent I am unwelcome. Oh, how hard itis to be an
orphan ! Can those who are blessed with parents be
too grateful to God, too dutiful to them ? Impos-
sible.””

To be conlinued.

(ORIGINAL.}
TO E. L. C.

Sweet as the mingled sounds of life, that fill the
summer air,

Sweet as fragrance shed around from bud and blos-
som fair,

Lady—are thy lays to me ! Like melody divine,

Ascend thy pure and holy thoughts to thy Maker’s
shrine.

As at eve the dewdrops fall, upon the folded flow’r,

To nourish and revive its tints—such the magic
pow’r,

Thy genius sheds upon our hearts—at thy biddi;xg
springs,

A thousand pure and holy thoughts, and bright ima-
ginings.

Lady, though we never meet amid life’s busy
throng,

Or meeting—still, as strangers glance, coldly pass-
ing on

Yet, trust me, thou shalt ever be—from. the world
apart,

As a kind and gentle friend shrined in this grateful
heart. .

Montreal, Feb. 16.

IMITATION,

AmonesT the causes assigned for the continuance
and diffusion of the same moral sentiments amongst
mankind, may be mentioned imifation. The effi-
cacy ol this principle is most observable in children :
indeed, if there be any thing in them which deserves
the name of an instinct, it is their propensity to
imitation. Now there is nothing which children
imitate, or apply more readily, than expressions of N
affection and aversion, of approbation, hatred,
resentment, and the like ; and when these passions
and expressions are once connected, which they soon
will be, by the same association which unites words
with their ideas, the passion will follow the expres-
sion, and attach upon the object to which the child
has been accustomed to apply the epithet. In a
word, when almost everything else is learned by
imitalion, can we wonder to find the same cause
concerned in the generation of our moral senti-
ments 72— Paley. ’
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* THE APOSTATE.

A POEM—BY MRS.

MOODIR,

PART IV.

Continued from our last Number—~ Conclusion.

1dol of memory !—home, beloved home !
With thoughts of thee, what hallowed visions come ;
The world worn spirit, wearied with Lhe strife,
The heartless cold realities of life,
Still turns to thee, and in the desert wild
Beholds no spot like that itlov’d, a child—
Home !—how the feelings of the heart are stirred,
The bosom thrilled by that electric word ;—
The pulse beats quicker, and the eyes run o’er,
As fancy treads the paths youth trod of yore »
We pause to contemplate each well known scene,
To muse on days of bliss that once have been—
Those sunny days, when hopes with rapture fraught,
Skimmed on light wings the golden tide of thought,
When fresh [rom heaven the untired spirit rose,
Bright o’er the troubled sea of human woes.

As years advance, how fondly we retrace
The first fair stage of life’s eventful race;
How oft with tearful earnestness review
That lovely time when nature’s face was new ;
When true to her no worldly thoughts repressed
The warm emotions of the generous breast;
When from the lips in tones of rapture broke -
The joyful feelings all her charms awoke—
Oh, time! what sorrows in thy train appear,
How oft shall mem’ry pour the silent tear,
When adverse fortuue rudely rends apart,
Links fondly woven round the yeuthful-heart—
Ties that as years rolled on, acquired new force,
As back to infancy we traeced their source--
Endeared by all those sympathies that clung,.
Warm round the heart, when life and hope were

young. .

Are not those bonds in mercy rent away,
Those mental clouds that veil immortal day-—
And one by one, our cherished idols fall,
‘That heaven’s eternal Lord may centre all
Our best aficctions, that the soul may rise,
Freed from its earthly fetters, to the skies 3

Poor Elinor !--bright tears were falling fast,
As through the gloom a lingering look she cast,
To bid a long, 2 sorrowful adieu,

To that dear home in which her childhood grevv—
She sees it not—the blinding tears that rise,

Shut out each well known object from her eyes-—
The rugged rock, the ivy mantled tower,

Her own romantic rose-enwreathed bower—

The time worn oak, beneath whose jagged boughs,
Llewellyn first had bredthed his yonthful yows ;

Each hallowed spot, by kindred love endeared,
The trees she planted, and the flowers she rearedy
All inust be left, for ever left behind—

She strives to calm the anguish of her mind,
Checks the deep sob, the vain regret restrains,
While on the feeble form her arm sustains,

She turns her dove-like eyes, suffused in tears,
And kindly dissipates her boding fears ;

.| Soothes the poor mourner’s grief in gentle tone,

And in her sorrow quite forgets her own.

The shade that rests upon the matron’s brovw,
Speaks of a deep, a life consuming woe,
A voiceless grief, and from those dim eyes start
No tears to heal a lacerated heart—
That mother weeps not--ne’er shall shed again
Those precious drops that soften mental pain ;
Language would fail the inward strife to tell,
As to those towers she sighed a last farewell—
Wrapped her dark eloak around her aged form,
Prepared to meet, but not to brave the storm.
Ah, whence this change 7-~That son so wildly dear,
Has in his rash, extravagant career,
Lavished his substance, and in pleasure’s tide
Sunk the possessions of his wealthy bride-~
Wasted the scanty heritage that bore

"His father’s honored name in days of yore, 2

And justice of the prodigal demands

A full and free surrender of his lands.:

The debt is paid—the dreaded hour is come,

That tears his aged mother from her horhe ;

Bent down with years, sore pressed, infirm and
weak, '

A scanty pittance from the world to seek,

While he, for whom her prayers arise in vain,

SeM-exiled, wanders o’er the pathless main.

¢ Oh { had ke sought me in this dire distress;
1 should have felt the cruel burden less !
At length she cried ; *“ I could have borne the wreck
Of fortune, but to weep upon his neck;
To press him'to my heart with fond delight, .
Till all his father rose before my sight ;
Fair dreams of hope ! your fleeting reign is o’r,
These eyes shall look upon his face no more,
Still to its destined ‘goal the year will run,
But no revolving hour restore my son !

“ b I friend beloved, and more than mother dear,”
The maid replied, * the hand of God'le bers, . .
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¥n mercy he afiliets, in faithlulness,

Wounds but to heal, and punishes to bless ;

‘The hand that sent, shall bid our travails cease,
And to the weary spirit whisper peace ;

Nor doubt that He, who hears the raven’s ery,
Will all our wants, our daily bread supply !
Was Elinor deceived ? The gracious power,

That guards the weak in danger’s fearful hour,
Did not refuse His all-sufficient aid,

To that poor widow and the orphan maid;

On life’s wide sea, when tempests gathering dark,
Pour the fierce Liflow on the shattered bark,

The surge may break, the warring winds may rave,
*Tis God controls the vengeanee of the wave H
And those who trust in his Almighty arm,

No storms shall vex, nor hurricane alarm 1

He is their stay, when earthly hope is lost,

The light and anchor of the tempest-tost.

That lowly cot, upon the village green, .
Known by its latticed porch, and hawthorn screea,
O’er which the clematis and woodbine sweel,
in wild fantastie, wreathing garlands meet,

And the red rose and stately heliotrope,

That gaily deck the little garden’s slope,

And yon time honor’d elm, whose lofty head,
Towers like a giant o%r the lily’s bed,

Point out the humble, but the quiet dome,
Where the poor exiles found a peaceful home.

No more with tearful eyes and saddened mien,
Active and cheerful, Efinor was seen,
]mpnrtingknowledge to the infant train,

Whe sought the widow’s coltage, to obtain

The simple lore she undertook to teach,

Divine, substantial, placed- within their reach ;
Ot vain accomplishments beyond their sphere,
ighlly acquired, but ever bought too dear ;
or did she murmur o’er her altered lot,

" virtuous labour Flinor forgot

Her Many sorrows, and her trials past ;

She felt that heaven would succour to the last, .

Those who, confiding in His mercy, found

Safety and peace where tempests gathered round.
ne thought alone could break the calm repose
f that pure breast, and waken all its woes—
le"Ellyn’s absence, and his dubious fate,

s 2de her home lonely, her heart desolate -

728 but a momentary pang, the beam

Of faith dispelled the agonizing dream ;
¥ duty urged, more earneslly she strove
0 drown the memory of her early love ;
® banish from her mind the vain regret,

2 ®vercome her weakness, and forget !

ard way ghe task, from that warm heart to tear

form g long, so fondly cherished there ;

t Elinor, in ceasing to rely o )

N her pwn stréngth, obtained the victory,
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Time fled away, and every youthful trace
Of beauty faded fram that onee fair face H
His mother, tottering down the vale of age,
Drew near the close of her sad pilgrimage ;
Fever had withered with its deadly blight,
And closed the widow’s eyes in endless night ;
A beam more pure than that of mortal day,
Dawned on her mind, 1o chase its gloom away—
To point the passagé to that better shore,

| Where those who mourn shall sigh and weep no

more ;
By slow degrees she wasted, the dim flame
Of life, more feeble in the lamp became ;
No more reposing in her favorite seat,
Beneath yon elm, she wooed the genial heat

1 The bright sun shed, or stretched her hands to shars

The warmth his noon-tide beams imparted there ;
Raising her eyes as if to pierce the screen,

| The heavy clouds that densely rolled between

Those darkened orbs and that effulgent light,
That cheered her frame,but mocked her baffled sight.

Now she is called, the conflict to maintain
*Twixt life and death—she ne’er will rise again
From that low couch, 0’er which in anguish bends,
The kindest nurse--the truest, best of (riends, -
Who with unwearied tenderness has shed
Comfort and peace around her dying bed ;

And from the open volume on her knee
Caafirms her faith, and calms her agony.

¢ One lie alone, my Elinor, stili elinge
Warm round my heart, long weaned from earthly
things,
The uncertain fate of my deluded boy,
Clouds the (air promise of eternal Jjoy 3
Oh! that these feeble arms once more might press—
These dying lips with love’s last accents bless
My erring son, the bitter atrife woald cease,
And my world-wearied spirit part in peace.

* Hark ! hark !"’~she cried and held her struggling
breath,

While o’er her brow eame down the shades of death;
% What sound was that 2—1] heard a step e’en now,
Traverse with hurried tread the floor below
*Tis on the stair—Great God ! thy will be dore,

My prayer is heard—’tis he !—it is my eon 1*

And up she sprang—as through the open door,
A figure burst, ang stood the coueh before—

A haggard, wastsd form, whose hollow eye,
Glanced on the groyp in tearless agony ;

Then slawly sinking at his mother’s feet,

Hoarsely exclaimed,  And is it thus we meet 1A
Her [ceble arms gbout his neck she thraw,
4 My long lost son ! life tarried but for you.

Yes, thou art mine—1I hold thee here once more,
Farewell ! the bitlerness of death is o’er 1
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She ceased—aud to his heart with desperate fold,
He held the form that in his grasp grew cold ;
The night from those dim orbs had passed away,
Light broke—the light of an eternal day.

The scene is elosed—the last sad struggle o’er,
And that pale lifeless clay shall weep no more ;
Her sorrows ended with that gentle sigh,

And death is swallowed up in victory !

Deep silence gathered round—no word was said,
Llewellyn’s arm upheld the newly dead ;

His eyes still fixed upon the pallid face

That slept so calmly in his sad embrace.

1t was his mother—nature told him so,

But that loved form was wasted with the woe

Of twenty hopeless years—each lineament,

By sorrow changed, a pang of anguish sent

To that stern mourner’s heart ; bis crimes had shed
Untimely snows upon that honored head ;
Remorse subdued the spirit once so.proud,

He turned, and smote his breast, and wept aloud.

Between the lovers not a word had passed
Of tender greeting ; they had met at last ;
But each so altered by time’s withering blight,
Both had been strangers to each other’s sight.
In Elinor’s collected, thoughtful mien,
The same majestic dignity was seen ;
The touching tenderness of ook and tone
That spoke of happy days they once had known.
Bat, oh ! how altered from the noble youth,
To whom she fondly pledged her early truth,
Was the dark figure that in manhood’s prime,
Seemed scathed and wasted by the hand of time.
Those haughty features painfully reveal,
The lines impressed by passion’s fiery seal ;
Ambition bafiled—and the fearful strife
Of thought, which poisons all the springs of life !
His face was bronzed, as if an eastern sun
That once bright cheek had fiercely gazed upon,
And marred its beauty, while his restless eye,
Sunken and bloodshot, wandered hurriedly
From side to side, as evermore it sought,
Objects existing only in Lis thought.
The livid hue o’er all his features spread,
At times gave way L0 hectic tints of red;
That flushed his yellow cheek and sallow skin
With the destroying fire that burned within.

The last sad rites of fillal love were paid,
And those cold ashes in the tomb were laid ;
Back to their lonely desolate abode
In silent grief the kindred mourner’s trod.
*Twas then that Elinor, in accents mild,
Spoke to Llewellyn of his wife and child.

« Both,both are dead ! he answered with a sigh,
¢ And I have sought 1y native shores to die.

THE APOSTATE.

Oh, Elinor! what years of grief have passed,
Of heart-felt anguish, since 1 saw thee last.
Long have I sojourned on a foreign strand,

| Fed by the bounty of a stranger’s hand ;

Toiling to realize again the wealth

I rashly lost—alas ! my shattered health

And broken heart too forcibly declare

How fruitless all my speculations were—

Then my soul sickened, and a warning eame,

Indreams one night; and breathed my mother's
name.

That voice deprived my guilty soul of rest,

The waking night-mare of my tortured breast !

*Twas nature spoke, my spirit own’d the call,

Shook off her fetters,—I abandoned all

The lofty aims she taught me to despise,

And came to close my dying mother’s eyes.

“ Nay, weep not Elinor ! thou can’st not share
The lost Llewellyn’s anguish and despair ;
Thou need’st not dread the punishment of sin,
Thou can’st not feel the fiery strife within
The draught I drank from pleasure’s poisoned bowl
Corrupted both my body and my soul,
And roused up all those passions which consume
The heart, titl it becomes a living tomb,
Against myself I stand a mark and scorn—
Oh, would to God ! I never had been born H
Than sink degraded like a common slave,
My only hope and refuge s the grave !
He turned away, impatient of reply,
For painfully the deep hall smothered sigh
Smote on his ear, recalling that dark hour
When first he yielded to the tempter’s power.
There is a grief too deep for tears, a woe
That claims no sympathy with aught below ;
A pang that strikes with more than double force,
Those who are called to witness the remorse—
In bitterness of 8pirit to reprove
The sell upbraidings of the friend we love.

The heavy hours had almost worn away,
And brought the close of that eventful day ;
The night drew on, the parting sun-light glowed,
Along the cloudless west like molten gold ;
No breath of air among the branches stirred,
Distinet and clear the mountain rill was heard,
Like fairy music in the distance played,
Or wind-harp murmuring in the lealy shade.
Stretched on the couch, Llewellyn raised his eyes;
In listless languor to the glowing skies ;
Their touching beauty woke some painful thoughts
And the deep hectic to his pale cheek brought ;
The quickened pulse, deep cough, and strugglio8

breath, .

Fearfully told, the meagre hand of death
His hours had numbered, and would scarcely ¥
His destined victim many days to live.
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This Elinor observed—she trembling rose,

To calm his mind, and urge him to repose.

She laid her hand upon the Holy Book,

Marked the deep sigh, the sad averted look,

The pale and quirering lips, the burning streak

That flushed with painful red his hollow cheek,

The hands tight clasped upon the heaving breast,

While starting tears the half formed wish express-
ed;

But pride was busy in that bursting heart,

And thus he answered with convulsive start,

““Oh ! think not, Elinor, that book can give

‘The only hope for which I seek to live ;

Its truths divine, my dim eyes cannot see—

There is no peace in heaven,—on earth, for me,

Till this poor shattered frame to dust return,

The fire unquenched within my soul must burn ;

And after all my toils and sorrows past,

Moust I forgotten sink to earth at last ?

Ah! why did heaven endow me with a mind,

Above the common feelings of my kind,

Without the power to reclize a name,

Or slake my restless thirst for deathless fame.

No—let me die unpitied and unknown,

Or wept by thee, my Elinor, alone.”

“ Forget these idle dreams, Llewellyn dear,
The night approaches which no morn can cheer ;
Death’s shadowy hand upon thy pale brow lies,
Oh ! thou, that sleepest, from the dead arise !
The living dead, and walk by faith, not sight,
Renounce the world, and Christ shall give thee light ;
Lay thy delusive hopes of glory down,

Seek an eternal, not an earthly crown;

Fame cannot save thee from a mortal dogm,
But only speeds thy passage to the tomb.
Forget the devious paths thy feet have trod,
And torn with all thy heart, thy soul to God !

The sinner trembled—many a guilty year
Had darkly fled since last he bent 10 hear
Those sacred truths pronounced by lips so dear.
All the fond visions faithful mem’ry kept,
Rushed o’er his soul ; he bowed his head and wept
Such tears as contrite sinners pour alone,
When merey pleads before the eternal throne;
When naked, helpleas, prostrate in the dust,
The spirit owns its condemnation just,

And seeks for pardon and redeeming grace,
Through Him, who died to save a fallen race,

‘‘ Leave me, dear Elinor! I cannot sleep ;
‘Leave me alone, this night to watch and weap.
My heart is smitten, feelings long exiled,

Subdue and make me weaker than a child,—
I shall not pe wlone, yon book will share
¥ solitude, attune my soul to prayer.
Thau tao, wiit plead my.cause ; I feel a light
AR on the darkness of my soul—good night !
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She strove to anawer, but the accents died

On her pale lips ; she weeping turned aside.

He marked the struggle—rose, and fondly pressed
Her hand a moment 1o his aching breast ;

Kissed from her eyes the precious drops that fell,
And murmured with a sigh, ** Dear love, farewell 1

Weeping she left him ; through the dreary night
His form was present to her mental sight ;
A deathlike gloum upon her spirit weighed,
And long and earnestly to heaven she prayed ;
But a strange thought, a wild instinctive dread,
Came like a voice of warning from the dead,
And banished sleep, or to her closing eye
Presented some unearthly phantasy,
Till she awoke, with sudden start and scream,
To shudder at the horrors of a dream.
But ere the morning dawned, sleep gently spread
His downy pinions o’er her restless bed.
She slept—tired nature ceased its weary strife,
In dreams her spirit passed the bounds of life H
O’er time’s dark ocean on seraphic wings,
Soared to the temple of the King of Kings—
The golden city, with its rainbow zone,
And arch of light, that spans the Eternal throne,
Flashed for a moment on her aweestruck eye
With all the shining armies of the sky.
She saw amidst that fair angelic host,
One whom she long had wept on earth as lost,
Clad in white robes, and on his brow a wreath
That bore the name of Him who vanquished death :
From her glad lips the exclamation broke,
“ Glory to God !’ and with that ery she woke.

Fair dawned the day, and cast its golden crown
On wood and mountain, tower and distant town ;
Earth swiled rejoicingly, the erimson beam
Flooded the purple east, and kissed the stream,
*Till the beavens blushed beneath the snowy vest,
That veiled the eapphire bosom of the west,
When Elinor, shook off the genitle thrall,
Of baliny sleep, and to the Lord of all,
Poured forth the grateful feelings of our soul—
Then with light steps, and throbbing bosom stole
To the lone chamber where Liewellyn kept
His holy vigil--all was still—bhe slept—
For 20 ¢he deemed, his weary spirit pressed
With many cares, had sunk at last to rest.

She paused upon-the threshold—not a sound

Came [rom within, to break the deep profound.

No whispered word—no sigh—nor heaving breath
Spake of the living--all was still as death !

Her heart beat quiek, then stopped, a chilling fear
Came o’er her soul :—-*‘ Perchance he is not here 1?
She raised the latch, she crossed the echoing floor,
And stood in speechless awe the couch before.

He slept—but never shall the glande of day,
Lift_up those lids 10 mest the kindling ray,
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.
Which through the open casement brightly shed
A halo glory round the newly dead ;
And on the marble brow and pallid cheek,
In mockery cast a wandering, crimson streak.
His woes were ended, death had left no trace
Of life’s fierce warfare on his placid face ;
Serenely calm and heavenly was his look,
His cold hand rested on the sacred Book,
Whose holy truths had calmed his guilty fears,
And smoothed his passage from this vale of tears.

“O’er that pale form no tear the maiden shed,
Though all she loved on earth lay cold and dead ;
She could not weep—the vision of the night
Returned in all its splendour to her sight ;

And sinking on her knees, her spirit poured

1ts deep thanksgiving, and her God adored :

¢ The palm is gained, the immortal crown is won,”
‘She meekly cried : ¢ Oh, Lord ! thy will be done !

Reader, my tale is told ; and before we part,
permit me to say a few words in defence of the lit-
tle puem I have submitted to your censure, or indul-
gence. Except our immortal Crabbe, few persons
have attempted to elothe in the garb of poetry, a
simple domestic story 3 and as | can neither boast his
great name, nor genius, I have my fears thatin the
one before you I have not succeeded so well as I
could have wished. [llustrious names and incidents
are perhaps better suited to the splendid language
of poetry ; but I have alwaysthought that the most
beautiful and touching incidents were to be found
in the middle and lower walks of life. All the sweet
charities of domestic life, those which unite us
more closely with our kind, are to be found in the
greatest perfection in these classes,—because in
them, more is left to nature and less to art; and the
feelings are less blunted than in a eonstant inter~
course with the world. Wealth end power render
men selfish, and happy are those who are plaeed by
Providence beyond the temptations of the one, and
the aw{ul responsibilities of the other.

The * Apostate ™ was writlen twelve years ago,
at the request of my dear and honored friend, the
late Thomas Pringle, author of ¢ South African
Sketches,’’ and still known as one of the most elo-
quent advocates for the abolition of the slave trade.
He was much pleased with it, and offered to
assist me in revising and correcting it for publica-
tion. Many events of more importance hindered
me from availing myself of his kind offer,and, since
our emigration to this country, the trials and mis-
fortunes we have been called to endure, completely
obliterated the manuscript from my memory. A
few days ago, in looking over the odds and ends,
writlen in happier times; and amid the delicious
groves of my own beautiful and beloved land, I
lighted upon the ‘‘ Apostate,” and hoping that the
moral tendency of the story might atone in some
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measure for its many defects, ] Kave venturel to
lay it before the Canadian public. The kind indul-
gence which it has ever shown my little pieces, has
always afforded me much pleasure, and sweetened
the many trials which have befallen us in this coun-
try. Sincerely trusting that no writings of mine
will ever induce it to alter this favorable opinion,
I subscribe myself its sincere friend, and obedient

servant,
SusANNA Moebik,

Belleville, July 1, 1841.

GEMS OF THOUGHT.

THE most difficult province in friendship is the
letting a man see his faults and errors.— Budgell.
Contentment produces, in some measure, all those
effects which the alchymist usually ascribes to the
philosopher stone.—Addison. If there are few
who have the humility to receive advice as they
ought, it is often because there are few who have
the discretion to convey it in a proper vehicle.—
Anon.  Unquestionably the private virtues are
worthy of our veneration, but the services which
are rendered to an entire nation are entitled to a
still higher estimate.— Benjamin Constant. A
man will never know anything except that which he
has made the property of his mind.— Pestalozzi.
The ends of punishment are three—to redress the
injured, to reform the offender, and to deter others,
—Dr. Hooper.

A GOOD THOUGHT.

Man is but a reed, and it is a true representation of
the weakness of nature ; but then he is a reed that
thinks. It oes not need the universe to crush him--
a breath of air, a drop of water will kill him. But
even il the material universe should overwhelm him,
man would be more nable than that which destroys
him ; because he knows that he dies, while the
universe knows nothing of the advantage which it
obtains over him. Our true dignily, then, consists
in thought. From thence we must derive our ele-
vation, not from space or duration. Let us endea-
vour, then, to think well ; this is the principle of
morals.—Pascal.

REASON.

It is the pilet of human life, and steers it steadily
through wild and tempestuous seas, amidst the
rocks and shelves of lust and fancy, fortune
and folly, ignorance and error, and a thousand
cheats and impostures. It isthis alone that enables
man {o despise imaginary evils, and vanquish resl
ones. It arms the mind with true and lasting ‘mag-
nanimity, furnishes it with solid comforts, and
teaches it Jto extract life and health, virtue and
wisdom, out of the madness and mutability of men
{and fortune; like antidotes and cordials, out of
“things poisondus and baneful in their nature,
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ROSE MURRAY; OR, THE RIVAL FREEBOOTERS.

BY RUSSELL.

CHAPTER 1.
Oux tale commences with the close of the revolu-
tionary war of the American Colonies against their
mother country, in which the former, after a severe
contest of eight years, procured their independence.
The general state of things at this time, -was what
Might have been expected. Business was at a stand--
the treasury of the nation exhausted—a spirit of rest-
leasness, and among many,of recklessness, had been
acquired and fostered amid the licentiousness of the
camp. This spirit of lawlessness had spread more
®idely among men, dazzled with the brilliant theo-
ties of French infidels,whose doctrines, imbibed from
the armies under Lafayette, on whom they looked as
friends and fellow-workers in the cause of liberty,
had set adrift the moral principles of the whole
south, and which, by all classes, were secretly wor-
shipped and openly professed. The bold appeals to
reason, as the only true guide in all matters both
moral and pcﬁitica], the biting sarcasms hurled
tgainst the established church,and especially against
some of ils unworthy ministers,—all which soon
afier brought forth “the monstrous birth of the
French Revolution,”—made many cling to the ex-
¢itement of the camp, and view with dislike the
prospect 6f quiet and established order. Having
few tics to bind them to society, of win them back
to its bosom, hazard and excitement became (o
them the chief desire of life. . This was not to be
¢xpected in the common forms of society ; and for
the enterprises of reviving commerce, or the settle.
Ment of new stafes, they were unfitted by habit as
they were averse from inclination. Tt is only won-
@erfiil, then, that so many should,at the close of the
War, have quietly settled down in obedience to the
laws, which the virtue and energy of the majority
9f the states were able to establish, The arm of the
Bovernment was however weak, and many, from ha-
bitand inclination,unwilling or unable to distinguish
the difference between MEUM and TUUM, were
thereore ready to engage in plans of hazard and
Bain. It was no difficult matter to find excu-
%es for actions to which they gave the colour of a
Virtue, or covered under the cloak of patriotism.
Some did not altogether cast off the bonds of socie-
'Y, but would occasionally sally forth, and, on pre-
tence of business, gain opportunities of gratifying
their restless habits, in joining some band for sport
+d plunder. - OF this class, on the 10th day of Sep-
tember: 1,783, might be seen two men in deep con-
Verse, winding their way slowly up one of the many
Qefiles found in the blue ridge of mountains in Vir-

ginia. They were moutited on high blooded arirhals,
which, by the ¢hamping of the bits and the tossing’
of their heads, seemed little inclined'to relish'the
slow pace to which their riders restrained them.
The older of the two, apparently over six feet ligh,
was dressed in the short breeches common to the
period of which we speak, with large military boots
reaching to the knee ; his coat was that of ani’ officer
in undress, while his three cornered’ hat betokened
his rank to be that of a colonel. His hat half con-
cealed a large and expansive forehead, the deep fur-
rows on which, with the hair already turiiny gray,
betokened him a man of nearly fifty years of age;
but the fire of his deep-set, dark, and rather volup-
tuous eyes,as well as the ease and gracefulness with
which he managed his ficry steed, showed him at
once a master o the menage, and that the marks of
age were rather the effects of exposure to the wea-
ther, and the toils of service, than the silent and
destructive ravages of time,

His companion, a tall, sallow complexioned, dark
[1ooking man, possessed something of a militaty air,
although dressed in the common habit of the day.
His manner was restless, and as he rode a few steps
behind, yet s0 as to allow of free communication,his
small grey eyes were constantly wandering around
in every direction, as if the pistols which both had'
in their holsters, as well as an additional pair in a
belt pasgsing around the waist of each, were by no
means unnecessnry.

‘It is strange our repealed signals have called
forth no answer,” said Colonel M., gracelully rein-
ing in his high spirited horse, 1o allow his compan-
ion to come abreast. ¢ Think you, Pierre, they
have deceived us 7

“ This is the time and place I appointed, my
noble Colonel,” answered the personage addressed,
with something of a foreigsi accent ; * you are the .
best judge whether they will obey your commands
or not.””

“Sound that whistle again,’” said the Colonel;
¢ we must be near these fellows, and if I find they
have deceived us; but by G—=,” continued he,
suppressing his half uttered threat, they dare
not ! They know I could hang every dog of them,
and that is security for their faithfulness.”

“He! he! he " answered Pierre, concealing hiy
half sneering laugh, with a low and submiuive
bow. “ Perhaps some of them may forestall you irt
your intended kindness. The most of them are
true as steel, but as the priest told us last week,
‘no man can serve two masters,’ apd even the
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devil avers, all that 2 man hath will he give for his
life.”

“Your regard for my safety,” said Colonel M.,
““leads you to magnify the threats of a simple and
drunken man, and to suspect unjustly the faithful-
ness of Captain George.”

‘I hope it may be so,” answered Pierre, with a
doubtful shake of his head ; “ yet permit me again
to caution you against the intrigues of the Captain.”

% Yonder, at last, comes our black Mercury,”
interrupted Colonel M., “to bring us news of our
gallant band. I will, however, my good Pierre, if
but to satisly you, have a watch on his motions.”

In accordance with the notions of his own supe-
riority we are bound to deseribe the personal appea-
rance of this ““image of God set in ebony.” As he
approached with the rolling gait peculiar. to his
nation, the broad grin, and the peculiar yah, yah,
yah, seemingly proceeding upward from the waist-
band of his leathern breeches, betokened the work-
ing of some sccret joke, which like the prophet’s
fire, could not be contained within. His head,
covered with a short grayish wool, seemed jammed
downwards between two elevations serving the pur-
pose of shoulders ; the forehead retreated from the
cyes backward, as if avoiding the fire,which made the
nose squat down and outwards from the bridge, un-
til it overhung and seemed ready to fall into the
gull below. This exhibited a double row of teeth,
white as pearl, which many a modern belle might
Justly envy, although time had changed the smooth
oily jetness of his skin into a dingy brown. His
arms almost reaching 10 his knees, gave token of
unusual muscular power, and armed as they were
at the lower ends with a large mass like a black-
smith’s hammer, they seemed, as they swung pendu-
lously backward and forward, replete with forcible
and weighty argument. But the most remarkable
members were the organs of progression. These, en~
cased as they were in red tights, seemed by some un-
lucky mistake to have been attached to the body back
forward, having a circular bend outward, like our
old fashioned compasses, and terminating in a pe-
destal 80 near the middle as to leave us in doubt
which way the workman intended as the direction
of progression.  As he approached, hat in band, his
uproarious mirth died away into a silent convulsive
shaking of the sides, sometimes breaking out in a
stifled yah ! yah! yah! To the questions of Colonel
M. as to the cause of his mirth, and to the situation
of the men, would succeed a fresh burst of laughter.

¢¢0, dear ! me neber see de like; debil got big
Jim.”

“The devil got big Jim !’ said Colonel M. los-
ing all patience at the untimely levity of Cato, for
in so distinguished & name he rejoiced, ¢ what do
you mean you old black fool speak or you shall taste
my whip.”

¢ Me don’t know massa ! answered Cato 3 me
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tell you all. Oh! me neber hear de like; debil
got big Jim~—yah! yah! yah!"

The Colonel, finding that nothing in relation to the
immediate cause of his Jjourney was likely to be
gained from Cato in his present condition, ordered
him to lead them atonce to his master.

After following the guidance of Calo, nearly an
hour through an almost impenetrable forest. by a
path which to one unacquainted with it would have
been hardly discernible, or seemed only to be the
tracks of the wild animals with which the moun-
tains of Virginia at that time abounded, they arrived
at the bottom of a hill or mound, when the path
gradually became wider, till on ascending it there
appeared a wide open space, in which was a regular
encampment with twenty or thirty men scattered
about at various employments. Some were en~
gaged in preparing the evening meal, in roasting on
the coals, or holding on pointed sticks the choice
pieces of a deer, apparently but just killed ; others
were rubbing down and attending to the wants of a
large number of horses, tied in rows at one side of
the encampment, while some were lying around,
gazing vacantly at the preparations going forward,
or busily engaged in conversation. Short car-
bines, pistols and other instruments of warfare,
were arranged around a post in the middle of the
encampment, in a manner the most convenient for
immediate use.

At the sound of the whistle afore-mentioned, in
the possession of Pierre, all were in g moment jn
order from their different occupations, and with
more grace and precision than might have been ex-
pected (rom such a lawless-looking band of men, they
received the Colonel and his companion with mili~
tary honours. The officers of the band approached,
and were one after another warmly greeted by
Colonel M., who, after a few words to the men,
again dismissed them to their several occupations.

The officers retired with him into a kind of lodge
or house built of logs piled one upon another, and
covered with bark, where in a short time, by the
industry of Cato, refreshments were prepared.
Aflier supper a council was called, to hear the reports

and deliberate on the future proceedings of the
band.

CHAPTER II.
BOTTLES of various kinds of liquor were arranged
on the table, by Cato, according to the taste of the
individuals, which he seemed perfectly to understand.
The Colonel, who was seated at the head of the
table, filled a silver drinking cup richly embossed,
and handing the bottle to a young and very hand-
some personage he addressed as Captain George,
on his right hand, ordered all to fill their cups to the
brim and drink to the never failing toast with which
every assembly of the chiefs of the Brotherhood was
opened :—* To our fair Republic, and confusion to
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&lltraitors and tories " Their cups being drained to
the last drop, in a way that showed their contents
2nd the toast were equally to their mind, the
Colonel ordered silence, and opened the session with
“Sommanding the different personages, in their order,
beginning from the foot of the table, to give an ac-
‘Count of their success since their last meeting.

The first that spoke was a thick stout man, with
fiery hair, deep sunken eyes, which seemed to
gleam from under two huge bushes of hair, appa-
rently singed with the intensity of the fire under-
heath, while his whele face, somewhat of the same
‘colour, was deeply indented by that deadly enemy
to beauty, the small pox. His narration was short
and to the point :—

““ My business was to the west, to ease the nota-
‘ble tory Lovelace of his money. Met with opposi-
‘tion of course,” and, drawing his finger significantly
across his throat, ¢ this settled all disputes. Here
4re the proceeds,d’ throwing a heavy purse upon the
‘table.? Have I done well 1"

*“ The next in order,” said the Colonel, ¢ Esquire
Harry, proceed.”

A tall rawboned man, of apparently thirty-five
Years of age, with something precise and profes-
sional in his appearance, proceeded : ‘¢ Colopel,
Captain, and gentlemen of our free brotherhood--Ac-
cording to our self-imposed laws, at the call of
-Our noble Colonel, I arise to give a suceinct ac-
‘Count of my successes and difficulties in the expe-
dition to which I was deputed, at the last general
8ssembly of our nable confederacy. You are all
&Ware that the direction of my enterprise was to the
South of where Handy Tom has just given an ac-
Count,—~the object was to obtain as many of the best

Orses as that fruitful country could conveniently
di!pense with. Our succeas on the whole was cheer-
ing, The difficulties, therefore, but added sweet-
Ness to the toil. On arriving at the scene of our
destined labours, in accordance with that latitude
o instruction which allows us to judge of expe-
diency, I assumed the dress and bearing of one in
Search of elegant and expensive horses for market,
and advertised to this amount. My men, [ advised
Yo be in readiness in the neighbourhood, but in order
to ellay the foul fiend suspicion, they were directed

9 bestow themselves in various employments in

© heighbourhood. They deseive credit for their
Prudence and obedient alaerity.  Having purchased
2N animal of good bone and muscle at rather more
than 5 fyir price, I was soon supplied with a nym-

€T of the desired description, and having appointed
2 day for 4 general market, had my men prepared
for the excitement of the ruse. On that night there
™as an emptying of glasses in expectation of the
*ale, ang a5 emptying of stables, a tramping of

Seeds, ang ne hushed breathings of men. On the
“Ollowing morning there was ‘lamentation and
“Mourning, becayge they were nat.” My own splendid
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creature was among the vanished. We swore, we
consulted,we vowed, and at last came the hot pursuit.
But alas! In vain ! nay, not wholly in vain, for we
left the good men to get home on nature’s steeds,
havihg in the mean time had compassion on their
many infirmities, by leaving the only horse which it
would have contented them to have been missing.
The result of our toils and Jjoys are thirty good and
sufficient steeds, that are now neighing for the bridle
and the curb. Have I done well 17

One or two others related the success of their
several undertakings. We will, however, mention
only one more,which has an intimate connection with
the sequel of the story. This wag from a rather
handsome young man, with 5 profusion of raven
hair, called on for his relation under the title of
Gentleman John.  Addressing himself to the Colo-
nel, he seemed to watch the effect produced by his
statement on Captain George, and from time to time
modulated his remarks as the effects were evident
on his countenance &nd in his manner.

¢ The mission on which I was deputed, as more
peculiarly fitted to my abilities,” said Gentleman
John, “1 am unable to give as favourable an ac-
count of as I could wish_ I assumed the style to
which my situation entit]eq me, and by various acts
at last gained admittance iuto the family, and I may
say the confidence of him with whom my business
lay. [ studied his-(oibles, ang made myself master
of his prejudices, and by Yielding to the one and flat-
tering the other, was partially admitted into the se-
crets of his family and life, He haq assumed, from
oeouseientious motives the side of the government, in
our late glorious revolution, and in accordance with
that, had sacrificed his property in defence of the
royal prerogative. He had sustained many and
severe losses, without o murmur, by parties of
rebels, as he called us, and his only son fell in the
last battle with Genera] Walsingham, at New Or-
leans, after peace had been declared. Descended
from a noble.family of Scotland, he emigrated here
when Lord Dunmore, his near relation, assumed
the governorship of Virginia, and, possessed of great
wealth, was from his kind angd courteous manners,
greatly beloved and respected. Hijs friends, many
of them assumed the opposite side of the contest
which freed us from the yoke of Britain, and
the consequent coolness which ensued, grew, as the
struggle became more and more doubtful, into 5
total breach of intercourse with such of
and friends.”

“To the point,» interrupted the Colonel, with
somewhat of impatience, “all thig is already
known.”’ .

*To come to the point, | found him broken jn
fortune, and in body, yet ful] of nobility of dis-
position, and retaining a 80od deal of the fire of

his family

youth. He talked of collecting together the rem-
nants of his scattered fortune, which consisted
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chiefly in lands, held in his daughter’s name, and in
the old family plate, which he had been able amid
all reverses to conceal, and was detained only by the
entreaties and prayers of his only remaining child
from again seeking the land of his fathers, and lay-
ing his bones in their hallowed graves. She is stiil
worthy of the name of the lovely Rose, though the
bloom has faded from her cheek, and a deep seated
melancholy appears on her heavenly features. She
still remembers her cousin, to whom she was to have
been espoused had Ae not espoused the cause of lib-
erty ; and still she hopes against hope, that he es-
caped the bloody day in which so many of his gallant
comrades sacrificed themselves. According to your
instructions I introduced as delicately as possible
the subject of your special mission, my noble Colo-
nel, and found it was as you had formerly found it to
be. There is, I am afraid, no hope of success in
that quarter.”’

The countenance of Captain George underwent
a series of changes during the short and rather mys-
terious narration of Gentleman John, and when the
Colonel asked his opinion of what was best to be
done in the present circumstances, he started as
from a dream, and referred the matter to his superior
Jjudgment. The Colonel then addressed the speak-
ers in their turn, and after a short consultation, gave
praise to Handy Tom, so called from being more apt
to use his hand than his tongue, for the success of
his enterprise, but added a caution lest the too free
use of that member might lead his neck into danger.
You and your men I shall want in an expedition of
some importance, and for Esquire Harry, you will
proceed to your final destination. You will find
all the posta in order and in readiness to receive
you ; and in case of suspicion or pursuit, the neces-
sary arrangements for secresy and assistance at
your different posts. T shall expect you at the
Black Hole, by the 20th. The rest know their
duty, and may retire ; and see that your potations
do not unfit you for tomorrow’s duty, Gentleman
John will attend with the Captain for further
business.”

After the others had retired, the Colonel, with the
familiarity of a friend, laid His hand on the shoul-
der of Captain George, and rallied him on the low-

fness of his spirits, and shoving the bottle towards
him, said:

* Drink to the fair,—wisdom to our counsel, and
success to the execution.”

“ 1t is strange,”” said the Colonel, addressing him-
self to Gentleman John, * that she should still con-
tinue s0 unfavourable to my suit. Did not her
father bear some remembrance of the kindness I ex-
hibited towards him when I saved his dwelling from

the flames, and his daughter from the hands of a set
of villains 7
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the few connected with the rebel army, who had
used their power to stop a class of men, who, under
the mask of kberty, indulged themselves in unbridled
licentiousness, and he had the kindness to wish you
had espoused a better cause than fighting against
your lawful and rightful sovereign.”

¢« Sir William was kind,” answered the Colonel,
‘and in my turn I would not wish him, as matters
stand, the same favour, since his lovely daughter is
as cruel as she is fair.”

CHAPTER III.

THE reader will go with us to a different part of
the country, and into a different scene. We would
transport him to the banks of the James River, into
the spot where was the first settlement, of Virginia,
and indeed of this mighty continent, and more par-
ticularly inta the pariour of the mansion house,at that
time owned by Sir William Murray. The inmates
were Sir William and his daugh$er Rose, seated at
the open window, through which were streaming the
golden rays of the setting sun, as they were reflected
from the calm bosom of the majestic river. As
the lovely girl, half leaning on the shoulder of her
father, whose fingers were entwined in her auburn
hair, which floated over her finely turned neck
in unrestrained luxuriance, her layge blue eyes
fixed on the heavens, aglow with the glories of ihe
dying day, her lovely countenance reflected the
still beauty which the scene inspired, painting in its
changes the varying thoughts of a pure and guileless
soul ; her exquisitely moulded form seemed like the
presence of some sainted spirit returned to linger
awhile around the abodes of beloved friends, and
mingle again in the pure joys which so seldom are
found in this sinful and changing existence. As
the freshness and brilliancy of the sky faded by im-
perceptible changes, into the sombre and chastened
beauty of the calm twilight, the eyes of the father
turned, and seemed to cling to the form of his belov-
ed child, and the tears that started and trembled for
a moment on the eyelid ere it fell over his wrinkled
cheek, told that his heart was touched by memories
which the scene awakened. There is some mysterious
influence connected with the hallowed stillness of
twilight, and more especially of twilight in autumn,
which softens the more rugged features of our na-
ture, disposes the mind to contemplation and adors-
tion, and which makes those who are dear to us, stiil
more dear,by a tie whose influences fali on the heart,
with a sweet and thrilling power. Sir William felt
more of tenderness than even he was wont, for his
beloved and only child, in whom his hopea centereds
as he drew her to his breast and imprinted on her
polished brow a kiss of deep and paternal affection-
This tenderness was perhaps heightened through
anxiety caused by an anonymous letier he had re-

¢ Sir William,” answered Gentleman John,.
# spoke of you in terms of great vespect, as one of

ceived, in which danger was foretold, as impending
over the family 3 but which the writer though he con”
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Jured them to take means to avoid it, could not from
his circumstances more fully declare. Sir W., for
Some days, had concealed its existence from his
daughter ; but on her pressing him to inform her
What was weighing on his spirits, he at last showed
her the letter, which, though it explained the cause of
his anxiety, yet left them in doubt in what manner
to escape the threatened danger. This seemed
Pointed more particularly at the daughter, and the
caution to remove from the neighbourhood for a
few weeks, seemed to say, that whatever the danger
tight be, it would soon be present and be known.

“ How beautiful and calm shine down the first
Pale stars of evening !’ said Rose to her father,
the first to speak after the long silence in which they
had gazed on the scene before them. * How beau-
tiful and calm shine down the first pale stars of even-
ing} In such a quiet evening as this, when the
®arth seems sleeping in the calm twilight, after the
hoise and glare of day, I ofien think that those
Sweet stars are watchers sent {rom a brighter coun-
try, to guard the dwellings of the good, and recall
our wandering memories to hopes that unlike those
of the world, never deceive, but which are only faint
hadows of an unknown reality.”

“ Youth,” answered her father, *is the season of
hope and bright imaginations,—in old age we live
More in the past, our hopes, many of them are bu-
tied there, our joys have passed also, like a dream,
ind but too often do they leave a sting behind. 1
have lived to see my friends, one by one fall by my
Yide,~-some, in an unnatural war of children against
2 common patent, under the title of a war of liber-
'; the arrows of death have entered my own family
And taken away the young and the loved, and I am
left alone, a withered and useless trunk.”

“No! my dear father, not alone,” said Rose,
throwing her arms around her father’s neek; * [ an:
Mill left to you, and surely you are not useless,
When you are my only stay in this world.”

*“Yes, my child,” said Sir William, returning the
Mbrace of his daughter ; “ thank God you are atill
et me, and my constant prayer to Him is that you
May be left to close my eyes, and lay my bones in

€ graves of my fathers.”

Do not speak thus,” answered Rose; I trust
You have many long and happy years yet in store, to

leas with your presence and advice your own
Qughter. You are moved, my dear father,—shall I
Play some of your favourite songs 1"

“Not now, my love,” answered the father, |
M sad, and they would but increase what you
Would gladly banish ; I would talk with you on the
tubject which has so much increased our cares. 1

"OW not what to think of the advice to remove
from the neighbourhood, nor the cause which would
““e Prompted any one to give us unnecessary pain,

"!:!“ some real danger had threatened us.”

Cease to think of i,” said the lovely girl,

1
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concealing her own anxiety, in the attempt to ba-
nish that of her father. It must have been from
some evil minded person, who desired to give us
uneasiness ; or why should he not have mentioned
what the danger was, or at least, give ua some clue
to have found it out 1’

I have sometimes thought so myself,” said Sir
William, *“ but there is such an air of sincerity and
deep interest in our happiness, in the few lines, that
my judgment often is on the side of my fears, and
tells me that there is something to be dreaded, and
then I wish to remove immediately, and free you from
the danger which seems more immediately pointed
at you.”

“ For myself,” answered Rose, ‘I have no fear
while you are with me ; I know no one who should
wish to injure me, and if he had been a real friend,
who wished to save us {rom unforeseen danger, he
would at least have told us his name, instead of
signing himself merely ¢ A friend.’ ”

] have many enemies,”” answered Sir William,
¢ in this country, on account of the part I took in the
late unnatural and successful rebellion, and they
would perhaps, strike at me through my tenderest
point, in plotting some evil against my only remain-
ing child. There are many wicked and unprincipled
men, who would be glad to make this an excuse for
venting their passions against myself, and procuring
plunder by the destruction of what yet remains to
ua.”

¢ Nay, my deat father, I think you over estimate
the dislike to you, on account of your loyalty to
your king and country. Your greatest enemies ne-
ver say but that in this you were conscientious,
and that on all other matters you are unexceptiona-~
ble. You are beloved in the neighbourhood, and
have many true riends still among those who dif-
fered from you in their views of duty to our com-
mon country.”’

¢« [ would not give a shilling,” said Sir William
hastily interrupting his daughter, *for the friend-
ship of those who are traitors to their country,their
king, and their religion. They areall ofa piece,and
would be glad to have it in their power to drive me
out of the country, as almost all other loyal gentle-
men have already been driven.’

Rose saw that she had unwittingly touched a
chord in her father’s bosom, which uniformlyled toa
tone of discord far from harmonising with the
cool and dispassionate judgment of men and
things he usually exhibited. Letting, therefore, her
father proceed without contradiction, the heat which
the subject uniformly engendered soon died away of
itself, and when this had once subsided, she would
answer, ‘“ All this, my dear father, may be so0. You
are far more able to judge of such subjects than I
am. Still there are some of the rebels whom a
mistaken principle of right led away and who are
still sincerely your friends, having the same regard
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for you as they formerly had. George Washington
has given you proofs of his disinterested friendship
since the war was no longer doubtful,-and many

- others, I am sure, still love and respect you as much
as ever, and for whom I know you still cherish sen-
timents of friendship.”

George Washington is a good man ; and I confess,
my child, I am sometimes too hasty in my judgments,
especially since I remember your cousin, whom I
could not think of with kindness while he opposed
and fought against his king and country.  Poor
George ! I used tolove him as my own son—and he
too is gone! Would that he had fallen, like your

brother, defending the cause of his royal master !

We are now friendless, my dear child, and if this
threatening storm blows over, we will soon be again
among friends in our own home. I shall sell what
little we have left and leave this ungrateful countrys
and then, my daughter,we shall soon be among those
who think as we thirk, and fee! as we feel. 1hada
number of friends coming to spend: the night with us,
and if any thing should happen we shall not be en-
tirely unprotected, even should an attack be meditat-
ed, which I scarcely anticipate.

CHAPTER 1V,
LEAVING Sir William and his daughter engaged in
forming their plans for again returning to the land
of their fathers, we will return to the party whom we
left about starting with their horses to market, and
at the time when it becomes necessary for us again
to observe their movements, they had been travel-
ling several days, stopping at their established posts
without any circumstances worthy of record. They
were now approaching the most dangerous part of
their route, and double precaution was taken to
avoid suspicion by confining their travels chiefly to
the night, and by taking the most unfrequented paths
which might lead them to the next station of rest,
and, if needful, of concealment. It is necessary to
state, perhaps, that a regular trade in horses, or to
speak more properly, & regular system of horse-
stealing,was carried on between the South and North
and throughout the whole line there wereagents em-
ployed, who were in constant communication with
each other, and should danger appear to threaten,
would direct the most proper course to avoid detec-
tion. There were also regular posts established, in
which they might rest and refresh their horses, and
where fresh supplies were sometimes added to the
band on their appreaches to the established market.
They had been travelling the greater part of thenight,
and were now, towards morning, approaching the
place of their destination, where it behooved them
to lie concealed during the day, as notice had been
given that travelling had become dangerous, on ac-
ecount of the number of horses missing in that quar-
ter. It was now the darkest part of the night, just
before the comiag of dawn, when Big Jim addressed
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his sable companion, who was stationed behind the’
drove with him.

“Why, you black rascal, you have made
every thing of your own color, for blast me:
if 1 can so much as feel my horse’s mane! Woh,
ho ! Jumper P’ continued be, as his horse stumbled:
over something in the darkness, 1 really believe
there's nothing to be seen but those two eyes of
yours, master Cato, that look like two weeping
moons wading through a cloud as dark as the inside
of your own pocket. Do you see any thing ahead %’
I’m blest if I'think a squadron of cats could pick’
their way through this infernal place.”

¢ Me rio see nothing, massa Jim !”* answered Ca-
to ; * me no tink de debil see nothing hisself.”

¢ Hush !’ said Big Jim, * did’nt you hear some-
thing 1

¢ Me tink it nothing,”” said Cato, *s’pose only
the hosses, the debil himsef see nothing this time-
o’night.”

‘“Don’t speak of the devil,” said Big Jim, riding
up close to Cato; * he sees in the night as well as-
the day, and this is the time he generally is about
hunting after some poor fellow to get into his clut--
ches.”

“Well,” said Cato, giving into Big Jim’s half-
expressed opinion, and wishing to retaliate for the
tortures he suffered during the day. * Well, me
s’pose it is the debil ; you not afraid of the debil,
massa Jim ¥’ added Cato, enquiringly.

“ Me afraid of any thing I’ answered Jim, while
his trembling voice gave the lie to every word
he uttered. * Were not a niggar below me, and if it
was not so infernal dark, 1 would like to see the man
who said I was afraid of all the devils in hell, or
any thing else.”

‘¢ Me no think you afraid,” said Cato,with a scarce-
ly stifled chuckle, as Jim rode still nearer to him.
 Me no ’fraid of debil, debil no run so fast as me
on this hoss, Me ncber see him, and consekens
me no believe him catch me, il me no be bad. Eber
see the dcbil, massa Jim 7”

“ No no !’ said Jim hesitatingly. ¢ But Bob-
MeCormack told me that he saw him once, and had &
horrible chase from him one night as he came home:
from Peggy Martin’s, when he had been meeting
some of his friends and having a glass with them.”

“ How did he look %’ asked Cato, ‘ me like to see
him.*

 You would’nt want tosee him but wunst,” said-
Jim. ¢ For Bob McCormack would never go out
afler night, unless he had somebody with him, =0 he
told me, and he had a long spell of sickness from the
frizht and the smell of the brimstone, that did not
get out of his nose for two or three weeks.”

“ Him struck mighty !’ answered Cato ; *“ me no
like to see him, massa Jim.”

“ Bob McCormack,” continued Jlm,tnlkmg to keep'
up Lis courage, “‘said that he had a long fiery tail and
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as s00n a8 he got near his house, the devil went off
like a loaded pistol, only a thousand times louder,~—
80 loud that he did not hear any thing for forty-
eight hours after.”

““ Me no believe dat,” said Cato.

By God, I do !” said Big Jim, “for I saw nearly
as much myself a short time ago; blast me if I
would see the like for all the horses in the drove.”

¢ What you see ? suid Cato, bursting into a
laugh at the remembrance of what he himself had
done. ¢ Me like to know what you ses you see,—
Nothing 2? added Cato, when he perceived that
Jim was hesitatling to tell. During the daytime, Jim
had sworn that all the stories of his companions
about the appearances were & parcel of lies, when
interrogated on the subject of his late fright, at
which Cato was laughing so heartily, when we first
became acquainted with him in the beginning of our
story. Jim, after a pause, began doubtingly, as if
he could trust Cato, at the same time wishing to
impress him favourably.

“You see, Cato, you are a good fellow, and
know more than most of your nation,—more than a
good many who call themselves your betters, on
account of a little difference in colour ; but you
don’t know so much about spirits and ghosts as I
do, and it is not likely they should trouble them-
selves by showing themselves to a niggar.”

¢ No,” said Cato, ** me neber see’d none.”

‘¢ Well,” said Jim, I went out last week a
hunting deer, you know, and got belated with car.
rying home the fat buck I shot, and when ¥ got
Wwithin & mile of the camp, I thought I saw some
terrible large thing, as high as the highest trees,
walking and coming to meet me. When I went
Found to avoid it, it went round,—when | stood still,
it stood still. I saw there was no get away,--so |
walked boldly up to him, and asked him what he
wanted. He did not answer, but stretched outa
hand as big as a great tree, to take hold of me.
Thinks I, I'll try you with a ball; 1 shot him
right in the breast, and the ball played whiz
back over my head. His face was as black as,
88y-~3 hundred times blacker than yours! and his
€yes were as big as a bushel basket, and as red as
fire 5 his mouth, my God, was wide enough to have
let two men ride in abreast to his teeth, Lord,
they Jooked large enough to bite my rifle in two
88 easy as you could bite an onion. He chased me
all the way home to the camp, anéd when he saw he
€ould not catch me, he blew fire and brimstone after
™e, and raised such a hellish laugh, that I think I
an hear it now.”

t ::::,hg:, yah-,""gurgled‘out Cato, hardly able
orse :  Berry like, he must have been
the debjl.»

““To be sure it was, you dam nigger ! Who else
€ould it have been 1"

“Me don’t know,” answered Cato.
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“If you dont’t stop that laughing of yours, you
heathen dog, P’Il horsewhip you, you unbelieving
rascal | The devil will get you one of these days,
and then you’ll see.”

Cato knew who the devil was too well, to dread
much from him. In fact it was no other than him-
self, with a white sheet about him, who knowing
Big Jim’s fuiling, wished to have a little sport.
His comrades were watching the effect ; as soon as
Jim saw Cato, he threw down his deer and rifle, and
made for the camp ; when he arrived there, he was
nearly dead with fear.

“Did you hit him wid de bullet 2 inquired Ca~
to, renewing his interrogations,

¢ May 1 be smashed if did’nt, and he never
winked more than a stone wall.”

¢ You berry brave man, massa Jim ; me no ’ston-
ished you was scared, and tremble so0.”?

“Hark you here, you devil’s imp, if you don’t
give over that laughing,” said Big Jim, almost

| choking with passion, ¢ I’ll let day light into the

darkness of your woolly skull.”?

The mirth of Cato was, however, suddenly check-
ed, by the horses coming to a dead halt, and =
whistle indicative of danger sounding from Squire
Harry, stationed at the forward part of the drove.
Big Jim being ealled forward, it appeared, from the
narrative of two strangers, that their road was im-
passable, on aceount of the number of men,who hav-
ing got word of the intended movements of the
band, had determined to intercept them.

It appeared that the body of men intended to be
afoot at the fiest light to meet them, and already
the mountain tops gave signs that the day was at
hand.

«There is ne time to be lost,—you are good
friends, who have brought us such timely warning,’*
said Squire Harry, whose spirits were warming at
the idea of a chase;  take the two last strings of
horaes, and strike to the right, direet for Flanagan’s
hollow, holding down the brook to put your pursuers
at foult, should we be unable to keep them in play 3
and then in half an hour you are safe, shoald all
the devils in hell seek to find you out. Myself, Big
Jim and Cato, will manage the other, and take the
brunt of the chase.” In a moment the two strangers.
were mounted, and soon were lost in the thickness
of the forest. Squire Harry and his companions,
with three horses each, trotted on slowly, in the
direction from whieh the danger was feared, until
they came to a turnin the road, where might be
seen half a mile a-head. At this point, Big Jim, with
half a dozen of the horses, was commanded to strike
to the left, in a direction opposite to that jn which
the other party had taken, while Squire Harry, with
our friend Cato, calmly awaited the expected foe.

¢ Now,” said Squire Harry, “let yourhorse feel
your spur, when you see me make for the wood—
and shout, as if 1o those ahead to proceed. We
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have but five miles to ride, and Jim has already ac-
complished one. Here they come,—sce the dust as
they turn the corner! If you catch Harry Bush,”
as il addressing them at a distance, ¢ you may string
him up; that’s all ¥’ Now !> shouted Harry, as he
and Cato dashed off into the woods, and were follow-
ed a moment after, by a dozen well mounted ridegs,
who hesitated but an fnstant to make sure of the di:
rection. A shout was raised by the pursuers as
they came in sight of Harry and Cato, detained
somewhat by the led horses.

«We gain upon them,” said a large man, who
apparently took the lead of the pursuers. #* Now:»
my boys, for the horses and one hundred pounds
reward for each bl these gentlemen’s necks. Strike
in your spurs—~spare not "’

By heavens | we have lost them ! cried three
or four at once.

“No, no! yonder they go to the left still. Hut-
rah ! yonder goes the main body,” eried the leader,
as they came in sight of Big Jim. The party of the
pursuers was soon diminished to less than one
half their number, being on horses, inferior in wind
and bottom to those of the pursued, and several
others were lagging behind, hardly in sight of their
friends. * We must try them with a shot,” said the
leader of the pursuers, as they came nearer, ¢ for
our horses cannot hold out long.”” Drawingup a
short rifle to his shoulder, and checking his horse at
the same time, he fired. The shot did not take ef-
fect, and was answered by a shout from Squire
Harry and Cato. Another and another followed—
the third passed through the shoulder of Squire Har-
ty’s horse and he fells

 On Cato,” said he, as he leaped on the other
horse, ¢ they will force me to return the kindness.”
The time, though shorter than taken in its reiation,
for Squire Harry to mount his led horse, neverthe-
less allowed the pursuers time to gain on them, and
now being within pistol shot, they called loudly to
surrender or die. Squire Harry, turning his horse
at right angles, fired as they dashed past, and the
leader of the pursuers fell, while his horse ran mad-
ly forward without his rider. ) ]

The pursuers wefe checked by this unexpected
wmisfortune, and two of them leaping to the ground
taised their leader and friend ; he had still life re-
maining, though desperately wounded. Enragedat
the loss,they mounted, and leaving the wounded man
§n the care of some of the parly who had come up,
they started again in pursuit. Dividing into compa-
nies of two or three, they accommodated themselves
to the hature of the ground,which had become broken
and rocky, and in u short time came in sight of their
prey, entangled with some of the horses refusing to
proceed. A shout of success again collected the
scattered putsuers, and they had almost sutrrounded
those whom they now considered in their power,
when Squire H., turning to his companions, said}
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¢« Now boys, let them come. Cut that horse
adrift, he will make the rest wholly unmanageable«
When 1 say one, two, three, fire and pick your man,
then follow me. Steady—one—two-—three—now
give it them.”

Without waiting to see the result of the fire
Squite H. striking his lance into the {arthest horsey
which wheeled right round, dashed forward and
got clear of the enemy while wavering. As he
passed,followed close by his companions; he received
a shot in the bridal arm, which fell useless by his
side.

« Confound the hand that directed that ball,”?
said Squire Hatry; “1am done for: Jam the
horses hard to the le(t.”

« gan guide mine no longer,” said Big Jim, “1
am wouhded.”

¢ Straight for the den by the back path,” shouted
Squire Harry, “and you are safe.”

Squire H. and Cato, wheeling round, drave the
horses down a steep bank, over which, to the left,
projected a huge cliff covered with a thi¢k growth
of bushes, where they were received by Big Jim.
Holding on their course, the two friends were fol-
lowed by double the number of pursuers, who as yet
seemed determined to have them dead or alive.Squire
Harry though one hand was already useless, struck
forward, guiding his horse, which as yet showed no
signs of fatigue, though reeking with sweat. He
scemed well acquainted with every foot of the
gtound, turning now to the right or lefi where no
possible space for a passage appeared in view. Fol-
lowed hard by Cato, they emerged from the wood
into a partial clearing, pursued by theit enemies,
whose hopes again revived as they were placed on
more equal terms by being able to see them in their
flight.

¢ Drive your spurs yet deeper, Cato;¥ cried
Squire Harry, as their pursuers again gained upon
them: “Half a mile more, and we are safe.” As
they descended the other side of a slight inequality
in the clearing, Cato’s horse stumbled and fell,—nor
could any exertion of his again raise him.

“ Down with you andlet them pass !” cried Har-
ry, as he struck off, shouting, to draw the attention
of the pursuers towards himself. The ruse was suc-
cessful, and he now scoured down over a rocky and
precipitous path, the fire flying at evety step, from
under his horse’s hoofs. At the bottom was a ravine
from twenty-five to thirty feet wide,called the devil’s
leap, stretching far to the right and left. Again
the shouts of his pursuers arose as they saw the
impossibility of escape.

This gulph, stretching hall & mile either way,
seemed as if cloven by the convulsive heavings of
an earthquake, from the side of the mountain, which
it at both ends enclosed, with an t 80 steep 88
to render escape to the right or left impossible,
while on the opposite side appeared jagged and bro-
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ken cliffs, frowning over this impassable gulph ap-
parently a hundred fcet deep. To retrace his steps
was now equally impossible. His pursuers, confident
of securing him, had stretched out towards the right
and left, and on an attempt to break through his
enemies by the route he had come, a ball passed
through his hat; and he found himself exposed to
the fire of others of the pursuers, now coming up.
Baflled in his scheme, he again turned to the ravine,
amid the shouts and taunts of his pursuers, calling
on him to surrender.

More than once he had urged his horse forward
to the leap ; but at each attempt he swerved from
the fearful and jagged bank. Wheeling to avoid
the most forward of his pursuers, Squire Harry
dashed towards the lower part of the ravine, followed
hard by one of his foes. Shaking the bridle, he en-
couraged his horse by his cries, and the noble ani-
mal, as i knowing his master’s life depended on
his action, slackening his pace, as if measuring
his distance, bounded forward and cleared the leap.
As he struck on the opposite bank, Squire Harry
was thrown forward over his neck, and the shock
causing the bank to give way under his hind.feet,
fell backward with the crumbling rocks. The
horse of him who was ddring enough to follow,
refused the leap, and stopping short on the bank,
precipitated his rider into the gulph below. Foiled
in their attempls, his pursuers gazed fearfully down
&t the mangled body of their lifeless companion,
and at the successful daring of him who had already
turned on the opposite bank, and was waving his
band in derision of his pursuers.

To be continued.

(ORIGINAL.)
FLOWERS.

Hope comes with Love at your return, ye gentle race
of flowers,

Now Cupid with the Graces greets the rosiest of the
hours ;

And deep from out the soul bursts forth the welling
streams of joy

Whose echoes thousand hills repeat as thousand
tongues employ.

To move the heart an ever-living power to you is
given,

To waken dreams of beauty there, and thoughts
allied to Heaven ;

Thus perfumed wreaths on altars built in many a
sunny clime

© the Goop Gobs were offerings meet from imme-

morial time.

The Conqueror’s path ye graced,and round his brow
Olympic honors twined,

So Wit with Beauty vied with wreaths the festal
Cup 1o hind ;
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The famed Elysian fields were blest, that smiled in
cndless bloom,

Those deathless flowers that yield ambrosial sweets
and nectarine perfume.

The monuments of ancient Pride and Power have
passed away,—

The flower unheeded at their base blooms freshly
there to-day,

In nature’s living hues more bright than purple robes
aand gold,

Than all the glory which arrayed the gorgeous kings
of old.

The blushing bride in rivalling wreaths we deck
with chastened joy,

To tread the flower strewed altar’s path where
smiles the rosy Boy:

Thus too in Love’s last, holiest gilt, hope gently
dries the tear,

As silently we place pure emblem flowers on the
untimely bier.

Mjysterious influences ever breathe around you, gen-
tle ones,

To fling upon the purest souls deep thoughts, and
thrilling tones—

Sweeter than far-off music dies upon the ear at
even—

Whose echoes half reveal the ties which link the
soul to Heaven !

Alike in weal and woe, in hours of bitterness and
Joy,

Amid the fears of age, or hopes that light the bloom~
ing boy,

Of sage and savage, untaught swain, and him of
highest art—-

Alike, of all, your voice finds answering tones
within the heart.

Russerr,
Montreal, March 29,

———————————
EXCELLENCES OF KNOWLEDGE.

THERE are in knowledge these two excellences ;
first, that it offers to every man, the most selfish,
and the most exalted, his peculiar inducement to
good. It says to the former, “ Serve mankind, and
you serve yoursell ;” 1o the latter, “In choosing
the best means to secure your own happiness, you
will have the sublime inducement of promoting the
happiness of mankind.” The second excellence of
knowledge is that even the selfish man, when he has
once begun to love virtue from little motives, loses
the motives as he increases the love, and at last
worships the deity, where before he only coveted
the gold upon its altar.—E, L. Bulwer.
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RANDAUGHTER.

BY E. L. C.

Continued from our last Number.

CROSSING the square, Beaufort directed his steps
1o Beacon street, and paused at the door of one of
fls most stylish looking houses, which, (on being
instantly admitted,) he entered with the air of one
who found himself at home. He passed on to the
drawing room; it was vacant, but though so early
in the season, a bright fire was burning in the
grate, which the chilly air of the day rendered an
object of comfort and attraction,and thowing himself
into a fauteuil, which was drawn up beside it, he
sank into a fit of long and deep abstraction.

Thought after thought crowded busily into his
mind, till the train of his meditations became so
intensely painful, that ke rese, and for a few mo-
ments hurriedly traversed the apartment, then,
approaching the bell, pulled it with such nervous
violence, that the peal resounded throughout the
house. A servant immediately answered the sum-
mons, of whom Beaufort enquired if his mistress
were at home.

* She is, sir, but master Sydney is ill, and she
has been all the morning in the nursery,” replied
the man.

“ 11, is he ? not seriously, I hope,” said Beau-
fort, anxiously; ‘‘well, never mind, Jerry, you
need not disturb her, I will go up myself and see
what ails the boy,” and he ran up stairs to seek his
sister in the nursery, and satisfy himself that there
was no reason to be alarmed about his little favo-
rite.

Mrs. Calthorpe came to the door when she heard
his voice.

€ Oh, is it you, Edward 7’ she said, smiling;
*¢ well, I shall not admit you, for here is such a
cross little patch, that he will disturb all your phi-
losophy.”?

““There is not much left to disturb, Alice,” he
said with a faint smile ;  just let me look in, and I
will begone,”—and as the child’s fretful voice was
now heard calling for “ uncle Edward,” she yielded
to his wish, and held open the door for him to enter.

The boy, a lovely little fellow of three years old,
but pale and languid from an attack of croup,
which he had just struggled through, was instantly
nestled in Edward’s arms, where he looked so hapgys
and lisped forth his infant endearments in such win-
ning accents,that the young man fairly settied himsell
with his little charge in the nurse’s chair, and sat
lavishing caresses upon him,and listening to his pra-
tle, till he almost ceased to remember the cause of
his recent irritation ; and even when the child’s heavy

eyes at length closed in slumber, he reluctantly
yielded him to the prudent nurse, who thought it
best to luy him on his own small couch, where he
could sleep undisturbed, and, as she hoped, awake
refreshed.

Mrs. Calthorpe then accompanied her brother
down stairs, but they had no sooner entered the
drawing-room, than the cloud again shaded his
brow; he took a turn or two through it, and then
threw himself on a sofa beside his sister, with a sigh
s0 deep that it actually startled her.

¢ You seem disturbed, Edward,’’ she said, turning
with an anxious look toward him. ¢ Nothing, I
trust, has gone wrong between you and Lucia.”

¢¢ Nothing more than usual, Alice ; at least,” he
added, half smiling, “‘ nothing more than is now-a-
days of very frequent occurrence.”

*¢Oh, a pretty fit of sulks; and is that all 7”

¢ 1s it not enough, Alice, to make me tremble
for the peace and happiness of my future life 7"

¢ Such warnings ure certainly ominous of clouds
but then recollect, Edward, that Lucia is young, and
has always been a petted child of fortune—besides
this is her day of power, and a woman may be par-
doned the exercise of a little harmless tyranny,
when she is on the eve of resigning the prerogative
for ever.”

¢ Yes, harmless tyranny, and playfully exerted,
of thatl would not complain ; but when it becomes.
unreasonable caprice, and positive ill-humour, he
must be fool who is not warned in time to shun the
rock which threalens to make shipwreck of his
hopes.”’

¢ Are you in earnest, Edward ? at this late hour,
the wedding guests invited, and the bridal robes
prepared,~-is it possible that you can seriously con”
template a rupture with Lucia 7”

“No, not seriously, Alice, though il I reallf
thought my home, that Eden of my dreams, w88
destined to be the scene of such unamiable display®s
as have of late 0o ofien surprised and pained me
I would even now—yes, or at the altar,if I knew it
not before, bid Lucia Maywood a last farewells
though henceforth it were my doom to live a blight”
ed and a solitary man.” ‘

““Beware of rash impulses, my dear brother
the act of & moment may occasion years of vaif
penitence.  For myself, I sincerely think that Lu”
cia’s faults are not those of a bad or m_mmill"‘e
temper, but simply the results of an erroneous edv-
cation. Mrs. Dunmore is a kind-hearted, but wes
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woman, and neither her influence nor example have
been beneficial to her sister, who has grown up self’
indulged, and perhaps exacting,where she is permit-
ted, or feels herself privileged, to exercise power.
But I am persuaded that you will shortly be able to
correct all her faults; for she is too docile, and
loves you too tenderly, not to be moulded by your
will into the perfection which you desire.”’

“ It might be so, Alice, but I confess in an
affair of such consequence I tremble at encoun-
tering the slightest risk. Neither, in truth, am I at
all ambitious to undertake the task of educating and
disciplining a child, when it is arational and intelli-
gent woman, whom I seek for 2 companion. One,
who by her tender sympathy may enhance my en-
Jjoyments, and make light the trials that must come
to all, by the sunshine of her unclouded sweetness
and affection.”

“You have formed a bright ideal, Edward, but
who, in actual life, ever found even a (aint copy of
that fair original which filled his youthful fancy ? 1
fear we must all be content with a blending of good
and ill in our chosen partners, since earth offers
but few, if any, specimens of the rare perfection
you seek.”’

¢ 1 expect not perfection, Alice,but I contend that
in the absence of certain principles, qualities, and
dispositions of the heart, which I deem essential to
the formation of a virtuous and elevated character,
there can exist no permanent basis (or that confi- i
dence and esteem, which constitute the very bul- |
wark of domestic peace and happiness. I have liv-
ed long, as you know, an exile from home and coun- |
try, but the fond hope of at Jast returning to my own
{ree land, to sit down amid my household gods,
With one, who would be to me what our own dear
Mmother was, Alice, to the home which she blessed :
Wwith her virtues ; this fond hope has dwelt with me
amid polar snows, and the burning heat of the tro-
Pics, and has cheered me on in the pursuitof that
Wealth and knowledge, which, without such an ob.
Ject jin view, had in all probability never been
altained. But now———,”

 Nay, Edward, do not say that now you are
baffied in this hope,” interrupted Mrs. Calthorpe ;
“ You, who, a few weeks since, loved Lucia May-
Wood with such fervour, and saw in her all that
€ould constitute your happiness, may well deserve
the censure of more than feminine caprice, if for a
Yenial fault or two, you judge her with such unspar-
Ing severity--schooling your heart to regard her
with coldness, because she [alls short of that stand-
2rd of perfection, which, in the blindaess of your

O¥e, you once believed her to have attained.”

“You judge me harshly, Alice,~—harshly and
h“.my, which is all unlike ‘yourself—but the feeling
Which prompts you, springs as usual from a ge-
;‘"?“S motive, and so I pardon it. Yet I will so

A1 justify myselfy as to say that I am far from in-
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tending to judge Lucia with severity--neither has
my love yet grown so cold towards her, as to wish
to magnify her faults. That they pain me, I do not
deny, nor that, of late, they have glared upon me in
colours, sometimes so startling, that I confess there
have becen moments when I faltered in my purpose
of linking my destiny with that of one, who with all
her fascinations, could, at will, infuse such drops of
bitterness into life’s sweetest and most honied
draught. Even in the earliest days of our betroth-
ment, when with the intensity of a first and fervent
passion, I abandoned myself to her witchery, T was
not insensible to the foibles of her character, but I
deemed them, as you do, the faults of youth and
education, and thought, that with time, and better
influences, the nobler traits which had won my love,
would counteract and correct whatever was unwor-
thy to pollute 80 fair a temple. In this hope I have
been deceived.—Every interview reveals some page
I would fain have left unread, in the mind which I
once thought so transparent, and which makes
me tremble for the future. Yet still I love her,—
and much as I doubt her, my courage is unequal
to the trial of a separation, though I confess,
that, as the day approaches for our union, I am so
overwhelmed with misgivings as to its happy result,
that were it not for the blight which such an act
would cast upon her young hopes, I should ere this
have dissolved, by a few brief words, our mutual
engagement.”’

“ You surprise and pain me by this avowal, my
dear Edward,—I have seen for several weeks past
that your mind was ill at ease, and I have been of-
ten on the point of asking the cause of your dis
quiet,—but I still shrunk from doing so, for some=
thing told me that all was not right between you
and Lucia, and I feared to increase your suffering by
forcing you to speak upon the subject. YetI cannot
deny, that, 1 too have sometimes trembled lest vour
happiness was not to be secured by this marriage—
and if you think so, Edward,—if you really have so
much ground for doubt—let it not take place. If
she can wantonly pain you now, trust me, her heart
will not break, when the tie which has bound her to
you shall be severed.”

“ No, Alice, I am not prepared for this, though
my reason sometimes warns me that the act would
be d wise one.  But if she loves me as I honestly
believe she does, 1 will fulfl my engagement with
her at the altar, let the risk be what it may. Bet-
ter to sacrifice myself, than shroud her heart in
darkness ; yet if she yield her, as I trust she will,
when all my own, to the gentle teachings of love, our
lot will still be a bright one, and my gloomy fore-
bodings prove but sickly phantoms of the brain.”

¢ God grant it, and indeed I think they will be
nothing more. But pray what happened particu-
larly this morning, so dreadfully to rufile your se-
renity 3"’ ’



2%

“Simply this,’ said Edward, recounting the scene
which had transpired at Mrs Dunmore’s, and attri-
buting, justly as he thought, Lucia’s ill-humour, to
the involuntary interest he had betrayed in a very
lovely girl, whom Mrs. Dunmore had employed in
the manufacture of some artificial flowers.

“The beautiful flower-girl !’ exclaimed Mrs.
Calthorpe, her cheek and eye kindling with anima-
ted delight.

¢ What then ? and why this sudden emotion,
Alice, at the mention of so humble an individual ki
asked Beaufort in surprise.

¢ Why, Edward, she is all the rage now, talked
of in all circles ; at Mrs. Linzie’s ball lust night she
was the sole topic,—so Doctor Moreland told me
this morning. But it is only recently, that, having
attracted the attention of some fashionable ladies,
she has become known at all, though it is said, that
for years, young as she is, she has maintained a sick
and feeble mother with her earnings.”

¢ Her worth then attracted no sympathy or re-
gard,” said Beaufort, with a smile of irony. “It
was her beauty only that interested these votaries of
fashion in herbehalf! Oh, heartlessness of the gay
world! be it my lot to live forever apart from its
vain frivolities, its cold and hollow charities !’

<« But, Edward, are you at all aware, who this
young creature is 7 Listen and be astonished when
I tell you that she is our near relative, being,
in very truth, the grandaughter of our miserly uncle,
old Mr. Dorival-

< Impossible !’ exclaimed Beaufort, and a sensa-
tion like that of an electric touch vibrated through
his whole frame, setting again in motion the warm
pulses of the heart which had been chilled by Lu-
cia’s coldness. ¢ Tmposible !”” he repeated, ‘‘ who
can have told you this sirange story, Alice ¥

¢ No less a personage than Doctor Moreland,
Edward, and his authenticity is seldom doubted.
He knows her well, and describes her as little less
angelic in soul, than they say she is in person.”?

¢ Can this be s0 2 said Beaufort, thoughtfully.

¢ Without a doubt, Edward ; the flower-girl whom
you saw at Mrs. Dunmore’s this morning, is the
daughter of Harry Dorival, whose widow, after his
death, sought a home for hersell and child with the
old miser, and there they have lived in poverty and
obscurity ever since. The mother has recently been
very ill, and Doctor Moreland attended her, and such
e tale he told me of their trials and privations, as
made my very heart ache. The daughter, he said,
toiled incessantly with uncomplaining sweetness, for
her mother’s comfort and support, bearing self-de-
nial and hardship, with a patient checrfulness that
he had never scen equalled.  She seldom spoke of
their situation, nor ever repined at the cruel ava-
rice, which in the midst of abundance, left them to
struggzle with the cold and pitiless gripe of poverty 3
fut her mother, a querulous and weak woman, had
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told him the whole story of their sufferings, since
they dwelt beneath the miser’s roof; and she said,
the only joy and comfort that had brightened her
gloomy home, arose from the ceaseless care and love
of her poor girl, who from childhood’s early dawn,
regardless of herself,had studied only how she might
best minister to her mother’s peace and happiness.”

Beaufort was deeply touched by this lovely pic-
ture of virtue and filial piety, nor could he avoid
contrasting it with the lableau of his indulged
and self-willed mistress, the spoiled child ofluxury,
the slave of every idle and capricious whim.

« We must seek out our new relatives, Alice,”
he said after a briel pause, ¢“and I regret now, that
we had not done so on our first arrival in the city.”

< Would that we had, Edward ; for our mother’s
sake, I once walked past the miser’s dwelling, with
the design of entering, but the very aspect of the
dismal den chilled me with gloom, and thinking
that whoever might abide there with him, must par-
take of his nature, and have adopted his habits, I
returned home, and have not since thought of him,
till he was recalled to my recollection this morning
by the touching history which Doctor Moreland
related of the young Madelaine, his grandaughter.’

¢ And did he know, Alice, that she,was a relative
of ours 1

¢ Not till I informed him of the circumstance,
and he then said, natural as it wasy that we should
wish to shun all intercourse with our penurious un-
cle, he hoped we should not exclude the females of
his household from our sympathy and friendship—
that they deserved both from us, and would reflect
no discredit on any who might be at the pains to
cultivate their acquaintance; and that besides, it
would be an act of humanity to rescue them from
the miserable obscurity, where they had so long
dwelt unheeded and unsought.”

“ It would so, indeed, dear Alice ; and ours shall
be the pleasant task of providing for them a happier
home, which, were it a palace, that lovely girl would
adorn with her beauty and her virtues.”

¢ She is then beautiful 7’

“Transcendantly so—even without the adventi-
tious aid of dress and ornament, I thought I had
never beheld any thing more lovely. Nor was it
the beauty of form, feature, or complexion, that
rivetted my gaze—but the perfect harmony and
grace of every movement, ‘the mind, the musics
breathing from her face,” and the stainless purity
and innocence that secmed like an atmosphere 10
surround her. But 1 little thought as I admiringly
regarded her, and heard her gentle replies to her
frivolous interrogator, that a current of my own!
blood coursed through the blue veins, that swelled
into distinctness with every varying emotion that
arose within her.”

“ You are as enthusiastic in her praise, a8
Doctor Moreland, Edward. But he said onc thing

was.



that pained me ; and it was this,—that when the mi-
ser’s coffers were placed at. her disposal,as according
to the law of nature, they must shortly be, he should
be the first to rejoice in her accessionto wealth,
which he was persuaded she would value far more,
as a source of benefit to others, than as a means of
ministering to any pride or sell-indulgence of her
own.”

« And why should this remark of the good Doc-
tor’s have cansed you pain, my dear Alice 7’

¢ Can you ask, Edward, knowing as you do that
disappointment must be the only portion of this
poor girl and her mother, when at the deccase of
their uokind relative, they shall learn that you are
entitled to claim all the property of which he dies
possessed,—by a bond to that effect, given by him
to our father, and which if I understand it rightly, is
80 expressed, as to render null and void all bequests
which he mnay choose to make subsequent lo the
date of that instrument.”

“ And can you think, Alice, that when 1 find
those in existance, who are the natural, and should
be the legal heirs to the miser’s ill-gotten wealth,
that { would be so base as to avail myself of the
circumstance, which singularly enough makes me
the sole legatee, to strip them of their lawful inhe-
ritance? Ncver, believe me, never ! The bond is
from this moment nugatory in my eyes, and I would
forthwith seek Mr. Dorival, relinquish my claim, and
entreat him to make a will in favour of his nearer
relatives, were | not assured from all I have learned
of his very wayward and morose temper, that this
course of proceeding on my part, would forever
bar us all from a single peep even, atthe hoards he
is said t0 have amassed.”

¢“But T had the impression, my dear brother, that
the bond given by the miser, I must call him by his
proper name, imposed on the recipient an obligation
to hiold untransferable the property, except in case
of his death, to the next heir, and so on in a conti-
Nuous succession.”

‘“ Not so, Alice—the circumstances under which
our money-loving uncle pledged himsell to be-
queath to my father, and after him to me, the hoard-
ings of his avarice, are briefly these : At a period of
his life, when the sordid vice had not wholly en-
slaved him, he laboured under some commercial
embarrassments, which threatened, unless he could
Obtain a loan of a considerable amount,to involve him
in immediate ruin. He had never sought to make
fl‘iends, and of course found none in the hour of
Need, ready to do him a favour, and after severa]
Unsuccessful applications to monied men, he entreat-
ed my father to advance the sum required by his
urgent necessities, and named an early day for
the repayment of the debt, This request was
Complied with, greatly to my father’s inconvenience,
but ag he hag shortly before marricd the sister of
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Mr. Dorival, (but how unlike him was our sainted
mother, Alice,) he wished to keep on good terms
with his singular brother-in-law, and trusted to his
solemn promise (or a speedy re-imbursement of the
loan. At last the day of payment came,—but the
money came not with it—some paltry excuse was
offcred for the delay, and so from time to time it
was postponed, till three whole years passed away,
and the interest, added to the principal, rendered the
whole amount somewhat formidable.*’

¢ My. father was incensed by this dishonourable
conduct, and the more so as it was well known,
that Dorival had recently made several fortunate
speculations, and was rapidly accumulating wealth,
Finding, however, that appeals to his justice were of
no avail, he menaced him with an instant exe-
cution, unless the loan was promptly repaid, when
with that strange reluctance, which always charac-
terized him, to yield up a particle of the gold which
his greedy palm had clutched, he proposed, on con-
dition ““that he was not compelled to distress hime
self by parting with his small earnings,” to give my
father a bond, legally drawn up, and signed by him-
self and two witnesses in presence of a magistrate,
wherein he promised to bequeath to him and his
heirs, the whole amount of property, without any
reservation, of which he should die possessed.

¢ The offer was a strange one, and personally,
my father felt there was small probability of his be-
nefitting by it, but on my account, as according to
the will of the capricious donor, it was to descend
undivided, in regular succession to the oldest heir,
he was inclined to sacrificc present convenience to
future advantage, by securing the entire reversion
of his brother-in-law’s rapidly increasing wealth.
The few friends whom he consulted on the subject
advised him to this course, to which, however, his
nice sense of right would not have aliowed him to
yicld, had not a rumour of Harry Dorival’s death
obtained general circulation, and been sanctioned
by his father, who, whatever he might know to the
contrary, always spoke of him as no more, nor ever
let it be known that the young man survived for six
years afler this transaction.

¢ The paper was accordingly drawn up by a legal
{riend of my father’s, and duly signed and witness-
ed, being expressed in such a manner as to render
invalid any subsequent testament which the legator
might feel inclined to make. The affair thus arran-
ged, my father, who, during its negotiation had be-
come completely disgusted by the grovelling and
debased spirit exhibited by Mr. Dorival, removed
to the South, and all intercourse from that time
ceased between them, which must account for his
having remained in ignorance of the circumstance,
that Harry’s widow and child were residing with
the old man.  Had he been aware of their exists
ence, [ am persuaded, that with the exception of
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his just debt,all claim to the miser’s property would ‘
have been immediaiely renounced by him in favour
of the legal heirs.

¢ At the period of his death, I was, as you recol-
lect, in the West Indies,and not till my return home,
eight months since, had I any knowledge of the
transaction, when the document was placed in my
hands by the administrators upon the estate, togeth-
er with an explanatory letter from my father, in
which he said that the fear of paralyzing those ener-
gies, the exercise of which he deemed necessary to
the full and vigorous development of a manly char-
acter, had induced him to remain silent on the sub-
jeet of my expectations from my uncle.”

“ And now, my dear brother, is it your purpose
to resign this rich request of uncounted thousands 7
asked Mrs. Calthorpe, doubtingly.

“I no longer look uponit as mine to resign,
Alice. My father accepted the bond in the firm belief
that Harry Dorival had died in boyhood, in which
case my mother became the heir to her brother’s
property ; but well aware of his capricious temper,
she felt no certainty that he would not eventually
will itto a stranger, and approved, therefore, of my
father’s securing it, in this manner, to her son. Of
course, I shall feel justified only, at the death of our
strange relative, in receiving the original fean,
granted to him by my father; and far greater than
the enjoyment which | might have derived from the
miser’s hoarded wealth, will be my happiness in see-
ing it possessed by that lovely and virtuous girl, who |
has been so long and unjustly deprived of that
which her parentage entitled her to claim, as a birth-
right.”

My own dear brother always,” said Mrs. Cal-
thorpe, leaning, as his arm encircled her, upon his
bosom, and raising her soft eyes filled with tears to
his face ; I expected only this from you, of whom
it never could be said :

¢ You know the right, and yet the wrong pursue 3

but it is not every one, who, with so strong a temp-
tation east in his way, would have moral strength
to resist it.”

| trust, for the honour of human nature, there
are few, who under similar circumstances, would
yield to it, dear Alice,” he replied ; “ legally, doubt-
less, the bequest might be retained—but only by the
sacrifice of that inward peace and self-respect,
which is more precious to the honest and upright
mind, than would be the gathered treasures of the
world.”

““ You are right, dear Edward—ever right ;--and
may she, whose place shall be upon this generous
breast, prove worthy of the noble heart that throbs
within it.”?

“Hope not too mueh for me, dear Alice,’’ he
said, tenderly caressing her ; “I must look forward
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lot is unchecquered by them, something whispers me
that mine are destined to be neither few nor small.
But I would not be ‘o’er anxious to cast the fash-
ion of uncertain ills ;* so let us now speak of what
more immediately interests us. These new-found
relatives of ours—are we not bound to seek them
out as speedily as possible, and draw them from
that den of misery and want.”

‘ Doubtless we are,—and yet I dread encounter-
ing the old miser, of whom report speaks as the very
incarnation of misanthrophy and ill-nature.”

“ True—he wishes to claim kindred with none of
the great family of man, and scoffs, as I am told, at
the ties of blood—therefore we shall be wise to shun
the rude repulse which our advances would be sure
to meet. But our dislike or dread of him, must not
furnish an excuse for leaving this young girl and her
mother any longer unsought ; and to avoid, as far
as possible, the painful embarrassment which the
exposure of their melancholy home may occasion
them, would it not be better, dear Alice, that you
made your introductory visit to them alone 3’

*“Perhaps so, Edward; but I fear I cannot go
today—Sydney seems so seriously indisposed, that I
no not care to leave him, especially as Dr. More-
land has left directions which I wish to see fulfilled.
But tomorrow, should nothing occur to prevent, I
will endeavour to pay them a visit at an early hour;
and in the meantime you must restrain your impa-
tience as best you can. Go to Lucia and make your
peace with her, for doubtless she will be waiting, all
radiant with smiles, to accord your forgiveness this
evening.”

“ She will wait in vain,” said Beaufort, coldly,
“for I have letters to write which will occupy me
at home.”

He, however, threw aside his half finished letters
at an early hour, and walked abroad, but did not,
as usual, direct his steps to Bowdoin Square. He
sought a less fashionable quarter of the city, and for
an hour or more might have been seen traversing
the narrow and broken pavement beneath the old
fence, that screened the miser’s low and ancient
dwelling. The very aspect of the place, steeped a8
it wagin gloom and loneliness, filled him with sad-
ness; no cheering ray gleamed from its narro®
casements, nor did any sign of life around it, Zive
token of its being inhabited ; and his thoughts as-
sumed a hue of deeper melancholy, as, scarcely con-
scious why he lingered there, he continued to pace
slowly to and fro beneath the shattered fence.

Earnestly he longed to enter, and cheer the hearts
of the lonely dwellers beneath that inhospilable
toof, with words of kindly greeting, gladdening
them with tidings that there were those in this cold
world, who claimed kindred with themselves, and
waited impatiently to embrace them in the arm$
of sympathy and affection. But delicacy forbade

10 trials with a firm heart, for though no earthly

him, at s0 unseasonable an hour, to intrude upo?
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their humble, and perhaps wretched privacy ; and

with the hope that on the morrow, his sisler‘g

would have paved the way for his introduction, he
turned to quit the place, just as the clock of Christ’s
Church, chiming the hour of eleven, warned him that
it was time to retrace his homeward steps.

At that moment, however, a figure, coming steal-
thily along in the shadow of the buildings,
his attention, and stepping behind a lam
paused for a moment to observe it.

altracted

Bespoke avarice and suspicion, and whose aspect

could not repress an involuntary shudder, as the

conviction forced itsell upon him, that this could e

Ro other than his miserly relative, the brother of his
own lamented mother, she whom he had ever lov-
ed, as the gentlest and most generous of human be-
ings,

As the old man laid his hand upon the rusty latch
of the gate, he trod upon a picce of paper that lay
8oiled and crumpled on the ground, when casting, a
furtive glance of inquiry around him, he stooped,and
picking it up, advanced with an air of habitua! cay-
tiousness towards the light, and smoothing it out in
his yeliow and shrivelled palm, turned it round and
round,examining every corner with a greedy and an-
Xious look. Then with angry disappointment cast-
ting it from him :

“No luck I”” he growled, “no luck for me. To
Some it would have been a roll of bank-notes—but
for me a pieco of dirty paper. I must toil for my
gains, toil aye,—aud no rest for me. But thirty per
Cent on that loan today—and I wrung it forth as il
it had been his very heart’s-blood—but I peeded it,
and I have it in spite of him !’ and with a hollow,
chuckling laugh, the miserable wretch struck the

Paper with the end of his stick, and disappeared

Within the gate.

Filled with pity and disgust, Beaufort walked
Qway, ~pondering on the mysterious Providence that
Permiited so degraded a specimen of humanity to
€ncumber the earth, shedding mildew and blight up-
on the hopes and prospects of the innocent and
&ood,

The next morning. found little Sidney so ill that it
as not probable his mother would be inclined to go
Out and leave him, and while Beaufort was debating
Within himself, whether to sally forth alone, and
®laim the beautiful flower-girl as a relative, a note
Was handed him from Mrs. Dunmore, requesting
that he would make them an early call, as Lucia
Was seriously indisposed, in consequence, she could
"0t doubt, of the mental agitation oceasioned by his
abrupt departure, in evident displeasure, on the pre-
eeding day.

NEW current was given to Beaufort’s thoughts
b this intelligence, which inclined him to view with
more leniency the offence of kis mistress, while he
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reproached himsell with unnecessary severity, for
having so hastily resented it. In this frame of mind,
he flew, rather than walked to Bowdoin Square; and
was inexpressibly relieved when Mrs. Dunmore
came down stairs to greet him wilh a smiling face.

“ Pray excuse my sending for you so early Mr.

! Beaufort,”” she said ; *“but Lucia appeared so iil

this morning that I was dreadfully terrified, and in

p post, he jthe alarm of the moment despatched a summons to

It was that Oféyou. She is better now, however, and insists upon
an old man, bent and lottering, whose very gnit:seeing you,

and as a reward for your prompt attend-

5 jance, I will immediately usher you into her pre-
as he approached, was so rcpulsive, that Beaufort |

sence,”’

The voluble lady tripped lightly away as she
spoke, and Edward, half suspecting himself the vic-
tim of aruse, followed with less alaerity of step and
manner than he had displayed a few minutes beflore.
He {ound Lucia, with an India shawl thrown over
her white morning dress, reclining in graceful
languor on a sofa, in her sister’s dressing-room, and
the somewhat labored tones of her voice as sho
briefly replied to his salutation, relieved his anxiety
respecting the heart-ache he had caused her, by as-
suring him that her indisposition proceeded from
that most disagreeable visitation, a bad cold.  Yet
she could not be said to look ill, though perhaps
her complexion might have been thought a shade
paler than usual, had it not borrowed a soft glow
from the rose-hued ribands, that tied her simple lit=
tle cap, which by the way so greatly became her,as to
awake a vision of matron beauty in Edward’s miud,
that banished for the time, all reminiscences that
grated harshly on his feelings.

Low, soft wurds of love and forgiveness, were in«
terchanged between them, and Lucia appeared so
gentle, so tender, so like what he had known her,
when first he surrendered his heart to her attractions,
that scarcely even in those days of cloudless Jjoy,
had the hours flown by him winged with softer or
more radiant plumage. Mrs. Dunmore rejoiced in
this happy reconciliation, for, though she sat appa-
rently unobservant, and absorbed by the last new
novel, in an opposite quarter of the room, the beam-
ing smiles and murmured tones of the lovers were
not unheeded by her.

It was a favorite object with her to marry her sjs-
ter to Edward Beaufort,—in the first place, because
she had found her, ever since she arrived at malurity,
a troublesome charge, unmanageable and perverse,
whom she was very willing to be rid of; and in the
next, because of all her suitors she preferred Beay-
fort—he had lived many years abroad, and in his
extended intercourse with the world, had acquired a
polish which ““home-keeping youths,” even in the
best eircles, do not always attajn, Therefore, being
elegant, accomplished, and according to madam
Rumour, rich as a nabob,—moreover, to quote the
same veracious authority, heir to the reversio-
nary estate of an old uncle, who was to bequeath
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him the wealth of Cresus, he was the lion of the
day, and, as Mrs. Dunmore thought, a very proper
match for the fair Lucia, who had been for one
winter, at least, the reigning belle.

Her satisfaction consequently was great, when
the engagement actually took place, both on Lucia’s
account, and as gratifying her own weak pride and
vauity. But she was in constant dread lest her
sister’s capricious temper, and strong penchant for
flirtation should be indulged 10 the annoyance of
her lover, and cause perhaps a final alienation on
his part. This fear for several months proved
groundless,—the lady was all that the fondest, the
most exacting, and decorous lover could desire his
mistress to be; but as the novelty of her feelings
and situation lost their gloss, less amiable traits
began to show themselves, which threatened to ve-
rify Mrs. Dunmore’s apprehensions. For some
time, however, Beaufort seecmed blind to these
¢ freaks of fancy,” in his fiancée, and if they glar-
ingly forced themselves upon his notice, his affection
suggested for them some plausible excuse. But of
late he could not fail to observe them, which he did,
and every day more and more in their true light,
for they were now of daily occurrence, and often so
aggravating as to annoy him beyond endurance.

The last offence of the kind, he had resented more
pointedly than ever before, and Mrs. Dunmore, after
pondering on the best means of healing the breach,
resolved to make Lucia’s alight,but fortunate iliness,
the mecans of softening his heart towards her, by
representing it as the effect of his resentment and
alienation. She succeeded in her object, for peace
seemed again to be perfectly restored between them,
and Lucia’s influence over her lover as potent as
ever. So passsed several days, and the spell re-
mained unbroken,~Lucia was charming as an in-
valid, and Beaufort was again assiduous and devo-
ted, constant in his attendance, vet often wondering
within himsell whether it were possible, that a
““change had come o’er the spirit” of his mistress,
-and these halcyon days were destined to endure.

Madelaine Dorival, during this brief interval, was
not forgotten ; but the conlinued and dangerous ill-
ness of Mrs. Calthorpe’s little boy, had so entirely
engrossed her time aud thoughts, that her new re-
latives still remained unclaimed, and submitting to
circumstances, Edward endeavoured to bear with
patience the disappointment. Yet sometimes he was
almost resolved to make the contemplated visit
alone, but a feeling of delicacy still prevented him,
arising from the apprehension lest his intrusion
on their humble privacy might occasion them
more pain than pleasure, even when they should
learn from him the object of his coming.
he delayed going, but could not avoid cherishing
a secret hope, that some business connected with
the fflowers, would bring Madelaine to Mrs. Dun-
more’s during one of his visita there, when by fol-
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lowing her from the house, he might obtain an op-
portunjty of addressing her ; for till their relation-
ship should be declared and mutually acknowledged,
he forebore speaking of it, even to Lucia. And she’
did come once ; but it was during his absence, and
left a beautiful specimen of the flowers she was
making, and Beaufort marked an angry blush suf-
fuse the cheek of his betrothed, as he uttered an
involuntary expression of disappointment at not
having again seen her.

It is but justice to say, however, that during the
week of Miss Maywood’s indisposition, nothing of
moment occurred,to disturb the returning confidence
and serenity of Beaufort, One morning, indeed, he
was rather surprised, on making his appearance at
an earlier hour than usual, to find Signor Carzini
scated on the sofa beside her.  He held a book in
his hand, and on Edward’s entrance, abruptly rose,
bowed, and departed.  Of this circumstance, not
being jealously inclined, Beaufort might have thought
no more, had he not on the following day, again
found the Italian familiarly occupying the same
seat, and in earnest fele-d-tete with the lady. Ason
the preceding morning he immediately rose and re-
tired, but Beaufort detected in the parties an air of
mutual embarrassment, which annoyed him more
than he cared to own,—but when with some asper-
ity he rallied Lucia on her zeal in acquiring a for-
eign tongue, she carelessly replied that her ltalian
master, ignorant of her indisposition, having come
the day before to give her a regular lesson, she
had asked him for a volume of Petfarch’s sonnets
in the original, which as he was passing, he had just
cailed to leave.  The explanation was simple and
plausible enough, and as the book lay beside her,
he was not inclined to doubt it, although still some-
what mystified by the familiar terms on which the
handsome 1talian seemed to stand with his mistress.

The thing, however, passed off as such things
between lovers usually do, when the lady is resolved
to have it so, for Edward, fearful of again yielding
to a too hasty resentment, and won by Lucia’s blan<
dishments, which she began to feel she could not ex-
ert in vain, was striving to forget the unpleasant
impressions of the moment, when & new occurrencé
quite overthrew his philosophy, or rather banished
(rom his mind all recollection of the meaning smile
which he had seen his mistress bestow upon the
Ttalian.

For some moments low voices had been heard i0
the adjoining apartment, then a light step descended
the stairs—the hall door clossd, and immediately
after, Mrs. Dunmore entercd the drawing-room
where Edward and Lucia were sitting, her cheek
flushed, and her eye sparkling with anger. Throw"
ing herself into an arm chair she caught up a de’f"
cate fan of painted feathers, and began waving it
with such violence as to threaten its entire demo”

lition, then casting it rudely from her.
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It is so vexing,” she said, * to be always thwart-~
ed by these people, who bring such paltry excuses
with them for not fulfiling their engagements. This
flower-girl, Lucia,—your heroine, Mr. Beaufort,
(with a sneering accent, )has just been here to say she
cannot complete the flowers by the time 1 named, so
you must make up your mind to bear the disap-
pointment as you best can.”

“ And pray what is her excuse for thus disap-
pointing us 7 asked Lucia carelessly.

“ Oh ! the usual one, which, among those of her
class, always furnishes a plea for idleness or ineffi-
ciency—her mother is an invalid, and her grandfa-
ther so ill, that between them both she finds her
time too much occupied for any other employment.”

““Absurd ! She looked to me al first, as though
she felt herself above her occupation.”

¢ Exactly so, and 1 wish you had seen her when
{ told her, she could not consider herself entitled to
any remuneration for what she had doune, after serv-
ing us in this manner. She put on the look of a
Queeu, and said, of course she should not receive it,
were it offered, for the small portion of her task
which she had been able to complete ; and then you
know I was annoyed, as she evidently piqued her-
self upon being more generous than her employer,
as she finished flowers enough for a dress, I think,
which will do for one of your own, and so I endea-
vored to force the money upon her, but she refused it
with an air that quite made me ashamed of having
offered it. Her cheek flushed up, tears stood in her
eyes, and fell {rom them, when some expression
which I could not restrain,escaped me about pover-
ty and pride being common companions.  She at-
tempted to speak, but her lips quivered so violently
with anger that she could not utter a word, so she
only curtsied in silence and left the room, and I
cannot tell you how it has all vexed me—not that I
at al] care about the flowers, but that for an instant
the girl had art enough to make me feel humbled in
her oresence.”

“ Quite a scene, I declare,’” said Lucia, with a
heartless laugh ; “ you should have called in Beau-
fort 1o have seen his beauty in heroics.”

Stung by the tone in which this was uttered, and
N0 less surprised and disgusted by the brief dialogue
that had preceded it, Edward’s indignation blazed
forth without restraint,

“I would, indeed, I had been present,” he said,
“(0 have shielded that innocent and helpless girl
from unmerited insult and contempt. Madam,
there are hundreds, yea thousands, doomed to the
bumbler walks of life, whom, if rank were gradu-
ated by virtue, goodness, talent, would shine like
st.ars amidst its highest spheres; and this young
&irl, whom you despise, is one of these.  As yet I
an? a stranger in my native land, but if its generous
SPirit be o0 changed, that poverty is deemed a crime,
a0 10i} a degradation, and wealth the only test of
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merit, and sure passport to power, thus falsifying
the proud boast of its national motto, I wiil flee
from it to spend the remnant of my days upon a
foreign soil.”

 Upon my faith, a valiant champion for the dis-
tressed !’ exclaimed Lucia, striving to ¢ wver by an
air of ridicule the burning anger which yet betrayed
itsell in the scornful smile that wreathed her lip, and
in the trembling tones of her voice.

‘I would be s0 in every instance that falls with-
in my knowledge,”” said Beaufort, turning towards
her with a glance so stern, that her own flashing
eye quailed instantly beneath it. * But in behalf of
this poor girl, whom you are_pleased to deem so
infinitely beneath your regard, [ am bound, not only
by inclination and the common dictates of humanity,
but by still stronger and more solemn obligations,
to stand forth, as a champion, if you will have it 80,
—at all events, to proclaim myself her friend and
her protector, which I will henceforth not fail to
prove.”

“1t is well, sir," exclaimed Lucia, no longer
striving to control the violence of her passion ;
““and if you boldly avow yourself such an errant
knight, as to make the fancied wrongs of every mil-
liner’s girl an occasion for showing your valour, by
breaking a lance in her dcfence, it is matter of little
moment to whom your allegiance is pledged ; it can
be of no worth if—-

¢ Pause, Lucia, before you utter what you may
have cause to wish had been left unsaid,’” inter~
rupted Beaufort, gently but with firmness. * There
exist reasons, which I have never yet explained to
you, for the interest I feel in this unprotected girl 3
and,greatly as you may be surprised by the informa-
tion, and much as it may degrade me in your view,
it is no less strange than true, that she is my own
near relative, the grandaughter of my mother’s bro-
ther, of whom we were one day speaking, and who
is known in the city, and to you, by the name of
miser Dorival.”?

“Js it possible 7 exclaimed Mrs. Dunmore in
unfeigned astonishment, which made her even forget
to feel ashamed of the manner in which she had
spoken of Madelaine before one, who claimed to be
so nearly allied to her,

¢ And, if it be possible, and true, why has it been
thus studiously concealed from us 9 asked Lucia,
pale, and still trembling from the effects of her re-
cent passion.

1 only learned it myself,” said Edward, * after
my return home, on the morning of her first appear-
ance here,~and since then I have not seen her.
T was reluctant to seek her alone, and Mrs. Cal-
thorpe has been prevented from going, by the illness
of her little boy ; so that, as yet, she is ignorant of
the existence of those relatives, who are so impa-
tient to claim her as belonging to themselves ; and
till we were able to do s0, it was agreed between



232

my sister and myself, to remain silent on the sub-
ject, though I have constantly hoped that some lucky
chance might throw her in my way, and thus afford
an opportunity for a less formal éclaircissement,than
that must be which is purpose'y sought.”

€1 do not think you have reason to be very so-
licitous for it,”’ said Lucia, with a smile so very
unamiable, that her lover purposely looked another
way. ““Prepossessing as is her exterior, it is an
¢old truth and endless,” as the poct says, that ‘all
is not gold that glitters,” and it can hardly be pos-
sible, surrounded by such influences, and doomed,
probably from childhood, to manual toil, that she
should fulfil your seemingly high-wrought expecta-
tions, or even reward you for your trouble, if such
be your intention, of drawing her from the humble
obscurity in which she has always dwelt.”

¢ There must be pure gold in that beautiful cas-
ket, which may be wrought into furms of exquisite
loveliness, Lucia,” said Beaufort. ¢¢ At all events,
I cannot deem it right to permit her any longer to
live on in poverty and neglect. She, who is the
rightful heir of uncounted thousands, which should
have been appropriated to the use and comfort of
hersell and widowed mother, whom she supports by
the labour of her hands, exhibiting ever, (so Doctor
Moreland, who well'knows her, told my sister,) a
perfect harmony, and purity of character, that isa
fulfilment of the promise given by her lovely face.”

““ Bless me! what a rhapsody,” said Lucia, af-
fecting to laugh.

¢ Quite high-flown ! chimed Mrs. Dunmore, in
a spite(ul accent, *“and very proper and gratifying
from the lips of a luver in presence of his mistress !
Really, Mr. Beaufort, I think Lucia has a powerful
rival in this new-found cousin of yours.”

 Pardon me, madam, if I venture to regard your
suggestion as a very absurd one,” said Beaufort,
gravely. ¢ Your sister has had too long experience
of the faithfulness of my affection for her to doubt
it now,—but I candidly acknowledze its strength
mightere this have been weakened, had I supposed
she required of me a passion =0 selfish and en-
prossing, as to forbid the entrance of any other
friendship or affection in my heart. True and pure
love is an ennobling principle, which elevates the
soul and expands it to the reception ef kind and
holy feelings, worthy of the immortal nature which
the great Creator has bestowed upon his noblest
work, and that must be a spurious sentiment,
which fails to produce this result.”

¢ Excuse me, Mr. Beaufort,” said Mrs. Dun-
more, fearing she had gone too fur. I really meant
nothing very serious,—only that if I were in Lucia’s
place, I should not like to see any other woman,
especially a young and pretty one, becoming quite
so much an object of interest with my lover. But
if she is indifferent toit, I am sure, I shallLnot com-
plain,”?—and turning half pettishly towards a table,

THE MISER’S GRANDAUGHTER.

she busied herself in re-arranging some brilliant
autumn flowers, in a china vase.

““Your sister, I trust, will never give admittance
to 2 feeling of that kind,”’ returned Beaufort ; * on
the contrary she will, I feel assured, receive this un-
protected girl to her bosom, and if only for my sake,
cherish and love her as a sister. Do I deceive my-
sell in hoping and believing this, my dear Lucia ?
he said, as lenderly bending over her, he took her
passive hand, and looked withearnest gaze into her
face. She turned it from him, and leaning down
upon the pillow of the sofa, her ill-restrained anger
and chagrin found vent in a passionate burst of
tears.

¢ What means this strong emotion, Lucia 3"
asked Edward, as stooping down he gently strove
to obtain a sight of her averted face. *In what
have I offended 7--tell me, and 1 stand ready to make
such reparation as you shall require, for my fault.”

“And can you ask ?” she said, a bright glow of
resentment drying the tears that glistened on her
cheek; “or do you suppose I am so short sighted
as not to be able to penetrate the thin veil with
which you strive to conceal even from yourself, your
real sentiments towards this girl? From the day
when you first beheld her, I have marked a change
come over you, and I have felt too, in moments
when you proffered me your warmest homage, that
the lip uttered what the heart no longer dictated.’’

¢ This from you, Lucia !’ exclaimed Beaufort, in
an accent which scemed to imply a doubt whether
he could have heard her aright; “from you, to
whom, despite of all you have done to alienate me,
and which might have changed the love of many a
heart to bitterness, I have clung as fondly and as
faithfully as though my very life depended on your
breath! And this is my reward,—to be branded as
a hypocrite by her, to whom my every thought has
been submitted, and my very soul poured forth like
transpgrent water to her gaze.”

His emotion for a minute was quite uncontrol-
able, and he walked rapidly and in silence through
the apartmeat—Mrs. Dunmore was alarmed at the
turn which the thing scemed about to take, and
though awed by Beaufort’s stern pale face, she felt
that on her interfcrence depended the only chance
of averting the impending rupture.

““This is a foolish quarrel,”” she said, turning
from the flowers, which instead of tastefully ar-
ranging, in the graceful vase, she had, in her con-
fusion left strewn upon the table. ¢ And I pray for
both your sakes that it may go no further,—Lucia,
you cannot mean what you said—she does not, Mr.
Beaufort,~—indced, indeed, she has uttered in a mo-
ment of resentment, what, should you receive it a%
truth, will cost her a life’s repentance.’

I have not, Mary,” said the perverse beautys
raising from the pillow, a face so distorted and
inflamed with tears, and passion, that Beaufort a8
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he glanced towards it, thought it could never charm
him more. 1 have spoken from the conviction of
my heart, and let the consequences be what they
may, it would be false in me to deny it.”

“It is time then, that we should par!,” said
Beaufort. ““1f I have fallen so low in your estima-
tion, I have no longer your happiness in my keeping
—neither could your affection, though it were la-
vished upon me without measure, constitute mine,
if its sunshine is to be eternally darkened by the
clouds of suspicion and distrust.”

€ Qh, let it not end thus !’ said Mrs. Duamore,
imploringly.

“Nay, do not plead to him,” exclaimed Lucia.
“If he can so easily resign me, it is best that we
should part. He wishes it, or he would not avail
himself of so trivial a plea to dissolve our engage-
ment.”

¢ Lucia, you are not yourself,” said Beaufort, re-
garding her with mingled pity and resentment.
¢ Were you not beside yourself with jealous passion,
you would do me less injustice. I can give you no
stronger proof, of my love and sincerity, than I have
daily and hourly evinced since the first moment of
our intercourse, and if this does not suffice to satisfy
your doubts, the fanlt assuredly must lie within
yoursel{—in the decay of your own aflection, lead-
ing you to suspect change and coldness where it
does not exist. [ leave you now—there has been
already too much of excitement—tomorrow I will
see you again—and if it be your wish and decision,
after a night’s reflection, to have it so,—let it cost
what pain it may to myself,—it shall be for the last
time.”

He moved towards the door, and as Lucia saw
him really on the point of leaving her, she involun-
tarily arose from her seat, became very pale, and
sank back again powerless to support herself. Mrs.
Dunmore hastened to bathe her forehead with eau
de cologne, and Beaufort, momentarily alarmed,
suspended his departure and stood with one hand on
the lock of the door, gazing upon her as though to
learn whether it was really going to prove a serious
affair. But from some familiar symptoms, he shortly
satisfied himself that it was only a feint, and not a
Jaint, to which former malady ladies are sometimes
Propense on extraordinary occasions, when coolly
and calmly bowing, he unclosed the door and
Wwithdrew,

T be continued.

RIDING.

THE so0ns of rich men and kings learn nothing so
well as riding ; for their masters flatter them, and if
they contend, willingly yield to them ; but a horse
hever considers if & prince or a poor man be on his
back, and i you cannot manage him he will throw
bis rider.— Carniades.

(ORIGINAL.)
THE MOSLEM'S CALL TO BATTLE.
BY JAMES HOLMES.

The Russians under Diebitzh, some twenty years
since, threatened Constantinople. These lines are
an attempt to describe the fury of the Mahometans
undcr fanatic excitement.

From ev’ry minaret was heard
The Muezzin’s shrill alarm,

And forth sprang all, the old and young,
To guard The Faith from harm.

And has it come to this ? they cry,—
And have we fall’n so low,

That even gainst Istamboul’s towers
The Christian aims the blow ?

{s Moslem valor held so cheap,
Has insult any bounds ?

Oh'! depth of -shame ! defiance from
Those base and wretched hounds !

Now, by our fathers’ graves we swear,
By Holy Mecea’s shrine !

The Infidels shall wail the hour
They cross’d the Othman line.

To horse! to horse !—each Mussulman,—
From Calpe’s strait to Ind,

Haste, haste !—with the avenging steel,—
Swilt, as the sightless wind.

Out Scymetar and Ataghan,
Out, every weapon keen,

Forth like the lightning from your sheaths
And cleave the Nazarene,

The standard of the Faith’s unfurl’d
And Allah ! is the cry,

Who goes not to the battle forth,
The coward’s death shall die.

The dark-eye’d Girls of Paradise®
Their kerchiefs wave in joy,

And festoon bow’rs of love, for each
Dead child of Victory.

As sweeps the (atal, fell, Simoom
O’r Afric’s burning sands,

So let our Moslem vengeance falt
Like hail on Christian lands.

Nor sex, nor age,—none shall be spar'd—
Nor sound of merey heard,

But, like the tigress Japping blood,
Let—slaughter ! be the word |

Their cloven skulls shall tell the tale,
Why they in death lie low,

And on their carrion flesh shall feast
The Vulture and the Crow.

“TThe Maho!netaqs believe that those who fall in
battie sre received into Paradise, whers beautifal

girle wait upon them.
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THE DETECTED BRIGAND.

BY

Coniinued from our last Number.

CHAPTER V1.

WHo has not heard of the Bay of Naples? That
gem of scenic loveliness—the theme of the poet—
the dream of the painter—its beauties a-c familiar
to all readers. Fancy, then, the full, broad harvest
moon, shining in her own mi'd splendor upen the
expanse of water, dotted near the shors with ships
from various climes. Not a ripple disturbs the
placid surface, save where the moon-beams are
dancing, and the gentle undulation becomes visible,
or now and again the plash of oars is heard and
the waves closc in the wake of some tiny craft, as
fishermen go (orth, or idlers {rom the ships in port
return to their marine abode. A stately vesse!
anchored some distance from the coasty had Eng-
land’s pennent floaling from her top-mast. It is
the youthful commander of this vessel that now
claims our attention. His boat has already cut its
way throuzh the waters, the steps are lowered from
the ship, and in an instaut the loiterer of the Ponte
de la Sanita is on deck. Those who had observed
the flushed brow, the look of eager cxpectation, and
gratified happiness, he wore but a few hours before,
could scarcely recoguise it him the haggard and
dispirited person, whose appearance, 0 altered was
it since morning, elicited an exclamation of surprisc
from a friend, who extended his hand to him, as he
enquired the cause of his protracted absence.

“[am glad, Wilmer, you are the first to meet
me,” said he, as he returned the cordial pressure
that told him how much bis countenance betrayed.
¢ am greally agitated,—and you will not wonder
at my disordered loaks when you hear 2!l I have to
impart.”? :

¢ A quarrel on shore, I presume,—some hostile ,
—??

“If it were only that, Wilmer,” said Captain
Beaufort, ** you would not see me thus unmanned.
What I have to relate is of far deeper imnort than

aught that could possibly concern myself eingly.

for my perturbed and agitated manner, I must enter
a little in detail,—and to be the belter understood,
I will frenkly acknowledge, she is the first and only
girl I ever loved. I caunol refer to any precise tiine
when my affection commenced. A bey at school,
she held as powerful a sway over my feelings as at
any subsequent period.  She has been in truth the
ruling star of my existence ; and I think vanity does
not deceive me in the hope I indulge of having an
interest in her heart. The intimacy of our families,
and the strict friendship that united the older mem=
bers, induced her mother to regard my attentions
with a favourable eye. The uncertainty, however,
in which I was irvolved with regaid to (ortune,
through the persecution of my litigious relative, was
a serious obstacle to my suit. At lcast I would not
presume to press it, till my claims were fully ac-
kunowledged, and I was in possession of adequate
means (o entitle me on that point to such an alliance.
When my long cherished hopes were on the point of
fulfilment, her mother’s death unfortunately inter-
posed, and delicacy forbade me to importune her
till the first burst of filial sorrow was imst. By a
most unlucky concurrence of events, this Count
d’Altino arrived in England during my absence in
Paris, and Sir Eustace most unwisely suffered her
to leave England, unattended by a suitable compa-
nion, and entrusted her solely to his care. Ile now
holds her almost a prisoner in a suburban residence
of his.”

¢ A prisoner !’ cxclaimed Mr, Wiler,

“Sol must understand from her letter,” said
Captain Beaufort, * and from all the circumstances
attending our interviews. She is evidently under
such strict surveillance, that she cannot hold inter-
coursc with any one beyond the precingts of the
palazzo.”

““And for what purpose, and by what authority
does he exercise such power 1* enquired his friend.

““ By the authority, it appcars, of his own das-

The safety and happiness of one very dear to mc is | tardly will "’ warmly answered the lover, *“ and
in peril : you have probably heard, for the affair has : with the design, I fear, of marrying her to some of
been taiked about,of an attachment—a strong attach- | his creatures, that he may share her fortune ; but he
ment on my part,—existing betwcen me and Isabella ; may have yet worse motives, for his character is
Herbert. It was not, belicve me, from any doubt I | black enough to be capable of any villainy. It wes
entertained of your friendship,that I forbore to touch }‘ by the most singular chance I discovered the dear
upon this subject in some of our confidential hours ; | girl’s retreat. Having made my devoir to the Am-
but because I hate to prate of love, as girls do, and | bassador, and delivered my papers, I proceeded in
to be quite candid, there was a lurking apprehension | the direction pointed out by one of the lacquies in
in my mind that I was forgotien, as Miss Herbert | waiting, to the Palazzo d’Altino.  In crossing the
evinced in her correspondence an entire indifference ' Ponte de la Sanita, my attention was arrested by 2

to her English friends. To acqount at this moment ' figure, resembling Miss Herbert's, training flowers
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on a baleony. Tstopped to catch a more distinct
View,—it was Isabella, and our recognition was mu-
tual: it struck me she was much altered, but I did
aot take time for close nbservation. Hurrying on to
the entrance of the Palazzo, which was vet ata
considerable distance,—judge of my surprise, when
the porter told me, the English lady and the Countess
had becn gone sonie weeks ago,to Lucea, and that the
Count was on his way to join them. 1 assured him
1 had seen the lady rot ten minutes past, training
flowers ¢n a balcony. The fellow shrogzed his
thoulders, to!d me ’twas impossible, and closed the '
gaie. I lurned away with the strangest feeling I
cver experienced. The superstitious idea that I had i
seen her disembodicd spirit had taken posscssion of |
ty mind, and this vague fear was almost converted :
Lo certainty as I repassed the bridze and found the :
ba]cony deserted ; I was proceeding on iny way,
determined to start immediately for Lucea, when a |
few notes of a familiar tune struck upon my ear. !
turned round and saw a carrier pigeon that I had ;
trained in my school days, fly from the terrace and '
descend to the place from whence the sounds issued. |
T knew she had taken this bird with her from Eng-"
land. Need I say, T was flattered with the simple |
proof of regard for my trifling gift. It was a sig- 1
nal air we had composed together, to guide the bird, |
that struck upon my ear. Natisfied the notes were |
Ureathed by Isabelis, I waited for some time jn the |
hope she would reappear—but in vain: my next |
resolution was to return to the Ambassador’s, and

obtain what iuformation I could of the {amily with:
Whom she is so singularly siluated, and 1 assure !
You the charac'er this Count bears, arouses my in- !
dignation to see Miss Herbert abandoned to his ,’
power.” :

“Itis in trutha strange affair,”” said Mr. Wilmer. |
‘“Miss Herbert must be known to some of the Eng- |
lish residents, —a lady, connected as she is, could |
hot fail to attract the notice of the Ambassador’s fi- |
mily,»

Captain Beaufort paced the deck with hurried
Sleps, when he again turned to his friend, his [sce
Was ghastly pale, and the large drops of perspiration
Stood clear upon his brow. He was fearfully agi-
tated,

“ Wilmer,” said he, I shall go mad ; you know
"t the degrading surmises I have been compelled
O listen to, in answer to the enquiries I made in the
Quarter you mention. Tsabella’s fajr fame is as-
Persed,—she did attract some notice on her first
Urrival ; byt report soon obtained circulation that
ﬁ-: Was an unhappy young person, who had eloped

M her friends with this infamous Count, and that
18 wretched wife was compelled to receive and
“Ountenance her, by appearing with her in public.
n;" YOu be surprised that I am in a state of despe-
90T Oh! that I eould crush the wrétch—that
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I could have revenge ! And he stamped furiously,
and ground his teeth in rage.

“ Believe me, Beaufort, that I feel really concerned
for you,” said Mr. Wilmer, in a soothing tone;
“but I think at the same time, that you exaggerate
the danger of Miss Herbert’s detention. Supposing
she has, by untoward circumstances, fallen into the
power of a mercenary relative, Sir Eustace, when
he is apprised of her situation, will at once exert
the authority the law invests him with, and she will
under his proteciion return to England. As to any
rumour affecting her name, it is so evidently a part
of a systematic plot to plunder her, that it does not
deserve a thought. You are now much excited,—a
fovered body and agitated mind, place all things ia
a distorled position. Take some reposc ;
then see clearer into the matter,
darger now surround'ng
with sunrise.”

“You can epeak and reason coolly, Wilmer,—
you do not feel—you do not love 5 but you are
right, it is late, and I trespass (oo far upon your
friendship, in detaining you from rest.”

¢ Nay, my dear friend,” said Mr. Wilmer, ¢ you
mistake me—it is you that needs repose ; Tam fresh
and well.  For your sake | repress a curiosity that
is keenly excited. and wait for particulars tjll your
harrassed frame is recruited by sleep.”

“ Sleep, Wilmer ! talk not to me of sleep ! said
the impassioned young man. ‘
 Well, be it as yoy please,” answered his friend,
and be assured you have an attentive auditor and
steady friend, ready to assist you to the uttermost,
in every emergency,”

 Rely upon it, Wilmer, I shall put your friend-
ship to the test,” said Captain Beaufort, in a re-as-
sured voice 5 ““but to proceed with my adventure :
On leaving the Ambassador’s, T bade my ndieux with,

I trust, 2 well aesumeq indifference, when, if the
truth was known, my feelings were wrdught to the
last degree of phrensy. 1 betook mysell to ths
Ponte de la Sanita, determined to remain there, i
days were 10 intervene, till the vision of the morn-
ing, whetherreal or illusory, should again appear.
I shall not attempt to describe my feelings during
the profracted interval. Hours passed on—but my
perseverance was eventually attended with success,
I had passed the burning hours of noon on the same.
spot, insensible Lo the scorching beams of a south+
ern sun: the evening shades were lenglhening, and
the sun’s last beams glanced upon Vesuvius, which
burncd less fiercely than my brain. When Tsabella
appeared, how sad and how beautiful she looked.
By means of the carrier dove I told you of; she con-
veyed to me an account of the unpleasantness of her
present position, her apprehensions of treachery on
the part of her insidious kinsman, but most of all the
griel she expericneed at the supposed estrangemennt

you will
and much of the
your fair one wil] disappear

«
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and desertion of Sir Eustace and his family. For
counsel and guidance she refered me to a friar at-
tached to the neighbouring monastery of Santa Ma-
ria della Vita, and with great impressiveness she
implores me to be wary and circumspect.”

¢ Well,” said Mr. Wilmer, taking advantage of
the pause that ensued, ‘¢ for my part, my dear friend,
1 would advise you, instead of having recourse to
the aid of a meddling priest, to adopt the more
straight forward and manly couree, of seeking an
explanation from the Count, and, il he refuses i,
forcing him at the swords point to avow his designs.”

¢ Such were my first intentions,” said Captain

THE DETECTED BRIGAND.

“] agree with you,” said Mr. Wilmer,  that Sir
Eustace has acted injudiciously ; but forgive me, if
I say that you have acted equally ill.”

You do not mean towards Miss Herbert I’ said
Captain Beaufort, indignantly.

% Yes, towards Miss Herbert,”” replied Mr. Wil-
mer ; “and I have no objection to include yourself
as a parly aggrieved by an idle punctilio. You have
risked the loss of a lovely and amiable girl, because
your fortunc was likely to be diminished by a few
thousand pounds, whilst she possessed an ample
share of fortune’s goodly gifts, and ounly sighed to
bestow it on you. Verily, pride bringeth its own

Beaulort; but the conversation 1 held with the I punishment,—you must not, Beaufort, arraign Pro-
friar fully convinced me of the futility of such a| vidence, if the prize is snratched from you’-—l do not
proceeding.  You must remember, Wilmer, we are [ mean in the present dastardly way ; but if’ an hon-
not in England, where public opinion somelimes ! ourable rival woos and wins your lady-love, it wou'd

forces bad men to act well, against their natures. | be a just retribution for slighting the gifts thus cast

If 1 challenge this dastard, it is quite probable the
assassin’s steel would reach my heart whilst reading
his acceptance of my cartel.”

¢ True,—true,” responded Mr. Wilmer;
are right.”?

at your feet.”
“ Nay, nay, Wilmer, you may {reely censure me

! for imprudence,—1 can forgive that ; but had I taken
you'
1

advanlage of an open and generous disposition,

| would you as readily acquit me of all sordid mo-

«The old man, 1 believe,” continued Caplain! (ives, Had Miss Herbert been a portionless girly
Beaufort, ¢ was prepared for the interview, as he | her beauty and her goodness her only dower, )

entered at once and frankly on the subject of my
visit. 1 learned from him many particulars of
Isabella’s present mode of life, but he either is or
affects to be ignorant of the Count’s ulterior views.
The Countess he represents as a most exemplary
lady, who would never participate in any criminal
design, involving the happiness of her nieces She
has for many years led a life so secluded that she is
almost forgotten in the world, and Miss Herbert has
been a companion in her prison house. My worst
impressions of the Count were indirectly confirmed
by the friar. He appearcdto dread so much my being,
discovered by him, and rcpeated so often the neces-
sity of cireumspection, that I am furced to believe
no scruples would deter him in adopting meens to
free himself from a troublesome adversary. Whilst
we were deliberating, a knock at the entrance of the
small apartment eaused the friar to risc ; he left the
cell, and 1 saw by the light of the dim taper he car-
ricd, that it was a pretty young woman, who inter-
rupted our conference. This circumstance combined
with all that preccded it, increased iy uneasiness
for Miss Herbert. It is such a strange and unheard
of occurrence, for an Englishwoman of rauk, to be
placed at the mercy of an unprincipled libertize,
relying only for protection on an intriguing priest.
My uncle, honourable and high minded as he is,
little knows the character to whom he has resigned
a guardianship, held as sacred and as dear as the
unsullied bonour of his name. It will grieve the old
man to learn the result of his too generous confi-
dence. He merits censure, but his own will be the
most severo.”

should have stood between her and this and everY
other peril, where a manly arm might avail ; but to
be regarded as depending on a woman's love for my
station in society is more than my spirit has learned
to brook ; dear as she is to me, I would sooner re-
tinquith the hope that brightens the future, the long
—long cherished hope of ealling her mine, than 10
stand in so humiliating a position before the world.
So let all this pass, and return to objects that pres®
more immediately upon our attention. The fria¥
returned after an absence that could only be excused
by the courtesy due Lo the sex of his visitor ; he did
not offer even an apology, but resumed the subject
of our conversation with an impressement that led
me 10 think he had received some light on the matter
during his absence. Instead of the hesitating and
apprehensive manner in which he spoke at the open”
ing of our interview, he now took a tone of decision-
¢ You must,” said he, * be seen no more in these en*
virons; return to your ship without further delays
and for the better security of the plan I have devis
ed, remain there till the second night from this, be-
tween the hours of nine and ten o’clock. Do not fail
10 be at the entrance of the Hospital de la Francts
accompanicd by a few friends on whose prudence
and resolution you can rely. Much will depend
upon your circumspection, young man. If the Count
d’Altino only surmises that there breathes a being
Naples desirous of the young lady’s release, sh®
would be spirited away befors the morning dawnss
far beyond your reath and mine. A single prematar®
step,’ he continued, © on your part disconoerts the
plan, by which, 1 hope, under the guidance of Bew
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ven, to restore the lady Isabella to her country and
friends.’ Cautioning me cnce again to be prudent,
and place my trust in heaven, the old man gave me
his blessing, and ushering me through a long corri-
dor, he opened a side door, by which I made my
exit in an opposite wing of the building to that by
which I entered. Revolving in my mind all I had
seen and heard, I considered it safest to foilow the
counsel | had received, or at least not to venture on
any hazardous steps till I had consulted with you
on the rationality of resigning my fate and Isabella’s
into the hands of a Franciscan Friar.”

To be continued.

CRUELTY TO ANIMALS.

HE that can look with rapture upon the agonies of
an unoffending and unresisting animal, will soon
learn to view the suffering of a fellow-creature
with indifference ; and in time he will acquire the
power of viewing them with triumph, if that fel-
low-creature should become the victim of hiz resent-
ment, be it just or unjust. But the minds of children
are open to impressions of every sort; and indeed
wonderful is the facility with which a judicious
instructor may habituate them to tender emotions.
I have therefore always considered mercy to beings
of an inferior species as a nature which children are
very capable of learning, but which is most difficult
to be taught if the heart has been once familiarized
to spectacles of distress, and has been permitted
either to behold the pangs of any living creature
with cold insensibility, or to inflict them with wan-
ton barbarity.— Dr. Parr,

DISPROPORTION OF WEALTH.

A too great disproportion of wealth among citizens,
weakens any state. Every person, if possible,
ought to enjoy the fruits of his labour, in a full
possession of all the necessaries and many of the
conveniences of life. No one can doubt but such
an equality is most suitable to human nature, and
diminishes much less from the happiness of the
rich than it adds to that of the poor. It also
augments the power of the state, and makes any
extraordinary taxes or impositions be paid with more
cheerfulness. Where the riches are engrossed by a
few, these must contribute very largely to supplying
the public necessities ; but when the riches are dis-
Persed among multitudes, the burden feels light on
€very shoulder ; and the taxes make not a sensible
difference on any one’s way of living. Add to this,
that where the riches are in few hands, these must
enjoy all the power ; and will readily conspire to lay
all the burden on the poor, and eppress them still

- further 1o the discouragement of all indastry.—
ume.
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BY MRS. MOODIE.
THERE was no sound in earth or air, ¢
And soft the moonbeams smiled
On stately tower and temple fair,
Like mother o’er her child ;
And all was hushed in the deep repose
That welcomes the summer evening’s close.

Many an eye that day had wept,
And many a cheek with joy grew bright,
Which now, alike unconscious, slept
Beneath the wan moonlight ;
And mandolin and gay guitar
Had ceased to woo the evening star.

The lover has sought his couch again,
And the maiden’s eyes no longer glisten,
As she comes to the lattice to catch his strain,
And sighs while she bends 10 smile and listen.
She sleeps, but her rosy lips still move,
And in dreams she answers the voice of love.

Sleep on, ye thoughtless and giddy train,
Sorrow comes with the dawning ray ;
Ye never shall wake to joy again,
Or your gay laugh gladden the rising day :
Death sits brooding above your towers,
And destruction rides on the coming hours.—

The day has dawned—but not a breath
Sighs through the sultry air ;

The heavens above and earth beneath
One gloomy aspect wear—

Horror and doubt and wild dismay

Welcome the dawn of the fatal day.

Harl !—’lis not the thunder’s lengthened peal !
Hark !—"tis not the winds that rise ;
Or the heavy crush of the laden wheel,
That echoes through the skies—
*Tis the sound that gives the earthquake birth !
*Tis the heavy groans of the rending earth !

Oh, there were shrieks of wild affright,
And sounds of hurrying feet,
And men who cursed the lurid lizght,
Whose glance they feared to meet :
And some sunk down in mute despair
On the parched earth, and perished there.~—

It comes !—it comes '—that lengthened shock—
The earth beflore it reels—

The stately towers and temples rock,
The dark abyss reveals

Its fiery depths—the strife is o’er,

The city sinks to rise no more.

She has passed from earth like a fearful dream j—
Where her pomp and splendour rose,

There runs a dark and turbid stream,
And a sable cloud its shadow throws ;

Pale sorrow broods in silenee there,

To mourn the perished things that were.
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OUR TABLE.

LIFE OF RICHARD CEUR DE LION-—BY G. P. R. JAMES.
Tae author of Richelieu does not feel so thoroughly at home, when chained down to facts, as
when his fancy has license to rove at will into the fairy regions of ¢ old romance.” His mind
is scarcely cast in the proper mould for a historian ; but with materials such as those afforded
in the life of Richard, it would be wonderful indeed if he had not produced a book which any
one might peruse with pleasure. The checquered and eccentric career of the Lion-Heart was
filled with incidents ¢ stranger than fiction,”” and the author, without drawing largely upon
his fancy, has in them frequently found all that was necessary to enable him to present the
reader with sketches scarcely less vivid than the most startling incidents in his elegantly writ-
ten and universally read ¢« Romances of History.”” It is one- of the best books of the season,
and will enjoy an extensive popularity.
ZANONI, OR THE SECRET ORDER,—BY SIR E. L. BULWER.

A new Novel by the author of ¢ the Disowned,’ cannot fail to produce some excitement in
the literary world, and this, we believe, will scarcely fall behind any of the former emanations
of his genius, in awakening the interest of the reader. Like all that Bulwer has published,
this story is written in an elegant and graceful style, and is mixed up with reflections, which,
though there are some who question the soundness of his conclusions, show a keen and pierc-
ing intellect, and an acute knowledge of the springs of action in the human mind. The
republication of ¢ Zanoni,” is already commenced in the Uuited States, so that it will soon
become as generally known as any other of his works.

OnLy a very few years ago, when speakinz of the probabilities of success, in favour of a
magazine entirely devoted to literary subjects, the most frequent remark was that writers
could not be found, able and willing to contribute to its original contents. Well-founded, as,
at the time, the opinion seemed, we have lived to see it most pleasingly disproved. The
literary taste which had lain dormant among the people, has rapidly budded, blossomed, and
produced tempting fruit, insomuch that we whose task it is to lay the offerings of genius before
the world, are frequently under the necessity of withholding for a longer time than we could
wish, articles which we are confident would yield satisfaction to our readers, equal to that
which their perusal has afforded to ourselves. :

At the present moment this is more strikingly evident than on any former occasion since
the commencement of the Garland. We have on hand an accumulation of excellent and
interesting tales, some of which have not been published only because of the want of room,
while there are one or two commenced, which would have been concluded but for the opera-
tion of the same cause.

Among the tales not yet begun, we must particularly notice one we have received from
Mrs. Moodie, which, from the similarity of its title to one now in course of publication, might
have been supposed to have been induced by it. It s called « The Miser and his Son.” In
the title only, however, the resemblance ¢onsists. An introductory letter from Mrs. Moodie,
explanatory of the circumstances connected with her story, will accompany the first published
portion of it.

A beautifully written article by the same author who has already contributed a few papers
under the title of ¢ Sketches of the Italian Poets,” and a new story, by the author of the tale
entitled ¢ Father and Daughter,” which was concluded in our last number, are among those
which are still in reserve.

We have also been under the necessity of postponing some additional Sketches, by the
author of the ¢ Backwoods of Canada,” and a tale by ¢ M. W. B.,” whose contributions are
alteady favourably known to our readers, all of which, at the earliest possible moment, we shall
not fail to place at the disposal of the public.

Besides these, we have on hand a ¢« Journal of a Voyage,” and a few poetical comrihutifﬂ's
of sterling merit, of which we have been reluctantly compelled to postpone the publicatiod
but which will in due time make their appearance in the pages of the Garland. .

The rapidly increasing number of our contributors, and the excellent quality of the articles
themselves will long ere now have set the question at rest as to whether or not contributoré
could be found able and willing to support a strictly literary magazine.



