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THE BANKER AND THE COUNT.
A TALE OF THE NINETEENTH
Adapted from the French.

(Concluded.)

CENTURY.

CHAPTER VI.

No sooner did the irritated Count leave the
esence of the banker, than, blinded with in-
onation, he repaired to the house of the Mar-
is de Fovieri, whom he found in company
ith the Marquis de Berizy. To both of these
complained vehemently of the insuffcrable
olence of his antagonist, calling upon tiiem,
his friends, to assist him in secking repcra-
n for an offence, of the particulars of which
oy were entirely ignorant.

Knowing that to reason with the Count, in
present excited state, weuld be worse than
eless, they at once accepted his proposal, as
e only means that could possibly put it in
eir power to mediate with efeet ; and, in con-
aence, the morrow brought them both to
2 residence of the banker, whom they fonnd
ally as indisposed to explain the cause of
¢ quarrel, or to lisicn to terms of accomino-
tion, as his opponent.

Having then, by virtae of their authority as
conds, protracted the affair as long as possi-
without obtaining the <lightest prospect of
ercoming the obstinacy of cther, these ox
lent men at length declare:d that they could
ro means be accestary to a dull, the cause
which they did not know ; and that unlcss
ey were allowed to iudge of the crounds of
e quarrcl, they should wash ther hands of
¢ whole matter.

3I. Durand, to whem this object.on was
t made, declared that he could not teveal
affair, the secret of which belonged to ML
Lozeraie; but the latter, to whom they re-
ted boh thar objection and the banker's

reply, decided on cxplaining to M. M. de Berizy
and de Favieri, both the motve of lus visit to
AL Durand and the turn it had taken. At the
same time he was obliged 10 allow, that 3.
Durand had acted as a man of honour by so
faithfully keeping his secret ; and, on his side,
the banker could not but approve of the con-
duct of M. de Lozeraie, in thus sacrificing his
vanity to his desire to staocoth down all the
difficulties that opposed their meetng. An
opening, then, having thus been made, and the .
facts of the case being knawn, the 1wo Mar-
quises had no great difficulty 1n shewing to
both of the bicllizerent parties, that there were
no real grounds for fighting, and n inducing
them to declare themselves mutually sausfied.

Perhaps the attainment of this object was
somewhat facilitated, on qne side at least, bv
M. de Berizy's proposal to M. de Lozeraie for
the resumption of his contract, which was
made upon the plea that another purchaser had
offered himsdlf fur the ferest, in the person of
oid M. Felix ; and del:ghted as the Count was
at this uncxpercted opportunity of extricating
himscdf from s d.fficulues, he could not re-
strain an expression of astonishment, on heat-
ing of .hc source from whence the rebwef had
come, especially when he was given 10 under-
stand, from the greet anxiety M. Felix had
cvinced during the progress of the quarrel, that
this enormous oatlay had evidently been made
by him fir the purpose of preventing 2 fatal
ternunation: of the affair.

Monsicur de Lozeraie then having accepted
the proposon of 3. de Berzy, found himscif
master of twclve hundred thousand francs,
the hands of M. Darand, who hastened to offer
him the immediate reimbuvsement of the funds;
as soon 85 he was aware of the new arrange-
ments made; but AL de L.ozerme, swho thought
that it comported morc with his digmty, notto
withdraw them as yet, and who felt satisfied
from the bnl! ant position 1n whch the banker
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stood as to stalulity of fortune, that his {unds
were m no danger, requested M. Durand to re-
tain them for the present. On the other
hand, M. Dancau consented to the sale which
M. Durand had proposed to him, and the latter
assumed all the habilities of the bulder to his
various credstors, on account of the Luildings;
which made lum Jebior to them to theamount
of twelve hundred thousand francs, and to M.
Danean of six hundred thousand francs, and
these, with the four hundred thousand francs
he had himself advanced, made up the whole
price of the purcl.ase.

Immediately upon these events followed the

revolution of July, the effect of which upon M. | portancc; but situated as he then was, thesi?

Durand’s fortune may easily be concuived, if
you refer back to the instructions given by him

to his cashier, when questioned as w the dis- | fess his inability 10 respond to it, render quig
posal of M. de Berizy's deposit, and the con- | nugatory all the sacrifices he had alrcady
Enormous , made to sustain the credit of his establishmery

versation that ensucd thercon.
were the losses he was compelled to undergo,
when, being called on rapuily to pay out all
the money that had been deposited with him,
he was forced to scll at eighty scven, stock in
the five per cents, that he had bought at one
hundred, and of the threc per cents at sixty
two, what he had bought at cighty two.

Nothing short of th~ immense panic in com-
mercial affairs, brought about by this revolu-
tion, could have cflceted so greatadepreciation
of the public funds, and so shaken the fortunes
of those who had confided most of theis capital
in them. But this depreciationdid not confine
itelf to funded property; it extended itself to
all other kinds, especially to such as was
situated in and ncar Paris, which was repidly
deserted at this time. Thus it happened that
the very bargain M. Durand had forced Dancau
to make with him, and which would, under
any other circumstances, have been so profi-
table to him, now resulted in heavy loss; since
he was at length compelled, by the incessant
calls of those capitalists whore-demanded their
deposits from him, to dispose of these buildings
at an actual loss of four hundred thousand
{rancs, and at not less than twelve hundred
thousand franes under thar esumated value
at the time he purchased them.

1 have thus minately descnibed the amount
of loss sustaned by M. Durand in histransac-
tons wath AL M. de Berizy and Daneeu, not
because they were themselves of mach impor-
tance, but because, in explaining the unfor-
wnate results of these, I have wished to shew
a sampie of the rest, and to lead the reader's
mmagination to the enormous smount of the
aggregate of the losses sustained by him, in

!

|

the failure of innumerable specuiations baseqd
upon th: same expectations, and overthrewn
by the same events.

At any rate, within two months after the re.
volution of July, the bankecr Durand, aft r
having straincd every merve, and made in.
numerable sacrifices to satisfy on the spat 3l
the demands made on lum by his crediors)
found himsclf on the brink of ruin, with scarel
ly enough means to meet what remained of b
debts, and cven this locked up in bills an:
promissory notes not yet available.

Itis true that the number of his remainin
creditors was reduced to but three of ary im

den call of either of these three was murh 1
be drcaded, as it wonld, by driving him tocoa

uis formidable trio, then, on whose for
bearance M. Durand's only hopes of escapag
total ruin rested, wereour three acquainlanm‘
M. de Berizy, M. de Lozcraie, and M. Dancav
of whom M. de Lozcraie had been in Englan
for some time, having gonc over, a few daj,
before the revolution of July, to be pres
at the nuntials of his son. Alas! however, f
the uncertainty of humen cxpectations, th
marr;aze ncver took place; since the city rez
chant secmed to consider that the son of
favorite of Charles X. was by no means
digible a match for his daughter while Cherl
was an cxile in England, as when the
monarch was on the throne of Trance.  Mo:
sieur de Lozeraic, therefore, returned with b
son in about two months, withert having bs
able 1o realize his brilliant cxpectations of fa
tune.

CHAPTER VIL

Arrarrs being in this situation, anearlyé
in Scptember, 1330, found M. Durand on
morc scated in the same cabinet in which
have twice before presented him to my rez
ers, but with a countenance far diffcrent fro
that which distinguished him on cither pv
vious occasion. He now wore neither @
screne aspect of his first appearance, nor 4
excited demeanour of his second; his attits
was mournful, though proud, and his air¢
jected, yet firm.  Inshort, hisbearing wasth
of a man, who, though fully sensible of ¥
greatness of his misfortune, scorned to be
under it.

On the day in question, the same two
sons who occupied so much of the banke
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ume on a former occasion, were there again.
Imean the Marquis de Berizy and M. Daneau,
4e real ncbleman and the reel man of the
wople.

As before, the ban“er was again attentively
wading 2 paper which scemed to affect him
much, and in which he was so compictely ab-
wrbed as not tc notice the prescnce of his
fsitors, until the Marquis a* length said—

“What is the matter ? What bad news
rauses you so much concern?”

AL Darand instantly recovered himsclf, and
kainly endeavouring to control his emotion,
nid—¢* Oh! nothing but a satire.”

« Aund does that affect you so much?” said
Y. Daneau.

“It is the hand that wrote it that wounds
ne, more than the blows he inflicts. This
saper is the production of 2 young man whon
Thave mysclf brought up; of an orphan, who
tas made use of the education I gave him,

d of the sccrets to which my unreserved in-
macy admiuted him, to calumniate and ridi-
[ulc me.”

“What!” cried Daneau, “can it be young
Eeopold Baron, to whom you allude? that lad
kho owes cvery thing to vour bounty, and who
mce never spoke of you but in terms of adula-
fon 7"

“The same,”” said the banker.

* Welli, then,” replied M. Dancau, “I must
bow tell you, that from the first I suspected
3. fawning demeanour of that youth, nur am
surprised at this base ingratitude; for every
fateerer is @ detractor.”

“Itis too true,” said the Marquis.”

“Let us quit this subject, I beg,” said Du-
hnd, whose feelings were too paimul to bear
srther probing ; I guess the object of your
F=t, gentlemens it is o cla‘m yor- ‘unds.”
They both began to spcak at once, when
heh stopping to give way to the other, the
anker tock the opportunity of resuming—
But I think thu. the cxplanations I have to
fre will satisfy you both—"

“As you please,” interrupted the Marquis;
but my reason for wishing 1o be heard is, that
ou mistake the object of my visit, and I have

strong suspicion that M. Darcau's is mus-
[xderstood also.”

The builder nodded assent, and the Marqu.s
pntinued—* You arc an honest man, 3. Du-
hnd, and you owe me two m:llions of francs.
am come to request that you will keep them
R0

“What ! cricd the banker in astonishment.

“1 am comc 10 beg that you will still retain

the chargeof my funds,” repeated the Marquis ;
“and rest assurced that I shall not re-demand
them, until I huve goud reason to know that
you haveno further need of them. Itisevider
that your cnemics have taken advantage of the
confusion of the times to effict your tuin, by
calling in their funds at a moment’s nolice;
but I cannot make myself an accomplice to
such ungencrous procecdings, nor, by yielding
to the general panic, expedite the evil from
which all are attcmpting to fly. We are poli-
tical opponents, M. Durand, but this is a mat-
ter of honour and honesty, in which my poli-
tical opinions have no voice,”

Whether pride and satisfaction at finding his
integrity so fully relied on, or humiliation at
feeling himsdlf ander such weighty obligations
to onc of a class whom he had uscd lis utmost
cflorts to crush, were the predominant fucling
of the barker at this proof of the Marquis’s
consideration, secmed at first to be a matter of
doubt even to himsclf. The bctter fecling,
however, triumphed, and after @ moment of
hesitation, he held out his hand, saying—

©1 thank you, Monsicur le Marquis, and I
accent your offer.”

At this nstaat, M. Dancau advenced with
an cmbarrassud air, and sad, with some con-
fusion—* You owe me, it is true, only six hun-
dred thousand francs, but if the rctention of
that sum would beany accommodation to you,
1 shall rjoice in being able in any degree to
contribute my mie in retusn for the ad vou
affordud e i my time of need.”

A tear ghistened in the eye of the banker at
this benevolent offer, which, under the circum-
stances, he could not cousider himself fairly
entitled te, and he cxclaimed—

« Ah! this consoles mefor all.  I'thank you,
M. Danecay, from the bottom of my heart, bat
I cannot accept your offer.  Itis yourall, and
1 should deprive youu of the mcans of carrymg
on vour business.”

“The intcrest will be sufficient for me,” sad
the builder, “and I am rich enough. Do not
mortify me by refusing.”

“You arc acting Like 2 man and a chnstan,
gir,” said the Marquis, turmug to M. Dancau
and cordially grasping lus hand.

“And you ton, my lord,” returned Daneau,
whose enthusiasm led him to address him by
a titlg, the abolition of which appcared to be
onc of the most precious achicvements of the
revoluuon. " And you too, my lord, much
more so, for I, who have never been rick, shail
ot feu] the want of my;moncy as much as you,
who have been brought up in luxury.”
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“My dear Danean,” said the banker, much
affected, * you shall neither of you, I trust, feel
the want of it long. I have reason to hope
that, having thus fur stood this shoek without
loss of credit, I shall be able to use your de-
posits with advantage tousall ; and believeme,
gentlemen, you have, both of you, purchased
a claim upon my gratitude that must make my
future prosperity synonimous with your own.”

The Marquis and the builder withdrew to-
gether, and at the door of the house might have
been seen this worthy mechanic and thisnoble
lord, far distant in station, but near neighbours
in virtuous scntiments, the onc bearing the
badge of the late revolution, and the other an
ex-peer of Charles X., grasping each other’s
hands, as equals in integrity and honour.

In the meantime, the bauker, restored to
cheerfulness by this double aci of generosity,
now saw a fair prospect not only of saving the
credit of his house, but even of turning all his
losses to good account; since nothing could
more firmly establish the popular opinion of
his stability, than the fact of his having stood
without flinching the test of such a catastro-
phe, which had ruined so many other great
capitalists. So nearly, however, Lad he been
prostrated, and to such a state of kelplessness
had he been reduced, that he lay even now at
the mercy of his only remaining creditor, M.
de Lozeraie, whose recent return from Eng-
land filled him with dire apprehensions.—
Could the Count be induced to defer his claim
for but a few months, the banker saw that he
would bs able, by gradnally calling in his not
yet avallable funds, to meet him without hesita-
tion, and being thus once relieved from hislast
incumbrance, he could wait patiently for the
ultimate recovery of immense sums, from
debtors who had failed during the panic, but
who would undoubtedly pay a good per cent-
age upon their various liabilitics. That any
hopes of the banker, based upon the forbear-

* ance of the Count de Lozeraic, were not to be
depended upon, will be readily surmised by all
who have followed me throngh the preceding
chapters; and a letter that was now put into
the hands of M. Durand, desiring him to hold
himself in readiness for the immediate re-im-
bursement of M. de Lozcraic’s funds, confirmed
his worst fears, and again clouded his brow
with carc. Thig demand was of sufficient im-
portance, under prescnt circumstances, to
throw the whole of the banker’s affairs again
into confusion, and completely to nullify the
efforts of M. M. dc Berizy and Dancau’s kind-
ness.

To satisfy it, it would be necessary to dis-
pose of 2 part of these notes at an enormous
discount, (for this was an epoch at which no
loan could be cffected, but upon the most ex-
travagant terms,) added to which, the circum-
stance of his being obliged to vaise supplies by
such means, would have all the effect upon lus
credit of an actual failure.

It was a cruel stroke, when he had thus far
striven successfully to mect every demand
withount shewing to the world the extremity to
which he was reduced, to be compelled at last
by one transaction, to throw up all the advan.
tages he had so perseveringly struggled for;
yet such was the case.

M. Durand reficcted long upon this new
position—he regarded it in its most alarming
shape—he corsidered that he was about 1o
stake, on a single throw, the whole of his
financial and political existence; he thought
of his daughter's lot—he pictured to himsclf
the exultation of his-old enemies, and.it is not
to be wondered at, if he felt something like re.
gret that he had behaved so tyrannically to M.
de Lozeraie, when fortune put him in his pow-
er. He concluded, however, that nothing could
save him but promapt action, and he betook
himself immediately to the Count's residence.

As may be supposed, that nobleman, on
hearing the banker announced, felt at first a
great desire to retaliate upon him the long de-
lay that had been practised at his reception by
the latter; but as, after what he had heard, he
really felt great anxiety about the safety of hus
funds in M. Durand’s hands, the interests of
his fortune prevailed over those of Lis vanity,
and he gave orders for his instant admission.

M. Durand's character had this advantage
over that of M. de Lozeraic, thatitalwaysbore
that aspect of firm decision and proud supcrior-
ity which, even under circumstances of deep
humiliation like thc present, rendered it im-
possible to tramplc upon him, or to exult in
any outward expressien of the pain that lay
within ; while the vanity of the Count display-
ed all the indecision of a mind that secks, by
thousand subterfuges, to escape from the act
of submission circumstances compel it to make.
Thus, when M. Durand found himself in the
prescnce of the Count, he cvinced no awk-
wardness or cmbarrassment, but advancing
towards him with that coul and firm assurance
that shewed he had decided on the part he
should act, he said—

“1 am come, sir, to deliver myself up o
you.”

“What am I to understund by that, sir?”
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aid the Count, more alarmed by this expres-
sion, than proud cf being declared master of
the destiny of the man lie detested.

#1 will explain what I mean,” replied the
panker, and without further preamble he re-
uted to the Count the state of his affairs as I
aave done already, concluding with these
words—“"Thus you sece, that the funds youn
kave in my hands are perfectly sccure, and if
you doub? the word of a man of honour, my
hooks can convince’you.”

M. de Lozeraic being once fully assured of
‘the safety of his property and the solvency of
his debtor, thought only of taking a cruel re-
wenge for the affront he had once received at
hishands, and therefore, interrupting the speak-
‘er at these words, he said—

“The books of bankers generally say what-
ever their owners please—they speak a kind of
hierogiyphic, or rather clastic language, that
groves either wealth or the opposite, at will.—
1 confess, sir, that I put no confidence in such
evidence.”

M. Durand bit his lips; but having resolved,
at whatever cost, to save his fortune and his
reputation, and to sacrifice his present pride to
bis future prosperity, he calmly replied—

“I am not surprised that you partake of the
popular prejudices, concerning the accuracy of
the system of accounts adopted in banking
lhouses. All the numerous entries which we
have introduced, to prevent, by an exact con-
irol of one part over another, the least appear-
ance of fraud, seem, in the eyes of those unac-
quainted with the process, only an inextrica-
ble labyrinth, adopted to baulk the researches
of those who arc interested in their investiga-
ion. I cannot therefore object to what you
sy on that head; but there is between us
something more clear and more intelligible,
that is, the word of a man of honour, which I
presume ought to be sufficient.”

« And what if it is not sufficient for me?”’
said the Count.

“Would you doubt it?” cried the banker,
with indignation. ’

% Even supposing I should not doubt your
fzood faith, sir,” replicd M. de Lozeraic, * have
I not good rcason to doubt your judgment 1—
Afortune such as that of M. Durand, over-
llhrown in the space of a few months, docsnot

spenk much in favour of the owner's prudsnce
and skill.”?

“You scem to forget that it required a revo-
Rution to effect its overthrow.”

“I do not, however, forget that you are one

of those who were mainly instrumental in pro-
ducing that revolution.”

The justuess of this taunt 8o galled the bank-
er, who had from the beginning, had greas
difficulty in curbing his rebuiious disposition,
that helost hisequanimity, and replied, tartly—

*1 am not aware, M. de Lozeraie, that T ain
beund to account to you for my political opin-
ions.”

“But you arc bound to render me an ac-
count of my fortune, I imagine.”

“ have done so.”

“Iam not to be paid by words, sir; and
when I say that I must have my fortune, and
that to-morrow, I wish you to understand that
I am speaking of ready money.”

I have already explained to youn,” said the
banker, (grinding his teeth to restrain-therago
that agitated him,) * that that is impossible.”

“The tribunal will scon convince you that
nothing is more possible,” replied the Count.

“Do you threaten me with the tribunal 9
exclaimed the banker, with ill suppressed
alarm.

#That is where persons of bad faith who do
not pay their debts, have to go,” said the
Count.

“There is another place, sir, where honest
men go, who have paid theirs.”

“When you have proved yourself to bo
qualified to visit that place,” said the Count,
with a sneer, it will be time enough for me
to consider whether I shall condescend to meet
you there or not.”

“Itis a decision you will be forced to make,
sooner than you imagine,” replied the banker.

*“Not so soon as I desire, sir, secing that I
am anxious to have evidence of your qualifi-
cation.”

#You shalt not wait long, M. de Lozeraic.
You shall hear from me to-morrow.”

«The receipt shall beready,” said the Count.

«You had bette~ have your armsready also,”
replied the banker. :

“Don’t make me lose my ink and paper, I
beg.”

“You shall lose nothing so valuable, I as-
sure you,” said M. Durand, and he withdrew.

CHAPTER VIIIL

Ixcrxsep as the banker was at this un-
generous, though not unprovoked treatment,a
sense of honour compelled hur wmstantly to
communicate to M. M. de Berizy and Daneay,
the untoward turn affarrs had taken, and the
impossibility that now existed of hisever being
able to repay their kindness, winch-wa3 thus
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rendered nugatory. He then called on M. de
Favieri—explained to him frankly his position,
and asked of him the credit neccssary to satisfy
the demands of M. de Lozeraie.

The Genoese banker heard him through,
without betraving by his looks, whether he
was disposed or not to comply with his request,
and when M. Durand had ceased speaking,
and looked with visible anxiety for his reply,
he coldly said—

““Do me the favour to shew me the list and
amount of the notes, on the deposit of which
you wish to obtajn this loan, and in two hours
you shall nave my answer, with *he terms on
which I propose to make this advance, pro-
vided I decide on doing so at all.”

At the end of the time named, M. D-rand
received a note from M. de Favieri, stat'ag that
he was not yet prepared to give him & decided
answer on the subject; but that as soon as he
had ful'y considered the matter, he would send
b word. Durand, then, spent another Lour
in feverish suspense, which was convertedinto
extreme joy when his two friends, M. de Be-
rizy and M. Baneau, entered the room, and
annorseed that the mysterious M. Felix had
again stepped in between him and bis enemy,
bv orring to satisfy the Count’s demand, and
that thus the loan from M. de Favieri was ren-
dered unnecessary.

“ M. Felix ! exclaimed the banker, (aston-
ished at finding his name again mixed up with
an affair of so much importance, and remem-
bering how little his receptior: of this old man’s
application at his first introduction, had de-
served such a return.) “can it be possible!—
But who is this man 7"

“Upon my word, I am as ignorant as your-
self.”

“Well, well, T will know before lone; but
at present other matters must be seen to. 1
suppose, gentlemen, you are aware that be-
tween M. de Lozeraic and myself, thereis more
to be settled than the mere arrangement of
our péeuniary affairs.”

“We are aware of it,” replied M. de Borizy,
*and nine o’clock to-morrow is appointed for
a general rendezvous at the house of M. de
Favieri, previous to our procceding to the
scene of action.”

“Nine o’clock is very late,” said the banker.

“That hour has been fixed upon by us as
your seconds, becavee it appeared convenient
to all parties. Farewell *till to-morrow, M.
Darand.”

The banker being left alune, experienced a
sort of mulignant pleasure in contemplating

the hour of retribution and vengeance that he
thought was at hand, and in the first trans.
purts of his rage, these sentiments exciudud
every other consideration. The possibility,
however, of a fatal termiiation to the ducl, at
length forced upon him ¢. sad reflection, as to
the state of his affairs at present, which nothing
but his own exertions could possibly retricve
from ruin, and the destitute condition in which
his only child would be left, if he should be cut
off at the present critical juncture. Ritterly
did he reproach himself for the system of foul-
ish indulgence he had followed in her education,
by which her disposition, naturally simple and
good, had been rendered capricious and indo-
lent, and totally unfitted to contend even with
the evils of ordinary life, much less with those
of absolute poverty. Deeply did he deplore
the injury he had thus done to the only being
in the world he really loved; yet, strange to
say, so predominant was his pride over even
this sentiment, that the prospect of his child's
rnin could not for a moment induce him to
alter the course he was pursuing, or to forego
in the slightest degree, the gratification of his
vevenge. On the conltrary, he made a violent
effort to dismiss the subject from his thoughts,
that his resolution might not be weakened
thereby.

On the morrow, M. M. Durand and de Loze-
raie, with their respective seconds, assemblud
at Al. de Favieri’s, punctually at nine o’clock.
The carriages were in waiting, the terms of
the combat arranged, and they were just lcav-
ing the room, when all at once, M. Felix made
liis appearance among them. The two adver-
saries stopped and made a respectful obeisance
to one, whom late circumstances had rendcred
so important in their eyes; to which hereplieq,
by requesting a few minutes’ conversation with
them before their hostile mecting should take
place.

“Sir,” replied M. Durand, bowing, “both
M. de Lozeraie and myself arc fully aware of
ail that can be said of 2 conciliating nature in
such a case, and are not unconscious of the
kind interest you have so unaccountably shewn
in the welfare of both ; but matters havecome
to such a point between us, that we can nathy
of us now listen to proposals of accommoda-
tion without dishonouring both.”

“}. Durand is right,” said M. de Lozeraie
“and for once, I fully agrce with him in op.a-
ion.”

%M. de Lozeraie,” replied 3. Felix, mildly,
“1 belicve T once rendered yow some little ser-
vice, the particulars of whicli you doubtlessrc
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member. B Durand, you must aliow the
samo thing of yourself. In the name, then, of
what I have done for you, I beg you to grant
me a private audience.”

The two adversaries turned to their seconds
for advice as to how they should act, and as
they unanimously agreed that the old man's
request ought to be complied with, they con-
sented and were left alone with M. Felix.

There was a strange contrast between the
calm and dignificd aspcet of the veneralle old
man, and the restless and excited demeanour
of his auditors, whose angry glances at each
other s they stood, seemed to cvince that
there was but little disposition on either sideto
listen to any propositions of a pacific naturc.—
M. Felix, however, motivned to ther to Le
seated, and looking sternly at them both until
he had fixed their attention on himse:f, he be-
gan thus—

“It is now six months sinceI presented my-
self to each of you, gentlemen, in turn. To
you first, M. Durand, when I told you how I
had been brought into difficulties, and solicited
your aid to re-establish my eredit and the ho-
nour of my name. You refused me.”

The banker bent slightly, but made no re-
ply ;—and M. Felix continued—

“I then presented myself to you, M. le
Comte, and spoke to you of claims that I had
upon your wife'sfortune. Youdrovemeaway
with threats.”

The Count said nothing ; and M. Felix, turn-
ing to the banker, resumed—

“1f I remember right, you, M. Durand, op-
posed to my request, the plea that it was un-
just for the son of a labourer, who owed his
fortune solely to his own toil and persever-
ance, to apply that fortune to remedy the im-
prudence of one, who kad foolishly squandered
the immense inheritance of a wealthy father.
You, M. de Lozersic, the representative of a
great and ancient family, trusted in the power
of a noble name to screen you from tnc com-
plaints of onc whom you called an impostor.—
Thus I, an old man of cighty, found naither
charity nor justice betwwra you.” Both lis
auditors still continuing silcat, for they had
rothing to say in contradiction to these asser-
tions, Monsieur Felix procecded—

*“You call yourself a man of the people, M.
Durand. Isit notso?”

“I am proud in acknowledging that to be
the case,” replied the party addressed.

% And vou, I understand, M. deLozeraie, are
a high-born noble.”

“Y am not disposed to boast of tuat dis-

tinction,” said the Count, with an air of vamty.

“Well,” saud the veteran, raiming his voice,
“you are both unpostors. 1 have no hesita-
tion in saying that you bave both hed most
impudently.”

“Sir!” eried both the auditors, rising simul-
tanevusly, * do you presume to a

“ St still, gentlemen, sit sull, I beg you—
nay, if it be r.ecessary, I command you; and
if my age is not sufficient to ensurc me asilent
and respectful attenuon, I will assume a ttle
that shall compel you both to histen to me,
even on your knees.”

Buth the banker and Count seemed as-
tounded at the solemn and commanding ac-
cent in which this extraordinary assertion was
made; and, in fact, a sudden 1dea seemed at
the same moment to have crossed the mmnds
of both concerning the old man, for the bear-
ing of both towards him became instantly
changed, and they settled themselves nto an
attitude of respectful attention.

The old man paused, and checking with an
effort the evident emotion wiich their partial
recognition of him exeted, said—

“I know the history of you both, sirs, but
do not be uneasy ; itis my own history I am
now going to relate. It may serve as a pre-
amble to yours, of which you will, perhaps,
afterwards favour me with @ recital, in yoar
usual style.”

“In 1789, 1 was a merchant in Marseilles.—
TUp to that period my affairs had been very
flourishing. I bad married a wife about fifteon
years previously, and become successively the
father of two sons, whose ages were, at the
time I speak of; fourtcen and thirteen, respee-
tively. Do not interrupt me, gentlemen,” said
M. Felix to his auditors, who here shewed
symptoms of manifest uncasiness; “it is &
story now become so old, that unless L am per-
mitted to tell it my own way, I may lose it
altogether.

“The clder of these spent four years in
England to finish his education, for I destined -
Lum for commerce, and wished that he should:
becume carly acquainwed with a country that -
was our model in that respect.

“The second commenced studying in one of
our Parisian colleges, which at that time scem-
ed much more imbucd with revolationary prin-
ciples than with sound learning; whilst I, like
many others, disregarded the symptloms of
disaffection and revolt, which at this period
began almost universally to manifest them-
sclves. Events, however, pressing fasi upon
cach other, soon convinced me that my own
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fortuRe was likely to suffer in the general com-
motion, and I deemed it pruden., quietly to re-
mit to England eight hundred thousand francs,
which I there deposited in the name of my
cldest son. Affairs becoming every day more
and more unscttled in Paris, I sent for my
youngest toy, home, and had hardly done so,
when the full tide of anarchy buvst forth in all
its horrors, and I learnt that, on account of
my wealth, I was denounced as an aristocrat,
and marked for destruction.

* Perhaps, had I been alone exposed to the
terrors of such a dennnciatiun, I would have
awaited thems; but I trembled at the idea of
seeing my home forced by 2 lawless mob, and
my wife and child murdered before my eyes.
I therefore made over all my funds that were
available on the instant, to M. de Fuvieri, the
father of the present, who then resided at
Genoy, and with whom I had long been on
terms of commercial intimacy. Having thus
taken every precaution that circumstances
would allow, for the preservation of my for-
tune, I turned my attention to the personal
safety of myself and family, and embarking
privately with my wife and child in the early
part of the year 1793, I had the good fortune
to land them safely in Genoa.

 Short, however, as was the time requisite
for maXing this voyage, and privately as I had
managed matters, yet it could not escape the
observation of my enemics. My absence was
reported, my name inserted in the list of emi-
grants, my remaining property confiscated,
and myself condemned to death.

“Under these calamitous circumstances, it
was not to be wondered at that my house of
business failed, my bankruptcy assuming the
character of a fraudulent one, and myself being
branded as an absconding debtor; which ac-
cumulation of dishonour I found so utterly in-
tolerable, thatIresolved onreturning to France
at the risk of my life, to wipe it off From
this rash resolution I was with difficulty di-
verted, by the tears of my wife and the expos-
tulations of M. de Favieri, whose prudent coun-
sels at length dissipated the mists of an e.cited
imagination; and I adopted the more judicious
plan of proceeding to New Orleans, where I
was personally known, and there collecting
-and appropriating the considerable sums due
to me from the principal merchants of that
town, before the news of my condemnation
should reach them. This I happily accom-
plished.

“It was during my short stayin Genoa that
I became acquainted with M. deLore, and lent

him divers sums of money. He was a gentle-
man of Aix, who, like myself, had fled from &
capital condemnation, but without having so
well taken his measures for protecting his pro-
perty ; and this similarity of our musfortunes
seemed to give him a clann upon my fortne
alsc.

#“M. de Lore was attended in lus exile by a
daughter, about fifteen years of age, and a
young orphan of noble buth, to whom M. de
Lore was guardian.  This young man was the
last remnaat of the fanuly of pr LozERaIEg.”

At these words the Count, who, as well as
the banker, had during the whole of this nar-
rat.on been with difficulty restrained from -
terrupting the speaker, became much-agituted
and rose from his scat with a deprecating ges-
ture; but the old man merely motiored himio
be seated again, and continued—

“On my departure, then, for America, I leit
my wife and son under the protection of my
old friend, M. de Favieri, and my fellow suffer-
er, 31. de Lore, and in the meantime sent m-
structions to my elder son to take no step:
until he should hear further from me.”

The two listeners sat pale, trembling and
abashed, but made no further attempt at inter
ruption, so that-Monsieur Felix proceeded—

“The difficulty of communication between
different countries during a period of generd
warfare, hindered me from terminating gy
business as soon as I could have wished ; and
during four tedious years that my stay wa
protracted, I had not a single opportunity ¢
either sending news to, or receiving it from mj
family. Atlength, however, when I was jus
on the point of setting out on my return, I re
ceived a letter from the present M. de Favien,
then a very young man, informing me thatz
endemic had lately desolated Genog, sweeping
off, among its victims, my wife, M. de Lor,
and the young Count de Lozeraie; and tha
my son had eloped with Mademoiselle Lor,
after having withdrawn in his own name dfi
the funds I had left with M. de Favieri th:
clder. He told me also, that all these eveny
had occurred before he himself had returned t
his father, who had also fallen a sacrifice 6
the same dreadful pest. :

“Struck to the heart by thisdeplorable news,
I set out for England, hoping at least to k
able to join some part of my family; but ther
aiso disappointment awaited me. I found that
my cldest son had withdrawn all .he funds|i
had deposited in his name, and departed unda
thepretence of joining me in America.  Thitha
I returned, and thence made diligent scasch
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througheut all the parts of the world that wery
within my reach, for information concerning
my two sons, Leonard and Lucien Matthien,
(for Matthieu is my real name) but without
suceess.  No personsbearing such names have
since been heard of by me, and I must still
consider myself childless, uniess, perchance
you, gentlemen, can give me some information
concerning my ungrateful sons.”

“My father! my father ! exclaimed both
his avditors, falling simultaneously on their
‘knees before him, under the impulse of feclings
which quite mastered their pride.

“ What!” cried the old man in a stern voice,
though trembling with an emotion he did not
choose should yet appear. “What! on your
knees, my sons! Is it possible that any thing
can touch the hearts and lower the pride of
such as you? You, Leonard, who, devourud
by a thirst for riches, and envious of those
whom you have seen grow great around youn
by industry and economy, have aimed at sur-
passing them all in the werit of your risc, by
putting your origin at as low a point a5 pos-
sible; and who, ambitious of bearing a name,
the splendour of which should be ascribed to
vourself alone, have disowned that of your fa-
ther, and left it covered with a stain of infamy
that yon both -ould and ought to have cffaced !
ind you, Lucien, who, intoxicated by the
vanity of a great name, and not being able to
achieve one for yourself, have stolen and im-
pulently appropriated that of another ;—you
also have disowned the name of your father—
of that father who compromised itor.", (0save
yvour life! Now rise, my sons, from this hu-
miliating posture, and whilst your better feel-
ings have the ascendancy, choose whether my
remaining years are o be cheered by the re-
wrning affection of my children, or whether
ve will, by the prosecution of your hostile in-
tentions towards each other, bring down upon
vourselves the curse of an ill-used parent, and
send his grey hairs with sorrow to the grave.”

The twe brothers rose at this command, and
sing with compunction 4t the retrospective
glance they had been compelled to take of their
unfilial conduct, as well as horror-struck at the
narrow escape cach had had of shedding a
brother’s blood, they first embraced their
venerable father, and having mutually expres-
s2d to cach other the regret cach felt at his
wnbrotherly and causeless enmity, they again
tnelt to receive the blessing and forgivencss of
their excellent parent.

Great was the surprise expressed by the par-
fies waiting fé)r the result of this interview,

when they witnegsed the respectfut and sub-
Aued demceanour of these once haughty men,
towards this mysterious Monsieur Fchix; and
still more were they surprised and delighted at
perceiving that every spark of animosity be-
tween the two adversaries appeared to have
vanished. They were, however, enabled to
judge of the particulars of M. I lix's commu-
nication only by its pacific results; for the re-
lationship that ecxisted between the parties
coulit not be publicly divulged, withoutexposing
to the world the banker and the Countasrank
impostors, which it was not the wish of their
futher todo. Themystery remains still, there-
fore, a mystery to all the world, excepting M.
Felix, his two sonsand my readers ; the Count
de Lozeraie still retaining his assumed fertune
and title, but abating much of his pride, and
the banker soon re-establishing his affairs on
a firmer footing than ever.

My tale should now be considered as at an
end; but that some of my readers may feelin-
terested in carrying it on a few months ferther,
for the purpose of bemg prescn. at the union
of our capricious friend, Mademoiselle Durand,
with her newly found cousin, to whom, being
debarred from acknowledging her natural re-
lationship, she gave a nearer title. The mar-
riage thus effected, served not only to unite the
familicsincloserintimacy, butalso toaccount to
the world for that intimacy, which mightother-
wise have given rise to sitange conjectures.—
M. Felix, who retained his assumed name, out
of regard for bis sons, took up his residence in
Paris, and from that tin.c enjoyed, in the re-
vived affection of his sons and thedevoted love
of his grandchildren, a happiness which coimn-
pensated for the many years of anxiely and
bereavement he had before suffered.

Fredericion, 1842,
<1 @@ @saee
THE BROKEN CHAIN.

G. R.

Oh, Love! a tyrant ever,
Thy chains I fain would break,
And thus the links I sever
That bound me to thy stake—
Cupid fly—I banish thee!
Tyrant ne'er return to me.
Calin now my heart is beating,
Nor pain nor sorrow knows; <
My life—like sunlight flecting
Across the dewy rose.

P e

It is with our judgments as our watches;
aone go just alike, yet each belicves his own.
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Written for the Amaranth.
A VISION.

THE stars were ‘round all bright and calm,
The summer eve was breathing balm,

The rosec was tinged with a richer hue

And the sapphire sky had a deeper blue;
When a sound of sorrow came. on the air
And a form came flitting by me there—

Oh! his eye-beams told of heavenly birth,
And his raven hair was not of earth;

His beauty was bright, yet it made me wesp,
And o'er my heart came & sacness deep.
*T'was thespiritof Death in hisspeed and might
On his mission came, in the silent night—
And a spell of power was oer me cast,

And I soared with him on the sweeping blast,
Away by the sho:es of the deep old Nile
Where the lotus lilies calmly smile;

And away where the Hindeo makes hisgrave,
In the kallowed light of Ganges’ wave—

O'er northern hills where the dark pine grows,
O’er southern plains where the myrtle blows;
O’er the glittering streemand thedeer blueseas
We came in the storm and the summer breeze.
Through the frozen zone and ihe torrid clime
The Death Spirit passed o'cr things of time:
He looked on the coronet’s circling gold,

And the monarch’s brow beneath was cold—
He came in the winter's icy wreath,

And the weary wanderer crased to breathe.
The sirocco howlad its song for him—

The zephyr sighed and tadir e5es grew dim;;
He entercd the fond hear?’s highest home
Where love had raiscd his holicst dome;

But he paled the tight of his rosy plume,

And love Iay faded upon the tomb.

I saw where a dying mother lay,

Her lifc was passing with the day;

Around were gathered a childish band

And shic blest thom with her gentle hand;
And the gricf was deep o'er cach fair check
As they heard her voice so soft and weak 5
The Spinit smiled when he saw my tears;
And rzised the veil of coming years.

1 saw agam thal weeping throng,

But their gricf had boen forgotien long;

And the thousand hucs of 4fe had traced

0'cr the shrine death had laid waste.

Hope hiad Qung her fairy flowers

Over memory's vanished hours,

Joy had brought them gems so bright,

And that carly sorvow lost in hight—

If the blessed thought of that mother dead
Was c'er around their spirit shed;

*Thwas vat when gath’riag clonds of woe
Called it back wiih its soany fFiaw;

Holy and pureas a heavenly beam—

Yet faint and dim as a morning dream.

We came where the bridal song rose high~-
Where banners were Joating to the sky,

A maiden had given her heart and hand

To him she loved, in the marriage band ;
And the lover looked with joy and pride
Onhisheart’s best treasure, thefair young bnde,
The bridal was gay, as it well might be,
But I sadly sighed their joy to sce—

For the Spirit bowed and kissed the pearl,
On the shining hair of the gentle girl;

The shadows’ dark fell o’er her face,

And mourning rung in the mirthful place.
In woe and agony, dark and desp

Was the lover’shears, ’ere his eves could weep;
Deserted and lone I saw him then,

But the future was bared to meagain,

And tho’ on carth he might love no more—
She was forgotien he loved before

The world's stern chill had o’er him swept,
And her name was baoried where she slept—
Thus the children’s love and wedded feith
Vanish beneath the power of death.

But again the Spirit called me back,

And again I followed in his track—

I heard a cry of sorrow wiid,

A mother mourned her dying child;

The bright young soul exhaled away

In the carly light of its spring-time day ;
And I heard the deep mysterious tone

That tiarills the mother's heart alone;
Nonc might know the love she bore,

But the shining veil was raised once more.
I smw her again when ycears had flown,
She wept no more by her hearth alone—
For a f2ir and happy throng were theze

Of gracious youths and maidens fair;

The mother smiled, for she loved them weil-
Yet who the mother’s heart con tell;

Ever around her happy hearth

She saw a face no more of carth,

The bright blue cyes and the waving har
Of him she lost, were ever there

She heard his voice upon thie breezs,

And his form wentglaneng through the trees:
Each token of his carly youth

She hailowed with uafading trath.

Aad whese her life's last rays were shed—
'Ere she jomed her cherished dead,

She beheld a vision of light and dliss,

In a glotious world more fair than this;

A chereb wwreathed her 2 crown of jor,

Aad hebore the face of her dasling boy.
Thas on¢ fecling alone the decp hear: hath—
Liveth unchanged by time or death;

"TT1 the heart it filleth is called shovg,
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Liveth the mother's undying love.
Cherish it then, that holy spell,

Guard and love it and keep it well;

A sister's heart may to thee be cold,

A brother afar in search of gold,

A father may look with brow of wrath
On the darkness of thine errors’ path;
But the nother’s love forgives thy ill,
And like the fount of mercy still—
Comes with its =oft and silvery stream,
To sooth the heart with its gentle beam;
So sung the Spirit and passed away

On the glittering star which brought the day.

Esiwy.

Aount Auburn, (English Seltlement), 1542,

-onge,«..
For The Amaranth.
STANZAS.

Ocr life is like the lightning
When flash illumes the mgh;
*Tis secen—'1is gone~ ’iis vanished,

*Tis but a fitful Eght.

*Tis like the sun’s bright satv'ng—
His last ray in the sky,

When evening’s shadows come
And bid it fade and die.

*Tis like the rushing river,
Which flowing fast and free,

Mingles with ocean’s waters
A davk cternity!

*Tis like the vapour—wreathing
The morning’s carlicst sky ;—

'Tic off on mystic wings away,
How swifdly doth iz 3!

Our life is Itke oar slamber,
Disturbed with fearful dreras;

Deaceplive more the joy it gives,
The more like truth it seems.

*Tis like the gushing fountain,
When stiver waters flow;

But while the showers descend to fiil
{is hiddcea fount below.

“Tis Tke the latest fiickenng
Of a candle’s dy.ng Light—

1 fitfol glances a2 moment's space
And dwindles inio mgat.

Fail soon our feverad buing
Oa casth il ecase 1o b,

Ard wwe shall picsee the douded bounds
Of vast cicsnity !

Liverpod, N. &, 182

Winnasya.

THE WEST AXD THE EAST.

“ Iost thou seck bappiness? Hope not

Tr. hollow prom.scs of far off guod

‘To find the prize.  Delusive hope

Mey feed the glowing fancy for a while,

Then lure thee 10 thy ruin.” Would'st thou be
blest,

Learn 10 enjoy the presoni.”

We are not going to write a treatise on the
respective claims of the west and the eest, to
the posscssion in the greatest abundance of
those resourees that go to make up the com-
fort, convenience, and glory of man, in this
probationary siate, whether considered indivi-
duzily or nationally. We shall not be sorash
2s to attempt to gainsay the prevalent opinion,
that the former abounds in native features of
beauty and usefulness, vasiness and scblimity,
far cxceeding the latier portion of the continent.
Nor shall w2 deny (indeed we could not were
we evar so much disposed to do so, in view of
the vast gnantities of eatables that come dowh
to us from thence;) that man can live casier—
if that be a desideraiam—and may accomulate
riches with more dispaich, and to a greater cx-
tent, amidst the abuadance of the west, than
on the more sterile soil of the cast. Neither
shall we bring up, to counterbalence these
striking features, the superior morel, religious,
and social advantages of the cast, and dilate
upon the bearing of these upon the real hep-
piness of man, in citherGivision of this great
land; our ohject is not to philosophize on these
points, but 10 relate a plain unvarnished tale,
showing forth the sad consequznces of giving
way 1o feelings of disconient and desire for
change—no matier how occasioned—so far as
10 abandon, voluntatily, present comforis,
though they may he 2t times somewhat re-
stricted, for the untried prospecis of distany,
but lauded good.

Air. Exciiable was a couniy magistrale, pos-
sessad of some property, which he employed
actively in a lactative business.  Enjoying ths
conlidence and esieem of itis feilow men, ovar
whom ke crarcised considerable infivence, by
his telents and useful quzlitics, he was 2lso
blessed with 2 charming wife, and an inteiligent
famiiy of children. No man was more gener-
ally beloved, of apprared to iake more sub-
stantial enjoyment, surrounded as he was by
ovesy thing that conid render life agracable.

Such, in short, was At Excitable, when ths
fratfal snd prosperons yests of 1520 10 1530,
or thereabozts, gave place to she following
voars of searcily of €rops, and constquant dis-
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tress of various descriptions, that were dealt
out to Canada, with no stingy hand.

Mr. Excitable was a man casily affected by
the changes of the times and seasons ; not he-
cause he suffered in his business and prospeets
more than his neighbours, but because he was
unfortunately of a disposition to give way to
despondency, on meeting with difficulties of an
extracrdinary nature, and, when in these
1mo0d3, 1o fancy thatachange of circumstance
might produce a cure of the evils by which he
was surrounded. ¥e soon grew moody and
discontented, as the cold summers advanced,
and, unluckily, these evils were heightened by
the ramonrs that began about thistime to circu-
late, (originating no doubtin the hardnessofthe
times) of the glories of the great west—its im-
mense exicnt—the feriility and beauty of its
soil—the vast abundance ard variety of its
productions, exceeding, almost bevond calce-
luticn, the productions of the eastin its most
fertile years—and its great natural resources,
indicating it as destined 20 be one day thg seat
of opulence, refinement, and power.  Connect-
ed with these glowing descriptions, were the
most extravagant statements regarding the
case and rapidity with which fortune- were
made, only by dint of commoa persev: ance
and industry, and thedelightulness of inhabit-
ing.the almost boundless preiries, decked out
ia their tall, waving grasses, and wild flowers,
znd intersecied here and there by a mpid
stream, or a magnificent river ; and dotied over
with enchanting groves, through which roam-
ed unmolested, the buffalo, and other beas:s of
the forest.  If, indeed, occasional hintscscaped
the lips of some czndi traveller, of the un-
healthiness of the climate—of sizgnzat waier's
—of mists and dense fogs, that rose from the
murky soil, beariag in theirembraces the dead
1y minsmze, the mother of fever, and agucs—
they were disregarded in the general de<ire 1o
helieve that there 2ras a country to which man
might fler, 1o rid himself of the miseties of his
present condiiion.

At first these delusive tales served oniy to
diven the wind of Mr Excitable from: the dis-
tress arovad him, by forming agrerable npics
of conversation for him and somr intimate
frisnus. whils: seated around a comforiable fire,
daring the preezlence of some raw, rainy doys
of a cold summer, or some iditer <tarms of a
long. inclement winter They bad the very
plcasing effeet of drovwning their minds< in for-
getiulness of the peitng storms, aud of the
havdaess of the tmes; whilst they were de
lightfsly catertained by Bstening o relations

of anecdotes of individual successes in the far
west, and in anticipations of realizing as much
one day themselves.

Many a time has Mr. Excitable lost himself
in these dreamy socialities, wiling away hours
that would otherwise have hung heavy on his
hands, but always awakening at last, to the
steroness of reality. As the times grew hard-
er, the western ferer—as the desire for western
emigration was very apily styled—increased,
in cqual, and more than equal proportion, vzt
peoplic not only talked of removing, but acival-
ly did remove, in numbers, to the land Sowing
with milk and honey. Mr. Excitable sawone
after another of his friends and acquaintances
pull up stakes and set off bag and baggaae for
the west, cursing the country of thar birdh,
and filled with high hopes for thefuture.  This
made him look about himself in carncst. H:
saw that the anathemas of the emigrants were
not unprovoked; and, through the eye of dis-
conteat, he viewed kis country in a truly de-
plorable condition. A succession of unproduc-
tive seasons had nearly ruined the farming in-
terests, and brought real distress upon the coun-
try. From raising a supcrabundance, the in-
habitants could not rzisc half enough to supply
themsclves with bread, and were forced to im-
port the produce of the west, 1o keep them from
starvation. Thus, traders, mechanics, cvery-
body suffered, and business of all sorts was al-
most at a stand sull.  But what was worst of
all, he saw his old friends and associaics leav-
ing him onc by once for a beiter land ; friend-
ships of long standing were broken up, and it's
social circle gradually disappeared, under the
opcration of the wesicin mania.

“What,” said he in despair, one day, ner
the midile of Jang, as ic looked ontof hisoftice
window, and bcheld tlie doct of snow and raa
driven through the air by a stT north-casic,
whilst the temperaiure of his room requircd 2
fire to render it comfortable; “ What 1s there
Bieve worth longer living Yor? Only see ts
ritlless siorm, giving sad evidence thatold wia
tcr bas not vet let goits grasp, aithough it
of a season of the year that comn ought 1o i

=2 of the ground, cad up large cnongh 1o &
hoed.  Batitis noy, if; indeed, R cver will b,
as tmust be by this timie quite Toited in the
bill; and, in facy, & @ay as well be 9, for
should it grow, ard Lve to see the maddle o
August, it will 2205t Ikely be rudely catdons
by Jack Frosy, cre it be ripe enongh togathaa,
so i has been for the lastthree years; and thos
is the fourth yeat that the crops have faled,
and there is every prospect of there being o8
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many more before a change will come for the
better. I see nothing but distress eround me;
my neighbours’ faces exhibit only discontent
and alarm—business is bad—the times are out
of joint, and I am dying with ennui. In fact
4is time, high time, that I were closing up my
concerns too, and making arrangements to fol-
iow to a better land.”” And Mr. Excitable
wrned and paced the foor rapidly, as he
cogitated long andintensely with himself upon
the propricty of taking tins important step.—
The day continued gloomy enough, favounng
very anuch his train of thought, and by the
time he was ready to go to tea he had about
made up his mind to close business and be
off.

This determination, however, as yet vague
:nd indefinite, was almost wstantly dnven
from his mind by the domestic scene that, as
zsual, awnited lum at his home.  We have be-
fore stated that Mr. Exciable possessed a
iovely fanuly. e repeat the siatement; and
when Alr. Excitable entered Ins house, and be-
&cld his smuling pariner waiting, as usual, to
nceive him, and conduct him to the faguly
Yoard, that was set out in his snug lule par-
iaur, laden with its accustomed dehcacies, and
wound which alrcady were gathered two
Slooming daughters and a laughing, chubby
ke boy, who salated him on his entrance, in
anoisy, but welcome voice, by an eadcanng
tpithet, it Tequires no streich of the fancy to
conceive how guickly the pareats and hus-
fnd’s mind was changed from iis gloomy,
Gscontented mood, 10 a siate of pleasure, and
gelighitful satisfaction, on mceting his family
weie. Eisheart condemned hiu for induiging
a fanciful urhappiness, when there was so
mwch real hapriness «n store fur hun, aad of
=Lich hic tastal cvery Jay.  Instaniy forget-
(2 his troubles in hischit chat wiih the mem-
lers of his faunlly, he no longer doemed han-
«ifaloady man. Fortunatdy, the feillowing
ay was warnn and plesaat; tie storm having
sien place to 2 muld air, and sofiening sun,
weet presages that summer had, at leagih
;u.::na!lg set @ This change ia the weather
&+ amed to confirm the change i Mi. Excda-
Ws mind, for he saitled himsdf quetiy to
=sness, and thoaght no mosc of going to the
west dureng the whole summa, bs ncghdours
ling oo busy with thur agriculiaral opuaions
5 spend Lmce to0 kvt him on swhyects that
13 not immetiatdy affeet thed pasteuios eil-
1338, and he boing hiaiscif 100 et cugiossed
Ith his garden, his business, and G amase
}:cn:s of the scasor; 1o allow of his nind wan-

i

dering to distant scenes and prospects for com-
fort or consolauion.

But thisdelightful season, (asCanadian sum-
mers generally are,) could not always last.—
Late full came, alas! 100 soon, with its long
raineand deep mud, 1o cut short the pleasures
of suinmer; and dark, dismal November, with
us sleets, frosts, and lugh winds, ushering in
old winier, cre the poor husbandman had fully
secured lns hard and precarious carmings.—
Happy would 1t have been for Mr. Exatable,
had he becn able 1o inuster sufficient resclution
to shake off the sympioms of his returning
malady dunng this irying scason. But this
he could not do. As the dreary months, when
to leave the house was a thing almost impos-
sible—when business was at rearly a dead
siand, and men sought the comfort of their
heated stoves, or fier-places, passing thar time
as best they mmghy, when the blasis of winter
swept trimmphantly over the plain—as these
dreary months advanced, and they were not
short, M:. Excuabie feit a rcnewal of his
despondeacy, ennui, and discontent, with re-
doubled force. e strove—vainly strove—ta
combat his discase, and overcome it by turning
s attenuwn to the arrangement of his books,
and looking up old accounts; and when this
resource was exhausted, by reading pohical
papers, and, finally, novelsand romances ; but
all would not do. He had once given way 10
the demon disconient; hie had once suffered
the syren fancy to poison hit mind’speace; he
had once allowed the imaginauon to transport
hun from the things of reality to thic regionsof
arr and nothungaess, to scck hapmness and
consolation; and all his powers were notnow
sufficicnt to shake off the iilusive approzches.
Every return of bad weather—cevery word of
complaint uttered by a dsappointed nayghboar,
and every wayward thooght that carned his
imagination to theland of happiaess, where his
fr:ends, by repore, were enjoying the fruits of
thest enterpnss, brosght hum 10 a punful sense
of his misc.y, and aroused the flame of hisdis-
content; and saveral umes before the opening
of spuing, had he madcup his mind o emigrate,
2rd as often had he been warncd from lus .pur-
pose bytheseme powerful cruse before related 5
bat at every succeeding ume, however, with
lcss doason and certamty, unal he had atlast
artived at the condiuon of the traveller, who,
cormag 1o two roxds lcading in different dirce-
Lons, s wndificrent which to take and decydes
the point by tamng his canc to lat 1 falltothe
ground, and the read it favours m sts fall o
pursuc
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In this sitvation Mr. Excitable reczived a
Jong letter from a particular and much valued
friend, who had emigrated to the west a year
or so before, reciting, in glowing language, the
natural advantages and nnexampled beauty of
the country, and acqaainting him with his per-
fect success in business, and the delightsof his
new home, concluding with = stronginvitation
1o comeand see for himself. This communica-
tion instantly decided his wavering mind; ond,
animated by the glorious prospects it conjured
up in his heart, he resolved to set hims:If in
earnest about closing up his concerns, in pre-
paration for as carly a removal as 2ircumstan-
ces would admit of. ¥e fiew to his wife, and
reading to her the gladsome epistle, heacquaint-
ed her with his determination. Being a sen-
sible woman, she some time combatted his re-
solution, urging, with much force, all the ob-
jections she could think of.  But her husbend
+wwas for this once unchangeable. He main-

* tained his position, by many powerful argu-
ments and convincing truths, 'till 3rg Ex-
citable was forced to yield a reluctant consent
to the arrargements for the contemplated un-
denaking.

Afr. Excitable went to wotk instantly. He
~wrote to his friend in the west, whenhe might
Jook for him; and actually directed him to
Jook out a picce of land for him against he
should arrive.  He began to contract his busi-
ness, make settiements, eaforee payments of
his duek, and make saies of his louse property,
stwhatever sacrifice; and tode everything with
an cye single to this great object. In the ex-
citement of those movements, he found relief
from his cnnuj, and, in the bright anticipativns
forthe future, consolation jor present sacrifices.

In the mean time spring opened.  Tisbright

sun, and budding vegetation, welcome indices
of nature’s renewed life, made him half repent
of his determinntion to desert forever thes
Pleasing roturss, interwoven, as he now fourd
them 10 be, into hisverynawre.  Bet, nesum-
meradvanced, and showed prespects of another
cold scason. he renewed his strength, and
hastened his preparations with more zeal than
cver.

The month, the day, =t length came when
It. Excitable wastostart; when, lo! hefound
¢ had Just come to the reaiity of his great an-
dertaking.  No longer borne up by bright an-
ticipations; he discovered it was no casy nor
delighifal task 1o leave his homestead, round
which creled so many fond nssociations, in
the ‘hands of strangers—to dispose of reai
e¢siate in the present hard times,—to takeleave

forever of his friends and associates, and set
out for a strange land, to be reached only by a
long. tediousjourney, where he would be obliged
to commence life anew;, forming acguaintances
and connexions that it was beyond his know-
ledge whether they would prove advantageous
ordestructive to his future peace and prosperity.
He thought of his family, now happy in the
enjoyment of cvery thing desirable to render
life comfortable in this world of woe, and shud-
dered to think they might fall victims to the
western fevers, or meet with a watery grave
on the boisterous lakes, or come to some other
violent end on the road. He thought how his
tender wife might reproach him for being the
cause of all this; whilst she herself might be
languishing on a bed of sickness, brought on
by over-exertion and fatiguc on the road ; and
he drew back in alarm, as if from the brink of
a horrid precipice.

Then he looked upon the parish church, and
instaniiy a long train of events and remem-
brances—some sad, some joyful—tose up be
fore his repeniant mind. Within its sacred
walls had he been united to the wife of his
bosom, in carly life, when the passions were
strong and deep, by the same grey-headed old
pastor, who had, in after years, prayed beside
his tender babes, as their last breath wes ¢
caping to the Father who gave it, and whose
little bodies were sepulchred in the adjoming
burving ground. The many happy, as well as
sad, but chastened hours, he had passed there,
fistening to the hioly truths of the gospel a:
thay feli from the preacher’s lips, and witness:
ing religious ordinances, as well as a thousané
other incidents and associations that clusterct
aroiund the hallowsed place, recurred forcibly
to his imagination, and he wept Itke n child, fo
the first 1ime since his boyhood. J

Mr. Excitable was nota man to withstand
these feelings of humanity ; they were vastly
more powerful than the inclination to go to tie
wes?, and as suddenly as he had formed his
resolution 10 emigratc, did henowabandon ks
idca, exclaiming: *1 cannot tear myself fron
these associations of my chitdhood. youth, and
manhood. This country, although it is nos
suffering from hard scasons; is still my coun
try—1he land that gave mebirth, thet has reat
ed me 10 manhood, that contains the ashes ¢
my honoared paren:s, and of my sweet habes
Itis my home, my ondy Loric, and I nevq
will leaveit.  Away with the splendid dreamy
of wweelth and happiness in another land. |
willdie here, where T wasborn, though T may by
apoores, yetno doubt, s happicr; abetier mant
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Mrs. Excitable was highly pleased when her
husband informed her of the change in his pur-
poses, declaning she would rather live and die
bere in poverty, than run the chance of meet-
g any thing better in a foreign land.

Mr. Excitable now procceded to comnteract
s former arrangements, bui found hehad lost
by his western fever farirore than he had ever
dreamed of. The sacrifices he had made on
kis property were nothing compared to the
disorganization of his regular business. He
so0n found to his sorrow that the relations he
had, by his folly, severed, were not soon, if
ever, to be renewed. His old customers had
bataken themselves to new houses, and were
shy about returning. Hus friends, having made
up their minds to lose him, and made caleula-
fions accordingly, looked upon his stay in
rather a disappointed mood, and the public had
somehow lost confidence in him. He there-
fore found his inflvence materially lessened, in
all quarters, to what it was before his fracas,
when he was regarded by every body asastaid,
abstantial man.

Inthisdilemma hzlabsured on patiently from
iay to day, hoping in time to recover from the
shock. But, unluckily, the times proved hard ;
‘business was dull, money scarce, and, added to
the whole, political troubles came 1o add their
share to hisembarrassments. Theconsequence
was another aitack of hiswestern fecer,

' He now viewed emigration as a matter of
necessity ; as he despawred of ever regamning
kis former position. Again did be determine,
i%n a fit of despaur, to break up business and be
loﬁ' ; and again was his mind assailled by the
powerful ‘considerations before rclated, and
forced to yield submission 1o their influence:
ind these resolves, and re-resolves, as times
end circomstances changed, or as his feclings
fictated, at last grew upon himtosucha degree
that they created a kind of disease, or morbid
wffection of the mund, from which he was hard-
Iy ever free, except when engaged in theduties
if some of the most busy seasons of the year
producing a ficklencss of mind and purpose,
ehly detrimental to the prosperity of his bu-
niess, and rendeting him a miserable man.

After several years spent ip this mood, Alr.
Exeitable withdrew altogether from husiness,
d retired to 2 farm ; flattering himself still
with the intention of going to the west, when
be should get in his dues, or if he shouid fail in
31s long cherished project, to embark all his
means in some profitable specalation at home,
hoping thereby o retricve, with one stoke, his
bst character andstanding.  But he has never

done either.  He has ever continued a prey to
his western mania, and stll lives in hopes of
accomplishing his desires, although now con-
siderably past the active years of his lite; whils€
his family, in consequence of hisuncertainty of
purpose, are growing to years of discretion,
without any particular object in view, awaiting
as it were, their parent’s destination, in ordef
to form their future course of life ; and ten to
one if the springs of their youthful minds ars
not chilled, and their fondes! hopes fatally de-
stroyed, by the cruel procrastination of their
kind and indulgent, but unhappy father. And
these are the conscquences of giving way 10
discontent und following theillusions of fancy.

Reader! is this a single case? Has it no
paralldd within the range of your acquaini~
ance ?—Montreal Garland.

-.»seeo«-
For The Amaranth.

STANZAS

TO A DEPARTED FRIEND.

Frep from the hall of thy futhers forever,
Thou hast gone to a far brighter realm,

Where 21l that on earth can dissever,
Shall never again overwhelm.

Tho’ planted in earth’s fairest portion,
And rear’d in its sunniest clime,

Too soon its wild, ceascless commouon
Conve;’d thee to heaven 10 shine.

Tho’ thy lot here below told of anguish— _
An unfading crown now is thine;

And praise on thy lips ne’er can languish,
Thy day-star of love ne’er decline.

And tho’ sorrow thy pilgrimage clouded,
Aund brought 1o thy voung heart distress—
In infinite loze thou art shrouded,
And sorrow and pain are at rest.

From the world and its follics deparied,
Thou reignest in mansions on high,

*Mong the ransom’d of God, the pure-hearted
In stations of bliss in the sky.

Tho' over thy grare there is weeping,
And mourning in many 3 breas:,

With thy fathers thou calmly art sleeping—
TWith them thou art gather'd to rest.

And peacelul and calm be thy slumber,
*TY the wrumpet shall finally sound,

And awake from the tomb with its thunder
The myriads that slecp in the ground?

Lizerpool, N. &, 1842, WineLaIsa,
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ESTHER WILSON.

I was in thecarly part of last summer, that,
after an absence of several years, I paid a visit
to the romantic village of N-—, in the state of
Massachusctts. The scason was unusually
beautiful, the first flush of summer having pass-
ed over the landscape. The boundless ocean,
on whose verge stands the village, lay hke a
mighty sheet of silver glowing beneath the glo-
rious sun—ithe air was alive with the music of
birds, the shout of the husbandman was heard
in the fields, the laugh of the happy urchins as
they gambolled over the verdaut plain, rang
merrily on the car. All nature appeared to
have awakened from a long and heavy slum-
ber, forgetting its wintry dreams, and to smile
in renewed strength and beauty in the pre-
sence of a Benificent creator.

Close to the beach, and at a short distance
from the village, are the ruins of one of the ear-
liest places of worship, erected by some of the
pilgrim fathers, and where the moss-grown
and dilapidated grave-stones yet bear the names
of some of these singular beings. It is now
seldom used as a burial-place, save by a few of
the inhabitants, descendauts of the fathers, or
as the last home of the wrecked mariner, or
the stranger without a friend.

'This little grave-yard was always a favorite
resort of mine, and every day would I find my-
self wandering among the bones of its depart-
¢d, or, for hours would I sit and watch the sun
sinking in his glory, ’till the crescent moon and
her train of stars, ascended the blae vault of
heaven.

It was during one of these solitary ram-
bles, that an incident befel me, which, although
bearing on it the semblance of fiction, yet is
none. I had scated myself upon a little hil-
lock, and was listening to the solemn voice of
the ocean as it broke in wreaths of foam upon
the golden beach, when the sound of a footstep
fell upon my ear, and looking round, I beheld
the figure of a man approach, and kaeel upon
a new-made grave. For some time lic contin-
ued in that position, and when he arose, the
moon, which was shining brightly, revealed to
me a face which, although greatly changed by
the hand of gricf, was yet by me remembered.
The timg, the place, and so singular 2 meeting
after so long a separation, for a moment kept
us silent, but on my speaking his name, the
feelings of our boghood came full upon us, and
we welcomed cach other with delight.

After mutual congratulations had been ex-
changed, T ventured 10 refer to the scenc which

I had just witnessed. “Ab!’ said he with a
languid smile, *it is indeed a melancholy sight
to behold me thus, but that grave conceals all
that ever truly gave hope or happiness to my
existence.”

“ And who is its inmate?” T inquired.

¢ Esther Wilson ! he added, in 2 voice trem-
bling with emotion.

The name was familiar to rie. Esther Wil-
son I had once known as the most beautiful
girl of the village, and I remembered that swhen
1left it to mingle in the throng of cities, my
friend, Henry Walworth, was considered as
her betrothed. For years I had been absent,
while new scenesand strange faces had almost
obliterated from the “tablet of my memory”
the village beauty. Remembering their be-
trothment, and beliolding the present grief of
Walworih, I concluded that he was now
mourning for her recent loss. His narration,
however, soon gave a different aspect to my
supposition, and which I shall endeavour tore
late as nearly in substance as he imparted 1tto
me. .

 Esther Wilson, it appeared, immediately
after her betrothal to Walworth, was summon-
ed t7 New-York to take possession of a hand-
some property bequeathed to her by a rich re
lation. Young, artless, and beautiful, she soor,
became the magnet of attraction. To a villag
girl, unacquainted with fashionable society, the
pleasing addresses of the gay, and the many
amusements which abound in a metropoli
burst upon her like the enchanted gard.ss di
Aladdin, and her native cottage, with its snowr|
walls, embowered amonrg roses and honey-
suckles, were remembered by her with a fesi
ing akin to that of disgust, when contraste
with the costly apartments of which she wa
now mistress. Her old friends and playmatcy
wererecollected Lut as the shadows of a dream]
and even Walworth siic determined 1o forge]
for a man of fashion. Poor Henry, whos
whole existence was wrapped up in ker, bega
to surmise the worst ; letter after letter he ha
addressed to her, but to none of them had sh
deigned to return an answer. At length, any
ble longer to endure the agony of suspense, b
resolved to behold Esther, and win from hej
own lips her trac determination.

It was a summer's day when he entercd
New-York; every face and object appeared &
wear a strange and repulsive cast. Havi
sccured apartments at a hotel, he retired ¢
rest from the fatigue of his journey, and devis
the most prudent means of beholding Ellen.
He scated himsclf at the window, which com
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manded a full view of Broadway. The ‘street
was alive with every class of humanity, from
the ragaed and wretched beggar, up to theman
of wealth and fashion. Walworth could not
help contrasting the busy and exciting scene
with his own quiet and happy village, and won-
dering how Esther could exchange it for the
American Babylon. Every passer by scemed
languid and sickly. Theheat wasintense, and
not a semblarice of shade presented itseli.—
Here and there a stunted tree reared its trunk
in the street, whose leaves hung scorched and
dusty in the bright blaze of a July sun, lacking
the rich and verdant beauty which marks the
native denizens of the woods and plains. Al-
though the scene was novel to Walworth, he
could not but regard it with disgust, and his
heart leaped back to the sweet sounds of the
purling brooks—the green and flower-enamel-
Ted sward—the cool, dark, and silent recesse
of the forest—where nature reigned in all its
purity—where he had sportedin thejoyousness
of boyhood, and every object was familiar to
bim a3 a honsehold god. He thought, too, of
Esther—his own bluc-eyed and blushing maid-
en, and he trembled as he thought that perhaps
she had forgotten the home of her childhood—
the playmatés of her youth—perhaps forgot-
ten him.

As he sat thus ruminating, a splendid ba-
rouche was scen advancing; in it, werea lady
ind gentleman. Dy some secret sympathy,
Walworth’s eyes became rivetted upon the
same; nearer cnd nearver it approached; his
beatt beat quick and heavily—his respiration
tlmost ceased, a flitting film passed over his
tyes—and he gresped the sill of the window
vith a desperate and despairing strength—~he
tould not be mistaken—it was her—Esther
ison—his own betrothed, in close and play-
| dalliance with a fashionable stranger—she
ssed beneath his eve—he cssaved to Tise,
ith the resolution of following them, but
wength failed him, and he fell helpless and al-
ost fainting back into his chair.

YWhen he recovered from his bewilderment,
wild and unnatural cnergy took possession
This heart ; he felt that all he loved was lost
him for ever, yet he determined once again
hbehold her—to confront herface to face, and
rmind her of her promise, and accordingly,
it evening, he repaired to her dwelling. It
situated in one of the most fashionable
cets of the city, and as he stood before it,
ks remembrance of former scenes came fresh
n him. Could it be that fortune could so
n ha;e changed her—that the once simple

and beautiful Esther, the pride of tk. village
was now one of the leading belles of the fashion-
able world—that her heart was now probably
another’s ? and he stood hesitating whetheror
not to enter the magnificent mansion, or tore-
trace his stepsat once, back to his native home,
and seck in its placid bosom a balm to his
stricken spirit. While he stood thus irresolute,
the sound of music, and the tones of a voice
but too familiar, fell clearly on his ear. His
resolution was taken, and ascending the steps,
with a trembling hand he rung the bell. A
servant, neat as a popinjay, appeared, and de-
manded his business. “It is with your mis-
tress, sir,” said Henry; * say that a gentleman
desires to speak with her.”

The servant was confounded at his peremp-
tory tone. ’

“You understand me, sir !’ said Henry.

¢ Certainly !” replied the man of waiting.—
“If you have a card, I shall be happy to con-
vey it to Miss Wilson.”

¢ Say, sir, that Mr. Walworth waits the con-
venience of Miss Wilson for an interview.”

The lacquey bowed, and ushering Walworth
into an apartment, departed on his mission.

Miss Wilson was seated at the piano as the
servant entered—a perfuined and tastefully
dressed exquisite was hanging over her, who,
to prevent the songstress from being interrupt-
ed, placed his finger- on his lip, betokening
silence; the docile creature at once compre-
hended his meaning, and stood mute and
motionless. When Miss Wilson had finished,
“Now, James, your business,” said the man
of fashion, who appeared to assume anauthor-
ity in the mansion.

#Alr. Walworth desires to see you, Madam.”

Ellen sprang to her tfeet, theblood forsook her
check, and with difficulty she articulated who?

“ Mr. Walworth,” repeated the servant.

But for the assistance of the man of fashion,
she would have fallen to the floor. In an in-
stant, however, sherecovered her fortitude, and
coartesying to M. Brilliant, © You must think
mea silly creature,” said she, “but this is an
old and once esteemed acquaintance, and the
suddenness of his visit has so confounded me,
that my nerves—the weather—the—"

3r. Brilliant gently led her to the sofa, snd
tendering her an exquisitely chased smelling-
botde, thedelicate sensibilitics of our new-made
lady were soon restored to their wonted calm-

N

ness, although a strange feeling yet lingered -

about her heart at the recollection of her old
lover being so near, und theneglect with which
she had of 1ate treated him.
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“ Will you admit lnm to your presence, my
dear Miss Wilson?” said Mr. Brilliant, “or
shall he call again "

“Yes—nor—that is—" and with a strong
effort she desired theattendant to tell Mr. Wal-
worth to walk np.

When Walwortl: entered the magnificent
apartment, its brilliancy, for a moment, oewil-
dered him, and he paused at 1ts threshhold, un-
conscious how to deport lumself. It was a
high and spacious room, almost lired through-
out with mirrers, in which every object was
ten times muluplied. The hangings were of
the most delicate fawn colour, and inlaid with
the most ingenious devices. The furniture
was of themost costly workmanship. A table
of the purest marble stood in the centre, on
which lay innumerable gems of art, while in
various corners, vases filled with the freshest
flowers, wasted their fragrance upon the even-
ing breeze, as it blandly swept through the
-apartment: the whole presenting a strange
contrast to the simple and quict home bf Es-
ther’s girlhood. 1In a deep recess the lady of
the mansion was scated, attended by the ex-
quisite Brilliant, and it was only as she affect-
cdly exclaimed, “Ah! Mr. Walworth, how are
you,” that Henry recognized her presence.

“ Esther ! he famtly said, and extending his
hand, crossed towards her, but instead of re-
ceiving him with all the warmth and joy of
their foriner acquaintance, she only lazily pre-
sented him with the little finger of her left
haund.

Heary was struck speechless; he could
searcely credit the evidence of his senses, so
great was the change in her appearance and
manner, and he stood gazing upon her with a
look of vacancy.

“Will you be seated, sir 7’ said Brilliant,
pointing to a chair with the greatest nonchal-
ance of voice and action.

“No, sir!’ responded Henry, his facultics

- veturning to lnm, and his heart bursting with
indignation at the callous behaviour of Esther.
1 wish, sir, to speak with this lady aone! if
your presence can be conveniently dispensed
wilh—:’

“ My presence—speak with thislady—alone
—Miss Wilson—smgula: conduct—rather rade.
Hearken, sir—"

“ And hearken you, sir. 1 do not know you,
nor from your appearance do I desire theplea-
sure, but my claims to the lady’s presence are
a thousand times more strong than yours, and
1 request, nay, demand, that for a brief space,
you quit this apartment.”

“ Sir—Miss Wilson—by all that is good--1
shall not suffer—you must explain.”

“ Cease your jargon, sir ; when I have finish-
ed my interview with Mies Wilson, I shall be
then happy to afford you all the explanation
you may desire.”

“M:. Brilliant, for my sake, quit theroom,”
intcrrupted Esther. “This young man pre-
sumes upon a silly acquaintance contracted in
the days of our youth. I shall soon convincc
him of his error.”

 As you desire it, my dear Miss Wiison--
certainly—your wishes are a law, but this rus-
tic cavalier and I must have a few words to-
gether,” and the creature of fashion leisurely
waddled out of the room.

A dead pause ensued his departure for- some
moments. At length Walworth broke the
silence—

“Y'ou have not forgotten me, madam, I per-
ceive, although you have forgotten the terms
on which we wcre accustomed to meet.”—
Esther spoke not, but would have given worlds,
had she possessed them, 10 have escaped hi
presence. e continued—* When last weme)
Esther—Miss Wilson, I should have said, w
bound ourselves by a solemn oatly, in the pr
sence of our God, that we should becotte ma:
and wifc—that vow you seem to have forgot
ten—to have yiclded your heart up to the o
lurcments and follies of the gay world. Y4
I will not reproach you; if yon are willing t
renounce the home of your youth, and the ma
of your betrothment, be it so. For my o
pari, Irelease youfrom your vow, though God
1 am certain, never will—that oath you new
can forget, sworn, as it was, under the blu
canopy of heaven, with the bright stars look
ing down as angel witnesses, and the summ:
wind wafting our words to the throne of
Esther Wilson, I forgive you, but as sure ¢
there is a hereafter, the anger of that God w]
overtake you.” He rusied from the apa
ment, and Esther, confounded and terro
stricken, remained for some momentsin a co
and death-like stupor.

We shall here introduce a vacuum in o
narrative—triefly recording that Esther t
came the wife of Mr. Brilliant, who, havi
dissipated her fortune, after two years, su
into the grave a miserable debauchee. In 1
meantime, the parents of Esther also dicd, s
she was thus left a young and giddy wwide
without the means to gratify her extravag
propensities. By degrees she slowly dwind!
into the most ordinary circumstances. Th
who had been the fond comparions ‘of

-
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wealthy days, now shrank from her presence—
her applications for assistance were disregard-
ed by them all, and the sneer of the proud and
the heartless met her at everyturn.  Ah! how
gladly would she have returned to her nztive
village—but there was none to extend to her
the hand of welcome. How did she lament
ber folly in casting away the gencrous heart of
Walworth. Too truly had his parting words
been verified, *The anger of God had over-
taken her.” Walworth, from the moment of
separation from Esther, became an altered
man. Misanthropy was stamped upon his
visage—society he shunned—with his book
alone, did he hold converse, or quitting his
couch at midnight, would ramble along the
beach—solitary and sad.

Two years after this, in the fall of 1840, he
was sojourning in the western part of thestate
of New York, with a kind family, to whom he
was distantly related. They had heard of his
‘melanchely, and kindly persuaded him to visit
them, in the hope that a change of scene and
associations would restore him to his former
state of mind and body. No amusement or
comfort was neglected by them that could
contribute to his happiness. Among the fami-
lies to whorn he was introduced, was one Ly
the name of Worthington, 2 name which he
had often heard Esther mention, in their lays
of blessedness, but which now made no par-
ticular impression upon his min4, more than
serving to call up anew her memory. One
evening, he had been invited to a party at their
nospitable mansion, and in the course of con-
versation, he chanced to mention the name of
his native village. Mrs. Worthington, onc of
the most clogant of the party, all at once be-
came silent, while his kind fricnd took the first
opportunity to change the tenor of the dis-
course, and withdraw him {rom the apartment.
“My dear Walworth,” said he, “perhaps you
are not aware thet the same cause which has
so ruined your peace, has to a great degree,
wounded that of this worthy family.”

“How mean you?” he asked, astonished at
the intelligence. ¢ Esther Wilson is distantly
related to them,” answered his friend, “and is
at this momcnt, subsisting on their bounty,
and I know that any one, posscssing & know-
ledge of her present situation, would be to them
the cause of much unhappiness.”

* Good heavens! can it be ?” exclaimed
Henry, “the young and beautiful Esther Wil-
:sonreduced to poverty 2 How—when— where
di& this occur ™

“Bat recently.”?

 And where is she 2—injured, asI have been
by her, I can yet forgive—pity--and relieve
her?”

*Not so, my dear Walworth, her poverty is
no crime in the cyesof the Worthingtons—but
-—come, let us return to the parlor.”

Walworth saw by his look, that some great
moral exror had been committed by Esther,
and for a moment felt paralyzed— when, sud-
denly recovering his presence of mind, “But
what,” he exclaimed, grasping his arm with
the energy of desperation, * for heaven’s sake
tell me the truth—keep me not in suspense—
better death than telive inthe agony of doubt.”

“ Nay, my good Walworth, force me not to
an avowal—suspect the worst, you will not be
mistaken.”

In one moment, he appeared to live his life
over again—* his boyhood’s home,” father,
mother, and above all, Esther Wiison stood
before him. The scenes of his childhood, the
pretty rose-lipped, blue-eved girl, wandering
with him, .. a0 in hand, among the woods and
valleys—that young girl barsting into maiden-
hood—and the virgin coyness first betraving
itself—then that decp and holy attachment,
akin to the beautitude of heaven—that night,
o0, when he received her virtuous betroth-
ment—then her withering behaviour to him in
the pride of her plentitude and fortune—all, all,
came before him with the vividness of light-
ning—and now hic saw ler a blighted, wither-
ed flower—a creature dependent upon the
charitable pitiance of another—an outcast from
socitty, a thing to be pointed at by the finger
of scorn—a wanton! Oh! God, how heavy
had been her punishment. But to the sequel
of his story—that night, on his return home,
he found that to sleep was impossible. Con-
jecture was busy with him—a thousand reso-
lutions were furmed, and as quickly broken.
First, he thought to seck her out—forgive her,
and offer Ler his hand; but, then did the scorn
of the world rise beforc him—its serpent hiss
sounded in his ear, and his heart failed him.
Then did heresolve to carry her back to her na-
tive village, and to afford her a shelter; but he,
knew that the busy voice of slander would fol-
low her there.  What, then, was to be donc?
but this—To protect her as far as the rules of
propricty would permit,—and with lus htile
means to aid her future days, and assuage her
SOrTOW'S.

With the dawn, ke stood beside the couch of
his rclative.  He imparted to him lus resolu-
tion and implored him to afford him a clue to
her residence. This he would not do. The
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only information he received respecting her,
wag, that she resided in the neighbourhood,
under the close inspection of the Worthington
family.

For days did he devise all means and me-
thods te discover her, but in vain. Yet hefelt
a consolatiun to know that he was near her—
that, perhaps in his wanderinas he passed the
very home that coatained his once loved trea-
sure: and thus from day to day did he while
away the weary hours, ’till the golden autumn
had given place to wintey, and a check wasput
upon his wanderings.

The winter had far advanced, and, as is
usual in most towns and cities, a round of par-
ties was kept up among the inhabitants who
were friendly to one another. One evening,
along with his kind relation, (although repug-
nant to his feelings,) he consented to be pre-
sent ot one of these. The apartments were
decorated in the most costly style—the music
was of the most voluptuous quality, beauty and
fashion were mingled together, while; ““soft
eyes looked love to eyes which spake again,
and all went merry as a marriage bell.” The
hours sped gaily on, and the dance was at its
height. Thebell of a neighbouring church told
that the hour of midnight had arrived. But,
what to them was the flight of time? light
hearts and loving ones, were bound in the rosy
garlands of pleasure,—so old **scytheand hour-
glass” might keep journeying on, he could not
mar their festivity.

The music ceased, and the dancers were re-
tiring to their places, when a young female,
fancifully attired, stood in the midst of them;
her attenuated figure was trembling with the
biting blast, through which, by the dampness
of her clothing, it was evident she must have
passed. Her pale and emaciated features wore
the hue of death ; her eyes, which weresunken
in her head, yet flickered with a brightand un-
natural lustre. Death-like silence pervaded
the assembly—all eyes were fastened upon her;
but to none was she apparently known. She
looked around her witha wild and vacantstare,
and in a low, sweet and melancholy voice,
sighed—* Where is he %I know he is here.”
‘Walworth gosped for breath. It was Esther
Wilson! That pale aud trembling figure was
the'once beautiful creatare, theidol of his affec-
tion. “Esther, dear Esther!” he exclaimed.
A shrill shrick burst from the deliridus creature,
and the next moment she lay seniseless upon
the floor.

The company gathered aronnd her, while
Henry rushed towards her and raising her

from the ground, clasped her closely to his
bosom. He could recollect no more till the
next morning, wlien he awoke to sensibility in
his own apartment, with his kind friends
gathered around him. “Where is Esther?”
was his first exclamation. They looked at
each other in inexplicable silence. He repeat-
ed the question. Still were they silent. He
asked again. His friend spoke not, but point-
ed to heaven. Walworth divined, alas! but
too truly, that Esther was no more.

A kind of supernatural strength, now took
possession of him:. He seemed atonce to have
recovered al! his energies, and in a cool and
dcliberate manner, gave directions that the
corpse should be conveyed to N——, the place
of her birth. Alone, he followed, and with a
few friends, saw the last rites bestowed upon it.
In that grave, where I beheld him kneeling,
she sweetly slumbered, wherenightly he came
to breathe his orisons to God, that, although
she had wronged him in life—in death they
might be united.

Theautumn following, I visited N—. The
first inhabitant I inquired for, was Walworth.
“He is dead, sir,” was the answer I received.

 And buried, I tzust, with——"

“Esther Wilson, sir,” said my informant,
anticipating my words. “It was his last re-
quest, and faithfully was it obeyed.” That
very night I visited the grave-yard. The moon
was casting its holy radiance on all around.—
A new grave-stone caught my gaze. I ap-
proached it and found it to contain this in-
scription

Here lie the Bodies of

Esther Wilson,
and
Henry Walworth.

"”386""

THERE is no man, but God hath put manj
excellent things into his possessiox to be used.
mproved, and managed by him for the.com-
mon good and interest; for men are made fo!
society and mutual fellowship. We are ne
born for ourselves alone, but crcry other ma:
hath some right and interestin us, and as m
man can live happily in this world without th:
help and assistance of others, so neither isany
man exempt or privileged from being in hi
place some way beneficial to others.—Dr
Calamy's Sermons.

PR

Wiio ever kaew Truth put to the worse in3
free and open encounter 71— Milton. ‘
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THE MINER'S TALE.

1 REMIND me, "twas like the mighty rush

Of roaring winds, as through the distant drift

That sound came rumbling on; and each man
lean’d

Upon his spade—awe-struck and still—each
cheek

Blanchead in the sickly lamplight ; "twas but

A moment, then cries and yells of warning

Through the vaults, and a man came flying past

With wild shout of agony—* the waters I"—

Aye, all died! The youth in his golden prime,

And the old time-worn miner in hisage;

The warm heart and the sunny brow, the eye

Of passion and the breast of guile, grew chill

And rigid *neath that life-deveuring flood ;—

They perished all!

Six of us there were,

And we gained a ledge of rock above

The whelming wave, and scann’d each face to
see

What friende were there. The horror of our
doom |

Then withered up our souls, searing as

A lightning flash, its depths: to be entomb’d

In rocks of adamant—foodless--hopeless,

0 God! ’twas a wild thought; so wild, that
some

Grew mad, and cursed and laughed with mirth

Which was a mockery; and some lay down

And covered up their heads in speechless woe,

So silent, that they seemed bereft of thought

And life in their deep misery. But one

There was, a boy—a young and gentleboy ;—

The sad, bright tears were flowing down his
cheek,

As with clasp’d hands, and knecupon therock,

He breath’d a prayer to0 heaven, mingled

With his mother’s name; I could not ook upon

His holy grief: the strong man crush’d and
bow'd,

The maniac in his rage, were nothing

To the prayer and tears.of that pure child !

Then hanger came and gnaw'd within us, like

An undying worm, and the shrunk skin upon

Each speciral face, looked hideously

In the expiring lamp. It could not last.

Some sprang into the flood with blasphemy,

But others were too weak, and could not move

Their fleshless limbs, save when a spasm shook
them;

These died hard, and when their cries were
hushed

There were none left but the puor starving boy,

Whose moans grew fainter as his blue eye
clos’d.
1 know not how it was—I could not die;
Like sapless autumn leaves they fell around,
Yet still I lingered on, with burning throat,
And swell'd and speechless tongue, craving
strength
To tear the haif-eat shoe with hungry jaws,
And teeth that chatter’d with a hollow sound
Inracking pain; yet still I did not die,
But grew delirious, and then, methought,
A gabbering demon sat before me,
Feasting on a hone—a human bone,
And as he tore the flesh with wolfish fungs
He laugh’d with hellish glee, and I laugh’d too,
He scem’d so merry ; but the sound I made
Scar’d me into sense, and then I wonder'd
Where I was, it seemed so dark and still,
Andstretching forth my hand I touch’d a face—
A shrivell'd, bony face—and shuddering,
Remember’d all; then numbness crept upon
My nerveless limbs, and thought and feeling
merg'd
In listless lethargy.
Yet still I breath’d,
A bootless thing within that dreadful grave;
Enclosed in solid stone;—a living man
Imprison’d in the bowels of the earth
With the rank dead for his companions.
What time elapsed I knew not, but a voice,
Making strange music in that lonely place,
Re-echoed through the cavern; a light
Gleamed before my eye-balls and ¥ look’d,
And lo! a miner bent him over me,
But started when he saw my famish’d face;
The waters had subsided—1 alone,
Of those ill-fated mortals yet surviv’d
To tell this tale!

St. John, December, 1842,
ey Y- | TN

Hubit hath so vast a prevalence over the hi-
man mind, that there is scarccly any thingioo
strange or too strong to beasserted of it. The:
story of the miser, who, from long accustoin-
ing to cheat others, came at last to cheat hiin-
self, and with great delight and triumpli pick-
cd his own pocket of a guinea to convey to'hi§ -
hoard, is not impossible or improbable. In

EvGesE:

{ hike manner it fares with the practisers of'de-

ceit, who, from having long deceived their ac-
quaintance, gain at last a power of deceiving
themselves, and acquire that very opinion;
however false, of their own sbilities, excellen-
cies, and virtues, into which they have for~
years, perhaps, endeavoured to betray their ,
neighbours.
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A CHAPTER ON GRAVES.

As men journeying alogg through the toil-
some paths of life, perhaps there is nothing
which has 5o much power in binding them to-
gether by those links to which we owe so
much of our earthly happinnss, as the know-
ledge of the fute that will, oneday or other, fali
upon usall. If there were in our life all the
chaunces and changes which it at present pos-
sesses, except the certainty of its speedy ter-
mination, men would care little to connect
themselves by any strong ties with those from
whom, erc long, they would be almost sure to
be separated.  But now, knowiug their stay in
this world will be but for a short time, and
knowing also that their stay will be terminated
by the same dark and gloomy grave, they cling
to each other, and form those ties of public
society and private aflection, by which they
may best administer support, comfort, and
consolation to cach other, during their brie
pilgrimage.

Itis to these institutions o. socicty, spring-
ing from a sense of companionship in sorrow,
that we owe most of our bodily comforts.—
But in these cold forms and ceremonies we
sheuld find bat little comfort for our hearts.—
Man, possessing a soul, spiritual and unearth-
ly in its nature, can find happiness only in a
fellowship with beings ajso spiritual. And
many are the spirits from the unscen world
that haunt our minds, as we journey on our
carthly course holding a stiange and mysten-
ous communion with our hearts, and causing
us to live an inward and unseen life, without
which our outward life would be poor indeed.
Many and various arc the forms in which they
array themselves. Some come before us in
vestures of glory, filling our hearts with high
and holy thoughts, as they whisper to us
strange tidings of the world whence they have
come. Some come, the spirits of departed
ages, calling up past scenes, and bringing cx-
amples of thosc who have lived and died bes
fore. Others come, the spirits of futurity,
bringing to our minds’ cye pictures of lovely
sunny scenes, in which we fondly hope we
may sometimes play our part; or bearing a
darker or @ more gloomy form, as they cast a
shadow over our .irits, the dim forcbodings
of coming sorrow. Others are there,

*That haunt the steps of the loncand forsaken,

And the echoes of hours that are gone they
awzken;

When the loved onc is rone and all would be
drear

To the heart in its loneliness, then come they
near;

They gather the flowers, the blucbell or rose,

Or they scorn not the meanest flower that
grows.

And they weave them into a magic chain,—-

Though the flowers may wither, the spell doth
remain,

And when they bind up the heart that’sin pain

And awaken the spirit to gladness again,

Then all around it they breathe through the
rees,

And whisper a voice on the magic breeze;

A voice still and gentle, which yet can reveal

That name to the heart that its sadness ean
beal”

Of all these spirits, so many and so various
in their nature, there is not one so constantly
with us as the spirit of the grave. 1nour gay-
est scenes, when all is brightness and mirth
and health around, that gaunt spirit raises his
shrouded form among us. When we are in
the throng of life, he is with us. When we
look upon the face of nature, in every chancc
and every change around, we see the impress
of that spiri's form. The wild wind, as it
scatters the leaves on their autumnal tomb,
seems to whisper hisname  If we gaze on the
loveliest prospect that this world can afford,
we see in the midst thereof a grave.

But this spirit, as he wanders with us in his
daily walks, hath cast a veil over the fearful-
nese of his aspect, so that we Jook upon him
with an unfearing cyc: we drcad not his pre-
sence.

“1s it not wonderful, the darkest day

Of all the days of life,—the hardest wrench

That wies the coward sense,~—should mix it
self

In all our gentlest and most joyous mocds

A not unwelcome vistitant ? that thought,

In her quaint wandcrings, may not recach a
spot -

Of lavish beauty, but the spectre form

Meets her with greeung, and she gives hersclf

To his mysterious converse 7

1tis well to go to the “old kirk-yard,” and
wander among the graves, to commune with
death in his own domains; tosee the nobleand
the serf lie side by side; the master and the
slave. Nowhcre do wc see a fairer view of
men than in their graves, for their faults hie
buried with them. “Man wars 10t with the
dead. Itis a trait of human nature for which
Iloveit.,” Andisitnot wcll to pass by the
graves on our way to worship in the temple of

L4
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that God whoss eternal temple we must enter
through the grave.

But there are gravesor another kind. Isnot
each man’s heart a grave, wherein lies buried
maity « sad and mournful memory? Many
bright and glorious forms fill our youthful
hearts, making all around us seem glad and
merry with their presence. Asin the health-
ful child of half-a-dozen years we see no symp-
toms of decay and death, so we deem that these
visions and hopes of our youth will last for-
ever. But time, as its years roll on, spares
them not. One by one they fade, they die;
and in our hearts they make their tomb, chil-
ling them with the chill of death. And often
what pangs of fearful agony arc there, ere they
thus sink to rest in that cold sleep! When
some fond affcction, that the heart hath cher-
ished as its dearest, holiest treasure, is blight-
ed, scorned, betrayed—all the bright drgams
and visions of a whole life changed to a dread
desolation,~—long and bitter are the sufferings
of that heart, ere the spirit that had so beau-
tiful, so glorious, so loved a form, can die.—
And, oh! when their grave is in the heart,
what a dreary blank and void all around it
seem!

Over our churchyard graves the green grass
grows, and many a flower of beauty to deck
the pillows of the dead, and breathe a perfume
around their resting place. And are there no
flowers of the heart that bloom over the graves
of buried hopes and loves? Sweet and holy
flowers are there of gentle and beautiful
thoughts,—thoughts that spring from the chas-
tened heart, as water from the stricken rock,—
thoughts that shed their own sad swectness
over many a poct’s page, thoughts that have
borne with them many a heart from this poor
carth, to the heaven that ever shed a bright-
ness over the darkened spirit. And as the
flowers in our churchyard secm to whisper of
life even at the grave, so do these funeral flow-
crs also tell that those affections and earnest
longings of the soul, though lost to us foralit-
tle time, will one day live again; that though
they are now in a sleep from which thereis no
earthly awaking, they will rise again, and in
a form more pure, more holy, and morc hecav-
enly.

1 will never belicve that those earthly chil-
dren of a heavenly love were formed but to
perish. Flowers were they from heaven, and
though in the sinful soil of our hcarts they
withered and dicd, when we arc borne into
their own warm climate, beneath their own
sunny sky, and the dry ground of our souls is

watcred by the blood of redeeming mercy, then
will those flowers again revive, and blossom,
and spread abroad their green branches, and
bear glorious fruit,—the fruit of love, and peace,
and consolation.

And there are too in our hearts— less gloomy
and mournfulin their nature--gravesof thought.
Is there not buried there many a lovely and
gentle thought, that hes come, surely, from a
better world, to shed a momentary ray of joy
and brightness on our spirits? They have
passcd through our minds so quickly that we
have scarce known them; for in the rude sin-
fulness of our nature, they found no home or
resting-place for their own pure essences; and
so they died almost cre they were born. But
in our hearts have they made their graves, and
over their sepulchres also have sprung flow-
ers—f{lowers that have given promise of their
rising.  For in that day when the graves shall
be opened, and the fetters of dcath broken,—
when our bodies shall arise from the loath-
some bed of corruption, clothed in a glorious
immortality,—then also shall there be an
awakening of the heart, and from the depthsin
which they lic buried, shall be called forth
cach dream and vision that hath haunfed the
spirit, and every thought shall bearraigned—a
fearful array—before the tribunal of the Judge.
And then shall those on whom the blood hath
been sprinkled be changed, even as our bodies
shall be changed; and those dearly loved
guests of our huarts, which died in this cold
stranger world, shall arise, clothed in thebeau-
ty of a heavenly immortality, to enter the
home whence they came. And then, in our
own land, they shall form for us the paradise
of which they could only teach us to drcam
here; while cach thought of beauty, whose
brightness was dimmed and hidden in the
dark murky atmosphere of our souls, shall
there shine forth as a glorious jewel to neck
our brows.

Upon the grave of the murderer there rests a
curse; no flowers will bloom overit. So there
isno curse that can fall upon our hearts so
dire, as the curse of secret sinful thoughts.—
They lic there mouldering and rotting, convert-
ing all around them into loathsomeness and
corruption ; casting a withering tlight over our
whole souls, so that no green thing or flower
of beauty may bloom there; all is a gleomy,
dreary waste. Men see not upon carth the
corruption that lies rankling beneath the sur-
facc ; they know not what it is that sends a
man forth among his fellow mcn ualovingand
unloved, a curse wherever he goes. But for
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such an one there shell also be an awalkening;
and when he shall stand before hisJudge, from
his heart’shall be called up all these black
thoughts, that thall stand fearfully forth, as
the mark, the brand vpon his vesture, of a
cursed immoriality.

Oh, then, as we kneel upon the grave, and
pray that our death may be “the death of the
righteous, and our last end like his,” let os
strive and pray against thought sins, lest they
make their graves in our hearts, and blight our
spirits with their curse. Let us pray that,
during our carthly life, our inner and unscen
world may be peopled by spirits from the
heaven, that may first brighten our existence
here, and aftcrwards bear up our sauls on tacir
angel wings to their own blessed home!

e PP
THE GNFINISHED DUEL.

I oxce happericd to be travelling in Prussia,
in 2 public convevance, and by good fortune
with gentleman’y and agrecable companjons;
among whom, was a middlc-aged cavalry
officer, of the Prussianarmy. The major, (for
he held that rank,) had been of no little ser-
vice to his temporary travelling companions,
for itis very certain that in a wilitary and des-
Potic country, no one can so cficctaally repel
the insolerice and cxactions of inn-kecpers,
post-drivess, conductors, postillions, and such
other geniuses, as a military mar of rank.—
He was a most Tigorous curtailer of tavern
hilis, and a single giance frém his keen dark
eye, and at his very sufficient cane, was quite
cnough to quell the incipient imepertinence and
bratality cven of 2 German landlord.  In fact,
the worthy militaire would have called into
active requisiion the services of his walking
stizk with as much vigor and unconcern, as
he did these of his Mcerschaum ; and oh, ye

" gods, how he did smoke! As to the rest, our
travelling companion was agrecable, frank,
communicative, a litde predise, (from his pro-
fession, perhaps) and with a figure nobly pro-

- portioncd, and regimentals of most vacxep-
tionable cut and finish.

Daring our journey, the major cnterizined
us with the narration of vatious “moving ac-
cidents by flond and field,” with Jove adven-
tarés doring the piping tmes of peace, and ald
those various incidenis which go o make up
the cvendfal life of a soldier. Among these
onc struck me at tho time, as remarkable, and
I will attempt to velate it as nearly as I canin
the gallant major’s own words.

¥1 catered the army at an carly age, pursu-

ant to the custom of my country, which makes
al! the younger sons of poor nobles legitimate
food for powder. Tharks to Napoleon, we
had plenty of fighting, and my hopes of pro-
motion were becoming flattering, when the
blondy field of ¥¥aterloo sent poor Napolcon
to St. Helena, and me to vegetate in quarters
in a small garrison town. Gentlemen, you
have never been in garrison, at least Ipresums
not ; unless vou had, it would b2 quite impos-
sible for me to make you fully comprehend the
tediousness and ennui of such a position. To
play billiards day after day at the same miser-
able table, with the same persons, to makelove
to the same little grisclics, 10 dance with the
same ciernal partner, and listen to the same
dull jests from their worthy papas,—it is not
10 live, it is merely cxistence in its most vege-
tative form. ‘Thedulness of thisrascally place
seemed at length to become infectious, and at-
tacked even the junior officers of the regiment,
who might be seen sauntering about in listless
groups, exchanging, ever and anm, sympa-
thizing yawns and conjugai:ng the verb ennu;
in all its moods and tenses. However, I at
least had one source of amuscment, which ser-
ved in some degree to while away thetime. 1
was fond of shooting, and I found my dogsand
gun 1eal treasares.  During my sporting ram-
bleg, I had frequently scen an uninhabited
cauntry housc of some pretensions to clegance
of architecture, and whose grounds and shrub-
bary, although waste and neglected, were well
Iaid out and pretty. In umg, from frequently
passing this house, and somcumes resting
under tis solitary and deserted poreh, I begen
10 12ke quite 2 fancy to the place, so that at
length scascely @ week passed by, that I did
not visit the old mansion. There, streiched
on the ground, at my case, under some over-
shadowing tree, hstening with half closed eyes
10 the hnm of busy life wafted by the brecze
from the neighboaring town, I gavemyself op
to delizions day-dreams, ® the world forgetung
by the world forgor”

“Thus passod my uncveatful Life, when 2
i fling indisposition confined me to my quar-
tcrs for a week.  When sufficently recruited,
I proceeded 10 visit my old haunis. On ap-
proaching my old house, (for I had begun to
feed towards 11 2 species of ownership,) what
was my surprise 2nd annoyaace to find man-
fest tokens of fis hring occupicd.  Smoke was
actually cusling above theold trees so long un-
conscions of such a wisitauon. It scomod
almost a porsonal affront.  These feelings of

irritason, however, soon vanished, and gave



THE AMARANTH.

317

place to other thoughts. Visions of hospitable
old gentlemen, fat, comfortable looking mam-
mas, and (I must confess it,) pretty, rose-lip-
ped daughters, began to arrange themsclvesin
my busy brain. At all cvents, I determined
to reconnoitre the cnemy’s camp. On reach-
ing the gate, I perceived a tali, well-formed
man walking on the lawn, accompanied by a
large, noble looking dog, who immediately
rushed towards me with a most suspicious
growl. His master followed, and having call-
ed oft the dog with a chiding voice, apologized
for the rude behaviour of his four-footed com-
panion. A desultory conversation followed,
during which, Iinformed my new acquaintance
of my name and profession, and hinted at my
frequent visits to his present domicil.  Al-
though reserved and almost stern in his man-
rers, there was something about this man that
attracted my cariosity, and in spite of myself,
excited my interest, and X accepted with plea-
surc his somewhat cold iavitation to repeat
my visits. I shall not detain you with the de-
tails of our increasing intimacy. I found him
always the same.  His featares, although cast
in the finest mould of manly beanty, were pal-
I:d and usually overeast wizh the deepest gloom.
He was perfectly well-informed, and his con-
versation was eminently pleasing, but at times
bitter and breathing a profound scorn of the
world and its denizens.  Somectimes he would
sit for hours plunzed in decp and apparently
painful thouzht. I never, however, ventured
10 question him on his past life, nor did he be-
tray the slightest wish to confide his sorrows
1o any onc. But, of all his singularitics, there
was onc which excited, mare than the rest, my
swrprise and cutiosity. Every daw, and pre-
cisely at the same hour, kis servant prodoced
apistol case, and Sturmvwald (for such was
the name, whether real orassumed, of my new
friend,) fired three shots, ncither more or less
1 have always been an amatent in pistol shoot-
ing, indeed in the army it becomes almost a
necessary accomplishruent, but never have 1
En0oWwa S0 UNATINg, 0 periect @ marksman as
Stirmwald. His bullets reached ther mark
with an obedienice to his wiil thatalmost seem-
«d the resnit of magic. * You woald prove a
farminable antagonist in an afizir of honoar,
wid T one doy, after witnessing a displavy of
his almost miraculons skill. Never can 1 for-
get the sudden and Singatar cffect produced on
his countenance by these words. His brow
became black as midnight, his lips ashy pale,
and quivering with passion, and retaramg bis
pistol u; the cast with a multered and anin-

telligible reply, he rushed into the house.—
When we met at dinner, an hour afterwards,
all traces of emotion had venished, nor did he
in any way during the evening aliuge fo the
circumstance, although he drank much more
wine than usual, and was (for bim,y extremely
sociable. Thus time passed on, and my inti-
macy with Sturmwsld almost ripened into
fricndship. X had frequently, but always in
vain, requested him to visit me at our quarters,
and aceept the hospitalities of our mess. On
these occasions; he nevzr failed to vent his
spleen against mankind. ‘I detest your false,
cold werld,” he would say, ‘what is it but a
ridiculous melange of knaves and fools? The
betrayers and the betrayed. X Y am sad,
some insane coxcomnb approaches me with an
emply jest, if inclined te cheerfulness, I pro-
bably meet the dolefel countenance of some
victim of fraud or treachery. No! to fhat I
prefer the society of my dog. YWhen I am
merry, he is but too happy to romp with me,
and when serious and thoughtful he sits and
watches me with a patient affcction, that dogs
only are capable of’ One day, however, he
yiclded 19 my repeated importunities, and half
carnest assurance that 1 could no Ionger grati-
fy my incli: ation t0 visit him, withont some
approach on his part o a reciprocity of social
intercourse, m.d premised to dine with me on
the following day. At the appointed hour,
Swrmwala made his appearance, and was so
agrecnble, that every one was much pleased
and interested in their new acquainiance. Baot
it was docreed that mauers were not 10 ter-
minate thus smoothly. A young cornet,
named L :»hen, who had Iately joined, 2 some-
wkat ignorant and headstrong vouth, and who,
during the cvening, had dank much more
wine than he conld discreelly carry, took it
upon himself 1o contradict some remark of
Surmwald, and st on foot 2 furious argu-
went.  The coldand somewhal contempluons
tearing of Sinrmiwald wrritated tho young cor
net o highly, that he made usc of langoage:
thay, (in our service, at leasy,) usually renders
ahostilemectinginevitable.  Anuncasysilenes
ensucd, when sommaning up his former caim-
ness, by a strong cifort, our guest took his
fcave. Ianumerable wore thereproachesheap-
cd on the lnckless ongin of this most disagree«
=ble interruption of the harmony of the cven-
ing, and nomcrous were ihe predictions that
on the morrow he would have the extreme
{elicity of being winged, at leass, even shoald
he be fortanate enough 10 cseape thus casily.
Oar young gentleman, howeves, was soileh
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and obstinate, nor did there appear much
chance of his apologizing for his rude conduct.
Next morning, Lubbren, although somewhat
ashamed of his last night’s escapade, expressed
his determination to meet Sturmwald at all
hazards, the more especially as he was now
aware o€ his wonderful skill in pistol shooting,
and consequently feared that any bachward-
ness on his part might be attributed to unwor-
thy motives. Hewever, hour after hour clap-
sed withont any communication from our late
guest. My surprize was extreme ; for I should
almost as soon have doubted my own cx-
istence as the courage of Sturmwald.

“No! this man could not be a coward;
cvery thing that 1 had witnessed of his char-
acter and bearing, forbade such a supposition.
Yhat, then, could be the motives which pro-
duced his present singular forbearance 7—
‘Whilst agitaied by these painful doubsis, 2 note
was placed in my hands from Sturmwald, re-
questing my immediate presence at Lis house.

#0On my arrival, I found my friend walking
hurriedly t0 and fro on the lawn. He imme-
diately joined me, and we procecded to the
house, the passages of which were filled with
trurks and baggage, all betokening the ap-
proaching departure of its present occupant.—
- On reaching the dining-room, he motioned me
to take a chair. After cycing me for 2 mo-
ment, he said, ‘You arc no disszmbler, at
Jeast; I perecive that you are both serprised
and displeased with my prescnt course.  Yes!
I lcave this placein an bour; but I think itduc
10 both of us, that you should become inform-
cd of the motives which govera my actions.—
When we have dincd, therefore, I will rdate 0

temper, and my hardy frame, soon rendered
mo the leading boy of the school. Ifear I was
a tyrant. All boys, and most men, are so,
when afforded an opportunsty. My regn,
however, was not of very long duration.—
About six monthasafter my arrival, aboy whom
I shall call Charles, wwas sent to the samein-
stitutivn.  He washandsome, lively, and goud-
temperd, buy, as Tsoon discovered, brave and
high spirited. Onc day shortly after his ar-
nival, ¥ gave him some smperious order, which
he laughingly but firmly refused to obey. A
sagle combat was the immediate result.—
Aficr a desperate conflict, to my unutterable
mortfication, I found myself compictely van-
quished. My young conqueror bore his wic-
tory with modcration, and even made some
advances to intimacy, which I repelled with
sulien disdamn. Ay dotwnfall gave undissem-
bled joy to the whole school. A dethroned
despot meets with ne sympathy, and :s only
too happy { he can avoid contempt. It was
here that were planted the seeds of the bitter
hatred 1 afterwards bore for this youath, which
has excrted such an overwhelming influcace
on my destiny. After my defeat, my school
Lfc became odious to me, and after much im-
portumty, I prevailed on my father 1o remove
me to another insutution. At the proper age,
1 entered a celebrated university, where I bore
my full share in the wild excesses which un-
fortunately charactenize the German students.
The m:daight debauch, and the morning duel,
filled up but too large a space in my college
Iife. At length 1t was ume to eater the army,
which I dd as a cornet of Hussars. Think
me not 2 boaster when I say that 1 soon ac-

you the occurrences of my past Life, that you | quircd the reputstion of an acuve and promis-
may be enabled 10 form a comrect opinion of § ing young officer-  Iloved my profession, and
my present determination. I havennderiaken studicd its detadls with ardor.  Shordy aftes

an unplcasant task, butI shail notshrink fom
i’ Oar dinner passed off iemvily cnough.—
Tehzn the cloth was removed, and we wete
alone, Stermwald filled alarge tumbler of wing,
drained it, passed the thenish to me, and thus
began. ‘I am the only remaining descendant
of onie of the proudcsy, and I may add, pootcst
familics in Poland.  An only son, brought up
inanold, secleded, dlapidated castle, surround

«d by sesfs along, o whom my will was law,
itis not surprising at I should have acquited
an impesions and kaughty disposition, espeeial-
Iy as it vas rathes encouraged than checkad
by my father, an officer of high rank in the
Prosszao service 1, also, was destined to a
careet of arms. At the age of twddve, 1 was
¢ent to 3 Prosstan seminery, where my ficvee

my dcbut in arms, Charics, who was also
destined to 2 muliary Lfc; joined the sepment
to which I was attachcd. This cvent causca
e much uncesmess and disquictude. 1 haa
nather forgoiten nor forgven his youthfot
wumph at school, and I regarded im with
vaguc {cchings of dislike and anupathy, whica
tendered @ daily :ntercoarse with hum anaoy-
:ng, and almost iasupporiable tony proua ana
haughty spint. He, however, soon bocame 2
geacral favonnie wih all classes of his com-
rades.  His danng and impeiuons cournge, hss
open and frank disposiuon, bis graccful are
handsomc form, and, above all, bus unvaryiag
and ancoaqucrable good temper, procurcd him
the Jove and csicerm of ihe whole regimeat—
At first, his manacr 10 me Was warm and
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friendly in the highest degree; but finding his
advances repelled with haughty coldness, he
soon desisted from any aitempt at intimacy,
and contented himself with treating me witha
lively and good-humoured carclessness. My
manner to him, I doubt not, was frequently
rude and almost insulting, but my ill-natured
and sarcastic sallies, were always so graceful-
ly and neatly parried and retorted, that in the
keen encounter of our wits, he universally
came off the conqg:eror. I began to regard
him as my evil genius. T had always piqued
myself on my skill at billiards. On one oc-
casion, when we chanced to be together at the
billiard room, 2 match was proposed between
us by the bystanders, which f could not well
decline.  We played, and I was beaten. In
the riding-school, and fencing-room, I had
hitherto steod precminent, T was 20w equal-
led, if not excclled. If we gamed, he always
won, and I as surely was a loser. He was a
favorite among the women, and frequently
triumphed where Thad failed.  You may think
these trifles ; 1o me, they were rankling and
bitter injuries. But an cveat soon occurred
which added an additional pang to my pre-
‘vious annoyance and mortification. One day
our regiment charged a corps of French lan-
cerg, and, in the melee, my horse fell, throw-
ing me to the ground with considerable vio-
fence.  Although somewhat bruised and stun-
ncd. T could perlectly well observe what was
passing around me. Tn a few moments Char-
le<” troop came up a1 full spa~d, and T saw him
rush into the thi-vestof the fray, fighting with
as much coolnes: ~nd gayety as if he had been
in a ball-room.  As I attempted 10 Tise, onc of
the enemy rode at me with leselled lance;
bruised and shaken by my fall as I was, I have
little doubt that the French trooper would
have put a speedy end 1o my existence, but at
the very instant whea 3l hope had dcserted
me," Charles spuited his horse towards my
antagonist, and with onc blow of his sbrg
srn1 him hradlong from the <addic. The Gidc
of conflict rolied away, and ¥ managed to re-
tire to the rear, saffering much from my bodly
injurirg, but more in mind, when the biter re-
fi~ction foreed itsclf uprn ms, that I was in-
debird for my ¥fe to the last man upon carth
to whom I would willing'y have owed an ob-
figation YWhen we met the next day, com

mon d~reney required that T shsuld make some
acknowledgments of the impoTiant services
which had been rendered me, and 1 according:-
¥y returndd him my thanks, but in confused

ceived them with his usual careless gayety,
assuring me that I absolutely owed him no-
thing, and that he had not percaived my mis-
adventure, but had merely attacked my op-
ponent in the hurry of the battle, casually, and
without any peculiar aun or objecst. Tune
rolled on, ard we at length retired into winter
quarters, in a furufied fronuer town; but my
feclings of hatrud remained unchanged and un-
changeable. Ihave now to approach a period
of my Lfe, the remembrance of which is bitter
10 me, and a2imoust makes me regret the task X
have undertaken.” Here Sturmwald paused,
but filling a tumbler with wine, he drained 1,
and continued. ‘In the town of- , in
which werc our quarters, lived a beantiful
married woman, Amaiic von . It was
ny fate to sce and love her to distracuon.—
Nay, never Llush for the matter;..these things
w.ll happen in the best regulaied communiues,
to say nothing of garnson towns. Besides,
her husband was a brute, 2 frequenter of wine-
houses, a mere sot. I am, {for my cursz) ofa
fervid temperament, and give always a loose
rein to the fecding that may happen, at thetime
to sway me. Amalic was young, beautiful, in-
tellectual, and in her presence, I enjoyed mo-
wments of ficree and unmixed exsiasy. I had
thought for some tme, however, that I had
obscrved, on her part, a cooling of passion.—
Onc night that I bad accompanicd her to the
theatre, I coald not but nctice that her looks
frequently wandercd, 3nd that her expressicn
was anxious; and when I attempicd to engage
ker in convursation, she was cold, constrained,
abscnt. With an awakening feeling of jeal-
ousy, I Keenly watchud cach truant glance,
and at length becatae aware that the object of
her future aliention was my detested foe—
From the theatre 1o Amalic’s home, I was a
slent pres to conflicting cmotions of jealousy,
love and despaur; arnived there, my pent up:
passuns burst forth with unceatrollable vio-
lence. She wag of cuarse, by her own ac-
couat, an injutad innoceni—all the sex-are so

in smlar cicumstances, and we at length

parted wab a mutsal agrecment to meet 1o
more. A wak passed by, aad on calm re-
ficction, I began to think I might have been
too hasiy in condemning het on such shight
grounds; basides, 1 fcly, o1 1 fancied that X
could nat lve without her. Alas! in this
worid we are fuiced to forcgo many things
which wc had thought accessary to cur very
existence.  Ia this scleating mood 1 had de-
1ermingd 10 fevisit het, and attempt ihe renew-

and rather ungracions manner. Chasles e ; al of an inicrcoarse whih hiad become but too
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dear to me. On the day in which I had form-
ed this resolution, while we were sittingat our
wine after dinner, a note was handed to Char-
1es by a soldier. I can give no reason for the
suspicion, but ¥ felt an irresistible and over-
whelming conviction that I was, in some way,
interested in that note. In the cvening, as
soon as it was dark, Charles left the barracks,
and carefully mufiling up myself in a cloak, I
proceeded to follow and watch his iovements.
My suspicions had been but too well founded ;
he walked directly to the dwelling of my false
mistress, and I saw him enter a garden gate
in the rear of the building. For one moment
1 stood motionless, and then rushed home as
if pursuced by the avenging furies. Every
fiercc and direful passion raged in my breast,
and I rapidly swallowed large draughis of
wine, while I attempied in vain toarzange the
fumultuous and izcoherent thoughts, which
crowded in busy throngs through my distract-
ed mind. Hour after hour rolled by, ’ill, at
iength, with maddened brain, I buckled.on my
sabre, and sallied forth, determined to find and
confrom my hated rival. There was 2 cafe
and billiard-room much frequented by the
military, and to that I bentmysteps. Hewas
there, sarrounded by a gay and laughing group
of officers. There must, I doubt not, have
been something dark and menacing in my
looks, for the circle gave way, and we stood
face to face. He betrayed some surprise at
my sudden approach, but made a careless re-
mark, to which I replied with 2 torrent of in-
salting teproaches. Irritated, at length he
struck me across the face with his glove. In
a moment both our sabres were drawn, and a
‘bloody conflict would have cnsued, had not
some of the older officers tushed between ug,
and separated us by main force.  An afimy in
@ public billiard-room, would excite too much
scandal. A meeting was, however, arranged
10 take place'enrly thenextmoming; atashort
distance from the town. 1 arose aftera sleep-
lessnight, pale, haggard, and withaching brow.
Dressing mysclfin haste, I joined my sccond,
who, with a number of my brother officers
Wwas waiting to accompany me to the ground.
My antagonist, with a party of hisfricnds, was
only a few yards inadvance. He wasdressed
with upusual care, andin brithiantspirits.  We
met a group of peasent-girls on their route to
matker, with fruit.  Charles stopped the pret-
tiest of them, bought a quantity of cherrics,
avhich he reccived in his forage-cap, snaiched
a kiss, and throwing u: dollar te the girl, pass-
od onin high glee. 4 could have struck him

tol.

to the ground, and trampled on him. Ween-
tered a small cabaret about a mile from the
town, when our seconds informed us that we
were to fight with pistols, firing alternately,
and that the chance of the dice was to decide
who should have the first shot. As usual, his
cursed luck attended him, for he threw a high-
er number than I did. Adjoining to a small
meadow in the rear of the house, we took our
position ten paces apart. The pistols were
placed in our hands, and Charles received the
word to fire. He did so, rapidly, and I felt 4
sharp shock in my right arm. ¥e had con-
tinued eating his cherries from his cap, which
he held under one arm; but after firing, he
throw it to the ground, and calmly stood to
receive my shot.  ‘The word was given, and I
attempted to raisc my arm, but it was power-
less, and refused to obey my will.  Theblood,
100, began to flow down my arm, and trickled
in a small stream from the muzzle of my pis-
1 dronped the bloody weapon on the
ground with a muttered execration.  ‘Xouare
wounded,” cried my second; ‘yes, Iexclaimed
bitterly, or that handsome gentleman swould
not perhaps stand there so much at his ease

#¢0On the contrary mon cher, you are quite
welcome to take your shot whenever you
please?

“:Taccept your offer,” I cagerly exclaimed.

#¢No, no ¥ sud both the seconds, ‘impos-
sible?

«sJ repeat 31, said Charles; in a loud but
calm tone of voice, *and pledge my honor asa
gentieman and soldier, 1o receive that gentle-
man’s fire, whenever and wherever called
upon to do so. And I repeat that I accept
vour pledge, and will hold you, perkiaps to iis
performance.’ He then left the ground, and 1
received the necessary surgical assistance.—
Aly wound was soon healed, but I could not
bear 1o breathe the same air with my detested
cnempy, and iost no time in forwarding my re-
signation to the proper quarter, thus putting
an cad for cver to all my brilliant visions of
military glory. Since then, I have lost my
father, my only surviving relative; he breath-
cd his lost sigh in my arms. I led a restless,
wandering life, a prey to one mighty and cher-
ished passion, revenge. To that 1 dedicated
every thought, every faculty. To that I hold
my cxistence sacred.  That was the motiveof
my forbearance toward that hot headed fool
last night.  An unfucky shot might putanend
to all my long cherished plans of vengeance.
1 loathe and deteat the world, and mix as liztle
as possible with my fellow vipers. Bat vou,
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—looking at the dog—and here he took My
band with atd enchanting smile—*‘are a good
2nd amiable snake, and 1 like you. After ali,
one must love something, were it only a dog.
Isit not s0, old Otto? Though all the world
should prove cold and false, thou, at leas: will
never forsake ine, wilt thou, old warrior ¥
“The dog whined, and springing up, and
placing his huge paws around his master’s
neck, laid his head on his shoulder. At the
moment from my peculiar mood, there was
something affecting in this little scene. 1
could not but view with commiseration this
wretched slave of passion ; he was so unhap-
py, so solitary, so desolate; cut off from all
human tiesand human sympathies. Apparent-
ly, Sturmwald observed my evident sympathy,
for, disengaging himself from the anima), he
rose hastily. ¢ This is childish folly. I leave
the place almost immediately. Ihave ordered
post-harses, and as for my goods and chattcls,
a worthy burgher of the town has taken them
off my hands. Come, fill and pledge me for
perheps, the last time’ Shortly after, his
carriage was announced, 2aud we walked to-
gether out of doors.  'With a warm pressurc of
the hand, and a kind farewell, he stepped into
his caleche, his old servant mounted the seat
behind, the pestillion cracked his whip, Otto
trotted soberly beside the horses, and in a few
minutes the whole party vanished from my
sight.  Six months rolled slowly and tedious-
ly away, when I was agrecabiy surprised to
recelve, one day, a letter from my ccusin, the
Baront Rosenthal, requesting my immediate
presence 1o witness his approaching nuptials.
I found little or no difiiculty in procuring a
hort leave of absence, but from unavoidable
detention, it was only by hard wavelling that
1 was cnabled to reach the castle on the wed-
ding day. After 2 hasty toilette, (too hasty, as
1 thought, for a voung Hcutenant of Hussars,)
Frederic ied mnc to the assembly of mothers,
‘aunts, preliy cousms and pretty girls, who
|surrounded the lovely and blushing woman
(with whom his future fate for weal or wo was
shout 10 be linked. Thesolemn and irrevoca-
ble words had been uttered, the feast had sped
Imerrily, the brilliant ball which was to con-
Iclude this day of joy had commenced, and
' Frederic, (such is the custom with ug) was
about to lead off aPolish dance with his charm-
ing wife, when a servant spproaching him
communicated some tidings in a whisper.—
They were cvidently of evil import, for Xred-
cric beeame pale and deeply agitated. In a
few moments a door of the ball room was

thrown wide open, andin aloud voice the cham-
berlain announced the ‘Prince Dorlinski! A
tall, imposing figure occupied the door-way.—
Advancing a few steps, he removed his velvet
travelling cap and a blaze of light revealed the
lofty brow and pale features of Sturmweld.

4] fear,’ he said with an air of cold but
measvred cercmony, ‘that¥ intrude on the
Baron Rosenthal at an inauspicious moment;
however, if to-morrow—->

“iNo, sir? exclaimed Frederic, ©this mo-
ment! There °s nothing between us that may
notbearranged. Follow me, sir, immediately.’

“ His wife and sisters, alarmed by hislooks,
almost involuntarily clung around him. Bya
strong cffort, he succeeded in stifling his emo-
tion, and discngaged himself from the anxious
circle which surrounded hitn, with a hasty pro-
mise to return immedintely. As for myself,
the whole horrid truth flashed like lightning
through my brain, as I obeyed a motion of my
cousin to follow him, and seizing an old friend
of the family, named Blomberg, by the arm,
we silently followed Frederic and his mysteri-
ous visitor. Not a word was uttercd, as we
passed the echoing vaulted passages of the old
castle, and entered a spacious, lofty apartment,
deserted but brilliantly illuminated; for, on
this festive night every window sent forth a
blaze of light.  And never did the light shine
on a group of human beimgs more agitated by
deep cmotion, than the one which row steod
in that ancicnt hall. The dreadful silence was
at length broken by the deep but unfeltering
voice of the unwelcome guest.

%11 come to demand the folfilment of o
pledge given to me at our last mecting; is the
Baron Rosenthal prepared to redecin it ¥

#Before Frederic could reply, I seized Starm-
wald's hand. *For God’s sake carry this
dreadful business no farther! It is too hor-
riblc! Would you murder him in cold blood 2
Think not that we will stand by and calmiy
wiiness this awful tragedy.’

#+Hold ¥ hie haughtily replied, “youaddress
the Prince Dorlinski. I am alone within-your
walls. You may toke my life, you may ‘de-
luge this pavement with my blood, but my
Iast moment of consciousress will be blessed:
By the thought that fic will be dishonoured for
ever, and that a foul blot wiil rest on Als cs-
cutcheon.’

“Turning to Frederic with a sneering smile,
I, however, the Baron Rosenthal will deign
to request me o restore him his pledge, I will
at once relieve you from my presence.’

%< No ¥ said Frederie, with a violent effort
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to regain his calmness, ‘never! Dear as I
confess I hold my life at this moment, I will
never humble myself to thee, proud and cruel
man. . I am prepared. Take your position,
sir, and let this business have an end.’

“Rapidly pacing ten steps which he counted
aloud, Sturmwald, (as I still will call him,)
confronted his victim, produced a pistol from
under his cloak, cockeu it, and slowly raising
his arm took aful} and deliberateaim. 1 shud-
dered, and involuniary closed my eyes, butno
report follewed, and luoking, I observed he
had lowered his weapon.

¢ Sir,’ said Fredcric, ‘this conduct is bar-
barous and unworthy a man of honour, fire,
and that immediately.’

“By poor cousin had made violent strug-
gles to master his bitter and dreadful emotions,
but the eflort was too mighty, and bowing
his face and clasping his hands over his eyes,
he burst into an uncontrollable agony of tears.
Sturmwald eyed him intently, and, as 1 fan-
cied, with rather a saddened look.

““‘Enough,’ at length lie exclaimed in ahol-
low tone, ‘Iam sufficiently avenged. I bave
witnessed thy deep, thy uaconcealuble agony
of spirit, I have scen thy palc and haggard
cheek, the desparing angwish of that proud
eye, the sobs that shook thy whole frame, thy
womanish tears, and, by Heaven, I cnjoy a
¢riumph beyond my wildest hopes! You are
safe?

¢ A little to the right of the Baron, hung his
miniature, taken when he entered the army,
and representing him in full regimentals.—
Sturmwald fixed his eyes on it for an instant,

ised his pistol with almost the rapidity of
Jight and fired. With a loud report, and a
crash of shattered glass, the ball passed di-
Jectly throngh the brow of the painting, and
buried itsclf deep in the wall. Slightly bow-
ing, he passed immediately from the apart-

-.ment, and I had seen lum for the last time.—
Presently we heard lus carriage rattle over the
_pavement of the court-yard at full speed.—
‘When the sound had died away into silence,
asif some dreadful weaght bad been removed
from my bosom, I drew a long free inspiration
and embraced my cousin, who still looked like
. man under the influcnee of a horrid dream.
I pass over the details of the consternation
which reigned through the castle, and the
transports of joy which succéeded, when Ro-
senthal was found t0 be safe, and bring my
story toan cnd. Twenty years have clapsed,
bat the shattered painting still holds its place
on the wall. Its lustory is very scldom al-

~

Iuded to, but sometimes when Frederic relate:
it to a circle of true, and sympathizing friends
his wife throws herself weeping on his bosom
and murmars out ‘it might have been thee! ¢
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Wav linger on this battle heath,
So sterile, wild, and loncly now ?
Stranger! it tells a tale of death
That well befits its barren brow.

Nay! rest not on that swelling sod,
But let us hence: it marks a grave!

Whose verdure is the price of blood—
The heart-strecam of the vainly brave.

Long years ago, from o’er the sea
A banish'd prince of Stuart’s line,
Came hither, claiming fealty
And succour in his sire’s decline.

A triple diadem—a throne—
Ambitious toys—his birthright were

Of vallies, lakes, and mountains lone
Of all our country, was he heir. -

And there we saw the chequer'd plaid
Across his bosom proudly cast,

The mountain bennet on his head,
Its black plumes streaming in the blast.

And then we heard the gathering cry,
Come blended with the pibroch’s strain,
And saw the fire-cross flashing by
Qur warrlors ranking on the plain.

In sooth it was a stiring sight
To these old eyes, grown dim with teary
Stil), piercing through the after night,
The past in all its pomp appears.
These sheltered glens and dusky hills—
Yon isles that gem the western wave,
Send forth their strength like mountain ril§
To bleed, to die—but not to sae.

Avway we rushed ; our chiefs were there
And where should we, the clansmen, be
But by their sides;—the worst to dare,
Die changeless in fidelity.
And yon young royal warrior too,
So gaily in our tartans dress’d
Was in our van; there proudly flew
The heather o'er his dancing crest.

Then came the Southron—hand to hand,
And wide and wasting was the fray;
But victory smiled on Scotia’s brand,
And swept their trembling ranks away-
‘We chased them o'er the border streams;,
Then England heard our slogan shout,
And saw with dread the boreal glcams
Of Highland Claymores fashing out.
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THE HOUR OF PRAYER.

How quielly the stiil hour of twilight steals
. The sun’s last golden ray, yehich lingered
w0 long upon the castern mountain, as “ if part-
%g were sweet sorrow,” has disappeared.—
he last rosy tint is fading from the evening
ioud. A deeper shadow settles over the val-
%y. One by one “night’s unwearied watch-
#s"” shine out in their “far off depths.”’ The
3ird folds its weary wing within its little nest.
The murmur of the bee is still. * The busy
tum of man” is hushed. For abrief space the
testless world reposes. 1t isthe hour of pray-
:z and meditation—the Sabbath of the day.

 All is so still, so soft in earth and air,

You scarce would start tomeet aspirit there;
Secure, that nanght of evil could delight

To walk in such a scene on such a night.”

It breathes its own blessed quict over the
Christian’s spirit, and disposes him to deep
tnd earnest communings with himself, and

with his Father. The world looses its hold
pon his heart; wealih, pleasures, honours,
Larth’s vain array, seem now but what they
are—illusions, fleeting shadows. Cares and
sexations, which, perhaps, too much occupied
his mind, and ruffled bis temper during the
day, now sink into their real insignificance.—
He lifts his eyes to the magnificent firmament
sbove him, and feels he isbut a speck, an atom,
in the vast creation; he thinks of his immor-
1al spirit, and the priceless ransom paid for it,
knd knows it outweighs the worth of worlds.
' Then serious, but pleasant thoughts possess
his mind ; the rapid flight of time~—how soon
its last hour shall have struck for him; and
4is ransomed spirit, breathing its last prayer,
ind dropping its frail tabernacle, shall rise to
its blissful home in hcaven. Oh, what light
breaks upon the tomb' what an effulgence of
glory beamns beyond it! His is indeed the
common lot, “ ashes to ashes, dust to dust,”
and the clods of the valley are piled upon his
once living, breathing form. But what then!
It is only the senseless clay which moulders
there, death cannot touch the immortal spirit;
that is not shrouded in the grave.

But the twilight fades, darkness gathers, a
decper silence pervades all nature. It is to
him the * still small voice” of his Father, and
he ¥ wraps his face in his mantle,” and bows
down in prayer. -

There is 2 power in the voiceless ctoquence
of the hour cven for the worldling. Its gentle
influence, like a messenger from Heaven,

breathes on his unquict spirit, and the war-
ring elements within are hushed. TUnwonted
thoughts press upon his mind. The bubbles
he has just been so eagerly pursuing, seem now
but bubbles. He throws back a hasty glance
to wasted weeks, months, years, that aregone
like a vision of the night never to be recalled.
Life, life, oh what a very vapour 'tis; a quick-
ly passing dream; toil and care, jealousy and
strife, hopes and fears, a weary struggle for
some unsubstantial good, have made up al-
most its sum. Ah, how seldom are its early
promiscs fulfilled ; and even if they were, even
if the world spread all its gifts before men, yet
they are transient as the summer cloud, and
melt away like the morning dew. Yes, the
Christian has chosen “the better part;”? his
hope shall not fade away. Well, well; when
I have reached that envied elcvation, when I
have gathered a little more wealth, when I
have brought a few more worldly schemes to
a successful termination, then my affections
shall loose their hold upon the world; I will
think of serious things; I will be a Christian.

Ah, how many have such promises, and:
such reasonings, beguiled of heaven!

THE AMARANTH.

TO OUR READERS.

Tue present number terminates the Secoxp:
year of theexistenceof Tee Amaraxta. The
precarious period of its infancy is now passedy
and the vigour of its endurance and stability of
its constitution, have bten fairly proved.—
Thanks to our generons contributors for their
kindly aid in thus cherishing and imparting:
encrgy and life to our youthful periodical.

The pages of the Amaranth have furnished
honourable tesiimony of the Literary acquire~
ments of our numcrous correspondents; their
cfforts have mct with the most gratifying com~
mendation from a variety of sources, where
the taste of the critic hasbeen highly caltivated,
and at the same time his judginent has been
left entirely unbiascd by any partial estimation
which he mightentertain for the various origin-
al articles which have omamented our pages,
from a personal acquaintance with the writers—
as from Eastern and Western Canada, and
from Nova-Scotia, have emanated the most
gratifying approvals; and in cither of these
Provinces, most of our valued contributorsare
personally unknown. We need not inform
our estecmed correspondents of how much
pleasure we have derived in perusing these
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gratifying testimonials of their literary attain-
ments, confirming as they do, our own pre-
vious judgment, when we cheerfully.consented
to publish the articles deserving of such ap-
proval, of the taste and skill which they so
happily combined.

We have every assurance that the Amaranth
will improve in value and in interest—the pro-
mises of our literary friends will doubtlessly be
performed, whilst our own exertions will be
earnestly bestowed in rendering the periodical
more and more descrving of public support.—
And surely when we deserve encouragement it
is but reasonable to expect that we may con-
tinue to obtain it. We will now toil on, cheer-
ed with the conviction that we have contri-
buted, and are still furnishing, a goodly share
of literary food for the enjoyment of our numer-
ous readers; and whilst influenced by this de-
termination, and firmly resolved to perform
our part of the engagement faithfully, we may
be pardoned for intimating to our subscribers
the importance of being prompt in the pay-
ment of their subscriptions, as upont their
punctuality the fate of the Awaranth must en-
tirely depend. Surely, so small a sum as we
charge for the numbers for a year, and the
great variety of matter which we present to
our readers every month, justifies us in the
hope that each subscription will as regularly
be paid at the period it falls due. But alas!in
this reasonable expectation, how sadly are we
doomed to continual disappointment! 'Fhe
expenses of our establishment require to be
punctueally discharged, aud in the sbsence of
the several amounts due from our subscribers—
which individually are insignificant, but in the
aggregate are large—we arc frequently sub-
jected to serious pecuniary inconvenience,
which a slight endeavour on the part of ecach
of our patrons, would at once relieve.

" To such of our subscribers who have been
punctual in the payment of their dues, we ten-
der our bestacknowledgments, and whilst they
have been gratified in the perusal of our Maga-
zine, they have the higher setisfaction in being

-apprised that their patronage is gratefully ap-
preciated, and that through :heir instrumental-
ity we are enabled still to continue its publica-
tion in a time of great commercial languor and
of general depression.

Before the appearance of our next number, a
season of mirth and of joy will again com-
mence; and whilst the spirit of religion will
influence many a scene of innocent festivity
during the approaching anniversary of a stu-
pendous era in the christian dispensati? and
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whilst brotherly love and neighbourly kind-
ness should extensively prevail, we heartily
wish to all of our readers areasonable share of
the good things which Providence kindly per-
mits us to enjoy, and that ere another Cunist-
rtas again presents itself to gladden the heart,
by the purity of its reminiscences, the aspect
of commercial affairs will again brighten, and
that peace, prosperity aud plenty, will mark
the progress of the ensuing year.

Tre St. Jonn Avrora.—This is the title
of a new paper recently issued in this City, the
first number of whichisbeforeus. 1t is Edited
by Mr. Thomas Hill, and is devoted to the diffu-
sion of Literature. The contents are choice,
interesting, and instructive ; and as there is no
other paper published in New-Brunswick or
Nova-Scotia, devoted to the same object, we
are inclined to think the Aurora will be liberul-
ly supported. Its appearance is good, and be-
ing printed in a Quarto form, is well adapted
for binding and preservation. .

To Corresroxpexnts.—“A Legend of Ra-
vensdale Ruin,” and several other articles are
under consideration.  Confessionsof a Wan-
derer,” we find, upon a more attentive perasul,
to be better suited for the columns of a news-
paper—we therefore decline publishing them.
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