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CHAPTER XL '5 indignant crimson, that even invaded ber neck and
g bosom.
¢ “Do you think,” replicd she, “that I would
é tamely see him bestow my rights upon anotheri
§ I abhor—detest—and yet madly love him. Yes;
Montbelliard, rpite of my wrongs, I feel I love
him I
E “ Distraction " cxclaimed he, fiercely ; “ I know
it well ; your jealousy induces you to hover round
form, anq fortified by several pieces of cannon % that guilty man, whoscorned—slandered—rejected
¢ Ywards the sca; but the back-ground was sur- 5 —and gave you to the sword. Isaved you, and
Toundeg by trees, from which it appeared to rise, g yet you still prefer the wretch to me—-"

“But a far darker storm—

The tempest of the heart, the evil war
Of flory passions, is fast gathering
O'er that bright creature’s head.”

J R N R Y

L. E. L.

Tne dwelling of Montbelliard was situated in a
lonely part of the island ; it wasraised on a plat-

I N

His household consisted of a deaf and dumb “You saved me, Montbelliard ; would that I
egress, and the black youth, of whom some men- § had died! would that I had never seen you.”
“fm has already been made ; but the neighbouring “ Ungrateful lady, I know that you regard me
*joupas and boucans were within the sound of his § with abhorrence,” replied heo; “ but ought you to do
horn, a0 that he was not left without the means of § so! Have I not watched over the welfare of your
efence, although his followers did not occupy any § neglected child, and permitted you to see him,
Part of Yis little fortress. and ghed a mother's tears over his cradle? Think
The dread and danger he had lately escaped of that, Victoria.”
4 il loft their impression on the brow of “I do—1I do!” said she, in a tone of deep feeling ;
(mtbclli:u-d, and the sight of the beautiful female, “but now that blessed privilege is mine no longer.
¥ho wag sitting in n melancholy attitude on a low ¢ She can behold my babe, can hear his silvery
sat, touching the strings of a guitar to some wild § murmurs, view his sweet smiles, while I, who bore
::’qular words, the offspring of grief and a dis- { him, can only wander round the walls that hide
Mpered fancy, did not tend to remove his gloom. 5 my treasure from my sight, and weep! Ohl my
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“You have played the spirit to some purpose, ; dear babe—my Victor! other arms may now em-
. 'ly'"'snid he, in a sarcastic tono, glancing his § brace thee—other lips kies thy coral mouth—other
7¢ significantly towards her dress. ¢yes look upon thee—while I, who love thee with
The fernale thus addressed, raised her head,and ¢ all the doating fondness of a mother, am debarred
:;ll‘l\lo cheek, whose death-like whitencss had thy presence! Yet, Montbelliard, she hall not
et y foryned o ghastly contrast with her long é have my Victor in hor whelpish keeping; for I
: 77 ringlets, now glowed with a_hectic and ¢ will tear him from her!” . ' §
® Continued from page 88.—~Conolusion,

' Mavaan .
“\\\\ AL LALLM L LIAAA VAAA VA LA WA AMAAAAAAAA VAL LAY VAN AWV VAR A A L AR WY WAAAAAY S WA A A WA WAAA, *

PP NP SR S S

~ ~




LA AR AT A TA AR T T TARA A A A A VA AR A VLA LA A

AMAALIA T AT L IAAAAAAAA A TATAAA MAA T TAAAAA AL TATEAA AL AT LT LV VAAAL AL T MAA LA B ERP AR AALAA LA SA
Ll

"

‘
e
4
:
¢
i
¢
2
?
/
¢
4
7
2
’
¢
<
P4
5
?
¢
¢
S
7z
3

=4
oo

TRNAARAA CRA A A N Y G Nt AR AR A A

“ She isdead,” replicd Montbelliard ; “ ehe died
of fear that night! your presence cut thc bonds of
life asunder—->

“Dead!™ reiterated Vietoria, and her cheek
became pale and bloodless, and her large dark
€yes fearfully expanded.

“Yes; you are avenged,” replied he; *and the
traitor, who doomed you to death, shall not long
outlive his guilty paramour !”

“Montbelliard,” said she, “Iamalready deeply
avenged. The guilty woman, who seduced the
affections of my lord, has paid the forfeit of her
Crimes, and now I can forgive him. Plead then my
Cause with him,” and she threw herself at his feet.
“Tell him that I was innocent—"

Montbelliard smiled sarcastieally. * You would
Saerifice yourself andme—Victoria, youare dream.
ingl Ife was wear y of you, and when love ouce
djl‘s in the breast of man, it never blooms again.
You would betray me; but you shall not, madam!
¥o my revenge to gratify, even if you are
desirous to forego your own. The wrongs of years
~the cruel blight of early days! And shall I
fmgo that for which I have watched and laboured
theoegh sleepless nichts and weary, p'x.nful bours,

Wgrateful mani TYou forget, Victoria, that you
re mine—bound by ties as strong as love and
Yengeance ever fashioned 1"

She started from her knees, a single burning
8pot tinged her cheek, and her downeast eye was
Vellcd by its long lashes ; but even they could not
e its shame.

“I was madI” shrieked she, “and I sought
Tevenge, and with revenge you tempted and undid

is burning, and the evil spirit is stealing over me.
and whispering tales of murder and horror in my,
Yar.  The ocean looks calm and placid, and some-
times I have thought I could rest in its placid
m, and find there forgetfulness and peace!”

“ Indulge not such vain and gloomy fancies, my
adored Victoria,” replied he; “but rather rejoice,
that Your false friend has not gained the guerdon
of her treason. Be composed, and I will bring
Your child ; but no, that is not possible, unless you
fesume your male attire and Ethiop complexion.
“My fame is black as night,” eaid she, wildly
Tegarding him ; “nothing will ever wash that whito
Again—what need of unguents for tho skin, when
the dark despair of my and heart should blacken
it moro than the negro dyet”

Do you romember how your voice startled
I“"1- When first you assumed the oriental hue and
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dress ¥ maid he, artfully turning her words frum
herself to St. Amande.

“"Twas well you chid me from his pre«ence; or
I had discovered all!
coward of me!”

His soothing voice made a

“How conscience shook him on the banquet
night—that cye, whose pride never hent to man,
quailed beneath his ijured wife's wild glance,
Last night, his guilty cheek grew pale—his half
uttered vows were choked by terror—and his
features were convulscd like his unhappy wnid ex-
piring partner's, Oh! how he weops for Ler; what
bitter drops fall from his eyes as he deplores Ler
death{”

“ He never wept for me. No, no! thouzh I
fursook a court for him,” muttered Vietoria, re-
lapsing into her own languasge, and speaking quick
and indistinetly; and then suddenly becoming
silent, she relapsed into a sort of lethargy, frowm
which Montbelliard did not attempt to rouse lier,
but hastily quitted the apartmeut.

The sound of his departing footsteps had an
instantaneous effect on the Spani-h lady. “He is
gone,” cried she, “and I breathe more freely.
This man’s prewnce Launts me:
wnolke whe I baths B
dmes, I ink ke is g
of souls; at least, I feel ]n has merlored n
Would T had never desired revenge—never beeonie
his slave—his tool—his victim'! Ah! wherefore
did T quit my father's palace to wed an outlawed
traitor! Sometimes I have thought that could I
view my native Spain once more, peace would
return again, and this fierce fever of the brain
would cease] this warfare of the soul would end!
When last 1 slept—but that is many, many nights
ago—I dreamed I saw my cousin; and methought
he led me to a pleasant place of flowers and sun-
shine ; the air was full of song and sweetness, and
clear fountains murmured harmony and music to
my ear. Among the trees, bright forms were
gliding, and the golden gates opened to let us in.
He entered—1I was following, when I felt an arm
repel me back ; that glorious garden vanished away,
and I was left alone in darkness,—with ghastly
shapes and forms, to weep and wail for evermore,
—and with the horrvor of that thought, I awoke,

and found it but a dream. 'Tis strange that I have
never scen my cousin's face since the dreary hour
in which we parted. Perhaps he perished in this
grave of souls—this island home of sin and sorrow |
Sometimes I have thought his presence wasa

phantom of tho brain; but no; his plumed hat till
lies within the hut, and thore his rapicr is rusting— -

once it was bright like my fame, while yet I dwelt
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in my own far off land. Oh! had I wedded him,
Ihad been happy and pure; but much I fear his
death is added to my list of crimes!” She sighed
dk“‘ply. and then beeame silent, and resumed the
mol;mclml_\' and abstracted air of one whom reason
deserts for a time, and in this gloomy state she
ontinued for many days, apparently forgetful of
¢verything but some deep concentered sorrow, that
bsorbed in its vortex every other thought and
fecling,

" o

At CHAPTER XIil,

“Kill me to.morrow—let me live to-night.” )
SHARSPEARR,

Tatal night when Montbelliard had convinced
the distracted St. Amande that his wife was un-
“ithful, the treacherous slanderer decoyed the
Wsuspicious Victoria into a cave near the sea
Shore, under the pretence that her consort wished
. @mmunieate to her intelligence of the deepest
Mportance, which he had just received from
Mice, The unhappy lady entered the grotto as
Ueonscious of her danger as the lamb of the
“Aughtering knife of the butcher; but the absence
*her lord, and the reserve and singular expression
of M"ntba-ninrd's downcast eye, excited suddenly
" alarm; and she demanded in a tone of sur-
Prise, ngg unmingled with displeasure, “ why he
rought her te such a lonely place under
¢ pretences '
“To obey the orders of an ungrateful man,”
3 Montbelliard's brief reply.
cry of surprise, amazement, and unbounded
IO, burst, from the lips of Donna Victoria, and
® 8t00d for & moment as if she were rooted to
me “Pot; at length she regained the power of
‘ Tance, and cried :
s faler My Heori loves me dearly—
%l;‘:]s Me beyond his own life.  He wou'd not—
wy, "0t command my death—"
L °°P,. deceived, injured lady,” replied Mont-
» 11 an under tone, as if forgetful of her
Othey €, “ would that the ruffian had chosen some
are at:mm to execute his cruel orders; but they
}le, . 1ct, and I must obey thcm.‘ Lady,” continued
lig ¢ You muyst, prepare for death;” and he drew
Word, upon whose shining surface the moon-
of threw o ghastly glitter, that sent a thrill
§. rtalterror through the veins of the shuddering
'twié“d' Who canght his right arm, and clung to
g, " the fearful encrgy of despair, exclaiming
“ Slne of frautic entreaty : ot
Y me not, Montbelliard, thus unprepared.
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It is & dread, an awful thing, to die, without an
hour's—a moment’s warning 1” ;

“ Who dares to cross the will of St. Amande in
Tortugat” replied Montbelliard. My life would
pay the forfeit of my disobedience——"

“ Oh, you wrong him!” answered the agitated
Spaniard, “ basely wrong him! He cannot be so
cruel.  No, no! he loves me too well to wish my
death!”

The cold, sarcastic smile, that parted the lips of *

Moutbelliard, brought horrible convietion to Vie-
toria’s mind; she wrung her hands, and gasped out:
“ What have I done to merit such a doom?
tell me, I conjure you, the cause of his displeasure 17

Montbelliard remained silent,

“Does he doubt my truth? Some one has
slandered me, perhaps! Oh, let me live to plead
my innocence! Spare me, to convince him that
his suspicions are unfounded. Let me see him—
speak to him once more I”

“ Urge not such vain requests, unhappy lady—
he does not doubt your honor—he loves another
—adores Almeria Guarda, for whose sake he has
resolved that you should die, that he may wed
with her!”

Victoria loosened her frantic hold, and sank on
the ground as motionless and unconscious as if
the sword had alrcady done its office.

Montbelliard raised her in his arms. “ What!
dead—quite dead !” cried he, as he anxiously re-
garded the pallid features of his victim. “Can
there be indeed such faithful love in woman's
bosom, that the bare idea of his infidelity should
kill her like a mortal blow? Her form, so lately
full of bounding life, is now cold and rigid as the
rocky pillow on which it lies. My vengeance is
only half accomplished if she dies; but soft, the
vital spark is not quite extinct—her heart still
beats—I fcel her breath upon my check—she
lives! still lives, to aid my great revenge! With
care she may recover; and while I have-her in my
keeping, I hold a treasure moroe precious than
all the riches of this western world. Tremble!
thou fool! thou vain and blinded man! who left
thy great inheritance to rob me of this little spot
—to dispossess me of the poor henor of ruling a
few rude savages and outcast men. Yes; Henri,
dearly shalt thou rue the hour that brought thee
to supplant the man whose childish days had felt
thy power, and spurned thy cruel yoke !”

Montbelliard then bore the insensible Victoria
to n place of safety, and during tho wecks of
mental aberration that followed her long swoon,
attended hor with the most assiduous care. Reason
at length partially returned; but its wandoring
light only misled the unhappy Spaniard, who was

4

<

*ﬁv&\\\\v\n«.-\.-\\'\.\\\\'\.v\.\.\\\\'\; AANRARAANAANAAANAA,

TAAAAMAAAIAAATALAMATALIATAIAAIAT ITAAAATIAAAATIATAATAATTAATA T LA L AR AT T TR L LR TR AR R TV R TIRA LA AN TN A *

o

»




W

ATV AT VAR L AAAAA AAAAAAAAAAA AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAA A AAA L AT AAALAARAA MA LT TLATA LA MAAALE LA VAL AN ST LA VAN AL AAAAAANA AN

AAAAANNTA N *

SAAAA

$
"

i

R R N N N

100

ERNRAANANA NNV RAN L

in the hands of a bold, had man, who continually
excited her feelings to a pitch of intensity; yet at
the same time regulated the mental torture he
inflicted by the health of the sufferer, as the oflicers
of the Inqmentmn are said to feel the pulqe of the
wretch upon the rack, to ascertain the pain he is
capable of bearing, without giving up the ghost.
Donna Victoria at length only-wished to live for

. Tevenge, and nursed that gloomy and destructive

Ppassion in her heart, till it consumed every softer
feeling but maternal love, which lingered Hke a
lonely flower in the desert of the mind, surrounded
"by ruin and desolation.

Montbelliard took advantage of her frenzy; she
became his slave—his victin—yet though he
treated her with deep homage, and avowed the most
Ppassionate love, no maniac wretch ever dreaded his
keeper, as the dishonored wife of the Buccaneer
Chief feared her betrayer. The very sound of his

_step made her tremble ; she shrank from his glance
with terrot, and felt relieved whenever he quitted
Ler to follow his lawless profession.

Montbelliard perceived her abhorrence; but
with réfined art, affected not to see it, although it
excited the evil passions of his heart, and made
him regard her with hatred only second to that he
cherishod for her lord. Still he determined to
marry her, because he intended to make her the
stepping stone of his ambition, as well as of his
revenge; and he needed her co-operation in the
dark conspiracy he was forming against the life and
fortune of St. Amande. Master of. the human
Ppassions, intimately acquainted with all the incon-
sistencies and weaknesses of the human heart, he
knew that Donna Victoria, notwithstanding her
thirst for revenge, would stop short and repent of
her purpose before it was half executed. Never-
theless, his desire of torturing St. Amande led
him to permit her to assume the complexion and
dress of a Black, and appear on the island, that
she might occasionally haunt him in his hours of
triumph and revelry, to gratify his own malice,
as well as to confirm her in the belief of his
guilt, .

Often, very often, Donna Victoria had wandered
for hours round the lonely hut that contained her
child, like a perturbed and restless spirit. The
fatal night dews steeped her burning brow and
uncovered head, without injuring her, or having
any pernicious effect on her framo. They even
failed to cool the fever that throbbed in overy
vein, Sleep had deserted her, with peace and.
sanity; and her scorching eye-balls were seldom
moistened by a tear, excepting when the sound of
St. Amande's voice, or the cry of her babe, pierced
her ear; and then, heavy drops would £l them,
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and her Sadling tears would relieve the angui<h of
ler breast,

Inspite of her projected vengeance, ehe cheriched
a passionate and jealous fondness for her liusband,
that had led her to conceal herself in the chapel,
and become a spectator of his nuptials, unknown to
Monthelliard, and she had availed herself of the
confusion that followed Almeria’s swoon, to escape
unperccived by any of the spectators of that ex-
t;aordmar) scene.

The death of Almeria frustrated the } pes of
Montbelliard, and disconcerted all Lis j....» o bt
fruitful in expedients, he resolved to work on L
mind of Victorin by means of her maternal feel-
ings; sinoe he plainly perceived that she loved
St. Amande too well to consent to his death, uniess
to save the life of her child, whomn he determined
to steal, and persuade his mother that he was cona-
missioned by his father to murder him—whase
anxious enquirics and scarch he should represent
as a refined picce of art.

He had long entered into a secret negociation
with the Viceroy of Mexico, to betray the i-land
into his hands, on condition that he bestowed his
daughter upon him, with a suitable dowry; but
the Spaniard, who doubted the fact of Victoria's
existence, demanded an authentic record to that
purpose, under her own hand and seal; and to
obtain that document, was the purpose of his
present machinations, and he resolved to fling off
the mask which his late intemperate language had
alrendy partially removed, and dictate to the
agonized mother what he no longer hoped to
obtain by working on the jealous feelings of the
deserted wife. ’

CHAPTER XIIIL

4 Tears of grief
Dim her sad gaze; for, lo! a vista dark
Frowns in the distance!”

Durine the absence of St. Amande in the island
of St. Domingo, his treacherous associate easily suc-
ceeded in carrying off the infant Victor and his
nurse, the Indian woman, before mentioned, who
wasdevoted to hisservice, and secured by his bribes,
to enter into his views ; and when the pirate chief
returned, he was filled with consternation and
afliction for the loss of his son, and commenced
the most anxious and diligent search for him, in
‘which he was aided by Montbelliard, who ap-
poared to think his disappearance most mysterious
and inexplicable.

“ Victoria,” said Montbelliard, as he entered the
apartment of the Spanish lady, the very night he
had stolen the infant; * I come to give you intel-
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ligence that will give you pleasure, Iam nbout
to restore you to your father—your son will also
ome the partner of your voyage.”

Tears rushed into the eycs of the fuir Spaniard
—long absent tears, The form of her venerablo
parent xcemed to rise befure her sight, and her
Prison-house was immediately converted into o
Pakice,  She thought she heard her father eall her
his dear, erring, long-lost child; and then the
thought of the peaceful convent shade—the refuge
of the penjtent and broken-hearted female—ecame

4T Lr nind, and offered holy balm to her

.

‘
’

N R

AR
Lit‘t'ulmg wounls,

The voice of Montbelliard dis-
Pelled the sweet vision : '
“Yex; Vietoria, sign these papers, Ly which
Jou eonsent to become my wife; and the same act
that restares you to fame and your former rank in
socicty, and to your father's arms, will make me
the happiest of men, and give up St. Amande and
is savage hordes to the just vengeance of Spain!”
Donna Victoria took the papers with an air of

Calmness—glanced over their contents, and then -

hf@uking into a wild maniac laugh, tore them, and
aitered the fraaments on the floor.

“This is all very well, madam,” replied he, in
Asarcastic tone ; “ but T have papers also to sign
~rend this document, and remember that it
“pends upon your decision, whether I scatter them
Y 1the winds of heaven, or execute without delay
e instruetions they contain "

Dutina Victoria took the forged document with
“iger haste, for she recognized the well known
haracters of her husband, and glanced rapidly
O¥er its contents ; but as she read, her eyes grew
dim, her knees bent under her, and she fainted at
°f tormentor’s feet. When she recovered, the
Wlvery snurmrs of infancy sounded like music in
ber ¢ars, and she beheld Montbelliard leaning over
" with the little Victor in his arms. She
2ateled the lovely boy to her bosom, and bathed
"M with her tears.

. “You do not love your child,” said Montbelliard
"'“ffl mother, you will not make the smallest
*acrifice to save Lis life !”

T mistrust you. Yes; I greatly doubt you,

. “Ntbelliard,” replied she, fixing her streaming

: :ls-on his fuce, as if she wished to read his inmost

Nyt but the dark passions that were hidden in

ang ;“t. were not written on his expansiye brow

. ine features, * Why,” continued she, should

© With to slay my guilcless infant

e“:iis Motives are unknown to me,” answered

' 7ery coldly. « All that remains for me, is the
Performance of 1is will '

You wil] not—you cannot be so savage—you
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will not tear my lovely blossom! Montbelliard;
you will not kill my child " .

“Domna Victoria; T will " was hislaconic reply.

She put back her dark dishevelled locks from
her brow, and regarded him with a wild, woeful
look, that would have softened any heart but his;
but ¢he read no mercy—no yiclding—in his im-
movable features. . She turned her eyes on her
child, and thewr sho thought of his dear, though
guilty futher, and again #he wept.

He ‘topk out his tablets, and occupied hinfself
in writing for some minutes, as if unconscious of
her presence, and then raised his head, and said:

“ Donna Victoria, the day of grace is past. You
have tyrannized over a heart that adored you—
have trampled on its agonies; and how can you
expect to find pity, where you have shown con-
tempt? You love this human tiger, and will
betray me !—tiger, say 1?—no, I miscall him; for
tigers love their offspring. Write what T have
dictated here, and you will save your child. Re-
fuse—and he dies!” He placed the tablets before
her. ’

- Donna Victoria again regarded him; bitt the
stern air of determination he assumed, deprived her
of the last ray of hope ; she sighed decply, seated
herself at a table, and commenced her task; but
as quickly blotted out the characters with her
tears.

“ This is child’s play, Donna Victoria,” said he;
“the writing must be fairly and clearly indited, or
it may create suspicion in the Viceroy's breast.”

She nerved her heart, and he guided her trem-
bling hand.

*'Tis well, fair lady; but this boy must go with
me; for he is the security for the performance of
your promisc.” She held him tightly to her
bosom. «Nay, Victoria, his life is of consequence
to me—you need not fear for him. Besides, I am

not a savage who delights in blood. I have a

motive for every action; and crime is rather the
means than the end proposed ; therefore, be sure
the child is safe” He took him from her unre-
eisting arms, and left the apartment, to give the
infant in charge to a comrade le could trust, and
quickly returned ; for he feared lest the miserable
8paniard sliould make some desperate attempt on
her own life.

She sat in a sort of stupor, that seemingly
bound her senses in chains of adamant, and Mont-
belliard believed she had forgotten the heavy trial
ehe had lstely endured; but he was deceived,—
she remembered it too well,—but hid her feelings
with the cunning that often attends insanity ; but
lher love for her child was still sufficiently powerful
to bind her'to a miscrable existence. Dreary
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forcbodings, miserable doubts, haunted her mind;
>8he began to think her hushand's conduct had been

the result of Montbellinrd’s sceret machinations;
and her dislike to Lim now amounted to absolute
abhorrence, which she vainly endeavored to canceal
from him, who had so strangely become the arbiter
of her destiny.

CHAPTER XIV,
“ With heart of fire and feet of wind, . .~
The fierce avenger is belind!
Fate judges of the rapid strife—
The forfeit death, the prize is life1”
Scorr.

Tue return of St. Amande to Tortuga, and the
confusion that followed the disappearance of his
child, determined Montbelliard to send Donna
Victoria to St. Domingo, to prevent the possibility
of any interview takiug place between her and
her unfortunate husband. To this plan she made no
objection, since her child was to be her companion
during her sojowrn, and she now only lived for his
sake. The short voyage, and still more the sight
of her darling boy, restored the unhappy Spaniard
to the possession of her mental faculties; but
her miserable feelings were softened by the tears
ehe could now shed over her ruined prospects
and low laid hopes, unperceived and unforbidden
by Montbelliard ; and she remained in the solitude
of the lonely habitation in which he had placed
her, for scveral wecks, without either sceing or
hearing anything of him.

The building, though made of wood, and boasting
of no outward appearance of comfort, was conve-
niently, and even richly furnished within. Costly
hangings concealed their regularities of the walls,
which were also adorned by pictures, wrought in
feathers, which rivalled almost the art of the
painter; for the plunder of Mexico and Peru had
contributed to embellish the apartment destined
to Victoria's use. The meanness of the architec-
ture was partly hidden from the eye by the foliage
that shadowed the roof, whose flowery garlands
attracted the brilliant tribe of humming birds, to
8ip the nectar they yielded; and the flashing of
their wings, as they fluttered from blossom to
blossom, gave them the appearance of flying gems
of various gorgeous hues,

It was mid-day, and the boautiful but attonu-
ated form of Donna Victorin was bending over
her cherub boy, who was sleeping on a sofa beside
her, hushed in that soft repose that only innocence
can ever know. His gentle breathing and blooming
features presented to his poor mother such a pict
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102 TIIE BUCCANEERS OF TORTUGA.

the deep overflowings of maternal love and
anguish. A sad presage that her own death was
near, flung its mournful #hadow aver her mind,
and she sighed as she theught of the fate thit per-
haps awaited her unfortunate child; and bitter
tears rolled down hier chieeks, At this moment
she heard the voice, the step of Montbelliard, and

‘dreading to be seen by him in her sorrow, glided

behind the tapestry to conceal herself from his
scrutiny. .

Montbelliard was followed by another per<on,
with whom he seemed to be on terms of eonfidence
and intimacy.

“ She is not here!” cried he, “ yet her nursling
is sleeping in the chamber, and therefore, be sure,
the mother is not far distant.”

“ By St. Genevitve! if the mother is half as
lovely as the child, she must be a mine of beauty,”
replied the stranger.

“She was most beautiful, Edonard ! aye, «till
is 80, despite her madness ; for her dark eye still
boasts a magic charm, and witcheraft lurks within
its haughty, melancholy glance.  Yet I love her
not—I never loved her—but she was the light of
his existence, and therefore I thought her worth
the winning. Revenge is my mistress, Lacroy; I
never knew the passion that links hearts to hearta.
No woman ever could win mine; and much I
marvelled that her husband's fiery nature could
become milder under her influence.”

“'Twas passing strange, that you could so easily
persuade him that she was false,” replied Lacroy,
since she possessed such power !

“Ha! ha! had I not proof that would have
maddened a cooler temper?  The portrait, the
glossy ringlet, told a tale of such true seeming as
could not be discredited. Edouard! I have seen
many die—have slain men before, nor felt remorse;
yet when Isaw that youthful Spaniard’s life-blood
ebb away, T thought myself a villain! However,
’twas a short-lived pang; for when I viewed the
deceived husband's agonies, my compunction was
changed to joy—deep, burning joy! Ob! then
my heart swelled high with triumph and revenge,
for never did fortune favor a bolder spirit, or
more determined hand !”

“ Hush, hush, methought I heard a sigh, a deep
drawn sigh,” said Lacroy.

. *No; it was only the breeze wandering among
the blossoms. This haughty Spanish lady,” con-
tinued he, “loathes me, and yet perforce must aid
my plans.  Thou shalt see her, for to thy care 1

must entrust her and her child—for to-night, you

eay the European vessels will reach the coast.”
“The wind is favorable,” replied bis comrade,”

ture of purity and peace, as filled her eyes with ~ and they will ndt fuil to take advantage of it.”
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“Well, about miduight, the Spanish ships will
join them; and then, the game's our own—and
hark thee, Edonard, there be many Buceaneers
Will join us—they care not whom they serve, so
that wine and spirits are plentiful, and they hear
the chink of dollars.  Therefore, tremble, O mine
enemy ! thine hour is como—the hand of thy fair

wife, on whom thy soul so fondly doated, hath fired :
. the train that Llows thee to perdition!”

A wild ery broke in upon the rutfian's speech,
Which was succeeded by a dull heavy sound, as if
Some one liad fallen to the ground.  Montbelliard

< Tushed behind the arras,and immediately returned,
’ bcnring the innuimate form of Donna Victoria in
. his arms, The cyes of the suffever were closed ;
; but the agonized expression of her death-like
* features, and the large tears that slid from beneath
' !tcr long dark lashes, down her fair cheek, scemed to
. 1ndieate that the blow that had deprived her frame
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of motion, had not entirely crushed the sensations
of her mind. Deep sighs heaved her bosom,
and threatened momentarily to cxterminate her
existence.  Montbelliard did not feel disposed to
tarry for the sure but tardy hand of sorrow; for
he took a pistol from his belt, deliberately cocked
It and was about to put an end to the life and

sf‘ﬁeﬁngs of his victim, when his comrade scized

18 arny,

“What are you about to dot Have you the
heart to slay a lovely and defenecless woman 1"
“ Lacroy, thou shouldst never have taken up the
trade of a pirate,” rejoined his companion, in a
Sreastic tone; “ nature surely intended thee for a
¥oman's slave | Why, death were the best boon
;lm T eould give her. A single pang releases her
fomthe direretrospect that must await her waking;
tell thee it were merciful to put her out of pain!”
. Lacroy shuddered. “N: ay, though you refuse to
sten to the voice of pity, let not interest plead in
VA, The Viceroy will demand his daughter,
d while you hold a pledge so precious, you
en?“"e the performance of his promise.”
* Oh, you know nothing of the heart of woman!
trayed — wronged— disgraced — deceived and
?‘n:ddenedl think you she will remain a passive
trument in the hands of him who blighted her
W and .fame, and destroyed her happiness 1
o have still her son, and to the childloss Viceroy
Will be dear as his mother. Tis an’ unlucky
w“"’“‘!&*, and lays low my loftiest hopes, which
¢re founded on my union with her.” We must
wi:‘)"ant with gold, Lacroy, and return to Europe
' our gains, instead of winning realms in the
w “forld; but seo, she wakons. Reloase mo,
 2uingle bullet ends her woes for overl”

She shall not die, by hoaven | “Unhappy,’
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injuved lady, lut her live,” eried Lacroy, continuing

to hold back the right hand of Montbelliard with .

a powerful grasp.

The objcet of this unwonted sympathy suddenly
disengaging herself from the arms of Montbelliard,
sprang, and with one bound gained the half open
door, and fled with frantic speed towards the thick
embosoming wood, that almost shut out the deep
blue sky with its impervious folinge ; but fast upon
her flying footsteps followed the Buccaneer, and once

. he nearly grasped her garments, and would have

seized his prey if he had not stumbled over a ne w
fullen tree and measured hislength upon the ground.

The Spanish lndy, winged by despair, rédoubled
her efforts for cucape.

“Ha!l weshall lose her in the thicket's maze,”
exclaimed Montbelliard, while Lacroy assisted him
to rise; “but this shall stay her flight” e fired
upon the fugitive, she tottered—the ball had evi-
dently struck, though she did not fall. Her fierce
pursuer raised a shout of triumph; but his exul-
tation was premature, for his victim rallied her
fainting powers, and with the speed of thought,
plunged into the covert of the wood.

With the keeness of a blood-hound, Montbelliard'
tracked the steps of the unfortunate Victoria by
the red strcam that issued from her wound. At
length he reached a deep ravine, through which
rushed o mountain torrent, on whose turbulent
waters he perceived the veil and mantle of the:
Spanish lady floating, who most probably had
found in its dark bosom a cure for all her woes.

“The chase is over {” he cried to his panting com-
rade, I have tracked the wounded deer home to
her quarry. She is deeply engulphed in these
foaming waters; yet would that this evil had not
so fallen out, since by it the Spanish Viceroy hath-
lost a valiant son-in-law. But, courage, Lacroy,
and our fortunes are made. If the wind continues-
favorable, Tortuga will be our own, and my revenge
will be comlete.”

His companion did not immediately reply, for-
the events of the moming had wrought a mighty
change in his mind ; and better feclings, that had-
becen laid asleep by a long course of crime, awoke-

" in his bosom, and he with difficulty repressed the-

indignation that the death of the beautiful Spanish:
lady excited there ; but was she really dead? A
wild hope that she had escaped by some stratagem,
lurked at the bottom of his heart; and he deter-
mined taseck the epot and examine it himself, for-

. he felt himself an accomplice in a barbarous mur-

der; and dcspite his crimes and lawless habits,
such an cnormity as that had nover stained him.

" Ho mado somo trivial romark to Montbelliard, and”

they returncd to the house. :
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Vietoria Toledo lind not found o refuge from
despair in a watery grave.  She had flung her veil
and mantle on the surface of the stream, and had
trept into a sort of cave, whose entrance was par-
tially concealed by shrubs and creeping plants,
Whose existence was well known to her; and

tily drawing together the sereen of briars and
1eﬂves, hid herself in a darkened nook from the dag-
&er of the pitiless and hard-hearted pursuer.  As
80on as his departing steps fell on her throbbing car,
she tore her dress, and with desperate calniness
bound up her wound, and then leaned her aching
haad on her hand, and endeavoured to reflect on
u.‘e course she must pursuc. A wild throng of
dlstmcting thoughts rushed through her mind, and
threatencd to quench the light of reason forever;
and once she turned her streaming eyes on the
torrent, and reflected that in its dark bosom she
Tight yet find a refuge from despair, The remem-

rance of her child—of St. Amande, came to her
a:ld. and saved her from self-slaughter. Yes; he,
like her, had been the victim of a fiend—he had
Dot been faithless; but then, the botrayed and
d_ishonored wife, recollected her shame, and wept,
Ull & sort of stupor stole over her senses, and
Wrapt them in a kind of temporary death.

Remorse led the conscience-stricken Lacroy to
the spot as soon as evening had wrapt the western
World in shade ; and by the light of the moon he
Cmmenced his search. He had once been a cap-
tf"e among the native “Americans, and had, by
Singular good fortune, been adopted by one of his
€aptors in the room of o son who had fallen in

ttle; and he was well versed in the arts by
Which those warlike tribes track their enemies to
their hiding places; and when he gained the
Tavine, he carefully examined the shrubs and
bushes, whose fallen leaves might give some indi-
Cations by which he might trace her hiding place,
i she had not indeed plunged into the rapid stream.

'€ scattered folinge attracted his Indian-like
©ye, and led him to the cavern, where he discovered
‘“‘3 object of his eager search; and Victoria,
wakening from her swoon, found herself supported
In the armg of a stranger, who soothed her terror
8nd proffered his assistance with such an appear-
A0ee of manly sincerity, as won the confidence of
the unhappy Spaniard, who raised her feeble hands
Yowards heaven, and blessed the Providence that
8ent & deliverer to her aid. The danger of St.
Amande agnin pressed on her distracted mind,
::d she conjured the pirate, in the most pathetic

TS, to save her husband. He was greatly
™Moved; but the impossibility of the task painfully
*truck him: Donna Victorin read it in hia cyes,
*0d uttered  cry of despair.
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? gaidd he, * Monthelliard
has engaged, by mighty bribes, the #hips, some
adventurers fitted out fron Furape—men who
know no feelings but avarice—the refuse of man-
kind, who care not with whom they serve, so that
they are paid with gold. It becomes not me to
speak, for I am deeply stained with sinj but it
were vain to say how first Monthelliard goined
this fearful ascendancy over my mind.  We were
frienda in youth,and he moulded me into the wretch
you see me. Well; that is past, I loathe my=elf
and him. If it were possible to overtake him,
the Buccancers on this island would arm to a man
in our defence; but the traitor eailed an hour agn.”

Another cry from the wounded Spaniard, wrung
the heart of Lacroy.

“1 will exert my utmost powers, dear lady!
Come, leave this dismal place. Yes; Ixwear to
thee, that I will save your lord or perish in the
attempt. He took her up in his anns, and bore
her to a place of rafety, und having left her in
charge of some women, and despatched a trusty
messenger to her with her child, who had been
left to his guardianship by his guilty associate,
bastened to communicate Montbelliard's treachery
and intended attack upon Tortuga to the neigh-
bouring Buccancers. By good fortune, two ships

“Poor, injured lady

S

" had unexpectedly returned from a successful

cruize on the Spanish main, whose coromanders
instantly agreed to make every exertion to save
one of their strongholds from the Spaniards; and
before morning, Lacroy found himself upon the
deep, with the Spanish lady and ber child and a
considerable force. .

CHAPTER XV.

® His breast with wounds unnumbered riven,
His back to earth, his face to heaven,
Fallen Hassan lies—his unclosed eyo
Yet lowering on his enemy,
As if the hour that sealed his fate
Surviving left his quenchiess hate.”
Brrox,

“ \What was Jeft to mo
8o highly born>—No kingdom but revenge ;
No treasure but thy tortures and thy groans.”
Youxa's Rrvexcr.
AvL was confusion and wild uproar in Tortuga—
the midnight air rang with the clash of steel, and
the rear of musketry, mingled with the sbouts of
the victors, and the groans and execrations of the
wounded and dying. Amidst the clouds of smoke,
the martial form of tho Exterminator might still
be faintly discerned, struggling with all the cnergy
of courngo and despair, against the overwhelming

N N

NN AR LA A -

B RN N

e

B N

LnANN A -

B N N N T

RIS

AARTAAAL R ARV RRL LR VAL SAA W WA *

[N

T ——l




B s A TR R T R TR TR A A LAY LA A A T AR AR A A AR A A AR AAR AAAAAAAAAAAAAAARRAANANAA

B N N

B N R S RN

A AN AR A

oA A S R R NN
M S A A A AA LA AA AR L ATAAAATA AN AR NN AT A A AN A At sa A -

THE BUCCANEERS OF TORTUGA.

Nt ra T AT A A4 1A AT A TAA TAA AT T T AT TR ATATAA LA L TR RN LN SN A MVAA AR AARA A AAAAARAAARAANAT

foree that onevery side assailed him, His voice was
still heard eheering his nwn—his arm still wielded
with desperate skill his blade.  1lis fortune, how-
ever, seemed on the decline, his faithful followers
divpped o every side; yet the Spaniards still
dreaded to cacounter a man whom they believed
was in loague with the enemy of mankind, There
was one, however, to whose bold and unprineipled
Dosam fear was a stranger, who now elosed in
dueadly combat with St Amande; and revealed in
an in~int the long smothered hatred of years, by
sprinzing upon his foe with the fury of an enraged
tiger, Surprize, grief, and anguish at the treachery
of his trusted friend, unnerved the arm of the be-
trayed Chief; and the revengeful Montbelliard
would have reaped the reward of lis toils and
treasures, when a female rushed upon the =cene,
and seized hiz am tfrom behind, just as he was
auing a death blow at the breast of his cnemy.
Both the combatants started back with horror,
for both believed that they beheld an inhabitant
of the grave. At that instant Lacroy fired, and
his aim was too uear to err—the bullet entered
the bosom of Montbelliard, who fell groaning to
the ground, and she, whose appearance had caused
his fall, glided from the scene,

A nurderous fight succeeded s but the star of
St. Amande's fortune again prevailed—the con-
&pirators were slain, and the Spaniards were driven
back, with tremendous loss, to their ships; and it
Was on his return from the hot pursuit, that Lacroy
Communicated to the amazed eonqueror, the arts
that had been used by Montbelliard to separate
him from his wife, and the secret that she and her
bahe were still living; and that it was no spectre,
but ki< own living and injured Victoria, who had
8aved his life that night.

On'the scene of contest, St. Amande discovered
the Spanish lady, leaning against the door-way of
the fortress, pale as marble, with an expression of
wild anxicty on her brow. The Buccancer Chief
uzht her to his bosom; and while tears of con-
trition bedewed his manly features, besought her
Pardon with the most earnest and passionate en-
Ueaties, Vietoria hung weeping upon his neck,
Wable to answer the fond greeting of her lord.’

These moments of short-lived happiness were

Ndely interrupted by the scomful laugh of the
dying Montbelliard, who suddenly exclaimed in
ﬂi"g accents:
“Aye, my lord duke! take the wanton to your
Ustrious Losom—dream that she is pure and
8t as unsunnod snow.  Yet know, proud man,
14t she ia false and frail I”

Donna Vietoria started from the encircling arms
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of her lord, and her death-pale features were suf-
fused with o burning blush.

“Fiend! T'll ne'er believe it,” replied the Buc-
cancer, surprised at the mention of his title, and
indignant at the accusation levelled against the
fair fame of his wife. * Speak,” continued he,
“ my long-lost, my only beloved one, and repel this
base traitor’s vile ealunmy.”

Donna Victoria made no reply; but bastily
covered her face with her hands, the fatal truth
burst on the mind of the wretched nobleman, who
struck his breast with violence ; for even the fair
fingers of the unfortuuate Spaniard glowed with
crimson, and proclaimed in cloquent language, her
disgrace and shame.

“ He maddened her, poor lady,” eried Lacroy, in
atone of decp commiseration; “ and, oh | remember
your unjust jealousy threw her in the power of a
wretch, bent on her ruin.  I1ad you but questioned
her, all had been well, and you had both been
guiltless—both been happy.”

“ And happy we will be yet,” exclaimed the
duke, drawing her to his bosom,-*the fault was all
my own! Victorin, let us forget the past, and be
again each other's world 1”

“ Heard ye those blessed words, Montbelliard,”
cried the lady, “those sounds of peace and pardon.
TFalse man, thy malice has missed its mark, and I
shall die in peace.”

Montbelliard groaned, perhaps his death wound
pained him, or possibly his last revenge inflicted
a bitterer pang than those mortal agonies.

“S8peak ye of dying, my beloved I” said the
duke, kissing the brow of his wife, and perceiving
with horror that her check grew of an ashy hue,
and that the wild light of her eye was fading to
deadly dimness.

“ My heur is come, Henri, and I rejoice that thus
I die; for how could I look upon thee, and not
blush. Yet, oh!I fain would see my babe, fain
would bless him once more.”-

. At that moment an Indian woman appeared
with the little Victor in her arms, and the dying
mother stretched out her hands towards him—
her breath grew short, and before the babe could
reach the maternal bosom, that bosom no longer
heaved with life.

A long pause succecded, interrupted only by
the sobs that burst from many a manly breast.
The duke heaved no sigh—ehed no tear—but
calmly relinquished the inanimate form of his wife
to the care of the womon ; and addressing himself
to the dying man, broke the awful silence of the
scene o

« Hector Montbelliard,” said he, “ what could
tempt you to botray and didionor a man who gave
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You many proofs of friendship, and never injured
You—nay, loved and trusted youi”

“Never injured me!” replied Montbelliard,
*“Proud man, 'tis false. Look here,” and he raised
his dark locks from his forchead, “ know you this
mark, and will you still declare you never wronged
mg "

“Frangois Montauban I” exclaimed the duke,
starting back. “ Mereiful heaven ! yet no, it can-
Dot he—"

“Yes; it is Frangois Montauban—the bastard
kinsman of the noble Duke of ——! the victim
of his violence—lis slave—the mark of all his
Scornful jests and wayward humours—the object
o whom the young oppresser lavished his bitter
blows and bitterer words”

“Frangois Montauban!” again exclaimed the

uke; but in a tone of agonized recognition.

“The same—the same,” continued the dying
man, with a sullen glare of defiance. * It avails
Dot now to spenk of the events that brought me

ither—] fled from the oppressor's face—and
Plunged into the maddening vortex of the world;
the world oppressed—derided—and deccived me.
~1I sought another hemisphere; and thither the
young despot, who had embittered my childish
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$ "’1!8 and blood! Yes; the proud Duke de —,
¢ Quitted his lordly home and courtly circle, to rob
his bastard kinsman of his rights! and lord it in
ortuga over a horde of pirates. But I have been
¢ Tevenged—deeply revenged. Even from the grave
% e my defiance—receive the evidences of my
$ .t"i‘}mp " He waved his hand round his head, a
*ile lighted up his ghastly features, and he ex-
Pired while uttering & cry of malignant and grati-
fied revenge. ‘
From that dismal night, the pirate Chief wi
Dever geen again in Tortuga by his rude, but sin-
cerely attached followers. The Duke de ——
rf‘“l.‘ned to France, and after he had renounced
his titles and estates in favor of his little son, dis-
“Ppeared in the same extraordinary and singular
Manner from among men, as he had suddenly and
Wexpectedly appeared among them. Nothing
¥as ever known with certainty respecting his fate ;
but as o stranger was reported to have entered
convent of La Trappe, about the time this
fortunate nobleman quitted the castle of his
Rncestors for ever, it was conjectured, that within
gloomy walls, ho endeavoured to expiate
&vors of his wild and wayward youth, and
manhood, by a life of prayer and penance.
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days, followed me, to snatch the guerdon of my .

Quenchless hatred, and listen to my shout of
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THE INDIAN NURSE'S DEATH SONG.

THE
INDIAN NURSE'S DEATH SOXNG.

“I nean the voices of the brave from yonder fair south.
west— ’

They welcome poor Namnoina unto her plare of rest,

The hills are glad with living things—the valleys brizht
with corn,

Beyond the beautiful Llue sky where all the brave are
gone,

“The earth is cold—the hills are lono—the pleasant
places sad,

And everything is desolate that once could maké me
glad. ‘

The white man's corn is growing now upon our fathers!
graves—

And Cowtantowit’'s® children flce unto the western waves!

“*Tis time Namoina too should go—she cannot longer
stay—

For as the rainbow from the cloud her tribe hath passed
away;

Her heart is throbbing at thy voice, ) wait tiiee, Moliaton!

Shehears Lier futher,too—the brave, the mighty Anawun;

She hears her little baby’s voice, soft as the wind at even—

And all her brethren beckon her unto the fur.off heaven!

“ Child of the Rising.sun'} my Flower! Namoina can.
not stay;

For all the voices of her tribe are calling Lier away,

But one tear falleth on her cheek—it is to leave thee now

Within a world whose fearful blight may guther round
thy brow—

But at the coming of thy steps may pain forever flee;

And He thy fathers worship, prove a way of light to
thee. . ~

“ My native hills! and vales! and strearns® ye will not
be less bright

When poor Namoina hath gone forth unto the realms of
light!

But strnﬁger voices even now your sweetest echinoes wake,

And stranger hands will spoil you all! O haste my heart
aud break!

“ { never knew, till this dark hour, ye were 2o very dear!

But, ah! why do I linger s0? my brethren are not here!

The bosom now is desolate where sun-light used to
dwell—

*Tis getting cold! my burning eye—'Tis dark! O! Fare
ye welil®

THE WORLD.

UNTRINKING, 1dle, wild, and young,
1laughed, and talked, and danced, and sung;
And proud of health, of freedom vain,
Dreamed not of sorrow, care, or paln;
Concluding, in those hours of glee,

That all the world was made for me.

But when the days of trial came,

‘When sickness shook this trembling frame,
When folly's gay pursuits were o'er, .
And I could dance and sing no more,

It then occurred, iow sad "twould be,
Wero this world only made for me!

#'The Indian’s God,

$The Indians call the white people the children of sun.
rise, because they came from thie east,
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TRAVELLING AND PUBLIC AMUSEMENTS.

BY MRS, CITILD,

Tuerr is one kind of extravagance rapidly increas-
ing in this country, which, in its effects on our
purses and our kabits, is one of the worst kinds
of extravagance; I mean the rage for travelling,
and for public amusements.  The good ald home
habits of our ancestecs are breaking up—it will
be well if our virtue and our freedom do not fol-
low them! It is easy to laugh at such prognos-
tics,~and we are well aware that the virtue wo

preach is considered almost obsolete,—~but let any

teflecting mind inquire how decay began in all
republics, and then let them calmly ask them-
gelves whether we are in no danger, in departing
thus rapidly from the sinplicity and industry of
our forefathers. .

Nations do not plunge at once into ruin—govern-
ments do not change suddenly—the causes which
bring about the final blow are scarcely percepti-
Hein the beginning; but they increase in num-
bers and in power ; they press harder and harder
Ypon the energies and virtue of a people; and
the last steps only are alarmingly hwried and
Imegular, . A nation without industry, economy,
and integrity, is Samson shom of his locks, A
luxurious and idle nation! Look at the phrase l—
the words were never made to be married toge-
ther; every body sves it would be death to one of
thein,

And are not 1r becoming luxurious and idlet

k at our steam-boats and stages, and taverns!

'ere you will find traders, who have left debts
3d employment to take care of themselves, while
they go to take a peep at the theatres, or the
“Pera dancers, There you will find domestics all
Moz for their wages-worth of travelling; why
*hould they look out, for “a miny day?” There

, 8re hospitaly enotgh to provide for them in sick-

hess; and as for marrying, they havenoidea of that
til} they can find 2 man who will support them
K(‘nteclly. There you will find mothers, who have
left th.e children at home with Betsy, while they
8% 1o improve their minds at some public place.
Tley benefit others, and do not injure themselves.
P’;{my FiFllatim, idlencss is their curse, and un-
lm":lcss? is the tax tl}ey must pay for affluenco;
o mleu: res'tlessncs« is ns great & benefit to the
b Unity ds the motions of Prince Esterhary,
'8 at every step the pearls drop from his coat.

Po"ple of mode, j
A right 4 moderate fortune have just as good
isa |
"1 Do they not injure themsclves and their

S L

I only the rich did this, all would be well. .

travel as the wealthy ; but is it not un-
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familics? You say travelling is cheap. So is
staying at home. Besides, do you count all the
costs t

The money you pay for stages and steam-boats
is the smallest of the items, There arc clothes
bought which would not otherwise be bought;
those clothes arc worn out and defaced twenty
times as quick ns they would have been at home;;
children are perhaps left with domestics or stran-
gers; their health and morals, to say they least,
under very uncertain influences; your substance is
wasted in your absence by those who have no
sclf-interest to prompt them to carcfulness; you
form an acquaintance with a multitude of people
who will be sure to take your house instheir way
when they travel next year; and finally, you be-
come 8o accustorned to cxcitement, that home ap-
pears insipid, and it requires no small effort to
return to the quiet routine of yo;xr duties. And
what do you get in return for all this? Some
pleasant scenes, which will soon seem to you like
a dream; some pleasant faces, which you will
never see again; and much of crowd, and toil,
and dust, and bustle.

I once knew a family which formed a striking
illustration of my remarks. The man was a far-
mer, and his wife was an active, capabls woman,
with more of ambition than sound pulicy. Being
in debt, they resolved to take fashionable boarders
from Boston, during the summer season. These
boarders, at the time of their arrival, were pro-
jecting a jaunt to the Springs; and they talked
of Lako George crystals, and Canadian music,
and English officers, and “dark blue Ontario,”
with its beautiful litile brood of /Jakelets, as
Wordsworth would call them ; and how one lady
was dressed superbly at Saratoga ; and how ano-
ther was scandalized for always happening to
drop her fan in the vicinity of the wealthiest
beaux. All this fired the quict imagination of the
good farmer’s wife ; and no sooner had the board-
ers departed to enjoy themselves, in spite of heat,

sand dust, and fever, and ague, than she stated her |

determination to follow them.

“ Why have we not as good a right to travel as
they have #” said she; “they have paid us money
enough to go to Niagard with ; and it really is a
shane for people to live and die so ignorant of
their own country.”

“But then wo want the money to pay for that
stock which turned out unlucky, you know.”

“Oh! that can be done next summer; we can
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always get boarders cnongh, and those that will
pay handsomely.  Give the man a mortgage of
the Louse, to keep him quict till next summer.”

“But what will you do with the children®”

“Sally is n very smart girl; T am sure she will
take as grood care of them asif [ were at home”

To mako o long story short, the farmer and his
wife concluded to go to Quebee, just to show they
had n right to put themsclves to inconvenicnee if
they pleased. They went; spent all their money;
had a wateh stolen from them in the steam-boat ;
were dreadfully rea-sick off Point Judith; came
home tired, and dusty ; found the babe sick, be-
®@use Sally had .stood at the door with it, one
chilly damnp moming, while she was feeding the
chickena ; and the eldest girl sereaming and
Screeching at the thoughts of going to bed, be-
Cause Sally, in order to bring her under her autho-
Fity, had told her a frightful “raw-head-and-
moﬂdnymcs" story ; the horse had broken into
the garden, and made ‘wretched work with the
Vegetables; and fifty pounds of butter bad be-
tome fit for the grease-pot, because the hoops of
the firkin had sprung, and Sally had so much to
do, that she never thought of going to sce whether
the butter was covered with brine,

After six or cight weeks, the children were
P{etty well restored to orderly habite; and the
Wifo, being really a notable and prudent woman,
Tosolved to make up for her lost butter and vege-
tables, by doing without help through the winter.
When summer came, they should have boarders
N plenty, but not profitable ones. There were

Tty cousins, at whose houses they had stopped ;
and twenty people who had been very polite to
them on the way; and it being such a pleasant
feason, and travelling so cheap, every one of these
People felt they had @ right to take a journey ;
and they %ould not help passing a day or two with
ﬂ‘wu- friends at the farm.  One after another canie,
Ull the farmer could bear it no longer.

“I tell you what, wife,” said he, “I ain going

Jail as fast as & man can go. If there is.no
Ot‘he..- way of putting a stop to this, I'll scll every

In the house, except the one we sleep on.”
And, sure enough, he actually did this; and
When the forty-first cousin camne down on a friend-
Y Visit, on account of what her other cousins had
tld her about the cheapuess of travelling, sho
Way told they should bo very happy to slecp on

'e.ﬂoor, for the sako of accommadating her, for
% Dight or two; but the truth was, they had but
e bed in the house. This honcst couple arc now

U8y in paying off their debts, and laying by
Something for their old age. He facetiously tells
he went to New York to have his watch
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stolen, and his hoots blacked like a looking-colss

~and she shows her Lake George dimmond ring,
and how afraid she was the boiler would buret,
and always ends by saying: * After all, it was
o toil of a pleasure” .

However, it is not our faroiers who are in the
greatest danger of thix species of extravicmne:
for we: look to that cliss of people ns the rirons
et holdof our simplicity, industry, und virtwe. It
is from adventurers, swindlers, broken-down -
ders,—all that rapidly increasing elass of idlers,
too genteel to work, and too proud to bew,—that
we have most reason to dreud examples of extra-
vagance. A very respectable tavern-keeper has
lately heen driven to establish a rule. that no cus-
tomer shall be allowed to rixe irom the table till
he pays for his meal. I know it is rude to give
such orders to honest men,” said he, “and thirce
years ago, I would as soon have cut off my hand as
have done it; but now, travelling is <o cheap, that
all sorts of characters are on the move; and I
find more than half of them will get away, if they
can, without paying a farthing.”

With regard to public mmusements, it is till
worse. Rope-dancers, and opera-dancers, and all

sorts of dancers, go through the country, making

_thousands as they go; while, from high to low,

there iy one universal, despairing groan of “hard
times, dreadful gloomy times !”

These things ought not to be.  People who have
little to spend should partake sparingly of uscless
amusements ; those who are in debt should deny
themselves entirely. Let me not be supposed to
inculeate exclusive doctrines, 1 would have every
species of enjoyment as open to the poor as to the
rich ; but T would have people consider well how
they are likely to obtain the greatest portion of
happiness, taking the whole of their lives into
view ; I would-not have them sacrifice pernancut
respectability and comfort to present gentility and
love of excitement ; above all, I caution themn to
beware that thislove of excitement does not grow
into a habit, till the fircside becomes a dull place,
and the gambling table and the bar-room finish
what the theatre began.

If men would have women cconomical, they
1nust bo so themselves.  What motive is there for
patient industry, and careful cconomy, when the
snvings of & month are spent at one trip to Nahaut,
and more than the value of a much-desired, but
rojectid dress, is expended during the stay of a
new set of comedians?  Wemake a great deal of
talk about republicans; if we are so in reality,
we shall stay at. home, to mind our business, and
educato our children, 80 long as onc or the other
need our attention, or suffer by our neglect.

AN A ~ AL
-

N N N A R

~

NS

N N A

NN AN NN et

N

BT NN

B TP

* N

5
’
7

- T 2 .

R

v -

[

R e

T P s s

e L




. ENCPOURN

(

N

R N N T i

eaav avat s

At YAS A SR AAAANAA RS Y YA

R N N A R Ea

s

EVA HUNTINGDON.

BY R. E. M,

ATTNTT VAT AR AN

CHAVTER VIL
W left Bva rojoicing in the prospect of Me. Arling-
ford's speedy arrival, nor were her expectations
ufounded 5 for about two hours after her brother’s
departure, she reccived a summons to the drawing-
room.  Joyfully she bounded down the stairs, but
the sudden recollection that her mother would
probably be also there, checked her mapid pace.
As the entered, she timidly glanced around, but
Mr. Arlingford was standing alone beside the win-
dow. That waz cnough, nnd with her first joyful
Cagemess she sprang towards him.  He welcomed
her with a cordiality equalling her own, and after
she had replied to his enquiries concerning her
health, and that of the other members of the
family, ehe carnestly exclaimed :

“ You cannot imagine, Mr. Arlingfprd, how happy
Tam to sce you again. Oh! how long the time
has appeared since your departure. How I have

Counted cach day, each hour; to the present
mom\.m.» .

“Have you, indeed, my gentle child i he re-
tWned, still retaining the two hands she had
I’lfl(‘cd inhis. “Well; I too have often thought
U you since.”

“Oftener than you have thought of any one
€lse  dhe aked.

“ Yes, indeed ; but why do you ask that” and
‘¢ smiled at the expression of childish amﬁcty
that passed over her features as she spoke,
“1; Because I am vain and selfish,” she sighed.

¢tause I would feel the weight of my own in-
fcnority, my own deficiencies, less overwhelming,
;”0“3 I assured that one single individual over-
%ked them. Hero, every one looks down on me.
Y parents, niy brother, Mrs. Wentworth—even
'® very servants. Judge, then, what happincss

¥ould afford me, to think that you, who are

. :"kﬁd up to, respected by all, should bestow even
m:ecnml' thought on me; but, hush! here is
_m‘c‘:"]m, and Jva sprang to & seat, her counten-
il\;\ﬁi' er \le'ol.c .fmmc, immediately rognining the

“mate vigidity sho had already insensibly

“nied to assumo in the presence of her mother.
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With aslight nod to her daughter, lady Iunting-
don tumed to Mr, Avlingford, and welcomed him
with all the cordiality the benefuctor of her son
deserved, whilst Eva, no longer finding any enjoy-
ment in the society of her friend, left the room
under the plea of returning to hier tasks,  That day,
lord and lady Huntingdon were seated together in
the small apartment adjoining the library; and
Eva's evil star prompted Mrs, Wentworth to send
her pupil to devote an hour to the study of a
couple of ponderous historical tomes, whose un-
wicldiness rendered their frequent removal from
the library very inconvenient. Whilst she was
pondering over the book, her clear, active spirit,
seizing with wonderful fidelity, every incident,
every circumstance, of which her lecture treated,
her attention was attracted by hearing her own
name pronounced by her father, in tones of unusual
energy. ‘

. %I tell you, Isabel, I neither can nor will be
bored with Eva, this winter, in London.
we shall have that young puppy Augustus and
his dogg, which are as ill bred and unmannerly as
himself, quartered upon us, turning the whole
establishment into a perpetual scene of confusion
and uproar ; and he pestering me continually, with
daily applications for money. That will be about
as much annoyance as any man can be yeasonably
expected to bear.” T

“It secems to me, my lord, that you' are over
bitter against your son,” rejoined lady Huntingdon,
who, as well as her husband, was fotally un-
conscious of their daughter's close proximity,
“Reckless, extravagant, he may be; but he has
gifts that doubly, trebly redeem such boyish follics,
If he is occasionally a source of anxicty, is he not
atall times a source of pride? I speik not of his
faultless face and figure, but of his noble, manly
spirit, of the high bred, aristocratic manners, that
have .already stamped him as one of the most
elegant young men of our London coteries.”

““Very fine; but permit mo to remind your
ladyship, that the manners you havo just so highly
culogized, are something like your own oft acknow-
ledged powors of fuscination, reserved entirely for

. ®Continued from page 70. - ’

Of course
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the public benefit.  In the circle of hone, they are
neither felt nor exhibited.”

The thrust was a sharp one, but it produced no
apparcat effect on lady Huntingdon, beyond im-
parting an additional degree of cold calmness to
her tones, as she replied:

“They have at least cnabled me, my lord, to
bear at all times unrufiied, your somewhat rude
taunts and jests”

Lord Huntingdon felt the justice of the obser-
vation, and he rejoined :

“ Well, Tsabel, you are right there, and I did
not really mean what I said; but you try my.
patience too severcly sometimes, by your indis-
criminate support of those provoking children.”

“Nay, do not say children,” exclaimed lady
Huntingdon with a laugh, whose bitter sarcasm
pierced Eva to the heart. “If your anger is ex-
cited in any way against Miss Huntingdon, do not
fear that T will interpose to shield her.”

“ And I do not see why you should not, Isabel ;
for, after all, there is nothing either unamiable or
disagreeable about her. True, I do not think I
have spoken ten words to the child since her urri-
val; but she scems too quict, in fact, too inanimate
a being,to have afforded you any real grounds for
the indifference, not to say the distaste, you display
towards her.”

“ Any real canse! Do you not sce that she,
herself, her very existence, in a living reproach to
me? Ifow trinmphantly now will my enemies
dilate on my unwomanly neglect, my heartless
cruelty, in nbandoning her from infuncy to the
.care of a comparative stranger, allowing her to
grow up in untutored ignorance, in short, forgetting
in fashionable frivolity, every duty of mother,
parent and guardian. And all this, too, to be re-
tailed against one who has hitherto enjnyed the
Proud title of an irreproachable wife and mother.
Faney, for a moment, the scornful exultation of
my acquaintances, on being able to exclaim, after
dwelling on the extent of Miss Fluntingdon's igno-
rance, the odious awkwardness that will speak so
Plainly of her total ignorance of etiquette, of the
Tules of common good brecding: * That is lady
Huntingdon's only danghter?’”

“But, at least, the girl is very pretty, Isabel.
Not even that unbecoming black dress she wears,
can disguire it.”

“I have alrendy told you, my lord,” was the
harsh reply, “ that she has not one single claim to

beauty, Some few, indeed, might bestow on her

- the same admiration they would give to a wax

doll: an insi ipid, light-baired puppet, with nelther
ter, expression nor animation.”
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EVA HUNTINGDON,

Lord Huntingdon, yiclding in Lis turn to his
companion’s impetuosity, rejoine1:

“ Well; leaving looks aside, the gentlene=s of
her appearance seems to indicate, that with alittle
attention, she might eventually become i com-
panion, whose agreeable qualities would repay
you for the anxicties and annoyances of which rhe
will be a source for some time yet.”

“Never!” said lady Huntingdon, impatiently
rising, “Our intelleets, our characters, are too

widely diseimilar for that. 3y heart has never
turned towards her with affection since hor arrival,
uor never will.”

“ Because that scape-grace of a son- engrosses
all the heart you have got,” muttered her hushand
to himself as he turned away.

We will not attempt to analyze or describe the
thoughts of the daughter, who with cheek pallid
as marble, her very breathings hushed, had listened
to every word of that heartless, that cruel dialogue,
Her first emotion was one of passionate and para-
lyzing gricf; but, after a time, other thought<, dark,
bitter, such as had never yet disturbed the childich
purity of her soul, suceceded. Anger,rebellion, envy
of her more fivored brother, murmurs against Pro-
vidence all, it is true, vague, shadowy—yet, still
there, tainting with their dark breath that inward
mirror, which till then had reflected naught but the
sinless imaginings of childhood. And &till as she
listened, her thoughts grew wilder and bitterer.
Indistinct projects of escape, of flight from home,
from the parents who were a living mockery of the
namc, flashed upon her; till at length her mind be-
came a perfect chnos, retaining, however, in the tem-
pest that ghook it, the one all-absorbing thought of
her mother's heartlessness, her cruelty. Her hand
still resting on the page she had been studying,
her eyes still turned to the door, whose slight
opening had permitted her to hear so distinctiy all
that had passed; she remained motionless long
after the voices had ceased, the speakers parted.
She was interrupted by lady Huntingdon's maid,
who entered to ray that “ Mr. Arlingford was down
in the drawing-room, and that her lady had sent
word forMiss Huntingdon to go down immediately.”

The woman, as usual, employed on a double
commission for her mistress, was in a violent
hurry, and thus fortunately Eva's terribly agi-
tated countenance escaped her notice. Scarcely
conscious of what she was doing, she rose, and at
the risk of encountering her mother, passed through

-the latter’s sitting-room, instead of descending,
according to her usual custom, by a side staircase.
Most - providentially, however, lady Huntingdon
had retired to her own apartment to write a letter
to her son, a duty ever followed by a fit of de-
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Pression, which detained her in her room the re-
Mainder of the day. Fva had scarcely entered
the saloon, ere Mr. Arlingford hwrriedly exclaimed:
“Good Heavens! Miss Huntingdon, how pale
Youlook, Are you ill§” ‘
“No” she rejoined, in a brief, strange tone, and
Seating herself beside him, she took up the book
fore her and silent] y commenced secking for the
chapter at which their last lecture had terminated,
Surprised, shoeked, her companion watched her
Movements in silence. It was not the deathly
pflllor of that usually glowing cheek that alarmed
M 80 mueh, nor yet the strangeness, the capricious-
ness of her manner ; but there was a fearful rigidity
Ahout )¢ compressed lips, a dim vagueness in
the Lurge soft cyes, that eeemed to tell of o spirit
A away, engrossed by some mighty sorrow or
trf’“blu of its own. At length, Mr. Arlingford,
Fithout removing his eyes from her countenauee,
bade her “ cammence.”

.She did =0, and her task accomplished, handed
"M the book in turn, without any comment. He
’“:‘*1 but a few lines, and then elosed it, exclaiming
¥ith his ysual cheerful air :

i “We have both behiaved admirably to-day ; nd

'Me lost in idle discussion or in trifling; but,
N ""“0 are you going, Eva?” he asked, as the latter,
Sil?r Festoring the book+to its customary place,
ntly tured away. “ What! departing without
;“"-\R.ling your teacher by a eingle friendly word

. ;’:“le? This must not be. Come, Eva,” and
o rew her gently back to the seat she had left;

oW something has pained or grieved you.
“fide it frankly to me. You have not surely

QOrpe, . .
s0tten that you have promised to look on me
L)

g fﬁend‘n

Friend " (he repeated, with a vehemence that

g him. “ What friend have I, the alien,
. Mranger, the disgrace of my family §”
"% Eva!” remonstrated her companion.
eve ¢S Has my mother not asserted so now,
My very hearing §” :
'«hat‘i»o' 10, ghe could not, she dared not have done
L]
gl };“trl tell you, she did!” retorted the young
 °T passionate excitement increasing. “ All
t‘e“‘d more. - Living reproach to her as I was!
over °0°f thame and humiliation! how could ¢he
]%' uve, nay, tolerate met  And now, though I
me g, "at you, my last, my only friend, will abhor
 F the confession, I tell you that I hate—yes,
wp from me if you will—I hate my mother.”
Siugy Y poor misguided child, this is most
inthe‘f‘mf“l not only in the eyes of man, but
“ight of your Heavenly Father.”
then is the cause!” was the passionate
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retort. “Who has made me the guilty thing I 2
now am—filled my heart with fierce, angry pas- 2
sions, it never knew before? They, they, whom ¢
4

that very God gave me to lead me by example
and affection to Himself. If I have a eommand
to obey and hounour, have not they also one to
guide and cherish ¥ :

“ But, my poor Eva, their neglect of their duty
does not exonerate you from yours. If they
voluntarily forfeit their claim to an etemnity of
happiness, will you too be so insensate as to re-
nounce its glorious hopes and privileges? Think,
Eva, of the reward that awaits the Christian, after
the toils and trials of this life, Think of it, and
be patient”

“'Tis usclesz, useless,” she returned, her lato
vehemence giving way to an accent of gloomy
despair.  “T tell you, I am too sinful now for that,
In a heart that las yielded itself up ns mine has
done, to the fierce frenzy of unholy passions,

patience and gentleness ¢zn never dwell again,

And have I not already tricd the path of patience ?

Has not my life, from the first moment of my

arrival here, been one continued chain of struggles
to preserve it?  Think of the reception they gave
to the child whose heart was overflowing with
aspirations of filial love. Left, the very evening
of my arrival, to the cares of servants, no friendly
voice to bid me welcome to my new home; and
yet, that was kinder, oh ! thrice kinder, than what
awaited me when we at length did meet. Inmy
father's mocking scrutiny, my mother’s bitter re-
proaches, I gained a first insight of the terrible
truth that they loved me not.
then, did I repine? No; I but resolved that
whilst life was given me, I would spare no efforts,
no paing, to gain that love. My father bestowed
no more attention or affection on me than he did
on his wife's spaniel—his own he often caressed.
My mother shunned, exiled me from her presence;
and when circumstances rendered it necessary that
I should cross her path, she made no effort to
concgal her indifference, nay, her dislike. Did I
still despair? No; for I hoped that unwearying
patience and affection—oh ! how I emile at the
thought now !—would open to me the avenues of

* that closed heart ; and that when yenrs and study

would have expanded and enriched my intellect,
I would be allowed the coveted privilege of being
her solace, her companion. Vain dreamer that I
wad! It needed the stern sentence I heard to-day,
to cure me of my folly. But for it, I would have
gone on, hoping and dreaming to the end.”

“ And better for you, Eva, had you done so.
Better be the credulous, loving child, than the un-
believing, hating woman.” '

Did I murmur
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“Say not so, Mr, Arlingford.  °Tis well, at
least, to know my friends from my enemies, that
I may bestow on those dear to me, all, every par-
ticle of the affection that mizht else be wasted on
others,  Ah! the more warmly my heart elings to
those who have carned my affections, the more
irrevocably, the midre totally, doea it turn from
those who have crushed and trampled on them I”

“Eval” exclaimed Mr, Arlinzford, as he drew
her gently towards him. “ Do you believe in the
doctrine of that.Saviour, who prayed on the cross
for those that persceuted him, even unto death [id
A long silence followed, and then Eva's rigid
li{;s spasmodically quivered, and bowing her head
on her companion's shoulder, she whispered in
aceents alimost unintelligible from emotion:
“Yes, I do believe, an:l as Ho forgave them, so
do’1”

“That is not cnough, Eva.  You must love, or
try to love them.”

“Oh! Mr. Adingford! Be merciful.
think of niy weakness, my misery !”
Her sobs were becoming moro violent, and her
companion, fearful of adding to the emotion that
was alrendy terrible in its passionate intensity,
soothingly rcjoincd :

“Well, dear Eva, perhaps I am too exacting.

Think;

relate a passage of my life, which has never been
told to other listener save yoursclf. °Twill bea
Painful task to me, yet willingly do I perform it;

for it may afford you a useful lesson. If you do
ot yicld then, I will press you no farther.  Nature,
though bountiful in her other gifts, Eva,—for Thad
fri(.ndq wealth and station,—had not endowed me
With the precious treasure she has bestowed on
You—a gentlo, patient spirit; and T, to whom
Years and sorrows have imparted the necessary
lesson of curbing my rebellious passions, was
cursed in youth with a dark, revengeful spirit,
that rendered my name of Christian a mocl\cry.
Had 1 struggled against the unholy passion that
mastered me, had I prayed for grace to conquer
it, T might have done so ere it had wrought much
Misery to myself and others; but, alas! no; I was
its slave, and instead of blushing for my degene-
racy, T openly gloried in it, or rather in the high,
1ofty spirit, I madly thought it indieated. Well;

IThad a brother, my senior by two -years, an im-
Petuous, but noble, warm hearted being, and as
We had none to share our mutual love, except our
Wwidowed mother, we wero. inseparable.  Com-
Panions in play and in study, not a joy or a sorrow
but was held in common, and yet our sky was not
outirely unclouded; for Florestan's boyish vivacity,
his ardent temperament, would often hurry him

Iwill only ask you now, to listen to me, whilst I
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into uttering things in jestor hastinese, Le after-
wards bitterly regretted. Whenever T was the
ohject of his evaneacent anger, T bridled iny temper
at the thine, and listened in rilence, ret
neither his taunts nor reprozehes;

urning
but then, my
turn came, and no blinded pazgan, taveht to wop-
ship revenge asa virtue, ever eheriched his feelings
of vindictiveness with more determined ol-tinacy
than Tdid. Tt was only when he humbled Limecl?

to me again and acain, when my mother had

joined her entreaties to his, that T ever conde-
scended to a reconciliation,
Already, my brother had
attained his nincteenth year ; yet «till our purais
were as boyish, our affection as frark 2s cver,

We advaneed rapidly
towards manhood.

“One evening, T remember it well, a beantiful mid-

summer eve, we were standing with a number of
younz companions on the lawn in front of our
mansion, exercising ourselves at-arehery. Florestun
prided himself and with justice, on beine an ex-
cellent marksman; but cither throush earclecensss
or impatience, he missed three times the nuwx
had with unusual good fortune each tiine sneeass-
ively attained.  Irritated by his failure, e threw
down the weapon and flung himself on the grass,
the others speedily following his example. Whilst
we lay there, carclessly conversing tozether, a
little spaniel, of which I was pas<ionately fond,
burst into the middle of our circle with a joyous
bark. Florestan, who had not yet recovered his
cuswmm'y good humour, called the intruder to him;
but full of mirth and waywardness, she heedel
him not. Again the call was repeated with similar
suceoss, and with an anzry ejaenlation, he stretched
over, and grasping the animal by one of it~ long
silken cars, dragged it towards him. T remon-
stratingly requested that he would leave the dog
alonc? He muttered in retum some hasty, irri-
tating speech.  On hearing my voice, the cries and
efforts of the little creatura redoubled, while its
captor's grasp became doubly rude and painful.
Aghain, though my tones trembled with anger, I
repeated the request, calmly enough too, and again
received the same ungracious reply. Mastering
the passion that was boiling up within me, I rose
and approached him.

“ ¢ Florestan, for the last time, I quietly ask you
to give up that animal 1’

“ Qmetly then’l will not!’

«¢T will take him by force!’

He: replied by a scornful laugh, and T knelt
down to cnforce my threat. Goaded to sudden
fury, he raised his hand and struck me violently
in the fuce. It was the first and Inst blow I ever
reccived from mortal being, Sudden cries of
“ghame | shame I” resounded on all ‘sides, but I
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- Comprehended them not. A erashing sound, as of 5 doned as soon as formed, alternately exccrating

Bpon him, and whilst one arm, nerved by super-
Uman strength, kept him there helpless beneath
fné. the other hand rapidly snatched a small hunt-
ing dagger from my girdle. Paralyzed, horror-
“rith‘l\, our companions stood niotionless around.
1ad it rested with them, the deed of blood would
Jave been accomplished ; but, an infinitely merei-
l Gog interposed, and saved my soul from the
?Wf“l guilt of fratricide, by whispering to me
Opause cre I beeame a murderer!” Yielding
that heaven-born inspiration, I flung the weapon
M me, roze, and amid the silence of expecta-
"M that followed, the pale anxious faces of my
mm]\'\nions,:\ppronchcd the fountain, whose waters
“aped and danced in the last rays of the setting
fun, ang stooping, proceeded to wash from my
co““fcm\nce, the Llood which yet frecly flowed
"M the effects of Florestan's blow. Slowly,
@lmly, T concluded my bitter task, and when I
>y brother and his companions were standing
ide me. The face of the former was deathly
Ptle, and in a low, earnest tone, he excaimed :
be ‘Edgar! In presence of all those who have
N witnesses to my unworthy conduct, I ask your
°'§“‘°ncss for it .
g Ut no apologies, however humble, no conces-
» however gencrous, could soften me then.
inﬁ Secmed, to my distorted fancy, but heaping
* upon insult, and with a look of withering
. " I passed on, With soul and thought involved
meme terrible chaos, conscious of no aim, no re-
omm nce, save that I had received & blow, and
Madness! one which could not be washed out in
%d, for it was a brother who had inflicted it}
n‘:“‘\g?d into the dark, tangled woods, already
fir With shadowy gloom. There I lingered,
lik g strange relicf from the darkness, the tomb-
snl?nce, that suited so well, as my moody
hispered, one degraded and dishonored as I
e g, had wandered for three hours or more in
the gled paths, and night had descended upon
N *arth, when a shrill whistle rang through the
tigna) I recognized the sound well. It was the

m
Seekin,

t

Y brother and I always employed when
3 each other; but its only effect then was
m;;nd the angry blood leaping wildly back to
Peateq Again and again the signal was re-
ouqy but, of course, fruitlessly, for I felt it
thay | dangerous to find myself, face to face, in
o Onely Wwood, with the man who struck me,
tough ho was & brother. Another hour
'lnp;::;dmd still like somo tortured spirit, I
on, framing plans' of vengeance, aban-
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thunder, was in my ears, a black cloud before my
ght. With a strange, tiger-like instinet, I sprang

:
¢

!

|

4

|
|
%
1
|
|
i
|
§

AANAANAAAAAA

18

Florestan and cursing myself. The idea which
recurred to me oftenest, and which seemed most
feasible, was to challenge my brother to single
combat; and if he refused, to follow him, to haunt
him cvery where, till he afforded me the satisfac-
tion I sought. But then, the pale sorrowing face
of my mother, my widowed mother, would rise
up before me; the recollection, too, of the disgrace
which so unnatural & duel would bring on our
proud, stainless name, was another obstacle as
insurmountable; and in the impotence of my
wrath; I could have dashed myself on the ecarth,
and Iain there till death freed me from my mental
tortures. At longth the moon rose in all its beauty,
Far and near spread its quivering rays, darting
down in silvery net work through the close linked
branches of the trees, and shedding its soft radiance
on the brow that throbbed with such wild, unholy
passions. With folded arms I leaned against a
tree, watching with careless glance her upward
path, when suddenly that well known whistle
rang again through the stillness of night; but this
time, near, almost close upon me. Some demon
whispered : ¢ Now, now is your time. Spring out
on him when he passes, and wrest from him satis-
faction for the shame he has brought upon you.
Twice have you spared him, but the fool will rush
upon his own destruction. Hesitate, then, no
longer. ‘Tis fate”" I felt my respiration grow
thicker and faster, my heart bound with a strange,
fiendish sort of exultation; but the same un-
wearying Mercy that had once wrested, almost
miraculously, the weapon of death from my grasp,
was still at band, and again its voice was heard

. above that of the tempter. Afraid of myself, of

the devilish wishes and thoughts that crowded
tumultuously upon me, I hesitated no longer,
but hastily raised myself by one of the branches,
into the tree against which I had been leaning,
just as my brother came in sight. Secure in the
thick foliage that surrounded me, I gazed down
on him as he stood there, every feature fully
revealed in the bright moonlight. He looked
cagerly, searchingly, into the dark recesses of the
trecs, and then again applied the whistle to his lips.
The solitary echoes alone returned the sound. He
sighed long and heavily, and his dark eyes turned
with a restless, though hopeless glance around.
As T watched his handsome, classic countenance,
doubly interesting from its unusual pallour and
the expression of deep anxious thought that
ghadowed it, the unnatural thoughts that had so
lato assailed mo, vanished entirely; though still
that same deep rooted foeling of enmity remained.
With engrossing carnestoess I watched his slight
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figure ns it disappeared among the trecs, and fol-
lowed it after it had emerged from the wood, as
with head dejectedly bent, and slow, lingering
steps, ho entered the avenue leading to the house,
Shortly after, I too left the wood, but with plans
and purposcs now fully matured. With cautious,
stealthy steps, I entered the gate, which had been
purposely left open in expectation of my return,
No light streamed from my brother’s window; as
1 rightly conjectured, worn out with fatigue and
anxiety, he had retired to rest. There was one,
however, who still kept her lonely vigil, and a
few moments after I had flung myself on a couch,
my wearied cyelids almost immediately closing in
dreamy unconsciousness, 8 gentle kiss was pressed
on my hot and throbbing brow. It was my
mother; and the tears of deep, overpowering joy,
that glistened in her soft eyes, as she raised them
to heaven in heartfelt gratitude for my safety,
revealed, at least in part, the extent of the ha-
rassing fears that had tortured her during my
absence. Involuntarily I pressed her thin white
hand to my lips, and a feeling of remorse, of
shame for all the anxiety' that I had caused her,
flashed upon me.

“tEdgar! my darling, my precious boy!” she
murmured. ¢Oh! what I have suffered on your

account, Thank God! you are safe; but bow ill,

how haggrard you look, and what bruise is this—I"
She abruptly paused, as if struck by some sudden
recollection, whilst her check became very pale.
That broken sentence roused the evil spirit that
ber affection had charmed for a moment to rest,
dud with a look so. fierce, so appalling, that she

Whisper: ]

“<Yes; look at it, examine it well. The trace
of it may soon pass away, but the accursed brand
it has left on my honor can nover be cffaced.
And whao, you will ask, inflicted that double-fold
blow—inflicted it in the presenco of our companions
and on the alightest provocation. It was my
. brother, Ho, whose hand has boen clasped in
. Mino from infancy—whoso hand should have been
Taisod the first to shield me from harm or shame I
-~ “*I know it all, my own Edgar,—and it was
Wrong, it was cruel ; but then, his repentance has
equalled his fault. For hours to-night he has
sought, you every where. He has been to me, told
- M0 all, accusing himself in terms evon bitterer
than those you have employed ; and imploring me

- % intarcede for him, to sond for him when you |

thould return, that he might again solicit your
iveness}
© “YAll i useloss! was my stern reply. *The
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confronting him with me, beware of that! You
know not the fearful struggle Thave already under-
gone, nor how nearly the devil had succecded in
rendering you the mother of a fratricide. You
know not how madly my blood is now hurrying
through 1y veins, as I think of revenge, and re-
member that I must forego it—forego it at lcast in
deed; for I have vowed to my own heart, that
my hand shall never clasp that of Flurestan
Arlingford again in friendship or affection”  Fiva,
no words could describe the look of intense, unutter-
able anguish, that convulsed her features at that
cruel declaration. One moment her cyes rested
wildly, doubtingly, on my rigid countrnance, and
then, slowly raising them to heaven, she murmured:

“¢Would to God that I had never lived to sce
this day!’

“* Nay, whercfore, mother, take it o much to
heart ¥ I rejoined. ‘I tell you, that for your
sake, I will forcgo all outward acts of reverge;
as, for your sake, I refrained from attacking him in
the dark wood, where he had blindly, madly, fol-
lowed me; and now, for the same recason, do I
prepare to leave, perhaps for cver, the happy
home of my youth.

“‘Leave us, Edgar!" her pale lips gasped
‘You, my darling, my favorite! Oh! you do
not, you cannot mean it ! .

“ Deeply touched by the distress of the mother
I so fondly loved, I threw my arms around her,
and kneeling at her side, gently, but firmly
whispered 2

"4 Yes, leave you, my mother. With the feclings
of anger, of aversion, that fill my heart, T dare
not remain under the same roof with Florestan.
They are fierce and ungovernable, and should they
again obtain the mastery, heaven might not dash
the dagger from my grasp, or stay my hand as it
did in the forest. Free from guilt towards Lim,
let me go forth at once. I tremble for myself, for
you, for all, should we again meet, at least till the
deadly hostility of my feelings is in some degree
abated. Mother, are you not satisficd? Why
will you weep so bitterlyt Is it because I would
part from one whom I can never again regard with
trust or affection—one, whose rashness may some
day lash beyond command the fierce spirit he has
g0 often trampled on? Ah! you should raise
your voice in thanksgiving that it is so.. I have not
returned his insult—upbraided him by one single
word——injured him in aught.’

“¢Edgar, Edgar, she at length articulated.
¢ Perchance, in- the erring judgment of men you
are innocent, but not in the all-penctrating eyes
of your God. He clearly sces your heart at this
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enmity against the companion of your eradle—
your only brother I’
“*And even if it i, mother,’ T bitterly roplied,
‘whom does that injure—who euffers from it
Noone. I swear to you, before high heaven, that
my brother's life, name and person, shall be
ever sacred at my hands. Leave me, then, at
least, the miserabile revenge of thought!
“ Her tears still flowed fast as ever, and to soothe
her, T made her a promise,—a promise I never
intended to fulfill,—that, at the end of a year,
*which I would spend in travelling, I would return.
It was all that her prayers and rgonized entreatics
could obtain from me, and though I kissed her
again and again, exhausted every term of endear-
mert and tenderness to console her, received her
blessing on bended kuee, I remained firm to my
first intention ; and carly the following morning,
without sceing Florestan, who was still in his
Apartment, I bade farewell to my home, inwardly
registering an onth, that I would never dwell be-
Reath its roof whilst it eheltered him. I travelled
withall the rapidity and secrecy possible, and late
o the evening of the third day, arrived at the small
Village of ——, at which we were to change horses.
It was o terrible night, and notwithstanding the
Wretched appearance of the one inn the place
Cntained, and my own manincal desire to bid
farewell to England as soon as possible, T resolved
% put up there till moming. I was shewn into
u'fe “beat room,’ which contained neither boc't nor
Picture to eounteract the gloomy appearanca of
the clemental warfare without, or the equally
erce tempest raging within my own breast. Like
3¢aged lion I paced the narrow room, half resolved
8¢ times to brave the fury of the'storm and pursuo
™y journey; but the remonstrances of my servant,
'and the asseverations of the host, who swore to
™Me that no fresh horses could be procured that
Mght to replace our own jaded animals, rendered
that impossible. Approaching the fire, I rested
™My arm on the mantel-picce and gazed moodily
into the flames,  Its sparkling, pleasant cheerful-
Ness, reminded me strangely of home, and T
ought of my mother, till tears rained down from
™y eyes and fell hissing on the hearth at my feet.
. 1at holy thought, however, brought no gentle
:;ﬂ“enms in its train, it softened not tha bitterness
- the feclings I entertained for the once loved
“mpanion of my boyhood. Alas! It secmed a8
aven, in punishiment of my blind attachment
the vic T Liad never sought to curb, had at
_:ggﬁl delivered me up completely to ita unholy
uence. T reealled Florestan; but it was to
him a3 my scourge, my persecutor—as tho
*2my who had degraded me from my standard
e o NN X
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as & man, who had exiled me from home, country,
and the mother I worshipped. Each succeeding
thought beeame bitterer, until I had ngain lashed
myself up to passionate wrath, when the door sud-
denly opened, and a tall stranger, cnveloped in
cloak, which was completely saturated, with rain,
entered. He silently advanced to the fire-place,
from which I slightly drew back to make way for
him, turned towards me, and after a moment’s
pause, threw back his cloak. It was my brother.
Involuntarily I recoiled from him, and my feelings
must have been plainly depicted in my counte-
nance, for he sadly exclaimed:

“* Unforgiving still, Edgar! What can I eay-=
what can I do to atone for my fault ¥

“¢ Avoid me, ns I have avoided you, was my
crucl reply. ¢ We will then avert from the future
the scenes that have branded the past?’

“ His lip quivered, and after a moment’s silence,
he rcjoined :

“¢ Would to God that you had returned my blow,
insulted, outraged me1 "Twould all have been over
now. Oh! upbraid, reproach me as you will ; but,
do not, Edgar, do not forsake your happy home—
the mother, whose pride, whose favorite you are,
and, and—yes, I will say it, sneer as you will,

the brother who loves you as he loves none else’

“To this passionate appeal I rejoined with a cold,
withering smile, ‘ Well might you caution me not
to eneer; you have said enough to move me to it.
Let it pass, however. I will but tell you, that
I have swern before heaven, Florestan, that the
same roof shall nover again shelter us both,
Desist, then, from importunities that have no more
weight with me than the murmuring of the winds?

“His cheek, till then deeply flushed, grew
deadly pale, and he murmured in a low tone:
“¢Well; beit so. Ihad not thought your ro.
sentment had gone so far; yet it will not provent
mo from accomplishing, to the end, the purpose
that brought me heré,~the promise I have made
my mother. Edgar, and he drew ncarer, fixing,
08 he spoke, his dark thrilling eyes on my face,
“once, already, have I humbled myself before
you, in the presence, too, of all those who had
been witnesses to the offence you have visited with
o implacable a resentment. Undeterred by your
stern rofusal, I have followed you from home;
and now again do I stand in your presence, an

humble suppliant for your forgiveness. I know -

that I have wronged and outraged you; but surely,
my remorso, my sclf-nbnegation, have expiated

my boyish fault? I conjure you, then, by the me-

mory of our boyhood's affoction, our later fratornal
love, by tho namo of the mother wo both honor
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and cherish, to part with me in kindness and for-
Biveness.!

“Hardened as I was, even my daring pride could
not entirely resist this touching appeal, and I
sullenly rejoined: '

“ ¢« Even that slight concession Ihad resolved not
to grant ; but since you set so much store on it, it
is yours, Yes, I forgive the past; but need I say
I do not—I cannot forget’

“¢Thanks, thanks! even for that. Shake hands

- then, Edgar. It may, peshaps, be for the last

time.

“Eva, Eva, the devil of revenge triumphed to
the last. Drawing myself up to my full height, I
folded my arms on my chest, and rejoined, with
eyes sparkling in their cruel vindictiveness:

“ ¢ Florestan Arlingford! Dare you proffer me
that hand § Have you forgotten it was that hand
that struck me

“The blood rushed in a torrent to his cheek and
brow, and in his turn, he proudly exclaimed :

“*"Tis well, Edgar. You will be troubled with
0o farther advances from me. I have humbled
myself to you, my younger brother; I have forced
my proud, hasty spirit, to listen in silence to words
more bitter, more insulting than a hundred blows
given in a fit of boyish anger. I find, though, I

ve sued to a hecart of stone, a nature alike
Merciless and immovable. I will take back then
the friendship you have disdainfully rejected, the
affection you have flung in my teeth, I will take
them back ; but, mark me, Edgar, the time will
¢ome when you would give worlds to recall them,
and they ghall not be forthcoming at your voice.

“'The words were spoken without thought, with-
Out reflection. Alas! Eva! They were prophetic.
I saw him wrap his cloak around him, fling back
f'he door, and dash away into the darkness, the
Inhospitableness of that stormy night, and yet I
tuned again to my former position, and raised my
head in lofty, self-rightcous pride. Had I not
More than redcemed the pledge I'had made to
My mother? I had neither taunted, hurt, nor
Cursed Florestan. Nay, more. than that, T had
forgiven him, at lesst in words; yet what did my
heart say § iva, T foared to look into its depths
~the blackness would have terrified even myself,
4 passion born of hell was throned there, and it
Teigned supreme, pre-eminent. Religion, fraternal
love, christian charity—all Jhad it trampled on;
™d if one faint gleam of o bettor nature yot

"Ngered in the dark abyss of my soul, it was my
ging, my passionate love for my mother.
I was detained the following day, contrary to all
My plans and oxpectations, by a severe illness of

» & My servant, attendant on & fall from his horee,

T
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just at the moment we were cetting out.  Con-
trolling my burning impatience, I did all that
could be done for him, and iustuntly sent for such
medical aid as the village afforded. The phy«ician,
after & carcful exammation of his patient's state,
informed me the man would not be abie to leave
his bed for a weck. What was to he donet I
would have set out at once, alone, leaving Lim to
follow ; but the poor fellow, to whom I was reclly
much attached, entreated me so piteously 1o re-
main, maintaining he would certainly die if 1t 1o
the care of utter strangers, that I at length yicided

to his prayers. On the seventh day afier the

accident, my servant, who was entircly convales-
cent, was permitted to make a short stage the
following morning, and I, rejoicing in the pro-pect
of rclease from the late bondaze in which I hiad
been held, paced my narrow reom with a more
cheerful hieart than Thad yet known since the day
of the sad strife between my brother and myscif.
This transient gleam of cheerfulness, however, waus
not destined to be of long continuance, ard even
whilst I was yielding to its influence, a horseman
dashed up to the house in hecadlong haste, a
moment after mry door was burst open, and one of
our domestics, covered with mud and dust, entered
and handed me a note. Without farther enquiry,
I motioned the man out of the apartment, and
inwardly trembling with somne awful presentiment,
tore it open. It contained but the lines ¢ Come
to the death bed of your brother. Be quick, or
'twill be too late’ Oh! Eva! may you never
know the agony that convulsed soul and body at
that awful moment. The parting pangs of death
were as nothing to it. At once and entirely, my
mental blindness vanished, and the things which
my tempter—the demon of revenge, had hitherto
represented through his black, distorted medium,
now stoad out in their proper light. I thought of
my noble brother as I had ever thought of him
till the period of our fatal estrangement. He was
again the loved companion and friend of my youth.
In one sudden flash the events of the preceding
days passed before me. My mother's futile prayers

.and tears—Florestan's patient gentleness, his

generous sclf-abnegation, and my own monstrous
uonatural cruelty, which I knew, I felt, had killed
him. 'With a groan I fell back on my chair, and
for a time lay there, crushed, helpless; but soon
I sprang to my feet. My brain secmed on fire,
and without a word to my scrvant, without a
second thought, save that of reaching home, I
dnshed down to the yard, and sprang on my horse,
which tho man had just finished grooming. Despair
was busy at my heart, louder cach moment became
its promptings, urging me to terminate at once
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my misery, to cast off lifo and its intolerable 3 monitions, I, who had not given for days and days
Wguish; hut one wild, passionate hope, saved me, ¢ a singlo thought to God, knelt with him in prayer;

and that was the hope of arriving in time to sco
ki onee more ere he passed from earth, to im-
Plare at Lis foct forgiveness; for oh1 Eva, I felt,
Lknew tlien, that it was my turn to pray for par-
don. Of that journey I can give you no account,
fave that it was like some hideous dream. Madly
Tuishing on, resting neither by day nor by night,
Sensible neither to cold nor fatizue; but its end
¥a2 gained, and when Ireined up my foam-covered
e at the porch, the grey headed servant, whom
I. tremblingly questioned, told me Florestan yet
lived. 1 could have almost fallen at his feet and
"uhehip]\cd him ; but every moment was priceless,
Wl with 4 choking scnsation in my throat, I
®rang from my horse and followed him. The
fntic epeed with which T had dashed up the
Wenue, or it may have been some inward pre-
*itiment, had already told the anxious invalid
Uat the fondest wish of his heart was on the point
o :ing realised, and as the domestic turned away,
“3¥ing me standing in the doorway, the tones of
3 ¥oice that thrilled through every nerve of my
ae, feebly exclaimed : .
“‘Oh! William! in mercy, tell me, has Mr.
83T arrived yet ¥
““: I‘ could not speak—T was suffocated ; but with
m;\ldﬁlcn spring I was at his feet, covering his
m; : With my tears, my convulsive kisses. * Edgar,
e t;othler " was all he could utter, as he pressed
» his heart in a long, passionate embrace.
% Eva, that embrace was a foretaste of heaven.
ud"l- A.ﬂingford paused a moment, evidently
. Agitated, and then hurriedly continued :
m%?he scene that followed is too sacred to be
._l‘mc‘]; suffice it to say, that the past was all
dea;}led and forgiven, and Florestan then en-
t Whl'uid to prepare me for the terrible trial
o "Qr‘? God had attached the grace of my
e v:“On-mx‘r approaching earthly separation.
W renry mention of it at first rf)used me almost
'"“nlerzy' I m}led myself his destroyer-~his
e 1 o To vain he solemnly assured me that
- Qr(]:,:f:mm"s. had said the seeds of consumption
i"'l'l'udc.etdy implanted in his frame, and that his
hag 0'111 exposure to the force of the elements
o, 8‘ w}' developed them a little earlier. His
htion tocm useless, they brought no ray of conso-
ke “;y gloomy despn'fr. It was only when
i Umto another separation—one more lasting
o OfAthe tomb, a separation not for life,
ly Qte.mxty, that I listened, trembled, and at
n e’:;'@ed' myself. In the very first hour of
1g, yielding to my brother’s gentle ad-
e,
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myself, but for him, I asked not that his life

. that Lis spirit might pass quictly away, that the
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but the petitions I poured forth then were not for

would be spared. Oh, nol I felt that prayer
would have been useless, for alrcady the pre-
destined seal of the heaven he was passing to,
was stamped on his calm, holy brow; but I prayed
that his sojourning might be prolonged yet awhile,
that I might learn from his lips the way to attain
that glory he had already earned, that I might
tell him of all my love, my devotion to himself,
implore again and again his forgivencss for the
past, never wearying of hearing that blessed
assurance from his lips. My other petition was

gentle calmness of his countenance might be dis-
turbed by no pang of mortal agony, and if some
expiation were necessary, that I might bear it all
at my parting hour. Those prayers were in my
heart or on my lips, at all times, at all hours; I
murmured them inmy dreams, and notwithstanding
my unworthiness, they were heard. 'When once
I had schooled my heart to the coming trial, I
tasted such hours of happiness, in tranquil inter-
course with him, as I have never known since—
happiness that secemed too refined, too etherial for
earth, a foreshadowing of the joys of heaven. I
have not spoken of my mother all this time; not
that she was absent from us. Oh! no; constantly,
unceasingly, did her sweet pale face hover round us,
reflecting in its beautiful serenity that of her child;
and I may safely assert, Eva, that never during
the whole of that trying time, nay even at that
awful moment when our beloved, our precious ‘one
was yielding up his last sigh, did the anguish of
her countenance ever approach to the terrible ex-
pression that had convulsed it when I breathed
into her agonized ear my aversion to my brother.
Hers was a love whose purity equalled its inten-
sity; and rather would she have seen her children
separated by death than by hatred. As he lay
there, in the last hour of his mortal existence, calm,
happy, the sands of life ebbing rapidly away, he
suddenly motioned me nearer, and murmured as I
bent over him: :

“¢Edgar, I have a promise to ask of you. Itis,
that you will never abandon our poor mother
while she lives; that you will ever remember -
she has only you, in this world, to look to for love
or tendernes!

- “Fervently pressing his hand I whispered, ¢ Yes,
Florestan, I swear to you, by all I hold most
sacred, that whilst she lives, I will be to her all
that. the most devoted son can be. No new ties
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EVA HUNTINGDON.'

Will interforo with the performanee of my pronaise;
Mo wife or friend will ever share the love and
dovotion T now vow to her alone!

““Thank you, my beloved Edgar, for that pro-
Mise. It has removed the last carthly doubt that
Weighed upon my heart, and now I can welcome

that death we should both bless, for it has made

U3 t0 each other all that we once were. Yes, I
&m dying! Edgar, my friend, my brother, fare-
wellp

“Iclasped him passionately to my heart, and
&ven struggling as he was i the last mortal pang,
e fecbly returned my embrace. Of the events
“.\at succeeded that terrible moment, his funeral,
interment, 1 remember nothing, for a delirious
eVer prostrated me on a sick couch, and for many
Weeks my poor mother feared that she would
Ve two sons to mourn for instead of one. Thanks

Tecovered, though so changed in appearance by
My illness, that some of my friends could scarcely
gnize me, ‘The outward change, however,
W83 not more wonderful than that wrought in the
tt, which the mercy of Heaven had rendered
% humble and forgiving, as it had once been
Ughty and revengeful. Faithful to the sacred
Promise I had made my dying brother, I never
left my mother, sacrificing to her my restless
Nging to dispel, in change of scene, the utter
Veariness of life, the dreary void Florestan's
death had left hehind. Notwithstanding the
Extremg delicacy of my mother's constitution,
d the ghock it had received in the death of her
0“’?' son, she was spared to me during the stormy
Deriod of youth, even after the dawning of man-
»and then, blessing me, praying Heaven to
T®Ward me here and herenfter for all the happi-
133 with which I had surrounded her declining
Y8, she passed from earth, to rejoin her other
14 The void left in this aching heart by her
;l;" and that of my brother, has never yet been
N ed. Seventeen years have clapsed since Flo-
b?‘“l'l death, for he left this world, Eva, a year
evfo"e you entercd on it, and yet every word,
m"“? act of our past career, is ns vividly impressed
Temory as the events of yesterdny. Time has

h my sorrow, my remorse, yet still in the
Ty of the day, the silence of the night, do the
Prophetie (denunciations he uttered, ere, stung to
rus} %58 by my bitter and revengeful cruelty, he
h\v‘ed from my prosence, ring in my cars. They
@ ever haunted, and will haunt me to my dying

y 0{;\ Eva, my gentle, loving child, will you learn
iy Ty ead experience, or will you still romain
X Phubl':, still cherish feclings of cnmity, of un-

the vigour and soundness of my constitution,’
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“ Ah, no!” was the sobbing reply.  “ I will do
all that you wish, my friend, iny more than futher,
Teach mo only to live as you have lived, that I
may die as poor Florestan died.”

Large tears glittered in the eyes of her com-
panion, and he inwardly vowed to Le indeed a
father for the future to that young and guilcless
child, to supply to her, who was perhaps more
neglected than the poorest orphan, the place of
parents, brother and friend. Kindly smoothing
back the curls from her face, he murmured:

“Thanks, Eval To direct you is & sweet, a
grateful task.  Amply, nobly, have I been repaid
for the effort it has cost me thus to go back on
the errors and follies of my early youth. But
weep no more, dear Eva! Meet your trials, what-
ever they may be, with noble courage, not with
tears.” ’

“Ah! ’tis not for my sorrows, but for my
errors, I am weeping now. Will you ever forget,
Mr. Arlingford, the terrible words I uttered when
under the influence of my blind passion? I fear
you never, never, can.”

“Eval” was the gentle, though grave reply,
“do you forget that you are talking to one who
pointed once & murderous weapan against a

. brother’s heart, who trampled on his profound af-

fection, his entreaties for forgiveness, consenting
only to a reconciliation when he lay on his death-
bed? Ah! my child!{ I have erred too decply
myself to stand forth as a stern judge of the errors
of others. But, let us leave this painful topic,
and tell me, calmly, patiently, the substance of
the conversation to which you have alluded It
regarded your accompanying your parents to
town, did it not! Believe me, 'tis not from idle
curiosity I inflict on you the pain of a reply;
but I would fain be able to advise, to counsel you”

With a calmness, an impartiality that astonished
herself, Eva related the dialogue we have already
narrated to the reader, and then, without a single
comment, awaited her companion’s reply. The
latter, who had with difficulty repressed the deep
indignation it excited, replied:

“ Well, Eva, we must not be too hasty in our
decisions: but since your parents seem to think
your presence would prove so great a burden to
them in London, you had better not go. Here,
with your studies, your books, you can be happy
enough, eventhough your solitude will be uncheered
by a mother'’s cares and caresses.” A disdainful
smilo, despite his efforts, wreathed his lips as he
spoke.

“ But if mamma, from some particular motive,
should insist on my necompanying her$” asked Eva.

“ She will scarcely do that; but in any case I
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HYMN OF TIIE CONVALESCENT.
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can obtain our point by the excrcize of o little
diplomacy.,  Owing to xome slight scrvices I ren-
dered your brother, who is indeed a good-hearted
boy, theugh his better nature has been entirely
perverted by your father's carcless indifference,
your mother's ruinous system of indulgence, my
influence with the latter is great, almost irresistible.
That influence, which I never thought ef, never
valued till to-day, will for the future be exercised
entircly for your benefit. Tmust proceed cautiously
though at first, lest her suspicions should be
awakened; for even her love for her son would
yield to her indignation at being employed as a
tool for any purpose, no matter how laudable,
The ameclioration of your system of study, the
change of your governess, and a free alternative
for you to remain here or accompany them to
town, whichever may be most advisable, is for the
present all I can aspire to. Are you satisfied
with Mrs. Wentworth?”

“Oh! yes Though she is rather severe, her
strictness is always exerted for my improvement,
aud of course on that point I am equally anxious
with herself  In every other respect she is gentle
enough.”

“Well; Iam happy you arc satisfied with her.

To procure a trustworthy as well as competent

80verness, is at all times a difficult task. Re-
member though, Eva, if she is so uareasonable as
to require you to sacrifice that most precious boon
of earth, your health, to an insane desire of frcing
Your intellect like & hot house plant, a word to
me, and you will be freed at once. A disparaging
Temark or two to lady Huntingdon about her
fystem of teaching French in particular,—you
know her ladyship considers my judgment infallible
on that point,—a slight sncer at your pro-
Nunciation, will be enough; but I see you are
beginning to look anxious; I had forgotten that
Mrs. Wentworth will be expecting you, so I will
df:uﬁin you no longer. Till to-morrow, then, fare-
w .

(To be continued.)

HYMN OF THE CONVALESCENT.

BY MRS8. MOODIE.

Mr eyes have seen another spring,

In floral beauty rise,
And happy birds on gladsome wing
Flit through the azure skiea

Though sickness bowed my feeblo frame
Through winter’s cheerless hours,

Life's sinking torch relumes its lamo
With renovated powers. -

A
. Rhaa  SUVN OO AAA

AT AL AT A AR A AAAA AR AAAR VAAAA A T TR AR VR VAR LA AV VAT S VA AAAAAAAAAMAAAANAAANANNAANANAIAA A
AAAAAANAAAAAANA A NMAAAAANNAANNAN

Once mora on nature’s ample shrine,
Beneath the spreading boughs,
With liftod hands and hopes divine

I offer up my vows,

~ My incense is the breath of flowers,

Perfuming all the air;

My pillared fane these woodland bowers,

A heaven-built house of prayer ;

My fellow-worchippers, the gay,
Freo songsters of the grove,

Who to the closing eye of day
Warble their hymns of love.

The low and dulcet lyre of spring,
Swept by the vagrant breeze,

Borne far on echo’s spreading wing, *
Stirs-all the budding trees—

Again I catch the cuckoo's note

That faintly murmure near,

- The mingled melodics that float

To rapturc’s listening car.

While April, like a virgin pale,
Retreats with modest grace, :
And blushing, through her tearful veil,
" Just shows her cherub face. '

"Tis but a momentary gleam
From those young laughing eyes,
Yet, like a meteor’s passing beam,.
It lights up earth and skies: ’
But, ere the sun cxhales the dew
That sparkles on the grass,

+ Dark clouds flit o'er the smiling blue,

Like shadows o'er a glass.

_But ah! upon the musing mind

Those varied smiles and tears,
Like words of love but half defined,
Give birth to hopes and fears.
The joyful heart one moment bounds, -
" Then feels & sudden chill, )
‘Whispering in vague uncertain sounds
Presentiments of ill

‘When dire disease an arrow sent,
" And thrilled my breast with pain, *

“ My mind was like & bow unbent,

Or harp-strings after rain ;

I could not weep—I could not pray, -
. " Nor raise my thoughts on high, '

-
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Till light from heaven, like April’s ray, - o

Brokethrmxghtheanynky!‘ 4
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THE CHIEFTAIN’S DAUGHTER.*

BY MIS88 M, HUNGERFORD.

CHAPTER XIIL

WEAry and toilworn, ready to sink beneath the
fatiguo of his journey, with a heart beating with
alternate hope and dread, Francis ' Auvergne at
length approached the castle of Glenelvin. He
Paused as its lofty turrets broke upoen his view,
and for many minutes stood gazing on the noble
pile, the sceno of his fondest hopes, his most an-
xious fears ; perhaps, his Isabella was now safe
beneath its towers, perhaps, still in the power of
his vindictive rival; strange thoughts came crowd-
ing over his mind, as he contemplated the spot to
Which so long his weary steps had wended, and
felt that the goal was nearly attained; he longed,
Yet feared, to reach it, for well he knew the an-
guish his presence would bring were the lady
Taabella still absent; at length he resumed his
Way, and, ere long, was slowly ascending the gen-
tle eminence on which the castle was situated ; he
Teached the porter’s lodge, and as the menial, who
had passed his days in the service of the noble
earl, recognized him, and manifested much joy at
his return, he stopped to ask if the lady Isabella
Were yet returned. But erc the porter could reply
his hand was firmly grasped, and Malcolm
McDonald stood before him. The eager inquiries
of both were soon answered, and from Malcolm
he learned that no tidings had as yet been received
of tha lost Isabella, but that lord Robert had that
very day returned to Scotland with his German
bride, the fair Josepha de Lindendorf. Francis
Communicated to Malcolm the intelligence he had
Teceived from the Norwegian officer, and the
some face of the young Scottish lord grew
dark asnight as he listened to the tale. Was it
Possible that lord Robert was accessary to the
8bduction of his sisterf "Twas certain he had made
D0 reference to her residence at Lindendorf, and
if she were at the castle, or in its vicinity, would
9, after a residence of some time, have remained
Wholly ignorant of it?
After some consultation it was determined that
cis in the family circle, should relatohis adven-
and mark the effect which the relation of the
Orwegian's tale would produce, upon Robert and
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his bride. Were the lady Isabella in the power of
Gustavus, and Robert and Josepha aware of it,
some slight furtive glance, some start of surpri-e,
would betray it to the penctrating eyes clese
fixed upon them.

The reception of Francis was truly cordial,
while a thrill of disappointed hope pervaded the
anxious hearts of the houschold, to know that Lis
mission had proved unsuccessful. The evening
meal was over, and as they were gathered round
a sparkling fire, Francis was called on to relate
Lis adventures. He did so, dwelling particularly
on the circumstances of Isabella’s capture as re-
lated to him by the Norwegian officer, but he was
interrupted by the veteran earl, who, &pringing to
his feet, exclaimed :

“Father of heaven! my child is in the power of
worse than the Norwegian foe! that traitor to the
rites of hospitality, Gustavus de Lindendorf!”

“'Tis false, my father! bascly false! cried
Robert ; “have I not, but now, left the castle of
Lindendorf, after tarrying many days beneath its
time-honored towers? And were my eister an
inmate of its walls, think you I would not have
learned her fate "

“Robert I” cried the earl, “tell me truly, artthou
not the accomplice of thy worthless friend, in this
black deed, and if thou didst not aid him,in
tearing thy sister from her home § Hast thou not
perjured thy truth, to shield him from the just

- anger of those who would avenge her wrongs, and

tear her from him §”

“By my hopes of heaven I swear, that Isabella
is not at Lindendorf, nor ever has been within its
walls; else must I have discovered her! and I
would pledge my truth—the sacred truth of a
Soldier of the Cross—that Gustavus de Lindendorf
is now, and ever has been, wholly ignorant of her
mysterious fate. Say, my Josepha, is it not so?"

The lndy Josepha paused ere she replied; for
a strange conviction of the truth had dawned
uponher mind. The many days spent by her
brother in pretended hunting excursions, excur-
sions which were ever fruitless, she now doubted
not were protences for visiting tho lady Isabella,®
kept by him & prisaner. in some_secluded spot

*Continued from page 70.
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Was not an inmate of the castle, and attested her
ignorance of her being in the power of her brother.
Every eye had been fixed upen her, and ber in-
decision had been noted well, but the short silence
which followed, was broken by Malcolm, who
observed that it was most probably some mistake,
that Isabella had never been in the power of Gus-
tavus, and though both the carl and Francis at-
tempted to combat his opinion, he contrived by a
meaning glance, to silence the latter, andat length
sugeceded in convineing his father that the whole
Was an artifice got up by the crafty Norwegian,
to impose on the credulity of Francis, whose er-
rand had been betrayed to the court of the dis-
comfited monarch, by some unknown foe.

Francis, although aware that Malcolm was
dctuated by some design in thus rejecting the truth
of the narration, was yet incapable of fathoming
his motive, and somewhat piqued he retired to his
room, and although worn down by fatigue, he re-
%lved to leave Glenelvin at an early hour on the
fullowing morning, and seck that rest he so much
Beeded, in his far-off native home.

“Glenelvin no longer possesses a tio to bind me
it” he said ; “Isabella is far, far away, and even
Maleolm, who was to me as a brother, has treat-
ed e with contempt. I will remain no longer;”
?nd throwing himself on his bed, notwithstand-
Ing the anguish which rent his heart, his sorrows
&nd his cares were soon forgotten in an unquiet
Slumbey, A slight noise disturbed his repose, and
Marting up, he encountered the dark eyes of Mal-
alm fixed on liis pale,careworn face ; but ashe pro-
founced his name, Malcolm pressed his finger to
his lipe to enjoin eilence, and then seating himself
side his bed, in a scarcely audible voice, he

said

. “Francis, "tis but too true that our Isabella is
" the power of the base monster, we ever che-
Tithed as 8 dear and well-loved friend! The very
falsehood uttered by Josepha, but too surely at-
bested it. "Twas too glaring even for one of the
Use of Linderdorf, and nature shrank from its
g'wmnce. But much I fear they will apprise
Ustavus that his villainy is discovered, and thus
Ve will be prevented from saving her. For this
PUpose I secimed to doubt you, although I saw
© Pain I inflicted on your generous heart, and
Tuch Thoped that you would understand me, but
:’ :‘ndld not. I saw you were displeased, and as
8 all were retired, Istole to your side to
Ve your pardon, and consult with you, how bost
™may wrest our loved one from the ruffian
bands which now bold her in bondage "
\\M\""'\‘\\\.\M\v- _
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After more than an hour spent in consultation,
it was decided that Francis should remain a few
days at the eastle, to lull the suspicion which his
sudden departure, might occasion, and that he
should in a earcless manner, invite Maleolm to
visit Avignon ; the invitation should be aceepted,
and together they would go forth, first to Avig-
non, and from thence in search of the lost Isabella.
Malcolm had been as solicitous to deccive his
father, as to lull the irritation of Robert. The
earl was wanting in that prudent caution, which
alone could avail them in the rescue of Isabella,
and Malcolm knew that one rash act would mar
their every bope of success; and he wisely con-
cluded, that it were better to leave his parents in
ignorance of his intention, than to hazard the suc-
cess of the adventure, when one incautious word
might destrdy their every hope, while Robert and
Josepha were so evidently in the interest of Gus-
Aavus, On the morning following the arrival of
Francis, as the family of the earl were gathered
to partake of the morning meal, Francis declared
his determination of leaving Glenelvin within a
few days, to visit again his own lordly home.
The earl, who had learned to love him, almost as
his own son, strongly combatted his resolution.
Malcolm seconded his father's request, that the

"guest would prolong his visit, when Francis ex-

claimed:

“ Nay, nay, but I have already tarried too long
from the parents to whom I promised at parting
to return in one short month, and who must ere
now chide my long delay. But, my lord Malcolm,
why not accompany me to Avignon {”

“ Why, if you are resolved to leave us, as my
brother and his fair bride will now enliven Gle-
pelvin, I think I will even accept your invitation!
I would fain behold aganin my long neglected
lady-love, the beautiful Antoinette, whose charms,
to say truth, are still fondly cherished in my
heart.” .

“You had better be endeavouring to trace out
your unhappy sister,” said the earl, “ than seek-
ing amusement at Avignon! Alas! alas| my dar-
ling child will never be restored to her wretched
father. Oh! might I but look again on her, then
would I resign in peace this now hopeless lifel
Francis, have you abandoned all hope, that ehe
will be yet restored to usi”

“No, my lord! and it is to obtain the counsel
of iny father, as much as to revisit my home, that
I now ledve yoi; he, & powerful noble of a land
at peaco with Norway, may be able to dovise
somo means of wresting her from her captors, and
of restoring her to those whose auxious hearts
bave long mourned her bapless fate I
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nought but unceasing cffort could avail, and even
this was fruitless, for they found themselves still

* farther and farther from the land. At length the

night came on, dark and rayless, and, shrouded in
its sable folds, they almost felt their efforts all in
vain, Still they toiled manfully; but hours passed
by, the violence of the storm still increased, and
every heart thrilled with dark despair, as the
frail vessel came in contact with a large rock,
nearly hid beneath the waves. All was now a
scene of wild confusion. The vessel was fust going
to picces, and instant death scemed awaiting them;
but still they clung to life, and seizing with
despairing grasp the already loosened pieces of
the vessel, all who had not already found a watery
grave, threw themselves into the raging deep.
Not all were destined to reach the land in safety;
but among the few who did so, were Francis
D’Auvergne and Malcolm McDonald; but the
thick darkness prevented each survivor from
knowing his companion’s fate, and wearily did The
Tremaining hours pass by, to the shipwrecked crew,
Wwho felt the chilling keenness of the blast, as they
sat fatigued and shelterless on that dreary coast.

At length the morming dawned, and five only of
the unhappy inmates of the now wrecked vessel,
drew together on the desolate coast of the little Isle
of Ushant. The shores of Brittany were dimly seen
in the distance; but they possessed not the means
of reaching it, and they had nought to do but to
remain in their present cheerless state, until they
could attract the notice of some passing vessel,
and thus perbaps reach their homes in safety.

Without much difficulty, they collected mate-
rials, of which they constructed a rude hut, which,
Wwithout the aid of fire, proved a comfortable
retreat from the fury of the wintry blast; some
of the provisions of their vessel had reached
the shore, and although much injured and nearly
unfit for use, thankful indeed were they for the

scanty relief from the pangs of hunger which they
afforded,

Day after day passed by, and several vessels,
all regardless of their signals of distress, had passed
the island, and every hope of succor began to die
&way. Their amall stock of provisions was con-
Sumed, and they were obliged to subsist on the
fishes, which they at times caught from the neigh-

ing streams,

One only of the little band uttered no complaint,
or bore, in uncomplaining silence, the hardships
of their situntion. Malcolm McDonald, although
Perhape he had known less of suffering than any
of his companions, met the trials of their fate with
d.‘“nﬂen heart. His hand was foremost in pro-
Viding, as well as might be, for the more comfort-
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. able state of himself and comapanions; and, en-

couraged by his example, the others learned in
sonie degree to repress their munaurs.  Inured, as
he was, to sufferings, both mental and bodily,
Francis D’ Auvergne seemed sinking beneath their
power. He was wearied of endurance; and sighing,
as he did, to bask once more in the joys of home,
as well as to devise some means of rescuing Isa-
bella from his rival, his soul ill brooked this Lap-
less delay, if not the total extinction of each fond
hope, and his mind was in a constant state of irri-
tation and nervous excitemcnt,

“I wonder why it is,” he said to Maleolm, “that
I who have known far more of human suffering
than yourself, shrink thus from it, while you, with
quiet indifference, look calmly on our adverse
fate! Should not I, already trained to adversity,
now look upon it with calm submission, and you
shrink trembling from its ruthless touch? Tell me,
Malcolm, do you not think me Wweak indeed 1"

“No,” replied Malcolm, as he looked on him
with much of pity imprinted on every feature.
“No, you have already suffered too much!”

And Malecolm said truly, “ He had already suf-
fered too much!” and farther endurance was
taxing his powers almost beyond their strength;
but sustained and encouraged by his faithful friend,
he strove to fortify his mind with patience, and in
part succeeded, although his resolution often gave
way, and he almost wished for death to set him
free from a life so cheerless.

They had wandered one clear cold morning to
the 'western side of the island, and secure from
intrusion, were seated on the trunk of a fallen tree,
engaged deeply in discourse, alas! not cheerful
discourse ; for a dark cloud hung over their future,
when Maleolm suddenly sprang to his fect, and
shouting loudly, threw out the signal of distress,
—a white cloth, attached to a long staff, which
each of the company, when going far from the
tent, took the precaution to carry with him
Francis looked up and beheld a vessel passing
near, which had just emerged from behind a pro-
jecting point of thickly wooded land, while Mal-
colm held aloft his token, until he saw the head of
the vessel turned towards the island. It was evi-
dent he had been observed, that succor was at
hand, and he bade Francis hasten to swnmon their
companions to the spot. Francis needed not a
sccond bidding, but hastened on his way ; and ere
he returned with the joyous sailors, a boat had
recached the land, and was awaiting his return.
They sprang on board with gladsome learts, and
in a few days were landed at Bayonne, in the south
of France, the port to which the vessel was bound.
. (To be continued.)
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CAPITAL PUNISHMENT.
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“81 jo prouve que la peine de mort n'est ni utile ni nécessaire, j'aurai ggné la cause de I'humanité.”

~DBeccaria,

j‘It is almost a proverbial remark, that those nations in which the Penal Code has been particularly
mild, have been distinguished above all others by the scarcity of crime”—Shelley—Letters from

dbroad.

LiFE-pesTrovING Laws are the offzpring of bar-

barism,  Barbarism s the predominance of

P.hysical force, whose instruments for the repres-

tlon of erime are always attended with blood.

Asa people are debased in intellect, so are they

Subservient to their passions; and as they are

'}’bsen'ient to their passions, so are they destruc-

tive in their punishments. Thus the code of the

Wboriginal tribes of Europe—the Britons, the

Gnuls. and the Seandinavians—were almost wholly

fmposed of Penal Laws. Thus the laws of

me were more severe during the earlier stages
of her existence, than they were during her

Lenith 3 and Jess humane during the period of her

dccline, than they were in her days of prosperity.
t has therefore become a principle, supported
Y experience, that a sure sign of a nation’s

Progress in civilization, is, its ‘gradual abandon-

:::'\t of force for reason, both in its settlement of

a ‘onal disputes, and in its treatment of indivi-

¢ ‘;ﬂl crimes,  The history of England furnishes an

ei“}itmtxm. Her laws, from the eleventh to the

w&'. teenth century, were far less cruel than those

. ch previously existed ; and the criminal code

om(’m‘ day is incomparably milder than that of

¥ half a century ago. Start from the first

g’t"g’? of her history, and proceed to the last, and
Will be apparent in all, that as the nation pro-

8tessed in mornls, o the bloody cade was cir-

;“e':’fﬁbcd in its j}Jrisdiction; and that whenever

et a La}vs were increased, the nation was in a

Tograding state; and that whenever these
W8 were rigorously enforced, society suffered
Y 3 greater increase of crime. These facts lead

> t.he belief, that a decline of mere physical

\u:‘}:shmBnts co-exists with the rise of civilization;

4t laws must progress with man—that as e
m“stxcs subservient to moral persuasion, they
appeal to moral force.

MT}‘“" is a period of onward progress—the nadir
Ny :mt:loral age-—the commencement of & new
N @] “ 3 3 ”

reign, wmra, when right, not might,” ehall
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conviction and not force shall previil. § ~ See page 573, December, 1848,

It is ushering itsell in by Peace Socicties, by
Pentonville prisons, and by social reforms. It is
distinguished by an increased benevolence of
wenlth towards want, by an increased amount of
pity toward suffering, and by an anxious investi-
gation of every proposed change, which has
justice and humanity for its aim. It is a belicf in
these truths, apart from other considerations,
which compels us to think that the reign of
Capital Punishment is about to close—that no
apology will be required for re-introducing it for
considerntion, and that the proposal of its aboli-
tion will receive, even from opponents, a calm
and unprejudiced enquiry.

It is little more than twelve months since, when
we first drew attention to this subject, when we
first argued, “that Capital Punishment increased
crime—that it was cruel and opposed to the spirit
of religion—and that imprisonment for life would
bo more just and humane as a punishment, and
might be rendered far more effectual as a preven-
tive to crime.”* These views fortunately received,
shortly after their appearance, 8 somewhat fierce,
if not a very formidable opposition; some of them
were ridiculed, others were misrepresented, and
the truth of all was denied. Wesay fortunately,
because these attacks brought our arguments into
notice ; they aroused the friends of the abolition to

exertion, and they were the means of ealling our
first public meeting together. Having right upoa ¢

our side, every assault of the enemy only strength-

ened our position; and because truth lay in the .
doctrines of the abolitionist, they appeared, after '

every ordeal, clearer and stronger than they did
before. '

Immediately after our public meeting, a peti-
tion was drawn up, embodying the resolutions
which had been adopted there, and carried round
to our citizens for their signatures. The gentle-
man who kindly undertook this task, had only
sufficient time to wait upon a portion of the upper
classes, but even there, he obtained nearly six
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hundred names.  Had all been waited upon, there
is no doubt that a thousand would have bLeen
recured,  Subsequent to this, & petition eame here
from Smith's Falls, another from Perth, another
from Pakenham, and another from Sherbrooke—
all of these were prosented to the Iouse of As-
sembly, and copics were sent to the Governor
General, and to the Legislative Council.  In the
former branch of the Legislature, they were sub-
mitted to a Committee, consisting of the Hon.
Mr. Badgley, Solicitors-General Drummond and
Blake, and Messrs. Nelson, Holmes, Notman, and
Richards. A Report was drawn up, reconmmend-
ing the views of the Petitioners; but the chair-
tnan (Mr. Holmes) was prevented from submitting
it to the Committee, in consequence of the burning
of tha Parliament buildings. That it would have
been adopted by them, may be asserted with con-
fidence, as four are well known abolitionists, and
the fifth (Mr. Blake) was then strongly inclined
to support them, We deem it necessary to men-
tion those facts, becauss they may be of saihe
interest to the signera of the Petitions, and we
also entertain a hope that they will induce them
to renew these efforta immediately, as the period
18 rapidly approaching when the Legislature wnl\
be agajn called together.
" In the present article, we do not pmposc to
tetrace the ground we passed over in a fofmer
one ; hut simply, in the first place, to ndvance a
fow facts which have subsequently come under
.notice, corroborative of the views we previously
enunciated; and, secondly, to add one or two
additional reasons for demanding the abolition of
Capital Punishment.

The scriptural argument, as it is called, may be
Properly the first point for our consideration ;
we have made an extract, from an able article
which appesred upon it, in the Nova Scotian,
which will well repay an attentive perusal

Our object being to advance truth and destroy
error—to assist in abolishing a Iaw which we
believe has no foundation whatever in the Scrip-
tures, but, on the contrary, is adverse to the entire
8pirit of Christianity, we shall continue the dis-
Cussion of this question by answering the argu-
ments of these several writers. “G. D’ having
entered most fully into the question, we will first
turn to his letter. This writer adduces the old
Passage, upon which the oppoesition to abolition
mmnl ){cnds, as found in Gen. ix. § and 6.

your blood of your lives will I re-

qmre at the hand of every beast will I require it,
aud at the hand of man: at the hand of every
man’s brother will I require the life of man.
Whoso sheddeth man’s blood by man shall his
blood bo sheds for in the i image of God made he
man” The most gencral view taken of this pas-

eage is that it was merely predictive. A literal
translation of the ongmaly obrew has been thus
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given, “ Shedding blood of man in man, Lis {or its)
blood will be shed?”  Out of the thirty or furty
versions of the Bible that have heen publi-he d,
the majority hold that the word “man” was an
interpolation, and that the word “ehall 7 sLonld
be read “ will”  Wickliffe, in his tran-lation, feft
out the word “ man, " whil<t the Frenel, Geruan,
and Ttalian versions are said to have so inte A‘.rf!
ed it. Calvin and Paseal also interproted the
preposition “by” to mean “din,” and the latter
maintained that the passage took /mm wran all
wer over hix fellow-crealures. That we 1 uy
iave good authority for our assertion, however,
we will copy the following passage from un
eminent am{) {earncd living controver-ialist. R
ferring to the commonly received ver-ion, le
SAy8
“Not only is it not necessary o adopt this
tranelation ‘by’ uneqmvoc.nlly ‘nvelved in the
original, but the weight of the authority is con-
clusive against it.  That of the Scpmwn.t would
alone suffice, as it is not to he suppos<ed that the
seventy-two learned Jews of Alexandria, 287
years before Christ, would have misun: lersteand
the Hebrew cxpro\slon and their rendering into
ireek tranddated is, Whoso sheddeth o rman's
blowd, for his blood (l e. the blood of the slain, )
will have Jix own shed. So also the Sararitan
veraion, as rendered into Latin, hasit, pre Loniine
sanguis cjus effundetur, ‘for the man his blood
will be ghed’—While the Latin vulgate renders
it mmply ‘Qlucumquf- effuderit hnnnanum sun-
guinem fundetur sanguis illing'—¢ whoso sheddeth
human blood, his blood will be shed'—omitting
our ‘by man’ altogether; as indeed is done by
Calvinhimself; both practieally and theorctically;
a good friend to the punichment of death, even
for the crime of a difference of theologieal opinion,
and certainly an authority second to none with
our opponeuts in this controversy, who says that
the particle rendered in homine has the mere
force of emphatic amplification, and that to ren.
der it ‘byman’ ia a forced construction. And
Calvin expressly in his commentary on the whole
ge interprets it in rather a denunciatory than
in a merely legislative sense.  The pious and
erudite Le Clerc, than whom no higher authority
can he elicited of either biblical criticism or
Hebraic learning, translates it, not by, but amonyg.
¢ Effundentis sanguinem hum:m\nn, inter nomines,
ranguis effundetur'—* of the one shedding human
blond, among men, the blood will be shed,’ the
expression among men evidently denoting, in hu.
man socicty, under the order of Providence in
human affars.  In fact, in a note on the word, he
says that while some translate it ‘ per hominem,
i. e. through or by man, and that the preposi-
tion etk is constantly to be found in the sense
of per, yet, * in accordance with the most frequent
usa of the Hebrew language, it would have been
said BIAD ApAN, by the hand of man. Vet it
is always read BAADAYN, OF in. man or among imnen.
‘As in man, contmucsLe Clere, ¢ would smrcely
make any sense, wWe arc led to adopt the other
slgmﬁcatlon. among men ; whence arises a plain
ition which is the same as that of the words
mmcdmxely preceding, but more clearly ex-
ressed. God has said that ke will require the
ife of the man slain from the sla 1yer, among men
or among beasts ; he here more fully sots forth the
same truth when he says that the blood of the
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slayer will be shod.” A similar expression is used
in Tieelesiastes viil, 9, ¢ Dominatus est homo inter
homines in malum suum. It also often occurs in
the baoks of Moses, RAADAM OURABRHEMA, AMONE
men and bessts, as in Exodus xiil 2. But “ G D)
goes to the New Testament, in order to sustain hia
argument.  Let us look at his groundsz ; he quotes
the words of Christ to Peter, “Put up thy sword
2gdin inw his pl:\cc; for all they which take the
sword shall perish with the sword.” This evidently
referred 1o the actual existing law of the Jows, but
it dues not follow it was promulgated as the /aw
of Clrist. 'The mere fact of its being quoted by
the Lord does not give it his sanction.  Again,
“ @ D" gives us the words of Paul. “ For if I be
analender, or have committed anything worthy of
death, I refuse not to die.” Now here, Paul is
Simply asserting his innocence of any crime bring-
g hing within the existing laws of the Jews.
But does he by this give his sanction to those
Laws 2 Paul had been a Pharisce and a strict obser-
Ver of the laws—as & Pharisee, ho had persecuted
the Clristiuns, thinking by the act that he was

g God & service,  1is opinions on many points
had now clianged—Dbut in becoming a Christian he

ad heconie also & better citizen, He was called
o preach the Gospel—not to agitato as o politi-
Can. - As such, then, it was not his duty to disclaim
gainst bad laws, but as a citizen and a Clristian
A express his willingmess to suffer by the law as.
W existed, if he had sinned againstit” Whilst our
OPponents fail to produce sironger proof in favour
Ol retaining this ancient Zaw, we must denounce it
& unseripiural and barbarous.

We will also adduca the testimany of a few
eDiingng clergymen, holding similar views upon
“‘:‘-‘ subject :—* I have been thirty years in the
mmim'y," wrote Father Matthow, “and 1 have
Rever yet discovered that the Founder of Chria-
Uanity Lag delegated to man any right to take
away the life of his fellow man” - Tho Rev. Dr.
Mm])hy says:—*“I have considered the subject
(Capital Punishunent) long, patiently, and care-
fully, on Bible principles, and I have deliberately
adopted the opinien that the death penalty ought
% be abolished” The Rev. J. N. Maffit, a Wes-
yan, snys:— We join our voice in condemna-
Hou of 3 system (Capital Punishment) barbarous
“"‘.i condemnable, and at once unworthy of the
:el‘g’ion we profess, and the civilization we boast”,

When I firut approached the subject,” wrote the
Rev. . Chrictmas, A. M, F.R.S, “I felt per-
_te“.l)’ persuaded that the punishment of death,
“fﬂ{ﬂcd by the civil magistrate, was not only of
divine appointment, but of universal obligation.

38 becn gradually and slowly that this per-
Suasion has been changed. That it is an error, I
. Ve to longer auy doubt.” The Rev. Dr. Welsh,

Bapuist preacher, writes thus:—*I am well.

Ifl‘”‘%d with the opportunity of signing the Peti-

fe‘: for the abolition of Capital Punishment. I

éw"eu persuaded that there is nothing contained
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in the Gospel of Christ authorizing the infliction of
Capital Punizhment.”  We may add, that the
bead of the Catholic Church, Pius 1X,, is also an
advocate of this cause.

More of such testimonials might be adduced,
but these are sufficient to show that we arce not
without tha support of eminent, learned, and elo-
quent Catholic and Protestant Clergymen. The
mention of these names recalls to our memory an
article which we read a few weeks since in a cer-
tain weckly fanily newspaper; the writer of this
article said he was shocked to hear that any cler-
gyman should be opposed to such a mild mode of
punishment as hanging; and he gravely added,
that all thosc who did so were ignorant of what
they were doing, and were thus entangling them-
selves in the doctrines of “ free-thinkers and uni-
versalists!”  Listen to that, ye who have dared
to assert that it was unchristinn to hurl an igno-
rant wretch suddenly and unpreparedly before hia
Maker, and hang down your fuces with shame and
sorrow.  And, Father Matthew—don't profess to
be any longer a Christiun; Henry Christmas—
don’t dare to preach again from s Christian pul-
pit; Dr. Murphy—we charge you to write no
more sermons ; Dr. Welsh—you are no longer
worthy the name of a DBaptist preacher, now
that this startling discovery bas been made by an
editor of a weekly family newspaper, which must
place him, for the future, on a level with the great
nanies of Newton and Galileo t

Our opponents have had the christian charity to
charge us with infidel doctrines upon one or two
occasions, because we deny that the Mosiac penal
laws are binding upon us in the present day. In
their zeal, and with characterestic discretion,
thoy seem to ‘have forgotten the inconsistency
they exhibit in making this assertion. This Mosaic
code ordains Capital Punishment in thirty-three
different casce. If it is binding in the present day,
its supporters ought to recommend hanging for
breaking the Sabbath, for smiting father or mother,
for eating any manner of bloed, for blasphemy,
incest, and witcheraft. Such injunctions form a
part of that code, and if one portion is now in
force, all the others are equally so. But would it,
be believed—would it becredited at some future
day—that while these individuals contend for the
divine command of hanging for murder, because
it forms a part of the Mosaic code, they actually
deny the legality to apply Capital Punishment to
the thirty-two other cases, for which that code

. also declared that Capital Punishment should be

also appliedt 1If, then, we are infidels, for dis-
believing the applicability of the Mosaic cods to
the present age, must not they be both sceptics
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and hypocrites, who, while they profess an adhe-
Tence, actually rebel against thirty-two of its
injunctionsd Further refutation of this point is
Unnecessary, and the fact, that our opponents
never fail to bring it forward—although it has
been repentedly and successfully combatted—only
thows the wenkness of their position, and the
Stratagems they feel themselves compelled to
Tesort to.

Let us now turn to the history of the past year,
and see if it tells a tale favorable or unfavorable
to Capital Punishment. We propose to ascertain
this, by copying two or three extracts from the
hewspapers, descriptive of three exccutions which
then took place, two of which were in England,
and the other in Upper Canada:—

PickrockETiNG AT DEvizes oN TIE DAY OF THE
“XECUTION.~—On Friday week two decently-dress-
cr! nen, who gave their names as Kitchener and
chards, were brought before the Mayor and
J. R Bramble, Esq., at the magistrates’ office
In this town, charged with having been concerned
on the previous day in casing a Mrs. Taylor of
£15. Mrs. Taylor, who is the wifo of a sub-
Contracler of that name, Westbury, had, like
thousands of others of her sex, come to Devizes
0 witness the execution of the wretched woman,
becea Smith; and, by way of combining a lit-
e business with “pleasure,” she had under-
en a commission for her husband to discharge
& debt owing by him to a party in the town.
nluckily, however, the commission was not the
firgt thing thought of ; for it would secm that Mra,
aylor, having gratified heraclf with the exhibition
on the gnllnws, repnired with three other friends
to the Odd-Fellows Arms in Sidmouth-street, for
the Eour;me of obtaining some refreshments.
The Hhouse was full—erammed frll—as was every
% in the town that day, and among the company
Were the prisoners, who were playing their part
the passage-—pretending to be in a dreadful
Passion with each other—in order, of course, to
er around them a crowd. Finding what
®ompany she had got into, Mrs. Taylor wished
get out, but in order to do so she had to pass
¢ two prisoners ; and it would scem that whilst
ghe of them engaged her attention by accusing
T of pushing against him, the other slipped his
280d into her pocket, and took her purse, contain-
g in gold anﬁlver, £15. % % % ® * I
w;‘m: like a great many more of their caste, the
ole p ty had no doubt come to Devizes,
Caleulating upon & good day's booty out of the
E"diets of the thousands whose morbid curiosity
P:fl}“ght them to the dreadful scenc at the New
d son, % # # * One or two lads connect-
With the prisoners, and having articles in their
which they can give no straightfor-
'::;d account, have been detained by the police ;
s another boy, who came to Devizes with the
ol partics, has been commitied for irial on a
“::9" of picking pockets on the day of the execu-
. Morning IHerald

Thie next is an oxtract from  letter written by
les Dickens, and addressed to the Times. It
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gives a faithful and a graphic deseription of the
crowds who witnessed the execution of the Man-
nings. We hope the reader, if he has not pre-
viously read this letter, will not fail to do so
now :—

I believe that a sight so inconceivabiy awful aq
the wickedness and levity of the immense erowd
collected at this execution this morning, conld be
imagined by no man, and could be presented in
no heathen land under the sun. The Lorrors of
the gibbet, and of the crime which brought the
wretched murderers to it, fuded in my mind bifire
the atrocious bearing, looke, and lanzuaze of the
assembled spectators. When I eame upon the
sccne at midnight, the shrillness of the cries und
howls that were raised from time to time, denating
that they came from the concourse of boys and
girls already assembled in the best places, made
my blood run cold.  As the night went on, sereceh-
ing, and lavghing, and yelling in strong chorus of
parodies on Negro melodies, with the sub-titution
of “Mrs. Manning” for “ Susannah,” and the lize,
were added to these. When the day dawned,
thieves, of both scxes, ruffians and vagalonds of
every kind, flocked on to the ground, with every
variety of offensive and foul hehaviour. Fight-
ings, {’aintinyx, whistlings, imitations of Punch,
brutal jokes, tumultvous demonstrations of inde-
cent delight, when swooning women were dragyed
out of the crouwd by the police with their dresscs
disordered, qave a new zest to the general enter-
tainment. When the sun rose brightly—as it did—
it gilded thounsands upon thousands of upturned
faces, &0 inexpressibly odious in their brutal mirth
or callousness that a man had cause to feel
ashamed of the shape he wore, and to shrink from
himself, as fashioned in the image of the devil.
When the two miserable creatures who attracted
all this ghastly sight about them were turned
quivering into the air, there was no more emotion,
no more pity, no more thought, that two mortal
souls Md};one to judgment, no more restraint in
any of the previous obscenities, than if the name
of Christ had never been heard in this world, and
that there was no belief among men but that they
perished like the beasts.

I have seen habitually, some of the worst
sources of gencral contamination and corruption
in this country, and I think there are not many
phases of London life that could surprize me. I
am solemnly convinced that nothing that ingenuity
could devise to be done in thia city, in the sanie
compass of time, could work such ruin as one pub-
lic execution, and I stand astounded and appalled
by the wickedness it exhibits. I do not believe
that any community can prosper where such a
scene of horror and demoralization as was enacted
this morning outside Horsemonger-lane Gaol is

resented at the very doors of good citizens, and
1s passed by unknown or forgotten. And when
in our prayers and thanks-givings for the season,
we are humbly expressing before God our desire
to remove the moral evils of the land, I would
ask your readers to consider whether it is not a
time to think of this one, and to root it out.

1 am, sir, your obedient servant,
Cuarres Dickess.
Devonshire Terrace, Tuesday, Nov. 18.
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© The following extract, which corroborates the 3 with as little emotion as if it was a thing of cvery-

abave, we copy from an American paper:—

Tur Morats or Havciva—The papers are
lled with accounts of the execution of the Man-
Bnes at London, The ceremony was weleomed
¥ erowded swarms of dvpmvc.{ beings, such as
#ndon is eapable of furnishing, as if it were a
2rand holidav,  Seats in the houses and on seaf-
Sddirs commanding the best view of the gallows
Wete vaye rly bonaht at a grinea a picce,and printed
Bekety were ivsued, precisely like those to any
‘ ”l’d;nury exhibition.  Throughout the whole of
e previous nizht the area in front of the prison
Was occnpicd by theusands of rufiians and women
“thovs whe passed the imerval,up to nine on the
"'”‘.-\\'in: norning, with shorfs :m({ songs, and for
hany hours afiorwards the thoughts and occupn-
~ Yon, of the entire population seemed to connect
”“‘"M-X\'cs only with the reverberations of the
:‘n)m:xr;‘.l seenes. Scarecly was the moral exam-
! 3": ff‘h)'»l?tm\,.says a correspondent of the Com-
lm:: ¢ ':ji A rlw:;'{:.cr‘r, bcfn.ro a woman who had been
6y o the withesses of it, and who happened also
; (”;;L hamed Manning, \\':1<.Lmught up for threat-
17 L0 nupder a compunion who was alvo pre-
::11 tl;\ the crowd. They quarrelled on the #pot,
i) ¢ woman Manning pounced on the other,
nocking her down, ™ swore to have her heart's

. “:“;'wand to siring for llrr' at ]]ors{'nwongcr-laazc,
o -‘;me‘ drop as Muria Manning her name-
e he case investigated by the magistrates,

a w”_;'moly preceding this one, had been that of
Q) nown thicf who was convicted of stealing
by violence, “ during” the actual ceremony.

uA'f‘! in the following paragraph we may see,
““‘ n Canada, the same disgraceful consequences
“nd public executions :—

R-j{:"}'}‘fh Pexisusryr.—Smith. o private in the
s b’(‘ mizade, who was conw’ctcd and sentenced
" 1;1|llllli‘?'e(]’ at the last assizes of Toronto, for
rpor ':{ll.cr of his comrade, Richard Eastwood, a
g n the same company, suffered the ex:
ity Penaliy of the law, ot the west side of the
A ail, on Wednesday last.  About ten o'clock,
Rey s the culprit, who' was accompanied by the
'4‘L:.lm‘1dr' Grassett, ministqr of Slc church of
. gy vlﬂll(_l by the Sheriff and some officers
" Whie .-‘:' With the_gaol, nscended the seaffold,

l’ﬂrmc‘-‘s tempararily erected on the wall which
. k'ficuu‘ the ol from the green where the
“ the N“N}'"; al Showa are usually held. While on
iy [‘““‘l' 1, the unhappy culprit appeared quite
tionep 1o Colleeted, but very pale. The execu-
tiy ‘-il)lng placed the rope around his neek,
Where 't!" tuwards the edge of the scaffold,
: II«.\\‘,‘"“;“"]"’UQ speaking a word, he knceled
T after a few minutes which Mr. Grassett
t e 200 W Teading o prayer, in which all on

e

seafs "
Wiy ‘;i"‘]‘"]‘d Appeared to join, the fatal bolt
g, o JUrawn and the wretched man was sent

Wiue), {:St(md. After he fell he did not struggle
Mudy (‘)‘f he appeared to sufer greatly. Tho
the Xee Persons who were collected to witness
the trc,,,ht"’.“ was very large, and they looked on
Niry o WVith & carcless unconcern. We wero
+ Jringles ROlice among the crowd, o great many
%l g 20 of them respectable in appearance,
“ed to regard the demoralicing acono

RS TN

. Mannings ?

day occurrence—~1uvronto Colonist.

These are rome, but not all the scenes, which
Capital Punishment has favored society with
during the past twelve monthe.  We now intend
to enquire, whether they have really been attended
with those beneficial consequences, which are so
frequently contended for. The first of these, we
are told, is the terror they produce upon those
who witness their exceution, or who merely peruse
their deseription in the public printa.

There are two classes of persone—the virtuous
ond the vicious. The first cerlainly donot require
to be terrarized, but the effcet they have upon
the really intelligent of this class, who may even
consider them to bLe lawful, is to fill them with
pain; and with the remainder, who believe them
to be wnlamful, that pain is mingled with disgust.
If this is the effect upon the virtnous, what is the
effect upon the vicioust Is it terror? No. Is
it warning? No. Do they teach them to reform
their conduct ¥ No. But our opponents contend
that the affirmative ought to be used in answering
these inquiries! In all sincerity, in all candour,
we must confess our total inability to see the jus-
tice of their demand.  Was terror displayed by
the crowd who witnessed the execution of the
Was it terror that made them sing
songs and parody Negro melodies? Was it terror
which induced them to pass the night previous
to the excention, in fighting, and drinking, and
ghouting? Oh! ye who spout so much about the
beneficial consequences of Capital Punishment—
who preach s0 much about the example it gives to
the wicked—who contend zo doggedly that it
checks erime—we much wish that you could all
have been there on that day. We would have
liked you to have heard the brutal ribaldries, the
disgusting jokes, and the heartless allusions, which
were made by the crowd, to the awful scene they
were about to witness ; and then we would have
liked to ask you where all the terror layt We
wish you had also been present when the two
poor wretches were bronght forth, and saw the
hard-heartedness depicted upon every face, the
unfeeling expression of every cye, and that not a
single tear was seen, nor a voice of compassion
heard, when the prisoners hung quivering in the
air, and theirsouls were hurried before an avenging
God; and then we would have enquired, where
was the terror, where waa the effect of the exam-
ple, where waa the rign of pity, of fear, or of
repentance?  Publie exceutions have always pro-

dneed, and always will produce, the very oppoite -

of that which their supporters contend they are
designed for. They do not make men humane,
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but cruel; they do not throw a sanetity around
human life, but they destray it; they do not create
terror among criminals, but they do produce an
indifference towards life, and n recklessness to-
wards death! ‘

The repression of erime is a second advantage,
which our opponents contend to be a result of
Capital Punishment. Do the extracts we have
made confirm this assertion?  We ngain anticipate
the reply, and uncquivoeally answer—no. Cana
scene which brings pickpockets and burglars, and
perhaps murderers, together—a scene which they
run after with the rame anxiety as they would
for a fair, or the theatre—a scene during which
they amuse themsclves by singing songs, and
occupy themselves by picking pockets—can such
& scene be called a represser of crimef Could
the execution at Devises claim a moral character,
when its only apparent result was the appre-
hension of two men and a boy charged with pick-
Ppocketing ¥ Could the cxecution at Horsemonger-
lane Gaol eall itself a represser of crime after it
had brought all the cximinals of London together,
and enabled them to pilfer with comparative secu-
rity, and had witncssed the threat of one woman
to murder another, though she should swing in
conscquence from the same rope which was then
holding the lifcless body of her namesake§ And

. We further enquire—can any execution justly
claim better results? Is it natural, is it reason-
able to suppose, that an act which afford criminals
amusement, and enables them to commit erime,
can have a beneficinl tendency upon their minds,
and induce them to reform their conduct? Is it
likely that an act which has always created vice,
can lead to virtue! Is it likely that an act, which
has often given birth to erime, can sow the sceds
of piety ! Nol As well may welope to extract
cold from heat, or light from darkness, or purity
from impurity, as to expect that Capital Punieh-
ment will ever repress crime.. Oh! benevolent
Philanthropists, who try to improve society by
the gallows ! let us assure you that you never can
succeed—that you can never reform some men by
destroying others—that you can never make cri-
minals Christians, by hanging murderers |

We must now appronch the party himself, who
stands convicted of a capital crime, and consider
the abolition in relation to him. In doing this,
we shall firstly enquire the degree of punishment
Which is associated with the law in the cyes of
criminals. A love of life, on the point of losing
it, is instinctive to all, but there are, nevertheloss,
many, who, in life, bave no fear of death—whose
morals are so depraved as to be ineapable of
understanding the consequences of a deprivation of
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life. Among these are four-fifths of tho-c win

compose the class of crimimuls®  Their want of

education, their ignorance of religion, their desti-
tution of moral restraint, render them umible 1o
experience the solemn feclings of a pious man,
when he thinks of the grave. If death does
create a pang, it is not from a thought of the place
to which their Creator may consign thers, but for
the old associates, the old launts, uml the ol
amusements, which it will deprive them of. e
great majority of them have, upon enquiry, con
fessed their ignorance of the simplest trutis of
Cluistianity ~ Can we wonder then at the apathy
and the indifference which they display upon the
scaflold? - Ought we to expect that their punihe
ment, awful as it may seem to us, should have
any cffect upon them?  “ In nincteen cases out of
twenty,” wrote the author of Old Bailey expericree,
“there is no true repentance—most of them die
careless about their former mode of life, or of the
world to come.”  Surely then, if our belief of the
priceless value of a soul is sincere, we ought
scriously to consider the aholition of a punishment,
which cannot benefit the injured party, which does
not benefit the injurer, which is opposed to the
Bible, and injurious to the best interests of socicty.
If, for hanging we substituted imprisonment, these
evils would be removed.t 17, instead of hurrying
an ignorant sinner before his Maker, we allowed
him to live until his Creator saw fit to deprive
him of life, then we would show a greater respect
for human existence. 1If, instead of hanging a
culprit, we endcavored to reform him, we would
show a higher estimation of the value of his soul.
Let, then, society change the law, made, as it

® “ Those who make laws belong to the highest classes
of the community, among whom death is considered as &
great evil, and an ignominious death as the greatest of
evils, Let it be confined to that class, if it were prae.
ticable, the effect aimed at may be produced; but it shows
a total want of judgment and reflectian to apply it to a de.
graded and 1orctched class of men, who do not sct the saine
value upon life, to whom indigence and hard lalour are

~
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more formidable than death, and the habitual infamy of

whose lives renders them inscnsible to the infamy of the
punishment.” Benthani, Rationale of Punishment, B. II.,
ch. 13, sec. 3, p. 195,

t “ It appears, however, to me that the contemplation
of perpetual imprisonment, accompanied with hard
labour, and ional solitary confinement, would pro.
duce a deeper impression ou the minds of persons in
whom it is moro ewmincutly desirable, that that impression
should be produced, than even death itself.” Dentham,
Rationale of Punishment, B. I, ch. 13, p. 194. “licason
concurs with humanity, in condemmning punishments
of this description, (banging,) not merely as being useless,
but as producing eflects contrary to the intention of the
Legislature.” Ibid., ch. xi., p. 150, Deccaria expresses
similar sentiments iu his “Des Délits ¢t des Peines™
Ch, xvi,, p. 112, :
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was, in barharons times, and associated, as it is,
with barbarous consequences. Lot uy, secing that
the gallows fuils in all the legitimate objects for
which punishment is intended, substitute impri-
sonment for life, with hard labour and religious
instruction. We have the means and the power
to do all this, and humanity and christianity
demand that we do it. *I ask,” wrote the

late ordinary of Newgate, Dr. Forde, “ why exe- °

cute atall? Who shall say that the most hardened
villain may not repent? - Youth, health, ignorance,
bad companions, &, may lead a man to perpe-
trate the worst of crimes. The time, however,
may come when he will look back with horror on
Lis past transgressions, and repent in dust and
ahes. Lxecute him, and think of his hope of
salvation.  Why not leave him to God and his
own conscience ! Time, confinement, mortifica-
tion, &e, may restore him, and cause ‘joy in
Heaven” Regular labour—thoe ewects arising
from industry—the want of bad companions—all
combine to recover the lost sheep”

It may be said that Capital Punishment is al-
ready virtually abolished in Lower Canada.  But
that alone is insufficient. That is but a part of

what we require.  'We not only require that the

murderer’s life be spared, but also, that reforma-.

tory measures be applied to him. This aim has
not yet been properly striven for; but the lectures
which have been delivered by Mr. Sheriff Coffin,
Upon Prizon Discipline, and the excrtions of the
Commissioners in  the Penitentiary Enquiry,
Particularly of Mr. George Brown, lead us to
!mpe that the public will be awakened to the
mportance of this question; and that, ere long,
our treatment towards criminals will have a ten-
dency to rescue them from sin, and not to harden
them in crime,

In a former article, we briefly adverted to those
Countries where Capital Punishment had been
aholished. We adduced the experience of Tuscany
nd Delhi, of Bombay and Russia, of Egypt and

me; and from the success of these experiments,
We urged our countrymen to imitate these exam-
Ples. We now intend to add the testimony of
Belgium, which will likewise substantiato the
%asertion that Capital Punishment increases crime.

. ¢ copy this important fact from an excellent
little Treatise, entitled “ Thoughts on the Death
Penalty” by Chas, C. Burleigh: .

Oﬂ“ In Belgium the penalty of death, less and less
'l:‘“ nsed since 1800, though not in form abolished,
" n . °¢h practically ret aside since 1880, by commu-
'3’“101' all eapital sentences, to imprisonment at

in 183:1&’“:. oacph Hume stated in Parliament,
37, that he learned from the superintendent

A Prison, in which was a large number of capital
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convicts, that ¢ from his experience,” this measure,
‘tended greatly to soften the disposition of the
mass of the people” In 1826-9, with scventeen
cxccutions, the accusations of murder were forty-
five; in 1831-4, with 8o exceutions, only forty-
one.  Anofficial abstract of exceutions and capital
convictions in thirty-five years, heginning with
1800, shows, in the periods ending respectively,
with: .
' 1804 1809 1814 1819

Fxecutions, .. .......... 235 83 71 26
All Capital Convictions, 353 152 113 71
Of Murder,a...... ceee. 160 82 84 42

1824 1829 1834
Excentions,. . ovveeverennn. .o 23 22 none
All Capital Convictions, . .. .. . 61 T4 43
Of Murder,..... hereeeeaes 38 34 20

“ Whenee it appears, that as executions de-
creased, capital crimes  diminished; insomuch
that from over seventy a-year, of which thirty were
murders, when the exccutions were forty-seven
a-year—they fell to less than nine a-year, of which
but four were murders, when NONE were exccuted.”
Edward Ducpetiaux, inspector-gencral of the pri-
sons in Belgium, contends, in his “ Statistics of the
Death Penalty,” “that the punishment of death is
useless, unfit a3 a2 means of prevention, and can be
replaced by safe-guards more efficacious.”

This is the experiment, which speaks so (un)
“ favorably ” of the gallows, according to the testi-
mony of its zealous advocate, Dr. Cheever.

In conclusion, we again would solemnly urge
the abolition of this law, and the substitute of
imprisonment for life, with hard labour and re-
ligious instruction ;—Because we believe the change
would be more humane as a punishment, more
effcctual as a check against crime, and more
christinn-like in its character. It would be more
humane, beeause it would afford a criminal, life,
and at the same time, recure the safety of society.
It would be a more effectual example, because it
would substitute work, which the majority of
criminals fear more than death. And it would be
more christian-like, because it would recognise
the value of their souls, by affording them time
and opportunity for salvation!

J. P,

SONNET. E

When in disgrace with fortune and men's eycs,
1 all alone beweep my outcast state,
And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,
And look upon myself, and curse my fate,
‘Wishihg me like to one more rich in hope,
Featured like him, like him with friends possessed,
Desiring this man’s art, and that man’s scope,
With what I most enjoy contented least :
Yet in theso thoughts myself almost dospising
Taply I think on thee,—and then my state
(Like to the lark at break of day arising
From sullen earth) sings hymns at heaven's gate;
For thy sweet love romembered such wealth brings,
That then I scorn to change my state with kings.
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CURIOSITIES OIF NATURE.
TIHE SEXTON-BEKILE.
Tue sexton-bectle is about an inch in length; it is
of a black colour, and so fatid, that the hands
smell for hours after handling it; and if it crawl
on woollen clothes which are not washed, the smell
continues for several days. The sexton-beetle
lays its eggs in the bodies of putrifying animals,
which, when practicable, it buries in the ground.
In- Russin, where the poor people are buried
but a few inches below the surface of the ground,
the sexton-beetles avail themselves of the bodies
for this purpese, and the graves are picrced with

their holes in every direction; at evening, um-

dreds of these beetles may be seen in the church-
Yards, either buzzing over recent graves, or emerg-
ing from them. The sexton-bectle, in this country,
seldom finds so convenient a provision for him,
and he is under the necessity of taking much more
trouble ; he sometimes avails himself of dead hogs
and horscs, but these are too great rarities to be
his constant resort; the usual objects of his search
are dead mice, rats, birds, frogs, and moles; of
these, a bird is most commonly obtained.

In the neighbourhood of towns, every kind of
garbage that is thrown out attracts these beetles
a8 oon as it begins to smell ; and it is not unuzual
to see them settling in our streets, enticed by the
Brateful odour of such substances. The sexton-
beetles hunt in couples, male and female; and
Where six or eight are found in a large animal,
t1103' are alimost sure to be males and females in
equal numbers; they hunt by scent only, the
chase heing mostly performed when no other sense
Would be very available, viz, in the night.  'When
they have found a bird, great comfort is expressed
!’)’ the male, who wheels round and round above
It like a vulture over the putrifying carcase of
Some giant of the forest. The female settles on
1t at once, without this testimonial of satisfaction. "
The male at last settles also, and a savory and
Ample meal ‘is made before the great work is

gun.  After the beetles have appeased the calls
of bunger, the bird is abandoned for a while; they
both leave it to explore the carth in the neighbor-
hood, and ascertain whether there is a place suit-
able for interment; if on a ploughed field there

isno difficulty ; but if on grass, or among stones, 5,

Much labour is required to draw it to a more
Suitable place.

The operation of burying is performed almost
entirely by the male beetle, the fomale mostly
biding herself in the body of the bird about to be

ied, or sitting quietly upon it, and allowing
herself to be buried with it: the male begins by

£
4
4
2
4
/
4
2
4
4
4
4
4
7
4
4
4
o
4
¢
4
l
/2
k4
7
4
I
’
2
4
2
I
’
2
4
k4
4
P4
4
4
4
’
4
k4
4
I'4
¢
4
4
4
I4
I'4
4
4
4
¢
2
4
¢
¢
4
l
/
:
4
4
4
4
1
?
[4
4
§
p
g
g
p
4
¢
l
s
¢
;
g
¢

AP NS s L am e e

CURIOSITIES OIF NATURE.

SAAAAAAAARAA AAAARAATARTA NN SRS LA ST T A s

of about half an inch, turning the carth nut-ide;
his head is the only tool used in this aperation ;
it is held sloping outwards, and is exceedingly
powerful.  After the first furrow is completed,
another is made within it, and the earth is thrown
into the first furrow ; then a thivd furrow is inade,
and this is completely under the bird, <o that the
beetle, whilst working at it, is out of sighi: now,

N

e

the operation ean only be traced by the heaving
of the earth, which soon forms a little rampart *
round the bird ; as the carth is moved from he- !

neath, and the =urrounding rampart increases in
height, the bird sinks.

After incessant labor for about three Lours, thn
beetle emerges, erawla upon the bird, and takes a
survey of his work., If the fewule is on the bird,
she is driven away by the male, who does not
choose to be intruded upon during the impartant
businesa,

The male beetle then remains for abouy -

an hour perfeetly till, and does not stir Jund nor

foot; he then dismouunts, dives again into the
grave, and pulls the bird down by the feathers.

At last, after two or three hours’ more labour, '

the beetle comes up, again gets on the bird, and
again takes a survey, and then drops down as
though dead, or fallen suddenly fast aslcep. When
sufficiently rested he rouses himself, trcads the
bird firmly into its grave, pulls it by the feathers
this way and that way, and having settled it to his
mind, begins to shovel in the carth; this is done
in a very short time, by means of his broad head,
He gocs behind the rampart of earth, and pushes
it into the grave with amazing strength and dex-

terity : the head being bent directly downwards at *
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first, and then the nosc clevated with a kind of

jerk, which sends the earth forwards. After the
grave is thus filled up, the earth is trodden in, and
undergoes another keen scrutiny all round, the
bird being completely hidden; the beetle then
makes & hole in the loose earth, and having buried
the bird and his own bride, next Luries himeelf,

The female having laid her eggs in the carcase -

of the bird, in number proportioned to its size, and
the pair having eaten as much of the savory viand
as they please, they make their way out, and fly
away. The cgys are hatched in two days, and
produce fat scaly grubs, which run about with
great activity ; these grubs grow excessively fast,
and very soon consume all that their parents had
left. * As soon as they are full grown they cease
eating, and burrowing further in the earth, become
pupe. The length of the time they remain in this
stato appears uncertain; but when arrived at the
perfect stato, they make round holes in the ground,

digging a furrow all round the bird, at the distance | from which they come forth.
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STRAY LEAVES FROM AN OLD JOURNAL.*
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¢ T ey evening party was so much increased
;% the addition of our festive guests and the
o Prosence of so many zallant volunteers, that the
- hall beinzg filled to overflowing, the large oaken
Parlour was alsa thrown open for dancing.  There,
Waving aver the portraits of some of my uncle’s
Incestors, cousin Tom and Jenny had very taste-
fully hung the continental flags; and on a panel
Wbove the President's chair, where the royal arms
12 Jong rested undisturbed, & huge eagle was now
Seen covering the &pace with outstretehed wings,
Xing in its beak the motto “Liberty,” and
oling a crown disdainfully in its talons.
1exe decorations had been so promptly placed
there, that a1l were taken by surprise, and nothing
“uld oxeced the enthusiasm of the company,
e dcvicq, in particular, were so suggestive that
€y gave general satisfaction. There were some
SXeeptions however; for among the guests were a
% who Vel petty offices, at the disposal of
"¢ in power; there was the post-master of a
ne_'ghbouring town, who had doubtless before his
Mnd the late dismissal of Benjamin Franklin
oM 2 similar oflice, beeause he stood forth boldly
% uphold the people's rights.  And at night-fall,
iere had unexpectedly arrived an officer of the
'S customs ut Portsmouth, who stopped to
Make 5 friendly visit tomy uncle. But he seemed
1 take great alarm at the patriotic demonstration
% openly displayed in the house of the chief

3 well known that in their hearts they all favour
}e 800d cause.  But they dare not avow it while
¢ Issucs are doubtful, as they hold their posts by
¢ tenure of their loyalty; and freedom of will is
fss Prized by them than the gold and high places
OPpression. Thank heaven, the freedom of our
Untry doth not rest on such wavering and timorous
°d8 a3 these! we have bold and true hearts

good luck which brought him there at such a
Jjoyous gathering, and challenged his admiration
of her good taste in choosing such appropriate
adornments for the occasion, more especially
calling his attention to the eagle with its emble-
matic devices. It was plain to see the poor
youth winced not a litile under her sharp pleasan-
try; but he had not address cnough to retort, and
is one of those timid souls who are always afraid
of compromising themsclves by speaking their
thoughts boldly. T could almost find it in my
heart to pity him notwithstanding; she was so
careless of his feelings, and there was such disdain
in her pleasantry, that it was plain to perceive
he never stood farther from her good graces than
at that moment. I whispered a word of reproof
in her ecar, but she laughed merrily, and said
“the poor fool would not come a wooing again
for many a long day, she would be bound.” She
however gave him her hand for a country dance,
in which he figured to great advantage; but even
Jenny's returning smiles could not placc him quite
at ense, and very soon afterwards he slipped
quietly away, his example being followed by all
those whose sentiments were not in harmoeny with
he occasion.

But their absence was little heeded by any one.
Captain R. had kindly ordered up the small band
of his volunteer regiment, which gave us great
spirits for dancing, to say nothing of the addition

-

over, an infinite relief to the old fiddler, whose
arm was apt to get weary on far less jovial occa-
sions, not to mention the end mistakes he often
made before the close of an evening, occasioned
by repeated potations from a cider can, which was
always placed beside him, “ to keep him in tune,”
he said.

5
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My uncle and aunt were just performing a
* minuet, the fiddler playing his part solus, and
managing to keep up the tune with great propriety,

Mmongst us, ready to dare and to endure!
- Ut these inopportunc guests that came amongst
sg, With such dubious visages,—cousin Jenny

2’“"‘1 to take cspecinl pleasure in tormenting
m
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‘f“"gi«\traw, as did likewi=c the others, though it g of some half-dozen military beaux. It was, more-
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though the evening was far advanced; and we

% were all standing ready to take our places, and

» More especially the gentleman of the cus- : finish off with “Sir Roger de Coverly,” when a

n;n"’ Wwho hus long heen secking to gnin her  knock was heard at the hall door, and direetly it

- rour, though, it seema, with little chance of suc- é was repeated louder and more impatiently. It
¢

% She congratulated him so heartily on the 3 was an unusunl call at that late hour; the fiddie
*Continued from page 75. ’
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stopped with a harsh creak, my uncle and aunt
stood gtill, with their toes pointed for the next
step, and Cato pushed through the servants, almost
8weeping the piceaninny from Chloe’s arms, in
his mad haste to reach the door. Every cye was
bent in that direetion.

A tall, handsome young man entered, muflled
more than the season required, in a large travelling
cloak, and leaning on his arm a young female,—
slight and graceful she seemed, but her step was
timid, and as she met the gaze of so many cn-
Quiring eyes, she drew the riding hood closcly
Tound her face, and clung trembling to her com-
panion’s arm.  He whispered a word as if to re-
fasure her, and then asked for President W, with
Whom he had urgent business,

Every one of us in an instant comprechended the
Scene, My wncle is often called upon to perform
the marringe ceremony, for being a magistrate he
has a legal right to do so; and there are many
bersons who still maintain the old puritan notion,
that marriage is strictly but a civil contract, and
who therefore prefer the services of a justice to
those of a clergyman on such occasions. The
laws of New Hampshire do not require cither
Publishment or certificate of banns to render
the contract legal; but in Massachusctts, our
Custom of posting the names of the partics, puts
8 sceret marringe out of the question. My uncle’s
Mansion ‘stands on tho boundary line of the two
Provinces, and is mighty convenient for such fugi-
tives as have a mind to give their frionds the slip,
and think they are discreet enough to manage
their own love affairs in their own way; so my
Uncle is often obliged,—sometimes sorely against
his botter Jjudgment,—to unite a runaway couple.

Now here was a littlo romance enacting, without

“doubt; the bearing of the fugitives betrayed their

Secret; they were not of a common class cvidently,
Neither would any young people from the country
Tound choose such an unseasonable hour for their
Nuptials, All of us were in a state of charming
Cxcitement; but unwilling to embarrass .the
strangers, we turned away, and suffered them to
Pass in unobscrved.

The President, in the meanwhile, was placed in
Tather a false position, and felt his dignity some-
What compromised, at being thus surprised in the
3¢t of dancing before & crowd of young people,
When his services were required in the capacity of
R Rrave justice, But his dignified aclf-posscseion
naver deserta him, neither doos his somowhat pro-
Cing Rnllnntry, and to no woman is he more gallant

to his wifo; perhnps no ono oxacts it more,
he handed my aunt to her scat with grave
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of a profound bow to her stately courtesy; and
then returned to greet the young people who
waited in the hall, the man evidently with much
impatience. He spoke a few low words to my
uncle, who directly led the way to his library,

I was standing a little apart with eousin Tom,
puzzling my memory to reeall some distinet ji-
pression of the gentleman, for his features scem-
cd familiar to me. My uncle passed along,
and with a smile bade us both fullow Lim. T
was right glad in my heart, for T had a longing
desire to sce the bride’s face; and I knew he
wished us to be present as witnesses to the mar-
riage, the bridal pair having brought no friends
with them. When we entered the room, they
were already standing before my uncle; neithier
book, nor ring, nor formal ritual, were required ;
but in a silence almost chilling, they waited to
hear those few words—so brief, but full of mean-
ing!—which were about to link them in a bond
which death alone could sever.  The girl had
thrown back her riding hood ; she was pale with
emotion, and trembled so violently that her lover
was forced to throw his arm around her waist to
support her. I now saw her face for the first
time, and with what painful surprise. It was
that of a most dearly loved friend, in whose
happiness I had taken the warmest interest, and
with whom I had often remonstrated against this
very man, who now stood so proudly by her ride.

With an eagerncss which is always leading me
to commit some folly, I sprang towards her, just
as my uncle commenced his cxordium, and ex-
claimed:

“Lucy Gray, what madness has brought you
here”

Her lover turned angrily, looking as if he
could annihilate me, but I cared not for him—
well did I now remember him. I thought only
of Lucy, and she, poor girl, just lifted her sweet
eyes to me, and sank back in a state of partial
I thought she was dying, for I
never saw any one faint before, and in a great
fright I began to pull off her hood, while Tom
scized a tankard of cold water and dashed it over
her face.

This was enough to bring back her senses, even
had they left her more entircly; and directly her
eyes opencd, and a faint colour began to spread
over_her checks. She looked very lovely; ono
can scarcely fancy -any being more delicately
beautiful than she is, and sho las such a gentle,
sensitive nature, so affectionato and confiding,
It is strange how she was ever wrought upon to
leavo a-home where she was idolized, to follow

ity, not omitting the usual  ceremony 2 the fortunes of that stern locking man ! I begged
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her to come with me into an adjeining room, and
dry her hair, which Tom had so unmercifully
drenchied ; and as we passed out, Mr. E. said in a
low voice, and with much emphasis: )

“My dear Lucy, let me pray you to make no
useless delay; you well know we have need to
make most urgent haste.”

* But one moment, dear Henry,” she murmured,
with a faint smile. )

He still detained her hand, scemingly afraid to
triat her with me, and his looks were more cloudy
than became a lover at such & moment.  But he
suffered lier to pass out; I closed the door on him,
and we sat down alone together. There was an
awkward silence; ncither knew exactly what to
say, so I began to dry her hair and put fresh
powder on its and she 1aid her head on my bosom
to hide her tears, and T eould feel her heart beat
almaost audibly beneath the lacings of her boddiee.
Mr. E's impatient step was heard pacing the outer
Toom ; Lucy raised her head quickly, and said :

“Do not let us waste these moments, dear
H, I would fain justify myself, for I well know
that you blame me—that you think I have been
rash and undutiful.  But could you see how much
Thave suffered, did you know how long I have

loved Henry, and how faithful he has been to me .

in spite of injustice and opposition; even at times
¥hen T have treated him coldly, and been per-
saaded to give him up, his love had never faltered.
marringe was forbidden—he was driven from
the house; but is it right for me to sacrifice his
happiness to ill-founded prejudice
“Not so, dear Lucy; your parcuts can judge
better than you do, and if Henry is worthy of
Jou, they would not always oppose your wishes.
tne would set all things right, and you are
Joung ¢nough to wait; but my heart misgives
Me that you have been wrought upon against
Your better judgment, or you would never have
tken such a step as this. Oh! think of it, for it
1 1ot yet too late to retrace it.”

. “Tecannot, H,” she answered firily ; “my word -

B given, and cannot be recalled.  Besides,” she

dded, with a little hesitation, “ Henry has ac-

“Pled a mission to New York, perhaps he may

il for England; and if we part now, God only
W3 whether we shall ever meet again.”

“And far better that you should not,” T an-
wered, almost indignantly ; “ I speak no more of
"‘e lome from which you are flying; but think
You it i, scemly to desert & eauso which your
Bearest kindred lLiave so near at heart, to fiy with
e Who ix falwe to his country, and who is oven
f’;‘w _h"'t:uod in the councils of its cnemies? Ohy
1 fliad Yove cannot sway you, do not thus degrade

Mman .
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yourself in the eyes of all whose esteem is worth
of regard.” -

“ What have we to do with party strifes ¥ she
answered, and the colour rose to her cheeks; but
directly the slight spark of resentment fled, and
was followed by a burst of passionate tears.

My anger was instantly disarmed, and my
heart filled with pity.

“ Forgive me if I have spoken harshly, dearcst
Lucy,” I said, contritely, “and, believe me, I wish
nothing more earncstly than your true happiness”

“I do believe it,” she answered, with o forgiving
smile; “but indeed I am very sad, and at times
my heart misgives me, Oh! I could shed oceans
of tears when I think of my dear parcents; but I

cannot forsake Henry—it is too late to think of it.”

“1It is never too late to retrieve a false step,”
I replied eagerly; “here is a safe shelter and
warm hearts to give you welcome, and how gladly
will your mother receive you to her arms again,”

E, whose rapid step in the next room had
never ceased, and in fact became almost a stamp,
now tapped very cavalierly at the door, and
without waiting for an answer, threw it open, and
came up to Lucy, bis face sceming mightily troubled
and anxious. He took her hand, and without a
word led her back to the library. But his eye
rested fondly on her, and such a lovely smile lit
up her face when she looked at him; it minded
me of those sweet liitle flowers which they tell
us blossom on the brink of a volcano, As for
me, I was in no way noticed by him, and I cared
little whether he had any remembrance of me;
but my heart was full of grief for Lucy, and. I
scarce heeded that they again etood before my
uncle, and in a few moments were pronounced
the solemn words, “ What God hath joined together,
let not man put asunder.”

There was no gratulation of the new married

pair. Henry kissed his bride passionately, and -

hurried her departure; we exchanged brief fare-
wells, there were tears on her cheek, but n swect,
confiding smnile on her lips; aud from the depths
of my heart I prayed that her fate might be far
brighter than my fears anticipated. I distrust
that man greatly, and so do all her friends, There
is something einister in his face, though it is hand-
some, and if he does love her—and who could help
it ¥—there are many who think he loves her fortune
botter, for he wooed her perseveringly till she is
now eighteen, and hns come into possession of n
handsome estato, left by & maidennunt. And what
I could least of all forgive in him, ho has deserted
the good cause, and at the very moment when his
brave countrymen are arming to defend their
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libertics, he is bearing away his stolen bride, and
hastening to join a faction in New York. Toor
Lucy! she never did scem to comprehend public
affairs very clearly, snd T dare say he will- make
her believe he is doing exactly right.

The company were now breaking up, but I had
no xpirits to join them, so I pleaded a bad head-
ache in excuse, and went to my own room.  Both
head and heart were weary and oppressed ; T sat
down by an open window, aud the fresh sea
breeze from the distant occan cooled my brow,
and my car at times caught the faint murmur of
the swrf, rolling in upon the sundy beach. How
quietly the moonlight fell on hill and valley, and
the shadows of the trees lay like delicate tracery
on the smooth shorn lawn. It was a sweet scene;;
I could almost fancy myself in one of those Ar-
cadian vales, which Jenny had been reading about
to me, and was quite prepared to sce the lovely
form of Una, with her grim protector, when my
romance was put to flight by the merry voices of
our departing guesta, They were sallying out of
the hall door in great glee, as if mightily pleased
with themsclves and each other, and forming in
little groups, wnt talking and laughing down the
long avenue to the village road. Some were on
horscback, with a female mounted on the pillion
behind each one; and my imagination might have
transfigured them into the ‘knights and dames of
old romaunt, but the straggling musicians piped
forth « Yankey Doodle” in full chorus, and put all
my visions to flight.

There were tearful eyes in the DPresident’s
mansion this night, and many too among the
humbler dwellings of the country people round.

Several young men, sons of our farmers and
artisans, enlisted with the volunteers, and are
going to join Washington’s army, which is now
marching to Cambridge, where the head quarters
are to be. My uncle’s youngest son, Frank, a fine
spirited lad of eighteen, the darling of the whole
house, has also gone with them. Since the first
call to arms, his impatience to join the forces so
hastily mustered. could scarccly be restrained;
and the opportune arrival of.this fine regiment,
raised in his native province, seemed to him like
A special call of Providence. Last night, he asked
his father’s consent; it was given freely ; he “had
no right,” he said, “to withhold aught his country
needed in her dire extremity.”

When all the company had gone, and the house,
now go silent, was left to repose, I returned to
the pnrlour, where the family remained, for the
sad plensuro of exchanging their parting words

‘with Frank. The poor fellow paced the room

FArvin TR IR L AR

AR VAR T AN AR AU AR AR AR LA AAR A AN T T

2
4
$
4
2
4
2
4
4
¢

H
2
;
l
4
4
?
l
:
2
;
4
4
5
¢
2
4
5
;
5
/

?
:
2
!
2
!
¢
s
¢
!
{
:
4
{
:
|
¢
:
¢
4
|
E
i
%
§

i

A AR A A AR ARA AR
with moistened eyes, though he strove to look

very brave, and we all tried to seem cheerful, and
talked hopefully of the future, My aunt must
have felt it a sore struggle to part with this
Joseph of her affections; but she meets the trial
with a cheerful smile, and like o Spartan mother,
sends her son away wiih a blessing, aud a soleinn
charge to be faithful to his country and brive in
its defence. The clock pointed to the lcur of
twelve before we reparated; the donicstics 2ll
waited in the hall to speak with master Frank,
for they had heard with conternation that he wus
about to leave them. My wuncle called themw ir,
and opening the large Bible, he read from it some
passages aptly chosen; and then all kneeling, Le
offered the evening prayer, and most forvently
commended his departing son to the protection of
his heavenly Father.

We all went to our separate rooms with Leavy
hearts, such a chill seemed 1o fall upon the
Liouse.

*
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One door after another silently closed,

and old Pompey's careful step was heard lat
threading the passages to see that all was safe, !
Alight was long burning in Frank's chamber, and
I knew that the mother had gone there, to give :
ber darling boy the last loving words and afiee-

tionate counzel.

At break of day, this moraing, the whole liouze-

hold was astir, and the' drums at the encampment
were already beating for a march. But Frank

- was gone. IIe could not bear another farewell,

and he wished to spare the pain to those who

loved him so well.
saw only Jenny, who was in his seerct, and who
indeed had not lain down the night long. Pompey,
who had carried him in his arms when he was a
little baby, went along with him ; and with a pride
which struggled with his tenderness, saw him
welcomed by the colonel, and received by the
whole regiment with a loud cheer. Not one of
them, he insisted, could “hold the candle to little
massa Frank, for good looks, and he was beside an
inch taller than the best of them.”

The breakfast was a heavy meal in spite of all
we could do. Little Annie cried because she

could not see Frank again; and Jenny's eyes ¢

showed plainly how she had paseed the night
Tom tried to be witty, but failed entirely ; T could
not say a word ; my uncle and aunt began to dis-
cuss the late congress at Philadclphia, when old

Pompey returned, bringing a report of Frank's

departure, and this gave us all an excuse to tum
to the subject nearest our hearts, and so we talked
about lim moro cheerfully than could have been
oxpected. Wo missed his gay laugh sadly, as
wa went about our morning cmployments; but

So he rose very early, and
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Jenny read alond some history of the old Qrecian
Victories, which mightily revived our spirits, and
seemed a prophecy of what our own Urive arms
may vet aceomplish. Then we bethought our-
felves 1o sot about and wark a pair of colours for
Prank, who las the promise of an ensigney to
begin with, S0 we got leave of my aunt to go
Mummage her ald oaken trunk, which we well
knew to be stored with choice bits of silk, and gold
thread and tlosses, and whatever clse we should
ticed,
‘ This trunk is a great piece of antiquity, and
5 held as a sort of heir-loom in the family, It
15 of lyge proportions, covered with red moroceo,
oW somewhat dingy, and studded thick with
brass headed nailg, which Clhloe now and then
takos q faney to brighten up with great lustre. It
Mands in a large entry, at the head of the broad
*airease, and the key never leaves my aunt's
Pocket, exeept on special oceasions.  There are
many Jegends about this trunk, for it has scen
df\'crs fortunes within the last century. It was
g!\’(‘n 10 my great-grandmother, W., on her wed-
ding day, well filled with rich dresses, brocades
and sating, and fine laces, Sho was the daughter
ofq wealthy Loadon merchant, and tradition 8ays,
T dowry was a heap of gold her own weight, it
07 placed in the seales and balanced against
]l(‘.rsclf, If such was the custom now, I am
ﬂ““king it would not be the handsomest damsels,
Tt thye heaviest, who were chosen for brides! If
MY great grandimother’s father had been more
hary of i gold, perhaps more of it would have
e down with the old trunk to our day.. So
Ny was saying to me, and as we laughed over
the g story, I sat down and wrote the following :
;‘;::if‘:mns old trunk came over the seas,
. P and borne down by inany a breeze;

“\:"“ onee iiled with treasures right precious I trow,
tthe bride and the treasures, oh! whereare they now?

E:'ﬁ”m first bloom of youth from h.cr check passed away,

o “‘:“'(\ meddling knave, sowed her tresses with grey;

Sl 0 :)’ from the home where her childhood was blest,
With the free, to this land of the West.

The trung:

Al

Aun

still remains, but the gold stayed behind,—

:l‘:"e the pure gold of the heart and the mind;

oul er daughters, if weighed for their dowry, I deem
4 500n fing the empty scales kicking the beam.

ut y

“;"ho cares for the dross? we have enough still,—

‘¢ blesstngs of plenty and freodom of will; '
@ Tandam's glirewd scnse, and her beauty in sooth,

® Men flageer not, and our mirrors spoak truth,

I ]l.’ul w
0\'03- my 8l
8 horgg
!"ftking
U3, W

ur g

ritten thus far, and Jenny was looking

1ulder mightily amused, when wo heard
Balloping up the avenue in hot haste, and
outof the window, I saw aman dismount-
0 We know must be a bearer of despatches
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tomy uncle.  He brought an oflicial message from
the provincial congress of Massachusetts to my
wnele, setting forth the state of public affiirs, and
the excitement which every where prevails. The
President was exharted to use all his influence in
raising troops within his jurisdiction, to reinforee
the ,army now cncamped at Canibridge, The
congress have disallowed the authority of General
Gage, who remains shut up in Boston, with nn
authority beyond it, and though he has proclaimed
martial law in Massachusetts, his threats are defied
and ridiculed.  Men grow bolder as they are
threatened and coereed ; and though gracious mes-
sages are still sent to the king, and reconciliation
is talked of; as if desired and possible, the sight
of the two armies, frowning at each other, doth
not much look as if they would shake hands and
be at peace. The news is on the whole cheering
to our prospeets, and yet it makes our hearts sad
when we think of poor Frank ; how many dangers
surround him, and how soon he may be called into
active service.

June 16th, 1775.—~We have wrought so dili-
gently on the colours for our young ensigm, that
they are now finished and ready to be sent to him.
Jenny threw aside her romances and her poetry,
and set to work with all her heart, and my aunt
took great pleasurc in 2iding ‘us with her good
taste and skill ; even little Annie, when she could
do nothing else, would thread needles for us.
Truly, it is very beautiful, and we look at it with
much pride; the azure ground, emblematic of
hope; the eagle expressing fréedom; the wreath
of laurel, and the motto, “ Freedom and Union,”
all wrought with gold and silver threads and
divers rich colours, and with cach thread was
woven fond wishes, and prayers for success and
victory.

It has been. unfurled, to the admiratton of all

the country round; and to-morrow will be sent .

forward to the camp, with some fresh recruits,
that have beeh lately raised. Old Pompey has
obtained leave to go along with it, to “give it safe
into young massa's hands,” he says; and traly, I
believe the warm hearted creature would risk any
fatigue, or run into any danger, just to look into
* young massa’s” face again. He will go freighted
with many comforts, unknown to camps, for the
abscnt boy; with many fond tokens of remem-
brance, .and love messages cnough to fill the
largest snddle-bags in the country, if such things
could be made tangible and reduced to weight.

Wae have heard from Frank but once since ho
left us; he was in high spirits, full of courage, and
longing for nctive service. Genernl Howo hag
entrenchied the maiu body of his anny on Bunker's
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Hill, and another division is strongly fortified on
the Neck leading to Roxbury.  Our army in full

. . . P . .
siht, lies on both sides of Charles viver, sweeping

along from Cnmbridge, covering the high grounds
at Roxbury, and stretehing to the heights of Dor-
chester, which are strongly fortified ; a circuit of
at least twelve miles. And there they lie, the
two armies, like the great giants, Gog and Magog
of old, grinning deiiance ut each other.
how many hearts will ache at the first battle
sound!

Jemny vexes herself about Frank more than 1
believed her light hearted nature would do for any
one in like circumstances. But Tom langhs pro-
vokingly, and says poor Frank is but a cef's paw,
or u sluice through which ber tears may flow un-
marked for another gallant youth, who has gone
to join the rebels.  Jenny blushes so prettily, that
I shrewdly thipk there is some ground for his
saucy badinage.

1 have been writing on, as if I had not a care in
the world, and yct I am very sad at times, My
father has written me from S , and he scems
to feel very lonely, and to look on his affairs with
a troubled eye. Our brave town of Boston scems
most specially marked out for royal vengeance,
and since the port is shut up, and all business
stopped, there are few merchants who do not feel
that they hold their properties by a very uncertain
thread. But yet there is not one, who will not
sooner give up all, than relinquish the just rights
of a citizen. My father has taken a house at S—,
for he caunot return to Boston, if he would, in
these times; and though my aunt Molly, the
kindest of old maids, ia thero looking after. the
house-keeping, I feel that he will greatly need
me, and that I can cheer him up, and make him
feel more comfortable than auy onec clse. We
must all help to bear the burden in these trying
times ; and with a right cheerful heart I am ready
to take my share of crosses and tribulations, for
the sake of the good cause.

Cousin Ralph and Kate gave us an agrecable
surprise yesterday, by riding over unexpectedly
to visit us. They have cheered us not a little, for
Frank's absence makes a sad blank in our home
circle; and we shall insist on keeping them here
for a week atleast. My father will be here at that
time, and we may probably all leave together;
my father and I tarrying a brief time at H—
on the way to our new home.

.
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NAPOLEON AND HIS sxsi'uu.

L AR AR S S A

ANXND IITS SISTER,

NA [’OL] ()\'

T emperor had reached the zenith of his pros.
e was iakine kings with as much ease
as he was making marshal. Muorat had jus
been transferred fiom the Grand Duchy of Berg

to the throne of Naples, when one mominz a car-
riage drove into tuy cowrt-yurd, and a fudy alighted

from it, “Al, Miscricorde!™ T exclaimned, it is
. (Madame Borghese, the beautiful Tauline Bona.
p.ntc) I was hastening down stuirs 10 reccive

her with all dus ceremeny, when happening to

9

S e ea A

et et e

+ hier imperial highness the Princess de Guastalla

pass a window which lookul out 1o the carden [0

beheld advancing towards the }lf:\)rl,——\\u(} but
the emperor himself. e rang at @ back doar,

usually appropriated to the servants, and entered,

He was, T think, accompanicd by Berthier. Tlere
was a rencontre |
I might, perhaps, have feizned not to reconiize
the emperor, but with a most imperative ge-ture,
he beckoned me to him.
the right abnout, and leaving the princess to finl
ber way to the drawing-room unatiended, T hur-
riedsto the emperor.

“Prince,” raid he, as soon 13 I was in bis pre-
sence.  “I know that my sister wishes to spenk
with you. Show me into an adjoining room,

where I may hear lier break ber thunderbolts,
Say what you can to appease her, but dv not
Go to her quickly—he -

pledge me for anything.
will never forgive you for keeping her wuiting”

It was Scylla aud Charybdis! |

I therefore tumed 1o |

I thought of the fatal position of Germanicus |

with Nero, in Racine’s tragedy, in the scene in
which Junie complaina to the former of the
cruelty of the latter. I had prepared myself for

a most violent reception, but all my expectations

fell short of the reality. The princess, as soon as

che saw‘me, taxed me with my want of respect,
and complained of not having found me waiting
to receive her at the door of my hotel. This first
ebullition of ill humor being exhausted, I said:

“ Madam, if your imperial highness had been
pleased to give me notice of your intention to
confer on me this' fionor, I should undoubtedly
have observed the due etiquette. But as Iam
not endowed with prescience, it was only a few
minutes ago that I learned from my servants that
the 'sister of our august monarch was in my
house.”

. “His sister, sir| rather say an unfortunate, a
forsaken, a miserable slave!”

“Is it poesible, madam, that enjoying as you
do the favor of his imperial majesty, you can have
any cause of complaint ”
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“Tisfavor!  What a mockery ! Does he show
his favor by degrading me t”
“No, madang, but by having elevated you to

the dignity of an imperial princess, by haviug

cnferred on you the Duchy of Guastalla, and
united you to a Roman prinee I”

An illustrious
1 have indeed reason to eongratulate my-

“A rilliant marriage, truly !
rank !

self whoen [ see Caroline a queen, my sister-in-law

3 queen, and then, Josephine's daughter a queen,
9F an the point of becoming one: and I suppose
there is o kingdom in store for Jerome's wifel
lfliz:\, too, will be crowned by and by ; whilst I
b nothing——hear me, Prince Cambaceres,  Go
IMmediately to Bonaparte, and tell him, that if he
does not ruise me to the dignity of a queen, I have
8 terrible venzeance in reserve for him.”

. " But which your sisterly affection will not per-
it You to inflict,”

* My affection! I hate him—he is & monster.”

“Hush!, princess!” 1 exclaimed, with some
flarn,  « Know that in France walls have cars.”

“T care not—I defy his police—and I would
tell him all T have said to his face. I will seek
Tefuge iy Fngland, or he shall. perish by my
hang»

I became more and more alarmed, and I was
2bout to reply, when the emperor eaved me the
touble, 3, opened the door, and presented him-
8lf to the princess.

“Maniac!” he exclaimed, “ you shall not go to

“gland but to Clarenton.” .

. “Ah! 50 you have followed me,” she said

Then you thought. I really intended to throw
::)isdf into the Scine, as I threatened! I have
fed]e kere to request Prince Cambaceres to inter-

de for me.—Now, my dear Napoleon, I must
:;:’e & crown. I don't care where it is. Make
'wulqut‘en of Portugal—or Denmark, what you

~I would even reign in Switzerland or in
]m:f:l‘m) matter where—but a crown I must
- Am I to be the only one of the famiiy who
€3 1ot wear onel  Oh, Napoleon! your unkind-
oS will kill me 1"
km\:;ith these wcfr(.is, she burst into a flood of
i"‘pc;- i The capricious beauty .lm(! ch.nnged her
repr, .'0113 tone to one of snp?hcatlon and t:ender
mos:‘;'d.!.« T!xe Princess Pauline was certainly a
npbe"&scmatmg woman; but z}t that moment she
Oul‘i red to be more charming than ever.: I
. hot wonder at the nsccndam:y‘ he gained
rage. l:‘-cmg)cror. He was at first in a violent
' but his anger was gradually soothed, and
" Pawline stopped short in her appeal to bim

Urst into teurs, he advanced to her and said .
“ctionately....
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NAPOLEON AND IS SISTER.
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“ My dear sister, why are you not satisfied?
I am deing all 1 enn for you. Kingdoms cannot
be created at my will.  Besides, your husband is
not & Frenchman.”

“ Let me have a divorce, then”

* Jleaven forbid!”

“ 1 will be a queen, or I will go to London.”

“ You shall go to Vincennes,”

“1 defy you! I will strangle myself as 1
enter.” .

1 know not what circumstance was recalled to
Napoleow’s mind by this threat! but his brow
lowered, his eyes flashed, and he bit his lips till
he almost drew blood; and then in a voice falter-
ing with emotion, he exclaimed: “ So much the
better, madame. You will rid me of & termagant,
whom I find it more difficult to govern than all
Furope together! T sce that you are only to be
ruled with a rod of iron. I therefore command
you to go immediately to Madame Mére, and
there await the orders which the Prince Arch-
Chancellor shall deliver to you from me.”

“Then will you make me a queen? I must be
crowned.” N

“ Really, Pauline, to hear you, one would ima-
gine that I had wronged you of your right of suc-
cession to the late king our father.”

I had never before known the emperor to have
recourse to this sort of pleasantry, but I often
afterwards heard him employ similar language.
On the oceasion which I have just becn deseribing,
this good-humoured touch of satire had an excel-
lent effect. Pauline blushed, and a rapid glance
at the past reminded her of her humble origin,
contrasted as it was with the high rank to which
her brother had raised her. A sudden change was
effected in her feelings; she hung down her head,
and was evidently mortified and ashamed. Na-
poleon asked her whether she had come alone.
She named one of her ladies, I do not recollect
whoin, and said she was waiting in another apart-
ment. ’

“ Let her come in,” said the emperor.

1 rang—the order was given, and the lady ap-
peared. The emperor directed her not to lose
sight of the Princess Borghese, and then, turning
to me, he added: “ Let us retire to your cabinet.”

“I am at your majesty’s disposal,” replied I;
but permit me first to obeerve the ceremony due
to the princess” .

“Well, welll only be quick!"

He proceeded to my cabitiet, and I escorted
the princess to her carriage. As soon as I had
got rid of her, I flow to wait on the emperor. I
found him walking about the room with burried
steps. ‘
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* Well, prinee!” said he, as soon as I entered,
“thie is one of the thousand disagrecable seenes
which, tyrant as they sy I am, Tam compelled
to endure.  This moming Pauline came to e,
commenced an altereation, assumed animperative
tone, and ended by threatening to drown herself.
Sccing the excited state she was in, and knowing
her violent temper, I became alarmed.  She left
me; I followed her, and as soon as she stepped
into her carriage, I took possession of the first
cabriolet I saw standing in the court-yard of the
Tuilleries. She drove across the bridge; I sus-
pected she was coming to you—1I entered by your
back door; and you know the rest. A crown for
a Borghese! Such a proposition would excite an
insurrcetion in the army! The Borghese are of
pure blood-royal, I know, but the kings of my
creation must be of my own blood, and must have
received the baptism of the sword. Iowever, I
am anxious to soothe Iauline. Her husband
shall be made governor of Picdmont. Tell her
this from me; and, morcover, that T will give her
a million franes to clear off her debts and re-set
her diamonds. A million francs! What a sum,
How much happiness it would diffuse if distribu-
ted! Ah, prince! What a cross is a numerous
family to a man like me! I have always envied
the happiness of Melchisedech, who never knew
father, mother, brother, and, above all, sisters.”

THE PROVIDENCE OF GOD.

Lo the lilies of the ficld,

How their leaves instruction yield !
Hark to nature’s lesson given

By the cheerful birds of heaven!
Every bush and tufted tree

Warbles sweet philosophy ;

* Mortal, fly from doubt and sorrow ;
God provideth for the morrow |

“Say, with richer crimson glows

The kingly mantle than the rose .
Say, have kings more wholesome fare
Than we poor citizens of air §

Barns nor hoarded grain have we,

Yet we carol merrily.

Mortal, fly from doubt and sorrow,

God provideth for the morrow |

" “One thero lives whose guardian eye
Ghuides our humble destiny ;
One there lives, who, Lord of all,
Keeps our feathers lest they fall:  ~
Pass we blithely then, the time, )
Fearless of the snare and lime, )
Free from doubt and fuithless sorrow
God provideth for the morrow I
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THE STUDENTS' DUEL.
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TIE STUDENTS DUEL.

I A

Tins duel oceurred in a German university town;
the names here given are fictitious, the real names

being withheld for various rea-on<; the circum-

stances, however, are strictly truc.

The cause of the following melancholy tragedy
was a woinan, an opera dancer, posse~ing but a
moderate share of taleut in her vocaiion, but many
personal graces; she was alxo as artful and cun-
ning as she was Leautiful,

Her house was open to all the gay wnd idle,
and the wild and dissiputed young men frequent.
ing the University, she looked upon as hier spoil,
From them rhe gleancd a rich harvest, for many
claimed to belong to the proudest fumilies in
Germany. To her natural beautics she addad the
capricious and flattering graces of the coqueite;
and she also possessed the deccitful and dugerons
art of inspiring sceveral suitors with viclent attach-
ments to her person at the same time. The Jewish
King's description of persons of her elass cannot
be surpassed for fidelity :—

“The lips of a strange woman drop as a honeycomb, and
her mouth is smoother than ¢il,”

“But her end is bitter as wormwood, sharp as a two.
edged sword.”

“ Her feet go down to death, her steps take hold on hell,”

Among the many who paid their devotions to

he shirine, were two students, named Zabern and

Ritter, and each believed he was the favoured
object of her choice ; they of course regarded cach
other as inveterate foes. These young men became
her dupes; and she fostered their mutual dislike,
it is supposed, without reflecting upon the results.
Very little was requisite to blow their pent-up
and heated rancour into open hostility—and the
crisis soon came. Zabern mceting Ritter or the
stairs leading to her apartments, inquired in a
haughty manner the nature of his business there;
and the reply being equally haughty, a Llow from
Zabern's cane struck Ritter to the ground. After
some further altercation, they parted to meet aguin
in & valley near the town, to fight until the death.

The following is a description of the murderous
affair:— )

A circle is drawn upon the ground, the dimen-
sions having been determined upon by the parties,

When the principals are in the circle, they are
not allowed to retire from it, nor permitted to fire
until the signal is given.

Immediately after the signal, they are permitted
to fire at diseretion, wheu they like, and also at
what distance they like within the circumforence
of the ring, but on no pretence can they put a foot
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THE BREEZY HILLS FOR ME.
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utside of it without violating the laws of the $
duel,

Let us suppose the prineipals armed, and in the §
circle anxiously waiting for the signal, and glowing
With hatred and revenge. Near the cireunaference
of the ring, and oppuosite to each other, stoad the
two principals, and upon hearing the word “ fire,”
Ritter took aim and shot his ball into Zabern's
chest, wha staggered a fow paces, but did not fall.
By an effure almost superhuman, he turned slowly
round, deaih strongly marked in his face, and
Maggered up 1o the place where Ritter stood
With his arns folded, who waited his fate with
Apparent com posure. .

With eateulating cruelty, Zabern pressed the
muzzle of his pistol against the forchead of Ritter,
Wl grinning a ghastly smile of mingled hatred
and revenge, was in the act of pulling the trigger,
when death arrested his finger, and uttering one
lou| agonizing seream, he fell back upon the earth,
the Weapon exploding harmless in the air,

Doubtless the advocates of duelling will applaud
the wnshaken firmness of Ritter. Listen to the
nd—Though his opponent was dead, yet Ritter
Moved not; there he stood in the same fixed atti-
tude; the only mark upon his person was, like
Cain's, upon his brow. Zabern's pistol had left

"¢ impression of its muzzle—the dead man's
Taud was there. Physically, he had sustained no
hurt, Lt mentally was he wounded past alf re-
‘mption.  The few short, fleeting moments of
the duel, hiad crowded within their narrow compass
u.‘e Withering effects of an age. The intensity of
1* feclings in his trying situation had dethroned
“"’ Feason, and from that hour he walked the earth
statue of a man.”

’
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TO THE SNOW DROP.

Pull oft, e poet has essayed to sing
1y merits, simple flower, nor quite in vain,
Yet not to thee may I devote the strain,
f eulogy ; but to that glorious King, *
10 bids thy silver bell his praises ring,
And doth thy leaves so delicately vein;
laking thee meek and modest through thy mien,
' darling of the progeny of spring.
M}! many a brighter flower the vernal gale
Will kiss, but none to which affection clings
.Aﬂ unto thee; who, as the strong sun flings
'8 brightness on thee, dost so meckly veil
' fuco; a at the Light cclostials hail
'¢ seraphim, theirs cover with their wings,

. Here, may my heart oft mount from earth
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T BREEZY HILLS FOR ME..

. From hill to hill I love to tread

With steps secure and flect ;

Blue, cloudless skies are o'er my head,
. Wild flowers Lieneath my fect.

My spirit sighs not to recall
Gay scenes of festal glee;

Fair nature’s smiles surpass them all,—
The breezy hills for me|

IIow fresh, how pure, the balmy air |
How swect the song-birds’ strain!
Almost it grieves me to repair
To busier haunts again, ‘.
Bright images within my mind
Are springing glad and free;
Life's weary cares seem left behind,—
_The breezy hills for ne!

And thoughts of decper, better worth,
Forth at the spell arise;

To comununc with the skies,
Here, in Thy works, O Lord of Power,
Thy bounteous grace I see; '
Here may I duly seck Thee more,—
The breezy hills for me !

MAN'S FRAILTY.

How few and evil are thy days,
“Oh, man, of woman born!”
Trouble and peril haunt thy ways ;
—PForth like a flower at morn,
The tender infant springs to light :
Youth blossoms with the breeze ;
Age, withering age, is cropped ere night
—Man like a shadow flees.

And dost thou look on such a one §
Will God to judgment call

A worm, for what a worm hath done
Against the Lord of allf -

As fall the waters from the deep,
As summer brooks run dry,

Man licth down in dreamless sleep;

—~Qur life is vanity.

&

Man lieth down, no more to wake,

. Till yonder arching sphere

Shall with a roll of thunder break,
And nature disappear. .

—O0 hide me till thy wrath be past,
‘Thou, who canst kill or save ;

Hide me, where hope may anchor fast,
In my Redeemer’s grave,
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OUR

ANNALS OF THE QUEENS OF SPAIN; BY ANATI

GLORGE.

Tis very eloquently written, and most inte-
resting work, is the production of & Spanish lady,
who, however, writes in the Tnglish language
with a fluency and correctness so admirable that
even in a native it might challenge criticism.
The time at which these Annals commence is the
stirring period of the irruptions of the Visigoths,
when those savage warriors, hard pressed by the
Romans in Gaul, determined to carry their ayms
beyond the Pyrences, with a view fo establish
themselves on the sunny fields of Spain.  The re-
cords of these far-off times are necessarily dim
and shadowy and difficult to trace, but the ample
sources placed at the disposal of the author, and
her familiarity with the language in which they
are preserved, made the task, to her, much lighter
than it would have been to an English historian,
That she has well availed hersclf of all the
sources of information at her command, the book
gives abundant evidence; and althougl the period
i8 not the most interesting in Spanish history,
being previous to the consolidation of the various
kingdoms and principalities and states into which
Spain was divided, into one, she has succeeded
in giving to the world a book which will be read
With profit as well as pleasure.

Tt is intended by the author to continue the
work to the reign of the present Queen, and we
anticipate much pleasure from the succeeding
volumes, The history of Spain, and of its Kings
and Queens, is full of romance—stirring as it is
Strange, and in such hands as those of the author
of this volume, it must be attractive indced. The
style is bold, graceful, and sometimes clegant;
and she takes a rapid glance at the great events
Which render memorable the periods during
*Which her heroines lived and reigned.

“The early history of Spain—at least previous
to and during the long Moorish wars—has not
been extensively read or studied, and probably it
Would be difficult to call attention to it without
Some more attractive feature than the mere de-
tails, even if their accuracy could not be doubted,
Would supply, But in this form, the interest at-
tached to the leading personages will commend it
tf’ perusal ; and the author will have the satisfac-
tion of fecling that while ndding to the general
fund of literature, she has also succeeded in with-
drawing from the history of her once great, though
Row fallen country, some of the clouds with which
the days of its youth have boen long enveloped.

TABDLE.

As she approaches thosc prouder cpochs in the
Spauizh annals, when Spain assumed her place
among the great nations of Furope, she will find
freer scope and a less impenctrable veil; and we
doubt not the interest of the work will rise with
the fortunes of the nation.  And even in the me-
lancholy which must cver utiend upon the decline
and fall of those who have once been great, and

- occupicd a high position among the highest, there

are materials which will suffice to give her book a
charm even unto the end.

BOUTHEY'S LIFE AND CORRERFPONDENCE,

Tur Harpers of New York are publi-hing in
numbers, under this title, & very agrecaile and
piquant work. It has alieady reaciiod the thind
number, which is filled with letters, lively and
amusing in the highest degree, written at the close
of the last, and the beginning of the present, ccn-
tury. The poet must have been a pleasant eor-
respondent, and his published letters will cnable
the reader to share in some degree the satisfaction
experienced fifty years ago by bhis immediate
friends. It is a book that will meet with a ready
and cxtensive sale.

PORTRAIT OF LORD ELGIN.

WEe have to thank Mr. Hamel for a copy of a
lithographed portrait of Lord Elgin. The likeness
is very good, although it scems to us that the
‘general expression is more youthful in appearance
than that of his lordship’s countenance. The work
is beautifully executed by Mr. Davignor, of New
York—indeed we have scldom seen a finer speci-
men of lithography.

We have before had oceasion to speak of Mr.
Hamel’s talents as an artist and portrait painter—
they are such, that his country may well be proud
of their posressor. We hope that he will find full
employment, and such encouragement as will
induce him to cultivate the noble art in which he
has already made such proficiency.

‘While on the subject of portraits and portrait
painting, we may be allowed to call attention to
the productions of Mr. Sawyer, a young gentleman
who has already given most promising indications
of colebrity. Some of the portraits now in his
rooms are beautiful, and the likenesscs perfect. The
lover of art will derive pleasure from a visit to
his atelier, where we doubt not they will be cheer-
fully welcomed by the young artist. His rooms
are in the Odd Feollows' Hall, Great St. James
Strect.
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