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‘ph_::"uflarring:ton and his brother remained sitting
Yy C drawing room until a late hour-~they said
N ® while we werc present, but 1 knew that they
"‘y’ :llllxious, not only for Blanchard, but for Lind-
) w 0 had not. yet returncd. I had just yiclded
oy Overpowering weariness, and was sleeping
iy Soundly, when a voice awoke me suddenly and
N ,t:"m—l started up, and beheld Bclinda in a loose
the & robe, pale as. monumental marble, standing at
¢ 0t of the bed.

élai,,(,}el:dous Heaven, what has happened 27 T ex-
s /

* t?,ld you hear nothing ?° she replied in a hol-

e 5 «“listen, there it is again.”

%d:l 50,

and distinctly heard the report of fire

[y they fell like a knell on my heart ; but I tried

Wl : my f’eelings from the unhappy girl, who I

: l‘e[}:,]:ﬂ in my arms, while I endeavoured to re-
3 *

:dy child, place your trust in that God who
thyg Bel"er yet 'forsakcn you,” I said; ¢ remember
Mﬂ ﬂnch:}rd is in the performance of a duty, and

t°"e will be watched over by the same Al-
kﬂing Power who so miraculously preserved us all.
t, nia’ I have‘ beheld fine traits in that young man

" |i§2t-t:hi isa nobl;la c;eature—rest assurcd he

: ecome all that ish—he i
‘oz‘!fobe o at you wish—he is too
&]’ a:’» may God grant it,” cricd the agonized
L"ﬁn:he sank on her knees by the bed side, and
%g 2 her face in the clothes each time that tie
Wy, Fecurred, which continucd at intervals for
P ttle time, when all became hushed and silent.
%“‘:,raise your head, for it is over, my beloved
a, .I .continued; “ and tomorrow will bring

o whtldmgs, rest assl}red. These are the mo-
%ee en your religion should shine forth in that

n, Wh:n God’s Enercy, which is so pleasing to

s never afflicts willingly, or beyond what is
% M; Belinda, I may safely say, that in all His

! t“.f'“; from my youth up until now, He has
i{ul as a father to his child, nor would I

change one decree that he has willed, painful though
it might have been at the time. Let this cncourage
us for the future, to trust Him in all things, for we
have only to review the past, when countless mer-
cies will rise up to our remembrance, and rebuke
our ungrateful fears.”

« Ah, dear Mrs. Mary, 1 fcel the truth of all you
say, and most fully does iny heart respond to it,”
replied Belinda, resting her soft and tearful eyes
upon me, ““and when all'is sunshine around me,
and those who I love are near, I think I will never
again yield to one unworthy fear ; but they lcave me,
dangers encompass them, and alas my strength
fails, and I am miserable—then does the ery of
drowning Peter, rebuked by the Saviour’s words :
< Oh ye of little faith, wherefore did ye doubt,’ re-
sound in mine ears, and T am humbled that § have
evineed so little of that Christian fortitude, which
the religion I revere inculcates.”

Marion at this moment entered, she had also
been alarmed by the report of fire arms, and had
hastened to her sister’s room, wherc not finding
her, she came to mine trembling.

«Can you tell me what all that firing mcans 7
she said ; 1 have learnt your evening’s adventures
only in part; is it truc that you encountgred 2 baud
of smugglers 2

I answered her by relating all that had occurrea
since we last met, and that Blancharg was even
now employed with the coast zuard in cndeavour-
in to sccure them.

¢ | trust he may be more fortunate than the Jast
parly who were engaged with them,” replied Ma-
rion; ‘“when a young midshipman was dange-
rously wounded, and found laying in a dying state
at Mr. Fortescue’s door, whither he had crawled in
all his agony.” ) )

« Do not add to our anxiety, my dear Marion,”’
I said, as a heavy groan from Belinda expressed the
intensity of her suffcrings; “iy your father still
sitting up with Captain Harrington ¥’

«No, I rather think not, they retired wheu the
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men returned who had aceompanied !Ir. Lindsay ;
they informed my father that he had gone in ano-
ther direction, while they, by his desire, had searched
for you in the old ruin, which he knew was one of
your favourite haunts.”

¢ MMas, alas, and he is in all probability gone to
the cliff,” exclaimed Belinda, clasping her hands
“alone and unarmed—when will the miseries of
this night be over 77

-To think again of sleep was now impossible, and
we all sat waiting, watching and listening, until the
first streaks of daylight appeared in the east; Ma-
rion then left us, while Belinda threw herself by my
side on the bed, when exhausted nature at length
vielded to repose.

The sun was shining brightly into the windows
of my apartment when again she awoke—it was the
Sabbath day, and the church bells were chiming for
morning service. I looked wistfully out, but the
fatigues and alarms I had suffered the preceding
night, precluded my attendance, and indeed I felt
oo anxious for my poor Belinda, to have left her.
After a slight breakfast, which I prevailed on her to
take, I read aloud to her what I conceived would
ealm and compose her troubled spirit, and I was re-
joiced to mark a returning serenity gradually take
place of that agonised countenance which had so
pained and distressed me. Yes, hope must indecd
revive under the blessed influence of God’s holy
promises : who can still despair and read these words
traced by the inspired pen, ¢ Call upon me in the
day of trouble, I will deliver thee, and thou shalt
glorify me ;”—¢If you abide in me, and my words
abide in you, ask what you will, and it shall be done
unto you.” Deep is the pity I feel for all those
who, in the hour of affliction, know not this strong
hold as their refuge. In the days of their mirth and
laughter, religion has been thought of, perhaps, as
the gloomy resort of the enthusiast ; their imagi-
nation paints her a melancholy image, whose study
would speak to them only of the destruction of every
earthly enjoyment, of every thing cheerful and happy
in life. Mistaken beings, lift but the veil, and with
the eye of faith behold the glories which lie beyond
the tomb, that vista will shed a Tight bver thy dark-
esthours. Can the knowledge of Him be gloom,
who is the source of all real happiness and of the
purest joys?  Ob, never, never—in the words of a
pious and powerful writer, believe that there is * no
melancholy in religion, and no religion in melan-
choly.”

Mrs. Harrington had sent to make frequent en-
quiries for her daughter and for me, but T was in-
formed that she was still in her own apartment.
Marion accompanied her father to church, and it
was with considerable interest we awaited her re-
turn, when we hoped to gain some intelligence of
our friends. Iwas sitting at the window of Belin-

~da’s pleasant room, whither we had adjourned,
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when the carriage drove up to the door. Beﬁﬂ,‘f“
could not speak, but remained motionless as a 8t3°
tue, in a listening attitude, her lips trembling froo
emotion. Marion’s quick light step was soon he
approaching, and when she entered, a smile. pIs
over her countenance ; I thought that she had nevef
appeared so beautiful as at that moment.

“ All then is well, dear Marion,” I exclaimed- )

“Yes all, or nearly all,”” she replied ; ¢ why B.e-
linda, child, you look like the spirit of the whit®
lady—I protest I will tell' you nothing, for o
know I hate scenes, and you seem disposed to favou
me with one.”

 Marion, I am perfectly prepared to hear a0y
thing you may have to say,” said Belinda, Wbo’a'
expressive face pourtrayed intense eagerness, cl‘)"
trolled only by a wonderful and painful effort;
beseech you keep me not in suspense, my sister.”

““Well then, I have seen, both Blanchard 87
Lindsay—nay, I knew how you would immedia!
become agitated, sit still, else [ am gone,” and f‘ °
held her down, while shie placed: herself by her sidec
“ Now listen, Lindsay preached as usual at chur¢™
and I confess, when I beheld his calm placid face it
he walked up the aisle, I was relieved, even ﬂ“’“gl
his discourse lasted fully an hour. On our dep}'-‘
ture, we met him at the church gates, when he ¥*
formed us that Blanchard was at his house, havisé
received a slight wound in the shoulder, from =
cutlass of one of the smugglers.”

Here Belinda uttered a faint scream, YPM
her hands ia mine, as ¥ entreated her sister t0 I’
ceed. :
It appears,” continued Marion, ¢ that Lindsf
having sought for you in those spots, where he °:1P;
ceived it likely you might have wandered, sudden”
remembered the widow’s cabin at the cliff, and
ther he proceeded. All was perfectly still for s
time, when presently the sound of fire arms, a¢¢%.
panied by loud and angry voices, struck 0B
startled ears ; he heard oaths and execration®s an
groans as of those in pain, and he shuddered j
associated your image with the terrific scene, 877,
wildly called on your name as he rushed forws™® "~
brilliant moon guiding him to the spot. b
ing it, be beheld the coast guatd engdged with
whole band of smugglers, who were app?
making a desperate resistance—the comm
figure of Blanchard rose in the midst of them, b;‘;
dishing his drawn sword, while their vessel 3pP® o
in the distance in flames—several woul!‘.‘,‘d',
were laying on the beach. It was an awful "{:;
from which, (being unarmed,) he would have t“l:M
away, had he not at that moment seen the UPY ‘
arm of one of the ruffians, prepared to P‘“@i"&
cutlass into Blanchard’s back—the impulse to W
him was irresistable, and, he darted toward?. o
exclaiming : ¢ Blanchard; for heaven’s BMW
and defend yoursell.? With the rapidity of %
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Ring ho did so, and clove the wretch to the ground,
but not without receiving the point of his weapon
in his shoulder. ¢ Whose voice called me 2’ voci-
ferated Blanchard. ¢ Mine, Lindsay’s, are you much
hurt 22 e s nothing, thanks to your prompt as-
Sistance,’ returned Blanchard, dismounting ;  but,
‘8ood God you are unarmed, here take this,> and he
drew g pistol from his bosom. €My weapons are
Mot carnal,’ said Lindsay smiling, as he folded his
rms ; ¢is Belinda, Miss Harrington safe—where
have you Ieft her?* ¢ She is safe and at home.’
* May heaven be praised,” exclaimed Lindsay, with
Cmotion. By this time the smugglers were entirely
'discomﬁtted, and those who were not killed had
been sceured ; Lindsay marked the cheek of Blan-
thard suddenly become pale, while his countenance
®Xpressed pain. ¢You are wounded, Bianchard,’
jhe said ; ‘suffer me to conduct you to a cabin not
1.'ll‘_fmm this, where your arm can be looked to.’
Resistance was vain, for a faint sensation stealing
V¥er him, he was glad to lean.on Lindsay for sup-
Port, while one of the naval officers led his horse.
The poor widow was called up, and his arm was
andaged, and vinegar applied to his temples. Aye,
Weep on, Belinda, that is quite right love—now
Would you not give worlds had you been there to do
2l this for him—it would have made so romantic a
®cene. Behold him, however, recovered from his
®Woon, again mounted on his horse, amd conducted
Lindsay to his little parsonage, where he re-
Mained all night, and from whence my father and I
Bre just now come, as we conceived it but an act of
®harity to pay him a visit—picture him to yourself,
Y dear, stretched on the sofa, attired in a most
c’f‘l“isitc chintz dressing gown and embroidered
® Ppers, no doubt the work of some fair damsel,
1o""ing s0 interesting, with little Gertrude sitting
l)y. his side. ¢Now this is very kind in you,” he
44, on our entrance, while his cheek flushed, and
Would have risen, had we permitted him ; ‘you
‘ee.' am doing penance for my sins, but considering
It magnitude 1 have escaped very well—why the
s0n has metal in him after all, he quite surprised
ﬂfe last night—ah, Lindsay, you are there; your little
Birl has been sounding your praises, and confiding t6
™e 2l your secrets.” ¢ Has she so?’ replied Lind-
3%, smiling, while his pale face instantly crim-
‘Ofle'd; ‘I hope she has not tired you.” *Oh no,
18 2 most amusing little lady, I trust Belinda,
::u' sister,’ he continued, turning to me, ‘has not
,ﬁ‘e"ed from her alarms, I am afraid she did not
Ink me very complaisant last night, but it was not
‘c:°ment in which I ceuld attend to forms—one
N Am from her would have ruined us.” ¢ My sis-
feels moat grateful to you,’ I replied; ‘butI am

Y 10 say that she is far from well today~—her
m‘! for you and Mr. Lindsay has been very
oy ~8he reproaches hersell as the cause of placing
Your lives in danger.’ He smiled, and then
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asked for my uncle ; I told him that I had left him
sleeping ; ¢ at lcast,’ said I, €if 1 might judge from
certain portentous sounds as I passed his door,
which indicated that uncle Sam’s slumbers are as
noisy as his conversation. 1 hear be was railing
most bitterly against all womankind last night;
know not what he will say when he finds you have
been a sufferer through their inadvertence.” ¢1hope
he will consider it a most providential circumstance
that a horde of villains, who kept the whole neigh-
bourhoaed in constant alarm, have been discovered,’
returned Blanchard, a sensation of pain convulsing
his features as he spoke. ° Blanchard, your arm
must be looked at,’ said Lindsay, immediately on
observing it; ¢ your old friend Bertha is ready to
attend you.! This was our signal to depart; my
father, on taking leave, was most profuse in his
thanks for the good service he had rendered to you :
I never saw him so animated, except when studying
the corn laws and inveighing against ministers.
¢ And now, my pretty nun,’ continucd Marion, ris-
ing 3 ¢ your mind, I hope, will be quite at rest—and
if you wish to prove yourself a seur la charité,
you will perform a pilgrimage to the parsonage,
and dress the wounds of your valiant knight with
your own fair hands ; but of this rest assured, that
Lindsay is as careful and attentive as you could be,
and their room had such an uir of comfort, with the
table spread for an early diuner, and a bright fire,
that T was almost tempted to cxclaim : €oh that a
home like this would smile for me.” Do you think
1 should suit Lindsay as a wife, and employ mysel(
in making flannel garments and grucl for all the old
women in the parish 17

Belinda smiled—‘‘dear exccllent Lindsay,” she
said ; “how have the beauties of his Christian cha-
racler shonc forth in his self forgetfulness for onc
from whom he has received nothing but constant
unprovoked slights—may God bless and reward
him.”

¢ And, dearest Belinda,” T rejuined ;5 “ you now
perccive how much good 1aay result from what to
us appeared replete with mistortune—no doubt the
advantage that Lindsay has gained, will be followed
up by all that his own good scuse, und zeal for the
wellare of another, will prompt, uided by the well
timed and persuasive cloquence for which he is so
famed as a minister. X prognosticate great happiness
from our late adventures,” and 1 looked cheerfully
as I spoke, on the sweet girl, whose upturned elo-
quent eycs, and hands meckly crossed on her bosom,
expressed the devout gratitude she felt.

Late in the afternoon wc desccuded together to
the drawing room, rather with the fear which two
culprit children might be supposed to feel, who had
played truant, and were not quite surc of the reccp-
tion they would reccive; we encountered uncle
Sam in the hall, who shook his cane atus; this cer-
tainly did not increusc our courage, although 1
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could not forbear smiling, as he said with an omin-
ous frown:

“You may well be ashamed of yourselves—but
come,” he continued kindly, on observing poor Be-
linda’s pale check, and leading us forward ; *there
is no harm done after all—I have just. returned
from seeing your friend Harvey Blanchard, Bell.”

¢ Have you, indeed, uncle—and is he still going
on well 77 enquired Belinda, with a quivering lip.

¢ Yes, my child, I found him reclining on an easy
chair, smoking a cigar, with his feet upon the table,
looking as happy and unconcerned as if he had been
sitting on the quarter deck of a frigate, with a fair
wind and every sail unfurled 1o catch the breeze.”

Belinda painfully recoilcd from the allusion.

 Alas, that picture may be too soon realized,”
she said in the lowest tone.

“Did you find Mr. Lindsay at home 7" ¥ asked.

¢ No, he had not rcturned from the afternoon
service. Aye, Lindsay is a finc fellow, Bell ; which
of the two do you prefer my girl, for both have
shown equal solicitude for you, the greater fools
they.  Well, well, I perceive I must not ask you,
time will tell—yct remember this piece of advice
from uncle Sam—if you are wise, take Lindsay, and
stay at home in peace—if you are the simpleton I
believe you to be, choose the handsome soldier, who
will lead you many a wild dance over brake and
over mountain—yet he has a noble heart too, and I
should love him if it were only for the attentions
and kindness he showed to my dear old mother.”

Mr. Harrington affectionately grected his daugh-
ter, and expressed solicitude for us both. Mrs,
Harrington, we were informed, was unable to make
her appearance at dinner, for which she sent me an
apology. .

“T trust Mrs. Harrington is not seriously indis-
posed,” I enquired anxiously ; ““ and that we may
not have to add her illness to our gelinquencies.™

¢ Oh no, do not distress yourself,” replied Ma-
rion 3 “ mamma is only extreinely nervous, the
slightest alarm will afiect her ; I remember once her
being seized by a violeut hysterical affection at a
ball in Paris, merely from Baron Feldbach burning
off his mustache as he was leading 'her throuzh a
crowded vestibule into the supper room—such a
scene of confusion as it caused—Jadies flying in all
directions, lest their light deesses should become izni-
ted—1I have considered o mustache a most dangerous
appendage ever since.”

¢ Marion, shall T ever behold you in a serious
mood,” I replied, as T pressed her hands in mine;
““1 delight in your guiety, but there are times and
scasons when 1 would gladly see it give place to re-
flection. Is this not a day suited to the latter, my
child

Mrs. Harrington admitted us to her boudoir in
tleevening, when we found her in all the languid
indulgence of a malade imaginaive. Belinda ex-
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pressed her deep regret, that anxiety for her should
have caused her indisposition. ‘

“1 am so sensitive a creature,” returned Mrs-
Harrington affectedly, as she turned to me 3 “1I feel
every thing so keenly, if I had no distresses of mY
own, those of my friends would overwhelm me. It
is a great misfortune, my dear Mrs. Mary, yet it i8
more amiable than total apathy.”

“Both are to be avoided,” I replied; *and aré
equally baleful, since the one unfits us for the per-
formance of our duties, while the other pronounces
us devoid of heart. Had all possessed your exces~
sive sensibility last night, my friend, poor Belinda
and I would have been left to the tender mercies of
the waves.”

“ Very true, it would have been quite shockiqg,”
returned the lady ;  Marion, love, only conceiv¢
Madame Car¢on has disappointed me in my cap—
I sent Sparkes to see if it had arrived, and she
brought me a note, saying that I could not have it
until the end of next week. I it not provoking ? I
wished for it particularly tomorrow, as Baron Feld*
bach is such a connoisseur in ladies’ dress.”

Poor Mrs. Harrington ! how constantly did her
vain frivolity call forth my pity. ¢ Alas,” said I
mentally, as 1 gazed upon her ; “ and is this a being
fitted for the mansions of glory ! would she, with her
tastes and feelings, be happy if she were even there 7
has not our life been given us as a preparation for &
better, and ought we not to follow those things which
would improve rather than deterioratc our falled
state ? Yet are there not thousands who, like Ms*-
Harrington, devote their time, their thoughts, thes
talents, month after month, year after year, to ab-
surdities which would be blameable even ina chil
but when years and experience are added, appesr to
us 50 devoid of reason, that we can only account
for it by supposing that they labour under some
fearful delirium—to such we would affectionately
repeat the words of our blessed Saviour: ¢ Wa
therefore, for you know not what hour your I
doth come.’ It is difficult to spend the Sabbath dey
in the house of a worldly friend, with satisfaction ‘;
oursclves ; the conversation we hear, the neglect
those duties we are accustomed to pursue, is~p8if'
to us ; yet frequently the double guard this oblige®
us to keep over our hearts, lest we might be drs#®
into that we might afterwards regret, may render ‘
equally beneficial, sincc we are too apt to rest U ]
human mcans, and to be satisfied with frames
feelings called forth- by momentary impress p
Bclinda did contrive to eollect the servant? ved
prayer on Sunday evenings. She was much beld
by them all ; they respected her moﬁves', o lfars
grateful for the interest she evinced in their would
and there was not one amongst them Who o
have refused to encounter any difficulty for her 885

The following day, Mr. Lindsay called at S
gerets. Mrs. Harrington had driven out with
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Tion 1 pay visits in the neighbourhood, and Belinda
c"":e to me, cntreating that I would sce him.
m Under cxisting circumstances, it would distress
°}0 do so,” she said. “ Can you enter into my
- leelings 72
in: Most truly, my dear girl; I will attend him
tnmly.”
:;llndsuy was standin; at the window on my en-
e ; he turned quickly round wher the door
:u?:'rmd, and a slight look of disappointment crossed
ny :aturcs, but he advanced and cordially accepted
A Iflnd 3 I thought him looking far from well.
er trust Miss Harrington is not still confined to
“"Dom P’ he enquired anxiously.
ffomN ot entirely, but she has scarcely recovered
« 0 the effeets of her alarm and anxicty,” I replied.
¢ both owe much to you and to Captain Blan-
tharg 2>
“To me, nothing—nor do I think that Blanchard
0:3 credit to himself for what any would have
‘eiiph?ed ifl the same circumstances.”
hope ; :‘; is still progressing towards recovery, J
£
“Yes, I am happy to say. Last night he appear-
Po:ie.stless. He finds it difficult to remain in onc
“‘Jon, and to which he is obliged to submit.”’
« You find him an intractable patient, I fear 7
% Much less so than I expected ; indeed I can
rcely regret an accident which has made us better
hi:'ln to each other ; has removed a prejudice on
Part, and given me a better insight into his char-
tﬁm.th:m I could have gained in a year, by merely
: ing him in society.”’
And is that increased knowledge in his favour ?
) en‘lflired, with a degree of concern which I could
pueddlsguise. He looked at me a moment ere he re-

€
‘DeL‘idedly 80 ; his chief errors have been
0::)3”‘0}1“1 -by a faulty education and a want of
" “:l in h}s childhood. His heart is warm—
'ee:h there is much, very much, I could wish to
hecu anged. Mrs.‘Mary,” he continued, while the
e colour on his cheek, and his faultering voice,
"ﬁn?%d the emotion he felt, ¢ the interest I enter-
or Blanchard is of no common kind. I know
to be dear to one for whose well-being my
i:’el.'s have been- offered for years, and although
."o _dlscovery has destroyed hopes which (I hesitate
%ﬂ‘:" confes'sing 1o you as her most intimate friedd)
" once mine, yet would it rejoice me to behold
_tonsummated with « reasonable prospect of
?‘Dlne“,» '
, IQS}ICh scntiments from you surprise me not,”
o yPhed, gazing with adwiration on the noble mind-
the Oung nan ; yet do they add to my regret that
You *ealization of Belinda’s wishes should destroy
g,
ke
Ah, Mrs. Mary,” he returncd, in 4 tone slightly
ul 5 “offer not praise where none is due—
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ere my wishes can be realized, 1 must go home,”
and he waved his hand upwards emphatically;
“ even had Belinda felt for me what I once dared to
think, it would have been cruct had 1 linked her fate
with mine, when after a few brief years of happi-
ness, we must have been divided.”

I looked astonished and pained while he pro-
ceded : .

¢ You do not comprehend me 5 but it requires no
prophet to foretel that the same malady which has
swept away nearly all who were near and dear to
me, is ready Lo scize upon another victim ; it creeps
stowly and unperceived, like the worm into the bud,
but its course is as sure and destructive.”

« My dear friend,” I exclaimed, while tears filled
my eyes; I trust you are mistaken.”

¢ Oh, heaven forbid,” he replied, clasping his
hands with a fervency which was startling ; “ since
{ have long viewed that hour with the yearning de-
sires of one who rests for mercy on Him who can
never fail—who' accepts me, and gives me a blessed
assurance of eternal happiness, in his own written
word. But I came not to speak of myself,”” he
added, after a short pausc, which I had no power to
interrupt ; “I thought it might interest you or Be-
linda, to hear haw Blanchard passcd the Sabbath in
the parsonage,”and he smiled. .

When I was cnabled to answer him, for T confess
that his speech and manner for the moment affected
me beyond measure, I expressed my eagernes to
hear all that he had so thoughtfully come to recapi-
tulate, and which I record in nearly his own words.

It was not until the evening that Lindsay’s dutics
permitted him to attend exclusively to his guest—
he then entered his room and threw himself
into a chair. ¢ You look fatigued,” said Blanchard 3
¢ I hope your labours for the day are over.” ¢ They
are, and for your sake I am glad, I fear you have
found it & tedious one.’ ¢I have certainly felt o
somewhat like the lion in the net,’ replied Blan-
chard, yawning ; €and never was I more heartily
tired of my own company.’ ‘You are not often
alone, T imagine ? ¢ Never, when I can help it
<But is not that paying an ill compliment to your
own thoughts and resources 7 I do not trouble
thought much, when 1do I am depressed.” ¢But
in the course of your career, you inay be placed in
circumstances where you cannot command society ;
what would you do then ?* ¢ Possibly I might
drown or'shoot myself,” and he smiled. ¢ That was
indced said without thought,’ returned Lindsay ;
¢now what would you givc to posscss a charm,
which would render the most desolate spot a para-
disc, where indcpendent of all earthly fictitious
means, you could be supremely happy, and it even
borne down hy affliction, by pain, by sorrow, your
mind would be staid in peace. ¢Such a charm,
were it in existence, would undoubtedly be beyond

all price.’ It is beyond all price, my fricnd, there-
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fore is it given us by a gracious God, merely for the
asking; ‘Ho every one that thirsteth come ye to
the waters; and he that hath no monrey, come ye
buy and eat.” Yes, Blanchard, religion can alone

procure you these inestimable blessings—have you
ever for one moment experienced the truth of my |

words ¥ I have never viewed religion in the light
of an enthusiast or a fanatic ; I detest all species of
«cant, and the phrascology approaching to method-
ism, and yet I conceive myself to be a Christian in
its orthodox sense, though I certainly may not be
termed a saint,’ and his lip slightly curled. ¢Ah,
my friend,’ said Lindsay; € you are nominally a
Christian, that is you mentally assent to the truths
of religion, without having attained a spiritual re-
ception of its power in your heart ; is this sufficient,
think you? ¥ will propose to you a metaphor,
which you will comprehend. Suppose you with an
army had beseiged a city, would it satisfly you to
gain only the outworks, while you left the citadel in
the power of the enemy ; until this also had surren-
dered, would you conceive yoursef victorious ¥
 Assuredly not.” ¢ Then in like manner, ny friend,
will the great God, who formed you for himself, to
Ye an inheritor of those glories which he has even
sacrificed his own son that you might attain, will
He be satisfied with any thing short of your whole
undivided heart—will He deem it sufficient that you
offer him the outward forms of homage, the lip ser-
vice—the occasional attendance in his temple—at
his altar—~when your best energies, your affections,
your thoughts arc exclusively devoted to the world,
which is his ¢nemy. Alas, is not this profanation,
and the blackest mgratitude—can you defend it
¢ Perhaps viewing it as you do I cannot, yet in what
differ I from thousands; I am not aware that I
commit any flagrant crimes, why am I then con-
demned ? - “Is it because the temptation to commit
them may not have been yours, that you are exempt
from their taint. No, Blanchard, the moralist
plames himself wpon being superior to the vices by
which a poor man falls, when it is his refinement,
 his educaiion, which render them distasteful to him ;
but will he be preserved from the commission of
those which are equally baleful to society, ruinous
to his own best interests, and sinful in the sight of
God? Undoubtedly not, unless His restraining
grace checks the propensity to evil, which is alike
spread throughout all the fallen race of Adam.
Worldly morality is satisfied with the outward sem-
blance of good conduct, religion demands the purity
of the heart—can you say that thisis yours, or that
your present mode of life in all things is such that
if you were suddenly called to appear in the pre-
sence of your miaker, you are prepared ? Blan-
chard shrank from the earnest gaze of the young
minister, as he uttered this in a tone of solemnity.
*Lindsay,’ he said after a few minutes silence, and
with a. gestire of impatience ; ¢ you have beguiled
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me T know not how into this conversation ; it is 0°
which I always endeavour to avoid.” ¢ And yet ™
member that the day must come, when such thOuZ'f A
and reflections will pass in fearful array before yO!?
would it not be well to stand prepared. De you L
punish the soldier who is found sleeping on his P

in an enemy’s country, will you admit of any e )

cuse he may have to offer 2 No, he is tried and 1
is condemned to the punishment he merits; 3"
will not this be your case, if, like Felix, you P*"
pone to a convenient season, the duties you 0We
your maker, who has given you life for no othef
end. Why is religion the only science which '
quires no study ; if man aims at distinction, &
statesman or a soldier will he think any time e
spent which he devotes to its attainment? ¢ But
can assure you, Lindsay,’ said Blanchard; ‘I hav®
remarked that those young men who have arrog?
to themselves more religion than their ncighbot™
make very bad soldiers ; it has repeatedly been 0"
served, they bocome abstracted and unfit for e
military duties, frequently so morose as to wimdra",
themselves unseasonably from their comp&ﬂi‘j'f"
“The religion of such is without doubt defecti’®
and mistaken,’ returned Lindsay ; ¢ where it is 867"
uine and consistent it quickens us in the perfor®
ance of our duties, since all is then done upon PP
ciple, and with a view to God’s glory. Yet c8? '
make many excuses for the youthful convert; *
scales are but just fallen from his eyes, he beholg;
every thing around him in a new light, he is dazzl
while his mind, confused, unsettled and in a state %
probation as it were, becomes abstiacted and £l
with the one grand and most sublime subject— by
this Wwill gradually compose itself, like the trouble?
waves after a storm, then how great will be
peace, and if he has scnse and judgment, his ué ut-
ness, his religion, he will adorn by a more strict .
tention to every earthly duty, for he unites it 1;138'
perably with each action of his life—he will vie®
with charity the faults and failings of his comP®”
nions—he will separate himself undoubtedly froﬂt
their vices, but he will never disgust them by an®
ticism or gloom, or exclude himsell from their ‘i“"of
cent recreations. Is it reasonable to dispraise
which we do not understind ; you consider the®

gy as the morbid reasoning of the ascetic, depan®

you from every thing joyous in life 5 but talfe 4
Bible as your guide, and you will soon lear® * o
the self denial it inculcates is for your truest h‘PP
ness—since the indulgence of those pax;sions
appetites which its pure tenets condemn, would
troy your pedce, your health, and your soul”’ of
the conversation eontinited, the mianner of Lit o
became more animated; Blanchard gazed 0%
flushed and eager countenance for a momenty %
then said, smiling : I thought you tired, but e
now where is the weariness you exhibited o (’of
entrance ¥ €It is absorbed in the interest 1 feel
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You, Blanchard,” replied his friend ; ¢to prove the | ficulty answered him,

"strument of leading you to a better knowledge of ;
tWrine things, I would sacrifice my life. Nay, look |
ot gq incredulous—you cannot imagine the feelings I

1 @ minjster, or the weight of responsibility he en~
-“‘:“—8, when he faithfully considers the high trustl

. Which i3 committed to his keeping ; but I have an:
Yditional object in view—the happiness of one,
¥2r to us both, is connected with your eternal wel- 1
a.:e,’ Blanchard started, while a frown darkened!

¢ fine face. ¢Ha, what mean you sir,’ he said,|
With 3 return of that hauteur he used to show to- |
"(N'ds Lindsay. ©1mean,’ replied Lindsay, mildly, !
tat 3 mind constituted as Belinda’s, would be mi-
‘_.el‘ahle, were she allied to one whose sentiments are
' completely dissimilar.’ ¢ But with Mr. Lindsay
®r happiness would be insured, is that what you
Would say P and the words were spoken in a tone
of bitter irony. ©Blanchard, this is not a time to,
lightly,’ returned Lindsay, with agitation; “in

Me you behold no rival, but a most sincere friend.
. Would not have ventured to touch upon this last
'“bject, did I not feel that my earthly days were
'n“_mhered. Belinda I love as a dear sister, and
1 would I behold a fairer promise of happiness
%Pening before her, than that which I fear me is in
ore for her. This announcement seemed to for-
1.)‘ strike Planchard; his manner underwent a

id change, his countenance instantly became
Wmined with an expression of pained surprise and:
™gard. The eyes of Lindsay had never rested on
""'b.e&uﬁful an object as at that moment, and he
Rentally said : ¢ Can this being be formed to moul-
into dyst forever, and the spirit to ba cast into
:“ter darkness—oh, God forbid” The door now
Pened, and little Gertrude entered the room; she
. towards her uncle and koelt before him, clasp-
.her hands to say the accustomed prayer, cre she
Wed to rest. Blanchard watched her with inter-
and listened with attention to her petition,

ly and naturally expressed—her fairy figure so
m1“i‘ii,t.ely formed, and the too delieate eomplexion
¢ her almost the appearance of a seraph, and as
tose after receiving the blessing affectingly be~

her ed by her youthful guardian, Blanchard drew
towards him, and pressed his lips on her snowy
?‘P-head in silence, while a tear stood in his eye.
¥°’8 worth to me at that moment,’ continued
Wsay, rising ; then the richest diamond, the
*iuor of the eastern Rajah, for Ifelt that his heart
N  touched ; and now, Mrs. Mary, lest I should
:’"! you, as, I.feared I might my patient, I.will
V.ferewell. He will remain with me until tomor-

» When [ regret to say he leaves me, 35 his sur-

N q“f(ndi it inconvenient to attend him at so great
‘Ustagee, A few days, I trust, will see him quite
E"'ered—pmy tell Belinda so,” and he extended

“ band, which I warmly pressed. He saw that
"®feelings were much affected, and that I with dif-
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and with a benignant smile o
his countenance he hurried away, while 1 rejoined
Belinda. With what absorbing intcrest and devout
gratitude she listened, as I narrated to her in full
our interview, I need not say, or how copiously her

tears fell at the prospect of losing a friend such as

Lindsay. Alas, where was she to find another like

| unto him 2

The important arrival of Baron Fecldbach took
place this day—my expectations in so august a per-
sonage had been rather elevated; but I was disap-
pointed on beholding a short stout man, with very
florid complexion and most heavy unmeaning coun-
tenance, which was however in great part concealed
by the mustache of flagrant memory. He was
presented to me in great form by Mrs. Harrington,
who appeared charmed with every thing he said or
&id. T soon discovered that he was considered in
the light of an accepted lover, By Marion; I felt
surprised, but when I learnt that he was supposed
to have great possessions in Germany, my surprise
vanished, since these were sufficieat to endow him
with a thousand charms. Uncle Sam, who was
essentially of the old English school in his preju--
dices, viewed him most suspiciously.

¢ He is one of my lady sister’s foreign friends, I
suppose,”’ said he, in what he intended as a whisper
tome; “1 should laugh if bie proved to be a school-
master.”

But it was evident from his discourse, that the
acquaintances of the Baron were persons of high
rank and pretensions, and that he had been accus-
tomed to move in the best society abroad. What
moré could a parent like Mrs. Harrington desire,
and with much pride and delight was he introduced
by her to all her friends, amongst whom the in-
tended matriange of her daughter soan became a
topie of conversation. 1 shall be forgiven if I sel-
dom allude to Baron Feldbach, he fills but a dull
back ground in my tableay vivant, yet to completc
my group, his pr t be dispensed mth

« Belinda,” said Mr. Harrington to his daughter,
as we were separating for the night, I would wish
to speak a few words to you;*’ and he led her into
his library. ¢ My dear girl,” he continued, as he
closed the door and placed a chair for her, “you
have always been a good and dutiful child; and the
last year, during which we have been constantly
under the same roof, has, I confess, endeared you
much to me j you bave proved my solace and have
made home an abode of domestic peace, which, for
ages, was a stranger tome- Must I then relinquish
this newly discovered treasure and part with you ¥”

¢ My dear fathery what can you pouibly.mem kicd
replied Belinda, with a look of pained astonishment ;
¢ Syrely you are not going to send me from you
again 1

g“,ceminly not, unless by your own desire 3 -bat:
after all 1 haye heard and witnessed sinoe the returoe
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of Harvey' Blanchard—your attachment to cach!Arc they suflicient to carry you through danger®

other is evident ; nor docs it surprisc me. This
morning I conversed with him a long time about
you, when he confided to me the state of his affec-
tions, and urged my consent for your union.”

Belinda now became extremely agitated.

“My dearest father,” she said, throwing herself
on his bosom, “I cannot deny my attachment for
Iarvey. You have long known in what manner it
was first called forth; but 1 am not prepared for
this sudden announcement. He cannot expect me
to decide so hastily. Tell me, oh tell me, how you
answered him 7

1 told him what I now repeat to you,” returned
Mr. Harrington, aflectionately; “that I could not
consent to part lightly with such a daughter ; that
he must leave the army ere my consent could be
gained.”

“ And what said he to that, my father 7’

“ He explained to me his circumstances,” replied
Mr. Harrington; “ which were sufficiently satisfac-
tory to me, considering your unambitious views ;
but he added that his honour required him to go
abroad with &is regiment, as it was supposed to be
for active service, and that not even to gain you
would he hold back at such a moment.”

“He is right, quite right,” returned Belinda,
while a noble enthusiasm sparkled in her eye ; * and
T love him the more for such a sentiment. Go on,
my father 3"

I expressed my approbation,” returned Mr. Har-
rington ; “ at the same time I said that I could not
agree to expose a child so tenderly reared as you
had been, to the uncertainties inseparable from the
life of a soldier, and that he must be patient until a
few more years were passed ; but patience appears
not a quality much understood by my friend Blan-
chard. He became so distressed, so agitated, that
T was fearful of cvil consequences in his condition,
and I begged him to postpone the comversation for
the present ; but he continued to urge his plea with
such eloquence, that I was at length compelled re-
luctantly to say that if it was your wish to be united
to him previous to his departure, I would yield mine
to your decision.”

“Can T have a wish, my father, which would op-
pose itself to yours,” said Belinda; kneeling, while
the expression.of an angel’s shone upon hers. ¢ Oh,
no, no; all I desire is to perform my duty. Let me
only feel certain where this lies, and if the way were
all dark before me, I should have ne fear to follow
it, with God’s arm to shield, His spirit to guide me.”

* My excellent child,” replied her father, clasping
her in his embrace ; “ well do I know that such are
your sentiments, and to see your religion so consis-
Yotly and beautifully enforced by your practice,
does indoed incline e more towards it. But tell
me t:uly,{Belindn, the strength of your feelings to-
wards Blanchard. Fear not to confide in your father.

through difficultics, for his sake—your answer w
not be given in the spirit of a silly, romantic gi"?
whose vivid imagination pictires happiness in pri*®’
tion, which is never realized—but it will come fro™
a heart impressed with the importance of thosc ri *
you engage to sharg with onc who may repay you
by ingratitude and neglect and unkindness 7

& My dearest father, I well know that if 1 were 0
go forth with Harvey, unblessed by you, and agaif"t
your expressed desire, that I should meet nothing
but misery, disappointment, and remorse—for ho¥
can that child dare to expect happiness, who wilfullf
breaks the high commands of God, and abandon®
her parents’ home ; but with your approval gain¢®s
I confess that the debt of gratitude which I now
owe to him, has so added to my former (‘eelings:ﬂ“
I would follow him through any dangers, any s%~
ferings, even unto death.”

A short silence ensued, during which Mr. Har”
rington paced the room, while his countenance ex-
pressed deep anxiety. He then approached he"
saying : \

¢ Belinda, I faithfully promised Blanchard that
I would not influence you; but oh, my childs
searcely expected your answer would be thus give™
Have you weighed the cor es of such a r®”
solve 1

“1I have prayed earnestly for Divine guidance, wy
father,” replied Belinda; “I have endeavoured to
view the probable results, and I think 1 should 0%
act wrongly in giving my hand to him, who watc
over the dying bed of my beloved uncle, as & 50%
whose kindness soothed the last days of my ow?
dearest grandmamma, and who has risked hi
and endangered his own life to save.mine.” .

¢ These are powerful incentives, certainly, in Lt
favour, andhave had their due weight with me; J°
how van I part with you, Belinda, to be carried
know not where, to emcounter I know not whb
and with so short a time to preparc me.”

Never had the feelings of Mr. Harrington bee?
drawn forth so strongly before. Eeclinda was 84"
prised and distressed. She pressed his hands *
hers as she replied :

)

“Your heart goes not with your consents “f’ .

father, nor shall it be extorted from you; I ¥
never leave you thus—and bursting into a viole?
flood of tears, she threw herself into his extend!
arms—*““1 was peaceful and contented before he ‘5
turned,” she continued, sobbing ; ““and so I 8h’
become again after a while. It will be a heari®f
trial to part with him this time ; but God will ’“”‘Z,d
me under it, and I shall return to all my duties
be your own cheerful Belinda again, if you will ©
bear with me and have patience.” And she
smile. w
TThe more Mr. Harrington gained an insight i
the beauties of Belinda’s character, the greater ™
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:“‘;’eluctance to confide her to Blanchard ; but he
%uld not, in honour, rescind the promise he had
§ven,
“n:ail;‘;; my dear child, T dare not be so selfish or so
on} ul .lo my word,” he replied; “if I could
Y prevail on him to leave the army, we might all
‘"entll%t ("?r worlds, my father, said Belinda, vehe-
Pinesy 3 not for wor.lds. There could be no hap-
ang (‘s in a measure s0 opposed to his sense of honour
e or which he.mlght hereafter most justly reproach
ﬂbe: No, no, his duty calls him hence. Mine is to
“Y, my father.”
a"(,B‘clinda,” said Mr. Harrington, gazing with
yo“nlushmenl‘. upon her ; “can it be possible that
g ove B]‘anchard to the extent you have said,
N make this sacrifice to duty %
- Can I give a stronger proof of love than to say
on ould leave country, friends, 'all else dear to me
c“:%_lrth, for his sake; yes, all,” she continued,
o Plng her hands, and gazing upwards with an
orl’l'esslon of devout fervour ; “save Him who died
my redemption.”
Mr. Harrington was much affected. He mingled
'::’8 with his embraces, as he said
- .Yes ch.ild, most beautiful, most beloved, the
gion which produces such practice must be per-
“‘);' Go, Belinda, to your rest ; I would wish to be
'uree. May Blanchard prove desetving of a trea-
whose full value I never knew till it is about to
o ‘.Ost tome. Go, dearest, I can speak no more
Might,*
pmiilindu v‘vould have lingered, for a thousand
oo ul e.mohons crowded on her heart, but her {ather
" ed his hand to her, when she slowly and sorrow-
Y retired.
?"‘l gaining her own room, she threw herself on
iil lfees and wept long and bitterly. The situation
Y’hlch she was placed, to one like her, was indeed
N “:;lg, yet she knew that she had but one course to
nd“e, which was fervent prayer for Divine help,
HOla;te:afiy purpose to ob‘cy the influence of God’s
erye h pm.t, for whose‘gmdance her petitions were
ing up in humble faith. On the following morn-
r’ she confided to me all her thoughts, her hopes,
fears. 1 fully anticipated, after the fearful night

“Whe
hich had called the strength of her attachment for

Blg

nchard so prominently forward, that if he urged
"h:h}: could not'r(.efuse to reward the self’ devotion
dia: he had ex.hnblted. Is there one who will feel
) ppointment in her decision ?—if’ so, they expect
re from human nature than it will ever afford. 1
hl'b“t trace that which I know, and have felt, and
e seen.  Perfection is reserved for another and

ghfer world.
s r. Harrington had promised to see Blanchard
in before he left the parsonage, he having ex-
b sed an carnest desire for an interview with Be-
%, but this, under existini 4.‘circumstances, was
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difficult, since delicacy and consideration for the
feelings of Lindsay, forbade her accompanying her
father to his house, but she wrote a few hurried lines,
which she intrusted to Mr. Harrington, and then
confined herself to the privacy of her own apartment
until his return. In a few hours she was summoned
down stairs, when she perceived a carriage standing
before the hall door; she almost trembled as she
turned the lock to enter the library, how was her
emotion increased on beholding Harvey Blanchard,
his cheek pale from the pain he had suffered, and
from want of rest, yet there sat on his fine counten-
ance an cxpression of triumphant happiness, which
revealed his thoughts. She flew towards him, una-
ble to trust her voice, and placed herself by his side
on the sofa—his wounded arm rested in a sling, but
with the other he pressed her in silence to his heart.

¢ This intractable friend of yours would not pass
St. Margarets without seeing you,”” said Mr. Har-
rington, smiling; < but his surgeon waits for him in
the carriage, and forbids him more than five minutes.
I will go and keep watch that he does not exceed
them,” and he left the room as he spoke.

¢ You are then recovering, dear Harvey,”” said
Belinda, now venturing to ook up. ¢ Oh, whatan
awful night it was; I would not suffer what I then
did again for worlds.”

«To me it was one full of happiness,” replied
Blanchard, “since I knew not before the strength
of your affection. God bless you, my own darling
Belinda, for the confidence you have reposed in me.
Until last Saturday, I never dared to hope that you
would consent to share my fortunes, and accompany
me abroad, and without that certsinty I would not
have asked you, as 1 could brook no denial.”

¢ Proud man, must you never meet denial,” asked
Belinda, with a faint smile, as she gazed upon his
noble and most beautiful countenance.

« Not from you,” he returned, with an answering
smile. ' ) g
« Then, to lower that high bearing, I should have
withheld awhile my promise—the boy will soon for-
sake the butterfly which he has so easily caught, 1
fear.”

<« Belinda, you consider me unstable, fickle, wa-
vering § nay, you need not blush so deeply, I can
read well your thoughts, which are as open as your
fair brow. I may have been 80 till I knew you, but
there is something in you scarcely to be defined,
which has had the power to rivet my affections ; the
very first evening we met, your image found a place
in my heart, and in all my wanderings since T left
you, there has it remained enshrined, even when 1
might have seemed to give my thoughts to others—
aye, often amidst scenes of revelry have you stood
before me, like an angel, and saved me from self
reproach. Belinda, an honourable aitachment is

our best safeguard.”
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““ Is therc not a higher even than this, dear Har-
ey ¥

“There may be, and it may yct be mine—press
me not now on its merits, my own dearest ; do you
remember this > and he drew from his bosom the
little book, which she had given him on their first
parting. R

“ Oh yes, well,” replied Belinda, delighted to see
that it had been so cherished ; “ have you read it 2’

“1 have, let that at present satisfy you.”

Never had Belinda felt so happy as at this mo-
ment—her thoughts might be compared to that gol-
den light which summer’s eve loves to shed over hill
and dale, as the declining sun wanes lower and
lower, bright, beautiful, and full of promise for the
morrow. Alas, why is it needful that shadows
should pass over it, to darken and mar its splen-
dour.

“ Your five minutes are expired,” sai@ Mr. Har-
rington, re-entering, with Ms watch in his hand ;
“and that flushed cheek warns me that we may not
extend them.”

¢ This is indeed hard,” replied Blanchard, rising ;
# Belinda love, do you consent to banish me thus 2

¢ Most unwillingly, dear Harvey; but we must
comply with so neccssary 2 mandate, for your
health’s sake. Alas, but for me, you would not
have reccived this crucl wound.”

““I ean assure you it is nothing, and since you
have cured the fever of my mind, none other may be
feared. I shall return to you in a few days—come
my fair guide, lead mc forth,” and he playfully
rested his hand on her shoulder for support.

“ Nidne is but feeble help,” said Belinda, smiling ;
¢ yet is it most readily bestowed.”

This is the more natural,” returned Blanchard,
releasing her, and then straining her to his bosom ;
¢ beloved confiding Belinda, thus should the tender
ivy cling round the strong oak, and thus will I
shield you from all the storms of life— farewell, my
dearest girl.”

The visit of Harvey Blanchard, under such in-
teresting circumstances, was soon known through-
out the house, and we all met him in the hall to
greet him, as he was leaving it. Even Mrs. Har-
rington issued from her boudoir, and leant over
the balustrade to express her pleasure at his amended
sirength ; he raised his forage cap as he looked up
and kissed his hand. The smile, the grace, which
accompanied this simple action, appeared to win for
him additional concern,

“Take care of yourself,” said the lady; “ we
sadly want you amongst us.again ; I shall not send
out cards for my intended ball, until you are quite
recovered.””

Mr. Harrington cordially pressed his hand, as he
entered the carriage, apologising to Mr. Murray,
his medicsl attendant, for having detained him.

“You have a fair excuse,” replied his friend,
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who had caught a view of Delinda’s sweet anxiot?
face, as she stood at the window; “but you mﬂ."
submit to a composing draught, after this wilful 4%
regarct of all rule.” . )

“ A truce with your rules, Master Murray,” T
turned Blanchard, gaily; “I have hated them al?
since my school boy days, when the rule of thre
was my greatest cnemy—en avant.” ”

“And so you think to tame this wild hawk
said uncle Sam to Belinda, as the carriage dro™
from the door ; “well, well, wisdom can never s
personified by youth, that is certain ; she must 8%
pear in her winter’s garb, wrinkled and deerepity
and that is the reason why no one heeds her.” )

¢ Wisdom is from above, my uncle,” replied Be
linda softly, and taking his hand in hers ; © and sh°
is pure, gentle, easy to be entreated, without part
ality, without hypocrisy, and this wisdom leads mé
to hope many things from one, for whom man
praycrs are offered.” .

“God bless thee, my girl,” returned Capts”
Harrington, patting her fair cheek ;  may thy hope®
never be withered by untimely decay, or the blight
of unkindness.”

“ My best hopes are not centered in aught ﬂ}“‘
earth can yield,” said Belinda ; “else might I ¥
deed expect bitter disappointment ; they are garner®
where none may rob me of them, but where ﬂ‘e’
will shinc brighter unto cternal day in my Fathes'® *
kingdom.” .,

Captain Harrington silently pressed her in M¥
arms, while a tear stood in his eyc ; he brushed *
hastily away, as if ashamed and angry at its intrt”
sion—he then hurried past her, and left the hous®
to pay his accustomed visit to his frigate, which W“f
undergoing the necessary repairs, to render her €
cient for service. ¢

A heavy care was now removed from the heart
Belinda, and her heerfulness rosc in proportion s '
was delightful to me to witness her returning PoP°
pincss, to listen to all her plans, her ishes for ""7 .
future ; though I confess at times F trembled whe?
reflected on what might be in store for her, plac
under the guardianship of so young a man, who 3
religious principles were unfixed, whose moral rec
titude, depending on its own strength, might
overthrown by the first gust of passion. Oh, ﬂ"’t.
possessed that saving knowledge of Christ, Wi°
would make him aware of the enormity of sin, whi
it required so costly'a sacrifice to redeem from Bw{;
nal condemnation. 1low would this kindle.h‘ !
affections, and purify cvery thought, every des‘hir:;
how would he strive to shun, to hate all W
caused the sufferings of his Divine benefactors ™
love to cherish those qualities and follow those e
cepts whieh inculcate that the evil thought i :
and the hatred of a brother, murder. Such wo? .
ever be the result of faith in Him, who to belie"® " -
life ctcrna!, who Lo know i happiness; and if 4¢*
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:u%.e who would ask how this knowledge may be
2 &'lned, my answer is, in the study of the Holy
Criptures, ond in prayer.
(T be continued in our next.)

(ORIGINAL.)
TAKE BACK—TAKE BACK THE VOW YOU GAVE.

T‘k.e back—take back the vow you gave

u imce newer ties have power to bind thee;
0cs not need that thou shouldst brave,
Reproof from her thow’st left behind thee.

The dream of bliss is o’er,—the spell
That bound my heart to thee, is broken,
“And though my heart may sometimes swell
With pain, its wrongs shall ne’er be spoken.

I"‘\'etve“--we meet no more—and thou,
May’st rove whercver faney leads thee ;
W, oh! think on thy broken vow,
And study well the tale it reads thee.

1 passion’s hour, when thou shalt knect
'!"0 her for whom my love is slighted,
hink, think what that fond heart must feel,
. Whose hopes,like mine, arc “searcd and blighted.”

Be true to hier ! and still my prayer
Shall be—although my heart were riven,
hat thou may’st never learn to share
The pangs thy guilt to me hath given.

"“Yewell ! no tear is in mine eye,
Nor is my breast with anguish heaving,
Ut surely pride may own'a sigh,
TO one so loved—though thus deceiving,
Fare thee well.

LIBRARIES.

-8 .
YLL-\, after the siege of Athens, carried with him

AY

Rome an entire library that he discovered in the
omple of Apollo. He appears to have been the
Under of the first public library at Rome. The
3 public library in Italy was founded by Nicholas
Iccoli. At his death he left his library to the usc

‘h:he public. Cosmo de Medici enriched it afler
death of Niccoli, with the invaluable Greek,

Chrew, Arabic, Chaldaic, ond Indian MSS.

“ehard de Bury, chancellor and high treasurer of

“Ngland, so early as 1341, raised the first private
ary in Europe. He purchased 30 or 40 vols. of

" abbot of St. Albans, for 50 pounds weight of
er, * '

A‘n ) 'A WITTY AUCTIONEER.

N t":“moneer said of a gentleman who had bought
ohe le, but never came to take it away, that he was
ae of the most un-come-for-fable persons he ever

W in the whole course of his life!
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(ORIGINAL.)

LEAVES FROM MY PORTFOLIO.

11.
THE APPOINTMENT.

< Such ones *ill judge of love, that cannot love,

Ne in their frozen hearts feel kindly flame ;

For—thy they ought not, thing unknown reprove,

Ne natural affection faultless blame,

For fault of few that have abused the same,

For it of honour and all virtue is,

The root, and brings forth glorious flowers of fame.

That crown true lovers with immortal bliss ;

The meed of them that love, and do not love amiss.”
Spenser.

IT is the eve of the New Year in Montreal. The
gingling tones of the merry sleigh bells arc still
heard, as cariole after cariole, with reveberating
sound, is dashing over the ice bound street,~this
containing some three or four noisy young fellows
intent on * fun and frolic,” the other, a more quict
party, a bachelor and his ¢ ladye love,” mayhap,
hastcning to some scere of anticipated plcasure and
festivity ; here lines of carriages, 8s they mect,
recklessly threading it through each other and yon-
der, in unobstructed carcer, skimming over the
sparkling snows, others are flying along with some-
thing of the speed, and with somcthing of the ap-
pearance of the wild bird. The sky is clear and lucid
overhead, the bright moon is up, and the imagina-
tive gazer can readily fancythat the twinkling stars,
aptly denominated “the poetry of heaven,” which,
in festooned brightness, are suspended in the firma-
ment, hase been lighted up by guardian angels, to
gladden the heart of man with the bright promises
of hope, as another era in his existence has been
marked out by the revolving finger of time. Lights
are streaming from many a window, and merry
toned rausic, cver and anon, may be heard issuing,
alike from city domicile and suburban residence,
telling o tale of mirth and enjoyment within,
Everything is in accordance with the season and the
hour. It is peculiarly a scene of festivity and rejoic-
ing, unbroken, save perchance by an occasional row,
ending possibly in the forced and noisy ‘conveyance
of its perpetrators to the walch house.

Enveloped in the ample folds of his cloak, and
secmingly unconcious of the festive indications
which we have described, Walter Montaigne, with
hurried strides, is wending his way in the direction
of the northern outskirts of the city. To have seen
him, gentle reader, hurrying along upon that even-
ing, looking neither Lo the right nor to the left, appa-
rently occupicd with some engrossing idea, you
would at once have fancicd that he was on his way
to keep an appointment, and you would not have
been mistaken. Waller Montaigue, 2 month or two

previously to the period which we rofer to, had been

'
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foolish enongh to fall in love ; we say JSoolish, because
Walter, although of respectable connexions, and a
candidate for a commission in an honourable profes-
sion, was greatly inferior in station to the lady of
his love, and, moreover, poor in worldly circum-
stances, although rich in the sterling qualities of
mental worth and education ; yet what business has
a young man to fall in love with a girl above him in
life, when withal he has nor wealth nor home to
offer her 7 But Walter had not weighcd these con-
siderations, when in the full flush of a loveliness,
" which was peculiarly her own, he met Frances Stan-
ley, at the house of a poor and distant relation. This
her first appearance to him, like the golden dawn
upon the rcligious feclings of the eastern devotee,
breaking on his mind, in all the throbbing excitement,
and with all the irresistible fascination of love at
first sight. It was a rare exemplification of human
feeling, the love of Walter Montaigne for that fair
girl ! the full effect of that passion on a mind sen-
sitive in the extreme, and glowing with all the high
and fervid aspirations which belong to youth; nor was
his passion unrequited by its fair object ; the gentle
Fanny, full of confidence in the pure and honourable
profegsions of her lover, had confessed that the
lowliest lot with him would be preferable to
the highest and poudest in the world’s eye with
another. Fanny was living with  a relation in
the environs of the city, whose aristocratical no-
tions would not permit him to countenance the
addresses of her humble lover, particularly when to
his inferior station in life, was added the prudential
consideration of his want of worldly means and ex-
pectations ; consequently the interviews of the lovers
were stolen ones, and the delizhts of these, as a
matter of course, were enhanced a thousand fold by
the circumstance of their being such. It was to one
of these stolen meetings to which Walter Montaigne
was repairing on the New Year's eve in question.
Walter had received a note from Fanny in the course
of the preceding day, apprising him of the intended
absence of her relations upon this evening. With
all the impatience which the reader can readily
imagine, the Young lover was hastening to the resi-
dence of his mistress for the first time ; for be it
remembered, that although we have admitted that
they had met frequently, that they had never met
there before.

Walter has already reached the house, and, leaning
over a white wooden railing, which runs parallel
with the front of it, he is gazing through a window,
from which the curtain has evidently been intention-
ally withdrawn, wherc seated at a table, with her
soft and glowing cheek resting on her small white
‘mnd, he beholds the beloved object of all his pas-
sionate solicitude. There she sits altogether alone,
her beauty heightened by the light in the room, to
such a degree that itcan be easily fancied divine.
She is apparently waiting his coming, at that instant

%
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evidently thinking ofhim. Itis the happiest moment
of the young lover’s life, to him repleto with all the
happy feelings and bright associations which at time3
cast over this grovelling world of ours, the very
charms of the poet’s brightest picturings. But he b?'
comes impatient of this enjoyment, in which he 1*
the sole partaker. He reaches the door ; his h“"fl
is already on the knocker, and in a moment he
admitted to her side.

Having thus conducted our lover in safety to the
presence of his mistress, turn we for a time to the
contemplation of a different scene, which was enact”
ing in another part of the city. Round a tables
from which the cloth had just been removed, 8¢
seated a party of some six or seven ladies and gen”
tlemen, at which an elderly gentleman, of a peculi”
arly benignant appearance, is presiding. The od
gentleman has risen, and is in the act of giving *
toast. His features, on which the glare of a 1arg®
lamp is reflected, are lighted up with a signiﬁcﬂ""
smile, as if inwardly rejoicing at some happy idess
which he was about to give forth. < Come, ™Y
children, ere I permit the withdrawal of any of yots
I must give—th2 intended nuptials—but before ®Y
toast is drank, it will be necessary for me to gi¥°
some explanation for the information of one of yoU
who has dropped in since I have made known Y
intentions oa the subject which I am about
broach. Out of five daughters,” continued }fe’
“ that were left me by their departed mother, Whil®
yet the eldest had scarce reached maturity, theré
remains but one with me, the youngest, and, it ™9
be confessed, the best loved. They have all prove.ﬂ
to me their dutifulness, in ministering to my hapP”
ness, as I have descended the vale of years, revering
my injuctions for their welfare, and never at 8%
time scriously offending me by their conduct. 17
pudiate the notion that indulgent parents spoil the*
children ; to mine I have ever been indulgent, ur
willing to thwart their reasonable wishes in 8°
matter relating to their real happiness, and the e
sult has been what I have mentioned. The “P’hg
of my speech, (for a speech it is going to proves
continued the old gentleman; “is this:—I h8"
determined upon giving my daughter to a WOrt
young fellow, who of late has been making 10v€
her, and whose addresses she has, imprudenﬂy’
must confess, since it was without the sancﬁon_o
her relations or friends, been of late receiving W,l
an empressement, which, taking into consideratd
her ordinary correct conduct, convinces me that ®
fondly loves the.fellow. Even now, I am infor®®;
by my son in law there, into whose guardianSh‘P
have of late entrusted her, and whom she supp?,
in the dark all the time, that she is tétc d téte W,'ﬂ :
her lover in his house, while we are here e“j'ofl ,
oursclves over the departing year, the gypsey 8,
meantime supposing me at my residence up
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I“Wl?em:c. T have made every enquiry respecting
Al over 3 he enl'ircly meéts my approbation, and
wig }‘:l}lfh not as high in life as some of you would
im to be, yet he is one of your lads, if § mis-
w“; l:zt greatly, who are calculated to attain a level
of e best .and th‘e proudest of us. For the mat-
w tl? his having ]')ald his addresses to my daughter,
. 0l‘lt the sanction of mine, or of her temporary
« al.‘dlam’s approval, I can easily overlook. °Tis a
't"_lck of youth,” of which any young fellow, under
amllﬂl‘ circumstances, would have been guilty. 1
Persuaded that his intentions have been honour-
iael: and that is suﬁicit‘mt palliation in my eyes for
“lug oldness. “To the intended nuptials then,” con-
o ed %10 ;.“‘ for I am bent upon their union, and
“n this night we must give them a surprise.”
.,,,:l;f“‘“ we now to our lovers, Walter Montaigne
rances Stanley ; they have been for some time
rrf:t:ller, quaffing deeply from the bright and soul
"ﬂugwht glances of each other, of the intoxicating
ght of love, unfevered by a single desire which
Ould have done violence to the purity of an angel.
ialter felt as if he could have knelt down and wor-
v::l’ed the beautiful being who was before him, so
R n:ome was he by her confiding reliance on his
Our, and due appreciation of professions, of
‘Ve:h’ from his unobtrusive and sensitive nature,
the agcompaniment ef merit and intelligence,
bee:as witha} chary to a degree that might have
cl)rrecpro(.iuctnve of 'doubt in mind that could less
ooy tly interpret his real feelings than could that
ntercfhown gentle F'tmny. But, amid this soul-felt
ange of emotions, comes an interruption in
oo'hape of a violent knocking and stamping at the
T+ Alarm takes possession, particularly of the
. deﬂ’? mind, as from the startling circumstance,
her antk‘:iputes the earlier than expected return of
”elfmons; the heart of the youth the while is
‘;’i:‘:ng. with .apprehension at the probability of
g himsell in a position particularly awkward
e, e:!ﬂbarrafsing. What is to be done? ’Tis
not a.ds _tok think of alternatives ; circumstances do
dence mit of any. Exposure of the maiden’s impru-
B and of the temerity of the youth, is inevita-
s and their only plan of conduet is to put a bold
: mne:pon the matter. The hall door has been
, and the same party to whom we have al-
¥ partly introduced the reader, come pouring
.lhe room, headed by that same benevolent
a8 0ld gentleman, of whom we have already
0. Qur plot is bastening to its denouemeat—
N 5aid old gentleman the reader may identify
Pape ::her of Frances Stanley. “My own dear
" exclaims the daughter, rushing into the
Vg, Of her father, forgetting, in the unexpected
Cone “T.e of seeing him, both her lover and the con-
M incident to the embarrassing exposure of her’
ence. ¢ My dear child P’ responded the
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father, as his beloved daughter is pressed to-his
heart ; the old gentleman’s eyes meanwhile suffused
with a moisture, which tells of the grateful emotions
of pride and pleasure that are working at his heart.
In the meantime, Walter Montaigne, unintroduced
to the company, greatly confused by the awkward-
ness of his situation, yet notwithstanding gazing
with interested feclings upon the affectionate meet-
ing of that venerable father with his darling child,
is standing apart, waiting the rcsult of this unex-
pected interruption. A significant look from the
old gentleman, and Walter is left alone with the
father and child. The latter has recovered herself,
and with blushing timidity has presented Walter to
her father. With an open frankness of demeanour,
which greatly assists in restoring the mind of Wal-
ter to a composed state, the old gentleman has
offered him his hand. ¢ Come, my dear fellow,”
breaks out the father, interrupting an apologetic
address from Walter; “say no more about it, I
know all ; for various considerations, I forgive all
thet is past, and I here not only sanction with my
full approval your suit to my daughter, but I will
bestow on her a dower, which, with the talents and
proper habits that I know belong to you, will not
fail to secure to you a sufficient competence for the
married state.”’ '

Astonished at the turn which affairs had taken,
Walter could but stammer forth his acknowledg-
ments, amid reiterated professions of an overpower-
ing and respectful passion, which he was desirous
of justly impressing on the father’s mind, had been
the sole incentive of his importunate suit.

It was late on the New Year’s eve in question,
when Walter Montaigne left that suburban cottage,
his brain in a pefect whirl between delight and ‘as-
tonishment. He could scarcely believe he was
awake, so like the phantasmagoria of a dream did
the whole occurrences of that evening appear to his
intoxicated senses—the idol which his heart had
formed to itsclf, on the possession of which seemed
to depend the “weal or woe” of his future fate,
had suddenly and unexpectedly been placed within
his reach, and deep and heartfelt were his cogita-
Lions on the subiect, as he wended his way to his
lodgings in the city ; to his mind the entire circum-
stance appearing as the realization of a romantic
dream, over which his imagination had fondly
brooded, until, Prometheus like, it seemed to have
called it into actual and embodied existence !

It was some nine or ten summers subsequent to,
the New Years eve on which took place the circum-
stances embodied in the foregoing sketch, that the
author thereof had occasion, on his way to the me-
tropolis of a neighbouring’ republic, to tarry for a
day or two at a delightful residence, situated at the
extremity of a flourishing town in the sister province.
It was an elegant coltage of spacious dimensions,
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surrounded with orchard and garden, a velvet lawn
of deep green in front, sloping gently down until its
base lipped the lucid waters of the Saint Lawrence,
and its varied embellishments of trelliced arbour
and shaded piazza, clustering with weodbine and
honeysuckle, bearing certain indications of the
cullivated taste of its possessor. Gentle reader, this
was the domicile of Walter Montaigne and Frances
Stanley. It was with them, and the venerable father
of Fanny, that we were sojourning during the time
we refer 1), They had indecd, realized the brightest
hepes of their early attachment ! Walter, by the easy
practice of his profession, was fast acquiring an inde-
peudency, and what was still more desirable, a truly
cnviable fame for telent, honeur, and integrity ; and
Fanny was the happy mother of a lovely young
fumily, the fascinating charms which had formerly
characterized her, ripcned into matronly graces,
which left her even more beautiful than when we
introduced her to the reader upon the New Year’s
eve of 1819,
Ww. S.

THE FALLS AUD RAPIDS OF WIAGARA,
BY MR3. JAMESON.

THE good people, travellers, describers, poets, and
others, who seem to have hunted through the dic-
tionary for words in which to depict these cataracts
under every aspect, have never said enough of the
rapids above—even for which rcason, perhaps, they
have struck me the more ; not that any words in any
language would have prepared me for what I now
feel in this wondrous scene. Standing today on the
banks above the Crescent Fall near Mr. Street’s
mill, gazing en the rapids, they left in my fancy two
impressions which seldom meet together—that of the
sublime and terrible, and that of the clegant and
graccful—like atiger at play. I could not withdraw
my eyes; it was like a fascination. i

The verge of the rapids is considerably above the
cye ; the whole mighty river comes rushing over the
brow of a hill, and as you look up, it seems coming
down to overwhelm you. Then meeting with the
rocks, as it pours down the declivity, it beils and
frets likc the breakers of the ocean. ITuge mounds
of water, smooth, transparent and gleaming like the
cmerald, or rather like the more delicate hue of the
chrysopaz, rise up and bound over some unscen
impediment, then break into silver foam, which
fcaps into the air in the most graceful fantastic forms ;
and sa it rushes on, whirling, boiling, dancing, spark-
ling along, with a playful impatience, rather than
overwhelming fury, rejoicing as if escaped from
bondage, rather than raging in angry might—wildly,
maguificently beautiful ! The idpa, too, of the im-
mediate danger, the consciousness that any thing
caught within its verge is inevitably hurricd to a
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swift destination, swallowed up, annihilated, thrille -
the blood ; the immensity of the picture, sprcadi“g
a mile at lcast cach way, and framed in by the inte®”
minable forests, adds to the feeling of grandeuf’
while the giddy, infinite motion of the hcadlong #%
ters, dancing and leaping, and revelling and roaring
in their mad glee, gave me a sensation of rapturo¥
terror, and at last caused a tension of the ner¥®
in my head, which obliged me to turn away.

The great ocean, when thus agitated by conflict
ing winds or opposing rocks, is a more tremendoy?
thing, but it is mercly tremendous—it makes U*
think of our prayers ; whereas, while I was looking
on these rapids, beauty anditerror, power and jox
were blended, and so thoroughly, that even while
trembled and admired, I could have burst into ®
wild laugh, and joined the dancing billows in theif
glorious, fearful mirth—

Leaping like Bacchanals from rock to rock,
Flinging the frantic Thyrsus wild and high !

I shall never see again, or feel again, sught l’lfe
it—never ! I did not think there was an ohject
nature, animate or inanimate, that could thus 0¥
set me now !

THE LORD’S PRAYEY.

THE best of all prayers is undoubtedly that Wmd"f
commonly styled the Lord’s prayer. It was co
posed not by man—not by the church—but bY
incarnate Word himself’; nothing, consequ‘?""ly :
could be more cxcellent. 1t is adapted to every cap® .
city ; it is simple ; it is sublime ; it is short; it is if‘e i
haustible. In it we pray to the father of all manki®®’
we addresshim with the familar affection of childre®
we acknowledge him to be in heaven, the Lord 0%
things ; we sanetify his name ; we glorify and subm’
to his holy will ; ask for the necessarics of soul b
body ; implore the forgiveness of sin ; pardon ali®
have injured us 5 and beg to be delivered fro®
worst of evils, the loss of the grace of God.

L ——————
VANITY OF THE WORLD.

What then is all this pageant, sad or gay ?
Its clements are sceds of mere decay.

One thing alone remaineth in the waste

Of ruined ages 5 which, when time is past,
Shall be : when glory’s badge hath faded,
And fame shall be a shadow, shall endure *
And it is thou, Religion ! bright, unshaded,
By the deep dusk of setting ycars, and puré:

{
How long have you been in this nul.shcll,ofﬂr‘:o:ag
said T. Hooke toa young ensign last week.
long enough to become a kernel,’ (colonel) #**
reply.



Beth,

THE LITERARY GARLAND.

(ORIGINAL.)

THE ROYAL QUIXOTE.

BY MRS,

MOODIE.

Continued from our last Number.—(Conclusion.)

CHAPTER 1V.

Ah! gentle maid, beware !

he power who now, so mild a guest,
Gives dangerous yet delicious zest,
To the calm pleasures of thy breast,
Will so0n a tyrant o’er thy rest,

Let none his empire share.
Scott.

;:”3 next morning the king visited with Prince
'umfe: the .apartments of the Princess, whom they
i In high spirits, and quite removed from the
ir;‘:ﬁ and agitation s%ie had suffered on the pre-
e day. After again thanking the king for the
‘e he had rendered her, (she, as her brother had
N th?d,) led the conversation round to her favour-
. Opic.
;03'0“ arc a Swede, noble Count, have you the
« l“l‘.to be acquainted with your heroic king 7
e':t::nately—we served our first ¢ampaign to-
&
wls he handsome 2* asked the princess, casting
on her beautiful eyes.
. He Possesses few personal advantages, your
€88 3 he is about my height and complexion,
o, :at%ure has endowed him with no greater charins
yol:hlv:xtc a lady’s cye, or to distinguish him from
o veel;lman. ch:u']y allied by.r ‘the ties of bloud,
t, o'.her."v;ays een thought strikingly to resemble
% :&Princess immediate!y raiscd her eyes to the
Mance of the king; but meeting the full
@ of his, her own were instantly averted, while
o e‘_ce, neck, and arms, were flushed with the deep-
oy, Meon ; the king regarded her with an cxpres-
« Mder jnterest,
dier, a‘;re You to behold this hot headcd young sol-
of nch r Eleo.nora, he would cease o be an object
g exclusive admiration.”
iy P'f Wwarlike qualities sound very well in theory”
Tince George, laughing, ““and fame gives to
hl: ﬁcti.tious lustre, but I query whether this
M” 0t prince would make a very agrecable hus-
«

‘ eh-‘%fge, you cannot enter into the noble and

Urous charcter of Gustavus of Sweden,”

returned Eleonora, with some warmth, ¢ and I wiit
ot hear you detract from qualitics which you lack
the spirit to imitate. Would it not be happimess
enough to be the wife of the heroic descendant of the
great Gustavus Vasa;~—the partner of his throne, and
the sharer of his glory 7

This enthusiastic avowal of her sentiments, only
called forth another hearty laugh from her brother ;
but her words sank deep into the heart of the Swod-
ish monarch.

Love is never more dangerous, than when he flat-
ters our vanity. Nature had endowed Gustavus with
a large share of self-cstecm, and the enthusiastic
Eleonora, possessed a thousand additional charms in
his eyes, because he had been the exclusive object of
her visionary speculations. He seemed even bound
by ties of gratitude to admire one, who, altheugh un-
scen, had considered him as the model of all that
was good and great in human nature. :

< But after all,” he would say with a sigh, *“it is
not me, but my glory she is in love with—I will
see if Count Dahl will be able to rival this formidable
king of Sweden !” .

Following this resolution, he omittod no opportu-
nity of making himsell agreeable to the Princess s
and without betraying that his own heart was irre-
vocably lost, he soon gained the complete ascendan-
ey over hers, and it was not long before she ceased
to expatiate on the virtues of his king, while lis:}x:n—
ing with delight to his lively and agrecable conver-
sation. ‘The king, was not backward in securing
the advantage he had gained, and every day she be-
stowed on him some flattering proof of her esteem
and affection, till he could no longer doubt that he
had ccased to be an object of indifference to her.

¢ This noble stranger, Aurora,” said the princess
one night, as her favourite maid of honour was un-
robing her ; “has won my heart, and I have ccascd
to think of the King of Sweden, while conversing
with his subject. But then,’” she continued witi
inereasing animation ; “he is like Gustavus—h:
possesses the same lofty spirit—the same fearless-
nesw of danger—has fought in the same ficlds—bled
in the same caus. —and wreathed his young brows ,
witly the same laurels—and if he is not perfeetly
har lsome, his manners are so truly fascinating, ,
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that what weak woman would be able to resist
them 77 ‘

“Your highness must close your heart ngainst
the flattering speeches of this dangerous stranger,”
returned the Countess Aurora ; “ your father would
hever consent to your marrying a foreigner of infe-
rior rank.”

“Love in all ages has surmounted the petty pre-
judices of socicty, when its affections were placed
on a worthy object,” replled the noble maiden;
“and may truly be said, to be no respecter of per-
sons. My heart tells me that I shall be his, and I
do not wish to be undeceived.”

““But if the King of Sweden should offer 7’

Eleonora started, and the colour mounted to her
cheek.

‘“ Aye, the King cf Sweden—Countess, you have
conjured up a mighty spirit, who could almost put
to flight a whole legion of these little mischievous
loves. But no, Aurora, my heart no longer trem-
bles or beats quicker at the name of the chivalrous
Gustavus—besides, ¢ would never seck a bride in
the house of Brandenburg 7’

“1 am not so sure of that,” returned the fair
Aurora, who already pictured to herself the pleasure
and power of moving within the sphere of a royal
court; “the young king is eager to enter upon a
matrimonial engagement. e has been shown the
portraits of the most beautiful princesses in Ger-
many, it is not impossible that he may have taste
enough to select you for his royal consort.”

““Now, heaven forbid " exclaimed the princess;
“for T am (ully determined to have my dear Count,
or lead a life of celibacy.”

“ Your highness raves !—your portrait Aas been
shown to the King of Sweden, and has met with
his approbation. Oxenstiern, in a private letter to
the Elector, said his royal master’s chojce wavered
between the white rose of Brandenburg, and that
pheenix of beauty, Sophia of Mecklenburg; but he
thought his ultimate determination would rest with
your highness. 1If so, it is presumed that Count
Dahl will act as proxy for his sovereign.”

¢ Aurora !” exclaimed the princess, rising hastily
from her seat ; “why was not this important com-
munication conveyed to me before? But now, I
am lost—irrevocably lost !

“ Dearest lady, recall your wandering heart—
accept the diadem that a hero offers you, and bury
your partiality to this gay young foreigner in oblj-
vion. Besides,” she continued, lowering her voice
almost to a whisper; ““how do you know that he
loves you—that your feelings are reciprocal 7

“ His gyes have told me s0 a thousand times !

“ Their language is deceitful—never rely on the
affections of & man whu dares not openly avow his
love.”

As the countess finished speaking, a soft strain of
mausie rose in the breeze. The princess alvanced
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towards the open balcony, and instantly rccogm”s_,
the voice of her lover, who did not pour his imp?
sioned lay merely to woo-the cold ear of night-

Lady awake !—it is the hour,
Heed not the night, thy love is near ;
Lady awake ! —and leave thy bower,
Guarded by him—oh, nothing fear !

Come, while the moonbeam softly steals,

To gild with light yon steep erowned woods?
Come, while her lustre fair reveals,

The clearness of the glassy flood.

Oh, lady, haste! the evening closes,

Love is abroad and rides the gale ;
While here, amid the dewy roses,

His sighs inspire thy lover’s tale.
The princess turned to the countess, with & i
umphant air, and was about to speak, when
tuno was changed to a bolder strain, and, pla®”
her finger en her ruby lip to enjoin silence, she St"‘;d
with glistening eyes and palpitating heart, &
lighted listener.

Wilt thou listen, lady gay,

To song of war or roundelay ;
What may best thine ear approve,
Martial deeds, or tales of love,
Such as I can sing or tell,

In thy heart alone must dwell.

A warrior 1, in tented field,

’Tis minc the heavy sword to wield;
Mingling in that desperate strife,

Where man contends with man for life,
Martial fame I woo’d and won, ,
Where noble deeds were dared and done *

Never till this moonlight hour,

Own’d I loves’s bewitching power ;
Or felt that woman’s smile could give,
All that tempts the brave to live ;
Yanquished by her pleading sigh,

The conqueror owns her victory !

By the silver queen of night,

By yon burning orbs of light,

By this solemn midnight hour,

By every sacred holy power,

By the cloudless heavens above,
By earth, and seas, I swear I love !

Eleonora stood motionless, with her je"°
arms folded across her breast, listening w if
word of his spirited serenade. Then catching® i»
by inspiration, the air of the ditty, she ansWwer” - g
a low sweet voice, that was often broken by o
agitation, but which fell like music from i
sphere on the admiring ear of her royal lover”
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Vler my spirit thou hast cast

A magic spell, too sweet to last,

A pleasing strife of hopes and fears,
Of passing smiles and gushing tears,
Pain by rapture chased away,
Thoughts too full of joy to stay.

When yon moon whose pensive beam,
Gilds with light the grove and stream, -
And yon starry hosts of night,

andering through the azure height,
To dust and death their glories bow,
Then will I forget thy vow !

L
Yo ;YOl-l must do more, Eleonora,” ecxclaimed the
- Junstrel 3 “you must make it reciprocal.”
Y 0 not question me 100 closely, noble Dahl—
. cart flutters—my brain is strangely bewil-
You t\Fome to me tomorrow, I dare not answer
« JDnight.”
4 Tomorrow, fair star of Brandenburg, will be
e—this night alone is mine. One word from
?““’ Sweet lips will decide my fate.”?
i oy };e m.oonli,s’ still .high in the heavens, the night
it o ar spent,” replied the princess ; “ Return to
- Pot two hours hence, and I will give you a po-
::'e answer.”
« Ang why not now 77
have no power over destiny.”’
hat says your own heart 27
. U has decided long ago—but 1 must not,
« 8ot {rust to its decision.”
a,, Abide by that decision, dearest Eleonora, nor
z the cold worldly maxims of prudence, to check
(Senerous feelings of the heart.”
by, . arewell > returned the princess, disregarding
b Passionate appeal 5 * two hours hence, meet me
® fountain which terminates the cypress walk
"’iin: left of the lawn. That interview will deter-
o, our future destiny.”
vi::"“'a.ved lfer hand, and vanished from his.sight,
by .S the king rooted like a statue to the spot,
hgem reveries were disturbed by the voice of the

%

.

%
Nd.:;(’“', if ambition does not conquer love, y;ur
¥ stands some chance of obtaining o wife ;
. °%ent which a few hours ago, I well nigh des-
dy .ed of.  How, sire, shall you contrive to exist
«.5 the ensuing hours 77
i _he ensuing years, you mean,” returned the
hjlg ‘mpatiently ; and quitting the spot, he retraccd
uM_PS to his own apartment. He flung himself
Yy 2 couch and tried to compose himself to sleep,
By “fever was in his blood, and he could not re-
Pueg, 10 one settled position for 2 moment ; now
’ d! the room with rapid steps, or standing with
Th Wrms, gazing intently on the heavens.
kp. . Page, who was carefully examining his mas-
- “Ountenance, (and who rz;reover possessed all

the sagacity requisite for a young gentleman in *his
situation,) ran over on a small guitar, the notes of
a favourite little air, which in gayer moments had
often won from the king a smile of approbation,
and, perceiving him turn his head, he grew bolder,
and changing suddenly the tune, sang the following
ditty, which ready wit supplied on the spur of the
moment— )

Love laughing to ambition said,
“Resign thy laurel crown to me ;”

The mighty conqueror shook his head,
“ My bride is Immortality !

With that the urchin drew his bow,
And smiling, fixed his keenest dart ; '
So true the aim, so sure the blow,
He struck the tyrant to the heart.

The laurel wreath is all unbound,
The banner in the dust Lies furled ; ¢
The trumpet spreads no terrors round—
What now to him is all the world.

“ Thou art a perfect adept, Eric, in reading the:
thoughts of others,” said the king ; ‘“ where did you
gain your knowledge of the human heart

¢ 1t came naturally to me frqm the first moment
I commenced page. Your majesty has a tell-tale
face, and your eyes betray secrets, though your
tongue is silent—I am no conjurer myself, but I
know a potent one, that holds his nightly levee not
far from this spot.”

« Ha !” said the king, coming forward ; “ what
does the sage pretend to teach 77

« The destinics of others,” returned the sagacious
boy ; “he deals in signs and wonders, and keeps
several tame devils for the amusement and instruc-
tion of his customers. There is not a secret in the
city of Brandenburg, but duly passes through his
hands. He would dispute the palm of honour with
the celebrated Tycho Brake, and if your majesty
wishes the two ensuing hours to' pass away more
expeditiously, suppose you don your cloak, and hear
what the stars in their gclden sources have ordained
for you.”

« An escellent plan,”” said the king, who greatly
enjoyed the proposal 3 ““T will reward thee for that
thought one of these days, my genile Eric.”

The page was quite alert in making the necessary
preparations for their nocturnal visit; and passing
through the garden, they challenged the sentinel at
the low postern door that led into the street, who
percciving Gustavus to be a cavalier. of note, in-
stantly gave them free egress. ’

Though Eric had been only a (éw'ddys in the
city, he seemed to have an intuitive knowledge of
every sireet and winding alley, till suddenly twrning
down a broad svenue of trees, which led sotrirds
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the forest, he stopped before an antique tower, and
rapped with the hilt of his dagger against a low
Gothie door. .

The summons remained unanswered, though
three times repeated, and the monarch’s patience
being exhausted, he boldly entered a long narrow
passage, feebly illaminated by a solitary lamp;
which hung suspended over a steep dark staircase,
up which the page glided with noiscless steps, and
pausing on the first landing, he laid his finger on
his Jip, and beckoned the king to folfow him.

CAAPTER V.

¢ The moment comes !
It is already here—when thou must write
The absolute total of thy life’s vast sum.”
Wallenstien.

THE staircase terminated in a room of cireular
form, round which run a balcony, for the conve-
nience of making astronomical observations. A
pair of large folding doors were thrown back, and
the pale beams of the moon cast many a wavy
checker on the floor. The apartment was hung
with thick black arras, on which the heavenly bo-
dies were rudely 'e;mblazoned. There was mweh to
attract the curiosity of a stranger, in this singular
domicile, but the eyes of the king were so forcibly
arrested by one object, that for some time he coisld
behold no other.

Standing. by a huge oak table, which was covered
with' globes,” musty parchments, and mathematical
instruments, with’ her head bent down, and her fair
face shaded by her hand, Gustavus discovered the
slight figure of Eleonora of Brandenburg. The
Countess Aurora was seated on a low pile of
cushions, anxiously watching the motions of the
astrologer.

He was a tall, dark man, arrayed in a blaek serge
dress, which fell to his feet in ample folds, and was
confined round his middle by a broad gold belt, co-
vered with strange cabalistical figures. His back
was towards the ladies, and he was busily employed
in contemplating the heavenly bodies.

There was something so noble and commanding
in the figure of the astrologer, that the king’s curio-
sity was forcibly excited; and' wishing to observe
more closely the strange scene before him, he step-
ped behind the arras hangings of the room, through
an apperture of which, he could plainly see and
hear all that was passing.

“Your majesty is willing to play at bo-peep
with the devil,” whispered the page; “ we have a
fair view of his satanic majesty from this spot.”

The king followed the eyes of the page, and
shrunk back- with an involuntary shudder, on per-
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ceiving that the torches which lighted the G‘P”'t/‘
ment, were held in the bony grasp of a gigw“"
skeleton.

“Why, your majesty has actually changed oo’
lour,” said the provoking boy ; ““the sight of the
lean gentleman appears quite familiar to th°
ladies.” .

“Hush " replied the king, ashamed of hﬂ-""‘,g
betrayed his feelings, and who yet felt a superst
tious belief in the science ; “my own fate is inV?"
ved in the answer yon dark figure is about to i
the princess.” .

At the sound of the astrologer’s voice, the kit
started, and after fixing his eyes on him attenﬁ"elyf )
a smile passed over his lip, and his countenance be
came composed and' serene., K

“ Maiden,” said the necromancer ; “ I must}0?
at your hand again.”’ p

The princess trembled all over, as she placed he
slender white fingers in the hand of the astrologe””
who continued to trace its delicate lines for 80%°
time with fixed attention, then raising his piercl 4
dark eyes, he looked steadily in her varying face- 4

““Muth that is great and excellent is here W"'n
ten in & small compass. Fortune, who smiled up’
your birth, never deserts those who are born und®
her favourite planet. Maiden, you love power; aﬂt
you will possess it ; and will exchange your p _
high station for one of a yet more exalted natur® P
Fate, who destined you for a throne, will ere 10"
encircle your brow with a regal diadem.” het

““Alas !’ returned the princess, clasping ”{'
hands mournfully together ; * thou art a proph®*
evil tidings—thy words, which, a few months °o
would have sounded' like music to my ears ®
fall heavily on my heart, like a funeral knell.” o

Then hastily advancing to the opert’ balconys off
pointed to the heavens with a look of melane®
enquiry 2 . .

““Is there no planet in all yon stary host,
tious to the cause of love P’ w

. R ed/

The astrologer appeared strangely perplexe®”
rafsed his eyes from the pale brow of the pri™ of
and looked long and earnestly upon the 3¢
night. b

“ His familiar has certainly deseried him 1 of
most critical moment,” said the page; 20 : is
when the lady begins to open her mind, he i8
wit’s end—methinks if I were the astrologers Lo
solve the queries of the princess.” o o

““In what manner, young malapert 7° ask
king. 'id'
“In the first place, love has nothing to 4° s
the brain,” said the page; *secing that W
man’s in love he cannot make use of his sense®’
is consequently out of his wits. Its empire i’ﬂ“}
fined to the heart, which is only a lump d I's
destitute of reason, and, having no eyes Wj’;:;?f :

itself, is apt to téeeive the most extravagal 47

pr"l’i 4
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Sions, Now, my brain being quite cool, and my

‘homt safe in my own keeping, 1 would frame in a

. nent such a notable romance, that it should sa-

lZ'Q'-he lady, and meet with the entire approbation
18 sly little godship.”

: ol:efOre the king could reply to this sally, the as-

Oger had finished his observatioSea.nd turning

af

leonora, said :
- Prinf:ess, the de'crees of heaven "immutable,
You ::mlt of no v.anation. Fate, who has destined
e be the bride of a great and heroic prince,
give you a heart to love him.”
The tears were streaming fast through the slen-]

€«

""" fingers of the princess— &

‘ ¥
hlr:l?’ wox:]cﬂy grandeur,” she said in a broken and
y audible voice ; “ how little art thou regarded

¥e the heart is concerned.”
‘Wits:e ﬂung‘, as she ceased speaking, a purse heavy
o 8old pieces on the table, and beckoning to the
o tess, slowly withdrew ; while the king, over-
e by a thousand delightful sensations, remained
al?g on the spot she had occupied, in a sort of
b?thng transport, from which he was only roused

¢ page hastily pulling his cloak.

< . :
. My liege, the coast is clear ! do not lose this’

Yourable opportunity—I can perceive by the
.ughtful look of the sage, that his familier is at
% elbow.

:I'he king started into animation, and was on the
Po:t of eme‘rging from his hiding place, when the
ay Ofenqu'lry was filled by a gay young cavalier,

hose bright complexion, blue eyes, and auburn

‘Guglets, the page instantly recognized Prince
urge‘ ‘

. Now by the shade of Woden ! I have heard that

the Y fools make a fair—I wonder which will prove

Ereatest fool—the fair fool who wept at the idea

'h:earing a crown, or the gay fool her brother,

.ha‘! left his warm bed, in the hope of being
' ised one 2 . :

"011' We have at least the satisfaction of finding
¥ not wholly confined to our own royal person,”

:':lefl the king.

e Tis a growing evil,” returned Eric; “the
i, | & man grows, the closer it clings to him ; and
it Wegr the cap and bells with becoming gravity,

e Accounted by the world as wisdom.”

. Before you proceed with your lecture on folly,”
Py the king ; mark well yon fair haired boy, the.

Ur has receded from his face, and he stands be-
the awful messenger of fate, trembling like an

.'?ﬁn leaf.”

11
And 50 would the hero of the North, if he -had

:::bled as the prince did even now, against yon

g Bleas emblem of mortality, who stretches forth

i

. 0% bony arms, as if it were about to enclose
Jrethren of the dust, and hurry them off to the
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duced to the same state, whencwer my eyes encoun-
ter it.”’

The young prince seemed ill at ease, while the
astrologer was consulting the planets ; he looked
anxiously round him, and once or twice put his
hand to his sword, and on seeing the sage about to
commit his thoughts to paper, he said in an impa-
tient tone :

¢ Answer me one simple question—shall I wear
a crown 1”

4 Never !’ replied the astrologer emphatically ;
 your fortune promises nothing great, and bears an
equal proportion of good and evil.”

A frown contracted the brow of the prince as he
continued :

 Your dominions during your lifetime, will be
harrassed by perpetual wars, and your reign will be
short and unquiet. You will die in the meridian
of life, and your son, a bold and ambitious spirit,
will raise this noble province into a kingly state.”

< Why did you not say that my father’s son should
do all this—what to me is kingly splendour, when
my bones are mouldering in the dust 1
He turned scornfully away, and flinging at the
astrologer’s feet several broad pieces of gold, left
the apartment, with an expression of mortification
and displeasure strongly pourtrayed on his counte-
nance. The kiog was surprised that ambition
should be the leading trait in a character, which he
had deemed incapable of forming a hope or wish
beyond the pleasures which the court daily sup-
plied.

«1 who have heard the secret destinies of
others,” he said ; “ will now step boldly forth and
demand my own.”

Hastily removing the arras, he approached the
dreaded tribunal, with his usual firm step and fear-
Jess demeanour.

The astrologer was leaning on the table, his
head supported by his hand, his eyes cast mourn-
fully to the earth, and his whole deportment de-
nouncing inward sorrow and weariness of spirit.
At the sound of the king’s step, he looked up—a
transicnt glow ‘of colour flushed his face, and his
eye kindled with unusual brilliancy, as it fell on the
fine person of the Swede.

“ Your errand ?”

«Jt is not that of a wise man,”’ returned the
king ; “heaven has Yorbidden us to seek the know-
ledge of that which is wisely placed beyond our

| reach, or to dive into the hidden things of futurity,

which time only can unveil. Yet if you cam, by
your wonderful and mysterious science, reveal the
destinies of others—declare minc*”
“ 1t is beyond my power.”

“How ! exclaimed the king ; *“do you impose

and silent grave. I feel as if my flesh was

) g off my bomes, and' 1 was about to be re-

upon the ignorant and superstitious, by pretending
to reveal what is placed beyond your power-sde
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you only consult the planctury bodies to make them
subservient to your own lying purposes 7

“ It is not from the lines of the hand, the hour of
a man’s birth, or the course of the stars, I read the
fortunes of those who are wcak enough to place any
trust in such vanities,”” returned the astronomer,
with an air of calm dignity ; “ man is a frec agent,
and he who formed him in his wisdom, has made
him accountable for his actions, rewarding the good
and punishing the evil ; this makes him, in a great
measur"e, master of his own destiny. 1 compare
events together, acd form a pretty exact cstimate
by the present moment, what the naxt will bring to
pass. Go forth and look upon the face of nature—
all is still—there is no voice in the earth or in the
heavens, that speaks to man on the subject he vainly
wishes to know. The stars that look down upon
us from their thrones of light, are like us, instru-
ments in the hands of the Almighty—there is nei-
ther sound nor language among them, that can an-
swer the bold enquiries of the children of dust. As
the wind sweeps through the illimitable air, and we
know not whence it cometh or whither it goeth, so
is the fate of most of the sons of men ; myriads
pass down the siream of time, without leaving on
the surface, a simple trace of their course.*

“ From whatever source you derive your know-
tedge,” said the king ; ¢ your insight into the cha-
racters of others astonishes me, and if it be not
effccted by the powers ¢f magic, it appears to me
almost as wonderful. ILook on me, and tell me
freely, what you imagine will be my future fate 2%

““ Gustavus of Sweden,” returncd the sage; “ gs
your ambition and love of fume is Loundless, so
shall your succcss be great. Your intrepid spirit
will surmount all obstacles, and hurry you on
through a rapid carcer of conquests, till Europe stall
turn pale at your name, and this vast empire trem-
ble at your fee!, like a dove in the grasp of the
falecon.”

He paused, and cast a mournful glance on tie
king’s animated ccuulenance, and then cantinued
Wilh a-heavy sigh

“But gll this is vanily and vexation of spirit—
could you grasp the universe your ambition would
never fest satisficd, and fumne, who thus lures you
on to destruction, wil! reward her favourite cham-
pion with death on ghe field of battle, and a grave in
a foreign laund. Will this repay you for wasted
youth —for years of toil and danger—for days spent
in anxious thought, and nights of watchfulness.
Oh, resign the wreath that is gilded with blood—it
.s:a crown of thorns that pierces the temples, and

. enters into the soul of the wearer.”

The king paced the apariment with rapid steps—
a thousand contending feelings appeared struggling
in his breast ; at length, stopping abruptly before the
- astrologer, he exclaimed with some warmth;
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“If rcnown can only be purchascd with a grave;
then welcome death—welcome the toils and dan-
gers of the strife—the thrilling war-cry and the
mighty roar of mingling thousands. When I fall,
it will be in the arms of victory, and my death will
be lamented by a brave and faithful people.”

A long and painful silence succeeded this burst
of enthusiasm. At length the king, turning to the
astrologer, said with a lively air :

1 am no prophet, yet my eye is quick enoughto
detect a brave man, let his disguise be ever so in-
geniously contrived. Theodore Zuski, in what cha-
racter do you next intend to masquerade

“ €oncealment is at an end,” said Zuski, hastily
rising from his scat, and flinging off the disguise
which had enveloped his tall figure 5 beneath which,
glittered the steel corslet and the national weapon$
of his country. “You will cease to wonder, noble '
prince, at this strange metamorphesis, when I as
sure you, it has been the means of hindering the
cffusion of bloed, and has afforded me and my com”
rades a means of subsistence.”

The king’s curiosity was awakened ; he drew nesf
the robber and took a seat. 7

 Nature has implanted in all hearts a longiug
desire to be better acquainted with futurity, to gai?
which knowledge, the warrior has flung at my feet
the spoils of war, the beauty divested herself of hef
ornaments, and the miser, who turns the weepio§
begzar from his gates, unlocked his hidden tre?”
sures to bribe the stars to increase his ill-gotte”
stove. This dress afforded me a perfect knowleds®
of the wealth of the city, and fully revealed to ™°
the characters of its possessors. I learned fro™
their own lips, whom to attack and whom to spaf"';
and never sincc I commenced my lawless traffic, di
the poor ery to me in vain, or the virtuous and in-
dustrious citizen receive any injury at my hands-’

“But why, brave Zuski, continue to act a I’ﬂrt
50 beneath you.  You doubtless heard the proc!”
mation issucd a few days,ago 1’

I didl—and my followers have taken the adva™
tage of it, and are dlrcady dispersed; and many
them by this time restored to their family, cou“w‘"
and long lost friends, are reaping ‘the beneﬁ“;:
your majesty’s generous exertions in their beh“lr', ,

< Why then, Lrave Zuski, do I find you here ¥

€ To save your life !>’ returned the Pole, grf”?’ng
firmly the king’s hand; “ to frustrate the desigh’®
the blood hounds that are abroad tonigl'll’wh'J
have tracked you to the electoral palace, an%:
are cven now breathing curses on your de Vol
couch, while they meditate fresh schemes of
geance.”’ P
; “Jamin no humour to interpret riddles,” il
the king impatiently, while he fixed Ms.eyes‘f:
robber with a glance of severe serutiny ; s dark
plainly, and declare boldly the meaning of the
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sinuations. I bave not provoked the malice of
z"man, and consequently have nothing to fear 7
an .Blut you have wounded the pride of a haughty,
. bitious, and beautiful woman. 1las your majesty
zoon forgotten the Princess of Meccklenburg 7
) Ha 12 exclaimed the king, recoiling some paces,
s if stung by a serpent ; “ what know you of that
8yrepn 7%

« Enough, to warn you that she has power to
?s‘troy the hope of Sweden, and level all your am-
Uious schemes in the dust. Her brother Otho,

:’:: a few 'daring spirits, are leagued together to re-
" ge the insult offered to her honour. The prince
'w: bfave man and a soldier, that which he has
“rn, he will not lack courage to perform.”
« I defy his impotent malice,”” returned the king ;

let him scek me boldly—he will find he has no
;}:tardly spirit t({ cope with. But how, and through
ed:t channel, did you gain this important know-

Se, brave Zuski ¢ :

Ve;; It is not the first state secret this dress has re-
‘cieed to me—a superstitious belief in the dccult
0ces brought the leader of the conspiracy hither

» i:t hight 5 and, whilst bribing the stars to ensure
sci:lu:cesss‘, he let me,. without being himsell con-
ine us of lfls rashness, into the whole plot.  Follow-
e:]:he voice of fame, he soon tracked you to Bran-
Nine ':‘g—your adventures in the forest were the
ays wonder—the city rang with the tale, and

iu;,oz to his no small annoyance, discovered you
“;5 In favour at court, and daily increasing in the
‘et?m of the princess. Burning with indignation,
'ee Visited the court as a noble stranger, and in this
pi:d'&cter reconnoitered the apartment you occu-
> and bribed the sentinel who guards the pos-
lnr;l U.u'ough which you found an exit, to admit him
. his friends at half-past twelve tomight. Your

Amber, from the balcony is easy of access—you
3y imagine the rest—naked, unarmed, asleep,

at power could save you from their murderous
Weapons.

“The same power that raised you up to be my
. server, generous Zuski,” returned the king ;

_ ob“l how, and by what means did you prevent this

‘:1 assassination

fl dared not send a line or message, I knew your
a-’inty’s fearless disposition—I was well aware
oﬁt instead of avoiding the danger that threatened,

' would provoke and meet it. I beguiled your

¢ hither, I entrusted him with the important
€ret, and left to his ingenuity the success of the

Yenture, The boy has acted his part so admi-

; ouly,‘thatl am convinced had he failed in luring

A hither, he would have prevented the fate that in
. Probability awaited you. But hark!” he con-

Ued, Jaying his hand on his sword; * what
"““ds are these 1

. It is nothing but the wind sweeping through the
g avenue of trees,”” said the kLing ;  you have
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talked of danger, till you believe us surrounded Ly
i'.-” .

I am right ! exclaimed the Pole; “it is the
tread of armed fect—secure the door.”

The page sprang to the door and listened for @
moment, with an intensity which convulsed every
feature in his face.

“They come ! they come!” cried the afrighted
boy, hastily drawing bolt and bar; “I know the
fierce bearing of Otho of Mecklenburg—lcap from
the balcony sire !{—they shall pass over my dead
body before they arrest your flight I’

“ Never ! returned the king, throwing the page
some paces from the door; ‘“away rash boy, you
have parents ta weep for you—leave these assassins
to cope with men !

The page answered not, but, as if anxious for his
own safety, with one bound cleared the balcony, as
the door was burst open by a band of armed men,
headed by one whose fierce aspect and bold car-
riage, revealed to Gustavus, Otho of Mecklenburg.

¢ VWhat is your business here—whom seek ye at
this dead hour of night?” said Zuski, advancing
with a firm step towards the intruders ; Do brave
men consult the stars armed for the field.” A

¢« Hypocrite ! base lying hypocrite !> exclaimed
Otho, gnashing his tecth, and stamping fiercely on
the ground ; ¢ we have found him whom we seek!
him whom neither earthly nor supcrnatural powers
shall save from our vengeance—turn false prince
and answer for your broken faith.”

¢« Aye, with my good sword will I defend my
honour,” replied Gustavus, his eye sparkling as the
chivalric spirit of his fathers kindléd in his breast,
and gave to his countenance that fearless and intre-
pid expression which ever marked him in the field,
and confounded his enemies; “you have charged
me with perjury—your rashness be upon your head,
for by Him in whose hand is the heart of kings, but
one of us shall part from this spot with life.”

«You shall not have the proud satisfaction of
dying like a brave man,” returned the prince with
a scornful laugh; ¢ I reject your challenge—I hold
you bencath my scorn—fall on my masters,” he
continued, turning to his bandj and see if yon
dainty body is proof against your stecl.”

« Cowards !’ retorted the king, springing for-
ward to meet his antagonists 5  God will defend
the right, and frustrate your deeds of darkness.”

Long and desperately did the Swede maintain
the unequal conflict. Zuski fell beneath the sword
of Otho, and was trampled under the feet of the as-
sassins, fixing his last glance on the king, as if to
animate him to further exertions ; he died without a

groan.,
The sight of his friend’s blood roused Gustavus to

a pitch of fury—even Otho bore back from the aim .
that scattercd death on all sides, till cxhausted and

overpowered by numbers, the king was on the point
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of yielding the contest with his life, when Prince
George, heading a party of soldiers, and guided by
the page, burst upon the scene.

The assassins, perceiving their murderous designs
frustrated, flung down their weapons and precipi-
tately fled ; and Gustavus, wiping the moisture from
his brow, turned with a cheerful air to thank his
preservers. His eyes fell on the pale corpse of
Zuski—the words died upon his lips—he pressed
the cold hand of the gallant Pole silently to his
breast, and walked to the balcony to concesl the
overflowings of his beart.

Prince George observed his emotion ; it surprised
him ; but he forbore to make any remark, but shak-
ing the king heartily by the hand, congratulated
him on his safety.

 Your page broke upon my slumbers, and roused
me from imaginary battles to fight in good earnest.
1 have gained my first victory without much blood-
shed —the cowards were soon put to flight. Believe
me, noble count, I feel most happy in being able to
evince the gratitude I owe you for the preservation
of my sister’s life.

¢ Oh, name it not now,” said the king; * my
silence at this moment, must express what words
cannot.”

¢But, my dear Dahl ! bow came you kither, and
effzaged in this desperate fray 17

¢ Tomorrow, I will explain every thing—I shall
not fail to give a satisfactory account of my actions ;
but tonight I must enjoin silence.”

Then mournfully regarding the dead body of the
gallant Pole, he said :

“ Does your highness remember that face 77

“No,” returned the prince, glancing on the
manly figure that lay extended before him ; * it is
one of uncommon beauty.”

“It is the astrologer, who read your destiny—
the bandit of the forest—and to sum up all, the
brave and unfortunate General Zuski. He died for
me.”

The king turned away deeply affected, while the

, brince, who possessed a good heart and kindly dis-
position, was sensibly moved by the anguish which
was depicted on the king’s countenance.

“Count Dahl !” he said; # this brave man de-
served a better fate, for the service he rendered you
this night, he shall be interred with military hon-
ours, due to his high station and distinguished
name ; while, acquitting him of crime, we will learn
to consider him not guilty but unfortunate.”

The king warmly expressed his thanks to the
prince for his generous offer, and taking off his
cloak, he threw it over the body of his departed
friend; and accepting the arm of the prince, they
returried together to the palace. The topic of their
"laguversaﬁon i3 unknown, but at parting, the latter

“Kkiased the king’s hand, and laid his finger on his
lips in tokeq"of secrecy.
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CHAPTER Vi,

Oh ! Clifford what are halls, and towets,
Or coronets, to me ?
Far happier if with wilding flowers,
My hair were wreathed by thee.
Agnes Strickland’s Seven Ages of Womase

Unconscious that Gustavus had witnessed the
perturbation of her feclings, on leaving the astrol®”
ger’s tower ; the princess, with no small degree ©
alarm, found herself once more in the dark aveny®
of linden trees, and under the canopy of heaven-

Her courage had fled and every sound startled hers
the sighing of the night breeze among the bough®
the distant murmurs from the river, spoke (o her
heart in the chilling tones of fear ; her fortitude for”
sook her, and she wept unceasingly.

The Countess led her with difficulty to one of the
seats erected under the trees, for the benefit of
citizens ; and entreated her to calm the agitation ©
her mind, and consider the dangers to which th‘ell‘
situation exposed them, and the absolute necessity
of a speedy return to the palace. As she finish
speaking, the bells from every steeple tolled
hour of three, and faint streaks of light were alred
visible in the east.

The Princess made a desperate effort to rise 'but
sank back weeping on the bosom of her compﬂ“?"’
who started as his eye fell on the wan and deathlik®
expression of her countenance, and she used the '_"r’
argument to restore her drooping spirits 35“‘””
which she had combatted so unsuccessfully & fev
hours before.

1 beseech your highness,” she said, “to celm
the agitation that convulses your whole {rame. T
astrologer may not be correct in his calculations™
remember your promise to the count; many thing®
may happen in that interview, to render your P*%
jected alliance with the Swedish monarch less dres®”
ful in your eyes.” ”

“J care not for the astrologer’s predictio™ .
returped the princess, ““but a strange presentiﬂfen
of coming ill presses upon my mind, and Wel§
down my .pirits. It is an unusual fecling, and on
which 1 cannot subdue. I wish I could look o'
ward into the dark future, and see what the ¢
hour will bring forth.” . :

 Hark! I hear steps approaching towards us fro?
the astrologer’s tower,” said the countess, let
begone ! ok

Both ladies rose as a cavalier trayersing the;d
avenue with rapid steps advanced to the spot W
they stood. His was the gay elastic step of YO!
the flying mantle,and the sword tossed carelessly
hand to hand, which proclaimed a heart at rests
spirits naturally free and buoyant, as if to drive s
andsorrow far from his solitary path. He san§
clear joyous voice, a song which had often

fro®
and
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m“ded at masque and festival, and which was well
OWn to both ladies.

The lady left her lofty tower,
To meet her love returning ;
The moon shone bright on the forest bower,
And the stars in heaven_were burning—
She looked to hill, she looked to vale,
She looked on stream and tree—
The roscs on her cheek waxed pale,
And her tears fell silently.

Has victory smiled on thy sable crest ¥
Or art thou coldly lying,
ith many a wound on thy noble breast,
Amongst the dead and dying 72—

Or has the trumpet inthine ear,
A tale of triumph told,

Of deathless deeds recorded there,
By knight and warrior bold %

She starts—then hurries o’er the plain,
An armed band to meet ;

The foremost of that martial train,
Kneels lowly at her feet—

Her tears are drie@—her grief has fled,—
Her eye with joy beams bright ;

Well and gallantly hast thou sped—
Welcome, my own troe knight !

“1 should know that voice,” whispered the prin-
to her companion. “ Good heavens ! it is my
Mother. Should he discoter us, we are lost ”’
Then hastily drawing down her veil, she wrapped
heavy cloak in which she was enveloped, care-
,"-“Y round her. The prince was now within a few
ces, and he stopped for a moment before them,
r"Pea.t.ing, as he did so, the last line of the stanzas :

“ Welcome, my own true knight !

} Eleonora’s heart beat violently, and she trembled
™m head to foot, as the prince exclaimed in a gay

“Fair and softly; pretty damsels; what do you
bither under the gentle brow of night 7?
. Both ladies made an effort to pass the unwelcome
m'e?l'ogator in silence ; but in the atiempt the wind
."ddenly blew back the veil that shaded the princess’
""f: and the moon shone full on her countenance,
o h was instantly recognized by her brother.
Eleonora ! he cried in a tofe of surprise and
““'“‘1 3 “ Eleonora and the Countess Aurora, abroad
N this unseasonable hour, and unattended by squire
"Page. What am I to infer from a fact so extra-
Winary [
« George, I bescech you, look not so sternly on
e, 4aid the princess, weeping afresh; * forgive
fatal curiosity which tempted me to seek through
. “'hades of night, old Herman’s Tower.” ’
Umph 1 said the prince, 1 suppose I am to
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guess the rest. We have both been engaged in the
same wise errand, and I doubt not return equally
satisfied. But, madam, are not you aware that these
nightly excursions are prejudicial to the character of
a high born female, and attended with danger ? But
dry these tears, Eleonora,” he continued, kissing
the bright drops from her pale cheek; I will not
betray you to your father. But what said the astro-
loger—did he promise yon lady-bird a husband

«]1 know not what he said, George. 1 believe
him to be an imposter,” returned the princess pet-
tishly.

«Then I may conclude he gave you no very fa-
vourable specimen of his art. My lady Aurora, what
did the magician in his wisdom devise for you 1

« I did not put his skill in requisition, your grace ;
I fear the sters will not smile so graciously on a
poor maiden like me; or shower down such golden
favours as they did for her highness.”

¢ In what shape 7’

«That which your highness most covets—a
crown.”

« How,” cried the prince, turning to the agitated
Eleonora, “did you consider this promise vain and
unsatisfactory. Or did your ambition aspire to the
imperial purple, when you looked coldly on such an
offer 7 By my faith as a true knight, he refused me
even now the glorious vision which you view with
such indifference.” )

< Alas ! my brother,” said Eleonora, looking ear-
nestly in his face—<¢is our happinesssolely de:nved
from the garb we wear, and the rank we hold in the
eye of the world. Is it not rather an union between
kindred hearts, and minds formed to sympathize and
understand each other. What pleasure could a
crown bestow without these blissfil ties 9

¢ You speak in riddles tonight, Eleonora. A few
days have strangely altered your ideas on this su'b_
ject. Are you aware of the coutents of the dis-
patches which arrived last night from Stockholm 7

«Too well.” ‘

« g it a matter of indifference; Eleonora ¥ cried
the astonished prince. ¢ Does not your heart re-
joice in these important tidings 7’

« Such would once have been the case.”’

« You rave; Eleonora ! Has it not been the »wish
of years, the fondly cherished hope of your enthu<
siastic bosom. Tell me, Eleonora, and tell x.ne truly,
what malignent fiend has cast its gloogly influence
over the bright star of your destiny ¥’

The princess cast her eyes to the grou.nd. Athou-
sand opposite feelings were struggling m,her breast.
Ambition and love alternately predomm'ated-.t.he
latter at length triumphed ; and in a faultering voice,

ied :
ahi‘l;s:: have demanded the truth, Geox:ge, and ho.w-
ever painful the avowal may be, I will .not shrink
from declaring it. The brave and heroic King of

Sweden has deemed me worthy to share hiiﬂfrm,



3130

and to be a partizipator in his zlory 3 but ill should
I requite the enerous ofier of the noble Swede, by
giving hin my hand when my heart owned a decided
prefcrence for another.”

“Rash girl, what have you dared to avow 77 said
the prince, grasping her arm and speaking in n stern
voice.

“That I'love !”” returned the princess, gathering
courage from despair 5 “ that my heart at this mo-
ment  feels the deepest, truest passion, that ever
trembled in a woman’s breast.”

“For whom do you entertain
tiality 22

“For him, to whom I am indebted both for life
and honour, whose independant and generous spirit
has obliterated from‘my mind the bright and beauti-
ful vision that once possessed my youtnful fancy—the

- brave and noble Dahl.”

“Unhappy girl 1

““ Nay, call me not unhappy,” said the princess,
her spirit regaining its usual lofty tone, and the
coleur flushing her pale check 5 ““I'may be unfortu-
nate, but never while I possess the love of such a
heart as Count Dahl’s, can I be wholly miserable.”

“Has he then dared to address his suit to a
daughter of the princely house of Erandenburg ?
Tle audacious villain shall answer with his life for
his presumption.”

“ George,” returned the princess with a solemnity
in her voicc and manner which made the blood flow
in calm temperature to the heart of her impaticnt
auditor, “raisc but one finger against the life
of my generous preserver, and you entail upon you
and yours, the bitter curse of g heart-broken sister 3
Lwill never wed another did he possess the diadem
of the world. Deny my wishes, and I will seek the
protection of the Church of Rome.”

“Ohy Eleonora ! Eleonora 1 answered the prince
his heart softening towards the sister he fondly loved,
“ What woe and trouble and endless wars will your
blind infatuation entail on your country and kindred.
Are you 50 mad as to suppose the King of Sweden
will receive such an insult without resenting it ?
Will not the blood of your lover be the firat libation
poured forth at the altar of vengance 1 You tremble,
Eleonora—you turn pale—Behold, Gustavus comes
in the strength of his invincible spirit ; our armies
are scattered at his presence—our citjes yield before
him, and the members of our ancient and noble
house are led into captivity by the conqueror.”

Before the princess could answer this appcal,
which sounded in her ears like the knell of all her
fondly cherished hopes, the sound of approaching
footsteps rang sharply against the stones, in the nar-
row street they had just entered, and six armed men
emerged from under a dark archway fronting them.
Elconora clung trembling to her brother’s arm, and

a faint scream rose and dicd on the lip of the coun-
tess. :

this fatal par-
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““It is he ”” said one of the men, in a low dc’g
voice, to the leader of the band ; “ shail we strike ?

““Peace, babbling fool,” returned the foremost 0
the group 3 ““you mistake your quarry—this gallan®
is at least three inches in stature above him whott W
seek.  Pass this young sprinzald in silence, 2%
take no notice of his frail companions.” .

“Some deed of a dark and questionable naturi.i 18
to be perpetrated tonight,” said the prince, drawing
a freer breath, us the clang of their armed heel
died away. o d

Eleonora did not spcak—a fearful thought flasn€
across her brain j and she felt relicved, when she ¢
gained her own apartment, in giving way to the
unguish which oppressed her spirits.

I satisfied with himsclf, and dreading the worst
from his sister’s obstinacy, Prince George thrCf"
himself upon his couch, and had hardly closcd hus
eyes in troubled slumber, before he was roused bY
the page springing into his apartment, (which com”
municated by the balcony with that occupied by the
King of Sweden,) and imploring him, in the 1005
pathetic manner, to succour his master, who 8%
attacked by ruffians at the astrologer’s tower.

Half stupcfied with slecp, the prince gazed “;_:
cantly for some moments upon the pale and @
{righted boy, and in no very courteous tone, bade
him begone and cease to trouble him. ,

“1 beseech your highness, risc and come to bi®
assistance—in a few minutes all human aid will b°
too late—oh save him ! save him ! he cried i".s
tone of Ditler anguish, and wringing his hands "f
despair, while his expanded eyes were fixed in t€8"
ful entreaty on the half recumbent figure of the
prince, who, at length recovering consciousnes®
sprang in no very gentle mood from the bed, a: .
recognized the page of the man, who in spite of ¢ .
friendship he had once entertained for him, he ®
that moment wished most out of the world.

“1f Count Dahl engages in such midnight %
lics,” he said in an angry tone ; “he must c¢Xpet
these rcsnlts-awaybyoung sir, I cannot listen to SU°
idle tales.” : "

“ Alas I’ returned the agitated boy ; © you kno
not whom you refuse to succour ; ere thisa cfow':e/
head will be low in the dust. Oh, my master’ .
my brave, my royal master !—who now shall ’!’a'
you? Oh, that I had staid and died with you ! s

The page turned to leave the room, but a stro?
arm detained him. A suspicion had darted int0 .
mind of the prince—the next moment brought ‘c? ,
viction—and hastily dressing himself and seizi®@
his sword, he called together a few of the house|f°n
guards, and followed the page to the scene of acu"a"
and succeeded in rescuing the king from the W€
pons of his encmies. e

As they réturned, the king found that by 0
means his secret had transpired ; and he convin®
the prince of the truth of his pretensions, by shew

~
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him the royal signct, and the letters he had received
91 the preceding day from the chancellor 3 and, bind-
ng him to scercey, he hurried to fulfil his appoint-
Ment with the princess, for whose sake he had
“Xposed himself to so many dangers.

CHAPTER VII.

This clasp of love onc bond shall be,
For this is your betrothing day,
And all these noble lords shall stay

To grace it with their company.
Scott.

ELEoNoRA continued to pace her apartment, in that
Testless state of mind which is the constant attend-
int on expectation, wishing to know the worst, yet
Areading  its approach. Observing the countess
lookeq fatigued, she desired her to retire to rest;
Ch casting an anxious glance on the small dial
that was suspended over the chimney piece, she per-
%eiveq that the minute hand pointed at the hour of
2ur. The rosy steps of approaching day glowed
% the summer sky, and the cool breeze wafted into
T apartment, the perfume of the jessamine, which
*Pangled with its white starlike flowers the baleony,
'@ shed a soothing influcnce over her troubled
Ming,  Hastily throwing a scarf over her shoulders,
. descended into the garden, and sought the mar-
Bin of tne fountain, where she had promiscd to meet
®f lover,
With hasty steps she traversed the dark cypress
) Y which terminated in a lonely lawn, in the cen-
lne f which stood the fountain, surrounded by its
w“\‘ble basin, and supported by the fabled forms of
er gods and nymphs of old.
he he princess cast a timid glance round her, but
“ﬁgnre she sought was no where to be seen.
hy, man! man !’ she mentally exclaimed ;
seldom art thou descrving of the deep, the
Ought tenderness of woran’s love. Can you,
“Weel:,hus’ forgetful of your appointment, enjoy the
to by of slumber, while my bosom is only awake
ter ang painful feelings 2’
™ sighed deeply as he finished speaking, and
@ troubled look upon the waters, and then up to
8olden heavens.
trag dture, not yet roused from her slumbers, lay in
hegy ! beauty beneath the misty veil of light which
> OVer the cast, and was fast dispelling the grey
'eﬂe]i}')t Which precedes the approach of day. The
l.%’ a':" of her own face in the fountain startled
Woe. she saw therein depicted its haggard and
“""ﬂreﬁ?ne expression. It is only when suffering
e deepeat affliction, that a lovely woman
Ele::e: Indifferent to her personal attractions.—
Wegps Who a moment before had so impatiently
Ceive d’:"“;‘! the arrival of her lover, when she per-
ahteration which a few hours of mental

46
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excitement had made in her appearance, felt a mo-
mentary regret in beholding him before ber, till, ob-
serving that his countenance bore the traces of re-
cent grief and strong agitation, she forgot her own
discontented repinings in conjectures as to the cause
of her lover’s disquictude.

“You are a tardy woocr, Sir Count,” she said,
with more haughtiness in her tone and manner than
she meant to assume; ““to let the sun risc upon
your appointment. Did you cxpect your suit to be
more successfully pleaded in the eye of day than be-
neath the light of the moon and stars 2

“ Spare your reproaches, gentle Eleonora—Ilast
night I pleaded for mysclf, and knew not the trcason
I was guilty of. Today, I must approach you, as
my queen, and bow the knce before you as onc of
your meanest subjects.”

He sank at her feet, and would have taken her
hand, but she drew proudly back—

““ Rise, Count Dahl!» I never will receive your
homage on such terms as these—where did you
learn distinctions so diffcrent to the sentiments you
expressed to me last night 7

““When I returned to my own apartment,” said
the king, I found a courier waiting with a packet
from my sovereign. Need I add that the contents
of his letter were a death blow to my presumptuous
hopes ; and fortune, as if in mockery to my anguish,
has instigated the king to elect me his proxy, and
cheat my imagination with a bride, that I must woo
and wed for another.”

““ And will you obcy the mandate 77

The king hesjtated, and the colour mantled even
to his brow, as memory recalled the hour when a
similar question had been put to him under circum-
stances so ncarly resembling the present, that he
more than once anticipated the same unfortunate
termination to his suit.

“My duty, as a subject, demands me to yicld
implieiat obedi to my sovercign®s orders.”

“But what says your own hcart, Count Dahl,»
returned the princess ; ¢ which is the strongest mas-
ter, love or duty 2”

¢ Appeal not to my heart, Elconora, it is alrcady
smarting from a deep immedicable wound. My
presumption deserved a punishment, and it has re-
ceived its just reward.”

“ Oh, say not so, Adolphus,” said the princess in
a faultering voice; “do I not owe my life—the
prescrvation of my honour, to your courage? On
whom can 1 better bestow my person and hand, than
on him who rescued me both from disgrace and
miscry. I place my destiny in your hands, and feet
confident that you will never betray the sacred
trust.”

As the princess sank on his bosom—as his arms
encircled all that was dear to him at that moment
on earth ; and he imprinted the first passionate kiss
of love on the struggling lips of the loveliest of her
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sey, the truth trembled on his tangue, and he was
on the point of declarjng his vank and the rcasons
which had induced Lim to adopt such a disguise, but
used from infaney to great self control, his ifirm-
ness returned, and he remained constant to his pur-
pose, amidst a war of passions. Il could the cast
down eye and dejected mien pourtray a grief which
he did not feel, as he replied :

“ Dear and beyond all price, is the happiness you
have offered me, lovely Eleonora—but even this in-
estimable pledge of your love,’> he cried, pressing
her hand to his lips; ““capnot bribe me to become
4 traitor to my king.”

““What have T donc 7’ exclaimed the princess,
bursting from his arms, and casting upon him 2 look
of mingled scorn and pity; “have I exposed the
weakness of my heart to one, who makes his rejec-
" tion of a daughter ol the house of Brandenburg a
irial of duty, and triumphs in overcoming a passion
he never felt. Farewell, Count Dahl—when next
we meet, it will be on very different terms !

1 trust it will,” returned the king, trying to in-
tercept her path as she turned haughtily from him,
and bent her steps towards her own apartment.—
She waved him back with an air of strong displea-
sure ; but he succeeded in detaining her by her gar-
ments.

“ Leave me not thus, Eleonora,” he cried; “ tell
me with the same beautiful sincerity which has ever
marked our intercourse from the first auspicious
moment when we met. Could you love a dishon-
ourable character 7"

The princess only struggled morc vehemently
to free herself from his grasp.

¢ A traitor to his country 2

Ske turned her head weeping away.

“The base and selfish supplanter of his gcnerous
friend and master 1 Oh, Eleonora, the sacrifice I
make is indeed great—the trial may cost me many
a bitter pang, but could you for a moment wish it
unmade %7 .

The princess turned her tearful eyes on the fine
countenance of her lover, and her noble and inde-
pendent. spirit for a moment subdued all other feel-
ings, and she said in a firm tone :

“You have proved yourself worthy of possessing
a more generous and exalted heart, than I had in
my power to bestow. Mine will never own a se-
cond passion, nor will I ever acknowledge any man
for my husband, whom I cannot regard with reve-
rence and love. Farewell, brave. Dahl! I absolve
you from your vows forever, and sincerely hope that
while pursuing the paths of glory, and enjoying the
favour and esteem of your heroic king, you will for-
get that such a being as Fleonora of Brandenburg
ever crossed your path.”

“ May I perish when 1 do!” exclaimed the de-
lighted Gustavus, as she vanished from his view,
leaving him lost in a train of pleasing reflections,
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and cagerly anticipating the hour that would e"“a;w
him to throw off thc mask and appear once more !
his own character. -

But what language shall describe the staté
Eleonora’s feelings, or pourtray the bitter '?:
proaches of wounded pride. She would have sact
ficed all for him—would have braved the displess”
of her father, and rejected a crown to follo¥ .
fortunes of a subject, and for his sake would hﬂ/
conscnted to become a voluntary exile from her né
tive land—and what had he offered in return for
warm and disinterested aflections. He had dee”
the possession of those charms, which a mon |
had considered worthy to sharc his throne, €°°
not compensate for a single breach of duty wward’
his sovereign. 9

During the first burst of rcsentful feeling
princess determined to accept the King of Swe%®’
and mortify the count by her prompt obedienc® i
his master’s wishes. But love is not so easily *
dued, and she had scarcely resolved on this plan
revenge, when it was as quikly abandoned; ¥
she was ashamed of having for a moment €
tained sentiments so unworthy ; and she oncé wo 6
determined never to give her hand to anothers v
her heart was solely his. “ You are a |oy&|:;r.
ject, Count Dahl,” she sighed ; “but a cold W
There is not a knight or squire in my father’s co?”.
who would have acted with the mortifying "
ousness which you have displayed tonight.” oif

The next morning the king was so remark® r
fastidious in chsosing his dress, that the Pﬂg."’ 1o
robing and unrobing him several times, foirly 00
all patience, and exclaimed in his usual facet
manner :

“Your majesty will never be able to face
enemy again.” e}

“« Hov:, Eric,” returned the king, with 3 sl
“do you think my last might’s exploit pro¥
such a very coward 7>’ ot B

“ Alas, my liege ! your valour would ¥
saved your head, if it had not been for mY
but that adventure happened a fall hour befor®
gave away your own brave heart in exchﬂ“gen \
woman’s. Now, saving your august P""“byaﬁ
think your majesty has profited very little ofte?
barter, sceing you have altered your miﬂd. a; )
as a young maid on the morning of her brid ed

¢ Know you not, young squire,” ,—etul'“l .usb;
royal Swede, after indulging in a heam;md [i g
“that 1 am the first monarch that ever e
place of proxy to his hride, and surely som®
ges ought to be allowed to such a bO
taking.” e
“ lgwould have wooed and won a doze? ‘::,,e", '
said the arch boy, *in half the time YO o
has been employed in contemplating your ro” j
son in the mirror, and have been bette? »
with my undertaking, than your majesty

-
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’bff personal appearance this morning. Your
1d was wont to do well enough for that purpose,
it took me just five minutes buckling on your
our before the battle of Sturm—so impatient were
Jou for the fight, you would not suffer the enemy to
W2t half the time you have expended in attiring
Tourgelf o wait upon your bride. Well, heaven
tfend me from falling in love !
« “Thou art a silly boy, Eric,” replied the king;
2nd know not the happiness you wish to be de-
~ Now, on the faith of a soldier ! I have found
More pleasure in winning one approving smile from
€ ruby lips of yon pale pensive girl, than in riding
Over 2 well fought field, when the shouts of victory
Were ringing in mine ears. Knowest thou not,

Tic, that it is easier to win a battle thana woman’s

art, where ambition guards the treasure, and the
World raises the war-cry against the fulfilment of
Your wishes,”

“But your majesty has not yet won the prize—
¥ou have staked all on a woman’s love, and have
1oL observed the retreat sounded by her resentment.

'Nat if the enemy should face about and beat you
ith your own weapons 1
' :‘ Explain yourself,” said the king.

By taking a vow of celibacy, and refusing the

)“g of Sweden.”

Ha ! gaid the monarch; “ dost thou not sec
t such a determination would complete my tri-

:"I‘Ph‘! No,” he continued, half checking a sigh ;
. do not flatter myself by anticipating such fa-

Ourable results—her parting look, so full of re-

p"“achfpl anger, convinced me that in idea she had
¢ady accepted the crown that my supposed rival
ered her. It now rests with me te prove mysell

"’ﬂhy of the affection she entertained for me, un-
Pejudiced by my exalted station; and in the per-
o0 of Count Dahl, diseover both the king she ad-
Rired and the man she loved.”

As he finished speaking, a discharge of artillery
a merry peal of bellsifrom every steeple, an-
Unced the publicity of the Swedish monarch’s

SHoje, Every street exhibited groups of happy
%88, conversing over the benefits that would re-

.t from the proposed alliance with such a renowned

ce. She alone, who was the theme of every

Jgue, the prospect of whose splendid destiny re-
'io“fed every heart, tvas sad and dejected, yet re-

Uned true to her determination, since she could

ot marry the man she loved, to remain single, or
ter upon a religious life.

en her father cntered her chamber to congra-

Ibe% her on her approaching union with the hero

had g0 long and ardently admired, his astonish-

t at her refusing so excellent an alliance was

%y equalled by his displeasure. Finding that

¥ entreoties nor remonstrances could induce her

o Alter her purposc, hc gave way to the most vio-
“indignation.

and
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“ Oh, Eleonora ! he said, pacing the apartment
in great agitation; *if not for your own sake, vet
for my sake, for the good of your country, abandon
this fatal resolution.” ’

¢ Never !’ returned the princess, rising, with an
air of dignity, and approaching her angry father;
“‘what I have said, I will not depart from. Your
grace has other daughters, fairer than Eleonora—
let the Swedish monarch transfer his choice, 1 wil-
lingly resign my prior claim—but were he,” she
continued with vehemence ;3 ‘“at this moment a
suppliant at my feet, I would reject his hand if 1
could not offer him a free and undivided heart.”

<« My generous, high-minded Eleonora !—thou art
indeed worthy of being o monarch’s bride,” said the
royal Swede, who had entered unobserved with
Prince George, sinking on one knee before the as-
tonished princess ; < Behold Gustavus at your feet !
forget the monarch—only love the man

Who that had beheld the sweet smile that restec
cn the lip of the princess, as overcome by a thou- '
sand tumultuous feelings of delight, she sauk faint-
ing on the bosom of her royal lover, would have
wished recalled the brief semblance of death that
wore so lovely, so serene an aspect.

Her bridegroom imprinted one long and fervent
kiss on the fair brow of his unconscious bride, ere
the loud cries of the populace recalled her to exis-
tence, and the names of Gustavus of Sweden and
Eleonora of Brandenburg, were borne far upon the
winds of heaven. .

The Elector was well pleased in discovering tha
his guest and his illustrious son-in-law were onc
and the same person, and the marriage of the royal
pair was celebrated without the aid of a proxy.’

» The plot of this tale bears a strong resemblanc:.
to a story that appearcd three years ago in the Now
York JAlbion. When the author stalcs, that the
story now subnsitted to the public, was writlen wi
far back as the year 1824, it will acquit her.of the
literary crime of borrowing from another.

et e et

CHOOSING A WIFE.

« CuoosE well the wife of thy bosom,” said ihe
dying Caliph to his son, and “ choose well thy wife,
has been reiterated by philosophers, priests, and gvay-
headed cxperience. “ Beauty is a rasc, gold is dust.
Be not weakly overcomc by outward adornments.
Examine carcfully, investigate coolly, analyze mi-
nately, and be not hasty in thy decision. If thy fuiv
one stand the test of a chemical analysis, and prove
¢wisest, virtuousest, discrectest, best,’
then mayest thou consult thy heart.”  Now this 1=
certainly very sensible advice, but the idea o!: follow -
ing it is, I think, abserd.  The uct,éof .vch‘)‘osmg pre
supposes a kuowledge of a uuinber’ of’ ’ chjects.  To
make choice of a wifc iplics, -t}u.’\ﬁ I?h:,v a4 man
should first become infiimstely acquainted; yet totally
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unaffected with the charins, be the same more or less
of some score of pretly women.  Now I submit that
he who cun pass this ficry ordeal unscathed, whose
heart is impermeable to such showers of missiles,
whose lips, like those of his representative of the in-
seet tribe, can sip nectar (rom the fairest flowers of
nature’s garden, as they sip their morning coffec—I
repeat that he who thuys
“ Wanting sensibility,
Stoically sets eyes on woman,
Will be guilty of a wrong.”

He will never choose a wife, for the very obvious
reason that he is not blessed with the desire of one.
1L is then impossible to follow directly the oft-repea-
ted, but never to be too deeply impressed injunction,
¢ Choose well thy wife ;> for all, excepting thosc
rare aves of the aforesaid butterfly zenus, who seem
content to creollute their happiness, are unable, from
the nature of the case, to choose, uptil deprived of
that precious privelege. Even should the fond youth,
with presumption bold, approach, balance in hand,
fair maiden, thc moment he throws a defect in one
seale, into the other steps the boy-god, and makes it
light as air; and if' he weigh a merit, he is cqually
hoodwinked, for Cupid stands unseen upon it and
sinks the beam. Love is blind, and if we think he
will ever undergo beneficially the operation of
couching, we deceive ourselves: What, then, is the
remedy ? With a blind helmsman, how can we avoid
flats and keep clear of snags, as we sail down the
stream of life. How can we secure the priceless
treasure, the precious boon of a virtuous and intel-
lectual woman, and escape the hazard of wedding
misery ? In no way, till female education is better
appreciated, more universally diffused, and made
cqual to that of the sex. And this, while it con-
tributes vitally to the refinements of society, and cle-
vates the tone of social literature, will be the hapoy
means of saving many a fine mind frem ruthless and
unnatural contact with the untamable tem per of un-
cultivated woman, and prevent many a promising
youth from bartering intellect for a perfect piece of
clay.—New York Mirror.

THE BLIND MOTHER,

BY AN AMERICAN POET.

Gently, dear mother, here
The bridge i Lroken near thee, and below
The waters with a rapid current flow—
Gently and do not fear.
Lean on me, motlicr—yplant thy staff before thee,
For she who loves thee moBt is watching o’er thee,

The green leaves, us ave pass,
Lay their light fingers on thee unaware,
And by thy side the hazels chuster fair,
And thdlow forest grass
Grows green and lovely where the woodpaths wind —
Alas, for thee, dpr mother, thou art blind !
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And nature is all bright ;

And the faint gray and crimson of the dawn,
Like folded curtains from the day are drawn ;
And evening’s dewy light
Quivers in tremulous softness on the sky—

Alus, dear mother, for thy clouded eye!

The moon’s new silver shell
Trembles above thec, and the stars float up
In the blue air, and the rich tulip’s cup

Is pencilled passing well ;

And the swift birds on brilliant pinions fice —
Alas, dear mother, that thou canst not see !

And the kind looks of friends
Peruse the sad expression in thy face,
And the child stops amid his bounding race,
And the tall stripling bends
Low to thine ear with duty unforgot—
Alas, dear mother, that thou seest them not !

But thou canst hear—and love
May richly on a human tone be poured,
And the slight cadence of a whispered word

A daughter’s love may prove ;
And while I speak thou knowest if I smile,
Albeit thou dost not see my fuce the while,

Yes—thou canst hear—and He,
Who on thy sightless eye its darkness hung,
To the attentive ear, like harps, hath strung
Heaven, and earth, and sca !
And ’tis a lesson in our hearts to know,
With but one sense the soul may overflow !

WILD REVENGE.
The Celtic Iegends, like the Celtic language, lhullg’h
deficient in terms of art and refinement, are peculi”
arly rich in the expression of the passions. JOY¥?
grief, fear, Jove, hatred, and revenge, glow throU?o'
many an impassioned strain, which still fingers by its
original wild locality. On the shores of Mul! a cr38
is pointed out, overhanging the sca, concernif®
which, there is the following tradition, which W -
have often thought would form no bad subject for
the painter, or even the poet :—Some centuries sinc®
the chief of the district, Maclean of Lochbuy, h:"d,s
grand hunting excursion. To grace the festivitys h}’
lady attended, with her only child, an infant then *
the nurse’s arms.  The deer, driven by the houndss
and hemmed in by surrounding rocks, flew to a néf”
row pass, the only outlet they could find, Here
chief had placed one of his men to guard the d_"cr
from passing ; but the animals rushed with such 1
petuosity, that the poor forester could not withsta?
them. In the rage of the moment, Maclean threat€?”
ed the man with instant death, but this punishme”
was commuted to a whipping or scourging in the
of his clan, which in these feudal times was considc‘:;- i
ed a degrading punishment, fit only for the lowest
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™ehials and the warst of crimes. The clansman burned
l anger and fierce revenge. He rushed forward,
{’I:C;(ed the tender infant, the heir of Loehbuy, from
am ands of the nurse, and bounding to the rocks, in
. “Moment stood on an almost inaccessible cliff pro-
"':;chng over the water.  The sereams of the agonised
on‘;’-hcr 'nnd chief at the awful jeopardy in which their
Y child was placed, may be easily conceived.
lnsclean implored the man to give him back his son,
¢xpressed his deep contrition for the degradation
. had in a moment of excitement inflicted on his
_3sman. The other replied, that the only condi-
w"ns on which he wonld consent to the restitution
€re, that Maclean himself should barc his back to
ne cord, and be publicly scourged as he had been !
' despair the chief consented, saying he would sub-
L to any thing if his child were but restored. To
N g"rief and astonishment of the clan, Maclean bore
Insult, and when it was completed begged that
i clﬂ'nsm:m might return from his perilous situa-
Witl;\wnh t'he young c‘n'ief. The man regarded him
2 smile of demoniac revenge, and lifting high
child in the air, plunged with him into the abyss
m‘:‘v- The sea closed over them, and neither, it is
Md,bcver (.zmergcd from the tempestuous whirlpools
ot asaltic caverns that yawned around them, and
. threaten the inexperienced navigator on the
Ores of Mull.—Inverness Courier.

TO A SLEEPIUG CHIL®,

BY PROFESSOR WILSON.

Art thou a thing of mortal birth,
Whose happy home is on the carth 1
%es human bleod with life embue
Those heavenly veins of heavenly blue,
at stray along thy forchead fair,
05t >mid a gleam of golden hair ?
Oh ! can that light and airy breath
Bteal from a being doom’d to death ;
hose features to the grave be sent
U sleep thus mutely eloquent ¢
Or art thou what thy form would seem,
The phantom of & blessed dream %

A human shape I feel thou art,
feel it, at my beating heart,
hose tremors, both of soul and sense,
" Awoke by infant innocence !
Thmlgh dear to the forms by fancy wove,
e love them with o transient love 3
houghts from the living werld intrude
“¥’n on her decpest solitude :
Ut lovely child! thy magie stole
t. once into my innost soul,
1th feclings as thy beauty fair,
dleft no other vision there.

364

To me thy parents are unknown ;

Glad would they be their child to own !
And well they must have loved before,

If since thy birth they lov'd not more ;
How happy must thy parents be,

Who daily live in sight of thee!

¥Whose hearts no higher pleasure seek
Than see thec smile, and hear thee speak—
What joy must in their souls have stirr’d
When thy first broken words were heard !
Words that, inspired by Heaven, express’d
The transports dancing in thy breast !

As for thy smile !—thy lip, cheek, brow,
Even when I gaze, are kindling now.

Oh'! that my spirit’s eye could see
Whence burst those gleams of ecstacy !
That light of dreaming soul appears

To play from thoughts above thy years.
Thou smil’st as if thy soul were soaring
To Heaven and Heaven’s God adoring !
And who can tell what visions high
May bless an infant’s sleeping eye ?
‘What brighter throne can brightness find
To reign on than an infant’s mind,

Ere sin destroy, ere error dim,

The glory of the Seraphim ?

Oh ! vision fair ! that I could be

Again as young, as pure as thee !

Vain wish ! the rainbow’s radiant form
May view, but cgnnot brave the storm ;
Years can bedim the gorgeous dyes
That paint the bird of paradise,

And years, so fate had order’d, rod
Clouds o’er the summer of the soul ;
Yet sometimes sudden sights of grace,
Such as the gladness of thy face,

Oh ! sinless babe ! by God are given,
To charm the wanderer back to Heaven.

i

PROMPT ANSWER.

CHATEAUNEUF, keeper of the scals of Louis the
Thirteenth, when a boy of only nine years old, was
asked many question by a bishop, and gave very
prompt answers to them all. At length the prelate
said, I will give you an orange if you will tell me
where God is 7 ¢ My lord,” replied the boy, “1
will give you two oranges if you will tell me where

he is not ?”’

GEOLOGY.
THE Clockmaker says, 1 never hear of ¢ sccondary
formations’ without pleasure—thut’s a fact. The
ladies, you know, arc the secondary’ formation, for
they were formed arter man—uand as for frap, if they
an’t up to that it’s a pity.”’
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THESHAME-SICK WIFE AVD COUSOLING HUSBAKD,

PART I.
It is generally, if not universally the case, that the
wives and grown up daughters of settlers {from Bri-
tain, who scek with the axc independence in the
woods of Canada, are woefully afilicted upon their
first entrance into the forest with the discase called
Homesickness. The complaint, however, abates in
proportion as their clearings enlarge, and their com-
forts increase. The dulcet warbing of the tumeful
birds of Albion is in time forgotten, and the home-
sick wife ultimately believes that there is no music
on earth like—the music of the axe. These consi-
derations suggested the following dialogue :
JENNY.

Why is the gloamin, tell me, Geordic,

Aye the time when wooers meet ;
An’ mony a kind an’ couthie wordie,

Baith said—an sealed wi’ kisses sweet ?

GEORDIE.

>Tis *cause its dim saflt light conceals

The blush on maidens’ modest cheek ;
An’ night, that treads on gloamin’s heels,

Ayec favours trysts, that wooers scck.

JENNY.
What hae we got or gain’d by comin’
Ower the deep an roarin sea !
Dark drearie days withoutten gloamin’,*
An nacthing blythe to cheer the c’e.
GEORDIE.
Be cheerie, Jenny, aye be cantie,
I’m sure that better days are camin’ ;
I’sc mak’® ye cosic in the shanty.t
An’ dawt yc weel my bonnie woman.
JENNY.
Nae mair we’ll hear the kirk-bell ringin’,
Nor the burnie’s ripplin’ din ;
Nae mair we’ll hear the mavis singin®
On the bush ower Cawdor Lynn.
GEORDIE.
What though ye hear nac kirk-bell ringin’,
Gude Hawkie’s bell ayc glads your ear 3t
Wha at your ca’, comes loupin’, flingin’
Her auld daft legs high in the air.
JENNY.
Nac laverocks here sing in the lift,
Nor lintics on the whinnic brae 3

* Gloamin’, in Scotland, as twilight in England and
the Emerald Isle, is of considerable duration, whereas
in Canada, immediately as the sun goes down, we
are shrouded in total darkness.

1 Shanty, a small hut made of logs, covered with
cloven hollow timber ; usually the first residence of
scttlers when they take up their abode in the woods.

1 In new settlements where the cattle browse in
the woods, a bell is appcnded to the neck of the old-
st cow, which leads the others in ranging for food.
1ts sound is heard at a considerable distance, and
directs those in quest of their cattle to the spot where
they may be found.
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O’ what for Geordic, did we shilt,
An change for gloom—blythe scenes like thae !

GEORDIE.
Weel could ye sing when first I kent ye,
Then lets gie canker care the rout
If ye’ll be laverock—I’se be lintie,
Sac wifie we’ll sing sang about.

JENNY.
Thae thochts aye sct my breast a thrabbin’y
In troth my heart is nearly broke
To leave the laverocks—linties warblin?,
An come to hear the puddocks croak.

GEORDIE.
*Tis true nac birds sing here sac weel,
Yet whiles ye hear the paitrick’s drum,}|
An the wee bird singin’—whup her weel,§
When drouthie puddocks ca’ for rum.¥

JENNY.

Noo nae kind friends will e’er come near us,
On auld yule night or halloween ;

Though mony a weel-kent face wad cheer us,
But for the sea that rows atween.

GEORDIE.
Let nae sic dowic thochts oppress ye,
But clear your sweet an tuneful throat,
When bogles black or blue distress ye,
Aye fleg them wi’ a merry note.

/ JENNY.
Weel I will strive to be contentit,
For ye’ve been gude and kind to me ;
Forbye our love’s the mair cementit,
By the bairnies roun’ my knee.

GEORDIE.
Thac words expresst—my sorrow ends—
Wi’ mair delight the axe I’ll swing ;
An’ sure that lounies laugh portends,
That he’ll yet gar the forest ring.

| The cock partridge, during the season of ineub®’
tion, is heard in a still morning at a great distanc®’
drumming with his wings on the limb of a dead 1 ec;
from which the sportsman learns where paﬂndﬁev
may be found in the proper season, but mombﬁ
quently it leads the poacher to cause the poor u‘] o
to close his sprightly reveiller with a doleful tat

§ The distinctness with which this small bird 7 ’1!0
nounces— Whup her Will,—is evident to
have heard its note. cerf

T The note of the bull-frog is familisr t0 €77 °
Canadian car—such as, marche donc—.De Mev'0
rum-more-vum. It is alleged that during the
war, in every place where the/De Meuron
was quartered, the frogs gradually disappea!
Canadians affirm that the frogs, when e'_'S’no ice
their musical soirees, planted videttes to glviene“r
of the approach of the enemy, and that V; o the
De Meuron was sung, or sounded, the who e'n .
performers instantly dived, to seek for shelter lons~ it
rushy and muddy fastnesses. The De h'i:;,“:e .
appears, had a peculiar mode of cooking th¢
songsters.—De gustibus non disputandum.
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THE GASCOWU'S TALE..

BY E.

L. C.

PSS

Behold her gentle, delicate and frail,
Where all around through rifted rock and wood,
Grim features glare, huge helmed forms obsoure,

People the living gloom.
L] * * » -

-« - . * .

- - . *

* * * *

lovely stands she there,

Like a blest angel *mid th’accurst of hell.

Rev. H, H. Milman.

You have often desired, my friend, to lcarn some
}‘:‘l:s&ges of my early lifc, but never till now have I
. myse!f equal to the task of calmly reviewing and
Ystematically detailing the incidents of that strange
®ventful period, wherein was combined so much of
ppiness, mingled with a poignancy of suffering,
e t can never be forgotten. Even yet, after the
& Pse of so many years, does that vision of my youth
Wwell with all the vividness of reality upon my
':;emory-—?n the bosom of domestic love, in the cir-
th: of social pleasure, amidst the empressement of
a battle field, and the harassing duties of a sol-
er’s life, does it obtrude itself upon me, and win
:K thoughts from the present, to dwell again among
N sccnes of the past. Waking or asleep, I see
ound me the boundless and pathless forests of the
New world—1I hear the sighing of the breeze among
:;he branches of those mighty trees, that the suns
st‘:,d dews of centuries have nurtured into giants.—I
" nd beneath their umbrageous arms, and gaze
Pon the painted lineaments, and the naked-forms of
the savages, who lurk in those deep solitudes—I see
.the' smoke of their sacrifices arise, and start at the
:llnlling sound of their wild and terrible war-whoop,
| the blood curdles in my veins, and it scems
% if the tide of time had rolled back), and trans-
Ported me again to those far off regions, isolated, and
Temote from the abodes of civilized man—there too,
Wysteriously nurtured- among barbarians, one of
“_‘em, but partaking not their nature—I gaze un-
tired upon that exquisite and youthful form which
~——— But away with this softening reminiscence,
and let me to my tale.
The bland breezes of my native Gascony fan my
. ®heek, while I write, and through the clustering vines
that wreath my casement, steal the brilliant beams of

2 Gascon sun, chequering with light and shade the
marble floor of my apartment. The fuxurious refime-
ments of wealth surround me, soft voices mingle with
sweet music, the fragrance of rare plants floats on
the air that cools my brow, and beside me sits my
own bright Florida, my eldest born, so named for
that land.which gave to me my carliest, if not my
only love. But her history is identified with the
adventure you so earnestly desire to learn, and
which, turning at cnce to the eventful past, { now
hasten to relate.

You have heard me speak, my fricnd, of that little
band of French Huguenots, who, some five and
twenty years since, established themselves on the
soil of that.vast American continent, whose boun-
daries yet remain unknown, and whose mysterious
solitudes arc peopled by a race that are the terror
even of the enterprising and adventurous. You
have heard too of that barbarous crusade, sent out
by the proud Philip of Spain, to exterminate those
peacefu} Huguenots from Florida, the land of their
adoption ; to teke posscssion of the forts they had
erected, and to establish the Catholic, when they had
overthrown the Protestfint, faith. Pedro Melendez,
the willing emissary of his bigoted king, was the
commander of the fleet sent (‘orth»on this work of
destruetion 3 and cruelly did he execute the mandate
of his sovereign—for his relentless sword sparcd
neither sex nor age, and the few who survived to
carry back fo France the story of their wrongs,
owed their escape to flight. Those who fell not by
the sword were suspended like felons from the
trees, and over their devoted heads the savage Me-
lendez placed an inscription in the Spanish tongue,
bearing these words: 1 do not this a3 to French-
men, but as to Lutherans.”” To the shame of
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Charles the Ninth, he took no mneasures to avenge
the injurics wrought by the Spanjards on his sub-
jects, but, absorbed by his own politics and plea-
sures, suffered the affair to pass without notice.
But the Huguenots throughout France were at once
roused by the extermination of that infant colony,
which they had regarded as the germ of & great na-
tion, that should cherish and propagate their tenets
on the soil of the new world ; and, after many efforts
they succeeded, without royal aid, in fitting out
three vessels, to revenge upon the Spaniards at Flo-
tida, the wrongs they had heaped upon the French.

The Chevalicr de Gourges, that brave soldier of
Gascony, wliosc deeds have so often been the theme
of our interccurse, commanded the expedition, and
1, then a stripling of eighteen, together with many
brave and bold hearts, accompanied him. The little
armament, full of high hope and courage, reached
its destination after a prosperous voyage, and suc-
tceded in storming, one after another, the forts that
the Spaniards had built and invested on the river
May. It was a war of extermination that we
waged, and when the walls of the last fortress lay
level with the ground, and all but a handful of pri-
soners had fallen beneath the avenging sword, De
Gourges, with a vindietive spirit that belonged not
to the religion he professed, prepared to hang his
helpless captives, as Melendez had done the French,
suspending over them in Yike manner, a tablet bear-
ing the words : “I do not this as to Spaniards, nor
as to mariners, but as to traitors, robbers, and maur-
derers.”” We were all witnesses, and many of us
reluctant witnesses, of this scene of cruelty. For
myself, T recoiled with horror from the exhibition,
and turning away, I walked within the edge of the
forest that swept around the point on which we
stood, when 4 rustling among the trees caught my
attention. Full of youthful daring, I advanced boldly
forward, when what was my consternation to find
myself surrounded by hundreds of savages, allies of
the Spaniards, who were coming stealthily upon us,
to revenge their destruction. How my ears tingled
with horror as they uttered their wild war-cry; and
when through the openings of the trees I saw De
Gourges, with his followers, flying for safety to the
ships, and felt that I alone was doomed to remain
in the grasp of those demons, for they had seized and
held me as with bonds of iron, I thought my reason
would have deserted me. In vain I struggled to
escape—they mocked me with fearful laughter, and
when, maddened to desperation, I burst from them
with more than human strength, a blow upon my
temple arrested my flight, and laid me senseless on
the earth.

I know not, I have never known how long 1 re-
mained unconscious. When I awoke, I was lying
on a couch of the softest and most fragrant moss,
bencath the droopipg branches of umbrageous trees,
that formed a verdaht canopy to shelter me. The
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summer brecze made pleasant music with thel
leaves, blending in sweet harmony with the gushing
sound of waters that murmuted ncar. Birds of 1%’
diant plumage sang among the foliage, and butie”
flies, like winged flowers, poised themselves upo”
the fragrant blossoms that enamelled the turf, b
mide the air redolent with their odour. [ saw 10
one near me, but a low, sweet, yet monotonou$
song, came soothingly upon my ear. I raised my”
self and Jooked abroad—dense forests, like a }iving
wall, environed the green spot where I lay, and &
rude habitation, such as T had never before sef-""’
peeped forth from sheltering trees, above which its
blue smoke curled up towards the bright clear sk
Vainly I strove to recall the past—I remember®
only that T had been one among the soldiers of D¢
Gourges, and 1 thought myself transported to an0”
ther world. At that instant two figures issued from
the door of the wigwam, as [ afterwards learned 0
call that singuler dwelling, and the sight of them™
awoke my dormant recollection—I had before seem
those savage forms, or others that resembled thcr{b
and the fearful moment of my capture was agail
present to me, and aM the lforrors of my situatio”
forced themselves with terrible certainty upon mYy
mind. They passed on, those savage warriorss
glancing upon me with cold stern eyes, as they
glided by, and plunged into the forest depths; and
sick with terror and despair, I sank back with 8
groan, upon my sylvan couch. Directly the muf-
mured song was hushed—1 heard a light footsteP
approach me, and a low quick breathing like the
panting of a {rightened bird—I raised my eyes, and
never while consciousness survives, can the vision
which then dawned upon me, fade {rom my remem-
brance.

No, my friend, I have wooed and won, and Wefi'
ded since that hour, and have known happiness 1
my choice—but yet the fair daughter of the Gasco?
noble, and fair in truth she was, would have seemed
beside that radiant creature of the forest, a dull and
unattractive form, a piece of common d¢lay, com”
pared to the brilliant, ever sparkling diamond 0
the mine. Silently she stood beside me—the young
Ascaora—a savage indeed, and arrayed in the rude
habiliments of her race—yet have I dwelt in courls
and princely halls, among the fairest forms of
beauty, beauty enhanced by gorgeousness of dres$
and brilliancy of ornament ; but the grace, the sym~
roetry, the almost unearthly loveliness of that uf”
tutored maiden, were such as I had never seen be-
fore—such indeed as I have never since beheld:
There she stood, her feathery tunic, dazzling witl’
its varied and vivid hues; woven from the spoils of
the bright birds that inhabited her forests; reachiog 1
her delicate ancle, where it met the embroidered
moceasin that shielded her small and beautiful foot-
Her exquisite arms werc wreathed with bracelets of
pearly shells, and her long black hair garlanded wit?
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‘a°::era, ﬁ?xved like a shining veil over her shoul-
g ,l, shading the resplendent beauties of a throat
ion ust, that I hav.e never seen equalled in perfec-
vhe};k The so.ft olive of her young and rounded
o s ‘.Va:s relieved by a tint delicate in its colour,
" Oeflmmg of an Indian shell, and the bright crim-
ey the b]ossoTn§ she held in her hand, were ri-
lmmby.the b.n]l‘mnt hue of her full lips, which
= with a timid smile, disclosed teeth dazzling
ut "llent pea.rls. ] I had no wish, no power to move,
Yeiy, &g' gazing in silent wonder on the beautiful
edg efore me, while, with her large lustrous eyes
Mdsesfrnestly on mine, she murmured a few low
from 5 in a .language unknown to me, and plucking
. hEr. hair a cluster of dewy buds, she dropped
gfa?efwnh a smile upon my breast. I received
i ully the fragrant offering, and then in the ra-
lltte_rance of earnest entreaty, implored her to
w'he Into whose hands I had fallen, and whether
eu hopelessly separated from my countrymen.
%oivore a look .of alarm while 1 was speaking,
hﬁnd er head to intimate that she did not compre-
"ldre::; and. then casting a furtive look around,
gy me in a cautious tone, and in broken, al-
Unintelligible Spanish.
v rd“l;n.ed and imperfect as was her language and
lay :h ail, I gathered from it the following particu-
h'!:m at tended .httle towards promoting the com-
50;1 of my mind, or the convalescence of my
o i; She bade me still to feign illness, even if I
no longer, as for the present my life depended
N :‘! sceming helplessness—that I was in the
t %? of a warlike tribe of Indians, of whom her
‘o th; Wwas the chief—that they were sworn friends
h‘hitg Spanish, with whom they had long been in
Rgeq of traﬂ‘?c, and were consequently so much en-
""Hk at .thelr destruction, that they: resolved to
‘% their vengeance upon any of my countrymen
Mg they' shoqld capture, and were looking for-
b Mpatiently for my recovery, when it was their
0 to put me to death with the most horrible
t"l'furing of their ceremonies. As I listened to
M"ﬁﬂtul‘, my harassed and agonized feelings burst
'h‘%l:l bitter exclamations ; and, frenzied at the
%ddge of my al!‘nost hopeless condition, I
fh‘hed rom my resting place, and would have
oy madly forth, had not the Indian girl, with
« A’ Yet resistless force, detained me.
! y Scaora will save thee,” she cried; “trust in
:n“d the son of the stranger shall not die.”
g, OW not what magic dwelt in her voice, her
N‘; n the soft and timid pressure of her small
ity hand, but I yielded with childlike docility to
: m“'!"’Wer, and sank back passively upon my mossy
. "l‘rriihe then in.formed me that in a few days
%.". rs of her tribe were to set off on a hunting
t%’ on, that would detain them for a week or
44 that my sacrifice was to be deferred till
“'f“'"n, unless my speedz‘_'recovery enabled
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them to immolate me before their departure. That,
in order to prevent this, | must, as she had desired,
avoid giving any symptom of convalescence, but
appear as I had done, helpless and regardless of all
around me. 1 should then be left unguarded and in
the charge of women, and when the warriors were
gone, she would find some means to liberate me,
and conduct me to the country of Olocatara, which
bordered on her own, and who was king of a pow-
erful tribe, in amity with my people. I started at
that name, for well was that wise and gentle savage
known to the company of De Gourges—frequent
had been his intercourse with them, and I felt as-
sured, if I could gain his protection, that my safety
and restoration to my friends, if they still remained
on the continent, was secured. Cheered by these
hopes, and trusting, as I ever strove to do, in the
care of an overruling Providence, I became calm
and even resigned. But I was under no necessity
of feigning illness, for fever was revelling in my
veins, and with the slightest effort, my brain reeled,
and wild end strange images floated before my
sight. In truth, I felt that I was on the very verge
of delirium, the effect, in part, of the violent blow I
had received, combined with my excited state of
feeling, and I shuddered to think of the fate that
might befall me, should 1 become the victim of
hopeless insanity.

There were moments when I forgot my own iden-
tity—when my disordered imagination converted the
lofty trunks of the forest trees into the pillars of some
majestic temple, of which the blue vault, seen
through the green tracery of the overarching boughs,
seemed to me the bright and gorgeous dome. As-
caora was to me the divinity of this resplendent
abode, and myself a potent prince, who held broad
sway over the things of earth. Then would throng
darker thoughts, and images replete with horror—
every tree was an animated form, that stretching
forth its armed hands, menaced me with death.
The winds, as they moaned through the forest,
mocked me like the voices of fiends, and even the
sweet and birdlike song of the gentle Indizn maider,
I listened to as the spell of a wily syren luring
me to destruction. Then with what witchery she
soothed me—a witchery known but to woman—yes,
even to savage woman, enlightened only by the in-
stincts of nature, no less than to her whom educa”

tion has refined, and Christianity with its hallowing \

influences purified and exalted. Day after day
and still that shape of beauty hovered
near me—that kind hand ministered to my wants,
and with simple and untaught wiles, she strove to
amuse and divert my restless and impatient mood—
she sung to me the thrilling strains of her country,
while her slender fingers wove with inimitable skill
the embroidered belts and moccasins which were to
adorn the chiefs and warriors of her tribe—or she
brought the beautiful birds and animals, that, at-

passed on,
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tracted by her geutle nature, she had won to quit
their forest haunts, and dwell in familiar compunion-
ship with her, and displayed with fond pleasure
their brilliant plumage or richly mottled coats,
Sometimes, with a band of sister maidens, she led
the wild and fanciful dances of her country—or
each one came with a quiver of arrows at her back,
and with the grace and skill of the forest huntress,
struck in quick succession the distant mark at which
she aimed.

But oftener she sat alone beside me, and I grew
fond of the employment of watching her. T loved
to behold the grace of her airy motions, to gaze
upon the ever changing beauty of her face, and to
read in her imperfect utterance, the purity and in-
nocence of a mind, that wanted only cultivation to
bring forth its intellectual wealth, and render it as
brilliant, as it now was tender and beautiful, She
instructed me in her language, and the facility with
which I learned, astonished and delightcd her. In
return, I strove to enlighten her on the great truths
of Christianity, and the joy, the wonder with which
she listened to me, her ecarnest entreaties to know
more, and the deep gratitude with which, in her own
simple phrase, she thanked God for his great good-
ness, and expressed her love for the beneficent Sa-
viour, affccted me to tears. Then it was that |
cherished a fond chimera, and every hour the pur-
pose and the hope gained strength, to bear this
swezt forest flower with me to my European home,
to shelter her in my bosom, and procure for her all
those aids of civilized life, which might serve to un-
fold the hidden treasures of her intellect, and ripen
them to that excellence and perfection, which would
not fail to enhance her happiness, and constitute my
own. Incessantly this purpose grew upon me, and
it inspired my mind with a degree of energy and
elasticity, that seconded the efforts of nature for my
recovery. [ felt my nerves strung with new vigour,
and the glow of rcturning heslth mantled on my
cheek, though still at times my brain was confused,
and darting pains rendered me often incapable of
raising my head from its pillow. When night ap-
proached, I was always removed to a couch of skins
within the wigwam, but with the first breath of
early morning, the care of Ascaora, caused me to be
placed upon the fragrant bed of moss, where I had
found myself when first awaking to consciousness.

Hard was it to remain passive, when my pulses
throbbed with renovated life and health, but the re-
monstrances, and touching entreatics of my gentle
attendant, could not be resisted ; besides, I was
daily reminded of the danger of betraying my re-
covered strength, for often dark forms stalked
sternly past me, or paused to look with fierce joy
upon my motionless fcatures. Then, though my
blood boiled, and I longed to leap up in mad defi-
ance of my savage foe, how was 1 constrained to
forbearance, as through my half closed eyelids, 1
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saw the cheek of Ascaora grow pale with cumotios
and her soft eyes bent with intense anxiety upor
me. Then would they pass on and leave me still it
the care of women—eager to glut their hatred, but
desirous first, that every faculty of their vietim
should be alive to the tortures they intended to in-
flict. Little knew they what master spirits were
at that moment struggling in iy breast—nor what
strength dwelt in that arm, what vigour in thal
frame, which they deemed helpless and fragile as
woman’s.

The morning at length arrived when the band of
hunters was to depart—none were to be left but th¢
aged men and females, with some young men 10
assist in guarding the prisoner. It is impossible ¢
describe the joy with which I saw the dark band ¢
savages gathering for their-departure. Their h
deous array, their fierce disfigured faces, the ranli"'g
of their well filled quivers, the glancing of thel’
murderous tomahawks, presented a scene such 3°
fancy never before pourtrayed, and which memory-
never can forget.  One by one they walked arou?
me, mocking my pretended imbecility, and as -
last dusky form followed his companions, a yell ©
triumph burst with horrible dissonance upon the 37"
and was answered with startling distinctness by the
thousand echocs of the dense and mighty fores”
Then they departed, and my straining eye watch
their retiring figures; till they were lost among W
green recesses of the wilderness, and my ach”
car listened intently, till the distant tramp of d’fe’r
feet sank into silence, and the sound of crashit
boughs no longer burst like the report of fire arm
upon the still and cloudless dtmosphere. My b¢?
swelled with intense emotion; and 1 turned .;n
looked upon Ascuors, who had glided to my #1%%
and stood alone near me. There was o smile
tender triumph on her lip, a brighter glow on
young cheek, as she bent her Joving eyes on ™ i
with a soft and carnest gaze, & thousand tm ey
more cloquent than words. [ stretched forth md
hand and drew her towards me—none were ,,rol:;’
us, and she resisted not my effort—but 1 felt [
heart beat tumultuously as I whispered W"’r 2
love, and told her of the joy and affectio®
awaited her in my far off and happy home. -

“Thou wilt be mine, gentle maiden;” ° " .p.
mured ; “ the companion of my flight from aty
derness, where it is not meet thy peerless-
should lie hidden.”? hed and

“ Pair stranger,” she answcred, in 2 hus s 1ife
tremulous voice ; “the pathway of Awa"“o' by
must be darl, if not brightened by the fight Wi
love. Wherever thou leadest, her step 8

§

nall ’w‘ﬁ,;&
even this night we will begone—they dream 10 g
thot hast strength for flight, and we m8y dej ar
witched. The country of Olocatara is not oges
tant, and I have sent to him a trusty me”ew e
warn him of our coming. He will give 8
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nd shelter, for the people of t.hyb nation are his bro-!
thers; and there we may abide till the white winged {
Vessels come to bear us over the broad waters, to
thy home.”

Pardon me, my friend, that I dwell with such
Minuteness on this eventful period of my life. Its
slightest details are written in indelible characters |
pon my heart, and every trivial circumstance con-
Rected with that wild and exquisite being, is woven
Uke threads of gold into the strange history of the
Past,

Midnight came, and all was hushed around—I |
!‘"y upon my. bed of skins within the wigwam, wait-
1ng to hear the light step of Ascaora, who was to
Simmon me at the appointed time. None dreamed
that | had power to fly, and as no fears were enter-
lined, all had yielded to sleep. Higher and higher
limbed the moon, till her vertical rays streamed
lh"ough the narrow crevices in the roof of the slight

ement that sheltered me, and yet the maiden
“me not—1 feared she had repented of her purpose,
3nd at that thought, my brain seemed on fire 3 but I
Orcibly repressed the strong emotions which I
lf‘"llbled to awake, and closing my eyes I 4ay re-
“gning myself to my fate, and silently asking of

d submission to his will. The sudden clasp of a
“Mall soft hand aroused me—1 started up, and the
Maiden stood beside me, pressing her finger in si-
“tice on her lip. Motioning nie to follow, she raised
3 &kig which hung before the entrance of the wig.
"am, serving for a door, and glided noiselessly
%rth among the dark shadows of the trees. Casting
3 hﬂsty glance around, she commenced her flight—
Umost instantly emerging from the forest, crossing

green prairic, and plunging down a stcep and

Tver, that lay in the clear moonlight, like an un-
led sheet of burnished silver, between the statgly
h:e’ that bordered it on either side. How my
fol::t beat, as with an unsteady, yet rapid step, I
. oWed the sylph-like figure of my agile and beau-
l_wgl‘lide. With what graceful celerity she hounded
n ard, sometimes pausing for a backward glance,
N then, like a bird whose wing has for a moment
i'Ier:;d’ renewing her onward flight with almost
ible swiftness. Brief had been the time con-
r'hed in gaining the river’s brink, for besides the
of detection from those we left behind, beasts

o :;ey filled the forest with their terrible cries, and
or:ly chance of safety was in gaining the river
they should have scented out their victims. !

% li:t':‘ted by exertion, to which of late I had been |
ety r‘; ?abituated,l would have sunk down upon
bone ora m?mel?t’s rest, but the maiden saw my
ong ;l and grasping my arm, drew forth from
oran 'c reeds a small canoe, into which we both

nqui) instant were floating over the l
el bosom of the stream.  Ascaora took the .
’ % and her small and delicate hands, that'
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looked as if a feather's weight were sufficient for
their strength, wielded them ¥ith a skill and vigour
that sent our little bark skimming like a bird over
the waves. Warily the maiden kept within the de¢p
shadows of the trees that fringed the shore, lest
some midnight prowler should observe and intercept
our flight, and it was not till our boat had doubled
many headlands of the broad still river, that a fee!-
ing of security crept over me, and my heart bounded
with the joy of rétovered freedom.

Then it was, that for the first time since our
flight commenced, Ascaora broke the silence that
like a spell had chained her lips. As I lay upon
the bottom of the canoe, with my head pillowed on
her lap, my gaze -fixed on the starry heavens,
and my heart swelling with that decp devotion,
which, at the shrine of nature, kindles with euch in-
tensity towards its great and glorious author, she
bent over me and softly called upon my name.
Those sweet and whispered sounds, fell, in the
midst of that profound hush, like the voice of a spi-
tit on my car, and starting up, 1 turned and gazed
earnestly upon her.  On the still wings of my un-
uitered prayer, I had been bearing her up to heaven,
and as I now looked upon her radiant face, bcaming
with the soul’s pure light, I felt that my supplica-
tions for her would be heard and answered—that,
gentle and pure as she was, she needed but the re-
velation of God’s word to enlighten her, His grace to
clevate and perfect the nature, which, even amid the
darkness and abominations of savage life, had re-
mained guileless and unharmed. T had often, as 1
have before said, spoken to her on subjects con-
nected with the Christian’s faith and hope, and she
had listened to me with avidity, but so bricf and
infrequent were our opportunities for infcrcourse,
that my instructions were necessarily scanty and
limited, and 1 looked forward with strong desire to
that hour, when, in a Christian land, I might he
permitted to see the symbol of our holy faith placed
upon the young brow of my precious convert, and
to know that its truths had awakened conviction in
her mind, and won a glad consent from her reason
and her heart. But I grow too diffuse, and the
recital that I had hoped to compress within a sheet,
is swelling to a bulky mauuscript.  Let me be brief,
for my melancholy tale draws to a conclusion, and I
wish not to linger over its sad denouement.

Ascaora now informed me that our voyage would
specdily terminate, as by an Indian messenger, who
a few days previous had been the bearer of tidings
from Olocatara lo her father, Tckultha, she had sent
back word of my captivity, and of our intended
flight ; and requested that powerful king to reccive
and protcet us. Moreover she had desired him to

‘send a deputation of his warriors to mect us at the

“ Brook of Oaks,” which was midway between the
two countries, that they might conduct us on the
rest of our way in salety.  She ended with saying
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she had no doubt of the messenger’s fidelity, nor
that ';he desired escort was already awaiting us at
the place mppointed. This communication which,
lest something might occur to defeat our hopes, As-
caora had before withheld from me, was listened to
with joyful interest. It seemed a confirmation of
our freedom—danger was surely at an end—every
bound of our flying vessel carried us nearer to the
goal of promise, and once under the protection of
Olocatara and his warriors, our safe conduct to
rejoin the company of De Gourges, who it was ru-
moured still lingered on the coast, would be a mat-
ter of little or no difficulty. '

In that moment of deep and heartfelt joy, with
what fervour did I breathe my gratitude to the
great giver of life for his protecting care ; with what
glowing words did I bless that bright forest maiden
for all her tenderness, and how pure and holy were
the emotions, with which I vowed to cherish her
cver in my bosom, and live for her happiness, as she
had done for mine, in the deep.recesses of her wild
and savage home. How beautiful was the look of
grateful love which in return she lavished upon me 5
and when I added, that if even now she grieved to
quit the sylvan haunts of her childhood, my hand,
fondly as it longed to clasp hers through life, should
not tear her thenee—how touching was the tender-
ness, the maiden modesty, with which she made re-
ply. There are lovely traits in woman’s nature,
beautiful instincts in her heart, wherever she may
dwell, but never have I seen them developed with
such power and beauty as in the character of the
gentle Ascaora. Softly she bent her head towards
me, and in a low sweet tone, answered in her own
peculiar and figurative dialect :

“Brother, should’st thou depart and leave her,
Ascaora would be like the flower that droops its
head when the warm sun no longer smiles upon it.
The rains and the dews shed no joy upon jt—the
bee visits it in vain, and the song of the bird awakes
it not to beauty—slowly it withers, and if the glory
that it loves woo it not back to life, it perishes, and
ceases to mingle its fragrance with the odour of its
sister blossoms. Understandest thou my words ?
Thy dark eyed maiden is that flower, and she ex-
ists only in the light of thy love—let it be shed ever
upon her—even in that far off land to which her
steps will follow thine, and no blight shall fall upon
the blossom of her life, till the Great $pirit gathers
it to bloom in the fair fields of the sweet South
West.”" *

Scarcely'bad she uttered these words, when we
were starfled by the sound of other oars mingling
with the dash of our own. Wildly Ascaora looked
around, while she guided her canoe still nearer to
the shore, hoping to escape observation beneath the
thick boughs thatoverhung the water. As for me,
caward that | was, my tongue clave to the roof of
ny mouth, a cold dew stood upon my forehead, and

THE LITERARY

GARLAND. \
the warm current of my blood, that an instant be-
fore had coursed with such vehemence through f“y
veins, now seemed to congeal in masses of i
around my heart. Silently and with a rigid fing®"
I pointed to a single canoe that shot round o sm%
headland into the broad fiood of moonlight thet &
vered the middle of the stream. It was crowd
with Indians, and as with dilated eyes we g8%
upon them, their plumed heads and savage orP®”
meats, glancing and glittering in the moonbéam®
we saw that they were part of that band of hunter®
with Takaltha at their head, on whose absence 9%
fate, depended.  Another and enother boat MY
rounded the headland, and breathlessly we crou¢
within our little bark, hoping, but ah ! how vain!’”
that our concealment was secure. 'Their ﬂ'c“w.
sense had caught the sqund of our oars, and nei”
the silence of the grave, nor its ¢ Cimmerian dork
ness,” could have protected us from their €2
glance. The white edges of our canoe, formed'
the silvery bark of the birch, betrayed our Turkis®
place, and instantly the first boat, in the bo¥
which stood the fierce Takaltha, darted upon us

an enraged animal upon its prey. His cry of ”"$:
triumph, was echoed by all his followers, and “e.':o
shook the walls of Pandemonium with more hotri®
and fiendish sounds, than those that on this fe®
night rung through the wooded shores of that 108°
and beautiful river. The chief himself, might 'e».
have been mistaken for the prince of darkne®®’ .
around his neck was wreathed the body of 2§ ent.’::
mous serpent, that he had slain during the dﬂyl_lid
head thrown over one shoulder, and from the liv
jaws, protruded the red. and poisonous fang®
had been thrust forth in fury against its asslil“‘"to
such an adornment, added to the natural ferocity
his aspect, and scowling with rage and hatreds
he came, brandishing a massive club, as thougP
deal upon his victims instant death, and back

his terrible band, shouting with wild and .
vage fury. Idle would have been all show of Té*’
ance, and with a heart quailing before the hor t
of the scene, I stood clasping the hand of As8%
and passively awaiting my doom. Not so the “oﬂ 5
Indian girl—passionately she urged me %
“ Thou knowest not how fearful are their cruel? $
she said ; “let us flee to the forest, and we m?
reach the country of Olocatara—or if we per'® .
savage beasts, let it be so—their fangs are 1%
rible than the wrath of Takaltha.”

“ Can the kite flee, with the talons of the ©
in her breast,” thundered the stern voice
chief, as with our feet raised to spring upo®
bank, he leaped from his canoe and gra® S
shrinking form of the maiden fiercely in bis Peo"'“

‘Shame to thy race!” he exclaimed ; ::lo

2g¥
the

shall thy eyes feast upon the blood of the
and then thy own shall flow, to wash away
thou hast cast upon the name of Takalth?:

" .
yeb
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*n of the stranger, the flame of the sacrifice that
:h‘" consume thee, will ere long be kindled, and
Ur warriors shall darice to the music of thy death
Broans, while thou dost expire in torments. Thou
st thought to deceive the red men of the forest,
'"».thou shalt find that the fox is more wary than
® Jackall, and when the scorching fire has seared
Y flesh from thy boncs, thy naked skull shaH be
e drinking cup of Takaltha’s race forever.”
& e instructions I had received from Ascaora
. abled'me to understand his words, and he turned
n;'ay with a mocking laugh, for he saw they were
t lost upon me. But a sharper pang of agony,
h even that awakened by the certainty of my
tarful fate, shot through my heart, when I saw that
entle maiden borne from me, and felt that through
:’ unhappy means she was doomed in the early bud
X her beautiful and tender youth, to a cruel and un-
ely death. Two savages immediately approached
:f, and pinioned my hands and feet with green
.lthu, that, tightly drawn as they were, produced
ensation of the most agonizing pain. In that
:l‘:, I was laid in the bottom of one of the canoes,
¥hile the barbarigns kept watch over me, rending
still and balmy air with their fiendish yells and
Oterfes. But great as was the physical suffering I
®dureqd while in that situation, it was scarcely
ed amid the intenser mental pangs that drove
almost to insanity. How the bright skies in
Ir calm and starry beauty, the soft moon with her
z:’e and passionless face, as they looked quietly
""f upon me, seemed to mock the tumultuous
e:"lng ol: my mind! In what strange contrast
rme the sighing of the gentle breeze 'through the
%ad and leafy forests, to the wild tempest of
'i‘:lg’ht and feeling, that swayed as with a whirl-
ds might the chafed and heaving billows of my
:’ll ! All the fond and tender memories of the past
:Wded into that brief point of my existence—my
ther’s smile, my mother’s kiss, the playful caresses
My young sisters, the thousand associations of
Me, of childhood’s and youth’s cherished and re-
bered pleasures ! And I was to know them no
& fe—to perish by the hands of savages—to have
e my ashes lie unburied, and my bones left to
n h in the trackless forests of a distant and al-
.':lt unknown world. Then past in review, the few
ange weeks of my captivity, and I wept—ryes,
en the images of home and parents left my eyes
less—yet, I wept as I thought of the young

“Mign girl, and her sad and early doom. It was

mml then, that I felt how potent was the spell she
cast around me—how pure and deep the hom-
:ﬁuthat my heart had offered to her innocence and
b or that I was conscious how fondly, and
W constantly I had permitted myself to blend her
sﬂ&‘lt and gentle image with every plan and hepe
" the future—and now this fairy fabric of bliss was
denly, and oh! how fearfully dissolved, and
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death, in his most horrid form, stood like a grim
spectre on its ruins.

The first rays of the sun were just glancing over
the forests, when the Indians moored their canoes
beneath a high bank, on the summit of which a
cluster of dwellings indicated the location of a vil-
lage—it was indeed the same from which we had
madc our escape, but 2 mare central and populous
portion of it. I was immediately raised upon the
shoulders of the savages and bore up the ascent, and
in defiance of pain and exhaustion, my eyes roved
restlessly round in search of Ascaora. There I be-
held her, not bound like myself, but led forward by
her relentless father, like a guileless lamb to the sa-
crifice, and as her tearful glance met mine, a faint,
but sweet and patient smile struggled on her full
ripe lip. On they bore me, and my heart sank at
the thought that I should see her no more. No
more ! what pathos in those words ! what a touch-
ing knell to sound forth the brief and perishable na-
ture of earth’s fondest and most cherished joys,
My conductors carried me on to a deep glen, and
there, in a small area enclosed by high pointed rocks,
which well served for the walls of a natural prison,
they cast me rudely down upon the stony earth. and
fastened me by strong cords, woven 'from the fibres_
of plants, to a stake driven into the ground. Vigi-
lantly they guarded me~but they knew naught of
that spell, which had [ been left fettcrless and free
as air, would have chained me to their forest, so
long as the fate of that gentle maiden, whom 1 had
involved in my unhappy doom, remained unfixed.

During the day they brought me food of a quality
unknown to me, but I rejected it with loathing, and
asked for water, which my feverish palate craved.
At first it was unfeelingly denied, but 1 ceased not
to entreat them, for I was burning with thirst, and,
it was at length granted to my pressing importuni-
ties. They told me by signs, that on ithe com-
ing morning 1 was to die, and strange were my
sensations, as I looked upon the grey rocks and
the feathery foliage of the trees that overtopped
them, and watched the rays of the seiting sun ting-
ing the tender green of their leaves with burnished
gold, and thought that 1 beheld these natural ob-
jects, which 1 had ever loved so well, for the last
time—that when another sun should have set upon
earth, my spirit would have passed beyond the boun-
daries of time, and entered that unséen world, whose
mysteries flesh may never knaw, and whose joys so
far surpass the dim and imperfect conceptions of the
human heart. The day was oue of feverish rest-
lessness—the fears and hopes of earth still held sway
over me, keeping me in bondage—but as the sha-
dows of evening fell gently around me, calmer and
more hallowed thoughts descended - like the soft
dews of night upon my soul. The Indians kindled
huge watch fires, to fright the beasts of prey, and till
morning dawned kept up their wild orgics with
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frightful noisc and violence.  But they disturbed me
not; my soul was pluming her wings for another
world, and striving by sclf examination and close
communion with her maker, to prepare herself for
that flight which was to bear her to the presence of
the Invisible.  Through all the watches of that long
and solemp night, fervent were my supplications for
pardon and support—~for humble submission, and
perfect trust in Him through whom we are saved,
and that gracious ear which is never closed against
the prayer of faith and cbntrition, heard and an-
swered me. Strength descended upou me from the
fountain of all strength and wisdom, and never per-
haps shall I be more willing or prepared to enter
the presence of my God, than I was in those hours,
which I then doubted not, were to be my last upon
carth. As the night advanced towards dawn, the
wild din of the savages grew fainter and fainter, and
then my exhausted nature sought repose in slecp—
but it was not of long duration—the grasp of fierce
hands awakened me, my bonds were loosened, and 1
was led forth among a multitude of wild and horri-
ble figures, at the head of whom stalked in savage
majesty, the chief Takaltha—and if I had thought
him terrible as a demon on ihe preceding night, not
less unearthly looked he to ‘'me now, disfigured as
he was by paint and deep ‘incisions cut in variou$
forms, in every part of his almost naked body. The
skins of serpents, mottled and striped, were wreathed
as bracelets around his arms and legs, intermixed
with gaudy beads and other gewgaws, that had been
obtained in traffic with. the Spaniards. An eagle’s
plume was the only graceful ornament he wore, and
to complete the wildness of his barbarous costume,
a skin of the prairie buffalo, to which the horns still
adhered, adorned his shoulders, and gave him a
close rescmblance to the fierce animal he had robbed
of its covering. Thus aitended, I was conducted
to a distant eminence, on the summit of which a
quantity of green fuel hcaped round a stake, indi-
cated the place where I was doomed to suffer.
There was I bound, and then with shouts and in-
sulting gestures, the savage throng began to perform
around me the war dance of their trige.

God alone supported me in that fearfal hour,
when nature looked with shuddering on the tor-
ments prepared for her. But terrible as was to be
my passage to eternity, I felt that it would be brief,
and though in the spirit’s agony 1 uttered the prayer
of my Saviour,  Father, if it be possible, let this
cup pass from me,” yet thanks be to God, I was
also cnabled to add with sincerity and fervour, “ not
my will but thine be done.””  One only earthly wish
still dwelt within my heart—to behold yet again, if
but for a brief instant, that gentle being to whose
sweetnéss my heart had mysteriously and fondly
linked itself, and who had ever seemed to possess so
few sympathics in common with the rude race,
among whom she hud been nurtured.  Anxiously
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I cast my eyes over the dusky throng of barbarians,
that with strange and grotesque gestures shouted,
and leaped, and danced, around me. Woman was
there in all the glory of her savage beauty ; inno-
cent childhood, and tender iufancy receiving on the
unwritten pages of .their souls, early and indelible
lessons of revenge and cruelty. But the fair form
and bright face of Ascaora met not my gaze, and
sad as was the feeling that I must die without be-
holding her, yet was it softened by the thought, that
her tender and devoted heart would be.spared the
pang of witnessing, without the power of averting
my sufferings. '

I had done then with the vain hopes, the fleeting
pageantries of earth, and bending. my head upon my
breast, I prayed that I might not falter in this last
moment of trial—but that with more than savage
courage, even with the high and holy hope of the
Christian, 1 might encounter death. Suddenly there
was silence around me—a pause in the orgies of the
mad revellers, and as I looked forth to learn its
cause, the crowd parted in the centre, and I started,
as T beheld Takaltha, leading forward the sweet
maiden of my love. She was decked as for a bri-
dal, with chains of minute pearly shells encircling
her neck, and clasping her beautiful arms and
ankles. Her head was crowned with a snow white
plume, and a feathery cloak of the same unsullied
hue, floated from her graceful shoulders. Her step
was timid and faltering, and her eyes bent fixedly
upon the earth. Once or twice the chief addressed
her, when she clasped her small hands earnestly to-
gether and shook her head with a gentle yet decided
gesture. As they advanced nearer towards mé, she
looked up, our eyes met, a sudden rush of crimson
suffused her face, and with a faint cry, she stretched
her arms towards me, and struggled to free herself
from the rigid grasp of Takaltha. But forcibly he
held her back ; with frantic vehemence he addressed
her, and plucking from his girdle a short knife of
Spanish form and workmanship, he peinted it with
threatening gestures at her heart.  She-recoiled not,
but my sensations were like those of a chained
lioness, chafed to madness by beholding her young
slain before her sight. Forgetful of the cords that
confined me, I strove to bound towards her, and the
forests echoed with the voice of my agony, as I
called upon her aame. 8till she struggled to fle€
to me, but the strong hand of the savage restrained
her, and with loud and angry words, that now were
sudible to my sharpened sense, bade her, ¢if she
would save her own life, dance around the pale face,
and chant the song of sacrifice, while the flame wa$
kindling to consume him.’ Steadily she refused,
though 1o save that young life, I cried aloud and
joined my entreaties to those of her savage 8ire:
But still she resisted, and still he urged her to the
act. In vain she wept, she knelt, she raised her elo-
quent face with pleading beauty to his stern and
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Swarthy visage; he spurned her rudely from him,
and with his own hand snatching a burning brand
from an unextinguished watchfire, he darted furi-
ously forward and cast it among the combustibies
that were strewn around me. Slowly they ignited,
for with a refinement of cruelty in which these bar-
barians excel, they had mingled green fuel profusely
with the lighter materials of the pile, in order there-
by to prolong and heighten my sufferings ; but long
before the flame was kindled, the blue smoke curled
up, and involved my person in its thin and vapoury
wreaths.

At that sight, Ascaora became frantic. She ut-
tered a wild and piercing cry—such a cry ! it thril-
led through every fibre of my frame, and since that
hour how often has it sounded in my ears. In soli-
tude and in crowds, in the dark hour of midnight,
in the broad clear light of the sunny noon I have
heard it—like the shrill blast of a trumpet it has
startled me from sleep, and my clieek has paled at
the ringing sound, when all the horrors of the battle
field were powerless to blanch its healthful hue.
With the bound of a young fawn, she sprang to-
wards me—she darted through the eddying smoke
that encircled me, and in another instant would
have been within my clasping arms—for in the
agony of my soul I had burst the bands that confined’
them—when the giant hand of Takaltha placked
back her fragile form with words of burning rage—

“ Die ! he said, * the eyrie of Takaltha shall no
longer shelter the treacherous eaglet of his race !’

I saiw the gleaming steel reised high in air, it
flashed before my eyes, and the father’s hand buried
it deep in the bosom of his innocent child. Oh!
blessed religion of Jesus ! how has thy benign influ-
ence purified and softened the rugged heart of man,
and elevated the sweetest and holiest affections of
his nature—to thee we owe all that is-most precious
in our earthly joys, and the bright and glorious
hopes centered in the futurity which thou hast re-
vealed to us. The maiden staggered as the fatal
blow descended, then with the latest effort of her
strength, sprang forward aud fell upon my breast.
“ Ascaora comes to die with thee,” she murmured H
“to go with thee to that Saviour whom thou loy-
est,”” her voice faltered, her breath grew short
and quick, for the blood trickled faster and faster
{from her wound, and turning her dying eyes, those
soft and speaking eyes, tenderly upon me, she laid
her head upon my breast and cxpired. Let me not
speak of the feelings with which I had gazed upon
this dreadful and affecting scene—it would madden
me to recall them. There I now stood, still and
breathless, straining with a clasp that a giant’s
Strength could not have unloosed, that lifeléss mai-
den to my heart. I heeded not the slowly rising
lames, the blinding smoke, the tumult and the din
around. Passion was dead within me, and every
desire and hope concentrated in the one Jjoyful
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thought, that in a few bricf moments we should
again be_reunited in that bright region where no
clouds ever darken the horizon, and where pain, and
fear, and man’s vindictive rage, would never come
to mar our pure and perfect bliss.

While thus I stood, borne on Lhe wings of prayer
up to the throne of the Almighty, there was a sud
den hush of the tumultuous throug—and then with
startling abruptnéss, burst forth the loud tremendous
war-whoop of some advancing foe. Far and wide,
and deep, and terrible, i€ rang threugh the dense
forests, while the crashing as of a thousand trees,
told, that come from whence they would, they came
in power and might. Takaltha sounded his war-
whoop in reply, and strove to rally his warriors, but
unprepared for the attick, they fled in dismay,
shouting ¢ Olocatara ! Olocatara !’ At that pame
I felt that freedom was at hand ; but still I stood,
for T had looked death so closely in the face, that
life had become almost a matter of indifference to
me! On came that rushing host, darkening the air
with their arfows, and brandishing their rude wea~
pons with wild and warlike fury. Like a ‘mighty
whirlwind scattering the withered leaves of autumn N
they drove the followers of Takaltha before thenr,
and hastily ascending the cminence, tossed to the
four winds the blazing combustibles that surrounded
me, and whieh in another instant would have wrap-
ped my devoted person in & mantlé of devouring
flames. Then advanced a noble specimen of manly
beauty, an' Apollo of the wilderness, and scvered the
cord that bound me. I recognized in him the savage
prince with whom the Chevalier De Gourges had
held friendly and frequent intercourse, and to whose
protection I was flying with the ill-fated Ascaora,
when our progress was so suddenly arrested,
Briefly and gratefully I thanked him, but even re-
covered life and freedom failed, in an instant, to draw
back my thoughts and affections to the earth, from
which I had been enabled so entirely to wean them.
Silently I sunk upon the ground, still holding on my
bosom the tender form of that murdered maiden,
and clasping her with a rigid embrace closely to my
heart.  Olocatara looked upon me with pitying
cyes, and addressed me in a jargon of French, ga-
thered from my countrymen, intermixed with the
barbarous dialect of his own uncouth language—
but I had become so familiar with the expressive
signs of those untaught people, that I casily com-
prehended him. At his earnest entreaty 1 roused
myself to explain to him the tersible circumstances
of the maiden’s death, and when 1 ended he inti-
mated by a fierce look and a corresponding gesture,
that vengeance should specdily be taken for the
atrocious decd. He then proposed that we shoulq
bury her, before our departure, and to this I gladly
assented ; and selecting a quiet spot bencath the
branches of & spreading beech, I luid her on the
turf, and krtelt down beside her body, to look my
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*last upon that still and exquisite face, while the red
warriors scooped out her narrow grave. [ cut from
her beautiful head a tress of raven hair, which I still
cherish next my heart, and then we laid her in her
lonely grave, and my hand composed the garments
over her blood-stained bosom, while my tears, and I
shame not to say it, fell fast upon her lifeless fea-
tures. - The green sods were heaped above her, and
there I trust her sacred dust still sleeps undisturbed,
‘while the sighing of the forest breeze sings a sweet
and perpetual requiem over the place of her repose ;
and often, often does my spirit haunt that distant
mound, within whoge hallowed breast moulders the
once radiant form of the loved and loving Indian
girl.

It were useless, even had I language, to describe
the feelings with which I left that spot—time has
not weakened their bitter remembrance, but they
belong to that class of emotions, with which none
may sympathize, or intermeddie. Before our de-
parture, I learned from Olocatara that we had been
betrayed into the power of Takaltha, by the Indian
messenger whom Ascaora had entrusted with our
purpose of escape. But, having been refused the
reward, promised by Takaltha to his treachery, he
through revenge, had determined to save us, and
accordingly hastened to inform Olocatara of our
capture, and urge him to flee with his warriors to
our rescue. Prompted by a wish to serve one of my
nation, and also by his hereditary hatred towards the
ferocious Takaltha, the fierce “Buffalo of the Forest,”
as he was called, Olocatara summoned his warriors
and marched against his' foe, in time to snatch me
{rom a fearful death, though too late to save the in-
nocent victim of a father’s rage. 1 have but little
more to add-~Olocatara, with his barbarian host, re-
mained to fight the hoatile tribe of Takaltha, who,
recovered from their panic, were again rallying in
their strength, and raising within the shelter of the
forest, their war cry of defiance. But attended by a
strong escort of armed and gigantic savages, I was
conducted through the wide wilderness, and. along
the rivers, to the coast. There we found De Gour-
ges and his followers, lingering among the ruins of
Fort May, till their vessels should have received
some necessary repairs. They welcomed me as one
risen from the dead; and listened with eager curio-
sity and wonder to the-few details which I was able
to give them of my wild adventures. But the
strange vicissitudes through which I had passed, the
extraordinary excitement of my mind, and ‘the se-
vere injury that still affected my.head, .united to
bring upon me a violent disease, that overthrew my
reason, and threatened to terminate my life. For-
tunately, De Gourges had in his company a skillful
leech, and to him, under Providence, am 1 probably
indebted for my recovery. Yet for a long period
my brain was terribly affected, and it was not tjj}
the ocean had been passed, and the gentle influences
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of home soothed my spirit, that [ awoke to a recol-
lection of the fearful past.

But that past has thrown its sombre and unna-
tural colouring over my whole life. I have been
happy as a husband, and shed tears of unfeigned and
tender sorrow over the tomb of a chaste and virtu-
ous wife. As a father, I am richly blest in the
affection .and doeility of my children, especially in
the devoted love of my daughter, my fond and beau-
tiful Florida, in whese smile I have ever fancied I
could trace a resemblance to that of the bright forest
maiden, whose history I have now told. Yet never,
never, in all the vicissitudes of my after years, have
such emotions agitated me, so profound, so intense,
8o full of the first passionate feelings of a young and
untried heart, as those that had birth in the wild
forests of America, and which to recall, even at this
long interval of time, seems to unloose my intellect
from its moorings, and open, as with a magic wand,
the secret cella of the soul’s cherished and long hid+
den memories.

I can hardly account for my shrinking and en-
during sensitiveness on this subject, and am com-
pelled to believe, either, that my brain, never having
recovered from the shock so long ago inflicted on
it, presents before my mind in too vivid .colouring,
the strange tale of my wanderings in the wilderness,
and deepens to acuteness the impressions then re-
ceived—or I have been for years the prey of a dis-
eased and morbid sensibility, indulged to an excess
that has robbed me of the power to enjoy, as I
should have done, the blessings of a bountiful Pro-
vidence, and the daily o¢currences of a calm and
happy life. - You are -young, my friend, and if this
has been.my error, be warned by it to guard in
early youth, against the over excitement of passion,
or of sentiment, for both are at variance with true
enjoyment, and with the gentle spirit of that reli-
gion whose fruits are peace and love.

Montreal.

SOUNDS CAUSED BY ELECTRICITY.

Mr. SELLIER had found it sufficient to place an
electric diamond upon a pane of glass in order to
produce sounds. When a well polished sewing
needle, suspended from a hair, is placed in a glass
bowl filled with an acid sulphate of copper, the
bowl crackles, even after the needle has been with-
drawn and the liquid poured out. Small currents of
common: electricity become perceptible to the ear by
means of a wheaten straw struck upon a drum of
vegetable paper.

DECEPTIQN.
ALL deception in the course of life is indeed nothing

elso but a lie reduced to practice, and falschwd .

passing from words into-things.
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WORTH AMERICAM FOREST.

WE take the following wild and cloquent deserip-
tion of the autumnal changes in America, from an
extract from Neal’s ““Brother Jonathan,” published
in an English work, entitled, “ Rejectedt Articles.”

“The autumnal beauty of a North American
forest cannot be exaggerated. It is like nothing else
on earth. Many a time have we gone through it ;
slowly tilting over a pretty blue lake, there, among
the hills ; our birch canoe dipping with every motion
of the paddle—the waters benedth us—all the moun-
tains about-—all—unknown to the world—in a
solitude—a quiet profound as desth—and bright as
heaven ; the shores overhung with autumnal foliage ;
and a sky so wonderful—so visionary —that all the
clouds, and all the mountains were of g piece, in
the clear water ; and our boat was like a balloon.

¢ Say what you will, there is nothing to be com-
pared with a scene of this kind—about an hour
before sunset—in the depth of a great North Ameri-
can solitude—a vast amphitheatre of wilderness, rock
and mountain—after the trees are changed by the
frost. People may taik of their fine Italian skies ; of
their hot, bright East Indian skies 5 of the deep mid-
night blue of the South American skies. We have
seen them all; slept under them all ; slept under a
sky, like one great moon ; worshipped thiem all ; seen
them through all the changes of storm and sunshine,
darkness and light ; and we say, that in reality, they
are dim, heavy—unclouded; uninteresting; compared
with your North American skics, a little before and
after sunset.

“ And 50, too, of thelgarniture of a North Ameri-
tan wilderness, after two or three clear, frosty nights.
There is nothing to compare with it, under heaven.
The mountains—vallies, woods——all burst into flow-
ers; all at once. Other countries are in a better
state of cultivation. Their trees are less numerous ,
their wild slirubbery less like a vegetable inundation
over the land—covering cvery foot of the carth 5 or
the changes of their colour, from season to season
are slow and gradual.

“Itis not so, in America ; North America. There,
the transformation is universal ; instantaneous. A
single night will do it. In the evening of a fine day-
Perhaps, all the great woods will be green ; with
hardly a red or brown or a yellow leaf. A sharp
frost will set in at night. Before the sun rises again,
the boundless verdure of the whole provinee, a whole
®mpire in truth, will be changed. In the morning,
there will be hardly a green leafto be found. Before
the week is over, go where you may, through thie

*uperb wilderness, you will meet with nothing but’l’

82y, brilliant scarlet—purple orange ; with every’
Possibile variety of brown, light blue, vivid crimson
o blood colour. OF ali the trees, none but the ever-
Ereen tribe will keep their integrity. They will

thow along the battlements of thc8 mountain— darker
4
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than ever—like so many
architectural ruins or surviving turrets—in the
splendour of the surrounding landscape.

*“No, no, it is not saying too much of all this beauty,
of ail this great magnificence, when the fresh, cold,
brisk wind of the season, gets among the branches,
after such a night, and blows up the superfluous lea-
fing, to the warm sunshine, like a tempest, among
prodigious flowers—tearing and scattering the tulip
colourcd foliage over all the earth, and over all the
waters ; no, it is not saying too much—merely to say
~that, under heaven—throughout all the vegetable
creation, there is no spectacle of beauty, or show of
richness, or grandeur—to be eompared with it.—Ima-
gine—we do riot mind appearing a little absurd, if,
thereby, we may give the stranger, a true idea of this
appearance ;—imagine therefore, a great wilderness
of poppies, or tulips—outspreading itself on every
side, reaching quite dway to the horison, over hill,
and over valley—or a wood, literally encumbered,
heavy, with great, gorgeous, live butterflies—forever
in motion: .

¢ We have been a traveller ; we have looked upon
the dark Norwegian woods—their dull evergreens—
towering up to the sky—covering whole Pprovinces ;
woods, too, of stupenduous oak—each tree, if the
soil were divided, overshadowing a man’s inheritance,
flourishing bravely through whole territores ; more
than one quiet, solitary place—eéntirely shut in by the
hills, flowering all over; all the year round. But
we have never met with—never heard of—never look-
ked upon, elsewhere, that profusion of glorious vege-
table beauty, which is to be seen, every “full.” in the
woods of North America, heaped up, on all the banks
of all the rivers—up—to the very skies—on the great
mountains ; or accumulated over the lgw countries
~—and weltering. there, all-thie day through, in the
light, or shadow—or wind, or sunshine, of the sea-
son.

than  ever—more cloudy

S0MB OF THE WOODBIME FLOWERS.
BY J. A. WADE.

Wild daughters of woodlands are we,
Our loves are the zephyr®and bee ;
Our delicate stems
Bear the prettiest gems
That ever graced mountain or Jea !
When fresh summer showers
Just sprinkle the bowets,
And robin or woodlark is heard, -
There is not a sweet
To mingle so meet )
As ours with the song of the bird !
See, gently waving in the light air,
Like fairies on ropes of coral spun,
Our emeralftwins their dance prepare,
Hark !.now "t is up—our song is done 1
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GERMAU AIR—FROM DE WIEWER IW BERLIU.

BY MOSCHELES.

PRESENTED BY MR. W. H. WARREN.
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OUR TABLE.

WINTER STUDIES AND SUMMER RAMBLES IN
CANADA—BY MRS. JAMESON.

THE influence of woman upon the social and moral
character of mankind cannot be too highly appre-
ciated, calculated as it is, if properly directed, to
adorn and ennoble whatever comes within its sphere.
In the chivalric ages, when woman was almost
worshipped, when her smile was a guerdon for
which none save a recreant would have scrupled to
peril life or limb—decds of more dazzling bright-
ness were daily done than at any other era in the
world’s history. But in those ruder days, brilliant
though they were, it was beauty only that possessed
this power. The mind’s adornments were lightly
valued, in comparison with the oytward semblance
of the divinity within. This was the mistake of the
uncultivated and somewhat barbarous spirit of the
age, investing it with a halo of majestic virtue, upon
which the mind dwells with wonder, but wanting
the higher redeeming qualities which mark the
greatness of later days. The devotedness of the
noblest was’ then altogether ¢ of the earth carthy,”
with an outward seeming of reverence for

¢ Him from whom all glory
And good arise,”

and if woman was the prize for which the warrior
fought and minstrel sang, it was sense not scul,
which wooed them to the field of war or the groves
of poesy. As a natural consequence, when the brief
day ox her youth and lovelincss had set, she was
forgotten, or remembered only to furnish a contrast
with her departed charms—charms which had faded
with the brief flowers of summer, but but unlike the
flowers, never to bloom again.

Far different from this transient and spell-like
power is the glorious dawn which is now breaking
upon the “influence of woman.” The rich trea-
sures of her intellect, developed by the cultivation
rendered necessary by the enlightencd temper of the
times, is rapidly raising her to her proper position,
as the equal in 2ll things of *creation’s lord.”
This is a legitimate source of rcjoicing to all who
have at heart the temporal and eternal weal of the
human race ; for nothing can better tame the rugged
nature of the sterner sex, and fit him for calm and
holy feelings than the refinements of polished inter-
course with the fascinating fair. Endowed with the
soul’s riches, gathered from the stores of earth’s
gifted ones, woman wields a power, independent of,
and superior to, that we accord to beauty, and is the
possessor of a charm that will endure when the form
has lost its symmetry and the cheek its bloom—a
charm to soothe in the chamber of sickniess or on the
bed of death, as well as to dazzle in the festive
hall, and sparkle in the jocund' circle, when health
and happiness scatter roses on her path, and gild the
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bright world with radiance and beauty. Yet are w8
not of those ascetics with whom loveliness is held
in light esteem. While we rank the diamond
highest, we feel that the golden setting is rich and
fair.  'We envy not the philosophy of him who does
not render willing homage to woman’s charms;
but the mind commands a deeper—a far more en-
during feeling.  While beauty forces the worshipper
to her feet, it is mind, and mind only, which can
keep him a willing votary there.

Reflections such as these have been suggested by
a perusal of the delicious volumes before us. We
have been delighted with the sparkling ideas of Mrs.
Jameson, for they add proof upon proof of our fa-
vourile theory, that woman is not behind her ltord
in genuinc intellectual power, as well as in glowing
and poetic fancy, for in deep thought and generous
feeling have the © Winter Studies” of the gifted au-
thor been conceived, while the  Summer Ranfbles”
are warm with the delicious poetry of nature, which
sparkles in every line, unadulterated, and beauti-
fully pure.

Comparatively a stranger in the metropolis of the
sister Provinee, the fair author scems to have been
thrown a great deal upon the resources of her li-
brary, and of her own fertile mind, for antidotes
against the ennui consequent upon the dreary mono-
tony of a Canadian winter ;, and being a decided
enemy to any unprofitable waste of time, she em-
ployed these hours in uoting down the thoughts
awakened by a perusal of her favourite authors.
These have been given to the world as her  Winter
Studies,” and though often bearing no relation to
Canada or Canadian affairs, and when they do,
sometimes touching upon matters with which we
have no fellowship, we have seldom read a book
upen similar subjects, which has received so much
of our delighted attention.

Aware that they wanted the interest naturally
consequent upon novel writing, and published with-
out pretence to any thing beyond the character of
desultory sketches, we did not anticipate the fasci
nation that lurks in the pages before us ; which
leaping from theme to theme, present the reader
with successive pleasures, like the bee roving from
flower to flower, pilfering delights from each, but
unlike the bee, leaving the flowery pages no less
rich for that which has been culled from them.

From the portion of the book devoted to Winter
Studies, we make a few cxtracts, as specimens ©
the style of the author, commencing with one taken
from a description of a winter visit to the Cataract
of Niagara, with the first view of which Mrs- ..In-
meson confesses herself sadly disappointed ; her "'Ch
imagination had pictured it as much more magnifi-
cently grand than at a first glance it seemed. The
season at which she visited the cataract may have
contributed to this fecling, for Nature was then
stripped of the gay colouring of summer, and the
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Prospect all around was as dull and cheerless as jce
and snow could make it. To a mind like hers,
however, Niagara could not be long uninteresting,
and she soon learned to view it as one of the most
sublime spectacles with which lavish nature has de-
corated the world : —

Well ! 1 have seen these cataracts of Niagara,
which have thundered in my mind’s ear ever sinee |
can remember—which have been my “ childhood’s

thought, my youth’s desire,” since first my imagi-
nation was awakened to wonder and to wish. I
have beheld them, and shall I whisper it to you !'—
but, O tell it not among the Philistines i~ wish 1
had not ! I wish they were still a thing unbeheld—
a thing to be imagined, hoped, and anticipated —
- something to live for :—the reality has displaced
from my mind an illusion far more magnificent than
itself—I have no words for my utter disappointment :
Yet I have not the presumption to suppose that all I
have heard and read of Niagara is false or exagye-
rated —that every expression of astonishment, en-
thusiasm, rapture, is affectation or hyperbole. 'No!
it must be my own fault. Terni, and some of the
Swiss cataracts. leaping from their mountains, have
affected me a thousand times more than ail the im-
mensity of Niagara. Q I could beat myself! and
now there j& no help !—the first moment, the first
impression is over—is lost ; though I should live a
thousand years, long as Niagara itself shall roll, 1
<an never see it again for the first time, Something
is gone that cannot be restored. What has pome
©over my soul and senses %—I am no longer Anna—
I am metamorphosed—I am translated—1 am an
ass’s head, a clod, a wooden spoon, a fat weed
rowing on Lethe’s bank, a stock, a stone, a petri- |
?action—-for have I not seen Niagara, the wondfr of
wonders ; and felt—no words can tell what disap-
pointment !

The. country through which she passed, on her!f
route to the Falls, however, in spite of winter and
its snows, more than satisfied her anticipations, and
her description of it is rich in poetry and truth : —

Beautiful must this land be in summer, sinec |
even now it is beautiful. The flower garden, the
trim shrubbery, the lawn, the meadow with jts
hedgerows, when frozen up and wrapt in snow, al-
ways give me the idea of something not only deso-
late but dead : Nature is the ghost of herself, and
trails a spectral pall ; | always feel a kind of pity—
a touch of melancholy—when at this season I have
wandered among withered shrubs and buried flower-
beds ; but here, in the wilderness, where Nature js
Wwholly independent of art, she does not die, nor yet
mourn ; she lies down to rest on the bosom of Win-
ter, and the aged one folds her in his robe of ermine
and jewels, and rocks her with his burricanes, and
hushes her to sleep. How still it was! how calm,
how vast the glittering white waste and the dark
Purple forests ! The sun shone out, and the sky
Wwas without a cloud; yet we saw few people, and
for many miles the hissing of our sleigh, as we flew
along upon our dazzling path, and the tinkling of
the sleigh-bells were the only sounds we heard,

Her first view of the Falls is thus beautifully des-
eribed : —

I was not, for an instant, aware of their pre-
Sence ; we were ,yet at a distance, looking down
Upon them ; and I saw at one glance a flat extén- |
Atve plain ; the sun having withﬁrnwn its beams for |

moment, there was neither light, nor shade, nor |

‘{only as the rude,
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colour, In the midst were scen the two great cata-
racts, but merely as a feature in the wide landscape,
The sound was by no means overpowering, and the
clouds of spray, which Fanny Butler called so beau-
tifully the ¢ everlasting incense of the waters,” now
condensed ere they rose by'the excessive cold, fell
round the base of the cataracts in fleecy folds, just
concealing that furioys embrace of the waters above
and the waters below, All the associatjons which
in imagination I had gathered round the scene, its
appalling terrors, its soul-subduing beauty, power
and height, and velocity and immensity, were all
diminished in effect, or wholly lost,

Following her back to Toronto, we find her re-
viewing the German poets with the clear pereeption
which mark her portraiture of the female characters
of Shakspeare, and in ldnguage correct and pure as
that which distinguishes her in the whole of her pre-
vious writings. These * studies” are again agree-
ably broken in upon by the cvery day events of the
Upper Canadian metropolis, and by reflections
which prove that, though an author, with a pen of
masculine vigour, she is a woman in feeling and
sentiment, with a heart delighting in the exercise of
kindly sympathies.

The *“ position of woman® has shared a good deal
of her attention, and, though sometimes too bold
and independent, her reflections upon this subject
are just. The intellect of woman cannot be too
highly cultivated ; Mrs. Jameson 3ays t—

Men, our natural protectors, our lawgivers, oyr
masters, throw us Upon éur own resources ; the qua-~
lities which they pretend to admire in us~—~the over-
flowing, the clinging affections of a warm-heart—
the household devotion— the submissive wish (o
please, that feels “every vanity in fondness lost,”
the tender shrinking sensitivencss which Adam
thought so charming in his Eve—to cultivate these,
to make them, Dy artificial ncans, the staple of the
womanly charaeter, is it not to cultivate g taste for
sunshine and roses, in those we send to pass their
lives in the arctic zone ? We have gone away
from natare, and ‘we must, if we can, swbstitute
another nature.  Art, literature and science, remain
to us. Religion, which formerly opened the doors
of nunneries and convents to forlorn women, now
mingling her beautiful and soathing influence with
resources which the prcjudices of the world have
yet left open to us, teaches us another lesson, that
ouly in utility, such as is left to us, only in the assi-
duous employment of such facullies as we are per-
mitted to exercise, can we find health ang Dheace, and
compensation for the wasted or repressed impulses
and energies more proper to our sex—more natura] —
perhaps more pleasing to God; byt trusting in his
mercy, and using the means he has given, we must
do the best we can for ourselves and for our sister-

Ihood. The cruel prejudices which would have shut

us out from nobler consolation and occupations have
ceased in great part, and will soon be remembercd

coarse barbarism of a by-gone
- . » A *

L -

age. .

C?)lcr‘idge, who has said and written the most
beautiful, the most tender, the most reverentia]
things of woman—who understands betler than any
man, any poet, what I may call the metaphysics of
Iovc-—Coleridge, as you will remember, has asserted
that the perfection of a woman’s character is fo he
characterless.  “ Every man,” said he, “ would like
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to have an Ophelia or 2 Desdemona for his wife.”?
No doubt 5 the sentiment is truly a masculine one ;
and what was their fate 2 What would now be the
fate cf such unresisting and eonfiding angels? 1Is
this the age of Arcadia ? Do we live among Pala-
dins and Sir Charles Grandisons, and are our weak-
ness, and our innocence, and cur ignorance, safe-
guards—or snares ? Do we indecd find our account
in being

“ Fine by defcet, and beautifully weak 2

No, no; women need in these times characler be-
vond every thing else ; the qualities which will ena-
ble them to endure and to resist evil 5 the self
governed, the cultivated, active mind, to protect an
to maintain ourselves. * . - . *
Surely, it is dangerous, it is wicked, in these davs,
to follow the old saw,to bring up women to he
““happy wives and mothers 3 that is to say, let all
her accomplishments, her sentiments, her views of
life, take onc direetion, as if for women there cx-
isted only one destiny—one hope, one blessing, one
object, one passion in existence ; some people say
it ought to be so, but we know that it is not so ; we
know that hundreds, that thouzands of women are
not happy wives and mothe-s—are ncver either
wives or mothers at all. The cultivation of the
moral strength and the active energies of a woman’s
mind, together with the intellectual faculties and
tastes, will not make a woman a less good, less
happy wife and mother, and will enable her to find
conteut and independence when denied love and hap-
piness.

We cannot refrain from transcribing the foliow-
ing anecdote, which is brimfull of feeling and
poelry, premising that the gentleman alluded to is a
soldier, who has served his country during the greater
part of a long life, and has risen from the ranks to
the elevated position he now worthily holds, earning
in the field every step of his promotion : —

Do you remember that lyric of WWordsworth,
“The Reverie of Poor Susan,” in which he describes
the emotions of a poor servant-girl from the coun-

try, whose steps are arrested in Cheapside by the |-

song of a caged bird ?

*Tis a note of enchantment-—what ails her ? she sces
A mountain ascending, a vision of trees.;

And a single small cottage, a nest like a dove’s,
The one only dwelling on carth that she loves !

She looks, and her heart is in heaven !

And how near are human hearts ailicd in all na-
tural instinets and sympathies, and what an unfail-
ing, universal fount of poetry arc these even in their
homcliest forms! F. told me today, that once, as
he was turning down a bye strect in this litlle town,
he heard somewhere near him the song of the lark
(Now, you must o_bserve, there are no larks in Ca-
nada but those which are brought from the old coun-
try.) F.shall speakin his own words: S0, ma’am,
when I heard the voice of the bird in the air, I
looked, by the natural instinct, up to the heavens,
though I knew it could not be there, and then on
this side, and then on that, and sure enough at last
1 saw the little creature perched on its sod of turf in
a little cage, and there it kept trilling and warbling
away, and there I stood stock still—listening with
my heart. Well, I don’t know what it was at all
that came over me, but every thing seemed to

LITERARY

GARLAND.

change before my eyes, and it was in poor Ireland I
was again, and my home all about me, and I was
again a wild slip of a boy, lyinz on my back on the
hill side above my mother’s cabin, and watching, as
T used to do, the lark singing and soaring over my
head, and 1 straining my eye to follow her till she
melted into the blue sky—and there, ma’am—would
you believe it 2—I stood like an old fool listening to
the bird’s song, lost, as in a dream, and there I
could have stood till this day.,” And the eyes of
the rough soldier filied with tears, even while he
laughed at himself, as perfeetly unconscious that he
was talking poetry, as Mons. Jourdain could be that
he was talking prose,

The “ Summer Rambies” of Mrs. Jameson have
been very extensive, through the richest portions of
Upper Canada, and her observations upon what
came under her notice, are alike instructive and
amusing. Did our limits permit, it would afford
us pleasure to follow the author through her tour,
and to transcribe many passages—to which we shall

‘advert at some future day—for the present, con-

tenting ourselves with the following beautiful pas-
sage, descriptive of the rapid transition from spring
to summer, which distinguishcs the climate of the
American continent :—

We have already exchanged “the Lloom and
ravishment of spring” for all the glowing maturity
of summer ; we gasp with heat, we long for ices,
and are planning Venetian blinds ; and three weeks
ago there was snow lying beneath our garden fences,
and not a leaf on the trees! In England, when
Nature wakes up from her long winter, it is like a
sluggard in the morning—she opens one eye and
then another, and shivers and draws her snow cover-
let over her face again, and turns round to slum-
ber more than once, before she emerges at last,
lazily and slowly, from her winter chamber ; but
here, no sooner has the sun pecped through her cur-
tains, than up she springs, like a huntress for the
chase, and dons her kirtle of green, and walks
abroad in full-blown life and beauty.

To this we must subjoin the picture of the lake,
upon the shore of which Toronto is built :—

Ontario means the beautiful, and the word is
worthy of its signification, and the lake is worthy
of its beautiful name ; yet I can hardly tell you in
what this fascination consists : there is no scenery
around it, no high lands, no bold shores, no picture
to be taken in at once by the eye ; the swamp an
the forest enclose it, and it is so wide and so vast
that it presents all the monotony without the ma-
jesty of the ocean. Yet, like that great oceans
when 1 lived beside it, the expanse of this lake ha8
become to me like the face of a friend. I have
its various expressions by heart. 1 go down upom
the green bank, cr along the King’s Pier, whic
projects about two hundred yards into the bay-
sit there with my book, reading sometimes, but
oftener watching untired the changeful colours 23
they flit over the bosom of the lake. Sometimes &
thunder squall from the west sends the little slo0ps
and schooners sweeping and scudding into the har-
bour for shelter. Sometimes the sunset confer's
its surface into a sea of molten gold, and sometimes
the young moon walks trembling in a path of silver ;
sometimes a purple haze floats over its bosom like 2
veil ; sometitmes the wind blows strong, an the.
wild turbid waves come rolling in like brcakers,
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Ringing themselves over the pier in wrath and foam, | cause may we attribute this? Is it, that their sym-

or dancing like spirits in their Zlee.
We must, however, deny ourselves the pleasure

of following the fascinating Rambler farther, and re- |

luctantly bid her a short farcwell.

LADY CHEVELEY, R THE WOMAN OF HONOUR.,

Tais little satirical poem is said to be from the pen
of Sir E. L. Bulwer, and purports to be a reply to the
inuendoes contained in the novel of ¢ Cheveley,” to
which allusion was made in the Junc number of the
Garland. Having noticed the previous work at
some length, we cannot in justicg pass over in si-
lence the rejoinder, the spirit of which we condemn
as candidly as we did that which characterised Lady
Bulwer’s narrative.

Of the causes which led to the separation of Sir
Edward and his talented lady, we know nothing, nor
have we any curiosity to enquire. These are mat-
ters beyond the sphere of any who are not intimately
associated with the fair names of the contending
parties ; and while we look upon their published ap-
peals, as the legitimate prey of the reviewer, we
should shrink from the most distant idea of invading
the hallowed precincts of private life, or urging one
syllable beyond what has been given by themselves
to the public, as data from which a just judgment
may be formed upon their cause. The influence,
for good or evil, which such works may have upon
public morality, as well as upon the literature of the
times, must be our apology for approaching, even in
the most distant manner, so delicate a theme.

In ordinary cases, we might be tempted to splin-
ter a lance in behalf of the lonely dame—for as true
knights, we are bound to war only on that side
which is ostensibly the weaker ; but, in the present
instance, the lady seems to be the equal in skill of
her antagonist, and having the choice of ground,
may be safely left to battle in the field alone—and
this without disparagement to the power of Sir Ed-
ward, who wiclds a gigantic pen-—none denying him
a lofty eminence among the authors of his age—
but we much fear that his vanity treads closely upon
the heels of his genius; and if the present poem,
which is unscrupulously imputed to him, be really
his, assuredly he is not ignorant of his attractive
powers. Indeed some portions of it betray an over-

"Weening arrogance, totally at variance with the lofty
character we had intuitively accorded to the author
of Rienzi; and in a feeling “‘more of sorrow than
ire,” we have thrown the book aside, sickened to
find him descend so far beneath the true level of his
Powers.

It is with feelings of poignant pain that we bave
Seen Bulwer become subject to the ¢ common lot”
of genius—for such it seems—few of the children
of tale and song enjoying the happiness of the home-

rn affections they so delight to picture, as the en-
vied portion of their less gifted fellows. Tgq what

pathies are more lively—their feelings more acute,
and consequently more easily wounded ? or is it
that incessant study has rendered them peevish and
irritable—careless of giving, and ready to receive
the “words which burn,”—which sear the core of
the wounded spirit, and change life’s cup of happi-
ness into gall. Dut, alas! it boots not to enquire
the cause, since remedy there is none in human
power. Argument is uscless against feeling 5 and it
werc as wise to attempt to change the course of the
mountain avalanche, as {o essay to soothe the stern
passions of the human heart, with honeyed phrase or
sympathising words.

We have said that we regret that such things
are—is therc one who does not? Who that has
lingered over the pages upon which the “breathing
thoughts’* of Bulwer glow with life, will not regret
that domestic strife hath crept in to mar the evening
of his days with sadness, or to stamp the future of
his life with the bitterness which follows the wreck
of the heart’s joy—the miserable waking from
“love’s young dream.”

While we write, the splendid creations of his e
nius pass in review before us. ¢ Pelham,” ¢ the
Disowned,” ¢ Devereux,” “ Rienzi,” in turn revel
for & moment on * memory’s page,”—¢¢ alike, and
yet how far different.”” It cannot be, that he whose
ideas are embodied there, is indced the callous moy-
tal which some of the lines of the poem before ys
speak—although even this is possible—for of such
conflicting and contradictory materiel is poor huma-
nity composed. We are all the creatures of circum-
stance—swayed by the shadows of every passing '
hour, and often is the heart sunk in deepest sadness,
when the brow wears its most joycus smile; and
too often is the voice attuned to gladness when the
brain is giddy with distress and pain.

¢ Ah! little they think, who delight in he\r strain,
That the heart of the minstrel is breaking.”

We are aware that we have wandered from our
subject—but it is not & pleasant one. Bulwer has
long been our favourite 3 we have held him in rank
second to none of his contemporaries ; among whom
we have indeed ever ranked him highest. It is not
strange then, that we should regret to find him des-
cending to such language as the following, when
speaking of her who has been the sharer of his
« @puse and heart” :—

She may be fair, what halo would you fling
Around a painted reptile with & sting,

Its hues are bright—tis weak ! its venomed dart
May yet prove fatal to a trusting heart.

Oh! when a reptile’s hue its sting endears

Then shed these mockish and degrading tears.

Whilae, howéver, we thus freely condemn those
portions of the poem, which we look upon as de-
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serving of reprobation, ive would not willingly hide
our opinion that some passages of it are worthy of
high praise. Were it not for the egotisticad spirit
which marks the close of the following short ex-
tract, it would be well deserving of commendations
presenting, as it does, to the reader’s hedrt and eye,
the miserable consequences of these domestic
broils :—

You see not through the vista of long years,

The daughter’s burning blush and scalding tears,
You know not how such blasting falsehoods bow
Young beauty’s form, and sickly o’er her brow !
How, when she secks her injured father’s side,
And gazes with 4 fond and filial pride

On him; whose well known fame is known where’er
Genius is recoghized and truth is fair.

Ob, then you know not how her cheek will burn,
Should watchful eiivy to this record turn,

How she will weep o’er her unhappy fate,
Forced to condemn her whom she cannot hate !

The personal fame dnd beauty of Sir Edward
are the theme of some of some of the best lines in
the poem ; but their egotism would certainly lead
us to suppose that they had not been written by
him, were it not that an intimate acquaintance with
circumstances, which none else could be fairly pre-
sumed to know, lead to the supposition that he is
himself the author. We subjoin a short example :

But he of whom we sing was tall and fair,

With a proud brow; and the rich golden hair; *
The radiant treasure nature showerg down,

On those foredoomed to wear Fame’s golden crown,
And oh! how often Beauty takes a pride

In decking those by Genius dignified !

And he had large and melancholy eyes,

That seemed to win their azure from the skies ;
And fairest features, and a lip whose smile,
Could baleful envy of its sting beguile !

A graceful form, a hand all fit to twine
Immortal flowers around young Dian’s shrine.
Yet practised still to curb the fiery steed,

And win in every graceful strife the meed.

We did not intend to have gone to such length in
our notice of this poem; which is searcely in literary
merit above mediocrity— certainly below the stand-
ard of morality, which should be affixed to all pub-
lished works. If Sir Edward be not the author, we
trust that whoever he is; he will at once step boldly
forward, and relieve hit from the odium which, from
its being generally looked upon as his; can scarcely
fail to tarnish his well-won fame.

HOCHELAGA DEPICTA—EDITED BY NEWT?Y
BOSWORTH, ¥, R, A. s.

THIS is a neatly printed duodecimo volume, embo-
dying a vast variety of information respecting our
¢ fair city,” and containing a clearly written histo-
rical glance at the adventures of the early naviga-
tors, whose perseverance and nautical skill led to the
discovery of the American continent. The remain-
der of the volume is filled with descriptions of all
‘the public buildings ard places of note in and about
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the city. It is embellished with numerous engra¥
ings, illustrative of the text, and a plan of the city;
taken by order of thhe Mayor and €ouncil in 1839,
with improvements to the present year. It is a most
useful book, and the enterprising publisher has a
claim upon the community for praise in a more
substantial form than words. Had we scen the
work earlier, we might have been enabled to enter
more lirgely into its merits.

The engravings, as well in design as in execution;
reflect much credit upon the artists. We trust that
Mr. Greig will receive the support and encourage-
ment his zealous amd successful efforts so well de-
serve from the public in general of this Province.

We have much pleasure in stating to su¢h of our
subscribers, a3 have not been furnished with Nos:
1, 2 and 3, that the reprints of these numbers is
now completed, and will be found accompanying the
Garland for the prcsent month. Setts from the
commencement may now be obtained te any extent.
In anrouncing this we cannot do less than acknow-
ledge gratefully the generous spirit in which our
humble efforts have been received, and the gratifying
forbedrance which has been extended to our faults.
We trust by corresponding cxertion to render the
Garland not altogether unworthy of such general
favour; and we ‘confidently hape that our endeavours
will be ¢eheered by a continuance of the kindness hi+
therto so universally extended to us.

To the proprietor of the New York Albion we aré
indebted for a beautiful portrait of the young « Queen
of the Isles.”” The Canadian public will duly appre-
ciate the polite attention of the spirited publisher
of the best literary journal on the American Contin-
ent. The engraving; as a work of art, is superb; and
the likeness is said to be striking. The stirring loy*
alty which so nobly distinguishes the inhabitants of
these Colonies, will only be cherished the mor¢
fondly as a household feeling, from a constant con”
templation of the personal lovelines of the ¢ maiden

Queen.”
——————

T0 CORRESPOMDENTS.

“ The Humesick Wife and Consoling Husband;”
will be found in a preceding page. We are' !
indebted to the author.

R. was received too hate for our present number:

W. 8. will find his favour hos been duly eppre”
ciated.

The lively sketch of our friend E. L. has been ¢

' luctantly deferred to another number.

“The Lonely Man is respectfully declined.
The tit-bits from * Pickwick” will bo used ot
occasion offers. We thank our friend for his atte®”

tion and trouble.
-



