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CHAPTER XVII.

Strange voices still are ringing in mine ears ;
Something of shame—of anguish and reproach 3
My brain is dark—I have forgot it all.

IN & miserable attic over the kitchen in the
miserable public houss already described, there was
& sound of deep, hall suppressed, passionate weep-
ing. A young mother weeping for her first born,
who would uot be picified. The deepest fountain
of love in the human heart had been stirred ; its
hallowed sources abused, and violently broken up ;
and the shock had been too great for the injured
and afllicted possessor to bear up against patient-
ly. Her very reason had yielded to the blow,
and she lamented her loss, as a froward child
laments the destruction of some favourite plaything.

Had she not been & creature of passionate impul-
ses, the death of this babe of shame would have
brought a stern joy to her bereaved mind. She
would have wept—for nature speaks {rom the heart
in tears ; but she would have blessed God, that He
had removed the innocent cause of her distress
from being a partaker in her guilt, a sharer of her
infamy—a lasting source of regret and sorrow.
But poor Mary had looked forward with intense
desire to the birth of this child. It would be some-
thing for her to love and cling to—something for
whose sake she could consent to live—for whom she
would work and toil,~who would greet her with
smiles, and feel its dependence upon her exertions.
She had thought that Godfrey would love her once
more for his infant’s sake. Rash girl! The loye of
man never returns to the forsaken object of his sel-
fish gratification.

The night before, violent words had arisen
between Mary and her brother. The ruffian was
in liquor, and, urged on by the infuriated spiri¢ of
drunkenness, regardless of the entreaties of the
coarse woman Strawberry, or the situation of the
unfortunate girl, he had struck her repeatedly ; ang
the violent passion into which his brutal unkindness
had hurried his victim, produced premature confine-
ment, followed by the death of the child, a fiae Jittle
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boy. Godfrey fwas absent when this event ttook
place ; and though the day was pretty far advanced,
had not as yet returned. As to William Mathews,
he ohly wished that it had pleased God to remove
both mother and child, as he found’her too intragte.
ble to be of any uze to them.

“ My child, my child {” sobbed Mary. ¢ Whyt
have you done with him—where have you put him 7

Oh, for the love of mercy! Mrs. Struwbetry; lot
me look upon him!?

“Hold your peace, you foolish young creature.
What do you want with the corp? You had bet~
ter lie still and be quiet, or we may chance to bury
Ye both in the same grave,”

“Oh 1" sighed the girl, burying her’ face in the
pillow, and giving way to  fresh gush of tears,
““ that’s too good to happen—the wretehed never die
—the loat are never found—the wicked are denied
the rest, the deep rest of the grave. Ah! iy’ child,
my blessed child ! let me but look upon mine own
flesh and blood —Jet me;baptize the unbaptized withi
my tears—and 1 shall feel this terrible load removed
from my heart.”

‘It was a sad thing that it died before it got
the sign of the Cross,” said the woman, © 8ith
babes, I've heard the priest say; never see the
light o> God’s countenance, but the blackness of
darkness abides on them for ever, Howsom -
ever these kind o children never come to no
good; whether they live nor die—young giddy ere-
turs should think o’ that, afore they run into sin, and
bring upon themselves trouble and confusion, |
was exposed to great temptations in my day, and
was a pretty girl too.  But I never disgraced myself
with the like o’ that.”

“Oh ! you were very good,I dare say,” said Mary,
conxingly ; “and I will think yau the best 4ng king-
est woman that ever lived, if you will but let me
see the poor babe.”

“ What good will it do you 1o see it 7
only make you fret. You ought go thank God
that it is gone. It was a seasonable merey that
“ou had no right to expect. You are now Jjusg
as good asever you Were—you can go iuto gea-

It will
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tepl samco, lnd Ilold np your head \nth the but
of them. I would not stay to be kicked gnd
prdered about by this Mr. Godfrey. What is he?
Not a shijling has he to bless himself with—and 1 am
sure he does not care one farthing for you, nor the
cw'”

“Oh! heloves me indeed, indeed he loves me—
and the child. Ob, he will grieve for, the child !
Mrs. Strawberry, if ever you were a mothier your-
self, have pity upon me } and shew me the baby !
She caught the woman by the hand, and looked up in
her face with such an expression of longing, intense
qwre, that, harsh as she was, it melted her, stony
_beart,-and going to a closet, she returned with the
babe in her arms. It was dressed in its liitle cap
4nd. long white night dress—s cold image of purity
and perfect peace. )

. “,0h, ;mqe own—mine own ! wailed the young
mother, pressing the cold Tora eonvulsively against
her bosom, as she rocked to and fro upon the pil-
Tow'; ¢ my blessed, innoceht boy, you have left me
Mever, #nd ever, and ever. My ehild~my infant
love=1 have wept for you—prayed for you-—un-
Born, [ hiave bfessed'yon. * Your smiles would have
healed up the deep wounds of my broken heart.
moge:m,we would have wandered te a distant land,
whore reproacheés, and curses, and blows, would have
ever found us 3 and we would have been bappy: in
each otherslove. Oh ! my murdered ehild—1 call
upon you-—but you cannot hear me ! I weep for you
~-but you are deaf 10 my misery } Qh, woe is me—
what shalt ] do, a’ wanting thee, My heart is
empty—the world is sopty. Its promises  are false
_ «=its laye.is departed—my child is dead, and 1am
nhu-—alone—~nlone.” :

" %.Coms, give ms the habe, Mary s 1 hm your

btother’s siep upon the stair.”

“ You shall not have it I” cried ths girl, ltarhng' .

up in- the bed, her eyes Bashing fire. * ¥ our Joud
volee will waken bim. He_ is mine—God gawe him
tg-me; and you shall rot tear- him fom me. No
ottier hand shal feed him, and- rock him to llbq),
bl mine—-

¢ Lullaby baby—no danger shall come,
My breast is thy pillow—my beart Is thy home—
That poor heart may break, but it ever sball be,
True, true, to thy father, my baby, and thee !

¢ Woep, mother,weep !-thy poor infant is sleeping,
A sleep, which no storms of the world can.awaken,
Ah, what avails all thy passionate weeping,
'l‘ho depths of that love wh:eb 8O- 4050 bas
- whaken {

¢ All useless and lost, in my desolate ndhen,
No sunbem of hupe scatters h‘ght thro® the
gloom; - -
Instead of the voies ohéjalcmg and gladnass,
T hear the wind Wetd B¢ 'rank grass on the
tomb.’ »?
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Plrtly _moaning, ‘and partly | smgmg, the poor
creaturg, exbausted by amght\of severe pain, and
still greater mental anxiety, fell into a broken sjum-
ber, with the dead infant closely pressed to her
bosom.

 Well, there they lie together—the dead and the
living,” said Mrs. Strawberry. ¢ °Tis a piteous
sight. I wish they were both bound to one place.
We'll have np- gopd of this love-sick girl; and I
have some fears myself of her brutal brother, and
the father of the brat. I hear his voice. He’s
home. Well, they may just step up, and Jook at theiy
wark., Ifthis is not murder, I wonder what is 9"

And with a feeling of more humanity than Mrs.
Strawberry was ever known to display, she arran-
ged the coarse pillow which supported Mary’s head,
and, softly closing the door, descended the step lad-
der inta the kitchea, - She found Godlrey apd Ma-
thews in close cenversation—the latler laugh-
ing immoderately.

* And he took the bait so easily, never suspected
you? Halhs! ha!-fet mé look at the money %
1 can scareely believe my own senses—ha ! hat ha!—
Why, man, you have found out a more expeditious
method of making gold than even your miserly usicle
knew.”

¢ Aye, but I have not his method of keeping it;”
said Godfrey. “But, Mathews, you may well rejoice.
This proud boy is in our toils now—1 have him es
sure as fate. Imust say, I felt a slight pang of re-
morse, when I saw him willing to dére so much for
me, and he looked so like iy father thatI could al-
most have fancied that the dead lobked through his
eyes into my soul. Well, well 5 I have gone too far
to recede ; what must be, must be. None of us shape:
gur own destinies, or some good angel would have
warned Anthony of his danger.”

‘¢ What the devil has become of Mary ?” said
Mathews, glancing around. “She and 1 had some
words Iast night ; it was a foolish piece of business,
‘biit she provoked me. Ifo d her dressed up very
smart, just at night-fall, and about o leave the
touse. Iasked her where she wis going so late in
the évening ; she answered, “to hear the ranters
preach down in the village. That she wanted
know what they had to say to her soal’ 8o I
damned her soul, and bade her go baek to her cham~
ber, and not expose her shame to the world—and
she grew fierce, and she asked me, tsuntingly, who
it was that had brought her to ehame; snd if |
were not the greatest sinner of tbe two 't So I
struck her, in my anger.”” .

# Jtruck her'!”’ said Gudn-‘y, ntamng baek 5
®gtrtick a woman !’ that woman your sister; and
il her helpless situation ; you dared not do such &
cowardly, unmanly act 7%

© I 'was drunk,” sxid Mathews, gloomily, * and
dhe was 5o aggravating that [ am not 30 sure that:
you would have kept your hands off her, yourself.”
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Well, she flew at me like au enraged tiger cat, with
clenched fists, atid eyep Rasldhg fire, and feturhed
me what | gave mth mterest and 1 believe there
would have been murtér between us, if Mirs. Strdw:
berry had not, duggee tier off. What has become
of her, Mrs. Strawberry ; how is she now 2>’

¢ You had better go up and see,” said the woman
with a bitter laugh. ¢ She is not very hkely to fight
again today.”—There was something inthe woman’s
manner, that startled the brother. ¢ Come up with
me, Godfrey, and speak to her ; one word from you
will make my peace with her, I did not mean to
hurt the gal.” :

Mary had been uleeping. The sound of ap-
proaching footsteps broke in upen her- restless
slumber ; but she still kept bher eyes closed, as.if
unmlhng to rouse herself:{rom the stuper of quiet,
into which she had fallen.

% She is sleeping,” said Mathews. ¢ By Jove ! 1
thought she was dead. How still she- lies, How
deadly pale she looks, and what is thet upen her
breast 1’

¢ A child—my child,” md Godfrqy, atemmg ohe
gerly forward.  Poor - Mary, she is safs thmogh
that-trisl~but the.child”"—

15 dead,” retyrned: Mnlhtm. “ Yes,. dond.God-
frey ; you are in luck—what a fortunate Lhmg forws
all,” - e

“Jtis mdeed,” said the l'u.her;  she wau. 80
healthy - I dared:not hope for this. Poor little pale,
pretty, thing, how happy I am 1o.see you. thus
What a load of anxiety is .removed -from. my heart.
Whata blessing it would have bees, if it had pleased
God . to take them both.”? .

" "This, from the man she madly loved, the father of
bher child, was too .much.;. Mary apened her tear-
swollen eyes, .and Sxed them mousnfully upen-his

face. He stooped down, and would haye kissed.

her, but, she drew . back. with iij-disguised horror-
The love she had once felt :for him, vanished. She
turned upon the pillow, and fxing her ayes yponibe
dead infant, mentally. swora that. she wonld Jive for
reveage. She mo looger shed a tear, or utiered the
teast.complaint, but secretly blessed God that the
babe was dead. Ske had lived to hear the father of
that ohild, for whose sake she had borme the eonr
tempt of she. werld, the reproaches -of eouscionce,
and the fear of eternal pumishment,. rejoice in the
death of his firstborn, . and without & tear.er sigh,
wish that she might share the same grave. Could
such things be 1 Alas ! lhey hlppcn‘gyew day, and
dre the. sure reward of guilt.

My poor Mary,” said the hypocnu, “ yoy hue
suffered a. great deal for my sake ; but domtw.ep
God kuow best, when he took the child from us,
though it is painful for us to  part with hun. Hg
is better where he js.”’

% [ know it now,¥ saigd the young. mothex s “ ye-,
Gedirey Hurdlestone, he is beiter whers be is, apd '
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for some wine end, God has spared my life. Is that
You, Willidm ?—the morderer of my em‘ﬁltfb
busineis-here.” -

“ Mary, it was the drink,” said the roffian, "jl
did ndt meénn"to hart eitlier you of the thild; s0
shake hands, and 2ay that you forgive me.” ’

“ Never,” said the girl firmly, * neither in this

world nor in the world to come.”

¢ Do you know what youa'say 9’ said the man,
drawing neat, and bending over the pillow, whlm
his-dark eyes emitted u deadly light.”

%1 am §n my sehsés returned his sister, with s
bitter laugh; * althoagh'yaatve done your best to
drive me mad. “You ‘ne€d-niot-stemp your foot, not
frown, nor’ glare upon nme; liké -u ‘beast'of prey.
‘What I have said; 1 again repeat; and iy iy
eurse arid-the eutse of afi olfenied G‘uﬂ olm to
you for ever.” o

“T will murder you, for those worﬂi » sald
fiend, grinding hls ‘teeth. U

¢ Death is no punishment,” said Mary ; % th;”‘.
ten me with something that [ fear. 1am hejpl;.,
now, but T shall s0on be well and slrong, and my
arm may be a mn'.ch for the feeble drunhrd, the
destroyer of women and children.”

¢ Unhand me, Godfrey Hurdlestone,” recud out
the villain, ptruggling in the powerful grasp of his
colleaguein guilt, “for, by the living GOd. she shall
answer for those words,” Do

¢ Hold, Mathews, you ars mad ! lmll‘ugb yon
to the heart T you attempt 40 tduch hery’::
spake to the winde, for throwing him back to. the
wall, Mathews seized the knife from his hand;qued
sprang upon his intended vietim, who, risisg ¢lavely
up in her bed, with an air of catw .and selesim
grandeur, licld up the pure faceof the dead child,
between herselfl and the murderer. -Nat.a.mend
wes spoken ; with an awful curse, the.seam yveeled
back as if he had ‘been stung by a serpent,.and. fgll
writhing upon the floor ; and the gixl, sinking back
ugion her pillese, covered her fase with:her hapds,
and muttered to herself; © How steong is innocenee !
The wicked are like the chnﬂ' which the wipd #0at~

,,,,,,

thy s‘eruce. I repent 1n dust and ashiés—wo i ns me,
for I’ have sinned.” Rou:ing Mathewl ﬁ'ﬁm the fit
into which tie had falien, 4nd in no very enviable -
state of mind, Godérey left the apariment,.andjolned
a set of notorious gamblers, in lhomm roem be-
low.

From a.scene of not and drulken deba.uoheq ;he
was summoned by Mrs. Strawberry, to attend a
gentlemap who wished to speak with him in the
auter apartment. - With, unsteady steps, and a {.c.
flushed with the eager excitement of gunbhng.
Godfvey followed ber into the next room, snd, ryt-
fian as he was, his cheek paled, and his eyo sough t
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the ground, yhen, he fund. himself. in the presence
of fhis injured cousin. o .
. Shocked at the situation in which be .saw him,
fnth’dpy briefly atated the awkward. circumstances
[
made to him by Godfrey, on the preceding day, to
relieve him from his present difficulty.
1 told you, man, that tonight the money should
be repaid. . The sun is not down yet- X Lhave
luck, it shall be returned by twelve o’clock.”
* “Luck 1" reiterated Anthony, gasping for breath.
,')"!t, it on sugh.a precarious basis that my hanor, and
’ pur word must rest . -You falked . yesterday of
e sale of your reversionary property.” .
. 1:“: 1.did, byt the Jew wpe t0o cuaning for me ; he
jetime the .purchaser. But the money scarcely
govered an old gambling debt, which he had pro-
mised never to demand of me again, and | am worse
tkﬁthﬁll.l b,q‘tgfe”? a4 eowte e Sy
ﬂ‘n is well,” said Anthony, bitterly. ¢ You have
saved your own life, by transferring.the doom -to
e . L
. He walked rapidly from. the house,; and, -after a
th?u.gnd severe tell~reproachings, in a fit of despair
{00k the path that led to the Miser’s dwelling. After
.. walk of an hour, he came in sight of the wretched
:f)oyg‘l_.“ It was now evening, and a faint light, shed
rom a solitary rush candle, gleamed through the
‘brpken_paneg of the low e t. He .paused
Upon the threshold of this abode of want and mis-
ery ; and, for the first time in his life, be thought it
would have been well for him, if he had never left
it ‘F“ some lime, he cantiaued knocking loudly
"at the door, without being able to gain admittanee ;
at Tength, bolt aftér boit was slowly withdrawa, and
the Miser himself let him in. It is well, Grenard,
that you gare home at last,” he growled forth ;
#1¢'you make a practice of staying out 0 lats at
“hiiht; we shall both be murdered.” But when, on
”'ﬁpliﬁnf_ up the light, he discovered the mistake, and
recognized the features of his son, he demanded in
an angry tone, “ What business he had with him 1
Anthony passed him, and entered the house.
| @¥Faiber, I will tell you that immediately, but I
am fired and ill ; 1 must sit down.” Without regard-
ing the old man’s look of stern displeasure, he ad-
vapced to the table, and sat down upon the empty
bench, which Grenard Pike usually occupied, and
the father and son continued to stare upon each
other without uttering & word. The awkwardness
and difficulty of his situation pressed so painfully
upon the young man, that, for a few seconds, he
could not utter 5 word. A cold perspiration be-
dewed his limbs, and his knees trembled with agita-
tion.  Stam and erect the old man still holding the
. light, stood befpre him ; and though he did not raise
. his eyes to meet'the Miscr’s glance, he felt that the
. segrching gaze . from; which he used to sbrink in
boyhood, was rivetied upon him., The Misor was

-extraordinary visit, 1 am ready

which ‘he was placed, and claimed the promise |
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the firat to break the aful silence, ¢ Well 5ir,?’ he.
#8id, “ if you are readyto explain the cause of this
to listen to, you.
What da you want with me 1 . L
. “Your aid and advice,” at length gasped forth
the unbappy youth ;. “ I have acted very foolishly,
and in an hour of great difficulty and danger,  have
flung myself upon your mercy, and, I trust in - God,
that you will not turn & dea( ear to my: prayer.’*
The Miser sat down in his high backed chair, and
Placed the light upon the table in such o manner as
fully to reveal the pale, agitated features of his son ;
and had a stranger at that- moment entered the cot-
tage, he might, for the first time, have ‘perceived a
strong family likeness existing between them. The:
same bigh features, and pale lofly brow ; the same
compressed lip, and gloomy expression in the Bye—~—
the one produced by the habitual absence of'all joy=~
ous feslings, the other by sctual despair,. Yes, in
that hour they looked alike, and the Miser seemed
to acknpwledge the resemblance, for a softening ex~ .
pression stole over bis rigid features, as he contiy-
ed to gaze upon his-son.. . i

“You have acted foolishly,” he said; “ no, un~
cowmon thing at your age, and in danger arid ik~
culty you seek me. Your eiremstances must be
desporate indeed, when they Yead You to make a-con=
Gidante of your father, considering how greatly I am
indebted to your filia} love, You htve been in my
utighbourbood nearly a month, and this ja the firat
visit with which you have benored me??: L0 g

1 should have been mast beppy Lo have paid my
respects Lo you, sir,” said Anthony,: .could I haye
imagined that my visits would have heen accepta s
ble.”

“ It was net for you to think, young man, but to
act, and the result would have proved to'you how
[far you were in the right. But to dismiss all idle
excuseé; Which but aggravate your fault; jet me
know - the 'reason why I am honored by a visit
from Mr. Anthony Hurdlestone 7 . R

Anthony bit his lips. It was too late to retreet,
and though he deeply repented baving placed him-
selfin such a humiliating situation, ke faithally

‘related to the Miser, the cause of his distress. The

old man listened to him with a sarcastie smile at
times writhing his thin lip, and when' Anthony im-
plored him fox. the loan of four hundred pounds, un~
til the return of Mr. Wildegrave, who he was - cer-
tain would forgive his imvoluntary tranagression, be
burat out into a bitter laugh, and perempterily re-
fused to grant his request; )

Anthony assailed him with a storm of eloquence,
using every argument which the agony of the mo-
ment suggested, in order to soften his hard heart.
He might as well have asked charity -of the marble
monuments of his ancestors. Stung to madness by
the old man’s obstinate refusal, he sprung from his
seat;  Father 1" he cried, “relent, I beseech you,
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from thi¥ cruel deciston,” My necéniities ‘are “tdo’
urgent to adtnit a denial.” ‘Hedushiedl his clenchied|

hand veliemently agdinst the shattered’ rermains Sf'

the oak table, upon which the Miser wis lean.m
his héad resting Bettvéen his long, bony, nu'endated
hands. The blow sent a hollow sownil through the
desolate apartment. The grey haired tnan raised
his eyes, without lifting hils head, &% stirvdyed his
don with an expression of mocking triumph, but an-
swered not a word. His contempluous sitence was
more galling to the irritated applicant than' the
loudest torrent of abuse. He was prepared for that ;
and he turned from the stony glance and harsh fea-
tures of his father, with eyesfull of tears, and a
bréast heaving with a sense of intolerable wrongs:
At length his fedliogs foued utteranee. His 8k
eyes flashed fire, and ‘despair, with ail he nttendant
faries, took possession of his brsast.  “1°-wilt not
reproach you with giving me fife I*? he¢ried, in'y
Yoiee tremulous with passion; “ for God has fors
bidden me 1o dosov T will not-add 30 gréat
crinib Lo my ' présent misery. “Bul your ‘unnaturkl
conduct to me, from my earliest: infaney, ‘hes made
me-consider it the greatest misfortune 1o be your
#on.  ‘Ttwas In: yout ‘power to have rendered it a
mutiral blevsing. - From a-child I have been a stran:
ger imysar-housewan atien o your affeetivns; Whilst
you possessed <a- yearly. income of fitty thousand
pounds you suffered your only sori 10 be- educated
on the charity of yout injured brother, your sordid
love of gold rendering you callous to the wants of
your motherless child. Destitute of a home, irith-
out woney, and driven 1o despair, by ah act of im-
prudence, ‘which'my compassion for the misery of
that generous uncle’s son,urged me in an unguarded
hour to commit 31 -seek youin my dire necessity
to ask the loanof a smdll sum, to save me from
utter ruin. ~This you refuse.. I mow call upon Jou
by every sacred feeling; boti human and diviné; 'to
grant my request. What, eilent stitl 7 Nay, then
by Heaven ! I will not ledve the houss, -htil you
give me the money. . Yes; fathsr, giva'me- this pal-
try stm, and you may leave your hoarded trensures
16 the owls and bats, or make glad with your uee-
Jess wealtli-some penurions wretehy’ av fond of gdld
‘as yourself.” (R

Old Hurdlestone rocked to and fro in his ehalr,
as if laboring with some great internal emotion ; ‘at
length he haif rose from his seat, and drew a key
from beneath his vest. - Anthony’s eye brightened,
and something like the glow of expectation flushed
his pale face. But his hopu were quiokly nnmlﬂ-
lated.

The Miser again sunk down in his chair. His
features resumed their dark immoveable expression,
and he hastily concealed the key, in the t'attered} -
mains of his garments.

% Antheny, ‘Anthony,” he said in a hollow vofee,
which issued from: his ehest, as from a sepultre,

‘all be your own then.”

for: the sotind of expected’ l’oolsteps. Tbe axg

&
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4“1t will Be tho'hite;" retuthed thie av‘tateé jqu[lh
whilst his chibeks pldwet with' the ertmson blush’ of
stiathe, as &’ thousand agonizing recoflections crowa
ed apon his brain, and, covering his fdce with h
hands, he groaried aloud.” A long and painful papse
succeeded —at length o desperate thought flashed
through his mind., He drew neéarer. He'fixed his
dark exptinded eyés ujion his fither’s l'ace, untjl lhe
old man cowered beneath the awfut scrutiny. Agam
he spoke, but his voice * wan éilm, ¢ ther, will
you' grant my request-hiet wm‘ ther”bb bmﬁ}
yes or no.” e K

S No # muttered the Mise; tn'the diars dogg
tone 5 “ I will part with my Hfe Hrigg s 0 o
e Be not rashy'we arcaloie; ™ detdnid ¢

F aon
with 'thé same - Unnataral cdmpokuré,,“?

Deizind

weak and I am strong. I you want er 73
thié inidignation of ‘a desperate mah, vt af Wi’ your
vichies avail jou 3 R ' hovae

er, that graced the fireiplace; in whose ‘ris y
s light hud not been kirdled for many years, " Ki.
thony’s quick eye detected the mbvemem, andhe
took pussession of the' dangergiis weapon, Wi itk ' the
same cool, determiried air. “*'Think ot 11 medn lo
take yout life 5 God forbid ! that'¥ should staili |
hawd with'so foul a crime, and destroy your' sbul’h
sending it so unprepared fnto’ the presetice of' ydur
Creator. It is your money, not yaur fite, Ve’
*“ Would not 2 less sum satisty’ yoh ’l” B f}u

The Miser instinctively graaped at the huge go’i‘.

‘Miser, eyeing fearfully the We‘apbn of' oﬁ‘enc

which his son continued to lean and agqq m,,.
ing fotth the key, - nigusl g

"% Not oné farthing less 1"
“The Miser glanced hurrledly'around the’ ugarl-
ment, and appeared to listen with m(ense' ety,

srilh gl

old trées, ‘which bent over the hevel, mept occa~
sionally by the fitful automnal blast, aione brokie
the deep silence, and tendered it @cubly’ pamﬂﬁ.
““ Where ean the fellow stay 7 he muttered to
himself. Then, a4 if a thought suddenly llruck him, -
he turned to his son, “and addressed him'in & more
courteous tone ; 1 ¢dnnot givé you Vhis greai fum
to-night, but if you come to'me at this héur totiior-
row evening, it shall be yours:?* "

“Qn what sarety 7 *

My word.” e

¢ ¥ dare not trast you 3 you may deceive me 9%

 When was Marcus Hirdléstore aver known to
uttet a lie 1 exclaiined the vld ‘mnn, a ﬂark red’ ﬂuth
pauing overhis fhee. -

“'When‘he forged his' brother’s death, to fifar-
der, by slow “degrees, my unhappy mbthdi' »aild
Anthony, bitterly. “ The spirits of ‘thé ttéad‘ tre

near us in- this ‘hour axlemly, bnt miy“ they bear
wilness against yon.” o

ShaGiniyis
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+The old-man groased,.and ¢overed bip faea, whilst
Anihong ‘continued : - :

1% ['cannot wait wuntil the morrow. This sigh
alorie is mine. If you cannot readily lay your hands
ugon the money, write me an ordes upon your bank-
er for the sum.”

¢ I have neither pen, iok, nor papof,” said the
Miser, eagerly availing himsell of the most paltry
subterfuge to escape.

#¢.1 can supply you,” said Anthony, triumphantly,
drawing forth a small writing case, and placing the
pen in his father’s hand, .

.-¥ Anthony, you had better trust.to my word,”
seid the Miser, solemnly. = * By the God who made
us, I swear to keep my promise ; gold is a heavier
surety than psper.”

 Aye,” said Anthony.;  but you forget the old
praverb, :§ A bird ip the band is worth two in the
bush,’ .

- The old man eyed hun mth a gla.nco of peculiar
muning 3 and then, with a trembling haad, proceed,
od {s write the order. When he had finished, he
folded the: paper carefully together; and presented i
tq his son, “You will pot trust to my honer ! Be
it so. Take this paper, Anthony Hurdlestone ; it is
the, solg inheritance that you will ever receive from
me.. Go, and let me see your face no more.” |

., God bless yau, sir,’? said the youth, i ina fplt-
enpg vaice. ¢ Forgive my late intemperate conduet,
It was influenced by despair ; from this moment ]
will consider you as my father,”

) »J;he Miser’s lip quivered ; as his son turned o
leave the apartment, he called faintly after him,
¢ Aothony ! Anthony ! don’t leave me alone with
the spirits of the dead. Tomorrow, I will do you
Jjustige —~tomoarrow I”* His son paused, but the en-
trance of old Pike stifled the rising gleam of pater-
nal -regacd, and dismissed the ghastly phagtom of
the past,{rom the excited mind of the old sinner.. He
grumbled a weleome to his minion, and. stemly
waived tg. the unwelcame intruder to quxt the housg,
and his wishes wege instantly obeyed.

e cuurzn xvnt. ,

Murda: mm foul hath been committed here-q

. By theq eommitied —for thy hand is red ; H

And an thy pallid brow, [ see impress’d

The mark of Cain |

A thrilling feeliag of joy ‘at hanng guned the
objest of his visit to Oak Hall, and obtained the
means of wiping off the stain he 80 much dreaded;
from bis eharacter, was throbbing in the breast of
Asthowy. Haurdlesione,’ as he reached, about nine
o’clock inthe evening, his nominal home. . He had
sold his bintbright for a trifle 5 but the loss of wealth
woighed lightly: ia his estimation,: againet tho. loss
of bonor. On entering Frederick’s: study, he found
his:cousin Godfrey and: lbo »ruﬁn Mathowl, wait-
ing:hix: return.

THE MISER AND. HIB SON.

- Gadlrey had dogged. his, steps, to Ashtop, had
soen him, enter the . Miser’s hovel, and, from lhe
length of his. visit, guessed rightly the cause, Hns
anxiety to know the result of this meeting mduced
him to return a part of the mone; he had the day
before received from his cousin, in order to learnv
the particulara.

* My dear Anthony,” he sald, “1 hue not en-
joyed a moment’s peace since we parted, this even-
ing, Here is hall of the sum you so kindly ad-
vanced ; and if you can wail for a few days, 1 hope
to have the rest ready for you,”’

* With & beavy sigh, Antheny received the notes
from his cousin, and, counting them over, he locked
them up in the bureau, doubly rejoiced that he pos-
sessed the means of replacing the whole.

“You have been to Oak Hall,” said Godfrey,
carelessly ; “how did the old place look 1

¢ 1.did not notice it,”* said Anthony ; * my mind
was s0 much agitated when I Jeft you that as a last
desperate chance, 1 determined to visit my father,
and request of him the loan of the money.”

“ A daring move that,” said Godfrey, with a
smile, < particularly aftgr the rebuff you got from
him, when you visited him.on my poor father’s ac-
count. May I ask if you were successful 17 )

£ Here is. the order. for the money,” said Antho-
pys 88 with afeeling of patyral triumph, he ‘took the
paper from;bis pocket book. .

$Is.it possible ! The phllosopber’a atone is na
fable, if words of yours could melt % hgart of flint,
Bravo, Anthony, you have wrought i mlraclq But
let me look at your credentials ; seezng’s bellevmg,
and [ cannot believe such ag improbable fact, with-
out 1 witness it with my own eyes.”

¢ Nay, convince yourself of the truth, Godl'rey H
what. object can I have, in wishing te deceive
you it would be against my own interest so to do.

Godfrey .took the paper to the table, and held i l
up to the light, to examine it. As he glanced ovpr
the contents, a smile curled his lip. N

¢ Do you believe me now % said Anthony. )

# Read for yoursell,” returned Godfrey. * When

iy

: youdeal with such an accomplished scoundrel ay

Marcus Hurdlestone, you should glle l.be Devil s
retaining fee,”’

 What do you mean }’ cried Antbony, eagerly
snatching the paper from his grasp. “ He has niot
dared to deceive me 7 gull 2s he read, his eoune
tenance fell, a deadly paleness suddenly peﬂhded
his features and, utiering & faint moan, in. which
the bitter disappointment of his heart was coneen-
trated, he sunk down in a swoon at his counn’o
feet. )

¢ What on earth’s the matter with the lad 7

said, Mathews, as he assisted Godirey i lifting him
upon the sofa.  What’s in the wind now 77

“ A capital ;oke,” whispered Godfrey ; « I oould "
" almost love the old sjaner for his caustie humor.
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| gHided ints:Iie mind, atid sedmwed:to whisper spéce

Tho Bill §6d see is drawn up'in-the ‘wsual menfer,
But Tnstead of the wordls T4 pay, the crafty od
fox has written'it Not fo piy’ the bearer the sum
of four hundred pounds.” C
s Bxcellent ! But 1ét old Skin Flint look to his
own,? relurned his hard featured ~companion.
 We will shew him a trick worth two of this.*”

Anthony had by this time recovered from his
ssoon. But he sat like une stupified 5 his throb-
bing temples resting upon his hands, and perfectly
uticonseioiis of surrounding objects.  His cousin’s
voice at length roused himto a recollection of the
past, and, in faint tones, he requested that he would
feave him. S ’
'« Not in this frame of mind. ~Come, Anthony,
clear up that cloudy brow. 1 am sorry—sorry
that I Yiave been the means of drawing you into
this ugly scrape, but for my poor father’s sake ' you
must forgive me. 1T you were to make a sécond
application to your ungenerous dad, he ‘might, in
the hope of ridding himself of ait farther importu-
nities, givé down the two handred pounds yet want-
ing. Such a decrease in your demand might work
well with the old man. What think you? Mat-
ters canuot be worse with you than they are at pre-
sent,” o i

Anthony started.  He recalled his father’s part-
ing ~1ook—his" parting  words— Fomorrow 1
will do you justice—tomorrow.» Hope agein
faintly glimmered in his breast, He repeated these
words to Godfrey. Had he noticed the glanee
which bis cousin threw towards his fellow “in in-
iquity, he would have been surprised and puzzled
to read its meaning. Mithews understood it well.

¢ Yes, Aunthony, gg by all means to him, at the
same hour” tomorrow. T have no doubt that his
heart will refent—that he’ already feels ashamed of
his barbarous conduct. “At alt events, it cani'do ho
harm—it may do good. Take that infamous piece
of writing In your hand.” Let' my fathér’s injured
spirit stand at your right hand to plead your cause,
n_nd.ydu must be successful.® © i
"2 'Yes, 1 will go,” said Anthony. ¢ Rither he or
1 must yield. 1have made up MY mind upon the
subject. God‘l‘re?, good night.” t

« He is ours, Mathews,” whispered @odfrey, as
they left the house. « The old man’s days ar-
numbered—remember this hour tomorrow night.”
(Glad to find himself once more alone, Anthony
coptigued pacing the room, revolving over in his

own mind his interview with his father. He felt
convinced that the old man had repented of the
cruel trick he had played him; that, but for the
entrance of Grenard Pike, he would have recalled
the peper.and given him the sum he desired. At
all events he was Jetermined to see him at the hour
the old man had named, and tell him without dis-
guise his thoughts upon the subject. In the midst
of all this tumult of passion, the image of Juliet
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to his perturbed spirit. ¢ Ah ! that'l’ had v driientl
to advise me jn this:gloomy hour,™ e sakd 3¢ to
whose faithfel bosom I eould pour out my whole
soul. Bhall 1 te® Clary; shall I eonfide to the
dear child my guilt and fully 7’ He reng the belk
O1d Ruth, half asleep, made her appearance. -~
“ How is your mistress, Ruth ¥?
¢ Better, the night, Sir.” e
- ¢ Will you tell her Ahat I wish very much to see
her 7 : o .
¢ You won’t disturb the :poor lamb, sure:t
Why, Mr. Anthony, she'has been in her bed these
two hours. She asked after 'yow :several Umes due~
ing the day, and was vety urneasy at your ‘ebsence.
Poor child, I believe she is mortal fosd of:you® -+
4 What do you mean, Rudh [ U TR
¢ ] ‘mean what I 'say, 8ir. T et 'stiré Mis# Olsoy
is over head and ears in love with you. "Ara "
natural 7 Two handsome young éredvérédy diving
in the same house together, walking; end lalking;
and singing, and playing, all the time with' ead
othet. ' Why; 'Mastér Anttiony, if you dow't:leve:
Miss Clary, you mast be very deceitful, after mak-
ing o ihuch of the poor child.” o e
The old woman left him, still muttering to her-
self some adathema against the deceitfulness of
men ; while Anthony, shocked beyond megsure, at
the disclosure of a secret which he ‘Had never sus-
pected, threw himsell upon the sofs, and burying
his face between his hands, yielded to the oveér~
whelming sense of misery which-depressed him,
and wept—even as woman weeps—long and bitter::
1y. “ Why,” he thought, ** why am I ¢hus’ eén-
tinually the spoct of a crael déstiny ¥ Ate-1Hé shib'
of my ?argnts indeed to Be visited upon: mie ¥ s
every one that I love, or that Joves me, to be invdlva
ed in ohe common ruin ?* And then-he wished for
death, with a tonging, intense, siriful desirs,” which
placed him upon the very verge of 'self destriction.
He went to Frederick’s bureas, and took out ‘his
pistols, and loaded them, and walked opposite to thié
glass, and deliberately levelled one at his head.
But his hand trembled, and the ghastly expression
of his own face startled him--s0 wan<so wilth—
s0 desperate. " It looked riot of earth-still less ¥ke
a future denizen of heaven. - ¢ No, nét tonight,”
he said. ¢ He, the stern father, may relent; orvfm
up the full measuré of his iniquities. - The morrow ¢
God knoweth what it:may bring'for me. If all should
fail me—then—then—this shail be my friend. Yee,
even i his presence, will' I fling at his feet the
lodthed life he gave me.”> He threw himself upon
the couch, without removing his clothes ; but not to
sleep:’ Hour after hour passed onward towards
eternity. “Ove, Lwo, three, spoke out, the Josd vpice
of Time, atd it sounded in the ears of the wateher
tike his knelk ' And she; the fair.ehild—she whd

Lkt

bad, at sixteen, outlived the fear of death. ;:Had:he
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won her. young spirit back to earth, to mar its parity
wilh tha stains of human passion? There was pot a
Teeling in his heart at that moment so sad as this,
How deeply he regretted that he had ever braught
#0r10W inlo the bosom of that peaceful home. But
was she not a Wildegrave ? and was not misery
theirs, by lawful inheritance 7 and then he thought
of his mother—thought of bis own desolate child-
hood—of his poor uncle ; and, overcome by these
sad reflections, as the glad sun broke over the hills,
bringing life and joy to awakening nature, he fell
ingo g deep, dreamless sleep, from which. he did not
awoke until the broad .shadows af. eveping  were
deepening into night, . .
.. When,old Ruth dusted out the, parlar, shy was
&urprised ta fiud him asleep .upon the, sofa 3. but he
looked sq jil apd pale that she.Alung Mr. Fredesick’s
Aasge gloak over.him, and went up 1o tell  Miss
Clary, ., . T TR TR
-« All day Clary. bad sat heside him, bolding, sisos
yneoggcionsly, his -bucging, band. in;hers. . Ofien
the batheg his temples with sal volatilg.and . water,
But s deep, were his slumbers,. so blessed was that,
Perfect cessation from mental misery, that he gtiil
continued to sleep until the sun disappeared - be-
hind the oak hills, and then, with a_ deep sigh, he
qtice more awoke to a painful consciouspe;s of his
ASitl‘d‘io%‘ . ‘ A v . § L PR
. 'Clary dropped the hand she held, and started frgin
the sofa over which she had been leaning, the i
Yid blush burning upon her pale cheek, as shd
sprang away (o order up tea. Anthony rose, mar-
velling at his long sleep, and went to his own cham-
ber, to make his toilet, When he returned to the
Par!or he found Clary waiting for him. .
;. My kind little cousin,” he said, timidly taking
her }qu 5,° you have been ill ; are you better 1
"¢ 1am quitg well, dear Anthony, . and should be
Quite happy if 1 saw you looking so. _But yoy are
ill, and unhappy, I read both in your dim eye and
dejected looks. Come, Vsit,d‘qvwn and take a cup of
tea, You must be hungry. Here is a nice fowl,
delieately cooked. Do let me see you take some-
‘thing.” ' ‘
" %1 cannot eat,” said Anthony, pushing the plate
from him, at the same time eagerly swallowing the
refreshing draught which Clary presented. “ Iam
ill, Clary, but mine is a disease of the mind. I am
indeed far from happy. 1 wish I could tell you all
the deep sorrow li_vn lies so death-lile at my heart.”
T % And why dc you make it worse by conceal-
ment 1 said Clary, rising and coming round tp the
side of the table on which he ‘was leaning.” ¥ You
need not fear (o trust me, Anthony. There is no
one on earth whom I love so well, except dear
Frederick.  Will not you let your little cousin share
your grief ¥? e o
T My sweet thld,d’":s?\i‘d Anthony, winding his
“arm about her slender ‘waist, and burying his head
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upon her-shoulders. - ™ You oould render-me a0
assistance, snd the knowledga of uiy surrow would
only make you miserable.” - E

“ I know you love Juliet better then me,”? said
Clary, trembling violently ; % I do not wish te -
plant her—no, no, dear Anthooy. I love youtoo
well to stand between you and the cherished one of
your soul. I it is aught about her, tell me freelys
1 will oot be jealous of you, She. is-more worthy
of your love than I am. Goad God | you are weep-
ing.  What have I said to cause thase tears.3.. An-
thony ! dear Anthony ! Speak to me, You distragt
me. Oh, tell me that I have not offended you'!»”

Anthony’s lips moved, bat no words issued from
them, His eyes were firmly closed, his brow -pate
as marble, and large tears slid in quick succession
from béncath the long jetty fringes which [§giike a
shadow upon his aspen cheeks. And other ‘teats
were mingling with those drops of hedrt-felt tigohy—
tears'of the tenderest sympathy, the most devotéa
tove, as, leaning that fair face’ upon tha cold brow bf
the unhappy youth, Clary unconsciously - kissed
away-these waters-of the heart, and pressed that
bhead convulsively against her gentle  bosom. ;She
felt the aym that held, tighten round her, as, ghe
stood there in the embrace of the beloved, ;c‘ydg;}y
daring to breathe for fear of brepking the sad ttpell

0

(hat had Tinked them together. At® lengly Anthopy
uniclosed his eyes, and looked lopg and ékmv’“,%ff,fap
into his young'companion’s face. O, Claby 1"
'he sighed, * how shali I repay this love 7' ‘M’Q‘&&r
Stricken lamb, would fo é’aa ' wé hha never bkt
“ Ah'? do'not say that, “Anthony " I névef Btiew
what it was to be happy until I knew you,” miits
mured Clary. . e
"¢ Do you love lifs better than you did, Clary 9"
¢ {love you,” sighed the girl, hiding heér fair'fabe
amongst his ebon curls; “ and the new 'life With
which you have inspired me is very dear to me* "
“Oh! that T could bid you cherish it for tny shies
dear, artless girl. But we must part, Tna felw
ho'urs, Clary, the faulty béing whom you Have
rashly dared to love may be no longer & denlien of
this earth,” ' R oo
** Good heavens ! what do you mean #* said the
girl, starting from his encircling arme, and gaslhg
wildly upon him. ¢ Whilst T have been At in
my bed, something dreadful has happéned.  t f'gid
it in your averted eyes, and on your sid, Wad “Btcw.
Dear Arithony, I beseech you, tell me what it is il
¢ Clary, I cannot. 1 wish to tell you,fh}tu the
circumstances ;ref 50 "degr‘iagiing,' 1 9aﬁﬂtdvtrfrun}e
words to give them utterance. 1 feel that you would
despise me—that all gdod men ‘would upbraid ‘mes

as a weak, wnprincipled fool. Yet, I call Godto

witness, that at the moment T eommilted the rash
act, I thaught not that it was a crime.” e

“ft {s impossible, A'n‘thor}y? lh‘a‘lnf youﬁt;oidti‘jao
anything which should cause this bitter ‘grief," I
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sk stire thet you &re lerturing yourself to to pev- |

pose. - Frederick will be home tosmorrow. - He will
counsel you what to do, and alf will be right.”

« Frederick ! home to-morrow I'? exelaimed An-
thony, gasping for breath.” :

« O, I am 50 gled. 1t seems an age since he
leftus. By the bye, I have a letter for you, which
1 guite forgot: It came by the post 5’ and, going to
the mantel shelf, Clary handed him a letter from her
krother. Anthony trembled violently, as he broke
the seals It ran thus——

MY pEAR ANTHOKNY,

I know not in what manner to interpret your un~
kind silence. Your detention of the money has
caused me great mortification and uneasinesss ; and
will compel me to leave———~—— to-morrow, with-

"qut settling the business which took me from home.

1 cannot suspect a friend whom [ love of any
sinister intention, but I hope you will be able to
adduce some satisfactory ressons for your strange
conduct. Yours truly,

FrepgrIck WILDEGRAVE.

P. 9.1 thought at first that you were from home,
but Clary In her letters always speaks of you as otfe
presefit.

~ Thig'letter decided and confirmed Anthony’s worst
fegn'.‘ As be read it, he became violently agitated.
. {Well had it been for him if he could have overcome
. u;o ribugnance he felt, at communicating what he
had done, to either Clary or her brother. It was
this want of confidence which involved him in ruin.
iﬁnd he frankly confessed his folly, and thrown hime
self upon Wildegrave’s generosity, he would as
Crankly. have been forgiven; but pride and false
shame ept his lips sealed. He was a very young
man j a novice In ‘the ways of the world, and even,
to some degree, ignorant of the nature of the crime
which made him 50 unhappy. fnstead of & breach
of trust, he looked upon it as_a fetonious offence,
which rendered him amenable to the utmost sever-
itjof the law. The jail and the gallows were ever
{n his thoughts ; and, worse than either, the infamy
which would for ever attach itself to his name, He
"de\’crmined to see his father for the last time, and if
he failed in moving his compassion, he had formed
the desperate resolution of putting atl end to his ex-
fstence in his presence—a far gr‘uter crime than
that for which he dreaded to receive a capital pua-
hh::;;:v’,” be said huﬁl‘y. thrusting the letter into
his pocket, business of importance calls me away
tonight, Do not be alarmed if 1 should be detain-
ed until the morning.” .
¢ You eannot go tonight,” said Clary; “ it has
tained all the afterncon. The ground is wet. The
air raw and damp, You are not well. 1f you leave
{he house you will take cold.” 6o

¢ Do-not wtthmpt to detait me, Clar¥ ; Fvtst got
1 shall lenve a Jetter for your brother upon the tabig;
which you will be kind encugh to give him, in’calsi
1 should not return.” : e
¢ Something is wrong ! Tell me——oh, teHme what
itis 1 ’ ’

“ You will know all, time endugh,” said Ans
thony, in @ hollow voice. * Should we never meet
again, Clary, will you promise me to think kindly of
me, and, in spite of the contempt of the world, to
cherish my memory ¢

“Though all the world shiouM forsake you, yet
will [ never desert you;” said Clary, as, sinking into
his extended arms, she swooned dpon his breast. '

This will kill the poot innctent. Masy God
bless and keep you from & knowledge of my gafit.”?
Then gently placing her upon the sofa, he impriit-
ed d kies upon her pale lips, and sought his owh
chamber. Here, he sat down and wrote ulong
tetter to Frederick, explaining the unfortdnite trange
actions which had occurred during his ‘whrened:
This letter he left upon the study table; and; puttig
a brace of toaded pistols into his potket, he vilited
out upon his hopetess expedition.

Itbad been a very wet aftetnoon. The clouds
parted towdrds nightfall { and the tooh rose with
unusual splendour, rendering every object in his
pathy as distinctly visible as at noon day. The beau-
ty of the night only served to increase the gloom of
Anthony Hurdlestorte’s spirit. He strode on ut o
rapid pace, as if to outspeed the quick succession of
melanclioly thoughts that hurried him on to Coﬁld?t
a deed of desperation. He entered the great avenue
that led past the Hall to the Miser’s riiserable dbmi-
cile § and had traversed abiout half the extént of thé
darkly shaded path, when his attention was arrested
by a tall figure, leaning against the trunk of a huge
elm ttce. A blasted oak, bare of foliage, on the op-
posite side of the rond, letiri a flood of light through
its leafless branches, and Anthony, with a shuddér,
recognized William Mathews. T

* A fine evening for your expedition, Mr, Hure
dlestone ; I wish you may be successful.” As he
spoke, he lowered a fowling-piece he held in his
hand, from his shoulder to the ground. “Dg
you hear that raven, as he sits croaking upon the rof-
ten branch of the old oak, opposite # Does not his
confounded noise make you nervous 7 Itsounds
like & bad omen. I was just going to pull down a¢

him, but I fancy that he’s too far above ui for 5

shot.®

“{amin no humour for trifling tonight,” said
Anthony, looking up to the branch in question. ¢ I¢
you are afraid of such sounds, you can soon silene
that forevér.” ;

“ It would require a good eys, Master Hurdle-
stone, and an excellent fowling piece, to bring down
the black gentleman from his lofly perch. 1 have
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heard you, Mr. Hurdlestone, accoumted a eapital
shot—just give us a trial of your skill 7’ .

 Nonsense !> muttered Anthony, “ The bird’s
only a few yards above us. A pistol would bring
him down.”

“ I should like to see it done,” returned his com~
panion, with a grin.

Impatient of this interruption, and anxious to get

rid of the company of a man whose presence he
loathed, Anthony drew one of the pistols from his
breast pocket, and, taking a deliberate aim at the
bird, he fired ; the raven fell dead at his feet. Pick-
ing it up, and tossing it to Mathews, he said, * Do
you believe that? Pshaw! It was not worth
staining my hands with bloed, to obtain such a pal-
try prize.”
. Mathews laughed heartily at this speech, but
there was something so revolting in the tones of his
mirth, that Anthony quickened his pace, to avoid its
painful repetition ; and a few minutes more brought
him in sight of the Miser’s cottage.

No light gleamed from the broken casement, and
both the door and the window of the hovel were
wide open, and flapping in the night wind. Sur-
prised at a circumstance so unusual, Anthony hastily
entered the house. The first object that met his
sight, rivetted him to the threshold.

“ The moon threw a broad line of silver light into
the derk, dusty, worm eaten apartment, and
danced and gleamed in horrid mockery upon a
stream of liquid, which was spreading itself over
the floor. Aud there, extended upon the brick
pavement, his features shockingly distorted,his hands
still clenched, and his white locks dabbled in blood,
lax before him the cold mutilated form of his father.
Orverpowered with horror, unable to advance or re-
trast, Anthony eontinued to gaze upon the horrid
spectacle,until he felt the hair stiffen upon his head,
and a cold perspiration bedewing his trembling
limbs.

Still, as he, gazed, he fancied that the clenched
bands moved, that a bitler smile writhed the then
partedlips of the dead ; end, influenced by a strange
fascination, against which he struggled in vain, An-
thony continued to watch the ghastly countenance,
until his terror and agitation involved every other
object in misty obscurity.

He heard the sound of approaching footsteps, but
his limbs had lost the power of motion, his tongue
of speech, and he suffered the constables, who entered
with Grenard Pike, 10 lcad him away without offering
the least resistance. He was put into a post chaise,
between two of the officers of justice ; but though
often addressed by his companions, he remained in
the same stupefaction, making no remark upon his
unusual situation, or taking the least notice of sur-
rounding objects, until the vehicle stopped at the en-
trance of the County Jail. Then, and not until
then, did the awfulness of his situatjon appear to
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strike him. Suddenly starting from his frightful
state of mental abstraction, he eagerly demanded of
his companions, for what crime they bad brought
him there ¥ When told, for the murder of his father,
he returned for answer, “ My poor father! I call
God to witness, that I am innocent of this dreadful
crime !”

¢ He was an old man,” said one of the constables,
““ and a bad man ; but it was not for his own son to
shorten his days. and send him so unprepared into
the presence of the great Judge.”

““ 1’ little you owed to him, Mr. Hurdlestone,”
said the other man, * and I am really sorry to see
you in this condition ; but ’tis a dreadful crime. A
dreadful crime to lift one’s hand against one’s own
father. He could not have lived many years, and
most of the entailed property must have been yours ;
I can’t think what devil tempted you to do such an
aw(ul deed.”

* You do not believe that I did it? —you cannot
believe it,” said Anthony. The men shook their
heads.

- ‘I condemn no man, until' the law condemns
him,” said the latter spokesman ; ““ but there is evi-
dence enough against you, to hang a hundred men.”

“ I have one witness in my favor. He knows my
innocence, and to Him I appeal,” said Anthony.

¢ Aye, but will he prove it 7

1 trust he will,”

“ Well, my lad, time will shew. The Assizes will
be held next week ; so you have not long to remain’
in your misery. 1 would be inclined to think yoi
innocent, if you could prove to me what business
you had with loaded pistols in your possession ; why
one was loaded, and the other unloaded ; and how
your hands and clothes came stained with blood H
why you quarrelled with the old man last night, and
sought him again tonight, with armed weapons in
your possession, at such an unseasonable hour 7
These are stubborn facts.?” -

¢ They are indeed,” sighed the prisoner. A na-
tural gush of feeling succeeded ; and from that hour
he secmed resigned to his fate.

CHAPTER XIX.
Oh ! dread uncertainty !
Life wasting agony.

What a night of intense anxiety was that to the
young Clary. Hour after hour, she paced the ve-
randah, in front of the cottage ; now listening fo¢ |
approaching footsteps, now streining her eyes to
catch, through the gloom of the fir trées, the figure
of him for whom she watched and wept in vain,
The cold night breeze sighed through her fair locks,
scattering them upon the midnight air. The rising
dews chilled the fragile form, but stilled not the
wild throbbing of the aching heart, i

“ Oh, but to know the worst—the very worst—
were better than this sore agony." Years of care were
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compassed into that one night of weary watching.
¢ He will never come, I shall never, never see him
again. ‘I feel now, as I felt when my sisters were
taken from me, that I should see them no more on
earth. But I cannot weep for him, as I wept for

them § 1 knew that they were happy—that they had .

gone to rest, and I felt as if an angel’s hard dried
my tears. But I weep for him, as one without
"hope ; as one, whom a terrible destiny has torn
from me. I love him, but my love is a crime, for
he loves another. Ah! woe is me, why did we meet
thus 1o part 1

She looked up at the cold clear moon—up to the
glorious stars of night,—and her thoughts, so lately
chained to earth,soared upwards to the Father of her
spirit, and once more she bowed in silent adoration
to her Saviour and her God, “ Forgive me, holy
Father,” she murmured. I have strayed from thy
fold—aud my steps have stumbled upon the rough
places of the earth—I have reared up an idol in thy
sacred temple, and worshipped the creature more
than the Creator. The love of the world is an
unholy thing, [t cannot satisly the eravings of
an immortal spirit—it cannot fill up the emptiness
of the human heart. Return to thy rest, oh, my
soul! I dedicate thee, and all thy affections to thy

2

Gosdl;e bowed her head upon her hands and wept,
but such tears purily the source from whence they
flow, and Clary felt a solemn calm steal over her
agitated spirit, as, kneeling beneath the wide canopy
of .heaven, she prayed long and earnestly. for
strength to subdue her passion for Anthony ; and to
hecome obedient, in word, thought, and deed, to
the will of heaven. And she prayed for him, with
an esrnestness and zeal which love alone can give—
prayed that he might be shielded from ail tempta-
tion—from the wickeduess and vanity of the world—
from the deceitfulness of his own heart,

She was still in the act of devotion, when. the
spund of rapidly approaching footsteps, caused her
suddenly- to start from herknees. A man ran past
at full speed ; then another, aod another. Then &
group of women, without hats and shawls, running
and calliog to one another. What could all this
mean, at that still hour of night,in tha tlonely place ?
Clary felt her heart beat tumultuously. She rushed
to the gate. She called aloud to one of the retreat-
ing groups to stop, and inform her what was the
malter—wh] they were abroad at that late hour,and
whither they were going 7 None slackened their
speed, or stayed one moment to beed her inquiries.
At Jength an old man, tired, and out of breath.
came panting along ; one whom Clary knew, and,
springing into the road, she intercepted his path,

.% Tell me, Ralph Hilton, what is the meaning of
all this 7 Where are you going ¥

«Up to the Hall, Miss Clary. Dear, dear, hue
you not heard the news?  The old man has been

o

murdered by his son. Alack ! alack! ’tis a des.
perate piece of business. The Coroner is up at
the Hall, sitting upon the body; and I want to
see the mardered man, like the rest of *un.”

““ Who is it of whom you speak ? Who has been
murdered 7 asked the terrified girl.

¢ Why, old Squire Hurdlestone. He has been
shot dead by his own son ; that young chap that
was staying here so long. They have got him safe
though—and by this tima he must be in jail. Oh1
I hope theywill hang *un§ but hanging is too good.
He should be burnt alive.”

And here the old man hobbled on, eager to get
a sight of the frightful spectacle, and to hear all the
news {rom the fouutain head. -

The first streaks of the red dawn were glowing in
the east; but still Clary stood in the same attitude,
with her hand resting upon the Lalf open gate,
her eyes fixed upon vacancy—her lips apart—a
breathing image of despair. The stage teach from:
—— drove briskly up. A gentleman sprang from:
the top of the vehicle. A portmanteau was flung
down to him, by the guard;  AHU right *” and Qn'
horses were again at full gallop.”

¢ Clary ! my dear Clary ; who would have thought
of your being up 50 early to meet me 1

That voice seemed to recal the wandering spirit
of the pale girl, back to its earthly tabernacle. With
a long, wild cry, she flung herself into her bro(her’o
arms.

“Hide me in your heart, Prederick—hide me
from mysell—I am sick and weary of the world.”

Unable to comprehend the meaning of her words,
Frederick carried his now inseneible sister into the
house, and, calling to Ruth, who was busy kindling
the fires, he bade her call Mr. Anthony.

' The woman shook her head. *“ He’s gone, Sir:
He left us suddenly last night, and miss Clary Nhes:
done nothing but ery ever since.”

¢ I fear it is as 1 suspected,” said Frederick. “He
must have robbed me. Yet, if be has deceived me,
I never will trust to physiognomy again.” He open-
ed the desk and found the two hundred pounds in
notes, and turning to the table to examine them, he
recognized his cousin’s hand writing, in the direction
of the letter, which Anthony had written previous to
his departure.

‘With what feelings of compassion and interest,
he perused this affecting memorial. Several times
the tears sprang to his eyes, and he reproached him-
self for having suspected poor Anthony of appro.
priating the money to hisown use. He knew what
agony of mind Anthony must have endured, before
he petitioned his relentless father for the loan of the
money, and he lamenied the want of confidence
which had withheld him from communicating his
real situation to his friend. Fearing that he:
might be led to commit some desperstz uet,
he did not wait to change his dress, or partake of
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theibsialifest old Ruths bad-previded 3 but, mauntisg
a,boraeyilie vode full epeed 1o Awbien, - Kong before
hantddohtd Ahe. village, helearned: the dreadful tate
of the murder-; and though he did not like 40 bulieve-
Anthasy guilty, he knew not how to got over the
great. mass of ciroumstantial evidence which sven
his.owaletter contained againet him. - Evesy per-
aopr with whom he talked upon the subject, held the
same opinion § and many, who before had execrated
the 0!d man, and spoke with abhorrence of his treat
et Lo his sopynow mentioned him with pity and
respeat, and decried the young man, as & monater,
for whom kanging- was too good, who deserved to
dis.a thousand deaths. . - C :
+Betply - grieved - for- his  unfertunate ‘relative,’
Wildegrare  défended him with some warmth, and
urfed;iss anexcuse for his vonduot, the unnatural
trbutevent which b -had véiceived: from his father.
* 8ir,” said an old farmer who had atteniled the'
iHG8esd; = With all Nig Yaiits, the ol sgiive Whs an
honest man ; and, doubtless, he knew 'lh'éyli}d"bétiéi'
fHan wdhd,’ Wndtiad good reasons for acling as he
did, as the result has proved.’® * © 7t T Tt
Y It bas notbeen praved yet,”, gaid Froderick ;
« iiiif Y beligve, however strongly appearances may
Bé ‘aginst him, that Anthony Huyrdlestone pever
0?{@5‘“" the murder.”

.....

1]

. Mr;"?f‘dw.m P'm sarry to.contradict 4 gear.
tleman like you ; but did not Grenard Pike see himy
with his own eyes, firg at. the oid man thraugh the
window, and has he not known the lad from  a
!gmo‘;‘re z”m L i .

% Hé will be hanged,” said another, shrugging

;§°!'!lder'-., L ' e
,Q&“?&!@Jiw 8 third, .. e
f He wag a queer little boy,” said a fourth 5 ¢,
”’y;ar‘thguxhg he wauld come 1o any gogd.”. .-
.o s nucle was the ruiy of him,?  said ,a Althy
It he had never taken hima from the old man, the
g;iuégg would bave hoen aliye this day.”,, . =
e The o) squire is ta have a grand funeral.. He

ill b buried on Monday,” ssid the farmer. ¢-All
ég gentlemen ig the couptry will attend.” .
LTt would break bis beart, if be were alive,”
spid another, ¢ could he but see the fine coffin that
Joties is making for him. Itisall to be cavered
over with siik velvet and gold.” . )

. Pow old wus be 2’ said a third,

-5 Just in his sixty-6(th, and a five hale man for
hip years. He might have lived to have been s
bundred.”

“ Did they find any money in the house #* whis-
pered & long nosed, sharp visaged man. = ¢ [ heard
that he bad lgts hidden away under the thatch, Old
Grenard vows that a box containing several hundred
gold guineas was taken away.”

¢ Then the Devil or 0ld Grenard must hgve flown

away with it,” ssid the s¢xlon of the parish, * for
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1 3ras thére when they, ssized. the - poor dad, and be

had not u paney in his possession, o
“Will they bury him by his wife 7" asked the

{armer; . !

“ He'd never rest beside: her,”? said a fourth,
‘‘He treated her about as well as he did her poor
boy.?:

*“Do you think he’ll walk after he’s
earth "? said the first speaker.

““Hotr.can the like o’ him rest in the grave 7 said
the second voice.  “I’ve no manner of doubt but
he’ll haunt the old Hall, as his father did afore
him.b . L . . .

“ Was old Squire Anthony ever sedn 1% said voive
third. e

- ¢ Aye, mand ‘scores 0’ timesi I have heard
that the Miser-met him one night himse upon the
staircase, and that that was the reasow why he shat
up the Hall,»?

- Whe will beir. the property 7" asked number

put in the

‘four. :

- ¢ Algernon’s.son, a fine, handsome fotlow. 'He'l)
make ducks and drakes of the Miser’s golds  we:
shall have fine times on-it, when he eomes. He'lt
lower the rents and the tithes upon us. Come, my
lads, tet!s.go intq the house and drink kis heslth.”

The worthy. group -instantly aceeded 1o this pro-

 position, and Prederick set spurs to his horse and

rode off, disgusted. with the scene he had Witnossed,
and retnrned to his homte with a sorrewfal heatt.

L R RO R ® e RS SRS

By the light of a solitary .candle:at & sthall Leble

in the attic of the public house, sind cluse 1o the

migerable bed, in which Mary Mathé ws-was tossing

to and fro, in the restless delirium of fever, twq

| men were: busily engaged in dividing a large heap

of gald, which had been emptied from o
bound bex which lay upon the floar. :
4 Wellythe ald fellow died game,!’ enid Mathews,

“Did you see how desperately he clenghed h’nt_eeth,

strong brass

« | and how tightly he held the key of his trezsures. - }

haad to out through the fingers before & could wrench
it fromhis grasp. Bee ! it is all stained with blood.
Faugh! it smells of carrion.” : o

“ He toak me for Anthony,” said Godfrey shudy
dering. ¢ And he cursed me. Oh! how awfully.
He told me we should meet in bell—~that the gold
for which he had bartered his soul, had purchased
us an estals there. And then he laughed=-that
horrid, diabolical laugh! Oh! I hear it yot. It
would almost lead me to repent, the idea of baving
to pass an eternity with him.” -

“Don’t feel squeamish now,Godfrey. This braye
sight should. lay all such nervous fancies to jeqf,
The thing was admirably menaged ; and, between
ourselver, I think that if we had not pinked hims
that that same virtuous som of his would. What
did he want, with pistols 2 It looks queer.”

““ 1t will capdemn him.”?
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4 Lat us-driok to his rising in the world,"* said
the ruffian, reaching over the: bmdy flask. Hdw
muwich money Is there 1"

¢ Two thousand five hundred pounds in gold.”*

46 A pretty little fortune. How do you dmde the
odd bondreds 1

] want them for a pnrucular purpose,” said
Godfrey. “ Thereisa thousand—1 think you.eught
to be satisfied with your share. it was my bultet
that unlocked the box, and brought the old man
down.”

£¢Yon don’t mean to say,” said Mathews, © that
you mean to appropriate five hundred pounds for
the mere act of shooting the old dog, when I ran
s much risk in the job as you did.”

«.8it down, Bill, and don’t look 3o savage. I
meant it as & marriage postion for Mary. Surely,
you don’t wish to rob her 2

¢ That’s just the same as giving it to’ yourlelf N
¢ You know she cannot |:

o lhmk of this 3” n
;- % Mary, my pet ! said - Godlrey, takingup a|

said Mathews, grumbling. .
keep any thing from you 1”

handful of the money, and going up to the bed, *¢1

heard you say that you wanted.a new.frock, Loek; !
here is.plenty to buy you-a seore of smart-drosses.
Will you met give mo-a kiss forall this gold #* .

--Thegirl: turwed her wide wandering eyes upon

¢ Wipy Mary, what the deuce ‘ails yoy - . -
¢ What's that upon your hands;, Godfrey Hurdle:

stone 1 What’s that upon your hands 1 It is bfood !

biood ! Oh! take it away. Don’t brisg to mé'the

price of blood.’

1% Nonsemsey Mary, gold ean gllduwy stain 3 you

Il.‘dﬂll*lgt” P

¢ have been dmmmg,” said Mary, rising upin
the bed; and putting . back the long hair, which' had
escaped from under her ¢ap, and now fell in rieh fred
glectad masses round her pailid-face. ¢ Yes,I'hdve
been dreaming--such an awful dusm-! e It Se-
fore. me yet.” a4

i $¢ What was it, Mary?” uked Mntham, wnh
qmvemg tips.

1 was in a lonesome place,” said Mary, ¢¢a asrlr,
lonesome - place,  But God’s ‘moon vas shining
there, and there was no need of the sun or of other
light, for all seemed plain to me as-noon day, -1

saw an old man with grey hairs, and another man, |

old and grey, was beside him. Their countenances
were dark and unlovely. And one old men was on
his knees—but it was not to God he knelt. He
had set up an idol to worship, and that idol was
goldd s and God, 8s & punishment; had turned his heart
to stone, ‘0. that nothing but the gold could awaken
the lowst sympathy there. And whilst he kuett to the
idol; I heard a ery—~a loud, horrid, despairing cry—-
and the old man fell to the earth weltering in his
blood—but he had still strength to tock up his'idot ;
and he held the key as tightly as if it had been the key
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of heavon. ‘And T-eaw two young sl eltudn dh:
oldman, while his companion;witoth they did not ses,:
stole into a buck room and fled ; and they dashed him,:
againet the stones, and they marred his visage with-
savage blows: and they trod him undér foot, awk
tore from him his idol, snd fled. And I'saw another
youth, with a face {ult of sorrow, and while he wept
over the:dead man, he was seized and carried away. .
And while I thought of these things, an angel.came
to my bedside, and whispered w message from God
in mine ears. And I awoke from my sleep-—and
lo ! the old inan’s idol was before me, und his blood’
was upon your band, Godivey Hurdlvstons.” :
“ 15 this & dream 1’ said Gedfrey, seiririg her

| roughly by the srm 3 * 9% didiyon . really -witsess

what you now tell us uader thie-similitude3? . .1, ¢
“.Gould my feeble limba earry. me 1o Ashiom ¥
snid. the girl, * or could this roolmg bmn M
them, if they could 37 ; o
_“ Mathews ! cried Godl'rey- « Whuqo au:

* That we sbould be oﬂ",” said Malbpw;,, “or
put such dreamers to silence.”
¢ Be off—that is mnpossnbla It would gwa rise

to suspition that we were the murderers, Besides,,

.are we niot’ both subpcenaed as wilnesses agumt
Chim

him, glanced:at hishands; and uttired’a wild soréam. |

“ 1 don't like it,” said Mathews, moodily. € g
dévil hds reverled every circumstance to the girl
What if she were 10 witness' against us»

© ¢ Nonsense. Who takes the e'jdenco‘ ol‘ ‘i:
dream )

“ Pm not so sure that it was a dresm; yhc"i
damea’d cunning.”

“But the girl’s too ill to move from'tier Bad,»
said Godfrey, ¢ Beudes, ahe Wdul& never b@tny
me. 2 - .

‘“ She’s turned mighty religlons of h(e,” said
Mathews. “ It was only Tast night that T head her
pray for God to forgive her llnml soul § and ‘then
she promised to lead & new life. Now, shouid
1ot wonder if' she were to begin by hanging us,”

“If I'thought so,” * returnéd’ Godfrey, grasping
his knife and glancing towards the bed. **But ng—
we do her injustice. 8he would die for us. She
would hever betray us.  # Mary,” he continued, go-
ing to the bedside. What was the measage that
the angel told you 7”

It was in the unknown tongue,” said Mary;
T understood it when T awoke, but I have forgot-
ten it all now.” Then, laughing in her delu'ium,
she burst out singing—

’ His voice was like the midnight wind,
" That ushers in the storm,
When the thunder mutters far behind,
On ihe black cloud’s dark wings bome.

When'the trces ore bending to its breath,
The waters flashing high;



And nature crouches, pale as death,
Beneath the lurid sky.

And in such tones he spoke to me,
Soawful and so dread ;

1€ thou would’st read the mystery,
Those tones will wake the dead !

¢ She is mad!” muttered Godfrey. ¢ Are you
afraid, Bill, of the ravings of a maniac ? Come, ga-
ther up courage from the brandy bottle, and tell me
how we are to divide the rest of the spoil.”

- Let us throw the dice for it.”

“ Agreed. Who shall have the first chance 2°

¢ We will throw for that. The lowest gains—I
have it,” said Mathews, clutching the box.

“Stop !” said Mary. “Fair play’s a jewel.
There are three of you at the table—will you not let
the old man have one chance to win back his gold?”

“The devil !” cried Mathews dropping. the box,
end staggering to his seat, his limbs trembling
and his teeth chattering in his head. ¢ Wherg—~
where is he 1?

““ At your elbow,” said Mary. “ Don’t you see
him frown and shake his hand at you? How fast
the blood pours from the wound in his head. It is
staining all your clothes.  Get up, William, and
give the poor old man the chair.”

*Don’t mind her, Mathews—she is raving,” said
Godirey. *“ Do you see anything 1

1 thought I saw a long, bony, mutilated hand,
flitting to and fro over the gold. Ah! there it is
again }!” said Mathews, starting from his seat.
¢ You may keep the money—for I’ll be —— if |
dare touch it. Leave this accursed place, and yon
croaking fiend. Let us join the boys down stairs,
and consult what’s to be done.”

And s0 the murderers departed, leaving the poor
girl alone with the gold—but they took good eare to
lack the door after them. When they were gone,
Mary threw an old cloak about her shoulders,which
formed part of the covering of the bed, and stepped
on to the door.

“ They are gone,” she said. * And this is no
place for me. I am called upon by God himself, to
save the innocent, and the mission shall be perform-
ed, even at the expense of my poor worthless life.
They think not that I followed them to the spot—
that, weak as I am, God gave me strength to witness
against them. Alas! I feel ill, very ill,” she con-
tinued, putting ber hand to her head. ¢ But if 1
could but reach the Lodge, and inform Captain
Whitmore, it might be the means of saving his life.
Atall events, I will try.” As she passed the gold,
which glittered in the moonbeams, she paused.
] want money, Shall I take aught of the accurs-
ed thing  No—I will trust to Providence, to sup-
ply my wanis. Misery travels free.”” Then, slow-
ly puiting on her clothes, and securing a slice of
coarse bread, which had been Lrought for her
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supper, in her handkerchief, Mary appraached the
window. The distance was not great from the
ground, and she had been used to elimb tall forest
trees from a child, and fearlessly 10 drop from any
height ; she unclosed the casement, without any
noise, and listened. She heard from below loud
shouts and boisterous peals of laughter, mingled
with licentious songs, and profane oaths.

When the repentant soul is convinced of sin,
how dreadful does the language once so familiar ap-
pear.  The oath and the profane jest smite upon it,
with a force which makes it recoil within itsell 5
and it flies for protection to the injured Majesty it so
often wantonly defied.  *“ Alas ! for the wieked,”?
said Mary. ¢ Destruction and misery are i their
paths, and the way of peace they have not known.
Yet how long have I been one of this dreadful fra-
ternity. How long have I, in word, thought, and
deed, blasphemed the Majesty of the Most High,
and rebelled against His holy laws. Ought 1 to
condemn my fellows in iniquity 3 Am I in reality
better than they 1 I will go to the grave of my
child. That sight will keep me humble ; that little
mound of dark clods holds all that the earth now
contains for me.””

She dropped from the window to the ground.
The watch dog knew her, and forbore to berk. He
thrust his cold nose into her wasted hand, and wag~
ged his tail, and looked up inquiringly into het face.
There was something of human sympathy in the
brute’s expression. It went to the heart of the poor
wanderer. She leant her head down. and kissed the
black forehead of the brute, and a big bright tear
the next moment glittered amongst his shaggy black
hairs, as the moonbeams welcomed it with an ap-
proving smile. Like & ghost Mary glided dewn the
garden path, overgrown with rank weeds, and she
thought that that neglected garden greatly resem-
bled the state of her soul. A fow necessary wasnta
had been alone attended to. The fBower beds were
overgrown and choked with weeds. 'The frujt
trees were barren from neglect, and covered with
moss-  “ But He can make the desolate place into
a fruitful field,” said Mary. ¢ The wilderness un-
der His foslering care, can blossom like the rose.”
She crossed the lane, and, traversing several lonely
flelds, she came to the Park near the old Hall ; the
ancient Gothic chureh, erected by one of the ances-
tors of the Hurdlestones, reared up its venerable
crest. How august the old building looked in the
moonlight—hew white the moonbeams lay upon the
graves. Mary sighed deeply, but hers was not a
mind to yield 1o superstitious fears.  She haq
learned to fear God—and there was nothing in His
beautiful creation, which could make her tremble,
but the all-seeing eye, which she now felt was ever
upon her. Passing the front of the church, whers
all the baptized children of the village for ages had

found their place of final rest, she stepped hebind. .
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a dark screen of yews, and knelt hastily upon the
ground, beside a little mound of newly turned sods.
Stretching herself out upon that lowly bed, and em-
bracing it with passionate tenderness, the child of
sin and sorrow found at length a place to weep, and
poured out her full heart to the silent ear of night.

The day was breaking when she slowly rose, and
wiped away her tears. Regaining the high road,
she was overtaken by a man in a waggon, who had
been one of the crowd that had been to look at the
murdered man. He invited Mary to ride in the
waggon—and finding that he was going within a
few miles of N—— she joyfully accepted the offer ;
and before Godfrey and her brother discovered that
she was missing, she was near the end of her jour-
ney.

CHAPTER XX.

The lyre is hushed, for ever hushed—the hand
That woke to extacy its thrilling chords,

And that sweet voice, with music eloquent,
Sleeps with the silent Iyre and broken heart.

¢ Why do you look so sad, Juliet 7* said Cap-
tain Whitmore, to his daughter, as they stood to-
getherat the open window, the morning after her

perifous meeting with Mary Mathews. ¢ Have | 8

seid any thing to wound your feelings 77

¢ T thought you would have been so glad to find
him innocent,” said Juliet, the tears again stealing
from her beautiful eyes; ¢ and I have been disap-
pointed, bitterly disappointed.”

“ Well, my girl, | am glad that the lad is not
guilty of so henious an offence, but I can’t help
feeling » strong prejudice ageinst the whole breed.
These Hurdlestonés are a bad set—a bad set. 1
have seer: enough of them ; and for your happiness,
Juliet, it would be well for you to banish this young
man for ever from your thoughts ; with my consént
you never shall be his wife.”

¢ Without it 1 certainly never shall,” safd Juliet,
folditig her hands together, and turning away to
hide the fresh gush of tears that blinded her eyes.
¢ At the same time, my father,I must think that
the ill will you bear to an iunocent person is both
cruel and unjust.”’

o Juliet,” said the Captain gravely, ¢ from the
earnestness of your manner, 1 fear that you feel a
deeper interest in this young Hurdlestone than I
am willing to believe. Answer metruly. Do you
love the lad 17

‘¢ Father, I do love him. T feel that my happiness
is inseparably connected with his.”

“My poor gir!, I am sorry for you—very sorry, as
1 see no chance of your ever becoming his wife.”

« [ am contented to remain single,” said Juliet,
but I can néverlove another, 43 I love him.”?

« Stuff and nonsénse! What should hinder you !
My dear Juliet; you will get over this romantic pas-
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sion. Few people are able to marry the firat person
with whom they fall in love. And, in nine cases out
of ten, they would be grievously disappointed if they
could. This Anthony Hurdlestone may be a good
young man ; but his father is a very bad one. His
children may inherit some of the family propensities,
which you know, my little daughter, are every thing
but agreeable.”

“Ah !’ my dear father, said Juliet,with great sim=
plicity,  how do you know that we should have
any children 7> This unexpected confession threw
the old Captain, in spite of his grave lecture, into
convulsions of laughter,whilst it covered poor Juliet’s
face with erimson blushes,

“ Well, Miss Juliet 1"’ said her aunt, who enter~
ed just in time to hear her nieee speak her thoughts
aloud. * 1 am astonished at you. Have you no
proper sense of decorum 7" :

“Pshaw, Dolly. Don’t commence a new lecture.
Your over delicate ladies are the most indelicats, ¥
think what the child said, was perfectly natutal.®>

¢ Nature, Captain Whitmore, is not the best book’
for young ladies to study,” said Miss Dorothy,
drawing herself up to her full height. “ 1f we wete’
to act entirely from her suggestions, we should re-
duce our natures to a level with'the brutes. Yotng’
ladies should never venture a remark until they have
duly considered what they have to say. They should
know how to keep the organ orspeech in due aubjee-
tion.”

““ And pray, Dolly, will you inform me what age
is the fittest to commence this- laudable exercise,
for I am pretty certain that your first lesson is ldll’
to learn 17

Oh ! how poor Aunt Dorothy ﬁounoed and: ﬂ.w
at this speech. How she let' het tongue run on
without bit or bridle, whitst vindicating her injured
honor from so foul an aspersion, guite forgelting
her own theory in the redundancy of her practices
There never was, by her own account, such a dis~
creet, amiable, well spoken, benevolent,and virtuous
gentlewoman. And how the cruel Captain continwed
to laugh at and quiz, and draw her out; until Ju-
liet, in shear pity, pinchad her favorite cat’s ear, to
cause '3 diversion in poor Aunt’s. favor ; but this
stratagem only turned the whole torrent of her
wrath against herself.

“How careless you are, Miss Juliet !” she eried,
snatching the offended darling to her bosom. ¢ You
never think that these poor creatures can feel jll
treatment as acutely as yoursell. I despise young
ladies who write poetry, and weep and whine over
a novel, yet are destitute of the common feelings ot
humanity 1%

“ Puss will forgive me ! said Juliet, holding out
her small white hand, to the cat, which immetiate~
ly left off rubbing herself against Aunt Dotothy’s

velvet stomacher, to lick and fawn upon lhe proffere
ed hand.



548

* Juliet,” said her father, again turning towards
ber. ¢ Would you like to visit London 7°

“1 have no great wish to see it, papa, particu-
larly at this beautiful season of the year.”

“1 think it necessary for you togo. You have
seen so little of the world that you have suffered
yourself to be interested in the first good looking,
gentlemanly youag fellow, that found it his interest
{0 pay you a few useless compliments. The best
way 10 cure these idle fancies, is to go to Loadon.
You will see other men. You will learn o know
your own power, and all these idle fancies will be
forgotten. Aunt Dorothy, what say you to the trip 17

‘¢ Oh, 8ir, I am quite agreeable. Juliet wants a
lilo polishing. She is horribly countrified. When
shall we prepare for the journey 17

“ Direetly. Her aunt Seaford will be delighted
to have you with her. ‘This little shy Julee is the
old lady’s heir ; but she seoms quite indifferent to
her good fortune.”

“ I never covet great wealth,” said Juliet,sighing
deeply. * Mark Hurdlestone is an awful example to
those who grasp after riches. I do not anticipate
this London visit, but I will go to please you.”

“ There's a dear good gir] ! said the fond old
man, kissing her cheek. I wish [ could see the
roses blush upon this pale face. You look so like
your mother, Julee, you make my heart ache. Ah!
Jjust so thin and pale she looked before 1 lost her.
You must not leave your poor old father, in this
cold-hearted world alone.”

Juliet flung her arms round his neck, and wept
upon his bosom. * Do not make my heart ache,
dear papa, or 1 know not how soon we may part,”
she whispered. “ You once loved poor Anthony.
Far my sake love him still.”

& 8he will forget him,” said the Captain, looking
fondly after ber as she left the room. ** She will
forget him in London.”

And to London they weat, Juliet was received
by her rich aunt, with the mest lively demoustra-
\ions of regard, who felt proud of introducing into
its gay scenes, & creaturs so beautiful. Admired
for her great personal attractions, and courted for
ber wealth, Juliet soon found herself the centre of
attraction to a Jarge circle of friends. But, oh! how
vapid and tasteless to the young lover of nature,were
the artificial manners and unmeaning flatteries of
the world. The voice of love breathed into her ears
by intereated admirers, shocked and disgusted ber
simple taste, and made her thoughts turn continu-
ally W the one sdered object; he whase candid
and hoaest bearing, had won her heart; whose
spirit bad been poured forth at the same shrine;
whose soul had drank inspiration from the same sa-
cred fount; and whose sympathies and foelings
were in porfect unison with her own.  How could
she forget him, whilst mingling in scenes 50 uncon-
genial to her own pursuits 2 Was'he not brought
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every hour nearer 1o her thoughts ? Was she not
constantly drawing contrasts between him, and the

worldly beings by whom she was surrounded 1 Did

not his touching voice thrill more musically in her

mental ear, when the affected, ostentatious topes, of
the votary of fashion and pleasure, fried to attract
her attention, by a display of his knowledge and

breeding 1 There was & want of reality in all she

heard and saw, that struck painfully upon her heart ;
and, after the first novelty of the scene had gone off,

she began to pine for the country. Her step became
less elasticj her cheek grew yet paler; and the

anxious father began to fear for the health of
his child.

I am sick of this crowded place—of these arti~
ficial people,” she said. 1 shall die here. Let
me return to the country.”  Frightened at the al+
teration in her appearance, the Captain promised to
grant her request. Her aunt gave a large party the
night before they were to leave town ; and Juliet, to
please her kind relation, exerted herself to the ute
most to appear in good spirits.

“ There has been a shocking murder dohmitted
in your neighbourhood, Miss Whitmore,” sajd the
gentleman with whom she had been dancing, as he
led her o a seat. ‘‘ Have you seen the papers 17

¢ No,” said Juliet carelessly. “1 seldom read
these accounts, they are so shocking ; and we read
them too much as matters of mers amusement,
without reflecting sufficiently upon the awful gyilt
which they involve.” )

“This is & very dreadful business, indeed,” said
her companion. * Perbaps you may know some-
thing of the parties !”

 Not very likely,” relurned Juliet. * We lead
such a secluded life at the Lodge, that we are
strangers to most of the families in the neighbor-
hood.”

¢ You have heard of the eccentric tiser, Mark
Hurdlestone 7 )

“ Who has not 1 said Juliet, starting, and turn~
ing pale. “ Surely he has not been murdered

¢ Yes—and by his own son.”

* His son 1—Oh, not his son ! His nephew, you
mean 1"

‘ His son—Anthony Hurdlestone.
his vast wealth.”

He spoke to a cold ear—Juliet had fainted.

How did that dreadful night pass over the hap-
less maiden? It did pass, however; and on the
morrow she was far on her journey home.

“Y never lhougbt he could be guilty of a erime
like this,” said the Captain, to his sister, as she sat
opposite to him in his travelling carriage. His arm
encircled the slender waist of his daughter, her
P‘b cheek rested upon his bosom. But no hll‘
lingered in the long, dark, drooping eyclashes. Ju-
Lint was stunned—but she bad not wept.

“He is not guilty ! she cried in & pu-iauu

The heir of
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tom, L Imow and feel, that that dreadful Godfrey
is the murderer. Remember Mary Mathews. How
strong was the circumstantial evidence against him.
Yet he was innocent—innocent! Poor Anthony.”

The Captain, who now felt the most tender sym-
pathy (or the state of mind into which this aflicting
news had thrown his child, was willing to loothe, if
possible, her grief,

1( he is lnnocent it will be prqyed upon the
trial.  We wijll hape for the Vest.”

“ gt will be proved'?” said Juliet, sitting upriwht 1

and logking ber father earnestly in -the face. “J
am so confident of his i innocence, that I camnot shed
one single tear.  Ah ! we_are drywing near home,”
she said with a sigh ; ¢ dear hame, Why did 1
lenve it? Tbere is something pure avd.holy jn. the
very air of home. Sce, pagas. there is.the church
spire, peepmg Gon; amang the. treca'\—l-he dear
cl(n-trees “e shall haye, time to think here—to |’
hope—tq prey. | But who is, that woman lying slong
the bank?  She is ill, ¢ of ¢ dead.” -

@ ;‘ Perp&pl she js mtaxmated,” uwl Mus Dw

gt Yes-—xt iv 'Malhews 1 said Juliets
¢ Gootf héaiens" what ﬁrmvsykte; here 17

% No édoa yog may be sure,” saui the Cp 19

"‘"Oh a“stqp the currfage, dear Papa, and let us
speak ‘her ; bhe may know somethiug of the mur-
det’ (A

% You are right, Juilet.  Let us ask her 3 few
questxons " They both got out of the coach’ and
hurned lo the spot, where Mary, overcome with fa-
tigue and fever, lay by the road side, no longer alive
to, her owy danger, Qr conscious of aurroundmg ob-
ec(s She waa ut ipto the carriage, greall}' to the
mdl"natmn o Miss Dprolhy, and conveyed to the
Lodge
Juliet, in the interest she felt in the poor sufferer, far
a while forgot her own  poignant’ grief. On en-
tering the Parlor she found Frederjck "Vllde rnvg in

close conve;!alwn with her father, anh from him |
they learned a circumstantial detaif ‘of the fh;al '

tnnlact’xon .

%'Aid do' you 'think, “Mr. Wlldegrave, t‘mt he
committed the murder 17 asred the anxious Juheg

# Aias ! “my dear young lady, I kgow not what
to think.”

¢ Have you seen him since his lmpmonmen{ 1

¢ ] have nof. Many dorrows have conﬁnea’ me
to home. This business has had a utrong “effect]
upen the weak nerves of my poor sistér.” She is, 1
fear, dymg, and she expressed 80 strong a desire’ to
see you nnce tnore, Miss Whltmore, that | hope you
will not’ deny her urgent request.” "

¢ Jullet is}in il health,”’ said her father.
cou‘d be excused thu trymg acéne, it woul’d"'bé
better for er 1+ -

“ Poor, pretly Clarissa ! And she’ i M=f¢ d'y- "

ing ™ said Jalict, bpeaking uheonscidusly’ aloud.
70

‘acquunted with Anthony’s attachment tp her, and

A medical atténdant was called in,, nnd'

T Tt shie "

3]
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“ Thn dmd('ul busmeu has hlled her—and uhg
wishes to see me 7 Yes, I will go.”

“My child, you know not what you are aboul ;q .
undertake,”” said the old maa, rising, It may. be
the death of you.” .

¢ Dear papa, I am stronger than you think. I
have borne & worse sorrow.  You must let ;e go.” ;

ell, please yourself, “Julee 5 but 1 fear, Mr: i_"
w nldegrave, that she will sink under the shock.”

Frederick, however, was anxious thgt his mter
should e gratified; and he conuqued lo urge lhg
request until the Captam 31'315134 tohu eqtreguca.
Beforé she set out upon her mEJancholy visit, Juiet
stropgly recommended the ungopseions Mary MGF .
thews to the care of aunt Dorothy— ﬂmeﬁkusmg\mg
father, and begging him not to be Wnrsj upon.hox
accquq\, she acu;p!ed Mr. Wildegrave’s escort 49
Ash;on iy RSy

" During theirj Journey she found that Freder;dg way,

<%

]

i

Yhe tender and generous sympathy that he. expresged, ;.
for the unhappy young man won from his fair cog-
panion her copfidence and friendship. He was the, .
only being whom, sha had ever met, to whom she
could speak of Anlhony withoyt reserve, and he
| behaved to her like a brother iu the dark hour 0(

 her daubt and agony, .

The night was far advanced when they amved nL
Mllbank Clarissa was sleeping, and the physiciag.
thouvht it better that she should not be disturbed. .
The room allotted to Miss W lutmore s use wag the
one which had been occupied by Anlhany. Every ..
thing served to remind her of its Jate tenant, i 514; e
books—his papers -—hxa ﬂute, wete therg HQ} [

portlolio, containing the litde, pogms, he sp, wuch,

dmired, was lying upop | the tgb‘le, and within it a
Uunch of ﬂuwera—of mld g?wéu—wl\xch she bgq‘ \
gathered for him upon the heath,, near his uncle’s.
purk, , But what, paper is that nllached to the fade
nosew‘l It js acopy of verses. She knwabp,:

hand -writing, and tremb)es as she reads -

¢ Y¢ are withered, ' sweet buds;~but Love’s hml
: ' 'can pouftray

On memotry’s tablets, each beautiful hue ; - -

And reeal to my bosom' the long happy day,
" Whien - she giithersd yu, frenh sprinkled bnr

' with dew.”

Ah ! ‘hever did gerland so lcvely appear,

* Forher-warm lip bind bresthcd on nch dehcute ‘

T QO'W’ <.
+ And the pedrt on‘eacir hnf was !ess bnght thm o
x u”.‘ear, i sy oA
'Phht glumad m hef eye-, in that ram‘:rms‘ )
« Yo ate wlmzered, Mae& hu(h i} butin gmnpgy ,u ®
: . bloom; . |
Npr can nl.tures stérn eé t f%n 3
% el i¢ xg,ur lqu) 1683



é%b THE MISER 'AND His SON.

Ys qre fadeless and rich, in undying perfume,
And your sweetness, like Truth, shall unaltered
remain.
When this fond beating heart shall be cold in
the grave,
Oh! mock not my bier with fame’s glittering
wreath 3
. But bid round my temples these withered buds
wave—
In life fondly cherished, and treasured in dcath.”’

* And had he really kept these withered flowers for
hersake't  How did her soul flow up into her eyes,
to descend upon those faded blossoms in floods of
tears, as she sadly pressed them to her lips and
heart.  And then came the dreadful thought: * He,
whom you thus passionately love, is a munierer—
the murderer of his father ! The hand that penned
those tender lines had been stained with blood'!
Shuddering, she left the nosegay fall from her
grasp.  She turned, and met the mild, beaatiful
eyes of his mother. The lifeless pietare seemed to
reproach her for daring to entertain such unworthy
thoughts of her son, and she murmured, for the
hundredth time since she had heard the tale of
horror : “ No, no! 1 cannot believe him guilty.”
~ She undressed and went to her bed—the bed in
which he had so lately slept—in which he had
passed so many wakeful hours in thinking of her,
fn forming bright schemes of future happmeas, and
triumphing in idea over the seeming impossibilities
of his untoward destiny. His spirit seemed to
hover around her ; and, in dreams, she once more
wandered with him through forest paths, eloquent
with the song of birds, and bright with spring and
sunshine. Oh, Love ! how strong is thy faith—how
confiding is thy trust. ‘The world in vain frowns
upon the object of thy devotion. Calumny may
blacken, and circumstances may condemn—but
thou, in thy blind simplicity, still clingest, through
storm and shine, to the imaginary perfections of
thy idol.  To believe in the innocence of Anthony
Hurdlestone, was to hope against hope ; yet Juliet
firmly, confidingly, and religiously, believed him
guiltless. Oh! who might not envy her this love
and faith.

The robin red breast, from his fading bower of
hawthorns, warbled in the early dawn of the cold,
bright autumnal day. The first rays of the sun
gilded the gay changing leaves of the vine that
clustered about the windows, with hues of the
richest dye ; and the large bunches of grapes, peep-
ing from beneath their screen of leaves, looked
more temptingly ripe, bathed in dew, and brightened
by the morning beam. A slight rap at the door of
her chamber dispelled Juliet’s slumbers. She has-
tily rose, a8 Ruth Chandler entered the room.

“# s any thing wrong, Ruth 7>
My mistress is awake, and wishes to see you

the morn,” said Ruth, bursting into tears ;  an’ it’s

the last morn I think, that she’ll ever see on earth.
She’s in no pain, she says, but her face is so pale, and
her eyes do not look like the eyes of the living.
Alas! alas! what will we do when she’s gone, the
sweet young creature 1’

And poor Ruth wept aloud, with her face to the
wall. Juliet hastened on her clothes, and, with a
full beart, followed the good woman to the chamber
of the invalid.

She found Clary supported by pillows, sitting up
in the bed. Cold as it was, her casement was open
to admit the full beams of the rising sun ; and the
arms of the dying girl were extended towards it, and
her eyes lighted up with an expression of angelic
beauty and intense admiration. Her brother was
seated by her bedside, his head bowed on her pillow,
while ever and anon a deep sob burst from his full
labouring heart. He had watched there through
the long night—had watched and prayed while the
dear ope slept her last earthly sleep, and he felt that
the spirit had only roused itself to look once more
upon the lovely creation of God, before it plumed
its bright wing for its final flight.

¢ Sun—beautiful sun! I shall eee thee no
more,” said the child. “ Thou glorious emblem of
the power and love of God! But I go to Him who
is the Sun of the universe, the light and life of the
souls There is joy in my heart—deep joy—joy
which no martal tongue can express, for the happi-
ness I feel is nol of the world. The fresh breeze of
the morn fans my cheek. Tomorrow, it will sigh
over my grave. The earth returns to the earth—the
spirit to the God who gaveit. Weep not, dear
brother. For this hour I was born ; for this hour |
came into the world ; and you should rejoice and be
exceeding glad, that | have so soon obtained my
passport to the skies.”

“Ah! my sister, what will life be to me when
you are gonel You are the last kindred tie-that
binds me to earth.”

* There will be another strong tie fo draw thee
towards Heaven, Frederick. Our spirits will not be
divided. 1 shall still live in thy memory—still visit
thee in dreams.  Your love for me will wax stronger,
for it will never know diminution or decay. If you
love me, my brother, weep not for me.”

She paused for a few minutes, and folded her poor
wasted hands together, whilst a serene smile passed
over her wan features, lighting them with a holy
Jjoy.

“I had a dream, Frederick—a beautiful dream.
If I have strength, I will try and tell it to you, I
thought much of death last night, and my soul
shrunk within me—for I felt that he was near. I
used not to fear death, whilst my heart was free
from earthly love.- But now he seemed to wear a

harsh and terrific aspect.  But I prayed to God to
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give me strength, for the blessed Saviour to guide
me in safety through the dark valley. Deep sleep
fell upon me, and the pains that had racked me for
the last week left me. I felt & tranquillity of rest,
such as I seldom have been permitted to enjoy.
Methought I stood in a narrow strait, between two
immense mountains, whose tops were hid in the
skies; their bare, rocky sides, forming a gigantic
wall, which enclosed me on the right hand and on
the left. The place was lighted by a dim twilight,
which seemed to flow through an enormous black
arch, which terminated the strange scene—an
arch, high and deep enough to have supported the
key stones of the world. 1 felt like an atom in that
vast place. My own existence appeared absorbed
in the immensity of its proportions. Still, as 1
zazed in wildered awe upon that great gateway of
living stone, a figure became embodied in the durk-
ness. It grew—it brightened. Its flowing robes
were dazaling white, and shed a sort of glorious
moonshine all around. Oh! the beauty—the sur-
passing beauty of that heavenly vision! Tt filled
my whole soul with light. But the face—the face—
how can I describe it 7 1 could only gaze upon it,
and admire its increasing beauty. ¢ Child of earth 1
it eaid, in tones that awoke echoes of soft music
from those eternal rocks : ¢ Am I 50 hideous that
men should shrink from me with cowardly fear, and
regard me as their worst enemy ¥’ ¢ Oh 1’ {ex
elaimed, in an ecstacy of delight, *your face is
Mke the Angels of the Lord, and I fee) more joy i
your presence than ever I experienced upon darth.’
€1 am Death ¥ he said, holding out his shising hand.
* Death, the friend of man, the conqueror of pain !
1 hold in my hand the keys of the unknown world.
1 am the bright spirit, who heralds the good into
the presence of their Ged.” Me took my cut-
stretched hands, and drew me forward, and I lookéd
beyond the black urchway, into the far space. Oh !
that glorious land. Those rivers of delight—<those
trees and flowers, and warbled songs. That para-
dise of living praise ! My soul still struggles with
the bonds of earth, ere Ican realize that glorious
scene. I long, my brother, to break these bonds
asunder—to pass the dark archway, and to tread
that heavenly shore.”

¢ Happy Clary,” said Juliet, softly approaching
the bed.  Dear, blessed girl, who would wish to
detain thee in this cold, wiserable world, when
Heaven offers thee a brighter home 2"

« You are come lo see your poor friend, dear
Juliet,” said Clary, twining her thin arms about her
neck.  The sight of you recals me to earth, filling
my mind with sad thoughts and dark foreboding..
Brother,” she said, turning to Frederick, ¢ leavs us
awhile ; I must speak with Juliet Whitmore a few
minutes alone,”

For some seconds the two young creatures wept
in each other's arms.  Clary was the first to speak.
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““The thoughts of Heaven are full of rapture,”
she said; “the recollections of ‘earth, fuft  of
anguish and tears. It is not for mysell l_weep It
is for the living I mourn—for the friends whom 1
leave behind.  For me, I have lived long enough.
It is better for me to go. Juliet, I am dying ; will
you kiss my brow, and tell me, in the simplicity of
truth, that you forgive your poor friend for having
dared to love one who loved you, and who was by
you beloved again ?”

““And was poor Anthony dear to your gentle
heart, Clary 2" said Juliet, stooping down, and
kissing fervently the cold, damp brow of the dying
girl. “ Oh ! dearer—far dearer are you to me, for
having shared to its full extent all the deep S0rrowW
thet weighs down this aching heart.”

“ My love, Juliet, had nought of sorrow: it was
full of hope and joy—of blissful dreams, and visions
of promised happiness. The storm came down
upon my smiling morn of bliss, and the strings of
life parted in the conflict, You know he stands
accused of a great crime. Do you believe’ hilﬁ
guilty 2

““ Do you believe yon orb of fire a cold unmeanmg
globe of ice 7 said Juliet, pointing to the sun.
“ When I can beljeve that, I will suspect the man

fin whom I trusted—the man whom 1 fondly loved,—
an unnatural parricide !

“ Then you, and you elone, Juliet, are worthy of
his love; and he loves you—oh ! so truly—so well,
I know and feel that he is innocent ; & voice from
Heaven tells me so; and you and Anthony will
meet again.”

¢ ln Heaven !” said Juliet, weeping.

““On earth,” returned Clary, in feebler aecenu
““When you see each other, Juliet, tell him that
Clary loved him, and prayed for him 10 the last. That
dying, she blessed him, and helieved him innocent.
To you, Juliet, I leave my harp, the friend and
companion of my lonely childhood. When you play
the sweet airs I loved so well, think with kindness of
me. When you wander by murmuring brooks, and
through flowery paths, listening to the song of birds,
the music of forest shades, and flowing streams, re-
member me. Ah! I have loved the bright and beauti-
ful of this glorious earth, and I have my wish to pass
hence, with sunshine about my bed ; and the music
of Nsture’s wild minstrels in my ears. Sun of
earth, farewell ! Friends of earth, we shall meet
again! See, Heaven opens! It’s one eternal day
streams in upon my soul.

% ¢ Happy spirit, welcoms in ;
Hark ! the songs of Seraphim
Hail thy presence at the throne—
Earth is lost, and Heaven is won !
Enter in.> »

The voice died away in faint low murmurings.
The eye lost the living fire that Lad kindled it into
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‘unearthly brightness. The prophetic lip paled to
marble, quivered a moment, and was still for ever:
The spirit of Clary had passed the dark gateway of]|
death, and was already the new born of the skies.

““Is she dead ? My sister! ah, my sister |’ ex-
claimed Frederick, bursting into the room, and fling-
ing himself upon the bed beside her.

¢ She lives in Heaven !” said Juliet. Oh, how 1
envy her this blessed change.”

“ Aye ! ’tis a sin to weep—but griel will have its
way. Oh, sister, dear sister, why did you leave me
alone, the last of an unfortunate family—the
-sole survivor of my race 1 You were not used to e
selfish, Clary. Oh, give me a share of your lonely
bed.”

And thus sorrow poured forth its querulous wail-
ings, into the cold ear of death. But the storm

- which bereaves us of our best hopes passes over ;
first the whirlwind, the thunder and the shower,
desolating the harvest of expected joys. But the
fun bursts forth again. Hope blossoms afresh in
its beams ; end the heart of man awakes to form
new schemes of future enjoyment.

CIAPTER XXI,

¢ And hgst thou sought me in this dreary cell,

This dark sbode of guilt and misery,

To win my saddencd spirit back to earth,

With words of blessed import 2 Have we met,

For the last time, in such a loathed spot,

To part for ever 1’

THE Assizes were rapidly approaching. Conscious
of his innocence, Anthony looked forward to his
trial with firmness and composure. There never
was a grealer mass of circumstantial evidence,
brought against one person than in his memorable
case. Grenard Pike, the principal witness, deposed :

“ That on the evening of the tenth of October,
between the hours of eizht and nine, he and the
Miser were seated at the table, counting money
into a box. He saw a tall figure pass the window.
Mr. Hurdlestone called out ¢ Grenard! did you
see that man 7’ and he, the witness, answered ‘yes,
it is your son.> The Miser replied in some alarm :
¢ He again! what can he want tonight with me 2’
The next instant, a pistol was fired through the
casement. The ball passed through Mr. Hurdle-
stone’s shoulder ; another ball, which instantly fol-
lowed, grazed his left temple. He fell upon the
floor, exclaiming : ¢ my son, my cruel son ! Grenard,
look to the money ; he has murdered me !*

“ Witness looked up, and saw the murderer by
the light of the moon, standing at the window.
He could swear to the person of Anthony Hurdle-
stone.  Thinking his own life in danger, he made
his escape into a back room, and got out of the
window. He ran as fast as he could to the village,

to give the alarm; and procure a surgeon. When!
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he returned, he found the prisoner leaning, appa-
rently eonscience-stricken over the corpse. He
offered no resistance when they secured him.”

He then related Anthony’s previous visits to the
cottage. The manner in which he had threstened
his father ; and the trick the Miser had played off
upon him, the circumstanees of which had been
faithfully repeated to him by Mr. Hurdlestone.

During Pike’s evidence, the prisoner was greatly
agitated, and he was observed to lean heavily upon
the dock for support.- But when his cousin Godfrey,
in conjunction with William Mathews, appeared to
add their testimony against him, his fortitude en-
tirely forsook him, and murmuring forth in broken
accents, ““Thisis too much,—oh God!—this is
too much—I have not deserved this!” he sunk
down in a fit, and it was some time before the me-
dical men present could restore him to conscious-
ness.

Godfrey’s evidence against the prisoner was most
conclusive. He minutely detailed Anthony’s agony
of mind, on his return from the coitage ; his im-
plied threats abaut the Miser, when he discovered
the cheat ; the intense anxicty he expressed to be
able to make up the money he had appropriated,
belonging to Mr. Wildegrave ; and the resolution he
had announced of visiting his father, the next even-
ing. That that visit took place at the very time
that the murder must have been committed.

The statements made by William Mathews cor-
roborated all this. He related his accidental meet-
ing with Mr, Anthony Hurdlestone on his way to
the Miser’s cottage; the conversation that hag
passed between them; and the important fact of
the prisoner’s having upon his person loaded pistols—
a circumstance that, knowing his peaceable habits,
astonished him at the time.

Long before Mathews had concluded his evidence,
not a doubt remained upon the minds of the Jjury,
that Anthony Hurdlestone was the perpetrator op
the dread(ul deed. Even Captain Whitmore,who had
greatly interested himself in the prisoner’s behalf,
believed him guilty. Still, one witness remained un-
heard, and Anthony still clung to hope 5 still fond-
ly anticipated, that the evidence of Frederick Wilde-
grave would go far fo save him. Alas ! how great
was his disappointment, when the circumstances
related by his friend, were more conclusive of his
guilt—although they awoke feelings of compas-
sion amongst many in the erowd—than anything
which had yet been heard against him. His own
letter too, which was read in court, alone wouyld
have condemned him. It ran thus :—

My pear FREDERICK,—I have florfeited your
good opinion by omitting to send you the money
you left in my keeping. 1 have [orfcited my own.
How shall T find words to tell you the dreadful fact,
that the money is no longer in my possession ?
That in a moment of excitement, I gave the depo-
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sit entrusted (o my care, to-another.  Yet listen to
me for a few painful momente, before you condemn
me. My cousin Godfrey came to me in great dis-
tress. He implored me {o save him from ruin, by
obtaining the loan of four hundred pounds, which
he faith{ully promiscd to restore by the next evening.
Hurried away by my (eelings, I imprudently grant-
ed his request, and zave him the money you lefl
withme. Do not wholly despise me.  He looked
80 like my uncle, that 1 could not deny him. The
moroping brought your letter—your dreadful letter.
You ask for the money—TI have it not to give-—my
sin has found me out. A thiefl—a swindler ! Can
it be possible that [ have incurred such fright(ul
guilt.

Night.—I have seen Godfrey. Ile has failed
me—betrayed me. What shaliTdo? T must go
to my father, Perhaps he will pity my distress. My
heart is torn with distracting doubts.  Oh, that I
could pour into some faithful ear, my torturing si-
tuation. Clary is ili—and lefl ta myself, T am lost.

Midnight,—1 have seen my father. What a meet-
ing. My brain aches while I try to recal it. At
first he insulted my ngony—taunted me with my
misfortunes, and finally maddened me. T cannot
describe to you what passed.  Wound up to a pitch
of fury, I threatened to obtain the money by vio-
lence, if he did not write an order upon his banker,
for the sum required. Cowering wilh fear, he com-
plied—and I—1, in the fulness of my heart, implor-
ed his pardon for the violence I had used, and bless-
ed him.  Yes, blessed him, who only a few minutes
before had spurned me from his feet: who mocked at
my calamity and cursed me in the savage malcvo-
lence of his heart. Some feeling of remorse appearcd
to touch his cruel breast ; as I left the house, he
called after me : “ Anthony, Anthony ! Tomorrow
night I will do you justice.” T will go to him no
more. 1 feel that we have parted forever.

Thursday evening.—1 have read your brief letter.
You suspect me, and I yet live-—I forgive you Fre-
derick. But can you think so hardly of your friend !
Alas ! 1 deserve it. You are ignorant of the dreadful
circumstances, or you would fly to save me from
myself. The old man has deceived me, Has jested
with my agony. I could curse him—but I have not
done s0. Tonight we shall have a (earful reckoning.
Yes, tonight, he will be compelled 1o do me justice.
Godlrey has been with me. He diecovered the bru-
tal trick which that unnaturul wretch, who calls
himsell my father. had played me, and he laughed !
How could he laugh at such an instance of infernal
depravity 3 Godlrey should have been this man’s
son—in some things they resemble each other. Yes,
he laughed at the trick.  Is the idea of goodness
exieting in the human heart, a mere dream 7 Are
men all devils,only some have more tact to conceal
their origin than others 7 I begin to suspect mysclf,
and all mankind ; I will go once more to that hard~
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hearted man 5 and il he refuses to grant my request,
I will die at his feet. Last night 1 attempted sui-
cide, but my good angel prevailed.  Tonight is my
hour, and the power of darkness. Will he feel
think you, no touch of remorse to see his neglected
son—lost—Dbleeding—dying, at his feet.

Ah'! that you were near me, to save me. An un-
seen power seems hurrying,drawing me to perdition.
The voice of a friend would dissolve the charm, and
sct the prisoner of passion free. The clock strikes
eight, I must go. Farewell, my friend, my brother,
Forgive and pity the unfortunate

ANTHONY M. HURDLESTONE,
October 10th, 18—.

11e went—and the old man was found murdered.
What more natural than such a consequence, after
penning such a letter 7 The spectaiors looked from
one to the other. On every brow resteda cloud—
every head was nodded in token of agreement.
Every one present but FrederickWildegrave believed
bim guilty. Had he nothing 10 say in his own de-
fence 7 He arose—every eye was fixed upon him.
Men held their breath, wondering what sort of de-
fence could issue from the lips of the parricide.
Ilis youth—his gentlemanly bearing—his sad ex-
pressive countenance, his thoughtful, mild eye, and
high benevolent brow, excited admiration and sur-
prise.  Could this be the murderer 1

He spoke. The clear, rich, mellow,unimpassion-
ed tones, rolled over that mass of human heads,
penetrating every heart, and reaching every ear.

¢My Lord.and you Gentlemen of the Jury—Irise -
not with the idea of saving my life by an avowal
of my innocence, but merely to state the simple
fact that I am not guilty of the crime laid to my
charge, and to leuve the rest with God, who is
able L0 save me in a moment like this, if it seems
right in his eyes. The evideuce which has been
brought against me is true. The circumstances
which have been recorded really occurred.  The let-
ter just read,was penned by this right hand. Yet, in
the face of this overwhelming evidence, I declare
myself innocent. I know netin what manner my
unhappy father came by his death. I am as igno-
rant as you are of the hand that dealt the blow. 1
sought his presence with the dreadful determination
of committing murder. But the crime was ugainsy
mysell. For this 1 descrve punishment—for this [
am content to die. To this charge, made by myself,
1 plead guilty.  Of his death, I call God, who is my
only witness, to prove me innocent. I look around
me—in every face I sce doubt and doom, [ stand
here, a mark and a fcorn to the whole world. But
though all unite in my condemnation, I will fear-
lesely proclaim my innocence. I am neither & par-
ricide nor a murderer—and I now await my sen-
tence with the calmncss and fortitude which inno-

cence alone can give.”
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He sat dowa amidst suppressed murmurs of dis-
approbation.

“ What a hypocrite !’ muttered some, as the jury
left the court to consult together upon the verdict.

““ Do you observe the striking likeness,” whis-
pered a man amongst the crowd, to his neighbor,
‘“between the prisoner at the bar and his cousin,the
second wilness against him. God! but it is a fear-
ful resemblance. I would not be so like the mur-
derer for worlds. *Tis the same face.”

¢ Perhaps,” said his comrade, ‘ they are partners
in guilt. I have my doubts. But ’tis unlawful to
condemn any man.”

‘““He's a bad fellow by his own account,” said
the other. “It was him who first led the prisoner
to commit the theft. 1 think one of them deserves
death as much as the other.”

¢ Whisht man, yon handsome rogue is the Miser’s
heir.”

“ Humph !” said the firat speaker, *“ I wish 1 was
on the jury.”

“ Here they come. There is death in their very
looks, Hark ! he is found guity.”

The Judge rose—a deathlike stillness pervaded the
court, during his long and impressive address to the
the prisoner. The sentence of death was pro-|
nounced, and Anthony Marcus Hurdlestone was
ordered for execution oo the following Monday.

Anthony received his sentence with calmness and
resignation ; he even felt grateful to God, that the
dreadful uncertainty was at an end——that he knew
his fate, and was anxious to meet it with Christian
fortitude.

¢ This dread(ul day is at length over ¥ he said,
as he flung himself upon his pallet of straw, in the
condemned cell, on the evening of that memorable
day. < Thank God ! it is over. I know the worst,
and nothing now remains to hope or fear. A few
brief hours, and this weary world will be a dream of
the past. I shall awake from my bed of dust, toa
new and a better existence, beyond the power of
temptation—beyond the mightof sin. My God, I
thank thee ! thou hast dealt justly by me. The soul
that sinneth, it must die 5 and grievously have 1
sinned, in seeking to mar thy glorious image, to cast
the life thou gavest lo me, as a worthless boon at
thy feet. I bow my head in the dust and am silent
before thee—shall not the Judge of all the earth do
right.”

His meditations were interrupted by the entrance
of the Chaplain of the jail, a venerable Christian
man, who, present at the trial, had (elt a deep inter-
est in the prisoner, and who now sought him, to try
and awaken him to a full sense of his awful situation.

¢« My son,” he said, laying his hand upon Ap-
thony’s shoulder, “how is it with you this night 1
What is God saying to your soul 1”

« All is well,” replied Anthony: * He is tpeukmz
to me, words of peace and comfort.”

- “Your fellow men have condemned you, and
surely you are guilty.”

“ God has not condemned me,” replied Anthony
solemnly, ““ and by the light of His glorious coun=
tenance, which now shines upon me, shedding joy-
and peace into my heart, 1 am innocent.”

“Ah ! that I could believe you.”

*“ Though it has seemed right, in the eyes of the
all wise Judge of the Universe, to condemn me,
before an earthly bar,” said the prisoner, | feel
assured that a way will be opened up hereafter to
declare my innocenee.”’

“ Will that profit you aught, my son, when youw
are dust 1

“¢ It will rescue my name from infamy, and give
me a mournful interest in the memory of my

friends.”
“Poor lad! this is but a melancholy consola-~

tion,” said the priest. ¢ I would, il I could, believe
you innocent.”’

““What a monster of depravity you must think
me,” said Anthony, *“if you can imagine me guilly,
after what I have just said. Is truth so like false~
hood, that a man of your holy calling and great ex-
perience, cannot discern the difference between
them % Do I look like a guilty man? Do I speak
| like a guilty man, who knows that he must die on
Monday ? If I was the person you takeme for—
should I not be overwhelmed with distress and des-
pair? Would net the thought of death be insup-
portable tome ? Ah! believe one who seeks not to-
live—who is contented to die—when I again
solemnly declare my innocence.” )

I have seen men, who, up to the very hour of
their execution, persisted in the same thing,” re~
turned the priest ; ““ yet after all their so'emn pro-
testations, owned at the last moment that their sen-
tence was just, that they merited their death.”

“ And I too have merited death,” said Aunthony,
¢ and though men have pronounced an unjust sen-
tence, yet God is just.” The priest started, though
only a few minutes before he had considered him
guily, yetit produced a painful revulsion in his
mind, to hear him declare it.

¢ Is sell-destruction murder 1’ again asked the
prisoner.

“ Aye, of the worst kind. For deep ingratitude
to God, and contempt of his majesty, are fearfully
involved in this daring outrage.”

“Then my senlence is just,” sighed Anthony ;
“1 never raised my hand against my (ather’s life,
but I raised it against my own. God has punished
mefor this premeditated guilt ; and I yield myself
into his hands, confident that his arm is stretched
over his repentant creature for good—that He will
do me justice, whether 1 die upon the scaffold, or
end my days upon a peaceful bed. 1 can now Jay
my band upon my heart and say: His will be
done.”

B W
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For about an hour the good elergymsn continued
reading and praying with the prisoner, and before
he left him that evening, he was in his own mind
convinced of his innacence. Sadly and solemaly
the hours drew on that brought the morn of his ex-
ecution with death-bed clearness face to face. He
had joined in the solemn duties of the Sabbath. It
was to him a day of peaceful rest, a foretaste of the
quiet solemnity of the grave. In the evening, he
was visited by Frederick Wildegrave, who had been
too ill after the trial to leave his bed before. He
was pale and wasted with sorrow and disease 3 and
looked more like a man going to meet death, than
the criminal he came to cheer with his presence.

“My friend and kinsman !’ said Frederick,seating
himse!l beside him. ¢ My heart bleeds to meet
you thus. I have been sick. My spirit is broken
with sorrow, or we should have met sooner.”

« You do indeed look ill,” replied Anthony,exam-
ining the altered face of his friend, with painful cu-
riosity ; “and I much fear that I have been the eause
of this change. Tell me, Frederick, and tell me
truly—do you believe me guilty 1

1 have never for a moment, Anthony, entertained
a thought to that effect. Although the whole world
should pronounce you guilty, I would stake iy sal-
vation on your innocence.”

« God bless you ! my friend—my true, faithful,
noble-hearted friend I’ said Anthony, flinging him-
selfupon his breast. “You areright ; I am not the
murderer.”

% Who is 7 said Frederick, darkly.

¢ Anthony answered with a deep sigh !”

« That infernal scoundrel, Mathews 1

¢ Hush— not him.”

¢ Godfrey

«You have said it! Ah, Frederick, had you seen
the livid smile that passed over his lip, at the mo-
ment that I received sentence, you could not doubt
it. The mask fell from my heart. Isaw him in
all his fell depravity. 1 heard not the sentence. I
saw not the multitude of eyes fixed upon me ; I only
saw him—1 only saw his eye looking into my soul,
and laughing at the ruin he had wrought. But
fhink not that be will go unpunished. There is one
who will yet betray him, and prove my innocence.
I mean his hateful accomplice, William Mathews.”

¢ And can nothing be done to transfer the doom
to them 1

¢ We want proof,” said Anthony. ¢ We know
them guilty ; but the world knows them not—would
it believe my evidence—would it not appear like the
wolf aceusing the lamb. Leave them to the enjoy-
ment of their ill-gotten wealth. 1 would not waste
the few hours. I may yet number on earth, in
such vain regrets. How is it with dear Clary?
How has she borne up against this dreadful blow %

Frederick’s sole answer was & mournful glance
at the deep mourning suit in which he was clad.
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Anthony comprehended the full meaning of;that wad
sad lock. *“She is gone,” he said. *“ She, the bewsti~
ful—the innocent—yes, yes, | knew it would kill
her. The idea of my guilt—alas! poor Clary.”::

¢ She never believed you guilty,” said Frederick,
wiping his eyes. ¢ She bade me give you this Jetter,
written with her dying hand, to convince you that
she knew you were innocent. Her faith towards
you was strong as death. Her love for you snapped
the (ragile cords that held her to life. But she is
happy—dear child ; she is better off than those who
now weep her loss. And you, Anthony, you,the idol
of her young heart’s fond idolatry, will reeeive her
first welcome to that glorious country, of which she
is now a bright inhabitant.”

¢ And she died for grief—died because others sus+
pected of guilt, the man she loved. Oh! Clary,
Clary, how unworthy was L of you love. You knew
loved another, yet it did not diminish aught of your
affection for me. Ah! that I had your faith—your
love !’ -

He covered his face with his hands, and: both
were silent for a long long time. The hush of feel-
ing was so deep that either, had he listened, might
have heard the beating of the other’s heart.

 Frederick, we must part,”” said Anthony, at
length raising his head ; *“part for ever.”

1 shall see you again tomorrow,” said his
friend. :

 On the scaffold !”

“ Aye, on the scaffold, your place of martyrdom.”

“This is (riendship indeed,” said Anthony,press-
ing his kinsman’s hand to his heart. * Time may
prove that Anthony Hurdlestone was not uaworthy
of sueh love.” ‘

Frederick Wildegrave burst into tears and left the
solitary cell, and the prisoner was once more left
alone, to commune with bis own thoughts, and
prepare for the awful change that awaited him.

He had shed no tear for the death of Clary,
His spirit, weaned as it was {rom the things of
earth, contemplated with a melancholy pleasure the
event which had placed his sweet young friend be-
yond the reach of human suffering.

¢ Bhe is with the Eternul Present !’ he said.
“ No dark mysterious future can ever more cloud
her soul with its heavy shadow. Tomorrow— gnd
the veil will be rent in twain, and our Tansomed
spirits will behold each other face to face. What js
death? The eclipse for a moment of the syn of
human life ; the shadow of earth passes from before
it, and it shines forth with renewed splendour in
another hemisphere.”

His reverie was interrupted by the entrance of
the jailer, followed by a tall figure, wrapped up in a
thick riding cloak. * The stranger,” he said
“ wished to exchange a few words with the prr:
soner.” o

Anthony arose from his humible Bed, #nd asked,
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in subdued tones,
speaking 2

* To asincere friend, Anthony Hurdlestone—one
who cannot believe you guilty of the dreadful crime
for which you stand condemned.’

The sound of that voice, although months had
passed away rince its musical tones had vibrated on
his ear, thrilled to the soul of the prisoner,

““Good Heavens!” he eried 5 Miss Whit-
more I’ Then sinking at her feet, in an ecstacy of
joy, he seized her hands, and pressing them to his
lips and heart, burst into an agony of tears.

*¢ Anthony !I”” said Juliet, placing her hand upon
the shoulder of the prisoner, as he now sat at her
feet, with his face upturned, and his eyes suf-
fused in tears, gazing tenderly wpon her. ¢ An-
thony  Hurdlestone! T camo here this night to
osk you one simple question. With many tears
1 gained my father’s consent to this unusual step;
with many bitter mental sirugeles I overcame the
feelings of maiden shame and placed myself in this
painful situation, in order to receive fromn your own
lips an answer, which might satisfy the intense
anxiely which weighs down my spirit.  As you
value your own and my eternal peace, I charge you,
Anthony Hurdlestone, to answer me as truly ss if
you stood before the bar of God, and the eye of the
Searcher of Hearts was upon you,—Did you murder
your unhappy father 2

““Noj; as I hope for salvation hereafter, T am as
ignorani as you can be of the perpetrators of the
deed.”

“ Both directly and indirectly 27’ )

“The whole affair is iuvolved in mystery. 1
bave my doubts—my fears. These I dare not at-
tempt to solve, lest I might accuse persons who are,
like me, innocent of the offence. Hear me, Juliet
Wekitmore, whilst I raise my fettered right hand te
Heaven, and swear by that awfy] Judge before whose
dread tribunal I must so shortly appear, that I am
guiltless of the crime for which, at the age of
twenty-one, in the first bloom of youth and man-
hood, I am condemned to die.” ’

There was a slight convulsion of the features, as
he uttered the last words, and his lips quivered for
@ moment. Nature asserted her right over her
Sengient creature, and the thoughts of death awoke
a strange conflict in his bosom, So young—so
highly gifted—so tenderly beloved,—it was indeed
hard to die--to die & death of infamy, amidst the
curses and execrations of an iusulting meb, Oh!
how gladly would he have seen that bitter cup pass
from his lips !

Juliet regarded him with & sad and searching
glance ; bul innocence s strong. He shrunk not
from the encounter. [jjs eyes were raised to hers
in confidence and love, and the glow of conscious
worth irradiated his wan .and wasted featues.
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to whom he had the honour of | What years of sorrow had been compressed into

that short week.

“1 believe you, Anthony—1 believe you to be an
injured man,” said Juliet. ¢ Thank Gud!” she
continued, mournfully folding her hands together.
“Thank God, I have not loved a murderer 173

“ Love 1 repeated the p-isoner, whilst the
deepest ¢rimson flushed his face. s it possible
that Juliet Whitmore ever loved me ? Loved me,
after witnessing that disgracefu! scene in the Park!
Oh! Juliet,—dear, generous Juliet, these blessed
words would make me too happy, were it not for
these bonds.””

“I wronged you, Anthony,——cruelly
you.

wronged
My unfortunate misconception of painful
facts may have been the means of rivetting those
irons upon your limbs. 1 cannot forgive myse!f for
not quesiioning the girl alone upon the subject.”

*“ Appearances were strongly against me,” said
Anthony 5 «“T have been the victim of unfortunate
circumstances.” He bent his head down upon his
fettered “hands, and murmured—*You love me,
Qught not this assurance to atone for all the dreary
past ¥ Alas! at this moment, it comes to rob e of
iy fortitude—to add a bitterness to deuth 1

“ Ob’! that it were in my power to save your
life, beloved Anthony 1* said Juliet, sinking on her
knees beside him, and clasping his fettered hands
within her own. ] have Joved you long and ten-
derly. T <hall see you no more on earth, If my
life could ransom yours, 1 would give it without a
sigh.  Butl will is powerless, Our hands are tied.
We are indeed the creatures of circumstances,
All that now remains for us is to submit—to bow
with fortitude to the mysterious ways of Providence,
and to acknowledge, even in our heart’s deep agony,
that whatever is, is right,” ’

“ Let us pray,” said Anthony, soletinly, holding
up her hands in his—¢ Pray that Gog may give us
strength Lo undergo the trial that awaits us.”

’Mid tears and groans, and struggling sighs, those
unhappy lovers poured out their hearts to God.
They appealed to his love— his mercy. They cried
to him in their strong agony ; and even in that mo~
ment of unutterable woe, they found peace.

 Go, my beloved !” whispered Anthony ; %Y ean
part with you now. We shall soon meet again.”

“To part no more for ever,” murmured Juliet,
struggling with her tears. €I had a message for
you from one who has alrexdy passed the dark
valley ; {rom one who loved you—poor Clary 1

“1 cannot bear it now,” said Anthony. |
shall soon hear a more joyful message from her
gentle lips. Farewell, my Juliet! Live for my
sake. Live to defend my memory from infamy.
Time will dissipate the clouds Which now blacken
my name, and Juliet \Whitmore Will not have cause
10 blush for her unfortunate lover,”?
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One long and last eimbrace—one gush of free and
heartfelt tears—one deep, impassioned kiss, pressed
upon the quivering lips of the beloved,~and An-
thony Hurdlestone was once more alone in the con-
demned cell, with silence and darkness, mute em-
blems of death, brooding around him.

He had beld all this time Clary’s letter uncon-
sciously strained in his hand; and as his thoughts
flowed back to her, he longed irtensely to read it,
The visit of the good priest, who brought with him
a light, afforded him the opportunity he desired. A
strange awe came over him as he unfolded the paper.
The hand that had traced it was no longer on earth.
The spirit that had dictated it was removed to an¢
other sphere. Yet he fancied, as he read tbe paper,
that the soft blue eyes of Clary looked into his soul,
—that her bright golden locks fannéd bis fevered
cheek,—that she was actually before him, and se~
veral times he started and looked up into tlie face of
the Chaplain, before he could dispel the vision.

¢ Anthony—dear Anthony, (she said,)—this will
meet you at a time when sorrow for my death will
be lost in joy, that we shall so soon meet in Heaven.
Fear not, Anthony ! Thathour is far distant. You
will not die! Many years are in store for you.
God is just. You are innocent. Trust in Him—
trust firmly, nothing wavering, and he witl save you.
1 have wept for you—prayed for you; my soul has
been poured forth in tears, but never for one mo-
ment have 1 abused our holy friendship by imagining
you guilty.

¢ Weep not for e, Anthony ! T am happy. You
could not love me, and God has taken me from the
evit to come. Death has no sting. I can welcome
him as a friend !

Why should I dread thee, Death,
Stern friend, in solemn guise 1
One pause of this (rail breath;
And then the skies !

¢« When restored to peace, Lo happiness, and to
Juliet, think kindly of me. Remember how I loved
you—how | delighted in all that delights and en-
chants you., But not in crowded halls would I
have you recal my image. My heart was alone
amidst the dust and rubbish of the gay world. But
in spring, when the earth is bright with flowers,
—when the sun looks down in love upon ereation,—
when the full streams are flowing onward with a
voice of joy,—when the song of birds makes glad
the forest boiwers,—when every blade of grass is
dressed in beauty, and every leal and flower utters
forth a voice, and the unsophisticated, untried heart
of youth breathes forth its ardent aspirations to the
thtone of God,—then, Anthony, think of me. My
spirit will hover round your paths ; my voice will
murmur on the winds, and the recollection of what
I was—of all my faith and love—will be dear to
your heart.

m

m N
“ When these eyes, long dimmed with weéping,
In the silent dust are sleeping ;
When above my lowly bed,
The breeze shall wave the thistle head,
Thou wilt thiok of me, love{

 When the Queen of beams and showers
Comes to dress the eaith with flowers ;
When the days are long and bright,
And the moon shines all the night,
Thou wilt think of me, love !

“ When the tender corn is springing,
And the merry thrush je singing ;
When the swallqws come and go,
On light wings flitting to and fro,
Thou wilt think of me; love!

¢ When ’neath April’s rainbow skies,
Yiolets ope their azure eyes ;
When mossy bank, and verdant mound,
Sweet knots of primroses have crowned, |
Thou wilt think of me, love !

“ When the meadows glitter white,
Like a sheet of silvef light ;
When bluebells gay and cowslips bloom,
Sweet scented briar, and golden broom,
Thou wilt think of ine, love !

¢ Each bud shall be to thee a token,
Of a fond heart reft dnd broken ;
And the motith of joy and gladness;
Shall fill thy soul with holy sadness,
And thou wilt sigh for me, love {

¢ When thou tor’st the woodland bowers,
Tho shalt cull spring’s sweetest flowers,
And shalt strew, with silent weeping,
The lonely bed where [ amn sleeping,
And sadly mourn for me, love 1

And thus ended poor Clary’s letter. Anthony
folded it up carefully, and laid it next his hearts
The hope which she had endesvoured to inspire de-
serted him at that moment. He was resigned to
his fite. He even wished to die. Her simpls
letter had done more to pecontile him to his doom
than the pious lectures of the good priest, and hig
own deep reflections upon the subject; The madness
of all human pursuitss=the vanity and fri'volily of
life,—awoke in his breast sensations of pity and gis-
gust: The blindness of the most enlightened—the
folly of those, most renowned for wisdom—-the
hollowness of its friendship—the selfishness of ifs
love. Was it such a mighty struggle to part with
these? Had not wise and good men tried him 7
Yet had they fiot found him guilty, while the real
criminale would soon be loaded with wealth and
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honour, and received with flattering smiles by the
same beings who had condemned an innocent man
todie? These biter thoughts made him weary of
life, and tended greatly to diminish the natural fear
of death. It was his last night upon earth: Yets
amidst its silent dreary watches, he often wished it
past. A thousand Limes he caught himsel( repeating
that strong line of Dr. Young’s :

“Man receives, not suffers, death’s tremendous
blow.™

But it was not the mere death pang--the separa~
tion of matter and spirit, that he shrank from. It
was the loathed gibbet--the disgusting exhibition—
the public and disgraceful manner of bis death--
that made it so painful.

And he sighed, and prayed God to grant him for-
titude to meet this worst trial, and fell into a deep,
tranquil sleep, from which he did not wake until the
hour of his departure was at hand. _

At an early hour the next morning every avenue
aud street leading to the place of execution was
thronged with human beings, all anxious to behold
an erring fellow-creature suffer the punishment due
to the enormous crime of which he had been found
guilty. The rush of the gathering multitude was
like the roaring of a troubled sea, when the waters
foam and chale, and find no rest from their tumul-
tuous heavings. Intense curiosity was depicted in
every countenance j and each person strained his

neck eagerly forward, to cutchthe last glance of the

abhorred monster—the unnatural parricide.

And there was one among that mass of living
heads, the most esger, the most anxious of all—
this was Godfrey Hurdlestone, who could not believe
his victim secure until he saw him die.

¢ Why, squire,” whispered a ' voiee near _him,
¢ 1 did not expect to see you here. Are you not
satisfied that he is condemned 2 .

¢ No, Mathews,” responded the murderer, 1
must see him die.  Then, and not until then, shalt
1 deem mysell secure.”’

¢ What has becomre of Mary 1" again whispered
Mathews. i

Godfrey’s hardened cheek became livid. ¢ She
was lying speechloss and given over by the physi-
cians at Captain Whitmore’s, damn her ! I have no
doudt that she meant to betray us.”’

¢ wish 1 had put my pistol to her head, when
she deseribed the scene of the murder,” said her
brother. ¢ But here eomes the prisoner. My God !
How well he looks. How bravely he bears up
against his fate! Doesnot the sight of him make
you feel rather queerish 1

¢ To hel with your foolish scruples ! muttered
Godfrey. * His death makes rich men of us.*

The prisoner #ppeared upon the platform, sup-
ported by Frederick Wildesrave and the good cler-
gyman. A breathlees prase succeeded, and he be-

THE MISER AND HIS SON.

came the central point (o which all eyes were di-
tected. His hat was off, and the wind, which was
very boisteraus,blew back from his lofty temples the
thick masses of raven hair which curled profusely
round them, revealing to the speetators his noble
features and pale calm face. The expression of his
countenance was sad, though firm. The dignity of
conscious innocence was there. Every trait of
carthly passion and earthly suffering was gone; and,
as he turned his eyes with a pitying glance on the
gazing crowd, the hisses and groans, with which
*hey had greeted his first appearance, were hushed.
A death-like stillness fell upon that vast assemblage,
aad many a rugged cheek was moistened with tears
of genuine compassion.

Hark! He is about to speak. Isitto confess his
crime? '

In deep clear tones he addressed the multitude :—

“ Fellow-men,—You are assembled here this
morning to see me die. You believe me guilty of a
dreadful erime—the most dreadful crime which a
human ereature can commit—the marder of a
parent I He shuddered, but continued in a firm
voice : * Here, before you all, and in the presence
of Almighty God, 1 declare my ianocence. T neither
committed the murder, nor am I in any manner
acquainted with the perpetrators of the deed. Fare-
well! The God in whom 1 firmly trust will one day
prove the truth of my words. To Him 1 leave the
vindication of my cause. He will clear from my
memory this infamous stain 1*

“ He cannot be guilty ! exclaimed many,
¢ What a hardened wretch,” eried others, ““to take
God’s name in vain, and die with a lie on his lips 1

The prisoner now resigned himsell to the hang-
man’s grasp; but, whilst the fatal noose was ad-
justing, a cry—a wild, loud, startling ery, broke
upon the erowd, rising high into the air, and heard
above a!l other sounds, Again and again it burst
forth, untilit scemed o embody itself into intelli-
gible words: ¢ Stop! stop ! it eried. « Stop the
execution! He is innocent ! he is innocent I””

The crowd caught up the ery—and—¢ He is in-
nocent! stop the execution ! passed from man to
man. A young female was now seen forcing a
passage through the dense mass. The interest be-
came intense. Every one drew eloser to his neigh=~
bour, tg make way (or the unexpected bearer of glad
tidings ; who, arriving within a few yards of the
scaffold, agein called out in shrill tones, which
found an echo in every bosom.

¢ God(rey Hurdlestone and William Mathews
are the real murderers. Iheard them form the plot.
I saw the deed done I

“ Damnation ! we are betrayed I’ muttered God-
frey, as, beckoning to his colleague in crime, they
fled from the séene., All was now uproar and con-
fusion. The Sheriff and his officers, at length suc-
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Al
ccedd in quieting the excitad populace, and in re-
moviug the prisoner once more to his cell.

“ [ trust, my son, that the bitterness of death is
past,” said the good clergyman , who accompanied
him thither. ““The God, in whom you 50 firmly
trusted, has been strong to save’”

¢ And where—where is my preserver ¥ asked
Anthony, wiping the moisture from his eyes, and
glancing around. ¢ It was Mary Mathews, the
unfortunate victim of my cousin’s heartless passion,
who exerted herself to save me.”

¢ She is here,” said Mary, kneeling at his feet;
“here, to bless and thank you, for all your unmer-
ited kindness to a wretch like me. Oh! [ feared I
would never be in time--that all would be over
before my feeble limbs cou'd bring me to the spot.
I have been ill—dreadfully ill. I could not speak
to tell them that you were innocent. But it lay
upon my heart day by day, and it burst into my
brain like fire. But they did not comprehend me—
they only laughed at my ravings. At last, 1 stole
from my bed,when they were all absent, and put on
nay clothes, and hurried out into the blessed air, The
winds of heaven blew upon me, and my reason re-
turned—and God gave me strength, and brought me
hither, in time to rescue you {rom death, Yes, you
are saved. Blessed be God’s name for ever. You
are saved, and by me !’

And here the poor ereature burst jnto a fit of
hysterical weeping, and suffered the clergyman to
lead her from the cell, and place her under the pro-
tection of the jailor’s wife.

CONCLUSION,

Litle now remains of my sad tale to be told.
Godfreyand his'infamaus accomplice, Mathews, were
apprehended, - convicted, and eondemned, and suf-
fered for their crimes on the very spot which had
witnessed the rescue of 'Anthony from a death of
unmerited infamy. -

The sole survivor of @ rich and powerful family,
Anthony left the condemned celt in the county jail,
to take possession of his paternal estates.’ But it
was not on a spot haunted by such melancholy re-
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in death,” and he renounced the world, and devoted
his time and talents, and the immense riches which
heaven had cntrusted to his stewardship, in secking
out scenes of misery, and alieviating the wants and
woes of suffering humanity. In the wise and vir-
tuous Juliet. Whitmore, Anthony found a partner
worthy of his love. One inheart and purpose, their
piety and benevolence rendered them a great blessing
to the poor families in their neighborhood, who never
spoke of the rich squire and his wife, without coup-
ling their names with a blessing.  The rich looked
upon him, as a singular, wayward being, whose ec-
centricities were to be accounted for and forgiven by
the strange circumstances M which ‘he had been
piaced.

Their praise or blame was afike ‘{ndifforent to
Anthony Hurdlestone, who, happy in the power of
being able to do good, went on his way rejoicing,
sceking no reward from men, but laying up treasyres
for himsell in heaven, ¢ where neither moth nor
rast doth corrupt, and where thieves do not break-
through nor steal ;”—for where his treasure wu,
he found his heart was there also,

CURIOUS PLANT,

A very extraordinary and interesting natural cu-
riosity has lately arrived at Windsor Castle, where
it has been placed upon a large pedestal in the grand
vestibule, (leading to the Waterloo Chamber,) te.
which the public are admitted. It:was, we belieye,
sent as a present to the sovereign of this eouniry
from China, and evinces, in a peculiar manner, the
perseverance and ingenuity of the Chinese, who,
during the progress of the growth of plants, have
discovered the means of so transforming or training
their roots, as to make them assume the shape of
various animals. The object referred to is sup.
posed by some to be the root of the large Chi-
nese dog-rose, and by others to be the root of the
vine. It is about three feet in length, and of a pro-
portionate height, and bears a close and extraordie

collections, that the last of the Hurdlestones thought
fit to dwell. The hall passed into the hands of stran-
gers, and, afler remaining two years abroad, he ence

more returned to his native shores, and led to the
altar his betrothed bride—~the beautiful hexress,
Juliet Whitmore,

The young squire’s charact:r had been fully vin-
dicated to the world; and his wealthy neighbors
took every opporturity of courting his acquaintance.

But a change had come over Authony Hurdlestone, |

which the caresses of the great, and the smiles of
fortune, could not remove. He never forgot the sad
lesson which he had learned in S—— Jail, or the
metancholy fate of his nearest and dearest relatives,
He had proved the instability of all earthly pursuits
and enjoyments ; that—* In the midst of life we are

nary resemblance to the shape of a lion, having the
legs and feet, head, tail and body, wiih its sheggy
main most rudely perfect. By what means the Chi-
nese acquire this mode of expasding and shnpmg
the roots of plants is still a mystery, although many
ingenious inquiries and rasearches have heen made
on the subject. This, however, does not appear so
extraordinary as the power some of the Chinese
possess of dwarfing plants, for it is known they will
produce an oak not more than five or six inches jn
height, bearing acorns ; and the same wigy respect
to orange and lemon trees, of the same dwarish
character, also bearing fruit.  Some specimens of
these trees have occasionally been brought to this

country, but none have lived for any length of time.

~ Court Journal.
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T0 HOPE,

“ We are saved by Hope,”—ST. PAUL.
Spirit of the burning eye,
Ruler of our destiny,
Guiding star, whese golden light
Brings our day, or makes it night 3
Hope divine ! thou ’rt PAN alone,
Saviour of the wretch undone.

Living with our primal breath,
Thou attendest us in death;
Seated on Life’s bow, serene,
Spanning Time’s horizon, seep
Brightest and most fair of form,
Smiling through the darkest storm,

Fools, allured by low-born lust,

In a treacherous PAantom trust ;
Ever through life’s wilderness

The receding wave they chace—
Allits promises, a lie ;
Self-deceived, they trust—and die }

Every hope that ’s born of earth,
Hides a canker in its birth ;

All its promised joy and bliss
Bears = fruit of bitterness ;

Oft like autumn’s hectic hue,
Falsest when most fair to view,

But Thou, with the pain and strife
Woven in the web of life,

Rich with future bliss o’erlaid,
Fillest in the golden thread,
(Waft of many a glorious line,)
In that gloomy woof to shine.

And when tempests fiercest rave,
Thou art nearest then to save ;
When life’s dearest ties are torn,
Then thy brightest beams are born ;
Smiling sweetest as the gloom
Freezes round the sullen tomb,

Spirit of the burning eye,

Ruler of our destiny ;

Guiding star, whose golden light

Is ever young and ever bright !

We would trust Thes, goddese, given

To conduct our steps to Heaven.
RusskLr.

JUDGMENTS.

IT is with our judgments as our watches : none go
just alike, yet each believes his own.— Pope.

TO HOPE—THE RIVALS.

THE RIVALS,
Two rivals, young and aged, met
Within the fairy bay,
Where Beauty and her radiant set
Of smiles and glances play ;
The one was Love, so fond and fair,
The other, Gold, the millionaire.
¢ How’s this,” eried Gold,
¢ That Love’s so hold,
A pirate on the coast
Where wealthy 1
Have sovereignty,
As Beauty’s fain to boast 1
Love curled his handsome lip with pride,
Said Gold was base, and basely lied ;
To which quoth Gold, *‘ She can’t endure
The beggar, Love—the boy is poor ”
Friends interposed—the duel stay’d,
Wisely advising, * Try the maid ;°°
So, bending now in Beauty’s bower
Each ply’d her heart with all his power.

Love lit the beacons of his eyes
And Beauty blushed with joy ;
Love uttered burning words and sighs,
Then Beauty kissed the bay ;
““ Ah, Love ! she said, * come weal or woe,
With you alone through life I go.”
The grac ful youth
Believed it truth,
And came forth gay and bold ;
¢ Now, sir, advance,”
With haughty glance
He said to scornful Gold,
Love’s yellow rival bent his knee
To Beauty, with a pedigree,
A casket, carriage, lacqueys tall,
Soiree, and rout, and frequent ball ;
“Oho! dear Gold !” false beauty cried,
" €« Pl jilt fond Love and be your bride.”
Gold tied the knot—Love left the shore.
Now, love and Beauty met no more.

FORCE OF HABIT.

HABIT hath so vast a prevalence over the humas
mind, that there is scarcely anything too strange or
too strong to be asserted of it. The story of the
miser, who, from long accustoming to cheat others,
came at last to cheat himself, and with great de-
light and triumph picked his own pocket of a guinca
to convey to his hoard, is not impossible or im~
probable. In like manner it fares with the prac-
tisers of deceit, who, from having long deceived
their acquaintance, gain at last a power of deceiving
themselves, and acquire that very opinion, however
false, of their own abilities, excellencies, and vir-
tues, into which they have for years, perhaps, en-
deavoured to betray their neighbours.
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A LEGEND OF THE APENNINES.

BY E.

L. C.

Conclusion.— Conlinued from the September Number.

IT was on the evening succeeding that which saw
Annibal Murano a prisoner, in the haods of the ter”
rible Manfredi, that the young heiress of Du Conti
sat, with her old and confidentiz! attendant, on the
very balcony which had been the scene of her in-
terview with the disguised robber. The same twi-
light hues lighted up the sky, and bathed forest and
valley, and far-off hill, in their purple splendours, as
had beguiled the youthful arlist to linger among the
dangerous solitudes of the mountains ; and an air as
soft as that which had lifled the dark hair from his
brow, as he sat there, tracing with enamoured pencil
the image that he loved, now played with refreshing
coolness, on the fair cheek of the Lady Viola, and
wantoned with the rich ringlets that, escaped (rom
the confinement of a golden arrow, lay soft as the
stealing shadows of the deepening twilight on hef
snowy neck. ’

She had sat there since the sun’s last ray sunk
behind the distant mountains, waiching the beautiful
and changeful clouds that lay elong the horizon,
like fairy isles of amathystine splendour, set in a sex
of living gold, and counting the glowing stars, as
they came forth in their beauty, gleaming tremu-
lously through the purple veil with which evening’s
gentle hand shrouded the dszzling szure of the rich
Italian sky. And still she remained there when the
gorgeous sunset had faded from the west, and the
shadows deepened around her, and east their uncer-
tain gloom over the landseape, and the glorious
heaven was radiant with innumerable and ever burn-
ing stars, and the young moon hung her silver cres-
cent over the silent forests, tipping their dark sum-
mits with light, and shedding into their decp and
secret haunts the soft lustre of her pure and tender
beams.

Viola sat with her young cheek pillowed on
her hand, silent and thoughtful; her sweet face
varying with her inward emotions, or stirred inlo
brighter beauty by some oulward sight or sound,
that touched a chord of secret thought or hope,
changeful and lovely as the dimpling surface of a
lake, which answers with smiles to the kiss of the
whispering breeze, or forgets its brightness in the
gloom caught from the passing shadow of a cloud.
At her feet sat her faithful Bianca, humouring her
fits of silence by forbearing to interrupt them ; but,
when addressed, mingling kind counsel and tender
endearment with her speech. Many words of deep

interest had been spoken between them ; for Viola,
though bursting into womanbood, still cherished the
same child-like spirit of love and confidence towards
the kind nurse who had watched and trained her,
with all a mother’s tenderness, as she had done in
the days of her helpless infaney and childhood.

Few thoughts of her young heart had ever been
hidden (rom this kind and fuithful attendant ; but of
late a new interest had awakened within her, and,
scarcely acknowledging it to herselfy she trembled
lest it should be seen by any other eye, though ex-
isting circumstances rendered her now less cautious
in guarding it than she had heretofore been. But
Bianca was too keen-sighted not to have read her
secret, and the suspicion she had long felt, was con-
firmed by the observation of this evening. She
had marked, through the whole of it, her varying
manner—the anxiely, the restlessness, which she
could not control—and she knew of but a single
cause to assign for the change visible in one usu-
ally so cahn and self-subdued.

‘The evening wore on, and Viola still lingered on
the ba'cony. The nightingale was warbling her
delicious song among the jessamine, which wreathed
its fluted columns ; but, apparently, she regarded not
the melody she dearly loved. Her ear was bent
forward to catch more distant sounds, and her eye,
no longer lifted to the glittering heavens, sent its
straining gaze along the winding road that traversed
the distant valley, scanning every moving object
with intense but silent eagerness. At length she
spoke, and in the low aud plaintive tone of despond-
ing hope :

 Murano will not come tonight, now ; and, alas !
I fear for him—"{ear that evil may have been wrought
him—that—but no! Dost thou think”—and her
voice was scarcely audible—* Dost thou think these
fierce banditti would dare to take his life 7

¢ Never, my child! Nor to harm a hair of his
head. They know thy father’s power, and they
dread it, lawless as they are, t0o much to harm one
whom he protects.”

¢ Wherefore, then, is hisvreturn delayed 2 My
father, as thou knowest, has caused a bill of ex-
change for the sum they demanded, to be deposited
in the place named by them, with a written promise
of paying them the gold whenever their prisoner
should be safely restored to him. And yet he
comes not. Whyis it? Were he in life, 1 know
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be would hasten to assure us of his safety.” And
the tears, which had gathered in her eyes, fell fast
snd bright as she spoke.

*“ Tush, child !’ said the privileged attendant ;
“be knows not, perchance, that it is so dear to thee.
Thou art ever (ull of dreams and auguries touching
this youth, and yet nothing ever turns out as thy
foolish heart prophecies.”

““ Heaven grant its fenrs may not now for the first
time prove true!' But if—? ‘

¢ Nay, nay !”? interrupted Bianca; ““fret not
thyseli, my pretly one. Doubtless he is sale, and
hath loitered perchance at Pictro’s coltage, as he
oltimes doth, till to0 late to quit it, now these
marauders ure again abroad. Comfort thee.my bird ;
he will be here, I trow, soon enough to dance with
thec atthy birth-night féte.”

“ And i€ oo, there shall be no fete, 1 promise
thee, Bianca. I would in truth, though he
came this hour, there should be none. I have no
heart -for gay doings since that fearful deed was
done, which so froze my soul with terror, that ]
think my whole nature has become changed. And
least of all would I have that eve marked by revels ;
for, as thou knowest, it was to have witnessed my
bridal with the murdered prince, and how then can
his ghastly image fail to haunt me in the dance, and
tit beside me at the banquet 97

“ Alack ! thou dwellest too much on that which
should be forgotien, my stur of beauty,—se much,
that I should be fain to think thou hadst given thy
love to the poor slain gallant, but for—»

*“ For what, nurse ?” asked the lady, quickly. ¢}
vow 1o thee he had not even a particle of my love ;
and yet 1 would know what is to follow the but,
which thou utterest with such mighty meaning.”

‘“And I was on the way to tell thee, my bud,
hadst thou not broke in, with thy pretiy impatience,
on my speech, that it is because [ believe thou lovest
another now, which thou wouldst not have done
80 quickly, had the poor prince been aught to thee.”

¢ And that other, nurse,” said Viola, faintly, ¢1
would know his name 7?

“Need 1 tell it thee, when thy heart beats as
though it would burst thy girdle, il thou but
hearest it, and thy cheek flushes like the crimson
flower of the pomegranate, if he come suddenly into
thy presence, or speak to thee in those Jow tones
which thou hest said are like the thrilling music of
the wind-harp 17

‘Thou art clear-sighted, nurse, if thoy hast de-
tected aught of there symptoms in my bearing,”
said Viola, with slight embarrassment. % Thou
knowest my nerves have been sadly shattered since
that fearful death-cry smote vpon my heart ; and it
is no marvel, though I start and shrink, if but an
avtumn leaf fall rustling at my feet—I who was
once 20 brave and bold that they called me in sport
the young knight of Poli—and now, now, that wild
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knell rings ever in my ear, and the shadow of a
burisl lies near my path, veiling and darkening the
opening vista of my life.”

“ No more of this, I pray thee, sweet, or thou
wilt die of melancholy,” said the old nurse, rising
from her low seat, and laying her withered hand
fondly on the brow of her young mistress. ¢ Seest
thou not that the moon’s slender crescent is just
sinking into the dark mass of forest that clothes yon
high peak of the Apennines, and it is time thou
wert in thy chamber, The air grows damp; T fcel
itin thy hair, and in the chill of thy brows—they
are moist with the unwholesome night-dews. Come,
iy darling, or I shall have thee ii] tomorrow, and
[ would not that thy cheek should wax pale and
thine eye spiritless, when the palace is about to be
filled with guests, and thy birth-night is approaching,
and—>

“ It matters not, nurse,” said Viola, with a
touch of impatience in her accent ; ¢ and, in good
sooth, but for ny father’s sake, 1 would rather that
uight saw me lying on my couch, with thee sitting
beside me, singing thy wild lullabies in my ear, than
standing in jewelled robes among the glittering
throng, whose homage I prize not, and whose mirth
I'have no heart to share. Come, now, if thou
sayest it, I will go in, lest thou, being over-wearied,
shouldst leave me alone on this balcony, where I
will never again remain without thee. Yet one
minute more ; 1 feel no chill, and the night is so
lovely,—and ltook?! some one is advancing along
the road—yonder, see you not that moving
object? Itisa man; how rapidly he walks ! Jt
may—il may be he > And with clasped hands and
a heaving bosom, she bent forward to watch his
approach.

‘“Thou hast a mist over thine eyes, my child,”
said Bianca, carnestly peering out into the dark-
ness; “itis a horseman whom thou discernest ; and,
thanks to this clear atmosphere, I can see that he js
a burly man, and towers at least the height of head
and shoulders, above young Annibal. How he
dashes on! see, he pauses at the porter’s lodge—
flings something to Luigi, turns and is gone. Flee
thee to thy chamber, my lily bud, while [ hasten to
the hall, and learn on what errand this swilt messen-
ger posts hitherward.”

“ Go not, nurse,” said Viola, clinging to her arm
as she turned to depart. “Go not yet—there are
evil tidings of him, and I should die to hear them.”

“Foolish one, thou art beside thysell, to garner
up fond thoughts and fears for this youth. Il may
have chanced to him, or good,—but if either, what
is that Lo one of thy name and race

“ Ask me not,—go; go if thou Wilt—] hear
sounds from below—take me with thee to my
chamber, and begone— 1 would know a] ;1 can bear
the worst better than this suspense.”

Bianca almost carried the trembling girl to her
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spartment ; and, laying her gently on her couch, she
stopped to whisper a few words of comfort, and
then left her, with the promise of speedily returning,
mutlering,as she descended the long flight of stuirs :

“ Saint Mary be her aid, poor smitten thing !—
the early blight is upon her, for unless this youth be,
as [ somelimes faney, other and nobler than he
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“ Read,” he said; * these Jawless ruffiams have
had the insolence to return my bill of exchanoews
they demand the gold; but 1 will give them in'its
place, something which they merit better.””’

Viola tremblcd, as, approaching a lamp, she
silently read the letter of the baudit. It wes writ
ten in a rude, but evidently a disguised hand, and

seem, my lord will never let her hand go where she
has given her heart, and may 1 never live to see her ¢ The sum demanded for the ransom of Ahnibal
fade away into an early grave. Heighho! that| Murano is again cailed for—the bill of exchange is
this should ever be,—the saints forefend it !” and | valueless to the brotherhood of the Apennines, and
with something between a sigh and a groan, she | they return it to the Duke du Conti. Four hundred
reached the bottom of the stepa. crowns, in #olid gold, must be forthwith paid to them,
All was bustle and confusion in the servants’ “ or their vengeance shall fal), not only on the captive
hall,—{or the missive just reccived was known by 1 in their power, but on him, who has the ability, but
its seal and superscription, to have come from the 1 lacks the nobl , to red the i
bandit chief; and, as Annibal was a general favorite | fering.
in the household, curiosity and anxiety were awake | “ MaNFREDL”
to learn its contents, It had been immedately de- ] As Viola finished reading this peremptory scrawl,
livered to the duke, who sat alone in his library, : the paper fell from her powerless hand, ang had not
busily engaged in writing. But, hastily casting his , her father’s arm been hastily thrown aroung her,.
pen aside, he unfolded the letter, and scorn and ; she would have sunk to the floor. A flood of teers
anger darkened his brow as he perused its insulting w cane Lo her relef, and the duke, supporting her upon:
contents, He raised his eyes as he finished it, and  his bosom, tenderly caressed and soothed her. )
Bianca stood before him. |  “Calm thysel, my dear one,” he fondly sajd,
% Go, bid the lady Viola hither,” he said; *I mistaking the cause of her agitation; *“we have:
would speak with her.” inaught to fear from the threats of these bold put-
The nurse moved reluctantly away, but paused at i laws—they have terrified thee, but I dely them to
the door, and said, hesitatingly : ! work us harm.”
¢ She is in her chamber, my lord, and far from | “ We are safe, I know,—but Annibal, dearest
well—if there are any evil tidings of the young !falh"r,” gasped the weeping girl—for his sake
Murano, would it not be better to keep them from thou wilt pay the gold; it is but as dross in com-

contained only these few laconic words :

nt and sul~

her till morning 1"
¢ Pshaw ! said the duke, impatiently, ‘one
would judge from thy caution, that his fate were a

£0, he is safe as yet, for aught I know. Itis not of
him T would speak, but of these insolent robbers,
who think to dictate terms which, were my own
child in their power, I should feel that I ought with
scorn to reject.”’

Somewhat relieved by these words, Bianca was
departing on her errand, when the duke recalled her.

¢ Wait,” he said, “thou need’st not summon
thy young lady. I will seek her in her chamber,—
doubtless she is weary, poor thing, and I will not
call her from her rest tonight.”

So saying, he arose, and,ascending the stairs, took
his way towards the apartment of his daughter.
She was kneeling on a priez-Dieu, her face buried in
her hands, and her rich hair unbound and falling
like a veil about her figure ; but, absorbed as she
seemed, she started when she heard his step, and
turned towards him a face so full of emotion and
anxiety, that, forgetting the object of his visit, the
duke threw his arms around her, and asked with the
tenderest solicitude the cause of her disturbance.
She pointed to the open letter which he held, and,
placing it in her hand :

parison with his more precious life.” .
““ Thou dost rate him highly, fair one,?” said the-

, duke, in no loving tone, and with a smile that should,
matter of mighty interest to her ; but even if it be

have been a frown.

“ Wilt thou not pay the gold, dear father 7 she
again asked, unheeding his remark. ‘

*¢ We will rescue him on our own terms, sweet,””
returned the duke. ¢ These bold robbers shall learn.
to their cost, with whom they have to deal ; they
have ventured to defy my vengeance, and, by the
mass, T will not rest till I have dragged the whole
fraternity forth from their deepest dens, to meet the
death they merit.”

“ The soldiers of the Pope have essayed to do
this, and been baflled,”” said Viola, faintly, <t is
vain, my father, the hope to daunt or conquer them,
¢ They have hiding places-—so 1 have heard-—~in the
very bowels of the earth, where they hold their dark
councils, and hoard their ill-gotten wealth, mocking
as they hear the steps of their pursuers hurrying
on in their vain pursuit above them.”

¢ They shall not long mock in thejr security,”*
said the Duke. ““I have heard some startling ru-
mours of their leader, Viola, and if further know-
ledge confirm their lrulh, 1 give not up the chase
till the deepest dungeon of the inquisition opens to _
receive him (or life.” . e



i But; my father,” asked Viola, with timid ea-
gcét'nm, ¢ .what, in the mean time, is to be the fate.|
of poor’Murano? - They will surely take his life,
if thow dost pursue them with open warfare, while
he remains in theim-power.”’

¢ Let them, if they dare ! sald the Duke, a'ernly
I have said that when Murano was restored to
me, the gold should be placed in their hands. If
they agree  notto this, what faith can we have in
their honour—what reason: for believing that they
intend to fubhl @heir part of -the contract? Believe
me, it is their determined object to secure the ran-
sofr’s “but;” from this manceuvre, 1 am suspicious
thit: they purpose to retain their prisoner. at all
evints; and, therelore, the sooner we tunfy them
into yielding. hine up,-the batter.”? - .

Y[t could be so, with.what: fmés panst. thou |

hope bév lnumnhta thqm ’i” uked lea,daypgnd-
inghy. : R

“'i‘he wbola loounn'y, of wluch l:hey are. ubp
soburge,. will dend me:aid to bunt them from thejw.
derts- Wesidea:which, 1 will lovsy at my own: cost, ae
irém Lawd, that shall be kept ever on.the walch ig:
enitrapithem.” s

¢ Ah! my father, should (he u‘mocent p.ngh
before thy victory is accamplished, would it aot be
dear'y won, and cost thee more of sarrow tham of
trigvnph at the last V2 suid Violay, in tones so sad
aid Tow, thatthe Duke, in spite of himself;, was
towehed by their melancholy music, P

“He' remained a minute in thought, and then,
drawing’her gently towards him:

% Viola,? he said, ‘1 huve somewhat to tell
thee.. Dost thou know who this robber chief is 1
No, thou dost not. Listen, then, and say.if I should
tdst to - the honour of such a wretch § :for this
te¥rible Maniredi is said to be no other than Gulio

Ifdren'nni,—-lhe murderer, the ingrate, the scormer.|

df Gotl and:mah, the blasphemer,. who, in the hely.
gu'b of a pilgrim, gained entrance to my halls,-and.
Would have robbed me of my ehild I’

L# Mergiful Heaven!  Can this be true $ ex~
chindéd Viola, terror and emotion almost depriving
Hér 6f utterance.. Oh! my father, leave not Anai-
bal in'the power of such a being.. The gold may
tempt him. ' Let us at least make thetrial, and if it
fail to procure freedom and life for the captive, thou
at least wilt be saved the anguisk of feeling that
tHou hast wantonly left him:to perish.”

* Thou art strangely earnest in this malter; my
own Viola,” said the Duke, fixing, with a searching
gaze, his proud eye upon her face ; “ and.if I thought
--if T &id bat dream, that this tow. born youth could.

ever’ wake a stronger sentiment than.pity in thy |

young heart, 1 would: leave him to pine in the strong-

hold of the robber till thou hadst outgrown thy silly. |

weakness.”’
“ My father, do ! not. ever plead for the

treetéhed 177 murmured Viole,. ss. she threw: horsel( & .
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into- his arms, and hid. her blushing. &ce in. his
bosoms . s

“ Thou hast & tender soul, my gentle one,” said
the Duke, ending down and imprinting a fond kiss
upen ber upturned.cheek. . But yet there is g fer~ -
vor in thy prayers for this young Murano, which I
like not, aud I would have thee remember, although
he may boast the genius and the grace of a Guido,
and bath a speech and bearing that might mark him
one of a nobler birth, yet he. weareth a humble
name, with which, thou, kgowest, the prouder. oug
may uever link itself.”?

‘“ Thou dost me wrong, dep: fuher,” said Viols,,
struggling to speak with calmness, which the secret
consciousiess that she was siriving, even, from her-
self 1o hide her true emotiony, rendered a difficult
task.  “1Ithink but of his perilous situation, and
-of the reckless and cruel nature of the wreich who .
holds himiin thraldom,—and then,~and then, I feel
Ahat thou shouldst leave no. means untried, to rescug |
{rom g wisarable {ate,.him who saatched thy Viola

e f:{rom the very.grasp of that terrible man,.al a. mo=

.ment whew, unconsciqus. of all, he was. aboyt to

1 bear ber from bea forever.”,

1 would not seem uuensxhle o lqch lmlght] ‘
baon, my own cherished ane,” uud the Duke, sof-

tened by, the remembrance she awoke, © and wauld

willingly pay.the gold for young Aunibal’s ransom,
were it.not for seeming to yield too much 10 the

Jimperious demand of that, fierce bandil, whom I,
- would. [qm 1o yicld his prize, by other and _severer

measuress”’ . . I T

“Thou canst denl wu.h hunu thau wilt bcreaﬂer, v
dear father, but. I entreat thee try now the templg- .
tion of the gold, and: prove to Murano that thou
kaowest to be not only a bountiful patron, but a.
grateful friend.””. D
{41t shall. be as thou. sayest, fjr om-»thou onmt
never sue i vain § and, by dawa, the ransom shall he
paid in solid crowns,  Thep Jet the yillain. robbar
see that his pledge is kept, or his fate shall be a
summary 2ud a fear(ul one. Go now,:thy cheek i is,
pale, or before thy birthnight (3tg, whes I.would hava,
thee radiant ae the star thou lovest, L shall seq thee.
worn to-a shedow with carking care and thought,
Seek thy pillow, sweel—I wiil send Bianea to theey
and may gentle sleep, and bright visions, bless thee
till morning.”

He kiseed her fondly, and departed; and, comforted.
by his promise, she sought her eouch, ta dveam: of
the absent one, with whom sha seemed to be wan«
dering, in doubt-and difficulty, among the.deep defiles

 and rugged pnau of the Ageumlu.

« .

[

L] L] .

. A week, pund slowly by,.and still Aanibal ret:
mained a captive in. his. lonely tower. Heuxvily
iswept on the lagging houss, a8 he sat sad and silent

L] LN *

within its gloomy walls, nursing. strange. fauciss;




A LEGEND OF TRE APENNINES.
and brooding: over wild and sometimes fearful:

thoughys, till his very brain reeled, and his heart
grew sick with its own imaginings. Then he would
rise, and pace with hasty step, the narrow bounds of
his prison, pausing often to gaze upon the unveiled
features of Viola, which ever seemed to return his
loving look with eyes of answering love, and to
smite upon him, with such life-like quietness, as al-
most to cheat him into the fond illusion of her ac:
tual breathing presence. Or he would stand before
his window, till ready te drop with weariness, peer-
ing forth through its iron gratings, upon the rocks
and trees, and sending his streaining eye far over
the boundless rea of forest, to the distant verge of
the horizon, along which, in dark and distinct ‘out-
line, were traced the higher summits of the Apen-
nines.

Food was brought him, of the richest quality,
and wine and fruits in abundance, and of the most
delicious flavor; they remained almost untouched.
Buoks, t0o, were piled upon his table, and crayons,
pencils, paints, every appliance for the art he loved,
were furnished him ; but he was {ar too wretched, too
full of anxious thought, to find pleasure or employ-
ment in his customary resources. Manfredi occa-
sionally made him a hurried visit, but the last time
he had come he seemed heated by wine, and re-
mained, through the whole of a stormy evening,
challenging Annibal to drink, and himself quaffing
cup after cup of the intoxicating liquid.

As he grew more and more excited, Viola became
his theme, and Annibal could scarcely restrain bis
angry emotion, as he listened to the gross and fa-
miliar language which the robber coupled with her
pure and cherished name. But with a stern self-
«controd that surprised himself, he repressed the gush-
ing feelings of hia soul, and preserved @ cald and
silent demeaner, that bafiled the malice of hia tor-
mentor. But when, as if to tey him stili furtber,
Manfredi threw out dark hints of the fate in reserve
far the haughty beauty, Annibal, forgetting every
suggestion of prudence, darted on him a glance of
anigry scorn, and rising, retreated to the farihest
corner of the room, anxious to escape from the sound
of words, shich pierced like barbed arrows through
his heart.

# Thou art in haste to flee from the wine-cup,
young sir,” said the bandit, rising also, and advan-
cing towarde his captive. ¢ It is a hint, doubtless,
that I should depart ; but ere I do thee so much
pleasure, let me tell thee that we have won {rom
thy kind patron the four hundred erowna demanded
for thy ransom. Yet, as I have told thee, thou goest
not fo i Lill my work is achieved—nor even then,
Count de Castro, since 1 know thee, till from thy
deep and well-filled coffers the same sum has been
puid into my hand for thy redemption.”

And with this threat, sccompanied by a mocking
laggh of triumph, the reckless robber turned and

2
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quitted the apartment. Never had Annidal’s heart
sunk down in such utter despair as when be heard
the key grate harshly in the lock, the heary bar
placed immoveably across his door, sad theslow and
heavy tread of the ruffian, as he descended the stair,
leaving him immured within those frowning walls,
with the maddening thought preying upon bis heart,
that the purity, the happiness, the life perchance, of
her he loved, must be immolated upon the altar of
licentious passion and revenge, while he lay bope-
lessly enthralled, at the mercy of the fiend who was
plotting to destroy her.

From that night Manfredi came no mors to his
apartment, and Annibal was left undisturbed, tolis
ten to the melancholy winds, as they sighed through
the dark forest, and exhaust his thoughts and his
invention, in some fruitless plan for escape. Aguiz
and again he examined every pannelin (he polished
wainscot, every plank in the oaken floor, hoping thet
some one would be made to slide back, and reveal to
him a way of egress from his gloomy prison ; but in
vain, though still he returned to the search j whes,
‘wiltimes frenzied by disappointment and despair, he
would rush to the narrow window, and, could he
have removed the iron stanchions that secured it,
would have cast himself headlong to tho eartb, in the
agony of his earnest wish for freedom.

He had gs vaicly sought to enlist the sympathy
of the man who served him with food, who, though
a surly and brutal wretch, he hoped to find not
wholly steeled to pity. But, aflter accepting the bribe
of a costly ring, and listening, with well feigned
complacency, to the promise of & richer reward, the
hardened robber scoffed at his credulily, and taunt«
ingly told him he would ¢¢ wear the ring in remem-
brance, but as for the gold, he won his share among
the band, and he valued his head too much to lose
it for & few crowns more or less, which Le should
be sure to do, were he fool engugh to Jet him out
of his cage.”

Thus bafiled in this his Jest bope, Anvibal sunk
down inte a state of apathy, which is often the sad
result of disappointment and despair. He sat for
hours, gazing with a vacant eye from his window,or
mechanically opening the books which lay upon his
table ; but his mind received no impression (rom the
page on which his eye glanced, and if he turned
from that to his pencil, it traced only one image, a
hundred and a hundred times repeated. Oge even-
ing, when he hed remained looking forth with un-
conscious gaze upon the landscape, Jong after every
object was shrouded in darkness, be was recalled
from a train of thought,which,more placid than usual,
had borne him backward to the happy past, recall-
ing events which casta gleam of brightness even
over his stricken soul, when he heard the door of
his chamber open ; & slep entered, and a lawp shed
its feeble rays athwart the gioom.

Annibal did ot look around, but ke marvelled that
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the gruff tones of his jailor did not as usual salute
him. He heard him busy in preparing the table
fot his evening meal, and he thought his step more
gentle, and his movements quieter, than were their
wont. Presently every sound ceased, but then a low
sigh caught his ear, and, impelled by curiosity, he
turned his head, and saw, standing mute and ear-
nestly regarding him, not the ruffian who had hith-
8110 attended him, but a lad of some seventeen years,
who, though clad in the livery of the band, display-
ed & conntenance less sinister in its expression, and
on which, notwithstanding many darker traits, yet
lingered some traces of kindness and hundanity.
Anxibal weleomed the change withjoy, and eagerly
demanded, In tones that were almost glad, to what
happy eause he was indebted for the absence of the
savagd Manuel 2

# He left the tower this morn, Signor,” said the
bay, speaking in @ subdued tone, * and will be ab-
sent well nigh & week.” & o

* # And whither hath he gone 7 asked Annibal, the
one thought of Viola’s danger alons suggesting it-
slf, - . v

~#fHe leads half a scare of men, Signor, on a se-
cret expedifion over the 1nountains, where they are
to lie in' wait for a rieh booty; which, they'have warn-
ing, will shortly pass that way.” .

¥ Humph ! & service worthy of him,” said An-
nibal's “but I thank God for any respite frem his
Inated prassnce, and muy death or liberty be mine

.ere he again return, to deepen the gloom even of this
ddrkt and dreary ehamber.”

* ““Fush, Bignor I’ said the lad drawing nearer to
Annibal, and looking cautiously towards the door,
1 Nave somewhal td say to thee, but I must be
tirief, and speak low, or we may be overheard.”
""+¢8ay on,” eried Annibal, “and quickly--thou
art a messenger of good tidings, I know it, if thine
éye belies not thy heart, for I read in it the beam-
jngs of human sympathy and love.”

* % Alas | they are well nigh quenched within me,”
sdid the boy, mournfully ; # but listen, and thou shalt
hear what I have to tell thee, [ am the trusted con-
fidante and minion of our chief, Manfredi,or I should
not be deputed, during the absence of the incorrupti-
ble Manuel, to supply his place, in attending upon so
important a prisoner as thyself. Thou knowest Man-
fredi’s history, Signor ; himself informed me that he
related all to thee,and thou wilt therefore know mine,
when 1 tell thee that I am the tad Antonio, who re-
leased him from the dungeon into which he was
thrown, after his assault upon the young Prince de
Utrbine.”

¢ And since that time thou hast followed this out-

Juw in his wild and wicked career 1" asked Annibal,

fooking with pity on the degraded youth,

¢« What other-course could I pursue, Signor? 1
could not conceal'the "act I had committed, for, in
comeqaence of if, T was that night absent from the
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palace, and I knew, if I returned In the moming, it
would be 1o meet the anger of my father, and the
deadly vengeancc of the Duke. Sol fled with the
bribe, which had tempted me to release one who de-
served punishment, and when I had disposed of it,
and lived upon its fruits till all were exhausted, I
returned to these mountains, and joined the band of
freebooters, of which Maufredi had become the chief.
He found me bold and active, and, in order to re-
tain me in his service, he loaded me with kindness
and with bounties, entrusted me with his most im=
portant missions, and made me at length the confi-
dante of all his plans and purposes. This, for atime,
flattered and deceived me into a belief that I loved the
life I had chosen—but the envy of my comrudes
was awakened, by the preference shown to me, and
the many instances of hatred and ill-will which they
exhibited Lowards me, made me often wish to escape
from their companionship, and return to the better
life from which I had fled.

¢¢ This, however, I had not the courage to do; but
some months since, I learned by accident, that my
‘treachery, in freeing Manfredi from his hands, had
brought suspicion upon my father, who, notwith«
standing his protestations of innocence, had been
dismissed from the Duke's service, in which he had
Leen born, and that he was then suffering the ex-
tremes of poverty and illness. This rumour arous-
ed remorse within me, and, when I traced him out,
and found the report fully confirmed, I sorely repent-
ed me of the evil 1 had brought upon him, and I

"earnestly wished that I might find some means to

reinstate him in the sitaation he had lost. Though
in great want, he would dccept none of the gold 1
offered him, for, by some means, he had become ac-
quainted with my mode of life, and he spurned at
what he called my ill-gotten gains.

“ This made me the more desirous to see him
again filling his former place in the Duke’s service ;
but when I expressed my feelings to Manfredi, he
scoffed at my woman’s heart, and forbade my visit-
ing the old man again, under the penalty of his
utmost severity. It is needless to say, I did not obey
this cruel command, though I was ecautious in
breaking it, and have not yvet been able to effect the
object of my wishes. When at thy capture, I learn-
ed from the chief who thou wert, and how connect-
ed with the household of the Duke, I resolved to
see thee—but even in that purpose I have been baf-
fled till now, when Manuel’s absence favours my
wish, and I seize this first moment of converse with
thee, to entreat thy intercession with the Duke,
for ——>

¢ Darest thou mock me, boy 1" said Annibal, in-
terrupting him with fierce displeasure. “ How am
I 10 plead for thee or thy miserable father, barred
and bolted as I am within these cursed walls 2 Give
me {reedom, and I will do for thee what I can—but

atk me not to teuch pen to paper for thee or thine
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while this roof covers me, and thy fiend-like gang
hold me in thraldom.”

¢« Pardon, Signor ; thou art as fiery as though, like
our chief, thou couldst boast a few drops of noble
blood in thy veins—but hadst thou heard me
through,] would have told thee that for this service,
if thou wilt promise to perform it to the best of thy
ability, T will risk all to open thy prison door, and
conduct thee in safety through the wild passes of
the mountains, till I leave thee at the gate of the
Duke’s palace.”

« Sayest thou $0 77 exclaimed Annibal, bounding
to his feet, as though the green turf were already be-
neath him, and the free blue sky bending its glori-
ous eanopy above him. ¢ Be thou true to this
pledge, and 1 swear to thee that when it is fulfilled,
not another sun shall sink beyond these mountains,

before thy father is agaln received and pardoned by

his lord— and thou also,—1 fear not to sayit, if thou
wilt but forsake this evil life, and return a penitent
10 the home thou hast abandoned ; it shall be at thy
pleasure to do so, and that too, with ‘a well fitled
purse, as a slight guerdon for (he service, which 1
feel that gold never can repay.”?

“ Signor, 1 care not for reward !’ said the boy.
<t It is enough il thou canst obtain for me the pardon
of the Duke; for T am heart-weary of the life 1
lead, and would gladly, if it might be, return to his
service, and atone to my aged father for the misery
I have caused him.”

¢« 1 will do for thee, as I have said, all thou canst
ask, when thou shalt have kept thy word, and re-
Jieved me from this weary prison ; and now tell me
if thou knowest aught of the evil designe, which this
Manfredi meditates against the Duke or the Lady
Yiola Du Conti %
¢ 1 know only that his hatred tothe Duke is deep
and terrible, and that he often talks of vengeance,
which he will one day take against him. I have
thought, too, that he nurtured some fearful purpose
against the liberty and honour of the Lady Viola s
but I know not what, nor when nor how he will
accomplish it. I must leave thes now, Signor; the
hour of our evening meal is at hand, and my ab-
sence would create suspicion. I shall bring thee
thy food tomorrow, and I will then tell thee at what
hour thou mayst expect me at night.”
¢ Thou wilt not fail me 7
¢ No, by all the saints ! Good evening, Signor.
Have courage ; and, unless some misadventure oc-
cur, this shall be the last night of thy bondage and
mine.”
He took up his lamp and departed ; and Annibal,
* too full of happy hopes'to sleep, remained till the
night had far edvanced, wrapped in such glad visions
as come only to those who, from the gloom of suf-
fering and despair, awake to behold the dawning
world of hope and joy.

L] - » (] t . L] ] .
. . . . . . . . e

It was the birth-night eve of the Lady Viola, and
fair and noble forms filled the lordly halls of -the
palace. Among them, stood the young mistress of:
the féte, beautiful as a vision of the dawn, brightest
amid all that was radiant and sparkling,—her ex<
quisite form raobed in splendour; and het 'young
face dazzling in its own early and innocent beauty.
Yet, surrounded by all that could minister to enjoy-
ment and delight, a dim cloud shadowed her gentle
brow, and she moved amid the music, and the per<
formers, and the lights, the incense of praise and the
hamage of love, as one, whase thoughts were with
other objects, whose spirit, wrapped in some deep
dream, heeded not the outward world, byt diwelt
within, in silent commune with the absent and
unseen.  Yet, her smiles bearmed kindly ow her
guests ; and, though her tones were cald-and pas+
sionless, she had answered, with gentle words, to
the warm greetings of the many who profferad her
admiring homage. She joined, too, in the-danee,:

and her light and airy motions seemed, as ever, thet,

realization of harmony aud grace ; but an observing
eye might have seen thal a weight pressed heavily om.
her heart, and that her step lacked somewhat of its-
wonted buoyancy.

In truth; since the capture. of Annibal by. the
mountain bandits, Viola had become an altered
being. For a few days the ¢onstant hope of his
return supported her 5 but when that- died away,~
when the ransom demanded was.paidy . and failed to
bring him ; and when, day alter day, no tidings of
his fate came to cheer her, the uncertaiuty of her
hopes and fears preyed upon her heart, siole its
freshness (rom her cheek, and quenched in tears:the
glad light of her eye. The Duke read the cauee of
the change that.had come over her anly too well)
but he forebore to speak of it, except, in gemeral
terms, he expressed his belief: that no personal harm
would befall Murano. Even Lhis was some- ¢anso-
lation to. her} and, encouraged by a gleam of het
former animation, he sought, in various ways, to
cheer her, and chiefly to awaken her interest in the
preparations for her approaching birth-night. But
in vain.  She entreated only that it might be suf.
fered to pass without notice or rejoicing. To this,
however, her father would not consent, since hé
looked forward to its feslivities, as a means of
awaking her to new interests, and so dissolving the
charm which now wrapped her in ifs spell.

And s0 the night came,~and pa-sively she suft
fered orient pearls to be enwreathed in her dark haie,
—and joylessly she mingled with the gay throng, and
answered to their light and mirthful words, and 1aid
her small hand coldly in the palm of many a noble
knight, who led her, with a proud smile and a throbs
bing heart, through the mazes of the graceful dances
Ruring the whole evening, there was ons who
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wetched her with unwearled eys,—a stranger, who
wore the rich and becoming dress of s Spanish
noble; and to whose tall and exquisitely propor-
tioned figure the plumed cap and flowing mantle
sdded new grace. His face, too, was eminently
handsome, though so deep and dark wus its olive
hue, end so thick and black the curled moustache
that eovered his upper lip, that, but for the symme-
try of every feature,.and the splendour of eyes, that,
rivalling in lustre the brilliant which blazed upon his
dress, he would have been the subject of wonder
and remark to many.

He had accompanied the old Count Sporzini, a
near friend of the Duke’s, to the palace, and been
presented by him es the Marquis Estradure, a name
well known 10 be one of Spain’s noblest and most
henoured. The greeting, accordiagly, which he
received from the gracious host, was warm and eor-
dial, and ‘the ceremony. of intraduction ever, the
Marquis mingled witly the erowd, and soen auached
himsell almost exclusively to the Lady Viola. Her
only -he seemed to see in the spacious apartment,
whichy like & vast parterre, glowed -with human,)
flowers, of exquisite and varied beauty, For a time
she scareely heeded his altentions, but though eon-
stant, they were not obtrusive. He spoke varely;
and his low words, falling softly end at intervals,
jarred not upon the soul or senses of the silent and
shstracted- girl. - He discoursed 00 of painting, a
theme that Annibal loved ; -and, as she listened more
intently, she caught a something in his tone that
smote her ear with sirange familiarity. Where
could she have heard that voice before ¥ She knew
not—could net tell; yet, like some half-forgotten
memory, it haunted her. Once or twice, in her
bewilderment, she gazed with almest wnconecioue
earnesinoss upon bis face, but his eye ever sank be-
peath hers, and be would turn his head -eside, as
though fearful of her scrutiny ; and then ehe, thus
reminded -of her boldness, would move away, co-
vered with blushes, and seek Lo hide herself from
his notiee; but, as if impelled by some magnetic
influence, he rested not till he found her again, and
onee more filled the station by her side.

Thus passed on the evening, wearily to Viola,
who longed earnestly for its termination. Its gaie-
Lies were irksome to her: they found no echo in her
heart ; and, as the night waned, every passing minute
seemed to cast e deeper shadow ever her spirit.  As
she grew more sad and silent, the strangec’s -assi-
duilies increased. [lis reserve melted away ; his
words were uttered with mere freedom ; he spoke
of other lands—of their customs aud their acquire-
ments, as contrasted with his own; and Viola, in
spite of weightier thoughts, beeame pleased and
interested, asshe listenod. Gradually a larger circle
gathered around him: the Duke himsslf left the
side of a Cardinal, 1o hear the cloguent slranger
narrate & wild legend of Andalusia, whiok ke told
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In the language of Spaln, but with a grace of men-
ner and of diction, that perfectly enchained the
atiention,

When he ended, the company broke up and de-
parted ; all, save himsell and some three or four,
who once again strolled out to take a farewell
glance at the delicious gardens, which were beauti-
fully illuminated, by thousands of lamps hid in the
surrounding foliage, The stranger, loo, looked
wistfully abroad. He had more then onse sought
to draw Viola forth, to stray with him through the
{ragrant walks and thickets, that so temptingly in-
vited them; and now, as she lingered behind, he
calmly said :

¢ Cannot the balmy air win thee forth with me,
lady, to inhale its freshoess ; such a night as this, in
thy soft Italian climate, is made to be enjoyéd be-
neath the open sky ;” and as he spoke, he gently

drew her unresisting hand within his arm. They

morved towards an open door, Viola quietly permit-
ling him 1o lead her on.

“Let us follow the Contessa Forestini,” she
said ; “ she went to visit the natural fountain wear
the lime grove~1 will conduct thee to the spot.”

But before she had passed on to the terrace, a
hand suddenly raised the falling drapery of a window,
and springing from its deep embrasure, a man cast
himself directly in her path—motionless she stood,
pate as monumental marble; but a ery of joy,
which burst from her lips, told the intense delight
with which ehe fixed her wild, yet almost incredu-
lous gaze, on what seemed  to her the strange appa-
rition of Annibal Murano. .

““Lady,” he said, end the sound of his veice dis-
pelied the momentary illusion of dowbt. ¢ Lady,
dost thou know with whose arm thine is finked 3 1
would spare thee alarm, but [ regard thy safety and
thy ‘honour, mere than thy fears—look upon him,
lady; ook, my lord,” ke added, turning 4o ghe
Duke, who had appreached them, full of wonder and
amazement, “look, and beneath the artful disguise
of this cunning imposter, see if thou dost nat secog-
nize the murderer of the Prince de Urbine, the bandit
chie( of the Apennines, the protended pilgrim, who,
intent om evil, stole into thy palace, and before
another hour had passed, would heve borne away,
the daughter whom thou dost cherish in thy heart of
hearts.”

While he spoke with the rapidily of passion, Man-
fredi, for ke it was, though his chegk, even through
the artificial hae that had deepened {0 -darkness its
natural olive, grew ashy pale,and bis lip quivered with
mingled (car and rage, stood firm and erect, regard-
ing him in stern and haughty silence. The duke,
still almost incredulous, yet stepped boldly towards
him, and, leoking with a firm eye upon his counten-
ance,

 Can this be s0,” he said, “and I not have
known it? Shame upon me,that I have illowed my-
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self agnin to become the dupe of his arts. Gutio
Lorenzani,why art thou resolved to draw down upon
thyself the fate which I would fain sce thee avoid 1"

A scornful laugh was the robber’s only reply, and
the Duke, scarcely able to control his indignation,
beckoned forward the atteudants in waiting, saying,
as they sdvanced :

“ Thou shalt not again dceeive me, wretch that
thou art—for the power which thou hast now un-
wittingly given me over thee, I warn thee that I will
not neglect to use.”

¢ Let no one dare to lay a finger upon me here,”
exclaimed Manfredi, with fierce defiance. <1 stand
now in the halls of my ancestors, from which I have
been unjustly banished, and, till right is donc me, 1
quit them not again, save on My own free will and
pleasure.”’

“ Heed him not, my lord,”* ericd Annibal, tura-
ing fromthe half fainting Yiole, who had sunk, over-
come with mingled joy and terror, upon the bosom
of Bianca. ¢ [Heed him not—his every word is a
lie, and he came bhither this night to do a desperale

.deed- Again and again hath he boasted to me that
he purposed to destroy thy peace, to destroy it
through her, who is, and shiould be, dearer to thee
than life 5 and had 1 not, through the aid of one
weary of his bondage,made my escape an hour since,
from the old tower,where, in'dcGance of his plighted

word, he kept me immured, thou wouldst have found |

thysell childless ere thy head again pressed the
pitlow.”

& Base wrelch,” said the Duke, nddvessing Man-
fredi, *“ why shoul | 1 delav, to deal with thec ac-
cording to thy deserts ¢ Thou hast outraged every
foeting Uhvit ‘could have made me yearn even With
pity towards thee, and now that thou hast &
second lime ventured to cross my threshold, with
deadly thoughts of evilin thy heart, should I not
deserve the worst tha' even thy malice could

perpetrate, if T neglected 1o rid the earth of sucha,

scourge 1

¢ Thou dost aim then at my life,” said the ban-
dit firsnly ;  take it if thew wilt—ay, if thou canst
—but remember, if but a hair of my head come to
harm, it will be terribly avenged.”

¢ | tave heard thy threats before, Larenzani,”
said the Duke, calmly ; “and I am not one to be
moved by them. Trust me thou shalt net nowr evade
the punishment due to thy crimes ; but I will not
deal so mercifully by thee as to take thy life. In
the rayless dungeons of the Inquisition, thou shalt
pass years of penitence and remorse ; and I know
not the nature of man, if, in that living tomb, thou
dost not find the hell within thy breast more terri-
ble than wiil ever be the penal fires of an hereafter.”

¢ Cast me into those hideous vaults, i thou hast
courage for the deed,” said Manfredi; “but remem-
ber, Duke au Conti, that yonder mountains hide
in their secret depths, stern hearts und resolute
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handa, that will peril all to nvenge me—ave, . mor
deem their task done, so long as one stone of this
proud pile remains upon another, or in one breast
flows a single drop of thy patrician biood.”

““Ha! sayest thou so ¥ demanded: the Duke.
““And 1 have to tell thee, that, in three days from
this time, there will Jurk in their forest hgunts but
a small remnant of thy desperate band. The artns
are already bright, and the hearts determined, that
[ wait & given signal, to go forth and sweep from the
!enrth, those who have been suffered too long Lo curse

it with their cruel deeds.”

“Thy idle boast provokes my mirth,” said the
bandit, withinsulting irony. ¢ We defied the troops
of his holiness, backed by the housctiold bands of
many a proud noble, when they eame §n oll their
bravery, to crush us, and litle eause have we to
dread the new levy with which thou dost menace our
destruction. Let them come—we will give them a
warm greeting, and teach them our mountain taetics,
(or their future benefit. Ay, let them comg——we
have vaults yet untenanted 3 and for those who flee
not from the fire of our earbines, there will. be a
}soﬂ bed on the forest turf, for their last sleep, and
there may they rest till the carrion crow has made
his banquet, and feft their bones to whiten in the
winter’s blast.”®

As he ceased, with the proud undaunted step of
a conqueror, the fearless robber turned to depart.
Anuibal was the (oremost to intercept his purpose.

 Thou can’st not so lightly escape us,” he said,
¢ for we owe it Lo insulted and suffering humanity,
to deprive thee of (reedom ; and thou shait pass over
my lifeless body, before thou dost quit this hall
alive.”

% Thou shalt not bar my progress,” said Manfredi.
¢<No !” and he looked defyingly around him. “No,
not all whom thou mayst summon to thine aid. 1
will depart in thy despite, and this steel drinks thy
blood, if thou longer offer 10 Opposc me.”

As he spoke, he drew a gliltering dagger from his
breast, and made a pass at Annibal, so quick and
dex{8rous that he had not time to elude the stroke.
The point of the weapon pierced his shoulder, and
when Viola, whom Bianca could not win to leave
the hall, saw the red blood follow the withdrawal of
the blade, she uttered a wild scream, and, bounding
forward, fell lifeless at her lover’s feet.

¢ Bear her away,” cried the Duke. *“ This is no
scene for womer. Why hath she not gone ?  Tgke
her quickly to her chamber, Bianca,and we willend
this matter forthwith. Giacomo, scize and bind that
fellow—we will be trifled with no longer. There
are enough to aid thee ; do it quickly, and cast him
into the deepest dungeon of the palace. See, too,
that he is guarded vigilantly—he has once escaped
me, but if he go forth again with life, it is at the
cost of his who sets him {ree.”

# Approach me at your peril,” said Manfredi, as

i

|
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the men moved to- obey their lord.  ¢“ He dies first
who ventures within reach of my arm §” and, his
fierce eye fixed terribly upon the intimidated group,
he moved with a backward step towards the door.

¢ Cowards I” cried Annibal, “do ye fear to do
your duty 7 Stand by me, and another moment sees
his resistance quelled.”

But even as he spoke his brain reeled, the blood
was flowing copiously from his wounded arm,and the
deadly sickness its loss occasioned, forced him to
sink exhausted on the nearest seat, and then Man-
fredi must have made gosd his refreat, had not the
servants recovered their presence of mind in time
to sccure him, at the moment when but one step
more remained between him and probable freedom.

When he lelt the strong grasp of several hands
upon his person, Manfredi knew that all further
struggle on his part would be vain; that his.destiny
was sealed—a destiny of disgrace and death, and
with this convietion, his heart seemed bursting—but
not ‘with sorrow ar regrel; deep and bitter hate
swelled its every pulse, and, fixing a withering laok
upon the Duke,

. ¢Proud Lord,” said he, ¢“and cruel as thou art
proud, may the curse of heaven rest upon thee, and
upen thy race—thou art the author of all the sin and
soffering that have darkened my existesce—thou
hast changed to hatred the love that I might have
won—thou hast blighted every hope that gave joy
to my life ; and for all this, I curse thee—I, the sun
of thy fost brother, curse thee with my dying breath ;
aye, with my dying breath, for never shall it be said
that Gulio du Conti,~he who should have lived to
bear down to posterity the proud name s0 soan to
become extinct,—never shall it be said of bim that he.
died like a doomed dog in the dungeons of that
princely palace, which his ancestors reared to perpe-
tuate their glory and their power. Here ends, for
this world, and for another as 1 trust, the brief career,
which thou, who should have stood to me in a fa-
ther’s place, hast made a whirlwind of passion and
of guilt, Thus—thus it closes—with this dragght
which lulls me to eternal rest. "My blood be upon
thy head 1”?

As he uttered the last words, he plucked a small
vial from his breast, and, quick as thought, drinking
ils liquid contents, remained standing, passive and
motionless, in the hands of those who guarded him.
The Duke saw the act without a word of remon-
stranee or remark ; he had no faith in the deadly na-
ture of the potion which Manfredi had just swal-
lowed, and silently hc signed the attendants to
guide him from the hall.  And quietly, but with a
face of sullen apathy, and an eye bent, to the last.
with an expression that chilled the very blood, upon
the countenance of the Duke, he departed—departed
to his death—for when the keeper carried him his
morning’s meal, he found him stretched a lifeless
¢corpise upon the damp floor-of his ‘dungeon. . The
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subtile poison he had drank, and which he always
bore about his person, had done its work, and silen~
ced forever, the restless throbbings of that wild and
wicked heart.

The Duke heard his fate with indifference ; but
he kept sacred one promise, which he had made him
—that of exterminating his terrible band from the
Apennines, which he shortly did, and so cffectually
dispersed and slew them, that for many subsequent
years, the whole of that part of Italy was (reed from

their depredations.
3 . * . » P . -
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Anmnibal’s wound, though slight, confined him for
several days to his apartment, and he made good
use of this interval, in pleading the cause of Antonio
and his father. The Duke was little inclined to re-
fuse a boon to one who had rendered him such sig-
nal service ; and, persomally interested in the indivi~
viduals whom it was to benefit, he was easily won
by the circumstances of the case to accord them a
full pardon, and reinstate them in their former posi-
tion in his household. The purse of gold promised
the boy by Annibal, was not forgotten, and through
his life he never ceased to express, by many favors,
his grateful sense of Antonio’s kindness, in freeing
him from the dismal tower of the Woll’s Keep.

Restored to health, he once more took his place at
the table of the Duke ; but not as Annibal Murano,
the unknown artist, sat he again in his accustomed
seat, beeide the gentle Viola. He had spoken of his
noble birth, and told how his love for the arts had
lured him to Rome, to feed there his taste for the
beautiful, with & study of the great masters—that
once having seen by chance the lady Viola, in the
church of St. Peter’s, he had (rom that day loved
her—and that a morbid fear of not being chosen
for himself alone, had urged him to woo her in
humble guise 5 and, therefore,he had sought,as anar=
tist, the patronage of the Dake, and striven, in that
character, to win the love of the fair and noble mai~
den.

Nor had he striven in vain—for when he had ob-
tained pardon for this innocent deception, he again
asked and won, as the Count de Castro, the hand
which Yiola had already pledged to the humble ar-
tist.  To his virtues and his goodness she had long
since accorded her love, and it now received no ad-
ditional warmth from a knowledge of his rank.

E. L. C.

EFFECTS OF WINE.

WINE heightens indifference into love, love into
jealousy, and jealousy into madness. Tt often turns
the good-natured man into an idiot, and the cholerie
into an assassin. It gives bitterness to resentment,
it makes vanity insupportable, and displays every
little spot of the soul in its utmost deformity.—
Addison.




THE WEST AND THE EAST.

(ORIGINAL.)

THE WEST AND THE EAST,
BY NON.

¢ Dost thou seck happiness ? Hope not

In hollow promises of far off good

To find the prize. Delusive hope

May feed the glowing fancy for a while,

Then lure thee Lo thy ruin.  Would’st thou be blest,

Learn to enjoy the present.”
WE ure not going to write a trealise on the res-
pective cla'ms of the west and the east, to the

5%1

nately of a disposition to give way lo despondency,
on meeting with difficulties of an extraordinary na-
ture, and, when in these moods, to fancy that a
change of circumstance might produce a cure of the
evils by which he was surrounded. e soon grew
moody and discontented, as the cold summers ad-
vanced, and, unluckily, these evils were heightened
by the rumours that began about this time 10 citeu-
late, (originating no doubt in the hordness ol the
limes) of the glories of the great west—its immense
extent—the fertility and beauty of its soil—~the vast

possession in the greatest abundance of those re- abundance and variety of its productions, excecding,

sources that go to make up the comfort, conve-
nience, and glory of man, in this probationary state,
whether considered individually or nationally. We
shall not be so rash as to attempt to gainsay the
prevaleut opinion, that the former abounds in native
features of beauty and uscfulness, vastness and sub-
limity, far exceeding the latter portion of the conti-
nent. ‘Nor shall we deuny (indeed we could not
were we ever so much disposed to do 80, in view of
the vast quantities of eatables that come down to us
from thence,) that man can live easier—if that be a
desideratum—and may accumulete riches with
more dispatch, and to a greater extent, amidst the
abundance of the west, than on the more sterile soil
of the east. . Neither shall we bring up, to coun.
terbalance these striking features, the superior
moral, religious, and social advantages of the east,
and dilate upon the bearing of these upon the real
happiness of man, in either division of this great
land : our object is not to philosophize on these
points, but to relate a plain unvarnished tale, show-
ing forth the sad consequences of giving way to feel-
ings of discontent and desire for change-—no matter
how oecasioned—=o fur’ as to abandon, voluntarily,
present comforts, though they may be at times some-
what restricted, for the untried prospects of distant,
but lauded good.

Mr. Excitable was a county magistrate, pos-
sessed of some property, which he employed actively
in a lucrative business. Enjojing the confidence
and estecm of his fellow men, over whom he exer-
cised considerable influence, by his talents and useful
qualities, he was also blessed with a charming wile,
and an intelligent family of children, No man was
more - generally beloved, or appeared to take more
substantial enjoyment, surrounded as he was by
every thing that could render life agreeable.

Such, in short, was Mr. Excitable, when the fruit-
ful and prosperous years of 1820 to 1830, or there-
abouts, gave place to the following years of scarcity
of crops, and consequent distress of various descrip-
tions, that were dealt out to Canada, with no stingy
hand.

Mr. Excitable was a man easily affected by the
sudden changes of the times and seasons ; not be-
cause he suffered in his business and prospects more
than his neighbours, but becausc he was unforlu-

| .
almost beyond caleulation, the productions of the

East in its most ferlile years—and its great natural
resources, indicaling it as destined to be one day the
seat of opulence, refinement, and power. Cou.
nected with these glowing deseriptions, were the
most extravagant statemonts regarding the ease and
rapidily with which fortunes were made, only by dint
of common perseverance and industry, and the de-
lightfulness of inhabiting the almost boundless praj~
ries, decked out in their tall, waving grasses,.and
wild flowers, and intersected here and there by a
limpid stream, or a maguificent river ; and dotted
over with enchantling groves, through which roamed
unmolested the buffale, and other beasts of the forest,
If, indeed, occasional hints escaped the lips of some
candid traveller, of the unhealthiness of the clinate—
of slagnant waters—of mists and dense fogs, that
rose from the murky soil, bearing in their embraces
the deadly miasma, the mother of fever, and agues-—
they were disregarded in the general desire Lo be-
lieve that there was a country o which mah,might
flee, 10 rid himself of the miseries of his present con-~
dition.

At first these delusive tales served only to divert
the mind of Mr. Excitable from the distress
around him, by forming agreeable topics of conver-
sation for him and some intimate friends, whilst
sealed around a comfortable fire, during the preva.
lence of some raw, rainy days of & cold summer, or
some bilter storms of a long, inclement winter.
They had the very pleasing effect of drowning their
minds in forgetfulness of the peiting storms, and of
the hardness of the times ; whilst they were delight-
fully enterlained by listening to relations of anec-
dotes of individual successes in the far West, and
in anticipations of realizing as much one day themn-
selves,

Many a time has Mr. Excitable {ost himself in
these dieamy socialities, wiling away hours thyt
would otherwise have hung heavy ou his hands,
but always awakening at last, to the sternness of
realily. As the times grew harder, the western
fever—as the desire for western emigration was
very aptly styled—increased, in equal, and more than
equal proportion, until people not only talked of
removing, but actually did remove, in numbers, to

the and fowing with milk and honey.  Mr. Exci-
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table saw ono after another of his friends and ac-
quaintanees pull up stakes and set off bag and beg-
gage for the west, cursing the country of their
birth, and 6lled with high hopes for the future.
This made him lock about himself in earnest. He
saw thal the anathemas of Lhe emigrants were not
unprovoked ; and, through the eye of discontent,
he viewed his country in a truly deplorable condi-
tion. A succession of unproductive seasons had
nearly ruined the farming interests, and brought real
distress upon the country. From raising a super-
abundance,the inhabitants could not raise half enough
to supply themselves with bread, and were forced to
‘import the produce of the west, to keep them from
starvation. Thus, traders, mechanics, everybody
suffered, and business of all sorts was almost at a
stand still. But what was worst of all, he saw his
old (riends and associates leaving him one by one
for a better land 3 friendships of long standing were
broken up, and his social circle gredually disappear-
ed, under the operation of the western mania.

¢ What,” said he, in despair, one day, near the
middle of June, as he looked out of his office win-
dow, and beheld the slest of snow and rain driven
through the air by a stiff north-easter, whilst the
temperature of his room required a fire to render it
comlortable; “What is there here worth longer
living for 7 Only sce this pitiless storm, giving sad
evidence that old winter has not yct let go its grasp,
although itis of a season of the year that eorn
ought to be out of the ground, and up large enough
to be hoed. But it is not, if, indeed, it ever will be,
as it must be by this time quite rotted in the hill ;
and, in fact, it may as well be so, for should it
grow, and live to see the middle of August, it will
most likely be rudely cut down by Jack Frost, ere it
be ripe enough to gather ; o it has been for the last
three years; and this is the fourth year that the
crops have failed ; and there is every prospect of
there being as many more before a change will come
for the better. 1 see nothing but distress around
me ; my neighbor’s faces exhibit only discontent and
alarm—business is bad—the times are out of joint,
and I am dying with ennui. 1In fact it is time, high
gime, that I were ing up my ns too, and
making arrangements to follow to a better land.”
And Mr. Excitable turned and paced the floor ra-
pidly, as he cogitated long and intensely with himself
upon the propriety of taking this important step.
The day continued gloomy enough, favoring very
much his train of thought, and by the time he was
ready to go to tea he had about made up his mind
to close business and be off.

This determination, however, as yet vague and in-
definite, was almost instantly driven from his mind
by the domestic sccne that, as usual, awaited him
at his home:. We have before stated that Mr. Ex-
citable possessed a lovely family. We repeat the

statement ; and when Mr. Excitable emtered his
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house, and beheld his gmiling partner waiting, as
usual, to receive him, and conduct him to the family
board, that was set out in his snug little parlour,
laden with its accustomed delicacies, and around
which already were gathered two blooming daugh-
ters, and a laughing, chubby little boy, who saluted
him on his entrance, in a noisy, but weleome voice,
by an endearing epithet, it requires no stretch of
the fancy to conceive how quickly the parent’s and
busband’s mind was changed from its gloomy, dis-
coutented mood, to a state of pleasure, and delight~
ful satisfaction, on meeting his family circle. His
heart condemned him for indulging in fancifnl un-
happiness, when there was so much real happiness in
store for him, and of which he tasted every day.
lnstantly forgetting his troubles in his chit chat with
the members of his family, he no longer deemed
himsel( a lonely man.  Fortunately, the following
day was warm and pleasant ; the storm having
given place to a mild air, aud soltening sun, sweet
presages that summer had, at length. actually set
in. This change in the weather seemed to eonfirm
the change in Mr. Excitable’s mind, for he settled
himself quietly to business, and thought no more of
going to the west during the whole summer, his
neighbors, being too busy with their agricultural op-
erations to spend time to talk with him on subjects
that did not immediately affect ther particular eall-
ings, and he being himsell too much engrossed with
his garden, his business, and the amusements of the
#eason, to allow of his mind waadering to distant
scenes and prospects for comfort or

But this delight{ul season, (as Canadian summers
generally are,) could not always last. Late (alf
came, alas ! too soon, with its long rains and deep
mud, to cut short the pleasures of summer ; and.
dark, dismol November, with its sleets, (rosts, and
high winds, ushering in old winter, ere the paor
husbandman had fully secured his hard and precariows
earnings. Happy would it have been for Mr. Ex-
citable, had he been able to muster sufficient resolu-
tion 1o ehake off the symptoms of his returning malady
duriag this trying season.  But this he could not
do. As thedreary months, when to leave the house
was a thing almost impossible—when business was
at nearly a dead stand, and men sought the comfort
of their heated stoves, or fire-places, passing their
time as best they wmight, when the blasts of win-
ter swept triumphaatly over the plain—as these
dreary months advanced, and they were not short,
Mr. Excitable felt a renewal of his despondency,
ennui, and discontent, with redoubled force. He
strove—vainly strove—to combat his disease, and
overcome i by turniog his attention to the arrange-
ment of his books, and locking up old accounts;
and when this resource was exhausted, by reading
political papers, and, finally, novels and romances ;
but al would not do. He had once given way to
the demen disoenteat; behad oncesuffered the ayren

lation




THE WEST AND THE EAST.

faney (o poison his mind’s peace; be had onee sl-
Jowed the imaginetion to -transpert him from the
things of reslity to the regions of sir and nothing-
hess, to seek happiness and consoletion ; and all his
powers. were not now suffieient to shake off the itlu-
sive approaches. Every return of bad weather—
every word of complaint uttered by s disappointed
neighbour—end every wayward thooght that car.
ried his imagination to-the land of happinéss, where
his (riends, by report, were emjoying the fruits of
theie ‘enterprise, brought him to a painful serse of
his misery, and aroused the flame of his direontent ;
und seversl times before the epening of spring, had
he mude sp his mind to emigrate, and as often had
e been turmed from his parpose by the same powet-
ful' cause before reluted; bat at every succeeding
time, Tiowsver, with lJass--decision and certainty,
until he bad at tast arrived at the condition of the
tratetier; who, eoming t0 two roads deading in dW-
ferent directions; is indifferent which to take, and
decides the point by raising his eane to fet it fall to
the ground, and the road it fnmrl fnits fal! to
‘pursue.

In this sitiation Mr. Exelhble received a long
fetter from n particular an thwch vatued friend, who
fad emigrated to the west a year or so before, re-
€iting, in glowing language, the natursl advantages
4nd evextmpled beauty of the comntry, and ac-
quainting bim with his perfect success in business,
and the delights of his-new heme, concluding with
& strong invitation to come and see for himmelf.
This communication instantly decided his wavering
‘mind ; "and, animated by the glorious prospects it
wonjtired up in' hisheart, he resolved to set himself
in earnest sbowt closing- up-his concerns, in prepara<
tion for s esrly » removal as circumstances would
‘admit of.  He flew to his wife, and reading 6 her
the gladsome episths, he acquainted her with his de-
fermination.  Béing & sensible woman, w6 motme
time combatted his resolution, uvxing, with much
force, alt the objections she could think of. But her
fiusband was for this onee unchangeable. - He main-
tained his position, by many powerful arguments and
eonvineing truths, i1l Mrs. Excitable was forced to'
Jield a ‘reluctant ‘consent to the uwmenu for!
the contemplated undertaking.

Mr. Excitable went to work instantly.  He wrote
to his friend in the west, when he might look for
him ; and sctually directed him to look out & piece
of land for him against he should arrive. ' He began
0 eontract his business, make settlements, enforce
payments of his dues, and make sales of his loose
property, at whatever sacrifice; and to do everything
With wn ege single to this great objects In the ex-
eitemens of those movements, he found relief from
his ennui, and, in the bright anticipatione for the
future, consotution for present saerifices.

o the Weun tinke spring opened. Hts-bright sun,
und ‘budding vegetation, welcome indives of na-
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‘as well:as 4 th
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ture’s renewed life, madé him half: repent of Wi de-

 terminetion to desert forever these pleasing returss,

interwovisn, ‘s he new found them ¢o be, inte his
very’ natme. But, as summer zdvanced, and
showed prospects of another cold season, he renewed
his strength, and hastened his preparations with
more zeel than ever.

The month, the day, at length came when Mr. -
Excitable was to start ; when, fo ! he found he had
just eome to the reality of his great undertaking.
No longer borne: up by bright snticipations, he dis-
coveréd it was no easy nor delightfal task to leave
his homestead, round which eircled %o many fond
associations, ih the hands of"- strangers,—to dispuse
of real estate in the present hard fimes,—to take
leave - forever of his friends und ussoéiates, and set
out for a strange land, to be reachedsoniy by « fong,
tedious journey, where ha would be obliged 10 com-
mence life anew, forming aequaintances and cob-
nexions that # was beyond his knowledge whether
they would prove advantageous or destructive 1q his
futare peace and prosperity. He thought:of his
family; now happy in the enjoyment. of every thing
desirable to render life comfortable in this warkd ol
woe; and shuddered to think they might fall wetitas

to the western fevers, or meet with a watery grawe

‘on the boisterous lakes, or come to seme:other
violent end on the'road. Hethought how his tonder
wife might reprogch him for being the eause of wil
this ; whilst she herself might be langnishing on a
bed of sicknese, brought on by over-exertion and
fatigue on the road ; and he drew ‘back in alarm, s
if from the brink of a horrid pricipice, . P
Then he looked upon the parish chareh,- and.in-
stantly ‘a long thein’of events and remembraneess—
sonte sad, ‘some jayful-—rose up before his repentant
mind. ‘Wit its sacred walls. hid he been united
to the wife’ of his boeom, iw early life; when tise

‘passions wers sirowg ani deep, by the same grey-

headed off pustot, who had, in after years, prayed
beside Ms tender babes, as- their last breath was es-
caping to the Father who gave it, and whose little

-bodies were sepulehred, in' the adjoinimg burying

ground,  The many happy, as well as'sad, but chas-
tened hours, he hud passedthere, listening to the
holy truths of the gospel; as they fell from the
preacher’s 1ipy, and witnessing relizious ordinances,
@ other incidents and associa-
tions that clustered around the Hallowed place, re-
curred forcibly to his imagination, and he wept like

‘a child, for the first time since his boyhood.

Mr. Excitable' was not & man % withstand these
feelings of humanity ; they were vastly napre power.,
ful than the inclination'to go to the west, arid as
saddénly #s he tad formed his resolution to bmi-

"yrate, did he now abanden the ides;, exelaim.

ing 1~ “l-cannot tear mysell from these essodin-
tionaof my childhood, youth, and manhvod This
‘eountry; efthough it is now suffering froms binrd
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seasons, i3 stk my couniry—~the land that gave me
birth, that has reared me to manhood, that-contains
the ashes of my honored parents, and of my swect
babes. It is my kome, my only homa, and: I never
will leave it. - Away with the splendid dreams of
wealth and happiness in another land. 1 will die
hiere, where 1 was born, though I may be a poorer,
yet no doubt, a happier, a better man 1V
Mrs. Exeitable was highly pleased when her hus-

Land informed her of the ehange in his purposes,
eclaring she would rather live and die here in por-
erty, than run the chance of mecting any thing bet-
ter in a foreign land.

- Mic. Exvitable now proceeded to' counterac! his
IJ;M arrangsments, but found he had lost by his
western fever far-more than he had ever dreamed of.
The sacrifices he:had made on his property were
©oibing compared'to the disorganization of his regular
Dusiness. 116 soon found. to bis sorrow that the re-
latiogs Jie had, by his.folly, severed, were not soon,
if ever, to be renewed, 1lis 0'd customers had be-
taken themselves 10 new houses, and svere shy about
returnivg.  His frisnds, having made up their minds
to lose him, and made caleulations accordingly,
Jogked upon his stay-in rather.a disappeinted mood,
2pd the public had somehow lost confidence in him.
He therefore found bis influence materially lesten-
cd, in &l quarters, to what it was Lofore h's fracas,
when he was regarded by every body as a staid,spb-
stantial man’ ‘

Iy, ;ﬁi;.dil‘emma he labored on paliéntly from day
10 day, hoping in time to recover from the shock.

But, unluckily, the times proved hard ; bysioess was |

Cull, money ecarce, and, added to the whale, politi-
cal'troubles came to 2dd their share to his embar-
rassments. The consequence was another atfack of

his weslern fever. ‘ ;
He now viewed emigration as a malter of ne-
cesdity 5 as he despaired of ever regaining his  for-
mer position. Again did Le defermine, in a it of
despair, to break up business and be off'; and ngain
was his mind assailed by the powerful considerations
-belore related, and forced to yield submission fo
- their influence : and these resolves. and re-resolves,as
-times and eireumstances changed, or as his feelings
dictated, at fst grew upon Lim to. such a degree
that they ereated a kind of disease, or morbid affec-
tion of the mind, from which he was hardly ever
free, except when engaged in the duties of some of
the imost busy seasons of the year—producing a
fiskleness of mind and purpose, Lighly detrimental
to the' prospatity of his business, and rendéring him

s miserat}¢ man. ’ :

© Afterseveral years spent in this wood, Mr. Exeic

table withdrew nltogether from business, and retired
Y3 u firm 3 ﬂatler'x’g.g'_h‘impell‘ still with the iaten-
“tlon of going 1o the west, when he should pet in hig
“@dies, or if he should fail in lﬁis;long cherished pro- '
LNE L e : : : : :

THE SUMMER'S GONE.

jeet, to embark all bis: means in some profitable
speculation at home, hoping thereby to retrieve, with
ane stroke, his lost character and standing. But he
has never done cither. Ile has ever continued a
prey to his western mania, and still lives in hopes
of accomplishing bis desires, although now consid-
crably past the active years of his 1ife: whilst his
family, in consequénce of his uncertainty of purpose,
are growing to years of discretion, without any par-
ticular object in view, awaiting as it were, their pa-
rent’s destination, in erder to form their furure
course of life ; and ten to-one if the springs of their
youthful minds are not chilled, and their fond hopes
fatally destroyed, by the crael procrastination of
their kind and indulgent, but unhappy father. And
these are the consequences of giving way to dis-
content and following the illusions of feney.. - - -
Reader? is this a singlé éase 7 Has it no par-
alfel within the range of your scquaitance ' '

(onmwu..j
"THE SUMMER'S GONE,. -

THE summer ’s gone 5 and of the geotle train,
- Of plants and flowers, that apriog, and bud, ‘and
bloora, . .. ) ; e
And paint with beauty summer’s: fragrant plain, . .
Nore now retains its richness or perfume. :

The sammer ’s gone, and the rieh; vodal grove,
Leafless and voiecless lies, and not a wing

Is seen, or voice is heard; of life and love, -
Of all that came and perished there sinee spting.

The summer ’s gone ! Myriads of sentient things
Sprung into life with her ; sported and shone,
And fited the murmuring air with glancing tvings ;

" "The sunbeam passed away, and they are gone.

Andis thisall? Alas! full many an eye
That beamed in brightness then is wet with tears ;
And trustfol heatts, that loved us well, now lie’
With hopes, deep baried *mid the wreek of years.

Lovely and pure as were those gentle flowers, |
We knew them not till they were called away ;
They passed together from earth’s withered bowers,
Alas! these come not at the voice of May !

The summer ’s gone ; but soon with spring again,
Fresh flowers shall blush and breathe upon the
sir; :
And joyous voices haunt the grove and glen;

Dut those loved Jost ones, ehall not meet us there.

RusexLL.




A CHAPTER ON GRAVES.

ACHAPTERONGRAVES.

%t The depth of human reason must become
As deep as is the holy human heart,
Ere aught in written phrases can impart
The might and meaning of thet ecstacy
To those low souls, who hold the mystery
Of the unseen universe for dark aud dumb.

As men journeying alony through the (oileome
paths of Lfe, perhaps there is nothiug which has so
sauch power in binding +hem together by thase links
to which we owe so much of our earti.ly happiuess.
a8 the kaowledze of the fate that will, one day or
other, fall upon us all. I thexe were in our life
all the chances and changes which it at prescnt pos-
sesses, except the certain y of its speedy ternioa-
tion, men would care litlle to conneél themselves
by any stcong tics with those frop whom, ere long,

they would e almgst surg 1o be separated. Bt
now, Lnomnw their stay in this world will be but
for a short um,c,,handv knawing slso that their
stay will be termivated by the same dark urnd
gloomy grave, they eling to euch other, and
forin those ties of public society and private
affection, - by “which" th'¥ may best udminister
support, comfort, and consolation to each ol.her,
duringthett beief pilgrinage.

<o »Jtiis - to these inslitutions of society, springing

from a sense uf companionship in sorrow, that we
owe most of our bodily comforis. But in these
cold forms and ceremonies we should Mud but tittle
comfort for our heart-.  Man, poussessing a soul,
spicidual amd uncasthly inits vatuse, can find happi-
ness opdy.in a fellowehip with beings also spiritual,
And inany-ure the spirits (rom the anscen world that
haunt eur minda;as we journey on our eai thly course
helding a strange aud 1ysterious communion with
our hearts, aud gausing wp to live an inward apd
unsecnt life, without, which our oulwa: d life would
be pour indeed.  Mavy and varigus ure the foims

m whxca they array Lhemseh es, Sume come beiore |+

gy, hl-mr our hearts with high
and holy fhoughls, as -hey whigpee 10 us atransc
lidiggs of the worid wheice they Lave come. Sumne
come, Le spirits, of depirted ages, calli 13 up past
seeues, and, bringing exumpies gf thuse who
have Lved and died Llefure.  Othes wme, the
spirits of futarity, briu»in' to vur minds’ eye
piciuics of Lvey auuuy scenes, .t wheh we
I'Oud ' uope we way sowmetimes ploy cur Pty
or beawing a darker or 2 more gluomy “forn,
as ey cat a shadow over our spiritr, the
din furcbodings of coming sorow,
therd, ‘ '
“¢That haaut the steps of he loe ard forsuken,
And ihe echoes fhours that are gone they awuken;
When the lovied oue is gone au d ull woud Le dreas
¥o the heact idl its londliuse, then cone they auar -
They gather he doivers, the Uluebldl or ros.

ug in vestures of

Othurs are

575

Or they seorn not the meanest flowrer that grows.

And they weave them into a magic chain,—

Though the flowers mray wither, the spell doh res
main, —

And when they bind up he heart that’s in pain,

And awaken the spirit to gladness again,

Then all around it they breathe through the trees,

And whisper a voice on the magic brecge ;

A voica still and gentle, which yet can reveal

That name 10 the heart that jts saduess can heal,”

Of all these spirits, 0 many and so various in
their nature, there is not one so constantly With'\is
as the spirit of the grave. In ouf gayest scenes,
when all is brightuess and mirth and heat:h aw\md
thut gaunt spirit raises his shrouded: formy among us.
When we are alone, he is with us.. ‘When we'dre
in the throng of life, he is with us.  When we lovk
upon the face of nature, in every chance snd: ‘erery
change around, we ses the impress of ‘1hyt ‘spirivs
form. = The wild wind, as it scatters the leates
on their autumnal temb, seems to- whisper ‘his
name. J{ we gaze on the loveliest prospect
that -this worid ‘ean afford, we see ‘in t}ig mﬁ,g
thereuf a grave, i

But this spirit, asthe wanders with us in hi¥ ‘dage
ly walks, hath cast a veil over the l‘enrfuln‘eu’iol'hu
aspect, 50 that we look apen him whh an un{earln"
eye: we dread not his prescnee,-”

¢'I's it not wonderful, the‘darkest day .
Of all the days of life,—the hardest wrench o
That tries the coward seme,-—shbhld mix its !f
In ull vur genilest and wost joy ous mqods -
A rot unwelcome visitant ? that thought ,
{n her quaint wiandefings; may nut reach a‘bspot )
Of luvish beauty, bat the spictre furm

Mects her with sreeting, and she gives heuelt

TJ his inysterious converse ¥?

Il is well 10 go to the ¢¢ old  kirk-yard,” aod !Mu-
der among the graves, to commupe wish death i
s owa dommns 10 sce tie nobie snd the sedf Jfp
side by side 5 the mazter und the slavc. NDWhﬁw
do we see a lirer view of mun than ia thejr Sraver,
fur their faxlis Lic buried with them. ¥ Mag wars
not wich the deud, Itis a truit of human ualurs
for which I love it.”  And is it not weil to pass by
ihe graves on our way Lo worship in ihe temple of
thut Gud wlhose eteinal lemple we must eqtgr
threugh the grave. .

Bat thore are graves of auoLher k.n\..
cach man’s heart a grave, wherein lies burje
a sad and vnm.mful meworyt  Maay biight aml
glorious Tocsns 11 our youthful he““‘,mpkmg al
aiound us secm glad and werty with thejr Presgace,
Asin lhe healthfut child of haif-g- & ‘e youry we
see Lo symptums of decay and deaulr, 50 we. Jtem
ihat these visions aid hepes of our )omh mll lagt
forever. - But tme, as its yeurs rolt o1f, 8pi: e then
note Ore by 0u¢ they fadé; they dies and in oup

Is oot
d aany
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hearts they tnake their tomb, chifling thems with the
chill of death. And oftea what pangs of fearful
agony are thers, ere they thus sink to rest in that
cold sleep! When some fond affection, that the
heart hath cherished as its dearest, holiest ireasurs,
is blighted,scorned, betrayed —all the bright dreams
and visions of a whole life changed to a dread deso-
{ation,—long and bitter are the sufferings of that
heart, ere the spirit that had so beautiful, se glori-
ous, 80 Joved a form, can die. And, oh! when
their grave is in the heart, what a dreary blank and
void dogh sl around it seem !

Onr gur churchyard graves the green grass
grows, and many a flawer of beauty to deck the
p\llom 0( the dead, and breathe a perfume around
l.helr resting place, And are there no flowers of
lhe,hea;tt. that blogm over the graves of buried hopes,
and Joves?  Sweet and boly flowers are there of
gentle and beautifu) thoughts,~thoughts that spripg

from. the chasteued heart, &3 water {rom the strick-

en rock, —thoughis that shed their 0wn sad sweet-
ness grgr many a, poet’s page, thoughts that have
barpe with them many a heart {rom this poor earth,
to the heaven that ever shed & brightness over the
dackened spiit.  And as.the flasvers in our church-
yard seom fo whisper. of life even at the grave, so
do.these funeral fowers alsa tell that those affections
and earnest longings of the soul, though lost to us

for a litde time, will onegday live again ; that though |

they arenaw in a sleep [rom which there is no eurth-
ly .awaking, they will ti>¢ again, aod in a form more
pure, more holy, and more kegvenly.

1 will never believe that those earthly c!uldren
of a heavenly love were formed but to perish.
Flowers were they from heaven, and though in the
sinful soﬂ of our hearts they withered and died,
when we are borne mto their own warm climate,
beneath their own sunny sky, and the dry ground of
our souls is watered by the blood of redeeming
mércy, then will those &owers again revive, and
blossom, and spread abroad their green braneaes,

and bear glorious fruit,—~the fruit of love, und
peace, and consolation.

And there are too in our begrts—kas gloomy and
mournful in their nature—graves of thought.  Is
there not buried there magy a lovely and gentle
thought,that has come, surely, from a better world,
to shed a momentary ray of joy and brightpess on
our lpmts? They have passed through our minds
80 quickly that we have scarce known them; for
in the rude sinfulness of our nature, they found no
home or resting-place fur their own pure essences ;
and s0 they died almost ere they were born. But
in our hearts have they made their graves, and over
thou iepulchreu also have sprung flowers—flowers
that have given promme of their rising. For in
thut q“ when the graves “shall be opened, and the
fetters of death brol{en,-when aur bodles shall (ﬂse
from the loathsome bed” of cofruption; clothed i

A CHAPTER OK'GRAVES.

& glorious immortalilyj~thén ‘ aleo shafl ther
be an awakening of the heart, and. from the depths
in which they lie buried, shall be called forth each
dream and vision that hath haunted the spirit,
and every thought shall be arraigned—a fearful
array—before the tribunal of the Judge. And

.then shall these on whom the blood hath beeu sprin-

kled be changed, even as our bodies shall be chang-
ed ; and these dearly‘ laved guests of our hearts,
which died in this cold stranger world, shall arise,
clothed in the beauty of a heavenly immortality, to
enter the home whenee they came. And then, in
our own land, they shall form for us the paradise of
which they could only teach us to dream here ;
while each thought of beauty, whose brightness
was dimmed and hidden in the dask murky atmos-
phere of our souls, shall there shine forth as a glo-
rious jewel to deck our brows.

Upon the grave of the murderer there rests a eurse ;
no flowers will bloom over it. 8o there is no curse
that can fall upon our hearts so dire, ad the curse of
secret sinful thoughts. They lie there mouldefing
and rotting, converting all around them into Irath-
someness and corruption ; casting a withering blight
over our whole souls, so that no green thing or
flower of beauty may bloom there ; all is a gloomy,
dreary waste. Men see not upon earth the cortup-
tion that Jies rankling beneath the surface ; they
know not what it is that sends a man forth among
his fellow men unloving and unloved, a curse where-
ever he goes. But for such &n die thére shaW diso
be an awakening ; and when hé shiall ‘stand before
his Judge, from his heart shall be calted up all these
black thoughts, that shall stand fearfully forth, as

the mark, the brand upon his vesture, of & cursed

immortality.

Oh, then, as we kneel upon the grave, and pray
that our death may be *the death of the righteous,
and our last end like his,” let us strive and pray
against though? sins, lest they make their graves in
our hearts, and blight our spirits with their curse.
Let us pray that, during our earthly life, our inner
and unseen world may be peopled by spirits from
the heaven, that may first brighten our existence
here, and alterwards bear up our souls on their an-
gel wings to their own blessed home !

MAN CREATED 70 BE USEFUL TO HIS FELLOW
MEN.

THERE is no man, but God hath put many excel-
lent things into his possession {0 be used, improved,
and managed by him for the common good and inte-
terest ; for men are made for society and mutual
fellowship. We are not born for ourselves alone,
but every other man hath some right and interest in
us, and as no man can live happily in this world
without the help and assistance of others, so neither
is any man exempt or privileged from being in his
place some way beneﬁcm to othera.—Dr. Cdlamy’l
Sermons. h




THE BACKWOODSMAN.

(eBMIGINAL.)
TRE BAC I(WOO_DSMAN.
BY MRS. MOODIE.

BSon of the Isles ! rave not to-ms,
WOf the old world's pride and luxury 5
Why did you cross the western deep,
“Thus, like a lovelorn maid, to weep

. O’%r comfurts gone, and pleasures fled,
Mid forests wild, to earn your bread t
Did you expeet for art to vie
With nature here, to please the eye 3
That stately tower and fancy cot
Would grace each new coneession lot :
That, independent of you hearth,
Men would admit your claims to birth ?

No tyrant’s fetter binds the wul,--
The mind of man ’s sbove cantrol ; .
Necessity, that makes the slave,
Has taught the free a course more brave;
With bold, determined heart 10 qars
The illa that oMl are born to share 5 -
Believe me, youll, the truly great
Stoop net ke meurn o’er fallen state

. They make their wants and wishes, less,
And riee superior to distress 3
The gldoe they break, the sheafl they hlnd,
But elevate a noble mind.

Contented in my rugged cot,

. Your lordly towers L envy not;

. Though rude our clime, and coapse sus cheer,
True independence greels you here. .
Amid uhese forests, dark and wild,

Dwel's honest fabour’s hardy child ;
His happy lot 1gladly share,
And breathe:a purer, freer air..
No more by wealthy upsiarts spurned,
The bread is sweet by labour earned ;
Indulgent heaven has blessed the soil,
And plenty crowns the woodman’s toil :
Beneath his axe the forest yields,
1ts thorny maze lo fertile fields,—
No care pursues from. day.to day,
No tythe has he, no rent to pay ;.
This goodly breadth of well tilled hnd
‘Thus purchased by his own right hand 5 °
With canscience clear, he may bequeath
His children, when he sleeps in death ;
And faithful memory o ’er his sod
Shall carve no stene to mark his rest,
. He feared n0 man—and trusted God-- .
_ By those he loved, revered and blesned.
Belleville, 1842
—
LET TRUTH AND FALSEHO0OD dRAPPLE.
Wia 5VER knew Tryth put to the worse in a free
nd opeu encounter 3 —Milton.

‘Ihini either.

shade.
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- AFRICAN NOTIONS OF THE RACES.

THEY ¢ould not see that there was anything in our:
customs ‘more agreeable to flesh and blood than in

 their own; but would at the same tirie, admit that we

were a wiser and a superior race of beings to them-
selves. For this superiority some of their wise:
heads would try to account; but this they could
only do on the ground of our own statements, that
a Greal Being made man.

A wily rain-make, who was the oracle of the vil.
lage in which he dwelt, once remarked after hearing
me enlarge on the subject of creation: “If you
verily believe thal that Being créa.ed ail men, then,
according 10 readon, you must also believe, that in
making white people, he’has improved on his work ;
he tried his hgnd on Bushmen first, and he did not
like them, because they were 50 ugly, and their lan~
guage like that of the frogs. He then tried his
hand on the Hottentots, but these did not please
He then exercised 'his power and »kill
and male the Bechuanas, which was a grest ime
provement } and et last he made the white people ,
therefore,” exulting with an air of triumph at the
discovery, ‘° the white people arc so much tviser than
we are, in making walking houses (waggone,) teach+
ing the oxen 'to draw them over hill and dale, and
instrueting them also to plough the gardens, instead -
of making their wives do it, like the Bechuanas.”
His discovery received the applause of the people,
while the poor missionary’s argumen's, drawn from
the source of Divine truth, were thrown into the

AFRICAN NEATNESS, PN

TuEY could not account for our putting our leés;
feet, and arms in bags, and using buttons for the
purpose of fastening bandages round our bodies, in-
stead of suspending them as ornaments from the neck

| or hair of the head. Washing the body, instead of

lubierating it with grease and red ochre, was a dis-
gusting custom, and cleanliness about our food,
house, and bedding, contributed to their amusement
in no small degree. A native, who was engaged
rogsting a piece of fat zebra flesh for me on the
coals, was told that he had better turn it with
stick, or fork, instead of his hands, which he invari-
ably rubbed on his dirty body for the sake of the
precious fat. This suggestion made him and his
cumpanions qugh) extravagantly, and they were
went to repeal it as an interesting joke wherever
they came.

- FIAPPINESS OF HOTTENTOTS.

THEIR supreme ' happiness consists in havmg ‘abun.

dance of meat. Asking a man who was more grave
and \houvhtful than his compamon; what 'Was th
finest sight he could desire, he instantly réplied,

« A'great ﬁre covered wilh pots full of nreat ;7 add.
ing, * how ugly the fire looks without & pot ! -
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CHEMISTRY, IN ITS APPLICATION TO AURICULTURE AND PHYSIOLOGY—BY JUSTUS LIEBIG, M. D.
F. re 8. &c. &c. &ec.

For all practical purposes connected with agriculture, this book will be-found one of the most
valuable publi-hed for many yearss The author hag entered fully into the nature of the different
soils, and the species of earths necessary to the production of the several kinds of grain and
fruits usually cultivated. We are given to understand that where his suggestlons have in this
country, been submitted to the test of experiment, the results have been all iliat could Be
wished. We are glad to see thut the work has been republished in a cheap’ form, and we
would earnestly tecommend farmers to read it, and, if possible, tarn its suggestions to their.own
advantage and the advantage of the country. .

EVERY BOY’S BOOK—BY JOH‘I GEORGE BRIDGESa

i

Tris Imle book, intended for the use ‘of schools, for wluch it is peculmrly adapter’ bemv
an exposition of the principles of the British Constitution, with which it is very desirable that
the people should be thoroughly acquainted. The book has béen well received, by the people
and the press, and it is more than pwbable lhat it will be generally ado'pud. :

LIEBIG’S ANIMAL CHEMISTRY.

Among the cheap works reprinted in New York, this is the first attempt to introduce reading
of a stable and valuable character. The boek is spoken of us one treatinz luciddy of the sub-
juct which forms its title ; and from the reputation of its anuther we should judge that the epeo-
miums bestowed upon it ate not unmerited, Itis offered at so cheap a rate that none who
deme to possess it need for a momeat deny themselves the pleasnre.

PEOPLE,S EDITIO‘{ oF THE WAVERLEY NOVELS.
»

A CHEAP edmon of the Waverley Novels, neatly printed in Lunburgb,and lSeued in monthly
parts, is now in the course of publication, and will be ready for delivery in Canada on the Ist
‘of January. Of course, it is unnecessary to speak of the value of these novels, which, by
the greater part of the people, have been read, while those who have not enjoyed that plea-
sure must have heard enough of their extraordinary excellence to sct the appetite on edge.
The mode of publication, and the extremely moderate charge, are such as fo secure for them
a0 _exteusive citculation, by which only can the publxshers hope to receive any remuneration
for their enterprise.

THE ABBOTTSFORD EDITION OF THE WAVERLEY NOVKLS.

Tus is intended to be a magnificently illustrated edition of these Novels. The embellishments
-alene are said to have cost a sum which, in this country, seems to be almost beyond belief—
thirty thousand pounds sterling. It will be issued in three shilling paits, two every monti
‘until completed. Armour and Ramsay are the Canadian publishers of both editicns.

THE QUEEN’S BOUDOIR AND MUSICAL ANNUAL, For 1813.

“THis is orie of the most magnificent books of the season, being intended for circulatian.ameng .
the ‘most.elevated. and wealthy classes in the empire, The embellishments, though few ia
numbeszare pesfect specimens of the art of Chromo- Lithography, a brench of art which is
. rapidly assuming an important place among the improvements of the age. The music is spcken
of by the English ciitics in terms of the highest praise, and heing intended lor the ear of those
whose tastes have been refined in the best schools of the empire, it is to be presumed that the
“gritics speak Correctly. - Aunong the presents which, at the approaching season of giit- giving,
“ will’be in Tequest, we fancy this will take the lead,



T0O THE READERS OF THE GARLAND.

N o A AN P Al AN

Ix snmouncing the t=rmination of :another volume, itis a duty, to us as pleasing as it is impes
rative, gratefally to acknowledge the general favour with which our humble offering has been
received. "By that favour, the quland has been enabled trinmphantly to pass the dreaded
ordeal Qf‘t‘mcert‘iin,ly and douht with which previous failures had investsd all attempts to
cultivate, in what was believed to be the ungenial soil of Canady, any thing so easily blighted
as the tender and delicate planis which blossom in tise literary garden. But the soil is not
ungenial. latellectaally as well as physically, it possesses all the elements necessary. to place
it in a respectable station among its contemporaries; and though, for a season, circumstances
have retarded, or may retard its progress, the day will come when Canada will not be without
jts representatives in the great world of literatare.”” ’ '
- The ‘ Garl.and,‘ it is}_ .wél,i .knovAvn to many, was undertaken more as an experi'ment, and wiﬁh
the intention of faisly. testing the prohlem, whether such a work could be sustained by resident
or native writers, than with any expectation, immediate or remote, of deriving from it ];eclinisry
profit. Indeed, with the discouraging predictions which every where assailed us, and with the
fate of all its predecessors before our eyes, it would have been fool.hardy inthe extreme to have
expecied personal advantage from it. But it was alse intended that nothing should, after one
year, be’lost by ity save the pl:asant laboar of ils preparation; and if it yieldad not sufiicient
{6 sutiport itself, to suff:r it to sink quiztly into the grave, ¢ unhonoured and wasung.”>  As
month after month tolled past, however, it graduilly found its way into public favour, until, at
the conclusion of the first volums, notwithstanding the unhappy dissensions which then
lacerated the country, it was found to have far exceeded the expectations of those who were
the Teast fearful of its ultimate success. '

. "_I‘he, experiment, then, was 8o far successful. The press aiﬁeg it with frequent commenda-
tions, .and the public generally acknowledged the justice of their criticism.  Conttibutors
increased in number; 1o such a degree, that, jnstead of being at a loss for original malter, it
became a delicate task to select from among the multitude of flowers, those'which were rarest
and fairest. And thus was one discouraging prediction falsified, and the questiop affirmatively
answered, which orizinally prompted the establishment of the Garland.

Now, ‘at the expiration of four years, (during which time the circle of its friends has gra-
dually widened and increased, insomuch that at the present time it is monthly welcomed even
in the remotest parts of Canada,) it becomes our duty to commence, as it were, anew.

\WVith this intention, the next number will begin a new series of the work, which, we hope,
will minister to the growing tastes of the community, and, et the same time, be supporied by
a liberality corresponding with the great extra outlay which has been incurred. If the support
which we now anficipate, and which, juiging from the past, we are warranted in anticipating,
should be extended to our efforts, the result will be the establishment, withia the Province, of
a periodical, which shall not suffer in comparison with any of its class published on this con-
tinent. Already, as regards its contents, there are few who will give it a second place among
the purely literary magazines published in America. Inits external appearance it lias hitherto
lagged far behind them. Now, arrangements have been made to obliterate that répfo‘ach,‘ and
every species of material has been procured by which to impart to it all that is elpé@pi in the
productions of our neighbours. In embellishments, indeed, it is more than prebable that for a
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time we shall not equal .them. But as we have never for a moment permitted ourselves to
donbt that the enterprise will be sustained, so may we reasonably hope that, in a very short
time, we shall have our magazine in all things equal to the most popular of its rivals.

In such circumstances, we trust, we may appeal to the whole community for support. The
experiment is one in which all who are friends to literature in Canada are interested—and we
may add, that those who desire to see the finer branches of art cultivated and flourishing among
ug, are also interested in the developement of the question ; for although, at present, we must
be supplied with engravings from other countries, it is only a beginning which is required to
assure us that our own country will contribute something towards the advancement of the arts,
even as already she has made no inccnsiderable additions to the more substantial comforts of
mankind.

In conclusion, we have only to state, that there will be no number of the Garland'issued in
December, it being intended to begin the new series in January, in order that the whole of
each volume may, in future, be comprigsed within the year.

END OF THE FOURTH VOLUME.




