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EVA HUNTINGDON.*

BY R. B M.

" CHAPTER XXIL

Trgy, -

“’ze o“:lt" 1‘\01' determination, Eva took advan-
it v ‘¢ indisposition which confined Lady
g :i o% to her own room the following day,
gy, & Weited to see her wrapped in deep

wondering amazement, betokening that visitors
of ber class were very rare.

“ Does—does Mr. Huntingdon live here!” falter-
ed the latter.

“No, father does,” was the reply.

“Thank God!” was Eva's heartfelt cjacula-
g, Ut o0 hep e tion; “Oh! I might have known they could not

% interp < ision to Honey-suckle Cottage. § havefallen as low as this! Can you tell me,
he,\h "Mably long did that drive appear to my good girl, where the gentleman has gone to,

$

$

r §

ity g OW s} . .

M elnger ¢ Fearned. Fet dreaded to arrive at g that occupied this house bLelore you came toit!

¢

’

$

¢

E

tog . e natural result of a sleepless night,

ofy m‘; Atlength sl reached the sudden tumn  his name was Huntingdon.”

Cetty an ; hat brought her in full view of the The girl knew of no such persen. The house
:;:‘“ y Xe(d :er:‘.‘gﬂ» straining glance was in- ¢ yas empty when they had come to live in it.

. “Te er wp“ ! it. Oh! what a change was Again disheartened, Eva silently turncd away.
*Uize, orst, her darkest fears scemed Though relieved from her first fearful supposition
that this wretched habitation was her brother's
home ; she was far from recovered yet from the
terrible shock she had reccived, nor could she

u e e F & moment she pressed her hands
ihﬂt her oy s, l_‘oping she had not seen aright—
ity n(‘i";l lutense anxiety had blinded her,
:{:ﬁt of minmk' nln§l coofirmed her.  The very ¢ entirely overcome the superstitious feeling that
k@n% :"d misery secl?\ed b.rooding over ¢ whispered, there was something ominous in this
o N oo thg:eu? green jalousies wero bl’?‘ utter ruin that had fallen on his early home, on
tq tof u Sfmned_ﬂ,.e little pahsnde. in ¢ the roof that had first witnessed his young affec-
™ ““‘ightly w:c'dt"ampled into the dust, whilst § tion and happiness. Not knowing where to direct
N t, and g, s, choked up the honeysuckles § her steps, or whom to apply to, haunted by voice-
"ﬂk.ly bl ere, struggled to show their pale, ¢ less fears and conjoctures to which it was almost
Ith o . T . madness to listen, she proceeded on her way.
,rh‘dted ‘hz‘:;" sick nlmo'st unto death, Eva ap- ¢ In passing a cottage whol:o climbing plants anyc;
over g m 1°°" and after o moment's pause to ¢ well tended garden reminded her mournfully of
thag . ¢ overwhelming feeling of weak- IToneysuckle Cottage in bye-gono days, she re-
-y for m“:‘\rcrhm:, knacked with a trembling § eolved to stop and enquire if they could givo her
%ﬂn Awkwq l:]co. '1'1’0 summons was answered § the informntion sho sought.  As she alighted, the
teey, who T, miscrablo looking girl fof § dour opened and a young, blooming looking

stared at Eva with a degreo of § woman, stepped out on the verandah,

*Continued from page 441, '
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To Eva's enquiries, ‘she rejoined “that Lord
Huntingd(m lived in the Hall about a mile and a
half distant.”

“Not him,” was the quick interruption, “his
Son, the Ionorable Mr. Iluntingdon.”

The woman had never heard of such a person;
but then, as she apologetically added, “she was a
Comparative stranger in the place, having only
Intely arrived from the distant purish in which
she had been brought up.”

“Ohl surcly, this universal ignorance, this
utter oblivion is not without its meaning!” thought
EV&, as wearied, sick at heart, she turned agnir'x
towards the Iall, convinced that farther scarch
Was almost useless and that if her brother and his
young wife were still living, they must at least
have left the country long previous.

_“And yet,” she murmured, as an clegant man-
8ion, whose clustered turrets shewed to singular
advantage through the groups of noble trees sur-
Tounding it, came in view; “And, yet will I
make one more effort. I have asked of the poor
Now, will I turn to the rich.  Alas, alas! I fear
tis all unavailing.”

Hurricdly ¢he passed up the stately avenue,
Boting not the marble statucs gleaming through
the trecs, nor the sparkling fountains that threw
Up their showers of diamcnds at her feet. Hers
Was a purpose that absorbed every thought and
feeling of her soul and yet she repented of her
llmrdilmod as she approached the mansion, for a
Young and clegant looking man was standing in
the portico with his back to the entrance. Xow
could ghe expose her pale, agitated face to his
Curioys, perhaps, mocking scrutiny—how enquire

Or 2 person that might have been dead or at
!east absent from tho country for yearst Yield-

188 to her natural, ehrinking diffidence, now in-

“reased tenfold by her nervous dopression of
SPitits, she hastily twned, hoping to reach the
end of the avenue ere he moved from his position.
‘h: Was disappointed however, for almost imme-
Sounded on the gravel walk behind her and the
Joung stranger was at her side.

k 00}11'“80(1 and annoyed, she hurried on, he still
€eping pace with her and endeavoring all the
whllfe to obtain a glimpse of her face which was
“tudiously averted from him. ‘Suddenly the ex-

mation of ; - '
d “ Good Hoavens! 'tis, indecd her! Eval my
arling Eval” caused her to wildly spring round.
'¢ Dext moment sho was clasped in her brother’s
:'m* With a faiut ery of joy her head fell for-
""’dflpon his bosom, and for a time sho was
ble to the tender words and caresscs he

i tely the sound of quick, light foot-steps, re- -
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lavished upon her.  When restored to conscious-
ness, she was still supported by Augustus who
was knecling on the ground be-ide the fountain,
and looking down upon hier with an expression
of intense anxiety such as had never softenced his
handsome countenance Lefore.

“Tva, darling ! are you better 7" he whispered,
in tones strangely unlike the clear, carcless accents
of old.

“Yes, oh! quite well,” was the girl's happy,
smiling reply, and she quickly rose to her feet,
but her brother's arm still encireled her waist and
still his durk, varying cyes vested on her fuce
with the same sweet, softened light.  Alas! he
was tracing with aching heart, the alteration time
had wrought in his gentle sister; but trembling
lest she should divine his fhoughts, should leam,
at least from him, the changed thing she had te-
come, he cheerfully exclaimed in reply to her
anxious enquiries concerning his wife :

She is quite well, my own Eva, but totally
unconscious of the happy, thrice happy surprise
in store for her. Oh! I can scarcely realize it
myself! and again he passionaicly strained bis
companion to his heart. Fearing, however, he was
adding too much to her agitation which already
‘was sufficiently great, he led her on to talk of
calmer and more indifferent subjects. Arrived at
the portico, instead of entering, he turned to an
apartment whose windows opened on the lawn.

I wish you to see Carry before we enter, Eva,”
he smilingly exclaimed, “ Look in.”

Iis sister did so. The apartment was elegantly
furnished. Books, pictures, engravings and all
the accessories of the morning room of a refined
and intellectual woman were scattered profusely
around, but Eva’s whole attention was rivetied

"by a lady who was reading on a couch at the

other end of the chamber. In that elegantly
attired, graceful looking creature, yet combining
oll the fresh delicacy of girlhood with the gentle
dignity of the woman, she could scarcely recognize
the silly, giddy looking Mrs. Huntingdon of olden
days. Her countenance radiant with delighted
surprise, she turned to her companion whisper-
ing; ,

¢ Is that indeed Carry #”

“Yes, Canry, such as you made her,” was the
affectionate reply, “ but we must not keep her
any longer from your embraces. Step into this
other room, Eva dear, and I will tell her that a
lady wishes to sce her. The surprise will be'a
joyful one.”

Eva obeyed, and the next moment her sister-
in-law, with a dignified, graceful step, entered.
Sho started as her eyes cncountered those of the
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mhef'"r & moment sho looked eagerly,

hn\?"'"‘;:i‘:;l:m next, with o spring \V}\Ose

s eﬁ"““e] hot even ?:u:ry Hamilton
3¢ i“”\; b she was in Eva’s arma,

;'h:‘ "“lnn:, on | ?‘:\‘:\1 wmy friend, my sis-

h ()h. it is(.d with a p:'\.\‘tiunatc ‘\mrst'of

LAQ(L I ereugh to drive me wild with

Y, ufraj,
A

oz

p

oxy A it will really do o, m
umllor k:“ med her lmslmml,};\s he g(‘nﬂi"
y ﬂl(er:ls from Eva's neek, round which
"W lately laughing and sobbing ;
i‘leq Ust not impress our good sister
bl U we are both as senscless and
%‘h “hen ghe parted from us. Let
& ¢ 8ofa and talk quietly over our
i,
»}‘;‘hn' :21 sm'li"{;"y assented, Mrs. Hun-
ey ot Cver, still around her sister-in-
¥erg fixed on her face, as if she

Uy

q"f ber “pate.  Scarcely knowing the
by e own Words, Eva endeavored to
b,ﬁn t'h\-(\k i“""“'s enquiries, and ns she spoke
N distang lands, her alternate
Way ooM® and wild wishes of dying

lia‘ f"“m the .
y, e in m all, her young sister-
H}Q_‘-’la ende, Teathless silence, and when
l‘d. h“‘“m 4, she bowed her head on the
k. teqy . 2nd silently wept.  Alas! she
" © faded Lloom of the sweet,
B Hep hug ret history of those « years
Nh.’ bep in‘i understood all, her mourn-
di.r & hey po tears, and affectionately

-F By

air, he exclaimed ;

o JOU must exeuse poor Carry;
N h;‘"p Jas :““ 100 much for her. dpro-
‘4.%]%,‘ for © have some very interesting
f ' tegyy u{m Ehl Camyt” Even
Mk of by yoe color‘ mounted to the fair,
w“,%l- “But, Ung wife, and bLe smilingly
\m b for I Bmme Eva, wo must not lose
wfk e::;nmm“pm‘ your time will be as
:n” tage, long'"» %8 it used to be at Honoy-
Yt b Dresed (o '
N Pasing b em thrqugh s long
o liv:‘ee“ ma ;: f?rendwr, exclaimed:

i 0, - » Liva, in three different ro-
; You will see me in that

®spectable of all, the father

aniw opc.n the door, and two
‘"l.t with health and hap-
‘M. Returning the joy-

a .
Wi l S_Ome bright illusion which a.
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that savored strongly of his reckless boyhood,
exclaimed ;

“Well, Eva, was it not time for Carry and 1
to learn to behave ourselves, and eease quarrelling
for trifles, when these little responsibilities came
among ust  In fact, we were fairly shamed into
propriety, for you know it did not do for the
father of a family to spend his whole day play-
ing with his dogs; nor for the mother to pout
from morning till night, because her partner was
not always at her side, whispering love speeches
into her ear; but, come youngsters, do not make
me ashamed of your training.”

Loosening the arms of the little creatures which
were playfully twined round his neck, or buried
in the rich masses of his dark hair, ho placed them
down before Lva, where, awed by the presence of
the strange lady, they stood regarding her with
that attractive blending of shyness and wonder,
80 peculiar to childhood.

“Well, sister, what think you of your new
nephew and niece §”

Eva replied, only by kissing the little creatures
8 hundred times, lavishing every possible endear-
ment and term of praise upon them.

“This little darling is, indeed worthy of all
your flattery,” said the futher, fondly stroking the -
fair silken curls of the youngest child, who nestled
closer to him. “She bids fair to realize her mio-
ther's unceasing prayer, and resemble in all things,
her sweet name-sake, Aunt Eva”

“Have -you, indeed, called her after me#” re-
joined Eva, with a gratified smile, and drawing
the child closer to her, as she spoke : “ A thousand
thanks, my dear friends, for so kind a proof of
your remembrance, at a tume, too, when I funcied
myself entirely forgotten. And this noble boy is
Augustus, is he not{” .

“If not in name, I fear in character,” was the
father’s smiling rejoinder.

*“My name is Edgar,” lisped the little fellow,
proudly, “Edgar Arlingford Huntingdon.”

Eva suddenly bowed her head over the child, _
to conceal the crimson glow that flushed her cheek,
and her brother, fortunately not perceiving it, con-
tinucd :

“He is called after another dear friend of ours,
the family benefactor, as I used to call him in my
wild days. Nobly, indeed, Eva, did Mr: Arling-
ford finish the good work you had commenced,
that of rescuing Carry and mysclf from ruin. A
few months after you bad all lcft England, when
I was pearly wild with anxictics—persecuted on
all sides for linbilitics contracted before my mar-
riage—threatened with exccutions, bailiffs, and
prisous, Mr. Arlingford arrived at our Cottage.
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1o came ostensibly on a friendly visit, in reality,
to remedy all the dificultics that yumor had by
that time loudly blazoned abroad.  Aficr a few
ours  frank, kind communing with myself, in
Which [ was ns sincere with him, as I would have
et with you or Carry, he ascertained the exact
Amount, of my numerous debts, and not only ad-
vanced me money to discharge them all, but even
1o refund e different sums old Snaith had lent
me at wuely ruinous rates of interest, and which
Were steadily and surely eating up every acre be-
Onging in reality, or in prospect, to Augustus
Untingdon.  What called forth my gratitude
":“’Te strongly than all the rest, was the generous
Rdness with which he commended my conduct
oM the period of my mariage, deelaring it’s
Perfect irreproachableness gave me a claim upon
M, which it was a pleasure and happiness to
llck“O“ﬂedge. Carry and I, however, were not so
8raceless asto take credit where we deserved
Bone, and then, and there, was recorded to him
k‘c long tale of all your awn gencrosity, your
lfl.dness and your paticnce.  With true feminino
m"‘“tencSS, Carry descended into particulars, and
%8 Arlingford stopped a month at the Cottage,
m:;e Was not a ringle domestic quarrel you had
© Up, nut a single good counsel imparted to
de::]m or kindness lavished on me, but was fally
e ed, nm.l to do him justice, he listened as
?g";" ly and interestedly as we narrated.  About
'te of his visit, four months after your de-
g :‘:‘“‘e. this little hero was born, and of course,
8 ealled after him, Carvy wished to append
.“mwtu_s to his name, but I feared similarity of
8 might induce similarity of conduct, and I
10 fancy for his turning out, in his youthful
.u::;' What poor Lord Huntingdon &0 often, with
« L2 8tyled myself, a graceless young dog.”
“ked(g' long is it since you saw Mr. Arlingford i
Eq v8, her head still bowed over the little
gar,

“

Neaﬂ.y four months. He spends the greatest
'eclu:if his time at Arlingford Castle, in complete
Wag b;m. He was abroad when our little Eva

N rn, and having learned through some of
broy ;":‘e Journals, the accession to our family,
al gf‘ the little lady on hie return, the most re-

? * that ever baby received, a complete set
8mondy of great beauty and worth, and really
Would haye thought the little coquette under-

tho valuo of"the gift, for baby as sho then
'“Ni(edo mx\f)ifus.wd from tho very first, the most
he mt“npredxletmon for hin.  Doubly, trebly, did
ter I‘:dgn: her partiality, and his namncsake, Mas-
i g often loftily declared that only he loved

© tlster e0 woll, he would shoot her through
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jealousy. Last winter, Arlingford acconmpanied
Carry and mysclf to London, for you 1du« know,
Eva, the lcir of all the Huntingdon's Lias re-
gained bis former position in socety, notwithe
standing the desperate efforts of Lady Mary Law-
ton, seconded by a few otlicrs, to keep him out,
and his wife has ag many Countesses and Mar-
chionesses on her visiting Jist, as whe could desire
It was the first time Arlingford had wade Lis ap-
pearance in society from the period of your d-
parture, for his relative, Lord Arlingford, having
died in Ircland, lcaving him his princely estate
there, he sceluded Limself entirely under plea of
mourning, till he went abroad, s re-appeurance
then, in fashionable life, excited a great sencation,
aud when it was publicly known that Le was
staying with us, that we' were his particular

_ friends, aristocratic Dowagers, who had before re-
“fused to recognize ¢that Mr. Huntingdon, who had

married the young person without a name'—cx-
clusive Duchesses, whose gawky, stupid daugh-
ters, seldom danced or associated with, auzht be-
low a baronet, became suddenly and singularly
attentive to us. We were asked everywhere, and
as Carry always appeared in public with Mr,
Arlingford at her side, in my presence, or leaning
on his arm when I was absent, sunnicr smiles
wero lavished on her, than if her infant eradle had
been surmounted by a Coronct. I often think he
accompanied us to town, solcly for the purpose of
re-instating us in society, and nobly, indecd, did
he accomplish his gencrous purposes. From the
very first, he made it clearly understood, that
where his fricnds the Huntingdons’ were excluded,
he did not go, and as his invitations were count-

less, we soon became the most popular couple in .

London. To impart to you the secret of all this,
dear Eva, you must know that Arlingford is con-
sidered one of the first alliances of the day. Even
before the death of his estated relative, whose

-heir he became, his wealth was very great; Ar-

lingford Castle, and its princely domain—Greville
Park—the estate of Hillingdon—all separate for-
tunes in themselves, whilst as to his family,
though untitled himself, the Arlingfords’ have
ever ranked and mated among the highest in the
three kingdoms. Strawberry leaves and Coronets
bave been as plentiful among them, as giiffin’s
heads and claws on our own respectable crest.”

“ But Augustus, you have forgotten Mr. Arling-
ford’s noblest, highest, qualifications,” interrupted
Mrs. Iluntingdon, *“Iis own meutal superiority,
his irrepronchable, faultless character.”

“ All very well, Carry. They may be indeed,
in your catimation, the most important item in his
long list of perfections, but believe me, the young
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M, as 2 general rule, think differ- 2

B8 e o s .

X R xlu) might admire his mind or

] Ure, Arlingford Castle would come

by Ouble ) - e s
d g re of admiration, whilst his

EY lgh‘br\

p. Mg ' °d manners would not ensure

I, 08 . . .

il}: H"ﬂx» Pect as lis close connection with

ﬁ“g“ the S Greville's an § Puns nby’s, Do

NEN :roc.i wilow of the Earl of Del-
¢ ey .

b, e, *)"“a 2 sant helress of the
.l‘,‘- -

kT, Tl hare srilad on Lim openlr

RN RN . f

and e
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g: nhe e agl

A A A
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=ind and man-

r 4
Wil e ons Ask Evaand see
:M"llllst tell you. F g

2y Wt by ive yeara’ residence
Y & .
l%ps, © considerably enlightened her” ¢
»
) ro:

o, 4
::19 10t ag ¥nuch as five years’ residence 5
Pn;;-hd S his sister in a low tone; “but, $
‘x‘n‘&li(’ “_] Mr. Arlingford scem to return :

% 8 fair admirers 1 $
”_‘ :? n:‘rkcd‘,\‘. but rumour says, that re- g
N ang th:(‘nm‘ctions of the Countess of ¢

i w Wealth and youthful charms of Z

the " *®has honored with his special at- ¢

Onet, ™ Wnattractive daughter of some

ot halfa dozen dowerless girls

H

;
%
§

Touhe,
‘Yoon, 0 the name 1 vas the rapid in-

b4
e
3
g
' & former Belle of that witless
er' g,
) Ah! I remember
c:)y.. His visit to the Hall, and
g, ithag "Jectures of the neighborliood.
to . ﬂllcsc RN
o ingforg, aped my memory, but to
“hnk they 8 attentions to Miss Stanton,
os; ve ‘Vﬂs.nothing in them beyond
g ir-“‘:f‘ his part, and a feeling of
: P:“e frieq, Hlmot Staaton, who had been
'feelinoor the deceased Mrs. Arling-
e‘:'Or the neglect and disregard
- fmu.ght on an amiable and
o Niggy Rotj 2mily, did his best to bring
""f:l:'%d cl‘ce. He introduced the Stan-
le €D, the eldest, who is really
. gre"Rther sensible sort of girl,
Viig e % favorite with Carry. She
¥ay M;th o last Spring.»
. ‘g\:}’"{gford here also!” asked
Wing face mid the rloss
Ameca, : glossy

4
¢ Eg He and Helen under- ;
Tog ref S4r to read, but their pu- §
lingr. ctory, ungallantly declaring ¢
"2ford s y declaring g

frogy gz 74 migle teach him, he would
' ¢

Ml:;if ‘nda sla.nmu' because she had not §
»

\\‘S\veet Voice like his own dear ¢
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Eva involuntarily pressed the child closer to
her, whilst the father smilingly exelaimed :

“ Well, young gentleman, would you condeseend
to learn from Aunt Eva”

For a moment the boy's beautiful bright cycs
earmestly scanned Eva's features, and then throw-
ing his arms around her neck, he murmured :

“Yes, yves, T would, even thoush she is pot
ro<y, and smiling like my own Mamma.”

The youny mether instanily, thruzh genty,
drew tha child away, kindiy exclaiming:

“Come, dear Esa, to the drawing room; those
little ones will fatigue you.”

Eva, afraid to trust her voice in dissent, had no
alternative but to follow, and she was some mi-
nutes seated on the couch in the former apart-
ment, ere composure was entirely restored. The
conversation freely, happily flowed on, yet, though
her companions spoke most unreservedly of their
own aftairs, present and past, their hopes and
plans, their lights and shadows of life, Eva re-
turned not their confidence. How could she tell
them with that sad, pale face, and spiritless voice,
that she was about to become a bride? Would
they not at once infer the truth, and anxious for
her happincss, weary her with importunity to re-
tract what she felt was now indeed irrevocable,
Silently then, she listened to their smiling allu-
sions to the probable cause of her return, their
conjectures as to whether she had met any for-
tunate fellow-traveller abroad, whose socicty
might compensate in itself for home and country,
and when she rose to leave, both felt assured that
Evahadreturned to them as freein heart and fancy,
as when they had last parted. Taking advantage
of her sister-inlaw’s momentary absence, with
a brief request tc her brother to await her under
the portico, she hastened to the nursery. Rapidly,
though affectionately, kissing her little namesake,
whose bright lips were instantly raised to her
own, she tumed to the boy Edgar, and etrained
him passionately to his heart. Much the child
wondered at the decp fervor of that long em-
brace, surpassing even in warmth, those of his
own mother, and still more at the bright tears
that fell on his ivory brow, and dark curls. Gen-
tly twining his tiny arm around her neck, he
whispered :

“ Wait! I will send for my Mr. Arlingford, and
he will- give you a handsome carriage and pony
like he gave Edgar, and he will not let poor
Aunt Eva cry any more.”

The boy’s ouly answer was another passionate
embrace, and then, like a spirit, Eva had glided
from the room. The little fellow, after a mo-
ment's quiet thought, turned to his baby sister, and
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confidentially exelaimed, as he wiped off alinost
Teverentially, a tear that yet glittered on bis tiny
lang, '

“Poor, por, Tady Tva!l I wish to goodness,
T. Arlingford were here!

M

CHAPTER XXIIL

Taar night, while revolving in silence and soli-
tude 11,0 events of the day, more than one re-
Worsefy] pang troubled the happiness Eva deriv-
e(l. from the recolleetion of the perfect wedded
88 enjoyed by her brother and his pariner.
T Yes, Yes, she murmured, her pale clicek gain.
g for the moment a crimson glow; it was
Wrong, very wrong! I, the promised, affianced
Wife of another, I should not have asked so eager-
¥ about him, nor listened with so wildly beating
8 heart to the praises of which he was the object.
chvf'“ the passionate caresses I lavished on that
il because he bore his name, because he had
. °‘} an object of his love and care, were an in-
Justice to poor George, an injustice too which
:“5" bc atoned for.  Arlingford must be no more
Bey topic, Carry must no more repeat in my pre-
e the praises which may work such fearful
a"°°. in my earthly pence ; and that child, that
ut:‘ltlfnl child, whose dark eyes scem to have
i ght the depth of carnest feeling, the softened
ght that beam in his, even he I must avoid.  If
u::“ to wed poor George, the heart I bring him
Hough, devoid alas{ of even one spark of love for
?emo‘m must at least be frec from all cause of
Will:m or sel.f reproach. Three days hence he
wjo ? here, returning from the home he sought
lese }y’ ully to prepare for the arrival of Lis cheer-
Tide. And how cold will be the greeting,
0‘1’: Poor the welcome he will, at best, receive.
anwould to heaven wo were still in Italy—
,°¢, anywhere sitve in England. Its haunting
r:::‘;:rences, its ealling up of days gone bye, its
. of former ties have been too much for
Weak heart?

8 E‘v:a. had predicted, Sir George soon arrived
time ‘:‘tlngdon .Hull, and from that period, her
thay shas &0 enhf'ely engrossed Ly different cares
i H’o‘; found it almost impossible to steal a
.2 her friends, Not indeed that her time
e]ec:;a“y Way monopolized by the bride-groom
Plan, OF the latter soon wearied of pouring his
g and observations into so apathetic an ear,
ed to Lady Huntingdon who displayed
e, "'QfeSt in his nccount of the triumphal
wal Joybells and illuminations that were to
¢ Lady Leland to ber new hiome. She
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even listened with complaceney when lie touched
upon the beauty of the equipages, the p«-rf«-cxly
ordered retinue and the splendour of the estaly-
lishment that were to be at the bride’s command,
But, if Lva thus escaped the infliction of detajls
that seemed to her a mere mockery, there were
other dutics almost equally irksome that conlg
not be avoided, and the time sped, notwithstand.
ing her weariness of heart, with singular rapidity.
But one short week now remained and it secmed
to her that there was yet more undone than could
be accomplished in as many months. She was
sitting alone in her private sitting room one
morning having just returned from a stolen visit
to Elmswater. The agitation of hier features and
the traces of tears that yet lurked in her heavy
languid eyes betokened the'interview had afford.
ed her more pain than pleasure, and so indeed had
itbeen.  For the first time, she had found courage
to communicate to them tho tidinygs of her long
engagement and approaching marringe with a
man, whom they secmed intuitively to know, «he
neither loved nor reverenced and the intelligenee
was to them as a clap of thunder. Recoveral
from their first overwhelming surprise, every
argument that affection could invent, every re-
monstrance that tender anxiety could bring for-
ward, were employed to dissuade her from so ill
suited a union. But Mrs. Huntingdon’s prayers
and tears, her husband's passionate and almost
angry adjurations were alike vain, and Eva part.
ed from them sadly but firmly assuring them;

“That when next they met, she would be George
Leland's wife.”

Firm as sho had appeared during that trying
interview, it had nevertheless affected her terri-
bly, entirely dispelling the fictitious tranquility
she had with such difficulty acquired, and giving
form and voice to the many dark fears and doubts
that bad before lurked unanalyazed and unheard in
the depths of her own heart. Yet, if she were
to be the bride of Sir George, their remonstrances
and persuasions had been, at the best, ill-judged
and unwise, and as she sac there, revolving all that
bad passed duting the visit, the many new fears
infused into her breast and the confirmation add-
ed to the old, she could not help bitterly regret-
ting that she had cver sought it.

“ Yes,” she murmured with a long drawn sigh,
“They both predicted what my own heart has
8o often darkly fore-shadowed, they both told me
Lady Leland would be even more wretched than
Eva Huntingdon has been. But I must have
done with these uscless haunting thoughts and
turn to a duty from which my irresolute heart has
shrunk too long.”
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b (‘f‘li\\fn l\(:.f;::k““ the stand beside her and
iny K a small package of letters
h% iy ml;\;‘rhl“gfhr«l.'s well known hand.
't\..r“' any, §he whispered, * my only com-
!,q“.l' tlh.m’ bn 1‘.‘“8‘ year.  Oh! how hard to
\Yi:{“ﬁee be o Ut it must be done and then will
b Dergg
M\Il‘.l mlh‘:":hng herself to glance at the
hhh"\i‘r heay s“"f‘“ ]mourm’ul sulifl‘:\cliun for
*r“k‘"‘ B last 43 mdly .)"‘ill‘.llm“, without pres-
b, * iy, e to her lips, she held them
1 with inexpressiblo

¢ 0l the (3

* taper an
8
"’:ﬂly g 0l beheld the beloved characters

kuk::“a l\;‘"‘ .:\w;ly. The ashes were yet
")Lz n vni(,cmqf "‘?Undcd at the door and a
4 T, o Q‘:lauued:
E‘ld:l::"ge “Xpressi i
X e o ;;"011 (:f mingled impatience
tln‘i::"“st DOQ\.‘}“‘\\S the girl's face and she
p,%n 15:°\lc:u ishly Tejoined;;
‘ %L" Mot, Sir George, I am tao busy

to ¥ S0y i
Yoo Wy 'ty y:y for it, Eva, for I have fifty
o % Tsought a few words with
pﬂa.“ Y, l)‘ut
) g ang You refused me under plea of
Y You are too busy. Tell

“hen
Wen JOU ean or rather when you

4
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8 mapyg o . §
" ang E"Olce betrayed both pain and
tph"-h One Va ashamed of her late petu- %
h a%"% - .\xnncqnaintcd with the cause §
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nd an( capricious, unfastened
him, a

A

g 5’0\1."& Hope Jou are not angry at
€ fall;

“higy, 1.8 Y accident on some French
N Y28 maiq
‘*nl:“" the o fo
.

N bad left some hours
! T her mistress’ sclection,
) atte ’
\mg}gly 2 dde;- '2d never even glanced at,
Y Eyn
y'bnm, Jour voice was unusually
O 1ot wonder gt it now. Few

t of being interrupted at

“aq; 8pok
ty Wtgp i:’el@quenﬂy of the speaker’s
}'i“g ay ] r he h:]lem’ Lis poor appreciation

E"l‘. at fr yeﬁr"d such opportunities of
gmaiﬁh Teply \yae %in }he noblest lights,

F Conten, . & faint smile either of
oy, " o “iringlp Surprised at her silence
e Y at her and perceived for

%8 of agitation her counten-

el od'york;mvg been crying * he
i lad ave you been ill, or has

hip been lecturing you
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again? By George!l she w'ont carry it so high
once we get into Leland Park. You'll be mis-
tress there, any how, and so T mean to tell her, if
you will allow me, the very first opportunity. I
thought she would have anililated me on the
spot the other day because Thappened to adidress
her during the course of a very wnimated conver-
sation as “old lady™, She drew herself up like n
Cedar, bidding me remember, whatever might be
tho degree of respect I thought fit to accord my
mother-in-law, 7 was not to forget what was due
to Lady Huntingdon. To pacify her, I was not
only obliged to make the humblest apologies for
my wonderful offence, but also to settle an extra
hundred on yourself. But do tell me, Eva, what
on earth makes you so dull and unhappy look-
ing.” ‘

“Not unhappy, but serious, Sir George,” re-
joined Eva with a faint attempt at a smile, “The
step T am about to take is an important one and
demands, at least, serious reflection.”

“Yes, so poor Lord Huntingdon must have
found out when too late, but I beg your pardon,
Eva, ’tis wrong for me to talk of your mother so.
To change the topic, I will tell you at once the pur-
pose for which Iintruded on your solitude. There!
‘What, think you of these "

And he placed before Eva a casket containing
a sct of emeralds of the most exquisite beauty.
Eva's girlish taste for jewels had long since pas-
sed away and with a smile which despite her ut-
most cfforts was sad and spiritless, she rejoined :

“Thank you, Sir George, they are really very
beautiful and you arc excecdingly kind.”

“ Well, that itself is something from you, Eva,
but I certainly wish you could appear a little
more cheerful when our future is in any way allud-
ed to, and not look all the while as if we were
cutting out and measuring erapes for your funeral,
But, perhaps it is the fashion for young ladies in
your position to look sad and anxious? Ifso, I
have only to say that I think it a very hard task
for the future mistress of Leland Park and I won-
der how you contrive to act your part so perfect
ly”

“ A true woman and a Huntingdon can always
do her duty, however painful it may be, “exclaim-
ed heor ladyship, who entered in time to hear the
baronet’s last words. The latter sprang to his
feet annoyed and confused, and the new comer,
scating herself in the chair he had thus uncon-
eciously vacated, calmly exclaimed.

“ Excuso me, Sir George, but I wish to have a
few words with Miss Huntingdon, now. Youcan
soe her agnin after dinner.”

‘Sir Georgo without a word bowed himself out,
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nd L:\(ly Huntingdon, after a sharp, quick glance
towards her daughter, exelaimed H
“T xee, you have been weeping, Eva. Now,
though fominine sensibility and timidity are both
Well enough in their place, there is no necessity
T your indulgineg them till you render yourself
n P‘.‘l'fcct foght, but T come to talk on another
OPic—to remind you that the period has arrived
::;Q“ Tmay speak openly of your approaching
on, and issue for that purpose, whatever invita-
% T may think proper. Faithfully have I
n:;:etOﬁbrc observed the singular and ehildish pro-
¢ You exacted from me, of keeping that im-
E’:’:tf‘nt event as secret as possible, and the only
ll_\stancc in which I have departed from it has
eeen in ﬂfe case of so old and valued a friend that I
onvinced you will be the first to approve of
ﬂlir:{ml«“gression. Your father having oceasion,
"ty after our arrival in England, to write to Mr,
:\::e":-g;‘)rd on busi.ncss, I bade him invite the
bing of own h‘tm' giving him at the same time a
the objeet of our return. Arlingford has
“Coicp(;ef] the invitation, but Eva, child, what are
olng.  You have overturned the inkstand
Mg your papers.”
&a':‘ll:: ]l-’.'il’l murmured some ind.istinct reply and
cover ﬂ“}Stcned to repair the evil, grateful for the
on 118 afforded her confusion, Lady Hunting-
Continued ; :
“«
Well, as 1 told you, he wrote to him and he
Ptﬂd’ the invitation iminediately in a letter
.desiriend ’l? ﬂl? warmest and friendliest terms,
Witln“% llm Sincerest regards to ).*oursclf, but
our o lluding in any manner to Sir Georgo or
'Eagement. His message I did not deliver
‘:nt"‘;le as I feared you would feel annoyed on
evey ; f g 1‘3‘ you.r request had been disregarded,
% ‘: c(:xe mstnfr;cc. Ngw, however, there
use, in fact no farther opportunity
i * e:"“cellment for he is awaiting you down

“
Mr. Arlingford down stairs I" rapidly ejacula-
V8, her

Lo Pale cheek becoming scarlet, “Mam-
Will not see him.” '

A%, why nott” Really, Eva, for o girl of

r
;pru:ent sense and judgment, you are the
er kpnc\o\,s’ the most incomprehensible being

X

‘dcnying“:;:mgot content with daily, constantly
nee to your affianced husband,

tnow refuso to sco an old and valued

oM you have not met with for years and

'rred the most signal Lenefits on

Y. Have you forgotten his kinducss

f~have you forgotton the interest he

in

w& studies—the generosity

oy

f

Yoy,
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with which he ever interposed between us when
you had incurred my anger.”

“ X remember it all,” was the low-toned reply,
“but still, mamma, do not T implore you, impor-
tune me now,

“ Eva, you must,” rejoined her companion cold-
ly but decisively.  When you are Lady Leland,
you may act as you please, but whilst you are
still Miss ITuntingdon, still an inmate of my ronf,
you must pay some regard to my comninnds and
wishes.  Surcly, you do not wish openly to insult
and humiliate one to whom we all owe <o much,
or, can it be #” and she looked earnestly, suspici-
ously into her daughter's face, “can it be that
you have some hidden or sccret motive for this
refusal, with which I am unacquainted.”

Eva felt Ler color come and go with stranze
rapidity, <he felt that another moment's hesit:tion
would place the cherished seeret of years at her
mother’s merey, and painful as wag the alterna-
tive, she resolved to see Mr. Arlingford. Ina
low, rapid tone, she rejoined ;

“Since you insist on it, mamma, I wiil obey.
In a few moments I will join you in the drawing-
room.”

“Very well, I will go down immediately,” and
Lady Huntingdon, well satisfied with her success,
turned to the door. She paused, however, with
her hand on the lock and after a moment’s thought,
added;

“I do not know Eva, but it would be as well
for you to reccive him here. With so old and
intimate a friend you need not stand on such
rigid ceremony and your maid will be perpetually
wanting your directions about your trousseau.
Yes, I will send him up.

As the door closed upon her, Eva clasped her
bands, and passionately, almost wildly exclaimed,

“ Oh! may heaven give me strength and cour-
age to pass unscathed through the fearful ordeal
before me!

To be Concluded in Our Next,

I cannot sce hi.”

It is not true, says Rev. Sidney Smith, that the
world hates picty. That modest and unobtrusive
piety which fills the heart with all human chari-
ties, and makes a man gentle to others and severe
to himself, is an object of universal love and ven-
eration. But mankind hate the lust of power -
when it is veiled under the garb of picty ; they
hate eant and hyprocrisy ; they hato advertisers
and quacks in picty ; they choose to be insulted;
they love to tear folly and impudence from altars
which should only be a sanctuary for the wretched

and the good.
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CHATTER VIL

. THE FAERY WOMEN.

4 da: :ister sit beside my bed,

4y let e see your gentlo smile,

v e lay my achiug head

Ilhmyom kindly arm awhile ;

)(’ ﬁmn"f loag be with you now,
® 18 drawing to an cnd.”

N CuarLxs Dickexs.

o p -
" w‘:{l Millway was so weak and her life
€ ne. Y ebbing so fast away that it had
bi'night *8ary to have some one always with
3 g o4 day, to watch iy the sick bed, and
» v :‘}Bhon of a neighbour dropping in
. b an evening now and then, and
h Y %pi er services which were always grate-
) "oy hep )3 arduous duty devolved entire-
‘.b‘.l'e elder giser Bella, and her mother.
ki:lege' a the less difficulty in obtaining the
3, s Ve ever since esteemed it, of
%’?Qt‘p_i\ Sicher fip tkat pizht at least.

Fliranq,
Tarer 251 was, I &1t somewhat
BQ{ y and -3

o #h g propiel to Fanny
- Deg ’c’:n:rse this was necessarily the
W.:en Ply interested ag I felt, from all
%%q berg, card, that evening, in the patient
Yy ““htly e, and anxiously desirous, as I
kkn}’!r, Vet 1 o0 ming better acquainted
,%:on her uo::uh-i Dot think of obtruding my-
U 8}1: her @ in a way that might not be
,'?;hﬂd in aI *Poke to her abont it, all my fears
1) ¥ &, by ‘X;Oment
‘;,: bq faing a‘fm&" and her face brightened
lz;}‘“kq Yonknt J°Jous smile as she spoke,
M tong thag 1 O%,”—she continued in 8o fami-
g Ve ity ha.;eu qQuite at home with her, as
Ty ‘z:: 1 known her all her lifo ;—“and
Yoy out Bejj. f‘h‘m have more time to tell
“Bey: 2% Tdo feel rather exhausted
® added after g short pause,
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MY AUNT PIIOEBE'S COTTAGE.*
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BY Tux avtHOR oF “TuE HALLS OF THE NORTI,” AND OTHER BORDKR LEGENDS.
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“Iam only a poorignorant child and I've prayed
and prayed the blessed God to send some one to
instruct me, and I dreamt last night that an angel
came down from heaven and stood by my bed-
vide, and told me that my prayer was heard,
therefore the moment they told me of your arrival,
and especially how that you were forced to come,
Iwas s delighted, because I knew that you'd
been sent to me”

“ Why my dear,” I replied, a good deal struck
with the extraordinary coincidence, “I came here
‘by the merest accident.”

“Oh, no, no!” she cried, “it was His Provi-
dence that sent you, I know it was.”

Her confidence seemed to be inspiring me with
the same belief, for I began to think so too.

With some difficulty I got her persuaded to be
still and not to talk any more; for the time at
least, .

Ina few minutes she was fast usleep, so at

least I thought from her long and heavy breath: .

ing, and I stole out of the room, as noiselessly as
possible, in order to tell her mother what had
passed between us, and to get instructions as to
wiat she was 4 take during the oiphs

Tre mother waa much more astonished at her
daughter’s dream than I had been, and firmly be-
lieved in its supernatural character, and that I
was undoubtedly sent to fulfil the prophetic vision.
The mother too had had some dream herself, I
forget now what it was about, but it could not be
interpreted until my arrival at the cottage.

People in all countries, of the class to which
this worthy family belonged, are very supersti-
tious and they are more espocially so in moun-
tainous districts like the one I am speaking of
And there’s not 2 hill nor dale—not a rock nor
river, nor yet a flowery mead in all those *fells’
without its ghost or goblin, eprite or wraith, or
gentle faery, all as firmly believed in, by these

simple people, as the Gospel. And cevery house”™

that they inhabit, whother lordly hall or humble
cot, from which the grim tyrant death is about to
snatch a victim, is blessed or cursod with a visit

“Continued from page 473. .
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from some one or mare of these denizens of {hat
dark qud mysterious world beyond the grave.

When first T entered the cottage, I was looked
Upon with affectionate regard, and actually desig-
Mated, as the * kind and gentle stranger! But my
Position or rather my indentity was changing ra-
pidly,

There was something incxplicable about me
and my coming there at this particular crisis, and
Mystery always begets fear. The lightning and
“‘f! thunderbolt are terrible instruments of Al-
mighty power, as the doomed and devastated spot
O which they strike can testify—but more fuar-
ful. Rl iy the unseen and mysterious hand that
&uides them on their desolating puth.

. On retuming to the sick room I observed the
little urchin, my quondam guide, sitting on a stool
close by the daor; on recognizing him I said, as

laid my hand upon his head, “is it not time for
J0u 10 be in bed my little man?”  He scemed to
shrink from my touch with horvor, or clso he was
::u asleep, and I thought at the time he was

. “ Qo Kiss your sister Fanny good night,” I con-

Ued “and then to bed, and mind and say your
Prayers»

“I have said them,” was the curt reply.

“ And what wero they 1 1 asked, more for the
take of saying something to a child apparently so
‘Vishy and willing to talk to me, than from any

to get a literal answer to my question.
¢ prayers my mammy learncd me,” waa
th‘: ready answer. »y Y
i And what are theyt” ] enquired with increas-
I Interegt,

[
0 . ” H “
was ur Father, was cne,” he said, “and the next

Now I lie me down to sleep,
I pray the Lord my soul to keep ;
- IfTchould die beforo I wake
« I pray the Lord my soul to take.”
the next ”
od bless mammy and daddy, brothers and
% and make poor Fanny better, ande——."
‘eelﬁed What " T now eagerly-asked, as the boy
Sty confused, and hesitated, but there was na
er,
boAt 0:“&111. by dint of threats and promises,
ofa fom l{a fefemng to the giving or withholding
0 give penca, I succeeded in persuading him
« , . e the concluding sentence.

Swayn dunnet let tfacry woman fak her

I
ag kl:e"" of course who the “ facry woman” was,

Toung Ughed at the boy's conceit, and looked
M

Wdar the expectation of seeing overy body <
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clse laugh too; but e, I saw only the expreciog
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depieted, in unmistakeable characters, upon every

face. )

The mother too just then whispered something
to her husband, and although I only caught 5
word or two, I thought she said “ the Lord's will
be done,”

The mystery was now solved and the sudden
change that had come over their conduet and
demeanor towards me clearly aceounted for, I
was cvidently, in their opinion a supernatural be-

ing, sent from heaven as I afterwards learst, to °
conduct the spirit of the dying girl to Him who °

gave it.

The whole family sat up that night much later
than usual, and when at last they did go to hed
it seemed to be with great reluctance, and the
affectionate good night was sobbed out by cach
into a sad and mournful farcwell. Poor Della
was the last and Fanny addressed her in words,
exactly similar in substance to the Liacs at the
head of this chapter.

“ Dear sister sit beside my bed,
And let me see your gentle smile,
And let me lay my aching head
Upon your kindly arm awhile ;

I shall not long be with you now,”
My timo is drawing to an end.

“ But before I go, you smust promise me, and I
am sure you will not refuse your dying sister's
Iast request” shosaid, “ that you will never marry
William Armstrong. This kind lady agrees with
me, she had told me all about it, that it would Le
an unsuitable and dangcrous match, and in direct
opposition to the word of the blessed God, for
does not his inspired servant say, ‘be ye not un-
equally yoked together with unbelievers and
yon well know that he is one, and worse than
that—a bad—bad man.”

Bella's energy of character was awakened, and
overcameo her bashfulness. It was indeed a crisis,
and she met it with that firmness, which integri-
ty and singleness of heart and purpose invariably
inspires.

“No! dear Fanny” she said, “and I've told you
the same thing a hundred times, that I will never
marry William Aimstrong unless he be turned
by the merciful grace of God from his evil and
sinful course of life and become a new man and
a real Christian, and now, to satisfy you more
fully, since you seem to doubt my word, I bere,
in the presence of this ‘kind and gentle stranger’
sent down from heaven amongst us, (the faery
woman again thought L) repeat and register, tbis
my vow and promise made, with my hand

s A
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3y Yook, and as che said this, she
w !i,:"“ a bible on the bed beside
* too, Mg It was open, and at the
ing M which her sister had just

3 .

l:ﬁ‘l%ta‘ °b°“'(‘\.lmst:\nco, of course, was
p:‘hﬁn ‘I l:“ it struck us both, after
N no:d cast my eye upon the
t"’lhci(l(-n ied it, as a strange and

% l‘lend'c:'s .80 much so indeed, that
o the her,

' T was by this time fully

* Insisted upon it as another

fy, ‘Men-om- .. .
oy, lon of divine providence

t .
%:M \md(:::);hc “l‘d this with such a
gy g faith as almost made

T ereed,

":“;. and cannot tell,” she said,
Mioy a: f‘“bts she saw I entertained
g ing Interventions of providence,
tih, o the blessed God has been to
cn :::i ’“_\d weary period, during
Prajgg, dbe ]f"“g—or rather, I ought
N e er atte S name,” she continued,
b, usted hands together and

g

[ ht
! he me,fifnlbl‘fc cyes to heaven, “that
b Mo, 'Speasation of his saving

X

& '\dm'n ! mt: from the deepest recess
% %%Ctinggl‘ﬂ"d” have been favoured
ke{"%t - ‘d,  For 1 can now say
_'f'eht iﬂ' of Terael ; <before I was
‘l%\‘e,,'» e); ;mt uow have I learnt thy
hdi“ L b 5o dded in deprecation of a
N blessed!ncam entertained, “We
‘k blg ide lbool.i," and she clasped
N thy el \er: in her hand and held
Wtheﬁa:]’ ll.ght afflictions,” such as
g 4 ¥ interposed, “ are but for
etexey work out for us & far
mal weight of glory.”

——
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“0 how I long to be with my blessed Saviour,”
she would exclaim, “where sin, and sorrow, and
sickness, and death, can never come.”

And anon she would complain of her fretful
impatience, and express her fears that it was sin-
ful. *I must wait Iis time,” she would say,
“ e knows best what is good for us. I know and
feel he does, but this wayward, wilful spirit of
mine clogged as it is with the burden of the flesh,
is apt to rebel against His divine authority and
almighty power.

“But pray for me, dear lady,” she would add
on such occasions, “ that it may not be so impu-
ted to me, aud tell me what to do, for you were
sent here, you know, on purposc to instruct me.”

“Oh, no | I exclaimed,” interrupting her, * IfI
were sent at all, it was not to iustruct, but to-be
instructed.”

1 thought I knew beforo, how Christians ought
to live, but I bad yet to learn, how calmly and
peacefully and triumphantly they could die. With
Fanny Millway, the battle had been fought with
the king of terrors, and the victory won, she could
ook him in the face without hrinking, and in the
strength of her Redeemer, could say to him, in a
tone of defiance : ** O death where is thy sting.”

Her whole conversation, throughout that live
long night, turned incessantly upon the hope that
possessed her soul, the hope that casteth out fear,
and which, with her, was bleoming full of immor-
tality.

The reader must not suppose that I have given
anything like a full account of all she said. I
could not, indeed, have remembered a tithe of it
at the time I made these memoranda, and they
refer, I am sorry to say, more to the substance,
than the form—that is t eay, to the ideas she con-
veyed to me, and many of them were truly origi-
nal, while the exquisite simplicity of her language
was forgotten. On looking over my notes, I per-
ceive that some remark of this kind is necessary
to account for the language, I have put into the
mouth of a simple uneducated country girl like
Fanny Millway. The fact is, the sentiments only
are her's, the language is my own.

But to return once more, and but once, to the
bedside of my now no longer talkative friend, she
was fairly tired out. She had not, indeed, talked
so much, as I lcarnt afterwards, at one time at
least, no, not for several months. No wonder then
she was cxhausted. i

On my urging her to go to sleep she said :

« Come bless me, and kiss me good night, and
I will try and do so.

¢ And if I ehould die beforo ¥ wake,
I pray the Lord my soul to take.
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" And ho will take it,” 1 said, as I complied
With hor wishes,

She clasped her arms around me, and said in a
Whisper ; :

“0, yes! I know Ile will, I know in whom I
ave believed, he has promised to save me, and I
oW he will keep his word.”

“ Certainly, my dear,” I replied, “He is faith-
l, who hath promised.”

shA long and silent pause ensued, during which
o @ slowly and almost unconsciously released me
*om her embrace, and then clasped her hands to-
8ether, 4 if engaged in deep thought, while her
;‘:“1 Secmed resting in full and entire confidence
b the atrength of her Saviour. At length, her
Tight eyes filled with tears of joy, and she began
@ extol the praises of redecming love.
degn again Ptessing her to be still and go to
W P» and to induce her to do so, I told her that
© Would have a long talk about all those things
Morrow.
“To-morrow !” she gaid, repeating my last word
¢a faint echo; “To-morrow may be eternityl”
m;n:"i}s much struck with her remark at the mo-
will l:t Was made, but bhad cause, as the sequel
war d: OW, to think a great deal more of it after-
remur. I made no reply to it, and she herself,
and Ined 50 long, so still and silent, that T thought
hOpf:d she had gone to aleep.

lighty ‘:hls time, the_ nig}.xt was far spent, and day-
Tived as approaching, it had already, indeed, ar-
!hati,; So far, at least, as to have awakened the
or song of the linnet and the thrush, and one

W0 of the carliest risers among the Laverock’s*
Pee soared aloft on musical wings, to have a
“ndl; l:t.'-he sun over the Fells, while yet the low

.1 ting shore on which the cottage stood, and
conlg vel sands, and tho dark sea beyond them

hardly pe distinguished from each other,

'ilenceh?r or so lmd passed away, in unbroken
an infu;; uring which, my poor Fanny slept like
ho vy % while the noise of the rippling tide, like
on thocga‘;f many waters, came up from the inlet
fall upon umy breath of the new ‘bom day, and

B 1ullnt‘:; .e:u- as soft and soothingly as a mo-
at Al :if ® sudden, I believe I was dozing mysclf
gy me,. sho called out, in & loud clear voice,

“o Peaking to some one at a distance:

drcsgi! Yes, I'ny ready,” and then added, as if ad-
““le::;g,mo' or somo one in the room beside hor ;
10 yo my little sistor Alice”—sho had died

. years befor(?-—“ with a troop of angels just

‘.‘P for mo with the tide, and it’s now turning,

*T
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and we all go back with it together, 50 God hless
you, till wo meet again”

“ God bless you my child,” I replicd, without
further heeding what I then believed to be nothi»
more than the chullition of a wandering drcnn:
and again all wus as still as before, und so con-
tinued for nearly the same space of time, wlien
the anxious mother and sister noisclessly entered
the room to see how the sufferer was, and to know
how she had spent the night.  Her sister stole
softly to the bedside and kissed her check, and
then fell with a heart-rendihg shrick upon the
form before her.

The truth flashed upon me at onee, her gentle
spirit had departed with the cbbing tide* and
had gone to him who gave it: and I¥instead of
watching over the living as I supposed, had been
unwittingly sitting there, for more than an hour,
alono with the dead.

. CHAPTER IX.

THE WEDDING.

And now as fitting is, and right,

We in the church our faith will plight,

A husband and a wife.

Even so they did; and I may say

That to sweet Ruth that happy day

‘Was more than human life.

‘WorpsworTm.

Five long years elapsed ere I again returned to
the scene of my story ;

I had eeveral relatives living at Millam not
far from the Millways’ Cottage, and had been
invited over from the other side of the Fells,
where I generally resided, to be present, and to
assist at the nuptials of one of my nieces. Yet
they were not my nieces cither; they were only
~—there were three of them—my first cousins, my
mother’s sister’s children, but then I was so much
older than any of them, that they always called

- me Aunt. This niece of mine, I must persist in

the misnomer, to call her anything clse indeed
would secm unnatural—this niece of mine then
was to be married tothe master or captain, as
they called him, of the new Brig, Elizabeth, of
which he was aleo the principal owner ; his name
was Maurico Power. He was in the North Amer-
ican trade,and had just returned fram a success-

* Among the fishermen on the coast of Cumberlanda
superstitious belief provails that & spirit never takos its
departuro from its mortal tonement until tho turn of the
tido, henco tho oxpression not vory uncommaon, * Life is
ebbing fant away.,” A simllar superstition according to
Charles Dickens prevails on the coast of Norfulk aud may
be common to the same class all round the island.
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ce, and was busy engaged in
g f, : Y ohsig
a*‘““Yn “'_' another in which his bride was to
Tllu my ]“m*
§ UTinee
h:"‘l, anq i,mgL took place the day after my ar-
Nl‘hy Coy )]“mod"“u‘ly after the ceremony, the
\»%i%g :ﬂ"' a3 the newspapers say on such
o g e off for Liverpool to sce his other
Pro,“ called hig brig
¢ he ; g
- 3Iill“.a\':°°0“nt Ihad given to my nicces of
‘.. onmy former visit, they had been

1 kih(l
: Morg Bella, in whom they felt &

O them,

/

i Ly, Partj
c .

¢ lo% ular Interest, was taken into the

j 8 o .

] ‘:‘:'\nn q (h‘;“’)" maid, their father had a large

for hili’ orrather the oldest of them, kept
» the mother had been dead rome
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r“ % only remaining sister, was placed

Umentality ; imils ity in ¢

r g Yy in a similar capacity in

3“““(1. \::;‘ house hard by, and David, my :

“%in ‘;)Thm:\tc guide, had been taken as é

“‘Qr P“Ori‘ ¥ Captain Power the very weck

i nﬁ“\e ime ann)'f‘ funcral. He was on a visit 2

.:llig}l.b““!‘ to Lis mother, who lived in that $

: d%dlntimnm‘ and my njeces, who had known g

N beey au)'bfl'om his childhood, they had in- ]
. ﬁ;Bculty in ut lfrought up together, had no
thig’ g e uding him to do all he could

Byt g Faily, H

:0 n T dof” he said; “silver and ;

. 1&1;::1 take "¢ nay I'm g0 deeply in debt that ¢

" he come- three or four years of hard ¢

i Tife o Mtinued, “before T can call my ¢

Y o%n, and have a home to slecp
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5; Thu Tem;
:’;‘ﬁn r::::z ™e of a very striking and ex-
i ) Taade to me by Handy McPhelan
" W&,m :’_te‘é’hbor. He had purchased a
! et aﬂo{i five acres with a hut upon it
: ord shelter to his family, and a
: Mhe - tl:g 38 an apology for a barn, for
: g b ® Year for‘;‘ay ten pounds down, and ten
!ty threq Pa OUr years with interest. The
"y twg lagt ﬁﬂn ents he managed to meet, but
' log" Pospegy 1 o014 10k pay.  And bo saw no
: ;ddlpkxd ang "ore him, but to lose what he
: %m improy, faraf besides, with all the
RQ‘ five Year, ments he had made upon it

¢
’
’

! g qui of hard and incossant labour.
s m‘hd hott:n::wn'hcarted about this mortgage
: .°‘=“dren " Wh.nt u.;do. He had a wife and
: N:gc, he Ny mflln.txun, and this took all his
; M""d. al “‘:’]bncklayer and plasterer by
LYy 7 ma), ende 1 he got good wages, he could

ds 1
) cet, much less lay by any

et § crushing claim against him.
t the culminating + "¢ of despair,
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he found, to his astonishment, that there were
two lctters in the village Post Office addressed
to him. The one had a charge upon it of four-
pence half-penny, and the other, one and two-
pence. '

The four-pence ha’penny one he opened first,
It was from a lawyer in Montreal, employed by
the man from whom he had bought his farm to
suc him for the twenty five pounds currency, the
amount of the two payments then over due with
interest, ]

He eame over to me with the two letters in his
hand. The open one he handed me to read, and
hopelessly asked me what he should do.

“ Read the other” I replied, for want of some-
thing more consoling to say, “before you give
u '”

lr’I saw it was a letter from home, and the thought
struck me that it might contain some good news
for him. He broke the scal at once ns a
drowning man would eatch at a straw, and found
that his grandmother was dead aod had left him
twenty-five pounds, the exact sum he wanted to
redecm or save his farm. The letter contained
directions for him to draw upon——1I forget the
name of the banker in York, for the amount.

“ But how in the world,” he exclaimed, “ shall
I get this money in time to save me and miue
from ruin and starvation 1"

“Oh, T'll give it to you at once,” I replied, and
immediately wrote out a cheque on the Bank for
the amount.

“ Well, well,” he said, who would have thought
it, and then emphatically added, “I shall sleep
at home to-night.”

“ Do with him 1" exclaimed the youngest of my
nieces who afterwards became his bride. “ Why

take him as your cabin boy, to be sure, and make

a man of him.”

Captain Power happened to be in want of one
at the time, and he therefore the more readily
acceded to her request.

The boy’s parents were as much delighted at
the idea of thus getting their son so easily provi-
ded for, as he himeelf was at the prospect before
him,

During the week’s preparation he could think
of nothing else but the high office to which he was
to be elevated. His play-things were neglected.
His ‘mills’ fell into decay, and with a short and

long step he already assumed the swagger of a

jolly tar.

Five long years bad mado a man of him, and he
had come down with his master, on a visit to his
family, and had a fortnight's leave of absence.
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CHATTER X,
THE TEMPESTUOUS NIGHT.
O turn thy rudder hitherward awhile,
€re muy thy storm beat vessel safely ride.
SPENSER,
We hear this fearful tempest sing,
et seek no shelter to avoid the storm.
* SHAKSPEARK.
m::t ) few d.nys after the oeeurrence of the event
toned in the last chapter—it might have
0 8 week or more—we took a walk, Tand my
w‘f Temaining nieces, to Box-wood Cottage,—the
i object of our visit was to cnquire after
w‘:l“’ﬂ lover, William ALrmstrong, concerning
9™ we had heard some strange and discredit-
Rble rcports. °
" lla, !lcrselﬁ could have told us all about him,
We did not like o ask her, the more especial-
J'Zc:s zhe never voluntarily adverted to the sub-
o ut on the contrary would manifest the
. 8est symptoms of distress on the very men-
0 of his name.
""fl‘her parents we learnt, that soon after my
wom::lt. when .they mistook me for a facry
fa thep h:f t.x vstltch, old Armstrong, William's
othey .fa d- died insolvent, and that his cattle and
f’ay ™ "(';mg stock had been sold by auction to
N0 ong 8 debts. But what kad become of his son
could tell,
he YAZue and uncertain rumour was afloat that
frequently been woen on the coast, but it
o :x;:'t‘ys after night-fall and generally during
What ; stormy weather., This, coupled with
ciong the ad heard before, confinned our suspi-
4t he had becone a smuggler.

lngt

' his ¢ also wished to soe old David Millway and

bothv:?‘ On entering the cottage we found them
hom?., David had just returncd from his
“ Ht? did not recognize me at first, but sho
A instant, and with tears in her eyes ad-
f“':ner visit:m mournful event gonncctcd with my
41

I said, addressing myself to

who

Woul . NCW me now, “that my presence
ﬁm&g be likely to awaken some painful recollec-

ohn‘”j' he replied, but with a certain qui-
8 lip and voice which led me to doubt
ty of his words, “Oh no! we cannot

o us, and,” he continued after a
mful pause “we would not if we

t;:t th at least—we would at one time

“
vel'illg in b
the sineer;
b"ng her

and
%\lld, mou
W]

hen
w blow first fell on us and bowed
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us down and almost crushed the poor weeping
mother into the grave before we'd closed it gver
the last remains of our rainted child. Then the
wound was fearful, and if you'd come Lack to ug
within the year, your presence would have made
it bleed afresh, but now, even you my Alice, “ad-
dressing himself interrogatively to his wife:,” have
given Jer up. Her name he could not and did
not mention.

“Oh yes |” the sobbing mother raid ““we shall
go to her but she will not return to us.”

From the sterner nature of the man—the
father, or from the less strong hold his daughiter
had upon bis heart,—or clse perhaps from the
superior degree of grace and strength with which
he was endowed, he was enabled to say with
sincerity and true Christian resignation, “the
Lord gave and the Lord hath taken away, blessed
be His name!”  But! the mother’s heart rose up
into her throat, and she could not say Amento it,

She tried hard to do so, and did say something
like it, but as it did not come from the heart it
was all a mockery.

Upon my remonstrating with her on the duty of
submitting with Christian resignation to the will of
him who doeth all things well, and who knoweth
what is best for us, and exhorting her to rely with
undoubting confidence on the truth of his gracious
declaration as announced to us by his inspired
scrvant, that these and such like “light afflictions
are but for a moment, and work out for us a far
more cxceeding and eternal weight of glory.” And
on my repeating to her a number of promises
applicable to her peculiar ease, such for instance,
as, “whom the Lord loveth ITe chasteneth, and
scourgeth every son whom he receiveth,” still the
mother's feelings overcame her Christian duty, all
that 1'd eaid she knew as well as I did ; her good
Minister, during the last five years, had repeated
it to hier & hundred times, and ghe more than half
believed herself resigned to the will of God con-
cerning her, but my untimely and unseasonable
visit, as I cannot but eall it, tumbled down at
once the fabric that had been erected upon a
false foundation and scattered to the winds of
heaven the quasi consolation it was erroncously
intended to afford.

On secing me, the dreadful scene of her fearful
bereavement was brought as vividly before her
as if it had occurred but yesterday, and the
fountains of the great deep in a mother's heart
were again broken up, and the only reply she
could make, to my well meant but ineffectual
efforts to consolo her, was confined to the simple
but pathetic exclamation, broken by sobs and
tears, “my child! my child |"— .
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On Feturning

li :s the san
l-lm“ bey

home, I determined once more to
Is, and my former little guide, not
Wecony, woed that we would allow him to
) 1’“‘) us, especially as the night would set
(‘mé"{f We eould reach our journey's end, but I
ut sx) Do means consent, until, by his stories
lln\m,, l‘)\:"glcra and the preventive service men
bef, fore, ), en seen in the neighbourheod the night
io ony 1 : gucceeded in frightening my compan-
im ig hn“ch a degree as led them to unite with
¥aq entreaties, and I had to submit. There
0 danger this time from the tide, it had
Qnim"‘ out, and I well understood its move-

ct. m;}‘\lt set in with a wild and threatening
in 4 ¢ wind was off the sea, and its moan-
1¢ distance foretold the coming storm.

*KY was overeast with black and broken

' and the moon, while careering through
At a mpld rate, ever and anon peeped

O an jnstant upon the glistening sands,

% on the dark and troubled sea beyond

e,
ingy
'1‘},
oy,
forty,
ang 1]
they,
Ju
s;. 33 we reached the low little promontory
"lp')oslte side of the inlet, the gale came
tide 4 its fury and brought up the foaming
Waterg 5 Fith it. What with the troubled
WM ::‘;l the boxsterous blast, it was truly a
Pmmontury though low, as 1 have stated,
vgh enough to bid defiance to the tide, and
red with furze and brush-wood as to

!elves'aancapltal shelter for the smugglers them-
‘uxcu; d a thousand hiding places for their
ares,

p‘;’m(mwry we had to cross on our way
'“a °b,)ect ' doing so we descried a dark look-
e ou the sea, a short distance from the
expen could not tell what it was, but tho
Solve 4 €ye of our sailor guide enabled him
“ Yon ¢ Mmystery,
e" craft,” he said at once as he saw it,
Fing her :olm" lugger waiting for the tide to
r'tum of P the inlet a few miles, where on the
a cir tae tide she would be left high and dry,
frmonc; that would greatly facilitate the
gt Of the cargo. She will then start
Ot o roa With the following tide.
"ah‘ow “‘8 this head-land which, although very

“:

Wo ey *tended a mile or more into the sea,
¥e g; r:nh“ littie bay beyond it ; and just as
C bn

ight moon, as onward on its rapid
Peeped forth from out & dark and
4, and for o monient threw its palo and
light across the troubled waters. 'T'was

it
"‘E'y dog

b“:lm‘fﬂng
Wstay,

\'\«\thvs\.‘
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flash, Lut quite enough to limn upon the western
sky, the masts, the yards and shrouds of another
craft also at anchor, and, as appeared to us, in
fearful proximity to thc rocky shore.

On turning an enquiring look upon our guide,
who, we were well aware, knew more about such
matters than we did.

“That's a Revenue cutter,” he said, and must
be the Jolly Tar, I think, as no other vesscl
that I know of, would ever have attempted toride
out a gale like this upon a lee shore.  She's got
an eye,” he continued, *upon her neighbour on
the other side of the head-land on I'n mistaken.
The wind will full as the moon goes down and
the tide comes in.” he added after a moment's con-
sideration “ and then she will beat up round the
point and there'll be a desperate fight for it.”

“Why does she not attack the lugger nowi” we
asked.

“Because she cannot get round that point,

nothing could weather it in such a gale as
this.”

“Why then,” we asked withi increasing interest,
“ does not the lugger run for it, and thus escape
the threatened danger "

“Simply because she’s not aware of it. She
would give me or any one clse a hundred pounds,
aye balf her cargo to tell her what we've just
now scen behind those hille.”

“ Go, go then, David!” exclaimed the youngest
of my companions, * but never mind the hundred
pounds, you mn.y save the lives of half those
wretched men,”

The young man drew himself up to his full
height, and was about to make an indignant reply
but was diverted from his purpose by the terms
in which her prayer was gently reiterated, and
therefore he only said;

“ Aye and be sent to jail and hanged for my
pains. But your fears for the lives of these law-
less men,” he eontinued “are necdless now—see
tlic signal from their friends on shore.”

As he spoke a dim and glimmering light slowly
rose above the bushes on the hill that hid the two
vessels from each other’s view. It flickered and
quivered there for a moment, asif the hand that
raised it were paralysed or knew not what to do.

“ Thank God!” my niece exclaimed, and clap-
ped her hands. in ecstacy, *the poor men are
saved.”

But while she spoke the light again descended,
and the echo of a shot came down upon tho gale,
and faintly fell upon our cars, our guide well knew
or guessed aright what all this meant, but would
nat tell us then.

To be Concluded in our Next.
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KING WITLAF'S DRINKING-HORN,

BY HENRY W. LONGFELLCW.
WitLAY, a king of the Saxons,
Ere yet his last he breathed,
To the merry monks of Croyland
His drinking-horn bequeathed ;

That whenever they sat at their revels,
An.d drank from the golden bowl,
1y might remember the donor,

And Lreathe a prayer for his soul,

So sat they once at Cliristmas,
And bade the goblet pass;
their beards the red wine glistened
Like dew-drops in the grass.

They drank to the soul of Witlaf,
Thcy drank to Christ the Lord,
And to each; of the Twelve Apostles,

Who had preached his holy word.
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They drank to the Saints and Martyrs
Of the dismal days of yore,

4nd a3 500n a3 the horn was empty,
They remembered ono Saint more.

: Like the murmur of many bees,
The legend of good Saint Guthlac,
4And Saint Basile's homilics ;

Till the great bells of the convent,

From their prison in the tower,

Guthlac apg Bartholom:xus,
Proclaimed the midnight bour.

And the Yule-log eracked in the chimaey,
4And the Abbot bowed bis head,
4 the fiamelets flapped and flickered,
But the abbot was stark and dead |

Yet still in nis pallid fingers
clutched the golden bowl,
Which, like a pearl dissolving,
sunk and dissolved his soul.

But not: for this their revels
 Jovial monks forbore,
9 they cried: «Fill high the goblet! -

v We mugt drink to one Saint more I”

—

Aoy the time of the Mexican war, there was
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crimson rays meeting in the zenith, hung in the
form of an inverted cactus, the flower of Mexico,

Strange nursling of a stranger birth ;

Thou drew no nourishment from carth,
Whence didst thou take thy varied dyest

From the pale beauty of the skies ¢

‘When on their gentle parent’s breast,
The countless flowers are laid at rest,
Thou hangest in the vault of hcaven
A brilliant star at dewing even.

Prophetic flower! our hopes are fled,
They all lic numbered with the dead ;
For us, alas | no good shall flow,
From all the wealth of Mexico.

All nature’s changed, the evening glow

No longer gilds the world below,

But the steaming field, from its gory bed

Paints the pale aurora red.

God's message learn revealed in power,

Uttered in silence by a flower;
Our cup shall be forever dry,
It hangs inverted from the sky.

COHASSET ROCKS AND NANTASKET

BEACH.
Onward rolls the storm-beat wave,
Hollowing out the seaman’s grave,
Beneath the rock, a monumental stone
Raised for the mariner alone.

But though the dark waves his body enfold,

Daily, and hourly his story is told,

For there lics the wreck strown o'er the shore,
To watch over him who has watched it before.

Upon the mainland sce the bent trees,

Blasted and torn by the rough northern breezo

They scem to rush coldly with arms stretched

out,
Like warriors dream by battle and rout.

Then comes the light wave with a peaceful flow,

And the little beach bird fluttering low,

. The wave glides in with silvery feet,

And gives to the bird a safe retreat.
List! to the Ocean, and what doth it say

In a voice for the grave and a voico for the

82y

It shouts out exulting with-thoso who are glad,

And breathes forth a refrain solemn and

» & peculiar aurora burealis; whore the
I' : | '\MM\WN\
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THE EMIGRANT SIIIDP.

(A REPUDLISWED SKETCHI.)

WRITTEN FOR THE PROTESTANT ORPHAN BAZAAR.

h
Y

Wag
)y o Y eTowd Jooki . .
ly Sprine looking on. one bright morning

'l"k] » an, :;Mxi}e an Emigrant ship weighed
,m." out 1o :; eading her white sails, moved
.h““““org‘ and % Aloud cheer broke from the
Naitfa wail; It was answered by a farewell
M“hn\wm:{a’ °ry rather, it was so sad and
ly, emigrahh ’l?“ﬁ‘t from the full heart of those
log), f - who crowded the deck to take a

o taat loo, ‘:'"' native land,
* and who ever looked for the last

Y
e g an
ared by memories of joy or

ey " £pot eng,
tap, " Withoyg a ¢ .
] Pang, keener than words can

Dhat g
t:d m“'}‘:)h,: %00 heavily laden,” said a hard-
‘{. s in Wh’e thoughts dwelt on the risks of
ty, ®0 g ‘—t‘Ch he was deeply concerned.
h\;"“ctive ma 0:’ much crowded,” replied a bust-
hﬂnl-; will “" }hcre will be sickness on board,
H‘ for spﬁn:‘mnod in Quarantine, till the de-
Mg PO g o0 8 pssed”
L"’k tof ingly, for he had consigned a large

to the chances of that crowded

“
. Gog

¢ be w:
mﬁe@ &n::;:h the poor creatures,” fervently
tng “,"hich, b‘;"" one whowore a priestly garb,
wy big Prava "t theheart of a true Samaritan,
) Yers followed those whom poverty

deg.
b,  Pairy, .

L off, stra:;lir]"nven away, to find new homes
8 Zer land,

wy at, YOur reverence,” said an o!d woman
o &" rom h ’
" wl r eye, “there go our friends
Y on ot 0 ould have lived and toiled
2 ta) O% bits of land, if the bread
an:" fl:Om their mouths, and they
"h’ thep, o entire—(3od help them.”

[ ,mou,cr " ;
Nl‘l\omd they s, 82id a young man huskily,

‘ W}‘Qn e bail; Y here till the black rot
i b %‘3 haye sa‘.: i3 tum them out of doors?
A ¢d enough, mother dear, we will

My Cowq o
; y“""e. fu dispersed; the gni

Uten 0 oo :1:' farther off—it became a mere
% en heg lost o sight. And, save in
M’llt of, o:;::es' or a few desolate hearts,
Emigrg, . rod for the fate of that heavy-

grant Ship ?
N its way bravely, ploughing

deep furcow, and making
M\M’M
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p ploughed hea-

steady progress, though the wind was capricious
and often drove it from its course. Twenty days
it had already been at sca; it was alone in the
midst of the broad Atlantic, and a hundred and
thirty living souls were pent up within its narrow
limits. And there was not a heart there, however
seared with wretchedness, or hardened by degra-
dation, or chilled by disappointment and poverty,
but throbbed with a feeling of hope that some
better destiny awaited them in the land they
were approaching, than had fallen to their hard
lot in that which they left behind.

Another week passed away, but storms had
arisen, and adverse winds beat the ship about,
while drenching rains swept the deck, which only
experienced seamen could tread in safety. The
nights were dizsmally dark, and the angry waves
lashing the sides of the vessel, which pitched
fearfully on the stormy sea, struck terror into
the hearts of the ignorant and superstitious. Pro-
visions also began to grow scarce, for with habi-
tual improvidence, many had necglected to pre-
pave for the cxigencies of a long voyage, and
others had been sent from their homes almost des-
titute. The captain, a selfish and grasping man,
doled out a scanty supply from his private stores,
for which he exacted'a most unjust compensation,
and those who had no money to give, became a
burden on the charity of the compassionate.
During the week in which the storm continued, a
fearful change had taken place among the unfor-
tunate Emigrants. Shut out from the fresh air,
crowded together in a small space, and des-
titute of wholesome food, a fearful discaze was
generated, and when the sun again broke out
cheerfully, and all were called on deck, not one
half their number were able to obey the summons,
Pale, dispirited, worn by fasting and confinement,
they crawled forward ; even those who had been
cleanly and robust, were but the shadows of their
former selves, and on the face of childhood, was
imprinted those most painful lines—the traces of
premature suffering and hardship.

Amidst a silence which scemed aad and ominous,

two of the ship’s crew followed, staggering under
the weight of a dead human body; and when
another and another was brought forward, and
cast, with little outward form, into the fathomless
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deep, a ery of anguish burst from the survivors, §

M tho chiflness of despair settled on every
heart, The work of death went on among that
devateq company ; in quick succession, fifty pass-
ed away, and their bodies were consigned to a
Ty TV L ettt e et eeeeneeseeensnannns

It was a Jjoyful sound when a man at the mast
)lf:ul cried out, “ Land ™ and the faint outlines of

ewfoundland might be scen through a glass, in
t_he far distance. The cry was repeated by every

P, and the saddest face lighted up with a glow
of pleasure. The sun had Jjust sunk below the
¥aves, and the broad sea, mingling with the hori-
Zon, lay like a smooth mirror beneath the glowing
sky, Eagerly, but vainly the poor Emigrants
*rained theirsight to eatcha glimpse of the wished
for land;—it stil lay far beyoud the ken of any
but the most experienced eye. They were dis-
P_“Sed with rude jests by the suilors, and returned
SAppuinted to their allotted placcs.  Seated on
€ bulkhead there remained one group,apparently
much absorbed by their own sorrows, to ob-
ferve anything passing around them. A young
Man of Perhaps thirty years, was holding on one
‘nc(': A sickly looking little girl, and on the other,
M jufant of some cighteen months sat quictly
ml)blixlg a crust, and vainly trying to win a smile
by holding it coaxingly to her father's lips. A
sturdy Jittle boy nodded at his feet, while the
Mother, sitting beside her husband, leaned her
ead on hig shoulder, and wept bitterly. That
423, her mother and an only brother had been
Consigned to the deep.

“Do not fret 80, Bessy dear,” said the husband
:::;eﬂy, “it cannot call back the dead, and
of th“&' on}y wears the life out of you. Just thin.k
foo © bairs now,—you will make them grit

e The poor buims, God keep them,” sobbed
.00 Wife, «ang you too Allan, but you do look
bmpa]e! Sore enough times we had at home,
e then we kept all together,—and now they
8one—gune!” and ehe burst into a fresh flood

) of tears,
W]:cllllm“ BOO‘thed his wife with o1l the arguments
his kind heart could suggest, and her tears
imd""‘uy dried and she tried to answer him with
Smile, but her heart was sadly oppressed, poor
"8, for her gentle but not very strong spirit
Sunk under the distresses of that sad voyage.
Kl’ov: °“"‘Y.fnarriage and the demands of a
Wifo g family, had kept Allan and his young
Poor; and how ean the Irish peasantry
ovil 8TOW rich amidst the accumulated social
rers Vhich grind them to the earth? They
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ground and a cow were, their chicf dependence;;
yet Allan and his wife Lelonged to the decent
poor who prized independence and  losked
forward to better days.  But the potato rot came,
and took away from them the staff of life; labor
was scarce and poorly remunerated, and the cow
was sold to pay their rent and taxes. So they serap-
ed together the little that was left, and it barely
sufficed to pay for a passage to America after set-
ting aside a few pounds for the outfit of a new homne,
or any exigencics that might arise. From this small
sum some coins had already been abstracted to
relicve the nccessities of their suffering fiellow-
passengers, for Allun and Bessy had kind hearts
and could not resist an appeal to their kympa-
thics.  And, however deficient the unsophiscated
Irish may be in prudential virtues, and in worldly
wisdom, for gencrosity and self-sacrificing kind-
hearteduess, no people in the world can equal
them.

The Emigrant Ship, still infected with the
baleful fever, reached Grosse Isle in due scacon
and was detained the usual time in quarantine.
Many carried the secds of the dreaded fever to
the shelters provided for them on the island, and
before the ship was purified and suffered to
proceed to Quebee, more than half the remaining
Emigrants rested under the sod. On the very
day that they were preparing to depart, poor
Allan was taken ill and carried to the hospital,
Bessy’s agony amounted to despair, for in her
weak, fond heart was the strong love of a devoted
wife, and the superstition of her uncultured race.
It is well remembered what terror the progress
of ship fever spread on every side, and how
reluctant any but the devoted Nuns, or the most
mercenary nurses, were found, to attend upon
the sick, But Bessy’s love was stronger than her
fear, and nothing could keep her from her hus-
band’s side. The medical men, touched with
her distress allowed her to attend upou him, and
though almost unconscious of her presence, his
eufferings were mitigated by her vain, but tender
care. Poor Bessy’s painful watchings, aggravated
by distress of mind, brought on her the same
terrible disease, and for some wecks after Allan's
death, her life seemed to hang by a single thread.

It was a bright summer morning, when Bessy
and her little children mingled in with a crowd
of Emigrants, landed from a steamer on the
wharf at Montreal. She looked round on the
cheerful, active scene, and a sense of loneliness
smote upon her heart. This then was the city
which she had looked forward to, with such
carnest longing, when they parted from their
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%3\, er own 1,
8avg eart was crushed, love for
'\;h:‘:‘“mze and endurance. Patiently
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oh .
M;‘;zilmd commenced with such unambitious
ith ber, n:c hopes!  And he whe had set out

sup » And on whoso atronger arm she leaned
h Tn’ had fallen by her side, and hence-
say | d‘:n““'t tread ‘thc world alone! Toor
: “0\‘(-1: h.nd not lufw to grieve; thf) poor
Cavoyy, time to grieve. In the midst of
i it they st rise up and struggle for
°:' :!]nd with stricken hearts bear the
‘\’nmdxe day, and tfrush down the sorrow
Which omnerve their hands for that labor
t eir life depends ! Olten we may look
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% geq 4 Wonder at their apathy, when, could °

Pag; Ctt eI hearts, we might read there a tale of
*higt, w""dm‘ﬂnce and of unforgetting sorrow,
W g cw‘d far outweigh all external badges,
Tn o UNVERtional forms. v eeenneesoans
e, iy :;b?c“re court, leading from a narrow
fe | 1€ heart of the city, might be seen a
the ‘,oode" houses close packed together, and
k‘r: “Room to Let” written in large
m"‘%ed o0 one dilapidated window-shutter,
the attention of the passing idler. The

EJ
=

tog !a:“’ fWarming with children, and every
¥y Oy M that one which had just lost a tenant,
inP{)ed by a family. The court was small,

Air stig- those over-crowded tenements, and
e yarg o8 30d polluted. In the middle of
%ptyin 28 a pool of water kept full by the
Yopy, , 5 °f dirty suds and other questionable

;nhe::nd fome half dozen ragged children were
. Tound it with boisterous mirth, float-
Svery w'.m‘(’,p"n the stagnant water. From almost
1 oW some untidy female looked out, or
A0y was held up to find amusement
At the hoisy children without. All
Tubbish littered up the sides, and the
. over decaying vegetables thrown out
00rs. It seemed strange that life
.ndpent “Upported in such a fetid atmosphere
Plagg, thip "N such close apartments. Yet in these
Tent, are Po‘(’;‘ of cities are obliged to live, for
ear where there is fresh air and

'h‘lter Room o Let,” poor Bessy found

f

"ta‘ﬂy :h}:“e" and children. Her moncy was
::T "fal‘ll’:ed;' scarcely two sovercigns re-

chext he er little store. Thero she deposited
the hag ‘;ro " bed, and the few articles of comfort
Pogy d‘imrugm from het childhood's home. The
8 ¢ N fretted sadly, for they had been
:l:: W g );

0 fr, 3 .
esh A, and the little eabin where they
Cozy 1.0
g u'y \'nu side, Be,

i Bre
N g‘ling
o of

ght, was clean, and stood alone on
8y soothed their complaints

|
;
|
|
|
i
i
|
|
%
%
|
|
E

M .
AN \\\“\“\“\\\\\\\“\“\\Vw\\\\“\\w\/\\&x\\&www\w\\\m\'m\l\“\ -~

THE EMIGRANT SIIIP,

S anian
l‘i h TR A A A AR R A T AT LA A AAAA R A TAR R T TR R A AR AN LA R Rt A A AL LA et

609

RN

she sought employment, and though often ill-
requited, day after day found her toiling in
cheerful hope and earning enough to keep want
from the door, and to pay the rent of her little
roon. If anxious thoughts would somctimes
intrude, hope came to her aid, and she looked
forward to the time when her children would be
old cnough to help her, and they could then eam
more, and live in a better place. Poor Bessy,
this was the extent of her ambition...........,

Autumn came on with its chilling blusts and
dismal rains. The children needed warmer clothes,
and the wind blew ro sharply through the broad
cracks and shattered windows, that another stick
must be added to the fire, and even then their
tecth chattered, and the small dipped candle at
night, flickered painfully to the eyes. Bessy had
no peat-bog to go to now, where fuel might be had
for digging, and the long, long Winter came on
fast and found her ill prepared to meet its severi-
ty. Work was not as plenty as it had been in
warmer weather, A family for whom she had
done washing, left town suddenly and forgot to
pay her a dollar which was due. Alas! a few
shillings which the rich think so lightly of, or
spend in selfish extravagance, if given to the
poor, or applied to the just payment of honest in-
dustry, how many hearts would bo gladdened, how
many abodes of poverty made comfortable |

That dollar Bessy had appropriated to purchase
fuel ; for & week they had had no warmth except
from the blaze of a few chips which the children
picked up about some unfinished buildings, and the
mother's heart ached as she looked on their poor
little frozen fingersand their bare feet, pinched with
cold. And when they came crying round the few
dying embers, her thoughts turned reproach-
fully to the rich man in his abundance, who had
so cruelly forgotten the claims of justice and hu-
manity. :

It was the midst of Winter. Bessy sat with
aching eyes by the dim candle, finishing some slop
work that she had procured from a dealer in cheap
labor, Sixpence for a garment neatly made! It
was g bargain which brought kim ample remun-
eration, but left ker only a few farthings for her
strained sight and wasted strength. A thread-
bare cloak, which was the pride of her happier
days, slightly screened her from the wind that
whistled through cvery crevice ; but still her feet
ached, and her fingers were so numb she could
acarce hold the needle. A fow chips still lay on
the hearth ; they were all that were left to warm
the little ones the next day, when sho must leave
them alone to go and work at Mrs S8-'s.  No, she
could not rob the children of the warmth they so
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Much need,

e .
, and poor Bessy lay down to rest with & more

et mind nwd o far more confiding spirit, than
Many

) are Dlessed with, whose easy lot leaves
he

0o anxious thoughts for the morrow,
‘llu' next day Bessy returned home thoronghly
hilleg from her days work.  She had gone far
:llt of her Way o ask for a few shillings doe for
Ome fewing which she took home in the moring;
T she was very hard pressed, and Mrs, 8,
Ul not make the change when she left her
°Use, but Itold her to eall again the next day.,
ofrs{ S.—with all her kindly feclings, knew little
-1 wants of the poor, and Bessy never com-
pln{""d to any one. She bore her hard lot with
Patient submission, and felt an honest pride in
::::;uling her “wants from every cye. So she
ot make up her mind to tell Mrs. S, that
":n:nd her children were saffering from cold and
"leat, but Bratefully took the fragments of t?rokcn
offered her, and in weariness, threaded the
tain 3"‘{"‘% half blinded by driving slect, to ob-
"¢’ paliry sum due for her midnight labor.
u ::‘5 then tao late to purchase any thing that
Sht, so Bessy went home and groped her way
upaqt" Chazy stairs, to her cold silent room; for a
%):luable neighbor in the next apartment had
ed after the children and put them to bed.
beq  ached in every limb, and her head throb-
Painfully, It was of no use to kindle up the
" cl::l:;t that Iate hour, 5o she Jaid down beside
slecp ren, cold and damp, and vainly tried to
-t scemed very long, that weary night, as
’elie:-ssed from side to side, and could find no
' change, Hardshi p, anxiety and exposure
eVeryO:e- their work, and a burning fever raged in
Tise, . In the morning she was unable to

mz;:iﬂ-!IWell tjor poor Bessy that she had a kind
wi, thn e neighbor of the next apartment, who,
'Pﬁngge Warm sympathy that almost invariably
ve P, fresh and genial among the weeds of
wy —Tendered her overy needful assistance,
“tched beside her with the tenderest care,

also, when two or three days passed away,

“ame oy Y did not return for her money, neither
uire thu;e usua] day to work for her, sent to
* own 1 Cause. Greatly shocked to learn that
kﬂly‘. 1 oughtlessness had, in part, occasioned
b Iness, she endoavored to repair the
tiog dm""ery Ppossible attention which her situa-
Proag, leda:kd jand the suggestions of sclf-re-
the . 'Ch ever after, to regard more scriously

Tty > those whoso labar coutributes so

w comfort,

413 8o she drew the cloak more elosely
To . /
Wd her, and at a late hour her {ask was finish-
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“heart, not

Bessy had struggzled bard with poverty and Ler
constitution was unable to hear w0 severe a ek,
The violence of the disense yiclded to mediea]
skill, but a rapid decline followed which left no
hope of recovery.  The world could offer her fow
allurements, and the grave had no terrors to Ler
imagination. But one strong tie still held her to
life, and the mother forgot all suffering in her
earnest prayer to live a little longer for the chil-
dren's sake,  “ My children, what will become of
them {” was the constant burthen of her heart ;
and the doubt, “ who will care fur the poor crea-
tures when I am gone?” rose before her with
painful pertinacity.

Happily Mrs. S. was enabled to soothe her
fears, and give peace to her dying moments. She
explained to her that there was a place provided,
where such little ones were received and kindly
cared for, and promised that her children should
all find a home there, when she could no longer
care for them. Poor Bessy's gratitude wa s unbound-
ed; she had no higher boon to ask in life, and
death came to her without a sting. The litle
orphans were welcomed to the Protestant Orphan
Asylum, where their brief troubles were soon
forgotten; and here, subjected to kind discipline,
and instructed in all good and useful knowledge
suited to their condition, it is hoped they will
grow up to usefulness, and reflect credit on the
Institution which has embraced them in its noble
charity.

Friends of this Orphan Asylum! it is no tale
of fictitious sorrow which we have laid before you.
In your own experience, similar cases must have
often called forth your generous sympathics. At
every turn, you meet the poor, the sorrowful and
the forsaken. In all the by-ways and obscure
corners of this city are hungry, weeping orphans,
left to the cold charity of a world that deigns not
to look upen them, but whom Providence calls on
you to rescue and redeem for the service of man-
kind.

And to others, the gay, the prosperous and the
happy, who come here this day to pass an idle

hour, or to please the fancy and gratify the taste,
—let & deeper thought and a more earncst desire
take possession of their minds, and lead them more
faithfully, to perform the mission which our
Heavenly Father has appointed to every child of
humanity.
These or‘phan children appeal to every Christian
or themselves alone, but for all little
ones who are destitute of food and shelter,—care
for their bodies, and training for their immortal
minds, And to every one whom Providence has
blessed with means and opportunity, is addressed
the touching language ofp the Saviour. “In as
much as ye have done it unto one of the least of
these, ye have done it unto me.”
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* OLD PARISH SCHOOL.

- —_
B SCOTCIIMAN AND A SOLDIER.
‘LIZA _—

Coox .
:“\:3 the u v, 1028 the «Old Farm Gate,”

‘ ““‘t“ozif‘m'“ and the “ Old Mill Stream,”
g, the v s her song, as she warbles along,
m@ Peng 4 Q':Ons of niemory’s dream ;
Y lerg o 0T of the house-hold room,
KL .niny OUngsters had used to play—
“l:““k ¢ €ach nook, whero the toy and the
gl
%"‘iw \ :utxful disorder lny,
® hep ., '“:lrefuse to contribute a tear, |
T‘\rzn ohair nHOUSclwld Clock,” and her “Old
N “r:lh»
;‘;life‘ \z; :‘i"“‘ our warmest feelings cling
To‘ e ove :‘ gl“l‘ncs, cloudless and fine |
qu?‘e ‘““tif:; d°0k back over memory's track,
e thin on unys of langsyne, '
And% 1 ¢l 1¢ Old Parish School,
Whey o 2ed the A B C,

t time-
w::e By Mehad gone round theve, declining

Ry,
?.i“:{h :z ::ri Puzzler for me,
v Ul dr tolove, was niade easy and plain
W: n LEY
th
the

0 the Dominie’s daughter, Jane,
4 ‘;‘im told that
iy o the I

j"ice

hep
Wit e ,
R;;h h“h:!t. :) abundant ang free,

. a o .

h, del"shted I“iabook; nmy satchel disposed,
W ¢h u‘ﬂ bme mper'd away,

T bloog, * Where the broom, and the whins

Spring had arrived,
vk and the bee,
"ieal voice, bade each creature re-

N
the i;
T\& ght.,,
e, eart
Ny each "“’mingdl lambs were nt‘PlaY -
) met by appointment and

i
eudy .
&'h%l “ho were bound for the Old Parish

B o to ¢
w)::%e fail:; ilwhool, lay through a glen,
€ the wilg mld,, l().vely and fair, 4
« s;':“’né. °Wrs in bloom shed their scent-
“\ -
A,,:e‘“ﬁful g::' :i’agrance filled the air;
wkn:be blag 1, ¢ ¥4 by our side,
the 3 18 grew at our feet,

N W, ong, *4d 2ad long, pour'd their rap-

xﬁlLu"’ Olg p, K@ 8¢ the foot of the hill

\\:simml' and the Old Parish

‘V\\\\\‘MMM ANAA,
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The Old Parish School was thatehed with straw,
And the floor was paved smoothly with stone,
On an high oaken seat, like a ruler in state,
There the Dominio sat on his throne ;

Though marked by decision, yet mild was his sway,
Of severity, none could complain,

And the sccond in rule, in the Old Parish School,
Was the Dominie’s fair daughter Jane,

A blooming young creature, well fitted, I ween,
To disturb the peace of a youth of fifteen.

From far and near the students convened

At the rural Academy hall,

Whero our Rector so kind, poured light on the
mind, '

With unwearied attention to all,

From the little beginner who just could tell

That the O was quite round like the moon,

To the youth who could soar to the summit of
lore,

And aspired to a clerieal gown.

Some forty to fifty assembled cach day

Devoted to learning, to mischief or play.

Our kind instructor, the homely and plain,

Had a mind well replenished with lore,

He could read, write and speak, in the Latin and
Greek,

And the classics expound and explore,

He taught navigation, the use of the globes,

With mathematics, each problem and rule,

And some stars who now shine bright in litra-
ture's line,

Dawned first at the Old Parish School,

Distinguish'd by cloquence far above par,

Now adorn the senate, the pulpit or bar.

The Dominie’s daughter taught me with ease,
Love's first tender lessons of joy,

Tho' the rules of Murray, I own it with sorrow,
Were too hard for the poor simple boy,
Imanaged with credit to pass through the “Grays,”
Where the questions were casy and plain,

But all deep transactions in practice or fractions,
I got done by the Dominic's Jane,

‘Who was clever at figures, indulgent and kind,
And a sweet little teacher just to my mind.

Tho’ drawing was not taught as a branch,

Nor sketching by lesson or rule,

Yet a part of each day, in that innocent way
We passed at the Old Parish School,

Whenever hard questions baffied our skill,

And the answers would not agree,

Then we took to the plan of sketching a man,

Or drawing a house or a tree,

If the Dominic chanced to pass near the seat,
The cuff and the sleevo went to work on the slate,
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TO MY SLEETING BOY,
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']310 Old Pari<h Seliool the' leaming's seat,
A8 head quarters for frolic and play,
 hat o r:u:lu-t and rout when we all turned out,
hen released at the hour of midday,
‘e tumult of voices, with caps in the air,
Moune'd that the prisoners were free,
ml) )t'hc loud shout of joy from cach light hearted
Rang forth in a torrent of glee.
'en the wild out-burst to good order gave way,
et we formed in different parties for play.

'Illip hands was the cry for hide and go seck,
o ongst the broom where we cannot be scen,
T Up hands and hurra' for the club and the ba’,
‘," for old blindman's buff on the green,
vome eagerly watched their kites as they rose,
whg‘m‘cfu]ly soaring away,
ile at profit and loss, gaming at pitch and toss
f‘tel“ comrades were busy at play,
10 me;ater’s mare graz’d down in the vale,
© urchin would mount with his face to the tail.

0::;“5 would off to the river to swim,
Wh the youth was their leader and guide,
b: Xas foremost to rush o'cr the bank and the

N
]

ﬁzg could dive to the opposite side.
To t_he.n the glorious sport and fun
%il in an old washing tub,

nd .
. rg‘:n l'Ond laugh and scream, when upset in the

An“; the juvenile boating club,

. the’ lightfooted racers would start in their
K:lde, .

M garments &s cumber were all laid aside.
H

1‘; frec was the laugh that rang through the

A:: l“‘I’Py and cloudless cach brow,
deliega}f:l eye eparkled bright with unmingled
B s
Tl‘:: ’;““ Where are they all now,
ed OWers of the grave have blcomed and decay-
For f ’
O?Jrfg}l many a Spring time and Fall,
' me fairest and best who have gone to their
Ang
De;]tl(:’eli one who was dearest of all,
Ang 7. one silent hall is the Teacher's abode,
Ane’s gentle spirit has returned to God.

When tw,

Do enty years had silentl assed,

¥ "n;he fleet gliding river of {ir]x:e.

o reviay . AVAY shore I retumed once more,

1 'Ohg}?tl:}:ny dear native clime,
tyn. e Old School and the friends of lang-

F N
]3?:; 1 l:"B_ d for their welcome embrace,
a riends of that day had all passed away,
A ney pnge had come aver the place,
A Doy, arish School neatly elated and fair,
ace of Bcholars and Teacher were there.

The enyin .. 4
Hag ?0‘:;\‘(: hme.of life like the Spring of the year,
Ther, i IU‘R Which bloom but to deeay,

R 3 1othing we know in our plavct below,
Tog, ay “‘r““gg\g‘ Or passing away.

With ¢ cond low oer the gravo of our friend,

8riof which affection can move,
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And to-morrow the tear shall be shed o'er our
bier,

As the fond parting tribute of love,

How happy are they to whom wisdom is given,

Whose friend is their God and whose home is in
heaven.

TO MY SLEEPING BOY.

Sweet is the smile, that plays around thy lip, my
boy.— .

Aml{swcct, the tale it tells, of innocence and joy,

Doth some fond angel hover o’cr thy balmy restd

Art thou by guardian spirits iu thy dreams
caressed |

Ah! yes, fond angels o’er my child, their watch for-
ever hold,

And round thy sinless brow, their radiant wings
unfold, )

Sweet tales of that bright land they tell, from
whence they come,

That land of peace, and joy, their own pure spirit
home.

And would they call thee hence, in that soft clime
to dwell ?

To wander mid its bowers, its home of love to
swell

To twine perennial wreaths ,with blossoms ever
new,

Todsip from fadeless flowers, the sweet ambrosial

ew {

And wouldst thou go, my child, with them to
dwell, above

Wouldst thou, these fond arms leave, that circle
thee in love #

‘Wouldst thou from her be torn, that true, that
faithful breast,

To which, with wild devotion, thou art fondly
pressed ? .

Ah! no—sweet, slumbering babe, from her thou
wouldst not rove,

Thou wouldst not leave that heart, that clings to
thee in love.

Bulz cil:ndled in those arms, thou wouldst serene-

ie,

Nog Khile encircled thus, for seraph land wouldst

sig|

God bless thee, sleeping boy, and wouldst that
ever still,

Thou mightst thus cling to her, to shield thee from
all ill. :

That thou mightst ever on this faithful breast re-

Ppose,
To her mightst ever turn, to solace all thy woes,
AI;:d she would guard thee well, dear idol of her
cart,
And ne'er should lifo's stern cares, that faithful bo-
som P!
But with a mother's prayer, should added strength
bg given,
To fit that struggling soul, for purcr rest in heaven.
B P R Y I

Tonoxro, C. W,

’
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mﬁdx‘ﬂ 0: s‘cmc- was without doubt the pretticst
M N\n 1 Gowanus, The young men said so,
m}urd\ 0: her lightly tripping to the old Dutch
ton fair Sunday, and very hard they
iy 2";1’ under her ample hood and catch a
'%y dl%k o1 laughing blue eyes, and her smooth
mflt vl % And there was not a young girl in
¥ith Bluti‘c church who did not feel that rivalry
ing ith Y84 vain attempt; yet #o sweetly
Fagy,s :}xch Unconseious grace was the homage
. °8t:;:in Teeeived, that envy was disarmed,
‘l:cp_ 0 apple with one consent accorded
o g1
:“'oinet::’:: not, gentle reader, that our pretty
on mmllda f{\ultlcss model of female perfee-
R TN ed ll.ke a form of Grecian art, and
‘f“ ihg o l“““"mg picce of Dutch mechanism.
 tome “Udbe farther from the truth. Meta
g bey plmch‘-‘s sharter than the Venus standard,
l}?lt “MP figure was perhaps too embonpoint
h.-‘%ish ‘n:eymmetry, a defect inherited from her
; *e tlag s“’_"& But her taper waist, one might
:‘t‘y bewit h“"“h ease; her little feet were per-
t:P’ or m:} Ing, and never was there a lighter
\h"faee\.re fl:ee and graceful motions. As
) the vieh q:n *Pite of a nose somowhat refroussé
e n Mplexion, the dimpled checks, the
:l'ld the Qleg: uth always parted by an arch smile,
‘t"cethe, soey ©3, at once soft and spirited, were
&hken €xceedingly lovely that the heart
i‘:“'“y:e p SUprize, and one never stopped to
%:e’sion' “atures which left such an agrecable
L] We
E:"fe M::::m;mber the O1d Dutch Farm House,
e in Tura) ther, honest Hans Von Sickle,
:"l‘f le do:f“‘ti. the undisputed lord of that
va, Way brmd‘c"e' Tt had come down to him,
o It gom, acres, from an ancestor, once a
wr hen 4, g‘“tel' of Amsterdam who came
of gt tst Dutch colony planted the

Y .
X::lnh""ln. Nicholas in the ancient Island of
oo of ho‘: burgomaster had built the

¢, in what was then a forest,
"estend of his descendant now

ev .
%‘, u oo‘:f" Succeeding generation had added
o °r and convenience required. It

L] .
wﬂmem of Dutch tasto, and the

&
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TIE OLD DUTCH FARM HOUSE.

BY WL V. O .
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special glorification of old Hans Von Sickle. Not
an acre had ever departed from the fumily, and
perhaps not one had been added to it, for the
domain was ample cnough to satisfy the desires
of the most ambitious of the Von Sickles.

As cach descendant had exercised his own pecu-
liar taste in adding to the family mansion, it would
have been impossible to class it with any known
order of architecture. The various additions pre-
sented different heights; little windows peeped
out of odd corners, and narrow doors opencd
where least wanted; but pre-cminent were the
gable-ends, and the invariable stoup, the crowning
glory of every Dutch habitation. It was painted
red, with leaden colored roof and window-
shutters, but the eapricious elements had changed
the red to a tawny brown, which gave it an anti-
que and not unpleasing appearance. Every thing
in the house and around it, was exquisitely neat
and well kept. The ample barns were filled with
the produce of the ficlds, the fences were in good
repair, and the grounds richly cultivated.

A high, cross-barred gate, also painted red,
opened from the public high-way into the patri-
monial estate of Hans Von Sickle. From it, the
bridle-path led along a gradual ascent, about a
quarter of & mile, to the house, which seen all the
distance, secmed to be playing bo-peep through
the old trees, two round windows in-the attic,
looking out, like eyes, in the front. On either
side were rich pastures, dotted with ruminating
cattle; flocks of sheep, scampering at the sound
of footsteps; fields of corn and waving grain,
thriving young orchards, and all the outward
manifeatations of rural prosperity. The houseitself,
seated on a sunny slope, formed, as it were, the
apex of » promontory, which stretclied into Gow-
anus Bay; and the whole, several miles in cir-
cuit, comprised the farm of old Hans Von Sickle,
and was the finest in the colony.

It was passing lovely, the view that met the
eye, when looking from the stoup of that Old
Farm House. Like a rich mosaic, lay that broad
promontory, with its green fields and wooded
pastures, its ripening grain, and thick woodlands, '
standing to the water's edge. Eastward were
Brooklyn Leights, then winning & name for his-
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:;?y; ad boyond them, the spires of New York,
Pq": ;‘Isihle, To the gouth, and just below the
ag ouse, lay the Bay, and along the ghoro
g, Ooth, sy Leach, extending at low tide
digt, mf"“ld the promeontory. Opposite was a
View af the wood-crowned heights, now
tion l:::‘(}l‘conwmd Cumctory, and in the diree-
er o ";g _‘t’ Flatbush, lay a range of hills
Volut; Gvision of the continental army of the
oty \“;l \\'ns. at that time encamped.
Yo Sickle was an only child, and the
Pective Mistress of her father's well tilled
for 10, ° Wonder then that she had many suitors,
the, 0:‘31'. beauty failed to win, what young man,
Since, was ever found inscnsible to golden
m; Yf:t Meta had reached her eighteenth
man still Wwas “ fancy free ;" not one, of fﬂl
Boguy .yt“dlmrcrs had ciused a throb in her in-
Cot rel tle heart, or robbed hier of one hour (f‘
Suteq hcpose. 'M:'my, it must be confessed, attri-
ever u: 8ay indifference to coquetry E’but t.lmt
W‘i: l'cs'oume of self-love when a dxsnpl')omt-
Orteyy, . mls\ed‘by vanity, accepts a smile of
The 1:;‘8 2 manitestation of tender regard. .
\ 0 hole world, to Mcta's fancy and experi-
Sent an%p:‘ﬂrcd couleur de rose; the past,the pre-
b""yflnt ¢ future, were all robed inlight. Her
foot o, . "PUFits, her warin imagination, and per-
“emenl Mment, gathered happiness from every
lig . “0dinvested the prosaic details of common
mothe:. € more attractive hues of rox}mnce.
» Who was of French descent, died al-
ct:l:e he.i' child’s rémembrance, and from
e inherited n vivacity and joyousness of
trajty | Which gracefully modified the graver
on i:;‘lnitted through her Dutch ancestry.
Qp . e, honest man, never uttered a more

Tess;
lfe“ in
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v?_ eloge, than when he took the little
r v s, and laying aside his pipe, to
LR Yo8¥ lips, called hier the tulip of his heart;
Partig): Of endearment suggested by his floral
to by m_"'- a0d which expressed more tenderness
With;, 'nd, than any other combination of words
ey up :omnge of his vocabulary, And as she
Weryy Womanhood, it was beautiful to ob-

; gentle influence which her devoted
Coulg :Xercxsed on his phlegmatic nature ; nor
Ver rp - C5 Unbounded indulgence on his part,

Dag. o her selfish or exacting.

of M eﬂ."“de: as she was called, the old
Waq o eta's childhood, and to whose care she
r“ponﬁ‘::“ed by her dying mother,—held the
oy ne. ;imce of house-keeper and supcrinten-
Pary g4 ©f the domestic establishment at the
Ny m‘:;se' “‘“} Do one could have performed,
its multifarious duties, Strange
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it was that she did not rpoil her little charge by
overweening indulgence, for in her eyes Meta
could do nothing wrong, and her very whims and
caprices were a theme of praise.  Dut Gertrude,
to do her justice, had both good gcnse and firm
principles, her weakness was in her Joving heart;
und fortunately Meta's quick pereeptions caught
hold of the good and true, and her innate kense of
right was a spell against all wrong impressions,
The inmates of the Farm House Jed a guict and
retired sort of life, mixing little with the world
around them; but Meta found happiness in the
exercise of affection, aud in the bright ercations of
her busy faney, and her father was engrossed by
his farm, his ecattle and produce, and at cvening
reposed contentedly with his pipe, fecling no
want, if Meta were only near him.  Never, but
once, had Mecta erossed the ferry to the neighbor
ing city of New York, and when she went abroad,
it was generally to church, or to a tea-gathicring
at some of the neighboring farm-houses, or riding
on her spirited little pony, and sometimes on a
pillion behind her father, who on such oceasions
wore a proud look, and always mounted his sleck
Flemish mare, and put on his best powdered wig.
But as Meta grew older, the fame of her charms
caused a wonderful palpitation among the young
gallants of the neighborhood extending even to the
good city of New York itself; and Myn-heer Von
Sicklo was greatly puzzled at the strange io-
creaso of visitors, who under various pretexts
found access to the Farm House. Not being gifted
with very quick perceptions, and more skilled in
bargains than in the vagaries of a younz heart,
he thought only of sale or purchase, and waited
patiently for their business to unfold. Meta, in
the mean time, kept her own counsel, or confessed
only to dame Gertrude, whose keen, woman's eye
could not by any means be blinded. But Hans
Von Sickle, with all his negative qualities, and
others really good, had one characteristic in com-
mon with his countrymen, which not even Meta's
coaxing could ever in the least overcome. This
was & most invincible ohstinacy ; and when once
resolved on any thing, right or wrong, nothing
could persuade him to the ehadow of a cbange.
Now it happened that his grandfather's sister,
who married one Von Kortland, had received for
her dowry a very pretty tract of land lying along
the opposite side of Gowanus Bay ; and the last
will and testament of that good lady was so
worded, that in default of lincal heirs, the said
estate should revert to the Von Sickles, and be
rejoined to their homestead. When the present
proprietor of the Old Dutch Farm came into pos-
sesaion of his patrimony, the Von Xortland estate
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1:\\‘\'.,.0”“(‘““"‘ by a grandson of the aforesaid
ive !\n(; “‘“ some fen years omc}- than his rela-
m‘vorm"l“'“\g been once h.\:n'rn‘d and left a
Aty atie “_vd"‘(}.\vw. and being morcover very
rogq el:) \on.bwkhs began to look updn the
Tosy l“" Which lay basking in the sunshine
&'f:lsl\. 1; B“yv as almost in reality within his
koneq l‘:ik t".“ic a homely proverb, *he had
N holay ;d’“"fﬁ‘ns before they ware hntc)ted."
° Midg, 1 on Kortland, who had fully attained
of P ¢ life, was so wrought upon by the charms
T hep :mp Young damsel, or by the manwuvres
Sog s Culating mather, that he was tempted, a
t g n‘“\c, to launch on the sea of matrimony,
The ,“. small discomfitare of the heir at law.
fathg Ut of this union was o only son; the
ho ‘d. Wot long survive, and Von Sickle's
Moo 1 SN0 Were active, for this frail infant only

e in ;\tl“‘ch“ him and the object of his desires,
4 it however, grew into a sturdy boy, &
By \r‘::c}f built, whiel promised great longevity.
i kp}:‘;“.‘le still caleulated on chances, and

Ugh oy NS eye upon .thc tempting acres.

7uqu!um‘ rogafdf‘d as a niggardly man, he had
lever Sffore 8ugicit of Dutch forethought, and
hlm Unim red an opportunity of gain to pass by
Q‘.ase liI: Poved, and these fair lands, the pur-

t ih(“" ; nnccstor. the burgomaster, came fairly
u‘“me o o c: "Pe of his ambition, and were often the
tny i]l-w;(im’“i meditation. Not that he harbored
“’nnm,y " towards his little kinsman; on the
the fary, ]]e Loy was somewhat of a favorite at
St goo 095, where his. early taciturnity was
Cary p::::!‘;“‘“'k of precocious wisdom.

“he g D and ITans Von Sickle, himself,
“}at . usband and a father. It was whispered
iy 4 PO, gentle girl, full of French viva-
Rerig SFace, whom he selected as his partner,

eng neci‘:}:‘fl‘ tie \vlfe‘n she yielded to her

i “v‘;‘fy or ambition, and consented to
tn‘lguenot fa ; e. S.he belonged to an ancient
fin Safetm‘ Y, which had fled from persecution,
“W‘ger& J 'u:.md encounter poverty in a land of
given or ex::‘t““(;ever sclf-renuncxanfm had

e lips of ed, no word c?f complaint ever

ity Dever Psof the young wife ; and her hus-

W . q“'eshoned her heart, or doubted that
;he blr,om ‘w‘:g gratitude and affection. True,
tpor. (B sung f"‘"‘“ lrc:: checks, and her lips

e Wordj si)mxle which once heralded her
°=tvil;v a“; household cares, perhaps,
ot ll;cin ‘faded tho bloom upon her
of g ed Lo nm:spm:]m;' and when the }m.le
foe m:“mler’g love ) and with the new .lmppm'css
b chilge o ome a strong desiro to live

® sake,—it was too late. Two or

>

515

three years, and her frail hold of life was loosed,
and her nume survived only in her epitaph, and
in the hearts of a few who loved her.

Von Sickle, to o him justice, moumed «in-
cerely for his gentle wife, and quite as long as it
is in the heart of a man to mourn for any thing
whic  does not materially affect his comnfort.
Whe.her from respect to her menory, or from
some cause known only to himself, he never filled
her vacant place in the household, but seemed
quite satisfied with Dame Gertrude's management
of himself, his child and the menage in general.
Smoking his pipe became his great pleasure,—a
negative gort of pleasure which was generally
enlivened by the sports of little Meta who played
round him like the very spirit of joy, and whose
wildest moods and most romping. amusements
were always endured with complacent eatisfac-
tion. Their young kinsman, ITarman Von Kort-
land was sometimes the companion of her sports;
and being a petted little girl six year his junior,
she enjoyed the privilege of practising with im-
punity, manifold mischievous pranks, which from
any other, would have been received by him in a
most rebellious spirit.

IIans Von Sickle looked upon the children with
benign complacence ; and as he sat meditating at
eventide in his flowered dressing gown and red
night cap, rolling volumes of smoke from his
mouth, his eyes glanced unconsciously across the
Bay nnd rested on the busy mill which reccived
daily tribute for old Von Kortland’s heir. Thence
they followed a green path through fields and
orchards, aud finally rested on the fumily mansion,
which stood square and solid,—for it had been gar-
risoned long ago in the old Manhattan wars,—and
now shone out resplendent in tiles of red and
white, a stoup added to the front, and a weather
cock like a winged dragon, veering from the tal-
lest chimney. His meditations doubtless sug-
gested o practical result; for on a New Year's
day,—Meta being then about five years old,—her
father, to the surprise of all thehousehold, ordered
his Flemish mare to the door, and forthwith mouu-
ted her, arranged in the imposing splendor of a
new periwig, and a satin waistcoat with embroi-
dered lappets, worn at his own wedding, and
plush breeches with gold buckles, also dixplayed
on the same memorable occasion. As Cuffy, the
privileged major domo of the establishment, held
the stirrup while his master settled his portly per-
son in the saddle, a broad grin stretched his mouth
from car to ear, showing a double row of shining
ivory,—for the shrewd blackey rightly conjectured
that Myn-heer waa seiting off in tho spirit of o
goodold custom, whichhehad sadly neglected oflate,
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the friendly grectings of the season,
With }iy ™ '

. fair relative, the comely widow of old
N Kortland, ‘
"¢ good cheer which the hospitable mistress
:he house offered on that oceasion,—the dis-
nn| y -O_f cikes and pumpkin pics,—the hung beef
er ::‘:l' crout, which 8o unequivoenlly evidenced
Cards lfl m‘hm}sc\viﬁ-ry, not to inention the fan-
rom 10 solid silver, foaming with sparkling cider
impr(.l».e.l: Own presses, must have made a notable
“slon on the mind of her sagacions kinsman,
a:"d)f:\ week elapeed before the Flemish maro
’Ort:]‘gm‘? seen, fastened to the post before Dame
impat‘;uds door, ' Long Sll(.S waited there, most
e l-oently flapping her. vixen tail, and pawing
goeds z’en ground ; and it is no marvel that the
mmrtl;,oum of the ncighborhood circulated a
an that the honest man went there to offer his
o s::m'l he:\rt‘;—thcy even aflirmed, that Maude
Ving maid, had put her ear to the key-hole,
Thig :;ard Ler mistress r.m.sitively refuse him.
nd ny as probnbl?' a malicious rumour, for we
. allusion to it in the family records which
'3ve Leen permitted to consult; Dame Ger-
m:' tl}‘:'e\'er, affirmed, that her master rode
his by, t day with such unwonted haste, that
Wked%t Was sadly jaded, his wig awry, and .lxis
over big ) t, usually so perpendicular, inclining
in some cff-'eye. And when she questioned him
stato, | ﬂmlfzty, as to the cause of his disordered
» 11C testily gjaculated, “ der duyvel woman!”
orthwith hid himself from sight.
yl:;::e solution (Tf' this perplexing passage in
Bever ber Von Sickle's private history can
after ghq ‘i""e‘ﬂed. Tt must suffice to know that
tions wer apse of a few mont:hs, amicable rela-
two hons:spermanently established between the
as o » and a compact formed by which it
Me whied that Harman Vf)n Kortland and
be \lnited‘? they reached a suitable age, should
two estate:n marriage, and .by thus joining the
e sottle.the question of succession for
It future heirs. This was a master stroke
not,p: :zu‘l))t the part (:f Hans Von Sickle; and
f“lﬁlmcng entered his mind as to the complete
rep of the contract; the idea of any
Y 'rce on the part of those who were to
intg hib eatly benefitied, was never ndmitted

pl

he o Caleulations.  So from that time forward
*moked hLig pipe in perfect tr ilit d
Husteq pe in porfect tranquility, an

n ::::.GVcnt to time, the great disposer.
taingq hclrm‘? Passed on; and it was not till Meta
of e Rixteenth year that tl\(f .grnnd pur-
. i“h‘"_imcxnstcnco, viz: that of uniting the two
ces, was made known to her. If the
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by the disclosure of so vast & eclicine, or to gain
her gratitude by his affectionate, parental fore-
sight, he must have been taken Ly surprize when
be found the amnouncement received only as a
grave jest, and answered by a burst of laughter.
Von Sickle looked at her with a puzzled air
and was at first inclined to send for a strait jacket,
believing she had gone mad, in a sudden fit of
joy. Dut he soon found she was in verituble
carnest ; that she did not care a pin for the Von
Xortland estates, and would not accept them at
any rate, subjeet to an cneurabrance that did not
please her. It was of no use to argue the matter,
for his strongest arguments were knocked down
by a merry retort, and she finally coaxed him
into silence by throwing her arms around his
neck and smothering his words with kisses. So
the prudent father, baffled, but not defeated,
resolved to keep silence for the present, and leave
the young lover to win his mistress by his own
address.

So Meta, for the present, considered thie matter
at an end and quitted the field in triumph. Poor
Harman, though constantly reminded by his
mother, that “faint heart never won fair lady,”
could not muster courage enough to plead his
own suit; and though his heart, somevhat
sluggish in its movements, always beat faster in
her presence, if he only ventured to touch her
hand, she assumed such an imperious manner
that he was quite awed, and then she was sure
to manifest her mirth at his awkward bashful-
ness. She was so graceful and light-hearted—
how could he help admiring her? and so good-
natured too, if he only kept at a distance. And
80 shoe continued to visit Dame Von Kortland, as
often as ever, but would never listen to any of
her maternal hints, and often took occasion to
declare she intended always, to reign, like good
queen Bess, alone in her own little dominion.

It would be affirming too much, to say the
pretty Meta had not a spice of coquetry in her
composition. Not that she would have given a
moment's scrious pain to any one, for the world;
but she thought, rightly enough, perhaps, that
most of the young men who courted her smiles,
were vulnerable only through their vanity, and it
could do no harm to humble that a little. The
truc heart that sought her in good faith was never
trifled with, and the lover generally remained a
friend. It may scem strange that among so many
admirers, there was not one who pleased her
fancy ; but, as we havo said, she passed on to her
cighteenth year, and her hoart was still cntirely
in her own keeping.

Those were gloomy and troublesome times, the
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‘::l“:‘ln\l\'hich Mota reached the importi\nt era having resolved m. make t'hc ﬁr«;t altack on Long §

Whoad,  The war of the Revolution had Island, theugh their ulterior object was the cap- §
m:e;:mly broken out into open warfare, and ¢ ture of New Yok, The two armies were separ-

Cony; iot :)"(1 was then the seene of a‘pprum‘:h‘ing
q“&ﬁ.,.u. ur story has nothing to do \\*xt}x political
. S and the.nh\tc of the country is referved
oug “" comection with the dramatis persona
il““l‘est i“’"ltabl‘c tale. Von Sickle to?k little
od o, u the .bmer. strife of party feclx'ng that
Sergg, an(';“;:f‘ him: his eye was fixed on his broad
bing out } is sulated position in a manuer shut
- rom th(f arena of strife.  Iaving passed

in ﬂl:ﬁe;‘;lm his services could be commanded
; , he deemed it prudent to preserve a

a “";:::lt tality, and shut up in the little penin-
which .« h he called his own, he cared little from

8ide camg the shout of victory or the cry of

decatv
This 13

8ic), ::.Lmd of eelfishness was not confined to Von

*Preag ;“ that time it was perhaps more widely

. than is gencrally believed, and to his own

e,
Xeugg, €, the worthy Dutchman framed a ready

Uy g ¢ Was not far enough removed from the
hig 5., Hers of Manhattan to have lost, entirely,
Y

he . tm““my of feeling, or to have forgotten that
firng - .10 dcscef\dant of a peaceful colony, who
o g“_sspssmn ox‘.t}mt fair country, and who
Stardy ";{ven out with little ccremony by the
keey ‘l, ish.  And towards the restless Yan-
8Ain th‘; Were Dever contented to buy and get
Musy, co “‘ the limits of their own territorics, but
heart of )(; Push their enterprize into the very
Meree “"h“‘th'm, and monopolize the trade and
thej pi © Wwhile the Myn-icers dreamed over
wity e\,g?T‘OWards them, Von Sickle looked
id, b 88 complacence. And so, a8 we have
fing becs"cst'rved a strict neutrality; and if his
Price, 1 ¢ and fat sheep commanded a good
Terervin, Was Content to sell to ecither party,
Brongegs - Cholce for those who laid down the
It ) go‘d picceﬂ‘

w,
4 eﬁ:: on the eve of an important battle. The
e, th:smto the amount of fifteen thousand,
°°lnnmn¢mmand.o.r General Sullivan, occupied
¥here v ‘N Pposition on Brooklyn Heights
]“"kin-, ?"0 erected strong fortifications ovcr:
New 'Zoriist River, which separated them from
fixeg hin he Where General Washington had then
Hretonin ®d quarters, A line of entrenchment
lar,, pﬁ .bey““d Brooklyn village, enclosed a
n\erio.».n&c: f ground which was covered by the
At P, and the wholo was secured by
‘"‘“‘kcd by 2 strong redonbt.
at ng g sh army, about twenty-four thousand
by “r the command of Sir William Howe,
A

C . .
Tom theip ships of war, at Gravesend;
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ated by a range of hills, covered with thick wood
which stretched aecvoss the country from east to
west, terminating uear Jumaica.

The most intense excitement prevailed in all
the country round, when it was known that a
large army had actually landed on the coast,
with all the formidable preparations for a hostile
attack. A few weeks only had passed since the
declaration of Independence sounded through the
length and breadth of the land ; and on the com-
ing battle, which would test the untried strength
of the infant republic, 'perlmps, depended the
issucs of that political struggle which had now
taken shape and assumed such tremendous res-
ponsibilities. Even in the Old Dutch Farm House,
was observed a cloud of anxiety which no poli-
tical event had ever bLefore evoked; and how
could it be otherwise, when all around, were heard
the sounds of military preparation, and on the
distant hills might be seen bristling cannon, and
soldiers laboriug on intrenchments, while groups
of officers riding in haste from post to post secmed
anxiously inspecting the different works. The
Amcrican lines swept round to Mill Creek, near to
where it empties into Gowanus Bay, just where
the old Mill may still ba eeen, its huge wheel
balf out of water, and no longer vigorous and
active as in the days when it ground corn for the
family of Von Kortland,

Old Voo Sickle sat in the summer twilight
smoking hiz pipe more thoughtfully than usual,
hissmall grey eycs roving restlessly along the dis-
tant linc of encampment, and then fulling somewhat
anxiously on the smiling ficlds ripening with carly
grain. An old house dog lay at his feet, with
one eye opeu, and at every unwonted sound, a
low growl testified his acute perceptions and kis
careful watchfulness, At a little distance sat
Dame Von Kortland, still plump and comely, but
sorely troubled, poor woman | for her son IIarman
had been called out in the roll of militia
and half distracted with fears for his safety, she
had been induced to leave her lonely house for a
few days, and share the hospitality of her kind
neighbors. So not 2 word was spoken, but both sat
busied with their own vexed thoughts, while from
fur and near, rose on thestill air, the sweot sounds
of rural life—lowing cattle vetuming from rich
pastures to yield their milky treasure to the daivy-
maid,~—sheep bleating on the upland hilla,—cocks,
crowing their vospor notes in the barn yard, and
flocks of geose, let out to pick up their living
through the day, boing driven back by a grinning
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m:\ck b".\’: and escorted by the watchful gander,

w . . e .
ho made goad his elaim to silliness by leading
them ;1

! astray, and expending his breath in viin
"s-"lllg

at every imaginary cuemy.
th'?tllgm was not at her father's side as vsual at
Ahour, for Danie Kortland’s trouble had infected
:’:» ad her spirits were depressed by the vague
llll Prehensions which filled the very air around
e, And so she had strolled oat in restless mood ;
g ey father's eye followed her ns she strayed
°“‘8 the narrow, pebbly beach which bordered the
p e'“.muh\, and was made hard and smooth byevery
m'i\t\-nng tide. Dame Gertrude, her tall and pri-
c-'\r:l",e figure amplified by broad skirts, a flowing
- "dmal aud expansive hood, walked beside the
‘ty oUng mistress,” as she was called, and Meta's
tle, round, girlish form, and clastic step, contras-
o Agreeably with the old nurse, while her hood
Pale silk thrown back, displayed her glossy,
estaut hair, untortured by the formal fashion of
¢ day, falling in natural ringlets around her
nag ;::‘1 neck, Meta's step was slower than usual,
oo v face very thought(ful, though shesometimes
intop:;l to pick up a polished pebble, and cast it
“Pfeadile w.atcr, and then stood watching the
NS circles as they disappeared; her heart
23 far from gleeful, and her father, as he looked
Whi:1 ler, in vain listened for the joyous laugh
) ! ever rung so musically in his ear.
My heart is heavy to night, Gertrude,” she said,
omil:“gth breaking the silence, “ there is such an
at s gloom on every thing, it scems truly
Something dreadful is about to happen. Ihave
*rd them tell about the fight at Concord and at
‘;nker Hill, but it cannot surely bo that any
‘“8 %0 fearful will take place here—so near us
fore our very eyes; tell me Gertrude, do
Jou think jt possible ¢”
“
“b good Lord only knows, child,” she replied,
t truly these are evil times enough, and these
uﬂ“h"“ are not so peaceable as the grave
ut Were in your great grandfather’s days.
s . eP up a good heart, little dear, your father
Nichoi:no‘“gh' any way, and I doubt not St.
"8 will take care of master Harman, if it is
eh'"‘ you are in trouble,” and she turned on
80 enquiring and half doubting look.
ter Harman's legs will take him under
ing toeaspecinl care, I doubt not,” said Meta, yield-
Moment's mirth ; but directly ehecking it,
to h:‘d:d gravely, “ I hope no barm will come
or his own sake, and his poor mother's!”
'f'hey again walked on in silence.
ta, Meta,” called her father, leaning over
end of the stoup to look after her, “come in
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my child, for it is getting late an‘l the air grows
chilly.

“Oh no dcar father, put on another night
cap and light your pipe again,” rhe answered,

P R RS- ]

“itis ro lovely here, and this sea-breeze is so re-
freshing ; to-morrow night, perbaps, we may be
afraid to walk here” Andso she continued to walk
on, looking back and waving her haud in an<wer to
his warning finger, till the old gentleman gave up
the playful contest, and was content to aceept her
suggestion and shelter his bure pate under the
panoply of a double night cap, and keep off the
culd by the stimulus of a fresh pipe.

It was in truth a lovely evening ; the balny
air, the pure, pearly moonlight blending with
twilight's fading hues and casting over all a
transparent silver veil,—now.revealing the grace-
ful outlines of the distant hills, then stealig
through the sleeping vallies, and resting on the
quict waves. The perfect repose and loncliiess
became almost oppressive ; when, as if to relieve
the eye and give animation to the picture, a little
boat shot out from a distant point where the
inlet opens into the rea, and came gliding over
the smooth waters, as swiftly and silently as a
fairy bark., Meta and her companion were stand-
ing on the wooded point of land that forms the
extremity of the peninsula and looks outinto
the broader waters. They withdrew under the
shadow of some trees, and, as the boat drew near-
er, Gertrude whispered;

“Truly it must be Master Harman ; he is off duty
by some chance, and is coming to give a look at
the farm house, and smoke a pipe with Myn-heer.”

The little skiff kept near the shore; it was
guided by a skilful oarsman, and contained only
himselfand a figure which reclined very comfor-
tably in the stern seat, enveloped in the folds of
an ample cloak. A sort of foraging cap fell over
his eyes, and he might have been sleeping, he
seemed so lost to all outward objects.

“It must be Harman,” replied Meta, in the
same low voice, “ but he looks so odd in that mili-
tary gear! How glad his mother will be to sce
bim! but I marvel that he can sleep in that til-
ting nutshell ;—we must wake him up—see, be
will think the enemy is upon him.”

And Meta stooped down and gathered up a
handful of small pebbles, which she threw at
him with a true woman's aim, for they just glanced
the boat, and fell pattering into the water., The
boat was pushed hastily from the shore. and with-
out revealing its face, the figure secmed to glance
keenly round, as if expecting to discern an encmny.
Another shower of pebbles, and a stifled laugh,
which Meta could not repress, reached him, and
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hise;gs‘ the flutter of fomale garments caught
hi ')" ““d_oxcitcd his curiosi ty. Hespoke low to
the i Pn'“““: andone dip of the oars brought
liﬁ‘ltl ™ contact with the beach, when stepping
Cusy ‘y N, he Yifted the cap from his eyes, and
el cl:o"‘““\ing glance around. The moonlight
ook Ay on him and revealed—not the very

s by, . .
Hy, ¢ execedingly commonplace figure of

. Nan v
! Mag , on Kortland—but that of a young
il edium stature and rather slightly built,

tauk .. L
expy, uk, manly face, which, if not handsome

P ed i“tclligel\cc and spirit.
tu, igoA °ta, thrown off her guard by terror and
vy SUtered a faing scream, and seizing Ger-
‘"emp :;m, Who was scarcely less bewildered,
¥ , ang to fly ; but her foot caught in the under-
laq Not the would have fallen, if the stranger
fpee:f“ lpr“"g toher nssistance.  Firmly but re-
ity 1y, ¥ he held hr trembling arm, and looked,
Ing us) e which was covered with burning
‘ﬁroc“ 18 halfliq by her abundant ringlets. But
l?"'l)' o '@ looseg his hold, for he scemed instine-
tio ) - “*MPreliend that some strange misconcep-
g he |, °d her inty, such an awkward dilemma,
N uritmged torelieve her confusion. There was
mlng & v ‘"d Pleading sweetness in her fair
N doygy ir‘“h“"‘"WOuld have checked any injuri-
¥ tupy € had arisen in bismind. But evident-
Othey fee angd admiration prevailed over every
al"\“hed t:’ng- and as Meta was too painfully

th"“ght it fmmf" any words in explanation, he
»“l*e. Oxpedicnt to relieve the embarassing

“

. kllev,, :
cm"ylnph. 10t that these woods were haunted by

Qy h“Ppy ;,:;nhe said, smiling, “and I must bless

Iy
:_e dar:;tn::fem very foolish,” Meta Beg:m, and
Stake, Liger et his eye, “but it is all an odd
all1“1*!11; m:o;‘ Jou for another, sir, for—for—"
'%‘:‘w . leta broke down entircly.
the dly, ‘ﬂkigmmy to be envied,” he said cour-
&, pp;nmfs’ "P the broken thread, if he has
n a of Winning a thought from one so
w“*’l a s;ifje}lftn;tercd only by. the rhistal'{e.”
), red on Meta's pretty lips,

- a Away her blushes, but she answered
th ™ i °°“l‘teous

N};:n“ep‘ _Besture, and turned away
g of »l»lanxmu? to escape fiom the em-
d%‘ed the deli er position, The stranger re-
™ her, if) ¢y of her situation too much to
of,© A, ::1' had folt o inclined, and probably
e ing m h?. Rugerested to him the necessity
\ eazins Wiy, e remained, with hend
etgg after her till sho was out of
Made no pause till she stood
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safely on the stoup by her father's side, while
Gertrude, not so tleet of fuot, came panting after
her.  Then indeed she turned her eyes back on
the path she had just trodden, but deepening
shadows were fast gathering over it, and the
headland  where she had lately stood, was
lost in distance and obscurity. She could not sce
the little boat again pushed off, and dancing like
a sea shell on the waves, while the moon-beams
seented to follow it with a stream of silver light,
falling on it asif in mockery, as it sought to glide
unnoticed among the shadows of the woaded
shores,

Yet Meta's thoughts pursued it with many o
vain conjecture ; and often as she attempted to
dismiss the subject from her mind, it would return
with strange pertinacity, holding spell-bound her
imagination, and stamping itself on her memory.
And the features of that strange youth,—why
did they rise before her with such singular attrac-
tion; with a charm sonew, yet so familiar? Was
it that the idea of her young fancy, was now, for
the first timo invested with reality? Beware
Meta, thou standest on dangerous ground |

How bright the sun shone when Meta looked
out carly the next morning!  All the birds of the
air seemed perched on the old ash tree by her
window, and such a gush of melody ns they sent
forth!  Aud how prettily the path wound along
the inlet, now turning round a green field, spark-
ling with dew, then half hid behind a thicket of
young trees! And then the water lny so smooth,
just blushing faintly with the morning sun-light |
That little boat, still in her minds eye—where
could it be; how had it sped on its nocturnal mis-
sion?  All night it had been in her dreams, and
she had floated in it through such regions of fairy-
land, but not alone! And Meta's heart was so
light this morning ; she sprang with such a bound-
ing step into the fresh air, upon the stoup, her
eyes and thoughts all the time far away, that she
came, bounce like a little ball upon Dame Kort-
land who stood there with a lugubrious face, and
a kerchief at Ler eyes, for she, too, had been look-
ing abroad in the fair morning; but her eyes
rested on the eamp ground, and her thoughts were
with her “poor boy,” who was cooped up there,
an unwilling victim in the cause of patriotism.

¢ Dear, good aunt Korty,” said Mecta laughing,
“Iam so glad I was not a cannon bull to sweep
you off entirely | but, dear me”—and her face
lost its joyous emile; “1 ought not to feel so
happy thismoring, when every bidy elso is look-
ing o raul and dismal |7

“You are so carcless, child I” said tho Dame,
smoothing down the ruffles of her sleeve; but
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instantly hee good humored face cleared, anld she
added kindly, “never mind, Meta dear, perhaps
T was adittle giddy at your But you
cannot wonder that I am sad cnongh now, a lone
woman in the world as T am, and then they have
taken my poor arman away—all that T have
left me to care for, and what will become of him,
he will be killed, I know he will I” and again the
kerchief was applied to her eyes.

But Meta, whose kind heart was really moved,

age foo,

- pulled it away, and kissed the ruddy check on

which a tear was fast rolling down. .

“ Now don’t fret, dear nunt, pray, till you have
something to fret for,” she said coaxingly, “if it is
no use to ery for spilled milk, as Gertrude used
to tell me when I broke off & doll's head, it is of
no use to cry for milk that never may be epilled.
We must hope that Harman will escape all
harm ; and when people do fight, you know every
one is not killed, so I dare say he will get off with
the rest”

« Ah Meta, if you cared anything about bim,
you would not talk so!”

“Why you know I do care a great deal about
cousin Harman,” she answered frankly, for she well
knew the drift of the discourse, “ we have always
been very good friends, and he used to let me
tease him as much as I liked when I was a little
girl”

do,” she snswered somewbat tartly, ¢ there is
many a young girl, Meta, I can tell you, who
would not toss up her head if my son asked her to
marry him.”

«1 dare say, aunty dear, and he will find a
nice little wife amongst them oue of these days,”
she answered carelessly.

“ But he cares for no one but yourself, Meta, you
know that very well; and you know, too, that
your father and I wish you to mary him, and
have set our hearts on it ever since you were &
child of five years old; and now that you have
grown into a young woman, you ought to bea
little graver, and look to your own interest,—I
mean happiness, Soif Harman does come back
to us, I hope we shall have it all settled right
very soon—thats’ a good girl I”

« T think I am altogether too giddy, as yon say,
for such a grave youth as cousin Ifarman, and
besides, you know I have no thought of marrying
atall. Bnt never mind ; we have something elso
to think about in these troublesome times ; good-
ness knows but what we may be all killedina
bunch!”

«God forbid I” said the Dame turning pale, “ you
give me such astart, child! DBut if you had only

“ And you tease him enough now, you know you
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reen ITarman when he left me for the cunp last
week, all dressed up in bisuniform—and Le Look-
ed so well I ean tell you”

“ Indeed,” said Meta musingly, and a dubious
smile played on her roxy lips; for standing before
her, all unbidden, fancy held up the rotund figure
and quiescent face of “cousin larman,” and the
animated graceful youth who took her beart Ly
surprise, the preceding evening ; and the juxta-posi-
tion was anything but favorable to the youns
Duteh wooer.

“ What are you thinking about 1” asked Dame
Von Kortland with a smile; not doubting that her
words had made a due impression, and that Meta
was revolving the graces of the young militia
officer. v ’

“1 am thinking,” said Meta, starting and blush-
ing, “that all the fowls in the barn-yard ure
clamoring for their breakfast ; o I must run and
feed them, and then I will make such a nice curd
for your breakfast. There gocs Phebe with her
milk pails, and here is my good grey pussv wuit-
ing for her share 1”7 And away went Meta, glad
to eseape from a subject, more than ever distaste-
ful to her. .

Every thing remained quiet about the furm-
house that day. Though the English were evi-
dently forming in order for an attack, and the
Americans were equally busy in finishing their
defences, not a shot had yet been fired, and the
sullen note of preparation was rather felt than
heard along the hostile ranks, and from the inter-
mediate hills and woody passes which were
already occupied by alarge detachment, sent from
General Putnam’s division.

In the afternoon, Dame Kortland, “on house-
hold cares intent,” proposed riding over to her own
house to see how things were getting on there
without the inspection of her careful eye. So
Myu-heer Von Sickle gallaotly offered his favorite
black mare for the use of his fair guest, and Meza,
mounted on her ownspirited little steed, which
had obeyed her voice from shaggy colt-hood, they
set oftat a brisk pace, followed by Cuffy, who, b.y
way of contrast, perhaps, usually seclected for his
own especial use a perverse beast of almast
snowy whiteness. Every thing was found in as
good order as could be desired; not a particle of
dust rested on chair or table, stoup or bed-room,

como out from under the mistress’ own cyes.
Out of doors too, all was unexceptionable i—the
cattle well cared for, and the garden in trim
order; and the good Dame was forced to aimit
\ the unwelcome conclusion that the little world
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M_‘i"]l she lad o long governed, could go on
“.“l‘““lt her especial supervision,
an lh"." were returning home in the grey twilighty
io( Dame Von Kortland. {atigued with her lubor-
U serutiny, sat uneasily in the saddle. To
SEO."“‘ truth,the black mare, accustomed to her mas-
T3
:n“*i*lt‘l‘ it beneath her dignity to submit to female
m“‘“"i’)', and on this oceasion thought proper to
,s.‘" Une a defiant sort of pace, which lified the
N incambent up and down in the saddle, like
(‘:"t;]-.x,\lwr of & Dutch churn. They had just pisss-
o t‘\l old milly the restless elapper was ?txllcd
1¢ night, and the wheel lay dripping in the
)r:*‘lﬂm that now flowed quictly under the rude
N Ze, and was then lost in the little inlet, across
ek mieht be scen the Old Farm Ilouse, with
ey ﬁ_i“i":.: lights gleaming in the incroﬂsing' ob-
h:“.“ They rode slowly, for Dame Von Kort-
M accerted the impossibility of coaxing the
m:::fcd dinvel into unything like o comfortable
on, and a solitary road lay before them,
Meh would have scemed dreary cnough at that
°Ur, but for the cheevful light of a clear summer
:f‘“' Cuily, who bad all the superstition of the
nt"r_“ race in his woolly pate, saw a bogle staring
UM fram every Lush by the road side; and
e:tf‘“*ottlcd state of the times were no less sug-
_I¥¢ to Lis physical apprehensions.
wia oY had just passed the old mill, a8 we have
»aud were proceeding at a slow pace, when
0‘: sound of horses’ feet were heard clattering
T the bridge behind them. Cuffy, being in
Tear, ventured to give an accelerated motion,
of I‘:i steed, which brought him close to the side
.+ young mistress,
“dep 00k missis,” he eaid, in a timid whisper
be“: be bad people about in these times, we
T let him pass.”
't the horseman showed no disposition to
p:; be rather checked his horse when close
o tn ;}l‘ne'm' o that the animal’s nose almost rested
that \der part of Cuffy’s white rosinante. But
ki e"g-'\ﬂoua animal, indignant at the familiarity,
4 up Lis hind legs in a most belligerent man-
hig 'p:;.‘!n}t the stranger was obliged to change
; ttion, and then rode slowly on, bowing cour-
"ils‘ y t°. the ladics as he passed them. There
as ol;othmg f-emarkable in hig appearance ; he
g, the middle height, and sat well in the
g and his dress was in the fashion of t'lm
"‘i"h? Pcople round, only of a rusty black which
St lndicate travelling preacher, or perbaps

' dlg‘%tor' ¢alled to the camp service, and the sad-

0 "‘gi strapped on behind, favored the latter
Sltion, For the rest,—a wrapper which
M\\W\-

Weighty person, and peculiar trot, scemed to -
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delicate health might excuse, tied round his neck,
covered the Yower part of his fuce, and a hat, too
Joose for his head, falling over the brow, left Lut
a small part of his physiognomy exposed to view.
After riding on in advance of the purty for a
short time, he suddenly reined in his horse and
stood drawn up on the side way till they all filed
past him, and as they did so, again bowing pro-
foundly to the ladies.  Then falling ivto the rear
he kept at a short distance from them, accommo-
dating his pace exactly to their own.

There was certainly something marked and
peculiar in this sort of manauvering, and Dame
Von Kortland felt a growing uncesiness at the
proximity of a stranger who scemed so pertina-
ciously resolved to travel with them; and Meta,
though troubled with few idle fears, could not
help wishing they were relicved from so dubious
an attendant.  She begged her companion to ride
faster, and clear the ground before him, and the
Dame would gladly have done o, but the mare
took an obstinate fit. and would not be persuaded
to budge out of her moderate, uneasy pace, But
Cuffy’s shrewd wit came to their assistance. e
knew the weak points of the black mare from
long experience, and one of them was a decided
aversion to whip or spur.  But in desperation at
the state of affairs, and in bodily dread of the un-
known personage who hung upon their flanks,
Cufly ventured to apply his riding whip smartly
to the mare's haunches,and ehe forthwith broke into
a gallop, which took her rider completely by sur-
prise, and only by holding fast to the animal with
both hands, was she enabled to maintain her seat.
Meta’s pony gave chase in fine style, soon out-
stripping the mare; while the black, delighted
with the success of his experiment, followed fast
after, grinning with satisfuction at his own clever-
ness. The obtrusive stranger was completely
distanced. :

But in the midst of the ruce, the girth of Meta's
saddle gave way, and for a moment she vibrated
aud was on the point of fulling. Happily the
well-trained animal obeyed the instant check she
gave the rein, and before the saddle turned, she
sprang unhurt to the ground. Cuffy, greatly ter-
rified, hastened to her assistance ; but he was an.
ticipated by the unknown traveller, who putspurs
to his horse, and was at her side, and holding the
bridle rein, before the other could dismount,

“ My lucky stars are in tho ascendant again to
night, fair lady,” he said, smiling, “and since you
have escaped unhurt, Tam too eclfish to regret the
brief alarm which my unlucky presence scems
to have inspired ; May I reccive your pardon i

Meta started at the voice, and glancing timid y
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at the speaker, a deep blush suffused her face
when, in spite of all disguise, she recognized the
frank, inteligent features which had impressed
her so agrecably the preceding evening, and, it
must be adiitted, had hauated her imagination
ever since,

“ I cannot pardon where there is no offence in-
tended,” said Meta frankly, “we, country damsels
think lightly of dangers such as these, and I have
no fear ouly that my good aunt maynot be able to
keep her sadile —thanks, good sir, for your intend-
ed service, I must hasten after her”

While speaking, Dame Von Kortland, unable to
chicek her horse, had gone past them like an arrow,
her hood Llown back, and clinging with both hands
to the horn of the saddle. The stranger could not
repress a smile as he looked at her flying figure;
but obeying Meta's motion, he assisted her to the
saddle, which Cuffy had adjusted, and as he re-
signed her hand, he said gravely:

“ When we meet again, I trust it will be with-
out disguise, which a true man never assumes but
at the urgent call of duty, and I pray you let it
not weigh against me in your kind thoughts. It
is not a stranger’s privilege to attend you, and I
must say farewell”

Meta, surprised and embarrassed, could only bow
inreply; Cuify waited impaticutly, and touching
her steed lightly, they were soon far on the track
of the frightened Dame. They did not, however,
overtake her before ehe reached the farm house,
where she was received, half dead with Aright
and fatigue, into the arms of Myn-heer Von Sickle
who waited on the stoup, looking with great
anxiety for their return.

To be continued.

THE FAIRY'S AUPLAL. ‘
Iy ancient times when flowers and trees and
fairies were on speaking termns, and all friendly

* together, one fair summer’s day the Sun shone out

on a beautiful garden where there were all sorts of
flowers that you could mention, and a lovely but
giddy Fairy went sporting about from one to the
other, (although no one could see her because of
the Sunlight,) as gay as the morning lark. Then
says the Fairy to the Rose—*“ Rose if the Sun
was clouded and the storm came on, would you
shelter and love me still 1" “ Do you doubt me
says the Rose,” and reddened with anger. “Lily”
says the Fairy to another love, “if the Sun was
clouded and a storm cane on, would you sholter
and love mestill* “Oh do you think I could
change,” said the Lily, and she grew still palor
with sorrow. “Tulip,” said the Fairy, “ if the Sun
was clouded and a atorm came on, would you

4
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shelter and love me stilly” “Upon my word” said
the Tulip, “you're the first lady that ever doubted
my constancy.”  So the Fairy sported «n, joyful
to think of her kind and blooming fricnds, She
revelled away for a time, then she thought on the
pale blue Violet that was nhinost covered with
its Lroad green leaves, and although it wus an
old eomrade, she might have forgotten it had it
not been for the sweet reent ﬂmt_ eame up from
the modest flower. “Oh! Violet,” «aid the
Fuiry, “if the Sun was clouded and a storm camie
on, would you shelter and love me stil) 72 Aud
the Violet made answer;  “You have known me
long, sweet tFuiry, and in the first Spring-time,
when there were few other flowers, you used to
shicld yourself from the cold bLlast under my
leaves, now you have almost forgotten me—but
let it pass—try my truth, if ever you should mect
misfortune, but I say nothing.”  Well the Fairy
skitted at that, and clapped her silver wings, :m:I
whisked singing off on a Sunbeam, but ghe was
hardly gone when a black cloud grew up cut of 11:e
north all in a minute, and the light was shrouded,
and the rain fell in slashings like hail, and away
flies the Fairy to her friend the Rose.

“Now Rose” says she, “the rain is come, ro shol-
ter and love me still” “I can hardly shelter my
own buds” says the Rose, *“ but the Lily has d(-(.})
cup.” Well the poor Fairy’s wings were almost
wet, but she got to the Lily. «Lily” says she,
“ the storm is come, o shelter and love me sti}] "
«1 am sorry,” says the Lily, “butif I were to
open my cup the rain would beat in like fun, and
my sced would be spoiled—the Tulip has huge
leaves.” Well the Fairy was down-hearted enough,
but she went to the Tulip whom she had alwavs
thought a most sweet spoken gentleman. She
certainly did not look as bright as she had done iy
the Sun, but she waved her little wand. « Tulip,”
says she, ** the rain and storm are come, and I am
very weary but you will shelter me and love me
stilli”  “Begone,” says the Tulip, “be off” says
he “a pretty pickle I would be in if Ilet every
wandering scamper come about me” Well by
this time she was very tired, and her wings hun:g;
dripping at her back, wet indeed—but there was
no help for it, and leaning on her silver wand she
limped off to the Violet, and the darling little
flower with its blue eye that's as clear as a kitten's,
saw her coming and never a word she spoke, but
opened her broad green leaves, and took the wild
wandering creature to her bosom, and dried her

wings and breathed the sweetest perfumes over
her, and sheltered her until the storm was all
gone. Then the humble Violet spoke and raid—
“The love of one true heart is enough for earthly
woman or Fairy spirit,
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ARTS AND ARTISTS.

BY IL H. TUCKERMAN,

T was struck recently, withan unfinished sketch
by a young artist, who has since lost his reason
from the intense activity of ararely-gifted, but
ill-balaneed mind. 1t struck me as an cloquent
symbol of his inward experience—a touching
commcnt upon his unhappy fate. He called the
design *an artist's dream. It represented the
studio of a painter.  An casel, a pallet, a port-fo-
lio, and other insignia of the art, are scattered
With professional negligence about the room. At
a table sits the youthful painter, his head resting
h(‘a\’ily on his ann, buried in sleep. . From the
Obpasite side of the canvas the shadowy outlines
of along procession scemed winding along, the
figures more indistinet as they receded. In the
front rank, and with more defined countenanccs,
walked the most renowned of the old masters,
and pressing hard upon their steps, the humbler
Members of that noble brotherhood. It was a
Mere sketch—unfinished, but dimly mapped out,
like the earcer of its author, yet full of promise,
indicative of iuvention. It revealed, too, the,
dreams of fame that were agitating that young
heart; and proved that his spirit was with the
honored leaders of the art. This sketchis a sym-
Vol of the life of a true artist. Upon his fancy
throng the images of those whose names are im-
mortal. Itishis day-dream to emulate the great
departed—to bless his race—to do Jjustice to him-
self. The emly difficulties of their career, and
the excitemeut of their experience, give to the
lives of artists a singular interest. West's first
€xpedient to obtain a brush—Barry's proud po-
verty, Fuseli's vigils over Dante and Milton;
Reynolds, the centre of a gifted society, and the
“devout quiet’ of Flaxman's home, and similar
Memories, crowd upon the mind, intent upon
their works, Existence with them, is a long
dream. I have ever honored the fraternity, and
loved their society, and musing upon the province
they occupy in the busiriess of the world, I scem

Fecognize a new thread of beauty interlacing
the mystic tissuc of life, In speaking of the truo
artist, I allude rather to his principles of action
thun to his absolute powor of execution. Medi-
ocrity, indeed is sufliciently undesirable in every
Pursuit, and is least endurable, perhaps, in thuse
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with which we naturally associate the highest
ideas of excellence. But when we look upon ar-
tists as a class—when we attempt to estimate
their influence as a profession, our attention is ra-
ther drawn to the tendency of their pursuits, and
to the general characteristics of its votarics.

“Man I” says Carlyle, “it is not thy works
which are all mortal, infinitely little, and the
greatest nogreater than the least, but only the )
spirit thou workest in, that can have worth or
continuance.” In this point of view, the artist,
who has adopted his vocation from g native im-
pulse, who is a sincere worshipper of the beautj-
ful and the picturesque, exerts an insensible, but
not less real influence upon society, nlthough he
may not rank among the highest, or float on the
stream of popularity. Let this console the neg-
lected artist.  Let this thought comfort him po-
ressed of one talent, if the spirit he worketh in is
true, he shall not work in vain, Upon some
mind his converse shall ingraft the clements of
taste. In some heart will his lonely devotion to an
innocent but unprofitable object awake &ympathy,
In his very isolation--in the solitude of his undis-
tinguished and unpampered lot, shall he preach a
silent homily to the mere devotee of gain, and
Lallow to the eye of many a philanthropist the
scene of bustling and heartless trafiic,

T often muse upon the life of the true artist, ill
it redecms to my mind the more prosaic aspeet of
human existence. It is decply interesting to note
this class of men in Italy. There they breathe a
congenial atmosphere. Often subsisting upon
the merest pittance, indulging in every vagary of
costume, they wander over the land, and yield
themselves freely to the spirit of adventure, and
the luxury of art. They are encountered with
their port-folios, in the midst of the lone Cnmpag-
na, beside the desolate ruin, before the master.
picees of the gallery, and in the Cathedral-chapel,
They roam the streets of those old and pictures-
que cities at night, congregato at the Cafd and
sing cheerfully in their studios. They seem a
privileged class and manage, despite their fro-
quent poverty, to appropriate all the delights of
Italy. They take long tours on fool, in search of
the picturesque ; engage in warm discussions to-
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gether, on questions of art, and lay every town
they visit, wder contribution for some little ro-
mance. It is a rare pastime to listen to the love
tales and wild speculations of these gay sander-
ers. The ardent youth from the Rhine, the pen-
sioner from Madrid, and the mercurial Parisian,
smoke their pipes in concert, and wiangle good-
humoredly over national peculiaritics, as they
copy in the palaces. Thorwaldsen is wont to call
his birth-day the day on which he entered Rome.
And when we consider to what a new existence
that epoch introduces the artist, the expression
is aearcely metaphorical. It is the dawning of a
freshor and a richer life, the day that makes him
acquainted with the wonders of the Vaticun, the
palace halls, lined with the trophies of his profes-
sion, the daily walk on the Pincian, the solemn
loneliness of the surrounding fields, the beautiful
ruins, the long, dreamy day—and all the poctry
of life at Rome. Whoever has frequently en-
countered Thorwaldsen in the crowded saloons or
visited him on n Sabbath morning must hiave read
in his bland countenance and benignant smile, the
record of his long and pleasant sojourn in the
Eternal city. To him it has been a theatre of
tiiumph and benevolence.  Everywhere in Italy
are seen the enthusiastic pilgrims of art, who have
roamed thither from every part of the globe.
Each has his tale of self-denial, and his vision of
fame. At the shrines of Art they kneel together,
Year by year they collect, in the shape of
sketches and copies, the cherished memorials of
their visit. A few linger on, till habit makes the
country almost necessary to their existence, and
they establish themselves in Florence or Rome
Those whom necessity obliges to dcpart, tear
themselves, full of tearful regret, from the genial
clime. Many who come to labor, content them-
selves with admiring, and glide into dreamy bha-
bits from which want, alone, can rouse them,
Others become the most devoted students, and
toil with unremitting energy. A French lady, at-
tached to the Bourbon interest, has long dwelt in
Italy, intent upon a monument to Charles X. Her
talents for sculpture are of a kigh order, and her
enthusiasm for royalty, extreme. Her hair is cut
short like that of & man, and she wears & dark
robe similar to that with which Portia appears on
the stage. Instances of a like self-devotion to &
favorite project in art, are very common among
those who are voluntary exiles in that fair land,
Though the mere tiros in the field of lettors
and of art, those who pursue those liberal aims
Wwithout the genius that hallows, or the disinter
estedness that redecms them, arc not worthy of
encouragement—Ilot respoect await the artist whose
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life and conversation multiply the Lest fruity of
his profession—yhose precept and example are
cflective, although nature may have endowed Lim
with but a limited practieal skill. There i=a vast
difficrence between a mere pretender and  one
whose ability in actual Dbut confined. A man
with the soul of an artist, is s valuable member
of society, although his eye for color, may be im-
perfect, or his drawing oceasionally carcless,
There is, in truth, no more touching spectacle

than is presented by a human being whose emg,
tions are vivid, but whose expression is fettered,
in whose mind is the conception which his hand

struggles in vain to embody, or his lips to utter.
It is a contest between matter and spirit, whieh

angels might pity. It is this very struggle, on o
bread scale, which it is the great purpose of al}

art and all literature to relieve, “ It isin me,
and it shall come out,” said Sheridan, after bis
first failure ns an orator, And the trial of War-
ren Hastings brought it out. If we could ana.
lyze the pleasure derived fron the poet and paint-
er, I suppose it would partake much of the chiay.
acter of relicf. A great tragedy unburdens the
heart. In fancy we pour forth the love, and par-
take of the sacrifice. And &0 art gratifies the
imagination by reflecting its pictures Tie love-
ly landseape, the faithful portrait, the grand his.
torical composition, repeat with more or less au-
thenticity, the story that fancy an‘l memory h:\ve'
long held within a less defined shape. The rude
figures on the old tapestry—the miniature illys.
trations of ancicnt missals—the arabesques that
decorate the walls of the Alhambra, are so many
early efforts to the same end. The inventive de.
signer, the gifted sculptor, the exquisite vocalist,
are ministers of humanity, ordained by Heaven,
The very attempt to fulfil such high service, so it
be made in all truthfulness, is worthy of honor.
And where it is even partially fulfilled, there is
occasion for gratitude. Hence I cannot but re-
gard the worthy members of such professions
with peculiar interest. They bave stepped aside
from the common thoroughfare to cultivate the
flowers by the wayside. They left the great
loom of common industry, to weave “such stuff as
dreams are made of” Their oftice is to keep
alive in human hearts, & sense of the grand in
combination, the symmetrical form, the beautiful
in color, the touching in sound, the interesting in
aspect of all outward things, They illustrate
even to the. senses, that truth which is so often
forgotten—*that man does not live by bread alone,
As the sunlight ia gorgedusly reflected by the
clouds, they tint oven the tearful gloom of mortal
destiny with the warm bues of beauty. Artists
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"truct and refine the senses,  With images of
Brace—iwith smiles of tenderness—with figures of
?“"10 proportions—with tones of celestial melody,
r‘f‘): teach the eareless heart to distinguish and
“Ioice in the richest attraetions of the world,  He
“'F“‘ has pondered aver the landseapes of Salvator,
wf" theneeforth pierce the tangled woodlands
“ith a keener glance, and mark a rhip’s hulk
Upon the stocks with unwonted interest.  John of
of““‘glln‘s Mereury, will reveal to him the poetry
; Mation, and the Niobe or the statue of Lorenzo,
N the Medici Chapel, make him aware how
5"“‘“})’ mere attitude ean cexpress the cloquence
. vg""(*f. The f'oculism of a Prima donna, will
" eil the poetical labyrinths of sound. Claude
! make him sensible of masses of golden haze
. fore unobserved. long scintillations of sunlight,
nd o gleaming across the western sky. The
ek and hair of woman will be better appreciated
Ater studying Guido; and the characteristic in
P! Yy SiOgnomy become more striking from famili-
;:“.V with the portraits of Vandyke, ogarth,
the humble walk he adopted, not only success-
My sativized the vices and follics of London,
‘:t Save the common people no small insight in-
o the humorous scenes of their sphere, and
nt:"‘“s})f)roug]: attracted attention to many a feature
Tustic beaunty. Pasta, Catalani and Malibran,
A¥¢ opened a new world in music, to countless
““1'_‘, and Mrs. Wood has produced an era in the
::x“*"‘t'll‘ taste of our land. The artist thus instructs
T vison and hearing. But his teachings end
::t here. From his portraitures of martyrdoms,
o' the heroic in human history, of the beautiful
N human destiny, whether pencilled or sung, he
"eathes into the soul new self-respeet, and moral
:ﬁnﬂnem. Welook at the Magdalene, prostrate
Pon the earth, pressing back the lusuriant hair
"M her lovely temples, her melancholy eyes
1"‘ downward, and the lesson of repentance, the
th:‘jednoss of ‘loving much,’ sinks at once into
mit icart, W.c muse upon Raphael’s Holy Fa-
Y and realize anew the sanctity of maternal
°%¢. We commune with the long, silent line of
z:::mits—the gifted and the powerful of the
o h,. and read, at a glance, the most stirring
in:omdes of war and genips, of effort and suffer-
S, of glory and death. We drink in the tender
I);""“Ony of Bellini, and the fountains of senti-
et are rencwed.
er;n:;: golden age of A::t and Artiats, the splendid
on at dawned carly in the fifteenth century is
€ of the most romantic episodes in human his-
na?. The magnificent senlo of princcly patro-
8¢, the brilliant succession of unsurpassed pro-
Uctious, and the trials and triumphs of artists
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that sizmalize that epoch, place it in the very
sanlight of poetry.  There is something in the
Iong lives of those eminent men toiling to illustrate
the annals of faith, pursuing the beautiful, under
the Lanuer of religion, that gives an air of pri-
meval happiness to human toil, and robs {le origi-
nal enrse of its bitterness, The lives of the old
masters partake of the ideal character of their
creations,  Searcely wne of their biographics is
devoid of adventurous interest or pathetic incident,
Can we not discover in the tone of thejr works,
somewhat of their experience and character ¢
As the poct’s effusions are often unintentionally
tinged with his moral peculiaritics, is there not a
certain identity of spirit between the artists and
their works? Leonardo supped with peasants
and related Lumorous stories to make them laugh

that he might study the expression of rustic :’lc’
light. By writing, conversation, and personal in.
struction, he promoted that most important revey-
tion, the reconciliation of nicety of finish with no-
bleness of design and unity of color, and havine
thus prepared the way for a higher and more pc:-
fect school of art, expired in the embrace of a
king. The thought of his cfforts as a reformer

and the precursor of the great prophets of art, im:
part a grateful sentiment to the mind of (he /pec-
tator who dwells upon his Nun inthe Pitti-Palace.
the Herodius of the Tribune, and the Last Suppc;
at Milan. In the variety of expression displayed
in the various heads and attitudes of this last work
we recogmize the cffect of Leonardo’s studics from
nature. It is singular that the chief monument
to his fame, shouldof all his works, have met
with the greatest vicissitudes. The feet were cut
off to enlarge the refectory, upon the wall of
which it is painted, and a door was cut through
some of the finest parts. It is witha melancholy
feeling that the traveller gazes upon its dim and
coroded hues, and vainly strives to trace the clear
outlines of 2 work made familiar by so many en-
gravings. From Leonardo’s precision of idens
and the elegance of taste that marked his personal
babits and his attachment to principles of art,
something even of the mathematician is recogni-
ged in his works. It might be argued from his
pictures, thathe was no sloven and was fond of
rules.

Titian's long career of triumph and prosperity
was cheerful and rich as the hues of his canvass
dream-like as his own Venice ; his fairand bright:
haired mistress, his honors and wealth, contrastine
strangely with a death amid pestilence and d(;
sertion, come over the memory like a vivid
picture. In infancy, Titian colored a print of
the Virgin with the juice of flowers, in o masterly
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manner.  Tn carly youth he deserted his teach-

ers for the higher nurture opened up to him.

The passers uncovered to his portrait of Taul
IIT, as it rested ona terrace at Rome, decming
it alive; and when Charles V. of Spain sat to
him for the last portrait, he exelaimed, This is
the third time T have been immortal!”  These
exuberant tokens of coniemparary appreciation—
these, and eountless other indications of alife of
success and enjoyment, are echoed in the fleshy

tints of his Venus and laugh out in the bright

features of Flora La Bella.

And Correggio's sad story!  His lowly toil as a
potter, the cestatic joy with which the conviction
came home to him, that he, too, was a painter;
—his lonely struggle with obscurity !—~his almost
utter want of appreciation and sympathy ;—the
limits of a narrow lot pressing upon so fine a
soul and then his rare achievements and bitter
death,—wom down by the weight of the very
lustre his genius had gained, can fancy, in her
wide range depict a more affecting picturc of the
“highest in man's heart struggling vainly against
the lowest in man's destiny t  1lis Magdalene,
bowed down, yet serene, sad, yet beautiful, sinful
yet forgiven, is an emblem as lovely as it is true
of the genius and the fate of Correggio. Salva-
tor Rosa has written the history of his own life.
In those wild land-scapes he loved so well ;
one might have inferred his Neapolitan origin.
There is that in his pictures that breathes of a
southern fancy. We there feel, not the chastened
tone of a Tuscan mind, not the religious solemnity
of a Roman, but rather the half-zavage genius of
that singular region, where the lazzaroni sleep
on the strand and the fishermen grow swar-
thy beneath the warmest sky of ‘Italy. The
wanderer, the lover of masquerade, he who min-
gled in the revolt of Massanicllo, and roamed

amid the gloomy grandeur of the mountains,,

8peaks to us from the canvas of Salvator.

Delicacy and affection, taste and sentiment,
characterize Raphael’s paintings. There is in
them that refinement of tone, born only of deli-
cate natures, such as this rude world jars into the
insanity of an Ophelia, or bows to the early tomb
of a Kirk White.

Michacl Angelo has traced the inflexibility of
his soul in the bust ‘of Brutus, his self-posscssed
Virtue in the calm grandeur of his muscular figures,
One dreams over them of atern integrity and no-
ble self-dependence:

It is common to talk of the genius of artists as.
Partaking of the “fine frenzy” attributed to that
of the poet. Tho intense excitement which ac-
Companies the process of conception, is, however,
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comparatively rare, with the votaries of arg
They have this advantage over the great thivker
and the earnest bard—that, much of theis Jabor
is mechanieal, and ealls rather for the exercise of
taste than mental effort. There is, indecd, a pe-
riod in every work when imagination is greatly
excited and the whele mind fervidly active, Lut
the painter and sculptor have many intervals of
repose when physical dexterity and imitative
skill arc alone requisite.  And when the hand of
the artist has acquired the habitual power which
makes it ever obedient to the will, when he is
perfeetly master of the whole machinery of bLis
art, and is confident of realizing, to a great degree,
his very conception, a delightful serenity takes
possession of his soul.  Calm trust in his own re-
sources and the daily happiness of watching the
growth of his work, induce a placid and hopeful
mood. And when his aim is exalted and Lis sue-
cess progressive, there are few happier men.
They have an object, theinterest of which, famili-
arity cannot lesson nor time dissipate. They fol-
low an occupation delightful and screne. The at-
mosphere of their vucation is above the “smoke
and stir of this dim spot that men eall carth”
The graceful, the vivid, and the delicate clements
of their art, refine their sensibilities and clevate
their views. Nature and life minister to them
more richly than to those who only “ poke alwut
for pence.” Hence, methinks, the masters of the
art have gencrally been remarkable for longcvity.
Their tranquil occupation, the happy exercise of
their faculties was favorable to life.

Tt has been said of Michacl Angelo’s pupily,
that they were “nursed in the lap of grandeur.”
And it may be said of all true artists, they are
buoyed up by that spirit of beauty that is o ex-
sential to true happiness. I have ever found in
genuine artists, a remurkable simplicity and
truthfuliless of character. Thereisa repose about
them as of men who commune with something
superior, and for whom the frivolous idols of the
multitude have no attraction. I have found them
usually fond of music and if not addicted to ge-
neral literature, ardently attached to a par-
ticular poet. They read so constantly the book
of nature, that written lore is not so requisite for
them. The human face, the waving bough, the
flower and the cloud ;—the fantastic play of the
smouldering cmbers, moonlight on a cornice, and
the vast imagery of dreams, are full of tewhnngs
for them.

There is a definitencss in the art of sculpture,
that renders its language more direct and immeo-
dinte than that of painting. Masses of stone were
revered as idols, in remote antiquity ; and men
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foon learned to hew them into rude figures.
When architecture, the eldest sister of sculpture,
had given birth to temples of religion, the statues
of deities were their chief ornaments, Images of
domestic gods existed as carly as the twenty-
third cent ury before the Christianera.  The carly
Indian and Hindu idols, as well as the gloomy
seulpture of the Egyptians, evidence how natu-
Tally the art =prung from the human mind, even

-‘fnre a refined taste had developed its real dig-
My, Sculpture was a great element of Grecian
Culture. In the age of Pericles, it attained per-
fttclinn. In the square and the temple, on the
hilltop and within the private dwelling, the
beautiful productions of the chisel met the cye.
They addressed every sentiment of devotion and
Pairiotism, They filled the soul with ideals of
fymmetry and grace, and the traces of their silent
eloquence were written in the noble air, the harmo-
Rious costume and the very forms of the ancient
Grecks. The era of ideal models and a classic
style passed away. In the thirtcenth century, the
At revived in Italy, and there are preserved some
of the noblest specimens of Grecian geniug, as well
as those to which M. Angelo and his countrymen
8ave Dbirth. - The Apollo looks out upon the sky
05 Rome, while the Venus “loves in stone” and
Niobe bends over her clinging babe in the Florence
gallery. Shelley used to say, that he would value
& peasant’s criticism upon sculpture, as much as
that of the most educated man.  Form is, indeed,
More easily judged than color. Thereis a certain
¥agueness in painting while sculpture is palpable,
bold and clear.  There is a severe nobility in the
Art; its influence is to ealm and elevate rather
than excite, The Laocoon, Niobe and Allessan-
dro dolroso indeed are expressions of passion ;

Ut they are striking exceptions.  Sculpture
*00thes the impetuous soul. The heads of the ho-
Rared dead wear a solemn dignity. The stainless
‘“}d cold marble breathes a pure repose, stamped
with the ealm of immortality.

In walking through the Vatican by torch-light
¥e might deem ourselves, without much exercise
of faney in a world of spirits. The tall white fi-
8ures stretching forward in the gloom, the snowy
¢S, upon which the flambeaux glare, the wind-
ing drapery and the outstretched arm, strike the
*Ye in that artificial light, with a startling look of

fe. One feels like an intruder into some hall of

€ath, or conclave of the great departed.

A good bust is an invaluable memorial ; it pre-
*erves the features and expression without their
i:';:;l‘m‘ary lmf:: There is associated with it the

of durnbility and exactitude. Though the

%8¢ common offupring of sculpture, it is one of

.
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4 . .
s the rarest in purﬁrchon.

Few sculptors ean co-
Py nature o faithfully as to give us the very linea-
ments wholly free from caricature or embellish-
ment,

Those who have an eye for the detail of ex-
pression, often fail in general effect.  To copy the
form of the eye, the texture of the hair, every de-
licato line of the mouth, and yct preserve
throughout an air of veri-similitude and that unity
of effect which always existsin nature, is no ordi-
nary achievement. The requisite talent must be
a native endowment; no mechanical dexterity-
can ever reach it. A thing of beauty is a joy
for ever” This sentiment spontancously fills
the heart in view of the great products of the
chisel.  We contemplate the Niobe and Apollo
as millions have before us, with a growing de-
light and more intense admiration. They have
come down to us from departed ages, like a mes-
senger of love ; they assure us, with touching clo-
quence, that human genius and affection, the as-
pirations and wants, the sorrow dnd tho enthusi-
asm of the soul, were ever the same ; they invoke
us to endure bravely and to cherish the beautiful
and the true, as our best heritage. So speak
they and so will they speak to unborn generations.
In the silent poetry of their expressive forms lives
aperennial sentiment. They keep perpetual state,
and give the world audience, that it may feel the
eternity of genius, and the true dignity of man.
It is delightful to believe that sculpture is
destined to flourish among us; it is truly the
art of a young republic. Let it perpetuate the
features of our patriots, and people our citics
with images of grandeur and beauty. Worthy
votaries of the art are not wanting among us: on
the banks of the Arno, they speak of Greenough
and Powers; from the studios of Rome come
praises of Crawford, and beside the Ohio is
warmly predicted the fame of Clevenger. Lot us
cherish such followers of art with true sympathy
and generous patronage. The national heart shall
not then be wholly corroded by gain and a few
places will be kept green for repose and refresh-
ment upon the great highway of life.

Cuzonoop is like o mirror, catching and reflee-
ing images from all around it. Remember, that an
impious or profane thought, uttered by a parent’s
lip, may operate upon the young heart like a

earcless spray of water thrown upon polished

steel, staining it with rust which no after scouring
can cfface,
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: THE PROFESSOR'S DAUGHTER.

Y E. B

Tue most charming quarter of Stockholm is its
northern suburb; the handsomest house it con-
tained in 1820 was that of Professor Riedsand.
Nothing but the imagination of a poct could have
dreamed and formed this delightful nest. Before
the simple and elegant fagade arose the beautiful
and ever-green trees of a garden, watered by a
rivulet. To reach the main body of the mansion
it was necessary to traverse the green-house, filled
with the rich perfume of exotic plants that were
growing there in all their beauty. The interior
of this habitation discovered the refined taste of
its posscssor; the comfortable furniture, the
library, the pictures; and, to preserve all these
agreeable objects in all their vivgin freshness, was
the employment of three women, one of whom
was a Fleming. . Stina had been in the service of
M. Riedsand’s mother a long time, and, since the
old lady's death, had come to live with him,
Fifty years had taken away none of the agility
of this active servant. She ran here and there,
washing, rubbing, and waxing from morn till night.
Repose made her sick.  When the carcs of the
house or the important occupations of dinner did
not claim her attention, she would carry her spin-
ning-wheel into the room with Madame Riedsand
and her daughter Ebba. There she spun while
looking at the young girl she had carried in her
arms when an infant, and from whom, since that
time, she had never been scparated a single day.
Ebba was the happiness anl the life of Stina;
her least words, her most indifferent gestures, ex-
cited her admiration. Nothing seemed impossible
to her if it was to gratify any wish of Ebba ; she
would have given her soul, she, a devoted and
holy catholic! had it been necessary for the hap-
piness of the fair angel. The passionate tender-
ness with which Ebba had inspired the old servant
was felt still more by her parents. Nobody,
however, not even a stranger, could remain indif-
ferent before the unconscious beauty and celestial
sweetness of the'pretty Swede. When leaning
thoughtfully agninst the window, her rosy cheeks
half-veiled by her luxuriant hair, she might have
been taken for one of those beantiful fairies about
whom the Swedish poet Irauzen sings in his
ballads. Ebba repaid the parental cares with
unaffucted grace, which had in it nothing prosaic.
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In the morning she looked after hier flowers in
the green-house and garden, and aided her mother
and Stina to prepare breakfast. When the pro-
fessor had gone to the university she spent a few
moments at the toilette, then seated herself at the
window, where, while working with her ncedle,
she could watch for his return. As soon as she
perceived him at a distance, Ebba would utter a
a cry of joy, and run to meet him, followed by her
mother; the happy father wound his arms in
those of his two loved ones, and entered his
housc, where the kind smile of Stina always
awaited him.

Then was the time when Ebba, to refresh her
father after the fatigues of his class, went to the
piano and sung some ballad, with a voice whose
compass and flexibility was truly wonderful. Ifer
tones, full of charms and richness, plunged his
soul into a rovery bordering on ccstasy, and
brought tears to his eyes.

Madame Riedsand passed her life in forming a
thousand projects for the future bappiness of her
daughter ; the present washappy and the future
certain. Surrounded with comfort, the little for-
tune she had brought as a marriage-portion to her
husband, and which had increased under the good
management of the profcssor, left her no possible
cause for solicitude. When a husband worthy of
Ebba should present himself, she could say to her:
“If you love him, become his wifel” And she
already saw Ebba, according to the custom of
their country, dressed in her bridal robes, scated
in the saloon, and visited by all the city, rejoicing
in her happiness.

One evening, when she had been indulging in
these sweet thoughts, and when her eyes filled

¢ with tears of happiness, she contemplated her

daughter ; the latter, who for sgome moments had
been looking by turns at the clock and the avenue
to the house, gave a cry of joy and sprang out to
meet ber father. But before she reached him she
discovered, on the ordinarily sercne brow of the
professor, traces of profound grief, She questicned
him with anxiety, and Madame Riedsand joined
in her entrentics, At first ho resisted by denying
his grief, but at last unable to contain himself, ho
stammered the fatal words—* We are ruined!”

Madame Riedsand flung her arms round her
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§
hind him for his family only misery and g
“hour. The rumour of his shameful bankruptey §
o Wnd desolates the city 1 §
90! my poor Ebba!” exclaimed the un- 2
Ppy Mother, who, even in his fearful crisig, had
“S‘"S and suffering only for her daughter. g
tira hastened to take her share in the misfor- §
al:los of the 8
) s:fc first malediction that ever escaped her
o 4% uttered then against the miserable being
"W boen the ease of g0 much despair. Ebba
in::]““d her father and mother altematel y, cover-
litN ' with kisses, and secking to give them a

e cop . .
i ouragze and consolation, but nothing could
“Ilmsh theiy arief, 7

family, elasped her hands in anguish,

« oY repeated Madame Riedsand.

Dlslmnour ” murmured the man of probity,

'ad received from his father an unblemished

> a0d who saw this name henceforth sullied.
.himhen & thousand poignant thoughts aseailed
}”‘Ot‘h O.COn(.lemned himself for entrusting his
hinmg ° with his fortune, He bitterly reproached
for giving way to the mercenary motives
d led him to expose and lose his daugh-

o ‘id\ h
Patrimony,

legy ! that day and night sobs and despair never
' house, where lately they hiad been un-

o t‘}\n Alas! the next day they only establish-
¥ fatal dominion more firmly, for M. Ried-
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Q‘m:“'Qd reason, and the physicians who wero
tun,, o 100ked with anguish on the sick man, and
A%ay their eyes from the three women,
they dared not givo them the lenst hope.
the ni::' the prayers of Ebba and her mother, nor
thy 1, 0 dayg' devotions, which old Stina promised
"ternt?y Virgin, could obtain from heaven the
titg, 10“ of his destiny. Three days from that
buing: ek draperies shrouded the fagade of the
n,esq"’&- Unhappiness had taken possession of
so:“d Places forever.

LT u ‘}ﬂer, the first assault of poverty came, to
the y ¢, its hideous trials with the .mourning of
'nodel °Vf and the orphan. Modest as was their
fing °F living, it was necessary to retrench at

\ to strip it of thoso maive conveniences,
.t“re;p "8 of the green-house were sold, the pic-
h)g' M;(;“Ppcnred from the saloon, and one even-
to e Riedsand returned with some work
Wy he for g lingeric in the city. The poor mother

\\\:Mmpeued to rise at break
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§ dr.:»‘::hh‘r' and c};\spod her to her bosom with the % of day.  Notwithstanding %hoir'courngu and the g

g Y of despair, : perseverance they showed in this obdurate strug- 2

. ‘ My brother,” resumed the unforfunate man, § gle, they could not shicld themselves from the ;
my l‘mlhvr, with whom our whole fortune was mizery that foll, drop after drop, en their heads, ¢
“Posited, has Jjust fled from Stockholm. Ie ; By degrees they found themselves encumbered ;
SWVes By with debts, which multiplicd like the head of the ¢

hydra—fecble at first, but soon formidable, One E
evening the three women, weeping, left the house ?.
to take refuge in a poor chamber in the Mose-
backe, the quarter in Stockholm inhabited by the
poor, and whose muddy and unhealthy streets
have not their equal in Jorror in the most deplor-
able faubourgs in Paris.

Until then a eruel thought had not entered the
mind of the widow, but misery suggested it; it
was this : to disiniss Stina, and thus to reduce to
two mouths ouly, the number for whom to procure
food.  When, with downcast eyes, pale, trembling
and convulsive lips, she stammered something of
this design, Ebba fainted, and the countenance of
the old servant reddened with indignation, §

“Ah, fiel Madame,” said she; “ah, fie! Ma- &
dame.” ;

And, without adding another word, she turned ;
to restore her favourite to animation. The cruel s
project of separation was never mentioned again, ;

Stina only, after having, with her usual prompt- ¢
ness, discharged the duties towards her mistresses, §
she was accustomed to render them, usually went g
out every day and returned only in time to pre- ¢
pare their evening repast. Besides, Madame Ried- f
sand observed that the vld woman,who would never g
consent to seat herself at table with her com- ¢
panions in misfortune, never touched the dessert, §
and served it again the next day. When she in- :
terrogated Stina, she nt first denied it; but pres- é
sed with questions, she owned that she prepared ¢
the meals of some labourers in the neighbourhond,
too poor te pay lerin money, who gave her, there- §
fore, a part of their meagre food! Ebba and her g
mother endeavoured to persuzde Stina to desist 3
from this hard work, but she remained firm, and ;
declared, with an independenee almost disrespect-
ful, that she had a right to do as she pleased. %

Meanwhile, poverty and grief slowly under- ¢
mined the health of Ebba's mother; she could
not bear much longer the agony of seeing her paor
child reduced to so much misery. A mortal lan-
guor soon obliged her to leave off work and keep .
her bed. Without decciving herself about her
approaching death, one day, while Ebba had gone E
to pray in the church of Suint Claire, she profited
by the oceasion to confide her sad presentiments
to Stina. . ;

“Listen to me,” said she;. “ Ebba will svon  §
bave no mother but you I” $
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Stina in vain tried to give Madame the confi-
hee which she dild not feel herself,
Madame shook her head sadly.

de

“I know my situation,” she resumed 3 T have
Ut fow days te live, so listen to me, Stina,
: Iy poor child is going to be an orphan, an orphan
I abjeet misery.  Perils of all kinds are going
to Swrronnd the poor defenceless ereature, Young,

autiful, at seventeen, poverty sometimes is a
2 counsellor. The purest angel in such circum-
#ances ean hardly fail to soil the hem of her ecl-
eatial {unic, Stina, God has iuspired me with a

.ld project ; desperate, without doubt, but the
"ituation in which we arc placed leaves us no
choice, This morning my husband's brother has
Sent me o sum sufficient for you and Ebba to live
UPon a year, As soonas Tam dead, in a few days
YOu must set out with her for Dresden. Ilere is
8 letter I have written to one who was formerly
2 friend of our family. He lives in Dresden; his
l"}me is Ernest Theodore Hoffman. You will
8ive Lim this letter. If he gives an encouraging
"{Iﬂy to the plans I have submitted to him, you
Will tell rbba to pursue the studies the Council-

or Hoffinan approves, and to follow his advice in
Verything.  If my last hope fails, may God pro-

1 t my daughter, for his mercy alone will be left
\er,” ’

At this moment Ebba entered, and her mother
tried to smile,

Some weeks rolled on, during which Ebba, in
Epite of the entreatics of her mother, used a little
of the money her uncle had sent them to lessen

@ privations of her sulfering parent, who grew
Uneaky at these light expenses, and forbid them.

‘“ This moncy is the only resource left you,”
*Ud the; “To use it is to augment my anxietics
bout your future welfare,”

She then took Stina aside and said to her:

“I'wish to be buried without any cxpense, as

Y bury the poor. Reflect that one week, one

%Y the longer this money lasted, might decide
€ fate of my daughter.”

e morning, after a night during ‘which fatal
SYmMptoms had increased, Madame Ricdsand took
e hand of her daughter, who had been watching
ith her, and drew her gently towards the bed.
® passed her fingers through the fair hair of

» feigned more calmness, until at length the
oung girl, overwhelmed with fatigue, fell asleep.

el she saw the long lashes of her child close,
Motioned to Stina, drew the letter from her
M and said
.h l‘o-morrow you will start for Dresden; hero

tletter for Kbba, recommending this journey,

Wi

the

w are now the mother of my daughter.”
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The old gervant knelt before her mistress,

“Stina, you are her mother!” re<uned the
voice of the dying; “T chall wateh from heaven
over both of youl My daughter! ELba! My
chila

She reached out her hand towards the poor
orphan, but that hand could no longer smooth the
fair hair of the young girl; it fell back again, chil-
led in death.

When Ebba awoke, a veil, thrown by Stina,
covered her mother’s face.  The servant was sob-
bing and praying.

The day following this mournful one, two
women, dressed in black, left Stackholm for Dres-
den.  During the fatigues and difficulties of the
voyage, Stina had ceased to be the hunitile ser-
vant; who, for fifty years, had only known how to
obey. Sheshowed sagacity so full of good nature
that she conciliated all with whom she had any-
thing to do. The respeet she paid her younz
mistress equalled that which Ler modest deport-
ment and profound grief obtained for her from
others. Arrived at Dresden, Stina and her mis-
tress took care to procure cheap and comfortalle
lodgings. Once established, their next care wax
to find Councillor Hoffman. When they spoke of

‘him to their hostess the latter raised her eyes in

astonishment,

“ Have you business with that man 1" said she.
“God help you, then, for Dresden has not a grea-
ter original than he. He is now the manager of
the theatre. His house is not far off.  You can
sce it from this. Stop, look, it is easy to recog-
nize; he has stopped up some windows, and
opened others by the side of them.”

The young girl and govemess, although little
encouraged by this information, did not delay
paying their visit to the guardian to whom her
mother's last wishes were addressed.  Anold ser-
vant opened the door, and led them to & room,
in which the strangest disorder reigned. A
pinno stood in the middle of the floor, flanked
on all sides with books, empty bottles, rough-
hewn statuary, half-painted pictures, and papers
which strewed the floor, A large black cat was
theonly living thing inthe apartment. At the
sight of the two visitors it uttered a low mew, and
took refuge behind a half-opened door, which in-
stantly afforded entrance to a small man, of fantas-
tic appearance,enveloped in a large riding-coat. e
took from Ebba’s trembling hands the letter which
she presented him.

“ Tho worthy Professor Riedsand is dead I” he
exclaimed, “and his wife, his poor widow, has
followed him to heaven! God in his mercy re-
ceive them. Welcome here, young woman.
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Your mother asks my assistance; &ho is right,
YOu ought to lovk to me as a real father, I have
M0t furgotten what generous friends I found in
Youy family in those severe days of trial.  Come,
ot us singr "

Ebba regarded him with stupefaction,

“ Sinee you ave an excellent musician, you may
t".“‘ to sinz, at first sight, this air of my friend
\}'1‘(‘!‘," said he. * Come here, do not look sur-
Prised at me, and let us sing.”

Ebba, troubled and confounded at the singular
®Mand, hesitated, and then mechanically obeyed
'l\"::t .Shc had hardly ﬁni.shcal a few lincs. of a
ery Ml\:o, when lInﬂ'n?:m interrupted her with a

Y of joy. Then, with the cecentricity which
:ﬁ::}'s eharacterized his.xtw.\'cmcnts. he eprang
out. rds the door of an adjoining room, and called

“Jean Paul Richter, Carl Weber, come, come,

Comye v

}\il:l:he] two 'friends apr?oarcd. Hoffman seated

tin Self again at the piano, and Ebba went on
BIng.  Marks of swprise and admiration were

%o manifested by the grand maestro and the

illugty .
. Hustrious writer,

“Oh!” said Jean Paul, clasping his hands, “a
Urer voice never charmed human ears, Young
glrl..m'e You sure you are not an angel 1

W cber, advanced towards her, and with the
Melanchaly solemnity peculiar to him, said:

“ You are a great cantatrice.”

And as Ebba, affected, looked at them in doubt,
offtnan cried ;

“A great cantatrice, the greatest cantatrice
wiel‘;m«'lny has ever hadl Three months of study
d be sufficient to enable you to make your
&ndm' Weber shall be your professor of singing,

. L will be your master in declamation.”
- And after that?” demanded Stina, who did
u“mlerst:md what this was to lead to”

. After that, my old friend? Fortune and
f“’)’ ! You do not comprehend! Oh! soon the
‘ff‘"«“pom of the public and the gold of the director

‘Ll make you understand it all.”

am going to write an opera for you,” sai
Jean PauI;g ) r ¢ .
W’“ And I will eompose the music for it.” added
eber, :
H:ffWhM subject will you choose i” demanded
Mman, with enthusiazi.
Oberon, for this Titania,” replicd the poet.
. Brilliang ne were the hopes given by Hoffinan to
"% and notwithstanding the short term he had
'd for their realization, the young Swedo, fol-
Ing Stina’s good counsels, managed prudently
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with the littlo sum that was all her fortune.  She
dwelt ina modest room, joining the little closet
where the old servant lodged.

A pinno oceapied one half the room, and a
little couch nearly took up the other,  Here Ebba
had devoted all her time to study, receiving no
visits but those of Hoffman and Weber. The
first eame scldom; the seeond, notwithstanding
his enfecbled health, gave her lessons every day,
in order to prepave her for her début.  Nature had
organized bba so happily, and left so little for
art to perform, that at the end of three months
she was ready to come out, as Ioffman had pro-
mised. Unfortunately, Weber, almost always sick,
had not been able to finish writing the Oberon,
and days and wecks passed in waiting for it.

One evening, when Ebba retumed from a short
walk with her housckeeper, they met, on the
staircase of their humble dwelling, 2 woman who,
like them, was obliged to go up to the last story,
and who opened the door next to their own, By
degrees a vague kind of good feeling was estab-
blixhed between Stina and this stranger. Stina
took a great liking to this young woman, who
hardly ever went fiom home, rose at break of day,
worked steadily at her sewing until late at night,
and knew how to perform her duties of house-
keeping wich a sort of clegance. One day, after
hesitating a long while, the stranger asked her
old neighbour, her countenance red “‘with shame,
if she had any sewing for her to do.

“T will be content with what you may be will-
ing to pay me; and for want of money, a little
bread would suffice.”

Stina was touched; she led her into Ebba's
room, and did the honours of the breakfast, which
was just rendy. with such good grace that their
neighbour forgot for some moments her sufferings
and poverty. She was a woman of about thirty
years of age, cruclly disfigured by marks of the
smallpox. She expressed herself in German,

with elegant facility, although her accent revealed

her to be Italian. Her manners showed educa-
tion and acquaintance with the customs of so-
ciety ; indigence had struck her, but had not broken
nor withered her character,  When she arose to
depart, Ebba kindly said :

“We dine at six; be punctual.”

Therese, it was the stranger’s name, took her
hand, and would have raised it to herlips. Ebba
embraced her tenderly.

“Ihave known poverty too!” said she. “Now
botter days are coming! Ilope us I hope.”

Therose amilod bitterly.

“ Happy days have already come for me,” she

85
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replied ; “they have preceded days of misfortune.”’

Then, as if to free hepself from painful thouchts,
she rose abruptly andwent to the window, where
Ebba saw tears flowing down the checks of Ler
new friend.

In the meantime, notwithstanding the touching
marks of affection given by the two neighbours to
Therese, the latter evinced the greatest reservo
in visiting them, and never came to sco them
unless at their pressing solicitationa,

“We must insist upon it,” said Ebba: “sheis
Ppoor and unhappy.”

And she lavished all the graces of her naif
mind to decido Therese to seat hersclf at their
litile table. When she saw her smile she was
rejoiced. Stina could not sufficiently admire the
good heart of her child.

“ God will make her happy,” she thought with
delight, “or else happiness is not made for an-
gels.”

Hoffman, impatient to bring out his protégé,
resolved not to wait for Weber's new work, and
sclected a role for her from the ancient repertory.
Zerlina, in Don Giovanni, appeared to him won-
derfully suitable for the blonde and charming
Swede. He went himself to teach Ebba this part,
from the mngnificent work of Mozart, She learn-
ed to sing it in a fow lossons,

“All that is necessary to occupy ourselves
with now is the costume,” said he. “ As I know
tio better mantuamaker than the woman who is
going to wear the robe, here is gold, buy the stuff,
and cut it after the pattern I am going to draw
for you.”

He traced with a pencil the costume of Zerlina,
told her the colours, and left six pieces of gold
on the piano. .

“You will make your début the day after to-
morrow,” said he, as he left.

Ebba was scized with fear and joy when she
beard this great news. What? in two days her
Wwhole destiny would be decided! As Hoffman
had promised her, glory and fortune, or shame
and poverty! Not resigned, but fatal poverty!
Agitated, feverish, she scated herself at the piano,
left it precipitately, and went back to it again
only to loave itanew. Her trembling hands could
not strike the keys.,

Therese entered.

“ More resolution and cournge is needed to
make your début at the theatre,” said she. “ My
child, if you give ‘way to fear, you aro lost,
Combat it from this moment; it will have only
%00 much power etill in the moment of peril,
Dear Ebha, let us sce ; ging mo your role, or ra-
ther let me play it for you,
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She sat down to the piano and struck a few
chords,

“What? you an excellent musician, and yet
never proposed to play with me before ¥ asked
Ebba, in accents of mild reproach.

“ I had sworn never to put my fingers again on
one of these fatal keys,” replicd Therese. In
doing it now, dear child, T only discharge a duiy
for the generous compassion you have shown me.
But let us leave all those thoughts” ehe inter-
rupted with effort; “ we will play and sing the
role of Zerlina. 1 have often heard and scen it
played by Donna FlorGs, who, it is said, excelled
init. T can teach you some traditions about the
manner in which it should be performed.”

Indeed, Therese gave such, good adviee to Ebba
that the next day, when Hoffman conducied his
pupil to rehearsal, they could not slop admiring
the progress the debutante had made since the
preceding day.

‘When Siina brought back her young mistress,
they found Therese cutting and sewing on the
costume of Zerlina. Ebba showed all the joy of
a child in trying on the pretiy orange-coloured
skirt and black velvet boddice. She lovked at
herself in the little mirror, smiled at herself, and
then looked in the glass again. Therese, plunged
in profound sadness, turned away her head many

" times to conceal her tears,

At last the gieat day for the débwt arrived.
Early in the morning, Ebba rapped softly at the
door of Therese.

Therese came to the door ; her red eyes looked
as if she had wept all night.

“ Will you not come and pray with us, that I
may succeed to-night I” said Ebba. « Stina and I
are going to the church.”

“Yes,” replied Therese, “I am going to pray
with you, Ebba; to pray for your happiness.
One has need of prayers on entering the perilous
career into which you so gaily precipitate your-
self without foreseeing the dangers, or dreading
its despair. But do not heed my words; I am
suffering this morning, and know not what I say.
Let us go to pray.”

The three women proceeded to a neighbouring
chapel, knelt and prayed with equal fervour for
along time. The last, who arose, was Therese.

When they left the church, Ebba put her arm
within her friend’s, and said, in her irresistible
voice :

“You will not leave me all day, will you, dear
Thereso} You will accompany me to the the-
atre " .

“Il exclaimod the stranger with terror, “I
go with you to the theatre!| I become a witness
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to your {riumphs! Count not on that! Count not
on {hat!”

And she drew away her arm from her young
friend,

bba could not restrain her tears,

¢ Pacdon me,” resumed Thevese, ¢ pardon me,
beloved ehild, Yes, T will go with you,” said she,
with fimmness; and, afier 2 moment's silence,
during which she armed herself with resolution,
“T will go with Ebba ; God, to whom I have just
prayed, as I have not prayed in a long time, will
give me strength to do so.  No, Ebba, I will not
leave you”

Therese kept her word. She not only conducted
her to the theatre, assisted her with her costume,
but followed her to the stage and encouraged her
to the last moment.  Then, her face concealed in
a large veil, she sank down, almost fainting, cov-
ered her face with both hands, and did not appear
conscious until the debutante returned to her,
followed by the enihusiastic bravoés of the public,
and the cries that recalled her from all sides.
Dresden had never admired a more exquisite
creature, had never heard a sweeter voice, a more
accomplished cantatrice,

Every oue hurried vound her wiih congratu-
latious. " Hoffman threw himself on her neck.
Weber, Lis eyes filled with tears, exclaimed ;

“You restore me to health. I am going to
finish Oberon I

Jean Paul flung himself at her feet, and, with
a sort of frenzy, said :

“You have transported me to heaven, from
Whence you came.”

There were nobles, artists, a wondering and
excited crowd, who hastencd to salute and feli-
citate the intoxicated Ebba. In the midst of this
triumph she felt an icy hand press hers|

It was that of Therese; Therese, pale as Leo-
Bore when her ghostly betrothed hurried her
away on his black steed shouting—* Hurrah! the
dead go quick”

“ Take care, Ebba,” said she, with a sarcastic
smile, “ take care, for if the clearness of your voice
alters, all these flatterers, who adore you now as
a diviaity, will turn away from you with indif-
ference! Take care!”

She then threw her own shawl over Ebba’s
shoulders, and drew her into her box, where they
found Stina still praying, unable to be a listener
to her young mistress’s trial.

“He has not deceived me,” cried Ebba, flinging
herself on her neck. “ Success and glory is ours |
God inspired my poor mother when he gave her
the thought to send me on the stage.”

“8tina,” interrupted Thercese, “ tako care of the
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intoxication of this young girl ; watch over her,

for the hour of peril has come!

At this nwment they recalled Ebba on the
stage, where the publie received her with more
admiration than ever.

“You can remain in your garret no longer,”
said Hoffan, after it was ended;  Ioffman,
always the friend of the marvellous and fantastic,
“Iam going to conduct you home; change your
dress, I will wait in the theatre for you.”

Ebba wished to put on her simple dress, but in
its place was substituted a robe of rich stuff—a
cachemire replaced her woollen shawl,

IToffman, without making any explanations, or
even answering the questions she asked, hurried
her along, made her get into a handsome carriage,
and conducted lier to a magnificent apartment.

“ Where am 11" cried the dazzled girl
" “At home, dear prima donna”

“At home !” replied she, astonished.

“Yes, this all belongs to you, and I only ask
you one thing in exchange.”

“What is it ¢

“ Your signature to this engagement for three
years; this cngagement, which ensures you a
thousand ducats 2 month.”

1le went off, leaving Ebba in the ecstasy of a
delighiful dream.

The renown of the prima donna increased from
day io day ; to hear her sing they came from all

aris of Germany to Dresden. Ebba soon became
habituated to her new position, and it seemed as
if she had never known days of trial and hard-
ship, so familiatly did she use fortune and re-
nown. On uhe duys when she did not appear on
the stage, Hoifiman escorted to her house the elite
of the city of Dresden. Her mind and elegance
of manuers were soon extolled as much as her
celestial voice and dramatic talent,

Swirounded wiih all this happiness, the prima
donna did not forget her friend Therese, She
wished to give her a chamber in her hotel next
ber own, but the ltalian steadily refused it. She
showed the same wish to avoid the brilliant
throng who filled the saloons of the cantatrice.
She visiied her ouly in the morning, when Ebba
received no one but herself. She counselled her
young friend about the new roles she was to take,
made observations on the manner in which she
played the night befvre, and, above all, tried to
discover, by adroit and well turned questions,
whether Eboa’s heart remained frec in the midst
of the brilliant seductions that surrounded her on
all sides. One momning, as Therose entered, the
cantatiice huniedly coucealed the billet she was
reading under the cushions of the ottomau.
Therese, touched with lively sympathy, took her
hand. .

“ Ebba,” said she, “ Ebba, may your mother in
heaven watch over you! You have never had
greater need of her [pruwcliou."

With a gesture of impatience, she replied :

“ My socrets are my own.”

“Poor childl” eaid Thereso, “my heart fucls

MR anaae . .
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no resentment for the bitlernesa of your words,
Ebba, your scerets are your own; but, in the
name ot heaven, in the name of your mother, in
the name of your talent and yoor glory, do not
keep to yourself alone, these fatal secrets I

And, half by gentle violence, half by consent,
she took the bitlet Ebba Lad tried to Lide from
her notice.

At the sight of the name it bere, Therese
beeame livid.

“God has sent me to save you!” said rhe.
“ Bbba, the Couut de Karn requests an interview;
it must be granted immediately 1

She wrote on the margin of the billet :—* Come”
Then rang for a domestie, and ordered him to take
it immediately to the Count de Karn.

LEbba looked at her with surprise, but without
strength to appose in any thing,

*My God! give me strenath to bear this last
trial you lay upon me!” said Therese, walking the
voom with agitation.  “ May my cruel eufferings
serve at least to save this peor child, and spare
her the anguisk which has been consuming nre
for years! Ebba, dear Ebla, this man, who
speaks to you of love, lies!  This man, who pro-
Mises you happiness, lies!  This man is the vam.
pire of your old Swedish legends, He wants
only your happiness, {our Leauty, your glory |
His infernal lips would press your Lrow only to
wither and devour it all! dear Ebba, God has
sent me to suve you !”

She was speaking in this manner when the
count entered. At the sight of Therese he re-
coiled, full of terror. ’

“ You see, Ebba,” said she, “he turns pale at
secing me! I will tell you what makes him pale,
Wwhat makes him tremble thus before me.  Ten
Jears ago, Vienna applauded wich trancport a
cantatrice, young, beautiful, celebrated and pure,
ike you. A muan, 'he who comes here to speak
to you of love, told her he loved her, and the fool-
lish girl believed him!  She threw allat his fect ;

er glory, her beauty, her remnorse. She gave

im even her talents—even her soull He fell
sick of a fatal contagion, the bare name of which
Iakes onc shudder—the smallpox. She, who
was young, she who was beautiful, stationed her-
self at the pillow of the sufferer, who would have
died had it not been for her devoted care, She
faved him. Then she became sick in her turn!
No one stood and watched at her pillow! No
one consoled her! When she left the bed on
Which she thought she was going to die, the terri-
ble malady had destroyed all—all her beauty,
talent, voice, and even the appearance of this
Man's love. He abandoned her shamefully, re-
Zardless of her sufferings and despair. Since
then, shame, misery, hunger—Ebba, you know it
~hunger itself, have pursued her with their
Most cruel tortures’; for this man's victim, Ebba,
13 myself!”

Ebba wept bittérly.

. “Go,” resumed Therese, to the count, “ go there
18 1o prey for you here.”

He retired full of rage and confusion,

“4Dear Ebba,” said Thereso to her, who had

en refuge in her arms to conceal her tears,
“dear Ebba, conscerate your alflections to art

one ; art is n spouse full of jealousy, who exacts
the soul, the bo(f;, even the least thoughts, from

ANAAAANAAAA A

S A L T A A A A A AR A AR A AR A A AR AAAAA R ~A A VA A A AL A e e e e

TIE PROFESSOR'S DAUGHTER—JEANIE DEANS.

AN AR N A A A N A A A AR AT A A s e a e

her whom he erowns with his sublime aurcolo.
To betray him is to lose the throne on which you
are seated by his side!  Like the. fallen ane],
it is to exchange heaven for the devouring flames
of the abyss.  Ebba! Ebba! Let my misery cerve
at least to save you!

As il God hath reserved Therese only for Fb.
ba’s welfare, the poor unfortunate left the world
a short time afier, and went to God to receive the
reward of the sulferings she had borne.  Ebba,
whose name Germiny ever repeats with enthusi-
azm, even now preserves, thanks to some precious
talisman, all the power of her talenis, all the [us-
tre of youth and Leauty ! When she is ached to
what cause this wonder is owing, she, with a sigh,
repeats the words of 'l herese :—* Art is a jealous
spouse, and I am faithful to him.”
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JEANIE DEANS.

JraNIE DEaxs is unquestionally one of the noblest
delineations of Sir Walter Seott. She is the
heroine of the Heart of Mid-Lothian, a tale which
unites rare excellencies with a hizh moral aimn,
and which also gives a true and vivid picture of
the Scottish character and manuers at the tinie in
which these characters figure. The rude and un-
settled state of socicty at this period was such as
to fuster the growth of violent passions and strong
feelings, It was a time when great vices and ex-
alted virtues sprung up eide by side, and grew
with strength and vigor,

The character of Jeanic Deans is not only lovely
in itself, but it derives additional intere~t from
the striking contrasts with which it is currounded.
How unlike her sister Effic’s? The one the wild
and impulsive child of nature; the other the off-
sFring of regulated and steady principle. They
illustrate the benefits and the cvils arising from
that freedom and simplicity of munners which

revailed at this time among the lower Scoteh,
n the one it produced freedom, honest confidence
and incorruplible virtue ; in the other, familiarity,
im¥1‘utlence, and guilt.
he honest frankness of Jeanie Deans was wed-
ded to a deep religious sensibility and a lofty
sense of duty. ~ She was endowed by nature with
a prudence that accompanied her in the most
trying and difficult circumstances, and which
guided her as it were, almost by instinet. This
endowment of nature was strengthened by prac-
tice and directed by religious principle. She
was true and geuncrous in her attachments, and
althou’{;h “ her eye may wish to change, her heart
never.” The same quiet simplicity pervaded both
her joy and grief, and she performed with the
same unobtrusiveness the humblest and most ex-
alted deceds. And she was forgetful of hersclf
in the constant care which she had for the in-
terests and happinces of others.

Her mind was keen and sagacious, the affec-
tions were in well balanced proportions; her
shrewdness was wedded to great moral strength,
and firmness of moral purpose, which gave her
such a_lofty consciousncss of rectitude that he
scorned to take low or improper means to prove
her eister’s innocence. Tﬁis high conscivusness
related to her unlimited trust in God, gave her
unfailing strengi'i of soul, and threw around her
life a moral radiunce and dignity.
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\ﬂ:]‘]e |\\I\xsv-~wl that elear moral d'i.‘cc'on!mmt.
i iif J 1'{‘-"1!};*.:\.1‘mc to pure minds, “Ils“l& ex-
"ikixﬂ:d m Mr!kmg colors, in a conversaiion at
o Q“.‘-’ht on \t Lm.n:lrd Cr:u;:s., where she met
“‘m‘: :‘duwor.m her sister, 'thv., wild, l‘ocl.\'h'ss 5md
ung 'ul Robinson, Jeanie's sister was i prison
M\: r‘tlm chaqu of child murder. She was in-
'irc\,m of the crime alloged against her, but the
hnpv;‘:ff:\nc\-\' were stch as to render her acquiital
i1, e Jeanie entertained the strongest feel-
"‘:;i of Py towards her sister, and sh.c was
h‘;;?}{* to do anything for hcr"s:\fcty. which “a
’“im;mm Woman ought to do”  In ﬂus.stu.(o [¢
ang g and amid the wildest seenery at midnizh,
“'(‘ren a place too whose associations themselves
amm.\innugh to make her mmagination dizzy,
to py i Lthese circumstanees Robinson attcmp'tcd
con, ‘:‘ ¢ her believe that her sister had made a
he :*K\n to her, and then begzed for the sake of
thm;li\'wrs life to give t‘!n;% cmxf:os«xon in her tes-
in WI\“ at the trial of Effie. The artful manner
W, Uch he atiempied this showed that he wa
Mg, “t‘qumn'ml with the weakness of the_judg-
et When influenced by affection and guided by
the "‘f ings. But in thisinstance he had mistaken
Phis 0 he wished to affect. She saw his so-
wyy At once, and replied :
tolg n?é I canna remember that which Effie never
J e,
rou iﬁk‘n You, you must rcmcmb(:r tlmt‘she i?ld
thop .‘t]us. You must repeat this tale in which
Not '5 no falschoad, except in so far as it was
]‘i‘i*i::;l to you, before these justices. Do not
.“,i';,ﬁ‘\I pledge hfo and s:.\lvntmn, that in
tiy,3 What I have said, you will only speak the
“plc truth.”
the 3 Ut” replied Jeanie, and here she disglaycd
be Sceuracy of her moral discornment, shall
“"‘tim‘n Sworn in the very thing in which my
whi h"ny 18 wanted, for it is the concealment for

We tq) Poor Effic is blamed, and you would make
LY

La falsehood anent itee....
Koo 7 ad ware the best blood in my body to
l»ittsrl ¢t seathless,” continues Jeanie, weeping
or g, K_V) “but [ canna change right into wrang,
T “. @ that truc which is false.” .
ﬂtr(,n: Whole conversation rvﬁcscnts in t‘-llc
ang ';‘.(’5" colours the contrast between {mssmn
do s"‘t“e‘ guilt and innocence, and vivid y sha-
Upan . 'th the power of conscience in its action
b“ih & pure syirit and a passionate villain. In
t"'\eg ® see its mighty energy ; the soft clear
fieng °f the Angel, and the wild shricks of the
A 1)y ,; 2€ tempration offered to this noble girl
Teagey 1€ Will not be perceived by the general
Sirgy,r Unless he ealls to mind all these attendant
they H“tances, but when they are all considered,
8ran, de;’; character rises in moral majesty and
Gac,.?a“'e's life was one of .entire deveted self-
Sl °®, and the climax of all was the heroic re-
of he: " of going to London. to obtain the pardon
Thq mﬂlswr, by an appeal to the King and Queen,
dil.\bleonm she took to accomplish this was as cre-
Ay w her courage, prudence, and sound sense,
"‘u‘k,d:‘." to the tender feclings of her heart. She
3 Yo 2 & just cause, urged 08 it would be with
Way 00:"‘". burpose and a pure enthusinsin, She
t"usted’.s“‘fms of a deep feeling within, and she
10 its powar to effoct her purpose,
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“Thave that within me that will keep my heart
from failing, ad T am nmaist sure that 1 will Lo
strengthened to speak the erand I eamne for, .
“ But writing winna do it—a letter eanna Jook and
pray, and beg and bescech, us the human voice
cando to the human heart. A letter’s like the
music that the ladies have for their spinnets—
nacthing but black scores, comparcd to the same
tune played or sung. It is the word of mouth
maun do it or nothing.”

Animated by this noble enthusiasin, she went
to London alone and unprotected, and by means
of her sound judizment, Lieroic perseverance and
pathetic eloquence, she sueceeded. We envy not
that heart which can read the simple but touching
appeal to the Quecn in behalf of her sister, with-
out being moved, ..

“But my sister—my puir sister Effic still lives,
though her days and lours are numbered | She
still lives ; and a word of the King's mouth might
restore her to a broken-learted nuld man, that
never, in his daily and nightly excrcise, forgot to
Fray that his Majesty might be Llessed with a
ong and prosperous’ reign, and that his throne
and the throne of his posterity might be estab-
lished in rightcousness. O, madam, if ever ye
kenn'd what it was to sorrow for and with a sin-
ning and a suffering creature, whose mind is o
tossed that she can be neither ea’d fit to live or
die, have some compassion on our niisery l—Save
an honest house from dixhonor, and an unhappy
girl, not eighteen years of age, from an early und
dreadful death! “Alas! it 1s not when we sleep
eoft and wake merrily oursclves that we think on
other people’s sufferings.  Our hearts are waxed
light within us then, and we are for righting our
fin wrangs, and fighting our ain battles, - But
when the hour of trouble comes to the mind or to
the body—and seldom may it visit your leddy-
ship; and when the hour of death comes, that
comes to high and low—lang and late may it be
yours. O, my leddy, then it is na what we hae
dune for oursells, but what we hae dune for others,
that we may think on maist pleasautly,  And the
thoughts that yo hac intervened to spare the
puir thing's life, will be sweeter in that hour,
when, come it may, than if a word of your mouth
could hang the haill Portcous mob at the tail of
ac tow.”

This was uttered in tears, while her features
were “glowing and quivering with emotion,” and
in tones at onee simple, solemnn, and pathetic.

This character we regard as one of the noblest
delineations of the great Novelist. T'o our mind
it is more natural and simple than Rebecea. It
has not that air of romance and high imagination
that surrounds the noble J ewess, but it has no less
nobleness. The one was the product of a Chiis-
tian faith, the other the offspring of Judaism
wedded to a high and noble chivalry,

But we canuot leave this character without a
reflection. It is the only female creation of Scott
which exhibits genuine religious sensi bility. With
some of them it is seen mingled with the false
glow of chivalry. Many of his other heroines re-
veal a lofty disinterestedness, but in Jeanie alone
is it so blended in harmonions proportions, as to
produce an excellence whoso highest charm is its
religious spirit.

<

TAAMASANMAN SRR VAARAR A T YA Y TR AR Y Y R A RRR? 2

JEANIE DEANS,

S




2 SN R

.

AN AN LAV AAAA AN WA S VAN NAAAAA

* TV EAMAAAAAAAAAN T TARAAA A S A

ARTA,

SUBJECT FROM TIUE OPERA OF MEDEA.

A -
TAAA AR A A A AT LA AA A AT AT AT AT A A AR AT AAA A LA TLAAAA A T AAAT AL T TR AAA L AA TAAAAA LA A TA T T ATATA LTI T TATAT T TN AT AL VAR LA R VA A AL AAANANAA

ARRANGED FOR TIIE LITERARY GARLAND BY W. Il WARREN, OF MONTREAL.
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ADELAIDE LINDRAY, A NOVEL, BY TIE AUTHOR OF
NORMAN'S BRIDGE, TWO OLD MEN's TALES, &c. &c.
NEW-YORK, HARVER, BROTHLRS & co, PUsLsu-
xns, 1850,

Wz commenced reading this novel with avidity,

Promixing ourselves as rich a treat as we enjoyed

in the perusal of these two, named on jts title

Page as works of the same author. But we are

constrained to say we were never more disap-

Pointed than we have been by this last production

of Mrs. Marsl’s pen.

tender and exquisite pathos that characterized the

“Two Old Men's Tale's”—none of the graphic de-

liniation of character, the deep morality, the truth-

ful teachings, that rendered * Norman's Bridge” a

Wwork of such interest and power. The plot of

Adelaide Lindsay is fecble, the characters com-

mon place, the conversation and incidents forced

and wearisome, and as a whole it is decidedly a

It possesses none of the

“failure, an evidence, that too great rapidity in

writing works of fiction, enfecbles the mind and
exhausts the imaginative powers. This has been
exemplified in the outpouring, even to the sa-
tiety of novel readers, of Mr. James' fertile pro-
ductions, and we fear Mrs. Marsh, Ppresuming upon
her well earned fame, is in a fair way to become
€qually garrulous. Adelaide Lindsay, however,
cannot prevent our anticipating future instruction
and delight from the pen of its gifted author, and
We trust ere long the genius and taste which pre-
tided over her junior works, will send forth to the
Public something not unworthy of one, who has
already taught it to expect superior cxcellence
from her literary efforts.

THR HISTORY OF PENDENNIS, HIS FORTUNES AND MIS-
FORTUNES, NIS FRIENDS AND HIS GREATEST ENEMY,
BY W. M, THAUKERAY, AUTHOR OF “VANITY FAIR,
o NEW-YORK ; HARPER & BROTHERS, PUBLISH-
Enrs,

A srexprp book, full of delicate yet keen satire
and sparkling wit. Quite surpassing “Vanity
Fair,” in interest, though both are less remarkable
for any depth or intricacy of plot, than for the
Series of brilliant pictures which their pages pre-
Sent. Thackeray's humor is irresistible, and wo

Tecommend all who love to laugh, toread “Pen-
deunjg

“THEOPNEUSTY, OR THE PLENARY INSPIRATION OF
THE HOLY RCRIFFURES, 8, R. L. GAUSSEN, WITI IN-
TRODUCTIONS BY TIIL TRANSLATOL, EDWARD NOR-
RIS KK,

Tiug is a full discussion of cne of the most
important and difficult questions which haa ariven
in the church. It hias a large cireulation, anl this
is an evidence of the popular favor. It diffrs
in many material points from the opinion< of
Coleridge, Dr. Amold. and L. Clerk.  In compre-
hensiveness of thought it is uncqual to the pro-
ductions, upon the same subject, of either of thewe
able scholars. Ile very much doubts whethcr all
the positions of the author of this work, can be
sustained by valid evidence. As a full defence
of extreme opinions, however, it is worthy the at-
tention of all who treasure a reverence and love
for the sacred volume. No one can peruse the
work without the conviction of the sincere and
devout feelings of the author, and his desire to
awaken in his readers a strong faith in the Bible.
“He does not,” says his translator, “ propose to
convince the sceptic; and yet there is much here,
on which the doubter may profitably reflect. His
great object is, to take the church off from her
present, unsafe, indefensible and enfeebling posi-
tion, of a mixed, varying and indeterminate in-
spiration.”

WILLY BURKF, OR THE IRISH ORPHAN IN AMERICA, BY
MRS. J. BADLIER BOSTON PUBLISHED BY PATRICK
DONANOE, 1850,

W have been fuvored with the perusal of the little
book named above, which is intended to illustrate
the duty of & Roman Catholic boy among Protes.
tants, and sowell answered the end for which it was
designed, that it received a premium of fifty dollars
from the Roman Catholic Society in Boston.
The tale is well written, and possesses consider-
able interest, but of course it is entirely sectarian,

THE DRITISH COLONIES; THEIR NISTORY, EXTENT,
CONDITION, AND RESOURCES; ILLUSTRATED BY
MAPS OF EACH POSSESSION, &C. BY R. MONTGO-
MERY MARTIN, ESQ.

Tms work possesses, in part, a personal induction

which gives & general and rapid sketch of the

colonization of ancient and modern nations, com-
mencing with British North America. We trust,
it will have an extended circulation, on account

of the information it contains respecting the his.
tory, resources and condition of our Provinces,
together with our sisters of the British Colonies.
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