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No. 4.

EVA HUNTINGDON.

BY R. E. M.

CHAPTER VIIL
Tuz good advice which Mr. Arlingford had given
?V&. the sentiments of hope and patience with
“hich he had inspired her, and more perhaps than
“yting else, the certainty she now possessed of
¢ able frequently to eee him, and of ever
Meeting with sympathy and encouragement at
3 hande, soon restorcd her natural choerfulness,
Lt it extinguished, at the same time, every
*PUk of the morbid, bitter sensitiveness, which
hm deo ruddenly, so fiercely, sprung to life in her
‘. One morning, ou entering her room unex-
:"“d‘y, she found her maid decking the apart-
' n;'m' with flowers, which she selected from a heap
Sostly exotics beside her. The sight of the
%80ms recalled the remembrance of the hand-
: ‘::“e unknown, on whom she had not bestowed &
ff‘fld thought, from the period of Mr. Arling-
... ¢ Feturn, and to disguise the sudden conscious
p;_"‘ that suffused her cheek, she rapidly ap-
*:(‘hed the book case, and took down from it
*‘rwﬁﬁ‘“’m she required for her approaching
- lesson. Influenced by & sudden suspicion,
. over, that her maid had disobeyed her injunc-
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the :::mpﬂy enquired:
“p ¢ she had procured them §”
"uwrom—fmm the handsome young gentleman,

vh,F;:"‘ kim! Did I not forhid your doing so—
Ve you disobeyed me1”
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“ Beg pardon, miss; but indeed I have in ne
ways disobeyed you. You told me I was on no
account to receive any flowers the young gentle-
men sent to you, but you said nothing against my
taking anything he gave to myself.”

“What! He brings you bouquects, thent” re-
joined her mistress, with & satirical smile; the
first, perhaps, that had ever yet curled her bright
lip. Sefton, after a pause of scemingly great em-
barrassment, replied:

“ No, not exactly—I mean—Oh! Iam afraid to
tell you, Miss Eva, for you will inform Mrs. Went-

-worth, and then I will get into great trouble.”

“ You need not fear; I promise to be silent, at
least this time, so explain yourself quickly.”

“ Well, Miss Eva, the very day you had repri-
manded me about receiving the last nosegay, I
went down to the avenue at the usual hour, and
found the gentleman there. On my telling him
what you had said, he seemed very sorry, and
blamed me greatly for having disobeyed his injunc-

tions, by mentioning him in any way to you. He .
then promised me half a sovereign, if I -would "

come there again the next day, to tell him how
you were. I did, and nearly every day since, he
has called to ask about you, almost compelling
me to swear that I would never breathe a word of
it to you again; and never going away without
giving me balf a sovercign or a crown. Yesterday,
1 had been gathering flowers in the garden, such
as they were, to fill your vases, and when I had

¢ done, knowing that it was about his hour of calling,

3
oContinued from page 119,
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The question dyed Eva’s face with crimson, and

end of the avenue. He asked me ‘who it was ¢ she half hesitatingly, half swilingly rejoined:

for? I said * for my mistress, who was ‘passion-
ately fond of flowers! Then again, he blamed
me for having prevented him, by my indiscreet
talkativeness, fiom enjoying the satisfaction of
contributing to your pleasure in that respect. He
also asked me, ‘if he brought some choice blos-
soms, would it be possible for me to mingle them
With others, so that you would not discover the
imposition * I said, ‘yes, and he came this
morning himself with these, not wishing, as he
8aid, ¢ to send his servant; lest it should in any way

(R

¢ompromise you.

Compromise! the word startled Eva, and she
commanded ber to take the flowers away in-
stantly—to keep them or destroy them, as she
liked, but never to attempt, on any account, to
introduce any more into her apartment.

Greatly incensed, the attendant caught up the
floral treasures and darted out of the room,
dropping half of them on the way. One, a superb
Provence rose, fell almost at Eva's feet, and. as
the door closed upon her
claiming : ,

“Surely, surely, I may keep this. 'Tis too
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maid, she raised it, ex- .

beautiful to destroy, and besides, the giver at least

deserves that much at my hands.”

She placed the rose in a vase, looked long at it,
and then murmured with a sigh:

“Oh! how I should like to lmow him ”

Shortly after, Mr, Arlingford’s voice was heard
in the hall, and Eva quickly descended to meet
him'; but neither his presence nor the difficulties
of the French lecture, could drive entirely from
her thoughts the remembrance of the flowers, nor
of their interesting nnd handsome donor. Her
Companion at once perceived her pre-occupation,
.bUt he mide no comment at the moment, and they
Proceeded with thie task, of which Eva acquitted

 herself rather indifferently. Mr. Arlingford often

devoted a half hour to conversation, at the end of
the lesson, and those moments of quiet intercourse
Were among the happiest of Eva's existence.
At her urgent request, he had recounted to her
almost every incident he could remember—of his

_boyhood and that of his brother Florestan ; and

#le had listened and questioned till she was as
Tamiliar with their history as himself. That day,
hOWever,qwhen he ¢losed the volume, Eva had no
eager question to propose, no childish remark to
offer, and after a brief silence, he exclaimed:
*“You scem unusually pre-occupied to-day, Eva.

X@d it ‘be unfair fo'ask what you ure thinking
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“Oh! I would not tell you for the world  You
would thiok me so vain, 80 fuolish!”

“'Tig a sceret, then, iy little friend 1 T thought
you had none.”

“Well, I have Lut this one, and I would not
wish for another, for I um annoyed and embar-
rassed enough as it is”

“ A sure remedy, Eva, would be to disclose
it. It would not trouble you thien.”

“ Ah! but I have not courage to do that. True,
I have promised never to conceal anything from
you; but I know you will free me from my
promise in this case.”

“ Certainly, dear Eva, I would not he so un-
reasonable as to seek to force your confidence;
but do, like a good, sweet child, reveal it, if ’tis of
any importance, to your governess or to lady
Huntingdon.”

“Why, Mr. Arlingford " rcjoined his comypanion,
in tones of earnest surprise. “ Do you imagine,
for one moment, that I would reveal any secret I
possessed, to mamma or Mrs. Wentworth, in
preference to yourself? On the contrary, I would
tell you many things that I would not, that I
dare not, breathe to them.”

“ Many thanks for the assurance, Eva. *Tis most
flattering, if I can only put implicit faith in it

“ Ah! I see, Mr. Arlingford, that you doubt me,
Well, I will convince you at once, by revealing
to you this, my first, my only secret; even though
you will laugh at me—even though you will deem
me vain and foolish.”

With a heightened colour and many an em-
barrassed pause, Eva faithfully recounted the
episodé of the handsome unknown, up to the
flowers he had sent that moming, and then, she
abruptly paused. Mr. Arlingford's countenance,
which had become somewhat grave during the
relation, cleared again, and he smilingly exclaimed:
" *Is that all, Evat Have you omitted nothing 1"

“ Yes, one circumstance,” and the colour mantled
to her very brow asshe spoke. “ It is,” ehe added,
with a desperate effort; “it is, that I was foolish
enough to preserve one of his flowers, and—and to
wish very much to meet him again.”

Her companion, despite his efforts, could not
repress his emiles, and he Inughingly exclaimed:

“Well, my little friend, I grant you full and
free absolution for that, as well as the rest. The
admirable candour with which you have told your
story, would alone have atoned for faults of double,
treble the extent. But, you do not know the name
of this mysterious personage, ‘who puzzles you s0
deeply with his flowers and devotion §”
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“XNo, but I could deseribe him to you. Ilcis
handsome, ohi! very handsome,” and Eva com-
menced deseribing, with great eloquence, his dark
wavy hair and fanltless figure. “ Ah! you are
laughing at me,” she exclaimed, pausing suddenly,
as she perceived a very ominous smile stealing
over her listener's features,

“No, Eva dear, I am not laughing at you, but
at the idea of the Quixotic enterprise it would be,
to undertake to scek out any single individual on
the strength of the colour of his hair or eyes.
However, should I meet in my travels, with any
one answering to the description you have given
me of this Apollo, I shall enquire his name and
inform you of it, as well as of any other particu-
lars I can gather concerning him.” '

“Thank you, Mr. Arlingford. Oh! you cannot
imagine how happy I feel, now that T have told
Youall. I wouder how I could have ever thought
of disguising it from you, which, part of the time,
T'was foolish enough to contemplate. Now, I can
talk to you about it—tell you if he sends me any
more flowers—ask your advice—but will you give
me frankly first, your opinion of him

" He looked eamnestly at her a moment, and then
smilingly rejoined: '

“I do not know, Eva, but perhaps he has been
Smitten by your pretty face.” ' ‘

“Oh! Mr. Arlingford, you are mocking me!”
Was the reproachful reply. '

“Nay, Eva, T am not; and now tell me, with
Your customary sweet candour, has the rame idea
Bever yet presented itself to your own thoughts 1”

If ever Eva blushed, it was then, and at length
the rejoined, in a voice almost inaudible:

.“Yes, it lately did, and I was rejoiced to think,
at however beautiful and superior mamma
ight be, there was yet one individual who could
8ee more attractions in myself than in her. And
Row, Mr. Arlingford, what do you think of me?t”

“Think of you, Eval Why, that you are a
Bood, gentle child. A little inclined, perhaps, to
Attach too much importance to trifles, to view things

ough a romantic medium, but nobly sincere
8ad docile. I have only to add, that your conduct
throughout the whole affair, has been admirable,

Ursue the same course. Prohibit your maid
from talking at all about this stranger—reject his
fowers—listen to no messages from him, and
3bove all, Eva,” and he meaningly smiled, “put no
Tore of his white roses in water. Nay, do not
-Blush g, deeply. I know you only wanted to
*udy a lesson in botany. Such a one as your
Uaknown friend doubtless derived from the rejected
mL?' which he gathered with such commendable
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Eva replied by neither word nor emile, for Mr.
Arlingford's raillery, on a subject which her own
imagination had already magnified in a most dis-
proportionate degree, rounded greatly like a
mockery or reproach. Her companion instantly
saw that she was hurt, and he kindly exclaimed:

“ Nay, my dear child, I was but jesting; but I
will not speak so lightly again, since it pains you.”

Eva had no time to reply, for she heard her
mother’s step in the hall, and with one cloquent
glance of gratitude, one friendly pressure of his
hand, she was gone.

“How can such a being be the daughter of
such & woman?” he murmured. “ And yet ’tis
easily accounted for. She was brought up miles
awuy—far from her evil influence and example.
Brought up in innocence and simplicity, by a sen-
sible and superior woman, one suited in every re-
speet for the charge imposed on her. Oh! how
little the Huntingdons know how to prize the
inestimable treasure that God has given them!
May they leam her worth, ere it be too late!
But here comes the tender, affectionate mother,
herself—the fitting type of many of her class,
Difficult as the task is at present, I must be
doubly agreeable, for I have a point to gain. Eva
must accompany -her ladyship, be the latter
willing or unwilling, to London. This handsome
unknown, as she romantically etyles him, renders
that necessary.”

CHAPTER IX.
Four weeks after the conversation related above,
Eva was seated alone in & emall, but elegantly
furnished dressing-room, in —— Square, London,
endeavoring to beguile the monotony of a rainy
day, by a still more monotonous work, selected for
her perusal by Mrs. Wentworth. We will see
from this, that Mr. Arlingford had carried his
point with lady Huntingdon, and her daughter
had accompanied her to town, though sorely it
must be confessed, against the wishes of both
parties.  'Whatrendered the prospect of a winter’s
seclusion in London doubly unendurable to Eva, was
the knowledge that Mr. Arlingford would not visit
the metropolis that season; however, his advice
and encouragement reconciled her at length in
some degree to her lot; and though ehe wept

passionately at parting, declared she could never
e happy till they returned again to Huntingdon

Hall, she succeeded in disguising her feelings from
her parents and governess, and thus escaped the
taunts and rebukes a knowledge of them would
have drawn down upon her. On the armrival of

the Huntingdons at their town residence, Eva and
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Mrs. Wentworth were immediately installed in
their apartments, which were situated at the back
of the mansion, commanding anything but a wide
or entertaining prospect.  As lady Huntingdon,
however, coldly remarked: “ It was just as well,
for Miss Huntingdon would have the less to distract
her thoughts from her studies” Thus, though
Eva had been but three short days in town, already
(it seemed to her ns if a full weary month had
passed over her head. Here were no ample
grounds, no varicd, pleasant walks, as at Hunting-
don Hall. Restricted, the greater part of the time,
to the upper range of apartments, hearing—know-
ing nothing of the gaicty and festivity going on
around her, save from the number of equipages
“constantly stopping before the door, and the Inte-
ness of the hour at which lord and lady Iunting-
don returned to their bome, & more rigorous and
insupportable seclusion could searcely have been
imagined. Had Mrs. Wentworth been any other
character, than the frigid, taciturn being she was,
Eva might yet have been happy. A little kind-
Ness and affection was all that her gentle and
loving nature required; but Mrs, Wentworth,
‘according to her mode of thinking, was under no
obligations to shew her either. She had entered
into no contract to amuse or caress her pupil; sho
had only undertaken to instruct her, and Fva was
thus left, friendless and hopeless, entirely to her-
self, :

About a week after her arrival, she was sitting
alone in her room, looking sadly from the window,

thinking of Mr. Arlingford, of Cumberland, when .

Sefton’ entered to eay, “that Mrs, Wentworth
Wished her to prepare for an airing in the car-
Tiage” She received the intimation without a
single feeling of pleasure, for the influence of the
tad thoughts that had engrossed her previously,
still lingered around her. Her toilette completed,
the immediately hurried down, and without a
Word took her seat beside her taciturn companion,
who only interrupted the silence once, by ex-
claiming, * this is the Park,” as the carriage en-
tered that fashionable resort. Eva glanced list-
lessly around, and then returned to her former re-
floctions. Tho sound of merry voices approaching
Caused her tolook up, and she perceived an elegant
Carriage containing two or three ladies, apparently
of the first rank, approaching. One of the ladies
Was very young and pretty, and by her side rode
& gentleman, whose gay empressement, as he bent
towards her, replying to ber animated remarks,
Seemed to betoken a very good understanding
between the two partics. But who can describe

va's overpowering astonishment to discover in
the handsome cavalier, her unknown friend, the

-
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giver of the flowers!  FEntirely enzrossed by his
fair companion, his eyes were still fixed on her
face when the Iuntingdon carriage approached,
Just then, however, he looked up, and his glance
fell on its occupants. The violent start of recog-
nition, the quick, cager glance, though it was but
momentary, at once reveuled to Eva that he
knew and remembered her well. The event en-
tirely diverted her thoughts from their former sad
channel, softening the feeling of oppressive, bit-
ter lonecliness, that had haunted her from the
moment of her arrival in London, but yet, it
brought with it a new anxiety. “ Would he
think of her now, as mauch as he had done at Hun-
tingdon Hallt Was he not too much engros<ed
by the handsome and high-born Jady to whom he
had been paying such flattering attention, to be-
stow even a second thought on onc o negleeted
and obscure as Eva Huntingdon " Tt might be,
and even were it 8o, it was yet pleasant, to have
met a friendly, familiar face, and her heart whis-
pered that her home would not now appear so
dull, her days so monotonous, as they had pre-
viously done. With something like a ehade of
regret, she heard Mrs. Wentworth give orders for
their return, but she made no comment whatever.
As the carriage drove up to the mansion, they
perecived a gentleman leaning carelessly against
one of the pillars, and amusing himsclf by swear-
ing at a servant who was stroking down a fiery
horse at some few paces distant. The stranger,
whom Eva had never seen before, secemed about
twenty-three years of age, tall, but awkward in air
and figure, and with features, which, notwith-
standing their regularity, were exceedingly
commonplace in point of expression. His dress,
too, though fashionable in material and shape,
was adjusted with a slovenly carelessness, be-
speaking an utter want of taste in the wearer,
Though the carriage drew. up almost at his very
fect, he made no movement to assist its occupants
to alight, and after a carcless, curious glance at
Eva, turned to his eervant and continued his in-
structions, though in a somewhat moderated
strain. Eva had scarcely thrown off her carriage
dress when a messenger from lady Huntingdon
demanded her presence’in the drawing-room.
The summons was & most unusual one, and with
a double share of trepidation, Eva ob.yed; one
moment fearing, the next hoping, her mother
would be alone; her doubts were deeided, by
hearing, as she approached the drawing-room
door, the languid tones of the latter, in conversa-
tion with some stranger. On entering, lady
Huntingdon briefly exclaimed, glancing at her
companion:
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“Miss Huntingdon, Sir George Leland. Be- 3
lieve me, Sir George, nothing short of the friendly
regard we entertain for you, and tho great anxiety
You have expressed to become personally ac- - :
Quainted with my daughter, would have induced ¢
me to depart from the rigid rule I have hitherto §
enforced, that she should be introduced to no
Strangers during her sojourn this season in Lon- g
don” $

In Sir George, Fva recognized the gallant g
Joung gentleman, whom she had pereaived a ¢
moment before in the porch, and the opinion she
had formed of him then, was not altered by his
“ubsequent conduct. With a elight bow to the ;
new comer, he turned to his hostess, exclaiming : ;
“She looks & little like 'Gustus—Does ehe ¢
not§° ' 3

“I see no resemblance whatever,” was the icy . é
Teply. « Augustus has dark hair and eyes— ¢
Misg Huntingdon is a decided blonde.” g

“Rlonde or not,” persisted Sir George, “the ¢
Myle of feature is the snme” T

Lady Huntingdon's pencilled brows contracted,

t she betrayed no further signs of displeasure. é

“Of course she sings and playsi” he asked af- ¢
Yer another pause. o
. “Miss Huntingdon neither sings nor plays,” re-
doined her ladyship, laying particular stress on '

er daughter's title.

“No! Why I thought that all young ladies

%0w-a-days, both sang and played. She is quite
1 % ml'it_v,"

PEVN

“I fear, Miss Huntingdon finds your remarks
Tather personal, Sir George,” rejoined lady Hun-
“!?g.don, in a tone whose haughtiness there was no
m’s‘f“erpreting. Sir George glanced curiously at

"3 crimsoning face, and muttering something
w U “ unintentional offence,” sprang from his
!t:; and walked towards the window. After

YIng the prospect from it for some time, he
med again to lady Huntingdon, and addressed
® Sonversation exclusively to her, bestowing po
2 " Notice or attention on Eva than if she were

Hatue, Keenly did the latter feel this neg'lect,
med as she was to the high-bred polite-
Mr. Arlingford, who kind and attentive at

™es, was, if possible, doubly courteous in her
b toe"s. presence. Comparisons most unfavoura-
e Sir George, did she mentally institute be-
ME':I them, and equally did he suffer when
& n the balance with her other friend, tho

Y2 chivalrous unknown. After & tedious

hour, the Baronet took his leave, and lady

mq“:ﬁ:gdon turning to her companion, languidly

1 she admired Sir Georget”
\\M‘M\w‘;
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% No,” murmured Eva.

“ Well, neither do I, but be polite to him—he
is your father's ward.  You had better return to
your studies now. They must never on any
account be neglected.” .

Eva willingly obeyed, breathing a sceret wish
that her first interview with Sir George might be
also her last.  With a satisfaction very different
to the listlessness with which she had listened to
the intimation a few days previous, Eva received
Mra. Wentworth’s next mandate to prepare for a
drive, nor was her ratisfaction undiminished when
she heard the orders given, “to the Park,” though
she had no expectation of meeting the stranger -
there again.  She waa agreeably disappointed,
however, for almost the first individual on whom
her glance rested was the latter, and the instant
he perceived the carriage, he turned out of his
former path and advanced' slowly towards them.
How tumultuously did her heart suddenly beat,
how rapidly did her colour vary, as a second
glance towards him, revealed to her, placed con-
spicuously on his breast, a faded yellow flower—
the flower she had cast away, and which he had
kept and cherished till then. One moment their
eyes met. His were full ofieager joy, of respectful
devotion, hers spoke consciousness l—con-
sciousness, plainly revealed, too, in her varying
colour, in the nervous precipitation with which
she instantly averted her glance. The stranger
gazed after the carringe till it was nearly out of
sight, and then with a smiling lip pursued his
path. His end was gained. Eva knew, recog-
nized him, and already a secret understanding,
an understanding of which no one was cognizant,
which no one could chide, was established between
them. The remainder of the drive passed to
Eva with the rapidity of lightning, so cheerful,
so confusedly happy, were her thoughts; and even
her own apartment, the apartment whose dull-
ness she had so often reprobated, aeemgd bright
and pleasant on her entrance. To add the climax
to her happiness, the first object that met her
view on approaching her table was a letter, the
address of which she instantly recognized as the
handwriting of Mr. Arlingford.

“Oh! this is too much happiness! she mur-
mured, pressing it to her lips. “Remembered,
befriended by both. Surely, I am too bleased, too
fortunate!” '

With joyful impatience she broke the senl, and
more than once did she pause to dash from her
eycs the glittering tears that constantly gushed
to them, The letter was no elaborato master
piece of eloquence, intended merely by the writer
to display his epistolary talents, but written with
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a view to encourage and improve, such as a father
would have written to a beloved child, and its
end was fully gained, for its perusal strengthened
Eva in the good resolves sho had formed, and re-
conciled her more entively with her lot. The only
remark lady Huntingdon made on the letter,
which her daughter took the first opportunity of
shewing her, was, “that Mr. Arlingford must be
cither the most benevolent, or the most eccentric
man in existence, to waste his time writing to a
school girl” :

Eva's life now was anything but monotonous.
Frequent letters from Mr. Arlingford on the one
band, and as frequent meetings with the unknown
on the other, effcctunlly dispelled the feeling of
1solation, of perfect abandonment, which had
marked the first days of her sojourn in London,
Tl‘lle, rio word of conversation, no communication
by writing or speech, had as yet passed between
the stranger and herself, but the unwearying
Perseverance with which he continued to haunt
the places where he had once met her, the satis-

tion, the joy, his countenance ever expre'sscd
on her approsch, betokened that his romantic
Interest was as deep as ever. Several times Eva
had encountered him with ladies, and more than
once with the aristocratic beauty to whom he had
been paying such court the first time they had
Met him after their arrival in London, but the
eagemess with which he at all times turned from
them to her, the ill-dissembled impatience with
Which he listened to their remarks at such a
time, and above all, the expression of deep,
Softencd interest, that ever replaced, as he looked
Upon her, his usual expression of carcless gaiety,
Was proof convincing that sho held a prominent
Place in his memory, if not his heart. That he
should 'interest Eva, engross her thoughts in re-
turn, was not a thing to be wondered at, and the

ive in the park, during which she was ever sure
of mecting him, for he was always there, evidently
&Waiting her, was nowlooked forward to each

Y with an impatience of whose extent she was
herself uncoriecious. Notwithstanding his evi-
dent anxiety to obtain a nearer acquaintance than
the slight onc already established between them,

made no attempt at renewing his former of-
ferings of flowers which had given her such an-
Doyance. Neither bouquet nor message perse-
Cuted her, and this reserve and delicacy, whilst it
tended to throw Eva off her guard, raised him
Many degrees higher in her estimation. Fre-
Quently, constantly, did the recollection of him
hingle with her studies, her day dreams, and often
Eva wishod with & sigh that she could know him
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had heretofore expressed, might be shewn hence-
forth in words as well.

Her wishes were ncarcr their fulfiliaent than
she imagined, and were accoraplished through the
medium of an individual she would never have
dreamed of as being likely to further them. This
was Sir George Leland.  Though a ennstant guest
at the house, owing to the position in which he
stood to the owner, and the partiality of the lat-
ter, who perhaps had his own reasons for the sp-
parent preference, Eva but rarely saw him. Two
or three times, in passing to the Library, she hud
encountered him in the pas-age, but a Low, care-
less almost to rudeness, was the only mark of
attention he had deigned to bestow upon her,
Once only, had she again met him in her mother's
presence, and then, he had acted precisely as be

had done during the first interview, neither ad-

dressing word nor remark to her, beyond a few
ill chosen, embarrassing questions. His indiffer-
ence was more than returned by its object, and
the sound of Sir George’s voice in the hall, or on
the lawn, would send Eva round by a circuit of
double length, or detain her a close prizoner in her
room for hours. Notwithstanding her anxieties and
stratagems, however, she could not always avoid
him, and one evening as she and her governess
were returning from a ehort walk, they encoun-
tered Sir George sauntering along by himeelf.
With a careless nod, he passed on, and this time,
to Eva’s double relief, for another figure, whose
graceful elegance her eye now too quickly reco-
gnized, her heart welcomed, was advancing full
towards them. The stranger caught the mark of
recognition that passed between the ladies and
Sir George, and instantly approaching the latter,
he accosted him in a friendly manner. He scem-
ed to be entreating some favour, for the baronct
once or twice impatiently shook bis head, but
finally, as”if vanquished by his importunities,
placed his arm in his, aund retraced his steps.
Another moment they were beside Mrs. Went-
worth and her pupil, and ere either of the two
could recover from her astonishment, Sir George
“had begged permission to introduce his friend,
Mr. Chester Rockingham.” )

With a stateliness whose frigidity scemed to
extend itself to the very atmosphere around her,
Mrs. Wentworth drew herself up, and the scarcely
perceptible bow with which she replied to the
now comer’s courteous salute, and the stern, ques-
tioning glance she fixed on Sir George, imme-
diately warned the latter that he had done some-
thing either very foolish, or very reprehensible.
Eva was actually trembling with agitation, but
most fortunately for her, Mrs. Wentworth and Sir
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George were both teo much engrossed by their 3
%1 peculiar feelings to bestow any attention on
“h whilst Mr. Rockingham, after one rapid,
lg}“‘ﬁ"g glauce, turned his attention completely
© Mrs. Wentworth.  Sir George, fecling rather
aw"“'iu‘d, beat an immediate retreat, but his
?ompmﬁon, uumo‘\'cd by Mrs, Wentworth's increas-
g stiffiess and alarming abruptness of speech,
“ntinued to walk by her side, addressing himsclf
lusively to her, and affecting all the while not

Perceive hier evident distaste to his advances.
% %on a3 Eva had recovered in some degree
"mher conf usion, she turned her eyes and thoughts

And Mia. Wentworth, if she did not exactly
§ reciprocate the wish, at least listened to it without
¢ any of the indignation or repelling statcliness it
would, under other circumstimees, have most cer-
\ tainly evoked. Then, turning for the first time to
Eva, he took her reluctant hand, exclaiming :

* And you too, Miss Huntingdon, I hope I shall
g have the honour of meeting you again.”
§ The words were cold themsclves and coldly
¢ spoken, yet the earncst, cloquent glance that ac-
companied them, spoke volumes of homage and
§ .devotion, Eva, however, was not sufficiently cn-
? thusiastic to regard this tardy sign of remem-
Serutinize the stranger. Form and features § brance as suflicient atouement for his previous
bore the test well; the latter were, if possible, ¢ neglect, and without a reply, she coldly tumed
Rore fayltless on closer view; the voice, too, which ¢ away. Rockingham looked eagerly, imploringly
" now heard fur the first time, was clear and ¢ at her, approached still nearer, but then, as if
h{gl.ly cultivated, and yet Eva was_somewhat § struck by some sudden thought, turned again to
“Uppointed, It was not that ehe ,.\vns preju- g Mrs. Wentworth, and after enjoining her repeat.
d by the indifference he displayed towards § edly, “to remember him in the kindest manner
erself, though that both surprised and pained § to her nephew, when she should next write,”
e, b § took his leave. Mrs. Wentworth passed no com-

g ment upon the stranger, beyond exclaiming, half
k4
?
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ut there seemed a resemblance between his
1 eag an

of d those of Mrs. Wentworth, a sympathy

tstes and feelings that dissatisfied her beyond
w:"&lre. It never occurred to Eva that all this
** Merely assumed by Mr. Rockingham, for the
:l'mse of ingratiating himself with her gover-
S and so well did he succeed, that the latter,
o denced gt length either by that circumstance

aloud:
“ A sensible, clever young man. Just such a
one as I would wish poor Edward .to select for a
friend I”
Eva, all that evening, was unusually silent, and
her governess attributing it to the fatigue result-
_by the charms of a manner peculiarly fasci- ¢ ing from their walk, took no note of it, leaving
Tating, relaxed n little from ber previous frigidity, ¢ her pupil to the luxury of undisturbed reflection.
le i she diq not encourago his advances, at { Herrevery, however, was not as bright and happy
H:st Suffered them with tolerable patience. Du- ¢ 88 might have been anticipated. True, her eager ;
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Ry COurse of conversation, Mr.. Rockingham § Wishes were at length fulfilled. She had been
“;:::‘Oﬂed, “that he had been at college with § introduced, spoken to the handsome and interest~ §
Eg

+ Edward Wentworth, who wasnow acadetin § ing being who had so long haunted her footsteps,

%‘;and with whom he had been united in the yg.iting with so m&ltex:able and invincible a pa-
Perg 5, the warmest friendship, the result of a § tience, for an opportunity such as the unforeseen ,
ect similarity of tastes and pursuits.” and favorable occurrence that had at length led
‘e ® Mr. Wentworth in question proved to be ¢ to their meeting, and yet. how little had he pro-
ﬂingphew of the lady with whom he was conver- § fited. of that very meeting; how unsatisfactory,
b 80 Mre. Wentworth, who, notwithstanding ¢ bow mortifying, had it proved! What had be-
edagene"al coldness of character,had ever cherish- ¢ come of the friendship and interest his. provious
wag Strong, sincere affection for her young relative, ¢ conduct had given such unequivocal tokens of {
oy - PPOOf against the pleasure of hearing his § Were they all idle pretensions, or had her own
hig e Tacter and splendid talents eulogized, § inexperienced imagination magnified the tokens
. ?e‘nblanee to herself in voice and feature 2 of mere curiosity or politeness into kindlier feel-
‘?ai;hma. on, and whilst she listened to fifty { ings. The more Eva reﬂected'the more disap-
xggq "8 boyish days, all breathing s lofty, § pointed did she become, and with & long drawn
togg, , Pt her thoughts involuntarily softened § sigh, sho turned for refuge from her thoughts to
Tog, him who so generously, so unselfishly, § her studies, still feeling, however, that notwith-
My them, On arriving at the mansion, § standing Rockingham's indifference, her own feol-
exprkockmghnm‘ with his most winning smile, § ings of deep, deep disappointment, she would not
‘gm:‘ss 8 wish, “ that they might soon meet § for any thing have recalled their meeting—ro-
W giy '“‘fl that she might then have somo tidings § called the brief moment of introduction, that had
v him of by dear and absent friend.” invested him with the privilege of addreasmg her,
Riia s VIOV TV Maddaed
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without her being constrained to rcpulse his ad-
vances by a coldness or haughtiness she was far
from feeling. Some days afterwards, Mrs. Went-

. worth and her pupil sct out on a.long drive into

the country, and a short time after they had quit-
ted the immediate precinets of the city, a horse-
man riding at a rapid rate, overtook them. It
was Chester Rockingham, and with a graceful
bow, he reined in his horse beside the carriage.
Eva, after returning his profound salutation, looked
in another direction, and Mrs. Wentworth was
8carcely more propitious; but the new comer had
joined them rich in & charm that was sure to win
him smiles and politeness at least from the latter,
and in an easy though deferential tone, he ex-
claimed

“You cannot imagine, my dear madam, how .

rejoiced I am at this unexpected meeting. It is,
indeed, fortunate for both. This,” and he drew a
Jjournal from his bosom, “ contains important news
relating to the movements of our army in India;
news, which, of course, concerns our dear Edward.
Knowing your anxiety regarding him, I was on
the point of calling at Lord Huntingdon’s, though
Personally unacquainted: with his lordship, to
leave this paper, which has just arrived by the
Overland Mail” :

Mrs. Wentworth thanked him with a smile such
88 rarely irradiated her passionless face, and ta-
king it from him, she murmured an apology to her
Companions, and entered eagerly on its perusal
Mr. Rockingham, after assuring himeelf that she
Was engrossed with her journal, bent towards Eva,
on whose side he had with singular forethought
Yeined up his horse, and exclaimed in a low tone:

“Do you not wonder at my courage in ap-
Proaching you again, Miss Huntingdon, notwith-
standing Mrs. Wentworth’s chilling words, and
Your still more discouraging looks §”

“ Your accusation is one I am totally uncon-
Scious of having merited, Mr. Rockingham,” re-
ioined Eva, with a quiet calmness which was not
Without a certain blending of dignity.

“If looks may be interpreted as indications of

Secret thoughts and feelings, I am still correet, .

and still unfortunate ; but I fear you may have
Misjudged the conduct I was compelled to adopt
during our first meeting. And yet, I was but
Practising a lesson that you, yourself, Miss Hun-
tingdon, must learn, and the sooner perhaps the
tter for your own happiness—the lesson of
Suiting ourselves to circumstances, of adapting
our conversation, our ideas, to the narrow preju-
dices of persons with whom we have not the
falntest sympnthy. Tho task isno casy one, and
still more difficult is that of hiding under & mask
2as
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of cold. indifference, our warmest and decpest
feelings, and yet they must both be acquired,
Will you pardon me, Miss ITuntingdon ¢ and he
glanced, as he spoke, at Mrs. Wentworth, whose
mind was far away in the toils and troubles of
India, too much engrossed in following the course
of her young relative to attend to her compa-
nions, “ Will you pardon me if I tell you that our
last meeting proved you were not as good an actor
as myself.”

“ But before censuring my acting, Mr. Rocking-
ham, you should first tcll me what part T Lud to
act,” was the childish, straight-forward reply.

“You are right, Miss Muntingdon, you are
right,” rejoined her companion in accents which
betrayed a certain degree of bitterness. “ Yes,
you, unlike myself, had no necessity for strugziing
to conceal deep, impassioned feelings, that almaost
mocked control, for affecting a cold indifference
that you, but too truly felt. What! still uncon.
scicus! Do you understand me now{” As le

spoke, he threw back the light cloak he wore, and |

there, next to his heart, lay Eva’s withered flower,
That voiceless appeal was more eloguent than
the most impassioned pleading, and Eva's calm.
pess and self-possession fled before it. Her face
suffered with tell-tale crimson, her eyes averted,
she sat motionless, incapable of framing a reply;

.whilst her companion, with a tenderness of tone

and manner, such as she had never yet witnessed
in another, bent still lower, and whispered ir a
voice audible only to herself: “You have seen
the treasure, the talisman, that has consoled me
through the long weary months that bave elapsed
from the moment I first saw you to the blissful pe-
riod of our last meeting, when I obtained the long
sought, the eagerly coveted privilege, of person-
ally addressing you. Yes, Miss Huntingdon. you
have seen my talisman, but oh! you have not
seen, nor can you imagine, the deep, the reve
rential devotion with which it has been cherished—

cherished too, without a thought, an expectation, ;

of your ever knowing it. Blame me not then,
hereafter, for the indifference or neglect which
circumstances may render it necessary for me to
affect—the remembrance of the changeless ten-
derness with which this simple flower has been
cherished, will alone tell you that my heart and
thoughts are wholly yours. ‘Do not chide me for
this confession, nor yet deem me presumptuous,
for remember, I have asked, I have hoped for
nothing.” . .
He paused, but still Eva made no reply, and
fearing Mrs. Wentworth's attention might be
drawn to her overwhelming coufusion, he turned
the conversation into an indifferent channel. At
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length, Mrs. Wentworth having concluded her
lecture, returned the journal to its owner, and
truly grateful for his attention, shewed no signs
f dissatisfaction at his retaining his post beside
e carriage. During the remainder of the drive, he
fontinued as before, to address his conversation
almost exclusively to herself, and neither look nor
¥ord betrayed any remembrance of the presence
of theip young companion.  Accustomed, herself,
tregard Tva in the light of a mere child, with
tastes, ideas, thoughts, exclusively centred in her

ks and flowers, this inattention did not sur-
Prise, whilst it totally reassured her.  Really en-
3ying (he conversation of her companion, who
Possessed a tolerably, extensive knowledge of
I"diﬁ. owing to the circumstance of his having an
elder brother there, who held a considerable rank
i the ariny, and with whom he was in constant
“_’nc«‘ipondoncc. Mrs. Wentworth obtained from
M a clearer knowledge than ehe had yet pos-
Sessed, of the customs and condition of the coun-
> U in which her beloved Edward was struggling
F wealtl and honours.  The amount of interest
the fubject possessed for "Chester Rockingham
3y be casily imagined; but he. heroically sup-
pre&de his yawns, and Mrs. Wentworth was fully
SMvinced that the topic on which he conversed
::r‘ﬂ; such brilli:&nt cloquence and ease, was as full
l‘eo:»}lm ms for him as for l.xerself. At' lfmgt'h they
dom, cd. home, and Rockingham, anticipating the

Cstie, sprang from his horse, and with his
"l courtesy, assisted Mrs. Weatworth to alight.

va! .
%8 turn came next, and he whispered as ho
B30ded her oug :
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“You must be convinced, now, Misa Hunting-
;:';' t my part is a difficult one to act, yet,
N T lave Leen more than repaid to-day for all;

il oyr next meeling,
T hope ang patience.”

Evq (.lid not reply, even by a glance; but the
;13"531011 of her countenance, as she turned away,
4 the keenly observant Rockingham that her

|
© Was not prompted by either indignation or
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%;:)Oymxce. If ever Eva was favored with rose
Wd“md Teveries, that 'day at least they were ac~

) ed her, and the gift of o splendid bouguet,
. °H?ng morning, which had been given to
Maid, with the simple message: “ For Miss
For o0,” did not tend to dispel them.
fome weeks after she saw no more of her
oy Bien, owing to the caprice of Mra: Went-
%ho always ordered the servant to take a
unt:te OPMte to the one in which they had
e ored bim, but then the daily offering of
Sepy ™ Which were regularly presented her by
Without either comment or questian, and
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3 which she no longer thought herself bound to re-
jeet, proved that she was uot forgotten. One drop
of blitterness, however, mingled in the cup of
Eva’s satisfaction, and this arose from Mr. Arling-
ford’s silence. Twice had she written to him,
awaiting in vain a reply ; and when at length it did
arrive, it did not render her as happy as she bad
anticipated. Tt was much shorter than usual, and
there was a sort of constraint about it, an indes-
cribable ehadowy something which Eva could
neither analyse nor describe, and yet, which ren-
dered her anxious and unhappy. Mrs, Wentworth,
to whom she shewed it, her mother having de-
clined the trouble of perusing any beyond the first,
insisted “ that it was all fancy on Miss unting-
don's part—that the epistle in question was as
satisfactory as any of the former ones;” but Eva's
heart, more than her judgment, told her that it
was otherwise. Perceiving from her pupil’s anxious
looks that she was still unconvinced, Mrs, Went-
worth put an end to all further discussion or con: -
jectures on & subject which she considered
childish and trivial, by coldly saying: “7Tbat
Miss Huntingdon might very possibly be correct”
in her suppositions, and if such were the case,
the simple secret of it was, that Mr. Arlingford
was commencing to tire of the correspondence.”

" With this sad solution Eva was fain to rest con-

.tent, and the bitter tears, the painful regrets it
cost ber, fully counterbalanced the satisfaction
that Chestor Rockingham’s unchanging and fervent
devotion afforded.  Of the latter, who had already
brightened so strangely her monotonous London
life, ehe had as yet said nothing in her cpistles to
Mr. Arlingford.  Actual forgetfulness had av first
beenthe chief eauseof the omission, but ufter her se-
cond meeting with him, whom she could no longer
designate as the unknown, she had fully resolved
to acquaint Mr. Arlingford with all the particulars.
The reception of bis last epistle, however, filled
her with a timidity, a dread of his displeasure,
which she had never known before—which all ber
efforts failed in overcoming, and her correspond-
ing answer, though long and explicit on -other
topics, contained no mention whatever of Chester
Rockingham, the point perhaps of all others

_nearest to her heart.

CHAPTER X.
Asour 4 weck afterwards, Eva was awakened
unusually early one morning by a sudden con-
fusion and uproar through the house, the spund
of loud voices, the barking of dogs; but after a
while all subsided and quiet was restored. The
disturbance was explained some hours later by the
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author of it in person, her brother himself, whom
she met in the Hall, on the way to his mother'’s
dressing room. .

“Halloa! Eva,” he exclaimed, scizing her
hand in a rough though not unfriendly grasp.
“ What! you too, wintering in London! I scarcely
expected this. 'Who on earth coaxed or persuaded
my mother into a step so repugnant to all her
tastes and opinions {”

“ Mr. Arlingford, I believe,” was the hesitating
reply.

“What! Is Mr. Arlingford your champion too

.1 declure be is quite a family benefactor; but

d-propos of this same common friend, do you know
that he is coming to town shortly ”

“ Coming to town!” echoed Eva; the expres-
sion of her countennnce contending between joy
and incredulity.

“ Yes, actually coming, but only for a few days,
to arrange some matters with his London agent,
Preparatory to starting.”

“ Starting ! for where{” was the agitated in-
quiry. '

" “Ireland, Wales, in fact I can’t remember. I
know he told me all about it at the hotel where
we encountered each other, but I was so occupied
at the time admiring a splendid wolf-dog he had
With him, that I paid but little attention to him-
self or what he was saying. But, tell me, how
long have you been domesticated here, and above
all, how do you like Londen ¢

“Very little. I go out but seldom, and nover
8¢e any one.”

" “Oh! another of our lady mother's high-flown
Crotchets] Living like a hermitess in a city, with
old Wentworth for a confessor. Your penanco is
8evere enough, too severe according to my view.
How can you stand it? Why don’t you rebel §”

“Rebel, and against my mother!” replied Eva,
shaking her head with a meluncholy smile. “ You
Counsel an impossibility.” )

“ No impossibility about it. The only obstacle

, lies in your owitegidiculous pliancy of character,

Jour want of common apirit. Witness myself, for
example. Surely, docility and filial submission
re none of my characteristics, and yet, how well
Iget on. Father grumbles, but’ pays my debts ;
Mother lectures, but coaxes and supplies me with
Pocket money.”

“Ah! but my mother loves you,” was the sad
l’eply. L.
“ Mero humbug! No love about the matter at
3L, but T balf frighten her into it. If you do not
P leve me give my system at least a chance.

ut it onoe to the proof, and if it fails, Il give
Jou & dozen of the best champagne. The very
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noxt unreasonable demand my mother makes of
you, resist stoutly. Tell her youll be hanged if
you'll submit to such tyranny, and threaten her
with any awful consequences that may occur to
you at the moment, the more dreadful the Letter”

“Upon my word, Mr. Huntingdon, you are
tutoring your sister well!” exclaimed a clear and
firm voice, and the next moment lady Huntingdon
threw open her dressing room door, and confronted
the two. Eva shrank back, trembling like a leaf,
but her brother, as if to illustrate the doctrineshe
had just been inculcating, snceringly rejoined, os
he turned full towards the new comer.

“ And, since when, may I ask, has the clegant
and refined lady Huntingdon turned evesdrop-
per?” .

“ You do me gross injustice, you pre-umptuous
boy,” she retorted, an angry red flush staining
her colourless cheek. “Your own unmecasured
tones, and your close proximity to my apartment,
precluded the necessity of my stooping to a base-
ness of which I have never yet been guilty. And
even, were it otherwise, let me tell you, Mr. Hun-
tingdon, that the privilege of listcning to, and
observing the conduct of a pair of ungrateful,
unworthy children, is a privilege I not only arro-
gate to myself but look on as a positive duty.”

“ A privilege or duty, your ladyship is perfectly
welcome to, and one which you could gratify
equally by consulting myself on those topics about
which you entertained doubts or misgivings; for,
belicve me, you should hear all my opinions, he-
terodox as theymight be, delivered with perfect and
unblushing candour. Howerver, I suppose, the
meeting being now pver, the conspirators may
disperse. Eva, old Wisdom will probably be
waiting for you, so you had better be off or you
will be getting a lecture in that quarter too”

Eva, thankful for the opportunity of escaping
thus purpoeely given her by her brother, glanced

_timidly at her mother, as she made her exit by

a near door, but not before the latter had exclaim-
in a severe tone : ’

“ Yes, and as the first lesson you will have to
acquire, you will do well to remember, Miss Hun-
tingdon, for the future, that on$ who listens to an
improper conversation, is almost equally guilty
with him who holds it.” :

“Bravo | mother mine! That was a capital hit,
touching up both parties at once; and now sh.i:
it be peace or war between usi  Shall I follow
you to your room, or barricade myself up in my
own, breathing undying enmity and vengeance {”

Lady Huntingdon's haughty features relaxed
into something like a smile, as she rejoined :

“Well, peace I suppose, as you are yet only
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2 novelty amon « us; but really and truly, Augus-
W, your conduct with regard to your sister is
Yoty inconsiderate, to use the mildest term that
“@nbe employed. You know not the danger of
Wfusing sueh jdeas and principles into the mind
of an inexperienced girl of sixteen”
“Oh! never mind the principles, mother, re-
Publicin as they may be, you'll take good care
that they will never make any stand against your
Mthority, How is father {”
“As well as usual, but you have not told me
¥ &, my child, how you are yourself§ The hurried
Blimpse 1 had of you this moming did not permit
of my asking you cither that or any thing clse.”
“ Well, commence your catechism now, mother,
Tam ready to answer it,” and he threw himself as
® ¥poke on the luxurious fautenil reserved for
¥ Huntingdon's especial use. The latter, how-
ever, Paused a moment and then approaching a
i le drew her writing desk towards her, exclaim-
g " Excuse me one moment, dear Augustus, till
w‘" ite a note of apology to the Danvilles. Their
wgi}‘ly soirée comes off to-night, but, of course, I
Jould not think of going, and you here, unless
ted, you were not too much fatigued to accom-
Pany g2
“Oh! as for me, T am completely done up, but
ORot let that interfere with your going. - Remem-
% Lam here for the scason, so we will certainly
. ough of cach other.” Disregarding his injunc-
wmf' lady Huntingdon sat down to her desk;
I8t her son endeavoured to beguile the time
7 Crving his initials on the rosewood back of a
hear him.  Soon wearying of that employ-
en:t’ he whistled a fcy ‘moments With. great
; lhgy »and then threw himself back on his seat
. & prolonged yawn., When lady Huntingdon,
hi::ng concluded her task, glanced towards him,
sion 5(; :S Were bent on the ground, whilst an expres-
. Unusual, of almost anxious thought, rested
s handsome features.
"xni“\“gustus, what are you pondering on1” she
u ’ﬁl\gly enquired. “Is the subject as agreeable
e oi;e‘:ingr?ssing " He slightly started, but soon
4 with a laugh that sounded somewhat
%‘:ﬂne‘d; “I was just endeavouring to cal-
uy de;:“c}l will mount to the highest number,
%  of honour, or the soirées I will be in-
™ w'm the course of the winter. .
© Jest instantly shadowed his companion’s
With anxiety, and she exclaimed: :
o fre:}(:r;e to heaven you have been committing
ollies—contracting no fresh debts!”

too ::’“g Huntingdon, however, was apparently
k

«

Ay, S engrossed in examining the design of the
overing of the couch to heed the re-
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mark.  Again Jady Huntingdon repeated her
question, adding with irritable fretfulness:

“ As it is, matters are as bad as they can be;
and I have information to impart, that will not
tend to make them better.”

“Well, give us it then, at once, be it good or
bad.” .

“ But, you have not answered my question yet,
Augustus.”

“ Mercy on us, how you do worry one, mother!
No. Will that do you 1"

The raised, cxcited tone in which he spoke,
deterred his mother from pursuing the subject
farther, and she exclaimed with a sigh, “ You
remember, we had caleulated on being able to
discharge your debt to Mr. Arlingford, through
your sister Eva's means; but I find we were mis-
taken. As far as she is concerned, there is not
the slightest difficulty ; but that hypocritical,
bigoted woman that brought her up, insulting
your father and myself in her very grave, has
left the legacy she bequeathed her, so securely,
so entirely placed under the control of a couple
of executors, perfect strangers to our family, that
it is impossible for me to obtain even a farthing of
it, beyond the sum allowed for her own private
expenses. What do you think of that{ Is it not
too bad 1"

“T do not know, mothgcr. Perhaps, 'tis just as
well,” was the careless reply. “Though I am
anything but scrupulous or fastidious, the idea
of robbing that little simple, innocent Eva, in so
cold-blooded a manner, has annoyed me more than
any other piece of rascality I have ever yet been
guilty of. Were it father, I would not have the
slightest compunction, looking on him as I do, in
the light of my natural friend or foe, whichever
you will.” )

*“’Tis easy for you to profess and preach gene-
rosity,” rejoined his companion peevishly, “for
neither your debts, their number, nor the mode of
paymient, ever costs you one moment's uneasy
reflexion. 'Tis I, I alone, ongwhom the whole
burden falls; but you never remember, you never
think of that” )

“I would remember and think of it twice as
often, if you would not be alwaye taumting me
with it,” he muttered, turning impatiently from
her. “No wonder, I should hate .coming down
here, no wonder I should insist upon a separate
establishinent, which I must .and will have next

year, for my appearance is ever the signal for the °

commencement of & series of tiresome recrimina-
tions and admonitions, that sicken and worry me
to death.” :

Lady Huntingdon was too deoply hurt to make
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any reply, beyond the hot tears that despite her
cfforte gushed to hier eyes. "T'was an evidence of
wonkness, the cold impassible womnn of fashion
Tarely gave, and her ron, really touched by it, and
regretting his hastiness, added in a gentle tone :

“ Well, mother, do not mind what I have said—1
did not menn it; but the truth is I am tired to
death, and talking of my debts and difficultics at
such a time, is cnough to drive me out of my
senses, Let us leave the aggravating subject,
then, and talk of anything else youlike. On every
other topic I will give you all the information
You'can desire.”

Lady Huntingdon's heart -rarély 'if ever per-
‘mitted her to reject the olive branch, when her
Wayward -child -chose to proffer it, -and after a
Moment's pause, during which she ‘recovered,
‘though with considerable effort, herself-possession,
she rejoined in her usual affectionate “tones:

“ Well,in that ¢ase, Augustus,tell me what parti-
‘cular gpell detained ‘you so much longer in the
Cuntry this year than usual 1

“ What spell detaincd me § Why, really mother,
Thardly know,” was the somewhat embarrnssed
roply. “In the first place, Middlemore kept ‘me
& full fortnight longdr than I had intended, 'and
then, those Lawtons, influcnced, it may have been,
by very generous, but to me most troublésonte
"hospitality, would not hear-of my leaving till we
‘hﬂd‘m\xmally ‘bored each other to death.”

“Ah! d-propos of the Lawtons, Augustus, do
You know that they are lere?”

“ 80 much ‘the ‘worse, ‘then, for mc; I must re-
‘Pay them for ‘their -civility in the -country, 'by
'Playing the gallant to them now in town. Have
_You called on them yet "

“Cettainly, my dear child, I did :not lose ‘an
?lour in doing so. How wonderfully lady Mary is
Improved ; I epenk not only of her personal ap-
‘Pearance, but of her manners. They are so high-
‘bred, so polished. She scemed -charmed “to hear
‘that you'were-expacted so soon.” '

“Then you might have hinted o her ladyship
“that the feeling is anything ‘but ‘reciprocal.  You
Bieed not look so incredulously in my faco, mother.If
Jouare a good physiognomist, youwill read there,
‘that T-admire but few women, and lady Mary
least of all. A hauglity artificial being, ‘With

"Hothing frank- or natural about her.”
"“And yat, Aogustus, T -have heard it hinted
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% know. Your ladyship speaks as if they were

ties, walks, into which you are fairly foreed, pay-
ing compliments which are all but put into your
mouth. No, I feither like lady Helen, lady Har-
rict nor lady Mary ; und what is more, never could
like them.”

“ After all, my dear child, perbaps 'tis just s
well; for though they have high eonnexions and
an unexceptionable position, they are actually
pennyless.  No, Augustus, your couutless debts,
your reckless extravagant habits, render it abso-
lutely necessary that you ehould wed an hicirevs”

“ Well, if that is the only hope your ladyship
has to hold out to me, *tis certainly a forlorn ene,”
was the laughing rejoinder. * No,no, my present
difficultics, -bad as they are, must be doubled,
trobled,-cre they will be able to drive me to so
desperate an alternative.”

“ Nonsense, Augustus, do not tatk so childishly.
Remember, your father hag all but sworn that be
will not pay another farthing for you.  You have
: contracted liabilities or: all sides, Lesides being the

debtor of Mr. Arlingford to an immense amount.”
g “There, mother, you go driving at those debts!
2
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: Will you ever leave me or them alone ¢

3 “Well, well, my dear boy, I am only alluding
g to them as a secondary matter, merely to illus-
§ ‘trato the truth of what I was raying about your
¢ wedding an heiress.”

$  «But where are those heircsses, I would like to

; -some article of merchandize to-be obtained for the
$ .mere asking.”

Cleveland.”

§ “Why, there .is your own cousin, -Madeline
9
$

)

“ Yes, but my own cousin, Madeline Cleveland,
would ‘not have me. She seems determined to
obtain a eoronet:at least in-exchange for her for-
tune.” . .

“ Well, there is the rival heiress, Sir John Mur-

"ray’s stylish and shewy daughter.”

“Yes, but I would not have her. In short,
‘mother, you need not be wasting either your time
-6r-talents in'matrimonial essays on me, for when
-Augustus Huntingdon changes the life with which
‘he is perfectly eontented at present, notwithstand.

-ing ‘his debts and his duns, it will be fo please
‘himself and none else.”

“If ‘such is-the ‘case,” réjoined "his companion
rather coldly, “I will say no more, but I trust
“your anti-matrimonial prejudices will not interfere
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W0 or three times, that'you'wére juite: empressé -3 with the general deference, the polish of tone and
'ia that quarter.” “manner, you owo society.”
__ “Empresss | What do you understandby thatt ¢ Oh1 ‘not nt all,"mother mine. Believe me, °
's‘“gibg'dmes,whon you are openly roquostod by ¢ ryour dutiful eon feals :ns ‘solicitous ns ryourself,
lady to do so, escorting her on pleasurerpm- § 'sboutvetainiug the laurels, his powers of fascina-
iae TS
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tion have won for him in fashiomable life; but
there, his condesecnsion stopa. Remomber the
Motto T have adopted, insteadsof our hideous
fnml\ Grifling, with their stupid protestations of
inviolable const: ey and valour, is: ¢ My smile for
the ny; wmy, my heart for none.”

“For none ! Are you sure of that Augustus 1
asked his companion in a jesting tone.

It may have bLeen the shade of the crimson
Curtain falling suddenly on him as he changed his
Position, certain it is his cheek gained a deopor
glow ps she spoke, but with the graceful playful-
Ness that rendered him o universal a favorito in
Society, but which he so seldom deigned to-exhi-
it in Lis own home, he rejoined, as he raised
lady Huntin, gdon’s delicate band to his lips:

“For none, savo you, mother. Its hopes and
ctions are yours alone.”
That speech, uttered as it was in idle affecta-
tion of sentimont, amply repaid lady Huntingdon
U weeks of neglect, and when her son, with an
"surance of his speedy roturn, left the apartment,
¢ murmured to herself, with a sigh.of intense !

h“PPmess. “that ghe was indecd, a thrice blessed
Wother

(To be continued.)

THE GUARDIAN ANGEL

——

L

Wy 1 sat, at-twelve years, in the vineyard's .

cool shade,
Where the flowery citron, and sweet orange .

‘8pread,
the soft breath of Spring kissed: my fm-ehead,
and played .
ith the clustering -curls, that adorned any
Joung head ; b

;;’:e to me whlspered, so sweetly and ‘kind,

& thrill .of wild plewxrethmughallmy 4

I me ran ; ) :
¥as'not, the dock ‘nor the bell, nar the'wind, 3

K

or the voice of a woman, of -child, or of man. '
By
Tt

% "twag thou it was rou! O my angdl divine'l :“

A AR A NAAAAN A AR e

AR VAAAARA AR A VAR N

ANVARAA A AAANRAAA AN S

' TR'E CALABRIAN WOMAN'S 80NG. §

n:‘ thy loving heart whiéh then whxspered to
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And when later I 'woke, to feel Love's magic

spell,
Am}l repose, with my love, ‘neath the tall
sycamore :
And when his warm kiss, as he bade me fare-
well,

Thrilled the depths of my being as never before,
Then the same wond'rous voice, in my bosom I
deard ;
And how sweet were the songs, which it sang
there to me;
But twas not my lover's step, nor his swest
parting word,
Nor tho echo of lovers, who:sung by the sea.

Tt was-thou! it was rirou ! :0:my angel divine!
It was:thy tender heart that vesponded to mine!

ut.

‘When a mother, 'yet youthful, I vaw round ms
‘aeet

All the gifts that high heaven had vouchsafed

tome;

My dear husband, ny {riends, nndﬂwsetreasmeo—-
80 sWeet—

. Which played 'mong the flowers, or reposed on
my knee;

Then again in my heart, that mysterious worp

" Bang softly of joys scarcely dreamed of before;

Jt was nor the zephyr, nor song of the bird,
Nor the voice -of the fishers who&mled on the

But twas thoul it was Trou! O: ‘my aogel divinel
It was thy gentle.heart t.hataang saftly to-mine

.

Now, alas! I am aged, .and broken, and weak,
«And my once jetty ringlets are scattered and
v BTeY;
All the beauty-of youth has forsaken my cheek,
«And I live but to weep, aud tosuffer and pray ;
Yot eenin. my -heart that straoge voice doth
. Tresound;
- dt.soothes my sad soul with its wonderful song;
But ‘tis ‘not ‘the same that.in youth made me
‘bound, -
. {Nor:the loved voice of him I've lamentod solong.

It is thou! O my guardian! my.angel divine!l
&t.is -thy tender .heart -which :now .eoerows like
mine
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Wirn the deepest emotions of joy did Francis
d’Auvergne find himself once more in his native
land ; but many long long leagues intervened be-
tween him and his home; and still suffering from
the cffect of the trials they had endured, they set
out towards Avignon. Ilaving hired a boat and
two stout oarsmen, they proceeded as far as the
navigation of the gentle river, at the mouth of
which Bayonne is situated, would permit, and then
continued their route by land.  Francis, eager and
impetuous, bounded onward over the sunny plains
of Gascony; but Malcolm restrained him, and
urged him to pursue the even tenor of the way in
which he pursued his onward journey. Francis
emiled.

“ Ah!" he said; “but you are not going home,
nor does the safety of the object dearest to your
heart depend upon your speed I’ :

“No; but perhaps the safety of a sister, an only
sister, dcarer perhaps to my heart than aught you,
who are blest with three sisters, can ever know !

But tell me truly, were Isabella McDonald and .

Your own fair sister placed in the same jeopardy,
to the rescue of which would you first hasten #”

Francis paused ; at length looking into the face
of Malcolm, he said:

“ Isabella, I think ; yes, Jsabella! she is dearer
to my heart than even Antoinette d’Auvergnel
Malcolm, should it not be soi”

“T do not know, as I am still enough the brother
to prefer a sister’s to all other love, and perhaps
the soldier is not enough excluded from my heart
to give the ladye-love entire possession! But it
may be, that the emiles of your bright-eyed sister,
may complete the victory which, during my
month at Avignon, she nearly won, and kindred
ties be laid low before the shrine of the god of
love.” .

“Methinks poor Antoinette, docs she seck to win
Jour love, has engaged in no light task; for al-
though a year has nearly gone by since I transferred
her to you, you scem still heart freo. Ahmol
but I fear it will be long ere you know the joys
of domestic bliss1”

“And I would aek, my noble fricnd, what are
Jour own prospects of domestic bliss, that you

thus bestow the burden of your fears on me?
You have often assured me that I may win your
gentle sister, and my vanity prompted me to be-
lieve it. Now, while I certainly prefer her to all
other maidens, and would not reruple to lay my
laurels at her feet, and offer her the tribute of an
honest heart, and would, were she in danger,
hazard my own life to scerve her; yet if, on cur
arrival at Avignon, I ehould find her the bride of
another, it would not cost me a sigh, scarccly a
regret; and well do I believe it would not pule
the roses on her cheeks, did we never meet ugain;
still I believe our happiness would, were we
united, be as perfect as if I had encountered
danger and toil for her sake, and she had discarded
numerous lovers for mine ; and much as you seem
to look scornfully on my coming lot, yet would I
rather my ladye-love were safe beneath her father'’s
towers, than have before me the arduous task of
searching for a lost fair one through the wilds of
Germany [”

The words of Malcolm had touched a tender
chord in the breast of Francis; it served to show
that his seatch might probably be useless, and that
domestic bliss might never smile upon him, and he
almost envied the stoical philosophy of his friend,
and began to suspect that too deep affection might
not be always productive of happiness. But he
smiled at the remarks of Malcolm, whom he had
before believed not very susceptible of the tender
passion; but he maintained his argument in favor
of fervent devotion to the object of his attachment;
and thus they wiled away their time, as they pur-
sued their onward way toward the plains of
Avignon. After, a weary journey of many days,
the proud towers of Avignon's ducal palace burst
upon their view, and very joyous were they, that
a day of rest was before them. They approached it,
andright hospitable was the reception given by the
parents to their son, and the sisters gladly sprang to
the arms of the long absent brother, while the deep
flush of crimson, which rushed to the cheek of the
fair Antoinette, told that the friend of her brother
was not yet forgotten.  Great was the sympathy
of tho parents for the sufferings of their son, and
many were the schemes devised and abandoned,

v * Contiriued from page 134,
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o the reseue of the fair Isabella, and several days

:s“lfbs\"d away. At lengthit was ngrc.cd that
p oul\‘iu‘ friends, disguised as wandering mmstrc.ls,
- Pf‘*\‘c(‘d to Lindendorf, and endeavor, while
SINg in jts neighbourhood, to learn the locality
the ldy Tsabella.  Their disguises were ob-
®d, and all things were in readiness for their
‘fn;:‘t;:‘, when, on t'he very day bcfon? they set
Bior; A ey were taking A short oqm.zsmxm excur-
Ve‘rel ‘%(\?lm was thrown from his horse, and
S injured by the fall.  He was borne to the
" “&and after a few hours anxious watching over
'inc’emeuil\voke o consciousness ; and with joy
ee (-‘ ey fo\.md t.lm he might yet recover from
¢ts of his misfurtune.

I mlll‘ds' too enger to resume the search for his
‘“"lninm 0 await the recovery of Maleolm, de-
ed to proceed alone to Lindendorf; and the
Y he set out, leaving the luckless Malcolm
%o‘f] t‘"}d?r care of the lovely Antoinette, and
T inhabitants of Avignon.
~S:\n°i3‘“'vnt forward on his way, and after a
"icini;ne Journey, found himself once more in the
. of Lindendorf. How did his heart beat
yewfv“"n emotion as it once more burst upon his
ity to;vwhef\ he reflected that probably beneath
TS, held in vile eaptivity, was she to whom
v}, plfghled Jhis heart’s young love; but how
herg :0' friendless and alone, with none to aid him,
.U the midst of encmies who would combine
{ s‘,“.i:.‘ im, perhaps sacrifice his life for his teme-
i v Cflect her rescue. For several days he
_.*°d in the vicinity of the castle, well sus-
\ '.m\\\“‘ s ascumed character; but yet he had
e tothing of Isabella, when one evening, as
: n,_}.: ““105:1)' passing a small grove, two men
‘ < forth, ang scizing him, threw him to the
§ nige> =4 tightly bound his hands, and then
! the > M, the smaller of the two threw off
' iscgy *k that concealed his features. Francis
! s vored, what he had before much feared,
'® Was in the hands of Gustavus de Linden-

=4

dorg,
treg rancis stond in the presence of his enemy
lgg‘. and calm; hut the shade of decpeuing twi-

:L’c“‘“cmled the corpse-like paleness of his face.
'“ "% placed his face close to that of his rival
wy 3hed exultingly, as he exclaimed:
u::“"me, thrice welcome to Lindendorf! but
th 0": long delayed your coming| Methought
¢l g for.my fair Isabella, would have sooner
‘¢ hither! But permit me to conduet you
mc"f‘tl‘?:. I would keep thee no longor from
. oePlh\hues! ‘Why, man, it was but a shallow
{ W Ly Pretend to disbeliove that Isabella was
‘ Sivgg, :h"d‘“‘f; but my fair sistor was not de-
% %W tho whole, and eent me wamning
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of thy coming, that I might be well prepared to
reccive my illustrious guest ; 8o, noble sir, permit
me to conduct thee to my home, and much I grieve
that it is not more worthy of thee!”

Secizing his victim by one arm, while the vicious
Otho, the agent of his master’s will, caught the
other; they dragged their struggling captive for-
ward, despite his resistance, until they reached
the subterrancan passage connected with the
prison-house ; this they entered, and traversed its
dark and winding way, until they reached the
strong iron door, which led to the small open
space before the castern wall of the castle. This
was carefully locked, and then Gustavus turning
to his luckless rival with a gravity of manner, more
trying to the mind than the most cruel mockery,
remarked ;

“You see that I am resolved you shall enjoy
your visit in security!  Nought shall disturb
your repose, it shall be both quiet and long!
Come! my noble guest, permit me to conduct
you to your apartments|”

“ Cease your brutal exultation!” cried Francis,
vehemently, “if I am in your power, let that suf-
fice you. Use that power as it may please you,
either to condemn me to hopeless captivity in your
gloomy castle, where thousands, perhaps, have
dragged out a wretched life, or died by the mur-
derous hands of the lords of Lindendorf, or let now
your sword put an end to your fears of him, who,
despite your efforts, gnincd from you the love of
Isabella McDonald ! But know that you will never
gain her love | you may, by brutal cruelty, compel
ber to yield to you her hand; but her pure, her
priceless love, will still be mine, although I may
lie cold in death—cut off by the hand of him, who
called himself once my friend, but by the mean
spirit of rivalry, is transformed into a foe! Lead
on, proud victor, I await your bidding "

“ Come, then, and honours which were never
yet conferred on a guest at Lindendorf, shall be
thine; for its lord shall attend thee, and the hire-
ling menial shall approach thee not, save this, my
trusty Otho I and again taking the arm of Francis,
he led him into the castle,—unresisting where
resistance was in vain,—he passed up a narrow
staircase, and then stood in a long and gloomy
hall. On one side was the solid wall of that eide
of the prison-house department of the castle; on
the other was a range of apartments, the closed
and bolted doors of which seemed to proclaim
them the wretched captive's home; and at the
farthest end of that long chcerless passage,
ascended another staircase, towards which Gus-
tavus led his unhappy victim. Francis drew back
as they approached it, but Gustavus drew his arm
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more closcly through his own, and led him onward.
They ascended it, and passing down a narrow way
between two rows of closed apartments, Gustavus
pointed to a door, and bade Otho open it. Drawing
forth a large bundle of strong keys, the worthy
menial proceeded to obey his lord, and with a
creaking noise, which grated harshly on the cars
of him so soon to be its inmate, the door swung
back, and revealed the interior of the gloomy
apartment.

“Come!” cried Gustavus, “ this goodly chamber
will henceforth be thine, your future home, and
much I hope it will be suited to your mind!
Others, noble as yourself, have occupied it before,
and none dare question the hospitality of Linden-
dorf!”

They entered it ; & small low bed, which seemed
not for many years to have had an occupant, stood
in one corner, a rough table and a stool, completed
its furniture ; and one small window, grated with
bars of iron, admitted air and light, although the
light but served to retieve the gloom of the cheer-
less room. Upon the naked walls, the cobwebs
and mould of ages, hung in masses, the floor was
thickly covered with dust, and all was sad and
desolate. :

“ Well, dear friend ” cried Gustavus, laying his
hand on the shoulder of Francis, “ what think you
of your fature abode? is it not sufficiently gorgeous
for even the future duke of Avignon? suits it not
the favoured lover of Isabella McDonald, of whose
love you boasted but now? But would you know
where is the besuteous maid, whose heart you
think so surely your ownf Come thou hither,” and
he led him to the small window, through which
the moonbeams were gently streaming, and point-
ing to the summit of a distant mountain, said:
“ Look at that mountain height; beyond it lies a
quiet dell; there stands a lovely little cot, my
own favorite resort, and there is now, not yours,
but my Isabella; for the heart you once thought
all your own, I have lured from thee! and her
once fancied love for you, has passed away like a
summer dream! and I shall soon be the happy
husband of her whom you thought all your own;
and when the bridal triumph bursts upon your
ear, and all Lindendorf rejoices in the happiness
of its future lord, then will you know that Isabella
is lost to you forever ; and now, if you are lonely,
You may solace yourself by gazing on the moun-
tain, which looks down on the abode of my
Tsabelln! and now, farewell, and may & happy
night await theo I”

He cut the bonds asunder, which bound the

of his captive, and, followed by Otho, left
the room, Francis stood irresolute on the spot
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where they had left him.  He heard the key tum
harshly in the rusted lock; he heard the receding
footsteps, until they died away in the distaneo,
and then he threw himnself on the Lard benol, and
dark were the thoughts that eaine rushing o'er Lis
mind. Not one ray of hope now dawned nypon
him ; no chance of deliverance was before him s
full well he knew the strength of his pricon—the
utter folly of each thought of escape. He re-

, membered that on Lis former visit to Lindendorf,

he had noted the strength of the wall, that cuvircied
the castern part of the castle: he thought of the
ponderous door that sccured the aperture of the
subterranean pas<age; of the strong door, which

' led into the building itself; then of the w.ll

secured entrance to his own apartment; and mere
than all these, to him, was the rclentless, the im-
placable nature of his jailor, a Luarrier azzinst
every hope of liberty. But that he was doomed
to end his days in dreary solitude and hopcless
imprisonment, appeared but too probuble, or at
least until Gustavus had sccured tle hand of Ixa-
bella. The thought wis maddening, and he cursed
in the bitterness of his heart, the cruelty of Gus-
tavus, in not at once ending a life which must be
prolonged but in the depths of wretchedness. He
did not even think of escape, he knew its uscle:s-
ness, and despair threw its toils around Lim. In
his agony of heart he arose, and paced the floor
of his prison, a prison far more dreadful to him
than the loathsome dungeon fromn which the hand
of the fair Theora had delivered him. His
thoughts went back to all he had suffered from the
Norwegian bondage, and gladly would he have
been now their captive, with nought before him
but a bloody death, to escape from the power of
Gustavus de Lindendorf. Then came the fear
that Malcolm would follow bim to Germany, on
his recovery from the effects of his fall, and thus
fall into the same snare; and his heart throbbed
almost to breaking, when he thought of the sorrow
of those fond friends who would moumn, but never
know their fate.

Suddenly he paused before bis little window,
‘and looked out on the landscape, now shrouded in
the gentle moonlight. The window was of just
sufficient height to allow him to gaze forth with
ease, and his eye was fixed on the lofty summit of
the distant mountain, which Gust:vus had said,
towered above the abode of Isabella. Not one
thought of doubting the words of Gustavus, came
over his mind ; he had known him teo well for
that! and long and anxiously his eye rested on
the spot near which his dearest treasure lay,

“ Could I but burst this detested thraldom, my
adored one!” he cried, “how soon would I once

e
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more clasp thee to my heart! how soon would I
bear thee from the power of Gustavus de Linden-
dorf! But no! it cannot bel a captive to him
who bore thee from thy home, thy kindred, and
from my forvent love, must 1 drag out a wretched
life, and possess not even the hope, that in the
dungeons of the Orkneys, sometimes cheered me,
that thou wert safe beneath the towers of Glenel-
vinl  Isabella, Isabelln, why did we ever meet?
was it that we might learn to love, and thus be
doomed to misery, the misery of this dreadful
Separation{  But now I can look forth, and know
that my cye rests on the landmark, which notes
thy dwelling place! and Gustavus shall win thy
hand; then well 1 kuow that the same roof, detested
though it be, will form our home, until the weary
chords of life give way, and death, the friend of the
¥retched, ehall set the captive free I
Ko sleep that night came like a welcome guest
' the couch of the unhappy Francis &’ Auvergne;
bour after hour he paced the narrow limits of his
Prison, or stood gazing on the mountnin summit,
directing his auguished vision to the spot where
Tested his now lost Isabella; and the rising dawn
Tought to hizn no joy, for it only served to show

the utter hopelessness of every effort to escape .

from Lig captivity. <
The moming was considerably advanced, when
the silence was broken by the sound of approach-

ly sccured as before.

' ong unbroken monotonous tide.
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ON THE DEATH OF AN EARLY FRIEND,

Wheo visited the South in the vain hope of resto-

ration to health.

Thou art gone where sorrow comes not |
Passed the dark and dreaded stream,

Where the radiant spirit wakens,

~ From life's brief and troubled dream.

Bister! daughter! friond! we would not
Cull thee back to earthly pain,—

But the tender tica that bound us,—
Oh1 we weep their broken chain

- Sharer of youth’s brightest pleasures,
Friend of life's maturer years,
Loved alike in joy and sadness,
True in sunshine and in tears;

Link’d with memory's dearest treasures,
Garnered ia ber holiest cell,—

While the pulse of life is beating,
There shall thy dear image dwell.

Far from hearts that fondly loved theo,
Cherished scenes and household ties,
Wooing health where balmior breazey * -
Wake 'neath fairer, calmer skieg,~—

Thou in hope still, stili confiding

Ing footsteps ; the strong bolts were drawn back; Yf:&‘;h;,:f&;g::iﬁe:gf balm,
the door unlocked, and slightly opened, and the § San){ to vest, rostgnod m:l‘gca.lm,
of Otho placed within the room his morning § § 8
Meal, and then the door was again closed, and ¢ Death the silver chord hath loosened,
§ Burst the bonds of carthly love; .. ¢
. cis felt no dread of poison conveyed 2 Yot the eye of faith discerns thee - |
thi\x the faro provided for him, and he partook of f In the spirit land above.
e substantial bLreakfast. He felt refreshed and ¢ . . .
"Wigorated, and when his repast was finished, sat 'I'h;r ¢ the broken lﬁks 0;;1’.1' “?“dsl“P .
%1 with much more tranquillity of mind than - omll ““?Wd“ golden c.t';:": .
had ever again hoped to feel.  As the shadows _where Jove’s drooping, Withere  flowrets,
of evening closed im, refreshments were again ; In new beauty bloom aguin.
Touglit in Ly Otho; and thus passed the first lono Friend beloved ! oh, may we meet thee
a;_)' of Lis impr'xmnment: at Lin.dendorf.. Day When life’s shadowy course is o'er,
%r day passed slowly in unvaried routine ; no Where the spirit pure and Loly,
*¥ent occuried to mark even the most trivial Sin shall know, nor suffering more.
"Mge. At morn and eve invariably, did Otho
+PPear to bring his food, and if Francis addressed Hallowed be the turf that wraps thee
he turned away in silence, and left lim to his In thy last and dreamless sleep,
“ary solitude, and in this manner his life flowed Memories fand, like guardian angels,
Ever there, shall vigil keep.
(To be continued.) Dear thou wert, and mourned, how doeply |
: Docpor far than words can tell | ’
. "Till the grave yields up its treasuro,
Sister! daughter! friend! farewell.
HV.0
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THE QUEEN’S OAK.

A DRAMATIO SBKETCH.
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“TrE Queen's Oak, which was the scene of more than one interview between the beautiful Elizabeth,
(Woodville,) and the enamoured Edward (IV.) stands in the direct track of communication between
Grafton Castle and Whittlebury Forest; it now rears its hollow trunk, a venerable witness of one of
the most romantic facts that history recorda!'—-—Mtu Strickland’s Lives of the Queens of England.
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Scexe—The Forest of Whittlebury—An an-
cient oak of i se size, beneath which stands
KElizabeth Woodville with two lovely boys, one
of whom sits at her feet, playing with the acorns
which strew the turf, while the elder clings to
her dress, looking inquiringly into her face.

ELIzABETR (gazing earnestly through the trees.)
y comes he not?

"Tis past the hour of noon,
And the fierce sun, e’en through these leafy boughs,
Finds cunning entrance, with'ring with his rays,
Infensely hot, the timid forest flower
That loves the shade, and at his burning touch
Shrinks panting to the earth—moves not & leaf—
Hushed into silence are the wild bird’s notes, |
8ave when beneath her leafy covert, one
In low soft voice calls her more distant mate,
0 murmurs in return a liquid sound,
Brief, but most musical, and with quick flight
Ruffles the sleoping leaves to gain her side.
Are ya not weary, sweet ones? weary and faint
For your accustomed mealf waiting, I trow,
1s Cicely, and marvelling, her darlings,
With their truant mother, come not back *
Before the dial points the hour of noon.
RICHARD.
Let us begone, dear mother ;—thou didst say
Thou wouldst be home to taste the noble buck
Oount Oswald slew 1 \
ELIZABETH.
Good troth, did I, my sweet—
But patience yet awhile, for yonder winds
Now near, now far, the swift and echoing chase,
Sweeping at will through the old forest glades
With horn and hound, and shouts of merry men,
As if to mogk my hopes.
RICHARD,

Ah! mother dear,

T'would J had a stesd—that famous steed
My father roda, when ho led on the charge
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"Gainst the pale rose in proud St. Alban's field,
And would for Lancaster.
ELIZABETH (speaking hurriedly, and looking around
her in alarm.)

Hush, boy! I pray,—
These leaves have ears, and whisper to the winds
Our lightest words, which, babblers as they are,
Will bear them hence, and breathe into his ear
Who wears the White Rose on his regal crest,
And holds your fate, dear precious ones, and mine,
At his command.

RICHARD.
And if he doth—yet mother sweet,
Again I wish, I had that gallant stced
My father rode, that I might mount his back
And spur him on, to where king Edward rides
Amid his huntsmen bold—and though they
laughed

And jeered my puny form, I would look bLrave,
Nor cower beneath their gaze—but to the king
Thy message bear, and bring him to thy side.

ELIZABETIL (caressing hini.)
God bless my boy! he hath his father’s heart,
Beating with pulse as high at valorous word,
And melting ever at the sound of wo,
Like a soft girl's—safe 'neath that silken doublet
Let it lie for long years yet. But well I know
When time has shed its down on that red lip,
And nerved with manhood's strength that childish

arm,

Thou wilt stand forth a champion brave, my son,
For all whom death has reft of earthly stay,—
For all whom human wrong to suffering dooms.

RICEARD.

Dcar mother, yes—that will I ever do,

And then we'll live again in our fair home,

And nono shall drive us thence—and thou wilt
sile,

As thou wert wont to do, nor look so sad,

As if thy heart would break for Bradgate’s halls,

And our dear father slain,
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ELIZABETH (sadly.)

Al, my sweet boy!
How many memories, to rend my heart,
Thy words awake—c'en while their tender tones,
My loving one, shed balm delicious
On its bleeding wounds.
But list! a sound
8tirs the still air, and now it breaks—a chorus
Full and deep of horn and hound! and on they
come,
Rushing with headlong speed in the wild chase,
Throuzh brake and briar—crashing the forest
boughs,
And mad with haste, leaping o'er hedge and
ditch !
A merry sport, my boys, for merry hearts,
But ours have deeper thoughts to press them
down,
Mine hath, at least—who, homeless, desolate,
Lack ¢'en a shelter for the orphaned ones
Who bide with me life’s fierce, unpitying storms,
Bcating relentless on their tender heads,
ith none on earth to shield.

THOMAS (the younger boy prings suddenly from

the ground clapping his hands as he exclaima)) -

Oh, mother, look!
A hunstman comes! all white his steed with foam,
And see, his hunting spear,~'tis red with blood!

RICHARD.

Ha! he hath slain the deer!—it is the king—
Tknow him by his crest.
ELIZADRTH,
It is, my boys,
The royal Edward,—let us stand aside,
And wait his coming. Give me each a hand
And ye ehall plead for me and for yourselves,
%0r fatherless ones,—who have, alas, no sire,
© advocate your cause.
retreats close to the. broad trunk of the oak,
and with her children on each side of her, awaits
the approach of the king. He slowly advances,
leading his horse, and peering earnestly through
the branches of the tree to discern the Sigures
loaiting beneath it. .As he comes nearver, she
Moves a few ateps forward, standing with a sup-
Plicating look before him, as he raizes the droop-
thg branches and confronts her. '
BWazp (in an animated tone as he gazes upon
her.)
A ‘Whom have we heret
"8els of grace! what white-robed messenger
th left your courts with infant cherubs
her 8miling train, to bring glad tidings
More unto mant Speak, if of heaven,—
\M
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Or soft! tho radinnt smile of the fair Woodville,

Now we recognize, and haste to ask

What guerdon she would crave of England's lord ¥
ELIZABETIL

A humble one, your Grace, and yet if granted,—
Most rich to me, and to these orphan babes,
Will be the boon.

EDWARD,

And, Iady,—Edward answers in those words
‘Writ in the holy record, which perchance

Thou may'st have read,—though thou should'st

ask of me
Half of my kingdom's treasure, it is thine.

ELIZABETIL
Thanks, sire,—an act of justice I but uwrge,—
And that,—if fame of royal Edward's rule
Essays the truth, I shall not urge in vain.
EDWARD.
Fairest, say on,~unto so soft a pleader
Will we not, by act or word of ours,
Gainsay fame’s fair report.
ELIZABETH.
Permitted thus,
Boldly, most gracious liege, my suit I name—
Praying that it may please thee to restore
To these fair boys, the old baronial halls,
Where first they saw Heaven's light—their heri-
tage
And birthright,—where their sire,
She pauscs abruptly and in emotion.

EDWARD (slightly frowning.)
"Tis well to pause
Ere thou dost nnme a traitor to my ear.
Madam, I promised much—but gave no pledge,
To heap reward on treason, which erewhile
‘Was rank in this our realm. Say, is it right,
My hand should yield those forfeit manors back
To kie posterity, who drew his sword
Against our righteous cause, and with his blood
‘Watered the roots of the Lancastrian Rose,
That it should redder grow, and so eclipse
The fairer beauty of York’s stainless flower -
ELIZABETH (proudly.)

1 plead no traitor's cause,—for he, my lord,
‘Whom thou dost brand as such, was a true knight,
Loyal and steadfast to a holy King,— -
Firm in defence of a most hapless Queen,—
The noblest, bravest that e'er wore a crown.
For their just rights, and those of their young heir,
He bravely foll—my only solace this— .
That ho proved true—truc oven unto death,
To those ho sérved. .
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Epwanp (aside.) )

(A fearless tongue she hath
For lips so coft] But I will humble her.)
y, thou art o’er bold for one, who hath

So denr a causo at heart. Thinkest thou the boast

Of fealty and love, xhewn by thy lord

To Laneaster's proud house, should win for thee

A guerdon from our hands 1

ELIZABETIL,
I axk no guerdon—

Justice alone, <o may it please your Grace

For these dear boys, T erave,—orphans they are,

And gty pped of their inheritance, by those,

Who to my lord bore deadly maliee,
en for the exercise of that same virtue,

Themeclves affect to prize—loyal adherence

0 & cause deemed just; and love unfaltering

T‘_‘ the anointed king, before whose sway

8 infant knees bowed down.
EDWARD (3ternly.)
And these fair boye,

For whom thy eloquent speech so sweet distillsae
ould’st thou with their restored inheritanca,

tow on them the layal spirit too,
ich led their father to his bloody death?
ELIZADETH,
Certes, your Grace; it is a plant should thrive
each young breast where truth and cournge
dwell— ’
80 my sons shall write it on their hearta,
it shall be to them, as to their sire,
@ Watch-word of their lives.
EDWARD (angrily.)
Beshrew me, madam,

Treason such as this should not pass unrcbuked,

Were these boys men, and thou, their father,
Yered such rank words to our very beard.

ELIZABETH (eagorly.)

Pa.rdon' my licgo,—of loyalty, not trenson,
ere my words,—and for these innocent ones, -
¢y know no prince, or king, save him, who sways

The sceptra of this realm. Kneol, darlings, knedl,

Yield obeisance to our sovereign lord.
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ELIZABETH.
Unto thy regal sway,
I render, sire, faith and obedience due
Yet Ulame me not, that in my licart of heurts
Duty and love till undivorced, survive
The wreck of all their greatness, to whom first
The loyal homage of my childish heart,
Ilearned to yieldl—whose every joy, that Licart
Has warmly shared, and suffered in their woes,
With pangs as keen, as those which for its own,
With deadly shafts, transfixed and pierced it
through.
EDWARD,
Madam, forsooth, thou art most plain of specch,
Borrowing so little of the courticr art,
That wer't not for its grace, none would mistrust
Thou hadst been bred in courts.  Yet, we furgive
Thy loyalty, to our discrowned cousin,
So thou wilt pledge thysclf to train these boys
In true and loyal duty to oursclf.
ELIZABETHL
Thanks, gracious sirc,—towards this wished for
end
I will fulfil, right trustfully my part,—
And the more zealously, that thou hast laid
My lady mother under bonds to thee
For the o liberal dowry granted her
At thy behest, when in sore straits, after
The recent wars.

EDWARD,

And if such trivial service,
Lady, ‘wcigh with thee, are there no other
Acts thou canst recall, to stir up memorics
‘Which shall win for me, in thy roft breast,
Some touch of kindly thought, to render sweet,
A subject’s duty, yielded now perforce *
At the stern bidding of necessity 1

ELIZABETH.

Not so your Grace ;—as England's crowned king
1 bow before thee,—thus, in token true

Of willing homage, shewing fealty
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(76 her children,) (Bends her knee before him.)
EDWARD (imiling as he raises the doys) | "To thee my soveteign lord. *Tis freely given,
Nay, lady fair, in t'hifom, sylvan chase 4 ‘Not bought by any act which thou hast done
. @ hold no court—but ever are well pleased Yor me ot mine, though many such there be,
, b loving leiges all, wherever met, Which have there record here.
' ith courtesy to greet. Pardon, that we (Placing her hand upon her heart)
’ Constryed g, ill thy words,—deeming to us EDWARD.

ngloynl

ty they bore,—but now with joy .
Iy, 2, We rcjoice, that thou, so long
wﬂ"ﬂune wedded to the Lanicastrian house,
* hurture in thy heart dur 6wn White Rosa,
thou dost wear ite snowy purity

Nay, name them not ;—
If freely lavished, or like golden coin i
Proffered in payment just, thy loyal faith,
Not as my due I take, but thankfully,
As one, who hought expecting, still the more
Prizos tho generdus gift ; deeming himself

, . " - Y e
AEAAL N AAAAAKACCIALCCIAALATAAALLICTAATAAIAL AL EAALE AT LAACTTIAA TV LA CTTLAAIA AAUATLAAALALTAIALAA T LT 1 LT AALTAATATAAAR VAAATAAAAA T TAALTTIA LTS S TAALTVAAVAAALIALA L IAA

.
AR AT AL LA LA VA AAARA A AAARAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAASARAAA AA A A AL ASAA L LAAA LA LLAAAAAAAAA LAAAAAAAAAAAAAALL S L AT TA T TATAA T TL LT LA LAAAL SRR AN AA SRS

A A A A A T TR AT A A AT AR A T A A T AT AR A AT A T T I A A A AT TR AT LA A T AR A AT A A TTA AT AT T T A RA AT AT AN TR LT AT S AN A NS NN NN N

AAAAAAAAA VAR VAANAAAAANAAA

“\MM\\\\“\M\\\*




L
Y FIIAAA LA TA A TAIA R T T AR TR T AR AR AAA AR R AANAAANAA NN

¢
’
’
|
2
’
?
¢
2
!
¢
¢
¢
?
¢
2
’
?
4
i
)
‘
)
’

14
¢
’
’
¢
’
’
i
/
/
’
i
,
¢
4
1
/
’
’
‘/
4
?
?
¢
4
4
’
¢

I3
$
4
é
s
’
!
’
I3
3
¢
?
i
2
i
$
lg
’
’
}
’
}
¢
4
!
I3
I3
I3
¢
I3
§
¢
s
¢
‘
’
$
?
¢
]
’
’
[3
4
¢
¢
?
I3
’
‘
‘
‘
{
’
I
I3
¢
?
¢
¢
’
‘
$
?
?
?
¢
.
¢
¢
¢
4
:

Y

TIIE QUEEN'S OAK. « 165

A 1A+ 1 AT A A2 A T3 1A TR VA AR AR AAA AR ARARAAAAAAAAAAARA AR AAARAAAAAAANAAAAAAAAAAANAARAAAAAAANS

Beyond an price enriched by the rare jewel
Cast into his hand.  Not on his regal crown,

Ut in his heart, does Edward, fairest one,

Tgladly yieig
EDWARD.
And "Tis won too lightly,
Contents me not,—nought will content me *

DQP“‘%\:L worshipped image cherished fondly

O stir eac gentld pulse to throbs of bliss.

Sure[y

Thi“k'St thou T

W

Wl;’seﬂess bud, amid the blooming band,
Clug €foWned with daisies, Anjou's emblem flower,

. Me dissevered us—for thou wert linked

Set

the pure gem thou givest,~more happy far,

8 to have won thy true and loyal faith,
an to have conquered kingdoms by his sword.

Your Grace doth far o'er estimate the worth ~
f my poor loyalty.  Such as it i,

ELIZABETH.

18 freely thine, and not the less sincere
4t still my heart, to him who was my king,

29 pining in durance, is leal and truc,-

that my love follows in her sad exile,
Yal Margarct, my late gracious mistress,
d her princely son.

"¢ coveted meed, not of thy duty only,
ut thy love,

Such a5 5 subject to her monarch owes,

ut

A::‘tih these poor children clinging to my knees, ’

EDWARD,
We will content us,

Lady o;r and bright, with the small moiety

thy duteous faith, it pleaseth thee to give ;=
ting by fair desert, to win ere long

ELIZABETH,
Sire, 'tis already thine;

¥, but to live, shrined in thy young heart’s
(Passionately.)

“’lcro’

ELIZABETR (colouring and offended.)
¥ king Edward strangely doth forget
bigh estate, and mine, so low, alas!

esolate,—that thus in this lone wood,

Done to aid, he breathes such burning words
my cold ear, Remember, sire,

EDWARD (impetuously interrupting her.)

¥

, Remember! yes!
; e'er forget that summer day,
°% in-Queen Margaret's court I saw thee first,

Yred around their lion-hearted Queen,
Tavely beautiful. Silent they stood,—

t}?y ¢ espicd, save for a moment’s glance.
U, fair Woodville, from that very hour
eart enthralled, Lady, thou knew’st it well |

ter’s dark fortuncs, wedding one
MAMAAAAAAAAAARAA

lmnone save thee, fairest, where all were fair, -
Byt

- Yet never sued till now. Thou wert the bride

Who by his valor, long that cause upheld,
And fell defending it.
Me, adverse winds
ossed from thee—yet not far,—for as the eye,
Though distant, still beholds the golden gleam
Of the bright star which best in heaven it loves,
So through war's clouds, and fuction’s troubled
mists,
Still, still T watched thee, moving calm as peace,
Tranquil as faith, all beautiful as love,
Amid the din. I saw thee lost to me,—
Blessing anotlier with those matchless charms
I coveted above my kingly state.
But then again, crowned with a cypress wreath,
All pale and sad, a mourner for the dead,
I saw thee stand,—and, shall I it confess }
Joy, rosy joy, was busy at my heart,
For then——
ELIZABETH (hurricdly inlerrupting him.)
Enough! Your Grace.
EDWARD.

Nay, not enough!

And yet, thou know'st the rest—boots it it to say
How I have watched thee—followed—worshipped
thee!

Of one, who at the root of my White Rose
Aimed deadly strokes, and well nigh severed it
From its fair stem—and yet for thy sweet sake
I all forgave, stilling the angry ery .
Which in my ear forever shouted, “ Vengeance I”
And for thee, ay, all for thee, fair lady,

I have seeming been, both blind and deaf

To the dark treachery of Beaufort’s line,~ *
Thy baughty lady mother, the chief traitor

Of them all—heaping on her, instead ’

Of iron bracelets, and a carcanct

Of linked steel, forged in a fiery heat,—

Meet ornaments for her most rich desert,—
The goodly lands of Grafton’s princely manor,
And & fair dower of gold. x

ELIZABETH.

Thou hast been, sire,
Gracious and ‘generous, in its utmost need,
To our poor house, nor have thy bounties yet
Been lavished on ungrateful hearta, ‘

EDWARD.

. I know it well; )
But wound no more mine ear with words 8o cold;
Like ice they fall upon my burning heatt,
Failing with all their freezing power, to quench
The lava heat of its consuming fires.
Thou did'st erewhile prefer to me a suit,
And it is thine, so thou wilt smile on me,
And reign herceforth the mistress of my life.

Y
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ELIZABETIL ELIZABETI. ;
And on no other terms shall Bradgate's halls, I thank thee, gracious king,— ¢

My children’s fair inheritance, be theirs?

If o, then it is lost,—homeless we are,

Homeless we will remain. The heart's affections,
Sire, cannot be bought, though all the manors

Of this fair broad land against such treasure

In the balance lay.

Yet cannot speak my thanks; too deep they lie
For human words to reach.
EDWARD.
I ask no thanks,—

Only that richer boon for which I've sued,—
Thy precious love. Wilt thou deny me that{
Thou hast bewitched me, lady—men do say
Thou hold'st thy lineage from a sorceress—
Or rather from a beauteous water-nymph,
The fairy, Melusina, who decp down ‘
Beneath the rushing waters of the Rhine,
In a fair crystal palace holds her court,— ;
There crowned with lilies white she weaves the

spells .
Which render potent all her elfin race, '
And teach her fair descendants how to witch
The hearts from out men’s breasts.

B N P N

My children, come;

Let us go hence—since we have sued in vain .

For rights withheld, we must henceforth abide

Poor pensioners, upen your grandame’s bounty,

Till comes the hour, when in young manhood
strong.

Ye shall go forth to win the home denied.

(8he takes her children by the hand, and vith a
slight obeisance to the king, turns to depart, but
impetuously throwing himself before her, he pre-
vents her purpose.)

. EDWARD. ELIZABETH (smiling.)

Wilt thou go thus? Nay, lady, tarry yet,
Nor e'er depart with such a look of hate
On thy pure brow. Is it such foul offence

A legend wild
Of the old house of Luxemburg, my liege,
And by its enemies full often uzed .

For kings to sue, that thou should'st angered be
At one soft word? For by my halidom,

I speak a verity. whea I do swear

Ilove thee with mare strenzih than I can bate,—
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EDWARD. ;
I: matters not—sacuress or woman, lady,
Thou hast won, by aid of mazic art,
Or else by rarer and more potent charms,
My hedrt’s warm homage ; and I proffer thee ;
A life’s devotion, and a queen’s high state, ?

e

Ceans

Who have beheld my vengence spend its force
Upon my foes—the mountain avalanche

Which headlong sweeps, engulphing all in ruin
I8 less terrible to meet. Nor sought I

To make purchase of thy love, but proffered
Bradgate as a pledge, no more, that it was mine,

. ELIZABETH, ;
Remember, sire, that I the daughter am,
Ay, and the widowed wife, of noble knights,
Sworn foemen to thy house, but champions firm
Of the Red Rose.

EDWARD, T

I know it, and forgive :

All, for thy sake—as, fairest, I would do
Darker offences, so thou wert to be
The bright peace-offering, ‘twixt me and my foes.

ELIZABETH.

BT

I pray thee, sire, permit me to go hence,

The lengthening shadows, show, noon is o’erpast,—
And since my suit proves vain, I must away.
Soon will repentance follow on thy words,

Nor would I longer stay to hear thee speak, |
What should be left unsaid.

EDWARD.
What can’st thou meant
How hath thy suit proved vain; and what, I pray
th my tongue uttered, thus to wring rebuke
From thy fair lips? That which thou asked is
thine— .
Thy children’s birthright,—that familiar home,
ere first their infant voices learned to lisp
eir sweet young mother’s name.
Would’st thou aught else?
Tl make 'no terms with thee, but freely give
. Fen as I promised, half my kingdom's wealth

ELIZABETIL
But all will say, thou mat'st unworthily,—
That England’s king should choose a maiden
bride, ) .
And one more richly dowered.
EDWARD.
Ay, that may be;

And I could find, perchance, one rich in lands,

One dowered with countless hoards of yellow gold,

And decked like some sultana of the East,

‘With gems of price. - Yet these were poor, indeed, |

To nature’s wealth—to the soul’s beauty,
. Glancing through an eye as morning soft,

ot
¥

A A N e AN A A i S AL S S

¢
;
é
:
§
|
:
$
P
$
I
$
:
4
P4
$
¢
:
$
:
N
C
:
s
é
i
‘
$
§
:
|
§
4
¢
¢
$
§
§
‘
§
H
¢
¢
:
;

Al e s

.5 Atthy request. And lustrous as the star that lights the eve,
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hps‘fo checks—Dbut vain are words to name,
Yo 3, that defy all language to describe.

W we wanton with the eloquent blush
% ‘:‘ Pure cheek, though it delights our eye
Bur, ;'e 1ts sweet mutations come and go.
Uy w:’ We would be answered—gentle one,
T o, ot tempt thee by ambition’s lure,
¢ our heart and throne %
FLIZABETH.

Wy My liege, ambition,
l e onece stirred in me, is voiceless now.
™ ('x: lesson learned of earth's vain hopes
Yy, PY promises, that bids me set
A
Uy

T best g . i
nev“ﬁ\ ctions high, where storm comes not,
er

ife change mars the full beauty
® radiant scene.

EDWARD.
Biy, And hast thou, then,
% }:;:d thyself from all enchantments here,
“ommunion with an unseen world 1
St ELIZABETH,

%
» YOUr Grace; strong ties still bind me
.Ward,

AAAAAAAAA AR AAAAAAAAAA VAR AAAAAAANAAR A AL AR ANAN

8
%mt:l Must, while these young helpless beings
which ‘z are. But when that tenderest chord,
n? d“th this lower earth enchained my heart,
Y, . . %38 rent, T then with tearful gaze,
e"‘ght unu“" upward flicht of my lost friend,
“lig},t ough the partings of my sorrow’s cloud,
l‘hel-“n €arthly from that blessed shore,
&t:p lengo, ¢ footsteps eped—a light, whose

Vg 20 M soul with rays divine,
iagloq 1ts darkness, and from deep despair,
Ay to tha_t Joy, born of a heavenly hope,
O 'sx;{ Inner sense, the mystery strange
'I},‘tm ef life revealed—for then I learned,
G"ne,s-y 33 the soul from its snd teachings
F\q%!;m"mrtnl treasures to itself,
4 Yo Possessions, which ne’er cankerous moth,
5 hw%:‘)n’l)ding rust can e'er consume,
§ ;' it clt:e bo.dy must,—will it arise
; »u Algy, Y prison-house to heavenly joys,
feey; Progress in all knowledge—blisse—
{ i oot on to full fruition

a"& . “essedness, as dream of earth,
chured to the thought.

W
W ARp (gazing passionately at her.)

Most sweet enthusiast!

wepe aims thy thought, though Heaven a
* th

' y .
Ty PIEy,

: ‘mid sister angels,
"nlt.-en ™ay be. Yet, need I tell thee,

‘ P‘ﬂh'. J€aven jtself, to those who best endure
w and penalties, will brighter be,
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And well we know, who wear a monarch's crown,

That in its circlet lurk more ills to conquer,

Sharper thorns to wound the aching brow,

Than line the sackeloth robe of holy eremite

Who one long act of penance renders life.

Wilt thou not win thyself a higher place

In that bright heaven, tow'rd which with upward
aim,

1 too aspire, by lending thy sweet aid

To my endeavor i—cheering thus my path,—

Oft hard beset, with toils the slave knows not,—

With thy dear presenco? coveted full long,

And now besought with carnest, heart-full love.

ELIZABETIL,
My liege, thou dost too highly honor one

Unworthy such high place in thy esteem,
One on whom fortune:

EDWARD (inlerrupting her.)
Fairest, thy pardon,— -

But we cannot hear from thy sweet lips,

(A rosy casket garnering bright pearls,)

One word of self-abasement. Trust me, sweet,

T'll take no nay from thee, but pray thee ponder

The hint I've briefly spoke neath these green
boughs,—

A goodly trysting place this royal oak,

For royal is it, and in memory sweet,

Of this auspicious hour, it shall henceforth,

Baptized by us, be called the fair QuEEN'S OAR—

A right fair name; since 'neath its summer crown

Of foliage green, we for our realm and heart

A queen have woed; and with the coming morn,

In seemlier guise than this rough-hunting suit,

Will seck her presence bright, in Grafton's

bowers.

There, a8 we trust, to win her soft consent

To our fond choice. Till then, sweet one, adieul

1 could not leave thee~—no—not yet—not yet—

But that I hear the huntsmen’s near approach, *

And only for thy sake I say, farewell,—

Soon, soon to meet again.

The horn winds—huntemen scen through the
trees—Elizabeth retreats with timid haste lead-
ing her children, and Edvward looking after her
a moment, mounts his horse and plunges into
the greenwood to meet the approaching train.

FROM THE GREEK.
Han,, universal Mother! Lightly rest,
On that dead form,
‘Which, whm with life invested, ne’er oppress'd
Its fellow worm.
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TIE ST. GEORGE.
BY TIIEODORE 8. FAY.

It stood in the artist’s study: all Florence came
to look at it; all examined it with curiosity ; all
admired it with eagerness; all pronounced it the
capo d’opera of Donatello, The whole town were
in raptures; and lovely ladies, as they bent from
their carriages to answer the salutes of dukes
and princes, instead of the commonplace frivoli-
ties of fashion, said, “Have you seen the new
statue by Donatello §”

Is there an art like that of sculpture? Painting
i8 & brilliant illusion—a lovely cheat. Sculpture,
while it represents a reality, is itself o reality.

- The pencil pours its fervid hues upon perishable

canvass, and they fade with the passing air; but
the chisel works in eternal marble, and strikes
out a creation, immortal as the globe, and beau-
tiful ns the soul.

“ 1 told thee, Donatello,” said Lorenzo, “ thou
wouldst excel all thy rivals.” :

“Fling by thy chisel now,” cried another,
“thou canst add nothing to that”

“1 shall cease, hereafter, my devotion to the
antique,” cried a third.

“The power of Phidias!” exclaimed one.

“The execution of Praxiteles!” eaid another.
» “You will draw votaries from the Venus,”
Whispered a soft Italian girl, as she turned her
Welting eyes on the old man,

“The Apollo will hereafter bend his bow un-
hecded,” cried an artist, whom many thought the
best of his day.

Among the crowds that flocked to the studio
©f Donatello, was a youth who had given some
Promise of excellence. Many said, that, with
Intense study, he might one day make his name
bo henrd beyond the Alps, and some went so far
83 to hint, that in time he might tread close on
the heels, even of Donatello himself ; but these
Were sanguine and great friends of the young
D0An; besides they spoke at random. They called
this etudent Michacl Angelo,

He had stood a long time, regarding it with
fixed eyes and folded arms. He walked from one
Position to another; measured it with his keen
8lances, from head to foot ; regarded it before,

hind, and studied his profiles from various
Points. The venerable Donatello saw him, and

Bwaited his long and absorbed cxamination with
10 flattered pride of an artist, and the affec-
Aomte indulgence of a father. At longth, Michael
i "Zelo stopped once moro bofore it, inhaled a

,?i‘& breath, and broko the profound silence,
bo; Wants only one thing,” muttered the gifted

“Tell me,” cried the successful artist, what it:
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This is the first censure which my Saint
George has clicited. Can I improve! Qan T
alter{ I« it in the modelling or the marble?
Tell me ¢

But the eritic had disappeared.

Donatello knew the mighty genius of Michael
Angelo. e had beheld the slashes of the suered
fire, and watched the development of the * God
within him.”  “Diavolo” cried the old man;
“Michael Angelo gane to Romet and not a word
of advice about my statue. The scapegrace ! hut
I shall sec him aguin, or, by the mass, T will ful-
low him to the eternal city. lis opinion is worth
that of all the world. DBut one thing?” Il
looked at it again—he listened to the niamars
of applause which it drew from all who beheld
it—a placid smile rettled on his fuce—* But one
thing I what can it bet"

Years rolled by.  Michael Angelo remzined at
Rome, or made excursions to other places, Lut
had not yet returned to Florence,  Wherever Le
had been, men regarded Lim as a comet—roe
thing fiery—terrible—tremendous—sublime. His
fame spread over the globe. What his clixdl
touched it hallowed. Ile spumed the dull cluy,
and struck his vast and intenscly-brilliant conce-
tions at once from the marble. Michael Anzelo
was o name to worship—a spell in the arts—un
honor to Italy—to the world. What he praiscd,
lived—what he condemued, perizhed.

As Donatello grew old, his apxicty grew more
powerful to know what the inspired eyes of the
wonderful Buonarotti had detected in his great

wants,

- statue.

At length the immortal Florentine turned his
steps to his native rcpublic, and as he reached
the summit of the hill which rises on the side of
Porta Romana, he Leheld the magnificent and

lorious dome, and the slender Canyanile shining
in the soft golden radiance of the sctting sun,
with the broad topped tower of the Pallazzo
Vecchio lifted in the yellow light, even as to-day
it stands. :

Ah, death! can no worth ward thee. Must the
inspired artist's eyes be dark, his hand motion-
less, his heart still, and his inventive brain as
dull as the clay he modelst  Yes, Donatello lies
stretched on lns last couch, and the light of life
is passing from his eyes. Yet, even in that awful
hour, his thoughts ran on the wishes of his past
years, and he sent for Buonarotti. *

His friend came instnntlﬁ

“I an going, Michacl. {:hisel isidle? My
vision is dim; but I feel thy hand, noble boy, and
1 hear thy kind breast sob. I glory in thy renown.
I predicted it, and I bless my Creator that I have
lived to see it; but before I sink into the tomb, 1
charge thee, on thy friendship, answer my ques-
tion truly.” )

“ As I am a man, I will”

“Then tell me without equivocation, what it is
that my Snint George wants$”

*« T'he gift of speech,” was the reply.

A gleam of sunshine fell across the old man's
face. The smile lingered on his lirs long after he
lay cold as the marble upon which he had so
often stamped the conceptions of his genius.

The statue remains—the admiration of poste-
rity ; and adorns the exterior of the Chicsa &'Or
San Michele in Florence.
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THE CONDEMNED.

BY H. V. G

I¥ the summer of 1836, I was returning to my
New England home, from a long journey in the
Far West, which was at that time what California
0w is—the El Dorado of speculators, But I was
Dt secking a fortune there; health was my only
object, T travelled leisurely on horscback, though
Sometimes accepted the convenience of a steam-
At and my natural desire to reach my family,
¥ held in check by the daily benefit reccived
oM continual exercise and change of air.
Surrounded by the glorious scenery of the Alle-
8hanies, solitude could never weary me; there
Were voices in the gushing streams, and compan-
lonship in every form of life that sported existence
In the sunlight and the shade. When I entered on
fhe rural districts of Pennsylvania, the fertility,

industry, ang good husbaudry manifested, made

™Me in Jove not only with nature, but with my
*Pecies, while the scattered villages, which peeped
%ut from a mountain's side, the more ambitious
OWns sweeping to a river's edge, and numerous
ries, taming the Naindes of a stream to turn
their ponderous wheels, all reminded me that the
«escmdents of the Quaker colony had taken
celsior” for their watch word, and were ready
© Vie with the sons of the Puritans, in the great
*h of improvement. _
iy '0 heat of a July morning began to be oppres-
uu:,' my weary steed, by indubitable tokens,
m::"smd his opinion that a stable and refresh-
w ;ﬂi \vogd be welcome, and in truth I was my-
thelg ooking anxiously for some fricndly house of
T, for we had travelled many miles since
Teakfust, and the country, though beautiful, was
1Y lonely. 1 took from my pocket a road book
K “onsult, as we toiled slowly up a long stecp
N 8nd way still poring over it when we reachod
oy ds'"“mlt, when my sagacious companion, with a
. n;“"“, gave such a sudden impetus to his speed,
e g, tly threw me from the saddle. Raising ny
.~ ifom the book, it fell on a quiet littlo village,
at t?m foot of the hill,—one of those sweet
Visi:.‘v:}xc,l burst so charmingly on the wayfarer's
hy, o ke the magic of a fairy tale. There it
thyg bedded in green hills, which socmed to
Ut a carc-worn world from its peaceful

w .
. *ings; it was surroundod by young orcbards
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of pench and apple, and past it rushed a clear,
brawling stream, tumbling madly over a dam, and
turning the wheels of a saw mill.

My horse pricked up his cars, and giving him
the rein, he dashed over a rustic bridge, and in a
full gallop, brought me to the door of the village
inn. Consigning him to an ostler’s charge, who stood
with some half-dozen men and boys lounging on the
stoup, I entered the traveller’s parlor, and most
inviting it looked from its perfect neatness—the
nicely sanded floor, the snowy curtains shading the
small windows, and the old furniture so well pre-
served and polished with daily care. There seemed
to be no sound in the house, save the monotonous
ticking of a tall clock which stood in a comer, the
dial of which was embellished with a ship, that
moved on the bright blue waves, with every vibra-
tion of the pendulum. - The hour hand pointed to
eleven, and being too early for dinner, Iordered some
slight refreshment, and passed a half-hour looking
over a country newspaper which lay on the table,
while my horse enjoyed his oats and a ehort repose.

It was eight miles to the next town, where I
proposed to rest till the heat of the day was past.
It was the county town of C——, my host in-
formed me. The name awakened pleasant memo-
ries, for it recalled to my mind an intimate college
friend, named Morley, with whom I had enjoyed
many happy hours, in the happy years of college
life, and ‘who, some twenty years before, had
entered the ministry, and been ordained over a
church in C——. For some years after leaving
college, we usually met at the annual commence-
ments and on other public occasions; but our
residences were far apart, and we found few
opportunities of continuing a personal intercourse.
For a long time we exchanged frequent letters,
then they became far and farther apart, and at
last all direct communication ceased. But he
always held a high place in my regard, and as my
good fortune had brought me near his residence, I
resolved to plead the privilege of an old friend,
and claim the hospitality of his house.

As I approached the town, I was surprised to
find tho population of the whole country abroad,
as if on some merry-making oceasion. I hastily
ran over in my mind & list of all tho holidays

A
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which were considered canonical by our grave
ancestors, and by them transmitted to their pos-
terity, and as it was ncither a Thankegiving nor
Election day, nor Independence, nor even a Fast, I
was somewhat puzzled to imagine what occasion
could eall abroad such numbers of grave working
people in the middle of a working day. All the
vehicles which man’s ingenuity could have in-
vented, sinco the days of William Tenn, scemed
to be put in requisition.  Old lumbering carts and
Jersey waggons, ono horse chaises and more am-
bitious earryally, and bachelors’ sutkeys, which for
once admitted a partner, all came in constant sue-
cession pouring out of the town, and all filled with
men, women and children, of every grade in socicty,
in full glee, as if they had thrown their cares
aside and taken the day for enjoyment. There
were besides these, numbers on horscback and on
foot, many, I am sorry to record, incbriated and
stagoering at that early hour, and from the brutal
expression of their faces and their coarse laugh, it
was evident that rude gossip and ribald jests were
passing freely amongst them., Mingling with this
motley erowd were strolling musicians, with their
hurdy-gurdies and hand organs, and wretched
monkies, tricked out to please a vulgar populace,
eruel boys with poor little caged birds held up
for rale, and squirrels tortured on their revolving
wheels, with all the countless hangers on who
follow a crowd, whether in the highways of the
country or the streets of a city. One thing sur-
prired mc; it was an entire absence of the drab
coat and broad brim, in a district which numbers
80 many Quakers with its population.

" I entered the town, which seemed not less alive
than the country had been. But it was the settling
down of a crowd; the restless clements were
apparently subsiding; a few scattered groups
might be seen talking together, a few noisy boys
Were driving their hoops or playing ball; but the
greater number were listlessly retumning to their
dwellings, and the strects resuming their quictude,
Bome half-dozen school girls, with their sun bon-
Dets thrown back, almost stopped to stare at me,
and as I love a cheerful young face, I checked my
horse and said to the eldest: .

“ Pray, my little miss, what is going on among
You, that cvery body is turning into the strects
to-day ¢

“ Please sir,” she answered with a low courtesy,
“its Mary Ellis’ hanging day, and the school
ma'rm hins lot ua all out to sco her; overy body has
8one too.”

I was literally struck dumb with astonishment,
I looked at the girl,—that young, impressible

" Greature, wero her moral sensibilities already
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deadened, that <he could have looked unmoved on
such an appalling sight?
trembled on my tongue, and my thonghts were
perhaps divined, for the whole troop ccapered
off like so many wild little spirits, and T pursued
my way burdened with troubled thoughts,  All
the beautiful visions whick had hegviled my

Sornething like this

solitary travel were overshadowed. The hope of

o regenerating  socicty,—on what could it rest?

Where could the moral refornier cast Li- seed) i
even the pure heart of childhood waus this carly
sown with tares?  If parents and teackers could
permit their children to withess 2 sighit at which

R R 3

the angels might weep,—the extremity of ahuman

ereatwre’s degradation,—if they could expo-c them
in their innocence w the depraving influenees of
such a scene, and show, by their example, that it
was an oceasion of excitement,—not to say of
pleasure,~how could those children grow up more
humane, more sensitive to suffering, more benevo-
lent and kindly disposed than their carly in-
structors

While revolving thoughts like these, I reached
the door of my friend’s house. I could not mi~
take it ; there was an air of comfort and refinement
about the simple dwelling, that marked it out as
the fold of the good shepherd. There was the
white paling and the green enclosure so smoothly
shorn, a few graceful shrubs and flower beds, taste-
fully disposed and kept with nicest care. Two or
three venerable clns drooped their protecting
branches over the roof, shading the liutle porch,
which was covered with clematis, while the sweet
white rose, carefully trained, almost hid the win-
dows, and as I alighted, I saw bright young faces
pecping through the leaves, to catch a glimpse of
the coming stranger.

My fricnd received me with the utmost cor-
diality. My horse was ordered to the stable, my
portmanteau sent to the spare bed-room, and my-
self at once installed as a privileged guest in the
family. Time had dealt kindly with my friend;
the pliant features of youth were set in a firmer
mould, and his form was more robust and manly;
but the same benevolent expression lighted up his
face, and the same intellectual expression beamed
in his eyes, but more elevated and refined, as each
step in lifc had led his devout and earnest mind

-into nearer communion with the spiritual and

unseen. ‘
Mrs. Morley was a gentle and attractive woman,
lovely sho scomed to me in her matronly grace and

- dignity, surrounded by her blooming family, and

peculiarly fitted to share the duties, and brighten
the hpme of a Christian pastor. The well ordered
dinner was & luxurious repast to' me; my long
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ride since breakfust had given me a keen appetite,
and the miseellancous fare of inna and steamboats
for many weeks, heightened the relish of a com-
forfable family meal. There had been no bhustle
and no extra preparation ginee my arrival—tho
cold joint lefe from yesterday, with hacon and
fresh ez, and abundance of fine vegetables, left
Nothing to be desired; there were no conventional
forms abserved, but neatness and entire simplicity
“eemed to preside at my friend's trul ¥ hospitable
board, Clcerful conversation enlivened the dinner
hour, in which the younger members of {he family
bore 3 modest part. In the course of some re-
Marks, T alluded to my bricf conversation with
the little cirl, and was about to make further
hquiries, but the subject cast such a shade over
eYery countenance, that I at once changed it. Mr.
Mtwloy, in particular, scemed so deeply moved,
that it appeared tome some unusunl circumstances
must have been conneeted with the tragic story.
After diuner, my friend led the way to his study,
8 cheerful room. and well furnished with standard
%0ks, though, as he remarked with a sigh, it was
"ot within the means of a country clergyman to
Purchase a moiety of the valuable books which
were daily cnriching the literary world. And I
“Wiled as I reminded him that he had, even in

. Y1y early life, a sort of monomania for becoming

the owner of every rare and useful book that
ued from the press. ' -

“My desires are more humble now,” he replied,
cl“""fully; “but here are two arm chairs for us,
tud it is a rare pleasure to sce one of them filled

a college class-mate. Here, too, are cigars, if
You have not left off your old habit of smoking;
'€y are of the best quality, and were sent me by
3 Xind parishioner, who is an amateur in these
uling&” .

Hours passed away unheeded as we thus rat to-
f::]lcr; our youthful days, our college experiences,
\v:i up .frcshly before us, and themes which

ad discussed years before with intense interest

“re resnmed, as if scarcely a day had intervened.
scy friend was o philanthropist, in the broadest

"¢ of the word; carnest, self-sacrificing, and

Peful of humanity. He was also calm and dis-
ren";""aw in judgment, firm in purpose, and

47 to sustain the right “through good report
e¥il report,” holding himself amenable only

. °d and his own conscience. Our conversation
°d chiefly on various social evils—on the
°Tings of the poorer classes, and the cxisting

““1 laws, N
on T’“’-‘SG' subjects have long weighed scriously
mm"‘y Mind” said Mr. Morley, “and -suggested

'Y remedies which I fear the world will be
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slow to act upon. This very day my heart has
been wrung with anguish, in witnessing what is
enlled the legal punishment of a fellow creaturc’s
offence, Oh! what an awfal responsibility rests
on those who are invested with the power of life
and death! Could mortal man sce the heart as
God alone sces it—had he power to scan the
motives and weigh the actions of another human
heart, or could he know the force of circum-
stances which impelled to sin—the sharp tempta-
tions, often perhaps resisted and struggled against,
—how lenient would be his judgment of an crring
brother ;—conscious of his own frailty, with what
humiility would the sentence of another’s condem-
nation be pronounced 1”

“These are questions of great moment,” I
replied, “ and the simple fact that they are taken
up and diseussed freely by all classes, is a signifi-
cant «ign of the times.  Laws, as well as customs,
grow obsolete, and lose their efficacy when no
longer adapted to the advancing state of socicty-
The feudal baron of the dark ages, held an un-
questioned right to hang his captive or his serf at
his own castle gate; later civilisation looked back
with horror on the barbarous deed, and the next
advance which gave an accused criminal the bene-
fit of a jury trial, was, without doubt, a great
moral triumph. ~ But still how recklessly was
human life cast away—ijudicially extinguished!
The forging of a pound note or the stealing of a
sheep, condemned a man to death, even if the
poor culprit was urged to desperation by the eries
of astarving fumily. In our own country, murder
alone is now subject to the death penalty, and
public sentiment is still ndvancing. Al laws
which have not the reformation of the criminal
for their object, must pass away with the semi-
barbarous spirit that framed them; and the old
Jewish code which demanded “blood for blood,”
will inevitably yicld to that Christain creed of
love, which delights to reclaim, not to inflict
vengeance.”

“My thoughts have of late been painfully
engrossed by this subject,” said Mr. Morley, “ and
a case of intense interest has occurred within my
own sphere of duty, which may ferve as a practical
illustration of our remarkn. Mary Ellis, a young
girl scarcely eightcen years of age, wis, about two
months since, arrested and brought to trial on a
charge of murdering her own infant chjld. She
lived about twenty miles distant, and as the crimi-
nal term was coming on in this place, she was
brought up here and lodged in the county jail.
Such a startling criine, committed by so young a
person, it may be supposed produced a powerful
sensation. The whole country rang with it; and,
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a3 if the simple truth was not sufliciently revolt-
ing, absurd fictions were invented and eircu-
lated in the newspapers, and thus her case was
prejudged, and the public became her accusers,
even before the trinl ecame on.  Iler likeness, so
called—a wretched wood cut—was exhibited in
many of the public prints, and the publishers, at
the expense of moral integrity, reaped a harvest
from their mean subservience to popular eredulity.

I was absent from home at that time, and re-
turned two days after the trial was over. The
Jjury had brought in a verdict of “guilty,” and the
unfortunate young woman was placed in the cell of
the condemned. During her trial it was eaid, she
seemed like one stunned by an appalling blow,
only when asked with the usual formality,
“ Guilty, or not guilty,” she clasped her hands
and fervently replied, “ Not guilty of that dread-
ful crime” Her words excited a murmur of
disapprobation among the crowd ; she was looked
upon as an accomplished hypocrite; one hardened
in guilt. Her counsel were perhaps the only
Persons present, who had a shadow of faith in
her innocence; they pleaded her cause cloquently,
but in vain. ’

“My own impressions were perhaps somewhat
biassed by the general opinion; and with pro-
fouud pity for the criminal I accepted the painful

" duty which in such cases devolves on a minister of
Christ, of preparing her mind for the awful event
which awaited her. T had formed some idea of &
reckless and masculine woman, as we always in
fancy mould the features of a person whom we

Ve not seen, according to the character imputed
to them ; her youth was forgotten in the magni-
tude of her crime. I was therefore taken by
surprise when I entered the dimly lighted cell,
and saw before me a frail, almost child-like form,
thrinking, humbled to the very dust in the bitter-
Ness of her shame and self-condemnation. Her
face still bore the traces of uncommon beauty,
but long wecks of illness, close confinement and
agony of mind, had given it such a wretched,
are-worn expression, that it was painful to look
Upon her, During our first interviews she re-
Mmained in such a state of hopeless, despairing
Sorrow, that all words scemed cast away upon

€r; no motive which I could urge had power to
arrest her thoughts, or draw them from her own
Wretchedness. The Bible was often in her hand,
and I found its sacred words had been familiar to
her childhood, but in the vanities of a careless
Youth it was cast aside, and its life-giving truths
oW rose up only to condemn.
. “Itraced the workings of her mind with intense

terest. The fear of death, a violent, ignominjous
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death, sometimes yose up in frizhtful array
before her, and seemed almost to paraly-e Ler
faculties,  But far deeper than this lay a ficling
of deep shame and scif-repronch, an agonizing
consciousness of Jost purity and innoeence, a féar-
ful dread of that holy Being whomn s<he Lad for-
gotten and offended. I read to her from that
blessed volume which ean pour heavenly lizht into
the darkest eell, and the still darker reces=cs of
an erring human soul.

God and in humanity inspires, aud like the pa-
triarch of old, wrestled with the angel of suppli-
cation till a blessing was obtained.

“The heart of the poor girl responded to the !

voice of Christian sympathy; out of the depths of
humiliation she cast a heaven-ward glance, and

the discordant elements which had marred hLer

better nature were resolved in the clear, searching
light of truth. I could not doubt that a sincere,
humble penitence, had taken root in her heart,

and with trembling hope I watched the dawn of !

a regenerated, spiritual life. If any thing could
have increased the interest I felt in this unfor-
tunate girl, it was the narration of her own
simple story, which she told me with many tears,
and with a truthfulness and sincerity which no
art could have assumed. The principal facts had
been elicited at her trial; all the external life
had then been bared to the public gaze, but the
inner life, with its struggles and temptations,
could be known to herself and God alone. Her
relation was often interrupted by her own emo-
tions and my questionings; but I will give you
tho substance of it in my own words as briefly as
possible.

“ Her father, she said, died in her infancy; he
was a poor man and left nothing but his good
name, but her mother had youth and industrious
habits, and in the country place where they lived
found it easy to provide for herself and her only
child. Poor Mary shed tears when she spoke of
her mother's devoted love, the care she took of
her in childhood, and the good instructions she
endeavored to impress upon her mind. She was
sent regularly to the district school till she reached
her twelfth year, when her mother fell ill, and ina

.few. months died of a lingering decline. Mary

was then left destitute and alone; there was but
one person in the world on whom she had any
¢laim. This was a younger sister of her mother,
now her only relative, but she was at rervice,
and had nothing but kind words to give her
orphan niece. Aunt Ellen, however, came and
took her away, the good people with whom she
lived offering to give the child a home till she

I prayed beside her with 4
- that eamestness and importunity which fuith in
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%uld find another place. It was in tho inn of a
fountry town, and Eilen had lived there rather
3% 4 companion than a servant for nearly two
Years. Aary soon beeame a favorite in the
f‘"“i‘ly; she was quick, active and obliging, and
Tendered herself too useful to be regarded as a
burthen,

“In the course of a few wecks Mary was trans-
Ported to a now scene. A gentleman of Phila-
di‘lphin with his family stopped at the inn, as
they were travelling through that part of the
untry, and the lady being indisposed they wero
etined there several days. It was Mary's office

wait upon the atrangers, and her cheerful,
Bodest manner, pleased them so much, that they
desired 10 take her home with them to fill the
Place of childs’ maid in the uursery. Mary, who
Wag Raturally of a gay, volatile disposition, was

elighted with the idea, and at ouce expressed
' willingness to go. Aunt Ellen viewed the
Matter more seriously ; she loved her little nicce

e“d?ﬂ,\', and it was hard to part from her; but
Un¥illing to keep her from so good a situation,

e checked the sadnesg of her heart, and thus

Y parted.
m:lT“'O or th.ree years passed away, and Mary

Femained in the family or Mr. R. To out-

:‘"‘1 Appearance her worldly circumstances
g:'e lmproved, but what was the inward pro-
Css |

The family were very kind to her, she
ut they . were a fashionable family, en-
frnss(n(? by the world, and utterly regardless of
. Teligious observances. The head nurse con-
'Ved to keep her pretty constantly employed,
. Benerally threw off a good part of her own
on S upon her; and as she was fond of books,
® of her chicf pleasures consisted in reading to
® Younger children, to amuse and keep them
le:]et She was also required to dress smartly,
mer""alk out with them every day; on Sunday
tiee 1%0ns in particular it was an invariable prac-
‘an;:t?t s she was first led to disregard the
o Urc;) Y Of.th:n day, and the habit of attending
h Which she had till then sacredly observed,
pl me gadually neglected, her conscience
"2 in excuse that it was her duty to obey
«.mshcs of those whom she served. )
& Tthe latent vanity of the poor girl was without
fostered on those occasions; for she was
t d:a‘my receiving presents which enabled her
38 far more gaily than became her situation,
mong the idle loungers of a city, her ex-
® Prettiness could not fail to attract observa-
o, Uch & position is perilous to ahy young
pln.“". Bot fortified by strong religious princi-
 80d well would it be for those individuals
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and for socicty, if their just claim to moral pro-
tection and unselfish counsel were more generally
recognized, particularly by the mistress whom
they serve, and who is, in a manner responsible

for their well-being. She seems to have possessed
-a native refinement which always kept her from

mingling in the revels, or forming intimacies with
the common servants; and indeed her conversation
and language shewed that she had been earefully
trained in childhood, and afterwards made every
means of improvement available. She was
allowed access to books of all kinds, for her

- intelligence profited the children; she was devo-

tedly. attached to them, and at that place very
happy in her service. But the Bible, her mother’s

“only bequest, was less frequently opened as

years passed on, and vain and worldly thoughts
came to occupy her mind; and her eyes more
seldom rested on the few lines of affectionate
counsel which her mother’s hand had penned, for
they seemed to accuse her of unfaithfulness and
folly. Often she made new resolutions of amend-
ment, but the snares of frivolity overcame her
better purpose.

“But a new leaf in the history of Mary's life
was now turned. The family with whom she had
lived four years in perfect harmony were about
leaving Philadelphia, and intending to pass two
or three years in travelling. The children bad
outgrown the nursery, and an accomplished go-
verness was provided for them; so Mary's ser-
vices were no longer required. The change was
a great trial to her; but Mrs. R. kindly cared
for her interest and comfort, and the warm re-
commendation of her late mistress procured her
the situation of nursery governess in the family
of Mrs. Conway, the widow of a wealthy mer.
chant. This family was a perfect contrast to the
one she had just left. Mra. Conway was a haughty
wainan, proud of her wealth and the influence it
gave her, severe, exacting,—and contracted in all
her views, Every thing about the house wore an
air of cold formality ; no one seemed ever moved
by a cordial spirit of good-will and loving-kind-
ness. - :

“Mary entered on her duties with an earnest
desire to fulfil them faithfully ; but she met with
no sympathy, and her best endeavors reccived
barely a cold approval. Miss Harris, the eldest
daughter by a first marriage, was remarkably
plain, and from Mary's first cotrance into the
house she scemed to take a decided dislike to
her. There were also two little girls of seven and
eight, fretful, unamiable children, whom ‘Mary
could eeldom please, and found it difficult to
instruct. They had little regard for truth, and in
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all cakes of dissatisfaction constantly appealed to
their mother, who alwuys decided in their favor,
without any enquiry into the merits of the case,
and Mary thus found it impossible to exert any
proper influence or authority over them.  She
became discournged, distrustful of her own abili-
ties, and at times indignant when she found her
actions misconstrued, and all attempts to give
ratisfiction, unavailing. She was several times
on the point of secking another situation, but
Mrs., Conway always threw obstacles in the way,
and had evidently ne desire to part with her.
Ske was probably well ratisfied on the whole,
but her unamiable nature always took pleasure
in finding fault with those whom a subordinate
situation placed within her power, and though
Mary had naturally a good temper, it was severely
tried in her present situation, and her &pirit rose
Up against repeated injustice and oppression.

“ A year passed away, and an important change
Wag about to take place in Mrs. Conway’s family.
Miss Harris, though peeuliarly unattractive in mind
and person, was mistress of a large fortune, and
of course was not destitute of admirers. Among
these she seleeted Mr. Ross, a fashionable young
man, whose mercenary views were sufficiently
obvious to the world in general, though he art-
fully veiled them from the object 6f his attention;
and ke prevailed on her to name an early day
for their marriage. But the few weeks of prepa-
Tation were disturbed by constant petty quarrels,
for Miss Harris was morbidly sensitive to her
OWn personal defects, and could not bear to hear
him speak in praise of any other. Even Mary’s
humble station did not exempt her from this baleful
envy ; and as he had once ventured to speak in
Praise of her, and sometimes amused himself with
the children in their play-room, the most un-
founded jenlousy took possession of her breast.

“One unfortunate evening Mrs. Conway and her
daughter were visiting at a friend’s house where
Mr. Ross was expected to join them. Mary had
Just seen the children in bed, and was sitting at
Work in the little play room, happy in the relief
of solitude, when she was surprired by his unex-
Pected entrance. Ho carelessly inquired for Miss
Harris and her mother, and being reminded of
his engagement, protested he had forgotten it and
must hurry after them. Still, however, he re-
Mained and endeavored to draw her into conver-
8ation, but she was silent and reserved, uncom-
fortable she searce knew why, and at last rose to
leave the room. At that momont steps wero
heard in the adjoining passage, then Miss Harris'
Yoico rose in frotful tones, and directly sho and
her mother entered the room together.
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“Mr. Ross rose in appatint confu~ion, and <tam.
ntered forth kome excuse for being found there;
but his presence kpoke volumes 1o her jealous
mind, and his assurance that he had eadled in Ly
mere accident, failed to avert the torrent of in-
dignation which was poured upon thein both,
Mary waited in silence for the storn to pass over,
believing she could vindieate herself from any
suspicion of heing acces<ory to his visit; but the
anger of both mother aud dunghter was perfeetly
uncontroluble.  Without doubt, they both at that
moment, believed the mectine was eonecri 1 and
wounded pride and mortified vanity tifled evory
feeling of justice and decornm. Miss I[aris it
appeared, was indisposed. and probably the al.
sence of her lover annoyed her, and wwaken -]
some vague suspicion which indueed Ler to retumn
home at that early hour.

“The surprise and indignation which Mary 3
at the accusatians heaped upon her, were perfeeti
natural, and for a long time she conbatted the
respectfully and with a sincere desire w0 ke
herzelf understood and believed.  Perhups ol
would have succeeded, fgr there is a power in
simple truth which few can resist, and her teqrs
also, flowing from deeply wounded =en-ibility,
pleaded powerfully in her behalf.  But Mr. Ross
took up her defence strenuously, thus involving
himself in her disgrace, and asswming the purt of
one injured by the suspicions levelled against her,
‘Whatever were his motives, his interference only
widened the breach; Miss Harris' words were
stifled by a burst of hysteric tears, but Mrs, Con-
way, always passionate and vindictive, ordered
Mary to quit the room, and prepare to leave the
house instantly.

“*+Oh, sir, said the unhappy girl, at this part
of her sad narrative, if she had epoken to me but
one word of Christian kindness, had she expressed
a feeling of friendly intercst, or even a hope that
I was not deceiving her, my heart would have
softencd, and I should never have become the
guilty thing you now behold me !

“ But that word was never spoken; there was
no sign of relenting, nor a glance of sympathy.
Mary’s heart rose in rebellion, and anger such as
she had never felt before, burned within her.
Without a word of remonstrande, she left the
room, and prepared to obey the cruel order. She
stopped not to reflect on her depeadent and soli-
tary condition, nor heeded the message of Mrs.
Conway, who sent to tell her “sho could remain
till morning if she chose, but she had no occasion
to speak with hor again, as her wages should be
sent to her room.”  Her heart was suddenly cold
and stubborn; she hastily collected her things

.
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o the strect door., Among her few aequaint-

Mees fn that wide eity, she could think of only
e Who would be likely to reccive her at that
r, or who would probably give eredit to her
Mory, This was the nurse who had lived with
rat Mes, R Mary had always found her a
“thfal friend, and often loved to run in and pass
hour i the neat room, where she had domes-
t"“fl‘ll horself: for she had never entered service
*8ain, but earned a good livelihood by her needle,
d ecasionally nursing the sick,
“A servant boy called a eab, at Mary's re-
:l;lt‘\:‘tt:which was \\'.:litiug at the dnm:, m}d giving
10ns to the driver, she entered it with n full
Ut ad drove from the house which had so
% given her shelter. It was a long way she
Ad to 80, threading narrow streets to reach an
Aure part of the city; and she had time to re-
:;‘:ctult‘ occurrvnccs. of the past hotxr, and to
. on the change it had produced in her feel-
3% and circumstances. Bitterly did she begin
Fealize that anger was a rash adviser, and that
Aever were her provucations, it was her duty
imt:r] thc.m patiently, and wait f«tr tlmf} to ven-
. 1eT innocence.  IIad she waited till mom-

i
'8 Mrs Conway might perhaps have listened

¢
f:i“'“*ml, and they could at least have parted on
My terms. Now she had made a bitter

en .
:mY. and with a cold shudder she reflected that
X haraeter was at stake, and that she had lost
PPortunity of redeeming it,

“«
and'f]hc cab stopped at Mrs. Morse’s humble door,
hig f\:e man deposited her trunk on the step, took
- ‘h % and fiopm'ted. She knocked at the door,
ithi’:“'\ﬂmce—mu1 no movement was heard
. Dor was there any light visible. Presently
at Mdow above was opened, and some one looked
W:\nMd asked who was there, and what was
g g In answer to Mary's inquiries, she was
for at Mrs. Morse had left home that morning
© Country—had gone to take care of a sick
f ¥120d 1o ‘one could tell when she would re-
- ¢ window closed, and the house was
her. Slent. Poor Mury's heart utterly failed
Uik, ere cogl(] she turn her steps,—where seck
'"'“'N-io; The evening was far advanced, and a
e doog of f.earfnl loneliness came over her, as
g, before the closed door and looked up
Pale mw“ the narrow strect, so desolate in the
Ney oonlight, with not a living creature moving.
fore had she felt utterly alone—without
Y shelter, or a human heart to care for
w shrunk from her own .shadow which

o
fe:’;‘~:;i<)nl(zzas on the pavenent, and the start-
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t"g(‘thcr. and without a-plan or purpose, deseend- 3 pass that way, and perhaps insist on placing her

in a shelter with the vagrants of the night,
prompted her to instant netion,  Her first impulse
witd to return fo Mrs, Conwny 3 Lut was it certain
that she would be received there ¥ and pride sug-
gested the mortifieation of a refusal,

“These thoughts and hasty plans forned and
rejected, passed rapidly through ler mind, thengh
the moments which they aceupicd, seemed like
ages to her.  But the rattling of the cab which
brought her had scarcely died away in the dis-
tance, when another was heard approaching from
the same direction. She vainly endeavored to
screen herself as it came near, for she could ob-
serve a person looking out from it, and it became
evident that her figuro attracted his attention. It
drew up to the place where she stood, and with
a sensation of relief, she recognized Mr, Ross.
He had followed her steps, without doubt for
purposes of his own; bus in her confused state of
mind there seemed nothing remarkable in the oc-
currence,

“A few words explained her disappointment,
and with perfect respect, he offered to conduct
her to any place she would name.  She mentioned
Mrs. Conway, but he assured her it was vain to
think of returning there ; he well knew her de-
termined temper, and was confident she would
abide by the resolution she had expressed, never
to reccive her again.  Mary was embarrassed and
ashamed to confess her friendless situation. Mr.
Ross was well wware of it, however; but ho
pleaded the untimely hour as a reason for not dis-
turbing her fricnds, and mentioned the home of a
respectable female, a scamstress, whom he often
employed, and who was in the habit of sitting
late at her ncedle. “ He had rendered her some
small services,” he said, “and she would be glad
to receive any one to oblige him.”

“Poor Mary, with unsuspicious trust in his good
faith, and having no other resource, in an evil
hour, accepted his protection, and became an in-
mate of the house he recommended. It was a

small house, comfortably furnished, and a middle- -

aged woman, constantly occupied, scemed the
only occupant. Days passed away, and Mary
still remained there; still unsuspicious of evil
design, and observing nothing which could alarm
her prudence, she carnestly desired to obtain
another gituation, and Mr. Ross promised to in-
terest his female fricuds in finding one for her.
But he always complained of disappointment, and
with apparent reluctance gave her to understand
that Mrs. Conway had misrcpresented ber cha-
racter, and no lady would take her when the cir-

'3t some watchman in his rounds might ¢ ‘cumstances of her dismissal became known. She
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went out sometimes herself to seek o place ; but
always found that reference to her late mistress
was required, and this only involved her in fresh
difficulty, and subjected her to unjust suspicion.
Heavily this new misfortune fell upon her wpirits,
—the undeserved loss of reputation, her only
worldly treasure.  She at last gave up all idea of
recking other serviee, and resolved to return lo
her carly home as soon as her aunt Ellen was
married and scttled at house-keeping, an event
which was shortly expected to take place.

In the meantime Ross beeame more devoted in
his attentions to her, and she felt grateful for what
she regarded as his benevolent kindness. Ho

professed to have broken entirely with the Con--

way's and assured her that Miss ITarris had die-
carded him since that eventful night, when he had
given such offence for her sake. Ile declared he
had never loved her, but was foolishly attracted
by her fortunc; but that he now found that wealth
was not happiness, and in making another choice
he should consult his heart alone. In fine, with-
out committing himself by any promise, he art-
fully ministered to Mary's vanity, and made her
believe that she had won his affection, and that
he was ready to mauy her at any sacrifice.

« And thus, ere long, was repeated the sad tale,"

old at the world's bistory, of man’s guile, and
woman’s abused credulity.

“ A few weeks only passed away, when Ross be-
came weary of the toy he had perhaps too lightly
won, and by degrecs his character was displayed
in all its selfish and revolting basencss. With indig-
nation she learned that his cogagement to Miss
Harris had never been broken off, that his self-
interest had led him to dissemble, and thus heal

_the breach between them, and their marriage was

to take place at the time first appointed. , She
awoke from the brief, deceiful dream of vanity
and ambition, to a full consciousnes of the sin and
degradation which overwhelmed her. She looked
back with loathing, and before her, all was hope-
less and despairing. But fallen as she was, there
Temained a regenerating principle, a germ of her
Purer nature, which redcemed her from utter per-
version, Firmly she struggled against despair,
against temptation to further crime. She left the
house into which she had been so artfully betray-
ed, and found shelter for & few dnys with Mrs.
Morse, who knew only that she had left Mrs.
Conway, and asked no farther questions. Her
aunt Ellen had written directly after hor marriage,
entreating her to come and share their simple and
happy home, The thought of returning to the
scene of her childish innocence, was at first in-
supportably painful ; but she so ycarned for sym-
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pathy and confidenee, her heart was <o burdened
with its heavy seeret, that she resolved to retum
to her eardiest friend, to confess all her sin and
sorrow, and ask her coun~cl and support. Well
had it been for her, had she posseseed the moral
courage to carry her resolution into effect.

“It was on a cold autumnal day that Mary left
the city which had been to her the seenc of so
much painful experience.  Two days of journey-
ing brought her to the pretty village of M... ...
and on the sunny door steps of her own eheeriul
house, Ellen and her goud husban] came wut to
mect and welcome her.  What a change to Mary
was that happy, loving home, with its affectionate,
kind-hearted inmates. DBut no change could bring
back, at will, the glow of health to her cheek, or
the peace of innocence to her heart.  The loving,
grateful spirit of Ellen, open as day in its purity
and truthfulness, scemed cver a silent reproach
to her; and while conscious that she was hersclf
not what she scemed, and that she was loved for
virtues. which were but a scmblanee, she could
not find courage to unveil her true character, and
forfeit the affection now so warmly given. Every
day the task of disclosure became more difficult,
and the sccret locked up in her own heart, cor-
roded her life and embittered every thouzht. By
degrees, however, she became less sensitive ; the
soothing influences of a caln and quiet life,
brought returning bealth and cheerfulness, and it
was not till many wecks had passed, and a new
subject of interest awakened new emotions, that
doubts again disturbed her, and the question was
renewed which she had so long sought to leave
unanswered.

“ William Lee, 2 younger brother of Ellen’s hua-
band, was a frequent inmate of the house, and it
was soon evident that he was becoming warmly
attached to Mary. He was brought up on his
father's farm; but with decided talent, and tastes
which elevated him above his humble sphere, ho
had made a determined effort to obtain the object
of his ambition, a good education, and was then:
ranked among the best scholars of a neighbouring
college. He was high principled and full of ge-
nerous enthusiasm, and for the first time Mary
felt the influence of a purc and disinterested at-
tachment. Nothing could have given greater
pleasure to Ellen and her husband than the eu-
gagement which soon followed ; and for o few
weeks Mary scemed to give herself up to the
chjoyment of her new found hnppiness. Still there
were times when her conscience lifted up its
voice, and its rebukes were loud and fearful. A

" dark cloud seemed to hang over the future, and

the thought that she was deceiving the confidence
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of a gencrous heart, that if her owh were open
to him, he would despise and renounce her, weigh-
¢d like an incubus upon her soul. Again her
check became pale and her step languid, but the
moral conrago which should have promptod her
to spesk the truth at whatever cost, was still
wauting. Alas! this defect was the source of all
bher misfortunes,

“ William, like many. young men of his class,
found it neeessary to pass the long college vaca-
tions in teaching school, thus earning cnough to
meet the expenses of his own edueation. In a
few weeks he was ta leave for a distant part of
the country where he had engaged to teach
through the winter months, It was with an omi-
nous fecling of depression that he looked forward
to lis first separation from Mary. But before he
quitted home, her hour of retribution had arrived.
For some time a vague fear had taken possession
of her mind, gradually shaping itself into cer-
tainty, and at length she could no longer doubt
ﬁ.le fearful truth, that the consequences of her past
8o were visited upon her, and that before lang she
would hecome & mother.  The desperation of her

mind seenied to give her ealmness; her sceret was

#ill guarded, but she resolved that when William
lefe her «he would write a full confession ; she
¢ould not Jook at him and spenk the humiliating
Wword, Lut he should be no longer deceived. When
the moment of parting came, her feelings were
uncontrollable, and he carried with him a painful
Temembrance of the bitter sadness with which
"‘}le accused herself of being unworthy his affec-
Yon, und the solemn belief that they should never
meet ayzain,

““The winter passed on,and Mary's failing health .

And dejected spirits greatly alarmed her friends,
‘ft ho suspicion of the cause ever entered their
inds,  She could never summon resolution to
°P‘_3n her heart to ‘William; she endeavonred to
Write cheerfully, but his anxious love detccted the
#ruggle in her mind. The term of his school
hgagement at last closed, and he wrote that in
other week he should leave for home. The
iMelligence reached Mary from his own hand, a
:'tel' full of hope and fond anticipation. When
“::i l‘e.';.ﬂ it a mortal paleness overspread her face,
men:mh difficulty she reached her own apart-
t. A deadly sickness oppressed her ; and with
m:nltnstincf; of maternity she knew that the meo-
of disclosure wns near at hand. With a
clermineg will, but a trembling hand, she sat
e wd wrote to William that long deferred
m’“mﬂ of frailty and folly, which if sooner
¢ Would have wnburthenéd her conscienco of

vy load, though it could not have restored
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her forfeited happiness, She wrote also a few
lines to Ellen, entreating her forgivencss, and bid-
ding her alast farewell, in the firm persuasion that
she should never behold the light of another
day.

“Fllen awoke carly in the morning, and the first
sound that met her ear, was the wailing of a new
‘born infant.  She rushed into Mary’s room from
whenee it proceeded, and there was disclosed the
fearful enigmn of tho poor girls’ suffering and
change. Alone in the silence of night, without
any human aid or support, she had given her
infant birth, and rurvived the dreadful crsis.
The wildness of insanity was in her eye, and her
hand was on the child which lay beside her; its
little face was swollen and of a livid hue. Ellen’s
picrcing éry brought all the houschold to the
room: but it fell unheeded on Mary's ear; she
had fallen into a deep swoon, and all efforts to
revive her were for a long time unavailing. The
unfortunate child was dead; that cry which
startled Ellen, was probably its first and last
The evidence on the trial, went to prove that it
was destroyed by the mother's hand, and the se-
crecy with which she had guarded her sitnation
and the total neglect of all proparation for the
expected little one was sufficient, in the opinion
of the jury to eriminate her as a premeditated
murderess. But her own relation, to my mind,
beara the mark of gimple truth, and seems too
natural to be doubted. The horror of her situation,
ehe said, had alimost frenzeid her, and the voice of
her child struck her as a strange unearthly sound ;
her senses reeled, ghe could reeal an instinctive
cffort to grasp it, and the whole scene becamne
void, Jost in her insensibility. Probably its frail
life was extinguished from the mere want of im-

mediate eare; if the unfortunate mnther hastened

its death, by her convulsive grasp, the act was
involuntary, and in her state of mind she was
not reaponsible. She shuddered at the bare idea,
and declared that no suffering or shame could
lead her to meditate such a deed, even had she
believed it was possible to conceal it. She was
so fully persuaded that she should not survive the
birth of the child, and that it would perish with

her, that the thought of making any preparation .

. for it, scarcely occwrred to her.

“The dreadful intelligence reached William, as
he was hastening home, full of happy anticipation ;
he turned from the scene which he had not reso-
ution to meot, and has since been a wanderer on
tho face of the carth. Mary remained long
trembling in the balance botween lifo and death,
and to Ellen, who watched her with kindest eare,
it scomed that death would bo a merciful release.
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As soon ns she had sufficiently recovered she was
committed for trial, and removed to the county
jail in this place. The result of the trial you
already know ; the evidence was entirely circun-
stantial. as no positive proof could be adduced in
such a case, and the sad belief rests heavy on
many minds that this unfortunate girl has added
another victim to the long list of those who have
been unjustly condemned to death.  Few criminal
cases in this State have ever excited so wide an
interest, and there was a humane cffort made by
many individuals to procurc & parden, but without
effect.

“Mary meot her fate with the firmness of a Chris-
tian martyr, and an elevation of spirit which
raised her far above the humiliating circum-
stanees which attended it.  The last weeks of her
life were rendered beautiful by her patient sub-
mission, cheerful gratitude, and truly Christian
faith, Death had no terrors, and life no charms,
remaining, yet would she have gladly aceepted
life with its penitence and trials so that she might
use it in a truer spirit and with a higher purpose.
Yesterday her last earthly wish was gratified;
she received a long, kind letter from William, full
of forgiveness and Christian consolgtion. From
that moment every thought was given to heaven.”

The conclusion of my friend's touching story,
was followed by a long silence, and I left him to
his own thoughts, while I took a edlitary stroll in
the little garden. 'We soon after met at the tea-
table, and in the cheerful family group; our sad
impressions were soon tinged with a more lively
hue. The next morning I took leave of my kind
friends, and proceeded on my homeward journcy.
‘We have never met since then, but I hear occa-
sionally from Mr. Morley. He is still engaged in
good works, and the pure philantrophy of his
early life is ever constantly suggesting some ame-
lioration for the sufferings of his fellow creatures.

A TRUE GENTLEMAN,

1 was once travelling up the Ottawa River, in
Lower Canada, on my way to sce the picturesque
Falls of the Rideau, when stopping at a place
called Buckingham, I fell in with one of the most
extraordinary characters that I have ever seen or
read of.

It was a man, who was the very beau ideal of
asculine beauty. He was about twenty-five
Jears of age, eix feet in height, and of proportions
that would match the finest models of the antique.
Hia hair of deep auburn, with, a slight tendency
to curl, moro cffectually set off the healthy and
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delicate tint of features, which might almost be
called feminine, in their exquivite expression of
noble and generous sentiments.  His dress, when
I first saw him, was plain and une-tentatious, byt
His

nanners were ensy wad compesed, el Lis fouse
ensemble carrival that diguity, which, at firet sight,
commands respect.

This man was by profession an itiverant black-
smith! At six o'clock every morning, he placed
himself at his forge to manufacture axes, and left
off work punctually at.three, after having done
nearly double the ordinary day’s work of other
master workmen. T am told, that from six to six,
he once, upon a wager, turned out with apparent
ease, the work of three ordinary men.

fittedl with nice <kill ) his leraut fonm,
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When at work, with Lis throat and breast laid
bare, and his shirt sleeves rolled up alove the

elbows, exhibiting the iron musdles of an berculean
ann, with which he tossed_about the heavy hun
mer, as if it were a mere child's toy, Le appeared
the very perfection of manly grace and conscious
superiority. After completing his day's work at
three o'clock, and renewing the outward man, he
was at leisure for social enjoyment, and appearcd
in dress and manners, what he was really in
character, a GENTLEMAN.

Although net liberally educated, he had culti-

vated a taste for reading, and had considerable

skill in music.
He pursued his profession as it were en amateur,

without considering it at all derogatery to his

respectability.

This man was an extraordinary instance of the
natural dignity of human nature, and was a
withering rebuke to all these who, in their per-
verted views of social rank, fancy-that a man's
profession or occupation constitute his titlo to
respeet.

“'Tis manners makes the man,
And want of them, the fellow.,” -

If feelings like his could be more generally
diffused among these who labor for subsistence,
how much envy, uncharitableness and irritation,
would be removed from social life, and how much
might be gained for human happiness?

On mentioning the above to a friend, he told
me that being once in Hamilton, U. C,, he noticed
a tall, gentlemanly. man, pass along the streat,
whom he took to be an Englishman, and being

struck by his appearance, enquired- who it was, .
when, to his utter amazement, he was informed
that it was a blacksmith, who worked in a neigh-

boring shop !
This was no doubt the same AXFE MAKER.
E. C

'

.
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EDWIN . WHIPPLE.
: E"‘ﬂys and Reviews, 2 vols, N. Y, Appleton & Co.
) 1848.

_I' Wy visitor to Boston will take the trouble to go
Mo the Exchange News Room, let him look into
: Vemall office on the left hand, as he enters, and
"“ ®ill observe a head scarcely appearing above
; 'l'l: door, bent down in study or composition.
;% head belongs to Edwin P. Whipple, the
::f‘er of the book named as the subject of this
@ ‘le—a hiead that has not many equals in the
Y where it thinks, or many superiors in the
: nh“"“- Even physically, it is of imposing mag-
; *h‘dc’ °f & massive form and breadth of brain,
'h might rest on the shoulders of a Licbnitz or
Uther, Large, and of deep expression; it is
ﬁ;?e:lpﬂ&.!ictus dome over a capacious heart, and
¥ig " 88 1L is, with speculations of noble thought,
" Visions and colorings of beauty, it is enriched
N wamed with most manly and most generous

eﬂlon&
;\r""fc man is Mr. Whipple,
M“ he sits in that oftice, surrounded by all the
i VO ldly passions that journalism can put
f}'pe, or that traffic can put into man, musing
‘81{ themes, and deciding great questions in
"eions of pure thought, or in the realms of
,Ng";ued imagination; calling spirits from the
Pacg lhecp of intellect or fancy, settling what
q"’}'willey are to hold in the universe, and how
iy ]'Sfﬂnd related to duration, to imimortality,
i ou Vion. But, withal, there is no dreaminess
f “’“fact?mser' and no affectation of absence or
! tagy, }‘;"- Ever alive to friendship, to courtesy,
Pen, tg' © can luy aside his ideas as he does his
y al:dmmc a brother, to discuss politics or
" iy ut the weather. Considering that his
pﬁ? have been kindled up with the splendid
" Hlengig ns ?f Shelley, with a light almost as
" hayy 14 Shelley’s own; or that his heart may
i im%'e N panting with feclings aroused by the
) mmpﬂges of Byron, we cannot easily conceive
. u"”'Ough self-command, more complete

in a rare position,
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mastery of manner and of mind.  Looking at Mr.
Whipple thus, in the midst of newspapers and
merchants, and understanding in what things his
faculties are generally engaged, we have no idea
of a more remarkable union of the ideal and the
actual, and we like this conncction of the thinking
with actuality. We are of those who honor men
that keep their places in the world of practical
realitics, and feel that they are on carth for pur-
poses besides writing, however brilliant the writing
be. The greatest creators of literaturc were not
literary; and what they left the world, and what
the world has preserved, were products of a
hearty and healthy manliness, trained by expe-
rience among their fellows—products of a nurture
strengthened in the midst of buman sympathies,
characters and passions ; strengthened in the midst
* of human beings as they are, in the struggles, the
joys, the sorrows of existence, that agitate living
* brains, and paut in human hearts. Let idealists
practise as they may, on the dignity of letters, we
have always admired that burly simplicity, that
modest grandeur in Scott, which could afford to

D

hold the literary life as secondary to the actual,

which left the writer within the covers of the
book, which confined enchantment to the witchery
of types, and never intruded the author, where
only the man was wanted. Let those who have
no full, hearty, actual life, be literary to their
heart’s abundant contentment; Anna Sewards,
Hayleys, with their “Triumphs of Temper,”
and Herveys, with their prosings among the
tombs. But, for our part, give us the plough-
man that turns up the soil and whistles joyous
carols on the morning air, and we shall leave
stockings dyed in blue to any male or female
legs that ache to wear them. We commend
Mr. Whipple, then, for his connection with the
actual world, with its busincss and its bustle;
and we tust that it is a connection which he will
continue to maintain. We trust also, that bis con-
nection with the actual world may as surely bring
him fortune, us his conncetion with the ideal one
will bring him fame, .
‘Wa cannot say, “ we are nothing if not critical ;”
sbould we try to be critical, then, indeed, we

should be nothing, and especially in the presence
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of such eriticism as is here before us, We can
Ut utter foelings, and these essays have stirred

'f%lings in us, that no perivdical cssays have

Stirred in w3 for many along day. We used onece,
When we wero young, to be charmed with aught
that touched finely upon literature. A popular

“Mme in letters used to stir us like the sound of a

"""‘npct. A passing allusion to a suggestive name,
Used to strike as fame from heaven on the graves
of Wemory, and presently there arose in a gorgeous

Tesurrection, annies of emotions and imaginings.
U, lately, we bad foregone our accustomed exer-

Cises, Lately, there was no spellin these things to
Move s, The realities of nature and of fact were

gﬂﬂxering fast upon our brain, and time, with

Bnawing years, wus putting his icy hand upon our
‘enrt.  While heads were maddencd about us,
aud hearts convulsed, and terrible sin and grimn
Ppression trampled over prostrate and bleeding
Gp“m"' the most lustrous specimens of literary
Criticism began to appear to us us solemn trifling.
¢ bave sometimes asked ourselves, did Jeffrey
eve.;- see a wretched woman with a dying infant,
¥hile he wag painting his needle-sentences?  Did
A itt ever see a broken-down English peasant,
80ing 16 weep out his last days in the workhouse,
Wl _10 he was groaning forth his petulant com-
p_. f‘tﬂ? Did Macaulay ever see a stalwart man,
g to work, yet dying of Lunger, while he
]'_' a3 tinging the rarest rhetoric with hues from
'g‘hhﬁng or the rainbow, on the audacity of
Clive, o the despotism of Ilastings? But these
"@ Yolumes of Whipple, full of heart and full of
®ad, have come with a Lreath of fervor, to redden
o embers that had not only ceased to blaze, but
€0 to sparkle. They have come with a glow of
ity, to make to the tired soul, literary men
0d literary Listory, as pleasant as the fullness of
% haryest moon, as glowing as the gushing sunlight
& summer's dawn.
is book would bo remarkable for any man;
'cxﬁ‘aordinary for a young man. Wero the
M“{I vastly inferior to what it is, the quantity
% is & moral triumph. What industry, what
'};:Eht, what perseverance, what temperance,
t-hope does it not evince! And all this has
™ done in silence, with no pragmatic prate of
T, With no complainings of fatigne, with no
ﬂ\e“hme of scholarly vanity, with no one duty of
v ‘ommon life neglected or overlooked. Tho,
u::y bulk of the work, we repeat, is o moral tri-
o Ph. While some young men were idling with
lum; While many elderly men sipped and
lhll:ped to indigestible ropletion; while fashion-
V%“@ dressed and danced, and took care of

it ig

w here was an energetic epirit’
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, digging down for wealth of bright and huming
. thoughts, in the depths of his nature, and with
the sweat of his brain.  The Leauty and the glow
of those which he has brought into light, -how
how.rich was the ine, and how profoundly i
was worked.  Look at the mere contents of these
volwmaes; nud they are matters for absolute won-
der.  You have Macauluy dissected Lelind Lis
glare, and mcisured in the full compass of Lis
knowledge, “The Poets of Anerien” are judged
in the several varieties of their style aud genius,
“ Talfourd” has justice awarded to the intellectual
, sweetness and the moral music of Lis Leauiful
“ mind;-“Words” in a most original article, are
; indeed proved to be “ things”  The terrific plati-
¢ tude of “James” is couragrously and patiently
4 traversed ; its desolate barrenness is almost sgb-
* limely pictured, yet our essayist doex not pass a
heath-Llossom - unnoticed ; and when he meets
the simplest flower, like pour Mungo Park in the
African wilderness, he is delighted by its rareness;
ho Dlesses God that an occan of sand may be
cheered by a daisy. The keen wit of Sydney
Smith, in which every joke is an argument, and

N N N .
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great man and great name.  To criticise Webster
is like climbing up a mountain, but Whipple is 4
hardly climber as well as a hardy diver. Such
-minds as that of Webater are not to be measured
by a standard manually applied; they are to be
guaged only by the shadows they project, which
they project on the living affairs of present men,
“or on the plain of posterity. With the “ Puritan<.”
Ar. Whipple is at once just and solemn, He
looks over them lovingly, with a charity which
has cffloresced out of the granite rocks of Puri.
tanism itsclf, but which yet seems in strange
contrast with the stern, the indomitable, the un-
- compromising one-sidedness of these same Puri-
tans. To say the open truth, Mr. Whipple is
better situated in judging the Puritans, than he
would be if the Puritans were judging him. W
ghould rather provoke the caustic scorching of one
of bis own reviews, than be in his place, with his
opinions, before a council of these venerable
fathers. In such a position wo could ouly pray for
mercy on his soul. It is not pleasant to be roasted,
nor ‘much better ta be hanged; but Mr. Whipple
evinces a buldness in this book of his, that might,
in those days of saintly and sterm conscience,
have subjected the volumes and the man to the
fate of martyrs—in one or both of the methods.
Wordsworth is & delight to our authur; Byron, an

E N TN N,

every argument a joke, meets the finished edge of
analysis in wit almost as keen. With Webster,
our essayist does scem to labor; yet some of his -
most splendid writing is in the article on that
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wMnger; Keats. a consumptive enthusiast; Elliot
‘ p
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Cxcitement ; Shelley, a glory and a joy ; Caleridge,
A problem; Southey, in poctry, evidently a bore;
Moore, o mockery ; Campbell, a minstrel; Tenny-
» & rhyming Benhmin; Proctor, a fine heart-
)
» brawny, firo-fed versifier; Miss Barrett, n
Sphynx; and « Festus” Bailey, & madman. With
the al English Dramatists™ he can discourse of
Uleesh imagination ns to the manor born;
and with surly South he talks with rare felicity on
"¢ Wit of the pulpit, and the eloquent fury of
Mrazed polemies. Scarccly half through the
l'_"" We are atready tired of individual speeifica-
00 <0 long, so various, so diverse is the range of
tpicy ang of names, of which the writer treats,

We have spoken of Mr. Whipple's fertility as

a burl),

. M evidence of his moral power.  But this evi-

thee i aq

apparent in his charneter as in his
Spacity,

That child-like simplicity which belongs

® Renius, he has in an eminent degree. Clear

angd determinate as is his intelleet, his heart is

© VA with the blood of boyhood. Pointed and

F N N
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2nalytic as his style often is, face to face and hand
“ hand, he js he most gracious and cordial of
c“‘“p:\nions. Like every man of noble nature,

It hig heart is womanly ; and while his ideas are

* lambent ag sunbeams upon glaciers, his affec-’

t .
10 are a5 hot and fragrant as a field of clover in

t‘e Summer noontide. When he puts himself on
i“’ tribunal of criticism, in the living life of our
Mperfect world, he is most ample of appreciation
b Mple of affection. Needing no pardon for
If, much in others he can praise, and much
he ean pardon. He is not one that walks in a
n::]lk of darkness, but he goes abroad in the honest
ﬂx.e open light, in the fullness of charity and

M . .
1. qQuiet consciousness of power. No man can be

RE i’ the bounty of generous praise, no man

more embracing in the wideness of a eatholic
PPreciation, He hns attained an eminence which
i':)k"s 1o envy, and exercises an influence which
iy %dmiration, without moving antagonism, It
< re.l)‘y that a man excels, withont stirring the
offl‘;“?\on in his cotemporaries to censure; and
- kinds of succens, that in criticiam is the most
ho"“s to friend<hip; but to those young men
the . ¢ kept company with Mr. Whipple along
the_PMh of business and of life, he is a brother of
,;hpleasures, and their pride. :
‘hdv: Moral: qualities thus evinced in this calm
the “nderful industry are still moro apparent in
Q“nu?mt of the productions themsclves. No
Y of genius fails to meet discernment ; but
of gonius blinds tho author with dolusion,
Blittering ribalrios of Moore ara scorched
the heat of & manly indignation;

Vith
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while the misanthropy of Byron is now smashed
in the tempest of invective, or despised with the
laugh of ridicule.. Merits exceediugly opporite
are sincerely appreciated, and no real merit is
lost to the eye or to the pulse of the critic. Sects,
creeds, parties, gather no mists to dim his sight,
and no frosts to chill his heart.  With an imagina-
tion as free ns that maiden who walked in the pride
of her purity, he ranbles among authors; and
with an intellectunl nll-sasaciousness, he can de-
seribe their several peculiarities, There is a
truthfuliess which is judicial—an honesty which
i atoic in his searchings and his opinions; and
thongh often led away by ardor or exnggeration,
you always fecl that the critic is not deccived by
sophistry nor made vehement by passion, but
rather that he is consumed by some idea which has
grown into his <oul as an affection and a life,

The wide range and variety of power displayed
in these essays we should like exceedingly to
examine. We would desire to reck the centre of
a nature so finely gifted. We would take plea-
sure in tracing it outward from the fountain of itg
power, and point to the sources which lavished
over the land of creative criticism streams and
rivers so abundant in fertility.  But this we cannot
do with any satisfaction or sufficiency within the
limits of & magnazine article. At random, we
would say that Mr. Whipple had, in a high degree,
the power of analysis. To this we would
marvellous compass of sympathy, conjoined to
knowledge, to culture, and to an imagination that
subserved all their purposes, and was ready for all
their demands. Suppose a case :—Fancy that the
spirits of departed great ones thronged around
you, and asked you your opinion of them at the
bar of immortality ¥ Suppose Johnson said, What
think you of me? and Burke, What ¢f me§ and

"Goldsmith, What of me? Suppose Lambe enquir-

ing with.his pathetic pen, Where do you place me1
and Coleridge, with empyrean talk, Where do
you place met and Burns, with his throbbing
temples, What place is mine? and Shelley, with
his pale and princely face, &aid, What of me?
and Scott, with his universe about him, and Shak.
speare with his, said, What of us? To all such
questions our cssayist gives reply, and with a
most learned and a most earnest spirit,

Seldom have we seen so0 thorough and so diver.
sified. a literary culture, as appears in these
remarkable articles. - Exactness and enthusiasm
wo have never before discerned so melted into
one another. Tho finest sagacity of intelleet s
united with irrepressible impulses of Ppassion ; and
the hues of o brond autumn-light are at times
diffused over speculations as acute as the anatomy
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of insccta. The indomitable indignation of a
lover of liberty is found in conncction with a
tolerance which cannot damn the worst of kings
—and in the midst of whirlwind storms in vindi-
tation of private judgment, there are tones for
religious authority, which scem to peal like the
sweet and solemn organ through the long, dim
aisles of olden churches. We should like for our
own pleasure to linger with our readers amid the
beauty and the power of these pages. We should
‘like to freshen our thought and fancy upon the
#piritual exuberance which they afford for both.
But pleasure cannot be prolix in the paragraphs
of a review. 'These volumes cannot but make
their own way to the hearts and minds of the
American people—ay, and of the English too.
"All who can read with the slightest intelligence
Will find in' them understanding of no less power
than fidelity—a memory of enormous grasp, yet
of surprising exactitude,—an imagination opulent
and choice—which gyrates through earth and
heaven and. ocean—-which never -complains and
Never whines; but which at the same time does
not seem to have passed through those waves and
Waters of deep affliction, that steep the soul in
Pathos—that give it knowledge of awful sorrows
—that does not seem to have passed through the
tortures of those who have obtained peace only
by agony, or by age, who have trod alone the
Wine-press of troubles, that have no utterance and
that have no name.

The diction of Mr. Whipple is muscular and.
athletic. It answers to tho thought, and is true
to the fecling. The sentences are not measured;
they are not short or long by any rule, but, just
8 the moods of mind are quick or far drawn
out, so come forth the rapid or the slow strains of
his language. Mr. Whipple takes no model, but

 follows the prompting impulses of his own mind.
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Sometimes the tones are of broad and choral

Lydian measure. But, in whatever key or on:
}"hnﬁevcr note, they never fail of music. Diction
13 a thing jnseparable from the very thought, and
1t is thus not merely in fact but in conception.
ought and diction are as indivisible as the heat
and flame ; and both combine into the spirit-light
of language, Mr. Whipple's diction thus corres-
Ponds with his mind; sometimes it is transparent,
Sometimes it is many coloured, but never is it
".b‘cm‘& Now it is as the rich blushes of the
Teing gun, luxuriating on flower-covered hills;
en it is as the clenr blue of noon, when intense’
are softened behind the azure clouds. ” At

e time it is like tho silverod moon; at another,
it is a8 the forked lightning, flashing: death upon

tompass, and sometimes they are of soft and-

CUATNARN VAN

A AA A A A A ST AR L R AR R T L TR AR AR R AAL S VAR

A AR AAAAA A AAA T TR AR AR AT VA T A A TR A AT LR A A LA RN LA RAA A S ARANAAN A AR AR AR

AAAAAN

%

AN L LN R A .o D e

SKETCHES OF BOSTON AUTIIORS.

AR R A AR AT Tl SIS S A S,

humbugs, or passing with rapid and Juminous
streaks across the “dark horizen of intellectual
difficulties or litcrary problems.

We might and could mention faults in his
style, but the faults are s0 lost in fascination that
we have no power to dwell on them. We do not
always agree with his critical judgments or witl,

the reasoning which lcads him to them, but we |

never cease to feel the power and the purity of
his full and informing spirit. It is a great thing
to have such a spirit near by, and a blessed thing
to feel it.  If we could dare to particularize the
articles which have pleased us most, without
giving the “why” or the “wherefore,” we
should say that on “ Wordsworth,” that on
“Byron,” that on * English Critics,” that on
“ Coleridge™ as a Philisophical Critic, that on
«British Critics,” and that on “ Prescott's His-
tories.”

Mr. Whipple has great sympathy with genius,
and with genius in every form. There scems to
be no'sphere of literary genius which be has not
contemplated, and to which he cannot do justice.
‘We would, however, venture to say, that want of
years or want of opportunities have kept him
from looking at external nature in its primal
simplicity and life. The vital and informing
power is in him, and in him richly, which can
give the stones & meaning, and the clouds a voice,
but as yet he has taken “the compound clay”
called man, too much in its concrete shape, and
has not sufficiently gathered the whisperings of
the air that surround him in mysteries. But still
he has developed a rich combination of faculties,
which causes us to wonder and admire; an intel-
lect piercing, penetrative, discursive, condensing,
comprehending and comprehensive; a perception
of excellence multifarious and intense; a discern.
ment of beauty which nothing can betray and
nothing can deceive; a consciousness of right
and wrong, so pure, so determined, and so direct,
that not the most passionate admiration can be-
guile or blind it; a sensibility so gentle that no
indignation, no sarcasm, no satire, can crush down
the voice of a holy and human pity.

From no collection of Essays with which we
are acquainted could a greater number of brilliant
and beautiful passages be extracted ; but .we have
becn so charmed along by our general subject,
that our quotations must be fewer than we would

‘otherwise desire. How thoroughly the writer
understands the history and nature of his art the”

following will show :

Tt is impossible to cast even a earcless glance
over the literature of the last thirty years, with-
out perceiving the prominent station occupied by
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g‘:“\*' reviewers and essayists,  Criticism, in the severe, determined, almost oracular enunciation

¢ w\li\.ys of Monthly Reviews and Gentlemen's ¢ of lofty truths, and a trust in the eventual

w:*"—‘”t‘*‘. was quite an humble occupation, and triumph of the elernal principles of justice and
as

x‘hioﬂy monopolized by the “barren raseals”
etters, who seribbled, sinned and starved in
ex. 1&* and cellars ; .but it has sinee becn nlmqst
Alted into n creative art, and numbers amony its
OTOfus.ﬁom some of the most accomplished writers
h}lm age.  Dennis, Rhymer, Winstanley, Theo-
Eallus Cibber, Griftiths, and other “eminent
Nds” a3 well as the nameless contributors to

equity, before which all the subtle speculation of
the sophist, and all the philozophy of the world-
ling, appear tame and debasing.” This grandeur
of moral tone, accompanying the most daring
exercise of the understanding, and giving to
abstractions & power to thrill the blood and
kindle the noblest affections—this soaring of the
soul above the common maxims which regulate
existence, and bringing down wisdom from on
high to shame authority into acquiescence, is the
more remarkable as coming from a practical
statesman, whose life for thirty years has been
passed in the turmoil of politics. That a man
exposed to such influcnces should preserve a
steady faith in idens and principles, should rise
continually above the ?uost.ion and policy of the
hour, should accustom his. intellect to the contem-
plation of cternal truths, must appear as an
anomaly to a large majority of politicians. Per-
haps, if they would refleet more deeply on the
matter, they would discover, that even in poli-
tical life, more real confidgnce is reposed m a
man of this stability and grasp of intellect, and
force of moral principle, than in the cunning
trimmer, who =hifts his ground with every change
of national feeling, who relies for favor on giving
a brilliant echo to every shout of the multitude,
and keeps faith with nothing but his selfish
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. criodicals and deceased pamphlets, have
wted, body and soul, and left not a wreck
und; “and “their l)lnces have been supplied

Y such men as Co cridge, Carlyle, Macaulay,

’“b: azlitt, Jeffrey, Wilson, Gifford, Mackin-
" Sydney Smith, IIallam, Campbell, Talfourd
tBl”UUgham. Tndeed, every celebrated writer
S itm present century, without, it is bclicved.a
clirin‘ﬁy exception, has dabbled or excelled in
g 011:\111. 1t has been the road to fame and profit,
whe 122 commanded both .npplauﬁc' and guineas,
o«:‘ tlm.unfort.uu:\tc objects of it have Leen
Yniﬁde with ncither.  Many of the strongest
hixil of the age will leave no other record
&pece them, than critieal essays and popular
Cches.  To those who have made eriticism a
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nij“cf»\_ ithas led to success in other professions. §

%"Lcllv:?)vcrglt Review, which took the lead in ¢

m.tstabh_shmont of the new order of things, was -

Jected in a lofty attic by two bricfiess barris- ¢

lo :""2 '3 h%helcss parson; the former are now § interest or his ravenous vanity.”

joilo” d the latter is & snug prebendary, re- . 3 .

.Imcmg in the reputation of being {)hc divin;sy; wit ? The Puritans have often been ridiculed, and as

jOun‘f'lttiest divine of the nge,° That celebrated 7 often eulogized: but eulogy on them has never

nmh:;sh‘.“ﬂde reviewing more respectable than ; put forth a finer or more solemn strain than this::

de&'@ncr;g I;' “'l",‘-‘ started at & time when the ¢  «The exercise of private judgment on matters

form n’nﬁ 0] .ltm:a}u_re dc_n_m qmled a md'u?l 4 of religion, if it sometimes produces ruperstition,

butgy,” ~C & sharp vein of criticism. Tts contri- 5 more often overthrows error. It is that intellec-
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Mtory v,
inforpygcr¢ Men who possessed talents and ¢ tun] netion among & Xe«ple, which gives vitalit
to their worship and ¢

Mation, and so far held a slight advantage

T Most of those they reviewed, who did not

reods. It prevents fait

B NN U N N

. d from degenerating into a cercmony, and transfers
LU A
Q|xa£eg :3 possess cither. Grub Strect Quarterly ¢ belief from the lips to the soul. it is almost the
: thoy ;, ‘01t foundation, as the Northern comet $ only limit to the besotted bigotry, or the smooth
7 Where 4, Portentous glare into the dark alleys ¢ jngifference, which so often nccompanies unques-
¢ Mg citiz:euhos and puerility buzzed and hived. ¢ tioned religious dogmas. It is always most
: Watey o0 of Brussels, on the night previous to ¢ getive when the established form of religion is
: theypgp nore hardly more terror-struck than § most tyrannical or most debased. And it is the
? Monhe “,n ay of fated authors who, every three ¢ gehiool in which true manliness and true godliness
; ]“minm,» m‘sd the _appearance of the baleful of character are nurtured. The faith that has
: belo]ienzé iatn , starting at every sound which grown up in & man's soul, which he has adopted
“Wy s anival, rom his own investigations or his own inward

i R
SDered with white lips, the foe; it comes! it comes!™

experience, is the faith that sustaing men in
€ere ag

temptations and in the blaze of the fires of mar-
tyrdom. In faith like this, we perceive the heroic
element in the character of the Puritans. It is
this which endows their history with o many of
those conseerations usually considered to belong

m ain is a noble passage on a noble
We 5 but, indced, the whole article on Mr.
ter s most masterly :

Breay. :‘i Power of Mr. Webster's mind is scen to

faas samas YR AYYRIAS A v v s

Telagjy ndvaptngc when employed on questions ; exclusively to poetry and romance. To a person

Mepe S 10 universal truths in morals, in govern- ; who secs through the mere shows of things, the

de, ;“ n religion. IHe then displays n gran- 7 annals of the Puritans are replete with the ma-
; ,“' clevation of thought, a confidence in the # terials of the heroic. There is no aspect of human’
4 lechn'i ence of rinciple, a freedom from the ¢ nature more sublime, than the spectacle of men
¢ Do f“‘mcs_ of the lawyer and politician, and a ¢ daring death, and things worse than death, under
; Btg, TOUS might of expression, which .convey a  the influence of inspiration from on high. Their
£ the o':l‘ Mmpression of the essential greatness of / actions, thus springing from religious principle,
: 50 T.:l-tlml his most celebrated triumphs over 3 and counccted by a mysterious link with the
¢ eqlyy, dversaries, and his most overpowering ¢ invisible realities of auother world, impress us
: da g Mionin debate.  In these oxamples, there § with a decper vencration than we can award to
L N o0 of calmness and cnorgy, a-grave, ' the most tremendous struggles for terrostrinl ob-
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ceta, That is no common heroism, which fears
Nothing but God's justice, which braves every-
thinge for God's favor.  That is no common hero-
ism which breasts the flood of popular hatred,
Which bares ita forehead to the thunders of domi-
nant hierarchics, which scorns alike the delusions
of worldly pomp and the commands of worldly
Bovernments, which is insensible to the jeer of the
scoffer and the curse of the bigot, which smites at
Wickedness girded round with power, which is
Strong in endurance as well as in action, which
Marches to battle chanting hymns of devotional
Tapture, and which looks with an unclouded eye
o heaven amid the maddening tortures of the
Tack. Men who have thus conquered the fear of
eath, the love of case, the temptations of the
World, who have subdued all the softer passions
and all the sensual appetites to the control of one
mflexible moral purpo=e, who have acted through
ife under the sense that there is a power on earth
More authoritative than the decisions of councils,
and mightier than kings, are not the men whom
Worldlings can safely venture to deride, or for
Whom ]ﬁ:cid theologians can afford to profess
Contempt.”

With one illustration of our huthor's vehement
Mmanner, we close our extracts. The following
Passage, from the paper on “The Romance of

lity,” has the heated force of Juvenal : *

“The great compensation for all the evil which
kind of literature produces, is found in the
that it is cheap. The cheapness must be

flcknowledged. By the progress of science and
Improvement, the most economical or miserly of

Ings is enabled to gratify his taste for mental

egradation, and his penchant for moral ruin, at

¢ extremely low price of ninepence.—Who will
Tot commit suicide when poison is cheap +— What
eepﬂ.peoplc from blowing out their brains, but
high price of pistols¥ Formerly, it seems,
iﬁlfdestruction was a luxury to be enjoyed only
{ the rich, but now it is placed within the means
of the humblest. Formerly, blasphemy was held
%t high rates, and few could in ulge in scoffing
Ut the purchaser of Voltaire and D'Holbach
Now this elegant reereation of pride can be bought
Or & penny.” That great doctrine of equality, for
lich certnin old gentleman in "76 perilled their

onor, lives and fortuncs, has; it scems, been im-

Perfectly understood until tho present favored
2ge. They fought for an cquality in evil as well
83 good, They poured out their blood, that the
People might have perdition and death at low
g."%s. They fought against monopolies in stupi-
ity, blasphensy, immorality, and damnation.
eIr most resounding declamation thundered
"83nnxti the enormity of aliowing the rich prece-
";ncﬁo;n catching at the delectable baits of sini‘
ot giving the r man an opportunity of
?‘“’lng Satan’s hookr:‘:gt fixed in hirs)p:))wn blyecd-
e"‘g gilla, They wished to clevate the laboring
Aeses, but it was by allowing them a fair com-
Rem“’{l with the lazy classes, in the great object
orgettmg hanged. "The force of this argument
m cheap wrotchedness and ruin, will depend
it Chon the natural disposition of those to whoin
1l 18 addressed,  Some. men, doubtless, have a
€ory of human life, in which happiness is
Ymous with lowness, and ‘a journcy on the
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road to ruin is considered a perfonnance of the
whole duty of man. On Rll(,xl 2 voud it ig im.
portant to have cheap fures, in order to increase
the travel” -

THE BROKEN HEART.

Mr. Crare and Mr. Clifford were wealthy farmers,
residing near the pleasant town of F——. Tt was
a sweet, romantic pot ; a small brook divided the
two estates, and its gentle murmur soothed the
mind into that state of calm repose, which the

_inhabitants of a city sigh for in vain.  The dwell.

ing of Mr. Clare formed a picturesque appearance,
with its profusion of roses and woodbine, trained
by the hand of taste, to twine around the Jattiee,
A small grove of trees in front, whire the sweet
wild flowers grew in rich luxuriance, and ile
fenthered songster breathed his notes of joy and
love, cast an air of rural loveliness over the hean-
teous scenc.

They had but one child, a lovely daughter, and
on her they lavished all their store of fond affec-
tion; in her was centred their every hope, their
every joy. And from the period of her surny
childhood, it had been their dearest wish to coe
her united to Oscar Clifford, the only son of their
wealthy neighbour. They gazed with parental
pride on the epening beauty of the young Vidla,
as she bounded through the meadows in quest of
the blooming wild flowers, or roved with Oscar by
the warbling brook; they listened to her gay,
ringing laugh, and fancied care would never touch
a heart that beat so lightly. '

Alas! they little thought that even then the
cloud of sorrow was gathering over that young
head, that her sweet young dream of happiness
was soon to be broken.

,Oscar, the companion of her happy childhoc],
the eharer of every joy her heart had known, the
soother of her slight afflictions, was ahout to leave
his father’s home for months, perhaps for years, a
wanderer on the world's wide waste,

"The evening before his departure, he walked
over to Mr. Clare’s, to bid farewell to his vouth's
companion, the young Viela. It was a lovely
evening in the glorious month of June; the sun
was fast sinking in the western horizon, and its
Inst departing rays rested on a small arbour,
where this younz confiding couple had seated
themselves, to enjoy undisturbed the last evening
they might spend together.  Owcar's dark eyes
were bent in pensive tenderness upon the face of
Viola. She raised her eyes, and meeting that
deep earnest gazo, she approached Lim, brushed
back.the hair from his brow, and in a sweet voice,
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inquired the cause of his sndness. 1o drow her
gently to the seat beside him, and imprinted a
Wwarin kiss on her Dlushing cheek.

“Viola!” he exclaimed, with passionate carnest-
Ress.  “ Yiola, I am about to leave you, and per-
haps ere T retum, you will be the bride of another!
it is this thought, this maddening thought, that
flls like a darksome cloud over my spirits, and
at this, our parting moment, makes me aad indeed!”

She spake not, but Oscar saw the struggle for
composure, which rent her bosom, and in a moment,
he was breathing in her ear the witching words of
love, And there, within that woodland bower,
they exchanged vows of cternal constaney.

Weeks passed on,—Oscar was far away, and
Viola was left to wander alone by the gentle
brook, or in the wild wood shade, to pluck the
fweet violets which Oscar had so often wove in
garlands, to twine among her raven tresses,  She
8rove in vain to dispel the melancholy which was
Preving on her spirits, her wild gay laugh was
hushed ; her bounding step became languid and
®ow; the rose had faded from her cheek, and the
*parkling lustre of her eye was dim.  Her parents
8w with alarm the fading blossom, yet knew not
the cause of hier dechy, for the sccret lay buried

ep in Lier own bosom,

Weeks and months passed on, and still she
%ard nothing from Oscar. The winter cnded ;
*Pring returned again, with its birds and flowers,
"t it awoke no responsive note in the bosom of
lola. The thom was rankling in her heart; the
*orrow which kills, but moans not, was preying
on her very heart’s core. She would sit for hours

M the little arbour, where Oscar first breathed to

‘Q’ the burning words of love, and muse upon
e happy past, until her heart swelled almost to
ting. Then would she return to her home,
d foree 3 amile to light up her pale and pensive
» o cheer her anxious parents. :
_And where was Osear gone! Why did he
ger from the smile of his fond promised bride §

' how can T relate it? he was breathing into

Wother ear, the same fatal poison which had won

e heart of the trusting Viola. A short time
ter hig departure, he became acquainted with

3 Grey, n lovely orphan, residing with her aunt.

few weeks passed in the society of the sweet

X)‘;‘“ Was mere brotherly affection, and he learned
t°“e Lilla with all the fervour of his passionate
e, She gave him her heart in return, and
,13"_ Were to be united the following spring.
M8 passed on, and Oscar, with his lovely

Ky  Was daily expected to return to the home of

childhood, " The last ray of .hope departed

"M

sufficed to show him that his attachment for.

LNV

from the agonized bozom of Viola, when she heard
the fatal news; but she roused her woman's pride,
and nerved her heart to meet the trial that awaited
her.

Mr. Clifford gave a ball to welcome his son to
his early home, The evening came, and Viola
repaired to her chamber to dress for the gay scene,
when she would meet again the long worshipped
idol of her heart, now the husband of another,
Ob! bitter was the anguish of that young heart, as
she paced her chamber with a burning check and
flashing eye; but she stifled her emotion, and re-
turned to the parlour, where her father was
awaiting, to conduct her to the ball.

VNN

Never had she appeared so touchingly lovely
as on this night, to her so fraught with bitter
misery. She was arrayed in simple white; her
dark hair flowing in graceful ringlets over her
neck, was ornamented with a simple wreath of

¢+ white roses; her eyes beamed with unearthly
brightness, and the hectic flush shed its rich, but
fearful hue, upon her cheek. That evening she
was foremost in the dance, and gayest in the song.
Oscar witnessed her wild gayety with delight, and
thought her love had passed away as lightly as
his own. He saw not the aching heart beneath;
he heard not the smothered sigh that was hushed
within her bosom.

“Oh! do not think love is not deep
Because it does not always weep,

The secret dart, the smothered sigh,
Corrode the heart, but lh.un the eye.”

in a state of mind bordering upon frenzy. She
flew to her chamber:—* It is over|” she exclaimed ;
“the last tie that bound me to earth, is broken! I
have lived to see him, who taught me my first
lesson of love, the husband of another! I have
secen him breathe soft words of love into her
listening ear, as she hung upon his atm, and my
eaking heart can bear no more I” .

- Strange! when woman places her affection on
an object, when she gives her young heart, with
1l its gushing tenderness, to one being, without
the society of that being, what is all the world to
erf Kind friends may gather around, to pour
he balm of consolation into her wounded bosom.
ature may pour forth her beauties; the loveliest
flowers may bloom at her feet, yot she heeds not
eir varied tints and gentle fragrance. Thus it
as with Viola. The moon was shining in at the
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ndow from which she was gazing; not at the
nutiful rose tree before it, which shod such sweet
rfume on the air that stole gently into the
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mbor; not at the fragrant honeysuckle, that in
happier days.she had taught to twino arcund the
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lattice. Nol her thoughts dwelt not on the beau-
ties of that moonlight reene; her aching cye was
fixed on her favourite arbour, and memory had
wafted her back to the time when ghe sat with
Oscar in that same arbour, and breathed her first
young vow of love. Hour after hour she sat
buried in a deep and painful reverie, until wearied
nature at last gave way, and she sank into a gentle
slumber.  She awoke in a buming fever, and in
the madness of delirium, first revealed the seerct
of her long cherished love. She spoke of the
inward struggle that had torn her heart; her mid-
night tears, and called wildly on Osear to give her
back the priceless treasure of a free and happy
heart, and restore to her parents their idolized,
their only child. All that the distracted parents
could do, was done to save her, but in vain. The
most skilful hand could not bind up the broken
heart, and in one short weck from the night of her
last meeting with Oscar, her grief-stricken parents
followed her remains to the tomb.

Thus perished the once happy and lovely Viola,
the victim of a broken heart. '

THE SILVER BELL.
BY MRS. HALL, OF PROVIDENCE, U, 8.

AN cxcellent Jady lay on her death-ded. Her
limhs were benumbed, her voice feeble, and her
hcad heavy, but her warm heart still throbbed
with a tender concern for the good of others.
There was a young person in whom she was
especially interested, because she had been the
intimate friend of her own departed daughter;
and a parent never forgets to love those whom a
dead child has loved. Besides this, the youthful
Enily was beloved for her own sake. She was
artless and geatle; the lady looked upon her fair
face, remembered that it would be difficult for
one so young, rich, and beautiful, to escape the
Power of worldliness in some of its many forms,
and prayed for her, as none but the dying, per-

Ps, can pray.

When she felt that her separation from the

y was really approaching, this Christian
friend sent for Emily, and said a fow kind words
of farewell, which melted her into tears, - And
then sho bestowdd upon her a parting gift. It
Was a moroceo case, containing, not jewels for the
heck and arms, but a little - silver bell of the

¥Weetest tono. There was a spring to e touchod,

Nl(.l then it sent forth n low, but exquisito sound,
dying away in melodious vibrations, that scemed
t ek an ocho from the henrt-strings. At the
'+ 88me timg, o silver hand, upon a eort of watch-
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There were three hundred and sixty-five divi-
sions.

“ Emily,” said the departing friend, “T give
you no farewell advice, and make but one dying
request,  Each night before you sleep, give at
least five minutes to quiet reflection ; then touek
this spring, and then, when all is again «til], pray
88 your heart may move you. Touch the bell at
no other time save in this interval between your

evening meditation and your evening prayer,
One year from to-night, obzerve if the hand has |

traversed the whole circle.”

“ Dear friend,” exclaimed Emily, “ Thave never
since my childhood omitted nightly prayer, and
do you think I am in danger of it 7”

AAAAARAAAAANAAA S AL UNAAACAAAA R A 52 A
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“ God knows your dangers Letter than T but
1 perceive that your interest will soon be drawy

powerfully towards the outward, and I would
have a link between it gnd the inward.
of your temperament, it may bLe good to have
some visible token of spiritual progress; and I

know that if you are true to the meaning of my :
request, and comply with it faithfully, your soul *

must make some advance in one year.”
The friends parted. The faded face of the one

For one -

“ o~

was covered from the sight of man ; the bleoming

countenance of the other soon went smiling again

along life's daily path. But she forgot not the -
silver bell, and each night, in the stillness of her *
solitary ehnmber, her face covered with her hands, '

she sat a short season in deep thought, question-
ing herself of the day that had just passed to re-

‘turn no more, of her own character, her hopes,

her dependence on God and her Saviour. Then,
with a deep feeling of solemnity, she opened the
morocco case, touched the spring, and listened to

the sudden voice which sprang forth in response,
80 sweot that it hardly disturbed the tranquillity

of night, into which it soon died away. Then was
her soul attuned for prayer, and she felt as if that
melodious call had brought a sainted spirit to join
in her act of devotion..

Night after night, week after week, passed on.
Winter came. Emily went to ber first bLall. It
was very late when she returued, for the moments
had flown, she knew not how, She was excited,
and yet tired. She took off her sparkling jewels
dreamily, for her thoughts were where she had
been for hours, and they would not come with her
to tho dull, lonely chamber. She threw her deli-
cate, anow-white dress upon a chair, slowly inhaled
the expiring perfume of her bouquet, wrapped

P N -~ T

a ehawl about her, and yetlingered before she sat
down to meditate. Tt was very, very hard to cull .

back her soul from the splendidly lighted ball-
» {ace beneath the bell, movod forward one division. ¢ yoom. In vain she covered her eyes with her

A

i

2
{

AAAAAAA MAAARR ARV TS LR VAR A LY “




PR

P N

hands.  The absent faces and forms of the human
creatures, who had been flitting before her cyes,
were more real to her than these pure existences
whose prescuce she was wont to feel beside her
at this =olemn season.

But the girl's conscience was yet pure and
strong, and she persevered in the mental struggle
till she conquered, till she felt that she could
pray with a heart wholly given to the desire of
holiness.  Then she touched the silver bell, and
though strains of a lighter character still rung
gayly on her car, they were hushed instantly, they
were overpowered, when that voice of liquid
melody came forth.  Emily thought it had a ca-
dence of sadness ehe had never before observed.
Was it only contrast with the exhilarating music
of the ball-room band §

And now limily had entered on a now life, the
brilliant débubante of the scason. Her friends
congratulated her, because it was the gayest win-
ter, so called, which had been known for some
Years. The fashionable world secmed wild with
the love of pleasure, aud excitement in some form
Was sought and found night after night. And
Emily, tov, pursued it, and oftentimes thought
herself very happy. She loved musie, dancing,
the theatre, witty cunversation, the graceful per-
sonations of tableauz vivans, with all their
charming planning and bustle of preparation;
8ad on she went, admiring and admired, through
& succession of gay visions and triumphs,

4nd each night found her enduring & severe
Stuggle in the solitude of her own apartment,
When she came in with her weary step, and
strove to shut the door upon the world,

For 4 time conscience held her back with a
Strong hand from the morocco case, till she was
ture that she could in solemn sincerity call
Upon her Father in heaven, and offer him an
Wdivided mind. But, O, it grew so much more
dificalt] At last, despairingly, she would waken

¢ silver voice, trusting that the thought she
“ould ot cantrol would obey that blessed sum-
Wons. Then the words of prayer would pass
through her mind—not rise up from her heart—
d with vague, comfortless dissatisfaction she
¥ould lay her head upon her pillow, with no
nsciousness that the blessings of holy ones un-
S¢en were falling upon her.  And then the enemy
would return, as if triumphant over her fecble at-
Leupt to baffle his wiles, and lost in idle reveries
of vanity ang folly, she would sink to sleep.

So it was with her, till even this battle with
Yemptation was more than her failing resolution
d enfechled virtuo could sustain. She mightnot

Ways wear a chaplet without thorns. The gay
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life has its vexations as well as the busy one.
Sometimes she stood before her mirror with dim-
med eyes, and a brow of perplexity ; but whether
dejected or exulting, she felt that the sourtes of
her emotions were not such as she could call
upon her Maker to behold with his holy eyes, or
visit with his tender sympathy. At moments,
the utter frivolity of her life presented itself to
her with such fearfulness, that she almost hoped
she was overlooked in God’s creation. But this
was usually on S8abbath nights, and fewer became
such awakenings as the year rolled on.

When nine months had elapsed, she had seve-
ral times omitted to touch the silver bell. Each
time she had pleaded to herself that she was too
much exhausted! With what! Too much ex-
hausted with dissipation to think of God, to re-
member her Saviour! ) :

At last, she even forgot it.

L R I T ™

The year had almost expired, when God in his
mercy sent upon Emily a sudden and dreadful
illuess, The cholera messenger came to her. He
did not “take her out of the world,” but came to
“keep her from the evil that was in it.”

She recovered.  And the first night in which
she again found herself in her sleeping-room
alone, was the anniversary of that, upon which
she had received from o dying Christian friend
the long-neglected silver beﬂ.

Again she sat down, with her hands clasped
over her face, to meditate, and prepare her mind
for solemn communion with G She felt as if
she had almost seen him!

There was no struggle with gay images and
worldly thoughts now. She looked upon the
circle around which the silver hand should have
travelled, and felt the lesson and the reproach
with the deepest compunction. It declared that
she had been estranged from her Father in hea-
ven, that the love 0? Christ had not been in her,
that she had forgotten the pious dead, and had
given her strength and her affections to the
world.

Tears of penitence gushed over her checks as
the unwonted music again broke upon her ear,.
and it never sounded to sweet. That night the
spared trifler vowed a vow with her prayers.

outhful reader, what, think you, was her vow?

If you bad found by bitter experience that you
had not sufficient strength of character to resist
dangerous influences, would you think it wise
or right to expose yourself to them voluntarily ¢

It is one thing to cry out ngainst the theatro
and the ballroom. It is another to ask you
soberly to examine yourself as to the effect of the
recreations, no matter what they may be, in which
you indulge, the effect on your soul, your reli-
gious habits, the individual spiritual lifo. If the
sound of the silver bell, leading you from ealm
meditation to true prayer, might not be heard each
night in your chamber, what would doom it to
silonco | :

That, whatever 4 be, is wrong for yow.
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% l\'lkws; BY W. C. BENNETT AND R. W.'EMERSON. § Up.—thy utterance silence robs 2
T is refreshing in this rhyming ago to meet § Of the extacies of carth, ¢
i ! . . Dowering sound with all the throbs ;
g Z:thtn pure p‘octxc gem %ﬂ(e the following stan- of itlnq?nidness, (l)f)i:s mir(;h; v g
E ‘0 the Skylark, written by W. C. Bennett, g Tranced lies its golden prime, s
: m Engli-h poet whose works have never been § _Dumb with utter joy; O, fling 5
¢ ElVen 1o the public. A small manuscript volume L\:am.lmg.m:‘ 4 t‘h‘é mptulred tm:le, ing! g
§ :"l)' his been sent to a friend on this side of the aivering gradness, soar and sing §
; th1‘1.:mnc; fl\?m that, the stanzas named above, found ¢ Up,—no white star hath the west,— 5
¢ ¢ way into the pages of a Miscellany, from § +All is morning,—all is day;— g
: ¥hence we extract them, ¢ Earth in trembling light is blest,— g
! w.“ ¢ have read them ourselves again and again § U Hilt‘hc : l:i;:lx:::ll;;!,'-];lq:i)g‘{ay; é,
§ m‘th delight, for they breathe to our ear the very g p[’}p _ﬂ,‘(), b(’ug‘hq “‘;’nhsghdn?;:l;{;a . 5
. . . ’ . B ‘ ’
; 1“1 .Of musie, uttered in words as simple and Bent are bright-belled flowers ngain.° f
: %’h‘lwmg as are the notes of the lovely songster " Drooped with bees,—O0, soar and sing | g
¢ % immortalize. The cadence, the lang } :
’ - y guage, J
¢ the megey . Ah, at last thou beat’st the sun, :
2 suhj[.c;{;‘m' are so exquisitely adapted to the Leaving low thy nest of love; . ‘
: o that, borne away by the verse, we seem Higher,—higher, quivering one, ;
' ear the rapturous strain of the bird itself, as Shrill'st thou up and up above; A
: :th Quivering wing it wheels upward through \\'kfelh(t)l}\ahecl t.:.le wlu?,elday through, :
’ ip“ Solden air, to greet the bright-haired sun with Steclg on stel:; :;? ax"c; :ll;(;l;ss wing, é
¢ r:fg“g]-ms of entrancing melody. Complete and Fl}x)ng me up and soar and sing! ’
i oreshing i the picture—the gradual dawning of § ' ¢
Z emyfﬂle dewy carth—the “bright-belled flow- §  Spurner of the carth's annoy, H
: ne;t‘r‘he songster's swift upsoaring from its h{de' ‘f::tﬂll etg“i’: ; l;;a;:;\; be lost |— -4
M o . . . N » .
! melog ,lm ¢, with its m}ddcn outburst of rapturous 0, might I be tempest-tost}— §
e all charm with the truth of reality, in ; O, that the melodious rain :
: ’:‘: Yeautiful stanzas. They are a vivid and Of thy rapture I might fling . :
g “Paie painting of the objects they describe, and l?ozn,_t:l:oe;:;;l; i‘g ‘;ﬁ:i‘:o:?nff?m pain,— ?
: S o us all the delicious freshness and beauty ¢ v Aring e :
: an:s s: mmer dawn in the green embowered g Yet, high wisdom by thee taught, ;
; of the country. 4 Were thy mighty rapture mine, ‘
; . L“ our readers shall judge for themselves of ; While the highest heaven I eought, 3
‘v i hﬂloughts that breathe and words that burn,” 3 hﬁ";fgf,gfin?iiﬂ;x: ﬁ%lo(%,g o ;
¢ . - L )
¢ Pleggy bave kindled in us such enthusiastic Still my love to earth should fling 5
: re: : All its raptures;—still to love $
: . Caring but to soar and sing! . $
‘ Qi TO THE SKYLARK. L o :’,
; uI:I‘;?ﬁr of the golden air,—~ ¢ The lyric of Mr. Emerson, a well-known Ameri- 5
;M Of(‘;] na golden earth— g can writer, bears the same characteristic marks
hours when thrushes pair, ? : g : i
§ edges green, and blooms have birth,— g of a genial and naturc-loving soul as those which
¢ P;l hou very shout of joy; distinguish the verses of Mr. Bennett. It is an
/ O‘e,'. adnegy wert thou mm{e to fling ¢ address to the “Humble Bee,” and’ forms a
: U; moo%? of carth's ‘““’OY»E‘, o g worthy accompaniment to the “Skylark.” It has
: ¢ Ugh morning, soar and sing. ' ° ¢ 41 game graphic touches of life and natare, and
: }mde\by shade hath gloom decrensed, . é the same felicitosm adaptation oi_' language and
: ) stward stars and night have gone, 2 rhyme to the subject, as those which render that
; ‘:l::"ll up the crimeoning east : "so truthful and beautiful,
: et \y m‘:]‘}"t“‘ the golden dawn; $  Like Mr. Bennett, he too is a close observer,
; Y radiant life was given $ and i i Th
‘ Mompturc over carth to fling ; ond an intense Admiver of naturo. us, bo
’ D 0 hushes, hushed is heaven, 2 somewhere in his own choice language expreescs
'.\,‘“\ to hear theo soaring sing. $ his love for her: “Give me health and a day,
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and I will make the ponp of emperors ridiculous.
The dawn is my Assyria, the sunset and moon-
Tise my I%phos, and unimaginable realm of facrie.”
The bird, the insect, flowers, the grass, the con-
stellations of heaven, the forests and hills, are his
familiar friends; portions of his own being it
would seem, with which he holds daily and
spiritunl converse, and extracts wisdom from
their every phase.

The lines “To the Humble-Bee” transport us to
the cool depths of a wood, where in the heat of a
sultry noon, we have often watched the “zig-zag”
flight of this golden wandercr—now plunging
deep into the heart of a purple thistle, and now

hanging sated with sweets on the tall spike of the_

golden-rod, or perchance, sailing thence
“ With his mellow breezy bass,”

sounding in our cars, in a flight as irregular as is
the metre of these charming verses. In confir-

mation of our remarks we present them to our
readers:

TO THE HUMBLE-BER.

Fine humble-bee! fine humble-bee |
Where thou art is clime for me.

Let them sail for Porto Rique,

Far-off heats, through scas to seek,~— -
I will follow thee alone, )
Thou animated torrid zone!

Zig-zag steerer, desert cheerer,

Let me chase thy waving lines,

Keep me nearer, me thy hearer,

Singing over shrubs and vines,

Flower bells,
Honied cells;—
Theso the tents
Which he frequents.

Insect lover of the sun
Joy of thy dominion!
Sailor of the atmosphere,
Swimmer through the waves of air,
Voyager of light and moon,
Epicurean of June,

ait, I prithee, till T come
Within ear-shot of thy hum,—
All without is martyrdom.

When the south wind, in May days,
Vith a net of shining haze,
_ 8ilvers the horizon wall,
Apd with softness touching all,
Tints the human countenance
“With a color of romance,
. And infusing subtle heats
Turns the sod to violets,—

Thou in summer solitudes, -
Rover of the underwoods,
le green silence dost displace
With thy mellow breezy base.

-
-
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Hot midsummer's petted crone,

Sweet to me thy drowsy tone,

Telling of countless sunny hourz,

Lomg days, and solid banks of flowers,
Of gulfs of sweeiness without bound,
In Indjin wildernesses found,

Of Sgfiun peace, immortal leisure,
TFirng@st cheer, and bLird-like pleasure.

Aught unsavory or unclean
Hath my inseet never seen

But violets, and Lilberry bells,
Maple sap and dafTodils,
Clover, cateh-fly, alder’s tangue
And briar-roses dwelt amony,
All beside was unknown wiadte,
All wus picture as he passed.

Wiser far than human seer,
Yellow-breeel’d philosopher,
Secing only what is fair,

Sipping only what is sweet,

Thou dost mock at fate and care,
Leave the chaff and take tlie wheat.
When the fierce north-western blast
Cools sea and land so far and fast,—
Thou already slumberest deep,

Wo and want thou can'st cutsleep;
Want and wo which torture us,

Thy sleep makes ridiculous.

In conclusion, we have but to say of the short
poems given above, that brief as they are, they
evince poetic genius of as high order as is ex-
hibited by many more claborate productions,
and will perhaps fulfil & mission far more impor-
tant; for there are hundreds of hearts that would
not be stirred by the stately march of an epic,
which the sweet and graccful simplicity of these
minor lyrics will refresh and gladden with the
joy of renovated youth. “Such poems,” to use
the words of an clegant writer of the present
day, “are indeed like the natural wild flowers of
a country, which rise from no exotic seed, but are
the growth of the spontaneous production of the
soil. | They spring up along the way-cide of
human life. Rooted in the human heart, the air
and sunshine of every day call them into bloom.”

Wi wish to.say one word in favor of the “ Snow
Drop,” the unpretending little Magazine for chil-
dren, which its Editors are endeavoring to render,
in all respects, uscful and interesting to them. It
will now appear in an enlarged size, and embel-
lished with wood-cuts, which will give it new
attractions, and, we trust, attain for it a more
extended patronage. Parcnts who are desirous
to cultivate a love of reading in their children,
should not refuse to sustain the efforts of those
who are earnestly desirous to promote this objeet,
and are willing cheerfully to labor for it.
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