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OR,

: cIDENTS AND ADVENTURES IN THE HISTORY OF THE “ MARKHAM GANG.”

BY HARRY BLOOMFIELD, ESQUIRE, F.R.8.

CHAPTER IV.

TREACHERY,
was a magistrate. He heard
o of Captain Willinton; he saw the result
lnne:;;“ggle; he heard the corroburation of
th radshaw ; he did not, therefore, doubt
a"‘ Aassault, with the view to commit a rob-
he ;dl Bot & murder, had been committed, but
ie ne ‘Chle .Whut,ever by which to find out the
“Pie.d Captain Willinton had been too much
.‘htsw be able to scan the features of his
% and the night had been tuo dark to
M t0 do so with certainty even had
lme::‘c"s permitted. The farmer had heen
mich on de‘stroying the ruffiat’s visage to
'ides, he attention to what it looked:like ; be-
Tu g, o WVas.masked, and otherwise disguised.
 Present condition of young Bradshaw it
t en to question him ; and the probability was
. tould throw very little light upon the
> 8¥en were he itr o condition to give evi-
Y raag 2-; Doctor, therefire, who was & good,
"’bbe-,,, » '-hougb very anxious to discover the
i ofaf'd Particularly anxious about the con-
&nﬁrﬂy ‘bh"“"g Bradshaw, believed pursuit to be
."‘ding Opeless, and contented himself with
fii“'-l’iet :n account of the affair to the proper
ing o rewaeers, suggesting the propriety of uffer-
th \ for t‘;\d for the detection of the villains; and
opey ¢ Present, the matter seemed likely
%i:p:;m ‘Willinton,
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he saw the condition of the young man who had
50 gallantly come to his assistance in the hour of
need; but to pursue his quest unaided was worse
than useless, and he was forced to wait and see
whether the chapter of accidents might not afford
some clue to the perpetrators of the attempt upon
his peaceful and happy- hume.

In the meantime Whitley had been nursing
his hate against Richard Craiguton. Some days
had passed, during which he had been ruminating
upon the chances of detection, and the probability
that some one of the many by whon he was him-
self detested might forestall him should he delay
the treachery he meditated; and he hoped to

purchase his own safety by sacrificing his asso- -

ciate, at the same time reaping a rich harvest of
vengeance against the young man who hati so

~fumuarily expelled him from his futher's house,

His “viadjctive passion partially blinded him to
his own dafigan,and he determined to make thie
attempt. ' e, o
- One morning, sbouﬁWter the sobbery,
Captain- Wiliinton sut at brédkfast, and ad e
quietly sipped‘his coffee, and read the newspaper,
his eye fell upon a mutice offering a reward for
the apprehension of the ruffians who had assaulted

him.. His mind was naturally directed back to *

the whole ciicumstances, and an exclamation
escaped him expressive of the irritation he felt
at the apparent impossibility of obtaining repa-
ration for the grievous wrong intended him.
A rap at that momeni was heard at the door,
and Mr. Whitley, a neighbour, was introduced.
A loathing crept over the Captain’s frame; but

*Continued from page 11,
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desiring Mrs. Willinton to leave the room, as his
visitor asked if he might speak with him alone,
hemotioned him to a chair. When they were left
to themselves, the stranger drew towards his
host, and said :

« Last Thursday an attempt was made to rob
you?”

The voice sunk into the Captain’s heart. He
nodded.

« Should you like to know the robbers?”

The Captain nodded again.

“ 1 can identify them.”

“You can?” said the Captain, speaking for the
first time. * Who are they?”

« Not so fast, sir,” said Whitley. * In one of
them, the least guilty of the three, I have an inte-
rest. If you will be satisfied with the principal
robber I shall hunt him up for you. If you are
not, there are no witnesses here; and besides, I
trust to your honor to forget what has passed.
We are ‘ as you were,’ Captain.”

The Captain had been eyeing his visitor and
catching the sound of his voice, and not a doubt
remained upon his mind that he had before him
the meaner villain. He controlled himself, how-
ever, and did not say so, being determined to
find a clue to the business if he could, without
biuding himself by any promise,

“ I cannot promise what I can’t perform,” he
said. “Impunity for crime is but too easily
obtained without aid of mine ; besides, I know
of no degree of guilt between them. One wasa
meaner villain than the others, and I'am not sure
that he was not the worse man. In which of
them do you take an interest?”

«In him who came first towards the door.
He bhad in vain urged his comrade to be off, and
it was against his will that the attempt upon
your life was made at all?”

« This I believe,” was the reply; “but, if I
mistake not, it was at the instigation of this same
caitiff that the stables of Captain Willinton were
pointed out as worth the plundering.”

While he spoke he fixed his eye keenly upon
the face of Whitley, and he read there a confir-
mation of all he had suspected. But his words
were daggers to the ruffian. He remembered
that he had made use of language such as this in

- the forest cave, but he did not remember that he
had again spoken them under the porch of Capt.
Willinton’s house; he, therefore, imagined that
the whole had been betrayed, and the fear that

she was too late for his own safety rushed upon
his mind, .

Dr. Greenleaf, who had been paying an early
visit to young Bradshaw, who in the interim had
peen removed to his father’s house, called to

ot N
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make a report of his condition to Captain Willin*
ton, and without ceremony entered the bresk’
fast parlor. The host warmly welcomed hioh
saying,

“ My dear sir, your calling is most opportuné
I have just found a clue to the robbers. M
Whitley has kindly called to tell me he can iden”
tify them.” )

“That's fortunate indeed!” replied the Doc”
tor. “Young Bradshaw seems to be ina
way. I would give something beyond a trifle 0
know who the villain is to whom he is indebted
for the horrible wound he bears. I could swes®
that the man who gave the blow is a murderer by
trade.”

Whitley gas in agony. He began to think
his treachery was about to recoil upon himse!
The cold sweat burst from every pore, and b
longed for some excuse to leave the room. Csp”
tain Willinton, who saw his agony, however, 8%
determined not to spare him. He believed the
fellow’s errand was to buy his own safety by
denouncing his comrades ; and, although he b#f
no means of proving it, he determined to adm¥
nister a little salutary punishment, through the
man’s fears, should nothing turn up to furnisb #
reason for detaining him in custody. He touch
a bell which stood upon the table. Mrs, Willi®*
ton herself, who was anxious about the meanidh
of Whitley’s visit, opened the door.

“My love,” said Willinton, “will you #¥ |
Anderson and Greene not to leave the house, b
to remain within call. I shall, probably, W
them shortly.” !

Mrs. Willinton retired to comply with 'b,‘ }
request of her husband, and left the three to th
consultations. : i

The plot seemed to thicken. Whitley’s terr |
increased. He could not conceive where all
was to end. He was certain that he was 5% |
pected, but he did not know, nor could not g% i
how far the knowledge of Willinton exteﬂd‘& i
What course to pursue it was beyond the po
of his mind to decide. Had the Captain or ¥
Doctor taken advantage of the craven BP"E
which crushed him down, they might have o
cited every necessary information ; but the
tain felt such a loathing for the man thst;
could not bring himself to seek for informs® 3
at his hands, and the good-hearted™Docto?
not share either his penetration or the kno"”
ledge which he had gained from Whimf'
voice. .

The men, in the meantime, paced in the de"w
ing room, waiting their master’s orders, and 0"‘4"
step, sent a chill to the heart of the misel"w J
Whitley. ~Greene entered the room on "p‘
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l‘dng errand, and the look with which he re-

‘ippingoztor sat comfortably in an arm chair,
ore b cup Of' coffee, which his host had placed
i, 10, while Captain Willinton, uneasy and
Teaniy h sat e}feing his visitor with no friendly
have ag on !us countenance. He seemed to
mspensemlschlevous pleasure in keeping him in
Dr, Gr«; At length the silence was broken by
. nleaf,

ay? -HWhmey can identify the robbers, you
hey W very fortunate! He must have
ta large reward has been offered for

« Fo.-: suppose he will be entitled to it.”
R Unate mdeedl’: said Captain Willington,
inqui % came you acquainted with the matter?”
%4 the Doctor. “I sent for you, the
’m:i after the attempt was made, and received
Woulg n“‘ that you were absent from home, and
ot return for a day or two. I did not

t_‘“ch welcome intelligence from you.”

ot unl:il%y winced under the remark. He did
Win; :;Pafe a third party at his conference with
e t: and he knew besides that Dr.
glimpseaf Was a magistrate, who, if he got a
% ong, (f) the truth, would send him to prison
er‘ or he had taken the case of the young
Wheq Much to heart. It did not occur to him
Vehgenn: Was boiling over with hate and
Ner iy wh? gainst young Craignton for the man-
ich he cast him from his father’s hearth,
taw theat‘:lonld compromise himself; but he now
e e had dug a pit, which he could only
N ;ented from falling into by some hand
forty, t‘:x‘e“o.us than his own, or by some
P%Sible, accident. He replied as calmly as

W
the . believe T can identify them, and more than
ore wmlk’)e"e has begn mach mischief done, and
Circ“xns edom? yet, if the nest is not destroyed.
now Ces—it is not necessary to explain
I . Y—~have put the power in my hands, and
t g, 'X10us to uge it; but I will have nothing

‘R rewards -
O%per yorn - Inever knew blood-money
. the ] .
Virtuoy, ?Z_WON]S were spoken with a tone of
Ndignation, which made an_impression

.

Muilgg, Greenleaf. Captain Willinton only
uv
L .
“The "V 800d, indeed!” said Dr. Greenleaf.

8reat thing is o find the ruffian who
oy, a::“ O Bradshaw. He is the man I am
" Uy bag ::“’ to hear about. I verily believe,

for the the others are, I would ask a pardon

N $ N 2

' ‘\s;.:’:f:hﬁ" associate,

m o
t“lch » On condition of their proving the
They're a bad lot,

s S

Theed Whitley completed his discomfiture. -

and the country people will not be comfortable
till the whole of them are hanged.”

The Doctor was s magistrate—but he was &
man too, and he forzot the official in the natural
character. His words, however, effectually sealed
the mouth of Whitley. He answered farther
enquiries evasively, and, saying that he would
arrange his materials, and meet the magistrates
on a future occasion, he rose to withdraw,

-Captain Willinton would have prevented his
retreat, however. He had no proof indeed, that
the man before him was the culprit, but he felt
morally convinced of it. -He whispered some
words to Dr. Greenleaf ; but the Doctor only
shook his head. The Captain was not convinced,
and was on the point of interfering forcibly on the
strength of his own conviction, when the question
was decided for him, for a messenger called
hastily for the Doctor. Young Bradshaw was a
great deal worse, and the Doctor was wanted
instantly. Captain Willinton would accompany
him, and during the bustle, Whitley quietly
reached the door, and walking rapidly up the
road, was out of sight before he was again thought
of by any of the party. ’

The couch of the young farmer was one of
pain. But it was soothed by the gentle words of
affectionate and sympathizing friends. The erisis
of the fever was come, and the kind physician
anticipated no danger. He knew the strength of
the youth, and that no festering thoughts rankled
at his heart. He knew also that no care was
wanting that could add to his comfort or safety.
He therefore only enjoined cuution and silence,
and full of trustin Him who is all powerful to
save, he sat down by the side of his patient, and
waited the moment when returning consciousness
v;vou]q place his recovery, as far as human fore-
sight and man’s erring judgment might presume
to say so, beyond a doubt.

He did not wait long, and the issue proved that
he was right. When young Bradshaw opened
his eyes, he spoke coherently and collectedly.
He was in a fair way of recovery.

How different the lonely outeast. No bodily
ailment afflicted him. He was full of health and
vigour, and had his mind been free from thoughts
of sin committed and unrepented—for remorse is
not repentance--he might have been full of hap-
piness. But fear was after him. It tracked his
steps. Every bush and tree, to his excited fancy,
concealed an enemy. Look which way he
would, there was something to remind him of his
crime. Atlast, the perspiration starting in balls
from his beating brow, he felt as if pursued by
some invisible foe, and hoping to escape from his
ever present pursuer, without looking to the

M-
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right or left—without a thought as to whence he
came or whither he bent his steps. the wretched
and miserable man quickened his already rapid
pace, and fled!

The only idea that seemed clearly traced upon
his mind was the necessity of shunning all places
where he was likely to be met by man, and when
the night came, and consciousness returned, he
found himself in the foresi-cave, alone in its
silent depths, with the evidences of his own guilt
and that of his associates seattered round him.

Fearfully he wandered from heap to heap,
selecting whatever was least burdensome and
most valnable, determined to leave his home and
country, nnd seek impunity in a foreign land, 1n
which, before steps could be taken to prevent him,
he trusted he would have safely arrived.

CHAPTER V.

THE PARTING.

Tae reader, if his interest has been awakened
by our story. will have felt some curiosity as to
the errand which brought the younger Craignton
to his father's house on the night of the Willinton
robbery. We must explain:

Richard Craignton was at the time we speak
of, about the age of twenty-three. His youth
had been well cared for. The example of his
father's energy of character and power of mind,
had not been lost upon him. His mother’s
gentleness and piety, also, had had a salutary
effect in the formation of his character. When
lauuched upon the world as a student-at-law,
ho was well fortified with sound principles and
habits of industry. His natural talents were
respectable, and they had been assiduously culti-
vated. His success at the Bar, when the time
for his examination came, was confidently
anticipated. by his friends. And their anticipa-
tions wero in a fair way of being realized. When
scarcely a year released from probation, he by a
fortunate chance became favorably known, and
business began to grow upon him. He seemed
established in a course of practice which would
yield him a comfortable income, & hope in which
he rejoiced, for he was already an accepted lover.
It was toseek his father’s sanction and his
mother’s blessing that he had sought the home
of his youth on the occasion referred to. Itis
needless to say that his father had not learned

*ihe object of his hurried visit.

Richard Craignton sat in his solitary chamber,
or paced it with hurried and uneven steps.
Thoughts crowded upon his mind—thoughts to
which he had hitherto been a stranger. No

RICHARD CRAIGNTON.
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presentiment of evil—no thought of the misfor-
tune which had overtaken him—had ever clonded
the pure atmosphere in which, until now, he had
lived and moved. The fall was dreadful. Till
now, he had walked with the ercct and stately
bearing of a man—henceforth, he felt, he must
crawl through life, only too happy if he could
pass unnoticed and unmarked.

The hepes too in which he had indulged—
hopes, which till now, no fear had cver darkened
—were crushed to the earth—beaten down and
trampled on.  What to him was honor oF
honest fame!  The father to whom he owed his
being—him whom he had looked to as a model
upon which to form his character—was a felom
and but for circcumstances which he could nob
control, mizht have been a murderer-—a mur*
derer from the basest of all the motives by which
man is actuated. What deeper misery than this
could be heaped upon him !

His love too, and it was love—for he was of 8
sanguine and an enthusiastic temperament—-w83
withered in the bud; and she for whom the sa¢”
rifice of his life would have been gladly made
was, through him, to be wounded to the heart
The whole of his misery stared him in the facé
and he could not—-he did not try—te mitigate or
to stiffe it. A hundred times he resolved to 8¢
her-~to tell her all—to ask her to forget hif
and his shame. But he could not do it. The
effort was beyond his strength. He could n°
tell her of his parent’s guilt, and he could o
make her a sharer in his infamy.

What remained for him to do? To desert he®
without a word of explanation—without askir
her pity and forgiveness. This also was 8
course he dared not think of. She was so
associated with his every hope, that he felt ¥
would be like losing the anchor of his soul ¥
cast her sympathy away. *

On every side he was beset. There was$ n?
path by which he could escape. But he resol?
to see her——what his purpose was he did ¥
know, and could not tell. He hoped nothing~”
expected nothing.  Still, to see her was n f
sary to her peace—his peace! No--no—"
that. He had done with peace.
hope ever again on earth to know the mean’tl"
of the word. But it was something—a cravi®
of his spirit, which he could neither explai? » :
control—and he resolved, let the result be ¥
it would, that he would once more—only 0P
listen to her gentle and loving voice, and the®
leave her forever. oo

. d

-~

Agnes Gardner sat in her own favorite
She was reading, or at all events she held i® ”
hand & book. If her thoughts wandered from’
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P"“@f to him who had won her young affections,
© $in was pardonable in one so fair and good.
asu her pure mind, everything was beautiful, for
Yet, she had never known a moment’s grief.
hevee “as an only child, and although she had
mad".known' a mother’s care, her father had
©1t the study of his life to make her happy.

Bentleness gnq love.

Slep was heard upon the stair. She heard
s‘;ns‘:d;.‘er eye brightened, while a deeper crim-
50un;{u used her cheek. She knew—though it

ed not as it did of vore—that it was his.
O:ke“denvnured to rivet her attention upon the
ot k’aand whether she succeeded or not, her eyes
St were fixrd upon it. The door stood

o . . A
pe.n‘ 3nd in a moment Richard Craignton stood
eside her,

“ Agnest”

4 H
i Richard!” ghe cried, starting up, and extend-
]i; her hand. He raised it respectfully to his

it,

ss‘;." was .Surprised and hurt. She looked into
Mo 8Ce with an enger. gaze, as if to read the
; e’“"g of his coldness. She had expected a
an ent meeting. She knew where he had been
ch,\nWhy 1.1e went, Why he should have so
ima Bed since last they met, she could' not

Elne. She sat down again and resumed her

i

';Ag"%!" he said, “I am most unhappy.”

. &nes started.
Wh:Vhat has made you unhappy, Richard?
you ‘;‘ T last saw you—and it is not long since—
¢ id not seem so—I know of no change since

en')’

“ *
; Since then, I have lived ages of misery. I
10t know how much could be compressed into

a
% hours of life, I came to téll you that we
st part”

“ I
You Part!” echoed Agnes, “and why? Does
o T father refuse his sanction—does he forbid
ur Ineeting m
“ .
haveN°‘Agnes—no-—he does not know that we
estpever met. But there are circumstances which
ine. Y My hopes. You must not wed with
lnfamy.n .
3
Havwhat do you mean? You speak in riddles.
. © you deceived me Richard?”
uy 1N<>-God forbid! T did not know how deep
Pra OVe was, till I knew it hopeless. I came to
“yly‘)“ to pity and forget me!”
hithe":m not, Richard. My trust in you has
doubgeq been perfect. I have not for & moment
ere you. T will not now. Some mystery
must be here. Falschood and treachery

A,

PN had breathed an atmosphere of kindnessand
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cannot unite in you. Whatever your unbappiness
is, let me know and share it.”

“God bless you, Agnes. Your words have
given me new life. But you must trust me still.
I cannot—I dare not—tell you what has struck
me down, I fear you will learn too soon! Be
sure, that the guilt, for guilt it is, that has raised
a bar between uns—is not mine, though the
shame of it will cling to me forever; and I would
not that you should have to blush for me. Will
you trust me still? I do not ask this because I
hope that I may yet be to you what I have been
before—that hope is gone—but I cannot bear to
live without your sympathy—your pity for my
fate.”

T will trust you, Richard. Would that you
would do the same by me! Whatever your grief
may be, if I cannot lighten, surely I can share
it.”

The heart of Richard struggled. He felt the
tenderness which he dared notinvite. He knew,
or he believed he did, that even if he told her all,
she would not desert him; but the thought only the
more impressed him with the truth, that so much
worth and purity should not be wasted upon him.
She was one whose presence threw a grace and
charm over every circle, It would have been
cruel—if not eriminul—to unite her destiny with
his, and cut her off from the many delightful
associations which had made her young life so
happy. No—no—he would not prove himself so
unworthy of her. Though his heart should break
in the struggle, he would not do her wrong,

It did occur to him, but he banished the thought
at once, that she might suffer as much, or more,
from their separation as even from a union with
him, degraded as he felt himself. But even it
she did, she should have no cause to blush—and
shame, he felt, was the heaviest load the human
mind can bear. He would not have her—bright
and beautiful, and kind and generous as she was—
associated with it. He felt as if he had sinned
against the purity of her nature, in having suf-
fered the thought, involuntary though it was, to
dwell for an instant on his mind,

Agnes was deadly pale. On her fair counten-
ance, anxiety and fear, and pain and wonder, were
alternately portrayed. Her face was but the
image of her mind; but it reflected faintly the
feelings and emotions with which her heart was
torn. She knew that something dreadful must
have happened, to move so deeply one who held
the mastery of his passions with a hand so firm
as Richard Craignton. But she did not guess the
truth. To a mind like hers, it must have been
incomprehensible, even had it been told her with
every particular, of place and day and hour.

. iy
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Both were silent—busy with their thoughts—
for many minutes. At last Richard spoke:

soles, unmans me! It makes me feel more keenly
the loss of such a treasure as you would have been
to me.”- His voice was calm, for he was in-
tensely miserable, and in great calamity the

he proceeded.

than I imagined, man could bear, and yet retain
his reason. -Think what it must be when, besides,
it makes me unworthy that you should think of
me—you, with whom every hope for my after
years has been so intimately blended, that life
without you, seemed not life at all. And yet
you see me here, come to release you—to set you

think of me, with pity only—not with love! B
will add gall to the bitterness of life to think that
I should have rendercd you unhappy.”

He knelt before her.
uttered, sunk deep into her heart. She did not
oppressed with a thousand feelings,—and not to
one of them could she have givena name.

“ Richard!” she said, “ By the love you have
professed—-by the love you bear me—-I pray you
tell me—all. Yet, why do I ask? I feel you
are sincere—that some undreamt-of calamity has
befallen—why should I heed what that calamity
ina)' be, since you can think it insurmountable?
Still, you may have been mistaken—may have

and I tell you now, what I only suffered you to
guess before,—I wished—I longed to bear the
name—I would seek the privilege of a wife, to
learn your grief. Perhaps———"

« Oh, Agnes! do not speak in such atone. It
brings too vividly back upon my heart, the
thought of what has been--what may not be
again.”

“ Perhaps,” she continued, as not heeding the
interruption,  there may yet be hope. Ever until
now you have been gemerous—your happiness
you have ever shared—why will you be so sel-
fish with your griefs? Let me hear all. You
have prepared me for anything—it does not mat-
ter what. I have esteemed--nay, I have loved
you, Richard! You have loved—you love me
now--I will not doubt it. If it be so, why—-
why will youdeny me one of woman’s dearest
rightg—the right to soothe and comfort you?
Richard, I must know all—I mug know why you
wish me—why you cast me off.”

He did tell her all—the whole tale of woe and

S e
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“Your generosity, sweet Agnes, while it con-

outward man is calm. It became tremulous as ;
« Since I left you, Agnes, I have ;
learned that which, had I never loved, is more ;

free—to ‘ask you, if not to forget, at most to ;

His words, 80 solemnly

answer him, for she could not speak. She was ;

judged too hastily. Though Iam not your wife— |

RICHARD CRAIGNTON.
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guiltand crime. He extenuated nothing. From
the moment of his departure until his return, ha
repeated, the weary, the sad detail. Long ere
; he had finished, Agnes saw the struggle through
{ which his mind had passed. She wept likea
i verychild. Richard had forgotten himself. He
) had done that which was furthest from his in-
{ tention. He had blackened his father’s fame.
; The hot tears that fell from the eyes of Agnes
upon his cheek, as he knelt before her, recalled
himto himself. He rose hastily, and exclaimed :
é “ Now, indeed, I have told you all. Can you
3 wonder that I am without hope? Is there any
% thing can blot out the past? My remaining
§ here, now that you know my shame, is to connect
é you with it. I wust begone. Farewell, Agnes!
: If we never meet again, think of me—for I know
{ your nature, you will sometimes think of me—
{ and when you do, be gentle in your judgment, as
é you always have been. The path of the guilty
% man, my father! I know is not more beset with
3 peril, because you know hiscrime. Farewell.”
i He knelt before her. She was in a passion of
; tears. He took Ler hand in his—kissed it—and
% was gone. '
{  “Stay, Richard, stay!” she cried ; but he heard
; her not. Already he was beyond the reach of
her voice. She fell back in her chair, overcome
g with the excitement through which she had
passed. When she again opened her eyes, hgr
% father was bending over her with a gaze of most
% compassionate tenderness. He had heard every
i word of Richard’s humiliating confession, but he
} made no remark which could lead his daughter
; to infer what his own feeling with regard to
¢ the future course of their loves might be. In
{ answer to her inquiring look, he only said,
% “ He is a noble fellow. It is a thousand pities
! that he should be lost. Agnes, my darling, you
i must retire to your room, and endeavour to re-
% gain composure.”

“My dear father,” said Agnes, eagerly, “ will
you not see and comfort him ? There is none
can save him, if you do not. Remember all we
owe him.”

«1 have forgotten nothing; but it would be
useless to talk to him now. You have as much
need of comfort and consolation as he has,—you#
know where to seek it, and I will leave you alone
with Him who can give peace to the stricken
heart.” .

He kissed her affectionately, and left th

her first lesson in the sorrows of the world.
She would have been more or less than woman
i had she not feltit bitterly,

AN A

room., Agnes wept long and bitterly, Itwas .




Pl

R N PN

‘M’M

CHAPTER 1V,

In REPENTANCE,
evid::"ken%d room, on a low couch, with the
i 1095 of sickness, and of woman’s c.are, around
of l;o;y & strong man, bowed down with sickness
Y and agony of mind. His eye rolled

v
“antly round the room as if in search of some-

thi
wmg' or of somebody. But whateverhe sought, it
hi:shmn there, He was alone. Once or twice

PS moved, as if he were about to speak, but
® Words remained unformed, and the unuttered
°“ght, whatever it was, lay buried in his mind.
eth:h?d remained an hour or more in this half-
ope T8lc state, when the door was quietly
o ll‘led.' and besidethe bed of Edward Craignton,
© 1t was, stood the man who, on the night of

© Meeting in the cave, had accompanied him

?"'&Nalhan Gray.
besi:re you better, Ned?” he said, sitting down

“re the bed, «If you are not, I have news

" bOuse You. Whitley, the sneaking scoundrel,
Ih PE{I to Captain Willinton’s to confess all.
€ard it from a sure source. It seems he has
dg_e against you for some injury he fancies
cel.Ved on the night of your misfortune, and

« Dt'}“s method to revenge himself.” -

« id he tell all?" asked Craignton, calmly.
aﬂdm::i Greene su.spected what he was after,
look " e an 'errand mt«..b the room, and gave him a
ever fat frightened him. He found out, how-

> 1or he watched pretty closely on his own
ount, that his warning would not have been
th:ded’ had not Dr, Greenleaf spoken of hanging
man. who struck young Bradshaw. This
f°°°d his mouth, and he managed to get out
® way. Iheard it all at Crowther's some
hO_llrs ago, and came post haste to tell you.
D€ is on his scent, and if he catches him, he’ll

. ?Short. work of him. But, I'll warrant, the

} ?lles of the law will be after him too, and the

® country will be ransacked for him. If
8¢t him, he’ll blab every thing. You'd
Tbe off while there is still time for escape.”
whate':t astep. If they catch him, he may tell

il ﬁ:r his cowardly nature can invent, or his

g may have permitted him to see. He
88y nothing worse than the reality either
8nd Il wait the issue. I would not fly
T eould,” .

I Will,” returned the other.
- “"Ngnton looked at him with a scowl which,
one WI:;, :10 was, would have frightened a man

“Twi ess bo'l'd than Nathan Gray.
have b , I 88Y," replied the other. ¢ While you
een lying there I've not been idle, and I've

been 1yc
‘wr than you. I came to this country
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to join a set of roving fellows, and to make some-
thing if I could. I find a parcel of snivelling

{ rogues who will rob hen-roosts and steal old

women’s shifts ; but the devil & one, except your-
self, and, perhaps, Greene, with nerve enough

" for & man’s job. I won’t disgrace myself among

them. I have made one lucky hit, and théugh
it did cost the old wretch’s life, the world will
lose nothing—the miserly fool! T've one other
job to do, and then, if you won't come with me,
T'll bid you good-bye, and be off.”

“What do you mean?” said Craignton. “ What
old man have you been murdering?—not old
Gregory, is it?”

“The same, The whole country knows he’
had money, and money’s the only thing for me.
I neither want horses nor hogs, neither shirts nor
sheepskins, I want the hard metal, that one
can spend without caring who'’s by, Old Gregory
had plenty of that. I called upon him. He
would not give it me. I knocked him on the
head, and took it.”

“ And who is the other you have in view?”
said Craignton, making an effort to appear com-
posed.

“ Another of the same, as the auctioneers say.
Old Anthony Slatefield. He sold a pair of
horses and a lot of wheat this morning, and
the money is all paid. I intend to have the
spending of it, in my own country.”

Craignton was silent. The old man Gregory
had been a friend of his when he wanted friends.
He had welcomed him to what was then—when
he first settled in the country—a wilderness, and
he had cheered him with hopes of better and
happier days in store for him, if his perseverance
were only half equal to his energy. He had
helped him, too, when in the midst of difficulty ;
and although the country people did call him
miser; he had never ceased to look upon his
bent form and silver hair with something ap-
proaching affection. To hear of his having been
brutaily murdered for mere love of gold, and to .
hear too the horrid tale from the lips of the
murderer, and to be without the _power to avenge
him—or the right to avenge him, even if he
had the power—was & trial to his spirit which he
had little expected it would ever have to bear.
He was weak in body, also, and his mind was not
so powerful as at other times it had been. All
these causes, and many more, made a deep im-
pression on his heart. The strong man was at
last subdued. He buried his head in the bed-

clothes, and whem he lovked up at last, an or-,

dinary observer might have seen the traces of
tears upon his bronzed and hardened features,
% Gray!” he said, in a scarcely audible whisper,
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“there has been enough of this—what is done
is past, and may not be recalled. But—fly at
oncel”

Nathan, in his turn, was surprised.

“What's that!” he almost shrieked. ¢ Are
you, too, turned sniveller? Ihad a better opinion
of ybu. No--no—there has not been enough—
or, at any rate, I've not got enough. To-morrow
you may talk thus, but I shall not be here to
listen. Old Slatefield’s eash must change hands,
and the hands to which it is transferred must be
mine!”

“ I'm sorry for it,” replied Craignton, “Iam
tired and weary, and can neither aid nor hinder
you; therefore, it is needless to speak more of it.
I hear some one coming. It would be better
that you should not be seen with me. For the
sake of yourself, as well as me, leave me to my
thoughts.”

¢ Gray put on his hat. He smiled as he opened
the door, and muttered,

“The air is infectious. I do believe if I were
to stay here Ishould turna woman, To-morrow
I’ll seek a freer air and a bolder soil.” -

“To-morrow!”

When left to himself, Craignton again buried
his face in the pillows, and sobbed like a child.
His eyes were opened to the fact that he was a
robber and a thief—a man to whom a murderer
might talk of his bloody deeds without a fear of
retribution or of justice. It seemed as if he had
been living in a dream, and the question—how
had all this come? confused his brain. His face
was still buried, und sobs, at intervals, were heard
to issue from his breast, when his wife entered
the room, leading by the hand a fair young girl,
of some twelve years old. Noiselessly they
had entered, and approached the bed where
the sick man Jay. When the wife heard the
sobs, a flash of surprise and joy swept over her
worn and haggard features. She bent eagerly to
listen. Another sob—another—and then another
burst from the stricken sinner, and words of
sgony were bursting, unconscivusly, from his
fevered lips.

‘Whenin the young ear and to the young heart of
Alice Ravenswood the voice of Edward Craign-
ton had first breathed his love, she was intensely
happy. Their youth had been passed together.
They had grown together up from childhood, and
together they had wandered through the gay and
gorgeous fields. - He had plucked for her the
fajrest ﬂowers.‘%‘wove them into wreaths to
deck her fuir;ygitag brow, They had lived in
the hope st eg-they should live for ever, But
when on gmibring the busy, bustling world, to

play his part, he found, by an unexpected claim

A
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upon his paternal property, that he was reduced
from the station he had expected to occupy,
he determined to win, by his own hands, an
honorable subsistence. He would have left his
home, alone; but when the hour of parting came,
the then young lover could not control the
passion that held the mastery over his heart. He
declared his love, and Alice was a willing lis-
tener. " They were married; and instead of seek-
ing for wealth in their own land, they sought the
wouds of Canada, where they hoped, at least, for
independence.

When he first told his tale, and asked her to be
his, the young heart of Alice could scarcely
confain its happiness. But now, the broken
words, the bursting sighs, which welled out
from his burthened heart, scemed to her to yield
even greater pleasure.”

It was strange—but it was so. - Through every
trial ber love for the Edward of her youthful
years had been unshaken. Poverty, and woe,
and sickness might have been theirs; but with
him beside her she could still be happy. When
he strayed from the path of honesty and honor,
she wept and shuddered, but, she did not cease
to love; and she lived on, and prayed that he
might awaken from the dream which had pa-
ralyzed the nobler portion of his nature. She
prayed for him when she had forgotten how
much she stood in need of prayer for herself.

And at last her prayer was answered. She
had not travailed in vain. He would yet forsake
the ways of error and of crime ; and if the things
of earth would afford no solace for the past, 8t
least they would find rest in that better worlds
which will at last afford repose to thuse whose
journey upon earth has been sad, and weary:
and unblest.

The mind of the sick man began to wander.
Thoughts of a thousand things mingled in oneé
confused masy together, and his lips gave utter
ance only to disjointed senterces. But the
thoughts of old Gregory. and of what Gray had
told him, were uppermost and most vivid.

“Poor old Gregory !” he murmured. “It
was a cruel deed-—murdered!” he shrieked, and
lifting his haggard and distorted face, he
clenched his hand, and ground his teeth, in the
intenseness of his agony. *And Slatefield, too!
The one dead and the other—to die tagnight!-—~
and I—I cannot save him—cannot save him, if
would!” .

Again he buried himself in the bed-clothes, ut”
terly worn ont with the terrible and protract
mental struggle. He was in a burning fever
and his brain whirled with the thousand fantasi¢?
of delirium, . .
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' b His dreadful words, however, sank into
€Art.  With difficulty she repressed the

Seream ¢}, . .
. at rose 3 ]
it, ang to her lips, But she did repress

Elept‘
time
OWn de
solate
Pace, home,
eter

and proceeded, at a hurried
t‘? the residence of old Anthony Slatefield,
hm“’ed to warn him of the impending danger.
e se Foad along the lake shore, in the locality
cﬂsioﬁ;:k of, although nearly straight, is oc-
it oug ofy' so far away from the lake as to leave
Jutti fslght, \h.'here it crosses the low headlands,
appmih&!' out into its waters, and then again
Pling 4, f‘S S0 near as to be washed by the rip-
ang E; ) ves, where it passes those deeply indented
eltereq bays so frequently recurring,

One of thege bays, a flourishing and thriving
& had sprung up within the memory of more
the oldest inhabitant. The houses stood on
lngs‘geOf the road, which, but for a few strag-

Nes along the first half mile of another

Toad . .
Street]_eadmg 1nto the back country, was its only

A .
head‘;out 2 mile below this village, on one of the

o“s:“ds I have mentioned, stood Craignton’s
ing ma‘"d barn, and other appurtenances belong-
By the establishment of a farmer well to do.

there w.
Cative of P

. In
\'l"ag
than
each

Was nothing about the premises indi-
. rosperous care and thrifty industry.
& contrary, all around there was an air of
Wfort ang decay, most painful to look upon.
grou,g,:te’ as it opened, dragged heavily along the
logt 5, “svlf unwilling to admit a visiter. It had
~~tha t::"e.l‘ hinge, T}.x? wifldows of the house
of the oee e fmd never-failing index of the habits
U, ag i t‘}“l“(‘l‘jwere sadly broken, and patched
hssa € universal custom from New Orleans
Stray halsmaquoddy Bay, with rags, and old
“ere brole The fences round about the place
Place of o :;In down, or taken away, to supply the
al er and better fuel. The cattle in and
Yarq, “Y;hat had once been a comfortable farm
sho ¢ r? haggard, meagre, and neglected. In
Sithey e: ]WhOle establishment was evidently
Wh Was P..Y Mmortgaged, or else belonged to one
doomed h:;:}:er & lazy sluggard or a lost and
Or g ogethe:‘“al -drunkard, or something worse,
e;ﬁg‘:‘i’:‘ one .feafure in this scene of ap-

a Proof ¢ i, {ndxcauve of unwearied industry,
the ast r 3t the inmates had seen better days—
Teturn e“;"i‘:-“t'Ofa hope that they might yet
3 Was a little flower garden, in
at homeless looking cottage—so neat

2 . the worn and weary pilgrim loves to dwell.
Waited in her kneeling posture until he |
Then, making such arrangements as the :
Permitted, for his attendance, she left her
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thThe Wwife, who, with her child, had knelt besida { and trim, and well fenced in it was, that it
» Was unnoticed and unseen by the sick

contrasted sadly with the desvlation and negleet
around it. It was indeed like the green and
cheering oasis in the desert, on which the eye of
In
this sweet spot, where in better days the wife of
Craignton had spent hours of peace and joy, with
her children playing round her, she could even
yet for some brief moments find oblivion for her
cares.

-About three miles on the road leading back
from the village we have mentioned, was another
farm house, but of a very different character.

It- was a handsome and commodious frame
building, to use the phraseology of the country,
neatly clap-buarded and painted. The out-build-
ings, from the barns, for there were more than
one, down to the pig-sties, were in the most
perfect state of repair. There was besides, a
large and thrifty orchard, occupying lands at a
short distance behind the dwelling, of so rough
and rocky a description, as to be almost unfit for
other, and, in that locality, more profitable culti-
vation. The house was sitnated at the foot of
one of those isolated hills composed of alternate
steppes of rock and rich alluvial soil, so often met
with in that otherwise level distriet, and which,
in the absence of anything more worthy of the
name, have actually been miscalled mountains.

Around this comfortable dwelling, wasa large
and well cultivated farm, divided into well fenced
fields, in every variety and state of tillage suited
to the season.
was indicative of prosperous industry-—of care
and economy and skill—all contributing to effeet
a result so much desired, and yet so seldom
reached—a competent supply for all our earthly
wants—the only state in which, without a meta-
pher, a man ean call himself an independent
being.

This was the house—this the farm of Mr.
Slateficld—Old Anthony, as he was called by all
who knew him—the intended victim of the villain
Gray. The peaeeful home of happy and content-
ed industry, was to he desecrated and plundered,
and stained perchance with the life-blood of its
harmless occupier, during the dark and defence-
less watches of the coming night—a night which
might, and probably would have been his last,
had not the protecting /Egis of a guardian angel
interposed to save him from a fate which, other-
wise, would have been inevitable,

‘Itv was a long and weary walk from Craignton’ak

house to Slatefield’s, and back again that night;
and yet was there no faltering, no hesitdtion, on
the part of that devoted and determined messen-
ger. Worn out with wakeful watchings, night

In a word, everything about it~
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after night, and heart-stricken as she was, she
paused not to think on aught else on earth,—no
not even on her own sad fate and fearful destiny.
Self, with all its claims, founded on the first
inherent law of nature, 'was not for a moment
thought of; the only absorbing thought, was that
a helpless, harmless man, was doomed to a bloody
death, and that through her he might be saved.

The day was far advanced ere the weary mes-
senger reached the habitation of him she toiled
to save—but she did reach it, and having commu-
picated all she knew and guessed, she again
turned homewards, refusing to take the old man
or his servant from their home to accompany or
drive her back, which they were anxious and
importunate to do.

« No, no,” she said, in answer to their
arguments; “I have reasons of my own for
wishing to . return alone, and if I had not, there
is little enough of time for you to make secure
your property and your lives. I will find my
way safely back alone.”

* Good bye, then, and God bless you, ma’am,”
said Mr. Slatefield; * whether the danger turn
out real or not, I thank yuu all the same; and be
sure you have a friend while old Anthony
Slatefield lives.”

Mrs. Craignton did not delay a moment, even
for needful rest, but set out at once on her weary
and toilsome march, buoyed up with the thought
of the deed of mercy she had accomplished, but
still more by the hope which had arisen in her
breast, that the husband of her early love was
not utterly irreclaimable, and that when his
wandering faculties returned, he would bless and
thank her for the deed.

The night had fallen ere she reachied her lonely
dwelling, and as she approached it, its desolate
appearance siruck a chill to her heart, from the
contrast it presented to what it had been in other
days. But when she entered it, these thoughts
gave way to greater anxiety for her husband,
whose delirium had increased, and whose life, to
all appearance, was in imminent danger.

To him, notwithstanding her fatigue, she de-
voted herself with unwearied and unceasing care.
She watched over him as a mother over her first
born, caring not for aught else but him. Still
her thoughts were full of grief, for the image
of her son rose up befure her, and the anguish
which she knew he must experience added gall
to her cup already filled with bitterness. Through
the weary watches of that long and lonely night,
she kept beside him, and the moruing, when it
dawned, found her still busy at her task of love. ©

{To be continued.)
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THE DEATH WATCH.

TO THE EDITOR OF THE LITERARY GARLAND.

Sir,—Permit me to enclose to you for publi-
cation in the Literary Garland, some verses
addressed to the ¢ Death Watch,” from the
columns of a newspaper of this city.

They possess much merit; and, if the author of
the verses did not pay you the compliment of
requesting that they might adorn the pages of

your periodical, that is no reason you should not

pay him the compliment of inserting them. I
cousider, you enjoy the license to impound any
stray you may discover wandering on the high-
ways or by-ways of Canadian Literature, or place
them on “the common,” with or without the
author’s permission.

If you coincide inmy opinion, you will probably
insert them.

A LITTERATEGR.

Tic, tic, tic!—

Tve a quarrel to pick,
With thee, thou little elf—

For my heart beats quick

As thy tie, tic, tic,
Resounds from the old green shelf,

When I cease to weep,
‘When I strive to sleep,
Thou art there, with thy tiny noise,
And thoughts of the past
Come rushing fast,
E'en with that still, small voice.

'Tis said thou hast power
At the midnight hour
Of death and of doom to tell;
Of rest in the grave,
That the worl: ne'er gave,
And I love on this theme to dwell.

Dost thou call me home—
Oh! I come, I come;
For never did lone heart pine
For a quiet berth,
In its mother earth,
With a deeper throb than mine.

Then tic, tic, tic—

Let thy work be quick;
1 ask for no lengthen'd day—

'Tis enough. kind one,

If thy work be done,
In the merry month of May,

For birds in the bowers,
And the bloom of flowers,
Then gladden the teeming earth ;
And methinks that I
Would like to die
In the month that gave me birth.
: Awens |
Montreal, December 29, 1846, . o
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BALLADS OF THE RHINE.

BY AXDREW L. PICKEN.

COLOGNE.
]

To the shrine of 0ld Saint Cunibert—that structure gaunt and lone,

The ancient 'midst the aged of the sainted walls of Koln,

The pilgrim tribes of olden days oft hied to bend the knee

For those who fought the holy fight by Paynim Galilee.

Some swelled the hymn of lofty pride—some pleaded tender fears,

And some brought bright and golden gifta—some only prayers and tears.

A lonely pilgrim cometh still, to that dark altar stone,

A weary one that only there doth make her wonted moan,

And many a rugged league hath known her parched and bleeding feet,
And many a kindly heart hath blest her greeting mild and sweet.

For still she murmured mournfully, * To Koln I come to pray g
For my father and my brethren, who are fighting far away.”

She struggles on through storm and shine, though wearisome and faint,
None know how the shorn lamb hath fared—to none she makes complaint;

Their alms she smilingly rejects, and shews with placid look, -

The acorns and the cresses she hath gathered by the brook; ¢
Aund still she murmurs mournfully, * To Koln I come to pray

For my father and my brethren who are fighting far away.” ' 2
There’s not a child in all the town but knoweth her sweet face. 3

‘The gleeful quell their merriment—the sullen yieldeth place—

The churchman foldeth his broad stole and bends with stately smile,
As drooping, like the Magdalen, she totters down the aisle,

For she bears her burthen of the eross and comes * To Kéln to pray
For her father and her brethren who are fighting far away.”

She knows not that the mountain cross is reared above their bones
On 2 lone barranca of Biscay—those dear lamented ones.

That the clarion of triumphant fields hath perished from the ear,
That the old familiar sounds of home they never more may hear.
For still she says, the simple one, “ To Koln I come to pray

For my father and my brethren who are fighting far away.”

A noble vessel is the heart that floats amjdst its tears,

And braves the chill of pale suspense, and cold besieging fears.

The intellect with all its towers may crumble and decay, [
The mind with all its mysteries may darkly fade away—

I?ut still the poor heart meekly comes to holy Koln to pray

For the faithful sons of Germany low sleeping far away. %
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BALLADS OF TIIE RHINE.
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BONN.

Like the pines on the Brocken when Julled by the heat,
Grave, earnest and thoughtful, the Burschen can meet,
O’er the problem can brood—o’er the lexicon pore,

Till caught by the silence, the taskmasters snore.

But the pines bristle up when a frown’s in the sky,

And they roar and they wrestle when tempests sweep by,
So the young giants dash down the tome and the ehart,
At the first flash of danger their free spirits start,

For their might is a legion—their injuries one.

Then hurrah for the Bygschen—the Burschen of Bonn! .

Ie loves like an Arab—our Burschen so bold.

He wileth the fanciful—melteth the cold.

Though he recks not to worship one lone blushing flower—
But roves, like the breeze, through the bright harem bower.
Down the mad waltz eareering with extacied bound,

Like a feather-heeled Mereury spurning the ground ;

He beareth the coy girl in all her loose charms,

Till she lies, like a panting dove, lost in his arms.

Should the sire fume resentful—the kinsmen take on—

He but laughs at their ire—the bold Burschen of Bonn.

Is a dance on the meadow ?—the Burschen is there.

A glad guest is he to the youthful and fair,

‘While the mother sits fretting with glances of fire,

As the ewe braves the stoop of the fierce lammergeyer.
But who dare rebuke what his sly glance reveals?
‘What watcher make count of the kisses he steals?

No railing can daunt him—no menace appal,—

Like the peterel, our Burschen exults in the squall,
And if tears are the tell-tales of deeds he hath done
He hath kisses to dry them—our Bursehen of Bonn.

From the Alt-Zoll he looked o’er the blue brimming Rhine

Of his free German birth-right the glory and sign;

And he girded the broad blade and levelled the lance,

To sweep from its shores the foul footsteps of France.

No dastard regrets dimmed his light beaming eye

As he chanted the sword-song and swelled the war-cry,

For he vowed in his stout heart as onward he strode,

To return back triumphant or sink in his blood. -
On the proud field of Leipzig his laurels were won,

And he fought like a were-wolf—our Burschen of Bonn,

One might wish his carousals were brief ashis prayers,

‘That he dared not do some things as oft as he dares,

To Johannis or Hock he’d make fewer salaams

And his moustache remind no sweet lips of meerschaums.

But who in his love-lighted blue eyes could gaze, ~
And wish that one shade should be thrown o’er their rays?

For his life is but morning—why hurry the night?

And his heart is all blossom—his spirit all light!

1

And forget not—at Leipzig his laurels were won,
Then hurrah for the Burschen—our Burschen of Bonm.

Montreal, 1847.
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THE JEWESS OF MOSCOW.
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BY M. A, M.

0
evzl:l;u‘lh;' triumphant scenes which marked the
aps hl'fe of Napf)leon, that which gave per-
wag thee Nighest grau.ﬁcation to his aspiring mind
‘Pparent‘;‘ew of Russia’s ancient capital, as it lay
l‘&;)c y hel}Jless and unprotected, awaiting the
Jeng Le ?f his armed legions. Austerlitz and
; "_dl and Marengo, were proud and brilliant
w&lch‘ﬁm"s' but they had not been waited and
Uring. for, as had been the conquest of Moscow,
Pri degofung and weary months. To humble the
from gy the Russian emperor, and to drive him
the fay e.pa]ace_ of his ancestors, had long been
Objecy :"'te project of Nsapoleon, and now that
city 83 attuined—he was about to enter the

:‘&te]o; ;{he Czars. There in its midst rose the

om .. ;
ce Tealizing his proud boast, that he would
Pin thag oy

for o al dwelling ?— Nothing, assuredly,
p“enuxalﬂder 'had ﬂed. before him, and had ap-
N l’essy eft his ma,gmﬁcent homestead for the
Weariog acc?mmodanon of the conqueror. The
Test mesoldxfars of France were now, too, about to
. frozr theu'. long and toilsome march through
. €0 plaing of that inclement region, and
o %0ked on their benumbed and half-fainting
ot th‘ehf acknowledged in his heart that this was
€ast of his advantages.

the :e‘”"cmnstances attending the entrance of
thay ; Ich army into Moscow are so well known
e herWere more than superfluous to detail
fow br'e.f Short was tlfe triumph of Napoleon,
Succeede(;e days of gratified ambition, and then
ration all' the horrors of that dreadful con-
rene me\Vhlch drove th.e already half-exhausted
at “ngel'\ to seck again their lodgings under
ﬁl\al]y : lial canopy—a Russian winter sky; and
ote 0 Tetrace their route across those desert
colg, . Which afforded no shelter from the piercing

Temlin, and what was to prevent him

which seemed to proceed from a mean looking
house hard by. Knowing that the Frerich sol-
diery, maddened by disappointment and despair,
were seizing every opportunity of wreaking their
vengeance on such of the inhabitants as had
ventured to remain within the doomed city ; the
officer entered the house and was conducted by
the uproar, which seemed rather to increase than
otherwise, to an apartment on the second floor.
The door, however, was shut, and resisted every
effort to push it open. Determined if possible to
gain admittance, the young man knocked loudly,
and was answered by a rough voice from within,
bidding him, whoever he was, to go his way
quickly, otherwise he should be made to repent
his boldness. Another voice was heard at the
same time, evidently that of a female, begging
for help in piteous accents. Rendered desperate,
the officer applied his shoulder to the dcor, which

was happily none of the strongest, for its hinges .

gave way beneath the shock, giving free ingress
to the apartment.

The room was apparently used as a sitting or
eating-room—it had but one window—high and’
rather narrow, immediately under which stood
a small English sofa, covered with a sort of chintz
calico; a square table occupied the centre, and
this, together with some half dozen chairs of the
very plainest kind, constituted the entire furni-
ture, if we except a small but neat time-piece of
Swiss manufacture, which graced the low mantel-
picce. On the hearth, for there was no grate,
the remains of a wood fire were still visible,

This brief survey of the. little apartment was,
however, the work of after time, for there was
one object which engrossed at first all the officer’s
attention. On the floor, in one corner, lay the
prostrate figure -of an aged man, who was it

Which hay unequalled sacrifice was made by | would seem senseless from loss of blood, which
Oureq cite s;ms (.)f Muscovy destroyed the hon- | oozed from a wound in the side.
itag g 1 Y Of their sovereigns, rather than leave In front of the body, and in a position to cover

the, l.en‘:}e;llmg for the. ruthless foreigners, and
ing city ;:'ere Preparing to evacuate the burn-
de"oted When a young man, whose uniform
Valling ::.it :‘ﬁcer of the French grmy, while
Streeg the rapid step through a narrow bye
soun, Slfburbs of Moscow, was attracted
8 of violence and loud cries for help,
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it from the assailants, stood a young girl whose
age might not exceed fourteen or fifteen, and
whose slight, girlish figure shewed but little
power to wield & large knife which, nevertheless,,
her right hand firmly grasped. The pale childish
features, too, scemed formed for any other ex-
pression rather than that of fierce defiance and

-
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yet, at the moment, they were animated with
that very spirit, and the dark eyes glowed like
coals of living fire, as she, with strength that
seemed supernatural, warded off with her kaife
every effort made to approach her by those whom
she regarded as the murderers of her father.
In the cowardly miscreants who thus warred on
old age and childhood the young officer recognized
with shame two soldiers of his own regiment.
The shock given by the bursting open of the
door had cavsed & momentary suspension of their

unmanly warfare, and when the intruder proved
" to be none other than their own colonel, whose
character as a humane and generous man was
well known to them, they involuntarily drew
back from their victiins, and stood before him
confused and silent. The colonel regarded the
ruffians sternly and fixedly, while the young girl,
perceiving at a glance that from the new-comer
she had nothing to fear and might have every
thing to hope, addressed him in tolerable French
with an earnest and touching entreaty to save
her from the wretches who she feared had slain
her father.

“Fear not, fair maiden ! said the colonel
soothingly. * Villains as they are, and dead to
all sense of honour and humanity, they will not
dare to offer further insultin my presence—and as
sure as they have disgraced the uniform which
they wear, so sure will be their punishment !
Wretches!” he added, turning abruptly towards
the soldiers, “vile cowardly assassins! tremble
for the fate which awaits ye—if justice is yet to
be had in the French army, ye shall expiate this
crime with your lives !”

“Oh, ho!” shouted the soldiers, recovering
from their first surprise, and resuming the wild
recklessness which was evidently in a great
measure, if not wholly, the effect of drunkenness;
“ Oh, ho! if that be the case, Monsieur le Colonel,
we'll have our own before we go—the girl is
ours, and by Saint Denis! there’s not an officer
in all the army that can prevent us from having
her!”

“What!” exclaimed the colonel, * Dare you
disobey the orders of your officer? I command
ye on pain of death to quit the house instantly !
Away !”

“Stop there, now!” cried the younger of the
two men—a tall bony figure with a singularly
dark face, to which a pair of huge black whiskers
lent even added ferecity, I say, colonel ! if
we are to be shot, why we may as well earn the
reward still better—we can’t be worse,. that’s
plain—so, officer or no officer, bere goes-—we'll
teach the cursed she tiger to take up knives on
honest people who are only seeking something to
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‘judge from the decp lines that contracted the

NSO

eat and drink before they leave this hellish city I—
Here goes, I say-~Come on, Jacques!” addressing
his companion, who nothing loth, prepared to
second the attack, upon which the young officer
drawing his sword, deliberately crossed the room,
and pushing away the table which had hitherto
singularly enough, been allowed (where there had
evidently been a violent struggle) to remain
stationary, he took his place immediately in front
of the young girl, and then calmly stood ready t0
act on the offensive or defensive as occasion might
require. Drunken and excited as they were, the
fellows paused for a moment, and seemed to hesi
tate ere they attacked him who was so beloved
by all the regiment, and who had ever proved
himself a kind and considerate commander.

Their irresolution was, however, but momen-
tary—one glance at the prostrate body over which
the poor girl was now bending, endeavouring to
stop the blood with a kerchief which she had
torn from her neck, was sufficient to remind them
that they had already gone too far to recede, and
with one aecord they sprang on the officer with
their bayonets pointed at his bosom. One of
them he warded off with his sword, but the othef
grazed his shoulder,

The combat continued for some moments
when the colonel succeeded in wresting the
bayonet from one of the ruffians, but would, ip
all probability, have been stabbed by the other at
this unguarded moment, when a loud and joyful
scream from the girl caused all parties to pause i2
their deadly struggle—and drew all eyes to her ]
face. Following her glance they looked towards
the door, and there an apparition presented itself
that put a total stop to all hostilities. This was
none other than a small, but firmly built man
habited as a general offiser, wearing over his
rich, yet not ostentatious uniform, a lIoose gray
coat, descending about mid-way below the knee-
The countenance of this personage might well be
considered handsome,—the outline of the face
was undoubtedly fine, but at this identical mo-
foent it wore a look of stern indignation, which
seemed withal by no means unusual, if one might

expansive brow. It appeared that he was not
alone, for several faces were seen in the passag®’
behind, endeavouring to catch a glimpse of the pro”
ceedings within, without approaching too tlosely
the officer who stood in the door-way,
“Tellme!” said the individual whose presenc®
seemed to produce such & magical effect, *tell
me, what means this scene?—how has that 0}
man been wounded—for I see he yet lives—8D
why doI find two soldiers—French soldiers toos—

raising their arms against an officer? Spesbs
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wh:t“:*.you who appear to be the assailants—to | face, with a look of unutterable affection, and
“wp giment do you belong?” % anxiously awaited the signs of returning life.
© De Lorinval’s, sire!” stammered the fear- | V/hile thus attentively engaged, she was startled

Strick . .
1 soldiers, by a voice which spoke near her—it was that. of

!
‘61 . . . X/ . k3
. athought sol  And you, Monsieur I'Officier ! { De Lorinval, who, as he bent to assist in her
T -y ” .
o you? i labour of love, kindly whispered,
{

repliefllw:, Colonel—Edouard De Lo‘rinval,'sire!” “ Courage, maiden, courage !—your fath('er
Bracefy) : y oung man composedly, ‘j’“h 2 begins already to revive—see, the colour on his
indeeq 1‘eo eisance to the emperor, for it was ! cheek !” ' ' .

“ What" how! . It \vasm.deed true; the hue of life was gradually
Lorinva]v;h ow!—their CO‘OneL—C"lO"’el De | over'spreadmg: the features of the wounded. man,
°°]0ng-1p' ow dared they attack their own | ¢ slight motion of the lips was perceptible—

Explain, pray explain!” exclaimed the |
mpatiently, With another bow the

o .
acc;r Commenced, and gave a brief but full
Wit Untof the whole affair. The emperor listened

ad Apparent calmness, and when De Lorinval
re conclyded his recital, without one word of !

another moment and a faint sigh was heard, the
eyes were partially opened, and with a wild look
around, he murmured,

“ Deborab—my daughter!”

“Deborah is here, father!” exclaimed the
del’ghted gir], at the same time bending to im-

tm pero,r i

m,
withaol:k’ he ordered the soldiers to be removed print a kiss on his cold brow, from which she
Prep, 26 the walls, where the army was already | carefully turned aside the thin grey locks, by
er,

© rapidy spreading) and there to beshot by | moment Napoleon, who had been an attentive
spectator of the scene, turning to De Lorinval,
demanded by what name the old man had
addressed his daughter. Having been told, he
shrugged his shoulders.
¢« Ah! I knew he was a Jew,” he said,—* De-
borah!” he repeated, as if half-unconsciously, .
* A very fitting name too, and the spirit of the
Hebrew heroine seems to actuate her, young as
R she is!  Arise, De Lorinval!” he continued, in a
v’lbilig;O::;l hto all present, as was also the immo- { louder tone, hnve"you forgotten that the flames
ed g ; 1s resolves, t}fat none would have ! are rapidly increasing, and that the moments
° Sym ’D‘terfen?—-even if there had been any ¢ are precious! Leave the old Jew apd his daugh-
Pathize with the unfortunate culprits. : ter to take care of themselves; there has been
te,ro; thsansjéves,uiiered no entrcat;y for merey— | already too much time lost on their account!”
® eXampl, ::;ua g rest;)rehd .‘1‘;“; 50'1595’ and ' This allusion to the approach of the conﬂagra-
Whor umbers of their fellow-soldiers, | o, thoroughly aroused the young Deborah from
€Y had seen executed in a similar man- { her forgetfulness of all around, by awakening anew
i ail her fears for her father’s safety. Starting
ggeq silence to theic inevitable £ | fromherkneeling post-ure,shcf turned .abeseeching
We, od £, 0 their f"ev't“ e late, an~d { look on De Lorinval, who, in obedience to the
tom the immediate scene of their | emperor’s commands, was preparing to depart.

g . Touched by the girl’s mute entreaty, he deter-
Duwring the brief space of time |

© addeq f their own regiment. Not so much,
h » for the unjustifiable cruelty which they |
milil:,. own, 'as_for .their flagrant violation of |
4 { dlS(flplme, in attacking their officer, !
Mangq OIEIheu- previous disobedience to his com-
ngains; 0 word of remonstrance was spoken ;
Sevenr thfﬁ abruptness of the measure—the
even 2 With which Napoleon punished any,

i
3
!
{
)
{
|
|
ari |
Ting to quit the city, (over which the flimes é which it had been partially shaded. Just at this
!
|
{
i}
!
]
(
3
. he most trivial breach of discipline, was so j’
{
{
{
S
)
{

er, ¢, >
peti’ﬁ:“g"t them how vain any complaint or
; N would be, They, thercfore, submitted

Qrime
itg Pet::] the place where they were to undergo
ty. . . o . .
°°<=umed g X 3 . mined to supplicate permission to remain, and for
dem"ation) ‘:hls very summary trial and con- | ghat purpose following Napoleon, who had by
Negg of the young girl, in utter unmindful- ; this time reached the head of the staircase,
.what was passing so near her,. had !
|

n . “ Will liege dei
Woy bus'ly engaged in staunching the old man's 11 my lege ceign to hear me, for one

R R . moment only?” he said hesitatinely,
Somge She had taken a small phial containing ¥ sy ,
nlcove strong restorative from a neighbouring Nf:q?oleon tu‘r,'ned abruptly *Say on!—what
ey s and raising the unconscious head, ten- would'st thou?

“ Permission to remain ten minutes with these
poor people, to assist the old man to a place of
safety.”

I tell you—no!” replied Napoleon, with more

g ys“P?Ol‘ted it with one arm, while she
then grmmstened the pale, bloodless lips, and
ope aduul]y Poured some drops into the half-

n .
o Touth, Having done this, she laid down

\\p}i‘i and -fixed her eyes on the death-like

anger than he usually testified. “ We have
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given our commands—see that they are obeyed,
or five minutes shall see you under arrest!”

Deborah, who had, unseen, followed her pro-
tector, now spoke—* One minute, my liege,—
permit him to return with me, for one minute—
he shall then obey your majesty’s orders!”

“Be it so, then!” said the emperor, won
unconsciously by the soft voice of the young
Jewess. *“But see that he delay not longer!”

Napoleon now proceeded to descend the stairs,
while De Lorinval almost mechanically followed
his youthful conductress back into the room they
had left. The old man had risen, and was now
seated on a chair near the fire-place.

“Dearest father!” said Deborah, as she entered,
“ dearest father! I wish you to look upon our noble
protector—he who has fought and suffered in
our defence—aye! suffered—for see, he is wound-
ed,” and she pointed to his left shoulder, where
the blood, oozing through a rent in his coat,
gave token that he had not escaped unhurt.
% Look upon him, father!—and you, our generous
defender! I would ask you to look steadily on

me and on my father—behold that venerable man,

whom you have so kindly aided, though a
stranger—and me, too, Colonel de Lorinvall” and
as she spoke, she grasped his arm., and bending
forward, looked up into his face, while her dark
brilliant eyes were illuminated by the intensity
of her feelings, and her slight figure seemed to
dilate before the astonished Frenchman, to whom
this oriental warmth of manner and expression
was altogether new—* Aye! Look more closely,
until every feature becomes engraven on thy
heart—and see that thou forget me not,—for as

_sure as the sun is shining in the firmament, I

swear before the God of my father Abraham,
that we shall meet again, if life is spared me!
Go now! and be the blessing of that God upon all
thy actions! Fear not for us!” she continued,
seeing that he looked wistfully at her father’s
pale face, and feeble foym. “ Incur not, on our
account, the anger of your sovereign, for we shall
be saved. I have thought of the means of safety
—adicu!” So saying, this singular being turned
abruptly away, and the next moment saw her
whispering some words into her father’s ear,
She took no more notice of De Lorinval, yet the
latter paused to take one more look at the
strangers who had so interested him. He ob-
served that the clothes of both, though singularly
neat and clean, were of very plain materials,
without any pretensions to show. Though
foupd in Moscow, the fashion of their dress was

decidedly not Russian, one would rather have ;

judged them to be Italian, though some warmer

upper clothing had been assumed, doubtless to ; Moscow, but one wide flaming furnace as it wer® J:
s

suit the colder climate in which the wearers
now dwelt. There was nothing remarkable i#
the appearance of the old man, if we except #
long grey beard—so long indeed that it reached
almost to his girdle. It was to this appendag®
doubtless, that Napoleon was indebted for hi¢
discovering that they were Israelites, The girh
however, exhibited many of the peculiarities of hef
eastern origin. Her’s was the fine oval face, and
the penetrating dark eye, which so generally char*
acterize the Hebrew women. Her complexion
nevertheless, had none of that rich eolouring 0
common to the females of the east. being on the
contrary so delicately fair, as to lead one t0
believe that the young Jewess had been 8t
least born and nurtured.in the climes of the north
or west, and this notion was confirmed by #
circumstance which now occurred to the mind 0
De Lorinval. This was, that the few words
which had passed between the father and
daughter were in the English language, and
though the girl spoke French fluently, if not
with perfect propriety, yet had she a very per
ceptible English accent.

These obscrvations were made in a moments
and then with a sigh of regret that he dared
not remain to aid the devoted girl in having hef
Jather removed, he hastily descended the narro®
staircase and hurried after the emperor and hi¢
suite, who were already at the farther cxtremity
of the street.

Every reader knows that the departure of
the French from Moscow was as uncercmoniouss
and attended with as little parade, as possible
From the emperor down through all the various
grades, all was gloom and despondency. The
army had before traversed the snowy and ice’
bound plains, in the hope of wintering at Mos*
cow; this hope had sustained them under much
hardship; now that hope was destroyed; th®
winter was setting in with all its horrors, ap
no prospect of shelter remained. Then did th®

despairing soldicrs curse in their hearts, th® |

ambition which had led them into such a de”
plorable condition—while, to heighten theif
wretchedness, came the sickening remembranc®
of their fair and sunny France, with her mild
soft air and luxuriant landscapes. Oh! mours”

ful was the contrast that now presented itself ¢

the hapless children of the south.

Yet, was it not greater than that in the mi"a
of Napoleon, from what he had felt hut s fe¥
days before. He was then entering the city Wi
the proud triumph of a conqueror—-short as
the time which had since elapsed, it had ser?
to crush his brightest hope, He had found %
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inste.'d 0‘.
lltter]y

2 place uf repose for his wearied army
OPes of conquering Russia were now
e dre::"ken and dusti'oysd»h-e had before him
2 coung, Y P"'?Spect of !eadmg his troops through
short, hey Whl?h contallleq fyought but fo'es——in
Prisone fin(l his army were, it might be said, im-
mmhomm & hostile land, several hundred miles
Saring he’ “’l.th allthe terrors of a northern winter
greas FI:L. efln In the fac.e. The reflections of the
on g ‘OPO et{n were, it must be acknowledged,
coulq Ceasion, of a gleomy description, but
have looked into futurity—could he
mncm th‘o disastrous consequences of this
it wag | utampmglf*—?ould he hafve dreamed that
ing revn, the beginning of a series of overwhelm-
Ses, and that the star of his destiny was

t,y .On the wane, then indeed would his
ndomitable spirit have bent or broken
the shock. Such was the frame of mind

Bave be}‘;

03|

LI
is"’ Napoleon quitted Moscow—the scene
tiong ODg treasured and high-raised expecta-

> NOW the theatre of his discomfiture.

Whi(:,d it 1ot been for the high state of discipline
eriog il:revaxled in the French army at this
it O,c ¥ould have been almost an impossibi-
o s" lect the e.ntire of that vast body of men,
bee:t] a notxcfz. Mueh that was valuable
coy, hﬁft behmd. by the inhabitants of
pillan—in * When they quitted their homes, and the
top > '8 Of the deserted city aftorded so great a
the tion, that not even the rapid progress of
i ti:,e:’ which burst forth incessantly in ail
euti, » could deter tite soldiery from prose-
€It search, It is true they were not
:‘:ccessful, fm: any of the citizens who
e, o tt:: ?lad carried off into the country as
Sonveye eir effects as they were able to find
boty | ce8 for, but yet there was enough left,
R :lne, brandy, and provisions, to excite
d"elling Starved ,soldiers to ransack every
°Weve,..a Nap(.ﬂ(gnn himself was in Moscow,
°£“1em > and thig simple fact servesas a solution
VStery_even their habits of subordination

Sighy .
fro, " this oceasion have failed to call them

ay
Coulq g

a . ¢
“‘eir em° Seene of confusion, but the presence of
Bing fP@i'm‘ had ever a magical power over the ;
dy,

00 tl!e French soldier—his commands none
Willey, 1Sobey, and hence it was that even the
thg and mosg reckless stragg]er hurried to
hi r‘ Y€zvoue, when the sound of the bugle of

ent greeted his ears, ‘

N
* * * * *

[} ’
tn, We]l f&lher [

-exclaimed Deborah in a louder
colonel had quitted the
shall I go and speak to the
know he is g home to-day, for I saw

~——

Yoo 28 she saw that the

! %?‘\Well father!
>

‘
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him standing at his own door ?éwore those
horrid soldiers entered.” : * -

“Go then, child!” replied the old man, and hi;
voice was faint and treimulous—* but, Deborah,”
he continued, arresting with a motion of his hand
the departure of his daughter, who, with all the
haste that the emergency of the case required,
had already reached the door. *I say, Deborah!
See that you make a close bargain with him. I
know these Russian boors well; he will ask dou-
ble or treble the sum for taking us that weshould
pay, aud you know, my child, I caunot afford to
give him anything like what he will ask. Tell
him we are poor, and that it will be charity for
Lim to take us out as low as possible.”

Deborah waited to hear no more; she merely
answered.

“ Oh, never fear, father! I shall make as good
a bargain as you would yourself,” and then has-
tily closed the door, fearful of being again re-
called. She did not therefore catch her father's
imprecation on the accursed Christian d.og?,,,who
had rendered him unable to walk to a place of
safety. .

With a light and noiseless step Deborah pro- -

cecded to a small chamber opening on the stair-
case, which seemed to be her own sleeping room,
Approaching a low bureau which stood in a dark
corner beyond the bed, she opened a drawer, from
which she drew forth a small antique casket,
There was a moment’s hesitation; it seemed as if
her resolution wavered a very little; she turned
and re-turned the little dark-looking casket as if
she could not bring herself to do what she had
proposed. It was but momentary; a key, the very
smallest imaginable, was produced, and the next
moment the lid flew open, displaying & collection
of gems which might have belonged to some cas-
tern sultana. Truly it was not strange that one
so young as Deborah should fix her eyes on them
for an instant with adwiring gaze. The only
wonder was. that snuch jewels wete found in the
possession of one apparently so poor, and whose
age was scatcely past that of childhood.

“Tt matters not,” communed Deborah with
herself, “I shall have enough left, My father
must be removed to the country; he will not
pay this man what will induce him to carry us
there. T have no money, but he will I'm sure
take one of myrings. Now, which shall I give
him? This diamond one was my mother’s—of
course I cannot give that. This amethyst was
given me by sweet Mary Linton, my kind schovl
companion—that I will not part with, Al these
other jewels were bought for me by desr
father—they are precious too—so what am I to
do?” '
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Completely at a loss, poor Deborah turned over

the rich contents of the casket; they were evi-
dently valued more for their associations than
.their sparkling beauty; each was a link, as it were,
of some much-prized affection, and to deprive
herself of any one, was impossible to the loving
heart of the simple girl. At length a bracelet
met her eyes. An opal of uncommen size and
beauty formed the centre, and the workmanship
of the heavy golden circlet was of the very finest
character. Yet Deborah paused not a mo-
ment, as she eagerly snatched it up, and put it in
her pocket. “ Ah! this will do; it is true it was
given me by the Arch-Duchess Isabella, when I
gained so many prizes before her at Vienna, but
that is nothing; surely he will not refuse this.”

Hastily restoring the casket to its place in the
bureau, she flew rather than ran down stairs, and
across the street, to a high, narrow house, which
formed the vis-a-visof her owndwelling, of which
indeed it was the exact counterpart. The front
of each had precisely the same dimensions; both
had the ill-favored look of dingy weather-beaten
antiquity ; and even to the number of windows,
(being one to each story,) all was alike. We
shall see whether this similarity extended to the
masters of the respective domiciles. Deborah
tapped gently on the iron-studded door, and as
the inmates seemed in no haste to open it, the
little girl paused to reflect on the step she was
about to take.

# What, if my father should miss the bracelet?”
she internally asked herself. ¢ If he should say
some day, ‘ Deborah, where is the bracelet that
was given you by the Arch-Duchess?” Truly,
that would not be very pleasant; but, then, how
are we to get away (now that my father cannot
walk ) from this burning city? Oh! I must do
it. Perhaps my father will never think of asking
me about the bracelet.” The further meditations
of the child were put a stop to just at this point,
by the door being opened, and the bluff, cheerful
face of the Russian carter made its appearance,
inquiring what was wanted. In as good Russian
as she could muster for the occasion, Deborah
informed the man of the circumstances which
rendered it necessary that she should procure
some means of conveyance by which her father
might be placed beyond the reach of the devour-
ing element, which seemeq likely to destroy the
entire city. * And, do not be afraid,” added
the young Jewess, eagerly, “he can, and will,
reward you for your trouble; but”—she paused
i} evident embarrassment. It was hard for &
dutiful and affectionate child to speak, though
by necessity, of a father’s failings—* but—but my
father does not find himself rich enough to pay a

THE JEWESS OF MOSCOW.
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large sum, and I have something here that 1
want you to take before-hand, as part pay”
ment; and then, whatever my father thinks be
can afford to give you, you can take beside. DO
you understand me?” she added, lvoking up int®
the unmoved face of the carter.

“Oh! yes; I know what you mean, my goofl
girl; but let us see what you have to bribe me-
Some old silk kerchief, I suppose.”

“Not so, my friend, not so!” exclaimed De*
borah, with earnestness, as she drew from her
pocket the sparkling reward. The man had never
before seen anything of the kind, and as his eyes
fell on the bracelet, which the girl, with the
utmost indifference, held towards him, he started
back in evident amazement, without even putting
forth a hand to seize the costly gift. « How i8
this, child? How came you to possess such # .
thing as this? Why our empress, heaven bles |
her! has not one finer than that.”

A smile passed over the young girl’s feature®

« Oh! fear not—I say again. Be assured I ha¥®
not stolen the bracelet. It was given me by 8 |
princess at Vienna, Take it—it is yours.
only ask you to say nothing of this to my fathef
when you are bargaining with him. Take ib
and let us haste to my father.” But there Wf’
no answer; the honest Russian was so lost 1%
admiration of the girl's nobleness of heart, di%*
played in ker willingness to part with what b°
esteemed worth the half of Moscow, and that, 0%
for the sake of her father. Such conduct, in 07¢ {§
so very young, filled him with astonishment, #
deprived him for a moment of the faculty of
speech. Poor Deborah watched his face with o
the anxiety of one whose dearest hopes awai
the result of his cogitations ; but.as the face o
Kiusoff was unhappily anything but expressi’®
she could have no idea of what was passing with® |
in. The features of the man were rough, 08Y'
almost repulsive; and if one had taken them a8
index of the inner man, he must have been ind"d
of no very gentle character. Becoming impaﬁ‘”"
as she thought of her father, and his help}
condition, the young girl once more spoke.

“Say, will you take the bracelet ? or will
not? Nay, good man,” she added, as he tu
upon hera fixed look, which she, in her simF: !
city, took for one of displeasure-—* nay, if yo‘ :
do not deem it sufficient, with what Joy f“% ’
will give you, I have more jewels, and I
give you any of them, though the others 8ré
keepsakes, if you will only save my father. O",
do, and heaven will bless you! Do come, 8223
Russian, and take my father from this hud
city.” .

The poor man was fairly overcome. Hi¥
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THE JEWESS OF MOSCOW.

fi
:l:;;:es Ttlaxed, and, albeit *all unused to the
€ mood,” g tear stole down his weather-
n’:‘"’d cheek,
aye ?:W him, child!” he exclaimed; why,
nvia 8¢ I will; and a happy man he is to
f“"nit::(:h a child. All my own family and
o inie are safe long ago, so there is nothing
ce der me from setting out at once. But
P your jewels, girl; you may yet want them,
ereetilad to have them; for people can’t tell
eft pey ley may be, or how soon they may be
N Niless, since these bloody Frenchmen are
try, ?"'{g about over every kingdom and coun-
cep i‘:"ﬁng and slaughtering all before them.
2y » Lsay, a'nd TI'll take whatever your father
Nich) 00se t0 give me. I thank God and Saint
ang th:s T can afford to do a little charity now
00 ™ for my business has prospered with me,
s child, Tl follow you.”
De ‘re:;: but, sir—sir,” stammered the surprised
By fyon 3 “I cannot permit this; and besides,
"ead?]r wouk.i suspect something if you agreed
the bracl Y to his terms. Do oblige me by taking
. elet,”
No“‘“o; Itell you I won’t. Leave me to
® your father.” Surprised, as well as
which shby & generosity so little expected, and
Dprec; e herself, young as she was, could well
ere :lt\e' Deborah led the way to the room
Sl gloq e had left her father. The door was
‘mazem: i but on opening it, a new suhject of
; I°“ger thm Presented itself. Her father was no
R iy, €re.  Presenting a chair to the Russian,
re ofa mutfered apology, she proceeded in
Mediyyg) hel: father. His own bed-room im-
‘Debg Y adjoined the sitting-room; and as
“low n Passed its door, which was also shut, a
klloek %8ning wuitracted her attention. She
%ible ' ut the.re was no answer; and then,
Opep the dat no time was to be lost, she pushed
ﬂoor' Withoor'; and there lay her father, on the
“hich stoodhls head resting on an iron box
Sonvy)g; near his bed. A key was clutched
8trg vely in the stiff, cold hand. Oh! the
Ovep t!'el’:wﬂ which his master-passion held
7 eart and soul of that old man. He had
the depo:}mﬁlfto thevicinity of hisbeloved safe—
toq 0 1tory of the hoards of years; but unable
1 or I?Ok again upon his treasures, he had
neklf]e In the act of applying the key. A
) bro fom Deborah, (who believed her father
Wy, g.ht the Russian from the next room ;
exting, ‘h:"}"g convinced her that life was not
Wd iy g fy b°ﬁl- set about applying restoratives,
Peneq b e minutes the old man once more
« and in feeble accents muttered:

is eyes,
Y gold—my daughter! Am I robbed?”
SRR
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“ No, dearest father!” replied the daughter,
while her faltering tones spoke the agitation
which she sought to repress—‘‘no--no; your
gold is safe, and your daughter is here to thank
and bless you for your love.”

Upon this, the old man succeeded, by an
effort, in raising himselfon his arm, and as he did
so, his eyes fell upon the Russian, who had
hitherto sat mute and motionless.

“What! Who is this, Deborah? Who have
you here?”

“A very worthy man, father, who is come to
arrange with you about removing us to the
country. Speak to him in Russian, for I do not
thivk he understands any other language.”

“ Well, friend!” said the Jew, addressing the
carter, * what will you charge for taking myself,
my daughter, and the few effects which I
possess, out some eight miles into the country—
say, to the village of Laniskoff? Say the lowest;
for we are poor—very poor.”

“What would you think of twenty English
shillings?”

*Too much—by the half too much!” shouted
the old man, in a voice far stronger than could
have been deemed possible, in his weakened state,
“Consider that we have but very little means,
and that we must perish here, if you do not take
pity on our condition. Say ten shillings, and I
will try and give it to you!”

A smile-—-it‘ was one of pity, for the passion
which devoured the Jew, and which prompted
him to utter such unblushing falsehood—a smile
crossed the features of the honest Russian, as he
replied:

“I could not take it, master!—it is far too little
for the trouble I must have. Let it be fiftcen, and
for the sake of your good little girl, here, I'll close
with you.” .

“Oh! have mercy, good Russian!—have mercy
—1I cannot, cannot give so much—take the ten
shillings, and my daughter and I will pray for
you all our lives.”

“Iwish I could accept your offer!” said the
carter, in apparent hesitation—*“I am sorry I

cannot!—say twelve shillings—now! to let you
see I am willing to serve you—say twelve, and
it'll be a bargain!”

* Impossible—good man—impossible!” ex-
claimed the Hebrew, who saw the man’s hesita-
tion, and sugured well from it,

“ Well, then! T'll take it, for I can’t let you
and this pretty girl run the risk of being burnt.
So T'll go and get my horse and cart—and you'll
have everything ready in half an hour!” he
added, turning to the girl

“Oh! yes! yes!—be assured thatall will be in
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readiness!” exclaimed Deborah, accompanying
her words with a look, expressive of the gratitude
which filled her heart. The Russian disappeared,
and as Deborah proceeded to pack up the little
furniture which they intended to take with them,
she was arrcsted by her father’s voice.

« T say, Deborah!—T should have offered him
five shillings—I do think he would have taken
it—he seems a simple soul!”

« Oh, father dear!—father dear! could you
have thought of offering him such a paltry sum,
for taking us full eight miles?—you must know
that what you do give him, is far from enough!”

«Well—well—chili! I fear me you will
never huve the art of making or keeping money;
bui ket it mass.  1aste with yoar packing!”

“T3at, fither! you must eat something before T
eaminence, 1 have some nice cake here, and a
taet—you can take a glass of wine too.”

#YVell—be quick, then, child!—forif that man
returns, and sces wine on the table, he will say
we are notso poor.  Bring them here, quick! I
do fecl a little faint, from the quantity of blood I
Lave lost.”

The little repast was spread, and hastily
despatched, and then Deborah set about her pre-
parations for departure. The only things that
they could take with them were a little box
which contained Dcborah’s scanty wardrobe—
her little chest of drawers and the Swiss time-
piece. This latter, the old man insisted on taking
—it would not require much room, he said, and
besides there was still too much left, without
Jeaving their time-picce, for which he had paid no
Jess a sum than five gold guincas. Then there
was, of course, the black box, upon which the
old man proposed to sit during the journey.

«You know, Deborah! I can have the safe put in
last, and then I can take my place upon it,
without letting the Russian know that its con-
tents are so valuable—he might murder us, my
child!—he might, indeed! if he but knew what
was in the box. Now, you will see to that like &
good girl, as you are—will you not, Deborah ?”

« Certainly, father, certainly. I will do what-
ever you wish, only keep quiet, for I fear me,
you are talking too much, notwithstanding your
weakness.”

Relying on his daughter’s promise, the old man
sank back into his recumbent posture. With
noiseless step, the young girl sped onward with
her packing up, and when, in a short time after,
(Me Russian made his appearance, announcing
that his cart was at the door, there was nothing
to do but carry down the boxes. With her own
gentle hand, did Deborah wrap around her father
various outer garments, to protect him from the

2

OH! LIFE IS TOO FLEETING.

cold—she also placed alarge cushion on the black
box in the cart, and then donning hastily
her own travelling equipment, she took her father
under one arm as did the Russian by the othef
and thus conveyed him to the cart, as slowly as
his infirm condition required. When he wa$
about to take his place, he turned an inquiring
glance on the face of his daughter, which the
latter well understood. As if adjusting the
cushion, she raised it for a moment, so as t0
shew that the box was there, and then, placing he?
father in the most comfortable position thad
their circumstances permitted, she took her place
by his side, so as to support him. The Russia®
muffled to the eyes in fur, now seated himself i0
front, and away they drove, turning ever and
anon a wistful look on the magnificent though
appalling sight of the burning city, which sent uP
to the cloudless sky that domed above a giganti©
sheet of flame, while at intervals, the whole w8$
obscured by a mass of thick smoke. What weré
the thoughts of Deborah, as she gazed?—they
were varied in their character. Her whole sov
was lost in admiration of the grand and nové
spectacle which Moscow presented—she’ thought
of the French army—of the ruthless attack 0°
her father, and the miraculous escape of bothi
and then came the vivid recollection of the nobl®
form which had interposed itself between her a2

dishonour. On this one idea did she dwell, while
even as she did so, her heart repeated the voW
which she had so lately taken, to see De Lorinv®
again, and testify to him that she at least wod

grateful.
(To be continued.)

OII! LIFE IS T00 FLEETING.

BY MARY P, M.

Oh'! life is too flecting for sadness and tears.

If we roved this fair earth for a few hundred years,
Perhaps we might spare an hour for care,

And, weary of pleasure, go wooing despair;

But since o'er the waters of life we inust float,

Be it tempest or calm, in a frail, fragile boat,

And be tossed on its waves for a few changeful year®
Oh! why should we carry a cargo of cares ? .

Oh! life is too fleeting for sadness and tears,
Why o'er the heart's dial throw sadness andngenrs?
For while friendship is with us, and one faithful bl‘”"
Beats only for us—then indeed are we blest, )
Oh ! there’s beauty on earth,—in the star.studded sy~
In the delicate, fugitive clouds as they fly.

Then let cynics rail on, while fearless and free,
This carth yiclds us innocence, pleasure and gleé.
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NARRATIVE OF S. VON SCHOULTZ,
WHO WAS EXECUTED DURING THE LATE REBELLION,

FOUND IN HIS l’RIS‘, AND SUPPOSED TO HAVE BEEN WRITTEN BY HIMSELF.

.

TRANSLATED BY MRS. JEMIMA PRIMROSE.

I

M aw. .

fee) Bware that (here are few persons who will

st Ny interest in my fate, An exile and a -
Tangep.

pﬁsOner’ deccived where I had blindly trusted, a
- eXpect neither sympathy nor commiseration,
ask it not.
eloved, but most unhappy eountry, the
cen ansf of death was past. S‘ince then, I have
vindi 1solated and sorrow-stricken man. Bu.t
Suile (;;\te m): name from utter: obloquy, am? to
isonm 'e tedious but fast fleeting hours of im-
a ent, T leave this brief record of my life;

o myy,
1 tel‘ne

t -
hough, chequered by the errors and frailties |

»>and saon to die the death of a felon, I

When I bade a final adieu |

cOnsumanit_y, at this solemn moment, I have the -

olat; . .
Ation of reflecting that I have never wil-

Y violateq the laws of God or man.
. A!y fan
(;blhty of Puland,
em a fami]y, whose
the “flhappy Stanislaus had left him little for his

eritance
Nane,
beside
f

My father was descended

I‘“y grandfather had fought like a lion,
13 king, when the three most power-

ul g,
OV 0
ereigns of Turope sought to wrest the

Crow -
betw: from his brow, and to divide his kingdom
l'ois,nen them. And my father, with equal he-

. “: Sustained the falling greatnessof his coun-
hang t(lm aS«.%ailed by the moderndespot,in whose
toys of e diadems of monarchs were, like the
u Petted childhood, to be taken and thrown
beheuth the fell covered with honorable wounds,
lin ¢ walls of Warsaw. I was then a strip-

8

'“.r:n ;:do()f oppression, and a desire to avenge the
1 % my country.

€T my father's death, my motherretired with
and in“ﬂ:‘n:;an estate, on the banks of the Vistula
hurt:r ;ecluded andbenutif‘ul spot, my youth
m‘eﬂionat: by thetender assiduity of this most
entereg thanlgl d.evoted parent. At an carly age
ce of fae olish servxce,.and sorzn received a
to gl’aﬁfy mvor and pronfo'txon, which bade fair
Ove firgy Woic“ltm()st a.mbl‘tlon. It was then that
My onch @ me, with its rosy smiles, and life
o chanted senses, seemed one perpetual

vily claimed alliance with the ancient ’
adherence to the fortnnes of

s save his good sword, and his loyal °

’t' Ut my mother’s earliest lessons taught me

o

round of sunshine and enjoyment. The object
of my attachment was the daughter of a distant
relative: a beautiful and artless girl, whom I loved
with all the passion and tenderness of a first
and only affection. Our union was sanctioned
by our friends, and the day appointed which was
to consummeate my happiness.

On the eve of that fondly anticipated day, I
approached the dwelling of my Thérése; I had
Leen absent sevcral days, on necessary duty, and
rumors had reached my ears which filled me with
As T entered the avenue of an-

apprehension.
cient trees, which led to the mansion, the lone-
ly and deserted appearance of all around, so dif-
ferent from its wonted cheerful hospitality, seem-
ed a confirmation of my forebodings. The doors
and windows were closed; no servant appeared in
waiting, and the light form of Thércse, who al-
ways bounded to meet me, was no where visible.
With trembling steps Ientered the forsaken hall,
passed through a suite of deserted rooms, and -
stood at the entranee of a small apertment—Thé-
rése’'s own boudoir, which she had fitted up with
exquisite taste—where her days of innocent en-
joyment were chiefly spent, and in which I had
passed the happiest moments of my life. The fra-
grance of her favorite flowers, filled the air, and
the thrilling melody of her birds, seemed to mock
the chilling loneliness which reigned in the late
cheerful mansion. T knocked, but no answer was
returned; I ventured to pass through the half
open door; but, good God! whata sizht met my
eyes! Thérése lay on a sofa, pale and motion-
less as marble, her cyes swollen with weeping,
her fair hair falling in dishevelled ringlets over
her neck and shoulders! She did not notice my
entrance; I took her passive hands, but without
the power of utterance; and when at length I ad-
dressed her by the most endearing names, she
started, with a sudden effort, gazed wistfully upon
me, and sank back exhausted and fainting upon
the couch.

The mystery was soon explained, and from
the lips of her faithful attendant, I learned what
my heart had already too truly foreboded.

. e e
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The oppression of the tyrant Nicholas had
roused the spirit of resistance, and many distin-
guished Poles, united by a secret compact, had
ventured to defy his authority. The despot, whose
power is equalled only with his cruelty, took sig-
nal and summary vengeance. The flower of the
Polish nobility, and army,—fathers, husbands,
and brothers—were torn from their homes, by his
ruthless myrmidons,—suddenly, secretly,—so ac-
tive were his spies, and conveyed to the frozen
deserts of Siberia. Among these unfortunate
victims, were the father and only brother of Thé-
rése. They were seized, and bound before her
eyes. In vain she pleaded with an eloquence
which only demons could have resisted: she en-
treated to go with them; she clung to them with
the agony ofdespair, till, separated by force, they
were borne away from her, never tomeet on earth
again! Many an aching heart was left void and
desolate on that miserable day, and surely their
cry will not go up unavenged to heaven! Alas,
for Poland! In ruins, but still beloved, with an
enthusiasm known only to her sons, from the
haughtiest noble to the meanest serf who tills
her soil—she, who once ranked high among the
kingdoms of Europe, who dictated to the vassal
hordes, which now spurn herattheir feet, Among
the thousands of brave hearts, and daring spirits
who still cling to her, in decay and slavery, will
not a voice cre long be heard, which shall shake
the oppressor on his throne, and break the chains
of the captive and the exile!

During a week of intense and agonising sus-
pense, I watched by the couch of Thérése. She
remained in a state of almost total unconscious-
ness, from which neither the skill of phy-
sicians nor the tender pleadings of affection,
could arouse her. Her sensitive and delicate spi-
rit was crushed by the sudden misery which over-
whelmed her family; and on the sixth day she
expired in my arms, gently as the tired infant
slumbers on its mother’s breast. Bowed down
to the dust by the weight of my affliction, I
lingered over the still beautiful remains of my
betrothed, till the last sad sevvice was performed,
and in the sepulchral vault of her ancestors, the
priest who should have pronounced our nuptial
benediction chanted over her culd remains the
solemn requiem for the departed soul.

Ireturned to.my retired, and once happy, pa-
ternal home, which I had so lately quitted with
hopes and expectations that secmed too bright
fomthe shadow of mortality to rest upon them.
My mother’s health had been long declining, and,
after a fow months of unwearied watchfulness and
care, I laid her venerable form among the graves
of our household, and for a time resigned myself

NARRATIVE OF 8. VON SCHOULTZ.
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to the deepest melancholy. Illness, severe and
protracted, followed; but in the weary hours of
convalescence, reflection wrought in me a moré
healthful state of mind, and I resolved to strug-
gle manfully with my fate, and to leave forever
the scenes which constantly reminded me of my
misfortunes,

America, wh& many of my brave country”
men had already found a refuge, seemed, to my
wearied spirit, like an ark of safety and repose-
My arrangements were soon completed; I stoods
for the last time, by the tombs of those I loveds
and bade a last farewell to the cherished land of
my birth; and taking passage in a vessel bound
for New York, in the spring of 1836, 1 safely
landed inthat city. But accustomed, as I had
long been, to the most profound retirement, the
din and bustle of a crowded city oppressed and
wearied me. Iavoided my own countrymen, fof
the sound of my native tongue brought back with
it only agonising associations. I sought no inter-
course with strangers, and in the midst of peopled
streets, surrounded by the active, gay, an
happy, I felt more desolate than I would havé
been in the heart of a wilderness. I passed the
summer months in wandering about the countrys
and in silent intercourse with nature; amidst hef
most sublime and lonely scenes, tranquillity and
resignation again entered my troubled heart. I
mingled among the farmers and villagers, gnd
everywhere found abundance and contentment
I could not but admire the institytions of a coun”
try which so impartially administered the means
of happiness. Every man was lord of his oW?
domain, and the wealthiest could claim 20
privilege above the meanest of his brethren.

At West Point, where I remained a few day®
the military habits of the place, reminded me o'
the time when martial glory was my ruling
passion, and a portion of my early spirit revive
within me. I would gladly have entered th®
service of the United States; but its smol
standing army—the mere sinews of that giﬂ"‘ '
power, which slumbers till the call of danger—
seemed to exclude all hope of admissio®
to a foreigner. I spent many hours in th®
beautiful retirement of Kosciusko’s garden, besid®
the dear spring, and the rocky basin, on whit
is inscribed his name—a name dear to Poland 8%
to liberty—and immortalized by his herdic deed®
In that hallowed retreat, I vowed never again ¢ |'§
unsheath my sword, save in the sacred cause ©
liberty. T i

* A

* - » » * »

My evil genius led me to the village of Se““""'-:
It was the grand focus, where the friends of the o
Canadian Pariots, so called, and their ages® g
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NARRATIVE OF 8. VON SCHOULTZ.

’_‘SSemb]ed; and the excitement, in favor of their
Cauge,

aroy » Was universal. My interest wasinsensibly
of sed; but, like many others, I had no means

.mf.omla_tion, except from the selfish and
f;?:d‘ce*i- .The sentiments of these men were
meet?sse‘l without disguise, or reserve. Pu.b'hc
an ;ngs were held, and persons of respec'tnbllny
itici:“““m presided at them. The leading po-

o 18 of the place, and of the country round,
0p9.rtan approving voice, and officials in every
" Ment favored their proceedings. Accus-
restm‘as I had been, in my own coantry, to the
Int of o despotic Government, this license
ther:e With amazement. Could I construe it
18¢ than as a tacit sanction, from those in
Ority, of the views thus boldly avowed, and
ing, Mention thus plainly manifested. I was
a s:e‘;ed to attend a meeting of the “ Hunters,”
cir ;ty, whose members had sworn to devote
1Ves to the attainment of Canadian liberty.
a':n“'e“e assembled persons of all ages—the
inﬂamess boy, and the gray-haired veteran; the

. Matory addresses of the various speakers

¢ 2Pplauded with hearty cheers, and the most

"Mined resolutions adopted without dissent,

Rever, till on those occasions, witnessed a

A assembly, in a free country, and I was

no p:o“'"ly by the general enthusiasm. I heard

Mises of plunder—no sentiments expressed,

of (: Ose °f pity for the oppressed, and hatred

spg:;essmn. To this, my own heart freely

Self. ed.. But, as yet, T did not compromise

I resolved to judge coolly, and to act dis-
‘°nately.

Ut this time, a Roman Catholic Priest,
N ~———, from the , in Lower Ca-
hoyy :ame to the village of Selina. In an evil
Tyl te met; and from that time we were thrown

O8ether,—purposcly, I cannot doubt,-—
ag 1t then seemed to me the effect of accident.
str’;les‘ of our most holy church, I reposed

test confidence in him. He soon learned

) :ne every secret of my heart,—all its sor-
He o:d disappointments were laid open to him,
i nce " me desolate, without an aim in ex-

» O 8 hope which could attach me to life;

: With Consummate art, he wrought upon my
'eve,,g& 0d turned them to his own purposes of
%ﬁgje. He told me of the sufferings of the
trug) m:"s i he said they were oppressed. by
'ith‘)llt t'masters. butchered by hireling soldiers,
of y: .. 1€ Means of revenge, or the power
ole c‘mling their rights. He represented the
by the OUntry as in g state of revolt, kept down
= 8trong arm of military power, but prepared

h

Whenever circumstance should favour the

suth
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he said, would be hailed with transport, and
even the soldiers would throw down their arms
to receive them.

Day after day were these conversations re.
newed, and gradually my mind became moulded
to his wishes. I thought of Poland—stricken,
humiliated--her once glorious diadem smitten

¢ from her brow, and her brave sons, writhing in

a tyrant’s grasp, or exiled, and wanderers on the
earth. My heart burned within me, and I longed
to avenge the wrongs of freedom, even in a
stranger’s land.

I was recognised as a foreigner, who had seen
military- service, and, as such, I was invested
with the command of the patriot army. As is
well known, we embarked at Oswego, on board
the steamer United States, having in charge two
schooners, laden with men, three cannon, and
munitions of war. An insignificant force it may
truly seem to enter a hostile province, defended
by brave and disciplined troops; but the promises
of our false friends deceived us, and our own
credulity led us on to destruction.

"We were baffled in our attempt to land at
Prescott ; and on reaching Windmill Point we
first became sensible of the deception which had
been practised upon us. Not an individual joined
our standard. On the contrary, every prepa-
ration was made by the indignant inhabitants
to repel us from' their shores.

Many of ourlittle band, those, too, in command,

e )

and most zealous when danger was afar off, re- -

mained in the vessels, and refused to trust their
coward lives to the chances of an ifevitable con-
flict. Disappointed, and indignant, T yet re-
solved that the stain of cowardice should not sully
my name. I strengthened my position to the
utmost, disposed my small remaining force to the
best advantage, and resolved to sell my life dearly.
But what availed courage or science, against
the overwhelming numbers, and murderous en-
gines, which assailed us? For myself, life was
of no value, even if I could have demanded it at
the hands of the victors. DBut for the remnant of
the brave fellows who were falling around me,
many of them stripling youths, who earnestly
entreated me to stay the contest—I consented to
capitulate. '

* * * * o * *

And T am now a prisoner, awaiting, with
composure, the hour of trial, and probable con-

demnation; but my conscience” nequits me of

all malice or evil intent in aught that I have
done. Misrepresentation and deception. led me
to embrace a cause which I then believed just and

e The first appearance of a patriot band, § righteous ; but now find to have been the mere
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instigation of cowardly and designing dema-
gogues.

T could have been intluenced by no motive but
that love of liberty—that desire to resist op-
pression,—which is innate in the heart of every
true Pole.

Is it said that I wasled on by the hope of
plunder—the promise of reward? What were
their paltry acres, and their traitors’ gold, to me,
who have more than enough of this world’s
wealth, since I have lost every object with whom
it would have been my joy to shareit! We were
told the people groaned under the rod of military
despotism, Had I not seen, in my native land,
the peasant in his field—aye, and the noble in
his hall, insulted—smitten to the earth, by an
insolent, and hireling soldiery? We were told
the people waited to receive us—that thousands
would rally round our standard, whenever it was
unfurled in the land which we came to liberate,
The indignation with which we were repeiled
from thesc shores—the united bravery of citizens
and soldiers—is the best answer to this aspersion.

* * * * * * *

My trial is over; witnesses have been examined,
and the evidence adduced against me is thought
sufficient for my condemnation. In the eye of
the world, my sentence will be considered just.

Fallible man may err, but God knoweth the
heart. A brigand! a pirate! these are hard
names, which would once have roused my soul to
indignation; but that time is past. And then
every eye looked on me with coldness, suspicion,
hatred—and bitter things were said, which might
have humbled the vilest felon. But, I thank
God! I bore all with the firmness of a soldier.

To-morrow, T am told, is the time fixed for my
execution. I would that I could die a soldier’s
death! and yet it matters not. I rejoice I have
few who will bewail my fate—none, who can feel
humiliated by my ignominy. Ihave but a short—
a very short time to prepare for that hour, and
make my peace with the righteous Being whom
we have all offended.

I shall dispose of my worldly effects, so as to
make the best reparation in my power for the
evil I unwittingly caused. To the families of
those unfortunate women who were killed at
Windmill Point, I leave a legacy, though they
suffered from a chance shot of the militia,—not, as
has been said, from our cruel and deliberate
aim. I trust my memory will be cleared from
the charge of inhumanity. Ipaid every possible
attention to the wounded and prisoners, who fell
into my power; and I placed sentries over the
body of Lieutenant Johnson—a brave and gal-
lant young officer—to protect it from indignity.
B A A

76 TO THE EARLY LOST.

B e e R

s

I have one favor, only, to request; it is that
my poor remains may be delivered to a friends
whom I will name, to be buried on his owP
estate. The British Government, I trust, havé
too much gencrosity to refuse this trifling boon
May God forgive those whose evil counsels havé
brought me to this untimely end! I would die in
charity with all mankind.

The miniature of my lost Thérése, my first and
only love, still rests upon my heart, and in this
dark and solemn hour, she seems to smile on mé:
as she was wont, in happier days. I pray that
it may be buried with me!

S. Vox Scuourrz.

TG THE EARLY LOST.

BY MRS. MOODIE.

'he shade of death upon my threshold lay !
The sun from thy life's dial had departed,—
A cloud came down upon thy early day,
And left thy hapless mother broken-hearted—
My boy, my boy!

Long weary months have passed since that sad day i
But nought can rob my bosomn of its surrow,—
Since the cold waters took thee for their prey,
No smiling hope looks forward to the morrow—

My boy, my boy!

The voice of mirth is hushed within my heart,
Thou wert so dearly lov'd, so fondly cherished,—
I cannot yet believe that we must part,
That all but thy immortal soul has perished—
: My boy, my boy !

My lovely, laughing, rosy, dimpled, child,
1 call upun thee, when the sun shines clearest,—
In the dark lonely night, in accents wild,
1 breathe thy cherished name, my best and dearest=”
My boy, my boy!

The hand of God, has pressed me very sore,
Oh, could [ clasp thee, once more as of yore;

Anq kiss thy glowing cheek’s soft, velvet bloonl
I would resign thee to the Almighty giver,
Without a tear, would yield thee up for ever,

And people with bright hopes thy silent tomb—

My boy, my boy!

Belleville, 1845.

WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM,

The soft tones of music have power to awaken,
The scenes of the past, and affections long fled;
To soothe or to sadden the heart that is shaken
By neglect from the living, or grief from tl{o dead ?
But, oh! ’tis a wild and harrowing thrill,
When the heart's chords are stricken in spite of t!

But in thee, cherish’d book, when Ifind I am grievin" !
I turn to thy pages, and trace, by degrees, )

The feelings of love and of friendship, believing ) L

Their evidence lies in thy beautiful leaves |
And I never recur to thy pages of skill,
But I find my heart lightened of volumes of ill.

now® |
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THE STEPMOTIER.

BY R. E. M, *

i::u 8 stormy evening in the month of Decem-
the. deThe wind howled in fitful gusts through
. “Setted streets, dashing the sleet and fast-
BOW against the well-closed casement of
0me mansion that stood out in bald relief
tthe gloomy sky. The interior presented
Witlmumg contrast to tho desolation that reigned
ing, The large saloon into which we will
leg; Uce the reader, was furnished in the cost-
. “amer. The rich carpetings, heavy damask
the e;hs, and large mirrors, accorded well with
m“sieelgofm exterior of the building; while the
br()idl 1ns;
inma::y' Scattered profusely around, betokened
8 of refined taste.
Rirl :vO"l.Y occupant of the chamber was a young
‘gﬁnstho Wwas Jeaning in a thoughtful attitude
¥ ove e"}331'p. Herrighthand drooped careless-
. ch' the instrument, while her left yet clung to
t pta Ords, as if unconscious of her having ceased
Yet py'. er eyes were riveted with mournful,
A8sionate affection, on the portrait of a lady
ang ::1? Opposite her, while the quivering lip,
Ping,, “Smothered sigh, told it recalled most
thoughts, The argand lamp that rested
Yign, - Stand near her, shed its mellow, yet bril-
%ftmeu:u:e' full upon her face; but even in that
He, fe light she could nottbe called beautiful.
atures were far from regular; still the want
¢ loveliness was well compensated for,
8entle, winning expression of her counte-
%) ::’om‘d the deep lustre of her speaking eyes.
d was her revery, that the opening of
. 00r fuileq to arouse her, and it was not till the
AN who had entered, laid bis hand lightly
ree" shoulder, that she became conscious of
wyoence of g second person in the apartment.
Silgp, :0’ Amy, my child, why is your harp
: "Night, and what sad thoughts have
b that fair brow ?”
th * *peaker was a tall, finely-formed man, and
€78 gy o e*hat past the prime of lfe, the dark
i Tetained its fire; and the glossy curls

lng s
8 han d
8%aing

of ¢
by the

e
he.m::'_'e“ blackness, All a father’s affection

the w‘"‘: hig maaly countenance as he returned
facy " Caresses of his daughter, whose whole

° ghted 4

wﬂ she exclaimed:

truments, paintings, and delicate em-

“Dear papa! T am so glad that you have
returned. ’Tis no wonder I look sad; I've been
so lonely during your absence. Oh! tell me
what detained you ?”

He turned away with an embarrassed air, and
taking up & book near him, looked over the
pages; but suddenly raising his head he turned
towards her, and fixing his eyes searchingly upon
her face, asked in a low tone:

“ What would you say to a companion, Amy ?
Had you one, you would not miss me so much.
You are aware, my child, business has many calls
on my time which must be attended to, and had
you one of your own sex and age the hours
would pass quickly enough, even when I should
be away.”

¢ But that is impossible,” she rejoined. My
cousin Maria, my former companion, is married,
and who is there else to share our roof but
strangers ?” .

For a moment be hesitated, and then averting
his eyes, murmured:

“Even among strangers, my Amy, would I
choose a companion for us both. Would you
refuse a friend if I presented her to you, endowed
withintelligence, yvuthand gentleness—-and would
you dislike her, because, in order 1o ensure her
ever remaining with us, I were bound to her by
ties that nought but death can sever ?”

The girl started as if stung by a serpent, and
exclaimed:

" *“You mean a stepmother! Oh! my father!
Would you so far forget yourself,—forget that
beloved being who was once your pride, your
happiness? Oh! no,—this must not be.”

“Hush, Amy ! you speak selfishly as well as
thoughtlessly. Think you I have not my mo-
ments of loneliness and despondency ?”

“Loneliness!” she replied in a reproachful tone,
“Have you not one ever by your side, whose
every thought, and every wish is for your happi-
ness ?”

“I'know that; but remember you are yet but
a childfn understanding as well as years. Think
not for a moment, my Amy, I doubt your affec-
tion ; of that Y am well assured ; but I require a
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companion, whose experience, at least, and know-
ledge of the world is more suited to my own.”
«Ts she then so richly endowed with worldly
wisdom that that can compensate for the affertion
of your duughier? Oh! my father—beware of
introducing one under your roof who may destroy
the tranquillity, if not the happiness, we have

enjoyed even since the death of my ——" Her :

voice faltered as she almost inaudibly articulated
the word—* mother!”

« But tell me,” she added, with sudden energy,
« Is there any sacrifice I am capable of making
that might induce you to renounce your purposc?
Oh! is there no hope of your changing your cruel
resolve ?”

« None. Even were I willing I have already
gone too far to recede. Amy, I am married!”

A long pause followed, which was at length
broken, by his resuming in a tone whose forced
compostire betrayed his inward agitation: -

« And now, need I tell you to receive her when
she comes, with the respect, the attention, due to
your father’s wife 2”

« And when does she arrive ?”
unmoved reply.

« To-morrow night.”

« To-morrow night!” she murmured; *sosoon!
Oh! is it a fearful dream, or can it be reality ?
To-morrow, another will usurp ler place, and ere
fong all the ties that bind us to her—her very
name—will be forgotten. Such is earthly love!”

« Amy, you forget, in your sorrow for the
dead, the respect you owe to your living parent.
What mean these reproaches and questionings?
Am I not my own master, or must I submit " to
the will of my child in everything ?”

was the cold,

Without heeding his interruption, she clasped
her hands, and passionately exclaimed:

«Must my mother’s portrait, too, leave the
place where it has hung so long? Will you not
even leave that one memorial of her you once
professed to love ?”

“ Nay,” he soothingly rejoined, “ that would
not exactly suit the rules of propriety. But be-
lieve me ——”

Y

“ Enough! enough!” she bitterly rejoined, and
quickly removing the hand he had placed cares-
singly upon her head, she exclaimed: * Your
second bride’s fair semblanée will better replace
the plain, ““P“’-M;lé 1l ments of her who
will so soon be Tétgikel b§ all save her child.
But, fear not; that ch¥rished image will not
remain to wound the delicacy of your bride,
or perchance to be exposed to her sneering
remarks. Before night it will be removed to my
own chamber.

And now leave me, leave me,

. to a favorable P®int; when somc artless express!
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that I may compose myself, and prepare to meeé
the changes a few short hours will effect.”
Mr. Morton hesitated. Twice he moved t0°

wai s the deor, and then wrned.as if to retrac®
hi3 steps; but at length he vvercame his irresolu”

tion, and casting a lingering look of mingled

shame and sorrow on his daughter, who with her -{

head bowed on her hands, wus weeping bitterlfr’
noisclessly departed.

Tt would be impossible to paint the agonizing
thonghts that filled her heart. Indignation, griefy
and wounded affection, by turns predominated'
and it was not the least bitter pang, to see the
parent she had ever reverenced as a being 80
high-minded and noble, so superior to the faults
the follies of the many, thus fall from the hig.l‘
standard she had assigned him in her enthusiast®
imagination. Nor was he without his disagre®’
able refiections. He felt he had justly incm’l’efl
the distrust of a child he ardently loved, and b
cheek burned with shame when he” remember

that the mourning weeds put on £ 18 mothe’ |

were not yet worn their allotted period. still b8
was well pleased she knew all. How often h
he sought her presence with the firm intention
telling her,—how often brought the conversatio®

of affection, some simple remark, had arres
him. But now the dreaded interview was ov¢"

and he had but to reconcile her to the chang®
best he might.

CHAPTER 1II.
Tue following evening, Amy, with a ch“t
colourless as marble, took her seat in the an?’

ingZroom. Long, long she waited, yet they & §

not; and as the Venetian clock siiccessively Sm‘é i
the hours. it seemed as if time moved with le":s:
wings. Worn out with anxious thought wé' !
expectation, she yielded to the feeling of dro®": 4|
ness creeping over her, and sinking back on o 1
sofa, was soon wrapped in profound sleep.
murmur of voices near at length awoke hers di“‘
looking up, she perceived her father stanf o
beside her. On his afm hung a Iady, yet i® f
earliest bloom of youth, who was attenti™
regarding her.

« 8o this is your daughter!” she exdaimed':» 3

a clear silvery voice; “I declare she is n”:z‘a
old as myself. Were it not that you have 8% ,
me of it, I could scarcely believe youhad s G‘“l:“, ‘
her age. What beautiful hair!” she conti?™ -
throwing back the rich tresses that entirely o

shadowed Amy’s features,
By this time the latter, completely 81
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s disturbed you. Are you not Surprised

® e here? However, I hope we shall like

‘lnirmtthir‘ Really,” she continued, turning to a

“look 1 > “I am wearied to death. How pale I
* and see—my hair is all disordered.”

pl?:_llle shewas arranging her curls, Amyhad am-
cer;alﬁlte t0 notice her unobserved. Faultless she
i

iang :])' Was 'in personal endowments. Clear, bril-
Pe rfec;z‘fnplean; petite, but symmetrical, figure,
of chilg €atures, and eyes of the deep starry blue
the }g,, "?d, whose witchery was heightened by
toage 5 Silken lashes that shaded them. Added
&> very article of dress was adjusted with
8t exquisite taste and elegance ; from the
the hi'ideau that confined her glossy locks to
fooy, N shoe that adorned her small fairy-like

ler two or three ineffectual attemps to
8 her hair to her satisfaction, she im-
%y threw aside the pearl comb, exclaim-

Pt
B
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. Ineve,. can make my toilette, not even for a
M, withoyg my maid Hortense. She is in-
. ;? What would I do without her? But
. Ortan—TI have not seen the house yet, I

'lml{uienm. I suppose there is sufficient

Uf lmprovement. I shall devote all to-

Rorp, L
omgn ° discarding everything old fashioned.
ang 5 °'€ continued, placing her arm in his,

Jog; "Wing him towards the door, “we are
TN timeg »

L3
A
with Y had better accompany us,” he exclaimed,

« . me hesitation.

! .
- Certainly, Pray excuse my forgetful-

By Morton, do join us.”
ag, o) m:y Wwas in no mood for conversation ;
ey, cMing o head-ache, she begged to be
| by Her apelogy was willingly accepted

hypy; ® Volatile young creature, who eagerly
M room to room, from corridor to
\ but rely glancing at the arrangements of
. vstill ever finding matter for some dis-
« 5 '8 remay),
M this - the being,” bitterly murmured
h%’els fhey left the room, “this frivolous,
Prey; :s 8irl, is the one my father has chosen to
theplac over hig home, direct his child, and fill
ke Ney, % f her who is with the dead. Oh! may
Ty, re; Ve cause to repent his choice. But I
s Qm:e o my own chamber. That at least
She g all b;sacred from her intrusion, and there
y deelir:;thnffn.e of t‘he changes‘ she has so
ith g p, er intention of making.”

\\\%Nursting heart, she songht her apart-
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::se 0 her feet, and bowed respectfully though g ment, and ere gentle sleep closed her burning
mewhaft coldly. : 3 eyelids, her pillow was wet with tears.
¢ .
‘hOh! you are awake,” said the lady; 1 fear The following morning she arose early, and
Ave v

personally superintended the servants, in order
that everything might be suitably prepared for the
young bride. Nine, ten, eleven o’clock passed, and
still she came not.  Mr. Morton and his daughter
breakfasted together, and, though Mrs. Morton
pleaded fatigue as an excuse for her non-appear-
ance, the cloud that rested on his brow betokened
he was far from satisfied. About half-past eleven
she entered the sitting-room, attired in an elegant
morning dishabille, and throwing herself into &
fanteuil, languidly exclaimed:

“You must excuse my non-attendance at
breakfast; but really ’tis impossible for me to rise
so early—I fear you must always take your
morning meal without me. At home, I never rose
earlier than this-—iny health would not permit it.
I don’t see, Miss Morton, how you can have such

" a colour,” she continued, turning towards Amy,

whose cheeks erimsoned beneath her scrutinizing
gaze. “Late as Irise, I am generally pale till
towards the close of the day.”

“My daughter procures her roses by exercise,”
interposed Mr. Morton, smilingly; “and I think,
Louisa, if you tried her plan, you would no longer
have cause to complain of your colourless
cheeks.”

“Exercise! What do you mean by that?
Surely, not rising with thelark, that senseless bird,
to gather flowers with the dew on them. No,
thank heaven ! Iam not so romantic. The only
exercise I take is a carriage drive, snd that, I
think, is quite sufficient. Wait till Miss Morton
gets better acquainted with the world, and she
will soont lose these school-girl notions. But
where s you going?” she interrogated, seeing
Amy mo¥e towards the door. )

“ To practise my music,” was the reply.

“ And may I ask what you will do ufter?”

¢ Read, or draw.”

“And you do this of your own accord, every
morning ?”

“Certainly,” returned Amy, as surprised by
Mrs. Morton’s questions, as that lady was at her
answers. ’

“ Well! well! what a strange girl!” exclaimed
the stepmother, as the door closed. * One would
think she was yet in leading strings, or at least
subjeeted to the trammels of a boarding-school.”

“How would you have her employ herself,
then?”

“ Receive visits, drive out, dresg fashionably,
and go to balls, theatres or concerts.”

¢ Heavens! what a Mentor for my daaghter!”
inwardly murmaured Mr. Morton, but he content-
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ed himself with saying, “ Amy is as yet & mere
child. She was only sixteen last mounth.”

“Anil do you call that so young? why, when
I was her age, I was at every ball given. ’Tis
true, papa did not much approve of that, but I
was an only child, and gained my point as I
always do. However, to return to diiss Morton,
we must cure her as soon as possible, of those
absurd notions she has contracted.”

# But, Louisa, I really see nothing so ridicu-
lous in her ideas,” gently remonstrated her
husband. “In truth, I rather adnire the very
habits you condemn.” .

“ Doubtless you admire also her gaucherie and
mauvaise honte,~but this will not do, Mr, Morton;
and I beg you will not encourage her in such
old fashioned fancies, if you wish me, as you
have said, to interest myself in her.”

The decisive tone in which this was spoken,
warned him to put a stop to the conversation,

_ evenif the angry gleam that shot from her dark

blue eye had not already admonished him. Still
he could not help, in his heart, preferring his
daughter’s childish inexperience, to his wife’s
vaunted worldly wisdom.

About a week after this, while Amy was oc-
cupied io the saloon with her embroidery frame,
her young stepmother, who had been out shop-
ping, entered, seemingly in a very ill humour.

“Is it not too bud?” she exclaimed: “I have
searched every shop in the town, for some lilac
satin, a shade paler than this, and I cannot find
it.”

“No!” carelessly replied Amy, without raising
her head from her work.

* Truly, Miss Morton, you are the most pro-
voking girl I ever knew,” was the angry
rejoinder of the lady, exasperated at her
companion’s indifference; “you have no feeling
for any one but yourself.”

“ Pardon me, madam,” replied Amy, in a
polite though somewhat sarcastic tone, “T was
not aware the difference in a shade of satin was
g0 important a matter as to call for a display of
feelipg.”

“Whether it is or not, of one thing I am
certain, and that is, young lady, you have none
to spare.”

Amy, annoyed beyond measure, replied not,
but took up her work, intending to leave the
room, when her father entered. Unwilling to
grieve him, by allowing him to perceive the cold-
ness that already existed between the two beings
most dear to him, she quietly resumed her seat.

« Well, Louisal” he exclaimed in a guy tune,
« what is the matter? you look somewhat out of
spirits.”
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“ Nothing is the matter; but ’tis hard for o)
one to look to advantage in this odious rovm
with curtaing, couches, hangings, all of blue.
entreat, Mr, Morton, you will allow me to furnish
itin accordance with my fancy—that is, if Mist
Morton, whose tastes are slightly tinged with
romance, as I perceive, can overcome her attach’
ment to this sentimental colour,”

“ Nay,” replied Amy, *Iam not very particy” |
lar; either blue or lilac is indifferent to me.” {

The emphasis laid on the latter colour, escaped
not her stepmother, and more irritated the?
ever, she rejoined:

“ Doubtless your precious embroidery occupi®
your attention too exclusively to permit you’ |
noticing such common-place matters as housebo™’ |
duties. But perhaps 'tis part of the enlighter® |
education you appear to have received.” ;

The eyes of the young girl filled with tears, o |
this rude taunt, while her father, both gx'iewd
and embarrassed, remarked in a grave tone:

“My daughter has hitherto regulated °
affuirs of our household, and certainly I haveh%
no cause to complain of inattention on her pa"t' i

“'Tis a pity, then, since you found her ¥ [
competent, you should have entrusted anoth? §
with the charge,” was the bitter reply. 4

This was a home-thrust indeed, and % j
husband, pained beyond measure, immedi f f
took up his hat and brushed past her. ]

“Bat, tell me, Mr. Morton,” she contin“"d' !
“am I to be gratified or not, in my desire
altering the drapery of this apartment?” .

“ Furnish it with black, if you like!” was b ]
rejoinder, as he roughly closed the door bebi® |
him,

“Iamto thank you for this scene,” said %' |
lady, turning an angry look on Amy; and with
out doubt, you are highly gratified at the speé™,
fulfilment of what I suppose is your chief desi’®

Her companion, however, was not to beP“r"'
voked into replying. She felt she had alresd]
done wrong in retorting before, and withow¥ ¢ ]
word of remark, she quietly left the room. ;

As soon as the young wife found herself §
she burst into a passionate flood of tears, but ¥
impatient beating of the small foot on the
carpet, and her half-uttered ejaculations, she
they were not tears of repentance.

_— -

CHAPTER III.

Ny

.

Froy that hour the most frigid coldness ::
sisted between the two. Mr. Morton pel'c"v‘%
with pain, that a.formal, studied politenass :
usurped the place of the affection and freedo®
had hoped to see. *Twere vain to say, there y
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chndenjoyed with Amy 3 but still, the beauty and

“:)h grace of his young wife captivated him
ning sngly &3 at first ; and with one of her win-
at nmlles, she could ever chase away the cloud
OW too uften rested on his brow.
ere .:. saloon was fitted out with crimson; and
h‘“lginmher short week elapsed, she had the
°'vhen,'gs of her dressing room taken down, and
'hort,, thOf rose colour, substituted instead. In
Put iy ere was no end to her alterations. She
olce 8mple practise the intimation she had
. Bven of effecting many changes. 'Thus,
ing th‘::“"h.s passed on, and the misunderstand-
Hepda existed between Mrs. Morton and her
day b:cghu.?r. instead of decreasing, was every
®Chming greater. Amy confined herself,
be _p"""ipﬂl part of the time, to her own cham-
‘nx;o:nd’ though she never complained, the
Blleg 1 thoughts and unhappy reflections that
er heart soon told on her pale cheek, and
tearfy] eye.
unkiy eener pang than even her stepmother’s
wa rdsess' was the altered conduct of her father
herself. True, he never refused her
oh! hos“h-e never spoke harshly to her; but,
eeﬁow different was his former warm, tender
thag, N from hig present demeanor. Then, if a
”ﬂthinpused over her countenance, with what
w '.hg tenderness he strove to dispel it; but
her che:; the pale tint of ill health overspread
ive 1, S, he saw it not. Plainly did she per-
done,. ;‘no longer loved her as he once had
d%htin he only reason she could assign for this
wif g change was the influence of his young
i ’ﬁ‘ho’ strange to say, notwithstanding her
Min:q“s disposition and great extravagance,
hipy, all her former unbounded empire over

undo'::::""& however, she never interfered with,
Toungy, Was the tastefully laid out garden sur-
. " the houge, This was entirely Amy’s

ch i and she little cared for the interior
he:n 8S8 of the mansion while this was left to
hey ; "\‘ge.' The arbour had been erected under
: g,‘;::g:?t: superintendence ; and', certai'nly,
with, estoons of the grape vine, twined
velyet’:‘)dm‘ous honey-suckle, the soft seats of
Plo yet“% spoke volumes in favour of her sim-
elegant taste, To this, her favourite
the repaired nearly every evening, with
k or pencil ; and here she was seldom
"ehing . by her father or Mrs. Morton, One
ang tﬁv’ia ter an altercation, which, though short
hey ; L, had yet its usual effect of depressing

L
i“'ern,

- gold—she forgot even her
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o Moments when he wished he could retrieve 2
h Past, and regain the tranquil happiness he

glorious sunset; and as her eye wandered from
the soft, rich tints that floo ed the earth in their

 golden light, imparting a yet more glowing beauty

to tree and flower, to the gorgeous firmament
that glowed with mingled hues of purple and
own sorrows in ad-
miration of the beautiful scene befure her.

Suddenly. a young man, clad in naval uniform,
bounded over the low wall, and stood beside her.
Uttering a cry of delight, she sprang to her feet,
exclaiming:

« Dear Charles! I thought you far
What has brought you here?”

“Yourself, sweet cousin!” was his reply, as he
presscd her small hand to his lips;  but tell me,”
he continued, seating himself beside her, *what
you think of these changes that have taken place.
What of your father, and his new bride? Is
your home the happier for her presence? 1 fear
not, my poor Amy,”*he murmured after a pause,
during which his companion had vainly striven to
repress her tears. “That pale cheek and sad
smile, speak too eloquently for me to mistake
their purport. Have 1 come so far, to see my
worst fears realized? ’Twas this I dreaded,
Amy, and "twas for this, by force of entreaty and
perseverance, I obtained leave of absence, to
come and judge for myself. But, heavens! what
is to be done? Must I leave you in the power of
this hateful woman—exposed to her insults—her
tyranny! Who is to shield you, to defend you,
when I am miles and miles away?”

“ Do you forget my father?” she asked.

«Your father! name him not, he is unwerthy
of the title. Nay, I will not be sﬁept. Think,
you I am blind to his shameful conduet, in intro-
ducing a tyrannical, frivolous woman into his

distant.

house, to domineer over a daughter who has’

loved and cherished him as you have done?
What palliation does his conduct admit of?
None. Was he lonely with soch & companion?
did he need a superintendent for a household,
where everything was regulated with admirable
order? or did he require another consoler in his
sorrows, or adviser in his troubles, than his chiid?
And who was the being he selected? Had she
been a sensible, kind-hearted woman, his eqaal
in point of age, he might be forgiven. But, no!
she is a silly, vain girl, young enough to be his
daughter.”

«You know her, then, Charles?”

“Yes,” he replied, while a flush passed over
his handsome features.

« Where, when did you meet her?” was Amy’s
eager interrogatory.

After a moment’s embarrassment, he rejoined:

THE STEPMOTHER.

' \\ip:‘iiitook her way thither. It was a

A

«Tn her father's house. I was at college with 3
SUSSUUIVINEI 1
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82 THE STEPMOTHER.

her brother, and at the close of the year, he
invited me to spend the vacation with him; I
willingly complied, and I first met her then. She
was just entering her sixteenth year, and if
possible, more beautiful than at present. I acted
as most other silly boys would have done, and
was soon completely épris de des beaux yeux.
Nay, dear Amy, do not beangry. 'Twas a fancy
that went as quickly as it came. The first few
weeks passed delightfully for both. We rode,
sang, and walked together; and as T was her
first suitor, she was charmed with the novelty of
my attentions. The usual moonlight promenades,
gerenades, and protestations of eternal fidelity
were interchanged, and I, that had heretofore
looked forward with pleasure to resuming my

j
5
i

college duties, now shrank from the idea with :

terror. Vainly I strove to banish the hateful
recollection from my thoughts; but even in her
presence it haunted me, and the mention of it
never failed to call forth a passionate burst of
sorrow on her part, which, while it cousoled me,
as a proof of her affection, added fresh matter to
my despondency. I had latterly ceased to be the
slightest company to her brother. The hunting
and fishing excursions we had planned the whole
year, when shut up in Alma Mater, and which T
had entered on with such glee, on my first
arrival, were.now entirely abandoned, and he
hunted and fished alone, whilst I turned the
leaves of his sister’s music, or read aloud to her
from her favorite authors, who, of course, were
Moore and Byron. . Time sped rapidly on, and
but one or two days remained, till the expiration
of our vacations. Indistinet visions of rebelling
against parental authority, of manfully refusing
to return to college, floated through my mind.
Nay, I am not sure but that I had some idea of
pistolling, or drowning myself, having previously
composed my own epitaph, the sad and
touching eloquence would pierce my father’s
stony heart, and cause him to repent when too
late. I have forgotten to mention that Louisa
bad an humble friend staying on a visit with her,
and as the said friend was neither witty, hand-
some nor accomplished, she was a mere cypher in
the house, only serving as a foil to her brilliant
and gifted companion. She was also very ac-
commodating, and I could talk nonsense all day
to Louisa, without Cypher, who apparently pos-
sessed neiiher ears nor eyes, perceiving it. One
evening as we were sitting together near the
wjndow, very much dejected at the thoughts of
our approaching separation, her brother entered
in high spirits. *I say,’ he exclaimed, ‘I've
good news for you. Young Sir Harry Melton is
coming down to spend to-morrow with us, lam
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{ still less reason to be so with the clo.si/'rz)

delighted, for he is a splendid rider, and we shsll
have some fine sport. 1 suppose tis almost usé*
less to ask you, Master Charley, to join us’
was about pleading some excuse, when Lowis®
whispered, ¢ Go—tis my wish?!’ Though some®
what surprised at this unususl command,
replied immediately in the affirmative, and aftef
a few merry jokes on our quiet tastes, heleft the
room. We then resumed our interesting cob”
versation, and ere We parted, she bestowed o
me a long silken curl, a gift I had vainly covel
for the last few weeks, °

“The following morning, the young baronet
arrived. He was a handsome, prepossessing
fellow, with as rich a flow of spirits as might be
expected from a young man just come into the
enjoyment of an unembarrassed estate. We
spent the day very pleasantly, and when we tu
homeward, I could not help wordering at tb®
rapidity with which the hours I had looked
forward to as interminable, had passed over. 0%
entering the saloon, we found Louisa gracefullf
reclining on a fauteuil, with a book in her b
Though simply dressed, the rich curls wer®
arranged with more thar usual care, while a white
rose carelessly placed among them, was her only
ornument. Her reception of the young baroneb
was irresistibly fascinating: the bright blush, the
timid, childish, yet graceful manner, were perfec
and my heart bounded with exultation, whep
reflected that she was my choice. But my sent”
ments quickly changed, from admiration 0
astonishment, then to indignation, as I perceiV 4
the way in which she received the attentions sir
Harry lavished upon her. It was in vain
appro