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“THE FIRST AND LAST ERROR.

“One lovely bush of the pale virgin thorn,
Bent o'er a hittle heap of lowly turf,

gall the sad memonal of her worth—

‘All that remains to mark where sheis laid.”
Ir was a lovely evening in the carly part of
oust, 1827, when a brilliant sun was sink-
g in the horizon, and tinging all around wih
3 golden beams, that a travelling carnage
L four was seen rapidly descending a bill
the north road- In the carriage supperted
-pillows, rechined a young man, on whose
h brow and noble countenance discase had
ped ats seal in fearful characters, though
natural beauty of the sufferer still shone
th triumphantly over the ravages of ill
th.. His langud head rested on the shoul-
of a young and beautful girl, and his up-
med eyes were fixed with an cxpression of
utterable love on hers. The last rosy rays
nset, falling on the pale brow of the you-g
n, shewed lke a red cloud passing over
w, and contrasted sadly with its marble

'

‘Mary, my blessed love,” sad the invalid,
oll the check-stnng, and order Sa.nv.lle to
¢ the post.iitons to advance stll quicker.’
Be composed, dearest Henry,” replicd the
g lady; * observe you not that the velo-
with which we advance uas inereased the
culty of your breathing?  You will destroy
rself by this exertion ?
* Mary, you know not how essential 1t s to
peace of miad that we should reach Gret-
t Green most rapudly ; cvery moment s pre-
s, and the nnxieiy that preys on meiscven
more fatal to my frame than the velacuy
our nace. Tell Sainvdle, then, dearest, 10
ge the postilions.”
AMary puticd the check-strings, and Samnville
n stoppad the carniage and Stood by the
P- The change that the last hour had pro-
ced on the countenance of hus master stiuch

the servant with dismay ; and he almost fear
ed he shouid sec him expire, as, gasping for
breath, he turned his cager eyes on thuse of
Sainville, and laying his hand on the arm of
the alarmed scrvant, said, “Remember, Sain-
ville, that my life, nay, more than life, d pends
on my reaching Gretna Green in a few hours.
Give the postlions gold—promise then all,
everything, if they will advance with all pos-
sible speed.”

The pastdons urged their steeds, and the
carriage whirled along with fearful rapidity,
while the invalid pressed with a nervous grasp
the small trembling hand that rested within
his. -
Who were ihis young and interesting pair,
at whose dreams of lave and happincss the
guunt fiend Death smiled in mockery, while
he held hus dart suspended over them? To
tell who they wer., it is necessary to return 1o
the village of Dawlish, in Devonshire, where
dweit Mrs. Lester, (i widow of aficld officer,
who was killed at the Latte of Waterloo, and
who left us sull young and beanuful wife, with
an infant daughicr, a scanty prov.s:os, and
little else save the distinguished reputati»n that
his well-ka.wn bravery Lad gaincdd in a lde
devoted te the service of his country, and seal-
cd by lus blood. Colondl Liestur’s had beena
love-mariiage; but unlike the generality of
such unions, the love had increased with thie
years that had united them; and they felt <o
hiappy as nearly o forget that their marriage
had deprived them of the affection and coun-
tenance of their mutval relatives, who had de-
clindd all intercourse with two poorand wilful
persons, as they considered them, who were
determined to marry from pure zffection, ~on-
traty to the advice of all their fricnds. It was
not until death had snatched her husband fram
hier, that Ara. Lester felt the consequences of
her imprudent narriage.  Left aloae and un-
protecicd, w.th an infant Jdaughter, how did
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she wish to claim for her child that protection
from her family for which she was too proud
to sue for herself! and it was not without
many a struggle with her pride that she had
appealed to their sympathy. This appeal had
been unanswered; for the relatives to whom
it bad been addressed, found it still more pru-
dent to decline an intcrcourse with an ill-pro-
vided widow, than it had formerly been to re-
new one with the happy wife of a meritorious
officer, likely to arrive at distinction in his pro-
fession. Mrs. Lester retired from the busy
world, end fixe@ her residence in a small neat
cottage at Dawlish, determined to devote her
whole time to theeducation of her child. This
spot had been endeared to her by her having
spent some of the happiest days of her life
there, with Colonel Lester, soon after her mar-
riage; and she found a melancholy pleasure in
tracing their former hounts in its néighbour-
hood, when, leaning on his arm, and support-
ed by his affection, the future offered only
bright prospects. All the love that she had
felt for her husband was now centered in his
child; and the youthful Mary grew, beneatha
mother’s tender end fostering care, all that the
fondest parent could desire—lovely in person
and pure in mind. She had only reached her
sixteenth year, when, in the summer of 1827,
the young Lord Mordaunt came to Dawlish to
try the benefit of a change of air in a complaint
which threatened to terminate in consumption.
The cottage next to Mrs. Lester's was taken
for the invalid : and his physician having oc-
casion to refer to that lady for the cnaracter
of a female servant, an acquaintance wasform-
ed that led to an introduction to his patient,
who found the society of the mother and
daughter so much to his taste, that no day
Passed that did not find him a visitor 1t Wood-
bine Cottage. He would spend whole hours
by the drawing or work-table of Mary, cor-
recting her sketches, reading aloud to her, or
giving descriptions of the different foreign
countries he had visited.

Lord Mordaunt was a young man so attrac-
tive in person and manners, thatit would have
been difficult for a much more fastidious judge
than Mary Lester not to have been captivated
by his attentions ; and his delicate health ser-
ved still more to excite a strong interest for
him, while it banished all thoughts of alarm,
even from the breast of the prudent mother,
who looked on him with sorrow, as one fore-
doomed to an early grave. It is perbaps one
of the most amiable proofs of the tenderness of
womens' hearts, that ill-health and sorrow

have a power of attracting their sympathy Wj
affection, which health and gaiety might fai o
produce. This power was exemphfied in ths
condurt of Mary Lester; for when,.in they
daily walks, in which Lord Mordaunt now ai.
tended them, his pale cheek assumed a heeyc
hue, from the exertion, and his eyes beamsd
with more than their usual lustre, those of
Mary would fill with tears as she marked the
fearful precursors of decay. With trembling
anxiety she would urge him to repose himseli
on some rustic bench; and when he yielde
to her entreati~s, would hang over him wih
feelings of whose source and estent her 1no-
cence kept her in ignorance, or led her to at
tribute solely to pity.

Days passed away, each one increasing the
attachment of the young people, and confirm-
ing the fears of Lord Mordaunt’s physician
while he alone appeared unconscious of hs
danger. His passion seemed to bind him by
new ties to life; and when pain and lassitudf
reminded him that he was ill, be locked on th:
blooming check and beaming eye of Mery, an(
asked himself, if one, who felt for her the lov
that guickened the pulsatious of his throbbin
heart, could be indeed approaching the coi
and cheerless grave; and he clung with re
newed hope to existence, now that it had be:
come so valuable.

At this period a sprained ancle confined Mre.
Lester to the house, and she confided Man
every day to the care of Dr. Erskine and b
patient to pursue theiraccustomed walk. Tk
doctor was skilled in botany and geology, an:
the ncighbourhood of Dawlish presented man
specimens in both sciences capable of arresr
ing his attention; hence the lovers were fr-
quently left alone in their rambles, while b
collected treasures for his horfus siccus, &
cabinet; and the conversation which, unde
the cye of the dignified matron or gravedocte:
had always been confined to general topics
now became purely personal. When yous;
people begin to talk of themselves, sentiment
soon colours the conversation ; and from sei
timental conversation to love, how quick 1sthe
transition! When Lord Mordaunt first avow-
ed his passion, the pure and artless Marys
innocent reply was, ** 0, how happy dear mam-

ma will be™ But a cloud that passed over
the brow of her lover shewed that he anter

pated not the samao effect on Mrs. Lester.
“Do not, dearest, if you value my peace,

said he, “inform your mother of our susch

ment. My family w_uld oppose it so strong-
Iy, that she wounld think hersclf obhged w 1¢
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fuse her sanction—nay, she would, I am sure,
tnk 1t her duty to prolubit our meeting. A
wparation from you I could nut support; und
but one mode awaits us to avertit. Fly with
‘me, my beloved Mary, to Scotland ; our mar-
nage, once accomphished, my fanuly must be
reconciled to it—at least they cannot divide
us; and your mother will be saved the blame
of having aided it.”

Day after day the same reasoning was tried
by the impassioned lover, and listened to with
less reluctance by the too-confiding girl; and
es she heard the tender reproaches he uttered,
and his reiterated avowals of his increasmgili-
ness, caused, as he asserted, by the anxiety
that preyed on his mind at her hesiteung 1o
elope with lim, and marked the growtug deh-
cacy of his appearance, her seruples and fears
vamshed; and, in an evil hour, she left the
happy heme of her childhood, and the unsas-
pecting mother who idolised her. A thousand
pangs shot through the heart of this innocent
and hitherto dutiful daughter, as she prepared
to leave the peaceful roof that had sheltered
ber infancy. She paused at the chamber-door
of her sleeping parent, and called down bless-
mgs on her head, and.was only sustained n
her resolution to accompany her lover, by the
recollection that she was to confer happiness—
nay, life on lum, and thata few days would see
her return to her mother, the happy wife of
Lord Mordaunt.

It 1s the happiness they believe they are to
confer, and not that which they hope to re-
caive, that influences the conduct of women ;
and many a one has fallen a victim to gener-
ous affecion who could have resisted the
pleadings of selfishness. At the moment of
leaving her hoime, Mary thought only of others :
her lover and mother occupied all her thoughts,
and never, perhaps, did she more truly love
that mother tiran when unconsciously plant-
ing a dagger in her heart by the step she was
about to wake. Never let the young and un-
suspecting do evil in order that good may en-
sue. Mary knew that she was about to do
wrong; but she was persuaded by her lover
that it was the only possible means of securing
therr future happiness; and she viclded to the
temptation.

‘The vslet-de-chambre of Lord Mordaunt,
who wasin the confidence of hus master, made
all the necessary arrangements for the elope-
ment ; and the lovers left the village of Daw-
lish while the unsuspicious mother and doctor
Erskine soundly slept, unthinking of the rash

They had only pursued their route one day
and night, when the rupture of a blood-vessel
n the chest wrought so fearful a change in
Lord Mordaunt, thet he became sensible of
his danger, and trembled at the i1dea of dymng
before he could bequeath hisname ‘o hisadored
Mary. His whole soul was now bent on ful-
filling this duty; but, alas! the very anxiety
that preved on him only rendered its accom-
plishment more difficuit.  Still he proceeded,
resisiing all Mary's entreaties to stop to repose
himself, and was within a few stages of his
destined course when we first took up our tale.
Arrived at —, nopost-horscs weretobe bad;
and the agonies of disappointed hope were now
added to the mortal pangs thst shot through
the freme of the dyingman. He wasremoved
from his carriage, and laid on a couch, while
the agonized girl bent over him in speechless
woe.

“Remember, Sainville,” murmured Mor-
daunt, in broken accents, “that thislady would
have been my wife, had life been spared me to
reach Gretna. Tell my father and mother that
it was I who urged, who forced her to this
flirist, and to look on her as their daughter.”

Here agitation overpowered his feeble frame,
and he sank fainting on kis pillow, from whenco
he never moved again, 3s death, in a few heurs,
closed his mortal sufferings. The hapless
Mary stayed by him while a spark of life yat
lingered ; but when the hand that grasped hers
relaxed its hold, she fell in a swoot, nearly as
cold and rigid as the corse beside her. For
many days a violent fever rendered her insen-
sible to the miseries of her situation. During
her delirtum she repcatedly called on her mo-
ther and lover to save her from some imagined
enemy, who was forcing her from them; and
the mistress of the inn, and the chamber-maids
who assisted her, were melted into tears by
the pathos of her incoherent complaints.

Intelligence of the death of Leri Mordaunt
had been despatched to Mordaunt Castle, the
seat of his father; and in due time, the confi-
dential agent of his Lordship, accompanicd by
a London undertaker, arrived to perform the
funeral obsequies.

Youth and a good constitution had ensbled
Mary to triumph over her malady ; and, though
reduced to extreme languor, reason once mors
resumed its empire over her brain. But with
returning consciousness came the fearful, heart-
rending recollection of the death seenc. shad
witnessed ; and she shrank with morbid dis
taste from a life that now no longer offered her

step the persons so dear 10 them were takung. ( a single charm.  Hor entreaties won from the
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humane mistress of the inn anavowal that the
mortal remains of him she had so loved were
to be removed for interment the fullowing day 5
and she insisted upon looking at them once
again. It was evening when, paleand atieny-
ated, presemiing only the shadow of her former
self, Mary Lester, supported by the pitying
females who had watched over her iliness, en-
tered the chamber of death. Her eyes fell on
the marble brow and finely chiselled features
of Liord Mordaurt, beautiful even in death; and
aninvoluntary shudder bstrayed her feelings.
She motioned to be left alone ; and there was
an earnestness and calmness in the looks and
gestures that pleaded for this last indulgence,
that rendered a compliance with it irresistible.
She looked at the face so beloved, every linea-
ment of which was graved in ineffaceable
characters on her heart—thatface which never
before met her glanze without repaying it with
one of unutterable tenderness.  Whule she yet
gazed in mute despair, and tears, naturd’s kind
relief, were dented to her burning eyes. the last
rays of the sun, setting in brilliast splendour,
fell on the calm countenance of her lover, tin-
ging i1s marble paleness with a faint red.

It was not thus, Henry, you looked when
1 last saw the sun’s dying heams fall o your
beautiful brow,” ejiculated the heart-broken
gul! “ah! no, for then those lovcly eyes now
for ever veiled in death, sought miae with looks
of deep, deep love, and silenced the reproaches
of the nionitor within my breast. Butnow, O
God of mercy! who shall silence it, or who
shall spcak comfort to me? Look at me once
agam, ienry, adored Herry! let me once
more hear the blessed sound of that voice !’
and she paused, as if awaiting the result of her
passionate mvocation. Then turning away,
“ Fool, senseless fool that Iam ! sheexclaim-
ed; “he heeds me not! he hes fled for ever!
znd I am alone, alone for ¢vermore, ina world
that can never again hold forth a single illu-
sion 10 me. O mother! desr, dear mother!
and was it for this 1 desertea you? I thought
to return to you a proad and happy bride, and
that ke would plead, successfully plead for
your pardon for my first fault. But there ke
hies who should have pleaded, cold and speecls-
less; and I—1 hive to see him so lie! Heary,
beloved Henry! thy lips have never yet pres-
sed minc; pure and respectful love restrained
each ardent impulse, and in thy devoted at-
tack.ment I found iy best shield. But.now,
now, when thine can no longer return the
pressure, O! let me thus imprint the first seal
of love!" and she pressed her pale and tremb-
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ling lips to the cold and rigid ones of Mo
daunt, and famted in the action.

It was long ere the kind exertions of th
wonen, who rushed i from the adjonm;
rooin on hearing her fall, could restore anius
tion o the exhausted frame of Mary; am
when they suceeeded, the first sentences thy
struck on her ear were the following dialogu
between Mr. Sable the undertaker, and San
vitle.

“Je vous dit, dat is, I tell youw, Monsicu:
Sable, dat cette demoiselle, dis young ladr
vas to be de lady, c’est-a-dire 'epouse, de vi.
of mi lord. He cannot tell you so himse
parcéqu'il ¢st mort, for he be dead; but 14
tell to you vat he did tell to me vith his ja
vords.”

“Why, you see, Mr. Sainville,” replied ...
obwse Sable, “I cannot outstep my orders
and the sfiir has avery awkward appearane
to say the least of it. A portionless your
lady, s I understand her to be, eloping wuh:
rich young Nobleman of splendid expectations
and in the last stage of a consumption—wht
ook you, it has a very suspicious aspect. Tt

-Marquis is a very stern and severc Noblems:

and the dMarchioness is as proua as Lucifu
neither would for a moment countenance:
young person who had no legitimate clain:
on their consideration, ané whom thby WOL.
naturally look on asan artful adventuress, wk
had taken advantsge of the weakness an
paruality of their son to entrap him into &
engagement which, luckily, he did not live s
complete. Mr. Scruple, the lawyer, has
plained all this to me; and therefore, neth”
he nor I can mterfere in making any arrang-
ments for the return of the young person
her friends ; and as to her accompanying th
funeral procession to Mordavnt Castle, n:
out of the question.”

* And dis you call religion and humanity
dis country ?”’ said the angry Seinville; hal
my dear young Lord lived three hours longo.
cetle jeune ct charmant demoiselle, dat is, ds
young and pretty lady, vould bave been Milad:
Mordaunt, and Monsicur Scruple and yourselt
vould have bowed de knees to her vith grea
respect. De Marquis and de Marchioness
must den have treated her as Iz veuve, de vidow
of deir son, and all homage and honouvs vould
be gived to her; but now dat she vants ever§
ting, you give her notings, and my dear dead
lord’s last vords go for noting at all, except
vith me; but I will not desert hoy, who vasse
loved by my dear lost master. 1 wiil attend
her to her home.”



Here a burst of tears iuterrupted the angry
wade of poor Sainville, who only felt while
Ssble reasoned.  But what were the feelings
.of Mary at this coarse expose of her positon!
She was ready to suik into the earth ! and, for
2 momeny, forgetiing how usiiess was the
measure, she ran to the bed where lay the in-
amunate corse of fiin who once would have
shielded her from even the approach of the
semblance of msult, and throwing herself on
1he lifeless body, called on Henry, her dear
Henry, to protect and save her, and to vindi-
cate her suspected punty.

A return of fever 2ad delirium kept the un-
fortunate Meary many days on the brink of
the grave, and those around her thought that
cach hour must ierminate at once her life and
sufferings.  When consciousness again return-
ed to her, she found that Sainville, the faithful
servant of Lord Mordaunt, having performed
the fast melancholy duttes to the mortal re-
mains of his loved . master, had returned 10
offer his services 10 conduct her ta her mother.
She thankiully acecpted them; and when
able 1o bear the moton of a carriage, Samville,
baving secured the attendance of one of the
women who had nursed her in her illness,
placed her, propped by pillows, in the most
comfortable chaise hecould procure, and slow-
iy retraced the route they had so lately pur-
seed under such different circumstances.—
Mary’s agonized thoughts dwelt on the sad
contrast of the only two journeys she had ever
uaken, and were oniy drawn fot tnoments from
the laver she had lost, 10 the mother she was
going to meet. 1£1 can oniy reach her arms,
lay my poor throbbinz head on her bosom,
and die, I have nothing {eft to desire, thought
the heart-stricken girl.  But her cup of bitter-
ness wag not yet quite filied to the brim, though
she believed 1t was overflowing. Arrived at
Dawlish she observed an unusual silence in
the streets through which the carriage passed :
Sainville being recognized, many persons ap-
proached him, and, waving thew heads, ob-
served, “You have come too late~it is all
over—the funeral took place an hour ago.”

Mary heard no more; she was borne sense-
less into the desolate home, where no fond
mother waited to reccive her; for she who
would have taken her to her heart, had that
day been lnid in the grave. The shock which
the olapement of her daughter occasioned Mrs.
Lester brought on a paralytic scizure, from
which she was but slowly recovering, when 2
harsh letter, filled with the bitterest reproach-
es and most unfounded Fecusations, from the
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Marquis of Deloruine, the father of Lord Mor-
daunt, causcd a fresh attack, which in a few
hours terminated her existence. ‘tlus letter
was written during the first violence ot gnet,
on heanng of the death of an only sou, the last
hope of an ancient house.  He atiributed that
death to the fangues of the hurried journey to
Scotland, which fatal siep the proud Marquis
unjusily accused the mother of abetting. He
branded the unhappy Mary with epithets that
struck daggers into her mother’s breast, and
brought on a return of her malady, which end-
ed in death. By the hnprudence of the old fe-
male servant, the harrowing letter was given
to Mary. She read every word, while cold
tremers shook ker exhausted frame; and
having laid the lctter on het heart, closed her
eyes as if overcome with fatigue; and 1t was
not until some hours after that the oid attend-
ant found that the slumber was the sleep of
death—expiating with her Lfz her firstand last
error.
< 8BO ..
T MARY,
Oy, what a world of joy "twould be,
If thy dark eye, and chedk of roses,
And brow bencath its canopy,
Of swect and clustesing locks reposes,
Were here to brighten, and to bless
My spirit, with their loveliness ¢

A voice of music, ip of smiles,

A bogom of the hly's hue,
A spirit whiclino stain defiles,

A heart that, like the morning devw,
Looks, trembles, brightens, welts away,
Into young love’s absorbing ray.

All are ber's; but not for me

er beauty or her virtue shines;
The moon-lit shores of Erin’s sea

In a bower that *reathite cky entwines,
Now for some happier youth prolong,
The magic of her harp and song!

Thus may she live, thus may she die;
Nor feel the storm of serrow brezk
The beam that brightens a her eye,
The rose that blossoms in her cheek :
Thus may her noons, her midnight be,
Forgetting—not forgot by—me!

=BG @

COQUETTES.

A coquette may be compared to under, which
lnys uself to catch sparks, but does notalways
succeed in lighting up a match.



WALTZING.

A writer in the New HWorld, of ihe 25th of
February, argues that the wartz should be en-
tirely diacarded bothn pubhe and private as-
semblics; and for its effectual suppression, ad-
vises the interference of the jegislature. We
have often heard and read objections against
walizing. For the wriers we caunot speak,
not knowing therr mental consututions. But
we never yetheard an objecuon againstit from
zny person, male or female, in whose purity
of mind we had much confijence; and with-
out much danger of injustice, we may tell the
majority, if not all of the objectors, that ihe
fault of which they complain 1s fornded less
in the dance, thann their own want of deli-
cacy in associating it with unpure thoughts.—
To the pure, all thngs are pure. To the im-
pure, many things perfveily harmless, and
without any natural connection with improper
thoughts, invanably suggest indecent images
and associations. Where isthefault? 1In the
things, or in the perverted imaginations of
those of the ubjectors?

THH

The waltz 15 one af the oldest dances in
Europe. We know not its origin, hut can
trace 1t as high a1 least as the mvasion of Eng-
Jand by the Saxons, about the middle of the
fifth century. It seems to have been long
known wherever Scandinavian, Saxon or Bel-
gic blood flowed. In other words, it seems to
have been known all over northern Europe.—
Though carried into England by the Saxons,
it does not szem to have remained as a nation-
al dance. Perhaps the Celtic and Celtic-Ro-
man population rejected it through hatred of
their Saxon invaders. It does not seem to
have been common among the Normans ; for
though they were originally Scandinavians,
yet in westeru France, whence they entered
England, they bad become mixed with the
Gallic and Gallo-Roman population, and might
have lost this dance through such mixture.—
Their ignorance of it when they invaded Eng-
land, was an additional cause for its disuse in
that island ; for as it was rejected by the Cel-
tic and Roman population, it would be con-
fined to the Saxons; and as the Saxons were
afterwards conqueted by the Normans, who
did not use this dance, it would disappear in
time, even among the Saxon population of
England. It does not seem to have prevailed
in France, unul within tho last century; for
its French name, ¥allz, a corruption of the
German word, plainly denotes its recent in-
troducion among the French people. Be-
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sides, though common in the cities, it has na
become so general n the mterior; anothe
proof of its modern introduction. We e
caally account for -his. The Scandinava
population never obtained a residence in any
part of Franee, excepung Normandy. [
present stock are a muxture of the Gaulsor
Celtac, the Romans, and the Western Ger
mans; and this will account for their ignor.
ance, it lately, of a dance pecuhar to th
Scandinavians, or Danes, Swedes, Norwea
giang, Northern Germans or Saxons, and Bel
gians or Flemings and IHollanders. As th
waltz has been introduced among us caiefly
by the French, it is regarded by some asa
dance of French origm. But this is entirely
erroneous, it being exclusively the growth o
Scandinavia and Northern Germany.

Of all Europeans, the Scandinavians, in
cluding the Danes, Swedes, Norwegians ani
Northern and North-western Germans, aw
and ever have been the most reserved and de
corous in manners, and the most elevated it
all their views of the relations between the
sexes. So carly as the commencement of the
second centnry, they were distinguished fo:
their purity of manners, conjugal fidelity, and
respect for women: for Tacitus corymend:
them far above hus own countrymen for thes:
virtues. Any person acquainted with moden
history, knows that the institution of Chivalry
whose governing principle was respect for
women, originated among the Scandinevian
tribes, those identical Goths and Vandals whs
ovesthrew the Roman empire, and establishet
upon its ruin most of the States of moden
Europe. And all our accounts of the moder
Danes, Swedes, Norwegians and Northera
German, the postenity of these very Scandimns-
vians, bear testimony to their reserve and
purity of manners. Whoever will read Tac:
tus and study the modern German character.
will perceive how thoroughly the manners o
the ancient Germans, so forcibly described and
justly commended by the illustrious Romaa
have descended to their posterity. Andamong
these people, distinguished in ancient and mo
dern times for their clevated ideas of female
character, and as the founders of the very
institutions designed for woman’s protection
and improvement, originated the much abused,
much calummated Waliz! To suppose that
any amusement inconsistent with feminine
delicacy or digmty, could originateamong such
a people, is preposterous. The association of
indelicacy with the Waliz is not a Scandineg-
vian, not a German dea. That associationis



ne work of some other people, of manners
ore licentious than any ever found in Ger-
eny or Northern Europe. For indelicacy in
musements, we must refer, whether in an-
ent or modern times, to the Asiatics, and
heir affiliated tribes, the Southern Europeans.
The dances of modern India are probably
older than civilization in any part of Europe,
nd thence found their way among the licen-
Erous Pheenccians, the dissolute Ionian Greeks.
iThe Spanish fandango, and other dances of
ke Peninsula, whose very object is an exhibi-
jton of impure passions, probably originated in
that store house of abuminations, India, and
found their present location through the Car-
thagenians. Modern opera dancing is nothing
new. Its principles, its leading features are
‘lder than Solomon’s time, though most of
s details are the invention of modern France
and Italy, regions where G:rmman manners
never prevailed. YWho can fail to see in the
Bayaderes of India, the prototpye of modern
opera dancing? And who that knows any-
thing about the immatability of Asiatic man-
ners, or has read anything about thelicentious
dances common among the nationsaround the
Mediterrancan, all of whom originated in India,
can doubt the antiquity of the Bayaderes 7—
Allusions to licentious dances are found in the
‘0ld Testament ; a fact proving their antiquity,
and their Asiatic origin. If then the waltz
have a bad name, the faultis notinits origina-
fors, the Northern Europeans, but in its bors
rowers, the Southern Europeans, who have
connected it with their own licentiousness.
Having thus proved the original purity of
the waltz by reference to its origin, and the
impurc source of the associations now con-
nected with it, we will attempt t0 analyze the
objections urged against it. The objectorssay
that the position of the genileman’s arm upon
the lady’s waist is improper. Itis not neces-
sarily so. ‘The contact of the dancers is not
closer than in a crowded room, d crowded pew
in a church, a walk with arms interlocked.—
And what modest woman (ver objected to
either of these? We may be told that ir 2
chured, ail thoughts which close contact in a
crowded pew might excite, are restrained by
the sanctity of the place. Indeed! And is
not virtue sanctified cvery where? If a ra-
tional being can restrain improper thoughts in
one placg, it can in another; and therefore if
a lady can innocently sit close to a gentleman
ina crowded pew, she can innocently place
her hand on his shouldcrinadance.  She can,
in either case, call to mind the dignities of her
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sex, and her sacred obligations to maintain
them. A really modest, pure minded, high
souled woman, who scorned every thing in-
consistent with the dignity of the sex, who in-
dignantly drove from her mind every unwor-
thy image so sopn as it entered, would no more
think of evil in one place than another, in a
ball room than in a church. ©Only the immo-
dest, whose minds entertain impurity so soon
as they are out of sight of their church or their
minister, can see any impropriety in the posi-
tions or movermnents of the waltz. We speak
here of those who, whileobjecting to the waltz,
have no scruples about other dances. With
those who objeet to all dancing, and whose
purity of mind, or at least whase sincerity in
endeavouring to cultivate it, is not doubted, we
raise no argument. Though even to these we
might sz that, such excessive fear about in-
delicate thoughts indicates a strong natural in-
clination towdrds them. Such do well in
watching : for ag the cnemy seems to be con-
stantly knocking at their door, they should be
careful to avoid a surprise. Where rational
and moral instincts are not strong enoungh to
keep the lower attributes of human nature 1n
entirc sudjection, temptation may as well be
avoided, even to the shaking of hands. But
those who have no scruples about other dan-
ces, have no right to complain of the waltz,
since none of its positions or movements are
more liable to censure, than some belonging
to the cotillion, quadrille, and counéry, or con-
tra dance. (Etymologists differ about the
name of the last.) The promenade of the two
first requires as close contact of hands and
arms as the waltz; and in the allemande of
the last, 2 movement probably borrowed from
the waltz, as would appear from its name,
which signifies German, the gentleman holds
the lady’s left hand in his, and throws his
right arm round her waist, and in this position
they describe omte circle.  We have seen those
who would be shocked at a waltz, promenade
ir. a cotillion or allemande in a contra dance,
without exhibiting any consciousness of mis-
chief.

Mrs. Wolstoneraft, who, while she insisted
upon the sanctity and inviolability of marriage,
committed a capital error of judgment in say-
ing that its obligations sheuld be left to divine,
and should not be enforced by human laws,
offers some admirable suggestions about the
immodesty of affected modesty. Ve commend
them to our countrywomen, confident that in
reading them, every teallv inodest woman will
feel more s'rongly the dignity of that virtue
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l'nl thinks no cvnl whilo the falsely modest
may be shamed out of some of therr ndecent
pretensions.  Dr. Juhnson, who, whilea great
admirer of female punty, despised fuise modesty
because he had sagacity cnough.to perceive
that it was always prompted by a depraved
imagination, never omnted an opportunity of
lashing it with his caustic satire.  We will re-
late an instance of this, which speaks a vo-
lume upsz the subject. Being at the opera
with a lady, who rose to depart when the dan-
cers appeared, declasing that she conld not en-
duro such an exhibition, he exclaimed, * Ma-
dam, your modesty is very indeceat.” Carr,
in his “ Stranger in France,” relates an anec-
dote of similar character. Beingin the Louvre
with two ladies, one of whom was a pattern of
innocenee, purity and dignity, and the other an
over-modest prude, whose integrity had becn
doubted, they stopped to examine a picture of
Apollo. The prude said, * There is a great
deal of indecorum in that picture” Thercally
modest, really well bred woman, thereal lady,
said to Carr in a low voice, “The indccorum
was in the remark.”  And who, good reader,
was Apollo? The Greek abstraction of the
finc arts! This idea was the only thing visible
to Carr and the lady, while the prude could
see nothing but the wman without drapery !—
She was the very one to put petticoats on the
legs ofher tables! When Greenough’s Chant-
ing Cherubs were exhibited in Boston, the con-
script fathers of the city, the mayor and alder-
men, ordered the exhibitor to-put 2prons upon
their waists! Ha!Ha! Ha! The depravity,
ves! depravity !'—the depravity. that could not
look upon an angel without licentious thoughts,
must have been nurtured in 3 houseof ill fame.
We have heard ladies express hatror at waltz-
ing, saying that they should almost faint at
the thought of having a gendeman’s arm upon
their waists. We could have said that, to sug-
gest such a thought, mere animal instincts
must sadly predominate over intellectual and
moral nature, and that a woman who could
not thus trust herself, could not be safely
trusted by others. We have seen ladies refuse
to waltz with gentlemen, and at the same time,
waltz with other ladies. Was this modesty ?
No! It was positive indecency. It was a
proclamation to the coinpany that their minds
were familiar with “wpurity ; that they could
not waltz with gen.'emen without indelicate
thoughts. ¢Such things are as thoroughly re-
volting to real modesty, as an obscene anec-
dote in the mouth of a dcacon.

Away with such prudish preicasions! They
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are flimsy substitutes for real purty of uur,
and those who exlubit them, o closdly obse.
ved, can always bedetected usome mfraction
of propriety, from wiuch the really medest te
volt. 'The high bred, pure hearted, lofty mud.
ed woman, who never harbors a basc thoughy,
will not bo ashamed of waltzing, and will dy
it a9 she does every thing efse, with the s
ple dignity of virtue. Thelow bred pretend
to the virtue wimch is not 1 ber hearty wili
conunually comnut some unpropriety for the
purpose of procluiming her modesty, and thu
continually inform beholders that her thoughu
are impure.
-...9@3«4.
HITE ARE PASSING AWAYLY

Yes! weare passing away; the forms, the
pleasures, the passions of this world, are pas
sing away. The glories that now illumine on
prospect, are fast fading, and to-morrow may
becutoff. To-morrow ! to-morrow ! to whon
will that day come. Ah! how many wi
never see fo-morrow. The hand which now
traces these lines, may to-morrow be graspe
in the cold embrace of death. Yes, before 1o
morrow, thousands of this carth’s inhabitant:
will have gone from us for cver. Oh! how
awful the thought. Eternity how infinite!-
kingdoms and crowns! how idle your worth.
What are the distinctions of iank and birth’
And what is the fruit of the world's flecting
pleasure?

Yes! we are all passing away ! The na
tions—the citics and dwellings of man are pas
sing away! Tune will soon leave no trace ¢!
their power, maguificence or glory ; like Baby-
lon, no spot will indicate or point out theit
former grandeur. Dreams of the past, oh'
how dim are ye now ! Scencs of the present
how faded ye will soon be! and the hope
which now glow on life’s youthful brow may
suddenly be shaded.

Friends of my carly years and affections, ye
are passing away ! Thehands that weiconet
warm and the hearts that Leat, have perished,
and their narrow tombs point out the common
receptacle of man.

Where now is the home of my childhood?
Where the toncs once so familiar t¢ my cor?
Where the tutor of my carly years? where
the kind mother 7 where are all that 1 do no
nowsze? Gone! they have passed away for
ever! Even the fields where my delighted
footsteps have ranged, and where I have chascd
the gaudy butter-fiy, and where I have Iisten-
ed to the merry songster, now wear the aspect
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ofage :md sndness. Hours of life ye are pas-
ning away! How flestly! how rapidly ! how
limperceptibly ! yes, rolling to eternity's sea,
w2 refiect not that soon the last hour must
come—-tmd pass away !

! Seasons und ages, business and cares, sor-

qows and pleasures, hopes and fears, ye are
passing away. Soon in oblivion’s waves will
e be forgot—soon will ye flee away. The
stones of the mountain are wearing away;
wide-spreading earth ye are wearing away,
3nnd with your desert of graves will vanish;
our oceans will soor: be dried up ; your waving
Telds will soan be scorched and like the stub-
(ble be destroyed. Life’s changeful drama will
is0on close on us all, and the places that knew
s will know us no more.
i But Virtue, and Goodness, and Truth, will
ull bloom : and the hopes of the just will still
beas ever, when they have passed away from
.ﬁhls world’s delusion to that world of un-
iphangeuble glory, where Timebeginsand ends
‘ot, and where the tighteous enjoy that biiss
and-that perfect happiness, which never pas-
geth away. Georce BLoon.

3 New Yorl; Ma-h, 1843.
-‘»ggo«u
: THE GUILTY WIFE.

i Loverv and sad was the heart of Emily
Thilton. She had left her native land with
sher pure mind unsullied by the follies of the
fasionable world, and at the early age of fifteen
“had laid aside the discipline of her school for
he pageantry of a bride, te gratify the ambi-
Hion of her parents, whose blissful experience
of wedded life, led them to hope their dangh-
er's happiness and interest were both secured
by the desired union, forgetting the bond of
Jove which had made their trials seem so light,
Jhe soothing sympathy of congenial hearts
iwhich shared each other's sorrows. *But
Emily is'so young,” they said, “and so gentle,
sehe will be casily won by kindness and indul
ipence, and Captain Chilton is well calculated
o guide her affections.””  And mildand gentle
he was; and plinble the material which in
%&roper hands would have been moulded into
%verfect form ; but, alas! for human guidance.

4 boyish ambition, which he dignified by
e name of patriotism and courage, had in-
%!uced Louis Chilton to join the American
t}"lavv, and, asn those days promotion came

ot so tardily, and anxious heatts waifed not
E?s now. until their laurels withered above the
|Irosxy brow of age, ere they reccived the meed
jof long tried qgnxcc. Louis had attained the

dignity of Capta.~ while b= was still young
enough to prove his , ratitude for ":is country’s
favor, by the prospect of a long life devoted to
his country’s good; but thie unexpected ac-
quisition of a large fortune, by the death of a
distant relative, proved too great a temptation,
and as it was necessary that he should per-
sonally atiend to his estate, he easily satisfied
himself it was best to resign his commission.
It cost him som.e pangs to scparate from those
with whom he was accustomed to sssociate,
but a sailor must be ever forming new ties,
and Louis had none but those of casual ac-
quaintanee 1o sever.

Among his earliest recollections, and mingled
with the sweet tones of his mother’s voice,
were the soft airs of Normandy, and many a
song of “la belle France,” sung to him by lips
now hushed in the stilly sleep of death; but
the ardent wish to visit his mother’s home still
lived in the bosom of her son, and the occa-
sional tours which he had been obliged to make
in his professional capacity, had afforded bhim
but little opportunity to gratify his desire, and
now that he might claim a goodly portion of
that “land,” he determined to take immediate
possession; but he wished not to go alone.—
He had met Emily Russell af a party,and wag
struck with her sweet faceand simple manners,
and thought if he could gain the affection of
that youthful heart, what a lovely flower he
would transplant from the ** wilds of America”
to that hot-bed of vice and fashion, Paris. It
has been often said that our sex is fascinated
by an officer’s vniform. I know not how it is,
but either the dress or the man, have peculiar
tact in making themselves agrceable. 1 more
than half saspect there is a lurking vanity at
the bottom, which makes us think therr ght
tering epaulettes and tinsel show, bring our-
selzes into more conspicaons notice; certam if
is thut Emily was pleased and flattered by the
attention of the fine looking Capiain Chilton,
and it needed not much persuasion to obtain
her consent to his wishes.

Two ycars had passed since these cvents
had occurred, and amid the festive scenes of
the gay world, Emily had almost forgotien
she had a heart to be waon, and neglected the
all-important duty of securing her husband’s
affecuon. "Tis true he treated her not unkind-
ly; he gave hor unlimited sway of his purse,
and consequently their occastonal @nterviews
were not clouded by reproaches or coraplaints;
but the heart of woman yearns with anaching
void wltich nothing less than the “untold
wealth of heait” can satisfy.
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Among ihe constant wisitors at Emily's
soirees, was the young Countde L—.  Gay,
witty, and adevoted admirer of hisfair hostess,
need 1 say he was a most welcome guest.—
She never chid him that he came too often or
stayed too late. There scemed a spell which
chained her to his society— drew forth her best
feelings, and those superior powers of conver-
sation, whicih Emily, almost unknown to her-
self, posscssed.  And then it was so pleasant
for him to correct her litile mistakes; 1n a lan-
guage which few but nauves speak correctly,
and she was so submissive, and so grateful, for
what she decmed his disinterested attention.

The Count de L—— was not utterly de-
praved, but let it not be supposed that a young
heart, ungunarded but by mere morality, can
pass the ordeal of Pansian hfc unscathed, un-
less clad in the panoply of unyiclding picty—
the shafts of tempiation will pierce the frail
barrier of fecble resolves, which are formed in
almost every breast before they are exposed 1o
its influence.

He had discovered Emily’s feelings towards
him, long beforce she was aware of them her-
self, but unwilling to lose his advantage, which
he feared would be thie casc should he alarmy

her by aprofession of his attachment, hesilent-

ly allowed her to live on in the pleasing dclu-
sion.

Such was the state of things when he was
called away fora few months. Hislast words
at parting were filled with mesning and spoke
volumes to tac beart of Emily.  After his de-
parturc she grew listless and unhappy—-her
soirees lost their charms, and she secluded her-
self under the plea of indisposition. Her hus-
band skic seldom met, and when she did, he
iound his once gay Emily quet and melan-
choly. Five long weeks had she waited the
return of the Count, and yet he came not—
She began to fear it was only the whisperings
of her own heart which had taught her to
think he loved. Thus we found her at the
commencement of our tale.  She had watched
for him in vamn, and worn oot with suspense,
she almost gave up hopoy and when at last he
came, i the joy of meeting forgot that they
must ¢ver part agam, he poured forth the
wreasures of his love, 2nd thought not of those
ties which boond her to another; and the
lovely, mited Emily Chilton sacrificed her
honor andgher duty at the shrneof guilty Jove.

Aund whtre was he who had swomn at God's
altar to protect and chensh her? Conld he
not warn her of her penlous situation? “Alas!
he had thought not of her—he had long since

ceased to scek his happiness in his domesy
circle, and found attractions in the captivating
round of pleasure to which hig zbundant r,
sources gave him easy access, and left hs
young wifc to the guidance of her own incl
nations. True, she had some misgivings, anc
ever and anon the “still, smoll voice’ of hr
mother’s prayer, “lead her not into tempt|
tion,” whispered to her “beware ! but th:
fitful gleam of viftue paled amid the lurid a-
mosphere of love, which Count de L—
often vowed shoutd be always sunshine—and|
Emly fell.

We will not attemnpt to describe the fecling:
of her husband when he was informed of le
flight-—grief for the misery which he saw sk
had accamulated for the-future, and remorg
for s own neglect, determined him to loseny
ume mn sceking her retreat, and using evesy
means o induce her return 10 virtue.  Long
and patiently did he search for her in vam
when, walking one afternoon among the Jovd
Iv vineyards in the south of France, he sougt
rest and refreshment in one of the ncat hug
cottages by the way-side. Secarcely had B
scated lumself when the well-known figure ¢
his wifc passcd rapidly through the room an
fled from the cottage. He strove to follos
her, bat she was soon lostin theintricate wing
ings of the vineyard.

The labourers of France arc contented u
take their mmid-day meal of bread and garb%
with their bottie of claret, under the wvin
where they gathrer therr fruit, and knowing 13
comamunicative disposition of these perso
Captain Chilton inquired of them to whom x‘::‘,
cottage belonged.  They told him it was 1t
nroperty of the Count de L——, that the lagy,
who occupied it was a poor relation of Bt
who was dependant on his boonty; that s
was scldom seen abroad, and recei~ed no comy
pany except the occasional visits of the Couns
They could tell nothing of her, whence si
came. or if shewashappy. Onceshehad oo
seen weeping, and her fair complexion axd
blue eyes led them to suppose she was 2 fo-
agacr.  She was charitabdle to those who 2y
phied at her door for alms—bat, on nooccasw?
had they been able to converse with her.

The next dag Cantain Chilion wrole to hy
wife enircaling permission to visit her, bat oy
ouved noanswer.  Dicheartenced bat not hope!
less, he wrote sgain.

“Aly sTil DREAR EwNavi—

“Let me beg of you to soc mr oncr mors
and perszade you to leave the paths of sin, b
fore you feed upon the bitter fruns which ¥
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xtme carnered there. Let the past be buried
4o oblivion, retern to America, aud dedicate
.he remamder of your life to the fulfilment of
those duties which my inattention has caused
vou to neglect, and ¥ will endeavour to gnard
vou with the pure devotion of a brother's lorc.”

But Emily could not see him, she knew she
nad forfeited her right to his protection—that
as his wife she could not meet him; and, al-
shough his gencrous offer of brotherly love,
made her feel from what shehad fallen, it sound-
¢d cold on the ears which had heard such soft
music from the syren tongue of seductive love.
She began already to feel those tones had be-
come less tender, and the visits of the Count
less frequent, but he had taken care she should
want no comfort which money could precure,
and his poor victim was content tobask in the
sunshing of his presence, at such tunes as suit-
od hig convenience to pass a few hours with
fier.

To her husband's letter she returned but few
words—

“It 15 in vain—leave me w my lot—vet
dcem me not unarateful for your kindness, and
plead fur m» when my parents shall hear of
my diszrace—be as lenient as vour judgmom
will allow to the faults of Exy.’

Weary and discouraged, Capiain Chilion re-
wined to Paris.  To all the letters of her pa-
rents he simply answered—* Emily is well.”
His conscience wouid not permit him to tell
them the conscquence of his neglect of the
treasure they had commitied 1o his care, and
he sull indulged a lateat hope, that when she
would have become sated with her present
mode of life, and convinead of the fragile ten-
ure on which shic held the affrctivns of the
Count, Emily would consant to retarn to her
nAve countiv.

AUcznwhile the Count de I. — was pursu-
ing his pleasurc at Bordeaux—sufficicnily near
Emily to visit her whenever he was inelined to
do 505 but he daily felt shr had less influcnce
av 7 lum, althourh 1t would scem an addition-
at uie had bonnd them together, in the person
of her infant daughter, but he knew not a fa-
ther’s feelings bocause he fedt not a fathe's
nghix  And Emily fourd a new source of
consdlanon for his absence, m the nortare of
the litde Adde.  The first emonons of a mo-
ther’s love opencd the fount of wartuous feel-
mpes, which had been so leng sealed by enwe.
She conld now realrs her parents’ misery
when they heard of her degradanon—for s
knew not thee had haen spaced the tale of woe,
and she res v 4. 50 soun as her healih nonid
permit ket e vndstinke the jeuinev,
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would return 10 them, a guilty but repentant
child—for she knew a fond mother’'s arms
would be ever ready to embrace her, when all
clse would turn from her in scorn.

“Gust thy bread upon the waters, and thou
shalt find it after many days.”

This beautiful metaphor of the Holy Wnitis
taken from the custom of the Egyptians, whosc
country was inundated by the Nile, at the ime
of sowing their grain nearly until harvest, cast
their seed upen the water, which, in due time,
sinks into the carth, and *after many days
they see the fruit of their labour,” and gather
their sheaves rejoicing.

Thus it was with Emily—the good seed
which had been sown while her young heart
wasis all its pnistine punity, although 1t was
so Jong idden by the waves of vice and afftic-
tion, began 1o spring up in her heart, the om-
niscient eye of an overruling Providence had
watched that germ which warmed by the
beams of the #Sun of Righteousness,” was
now to bring forth fruits meet for repentance.

Onc bright moonlight evening, as she sat
gazing upon her slumbering infant, and think-
ing its angel innocence might shicld her from
temptation and dauger, she was startled by
foulsteps beneath her window ; a hoy handed
her a letter and disappeared. It was from the
Count—he informed her # that circumstances
had occurred which induced lum to marry a
lady of much bezuty and ligh birth. He
hoped Emily would not judge lum too harsh-
ly—he would often thirk ef her, should al-
ways provuie for her, but they must not meet
agai.”  The blow was heavy, but it wassent
i merey, and did not break the brwssed reed.
F.auly dagred no answer; she merely return-
od the key of the cottage, and having disposed
of 1he jewels and wardrobe which ker parcnis
had given her, 100k paseage for herself and
child for New Orleans.

There, although a stranger inherown coun-
try, she soon found friends, who mteresicd by
her sweet face and desolate condition, abtan
od for her the means of subsistence. She had
bhoen well cducnted and her long vesdence in
France had cnabled her 1o acquire a proficaen
cy in the langmage, and in the humble capaaty
of tcacher of French and muse, Emily found
more aqwet happiness, than when as the coust-
cd and flatiered brde of Lows Chilten, she
revdled 1n the gmlded mloons :md splendid

o jmusesy of a bife  Pans.

And Adcic, 100, bepan 1o to1ter brde her
moethe, as she vt o icach her pupis, and
ird ta lsp afies them  patiez tous  and



“bun soir,” to be sure it sounded as much like
Greek as French, but then her infant eflorts
scemed to Emily very precocious in a babe of
a year and a haif old.

She had wniten to her mother soon after
her arnival, giving her an accoant of all that
had transpred since she last heard from her,
and begging 2 few hnes 10 assure her she was
forgiven end remembered with affection.  She
tuld her she was living 1n honestindependence
on the proceeds of her own exertions, and
needed no peceniary assistance, but her heart
yearned for that consolatton and sympathy,
which she who gave her birth elone could give.
She had not long 1o wut for an answer. Mr.
Russel received a letter from Captain Chilon,
informing him that Emuly had left France and
gone heknew not whither. On makinganother
attempt to see her, ke found the cottage closed,
and all the neighbours could tell kim, was,
that the Count e L~ was marned, and a
few days before had made the same inquinies
concerning * the lady,” and they presumed he
was quite as ignorant as themselves. Louwss
stll hoped she had gone to Amenen, and he
begged Mr. Russel, if such should be the case,
1o find the place of hir abode, and receive her
with Kinduess.

Maost welcome then were the tdings which
Emily’s letter conveyed io the stricken heart
of her parcute. They wrete 10 her 1 meet
themn 2t Savananh in the cnsuing fall, and left
the httle village where they had resided sinec
their marriage, to follow her to the “sanny
soutk:,” and after six months of loucliness at
New Orleans. in tnc arms of her naiural pro-
sectors, the wweary dove found rest.

“Ser, cee, mamme,” hisped the hittic Adele,
“wno 1s that gentleman coming up thefawn 1

Emily fixed a long ond carnest gaze upon
the stranger—and ere she could speak., was
folded 10 the breast of her husband. - For-
gve, Loui,” she murmured, “ forgive your re-
pentant wife””

And dud Louis Chilton sputn from him onc
whom he felt was more “ sined mgamst then
sinning 77 No—bhe looked upon her chasica-
¢d featusen and knew her aflictiona had been
sancuficd, aad he clasped her 10 his bosom—
the future vesuag place of all her joys and sor-
TOWS.

And are there those. who from mstaken
1weas of dchiczey and hones, wonld blanie ins
éemson 7 Lafiisn whois wsltout sin amony
you casd the first slone

THEE AMARANTH.

For The Amaranth.
While the Smile of Beauty Lingers,

WiLe the smile of beaunty lingers,
And the spring of life is bright,
Ere dark sorrow’s wrinkled fingers
Bring 10 our young hearts e blight ;—
While the light of joy and gladness
Shieds siself o’cr every heart,
And no shade of care or sadness
Bids the angel peace depart.

While life's path is bright before us,
Avd the sunny eye of youth
Tells-that age is not yet o'cr us—
Let us sees the way of truth;
G:ve our hearts to God's kind keeping,
Ask of lum to guard.and gude
Through this vale of woc and weeping,
Where so many ilis beude.
Wiale the brow bears nought of sorsow,
And the bloom is on the cheek,
Let us al the radiance barrow
Of the christian’s spirit meek ;
E'en as our shepherd—humble—lowly,
Let us ever strive 10 be,
Praying hirh to make us holy.
Guard—protect—and keep us free.
Now ere sin's vague palsy strke us
With its dark—unholy power,
Or the blasia that yet may strike us
In their gloomy, begin to lower,
Lt us seck that rock of ages
Where the good and w:se and greai,
Prapheis—priests—apostles—sages—
Ever found a safe reireat.
For 10 Hun who gave us beauty,
Lie and health, and ev'ry grace,
We owe .2 as vur humble duty
Early thus to scex fus face;
That he may crown us with the garlands
Of hrs merey nich and free,
in the high aud unknowa for lands
Of lus own cternay !
Liccopool, N. &, 1843,
B B e
AN AFTGHAN NERO.NE.

Tar cavalry taking no patt i thar opera-
ration 1 was an wdic, but not the less anxious
speciator of the seene. I had never before
wrinessad effects so awfully grand, or so m-
tensely exeting n thar nature, as thosewhich
mmmed:ately preceded and followed the explo-
son at the gates.  The zimosphere was slia-
mmated by sudden and powerful flashes of
1 varous coloured hight. which cxposed the wails

AsTHUR.
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nd basuons of the fortrcS> 10 view, and re-
caled the dusky figures of the garrison, in the
ct of painting therr guns, or endeavouring to
netrate the denseness of the obscunity be-
th, in order to assurc themselves of the
sition of their assailants. Then followed
3¢ din and roar of arullery—the terrific ex-
plosion of the gates—~the crash of woodwork
ard masonry—the hollow rumbhag of the old
;zawcrs as they eawmne in huge masses to the
yrounnd—the rush of the storming party through
}ne hreach, and the deafening cheers and shouts
wx besicgers and besieged.  itscemedasall the
“dements of destruction had been let loose at
Honce, and yet I panted 10 be in the midst of
E:hcm—l burely dared to breathe from the very
Fantenseness of my anxiety, and it was not "ull

2

JFthet I could respire freely. To the soldier

4 there is nothing more trying or chafing than

310 be condemned 1o a state of inaction during

31he progress of such spint-surring events as

shere.  Whale the Afighans weredisputing our
entrance wto the cuadel, an incident occurred

Swiuch for a moment diverted the atienlion of

iihe combatants, and turned their fury mio

LY,

. Amongst the foremost of the party who sig-
 nahsed themselves by their desperate gallani-
r; was an aged chieftain, the richness of whosc
 costumic exciied general atiention, his turban
t apd weapons being resplendeat with jewels.—
The hope of plunder immediately marked him
oat as an objectof attack, and numbers at once
assuled Inm.  He defended himself like s man
who knew there was no chance of life, but re-
solved to sell it as dearly ashecould. Hehead
Laied several of the Queen’s Royals, and se-
verely wounded Capinin Robinson, when a
grenadier of the company to which the latter
belonged, seeing his officer in danger, rushed
10 lus assistence, and with a bayonet-thrust
brought the galtan old chicftun to the ground.
The grenadier was about to despatch him,
when a beautiful girl, about seventeen, threw
horslf into the meler, and planged a dagger
nto s hreast.  She then cast hierseif on the
body of the chicftain, for the purpose of pro-
teching it =nd the Affighans, forming a sort of
rampant before them, mawniamed thesr ground
untl the herorc gt seccended in getting it con-
veyed 1nto the wnienor of the citadel.  Shortly
after the place was taken she was found weep-
ing over the remains of the brave old man,
who, on cngairy, we learned was her father.—
Ske was ireated with the utmost respect and
tenderness by out men, who nesther obtruded

41 saw the Bnush flag floating from the citadel {°
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lhcmscl\cs on hcr arxcf nor ofh.rcd any inter-
reption to the preparanons winch she made for
his interment.— T'aylor’s Scenes and Adren-
tures in A fghanistan.

Q@O
Written for ‘The Awmaranth.
SUMMER.

Bricur summer hath the waving grain
And fields of modest green,
On mountain ridge and lovely plain,
Unsultied by a single stain,
As far as eye can gleam.
It hath the ros~'s blushing hue,
A beautiful array,
And skies of calm and peacefut bluo
That lie within the raptured view,
A theme for poet's lay.
It hath the mellowed tinge of bleom
Upon its landscape wide,
That time nself can scarce consume—
Or change successive of the moon,
Disrobe it of its pride.
1t hath the shades that blending shine
To gild the evening skies,
And westward mark the sun’s decline—
The progress of departing ting,
1n decp, undying dyes!?
It hath the fragrance and perfume
Of fairy fiowers und rere,
And light of colours to illume
The barren deserts waste of gloom,
With rays supremely fair.
It hath the garden's promenade
And mazes of delight;
Where wreaths of scented flowers display
Their bnght and Leautiful array
To sip the sunbeams’ light !
1t hath the min-bow’s arch withal—
Beneath the weeping sky,
When ghowers and sunbeams mingling fail,
Their colours shedding over ali,
Rejoicing every eye.
1t hath the gladsome tone and smiie
Qf pleasure in its reign;;
And talmy breathes o'er sea and isle,
But 10 relieve us and beguile
Our mortal hours of pain.
Bo mine the joys that summer's roign
To every landscape bring; .
The freshncss of the verdant plain,
Aa emblem of my heart's domamn
Whenee carly plorsure sprnngs!

Lizerpool, N. &, 1843, ARTHUR.
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THE ORANGE ROCK.

Tuz lake of Como, the most delightful of all
the lakes at the foot of the Alps, 15 surrounded
by mountains, eihtor nine thousand feet high,
descending 1owards the lake, and generally
terminatng in fulls resembling terraces.—
Near Nobialo, however, the monntain extends
its long cham of high and precipitous rocks
quite into thelake. The name of Orange Rock
has been given to this mountain, in conse-
quence of the orange coloar which the rocks
derive from the presence of Jarge quantities of
iron ore. The voad, which conducts the wra-
veller from Italy into Germany, runs along
these rocks at a great clevation above the
waters of the lake. 1t is so narrow, thatitcan
be traversed only by pedestrians, and in some
places so dangerous, that a sgie false step is
inevitable destruction. A body of Russian
troops, attached to the army of Bellegarde,
were compelled to attempt this difficulf pass;
but a large portion of those Scythian adven-
turers miserably penshed in the lake beucath,
or upon the rocks projecting into the interme-
diate space. A disaster of later occurrence,
however, has given a more painful intercst to
this locality, the narration of which is caleu-
latzd 10 cxeite the decpest sympaihies of our
naturc. The following is a transiation of the
story as it appeared in an Italizn publication,
for which it was furnished by the curate of
AMonaggie, a man of undoubted veracitv.

A smell village upon the Alps, above Do-
maso, was the birth-place of Rosalie. At the
age of sixteen, resplendent with health, beauty,
and youthful spirits, she was the pride of her
native village, and the envy of all the maidens
of the three neighbouring parishes.  Her mo-
ther, who had cnjoyed the advantages of a
city residence in her carlier years, had taught
her many accomplishmenis; and 3 materzal
uncle, a professor ~f belles letters in Perugia,
had cultivated her nund with great assiduity.

In accordance with the usage of the neigh-
bourhood, she wore a dress of woollen stuff,
cut after the fashion of the Capuchins. This
singular apparel, used in Sicily by certain
devotces of the Saint from whom the maiden
derived her name, had been introduced thence
by inhabitants of thosc mountains, who have
long been in the habitof repairing to that island
for employment.  But the belt of polished
Yeather, with which Rosalie confined her robe
about her waist, was always bright, and fas-
tened with 2 buckle of burnished silver. The

ders, and covered her bosom, was of snouy
whiteness, and added to the youthful vivaey
of her appearance.

Her father led an honest and laborious w,
wn Palermo, where he consoled humself wu
the hope of returning in a few years to his m
uve hills, 10 enjoy in the bosom of his deligh:'
ful family, the fruitsof his Jabour and economr
Rosalic and her mother attended 1o the cnii
vation of a beautiful Jinile farm, which had te
longed to their family for something like thre
centuries. The innocence of her life addy
lustre to the charms of the delicate girl.

A mech-frequented fair is held once a yex
at Gravedona. Among the youths who 2
tended this fair in 1805, for the purpose o
amusement, and not for business, Vinceny

* » » wasby far the handsomest. H
was a native of Monaggio, 2 considerable v
lage upon the opposite shore of the lake, an
was the only son of 2 man, who, from a por
pediar, had accumulated great wenlth by th.
dishonest means of contraband wrade. Vi
cenzo saw Rosalie ac she was negotiating th
purchase of sowme ribands, and was muct
struck with her pleasing appearance, perhap:
her singular dress, although neither unknown
nor new to him, contributed to attract his dr
lighted gaze. He followed her throngh th
crowd for along time admiring her gracef:
carriage, and that begutiful form which wp:
but ill concealed by her claustral dress. A
length she and her mother left Gravedona fo:
Domasc, and still he followed her.  Althoug
not gencerally timid, he was so much awed by
the modest demeanor and commendable e
serve of the maiden, that he kept at a respect-
able distance without daring to address her.—
Fortune came to his aid, however, and gav.
him an opportunity to interposc himself be
tween her and an enraged animal, which she
encountered in the way. This enabled him 10
make her acquainianze, and obtain pernussion
uf both mother and daughter to escort them
home.

Who can portray the blessedness of thos
moments when virtuous iove firat dawns in
youthful hearts? The dangerous service ren-
dered by her deliverer, awakener, in Rosale;a
zerse of gratitude which was bnt the precursat
of 2 more tender fecling. Her modest thauks
were so tremulonsly spoken, and her ingenu-
ous countenance beamed with such evident
sincerity and kindness, that the enmptured
vouth dissembled not when he declared this
the happicst event of his life.

collar which fel} over her well-formed shoul-

Tipon their arrival a1 Domaso, Vincenzo re
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ctantly took his leave; but not untit he had
rned from Rosalic's own lips, that her pious
other usually conducted her 1o {thejvery
cient church of Gravedona on the first Sab-
th of every month. ‘This discovery, by af-
hrding the certainty of again beholding the
hvely maiden, alleviated his sorrow at parting.
Men who have been coarsely reared, and
Fiom astate of destitntion have acquired wealth,
jdmarily feel the value of 1 good education
fnore than others. Vincenzo's father, who
was one of these, had determined that nothing
ishoold be wanting in the education and accom-
iphshment of hisson. Possesser of alarseand
‘onsianily mcreaning fortune, it was his ar-
dent desire, that Vincenzo should emerge from
the class in which he was born, and his proud
hopes aspired even to a noble alhiance for his
son. 'The youth, however, of a philosophical
disposition, and naturatly inclined to the softer
aficctions and sympathies, fed his well-regu-
lated mind with no vain aspirations.

When the desired Sabbath arrived, Vincen-
20 was seen in his light bark at an eariy hour,
crossing thebanks towerds Gravedona.  After
w+..ng a long time at the church, he atlenath
discerned the approaching maiden, whose face
became suffused with o modest binsh on sce-
ing him again,

I will not undertake to narrate their conver-
sation, nor how Vincenzo obtained the mother’s
permission to visit the humble dwelling. The
course of these events may be easily imagined
by the reader. T will only say, that ““rough
the year subsequent to this interview, Vincen-
20 crossed the lake to Domaso every aiternate
day, generally returning to HMonaggio in the
evening.  Love was the pilot of this fittle bark,
Hope led him fortk, and Memory cheered his
retarn.  Rosahe’s ingenuous manners, her af-
fectionate heart, and the brightness of her cul-
tivated intellect, had so fascinated the youth,
that he firmly believed be should have loved
her with an afiection no less ardent, even had
she not been, as she was, adorned with singu-
far bieauty.

Conscious that hisaffection was recipracated
with equal fervor, Vincenze began to take
measures for the accomplishment of a union
so much desived.  The mother of Rosatie was
authorized by her husband to dispose of the
daughter's hand, and her consent was obtain-
cd. But the steady refosal of Vincenzo's fa-
ther opposed an wnsuperible obstacle to the
mamage. The tears and cntreaties of the
youth were {ost upon the proud and amlutious

old man, who obstinatcly persisted w fortad-

diag what he considered an unequal alliance.
At fength, i reply o Ins son's continued sofi-
citations, the father angrily exclaimed, “ 1t
was not  vnable you to marry a peasant girl,
that I have endured so many fatiguesin amas-
sing wealth; nor was it that you might ally
yourself with the plough, that I have caused
you to be so delicatety reared.”

Aware of the ambitions views of his proud
father, Vincenzo had feared that ke should find
him at first opposed to his wishes; he had,
nevertheless, hoped that he would finally yicld
to his tears and supplications.  But this incx-
orable revulse caine upon him Iike a thudder-
boh. S unned by the blow, he repaived 1o
Rosalic's mother for sympathy and advice.

“ My danghter,” repliod the discreet mother,
“can uever become your wife against your
father's will. I fvel for you, Vincunzo, and
vet more do I compassionate my poor daugh-
ter, who may not have strength io sustain this
cruel intelligence. But honor and materaal
duty alike compel me to say 1o you, that from
this day, you must sec Rosalie o more, ex-
cept to offer her your hand with yoar fathe’s
consent. You are too consulcrate, not to be
wilhng 10 submit to thus indispensable reguire -
ment,”

At this moment the dpughterentered.  Vin-
cecozo had not courage to speak to her, hut,
pressing her hand, burst into tears. Rusalie,
at once divining the mesning of these tears,
fell to the earth in aswoon. Her mother took
hier in her arms, and motioned Vineenzo tode-
part. The latter returned to his father; threw
Jumself at his feet, and solemnly assured him,
that, by prohibiting these nuptials, he would
destroy his only son. But the vain plebeian,
onchangeable in his purpose, coldly replicd by
direcuing him to prepare for an immediate jour-
ney to Milan, whence he should not return un-
ul he had eradicated this unworthy passion
from his breast.

His grief at secing himself depnived of every
hope of possessing Rosalic, the severe but just
prohubition of hier mother, his unwilimgness to
depart; and, in fing, the siruggleof love, anger
and despair in his bosom, so wrought upon
the unhappy youth, that he took 10 his bed
with o raging fever.

Forty days had passed since the afffricd
Rasalic had obtained any tidings of V.ncenzo.
when one morning she received the following
letter, in which she recognized the characters
af her lover, thaugh traced with a trembling
hand.
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“For wmore than a moath, oh! Rosalie, I
have been confined 1o the bed of sickness, a
victim to my father’s inflexible will and my
ihuman desuny. 1 feal that 1 a few days I
shall be numbered with the dead. Oh! Ro-
snlie, i you have the least feeling of compassion,
do not ler your faithful lover descend to the
tomb without an opportunity of bidding youa
last adien! My father bas departed for Como,
where he will remain for threedays.  Thereis
no one with me but my kind and affecuonate
aunt.

“Pray, Rosalie, pray persuade your good
mother to the most holy work of bringing you
to see me. Wil she deny this last consola-
tion 10 one who is dying for having 100 dearly
loved her virtuous daughter. If she will vield
newther to your prayers nor mine, say to her
that duty, and even rehgion, impose upon her
this sacrifice. She may save from death—

* Ah yes! your presence, the mere sight of
one for whose sake alone the light is dear to
me, the mild heaming of your eyes, the words
of sympathy and compassion—who knows
but they wilf remove my strength, and snateh
its prey from the yawning sepulchre?

“ Butatallevents, I desire tosee you. Yes, I
desire, 1 must see you! I must press 10 my
pate lips that desr hand, of which I am denied
the possession. Desth will then appear less
terrthle; and if you once more assure me of
vour love, it will perhaps enable e 1o wait
with tranquility, the awful moment of disso-
jution.”

What were the feclings, what the agony, of
the wretched gitl, on veading this sad letier !
Ta embrace her mother, and 1o conjure her to
comply with Vincenzo's request, and then to
weep, and weep, and weep,—such was the
part to which the unhappy oune had recourse.
Hotw could the tender heart of the mother re-
sist so many lears, so much sorrow? ‘The
despair and grief of Rosalie became so exces-
sive, as 10 cause her mother to tremble, not
only for the life of Vincenzo, but for that also
of her daughter.

“ Since you are so resolutely bent npon this
visit,” said the mother to Rosalie, *1 am dis-
posed to gratify vou; but how is it possible to
proceed 10 Moneggio at the present moment?
Hear you not how furiously the storm is ra-
gng?  Stefeno, who has just arrived from
Domaso, says, thal even the courier from Lin-
do found it impossible to cross the lake, and
was compelled to take the cirenitous route by
tand.”

# And we, dear mother, must take thissame
voute; I koow 1tis a long distance from hee
to Monaggio, nearly fiftecn miles—but Goo
will give us sirength, my mother, and we shall
save Viuncenzo. Yes, my mother, we shali
rescue him from death; st will be a deed of
mercy, and heaven will reward you. I will
telt hum, that, because hie loves e, he ought

Lo enm e

10 live, a8 us Resalic would infallibly folles
hitn to the tomb."

“I will do every thing inmy power topleag
you, my dear child; but are you really awan
how difficult and . dangerous this fand route 4
in certain places? Does not even the idea o
passing the Orange Rack, 1 the midst of thi
terrible storm, fill you with terror 77

“Qh! my mother, my mother! is thereany
peril which can discourage one who loves, ang
sees the object of that love pensinng't 1 shall
walk upon the brink of that deep precipice not
less securely than the young kids upon ow
mountais-tops. 4s for you, dear mother, yos
can have Stefano by your side; he is strong
and sctive, and will safely sustain youover the
most diffienlt passes.”

It was eleven o’clock in the morning when
the two females left their village, accompanied
by their neighbour Stefana. They stopped a
short time at Dongo, 10 procure refreshments,
but Rosulie could not be induced 10 partake o
them. At Rezzonico they madeanother shor
halt, and shence proceeded to Acqua Sera.—
The heavens were obscured, the weather was
tewpestuous, and it was now nearly sunset.—
The Orange Rock, formidable in the brightest
hour, and most favorable season, was now ren-
dered frightful by the raging clements, and ap-
proaching night. Again they starled. 4
strange terror possessed the mind of Rosalie’s
mother, which, made her shudder. Shewould
have given every thing she possessed in the
world 1o avoid adtempting that fearful passage,
but could not bring herself to dissppoint her
daughter by proposing to stop. The latter
now that she was near her dying idol, seemed
10 become o different being from her former
self.  She no longer appeared to see, hear, or
attend to any thimg; she was not alarmed by
the wind, the rain, the darkness. She seerned
10 be in a state of hallucination, and firmly to
believe that the power of love could prevail
over nature, and even death itself.

The mather, supported by Stefano, proceed-
cd cautiously along the dificalt path cutin the
rocks high upin the Orange Rock. Rosahe,
absorbed in ber own thoughts, followed her,
heediess of the peril. They had already pas-
sed a conswerable portion of the distance,
wwhen a sudden cry {roze the biood i the mo-
ther's veins.  Turmng:instantdy, she saw - ah.
cruel sight !—saw Rosalic, whose foot had shp-
ped in the most dangerous pass, precipitated
headlong down the dread abyss. No power
on carth could now save the falling gul. Her
iender Iimbs were torn and bruised by the
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Touah projecting pointg as she bounded from
rock to rock, until she finally disappeared in
ithe lake below. Alas, it would have beena
;harrowing spectacle forany humaneye! And
ivet a mother was destined o sustain the hor-
'yor!

i She would have thrown herself down the
‘precipice after her poor child, but Stefano with-
theld bier by main force. 'With great dificulty
‘e then conveyed her to Gaeta, where they re-
muined until the corpse of the maiden was
‘found, and rescued from thefury of the waves.
The distracted mother, after bathing it with
fier tears, caused it 1o be wansported to Doma-
s0. ‘The funeral rites having been duly per-
formed in the little church of that place, it was
interred in the cemetery not {ar from the shore
of the lake, to which the maidens of the neigh-
bouring village make a pilgrimage every year
1o scatter flowers upon her grave.

This unhappy event was studiously conceal-
edfrom Vin azo. Receiving no reply to his
letter, nor hearing any intelligence from Rosa-
lic, he came 10 the conclusion that her mother
persisted in her rigid prohibition. Youthful
vigor and latent hope gradually restored him
to health.  As soon as he recovered sufficient
sirength, he determined, at whatever risk, to
ste the beloved maiden once again.

Circumstances delayed his arrival at Doma-
so until three hours after sunset. Finding it
wa late to go up to the vitlage of Rosalie, he
went to lodge at the house of afriend who was
acquainted with the state of his heart, and not
ignorant of the deplorable fate of the object of
s affections.  He wss a man of prudenceand
distretion, and as such was held in great cs-
teema by Vincenzo. Fearing that, if Vincenzo
were at once informed of the sad occurrence,
the blow would be heavier than he could bear,
the kind host took an opportunity, during sap-
per, to mention that Rosalie and her mother
had gone to visit her father at Palernio, he
having sent for ber, on hearing that Vincenzo's
father had refused his consent to the nuptials.
Nor was this statement entiroly without foun-
dation ; as her niother, unable to cndure the
sight of places and objects which constantly
tencwed her grief by reminding her of her be-
loved daughter, had removed to the residence
of her husband in Sicily.

Vincenzo sighed deeply at this intelligence,
but abserved, that on the following dny he
would at least tevisit the house where he so
often wooed her who was dearer to him than
life. Meanwhile he bagan to meditate a voy-
g3 0 Sicilg, and, as usual with lovers, -

dulged in athousaud dreams of happmess to
come.

Early the next morning, Vincenzo, in com-
pany with his friend, proceeded to the Jeserted
cottage of Rosalie. Upon coming m view of
the well-remembered house, covered with the
spreading branches of luoxuriant vines, he was
seized with ap unuseal tremor, and his eyes
overflowed with tears.

A little dog, which Rosalie had raised with
great affection, snd upon which he had be-
stowed the name of Fortunato, came out to
meet him, wagging his tail in token of wel-
come recognition, but with pendent ears and a
melancholy whire, which seemed to say, “ Ro-
salie is no longor here.”” The old servant of
the house was seated on the threshold. Her
sarrow for the death of Raosalie was hitle less
shan that of the mother: for she had carried
her in her arms when a child, loved her as a
daughter, and was beloved with a filial affec-
tion in return. At seeing Vincenzo, she gave
a sudden cry, and burst into tears. Vincen-
20's companion motioned her to be silent, and
covering her face with her hands, she made
way for them to enter the door.

Vincenzo desired first 10 visit the garden.—
It was then the beginning of March; a month.
1y rose was blooming there, in a vase which
he had formerly presented to Rosahe. He
piucked the rose, and bathing it with tears,
exclaimed, “How often has Rosalie presented
to me roses from this vasc' It was the ob-
ject of her peculiar care.  But how ruci more
{ragrant were the Howers gathered by her
hand¥' Then seating lumeelfupon anangte of
the wall, extending along the castern side of
the garden; “Here,” said he, ‘*was the dear
girl sccustomed to sit and watch the road by
which I came every second day to make my
protestations of cternal love.”  He wept while
examining these dear places and induiging
these affecting recollections; but his sadness
was tempered by that consoling confidence
which hope inspires.

He also wished 10 sce the little chamber
where Rosalic passcd her innocent nights.—
The diminutive room was stripped of all its
farnitere, nor did he see even the little couch
where her plact sleep had been cheered
by the golden dreams of love. Upon the
naked walls on ore side hung 2 wooden cruci-
fix, and on the other a picture of the sant
whase name she bore.  The gloom of the little
chamber, formerly adorned wih simple furm-
wre and flowers, the silence which pervaded
it, the sense of solitude and desertion, disquist-
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ed the heart of Vincenzo, and vaguely sug-
gested to him theidea of death. “If my friend,
with a merciful and considerate deception has
hidden the truth from.me! If Rosalie should
be no more! Ah drcadful thought!” His
mind now reverted to the tears of the old ser-
vant, and he seemed to hear the voice of the
departed maiden issuing from the depths of
the tomb.

Vincenzo instantly fled from the house in
which he had passed soe many happy hours;
nor had he even courage to turnand look upon
it. He seized his friend’s arm for support, but
dared not interrogate him. The death of Ro-
salie had becomefor Vincenzo a dreadful truth,
of which he was conscious, but feared to have
the certainty. Two months he remained in
the house of his friend without ever uttering a
word, and taking scarcely food cnough to sus-
tain life. At length, having oneday wandered
into the the cemetery, he observed a grave
covered with fresh violets. Poor Stefano had
just scattered these flowers upon the last rest-
ing place of his good and beautful neighbour
whose unhappy death it had been his lot to
witness. Vincenzo questioned hun, »nd the
good man could conceal nothung from the des-
pairing lover.

The next morning Vincenzo was missed by
his sympathizing friend, and for along time no
tidings of him could be obtained. After many
months, however it was ascertained that he
had betaken himself to a deserted hut, upon
the summit of the gigantic Legnone, where he
spent his daysin wandering about the rocks
and snows of that bleak region, until mental
and physical suffering had finally ended his
muserable existence.

In his portfolio, which wasafterwards found
by some mountaineers, were carefully preser-
ved the letters which it seems he was in the
habit of writing every evening to Rosalie, the
same gs if she had been yet living to receive
them. Should those letters ever be published,
they will at least serve to show, how different
is the real language of an impassioned heart
from the cold style invented by romancers.

-»eeo«-
HINDOO CRUELTY.

Livucer Donasser, a respectable trader in
jewc!s, had a daughter called Yamma, whose
bearty equalled the iustre of the finest diamond.

This charming young Parsee, or Peri, was
abuut fourteen years old, an age at which the
female figure attains perfection in Indis.

% She was a form of life and light,
That seen, became a psrt of sight.”

Yamma’s prospects were bright in the star
of Venus. In her tribe, women are treated:
with the greatest consideration : they act aa
important part in the public and private con-
cerns of their husbands, go unveiled, and,
point of personal freedom, they are under no
restraint beyond that which delicacy and the
customs of their mothers impose.

Such was the lovely Yamima, and such were
the promises of hope, when it was her fate to
be rescued from imminent peril by the intre
pidity of Captain S——. She had hadaccom-
panied her mother, in a covered and gorgeous-
Iy decorated hackery, to a garden-houss,
which belonged to her father on Colabah.—
They staid in the garden rather later than their
attendants wished, pleased with cooling fruits,
neat walks, silver streams, and shady: trees.—
The golden banana, glittering mangee, ané
imperial jack, attracted their gaze and touch.
At length their bullocks, in splendid housings,
proud of the music of their silver bells, which
played in suspension from their necks, ap-
proached the bed of the tide. The raft was be-
ginning to ply in the lower part of the chan-
nel but the carriage-road, along the crest of
the high rock, was practicable, though the
rising tide might be seen glittering in streams
along its black ravines. The drivers and run-
ners calculated that the bullocks would cross
before the tide covered the rocks, and they
urged them at full speed. A strong brecze
however, came into Bombay harbour, with the
flow from the ocean; and before the hackery
reached the shore, the iadies saw, w:h terror,
that the devouring element was floating them,
that their footmen were swimming, and m
great agitation, striving to keep the bullocks
heads towards theland. Alarm soon finds ut-
terance. ‘The mother and daughter minglud
their cries and wept, in pity, more for each
other than for themselves; but their agony
was drowned by the roar of the flood, and the
crowd at the ferry were too much absorbed in
their own views, and too distant, had it been
otherwise, to afford them aid. )

At this dreadful, awful moment, Captair
S—— was galloping from the fort; and, hop-
ing that he should bein time to cross the rocks,
he made directly for the course fo the hack-
ery, saw the life-struggle of the men, heard
the piercing cry for help by the womer,
and plang~d in to their assistaace. His horse
was a strong dociie Arab, and Captgin S—
being exceedingly fond of field-sports, had ac-
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customed him to swim rivers, and even the

When S— heard that Yamma was gone,

jower part of this ferry, though a quarter of & [ and suspected that she had been murdered, ac-

mile wide.  The horse, therefore, swam as di-
rected to the hackery, and Captain S—,
having petfect confidence n lus strength and
steadiness, placed the daughter, who wag as
hght as a fairy, before him; and, with the mo-
ther clinging behind, gained the shore i safe-
ty, while the hackery and bullocks wereswept
sway by the foree of the tide.

Many of the Parsees have fair complexions,
snd Yamma’s was transparen:ly so. Indeed
she looked, though pale with fright, and drip-
ping with brine, so much lihe Venus rising from
Ocean’s bed, that S— pronounced her, in his
own mind, the loveliesi of the creation. He
galloped to the fort, procured palankeens, and
saw the fair Parsees conveyed home in safety.

I wish, for Captain S——'s sake—I wish,
for the sake of a happy termination to my
story—that this acquaintance with Yamma
had here terminated. Captain S—— used
every means in his power to win the love of
Yamma. He corresponded with her through
the medinin of fakicrs, or religious mendicants,
znd fortune-tellers. He loved her to distrac-
uon; he offered to marry her; for S—— had
a soul too noble to ruin the objzct of hisadora-
ton. Shelistened to the magic of his address;
she forgot all the customs of her tribe ; she af-
forded her lover opportunities of seeing her;
he visited her in the character of a Hindoo
astrologer, and she agreed to leave father and
mother and follow him for life. Unfortunate-
ly they were discovered, and so promptiy fol-
lowed by three stout and well-armed Parsees,
that S— was nearly killed in an nunequal
contest to preserve his prize; and poor Yam-
ma was returned to her enraged and disgraced
family.

The heads of the tribe were assembled, and
an cath of secrecy naving been taken, the fair
Yamma was introduced, arrayed as a bride,
and decorated as the daughier of the rich jew-
eller, Limjee Dorabjee.  After certain ceremo-
mes, her mother and grandmother approached
her, where she sat like a beautful statue; and
presenting a porsoned bowl and a dagger, szid,
in a firm 10ne :—* Take your choice.”—* Farc-
well, mother! farewell, father ! farewell,
world!" replicd the heroic Parsee daughter,
taking the deadly cup; “Fate ordained that
this should be Yamma's marriagc”—and she

drained its contents! Her leaden eyes were
watched ’tll they closed in death: she was
then stripped, arrayed as a corpse, and con-
veyed to the receptacle of the dead.

cording to the customs of the Parsees, the no-
ble fabric of lus brain gave way, and reason
fell from her throne. My horse! my horse!”
cried he; and as he patted his war-neck, the
scise saw the fire of his tear-starred eye, and
trembled. Away went horse and rider—far
behind ran the groom. He heard the hoof
thunder on the ground, and his master’s voice
urging his spirited stced towards the foaming
surf—then a loud explosion, as of breaking bil-
fows: and, on gaining the sea-shore, he saw
a black point on the stormy surface of the
ocean, but he never saw the brave S-—— and
his Arab courser more.
..»9@9«.-
The Nobleman and tho (Techunto.
A FRENCH TALE.

Tue Rarquis . Almar held a station in
w' ich he presided in the King'schamber. Heo
united the double auvantage of rank and for-
tune. He owned a splendid house in Faubourg
Saint Germain which he took the greatest
pleasure in ornamenting with cvery thing that
art could efford, that was costly, remarkable,
or beautiful. In one of the galleries, opening
into the garden, he had a library, containing
the finestancient and modern works. Alearn-
ed clergyman had made this rare collection,
the Marquis having never read anything but
the novels of the day. The changes he was
continually making in this library, of which
he was so proud, had drawn to his house a
young Carpenter, named Philip Delacour, the
first workman to a ship-builder, residing in tho
Square of Saint Sulpice. He had alrcady fit-
ted up the whole Library, and by his skill and
assiduity had geined the esteem of his employ-
er. There scarcely passed a week, without
his making some change m the distribution »f
the books.

In a word, he did all he possibly could, fo
please the Marquis, who was not oaly capri-
cious, but exacting. Philip was the only per-
son who had the faculty and the patiencs to
execute his orders. He was of a lively and
good disposition, and notwithstanding his
leather apron, there was a certain dignity
his person and expression of countenan e, that
betrayed the feclings of a gentleman. The
Marquis humsclf, had noticed this, for moro
than once in tho conversations, the modest
workman made the lord fecl that there are in-
dividuals in every class, who are not only
wortby of estesm, but who may by their good
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behaviour, raise themselves to the highest
honours.

The Marquis had a scn named Theodore, a
child seven years of age, who was slways
called the Count. He was the mosc faailiar,
and at the same time, the most pleasing and
agreeable child of bis rank. He hed for a
tutor a young student, under the protecsion of
the Marchioness, whose sound principles,
Jearning and judgment, protected the young
Count from adopting the false prejudices in
which lus father had been brought up, and
which led him into error. The Marchiouess
was a woman of strong mind, constantly oc-
cupied in forming projeets for her son’s happi
ness, and in secretly seconding the cflorts of
the tutor to make this amiable child, nota vain
and dashing coxcomb, solely emploged in ar-
ranging his hawr aud moustachios: in gaining,
seeking love adventures, &c; but an honcst,
laborious, and well-informed man; one who
could be useful to his country and to himself.

Although so young, Theodore was indus-
trious: he made withont help, a littte chariot,
a wind-mull aud many other toys of his age.—
H:s mother and tutor encouraged him in this
cmnployment, for which he showed great taste,
aad w which he applied, without being con-
scious of it, the first principles of Geometry.
He had a turming machine, proportioned to his
size, and all the tools necessary for making
auy thung he mightundertake,  Itmay be well
supposed that bhe sought the presence of Phihip
whenever the latter came to work at his fa-
ther’s house. He was continually walking
around lum, loading him with quesuons, and
asking him to-mend the handles of such tools
as he had broken dunng the week.

The journcyman, delighted at finding so
much taste for mechanics in the child, teok the
greatest pleasure 1n teaching him how 10 form
curves, squares &c., called him his little ap-
prentice, and amused himself in initiating the
cluld into all the sccrets of his art.  He was
flattered to sce the son of a great lord secking
his advice, and thanked him, sometimes by a
friendly pressure of 1he hand, and sometimes
by the most ingenuous expressionsof aftection
and grautude.

Onc day when they were alone in the gal-
fery, and Theodore, who was remarkable for
lus wtelligence, was holding up for Philip's
wspection 2 box of Ash-wood, that he had
made forfuis mother, the journcyma -~ was so
mwuch .pleased with its just praportions, and
the neatness of i#s execytion, that hic ook the
chuild m tus avms and cmbraced him with all

the affection of a master enchanted with the
progress of hisown pupil. The Marquis en-
tered at this moment, and already vexed thu
his son had acquired such a taste for mechan-
ics, and wounded by the familiarity of th-
journeyman, reproached him in the most biue
terms; then nnging for his servant, ordered a
basin of water to be brought, and, taking a
sponge from a rich stand at his side, washal
the Count’s face several times to efface the
traces of the plebeian kiss that this kind-heart
ed boy had given his son. The former turned
pale with indignation, and, immediately throw-
ing down the tools which be held, left the
roowm—giving the Marguis a look fuli of grief
and distam, which seemed to say, * 1 did noi
deserve to be so treated.”

The Marquis remained motionless.  Always
wishing to prevent such scenes as could com-
promise hum, he declared positively that he did
not wish Theodore to indnlge any longer ir
that occuprtion, which he considered beneath
the rank m which he was to be placed at Court.
He, however, requested the master carpenter,
in whose service Philip was, to send him
another workman to fSnish a piece of work
commenced by the latter.

The master carpenter, an old soldier, was
obliged to come mself, and he could nothelp
candidly owning to the Marquis, that his men,
on heaniag Plulip’s complaints of the insult he
had received, had all sworn that not oneawong
them would enter his house.

HHow is that,” said the lord, * would thaose
rascals forin a conspiracy agatnstmé?  Itisa
good joke, upon my word! Liisreally capital !

“Fath,” said the man, “notwithstanding
all the respeet 1 owe vou, I shall take the
liberty of saymg that if you thought your son,
my young master, was tarnished by the kist
of a workman, youn might casily have washed
his face i zaother apartment, and not hase
insulted, m so unfecling 8 manner, a worthy
young man, who had committed no otherfault
than that of giving way to his good feclings—
that was cxposing yourself 10 just reproaches
Each one of vs, sir, has his dignity as a man;
and ke is but a coward, who submits to any
injury without revenging himself.”

The carpenter left the room at these words,
lest hie might not be able to repress the indig-
nation wiuch he felt, vowing never to work for
a man who showed bimsel{ unworthy of the
noble name he bore. The old soldier related
what had passed between himself and the Mar-
quis, as seon as he cntered his work-shop, end
felt hus fniendship much increased for Philip.
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ji0 latter, who was remarkable not only for
s zeal, became cach day dearer to his master,
nd frequently took lus place in very ditheult
pbs. The brave old man was subject to at
icks of the rheamatism and gout, the fruit of
a.s numberless night watches during.the war.
2 this way he was ofien confined 10 his bed
or several months, and it was at such times
sat he felt happy in having Philip for his first
pprentice.  He directed the work in the sever-
al work-shops, with such zeal and judgment,
llhal his master gave him a share in the busi-
rcas.

{ By degrees he raised himself to the head of
ilic house, and his master, fecling cach day
f:hax bis strength was failing, and wishing to
unsure the happiness of his only daughter, a
wung girl as rcmarkable for her personat
1cnarms as she was {or her cxcellent qualities,
.zave her in marriage 1o his young partuer, who
tad never ceased to show himself a skilful
carpenter as well as the best of men. Philip
Jlacour was now at the bead of theimmense
wtablishment, so celebrated throughout Saint
Germain.  He was employed by the most re-
nowned artis{s in the erection of their build-
mgs, for they were certain of finding in him
cractness and great honesty. His most san-
gune wishes of success- were realized. His
wife, who was of a very happy disposition, had
made him father of two children, thus ciown-
ing their sincere and devoted attachment.—
There was not a single architect who did not
seck advice fram Philip. If a quarrel arose
amoug hus workmen he was chosen their ar-
haer, and always succeeded in re-establishing
larmony among them. If a decision became
necessary beiween a proprictor and a coan-
tractor, he was entrusted with it, becaunse it
was known beforechand that his judgment
wvould be grounded on equity, and nc one ever
thought of appealing to a higher power after
liis opinion had been given. Honoured with
general esteetm, and cvery day augmenting his
fortune, of which he was not proud, & happy
father and a devoted husband, Delacour was
known and loved in the whole neighbourhood.
He had already bought the large house in
which b lived, and his extensive speculations
increasing with his credit, he found himsclf
abliged to give up the trade which had raised
him to his present rank to a younger brother.
He now attended particularly tobuying houscs
to be repaised, and lots on which be built
several large mansions. In a short time he
was ranked among the principal laniholders
of the capital.  He made an immense fertune,

nnd, Jjoining prudence to thc most hn»py specu-
lations, reurcd from business at the age of
forty-five, devoting himself to his wife’s hap-
piness; and to the education of his two davgh-
ters, who added new joy to his life, ard pro-
mised to become the delight and support of his
old age.

BMr. Delacour bore on his open countenance
that sceurity which is the effect of a good con-
science, and that happy independence, 4t once
the true source of a man's dignity. He had
gradually acquired, not only the educution,
but even the manners of a wealthy landholder ;
being always busy in doing good, in gaining
all hearts to himself, he was invariably spoken
of with the greatest respect and consideration.
He lived with his family in a large mansion in
Belle-Chasse streel, and, without any nidicu-
tous display, enjoyed all the comforis and ad-
vantages that wealth can afford. Mrs. Ddla-
cour was distinguished among good mathers,
and she was traly loved by the peor. Daly
she could be seen giving alms to the sick, and
she did not feel satisfied that she had doune her
duty unless she had relieved some poor family
during every day. Mr. Dcolacour was -
scribed on the list of sworn electors for the
department of the Seine; he was even a mem-
ber of the great college; and his real estate
amounted to more than seyen million of francs.

The time had come for renewing the mem-
bers of the deputy chamber, and the ministry
was not only displeasing to the people, but even
braved all their opinionsand made every effort
to re-establish despotic power in France. The
Marquis was among those who scconded the
machinations of the king’s perfidious counsel-
lors. He had often heard of Mr. Delacour, so
renowned for his immense fortune, his charity
and kindness, but he never imagined that his
honourable citizen was the journeymaun to
whom he had offered so grievous an nsult.~—
Delacour’s face, in fact, had assumed a differ~
ent expression : his enbonpoint aliered him so
completely that it was impossible torecognize
him.

The Marquis, from the information he had
received in the neighbourhood, had noted Mr.
Delacour as an elector in whom confidence
couid be placed. Accordingly he accosted him
n the Haotcl de Ville with these honeyed words
which the would-be great gencrally make use
of to deceive; he flattered the clector, who re-
cognized him immediately, and determined to
divert himself at his expense. He pretended
to pay the greatest attention, and to fecl the
decpest interest in all that the Marquis was
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telling him respecting the party which alone
could re-establish France in her ancient splen-
dor, and enable her to resume her rank among
monarchical governments. ¢ cven went so
far as to allow the gentlemen of the king's
chamber to break out into open invectns
against the plebeian candidates. At last .
courtier, certainof triumph, and inoncof thcs:
moods in which prnide and presumptior fal,
pressed affectionately the hand of Mr. Dela-
cour, whom he imagned to have already won
to his party. The clector, repressing with
some trouble a convulsive movement, which
the Marguis took for gratitude at the great
honor he had just conferred on him, disappear-
cd in the crowd to execute a project of ven-
geance, which was suggested by the recollec-
vuns of the insult hehad received when a mere
journeyman.

He left the room, repaired to the nearest
coffee house, and offered ten francs to any boy
who would follow him with a basin, a pitcher
of water, and a napkin. His proposal was
immediately accepted. Fle then returned to
the enclosure where they were preparing for
theelectic., and seeking the Marquis, who wae
still busy in obtaining candidates for the min-
istry, he pointed him out to the boy, at the
same time ordering him to go and entreat the
lord to wash his hands to purify them from
the touch of a plebeian. The boy followad to
the letter all Delacour’s commands, which oc-
casioned the greatest surprise both to the Mar-
quis and the bystanders. Having pressed the
hands of a great number of electors while en-
deavouring to gaw their votes, he could not
imagine who was playing him this trick.

He then declared to the astonished specta-
tors, that having touched none but honest peo-
ple he could not conceive the motive of so cut-
ting a joke. The more his anger rose, the
more the boy persisted in offering him the
water. The scene attracted a great number
ofelectors, a general laughter prevailed through-
out the enclosure, and Delacour enjoyed in
silence the vexation and confesion of the Mar-
quis, and was relieved of an oppressed ‘fecling,
which had not left lum for years. He waited
at the door for the boy who had fulfilled his
order with such . .actness, and gave him dou-
ble the promised reward, on condition that he
would never discover to the lord who was the
author of this trick.

Delacour, who was indebted for his fortune
to his own industry, had the nght of being
among the electors of the Seme. Providence
had designed him to attend an important ses-

sicn in which several flagrant crimes were 1
be adjudged ; there was onein particular swhyet
involved the honour and life of a young office
of the King's Guard. 'This brave young eff
cer had had a quarrel, in a public place, wi
the Count of Egmont, the eldest son uf »
“-anch Peer, who, in addition to the impet.
¢. y of youth, held in utter contempt all whe
could not, like himself, boast of noble birth.—
The young officer was the son of & ven
wealthy merchant, and, without the arrogane
and vanity of the young count, was modestly
proud, and of a very decided character. They
agreed to fight with pistols in the presence o.
four witnesses. Luck gave the first fire toth:
count. The officer placed himself at the dis
tance of ten paces, holding his pistol which
having a double trigger, at the moment hisag.
versary was preparing to fire, accidentally
went off, mortally wounding the count, whe
reeled, and, sinking, faintand breathless, criei.
“¥ die assassinate!.”” The officer’s witnesses
defended him and swere that their companion
was incapable of commeitting so base an action.

Those of the dying man declared that ne
thing but the great celebrity of the count for
duelling, could have determined the officer v
employ such means to avo'd an inevitabl
death. They grew angry threatened each other,
and the family of the dying man wishing tobt
revenged for so cruel a loss, and convince
from the facts related by his witnesscs, that he
had been assassinated, prosccuted the officer,
who, in spite of the testimony mn his favour.
and the additional proof of an honourable anc
irreproacl.able lif, was brought to justice.—
Mr. Delacour was appointed head of the jusy,
composed of several mechanics, whose confi-
dence and esteem he had won. The members
of the high family of the deceased wire de-
termined to avenge his desth, and consevuent:
ly came to solicit of the Sworn Elccter it
justice and protection, begging him to pw ish
the crimiral with all the severity which ¢~
great a crime merited.

On the other hand, the relations and friends
of the officer hastencd to undeceive the honest
and impartial Mr. Delacour, and to destroy
the fatal impressions which many personshed
given him. Among the latter was the Mar-
quis of Almar, whose wife, being both auntand
godmother to the officer, made use of all her
influence to preserve this unfortunats young
man from the cruel fate which awaited him.
The Marquis and Marchioness called several
times to implore the support of thehead of the
jury, in whom neither could recognize the jour-
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eyman who had worked at handicraft twenty
earg before in their mansion. Delgcour re-
ived them with all the attention which their
-enerous solitude deserved.

Stll he was uncertain what judgment to
ve; but the discussion of the caue, particu-
larly the examination of the officer, convinced
the Elector, not only that he had not iheleast
part in the firing of the pistol, but that it was
an accident, caused by the double trigger of
{the fire-arm, which Delacour presented to the
hury for inspection; and being himself an ex-
leellent mechanic, he was able to explain its
;'makc to them, and prove that the slightest
‘motion was sufficient to discharge it. This
opinion, expressed with candor and honesty,
prevailed over the doubts entertained in regard
to the in;ocence of the aceused; and, accord-
g to the authentic proof given by his advo-
cate, that the twao champions had not known
cach other before their quarrel; and that by
this ...eans the officer could have had no per-
sonal interest in depriving his adversary of
We. No onec could look upon a truly brave
man, as the author of an assassination, and
tus acquittal was voted unanimously.

Many persons observed, when Mr. Delacour
pronounced, in presence of God and man, that
the accused was innocent, & lively and deep-
felt emotivn of joy beamed in his countenance.
This decysion was confirmed by the clamorous
applause of the people, who are often in such
cases the most honest and enlightened judges.
Early the next moruing, the Marquis, accom-
panied by Theodore, who was then seventeen
years of age, went in a carriage and four, to
see Mr. Delacour, and thank him, and express
their deep-felt gratitude. They were ushered
by an old French domestic, named Franeis,
nto a dining room, where the father and mo-
ther, wath their children, were finishing an ex-
«'lent breakfast, with that contentment and
innocent gaiety which ever characterize a fa-
mily Jiving in perfect harmony. Delacour
offered a seat w0 the Marquis, and received him
with the deference due to his rank.

He at first received fram him all those pro-
testations of esteem and attachmeny, so fami-
liar n the mouth of a great lord who thinks he
humbles himself, and then & pressure of the
hand, which produced a slight eonvulsive
movement, that Delacour tried to conceal by
snnling, not yet daring to purify by water this
new plebeian touch. In a short time the con-
versation became animated, and the honest
Philip showed such frankness and dignity that
the Marquin, carried awsy by this irresistable

ascendancy of the truly good man, pressed
anew Delacour's hand, and, rising to leavehim,
threw his arms round his neck and embraced
him. The moment had now come—it was
impossible 10 let so favourable an opportunity
pass. Addressing the old servant, he said,

“Francis, give the gentleman water, and ail
that is necessary for him to wash his hands.”

The old man left the room, and soon retarn-
¢ed, bringing with him a basin with water, and
a napkin on his arm.

“YWhat does that man mean 7"’ said the Mar-
quis, stupified, and suspecting him for having
been the author of the trick at election time.—
“T cannot imagine upon my honour.”

“JItisa law which you imposed upon me
yourself,”” unswered Delacour, smiling, “and
you have made me feel but too well the dis-
tance that exists between us, for me ever o
forget it.”

“¥ow is that? On thehonour of an honest
man I do not yet understaing.”

Do you not remember t at you were one
day seen washing your son’s face, to wash
away the disgrace of a kis9 given by a young
journeyman, named Philip?”

“Heavens ! if it were he,” cried out Theo-
dore, regarding flm attentively from head to
foot.

*“The lesson, yon will agree, was 100 severe
to be forgotten, and fearing lest the kiss you
have just given me should tarnish your noble
blood, and that your gentleman’s skin should
be tainted by my plebeian Aide, I thought it
my duty to make you atone, by this purifica-
tion, such a forgetfulness on your part—which
the shades of your ancestors might murmur at.”

These words, pronounced with a frank and
cunning gaiety, caused the Marquis a strange
surprise. He was forced to recognize the
young carpenter in this wealthy man, who
was honoured with public ¢steem, and had be-
come one of the members of parliament.

Motionless, and with downcast eyes, he
knew not what to answer, but Theodore,
coming towards Delacour, and pressing him
to his arms, returned the kiss he had received,
and, pledging him cternal friendship, repaired
the fault committed by his father. The prison-
er who.n Delacour had with such joy released,
embraced him in his turn; crying,

“Heaven owed you so just a satisfaction.”

The Marquis himself was obliged to confess
that he had deserved such a lesson, when De-
Jacour, pressing his hand with sffeetion, beg-
ged that all might be forgotten ; then, turning
towards his children, he said,
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“ See how ume :aho'tcns dxsuucvs and
«qualises condutions.  Beware of ever offend-
ing your inferiors. Fortune 15 so capricious
that she may, by a smgle revolution of her
wheti, raiss them to your conditon in e, or
level you 10 thers.  Never forget that a citi-
zen, with industry, honesty, and perseverence,
may one day rival thie most wealthy jand-
holder, merit the esteem of the public, and ob-
tain the honourable utle of Sworn Elector.”

—~r 9 EBOe--
IXDIAN STORIES.

=] once saw an clephant kil another with
a blow of its trunk,” said Captan Hardcastlr,
a veteran officer, who had spent nearly the
whole of his life in India. - Ahem!”’ sad the
major. *That's right, Hardcastle,” sad Tom
Madeap, “come it strong.” “Iiis a fac,”
persisted the captain.  * It was when we were
entering the Decean, a long time ago now.—
We were marching through one of those deep
narrow rozds they have, a thing you might
call 2 ravine, ten miles long, so narrow that
there was only 7oom for onc clephant at a
time. This was a young femaie, and next be-
hind her was an old male, and whether he had
been teasing her, or how he provoked her 1 do
not know: but all of a sudden she wheeled
right round, up with her trunk, and gave lum
just one blow on the head ; down he went,and
we thought he was stunned, and were rather
astonished at that, but when we came 10 ex-
amme the matter, by Josve! the poor brute
was as dead as a stone.” % What a wixen ?”’
said Mr. Mac Gallsher who nowbegan toeye
everybody with a species of drunken cunnng,
and seemed to be getting an iden into his head
that Captain Hardcaste wasinchned to prac-
tisc r s credulity.  *There 15 a parucular
spot in an clephant’s head,” conunuved the nar-
rator, “*where the skull docs not cffectually
proteet the brain; this is the place you zlways
aim at when vou are shooung them; and
whether her instinct made her aware of this
spot, or that she merely hit 1t by acadent 1
do not know ; tut she did hit it, and the brate,
as { saud, dicd instanty; and the wors: was,
that we hed no means of moving hum, ke stop-
ped up the road completely, fornotan clepl.ant
would go near him, and tke column was de-
layed under 2 blazing sun for sevenhours; for
the only way we could getrid of bun wasby
having up the ploncis with thar tools, 2nd
cotting the body into picces.”  Here Mr. Mac
Gallaher cast agnm and omunous glance at
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much inclined v bc yuarrelsome, mlhou' e

actly kngwmng how to setabeutit. “Youse

mighty strange thungs ia Indsa, sir,”’ s b

“Very strange, indeed,” sa:d the castain~

*“ IDud ever you seean elephant canghtinain

sir ¥ continued Mr. Mac Gallaher, wane,;

more wrath. “ Never,” sad the captan

cracking 2 walnut. “D.d you ever hear i

of catching a wease! asleep ¢ thundered 3

Mac Galiaher; and Captain Hardcastle rawse
s eyes from his plate to answer this una.
pected question, when the surgeon of the rez

ment, who had also a store of Indian ane

dotes, unwittingly interfered, and transferry

the Milesian's wrath to himself. “Talkingq
catching elephants in a trap,” said he, “Ihawn
seen something muck better sworth seeing tha
that, for I once saw a tiger caught with bud
lime.”  “A tiger caught with birdlime ! rox:.

ed Mr. Mac Gallaher, completely confoundsi
by what scemed to be theintolerableinaolens
of this last assernon. “Do you mane to t
e that, sir? “Indeed I do,” returned 1
doctor, ¥ and a very curions sight it was. !
would not have missed it foranything. Iwn
on a botanicul tour in the north of Indiw, na
very far from the territories of his Majesty ¢
Qude, (may his sauce live for ever!) when th
man in whose housc I was lodgng, told me: tha
atiget had been tracked to hus haunt, and tha:
he was to be killed in the course of the day.
after the manner of their forefathers, o 1 please!
to sec it; and, accordingly, towards evemng
found himsel, with half 2 dozenof thenatives
perched up in 2 tree, wiich commanded 1
capital view of a dark out-of-the-way sort o
place, where they assured me be was sure ic
come. 1 could see no preparations for taking
him ; but they explained 10 methat the grouas
all about was covered wath leaves, the upps
sides of whick were smeared with birdhme, anc
that if he once wod on onc of these leaves he
was done; whch. indeed, might have been the
case, as far as nobody being inchned to dispur:
it with him ; and sure cnough he had 20t gene
five sieps before he did pick up a leaf on hs
fore-paw. He stopped dead shori, hited wp
his pavw, and took 2 squint 2t 1Y, as o he did
ot much like the look of 1t, and then gave »
a bit of 2 shake, a sortof gentle pat that would
have knocked over a builock ldke a awme-pm.
Theleafremaiacd, and thenext thinghedid was
to rab it againe: s jaw, where it stuck. He
got 1o a passon, but as all thus urme he had
heen picking up more leaves, the more be tnos
to reruove them from his face the more of them

the unconscious spraker, he scemed <oy

stuck there.  They got into his nostals, and
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drove him half mad; they began to get into
and over his eyes, and slmost blinded him ;
snd all this time the natives about me were in
s state of the highest delight, grinning and
chattering about me like so many monkeys.—
-Allof a sudden ho gaea frightful vell, and
1ok a roll on the ground ; that of coursecover-
¢d him half over with them. He howled most
hideonsly, and by this time he had got hiséyes
. quite stopped with them, and after 2 few
minutes of this soTt of tarring and feathering
process, he was considered to-be so complete-
iy deprived of all power of self-defence, that
one of the natives just wulked up to him and

jetan ounce ball into his heart a5 coolly as

you'll shoof a jack-snipey'—Harry Mowbray.
..»m««

THE BANE NMOTE;
0%, WOMAN'S LOVE AND MAN'S RESPEXTANCE-

“Wealth may gild over the misery of vices
Botconscience will alwayspierce the covering.’

I wes midnight ! Disease and health, vir-

teeand crime, fomitie and the epicure, were

now gone hand in hand-together; and for a
few short hoars thoughtsandimaginations, as
varied 25 their nemes, were Bunk in sleep,
whilst the wildest' of fashion’s children, the
creatures of dissipation and hereditzry folly,
with the panderere to unhaliowed and ualew-
fol passions, and 2l! the othcr numerossforms.
of destitntion. and depravity that, phantom-
ke, haunt the midnight sir of London, were
busy doepening the galf into which poor ha-
manity had already fallen.

From ono of the largest housesTin -
Synare; upontheevening just described, sounds
of music, mirth, and resclry, were plainly dis-
Gngaisked; and, despite the lateness of the
hour or its disagreeableness, numerous cax-
Tiages 'with their aHendants were waitng
zround its porezls, whilst a litde old men,
{called by asingular comtrariety the link -boy,)
who for severat hours kad, in company with
his pitchy compliation, been alternately dash-
ing himself into the road, and beascath she
horacy’ girths, under tho idea that he wes
lighting the compzny, was now amusng the
lacgucys with some eecentric Teminiscence of
his cqually eccentric life-

Lady Hearnden was the namo of the pro-
prictress of theestablishment 10 which webave
introdueod the reades ; and it-had never boen
so full, or so fazhionebly sttcaded; and, des-
pito the cdldness of the sexson, and the varidus
cssences with which;hc place was perfumed,

the vast suitc of apartments were cro ~2cd to
an cxtent that readered a position near the
window far from disagresable. Half with-
drawing the curtains, and gazing upon the
cheerless scene without, & young and fashion-
ably-dressed mzn remarked to another who
was standiilg near him, that thelast galop had
completely disabled him, and the cold night a:r
was quite refreshing.

*3 conld not feel the heat of these cpart-
ments, Sir Henry;” was the reply, “for
have been 100 busy gazing elsewhere.”

¢ And where may thathavebeer?” ingmred
his companion, carelessly. ' An object that
could rivet the attention of one so discrimina-
ting as Vivian De I' Orme must indeed be
worthy of another’s observation.”

“Youn fatter, Sir Henry,” replied the other,
“bmt I was tmnking Matilda Saville will be a
very pretty womani’ As the young man
‘spoke, hepointed ont to his companion amongst

» | the group of beanties, one, who, frum herdress

and general centour, pre-eminently shene.

I be a pretry woman ¥’ excloemed the
young baronet, with considerable cnimation
in his manoer. “By Heaven, she is one al-
ready. Who is she? Whas is she? and
whete does she come from T°

¢ She is the daoghter of a hmlf-pay officer,
and comes from the Jegion of the shuttle and
the loom—3Ianchester I

#Indeed ¥’ said S Heary. * Well Iimagin-
-ed she must beg stranger, as 1 had not.scen
her before.  But reaily this is quite romanhce;
lst me ser, poor and pretiy,a stranger, and the
-daughter of 2nalf:pay 6ffcer; thelast the very
aic plus ulire of a romancist”

& Add 1o this? intetropted De I’ Orme, “that
shc is scen by @ yonag baronet, who loves her
o distraction upon firs: meeting her in a ball-
rocn” The words were uttered 1 a balf-

sanghing tone, bt they were not responded 10
by his companion, and he continacd, ® Bat we
are wrong; sheisnot quite 90 poor as she is
beantiful, kaving great expectatons from her
gonts that magnificent-looking woman yon-
der, wao is almost as tll as yourself.”

@ Tyt P cxelaimed Sit Harry. ¥ That,
why saroly that is Lady Featherfield, the
widow of 2 distant relation of mine.”

“Troe; her hashand was an Irish peer; and
was Killed ata stozpic-chzse. Did you know
h’nu ?”

=3 but sEghily rocollect him; for I was but
a<child when he met his death ; batI willae-
cast Wis grand-looking relict, and make herm-
goduce me 10 her lovely nices.”
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As he utiered these words, Sir Henry Cath-
cart (for such was the name of the last speak-
er,) stepped gracefully forward to a chair,
where reclined the person of alady apparently
about fifty, adorned in a style of profuse mag-
nificznce, barmomzing with her portiy an
massive figure. :

The dialogue which we have just been nar-
rating, took place between two individuals as
opposile in their characters as they were in
prrsonal appearance. Vivian De I’ Orme was
& young man of French extraction, about
twenty-two years of age, with a cast of coun-
tenance decidedly foreign, joined toaperson of
d.minutive stature; he had for a considerable
period been the most intimate friend of Sir
Henry, and although s man of very confined
intellect, vel nevertheless was endued with
that spurious sort of anderstanding denomina-
ted cunning, wiich is frequently found to be
of more use 1n an chstract sense to the posses*
sor, than those siores of oripinal ability and
crudition thet are so rarely to be encountered
in this every-day world. Sir Henry Catheart
was his jumor, having just attained his me-
jority ; and, by the death of both his parents
et a much earhier age, was now the sole in-
heritor of a handsome fortune and estate. His
figure ofiered a strange contrast to that of his
companion, being tall, majestic, and command-
ing, whilst ins character was frank, open, and
generous. In short he was what the world
wonld term a fine-looking young man, pos-
sessing all the sppcarance of an aristocratic
d t,p g all that absenceof haunteur
so pecubiarly the awribute of the true gentle-
man.

Lady Featherfiedd, the lzdy to whom he
was now advancing, must certainly haveonce
been beanuful, if beruty is ever consonant with
2 style of face which presents usfeztares upon
which we can dwell with pleasare, but no ¢ex-
presson on which the imagination can hang
with rapture, resembhng in a vemarkable de-
gree some splended siractore wherein fashion
is wont 10 dwdl), and which we acknowledge
10 be well formed 2nd accurately designed, but
notwithstanding 2il its cTaamental milars and
decoraure baleonies, insufficient 10 attract
more than o meore passing and unzadmiriag

h

“1 woald not ask my fnend De U Ormg”
commenced the yoang baronct, “1 would not
ask hin 10 present me w0 your ladyship, for
when T meavon my name 1 flatier mysall you
w3li not consder meia thelight of astranger—
Huary Catheott”?

The eyes of the gorgeous widow were turn-
ed for an instant upon the fine intellecteal
countenance of the speaker, as if reflecting
where they had beforemet. Suddenly sheap-
peared to recollect the features, and exclaimed,
Al Sir Henry, I'm delighted to see you.~
Why, what a height you have grown to; it is
near six years since I have seen you, that real-
1y 1 had nigh forgotten you. Dear me what
an alteration a few years does make at yous
age.” There wasadecided emphasis on your,
and emiling complacently as she bethough:
herself of the comeliness of her own persos,
awaited his reply.

* Pray, Lady Featherfield,” said Sir Henry
abrupdy, (impatient of farther delay,) did |
hear aright, that that beautiful young creaturg
vonder is your nicce T

“Yes; that is my sister’s child—she is ra-
ther pretty, certaunly. Not my style of bear
ty, though ; but stll she is attractive amongs:
some men!”  As she spoke she beckoned the
object of Sir Henry’s inquiries towards her,
and taking her hand, said, “ Thisis Sir Hen-
ry Catheart, my dear, who has been pleased
to pass some very flatiering encominms upon
you, and of whose approbation you ogaght to
be proud, for 1 hear that he is a coancisseur.—
Do vou admire tail or httle women most, Sir
Henry 7 added or intervogated the baroness
parenthetically 1o Cathcart.”

« 1 admire beth,” was the gellent and ready
answer ; for her ladyship was full five feet nine,
and Alatilda scarcely above the ordinavy size
of her sex. (A swme which, en pessant in the
present day 2ppears degencrating into lillipu-
tanism.)

“Bat which most?’ retoried her jadyship;
“for all men have thar tastes.”

“Tponmy honour, Lady Featherfield, wher-
ever bezuty is, I gaze and admire, whithost
<hinking on its pecaliar merits or order; if 1
may use an architeciural term,” replied Cath-
cart. “Who could say that St. Paul’s is not
cqual 1o “Westminster Abbey? Indeed T ac
knowledge it to be the grandest; but 1 prefer
the latter individually.”  Thusdextcronsly ob-
<iating the access:y of offending theaunt, and
delicately inuinuaung Wsntense admirationof
the aicce.  As 2 more than adeguate counier-
poise, Sir Henry applied himself 10 the pleas
ing task of eliciung the meatel poseess of Ma-
rtilda Saville by a not affected display of his
own accomphishments and scniiments. He
found her intellgene, amiable, and confiding,
bat slightiy imboed with a taste for the o

mantc and sentmenial.



Sir Henry Cathcart was decidedly o young
man of superior mind, if not of very surpassing
sbilities, and, moreaver, united to & person of
eminent elegance, a peculiar faculty of pleas-
mg. The growth of loveis not to be estimated
3y any standard witk which we are acquaint-
«d; and we would fain add hat our hero was
desercing of the confidence and admiration
which he seldom failed 10 excite; that morally
5 well us mentally he was a person 1o be re-
epected.

But alas! the elements of virtue are not to
be atiained, (or if 10 be stinined, atleastitisan
exceplion 10 a general yule,) amongst those
with whom he was in the habit of mingling—
men not andistinguished in theranks of fashion,
and even intellect, but for the most part voia-
ries of dissipation, vice, and irrelizron.

Cathcart coniinued to speak, and 3Matilda
keng enraptured upon the words that fell from
his lips, full as they were of fancy, of refine-
rent, and of clerant. if notpoetical, seatiment ;
and in the course of a single hour experienced
:n her romantic views more pleasurc than she
cver had before. Sir Henry had travelled
much, although so young ; he had beheld the
gorgeous remains of Rome’s once imperial
grandenr : had climbed the snow-capped Alps,
end rioted in the fair valley below ; ocean, and
nver, hill, cataract, and lake, were all subjects
on which hic could expatiate withall the charms
of a tively jeeling; and its effect was not lost
wpon & mind ke " "atiida’s. We do not say
that she immediately became enameonred of
the handsome and clever young baronet; but
ae knew enough of her sense 1o fee! that his
company was not indifferent o her; and, es
ke rose to leace, he pressed her 10 remember
their  first meeting,” and to grant him on o
future occasion the honour of a second.

“Wall,” inquired De V' Orme, “<what do vou
shink of her 7 as Matiida wih her aunt left
the voom.

“ She is 2 heantiful givl ! rephed his com-
panion, “quite a heroine in her ianguage, wa-
1het oo Tomantic; but that will wear ofi!”

The Frenchinan smied, and to his compa-
non's inquiry, answered with something of a
sneer in his tone, “ [ was thinking how strange
things come saboat. Nobody would have
thought when we enered thishouse there was
the remotest chanee of your getting & wufe so
soon. Thongh Lady Mzrtilda Cathicart would
sound preity enough. and how mach neares
the relanonship would be betwesn vou and the !

anble-looking baroness.™ '

“Yon are yesting. Vivian.” said S Hearr,
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* 1 fear that cannot be, for T have lost heavily,
as you know, of iate, nnd much as I respect,
nay love, Maiilda Saville, 1 could not efford to
take her portionless; besides I don’t think I
shall ever marry at all.

“The Devil ! What is your reason for set-
ting up ale Benedict3”

“Wives are generaliv bores;"” was the la-
conic reply, “at lenst so they say at theclub.”
The finish of the sentence bespoke how much
he was guided by thenusteken lawsof fashion.

Three months after the above canversation,
the London season being over, Lady Feather-
field and her niece left town for & distant part
of the country. 1t wes reported thatiil health
led her to choose such a retired spot, though
there were others i which her creditors’ claims
bore a prominent posiiion. By a sineuler
coincidence, a few days afterwards, Sir Henry
Catheart, who had 2 huntng-seat in that very
part of the couriry, for the first tiunen hislife,
took a fancy tovisitit, and with surpriselearn-
ed who were his neighbours. Tae baroness
was delighted—*“Her old London zcquaint-
ance to be sonenrthem ; it wasextraordinary;
it was charming.”

Cathcart now had numerous oppertunities
of meeting with Mauldaalone. Theromantic
fecking winch he had naticed in London, wes
here ten-fold increased; and often would he
find her by the side of some pleasant stream,
atiended by o favourite dog, and lost in the
pages of some fashionable author, unconscious
of his appeardnce tH he had reached her side.
It was upon such oceasions as these that ke
wound himscif around her youag hears, unul,
at length, she lottered but for his comung, and
the views that once pleased her were dall and
spiritless without ham.

Lady Featherfield had heardaf theso repeat-
cd meetings, and only prolongnd the moment
of her interfercnes, that she mucht, ns she afe
terwards sinted, the mate sarely secure her
niece as hus bride; nor wes she awzkened 10
a sense of her unproper supiagness, "ull she
learned her nicce had cloped with the yorng
baronet. The partrnlars of ther enminality,
the arguments by which Sit Henry prevailed
upoa Alaulds 10 forego virine's name, we must
pass over: suffice 1 she had faljen; sand as
her lover Lifted her from the earemage-door, the
moramg after the clopement, he exclaimed,
“Now am I blessed m the memon of oot first
merdina . > . . . b

I was on A gorgoous samm- IS VAR
SeveTRi vears sfiet the above events jost 28

-
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the day-god was sinking below the horizon,
and crimsoning with his latest lustre the west-
cra sky, that a pale, but sull beautiful woman,
of about tweanty-five years of sge, was reclin-
ing upon a sofo, in a neat but clegantly fur-
rished boudoir, from the windows of which
was a full prospect of Hyde Park. As its oc-
cupant gazed upon the scene, her large blue
eye dilz.ed for a moment, and thena tear filled
its place, accompanied with sobs, rendered
doubly painful from the agonizing, bu: fruitless
attempt to suppress them.

“Alas!” she murmured unconsciously. *in
a lude while ¥ shall have quitted this weary
scéne for ever; in alittle while Matilda Saville
will exist but in name; and that alas will be
one that conscience conjures up as 100 odious
i0 give utterance to.”

There is nothing, perhaps, can present a
more melancholy speciacle to theeye of fallen
man, thap the picture of a young and beaute-
ous creature, ere the heyday of life is passed,
tying stricken with a painful end lingering dis-
ease. Mauilda Saville, for sheit was who now
occupied the listle chamber, was in ‘the last
hngering fatal grasp of a consnmption. A hee-
uc flash occasionally overspread her thin
wransparent skin, and her eyes became preter-
naturally bright. But it was the discase of
the mind that thus oppressed her; and its
agonizing gloom had overshadowed her soul,
and nullified the usual and often cfficacious at-
tentions of the leech. It was affer g reverie of
more than usually intense men'al suffering,
that she gave uttcrance 10 the - aguage above
described, and then she again relapsed mto a
tramn of thought so acute, that though her
features bore more tire impress of somnolency
than iife, the cold drops of perspiration that
chased cach other down her brosw, bespoke
how decp n wound conscience’s dart was
making.

“1 will bear 1t no longer?™ she exclaimed,
springing with the exciterment of the maniac
from her hittle couch. “This, this, shall de-
cde 1t

With the same wild, unnatural cffort, she
crossed tile room and reachied down a2 small
mahogany case; 1t was locked, but in a mo-
mcnt the poker had shattered in thelid; the
excriion, however, was 0o much for her; and
cre she could make hersetf mistress of its con-
tents she had swooned upon the ground.

Scarccly had the poor misguided vietim of
seduction and discase. fatlen from the eficets
of her exertion, ave the Bule door of the bou-

dair svas thrown wiolently open, and a voung

man, his hair dishevelled, his neckcloth loose
and disordered, and his whole countenance in-
flamed, cither from drink or the most violent
cxcitement, entered the gpartment, followed
by one who from his dress was evidently 2
P servant.

“ Away, sir, to your duty,” exclaimed Sp
Henry Cathicart, for he it was who had thus
suddenly entered the chamber. ¢ The villein
diest Where is the key of my pistol-case.—
Where is—” The words froze upon his lips!
And the excitement of the madman and 2
would-be murderer were changed instantane-
ously to the wild, vacant gaze of unutterable
despair.  For a moment, and a moment only,
every nerve seemed paralysed. Then, wuth
one long loud shriek, or cry, he pointed to the
fallen form of his mistress, and exclaimed, in
a tone of excraciating bitterness, * Scoundrel!
this is thy work; did I not charge thee not to
leave her, even for an instant, and now she
dead, and her own hand has robbed me of the
only charm that could now render life sup-
portable. Honour, fortune, friends, wife! all,
all gone! What hasCathcart now tolive for.”

* * * * * * * *

A few hours after the above, in another
chamber lay Matilda Saville; her hand clasped
in that of her lover.

“I have lost all!” exclaimed Sir Henry.—
“The dice were loaded ; the villain Del Orme
and another had been playing with me for six
hours, when I made the discovery. Iffadden-
ed by my losses, I hastened from the house
and despite my dress, and the surprise of the
passers by, made for your boudoir, where I
knew my pistols were, intending to seck sum-
mary justice upon the villain.  You know the
rest—my horror at finding you, as I thought,
for ever eken from me, and my joy at having
you again restored.”

Matilda arose, and with difficalty placed her
cmaciied, but sull jovely hands, upon the hot
brow of her seducer. “Harry,” she exclaim-
cd, “promise me farthfully that you will never
again tonch those fatal dice; say you will
never game again 1

“What have I to game with now, even hadl
the wili?” he exclaimed. “Lost, ruined—a
beggar; and by one to whom I have been more
than brother—the villain De ' Orme. Iama
begpar—yes, Matildw, 2 wretched beggar.”

“Not so! answered Matilda, * you gave
me once, mhappier days, ere I was the wretch-
cd berng that I now am, 3 note for one thou-
sand pounds. it wasto buy jewels formy wed-

dmg day; that day will never come. 1 have
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never spent it—it is here. Takeit, Harry. I
shali die soon, and I shalldie happy in the con-
solation that it will assist you. Take it, Har-
1y, and God bless you with i.” As the deep-
iy injured girl spoke, she produced from ner
bosom 2 bank-note, and preseuting it to her
jover, continued—* There, Harry, it is warm
from g heart that has ever loved you, but will
soon cease to beat. I have always worn it
there; knowing your gay life, I thought the
day might come whea it would be of service.”
Then, throwing her arms around his neck, she
wept.

% No, no!” gasped Sir Henry, “ no, Matilda,
vou must not die; there are brighter days in
store for us yet; dearest, we will be happy
again, though 1 have deceived you” As he
spoke the tear of truc repentance stole down
his cheek, with a gush of old and warm affec-
tion, and he added, “No, Matilda, no; 1 have
nothing—nothing now but you.”

Looking in his facs, with a gaze that told
how true she spake, she replied, “ Do not at-
tempt to deceive me; it is useless. I ai cer-
rain that I shall not survive many. days, per-
haps hours ; but I would ask ane last request,

" renounce your presentlife. Thereare but two
paths lead 10 h~ppiness, virtue and the grave;

" i our feet have strayed from one, perchance
our souls may gain the other.” Maulda sank
down exhausted.,

“What a villain I have been!”’ exclaimed
Sir Henry, as he gazed upon the form of his
dying mistress, and recalled her image as he
had first beheld it in placid innocence. His
feelings were those of mingled agony and re-
morse. He had loved Matilda as well as he
could love anything on earth; and her solemn
and pathetic appeal had awakened thoughts
his heart had always before been a stranger to.
tie felt that he had seduced and afterwards
neglected her; but her gentle tenderness and
amiability of character, her patient and vare-
mning cndurance, and her last proof of un-
ceasing love in providing against distress for
onc who had so basely deceived her, and after-
wards by his cxcesses brought poverty to her
dying bed, was something more than human,
i was a warmth that even friendship, strong-
cst of man's ties, was too cold to reach; it was
worthy of its nome—it wis WoMAN'S LovE!

“You shall not die, Matiida ! exclaimed
Sir Henry, “ Much iujured woman, thechurch
shall first unite us.  Live 0 call me husband,

as in thy heart 1 feel 1 have ever been.”

With a power almost supernatural, Matilds
raised herself from the bed, and grasping his

hand, exclaimed with a faini snule, ** My hus-
band!’ ‘'There was a pause of a moment; it
wasa fearful struggle, the tongue refused its
office; the eye-ball sank ; and she breathed
rvather than spoke—“aseext.” The next in-
stant Sir Henry Cathcart's arms supported
dust.

‘It was my wire's first, her last request !’
he exclaimed. f2reder, he faithfully ebeyed it.

OB
THE PEASANT PRIEST.

Ix the pretty listie village of Bertrand, on
the banks of the Lowre, whete that river is but
a streamlet issuing from the mountains of
Ardeche, hived two brothers, of the names of
' Rupert and Gervais, proprietors of the same
farm, whicia had belonged to therr ancestors
for ages. Rupert, who was theeldest, by some
years, was, in person, tall and athletic, with a
countenance on which ever rested a melan-
choly, nay, a sullen expression, and by those
unacquainted with him, might be regarded as
atinost repulsive. Yet among the inhabitants
he was respected for his strict probity and in-
dustrious habits. His fields were cultivated
with the greatest care, his dwelling was the
model of neatness, and his garden was ever
the first to put forth its buds and blossoms, on
the approach of Spring. * Hisbrother, Gervais,
was, in appearance and looks, entirely oppo-
site; symmetrical in figure, and haudsome in
features, with a buoyancy of spints that made
him the life and spirit of whatever society he
entered. Rupert was esteemed by the clders
of the village asa staid and worthy vouth, who
promised 1o tread in thesteps of his father, and
like him, die a respected and wealthy farmer;
but Gervais was the favourite among the junior
meinbers, and especially with the madens of
the village, and not a day occurred without his
achicving a conquest over some rastc heart.—
But although endowed with al} that captivates
and pleases in the exterior man, lus heart was
naturally cold and selfish : not a ihought, act
or feeling, but what was tinged with decait and
avarice. By his brother, Rupert, he wasloved
with an aficction which savored more of a
paternal than fraternaj character he Jaboured
for him by day, and watched over him by mght,
deeming no task or sacrifice 100 great to con-
tribute to his happiness.

In the snme village, Tesided a beautiful gisd,
by nama, Ninette, the only child of & small
farmer. Ry the vouths of the hamlet, she was
admired and sought after above the rest of her

companions ; but though respectful and afia~
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ble to all, she could only see in Gervais the
man on whom she felt she could bustow her
hand. But Gervais was too much absorbed in
himself—too much occupied in coquetting with
every grisette, to feel and appreciate the afiee-
tion of the fond girl, and he only condescended
to notice her at church or the village fesuval,
to gratify his vanity, in showing hisascenden-
cy over his companionsin mattets of the heart.

For some time affairs thus stood, when a
circumstance occurred winch entirely changed
their aspect. The son of the Sieur of the wil-
lage having arnived at manhood, a grand fete
was given on the occasion. The day was
beautiful in the extreme, such days as are
known oniy in the clune of sunny France,
when the airisas balmy as the winds of Araby,
and not a cloudlet is scen in the azure depths
of the heavens. All ages were preseni—the
old man with wembling steps and wiiutened
tresses, the aappy father and his youthful ofi-
spring, the blushing maiden and the menly
vouth, all swelled the fele to wish success to
the future lord and master of the sol. The
day sped on—the feast, the dance, the game
and the frolic, lent to it wings of angel swift-
ness, and 1t was only when the shadows of
twilight began to derken the landscape, that
the happy throng were reminded to seek ther
respective homes.

It so happened that Rupert’s path lay the
same as that of Ninette's, and he respecifully
offered her his protection, which was as re-
spectfully accepted. As they proceeded on
their way, a strange feel.ng took possession of
his heart. He appeared to have mhaled a new
existence; the voice of Ninctie fell upon his
car singularly melodious; never, *ull that mo-
ment, had she occupied any place in his
thoughts—but now she appeared to hun a be-
inz of angelic bcauty—his manly frame trem-
bled if 1t came in contact with her’s—he dared
hzrdly gaze upon her—with difficulty could he
reply to her remarks, and when atlength they
reached her dwelling, and she graciously bade
lum good night, he felt as if something of 1n-
estimable valve—* something—he kncic not
what, was lost to him for ever.

In the meanume, the young Gervais, with 2
party of boon companions, remained upon the
scenc of festvaty *ull a late hour, when, m the
nudst of their mernment, they were suddenly
surprised at @ bright blaze ansing from the vil-
lage. Tt was apparent a fire had broken out,
and cach supposing it might be hisowa honie,
started for the scene of conflagration. When
they reached the village, it was discoverca to

be the dwelling of Monsieur Bonhomme,
Nmette's futher, and so rapid was the progress

of the devouring element, that the inmates had

been deprived of escape, and were threatened

with inevitable destruction. A thousand de-

vices were suggested and adopted, for ther

rescue, but all provedineffectual.  Fiercer and

fiercer waxed the flames, while the shrieks of
the inmates became moze and more appalling.

Poor Mmettc stood at the window of her epan.

ment, her hair dishevelled. and her arms

stretched forth, imploring assistance. The

tloor already crackled beneath her feet, while

the dense smoke curled around, depriving her

of sight and feeling. 'Was there not one brave
and bold enouch to risk his life for a helpless

woman? Yhere was Rupert? he that but a
few hours before would have died to save her,
why was he not among the assembled throng
~—had slumber so deeply bound him, that the
shricks of Niette couid not arousehim?  Yet
hold—who is that man, who dashing through
the ternfied spectators, plunges into the flames
and roshes up the narrow staircase, amid
burning rafts and falling timbers, to the room
of Ninette? It is Rupert! He scizes her
fainung form, casts over it a mantle, and
through the jaws of the devouring element, re-
traces Ins steps, reaches the open air, and de-
positing Lis precious burden in thearms of her
aged and wecping parent, falls senseless, maim-
ed and blackened, on the ground.

As soon as Ninette was restored to sensibil-
1ity, her first inquiry was for her preserver.—
‘It is Rupert{” exclaimed the crowd—*the
hrave—~the generous Rupert.”

“And where is he?” asked Ninette—*lead
e 1o mm—Iet me thank my deliverer.”

To Rupert, who was now receiving the offi-
ces of lundness and attention, she was con-
veved.

“ Rupert, dear Rupert!’ she exclaimed,
throwing hersclf mnto his arms, “how can I
ever repay vou for this inestimable gift 7’ and
she wept and sobbed upon his bosom.

1t was the first time he had ever felt the fair
softarmsof woman entwined around his neck ;
he felt ker bosom. too, beat agamnst his own,
and his blood, which, *ull now, had been, asit
werg, congealed like a frozen current, at once
dissolved, and coursed swiftly through his
vens. He could not repiv—he felt, too, her
warm tears dropping on his neck, and her
balmy breath cooling his scorched brow, and
tears comag to fus aid—the brave peasant
wept bilee a very boy.

And where was Gervais all thisume?  Why
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did he not share in the universal joy at Ninette's
deliverance? why was he not the first to assist
his brother? No? the selfish youth stood at
adistance regarding the gratitude and kind-
ness lavished upon Rupert with feelines of
envy, almost akin to revenge. Never before
had Ninette appeared so lovely in his eyes—
her dark glossy tresses had fallen over her
shoulders, white as the lily of her native vale,
terror and thankfulness had sent the blood in
blushes to har cheek—she stood like a seraph
descended from Heaven to minister to his suf-
fering brother.

From that night he resolved that Ninette
chould be his own, and during the confinement
of Rupert, he spared no opportunity to pursue
his suit—his attentions were unremitting, and
the simple and confiding girl felt proud and
happy at the thought of having won, at last,
the affections of the only man she loved.—
When Rupert had recovered cnough to beheld
her, she-hastened to his presence, and in the

fullness of her heart, informed him that she
koped, ere long, to call him her brother.

The feeble Rupert could not define the true
meaning of her words. The hope that she
might be his bride was the grand incentive
which had carried him ‘through his illness—
but now the mystery of her words sank heavily
into his heart, retarding his recovery. Ger-
vais, with his characteristic hypocrisy, faith-
fully attended the couch of his brother, but he
hinted not a word of his intended marriage
with Ninette, nay, whenever her name wus
mentioned, by some artifice he conirived to
change the conversation, and divert his bro-
ther’s attention tosomeother object, and when
Ninette did visit him, he took especial care ever
to be her attendant.

Rupert’s hezlth being at last restored, he
again pursued his avocations. He, however,
soon saw that Ninette's regard for him was
engendered only from gratitude, and that her
affections were placed upon his brother. The
blow was a severe one, yet his generous nature,
after a secret and severe struggle, conceded
the treasure to Gervais, consoling himself with
the thought that she would be ever near him,
and if not his own, she was, at least, the wife
of his dear Lrother, the idol of his affection,
the sacred charge bequeathed to him by their
departed mother.

It was resolved that on thefollowing spring,
Gervais and Ninette should be united. The
young folks thus considered as plighted lovers,
were received by their neighbours with kind-
ness and rejoicing.  Rupert, deeming himself

the confidant of hus brother, and thesaviour of
Ninette, frecly intruded lumself on all occa-
stons, on their society.

It happened that one evening a fule was
given by a neighbour, whose daughter had just
becn wedded. Gervais, Ninette, and Rupert,
were of the party. In the midst of the fes-
uvities, Ninette was particularly atientive to
Rupert—called him her “dear Rupert”’—* her
guardian brother’'—and in the enthusiasm of
the moment, when her deliverance by one of
the guests was alluded to, she took from her
neck a little locket, and placing it around Ru-
pert’s, bade him “ wear it in remembrance of
one who should ever love and esteem him.”—
Poor Rupert’s eyes filled with tears, and m the
exstacy of the moment, he innocently clasped
her to his bosom, imprinting upon her lips a
fervent kiss. Gervais beheld the action with
a savage glance; the fiend of revenge took
possession of his heart, and feigning ilness,
left the apartment, telling Ninette he would
return ere the {estivities were concluded.

Sick at heart, and burning with jealousy—
feeling too, that his brother was a barrier to
his extravagant indulgencies, he resolved, ina
moment of passion, to rid himseif of him, and
placing himself at a certain portion of theroad,
where he knew he must pass, awaited his
coming. The night was one of uncommon
loveliness, the full moon careering through the
fields of heaven, and peace reigned all around.
Yet the tranquility of the hour soothed not the
sea of passion raging in his bosom. He had
not waited long, ere Rupert approached. His
feelings burst forth in the most passionate ex-
clamations. He accused his brother of treach-
ery, of supplanting him in the affections of Ni-
nette, nay, denounced him as the individual
who had fired her father’s cottage, on purpose
to win her heart by a display of his courage.
Rupert listened to him with surprise, deigning
not to exchange one syllzble of explanation or
recrimination. At lasthereferred tothe locket
presented to him by Ninettg, and demandedits
return.

Like a smouldering volcano, burst forth the
feelings of Rupert, and he &crcely declared he
would surrender it but with his life. Gervasis,
aroused to madness, averred he would have
instant redress, and drawing a poniard, told
Rupert to defend himself; but Rupert coolly
folding his arms, smiled contemptuously upon
him. Irritated by his calmdemecanor, Gervais
plunged the weapon in his bosom, and Rupert
fell senseless and blecding on the ground.

With the dawn of the morning, he awoke to
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consciousness, but the ingratitude of his bro-
ther, as well as his reflection on the neglect
and coolness of Ninette, made him resolve
never again tc meet Gervais; and with diffi-
culty gaining his cottage, and securing con-
siderable effects, with the dawn he departed
for Orleans. )

Arrived in that city, he decided upon enter-
ing himself as a brother of the Carthusian
order, among whom, in due succession of time,
he was appointed to officiate in the church of
St. Jerome ; and from his spotless character
and strict attention to his sacerdotal duties,
soon won the esteent and affection of all.

Time, the obliterator of human events, had
eraged all remembrance of the sudden and sin-
gular disappearance of Rupert, and Gervais
having obtained the hand of Ninette, felt it
would be best to depart from a place where he
was tortured by remorse, and the continual
dread of his brother’s again appearing. With
thisresolution, he departed for Orleans, (having
sold out the farm,) and therc established him-
self in a mercantile calling.

Still he was unhappy. The smiles and at-
tentions of a beautiful wife, with a blooming
family springing up around him, and all the
blessings of fortune ke could reasonably desire,
could not restore peace to his bosom. At
length, tortured beyond endurance, heresolved
to unburden his soul by confession, and ac-
cordingly repaired to the church of St. Jerome.

The shadows.of twilight had fullen upon the
world; when he entered the confessional.—
With a trembling voice, did he unburden his
soul to the priest. The darkness which reign-
ed within the church, prevented his beholding
the features of the holy man. Yet hedistinet-
ly heard that his voice was tremulous with
emotion as he imposed upon him asevere pen-
ance for his sanguinary crime.

Yet to Gervais, his atonement brought no
comfort. Occupation or amusement cheered
him not, and sleep was to him the tortares of
the damned. At last, goaded to despair, he
rushed to the prefecture oS police and there
made a full confession. At first they were in-
clineq to discredit him,—to regard him as in-
sane, but when he recapitulated his avowal,
and investigation was made, the facts were
found to correspond exactly with kis agserva-
tivn. He was therefore imprisoned, convicted,
and sentenced to suffer the last pehalty of the
law. )

The day of exccution had anived. Gervais,
pale and trembling, had ascended the scaffold.
The executioner had actually seized upon him

to finish the sentence, when a murmur wa
heard among the multitude, and a priest of th
Carthusian order, was beheld forcing his wey
to the scaffold. * Stay, stay the sentence
he exclaimed—* he is innocent, X am his bro-
ther for whom he is about to suffer. Gervasi
Gervais ! and the next raoment he was in the
embrace of the culprit. N
Gervais spoke not, a vacant stare settled o
his countenance. A suong tremblung took
possession of his frame, a deep and heavy sigh
burst from his bosom, and he fell a corpse a
the feet of Rupert. N
Rupert gazed upon the lifeless body, the
spring of his heart was opened, and he gan
vent to his feclings in a flood of tears—then
retiring from the scaffold, he bado farewell t¢
the brotherhood of Jerome, and buried himsel{
for ever in that living charnel house, the Mon
astery of La Trarre.
~+ 888
SERENADE. S
Waxe ! lady, wake! that gentle eye,
The voice of music bids unclose,
We stand beneath thy lattice uigh,
To woo thee from thy soft repose:
The spell of sleep is not so strong
But wizard words the charm can break
By the deep powers of mighty song,
Wea bid thee wake—fair lady, wake!

Wake! lady, wake! upon the leg,
The stars look down serenely bright;
The moon hath fled beyond the ses, ]
That thou may’st reign the queen of night]
Arouse! no cloud is in the skics,
No ripple on the tranquil lake;
Lift the fair lid which veils those cyes !
Sweet lady, wake !—fair lady, wake!
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