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THE BUCCANEERS OF TORTUGA.

BY MI88 JANE STRICKLAND.

CHAPTER L

“He did not follow what they all pursued,
‘With hope still bailled, still to be renowed.”
Brrox.

are over, and peaceful colonics now occupy these
pleasant isles, which were onee the abodes of piracy
and rapine. These lawless communities have dis-
appeared from the land and wave—the places that
knew them know them no more: yet the record
of their erimes and daring deeds, will long haunt
the fair ixlands of the west—will long be remem-
bered and repeated on the Spanish main, with al-
most superstitious awe.

Among the many wild adventures that are told
of these singular men; those that befel a French
nobleman of high rank, are the most remarkable;
but before relating the errors and misfortunes of
Henri $t. Amande, (for that was the name the
Duke De bore during his sojown with the
Pirates,) it will not be amiss to describe the cus-
toms, manners and origin of the rude people with
Whom he united his destiny. ’

The French and English colonists settled on the
Lsland of St. Christopher, were driven from thence
by the Spaniards, who regarded them with the
Most bitter jealousy and animosity. The unfortu-
hate fugitives, however, succeeded in establishing
themsclves in the nortliern part of St. Domingo,
nd afterwards in the small Island of Tortuga.

At first these expatriated families confined
t ‘eselves to the peaceful enjoyments of hunting,

, and cultivating the earth. They lived in
M~
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just large enough to dry their skins, and to contain
their bucanning houses.  These spots they called
boucans, and the huts they dwelt in ajoupas. Asto
Iaws, the Buccancers acknowleged none but an odd
jumble of conventions made between themselves,
which, however, they regarded as the sovereign
rule. At first the new settlers were harmless and
inoffensive in their habits, till the exterminating
wars the Spaniards carried on against them,
roused in them a spirit of revenge and retaliation,
and transformed them into warriors and pirates;
at whose very name their encmies learned to
tremble.

Those whose outraged feclings led them to
adopt this new and perilous life, fortified them-
selves in the Island of Tortuga, and invited their
countrymen to quit their European homes and
join their association. Many adventurers obeyed
the summons, actuated either by avarice, necessity,
or hatred to the Spanish nation, and soon eyery
name and race might be found among those pirates;
who, bound together by a leagué of rapine and
violence, outcasts from the world—and united in
one cause—became the scourges of the New World;
and the avengers of the injured natives of Peru
and Mexico.

Among these lawless men, Henri St. Amande
was distinguished for his daring exploits, and
refined manners ; and even the Buccancers them-
sclves wondercd why a youth of such promise had
quitted his native France, to become their associ- g
ate, and waste his patrimony in fitting out priva-
teers to dovastate the shores of South America.
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enri had reeeived no injury from the Spaniards
of the New World; he was not tempted by that
insatiable love of wealth which sometimes leads
even high-born men o engage in enterprises un-
worthy of their name and rank.  Even the #pirit
of adventure, that often enlists the young and un-
wary in the cause of erime, had found no entrance
No feclings that had their first
origin in virtue, had led his heart astray, IHis
infant mind had kindled at the wrongs of the In-
dians of Mexico and Peru—and even then the child
had planned in idea the line of conduct he after-
wards fatally adopted in manhood,—cven then had
determined to become their avenger and liberator—
but alas! it was not destined for a man of crime
and error to win such proud titles aa these. Nol
the slave of imagination—the dreamer who de-
ceived himselfinto the belief that to shed the blood
of those who at least had never injured him, was
lawful, right and holy—won the nama of the
“ Exterminator,” but never gained that of the
“Liberator.”

His first exploits were so brilliant that they
gained him the respect and confidence of the
Buceancers of Tortuga; who on the death of their
chief, elected him to fill that important post, al-
though the courage and long scrvices of one of
their most distinguished captains had entitled him
to become their leader.

If Hector Montbelliard were really angry and
mortificd at the preference shown to his rival, his
displensure found no vent in words, for he made
no complaint, and far from contesting the rights of
St. Amande, was the first to congratulate him on
his new dignity, and manifested the greatest at-
tachment from that time to his person; and soon
the firmest friendship subsisted between the two
pirates.

Time only seemed to increase Montbelliard's
generous affection for his chief, and similarity of
tastes and habits bound them closely together:
yet though constantly associating with each
other, neither ever spoke of home, country, or
parentage. They conversed of the present, they
planned for the future, but the past was never
alluded to by cither. In fact, they both united
to bury it in the deepest oblivion. There was
a strange resemblance between these bold Bue-
caneers—in features, though not in expression,
—and there was something in the voice and
carriage, that when onc alone was present,
would unconsciously remind the spectator of
the other. Their dispositions, however, were
totally unlike—St. Amande was impetuous and
daring,—and cruel, only to the Spaninrds, to whom
ho nover gave quarter, and so reckloas of the spoil
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as seldom’to reccive any thare of the plander Lis
courage had acquired; but it was ruaourel that
Monthelliard had amaz=ed considersble wealth
during the time he had dwelt among thie Bucca-
neers,

The pirates, to whom the conduet of tiieir chicf
wis new, conld not comprehend the feelines that
influenecd him to pursue the Spaninrds with suel
remorscleas fury, and to sack and burn cities from
whose eapture he derived no emolument, He had
deelared himsclf the champion of the Indian<alone,
but they believed him not—fur how could icnerant
and unlettered men imagine that mistaken notions
of humanity could lead lim to the commis<ion of
fearful erimes? The thinking part of the com-
munity imputed his eonduet to unbounded am-
bition, and suspected he meditated the conquest of
the New World, as soon as he could organize a
sufficicnt force to make the attempt.

The mass of the freehooters, however, concerned
themselves very litile about the supposzed plans
of their leader, although they someiimes  started
conjectures respeceting the causes that had induccil
a young man of elegant manners and person to
join their fraternity. They would have been still
more astonished if they had known that Ienri St.
Amande was the representative of a ducal house;
and that he had abandoned a vast inheritance—
given up a lofty name—to become a Buccaneer.
Nor did they think that this champion of freedom
had been a tyrannical oppressor in bis early boy-
hood, and had cruelly misused the power he had
held over an unfortunate relative,

Frangois Montauban was the illegitimate son of
a former Duke De , and like his cousin was
left an orphan at an early age, and unfortunately
for a boy of an aspiring temper, completely de-
pendent upon his bounty. The young duke was
of a very haughty, arrogant disposition, in which
Frangois greatly resembled him; but then, Henri's
wildest sallies were overlooked, while those of
Frangois were rigorously punished by the unjust
and narrow-minded tutor, to whom the education
of the noble kinsmen was entrusted Henri’s
smallest acquirements were extolled to the skics,
while those of Frangois were wholly disregarded;
till & spirit of mutual animosity grew up between
the children, that threatened to increase into the
most determined hatred. Lefi to himself, perhaps
Henri would soon have repented of his ungenerous
conduct; but the domestics, to whom the gloomy
temper and scomful manner of young Montauban
frequently gave offence, fanned the flame of discord
between them; and aggravated the feelings of
Frangois till he quitted the castle in a fit of de-
spair, and fled~—no one knew whither.
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is disappearance filled the heart of Ienri with
remorse, and planged him into the deepest melan-
choly; and it was during the period of a long fit
of illness, brought on by sorvow for his cousin's
Joss, that he read of the injuries, and resolved to
beeome the avenger of the oppressed natives of
South Ameriea

As xoon as he beeame master of his princely
fortme the young duke hastened to put his wild de-
signinto exeeution; though not before he had vainly
endeavoured to dizeover the retreat of his unfortu-
nate velative, e changed his name, laid down
his rank, and having fitted up a noble ghip, en-
barked from a port in 1olland, and joiued the
Buceaneers of the West Tndies, among whom he
soon signalized himself by his daring exploits and
implacable hatred to the Spaniards, with whom
he waged the most externminating war.

CHAPTER IL

“Why did ho love her?  Curious fooll be still,

Is human love the zrowth of human will?

To her hio might be gontleness; tho stern

1ave decper thoughts than your dull eyes discern,

And when they luve, your smiilers guess not how

Beats the strong heart, thougl less the lips avow.”
Byroy,

Tux once familinr and distinguished name of the
pirate chief,had now become so foreign tohiscars,

derived it, =eareely recalled it to hismemory. 1is
blooming check and fuir brow, darkened under the
rays of a tropical sun, till the bright locks and deep
blue eye seemed seareely to belong to the embrown-
cd and weather-beaten Buceaneer—Yet the erect
carriage, martial step, and haughty glance, clear
cnunciation, and air of comnand, would still to
the observer betray theman of rank.  St. Amande
could be courteous, but he never descended to be
familiar with any one. He respected the flag of
cvery nation but that of Spain; but woe to the
Spanish vessel that encountered the flag of the
Exterminator on the seas over which his bark swept
triumphantly, for no native of that country had
cver received mercy at his hand, till the charms of
a young Castilian female subdued and softened
Lis inexorable heart, and half avenged the wrongs
of ber countrymen.

Returning from a successful cruize on the Spanish
main, it was the fortune of St. Amande to fall in
with a frigate bound for Mexico, and notwithstand-
ing the superior force she carried, the Buccaneer
ventured to attack her; and a desperate conflict
cnsued. The crew defended themselves with the
most desperate bravery, for a treasure more pre-
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cious than the cargo of dollars they carried, was
on board that ill-fated vessel; the daughter of
the Viceroy of Mexico had heen entrusted to their
care, and they had sworn to conduct her safcly to
her father's court, or perish in her defence.  The
batdlo lasted several houwrs—and Jong and des-
perately did the erew of the San Lorenzo maintain
the fight; but the {ortunce of the Exterminator pre-
vailed, and he succeeded in boarding the Spanish
frigate; and encircled with wreathes of smoke,
stood on the deck like a destroying and avenging
gpirit, against whom the eutlass flashed in vain,
and from whose breast the bullet rebounded as if
it had been musket-proof. At length victory—
dear bought victory—crowned the valour and
nautical #kill of the Exterminator, who took pos-
session of the disabled vessel, and put the brave
crew to the sword, without mercy, and was con-
templating his dead cnemics with a savage satis-
faction, when a piercing cry from the state cabin
arrested his attention, and at the same instant a
dense cloud of smoke broke from the hold, followed
Ly a burst of flame, for the ship had been fired
during the action, and in a few minutes was in a
blaze. The cry was again repeated, and in a fe-
male voice, and in another moment, St. Amande
forced open the door of the state cabin, and there
beheld her, whose charms even in the breathless
haste of that instant, made an indelible impression
upon his mind.

She was kueeling before a crucifix, supporting
in her arms another terror-stricken female, and
endeavouring to calm the fears of her sereaming
attendants, by directing their thoughts towards
heaven. Ier beauty, her dignified demeanor, her
utter disregard of sclf, won the admiration of the
pirate chicf, who stood for a moment gazing upon
her in silent wonder. At sight of him, the Spanish
lady uttered a picreing shriek, and hiding her face
in the folds of her velvet robe, swooned away.
To snatch her from thoe dreadful fate that awaited
her, and to bear her on board his own ship, through
the flames that enwrapped the captured vessel,
was the work of a moment, and scarcely could he
prevail on himself to leave her, while he hastened
to the assistance of her terrified attendauts, calling
at the same time to his crew, to leave the San
Lorenzo before the fire communicated to the
powder magazine, and to stand out to sea.

The explosion of the burning vessel restored
Donna Victoria Toledo to  full consciousness of
her situation; she opened her eyes, and beheld the
Buccancer leaning over her with an exprossion of
compassionate tenderness and anxicty in his face,
that, in spite of herself, softened her indignation.
He no longer looked like that terrible man, red
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with the stains of battle, and blackened with
smoke, whose appearance had frozen her senses
into a swoon so death-like.  Ina few moments, St
Amande shook off the tarnish that years of asso-
ciation with guilty men had thrown over his man-
ners,—and again appearcd the gentleman and man
of rank. e saw with delight the surprise of his
lovely captive, and improved it to his own advan-
tage. The young and enthusiastic Spaniard suf-
fered herself to be taken with the delusive and
impassioned eloquence of a man whose wild
dreams had led his heart astray, and warped him
from the paths of virtue. New to the world—or
only kuowing it through the medium of romance,
she was deceived, or rather she deceived herself,
and her captivity on the Island of Tortuga soon
not only ccased to be irksome, but even became
delightful to her.

She listened to St. Amande’s glowing deserip-
tion of the natives of the New World—with sur-
prise ehe heard him relate the heroic constancy of
Guatimazino,—his patriotism, his firmness on the
rack—with astonishment and tearful indignation,
and blushed, while she remembered that she was
a Spaniard ; and looked upon the Buccaneer chief
as the champion and avenger of an injured and
oppressed people, rather than as a lawless free-
booter.

The young friend and companion of Donna Vic-
toria was as inexpericnced and almost as romantic
as hersclf; and when alone with the viceroy’s
daughter, Senora Almeria Guarda could speak
of no one but the brave and enterprising French-
man.  Unfortunately for the Spanish lady, her old
nurse and faithful governante had died of a fever
during the voyage, and her attendants spoke no
language but their own, so that ample opportunity
was given St. Ainande to win her young and
ardent heart.

From her lips ho learned that she had lost her
mother during her infancy, and had been brought
up in a Spanish convent; eversince that she had
been affianced to her cousin, Don Fernando Toledo,
by her father, before he sailed for Mexico; but of
that father, and that affianced husband, her memo-
ry retained no trace, though she was hastening to
meet the one and espouse the other, when the for-
tune of war threw her into his hands.

8t. Amande quickly perceived that he was not
indifferent to the lovely Spaniard, yet honor for-
bado him to take advantage of her affection. Nol
never should it bo said by the haughty viceroy,
that he compelled his daughter to espouso him.
For what Spaniard would belicye that the beauti-
ful and high-born Victoria consented of her own
accord, to become the bride of an outlaw i No, he
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would restore her—freely and unransorned, re-
store her to her father—would give her up, in
whose presence he now only ceemed to exist,
rather than be branded as a base, dizhonorable
wretch,

During two months the piruie chicf struggled
hard between love, honor, and the undying hatred
he had sworn to the Spunich nume;
mental torture he endured half avenged the
wrongs of Spain.  Honor at length prevailed, and
hc ordered immediate preparations to be made
_,r the departure of her who had shaken all the
firm purposes of Lis coul; and who had well nigh
conquered, by a single glance from her radiant
eyes, the prejudices of years.

“Donna Victoria, you are free,” exclaimed the
Buccaneer, entering the apartment in the fortress
of Tortuga, which he had appropriated to her use,
with an erect carriage and Laughty air.

“TFree!” replied the lady with a start indicative
of surprise,—of terror, of anythinz but pleasure.

“Oh, Holy Virgin!™ sobbed Alm(rm Guarda,
bursting into tears, and flinging her anns around
her noble companion's neck, “must we leave this
dear place$”

The eyes of Victoria were full, but some name-
less feeling forbade the bright drops that glistened
in her long dark lashes to fall; but her voice ful-
ter ed as she replied,—* My father has ransomed

and the

“Vol loveliest and priccless jewel,” returned
8t. Amande, “I restore you to him unransomed,
though he has offered to purchase your frecdom at
any sum I might name; but the Indies are less
precious in my sight than a single glance from
your eyes. I give you up. I give up my hopes
of winning that younz and tender heart, for it
shall never be said that Henri St. Amande made
war with women, or profited by their misfortunes.
To-night you sail for Mexico.”

“To-night!” screamed she, and then as if con-
scious that she had betrayed her feelings too
much, she concealed her face on her friend’s bosom,
and wept.

“Youloveme!” exclaimed the Buccaneer,sinking
at her feet, “and oh, that you had been a peasant
maid in my own native France, and I would not
have hesitated to bind the coronet of my ancestors
round your lovely brow. Yes; I am noble, Vie-
toria,” continued he, with great emotion; “by
birth at least your equal; I could give you wealth,
title, but I have pledged myself to stand or fall
with these rude people. Thave constituted myself
the avenger of wronged America, and I will not
forsake her cause~—no, not even for Victoria Toledo
—though I love her, madly love her.”
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“Must we then part ¢ replied she, her fear of
Josing him overcoming every other feeling, “Alas)
I shall be ealled upon to fulfil engagements formed
in childhood—shall be compelled to wed a man
for whom I have conceived an absolute aversion,
even before T have beheld him. Save me from
such a bitter trial,” and she raised her streaming
eyes to her lover's face.

His resolution was smﬁz for & moment; but
pride came to his assistance,

# Not dear Victoria, your father shall never de-
spixe me. IMe shall be compelled to respeet the
man on whose head he has vet a price. I will not
impose upon your young simplicity. Go! bo
happy, foreet that the Buceancer dared to love
you, and only remember that he is not a monster
who delights in blood; but one who in becoming
the champion of the oppressed Indians, has sworn
never to show mercy to their conquerors till their
chains are broken.  You have taught me to forget
my vow—you have taken the edge off my sword,
for henceforth I fear I shall consider these robbers
are the people of Victoria?

He beeame silent and abstracted, at length ho
said:

“You will forget me, and will wed this happy
cousin.” )

(2]

“Never| never!” exclaimed she, passionately,
“XNo force shall compel me to fulfil my engage-
ments with him.”

A flush of proud joy illumined the sun-burnt
features of the pirate,

“Yet this Don Fernando is said to be the pride
of all Spanish cavaliers, and is your father's
choice.”

“But not mine!” replied she, fiercely, *there-
fore I will not wed him, or bestow my hand when
my heart adores another.”

“You shall not, my fairest, truest Victoria,”
said the Buccaneer; “if after your restoration to
your father, you still retain your present senti-
ments for Henri St. Amande, he will yet claim
you as his own, and bear you away to his island
home, though you stood upon the steps of the
altar—or sat in courtly halls, swrounded by all
the chivalry of Spain.”

He then conducted her to the vessel that was
destined to carry her to Mexico, and bade her
furewell with a voice that was almosf as fultering
as her own; and the lovers parted—and well

Perhaps would it have been for both, if they had
never met again.
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OHAPITER TII.

“My bark is waiting in the bay,
Night darkens round : Leila, away?
Far, ero to-morrow, o'er tho tide,
. Or wait and bo—Abdalln’s bride!”
Tuk INPROVISATRICE.

Vicronia Toreno entered the palace of her father
with eyes full of tears, and a heart full of repining,
nor did the reception given her by her parent
change her feclings, or dircct them into u new
channel. 1is stately figure and angust air inspired
her with awe, rather than with affection, and she
involuntarily sank on her knees and rendered the
Lomage of a subject to a sovereign, instead of
falling on his neck, anl paying the duty of a child
toa parent. She blushed at her mistake, and her
voice died away in imperfect murmurs; but he
was evidently gratified by it, and there was pride
in his powerful eye as he raised her to his
bosom ; but she could trace no workings of pa-
rental love in his face.  Instcad of the fond breath-
ings of affection, he questioned her respecting the
standing force of Tortuga, its internal gévemment,
and means of defence.

Scarcely could his daughter suppress her dis-
pleasure, or prevent its expression from flashing
from her full dark eye, though she felt her indig-
nation had flushed her pale cheek with the decpest

crimson,

The viceroy, who had passed his youth in camps,
and his meridian years and age in councils and
courts, either did not notice the change in her com-
plexion, or if he did, imputed it to some other
cause,

He spoke of her captivity,—he asked of him
who had held her a prisoner; and she related the
particulars of her capture and enlargement with
all the enthusiasm that forned a striking feature
of Ler charncter, and extolled the courtesy and
generosity of hex conqueror to the skics.

It is difficult to speak of him we love without
betraying the interest we take in his character;
and the little reserve with which his daughter
spoke of the Buccaneer, St. Amande, and the indis-
creet encomiums she lavished upon him, offended
the viceroy, and he coldly remarked, “that the
pirate was generous because he feared to be other-
wise.” '

Again Donna Victoria stifled her “indignant
feelings with difficulty, and struggled to seem
calm and indifferent, and repressing the sarcastic

answer that was rising to her lips, she complained -

of fatigue, and besought his permission to retire to
her own apartment. Her roquest iwas immediately
granted, and tho short separation was a mutual
relief to both father and daughter.
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Although she had unconsciously wounded Lis
pride by her flattering mention of hix dendly foe,
the viceroy was charmed with her beauty and
talents; and if he could have unbent the cold
dignity of his manners, and shown the affection he
really felt for his child, all might have been well,
but he funcied his reserve beeame him, and his
austerity froze the coniidence that ought ever to
exist between father and daughter.

The deep dejection into which Donna Victoria
sunk, was unnotieed by one who eonsidered gravity
as highly becoming in a young lady of quality;
and he now frequently spoke of her nuptials with
Don Fernando with pleasure and pride. Towards
this favored individual his affection seemed to be
unbounded; and the unqualificd terms of admira-
tion and praise he applied to his nephew, gave a
jealous pang to his daughter's heart, and increased
the unfounded aversion she-had already conceived
for her cousin.

This object of her dislike and jealousy was then
absent in Chili, occuipicd in quelling a rebellion
that had broken out in that provinee; and his re-
turn was to be immediately followed by her mar-
riage. Ol how ehe dreaded his return; how often,
in the midst of that courtly circle, where she pre-
sided as queen, did she sigh for the presence of
the pirate chief of Tortuga, and wish herself an
inmate of an ajoupa With him, on that little island,
rather than a princess in Mexico.

Almeria Guarda, cqually ennmoured, could
think and speak of no one but St. Amande; and
never had this friend been so dear to Victoria as
now, for to her she could impart the aversion she
felt towards her affianced husband, and her love
to the Buccancer. That wild enthusiast had com-
pletely inspired her with his own feelings with
regard to the Spanish conquests in the New World;
and the very country in which she dwelt contri-
buted tokeep the flame, which he had kindled,alive.
Remains of the fallen greatness of Mexico sur-
rounded her on every side; and those monuments
of Indian ingenuity excited painful feelings in her
breast as she surveyed them. Their paintings
transmitted their history through a hitherto un-
Xnown medium to her mind ; and her breast heaved
with sorrow as she examined those living records
of vanished glory, and traced the progress of
Cortes and his ruffian bands, in lively delineations
on cloth, or wrought in feathers of the most bril-
liant hues. The architccture, the statuary, tho
floating gardens, the curious mirrors, and arms of
stone, all told a tale of Mexican grandeur, and in-
spired her with sympathy for tho sufferings they
had endured beneath the oppressive yoko of Spain.

The interest she took in this enslaved people, led

her to acquire their Yancruage, and harsh as it really
was in sound, it becanic alimost harmonious on her
lips.

The gardens of the viecroy's palace were
bounded on one side by the lake, and by that exd
panse of water Donna Victoria loved to it and
muse upan the fate of the last cwperor of Mexico,
for it was here that he had made his last glorious
stand for liberty; it was heve that he had defied
and endured the torments thae the rapacious
Cortes had inflicted upon him, witlia magranimous
resolution, worthy of a better fute.  The picture
often rose before her eyes with all the dreadful
force of truth, and Ler abhorrenee of the Spunish
conquerer was only cqualled Ly Ler veneration for
his august vietim; and she hated Lerself for being
the daughter of a 8panish viceroy,

Blinded by prejulice, she never conzidered that
men of rank and churacter ourht not to be weizhed
inthe same balance with amnere adventurer,and she
would have Llushed for her-elf) if she had known
how really just and upright her father's admin-
istration had been; and that he had laboured with
her cousin, to heal wounds and amncliorate hard-
ships he had never inflicted.  The retun of Don
Fernando was now hourly expeeted, and the pre-
parations that were making for her nuptials filled
the heart of Victoria with despair.  She surveyed
the portrait of her betrothed with horror; yet
perhaps she was the only female in ail Mexico
who could have regarded the nolle features of the
brave and generous Toledo with such feclings.
The splendid attire, the sumptuous jewels and
ornaments, were hateful to her, fur whom they
were provided, yet she dared not avow her relue-
tance to her father, for his very presence inspired
her with an awe she could not overcome; and the
evening before that which was to bring the de-
tested Fernando to woo her for his bride, she
quitted the courtly circle to weep with Almeria
in a sequestered part of the palace garden.

It was a night of beauty; the night flowers
of various brilliant hues unknown to Europe, were
expanding their petals, and shedding their rich
perfumes to the wandering breeze; the distant
mountains, tipped with light, were reflected in the
lake, whose clear bosom imaged the city, the
trees, and the starry heavens, in its ample mirror,
in brighter beauty. The fire-flies were sparkling
through the air like winged gems or fairy lamps
lighted up by sgome genii to illuminate the Eden
like garden. How could Victoria sit amidst such
a scene, and not think of him who she feared had
forgotten her. Alas! he was so twined with every
chord of her heart that his remembrance was
blended with every thought. The softness of the
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hour, the beauty of the evening, stilled the agony
that lately throbbed in her breast, and her gentler
feelings flowed in song:
“When kindred hearts are parting,
Aud tears from fond eyes starting,
Wilt thon remember me?
When sailing o'er the azure main, N
Dreams that wo yet may meaet again,
Beyond that western sea?
When moonlight on the wave is glancing,
And white tipt billows round thee dancing,
And rrotful breezes sleep;
Let faney whisper in thine ear,
*The sighs of those thou canst not hear,
The prayers of those who weep.”

Was it the ccho from the grove of palms that
prolonged ihese sweet counds, or had the song of
the Spanish lady ealled him into her presence
whom she had invoked?  She trembled, and threw
a hurvied glance around her, and clasped Almeria
in a tighter embrace, as if sho expected to behold
the majestic form of the Buccancer emerging from
beneath the tall trees that flung their dark sha-
dows over the lake. She sighed—her sigh was
echoed, and the well-known and dear loved accents
of St. Amande answered her song in his own rich
meledious voice:

Oh, lady! dost thou fear to fly
With me through paths of gloomy night?

No goblin drear shall meet thine eye,
Or niidnight storm thy soul affright.

But moon-beams clear and bright as those,
Whicli nightly deck the dewy lea—

The bird that sings tired day to close,
Shall wake the wood's lone minstrelsy.

Awake! while round thee nature sleeps,
The traveller's lamp is on the mead;

Q'er day's bright footsteps pale night weeps—
Awake! and mount my guliant steed [”

It was then no illusien of the senses. He was
near her; and Donna Victoria drank in those
sounds with rapture, and agnin cast a hurried
glance round the thicket in search of the invisible
minstrel.  The tremor of her companion told her
that it was no dream. The branches shook; they
parted, and Henri St. Amande knelt before her.
Love, admiration, and delight, sparkled in his
eyes; and the breeze that seattered the fragrant
blossoms from the bower, lifted his glittering and
sun-bright ringlets, while the moon shone full on
his noble face. Victoria surveyed her lover with
mingled emotions of joy and terror, for the idea
of his danger flashed like lightning on her mind,
and she would have spoken, but the power of
uttcrance and almost of thought was denied her,
and she threw herself into his arms and wept.

“Oh! witching creature, what spell have you
thrown over me, that I am compelled to seck you,
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oven inthis place!” eried he, fondly embracing her,

“ Oh, fly, yash, inconsiderate man!” replied she,
recovering her voice with difliculty. 7To linger
here is certain death!”

“I knew the penalty before I ventured hither,”
onswered he, with a smile.  “Little thinks the
viceroy that the xterminator is now in Mexico”

She shuddered.  “Cruel and unkind Ilenri—
why have you risked your life in such a mad ad-
venture?  Oh wherefore are you here ?”

“Not to grace your nuptials, Victoria; but to
claim your promise, and bear you henee. Do you
love me still, or are you willing to become the
wife of Don Fernando$”

“No,no,” replied she, with quickness; “and yet
he is hourly expected to claim my plighted hand,
Go, leave me, rash Henri. Fate has placed a bar of
adamant between us, Oh! think if my father
should surprise you, what doom would then await
youf”

“A death of torture, I know it well; and yet I
brave the peril to gaze upon your face. I am
changed—deceply changed from what I was, Vie-
torin.  Tho chase, the storm of war, the bounding
wave, delight my soul no more. Nature has lost
her charms—aonce she was like an open book, in
which I read anew and mystic Innguage ; but now
hor woods and wilds, her rushing streams, are
silent. T am compelled to seck you in this hostile
land—to wander like a ghost in search of you—and
having found you, I can die; but cannot leave the
epot you render sacred by your presence.”

Donna Victoria hung weeping over him. “It
is death to bid you stay—madness to part with
you; and yet to-morrow I must pronounce ab-
horrent vows—vows that will bind me to another
in life-long chains—vows that will make it einful
to think of you.”

“Nay, rather fly with me to-night, and be the
sun of my existence—the beacon of hope to the
storm-beaten mariner, the tender friend, the be-
loved wife—~my own beautiful and adored Vie-

toria.”

“Oh! surely you were born to be my ruin,”
answered she. “I feel that I ought not to love
you—ought not to wed you—and yet I feel that
whither you lead I must follow you.”

He took her hand. “Then let us hasten hence ;
time presses, and farther delay is dangerous. You
have given me another life—restored to me the
sunny days of early youth again. Come then, my
treasure, let us leave this land of crimo, for a home
of freedom.” He was leading Donna Vietoria
away, but Senora Almeria clung to her robe.

“Ohl leave me not, noble lady, to endure your

fathor’s anger;” cried sho, weeping violently.
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“No, no, my sister—my bosom friend, thoushalt
ghare my flight and future fortune,” replied Vie-
toria, tenderly embracing her, and soon the trio
stood by the lake shore.

St. Amande whistled, and an Indian canoe,

3 fluence; hutshe still pursued withker eyes thelittle

$ flect,and wished for the wines of the dove to follow

g the course of her alisent lord.  The sound of ap-
proaching footsteps disturbid her eontemplations;

she tumed hastily round, and Leheld an armed In-
rowed by natives, appeared emerging from under 3 dian close behind her, There was scomething in the
the deep shade of the embowering trees; the Bue- § appearance of this man that excited her alarm.
caneer placed Donna Victoria and her companion 3 He scemed to have been watching her, and she
init, and struck out from the shore, and long before
the viceroy’s daughter was missing, she was be-
yond the reach of all pursuit, ;
{

thought that his lofty expression and haughty step
suited ill with his Indian garh and ecomplexion,
Her path wa« hounded on one side by the michty
waters of the Atluntic, and by a thick grove of
mangoea on the other; but though the walk was
lonely, the boueans and ajoupas of the Buccancers
were not o distant but that a single cry mizht
send out a hundred armed men to her assiztance,

CIHAPTER IV,

¢ And half contemptuous, turned to pass away,
But the stern stranger motioned him to stay; »
A word! I charge thee, stay and answer here

To one, who, wert thou noble, were thy peer.” should she require their aid.  The knowledge of
Byrox. this fact quicted her alarm, and «he was hastering
—_ forward when the Indian overtook her; and sud-

In the chapel the Buccancer chief had erected in $ denly cheeking his kteps, regarded her with a look
Tortuga, and adomed with the spoils of many a ¢ of deep and searching penctration.” A shuddering
goodly church and fair cathedral, Donna Victoria ¢ chill crept through the veins of the fair Spaniard,
Toledo gave her hand to the sworn and implacable ¢ as she shrank abashed from his gaze, and endea-
enemy of her countrymen! Yet while she stood g voured to pass on; but the intruder detained her,
before the altar, a weary forcboding of evil stole ¢ though not rudely, and eaid in a low but distinct
over her mind, and banished the bloom from her § voice, and in very pure Spanish:

cheek ; St. Amande’s passionate expressions of love “T have sought to gain your private ear, Donna
and gratitude chased that gloomy fecling away; ¢ Victoria Toledo, from weck to week and from

but when long afterwards, despair and remorse ¢ month to month, in vain; but now fortune has been
agonized her soul, she remembered the dark pre- { favorable to me beyond my hopes.”

sentiment that had flung its shadow over her spirit “Who are you, bold manf” replied she, indig-
on her bridal morn. nantly, attempting at the same time to extricate
Months flew away in & dream of happiness,and ¢ hersclf from his grasp. “By what right do you
Victoria forgot her father and her people: and § presume to intercept my path?”
when with maternal rapture, the wife of the pirate “By a right so sacred that even the degraded
clasped her infant son in her arms, she declared her- 3 and unhappy descendant of an illustrious house
gelf to be the most enviable of her sex. will hardly contest it. Answer me truly one
St. Amande no longer carried on & war of ex- ¢ question. Do you love this dreadful man, or are
termination against the countrymen of the adored { you his unwilling and reluctant victim? Nay,

. Victoria—his character softened, and he spent § struggle not, you shall both hear me and reply to

more time in the bower of his bride than on the - my queries.”

sea. His people at length began to murmur at “Release me instantly, ruffian, or—"

his unwonted inactivity; and to appease their “You will summon the demi-savages—the hu-
clamours, he agreed to accompany Morgan on his § man tigers, who swarm in the neighbouring huts,
celebrated voyage against Venezuela; and the § to your assistance; and will calmly look on while
tender and affectionate Victoria accompanied him § they transfix me on their boar-spears, or set me
to the beach to witness his embarkation, which ¢ up as a mark to try their skill in musketry! Have
took place haif an hour before sunset. _ . ¢ you then forgotten the woman as well as the

The crowd had dispersed, but one solitary indi- § Spaniard{”

vidual still lingered on the shore to watch the “ No—TI do not desire your death,” replied she
white enils of tho vessels aa thoy receded from her § with some quickness. “I only wish you to re-
sight. The tropical sun was sotting in unclouded ¢ leaso me. You aro no Indian—for who of that
beauty over tho island, tinting tho breast of oconn ¢ unhappy race would bar my path in Tortuga?
with resplendent hues wiknown to the temperate § Your speech betrays you for a Spaniard.”

climes of Europe, and tho falling dows began to § The stranger answered by flinging the large
wam the lonely wanderer to avoid their deadly in- ¢ sombrero that partially concealed his face, on the

v
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sannl, and fixed hix dak eyea earnestly on her
countenance, as if he were challenging her recol-
lection; bat his fine manly features, deeply stained
to imitate the Indian complexion, awoke no chord
of memory in her bosom.

*You know me uot, and.yet the same blood
that flls your veins, flows in mine—I boast the
sate prowd linease, bear the same name—and
more than all, once held a dear, a sacred claim
upon you—i{or were you not my own affianced
bridet”

= Oh, Holy Virzin! you cannot be my cousin §”
eried ~hey in a voice of aliwm.

* Hush! madam, or you will arouse those myr-
midons of whom you spake,” replied he, somewhat
reproachifully,  “Yes; I am Fernando Toledo,
vour next kinsman, and affianced husband; and 1
come to take you from this nest of piracy and
crime,  Tell me then, wnhappy daughter of my
nwre than father, that you were injured and con-
strained—the vietim of a villain, and I will still
fulfill those vows T made to you in childhood—will
still devate my life to you”

“You wrong him, and wilfully deccive your-
self, my kinsman,” answered PDonna Victoria,
deeply blushing. “I love him—fondly—truly
love him—~" .

« Oh, shameful acknowledgment. Oh, lost and
dearaded daughter of a noble sire!” exclaimed
Don Fernando, in a voice rendered almost inarti-
culate by passion. “Oh! that thy seducer were
here, that I might wash out thy dishonor in his
blood "

The indignant blushes that overspread the fair
face of the Spanish lady, almost rivalled the deep
erimson of the glowing heavens; and her dark
eyes flashed with anger, as she replied:

“For what lost and degraded creature does Don
Fernando Toledo presume to take his high-born
cousin{ I am his wife!” .

* His wife! his wedded wife!” reiterated Don
Fernando. “ Rash—miserable—undone lady ” He
released, and abruptly quitted her, and then as
returning, regarded her with eyes full of tears,
while his manly bosom heaved with uncontrollable
emotion.

Donna Victoria was deeply affected by this un-
expected burst of fecling; and the remembrance
of her father and forsaken home, rushed across her
mind; she felt herself undeserving of her noble
cousin’s tears. '

“Farewell the fond hopes I have so vainly
cherished,” continued Toledo. “Farewell the ro-
mantic dream that haunted my childhood. Look
here, Vietoria, nt this talisman,” and ho put aside
the folds of his Indian vest, and pointed to a por-
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trait eoncealed beneath its plaits, “this image
ghut out all meancr things. My honored uncle
gave it me, and he told me the angelic semblance
was that of my betrothed wife.  Jiers to whose
infant car I had breathed my childish vows.  Thou
hast forgotten the day of our hetrothing, but I
never can forget it! Vain remembrance! idle cer-
emony! Vietoria, Thave sought my affianced bride
from clime to clime—{rom shore to shore—and at
last I find her here—Not a captive—not a wronged
angel, whose injuries should plunge a world in
war; but the partner of a wreteh—the wife of a
savage murderer. Say, did you fly with him, or
did he ensnare you to his dent”

“T fled with him to aveid nuptials I abhorred,”
said ehe, averting her eyes, as she uttered the
words. .

“ And did you—could you think o meanly of
me, unkind kinswoman, as to suppose I would have

cruelly wronged me, Victoria,—aye, and your
noble parent, too, How could yoa leave him—
rash Victoriat”

“He did not love me. If he had been more
affectionate and kind, I had been more dutiful.”

“You did not know him-—were ignorant of the
warm feelings hidden under that reserve; but
could you sce him now,—could hear his sighs,~
sce his falling tears, you would not doubt his love.”

“ And docs he weep for me#” replied Vietoria,
bursting into a flood of tears, “for his unworthy
and ungrateful child¢”

“You repent—your heart is softentng towards
your father. Return with me, and the past shall
be buried in deep oblivion.” ’

“I am a wifc—a mother!” replied the weeping
Spaniard. “I cannot leave my husband and my
child.”

“Donna Victoria, this place is devoted to de-
struction, leave it, or you will share in its ruin.
If you would save your husband and infant from
the sword, quit this nest of piracy, for the palace
of your father.”

The lady trembled violently ; a sudden suspicion
crossed her mind, she did not express it in words,
but Don Fernando read it in her looks.

“Victoria Toledo, you wrong me!™ cried he, a
flash of proud disdain darting from his eyes as he
spoke. “I would not wed you novw, if you could
offer me both the Indies for your dowry. No, the
conventual shade is now the only refuge I can offer
the daughter of the viceroy of Mexico.”:

A party of Buceancersat this moment appeared

in sight, and before the Spanish lady could find
words to answer his last specch, Don Fernando
whispered :
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“Mect mo by the haunted hill at this time to-
morrow,” and then plunged among the thick
underwood, and vanished from her sight.

Donna Victoria ghrouded her face in the silken
folds of her basquina, and hurried onward as if
she hoped to escape from the maddening thoughts
that crowded on her mind, and almost deprived
her of reason.  Her own misconduct,—the danger
of St. Amande,~her kinsman's actual presence on
this island, that the Buccancers considered impreg-
nable, terrificd her, and filled her with alarm.
She dared not confide the strange incident of her
mecting with Don Fernando to her friend, Senora
Guarda, for fear of involving herrelativein peril—
Almeria too waa changed, and was no longer that
affectionate and tender friend she had once been.
Sometimes she thought she repented of having
followed her fortuncs, for she was pale, sad, and
silent, and now rarcly smiled. Poor Victoria retired
to her own apartment to weep over her boy, and

" endeavour to find some way of eseape from the

sorrows and dangers that scemed to encompass her
on everyside, and threaten her adored Henri with
death and destruction. She could not lcave him, but
she could perish with him; but whilo she made
thia resolution, a sudden ray of hope stole into her
heart, for she might persuade Don Fernando to
permit her to retire to France with her lord, and
abandon forever thelife of a Buccaneerchief; and
exhausted by the internal warfare she had sus-
tained, she threw herself beside the couch of her
infant, and sunk into a deep and dreamlees sleep.

[To be coutinued.]

‘MARY.

Thou 'rt gane awa’, thou 'rt gane awa’,
Thou 'rt gane awa’ frae me, Mary,
In woodlan’ bower or festive ha'
. In vain I watch for thee, Mary.
When last the gowden Autumn moon

Bhone o'er the trembling wave, Mary, “

‘ Al little did I think, sae soon,
'Twould shine upon thy grave, Mary, .

How aft upon the primrose braes
' Beside the murmuring soa, Mary,
1 spent the live.lang simmer days
8ao blest wi' Jove and thee, Mary!
In dreams thy cherish’d form I meet,
As doarly 10°ed as then, Mary;
And, ob, that face sae fair and swesd,
‘Wakos buried hopos again, Mary,
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TIIE TRAVELLEIR’S DREAM.

DY A BCOTCHMAN AND A EOLDILR.

The sctting sun fursook the glowing west
As night's fair Queen assum’d Ler milder sway,
And sweet and grateful was the pause of rest,
When welcome twilight clos’d the suiamer’s day,

‘Weary and faint I sought the night's repose,
And balmy sleep s00th’d ev'ry nching pain,
While funcy drew her scenes of joys and woes,

And dreaming shadows floated ¢'er iy brain,

Methought a wanderer's life wre riine no more,
And I hiad ceas'd from land to land to roam;

I saw with hounding heart my native shore,
And reach’d the borders of my carliest home,

All nature smiled refreshi’d with vernal showers,
The ficlds were mantled in the robe of spring,
The 5reezo was scented with the mountain flowers,

And far on high the lark did sweetly sing.

Each mossy stone, each hillock by the way,
Each flowery glen that opened to my sight,

Rehearsed the story of some former day,
Aud spoka of friends whose eyes are clos'd in night.

The Parish School now close before me lay
¢ Where oft I mingled with the happy throng;
It was the welcome joyous hour of play,
And youthful laughter there was Joud and long,

Near stood the church where oft the words of grace,
Like heavenly balm fell on my spirit there;

‘With chasten’d feelings I approach’d the place,
And knelt once more within that bouse of praye'r,

Slowly I passed the dear, the sacred spot,

By Lossie’s daisied banks and winding stream,
‘Where oft to one whose place on earth is not,

I told with throbbing heart love's rapturous dream.

At length I reach’d the cottage on the moor,
*Twas there I spent the sunshine of my days,

1 paus'd as I approach’d my father's door,
And list’ning, heard the evening hymn of praise.

My elder brother raised the sacred song,
My sister’s thrilling notes were sweet and clear,
My father's rustic strains were wild and strong,
But, oh! my mother's voice was wanting there,

The psalm was ended and the prayer was o'er,
Ere I received each dear, dear friend's embracs,

T vow'd to them that we should part no more,
Till death consign’d mo to the land of peacs,

My sister bathed my cheek with tears of joy,
In vain my brother with his feelings strove,
My agod father bless'd his long lost boy
‘With all the forvour of & paront's love,

But human happiness will quickly fado—
My vision vanished liko tho setting beam,

‘Werse but the swost delusions of & dream. b
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STRAY LEAVES FROM AN OLD JOURNAL.

BYH. V. C.

Wrat a host of memories are sometimes called ? the socinl circle. According to the custom of the
up by the unexpected recurrence of a long for- ¢ times, she also kept a vigilant eye over her
gotten name! g domestic concerns, and managed her extensive
Looking cavelessly over the eolumns of a news- ¢ houschold with rigid discipline and exact order.
paper, very lately, my eye was attracted by an $ The matrons of that day, like Homer's heroines,
almost forgottenname in the obituary record; itwas ¢ did not disdain the labours of the loom, and, like
the last of an honored fmi?lly, and she who bore it, g the virtuous woman of Solomon’s time, “laid hold
having long since passedinto the oblivion ofoldage, $ of the spindle and the distaff”
had now gone to her rest, and with her was buried I ean see before me, as I have often heard it
the social history of a past generation, of which so § deseribed, the rich old furniture of the house,
few relics are remaining, brought over, most of it, a contury earlier, by an
The venerable lady alluded to, I had never $ ancestor who fled from England for “conscience’
seen; but she was a near relative of my mother, ¢ sake,”——chairs and tables elaborately earved, hang-
and an intimate companion of her girlish days; § ings for the best room, and family portraits in
and T had so often heard her mentioned in the § massive frames, which gave an air of wealth and
graphic descriptions which my mother gave us of ¢ comfort to the large, low and stately apartments,
her carly years, that as my eye glanced on that § Then there was an abundance of old fashioned
last record, she seemed to rise up before melike § plate, and ancient china, and fine damask from
a visible presenee of the past. In fancy I was ¢ the' Flemish looms—curious cabinets and quaint
transported back to the old fanily mansion, where § mirrors in the ample bed-rooms—high-backed
her father—a Provincial Chief Magistrate, and a ¢ chairs, covered with tapestry, or wrought in tent-
man eminent in the political era of the Revolu- § stitch, and lofty bedsteads, with their heavy
tion—presided with that urbane and cordial hos- § drapery—and quilted coverlids of patched work,
pitality, whicl was then so often transferred from oddly put together with a patient ingenuity long
the lordly halls of England to grace the humble § since obsolete. But more valued, and regarded
homes of the New England Colonists, with more pride than all exotic luxuries, were the
Nothing could exceed my mother's enthusiasm § ample clothes-presses, filled with snowy linen,
when she deseribed the ample house, with all its ¢ fine and abundant, the raw material grown on
varied comforts and social enjoyments. The good ¢ the soil, woven in domestic looms, and made up
and the gifted, the statesman and the student, the § for all houschold purposes by the skilful hands
grave and gay, the prosperous and unfortunate— § or under the superintending eye of the mistress,
all who could claim affinity or companionship . Such was the establishment of my mother's
with the good President, as ho was then called— § rolative, President W, at the period just prece-
were welcomed to his hospitable mansion. Then ¢ ding the war of the American Revolution, Amidst
there were nicces, nephews and cousins, a goodly § his public cares, and the anxiety of the times, his
company of young people, who were always do- $ good temper was never soured, nor his social
mesticated in the family, and shared with the § affections chilled, and no one enjoyed more hear-
President’s own children, the duties and pleasures ? tily the merry sports of the young people who
of the houschold. were constantly gathered at his house. Among
. Mrs. W.— the mistress of the family—was a § these, my mother was an especial favorito; her
sensible, kind-hearted, but somewhat stately lady ready wit—her shrewd good sense, and the live-
of the cld school; she was of an old provincial ly interest she always took in the questions of the
family, and somewhat proud of her descent, and day—amused and interested him. She wns, be-
she also felt, to its full extent, the dignity of her § sides, at that time, in the blush of early youth,
husband's official station; but no one could have ¥ and reckoned somowhat of a beauty—attractions
Presided with more graccful dignity on all state § which always carry their due weight of influenco,
occasions, or with more courteous affubility in § even in the eyes of & grave, middle-aged politi-
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cian, He loveld to puzzle her with politieal
problems, for my mother prided herself, above all
things, on her political sagacity. She had been
brought up in the sound whig principles of the
6ld Bay colony; her youth was developed amidst
the stirring scenes of civil strife, and her warm
sympathies were frecly given to the cause of her
country's freedom,

One can imagine the intense interest with
which passing events were observed and discus-
sed, at that period, when hostile feeling was
rapidly verging towards open warfare—when
Boston was held in siege by a military force, and
friendly relations with the mother country had
entirely ceased. How eagerly was the daily paper
perused—the only one then issued in the metro-
polis. Every day, after dinner, which was then
scrved at an carly hour, my grandfather took
his accustomed seat in a tri-cornered clbow chair,
and in all the dignified repose of a powdered bag-
wig, a flowered dressing gown, and velvet slippers,
enjoyed the luxury of a pipe, while my mother,
scated on a low form beside him, read the news-
paper aloud from heginning to end, often stopping
to comment on the various topics brought in
review before them. As affairs appronched a
crisis, more insufferable than all other grievances
became the presence of armed soldiers in the
strects; and when fresh troops arrived, and ships
of war virtually blockaded the port, all business
was at an end, and the citizens generally, who
embraced the popular cause, dizgusted at finding
themselves subjected to military surveillanee, re-

‘quested passports to quit the town.

My grandfather and mother were among those
who left, and their jowrney of some sixty or
seventy miiles, in the primitive fashion of the
times, presents a quaint contrast to the easy and
rapid travelling of the present day. Leaving the
house in charge of a faithful negro servant, the
most valuable family plate, a necessary supply of
clothing, &c, was packed in raddle-bags, and
thrown across a horse, on which a stout colored
boy was mounted, following my grandfather, who
with my mother, scated on a pillion behind him,
thus set off on their long journey. Long it must
have secmed then to the solitary travellers, though
but & morning ride of two or three hours in the
distancc-annibilating cars of the present day,

But my mother's own words, transmitted in
“The Stray Leaves of an old Journal,” will best
record ler impressions, and the various incidents
which occurred to her.

“May, 17i5—I left my dear home with a
heavy heart,” she wrote, “not kmowing whether I
should ecver sce it again, since the times havo
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grown =o durk and troublous; my dear brother
1, too, we Lave left behind, in order that he may
bave an eye'after our affairs, and also be in rea-
diness to aid the goodl cawse if need Le,  Our ride
thus fur has been not unjleasant, for the weather
is fine, our horse in good condition. and we have
passed through several small villiger which lock
prosperois, and the eountry is very Leautiful, and
begins to be well cultivated. It is wonderful how
eagerly people erowd alout us at the pucc where
we stop, to hear the last news o Boston.
deed, there scems a generid excitomens,
expeetation of some thm i fearfid about to happen,
so that men cluster together and tell of public
aflairs, instead of minding their firins and handi-
crafts.
fortable farm house to crave shclter for the nicht,
and we were hospitably entoriained and ldeed
We found the good man and his ron< burnishing
up some old muskets that Lad lain idle

Indian wars, for it is rumoured Giat an wrmy will
soon he raised, and our good CGeneral Wi Lington
called to head it. God prosper
cause !” * * * #*

“We reached this place, I 1, at suncet to-
day; it is an ancient town of much note in the old
wars, and I well remember being here when 2
little child, for it was iny mo‘hrr- native place,
We have some relations here whora we cannot
pass without discourtesy, and so ~hall remain with
them a few days, and it is a right pleasant place,
with many goodly houses and fair gardens stretch-
ing nlong the river, which is broad and deep, and
winds through green meadows, and at the feet of
high hills, bordered all along with fine cld trees,
which scem stooping down to admiire their shadows
in the water. A little out of the town, however,
it is still wild enough, and yesterday, on our way,
and not far from it, we rode through a thick wood,
which it seemed to me would never he at an end.
We were told there were plenty of wild animals
living in it, especially wolves, wlich often come
out and carry away the farmer'’s sheep and worry
his cattle, and I had not a liutle fear that they
might take a faney tosup onus.  Tlooked « hnrpl_v
into every bush, expecting to see their fiery eyes
glaring out upon me, and was once prodigiously
startled by an unearthly howl from Cato, the boy,
who came galloping after us ina great frizht: but
I found he had only caught his woolly pate ina
thorn, which e took for the claws of a wild beast.
It was no wonder, for our bridle path ran some-
times so close under the branches of trees, that my
riding-hood once caught in them, and T very nearly
ehared the fate of Absalom myself. My hair was
somewhat discomposed in the cncounter, which

In-
wnd an

Yesterday evening we stepped at a com-

cinee the

the righteous
#* *
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troubled e not a litde, as T ean hardly expeet to
tind @ frizeur in these parts who can erape it so
well azaing It was well dressed a week ago, in
the 1me-tapproved fashion, but when T sent for my
Lair-dresser to touch it over before 1 1eft home, he
had zone to the red coat ladies, so T would give
him no more employment. I wonder if the knave
thinks lie may serve hanest towns-people and those
gontry at the same time!” *® * *
“lave heard a deal about this old town in my
clitlish days: how sadly it was tormented by the
Indian depredations—the savage foe forever hove
ering round it inits early seftlements—massacring
the peaceful inhabiianis, and earrying women and
chiliren away into captivity. God forgive me,
but T think I ¢hould have bome a most Christian
hatred to those black devils inearnate! Many
block heases, which held o brave siege in thoso
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rying times, are still stanaing, and there was one
shewn me, which my grandfather, Col. W, lost
his i in defending. He commanded a small
garrison who were swrounded and cut up, for they
would not surrender, and no merey would Lave
been shown them if they had. Ilis wife was
witkin, aud her two ehildren, and also otlier women
and their little ones had sought shelter there, when
the fearful sound of the war whoop burst upen
their ears. Dut my grandmother was a lien-
hearted woman, and, driven to desperation when
her hu:band fell, she hastened to secure the barri-
cades, and with the other females, who were
roused by her example, poured such a volley of
shot from the loop holes, and such showers' of
gealding water on the heads of the wretches, when
they pressed near to force an entrance, that they
were glad to retreat, brandishing their tomabawks
and uttering the most fiendish yells,

“Women were wonderfully gifted with strong
nerves and courageous spirits in those days, as the
marvellous story of Mrs. Duston ean testify; she
killed ten Indians with her own hand, and thus
escaped from captivity, and then fearing her word
might not be believed, went back and brought
away their sealps as a trophy of her victory, Yet
I have a shrewd suspicion that these brave women
were not altogether free from the little weak-
nesses of their sex; at least, my grandmother,
when quiet times came round, found a soft place
in her licart, and gave not only her hand, but all
ber fine property, to a second husband, for which
we, her deseendants, cannot quite forgive her—
even the old family plate, marked with the family
crest and eypher, now garnishes the tables of an
alien ruce,

“I have just retumed from a long walk with
my cousins, who had a mind to show me. tho
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W farm, as it is still called, which was
my grandfather's in his lifetime, and should have
fallen to his descendants. As my eye glanced
over the broad acres, swelling into hills and sink-
ing into green glades, sweeping gracefully to the
river's edge, and bordered all round with stately
trees, I could not help wishing my grandmother
had been a teve woman, and kept all these fair
possessions in trust for her descendants. My
cousin Ralph raneily enough says, ‘she was a
true woman, and gave all things, like a dutiful
wife, into her husband’s handsy and his sistor
Kate very quictly answers, “that he was a true
man, for with the true selfichness of his sex, he
appropriated all he had to his own purposes.

“We had a fancy to drink from the old well
that has refreshed so many generations, and from
which, it is enid, my grandfather took a copious
draught but a short time before his last fight. It
was a fine oceasion for my cousin Ralph to show
off his gallantry. Heis somewhat of a coxcomb,
this cousin of mine; but though his wig is bagged
and powdered in the latest fashion, and his rufiles
are of the finest quality, and his gold shoe-buckles
set off a tolerably neat foot to some advantage,
yet he has, after all, a sort of rustic air about him,
which always makes me smile. ITe must think
mo vastly good-natured, or perhaps his vanity
interprets my smile into admiration of himself, for
he takes oceasion to say such very foolish things to
me, as though I were childish enough to Le taken
with a string of fine words, and now that I am in
my sixteenth year! We all stood around the well,
and Ralph dropped the bucket down with such
o great flourish, that if the well had not been
fifty feet deep, we should have becn refreshed
with a cold shower. Then, when he stooped to
dip up some water for us to drink, he let the
silver can slip from his hand, and it would have
gone to the bottom, only by good chance it fell
into the bucket, and so was saved. We could
not help laughing at his awkwardness, which so
confused him, if it were not done in very epite,
that he spilled & good pint of water over Kato's
flowered muslin apron and new taffety gown, for
which he was well rated, for the girl has a sharp
wit of her own.

“ Afterwards we went to see a huge oak tree,
under which, tradition says, my grandfather hid
a great sum of gold, when a cry was raised that
the Indians were coming to attack the place.
Long after that day, so many foalish peoplo came
to dig for tho treasure, that the roots of the tree
wore laid quite bare, and it began to droop and
fade, so that the present owner, who values the
old rolic, was forced to wam off all such persons
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as trespassers.  Tlo has Slled the earth round the
roots again, and covered them with turf, which is
smooth as velvet ; the tree is of a noble size,
and very beautiful to the eye, spreading its leafy
branches broad and high. If there wae any
treasure hidden there, we may well believe my
grandmother knew the secret, and did not suffer it
to fall into other hands.

“Yesterday afternoon my cousin Kate had a
quilting party, which is always an oceasion of
great merry-making here.  She is soon to be
married, and among other preparations has made
a patch-work coverlit out of sinall seraps of silk
brocade and damask, curiously put together. It
can boast as many colours as Joseph's coat, and
has a bunch of flowers in the middle, quite prettily
designed.  All the young girls of her acquaintance
came to assist at the quilting; and though there
was a good deal of talking and laughing, as may
be supposed, yet we worked very industriously
too, for there is a deep border of vines all around
it, and the middle filled up with small diamonds,
but it was all finished and taken out of the frame
before tea time. There was such a display of
good things spread out on the table-——warm cakes
and sweet cakes, pumkin pies and preserves, and
n host of other things scen only in the abundance
of a country town. All the powdered beaux of
the village, friends and brothers of the young
ladics, were invited to tea. Ten, we still call the
social evening meal, though that is a proseribed
Juxury, since the ships were overturned in Boston
harbour, some months ago. But my cousin Kate
always manages to keep a small supply, and with
a pretty sclf-will, which no one ever quarrels
with, she will use it whenever she pleases.

“So as we were all sitting round the table, in
the height of merriment, in came her black girl
Rose, as neat as a pin, with a white apron on,
and a showy plaid handkerchief twisted round her
head, and bearing in her ebony hands a tray, con-
.taining a dozen delicate china cups and saucers,
with a emall silver tea-pot; the wn already
smoked on the table, and a small caddy, inlaid
with pearl, stood beside it. There was a very
patriotic demonstration by those present, at this
open defiance of public sentiment; but Kate
coolly measured out the tea, and poured the boil-
ing water upon it; while the urn hissed louder
than urn ever hissed before, as if to fill up the
awkward paure. Rose stood bohind her young
mistress, turning up the white of her eyes, and
grinning, 8o as to rhow her two vows of ivory
from ear to ear; and presently the fragrant vapor
from the tea pot began to circulate, and soon

acted like o charm on the spirits of the company- / ones, and to fancy how they would all look, for I
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Then eoucin Kate Inughed one of her merry little
aughs, and eonimenced £illing the small tea cups,
which were handed round, and T am sorry to say,
very - few had resolution enough to refuse the
tempting Leverage. But not a drop would T taste
of it, for I Incw that the hatcfid duty imposed,
had been paid on it ; so T cat fanning myself in a
great flush, and looking dazeers at Kate, who
only smiled at mie, and took a <ip of tea, as if
drinking my health. Cousin Ralph, too, who sat
next me, looked so sauey, that T was resalved ke
chould have none; so just as he was raising his
cup, I touched his arm with my clbow, and <ent
the contents fairly over his phich smallelothes,
His face grew very red, and he turmaed a charp
look on me; but T laoked up with such innoeent
surprise, and acked his pardon o gravely, that
he was faily puzzled; and T think came to a
summary eonclusion, that the unlucky jor was
purely accidental.  But there was no more tea
for him, =0 like the boy at the pastry cook’s ~Lop,
he had to be =aticfied with an acrecable odour.,

“ Luckily, the old fiddler who had heen =ent for,
at that moment began to serape his fiddle strinzs
in the hall; and springing from the table, to the
patriotic air of “Yankee daadle) we accepted
phrtnors, and bezan dancing rizht merrily. Cousin
Ralph and I were roon the best friends in the
world again, and we danced a minuet together
with no little applause.  Tn wath I was glad
to cscape a country dance, for the peints of
my satin slippers were made so very lonz, they
pressed my toes sadly. What a foolish fashion this
is, of making the heels o very high! We danced
till quite late—ncarly cleven o'clock I think, which
they told us was out of all rule, and only allowed

in compliment to their little cousin from the city”
* * * * * * *
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“We left our kind friends al II——1, vesterday
morning early, after a week spent very pleasantly
with them, my father being desirous to reach the i
end of the journcy, which had becn delayed some
days by my importunity. <Cousin Ralph and .
Kate rode on some miles with us, and we parted |
very sorrowfully, and with a half promise on my
part to return before her wedding. But the day jf
was fine, and we travelled through a romantic /B
country—very lovely for the most part; and beau-
tifully broken into hills aund valleys, with clear {8
winding streams, and sometimes we rode through §
a thick wood, the trees meeting over our heads,
and the birds singing sweetly in the branches. So |
my cheerfulness could not bat return to me; and
T tried to forget the parting with dear friends, and
began to look forward to the mceting with new|
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had never yet seen any of them, except my unele,

the President, whom T remembered only as a
stately gentleman, when T saw him at our own
house, many years ago. My father was very
taciturn that day, so I was oblized to carry on a
conversation with myself, mentally, in which I was
intraduced to the family, received their welcome,
and returned my answers in the most polite man-
ner imaginable,

“We reached II—n before sunset, and President
Ws house rose before us, looking very imposing
as it stood on an eminence swrounded by old
clms,and the evimson weszem sky flashing brightly
on the windows, It is a large, hospitable looking
mansion, with a stately portico in front, covered
with vines, and in the rear are extensive oflices,
and ample gardens. It commands a fine view of
the country round, and on a elear day may be seen
glimpses of the ocean, and the surge rolling in on
H—n beach, about six miles distant. We had
sent Cato on before us to announce our eoming, so
that when we reached the foot of the avenue, we
saw all the fumily assembled on the portico wait-
ing to receive us. We looked truly like dusty
and way-worn travellers after the day’s journcy,
and our horse drooped his head as if he were
toiling before a plough, though he is a fine, mettle-
some beast, when not tired and hungry. Ihad no
fancy to make such a sorry appearance as we rode
up in presence of the gay party who stood looking
at us, x0, quick as thought, I gave my father's wig
& good shake, by way of emoothing it, which nearly
unsettled his cocked hat, and caused him no small
surprise. Then I opened my riding cloak a Iittlo
to shew the smart lacing of my boddice, and tossed
the hood jauntily a very little from my face;
and taking out a pin, I quictly stuck it into the
horse’s side, at which, with a great enorting, he
broke into a full gallop, which my father vainly
endeavoured to restrain, for another sharp prick
set him off again at the top of his speed, so that
we were carried up with a sort of triumphal
flourish to the door, nor should we have stopped
there, but my father drew in the bridle so sud-
denly,that the good steed sank back on his haunches;
and, in a convulsion of laughter, I was taken off
by one of my cousins who stood waiting to assist
me.

My father looked at his panting steed before
he spoke a word to any one, shaking his head
dubiously, and half believing the creature had gone
mad—so that I was half tempted to betray my
own sccret, but wisely refrained for tho time. My
cousin Jenny received me with open arms, my aunt
also was very cordial, and my uncle W. kissed me
on both cheeks, and told me he had heard I was a

5
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sad little rogue, but a true whig, which pleased mo
mightily.  Then Jenny introduced me to her
brothers, and to half-a-seore of cousing, who were
there, and direetly I fult quite at home. Jenny is
so cheerful and bright, and so handsome too; she
is two or three years older than myself, but we
are sworn friends alrcady, and long before bed
time, we had strolled together into the garden, and
told each other all the seerets of our lives. I am
sure I shall be very happy hero; that is, if there
is not too much trouble abread, but my father and
uncle’ are now in grave counsel together, and news
has just reached us, that the British commander in
Boston has forbidden any intercourse with the
country round, and will not give passports to
go inor out. I could wish my brother R. were
with us, only that I know he ought to remaina nd
do his duty.”

(To be continued.)

LOVE'S DIET.

Tell me, fair maid, tell me truly,
How chould infant Love be fed;
If with dewdrops, shed so newly
On the bright green clover blade ;
Or, with roses plucked in July,
And with honey liquored §
0, nol O, no!
Let roses blow, .
And dew-stars to grecn blade cling:
Other fare,
More light and rare,
. Befits that gentlest Nursling.

Feed him with the sigh that rushes
"Twixt sweet lips, whose muteness speaks
With the eloquence that flushes
All a heart’s wealth o'er soft cheeks;
Feed him with a world of blushes,
And the glance that shuns, yet seeks:
For ’tis with food,
So light and good,
That the Spirit child is-fed;
And with the tear
Of joyous fear
That the small Elf’s liquored.

-

A A A A A A AN A A A A A A AN A A A AR A AR A A A AAAA A AR A VS AR A A A A A A A *

AN A A A VA M A AR A AR A A A A A A AR AR AAAAAA




a- s

o o e e -

AAAA A

N

AAAAARAAAAAAAAA AN VAAAAANAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

And grour'd in death that man might never die,

"When danger threatens, bo thou near to save;

10 TIIK MARINER'S WATCIT HYMN.—TWO CHIEFEST NAMES.
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TIHE MARINER’S WATCIL IITYMN.

BY A SCOTCIIMAN AND A SOLDIER.
While twilight veils the day's departing light,
And yonder orh breaks forth to cheer the night;
Let us adore the goodness and the power
Of Him, whose merey shiclds us every hour.

O, tune our hearts aright,

To celebrate thy praise;

To whom the eloud of night

Is clear as noontide blaze;
Whose tender mercy, and whose goodness too,
Is every night and every morning new.
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Hail! Mighty Lord of nature’s wide-domains,
To whom th' Archangel pours his lofty strains;
Vouchsafe to hear thy creature’s humble lays,
‘While we attempt to sing the Eternal’s praise.
But how shall tainted breath i
Invoke Thy holy name,
Or feeble heirs of death
Omnipotence proclaim,
Yet He, our great High Driest, is ever there,
And consccrates our evening praise and prayer. %

Eternal Sovercign, Lord of land and sea,
This ocean, wondrous world, belongs to Thee ;
Thou Lioldst the mighty waters in Thy hand,
And storm and tempest wait on thy command.
The foaming troubled mazo
In mountain waves uprear,
And thunder forth Thy praise
As onward they eareer.
The quivering vessel mounts their awful steep,
And man beholds thy wonders in the deep.

ANAANANSAR

Yet He, whose frown is in the tempest’s form,
And whose dread voice makes terrible the storm
Once breatl’d on earth an infant’s fecble cry,

The wonders of His grace

And goodness we'll adore,

When ocean’s wonders cease,

And tides shall swell no more ;
‘When quench’d in darkness sets yon orb of hght,
And day cternal shall exclude the night. .

Guide us, oh, Father! through tho tractless wave,

Watch with our watch, and in the hours of eleep,
" Be Thou our pilot through the nwful doep.

And, oh! be ¢ver noar,

We andendy implore, R
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To those we hold <o dear
On DBritain’s sacred shore;

And bid us quickly see thit Luppy strand,

And all we love within our nutive land,

In Thee we trust, Thou fountain of all good,
To waft uy safely o'er the rachr flood;
Let favouring breezes breathe u
And be our shiclier from h
And when Hife's joursey’s dler,
And all its storms Ll cease,
Oh may we reach the ~hore
Where dwells etomal penee,
Yon happy land where nane -hall heave a sigh,
Nor sorrow’s tear shall ever dim the eve.

1o our sails,
ory oales.

TWO CHIETEST

NAMES.

BY GOITLIER.
Protean epirit! Promothean mind,
Whose plastic wit, encompassing all time,
All human fates and changes, all sublime,
All beauty, and all Jowness of our kind,
Like thine own Ariel, has thenee designed
Shapes of surpassing power, some white with
rime
Of hoar-discrowned aze, some passion blind,
Or gay with langhter tones, or dim with crime,
Yet, matchless all :- chief singer of all song !
Through the worn social platitudes that fill
So much of life with barrenness and wrong,
On to the fresh ideal—be our guide |
As Israel once was led by Ioreb’s side :
Pillar of gorgeous cloud ! prevent us still.
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And thou, oh, soleon Milton! that with eyes
Closed to all outward things, didst shape within

A world of dim and awful phantasies,’

Beholding holiest things,—oh, still ari<e,
Star-like upon our vision ; death and sin

Haunt us with dreadful feet; thick darkness lies
Around us everywhere ; night airs begin;
Only above the stars are looking in,

Through the lone desert and the Sinai sands,
Beacon us on to that delicious shore

- Where dwell our dear ones, that have gone be-
fore,

‘Whose voices were as music, whose loved hands
Too warm, almost, for death itself to chill,—
Pillar of fire! oh, lead us onward still.
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EVA HUNTINGDON.

BY B. B M.

CHAPTER L

“Tho rose was yet upon her cheek,
But mellowed with a tonder streak;
‘Whero was the play of her soft lips fled

Byrox,
—

“ Waex is this daughter of ours coming home#”
inquired Lord Tuntingdon of his wife, as the ser-
vants disappeared with the tea equipage, leaving
him to the privilege of freely venting the ill-humour

“Iam sure Icannot say. To-morrow, perhaps,”
was the carcless reply of his companion, a tall,
elegant woman, who retained all the arrogance,
and much of the striking beauty of her youth.

“You cannot say! Then, I think, Lady Hunting-
don, you should make it your duty to asccrtain,
I trust you do not expect me to be dancing attend-
ance on her when she arrives.” '

“I expeet no such thing from you, my lord. One
proof of it is, that I have never mentioned Miss
Huntingdon’s naume in your hearing, till your own
curiosity or fretfulness had previously brought it
on the tapis. Ireceived a very correct, very brief
cpistle, from her sume days ago, informing me that
she hopes to be with us econ. Half a page is
devoted to dutiful expressions and enquiries about
yourself  Would you like to sce it1”

“I! no, why should It and Lord Huntingdon
elevated his shoulders.  “ What do I know of her,
except that we resigned her entirely to the care of
a widowed aunt, when she was a sickly, dying
creature, some twelve months old, and that after
having made up my mind never to be troubled
with her again, I find her suddenly thrust upon
me, just at a moment when my embarrassments
and debts render every additional expense & fresh
cause of anxiety. Of course, the young lady must
be “brought out” without delay,—dresses, jewel-
lery, must be purchased, and heavenknows what
cxpense and annoyance incurred beside.”

“ All very true; but yourlordship scems to for-
get that you are not the only one who has cause
for complaint. Your share of the annoyances will
be very slight. "Tis on the mother,—who will have
to polish, tutor, and watch over her, chaperone her
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» exclaimed the affectionate father, as he impatiently

-efforts to pay off all the debts of that rascally son

everywhere, sce to her dress, manners, and final §
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establishment—that the heaviest burden will have
to rest.  Looking, however, on the bright side of
things, I have already resigned myself to the
infliction, the more casily too, that there are some
softening shades in the picture, which have ap-
parently escaped your notice. In the first place,
Miss Huntingdon delicately intimates in her letter,
that she will, of course with our permission, live a
year at least in total retirement, (which, by the
way, I intended she should do, whether she wished
it or not) A just tribute to the memory of the
relative who has heretofore filled the place of
mother towards her, and whose inopportune death,
at 80 unfavorable a time, inflicts on me the anxiety
of her charge” .

“What! then she will not come out, as you call
it, this winter!” exclaimed Lord Huntingdon, his
look brightening. “Welll *tis a relief; we will
not be bored with her, at least this season, in
London.”

“Not so fast, my lord. In saying that Miss
Huntingdon should not be produced this winter, 1
did not pledge mysclf that she should not accom-
pany me to London. I must see the young girl
first, study her character a little, before I am able
to decide whether I will leave her six entire
months to her own guidance. If I can with any
degree of certainty do so, I most certainly shall,
for I am no more solicitous than yourself to enter
80 soon on iy parental dutiex If pot, she must
come with us to town, living there in the strictest
seclusion, neither seeing nor being scen.  Our first
duty, however, is to provide Miss Hunitingdon with -
8 governess.” )

“Hang Miss Huntingdon and her governess!”

pushed back his chair and caught up a newspaper.
“Let us change the subject, I am sick of it; was
ever an unfortunate man so worried and perse-
cuted by a pair of thankless children! I am
scarcely clear of the difficulties I got into, in my
of ours, when a daughter, whose name, whose very
existence, never gost mq a second thought, must
turn up to plupge me more inextricably than ever
into an ocean of anxiety and trouble”

“AsT havo frequently told you before, Lord
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EVA HUNTINGDON.

Muntingdon, you are really teo impatient,” rejoined
his wife, the calm impassability of her cowitenance
never varying.  “T told you that there were many
softening <hades, and yet you would not hear me.
The first is, the positive certainly that she will be
no trouble to us for some time yet,—the second.
that she will be no expense whatever.  Ier aunt
has left her, besides the gloomy old hall or castle
in which they lived, a couple of thousands, which
I shall make no scruple whatever of devoting to
her own benefit at once. It will pay for her gov-
erness, maid, in short all her expenses; and will
continue to do so till she is settled in life, which
will not be long, for I intend to dispose of her to
the first eligible offer that presents itself”

“ Bravo!” exclaimed her companion, “I do not
wonder at the philosophy you have just paraded,
when you have such saving reflections to fall back
on. I, t00, am perfectly resigned now. I only trust
fortune will favour us still farther, by freeing us
from her entirely in town. Ilave you any idea of
what she is like—of her age §”

«She is about sixteen. With regard to her per-
sonal appearance, I am as ignorant as yourself,
having never beheld her sinee she was six years of
age. Yes; it is exactly ten years ago, that, yicld-
ing ton mingled feeling of curiosity and affection,
I undertook n journcy into the remote fastnesses
of Cumberland to scc her.  You know the result.
The shocking roads, the inns, destitute not only of
the luxuries to which I had ever been accustomed,

‘but of the common comforts of life, prostrated me,

the very hour of my arrival, on a sick bed. With
the first dawn of convalescence, came theimpatient,
the all-engrossing wish to bid an immediate fare-
well to the bare empty corridors, the smoke-stained
pannclling of Huntingdon Manor. DPositively, it
took months to cfface from my recollection, the
remembrance of all I had suffered, mentally, as
well as physically, on that terrible journcy. Oh!
the dnns that we stopped af, the roads that we
jolted over,—the recollection of it makes me shud-
der even now; and then, the house itself —the
coarsely prepared food,—the thin common carpets,
the vulgar ignorant physician, and the dull stupid
hostess. I thought I never would get away from
the place, and the very extent of my impatience,
retarding my recovery, delayed me an additional
week in it.”

“But, you saw the little girl, did ycu not{”

“Yes; at lcast I remember a little hoyden, her

“hair hanging in curls all around her, who burst

noisily into the room where I was lying, my head
throbbing with pnin, my heart aching, if possible,
worse, and who, when I somewhat almrply repri-
mxmded her for her ill-breoding, looked at mo &
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moment in mingled asterizhment and terror, and
then ran from the room.  On my mentioning
shortly after to her amiable guardian, the annoy-
ance the child Lud causcid me, she coldly replied:
¢That she would take especial care I shonld not be
so troubled again’ The pronii-c wasnot forgotten;
and during the fow remaining days of my imprison-
ment at the Manor, 1y solitude was never intruded
on, save by my hostess, Amxmh~mu.1ng, how-
ever, the shock that the child had at first given
me, and the weukness, mentid and bodiiy, that
overwhelmed, prosirated me, rendering socicty,
noise, excrtion, unbearable, I would have perhaps
wished to sce her. hut hic hud heen sent out of the
way to some fricnd’s house, and that,under existing
circumstances, was a eort of rclicf. The cvonirw
previouy to my departure, she was brought to me
at my request, to ray farcwell; and the awkward,

embarrassed way in which she met, or r:xthcr
shunned, my caresses, watching me all the while so
suspiciously, =0 keenly, from bLencath her long
lashes, irritated mie so much that I brouglit our
interview to an immediate close, having pre-
viously, however, given her a handsome ruby ring
from my finger, that scemed to have divided her
attention with mysclf. After a repetition of all
my previous sufferings, softened, however, by the
thonght that I was approaching the end of my
troubles, I arrived at hoine, entirely and cternally
cured of my access of maternal enthusiasm. 1
never saw her since, for Mrs. Huntingdon scemed
as carcless about sending the child to us, as we
were about inviting her; and that is the end of my
long story.”

“ And so, you have no idea of her chnractcr—hcr
looks? Your journcy was indecd a profiiless one.”

“Not entirely, for Ihave a dim recollection that
she had large eyes, and long fair curls.”

“Well,” rejoined her companion, surveyinz him-
self with calm satisfaction in a mirrer thut hung
opposite.  “If she resembles citlier of her parents,
eho will be handsome. Few could compete with
Lord and Lady Huntingdon in their palmy days,
and still, though beginning the descent of life, we
can copoe with the crowd. I only hope that the
girl, for her own sake, has my hair and cyes.”

“But cven if she has them, with my figure and
features besides,” rejoined the lady, “ what will it
avail her? An unpolished, untutored country girl,
destined to shame us by her forward hoydcnism,
or disgrace us equally by her rustic gaucicrie. The
very thought of presenting such a being as my
dnughter—the daughter of Lady Huntingdon, who
is universally acknowledged to be one of the most
polished, the most clegant women in London,—
makos me shudder.”
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“Well, we have at least six months’ reprieve,”
rejoined her hushand. “ Even that is not to bo ;
despised; but what earriage is this stopping at
the door 2 As Tlive, it's our new-found relation I

“Tmpossible!”  exelaimed Lady Huntingdon,
“She cannot have arrived so soon.”

“You are out in your caleulation, Tsabel, for
tis the young Indy herselfs but as I have letters
to write, Teannat be bored with speechifying and
embracitig to-night, o I am off” and taking one
of the wax-tapers, he made a hurried escape into
his study.

“ My nerves will not bear a scene cither,” mur- g
mured hiz wife, “so I also, will put off the inter-
esting exhibition till to-morrow,” and ringing for §
her maid, she aseended to her room, having pre-
viously left orders with one of the domestics,
“that Miss Huntingdon's wants should be care-
fully attended to, and herself informed, that Lord
and Lady ITuntingdon would be happy to sce
her in the morning, a pleasure which the latenoss
of the hour compelled them to defer till then” g

CIAPTER IL

Mioztenr had just struck, the houschold had
all retired to rest, but as Eva ITuntingdon still sat
wakeful in her own apartment, anticipating her
coming interview with her parents, we will intro-
duce her at once to the reader. Lady Huntingdon,
as we have already deseribed, was a very tall,
very striking looking woman, with regular though
haughty features, and dark piereing eyes. Her
daughter was the reverse in every point, Slight
and dclicate, with a profusion of auburn hair
arranged in a multiplicity of curls and braids,
deep blue eyes shaded by very long lashes, and a
soft timid smile. The exquisite fairness of her
ever varying complexion,and the peculiar delicacy
of her features, imparted to her appearance an
air of extreme, almost childish youth. She
was dressed in deep mourning and the sad hue of 3
her gannents harmonized well with the melan-
choly expression that ehadowed her own counte-
nance. She was contrasting at the moment the $
indifference her parents had so recently displayed
towards her, with the fond yearning affection that
filled her own heart.

“They must defer the pleasure of seeing Miss
Huntingdon till to-morrow,” sho exclaimed. “ Ah!l
what a cold heartless message, dictated too, bya
mother—she, to whose heart T had expected to bo
clasped with impatient affection the' moment of ¢
my amrival.”  She sighed decply, and then after g
pause, murmured in a more cheerful tone, « Well,

Perhaps I wrong them, I have been often told that i
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in the great world to which they belong, every
thing is done by rule, by measurement ; that
these who live in it are little better {han slaves
to its opinions and customs, Perhaps it might
have been very wrong, very unfashionable, to have

received me last night. I will wait till to-mor-

row,and I feel convineed that the interview willaa-
tisfy my most ardent expectations, my mistrustful

affection,  Iow could it be otherwiset From -

infancy Thave ever met with kindness and affec-
tion, not only from friends, but even from stran-
gers; need I fear, then, eoldness, or indifference from
my own parentst  Oh, no! I will not even admit
such a thought.”

The following morning, Eva arose at her usual
matinal hour, and hastily attired herself,in expect-
ation of an inunediate summons to the presence
of her parents, Her toilette, however, was com-
pleted, her morning devotions performed and still
her solitude remained unbroken. Anxious to dis-
pel the uncasy doubts that were ngain aseailing
her, she endeavoured to oceupy herself with an
examination of the rooms destined for her use, and
which were furnished with a magnificencé her
young imagination had never even dreamed of,
“Ah! how happy I would be here,” she sighed,
“if the Leloved friend of my childhood were still
spared to me.  Such splendour within, such walks
and gardens without! But who is this i .

Her door’ softly opened, and a Young lady,
dressed with great elegance, a delicate blonde cap
shading, rather than covering, the glossy hair
which fell in Jong drooping curls around her faco,
entered. Miss Huntingdon in her provincial sim-
plicity was about to offer the elegant stranger a
chair, but fortunately for her, the latter, before
she had timo to commit hersclf, inquired after a
rapid, though profound courtesy :

“Would not Miss Huntidgdon prefer breakfast-
ing in her own apartment, as Lord Huntingdon
had gone out riding, and his lady was still in her
dressing room t

Eva hastily replied in the aflirmative, and turn-
ed away, but not in time to prevent the waiting
woman remarking the expression of wounded feel-
ing, of mortification, that over-spread her features.
With a promptitude that under any other circum-
stances would have excited her admiration, an
elegant breakfast was immediately served up,
but even to taste the dclicacies before her, was
out of the question—the extent of her efforts
being to restrain the toars that rose wibidden to
her cyes. Thankful to bo relieved from the jm-
pertinent scrutiny of the attendant, Eva, as soon
as she found herself alone, flung herself on acouch,
togive full vent to the emotion thathad so long op-
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pressed or, but a sudden recollection that Jady
Iuntingdon mightsend for Ler, ere she could efMco
from her countenance the traces of her agitation,
froze her tears in their source. Another long,
heavy hour elapsed, and then the smart waiting
maid reappeared to say : “ that her mistress would
be happy to sco Miss Huntingdon, if tho latter
was ready.”

Eva bowed assent, and with a beating heart
followed the girl through the long suite of hand-
some rooms that led to Lady Huntingdon's apart-
ments.  Throwing open a door, the girl announced
her name, and then left her; trembling with agi-
tation, sho advanced two or three steps into her
mother’s elegant boudoir, and then paused. Enve-
loped in a magnificent cachemere, Lady Ilunting-
don reclined on one couch, whilsther lord lay at full
length on another, a merning journal in his hand.
On Eva’s entrance, ho half rose, and turned a quick,
scrutinizing glance upon her. His wife, without
disarranging even a fold of her drapery, a single
feature of her face, examined the new comer a
moment in cold silence, and then, exclaimed :

“We aro very happy to see you, Miss Hunting-

don.”

Bewildered, stunned with such a reception, a
reception so different from all thather girlish dreams
had pictured, her warm heart yecarned for, Eva
made no reply, but after another pause approach-
d her mother, and silently raised to her lips the
delicate hand her ladyship carelessly tendered
her. Enjoying the comic solemmity, the frigid
awkwardness of the scene, Lord Huntingdon had
again fallen back on his couch, but with his face
turned towards his companions, evidently looking
upon the wholo transaction as a very entertaining
affair in which he had no share whatever.

“Perhaps you did not hear me, Miss Hunting-
don, but I have just told you that we are very
happy to see you”

The sharpness of the speaker’s tones, the im-
plied reproach her words conveyed, were more
than poor Eva's already overflowing heart could
bear, and burying her face in her hands, she burst
into tears. Lord Huntingdon commenced whis-
tling and turned towards the window, whilst his
wife, after a moment’s angry silence, sarcastically
exclaimed:

“Will you have the goodness, Miss Huntingdon,

to inform us of the causo of your sudden grief§ .

If 'tis anything in the deportment of Lord Iun-
tingdon or mysclf, pleasc eay so, and we will cn-
deavour to remody it at once. Anything to pro-
vent that climax of vulgarity—a sccne.”
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answer the purposc vhe Lad intended, her daugh-
ter's tears but fell the faster,

“ Upon my word, this is Lighly entertaining ¥
she exclaimed, drawing Lersclf up with a look of
angry displeasure.  *If your feclings, Mis< Hun-
tingdon, are so exquisitely sensitive that they
must have vent, permit me to request that you
will, in future, eonfine the dizplay of them to your
own apartmcent §”

Still, she obtained no answer from poor Eva,
but her low convulsive sob~.  Prompred cithier by
some passing gleam of good nature, or a desire
to avert a leciure from his wife, which wa« cqually
disagreable, whether addressed to Limscli or to
others, Lord Huntingdon exclaimed, i:s he resumed
the journal he had previously thrown down:

“Did you hear, Irabel, that Lord Villiers has
sold his splendid country villa to pay off kLis
gambling debts”

“ I wish some debts and obligations could e
paid off in any way. Iknow I would joyfully
sacrifice three such villas for the purpose,” was
the petulant reply.

His Lordship smiled, for he understond well the
obligation to which his wife alluded, and after a
covert glance at the unconscious Eva, he conti-
nued:

“Mysterious allusions are also made to same
illustrious lady, & ncar relative of his, having
disposed of her diamonds for a similar necessity,
contracted on her own account.”

“Is it possible?” rejpined his listener with a
sudden look of interest. “I have of late sus-
pected as much, and I must pay particular atten-
tion to her ladyship's jewels the next time we
meet.”

Oh! Lady Huntingdon! this, from you, the
most elegant and refined woman in London
What inconsistency! Her husband continued to
keep her engaged in conversation some time longer,
till Eva had at length succeeded in repressing her
tears. The latter, however, overwhelmed with
confusion at the remembrance of her own ill-timed
display of feeling, her mother's merciless re-
proaches, sat motionless, her eyes still bent on the
ground, her cheek burning with blushes. Suddenly
her father, who had been examining her a moment
in silence, exclaimed:

“Why, Isabel, I declaro our little friend is very,
very pretty, though sho does not bear the slight-
est rescmblance to cither of us. What is your
name, young lady ¢ .

“Eva,” rejoined tho girl, starting and colouring
violontly.

Hor ladyship's icy earcasms, however, did not §  “Just the name I would fancy best suited to
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on.  Fair, slight, gvaceful—what do youn thinki”
§ and he turned to his wife.

§ “Ihave no theughts whatever on the subject.
§ Resemblance between names and persons is too
¢ fanciful a theory forme.  As to Mixs Huntingdon’s
beauty, T disagree with you entirely. I never
did nor never could see anything to admire in a
§ elight, undignified figure, an insipid pink and
white face.  When Miss Huntingdon, however,
will have acquired the happy art of unfastening
her eyes from the carpet and commanding her
coniplexion, g0 as to prevent its constant alterna-
tions, impressing spectators with the idea that sho
is in mortal terror or cmbarrassinent, she will bo
passable enough.”

* Your complexion, Isabella, is at least faultless
in that respeet,” said her husband with a signifi-
cant stile. .

The angry flush that mounted to Lady Hun-
tinzdon's cheek, showing even through her rouge,
told her quick apprchension of the somewhat
gharp jest, and she involuntarily glanced at her
daughter; but her fears were groundless. Had
the rarcasm been twice as pointed, it would have
been incomprehensible to her.  Re-assured on
that point, she turned to Lord Huntingdon and
with an icy dignity which he well knew masked
an internal tempest, replied : ‘

“>Tyeere better for you, my lord, to spare your

daughter such lessons a little longer. At least do
not presumeo to deliver them any more in my pre-
sence.” : ‘

Eva involuntarily glanced from one to another
with a look of puzzled surprise, and her father
with a short, dry laugh, rose and left the room.

aciually trembled as she asked herself what next ¥
Her doubts were soon solved by her companion,
who after motioning her to a scat near her, ex-
claimed :

“I will now, Miss Huntingdon, ask you a few
questions, a liberty which I trust will be autho-

',
rized, in your opinion, by our mutual relationship, 3 accompanied her last words, arose, and with a v
Of course you have some idea of musicy” respectful inclination, left the room, from which *,'f '
“Pardon me, madam,” was the faltering reply. { she was virtually exiled till the diriner hour. To M
—“We had po professors or teachers of it, in the ¢ describe the bitterness of the thoughts that occu- ; '
remote village in which we lived.” pied her for hours afterwards, were impossible, i
“ Perhaps you sing then " : but at length she rose, and with a more cheerful i
“ A little, but I have nover had the advantage ¢ air, evidently the result of some secret resolution, i},
of instruction.” took up & book from her table, and passed out ‘
“Then, that is equal to eaying that you donot § into the grounds. Eva waa young, nnturaily {
fing at ull, I suppose "tis necdless now, to adeif 3 cheerful, and *tis not surprising that in wandering ;, '
You hinve any knowledge of ¥French, drawing or ; through tho splendid avenucs, tho labyrinths of L
‘L'uxcing " massive verdure, that surrounded the mansion, she .
“Iregret to sny, madan, I am equally ignorant § forgot her previous sorrow, and thought Hunting- :
on all these points,” murmured-Eva, whose voico § don Hall a charming place. Time passed swiftly,
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had become fainter with each succeeding reply.
s “You are really a most accomplished young

lady, Miss ITimtingdon,” exclnimed her mother
; with a clouded brow.  “ One whom "twill be quite
§ a pleasure, a pride, to present to the world as my
? daughter. I you do not know music, dancing,
§ Trench, what then do you know$”

The question was an embarrassing one, and
poor Eva could make no answer beyond a convul-
sive quivering of her lips. Lady Huntingdon read-
ing the ominous sign aright, hastily terminated
¢ her interrogatory, Ly cxcluiming :

§  “Well, I will make it my duty to provide you
$ with o governess immediately, who will remedy,
¢ at least in some measure, your total, your deplo-
% rable ignorance. Iumilinting, painful as that
§ ignorance is to me, as a mother, I will not upbraid
you with it, for it may be that you arc not to
blame. I will be enabled to judge of that, how-
cver, by the course of your future conduct, by
your indifference or anxiety to further your own
improvement. I may as well tell you, at once,
that you will have one entire year to devote unin-
terruptedly to your studics, at the end of which
-time you will probably be introduced to socicty.
I had at first contemplated limiting the period of
your seclusion to six months, but your deficiency
in all the accomplishments necessary to your scx,
as well as the extreme youthfulness of your ap-
pearance, compel mo to double that time. Aro
you satisfied §

Of course, Eva replied “ehe was” If her
mother had informed her of her intention of de-
laying her presentation ten years, instead of one,
she would not have ventured to express anything
but concurrence. C

“ Well, now, that we have settled those points,”

$ resumed her mother, “ I will not detain you any
longer. If you should require anything, Willis
will attend you. Your own woman will be hero
this evening.  Remember we dine at seven.”

. Ewa, {interpreting aright the cold bow which

~
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almost unnoted, by her, and a few moments after
she had re-entered the house, one of the domestics
announced to her “ that dinner would shortly bo
served” Al her former anxicty and uncasiness
retumed with double force.  To be again exposed
to the cruel serutiny, and still crueller reproaches,
of her haughty mother, the mocking curiosity of
her father; the very idea was intolerable, and she
felt she could have sacrificed all, cvery thing she
possessed, to have escaped the trial, even for that
day; such wishes, however, were fruitless, and
with a eountenance plainly betraying her internal
discomposure, she descended to the drawing
room. Her confusion on approaching the door,
was redoubled, for on glancing through it, she saw
a strange gentleman, somewhat resembling her
father in stature-and appearance, leaning against
the mantel-picce, and conversing with Lady Hun-
tingdon, whose features wore a smile of great
swectness, very different to the expression which
had animated them during her morning interview
with her daughter. The slight noise which the
latter made on entering, instantly attracted the
stranger’s attention, and ho turned quickly round.
Surprise and curiosity were blended in the camest
glance he fixed upon her; but the instant Lady
Huntingdon had exclaimed, “ Mr. Arlingford, Miss
Huntingdon,” he recovered his self-command, and
springing forward, presented Eva a chair, 1o
then fell back into his former position, and taking
advantage of the embarrassment which prompted
her to studiously avert her glance, examined her at
hisleisure. Lady Huntingdow’s glance, which had
again turned on her daughter, suddenly dnmcncd,
and in & freczing tone, she exclaimed :

“Arc you aware, Miss Huntingdon, that you
have come down to dinner 3"

Eva looked up, then looked down, and finally
faltered :

[ X?'es‘

“ Why, then, do you make your appearance in
such a toilette as that? You will oblige me by
returning to your room at once, and making the
pecessary alterations. Let Willis attend you”

Eva bit her lip, but resolutely repressed all
farther symptom of emotion, and instantly rose
from her chair. Mr. Arlingford, however, good-
naturedly interposed.

“ Nay, dear Lady Huntingdon, permit me to in-
tercedo for the young lady. Be but merciful this
time, and the offence will not be repeated.”

Lady Huntingdon’s brow was still contracted,
but Mr. Arlingford so camestly, yot so respect-
fnlly persisted, that sho at length exclaimed :

“ Well, though 'tis a very dangerous precodent,
I consent, and I trust it may be tho last time I
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shall be called on to reproach Miss Huntingdon
with so unpardonalle an over-izht.”

“Yes, but the offence is not o very great, as
we are en famille. Your lady:Lip wust remem-
ber that Miss Huntingdon and I are relatives.”

“Were it not for that very relationship, slight,
distant as it is, Miss Iluntinzdon would not have
made her appearance in the drawing reom to-
night. I have already mentioned w you that I
do not intend to introduce her to soeicty for ano-
ther year—perhaps two. Shc is a more child
yet.”

“She is indeed,” he inwardly thousht, as his
glance rested on Eva's elight fizrure, her tinud,
youthful face, suffused at the moment with pain-
ful blushes. “ A child in heart, as well as yeara”

At this juncture, Lord Huntingdon entered, und
passing his daughter without the slightest mark
of notice, approached his wife, and was roon en-
gaged in an animated dialogue with her and ihieir
guest. Shortly after dinner was annonnee, and
thanks to the interesting conversation of Mr.
Arlingford, who contriyed to cngross the entire
attention of the hostess, Eva passed safely
through an ordeal in which she would otherwise,
most certainly have failed.  Returned to the
drawing-room, Lady Iuntingdon resumed her

.former seat, whilst hcr daughter took up her po-

sition as far as possible from her, finding ro other
occupation, meanwhile, to divert her sad theuglts,
than to wish hersclf far, far, away in the oll well
known saloon at Iuntingdon Manor. She was
re-called from an imaginary flight shie had taken

‘thither, by the entrance of the gentlemen,  Mr.

Arlingford was soon engaged again in lively con-
versation with his fair hostess, whilst Lerd Hun-
tingdon, after making the round of the room, two
or three times, suddenly pauscd before his daugh-
ter.

“Do you play chess, Isabella?”

He had forgotten already that her name was
Eva. With trembling recollection of what she
had suffered already, from her mother's cross
questioning, she replied in the negative.  “ Chee-
quers then,—surely you know something of that.
What! don't lmow cheequers either? Well, give
us at least an air on the harp or piano, which ever
is your fo

Again poor Eva had to acknowledge her igno-

rance, and ber father, elevating his evebrows,

walked off, muttering to himself: *I wonder then
what you do play ¢ Her eyes sadly followed him,
and as ho turned to Lady Huntingdon with some
laughing remark, she felt her mother was indeed
@ blessed being, so secure in her own superiority,
80 certain of the admiration and respect of all

_+
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around her. - From Lord Iluntingdon her glanco
involuntarily twrned to his guest, who was stand-
ing near him, and there it long dwelt.

M. Arlingford (who was apparently about thirty-
six vears of age.) was not what could be ealled a
stri\:tly haudsome man, but there was an air of
aristoeratic elegance, of carcless grace about
Lis manner, his creet symmetrieal figure, that
amply compensated for the absenee of mere regu-
larity of feature. The expression of his counte-
nance, too, was benevolent and intelleetual in the
extrame, tempering the mockery of the quict,
thowhironical smile that at all times played round
Li< mouth,  Lva was still engaged in her carnest
stuly, when the object of it suddenly raised Lis
cyos’an‘l deteeted her. To say that she was con-
fused, embarrassed, would not express half of what
the felt.and the nervous start with which she
averted her glanee, the deep searlet that suddenly
dyed her cheek and brow, made Arlingford smile
h; spite of himsclf.  Unwilling, however, to add
toher already overwhelming confusion, he instantly
turned away his eyes,  After some time, he care-
lesaly approached her, and leaning his arm on a
chair near, exclaimed in the kind but soothing tone
in which he would have addressed a petted child:

“Iave we offended you, Miss Huntingdon, or is
it, that our conversation is so uninteresting or dis-
agrecuble-to you, that you are forced to shun it §”

Fxa involuntarily glanced at her parents, and
that rapid flecting look was filled with a meaning
that she herself was totally unconscious of,—a
meaning that fully replied to the question that had
just been proposed to her.

“If it would not be an unfair question, may I
ask if you prefer Huntingdon Hall to your former
residence in Cumberland ¢

“Oh! far from it)” vehemently rejoincd Eva,
surprised for the moment out of her habitual
timidity and reserve. “I enjoyed there a happi-
ness which I need never hope to know again”

“Nay, my dear Miss Huntingdon, that is real
despondency, a language which at your ‘age is
¢qually unsuited and unpardonable. Were it I
who spoke thus, T who have iningled in the busy
strife of life, discovering each dny some new de-
ception, some new falschood, scquiring the sad
knowledge that years and experience alone can
impart, I indeed might be pardoned for speaking
#s one to whom hope is dead.”

“But you are not so very old, surely I” was the
simple remark. .

Mr. Arlingford smiled, not ironically, as was
often his wont, but mirthfully and kindly, as bLe
rejoined ; coLT

“Older perhapsin worldly wisdom than in years,
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and still nore than double your age, for Lady
Hunfingdon has just told mo you are sixteen
Remember, though, this confession is made in strict
confidence, for human nature approaching forty, is
apt to bécome very mysterious, very brief on the
subject of age.” '

Eva looked up, and as her glanco rested for a
mament on hisstately figure, his rich dark hair and
speaking cyes, she knew, notwithstanding her
simplicity, that ho epoke in jest.

“Do you look forward with great impatience to
the termination of your year of probation " he
asked.

“Oh! no; on the contrary, I wish I had threo
instead of onc to count on. I Lave so many things
to lenm.”

Arlingford smiled : misinterpreting the cause,
she eamestly exclaimed :

“Oh! indeed, I have musie, dancing, French;
all—of the very rudiments of which I an entirely
ignorant.”

Her companion’s late smile fled, and he half
tighed as the sudden reflection presented itsclf, that

- the knowledge the young girl spoke of, would

probably be ncquired at the expense of a possession
far, far beyond it in value,~her childish innocence
and humility ; however, he rejoined ;

“ Well, Miss Huntingdon, with perseverance and
good will, you will probably accomplish more in
one year, than others less favorably disposcd,
would do in three.”

Ier face Lrightened, but it soon again grew
thoughtful, and she murmured, half to herself: .

“Ifearnot. Mamma is so discouraged, so dis.
satisfied with me,” she said; “yesterday, she had
no bopes whatever of my ever being able to make
up for the terrible amount of time I have lost”

“Lady Huntingdon, it appears then, is not of a
very hopeful temperament. Well, Miss Eva,
encouragement is generally acknowledged to be
almost as nocessary as study itself to advancement
in any pursuit, and as her ladyship's desponding
character ineapacitates her from bestowing it, allow
me to take upon myself that pleasant office 7

"Ere Eva could reply, Lady Huntingdon called
away Mr. Arlingford, and he found no further op-
portunity of prosccuting his newly framed friend-
ship that evening.

Three days afterwards, Eva was summoned at
an unusually early hour to her mother’s dressing
room. On entering, she found her engaged in
conversation with a strange lady, whose plain
dark toilette and rather unfashionablo air, proved
she was not one of her ladyship's visitors.” On
hor daughter's entrance, sho briefly exclaimed :

-%
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24 EVA HUNTINGDON.

lady is your govemess, and I suppose ’tis unne-
cessary to tell you that ehe is entitled for the future
to the same deference and submission that you
would pay to myself " ;

Mrs. Wentworth turned on her new pupil a pair
of singularly bright, picrcing cyes, and then re-
Jjoined, evidently satixfied with the examination;

“From {he young lady’s personal appearance, I
would hardly expect her to prove either a trouble-
some or a refractory pupil.”

“That will do, Miss Huntingdon,” raid her lady-.
ship, with a slight motion of her head towards the
door. Lva comprchended it, and instantly with-
drew. Iler mother then tumed to Mrs. Wentworth,
exclaiming :

“You have promised me, that in the space of
one year, you can make Miss Huntingdon a tole-
rable linguist and musician. 'Tis undertaking a
great deal; and, pardon me, but T must say I
entertain some doubts of your ultimate success”

“Your ladyship need have nonc whatever.
Since T have scen the young lady herself, T feel
more convineed than ever that my task will not
be an impossible .one.  The full authority with
which you have invested me, combined with my
own cndeavours and the gentleness and intelli-
gencewhich Miss Huntingdon’s countenance reveals,
will enable me to accomplish all I have promised.”

« 1 trust so, Mre. Wentworth, and your success
will render me cternally your debtor”  Mra,
Wentworth conmprehended from the silence that
followed this speech, and the look of weary list-
lessness that overspread her companion’s features,
that their interview was at an end, and she ac-
cordingly rose and betook herself to the rooms
that had been prepared for her and which adjoined
thoee of her future pupil.

'CRAPTER 111,

Tuz next day Eva entered on her new duties, and
it was cvident from the written rules her precep-
tress silently placed in her hand, that she was
resolved to fully redeem the pledge she had given
to Lady Huntingdon. Embracing a strict routine,
commencing at scven in the morning, terminating
at a similar hour in the evening, no relaxation, no
time for recreation allowed, save one short hour
at noon, Eva, who, under a more judicious, more
indulgent system, would have found her new oc-
cupations so many sources of pleasure, soon learn-
ed to look upon them with unqualified aversion,
Mrs. Wentworth was not a tyrant in the common
acceptation of the word, she derived no paltry
pleasure from the mero exercise of her authority,
the display of her power, butshe was a woman of
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rigid unbending will, merciless “in the execu-
tion of what she eonsidered her duty, which latter,
we regret to add, was generally subservieut to
her interests. We have scen the ascurance she
had so unhesitatingly griven to {Lady Huntingdon,
and that assurance she was resolved to fulfil,
though her pupil's™spirits, health snd happiness
thould bhe sucrificed.  But one chort month had
clapsed since she had entered Huntingdon Hall,
and already the bright rose hiad berun to fude
from Jiva's check, the joyous sile from Ler coun.

y

tenance.  One mornine diat the latter, toraented
with a violent Leadeacl.e, entered tiove wivillingly
than ever en the labours of the day, her teacher
struck by her pale and suffering appearance, the
prelude, perhaps, to two or three duy < sickness
and consequent inactivity, permitted Ler to take
her books out with her into the wardens, under
condition * that she should retum in an hour and
that the tasks should he fortheomine then?” Grate-
ful for even this reprieve, Eva murmured her
thanks and hurried out into the fre<h open air.
With a childish wish to be out of sicht of the

windows of the study, the seene of all her troubles,

she hurried on till she reached the foot of the long
oak avenue and then turning off into a small
alley, flung herself on a rustic beneh near. There
panting and breathless she looked eagerly around,
The quivering sunbeams, the morning matins of
the birds, appealed most powerfully to cvery pre-
dilection and feeling of her heart, and involuntarity
she breathed a wish “that she could transform
herself into a linnet, a butterfly or even a flower,
anything rather than a reasonable, respon<ible
girl of sixteen, with the awful task before her of
making up in one year, for all the deficiencies and
neglect that had marked the course of the last
fifteen.” For a moment she yielded to the cheer-
ful influence of everything around her and with
o joyous emile, she raiscd her head and shook
back her bright curls, but the volumes on her lap
suddenly caught bLer eye and recalled her to her-
sclf. Her face, now dull and clouded, as it had
been joyous a moment before, she resumed the
odious French Grammar, more unintellizible and
hopeless than the written ravings of the Sybils,
cast & despairing glance at the birds, at the trees,
at the sky and then burst into tears. The barrier
once passed, she no Jonger thought of controlling
her emotion, of turning to her tasks, but continued
to sob on with the passionate vehemence of child-
hood. Thoughts of the happy home she had left,
that home where life had been to her one long
summer day, and which ber cyes were never to
rest on again, thronged upon her. Again sho
stood in its well known halls, and wandered be-
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neath the lofty spreading trees that surrounded it,
jovous, happy in the love of all around her, eare-
less and wnthinking of the future, and as the pie-
ture grew fairer and brighter to her inward gaze,
she passionately exclaimed:

“Oh! would, would, that I were again in Cum-
berland I”

“ Nay, Miss Huntingdon, that wish is unkind to
your fricuds, to us all,” exclaimed a manly but
gentle voiee, heside her,

Terrificd and ashamed, Eva sprang to her feet,
but Mr. Arlingford, for it was he, gently detained
her.  “Dear Miss Eva, why would you shun me
thust Am T not your relative, your friend also,
that is, if you will accord me the coveted title §
Sit down again,” and he gently drew her to her
former seat.  “Sit down, and tell me the cause of
all this home-sickness, this grief? I may, perhaps,
be of service to yow”

“Oh! no, no,” she rejoined with a passionate
sob.

“You cannot help me. ’Tis that hopeless, that
heart-breaking French.” '

An irrepressible gnile flashed across Arling-
ford's featurcs, but he instantly checked it, for
disproportioned as the cause might have been to
the greatness of her sorrow, its sincerity at least
called for his sympathy. Seating himself beside
her, he took up one of the volumes, kindly ex-
claiming :

“ Well, permit me at least to try what I can
do?! My knowledge of French may assist us
both.”

“What! you know French then,” and the girl
turned to him with a joyous etmt. “And you
will explain to me those dreadful rules, and help
me with the verbs.”

“ Willingly, willingly : we will accomplish it all
in a short time.” -

“ How kind, how good you are; but we will
commence at once, if you please, for Mrs. Went-
worth has limited me to an hour, and I have fool-
ishly spent half of it in crying”

Hastily brushing back her thick curls from her

face, she opened the book and entered zealously
onher task. Her companion, who was as familiar
Wwith the language as with his own, smoothed all
the difficulties that had heretofore appeared insur-
Mountable, explained every difficult passage, and
these were of very frequent octurrence, and with
bis aid the tasks were soon completed.

“ Thank you, thank you!” Eva exclaimed with
8 look of devoted gratitude that would have more

* than repaid a kindness of ten times the amount.

“My heart feels as free and light as it used to do
long aga, Oh! if I understood and spoke French
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as you do, I would think myself the happiest he-
ing in existence. Yet, no, I would have music
and drawing to worry me still, and I eannot play
in time, I cannot draw straight lincs, My castles
are all on the plan of the leaning tower of Pisa;
my trees like mushrooms.”

“ Well, you are a beginner, Miss Huntingdon,”
was the smiling reply. “ And, I will venture to
prophesy, that in a ycar from this, if you but
evince as much quickness in your other pursuits
as you have denc this morning at your French,
you will be satisfied even with your own pro-
grcss‘"

. “ Oh! that onc year—that one year I" murmured
Eva, slowly shaking her graceful head. *Ilo
I dread it :

“Then, you do not still wish for three, as you
did the evening I first had the pleasure of meet-
ing you”

“Oh! no, I have learncd to think very differ-
ently since then.”

“ But, notwithstanding all your trials, Miss Eva,
surely you would still prefer to suffer on, in order
to obtain the noble recompence that will erown
your efforts in the end.  Say, would you not rather
study and endure here, than grow up in Cumber- .
land in happy—->"

“Ignorance, you would say,” calmly added Eva,

filling up the momentary pause. “No” she
emphatieally exclaimed, after a moment's thought.
“ No, Mr. Arlingford, whatever you may think of
me for acknowledging it, I would. rather never
know a note of music—never speak a word of
French—never sketch a line, than undergo the
dlavery of leamming them according to Mrs.
Wentworth's system.”

“ Ahl ’tis your governess’ method that you dis-
like, not study itselft. What part of it do you
object to 1"

“I do not clearly understand myself Indeed,
till this morning I had no idea of any other. I
thought the path of learning was at all times
harsh and painful, but since you have assisted me
8o kindly to-day, explaining so patiently, points-
that I fancied I could never understand, simplify-
ing, bringing everything down to the level of my
understanding, I feel that with such a tutor, I could
learn to love my studies as much as I now dislike
them. Do not misunderstand what I havesaid re-
garding Mrs. Wentworth. She is kind, attentive,
anxious, but her great mistake is, that she
over estimates my capacity, and my natural gifts,
Impressed with the idea that I am what is called
“ quick,” she puts long unintelligible lessons into
my hands with the conviction that I am able to
accomplish them all, that a non-performance of
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them is the result of indolence or indifference.
To any remonstranees or prayers that T may ven-
ture on, she replies only by a firm ¢ Miss Hun-
tingdon, it must be donc!  What can I ray{ I
sit there for hours, puzaling myself over thern, ill
my poor head aches, and my very senses become
stupified and bewildered.  Indeed, I never would
succeed in learning one half of my tacks, were it
not that T study two or three hours at night. I
am thus enabled to fulfill them in some sort of
way.”

« What, after studying all days How cruel,
how injudicions ” exclaimed Arlingford, warmly.
“ Certainly, T do not blame you now, for righing
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Eva's friend, to tell her that she was mistaken, to
whisper, that for one who would admire the cold
etateliness of Jady Huntingdon, twenty would
prefer her own blooming, girlish beauty, and he
quictly rejoined:

“ Yes, indeed, Eva, Lady Huntingdon is in every
gense of the word, a magnificent woman ; but you,
too, have your attractuons, and those attrac-
tions will be doubly, trebly, cnchanced in value,
when they are accompanied by the charms of a
cultivated intellect, and the graceful accomplizh-
ments of your sex.” :

« Accomplishments, alas! that brings me back
to my troubloes, 1y music, my wearisome French.”

“ It appcoars, then, that e Froneh lanmuage is
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vious, Eva tremblingly seated herself at her desk,
expecting & double allowance of French and seve- %
rity, but to her infinite surprise, the tasks so far $
from being lengthened, were diminished by nearly
half, and che herself dismissed an hour earlier
than usual.  Whilst losing herself in cfforta to
solve the mystery, wondering whether it could be
the result of any interference on the part of her
new friend and champion, Mr. Arlingford, she was
thrown into a greater state of surprise, by a mes- §
sage from Lady Huntingdon, requiring her imme- g
diate preseuce in the sitting room. With the §
feelings of a criminal cited before her judge, (with ¢
such sentiments she ever appeared before her ;
mother,) Eva obeyed the summons, but on enter- §
ing the room she breathed more freely for Mr. ;
Arlingford was also there, engaged in conversation ;
with her mother. Ile welcomed her with the $
warm friendly cordiality, which Lady Huntingdon's g
chilling statcliness towards her daughter never
influenced in any degree, and her ladyship ex-
claimed: .

“Mr. Arlingford has been kind enough to pro-
mise me that he will occasionally, when disgn-
gaged, read an hour with you in some of the French
authors. Though you cannot sufficiently appre-
ciate yet the honour he does you, nor the advan-
tages you will enjoy of acquiring the pure accent,
and elegant style of one so perfectly conversant
with French as Mr. Arlingford is, I trust you will
at least display your gratitude by undivided ap-
plication.”

“Oh! of course, dear Lady Huntingdon; but I
must first eamn Miss Huntingdon’s gratitude, be-
fore she can be reasonably called on to bestow
it,” he exclaimed, somewhat impatiently. «Here,
Miss Eva,” and he turned to her, evidently an-
xlous to put a stop to Lady Huntingdon’s farther

now, if you are ready.” The work he had select-
ed was a very clever essay on the French lan-
guage in the form of a dialogue, and ceding to
his young companion’s evident wish that he should
read first, he commenced.  The rich, manly tones
of his voice, the purity, the elegance of his accent,
entranced his listeners, and Eva was so absorbed
in the pleasure it afforded her, that it was only
when he presented her the volume she remem-
bered the part that she herself had to play. More
ashamed than ever of her own deficiency, farther
embarrassed by her mother’s presence, she read
¢ven worse than usual. In vain Arlingford prompt-
ed, whispered, encouraged, she became more and

. More bewildered, till at length, Lady Huntingdon,

Who had been indulging for some time, sotto voce,
in such exclamations, as “shocking! barbarous!” &
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started from her seat, and exclaiming: “ Excuse
me, Mr. Arlingford, but I really cannot stand the
infliction of Miss Huntingdow's French,” swept
from the room.

“There, Mr. Arlingford,” exclaimed Eva, tum-
ing to him with tears in her eyes. “Did I not
tell you, that my efforts, my struggles, were of no
avail?  See, even mamma, who is so solicitous
about my progress, cannot disguise her discourage-
ment, her disappointment. Mrs. Wentworth ap-
pears almost as hopeless—you are the only one
that can even listen to me with patience, and I
know, of course, that you, 10, will soon weary of
me.”

“That fear is entirely groundless, dear Eva,”
was the feeling reply. “ Such sweetness and gen-
tleness as you evinee, even if unaccompanied by
your natural talent, would render the task of as-
sisting you pleasurable instead of wearisome ;
but we are just as well alone; we will succeed
far better when freed from the restraint of a third
party.” Arlingford was right, and Eva, regaining
Ler confidence, soon found things advance as
emoothly as they had done the day previous,
With some smiling remark about fearing to
over-task her,” he at length closed the book, ex-
claiming : “ And now, tell me, dear Miss Hunting-
don, how did you and Mrs. Wentworth get on to-
day ¥

“Much better than usual. She shortened ‘my
tasks considerably and dismissed me a whole
hour earlier. I have been secking ever since to
divine the reason. Ah! you are smiling | 'Tis to
yoﬁ, then, dear kind Mr. Arlingford, that I owe
this new favour. How can I ever repay you for
4ll your goodness {”

“'Tis & debt already nobly repaid by your ge-
nerous acknowledgment of it, but if I might re-
quest a boon in return, T would solicit a promise
from you, that you will study no more after night.
"Twill work you more injury than good.”

“T will willingly give it, if I can continue to
satisfy Mrs. Wentworth as before, which I fear
will almost be impossible.”

“ Impossible or not, my little Eva, it must be
done. Your sight, your health, are of more impor-
tance than your French fables. Promise me then,
that you will comply with my wishes at least for
one month §” .

“Well, if T do consent, how will I pass my
evenings? They appear so very long, and will
feel 8o very lonesome.” . :

“ Yet, it must be endured, Eva; I confess, Mrs,
Wentworth cannot be a very entertaining com-
penion for one of your age, but her conversation
will certainly be of service to you.”
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“True, but Mrs, Wentworth and I seldom or
never epend our cvenings together.  After seven,
she retires to her own room, where her supper is
served, I take mine usually in my own apart-
ment, and I never see her till the ensuing day.”

“Well, if you have not her, Eva, you have

your parents, and could you not spend a happy

hour in their socicty.”

“1 might, perhaps, were I permitted to be
with them, but, papa, I rather think, finds me in
the way, whilst mamma prefera that I should be
always with Mrs. Wentworth. When I have
dbne with the latter, I will be more suited to be
a companion to mamma.”

“ God forbid you ever would!”, inwardly mur-
mured Arlingford to himself, as he endeavoured
to smooth his brow, which had ominously dark-
ened during Eva’s last speech. ¢ It would be at
the sacrifice of everything that is good and noble
in your nature.”

His companion broke the pause which followed
by exclaiming :

“ When may I hope for another lesson from
youf” - '

“To-morrow; I will be here about this hour,
and if you bring your other books, I will assist
you in preparing the lesson of the following day
for Mrs, Wentworth, It will totally obviate the
necessity of your studying at night. I regret to
gay, though, that I must then bid you farewell,
for a fortnight at least, for I must leave for Arling-
ford Castle. I have received two or three press-
ing letters regarding some affairs which can only
be settled by myself in person.”

“ And are you glad to go?”

“Far from it. The roads are rugged and un-
pleasant, the journey dull and tiresome.”

“ Then, I sce, I am not the only one in this
world who has troubles,” said Eva, thoughtfully.

Charmed, as well as amused, by the serious ex-
pression that suddenly ehadowed her sweet child-
ish features, Arlingford smilingly rejoined:

“ Yes, indeed, dear Miss Eva, and believe me,
that notwithstanding the difficulties of French
verbs and participles, the cares of an estate are
still weightier. I will now, however, leave you
We will meet again to-morrow, and then, eay
farewell for a fortnight.”

Eva frankly, frecly, placed her hand in his, and
then quickly tumed away, congratulating herself
that he had not scen the childish tears that, des-

pite her efforts, rose to her eyes, but she rejoiced

without reason, for Arlingford’s quick glance had
already detected them, and they but redoubled
his compassion and eympathy for the gentle

AAAARNANNVAA, ~ o

:
$
$
4
g
i
g Upon my saddencd brow,

AAAAAAANANAAAABNPAANANANAANANAANANNNAANAANAAN

AAAANASANAAAAANSAAAAAA A

neglected creature, whose lot had been cast among
beings of so inferior, so0 different a mould.
(To be continued.)

‘

THE HUNTER TO IIIS DYING STEED.

BY R. E. M.
“ Wo worth the chase, wo worth the day,
That cost thy life, my gallant grey.”
The hunter stood by his dying steed
With deep, dejected mien,
And sadly stroked its glossy neck,
As fine ag silken sheen.
Thou'rt dying, aye! my faithful one,
Alas! ’tis casy known,
Or, thy neck would arch beneath my touch,
And brighten at my tone ;
Ah! turn not then thy restless eyes

8corr.

Nor look with such imploring glance—
I cannot help thee now.

No more we'll bound oer dew-gemm’d sward,
At break of summer mom,

Or wind through dells and forests green,
To the hunter’s merry horn.

No more we'll brave the rapid stream,
Or battle with the tide,

Nor cross the slippery mountain path,
Its ravine: wild and wide.

Oh! we have travelled many miles,
And dangers have we braved,

And more than once thy matchless speed

§ Thy master’s life hath saved: -

And many a night we've passed beneath
The clear and starry sky,

The forest green our only couch,
None near, save thou and L o

And pillowed on thy glossy neck,
How sweet has been my rest,

By thee so truly loved and watch'd,
So lovingly caressed.

How often, too, I've shared with thee
The hunter’s scanty fare,

For, to sce thee suffer want or pain,
My heart could never bear. '

And, now, thou liest in ngony,
As if thy heart would burst,

And T! what can I do for thee,
Save slake thy burning thirst §

That parting sob, that failing glance—e
The pains of death are past—

Thy glazing eyes still turned on me,
Aye! loving to the last.

Well may my tears o'er thy cold form,
My steed, flow fast and free,

For, oh! I have had many friends,
Yet noue as true as thee.
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PEACE.

v BY J. P.

Tue progress of civilization is the progress of
reason. A nation is not civilized by its amount of
wealth, its extent of territory, or its superiority
of power, but by the expansion of the reasoning
faculties of its pecple, and their subordination to
itslaws. Tt is this which marks the superiority of
the United States over Mexico, of Great Britain
over Russia. The progress of reason is co-existent
with the progress of peace. Nations the most
barbarous, are the most warlike; those most peace-
ful, are the most civilized. A taste for physical
force increases, as the rensoning faculties decrease;
as a people are mentally debased, arc they physi-
cnlly eruel.  War i3 the chief characteristic of
physical force, and a pretty correct standard by
which civilization may be measured.  And ns
civilization progresses, as the human family im-
prove, as they advance to that perfection to which
their construction gives assurance, so will they
perceive its futility for good, so will they perceive
its long catalogue of cvils, so will they strive to
banish it from every portion of the globe. The
young soldier, ardent to display his prowess on
the battle field; the aged one, who glories in re-
citing the number he has hwled into eternity;
the lover of the old school, who delights to listen
to deeds of slaughter; the would-benilitaire, who
glories in a pair of newly raised moustaches; all
these, perhaps more, will sneer at the prediction,
and pronounce it visionary and impracticable ; but
that period will come nevertheless ; it must come ;
the Bible hags said, it skall come! when

“ No more shall nation against nation rise,

Nor ardent warrior meet with hateful eyes,

Nor fields with gleamy steel be covered o'er, -

And brazen trumpets kindle rage no more ;

But useless lances into scythes shall bend,

And the proud falchion in a ploughshare end.”

It is now about two centuries since William
Peuan presented the olive branch to nations as a
“substitute for the sword, when he held that war
may be advantageously substituted by arbitration.
This good seed fell apparently upon a stony soil;
this ray of light shone for many ages only in the
bosom of the Society of Fricnds, Secmingly, it
was forgotten by all else; but, imbued with that
imperishablo element—truth, and sanctionod by
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come all obstacles, and has now burst forth in a
eplendour which will eventually illumine the
world. It is not more than twenty years ago,
that these views of Penn's began seriously to
occupy public attention, but since that period they
have increased their influence most rapidly. Fifty
essays have been published, and a very large
number of public meetings have been held on the
Peace Question in the United States, and several
petitions have been presented to Congress. In
Great DBritain, one hundred and fifty meetings
have taken plnce, and one thousand petitions have
been presented to the Imperial Parliament, in
favor of inter-national arbitration, During the
last session, says Mr. Burritt, more persons signed
petitions for Universal Peace, “than for all the
other necessitics of that nation put together,” and
on the 12th of June, Mr. Cobden brought the
question before the House of Commons, when, after
an animated but respectful discussion of six hours,

it received the support of eighty-one members, who

represented some of the most influential constitu-
encies of Great Britain.  When it is remembered
how much fewer were the number of votes
which many great reforms, now secured, obtained
upon their introduction into that assemby, the
Friends of Peace ought to consider their first effort
there, as a triumph. In 1843, a Peace Congress
was held in London, and attended by twenty-five
delegates from the United States, and several
from France and other continental countries, In
1848, a second was held in Belgium, consisting of
one hundred and fifty delegates from England and
the States, and about an equal number from Bel-
gium and eclsewhere. Last August, a third was
held at Paris, and attended with far more cheering
circumstances than its predecessors, + No less than
five hundred English delegates were present,
who, together with forty from America, and
many from France, Italy, Germany and other
places, amounted to nearly one thousand! Assem-
‘bled together in the Salle de Ste. Cicille, they pre-
sented & noble appearance, one which the nine-
teenth century may be proud of There ‘were

black men and white, protestants and catholics,’

French and. Englich, Americans and Bolgians,

that unconquerable element—reason, it has ovor- § Germans and Spaniards,—men different in lan-
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guage and in creed, but united in an earnest desire
to bind the whole human family in peace and love.

In Canada little has been done for the furtherance
of this good cause, beyond the exertions of the
Revds. Messrs. Cordner and MacLeod, and a few
others, of Montreal. In June last, our first public
Peace Meeting was held, when the Rev. Jobn
Cordner, and F. Frothingham, Esquire, were elected
Delegates to the Congress at Iaris. It is to be
hoped that this beginning is to be the precursor of
many similar efforts.

We now propose to offer a few observations
upon the merits of this question, and in doing so,
it will be scarcely necessary to state, that when we
assert the total illegality of war, we allude to wars
of aggression.*

L We will first view this question on the ground
of Christianity. Is its practice with the Divine
precepts of our Saviour? We answer, No, Chris-
tianity commands us to “return good for evil,” to
“ follow peace with all men,” and expressly says,
“ Thou shalt not kill” The most sublime feature
in the life of Christ, is his abhorrence of physical
force. His career upon earth is a denial of the
lawfulness of war. Ilc was ushered into the world
with the song of “ Peace on earth and good will
among all men” He left it, saying,—« All they
that take the sword, shall perish by the sword.”
Does such language countenance war? Unless
we can prove that war saves, and not destroys—
that it is humane and bloodless, and not life-
taking and cruel—that the scenes of devastation,

of lust and intemperance, with which it has been"

associated, are false and fabulous; unless these
things can be proven, no unprejudiced person can
deny that it is diametrically opposed to Chris-
tianity. Such was the belief of the early Chris-
tians ; and, as believers of that religion which we
also profees, they refused to serve as soldiers,and
solemnly denounced war.

“] 'am a Christian,” said Maximilian, “ and
therefore I cannot fight” Such was likewise the
reply of Martin to Julian the Apostate. * The
Devil is tho author of all war,” observed Justin,
the Martyr. “Can o soldier's life be lawful,”
wrote Tertullian, “ when Christ has pronounced,
that be who lives by the sword, shall perish by
the sword i” And similar were the opinions of

#8ince this paper was written, another Peace Meeting
bas been held. It took placo in the St. Maurice Street
chapol ; it was addressed by several clergymen, Mr, Cord.
ner delivered his Report, and the mecting was respectably
and numerously attended. ‘At its close, a Peace Bociety

“was formed, and office bearers elected. Weo ardently wish
‘these gentlemen success; they have undertaken & good
cause, and it must sooner or later be lmeufuh
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Cyprian, Chrysostome, Jerome, and Cyril, the

most eminent of the Christian Fathers. While
there are Apostles of the Christian Church in the
present day, who so far degrade their calling, as
not only to countenance, hut to uphold war, there
are others, eminent alike for their piety and
ability, who boldly denounce it as unchristian and
unlawful. Jeremy Taylor said : “ If men be sub-
jects of Christ's Law, they ean never go to war
with each other.” ]Sx-hup Watson exclaimed :—
“Would to God that the epirit of the Christian
religion would exert its influcnce over the hearts
of individuals in their public capacity, as much as
we trust it does over their conduet in private life.
Then there would be no more war”  And, wrote
Angell James :—* A hatred of war is an essential
feature of Christianity, and it is a shame upon
what i3 called the Christian word, that it has not
long since borne universal and indignant testimony
against that enormous evil which still rages, not
mercly among Savages, but among Scholars, Phi-
losophers, Christians, and Divinea.”

“I think,” wrote the present Archbishop of
Paris, “ that war is a remnant of ancient barbarizm,
that it is accordant with the spirit of christianity
to desire the disappearance of this formidable
scourge from the face of the earth, and to make
strenuous efforts to attain this noble and gencrous
end”* Similar testimonies might be adduced
from such men as Robert Hall, of Cecil and Dr.
Chalmers, &c., ; but those we have cited are quite
sufficient to show the existence of something more
than ambiguous grounds, when we assert the
opposition of christianity to the exercise of physi-
cal warfare, Nevertheless we find every day,
those who profess to preach its doctrines, acting in
direct opposition. We find preachers of that Gos-
pel participating in the mummeries and applauding
the atrocities of military life. When a regiment
is presented with a piece of silk attached to a
pole, sume reverend archdeacon will appear and
conscerate it, and pray that it may be carried suc-
cessfully in battle, while holding in his hand that
Book, whose motto is “ peace and good will among
men.” News arrives that English soldiershave filled
an Indian river with dead Sikhs, “ in which no com.-
passion was felt nor mercy shewn,”4 or that nine
thousand Chinese had been shot in the streets of
Ningpo ;—~and the Archbishop of Canterbury draws
up a prayer, to be read “in all the Christian
churches,” attributing these “successes” to .Al-
mighty God, and returning thanks. Were such
prayers addressed to another eminent personage,
we think it would be far more appropriate.

#8uch was the description in a newspaper,
18ee “ Book of Peace.”
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II. We will now investigate the Question in o
moral point of view. If we have proved it—as
we hope we have—unchristian, we have at the
game time proved it to be immoral. To etab,
and sabre, and shoot beings, whom we had never

perhaps before =een, and who had never done us

wrong, necessarily requires the annihilation of all
moral restraint.  What a monster is man without
that cheek s the lowest brute is civilized in com-
parison;; the fiereest savage never acted worse
than did professing Christian soldiers, in a Chris-
tian country,
annals of the Peninsular Compaigns alone, might
furnish deeds of immorality unequalled in the
darkest periods of civilization. Look at the
scenes of brutal intemperance, and cruelty, of
murder, and of violation, which followed the
capture of St. Sebastian, of Badajos and Ciudad
Rodrigo, which followed the English march to
Corunna, and the French throughout the Penin-
gula, and they will seem as incredible as
they are atrocious. They will show that war is
as much a subversion of human morals, as it is &
strife against human life. Well might one of its
most boasted ornaments call it “a damnable
trade.”* Even Napoleon said, “it was the busi-
ness of barbarians,”

On this point wo may be met by the assertion,
that men, like Colonel Gardiner, of well known
piety and morality, have been, and still are found
among soldiers. Undoubtebly so—diamonds have
been found in dung-heaps, but they did not
create them, nor would any one think of looking
there for them. Pious men may be found in
armies, by uncontrollable circumstances; but no
one would say their occupation was the cause of
their piety, or .that the army was a very likely
place to find pious men. War is an unfit occupa-
tion for any man, much less for them. *“Men,”

. said the Duke of Wellington, “who have nice

notions about religion, have no business to be sol-
diers”

IIL The immorality of war will be further con-
sidered on the ground of humanity. From' the
first blast of its trumpet, to the sound of the last
shot, humanity ceases to exist. It has a few iso-
lated cases, where disinterested humamty is dis-
played, but as a whole, the picture is an unmiti-
gated scene of cruelty. War is nosooner declared
than its blood-hounds are sent to scour the country
for men, leaving in their track, woe and suffering
and desolation. They enter the widow’s door, and
snatch away her darling son, her only earthly
support, her comfort and her pride, and they drive

. 8: Sir Li. Bniith, at & public Uinner in Landon, in May
7.
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him to some forcign land, to mix in human blood-
shed, or to be khot down like a dog, or perish from
exposure and starvation. They enter the poor
man’s dwelling, and not his personal entreaties, nor
the prayers of his wife, nor the cries of his little
ones, can melt their hearts, or produce compassion ;
he is dragged away, the battle field requires him,
the bloody guiph of war awaits to receive him a
mangled corpse.  Melancholy as are such scenes,
they are trivial, compared to those which take
place in the country of the invaded; and in en-
deavouring to describe them, we shall principally
confine ourselves to quotations from military
annals, written by military men.  We will concede
another advantage to the question. Instead of
selecting from the history of past ages, when man
is supposed to have been more ferocious in his
warfares than in the present day, we will con-
fine ourselves to a fow of the campaigns of this
century, and will, doubtless, find there sufficient
to disgust, nay, to horrify, every man or woman
possessing a spark of humanity.

The first is Napier's description of the scene
which followed the capture of Oporto, by the
French under Soult, in 1809 -~

“ Every street and house then rung with the

noise of the combatants, and the shricks of dis-
tress, for the French soldiers, exasperated by long
hardships, and prone, like all soldiers, to ferocity
and violence during an aseault, became frantic with
fury, when in one of the principal equares, they
found several of their comrades who had been
made prisoners, fastened upright and LIvING, but
with their eyes burst, their tongues torn out, and
their other members mutilated and gashed ; those
that beheld the sight, spared none in their way.
* * * * » » *
The frightful scene of rapine, pillage and murder,
closed not for maxy nours, and what with those
who fell in battle, those who were drowned, and
those sacrificed to revenge, it is said that ten
thousand Portuguese died in one day I'*

And the following is the same author’s concluding
description of the storming of San Sebastian by
the English in 1813 :—*This storm seemed to be
the signal of hell for the perpetration of villainy,
which would have shamed the most ferocious bar-
barians of antiquity. At Ciudad Rodrigo, intoxi-
cation and plunder had been the principal object;
at Badajos, lust and murder were joined to rapine
and drunkenness ; but at San Sebastian, the direst,
the most revolting cruelty, was added to the cata-
logue of crimes. * One atrocity, of which a girl of

was the victim, staggers the mind by its
enormous, incredible, indescribable barbarity 't

® London Ldition, 2a4d vol. p. 300,
+ Vivol, p.
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IIad our space permitted, we should have given
Napier's deseription of the eapture of Badujos en-
tire ; wo must, however, content ourselves with
the following short extract, deseribing the scene
presented after the baitle.  “ Shameless rapacity,
brutal intemperance, savage lust, cruclty and inur-
der, shricks and pitcous lamentations, groans,
shouts, imprecations, the hissing of fire bursting
from houses, the crashing of dvors and windows,
and the reports of muskets used in yiolence, re-
sounded for two days and nights, in the strects of
Badnjos I” It js said that when the Duke of
Wellington was made aware of the dreadful havoe
occasioned in thix engagement, “the firmness of
his nature gave way for a moment, and tho pride
of conquest yiclded to a passionate burst of grief,
for the loss of his gallant soldiers”#

In the “ Annals of the Peninsular 'Campnigns,"
we find the following account of the conduct of
the French after the capture of Tarragona in
Spain, in 1811 :—* Within and without the town,
the slaughter continued with unabated ferocity.
The claims of age or sex were disregarded. Those
who sought refuge in the churchies were massacred
even at thealtar. Beauty, innocence and helpless-

_ness did not save life, though they ensured wiola-
® tion.  More than siz thousand wnresisting persons
were butchered” ‘

Onb the 4th July, 1808, the same author says,
tho French cntered the Portuguese city of Leira,
and here is o deseription of the scene which took
place :—« The troops of Margaron entered on all
sides, and the unresisting inhabitants were indis-
criminately massacred. Mercy was implored in
vain, The savage and unnatural fury of the vic-
tors spared not even women and babes,—~all were
butchered.” _

We here present Labaume's description of the
field of Borodino, on the day after that dreadful
battle between the French and the Russians, in
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men :—“The next day we returned at an early

In the space of a square league, almost every spot
was covered with the killed and wounded. On
many places the bursting of the shells had pro-
_miscuously heaped together men and horses.
The fire of our howitzers had been so destructive,
that mountains of dead were ecattered over the
Plain; and the few places that were not encum-
bered with slain, were covered with broken lances,
muskets, helmets, and cuirasses, or with grape shot
and bullets as numerous as hailstones after a vio-
lent storm: But the most hortid spectacle was
the interior of the ravines; almost all the wound-
*1IV vol,, p. 431,
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§ Which the former lost 50,000,and the latter 32,000°

hour to the field of battle. * * * .
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ed who were able to drag themeelves along, had
taken refuge there to avoid the thot. T'hese wais-
erable wretches, heaped oncvpon anotlier, and alinost
suffocated with blood, witeying the most dreadful
groans, and INVORING DEATIL WITH PIERCISG CRIES,
FAGERLY BESOUGGHT US TO PUT AN EXND TO THEIR TOR-
MENTS. We had no means to relieve them, and
could only deplore the calamities inseparable from
a war so atrocious.®

But the havoe resulting from war is not confined
to the field of battle. Initsadvances and rewreats,
one urmy destroys nearly a< many lives, and far
more property, than during its engagements with
another, It is then that the fruits of the field, of
the garden, and the vineyard, are trampled upon

“and destroyed; it is then that rural villages, pictu-

rerque towns and rich cities, are pillaged and
burnt; and it is chiefly then, that the worst forms
of murder, and many other diabolical atrocitics,
are perpetrated. It is also during <uch periods

_ that the soldier suffers the greater portion of his

hardships. These assertions we will corroborate
by nnother reference to military authorities:
“The track,” says Capt. Hamilton, “of the French
army, to the frontier, was marked by desolation,
The town of Legria, with the Bishop's Palace, was
burned. The Convent of Alcobaga, one of the most
ancient and magnificent tructures in the kingdom,
chared a rimilar fate. Batalha, a religious edifice
of equal beauty and antiquity, was likewise de-
stroyed. In the hecarts of these degraded bar-
barians, all human sympathies seemed to have been
dried up. The claims of age or sex allerded po
protection from their murderous outrage. The bodies
of murdered Portuguese were geen lying unburied
by the road, many of them,—especially those of
priests,—mutilated in a manner disgusting to
humanity” } % # * * % x
The following is the same author’s description
of the march of the English army to Lugo, under
Sir John Moore, in 1809 :—* The road was bestreced
by the bodies of men dead and dying. But the
agonies of women were still more dreadyul to be-
hold.” Of these, by some strange neglect, or by

-some mistaken sentiment of humanity, an unusu-

ally large proportion had been suffered to accom-
pany the army. Some of these unhappy creatures
were taken in labour on the road, and amid storms
of sleet and snow, gave birth to infants, who, with
their mothers, perished as soon as they had scen the

, light.  Others, in the unconquerable energy of

maternal love, would toil on with one or two chil-
dren on their backs ; till, on looking round, they
perceived that the hapless objects of their attach-

* 5th London edition, p. 150.
1Annals Pen. Camp. iii. b4,
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ment were frozen fo death. But more frightful
even than this, was the depth of moral degradation
to which these wretched followers of the camp
were frequently reduced. Nothing could be more
appalling to the heart than to hear the dreadful
curses and imprecations which burst from the livid
lips of intoricated and despairing women, as they
laid them down to die! “T am aware,” says lord
Londonderry, himself a very distinguished actor
in the terrible scene, “that the horrors of this re-
treat have been again and again deseribed in terms
calculated to freeze the blood of such as read them;
but I have no hesitation in aying, that the most
harrowing accounts which have yet been laid be-
fore the public, fall short of the reality.”*

Let us now take a short glance at the hardships
undergone by the French during their retreat from
Moscow, as deseribed by an eye witness, and which

will also give an idea of the sufferings undergone

by the invaders and the invaded in other parts of
Russia. “No grenade or grape could have so dis-
figured these vietims of the cold. One of them
had lost the upper joints of all his ten fingers; and
he showed us the stumps. Another wanted both
cars and nose.  More horrible still was the look of
a thivd whose cyes had been frozen; the eye lids
hung down rotting, the globes of the eyes were burst,
and protruded from their sockets. Out of the straw
in the car which brought them, I now beheld a
Siqure ercep painfully, which one would scarccly
belicve to be a human being, so wild and distorted
were the features. The lips were rotted away, the
teeth stood cxposed; ke pulled the cloth from before
his mouth, and grinned on us like deatl’s head."4

Space forbids us extracting more ; but the annals
of fifteen years of the nineteenth century of the
Christian rclizion would fill a volume with such
christian-like scenes! Truly, a sad commentary
on our age, a dark cloud which dims all our praise-
worthy achicvements, a stain which may. well
create doubt whether we are more civilized than
barbarians, or more humane than savages. Our
extracts present not isolated cases, they are the
natural fruits of the tree, the natural consequence
of war.  And ought not then humanity to call for
the abolition of a practice attended with such
awful conscquences? )

IV, We shall now turn to the expensesattendant
upon war, and its influence upon national prosper-
ity. Armies are costly appendages. The gold
lace and the glaring colours, the banners and the
feathers, the music and the variegated trappings of
the soldicr, are undoubtedly protty to look at, but
We much doubt if the sight compensates for the

* Book of Peace, p. 167,
tAnnals Pen, Camp. ii. vol. p. 178
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cost.  The British army and navy entail an ex-
penso of about sixteen millions per annum,—the
greater portion of thisisdrawn from the pockets of
her working classes, and we are sure that that sum
would do far more goad, if rcturned to her over
worked labourers, and her ill paid mechanics.
During the past two centuries, her rulers have also
incurred a debt of eight hundred millions, sterling,
an amount almost inconccivable, and which has
been principally devoted to purposes of war, This
is the great cause of taxation, of suffering, and
destitution; it is this which operates like a drought
on a country, drying up its springs of vitality, and
withering the energics of its people. It is not the
expenses of civil government, but the expenses of
military establishments, which create four-fifths
of the taxes of Great Britain. It is to support
them, that nearly all the food which enters the
mouth of tho British labourer is taxed ; the clothing
which covers his body, the furniture which orna-
ments his home, the paths on which he treads, and
even the light of heaven which enters his cottage,
Again, in time of war, when murder is thought to
be no crime, to steal is very naturally considered
to be no robbery. In fact, to plunder an encmy is
held to bhe as honorable as it is profitable. As soon
as war is declared between two powers, they im-
mediately despatch vessels, whose especial duty
is to pillage each other on sea, as their soldiers do
upon land.  England and France we will suppose
at war: French ships meet with a large body of
British vessels, laden with merchandize, they are

" immediately captured; and English ships return

the compliment, by seizing every cargo of French
goods which may cross their path. And this sys-
tem of brigandage continues with the war, adding
to the other trains of evils,—innumerable bank-
ruptcies,—almost total prostration of trade.

The annual military expenditure of Great Britain
is sufficient to educate every uneducated person in
that country. The many millions which have been
squandered in war by European nations from 1803
to 1815, is said to be sufficient to build railroads
throughout their respective territories, and to ercct
churches and school houses in all their towns and
cities; and the interest they annually pay on their

war debts, and the sums they annually expend on

war establishments, would amply relieve the des-
titution of their poor, and scatter far and wide the
blessings of education and religion. How much
wiser if such a course were followed. For the sus-
pension of standing armies would render them
unnecessary; a nation supports ono as a protection
ngainst those of others; if none existed, none would
bo required. And how much moro humane. For
then we should be elevating and improving, not

AAAS

#*
:
l
ﬁ
g
?
;
s
:
:
é
:
:
:
s
2
:
:
2
¢
»
:
:
:
|
:
%
i




¥

AT TR RA 1A T Y LAARA AL LA AR T AR AARN AR AAAAAAA AMAAS AR

AL A AN AR

34 PEACE.

A AR A A AR AN A AR R A S A S A AR AR SUAAAAAAARRAA AN T AAARAAA NASASA AN NAAAALAANAAA RS S AR =)

debasing and deteriorating.  Such a change would
give a greater abundance of labour, and would thus
remove one great eause of revolutions, and other
evils to which physical force is applied. It would
- produce in twenty years, such a change for the

Dbetter, as the world has never yet seen. It may

be held that this is desirable, but not practicable,

Such is ever the language of the secret foe to re-

form. FEverything that is good is right. and what

ever is right is practicable.

V. War, like all objects founded on injustice, is
supported by fraud. Her lenders, conscious of
her hidcous features, strive to beautify them by
the assistance of gold lace, and glaring colours, of
waving plumes, and bands of music. It is thus
she dazzles and deccives them.  The profession is
even deelared a noble one ! and its havoc is called
glory. If war is a noble profession, then, Cour-

voisier and Rush were improperly dealt with.
We do not, nor cannot see the justice of present-
ing the destroyer of ‘thousands with a monument,
. and condemning the murderer of ore, to the gallows,
Napoleon unnecessarily shed six millions of
lives, and his fame isheard in every quarter of the
globe. Tawell murders a woman, and he perishes
amid ignominy and comparative obseurity. If the
soldicr's profession is noble, then the hangman, still
more than the murderer, is a badly abused mem-
ber of socicty. His duties are frequently “few
and far between;” his subjects have all been
found guilty of crime; hisacts receive the solemn
sanction of the law; yet, nevertheless, he is avoid-
ed, and looked upon with dislike, while the most
distant nod from a pair of epaulettes, is estccmed
an honor of no mean distinction. From whence
ariscs this strange inconsistency? Is it because
you really consider it cntitled to s0 much ad-
miration! And arc you acquainted with its
real character and history ¢ Look at the few short
extracts we have copied. There we find that
thousands were unresistingly butchered. Priests
hung up along the roads, dreadfully mutilated ;
innocent babes stabbed at the breast; wives vio-
lated in the eyes of their husbands, and daughters
in the presence of their parents; acts of lust and
plunder, of brutal intemperance and ferocity,
which in the words of Napicr, “stagger the mind
by its enormous, incredible, indescribable barba-
rity.” Such scenes follow, nearly all the stepa
of war ; they are its natural consequences, and are
they to be called noble? If so, then virtue is a
crime, morality is vice, and christianity a lie!

To be shot down with thousands of others, on
some distant field, is, by another extraordinary
perversion of langmge—ca.lled, Glory! Napier,
in describing the dreadful havoc at Badajos, says,
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“there were many died, and there was much
glory”  Nupoleon, after riding through the me-
morable ficld of Malo Jaroslavitz, and had coolly
surveyed the piles of dead and wounded, called
it “a glorious day!” lec miay have thought
s0, but we are sure the poor wretches who were
then suffering agonies of pain—the widows
and orphans of these who were lying dead on the
field, felt it was anything but a glorious day. We
have always understood “ glory” to signify, some-
thing which affords pleasure, but we cannot possi-
bly discover what pleasure there canlie, in having
a bullct lodged in one's hicad, or a bayonet thrust
through the body. Such is, however, the defini-
tion of mili y glory, and when understood, there
are few, we hope, who would like to purchase it
at the awful price demanded.

VI. In conclusion we will offer a remark upon
the superiority of moral force—in other words,
settling national disputes by arbitration. In times
past, if two individuals had a causc of dispute, it
was decided by combat, and this system of litiga-
tion was by no means uncommon. Civilization
has since abolished this custom, and we are sure
no one would desire its re-introduction. There
was, also, a period when counties and districts

would settle their differences in a similar manner; -

but we at the present day, would ehudder at the
thought of the Devonians taking up arms against
the Cockneys, because of some pecuniary dixpute,
or of the Montrealers waging war against the
Quebeckers, on account of some boundary-line.
And is it then visionary to expect, that that in-
fluence which has made it illegal to use physical
force in the settlement of disputes between indi-
viduals and districts, should also make it illegal for
Nations t If it be wrong in the two former cases,
it is cqually wrong in the latter; the morals
which bind the individual are equally binding on
the mass. The moral obligations which require a
Court of Justice for the adjustment of private
litigation, also require a similar Tribunal for he
adjudication of national disputes.
Wehavehearditasserted, asanargument against
such a change, that in case a litigating nation
should refuse to conform to the decision of such a
tribunal, that it would be then under the necessity
to enforce it by the sword. If this be an argument,
then as well might we recommend the abolition of
Courts of Justice, and the re-introduction of trial
by battle, because physical force is necessary»
when a party refuses to obey their judgments,
Such an objection is absurd. A National Tribu-
nal must necessarily have sufficient influence to
create obedience to ita decisions, and then there is
little danger of a litigant’s refusal to obey them.
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And ask the spirits of the cight hundred thousand
million of human beings, who have been sacriticed
upon the altar of war, whether such a change is
not much needed?  Ask the widows and the
orphans whom war has created, whether such a
- chanze is not muchneeded § Follow its bloody and
desolating track through the long vista of the past,
and ask your own conscience, whether such a
change is not much needed 7 If nations would be
wise—if they would agree to cease killing each
other—if they would consent to obey the dictates
of reasonand notof passion, of right andnotof might;
and if they would only establish a tribunal, where
their disputes may be rationally, justly and quictly
settled, what an overwhelming and momentous
change would soon be produced in every quarter of
the globe. The mere contemplation of them
startles the mind, a3 much by their magnitude as
Ly theiradvantages.  Such a reform would abolish
that standing scourge, called “ Standing Armies P
It would materially lessen the taxes which press
go heavily on the people of Europe. It would
cnable the sixteen millions which England annu-
ally pays, for an object as debasing as it is cruel,
to be devoted to better and nobler purposcs. It
would tend to relieve Europe of her cnormous
war debts.  We should then no longer witness the
melancholy absurdity of nations trying to create
" arguments by bullets, and conviction by cannon

towns and cities, property pillaged and destroyed,
brutal acts of intemperance and violation, and
“fields loaded with the dead,” because of somoe
difference in opinion. No; remove that opponent
of all that is good and great, and such scencs will
cease to exist. The two millions of men, who are
now taught in Europe to slay each other when
called upon, will then have tosupport themselves
by uscful industry. Human life will then be esti-
mated at a greater value than at present, and
morals will be improved. And then, these bene-
ficial influences must, sooner or later, spread them-
selves throughout the globe, and like an Angel of
Love, drive away national jealousies, and religious
animosity, and, finally,, knit the whole human
family in one bond of brotherhood. Then will be
realized the divine prophecy, when “they shall
beat their swords into plough-shares, and their
spears into pruning hooks ; whe nnation shall not
lift up sword against nation, neither ehall they
leam war any more.”

And finally, ought it not to be our duty to assist
in dispclling a custom, which is proven to bo as
barbarous ns it is unnccessary, ns inimical to
national interests, as it is dostructive of human

-

MAANAAA,

%

happiness, and opposed alike by reason and moral-
ity, by experience and christianity 1

Many years may elapse before this scourge is
abolished.  Another Buropean war of opinion
may again take place. But let this increase the
excrtions of the Disciples of Peace. It scems to
be the lot of all human reformations, to meet with
opposition in proportion to their value. So it is
with this cause. Many war-lovers still sneer and
lnugh—dark clouds still obseure tho sky, but,
nevertheless, a small bright star whispers in the
distance, that

“The pon shall supersede the sword,

Tho Right, not Might, shall be the Lord,

In the good day coming.”
We would earnestly offer these desultory remarks
to the especinl attention of the fair sex. Itisin
their power to engraft these principles upon the
rising and the succeeding generation,

It is the mother who can really educate a child.
It was during the hours of childhood, upon a mo-
ther's knee, when the stimulus was first imbibed
which impelled some of the greatest men to emi-
nence. It is, then, when a child begins to think,
while springing from infancy to youth, that the
lessons inculcated adhere, nevertheless, through
life. It is then, that he stands constantly beneath
her eye, and the words uttered from her lips, in

such moments, have influenced the events of the

world, far more than is generally supposed. Itis
she, who can also advance the cause of Peace, as
much as we can by public mectings, or by printed
books. Let her but teach her sons that war is a

‘erime, and her daughters, that peace is a principle
of religion, and that period will be materially .

advanced, which shall sce the sword enter the scab-
bard, from which it shall never be withdrawn |

A PORTRAIT.

My love is beauteous as the lily queen

Roused by the golden sunbeam’s amorous touch
To wake, and give her perfume to the morn;
Her voice hath music, as the south-wind's sigh,
Or twilight lute, touched by the lover's hand:
Her lip a treasury for honied sweets,

And trembling love kiss; whilst her fairy step
Sounds lightsome as the fawn's; how rich the tress
That elumbers on her bosom’s snowy couch,
Unconscious of the heaven that lurks withint °
But oh! the task, to picture her fond heart,
That scene of dreams, in sorrow and in joy,

Of storm and sunshine, faithful, tender, true,

As 'woman's should be, and a welcomo home
For vows unnumber'd, and memorials dear |
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THE CHIEFTAIN’S DAUGHTER.*

BY MIS8 M. NIUNGERFORD.
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CHAPTER XIL
AFTER & restless night passed in musings on her
singular destiny, Isabella sank into a gentle slum-
ber, but the revel of fancy was not yet over.
Visions flitted around her pillow of all she had
passed, and then the angel of mercy, which had
chased from her all of suffering and dread, took
the form of Gustavus de Lindendorf. At his
approach the raging of the deep was stilled ; the
fury of the tempest was hushed; the wretch, whose
power she dreaded, fled; the dagger aimed at her
heart was dashed tothe ground. But those ima-
ginings at last were over, and deep and quict
slecp enwrapped hier every sensation of joy or pain.

The sun was high in the heavens when Isabella
awoke on the following moming. It was some
moments ero she could reeall hier scattered senses,
but when she did so, a thrill of gratitude pervaded
her heart, that she was delivered from the hands
of the fearful bandit, and now, perhaps, would be
restored to her friends and home.

“My dear, my noble father, will once more press

me to his heart!” she murmured; “my mother, .

the beloved mother, who so dearly loved her child,

‘will bestow on me the dear caresses which blessed

my childhood’s happy days; my brothers will re-
joice in their sister, the sister whom they have
ever dearly loved anid cherished with a noble pride;
and I ahall once more revel amid the joys of home,
the home my heart as ever so fondly prized. And
Francis &’ Auvergne, he to whom my earnest love
is given, who is far dearer than the father or mother
who have o loved me!”

Her reverie of future bliss was interrupted by
the mistress of the cottage, who softly entered the

, to see if her guest still slept, apd who now
kindly brought her a suit of clean, though coarse
and homely apparel, and assisted her at her humble
toilette. The matron gazed on her when she was
at length arrayed, and then good-nntm'edly
shaking her head, sho eaid:

“Ah1 this will never do! you will make but a
Poor peasant girl ; for the true lady shines through
your humble robes, and tells that you are nobly
born 1"

“Itis not to dugmu my rank, but for want
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of fitter robes, that I assame this costame; but,
tell me, has Gustavus de Lindendorf yet departed t”

“ Gustavus de Lindendorf” repeated the woman,
slowly, and as if not fully comprchending her,

"

“what, the gentleman who brought you bere?

““Yes! then you do not know him! Thad hoped
that Lindendorf castle was not o fur away, that
you were ignorant of its lord.”

“Lindendorf castle! I never heard the name,
and how should I know its lord? but if this be he,
he is in truth a noble knight, so handsome, so gal-
lant, and so fearful that you had suffered from the
toil of the past night; and yet, poor youth, he is
pile and weary, and much I fear his heart is ill at
case. 1lc said he would sce you before he left,
for much he wished to know what had brought
you into the hapless state from which he relieved
you; he also would know if he can serve you
farther, but he has gone out now, thinking, perhaps,
you would not arise so soon.”

Isabella left her chamber and descended with
her hostess. A frugal bLreakfast was prepared,
and awaiting the return of Gustavus; he came
at length, but though he secmed pensive and
thoughtful, the palencss which the matron had
deplored, had disappeared, and a deep rich glow
upon his cheeks, added much to the manly beauty
of that ever bandsome face. He took the hand
of Isabella gently in his own, and pressing it
fondly, inquired in tones of deep solicitude, if she
had recovered from the toils of the past night, and
then as his cye rested on her humble garb, he
shook his head with a gay smile, as he remarked:

“This lowly costume befits not the lovely
daughter of Glenelvin!” and he added in & voice
of bitterness: “ Still less does it become the future
duchess of Avignon.”

A deep crimson tint sprang to the cheek of
Isabella, and- Gustavus felt that he had wounded
her, and smiling kindly, he led her to the table,
where the viands prepared by the kind hostess
awaited her. ]

Though Isabella still suffered from the fatigue
of her recent toilsome journcying, yet they ram-
bled onward until they reached the broken grounds
which marked the mountain’s base, and here thoy

*Coantinued from Vol. 7, m- 560.
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paused, as Gustavus with a smile, observed :
“Would you wish toramble up the mountnin’s side,
or have you scen enough of the wild roman-
tic scenery, which is aseribed to them

“T have scen enough, quite enough, of them for
the present,” ehe replied, “unless indeed I might
behold the hills of iy own loved land, those in-
deed would I ascend with lightsome heart!”

“ And does the land which Gustavus de Lin-
dendorf calls his own loved land, possess for theo
no charms{ are her mountaing more wild and
gloomy, and her plains less fertile than those of
thy own Scotland? Isabella, I love thy native
soil, T love all that bear the Scottish name, for
thy sake,—would that my native Germany were
loved by thee for mine”

“You forget that Germany has been to me but
a scene of suffering since first I trod its soil, and
know not, perhaps, thatsince I entered it, sorrows
of which I had never thought, have becn mine! did
you know all T have endured you would not won-
der that it can awaken in my heart no pleasant
associations.”

“Isabellal it is to me a mystery that I cannot
fathom that you are so far from your homel a
greater mystery still is it, that you should be in
the very heart of those wild mountains, far, very
far, from any human abode, where even the daring
foot of the adventurous hunter seldom comes, and
greater still that you were in the hands of that
fearful man, who dared to call you by the sacred
name of wife! Isabella, might I ask you to explain
what is to me incomprehensible #”

Isabella at once told the bistory of her wander-
ings, of her sufferings and toil, of the unfecling con-
duct of others ; she spoke frecly of the joy she felt
onbeholding in her most trying hour, one whom she
knew would prove her friend, and ended by ex-
pressing her gratitude for the zeal he had dis-
played in her rescue, and the many acts of kind-
ness which she had since received at his hands.

“Cease, Isabella!” hecried; “ name not gratitude
‘to me! like a dagger, that cold, harsh word comes
to my heart, when spoken by thee! Isabella, to
forget thee, had I wandered far from my home, and
from the parents who love me dearly as I have
loved thee, and in the pastime of pursuing to
death the inhabitants of these lone wilds, did I seek
to cool the frenzy of a mind which feared its misery
might drive reason from her throne! The hand of

that I might by saving thee, rivet my chains still
closer. But shouldst thou ever reach the Scottish
coast, and bask in all the sweet delights of thy
happy home, remember that he whosaved you from
being the companion of an outlaw, and the sport

heaven guided me hither after many hapless days, :
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of the ruffian creatures who own him for their chief,
is wretchod for thy sake; and though I would not
mar thy happiness, I would not amid my sorrow
be forgotten!”

“ Do not, oh 1 do not speak thus! it would mar
indeed my cvery joy, to know that he to whom I
owae 80 much, is wretched, and for my sake!”

“I will not speak my sorrow if it gives you
pain to listen to me, although it easés my aching
heart to speak its grief. But hereafter will I bury
my anguish deep, deep within my bosom, that it
may never damp your joy! Isabella, may you
never know the misery that I have known—the
misery of having loved in vain1”

For a moment he sat in gloomy silence, every
lineament of his face cxpressing the deep work-.
ings of the soul within, and then grasping her
hand, he exclaimed vehemently: “Isabella, say
have I nought to hope? Wilt thou not yet learn
to love me "

A convulsive shudder ran through the frame of
Isabella ; must she crush the last gleam of hope in
the breast of one to whom she owed so mucht
And yet she felt that it were better to annihilate
the faint spark of hope which might exist, than
to permit him to crente visions of happiness which

. could not be realized ; and nerving her heart for the

trial, shesaid in ascarcely audible voice, “ Gustavus,
my hcart is another’s,-and think you it can be
thine ”

“But may- not time efface the image of that
othert or he who no longer beholds you, may not
his onee fond love be given to another ¢

“Though he may change, yet will I not? my
heart shall acknowledge no other lord, but I will
not doubt his faith, and until I behold him the
husband of another, or from his own lips hear the
tale, I will believe it not!”

A dcep groan burst from the heart of Gustavus,
and burying his face in his hands, he eat for some
momentsin silence, while his whole frame trembled
with emotion, Isabella looked upon him, and
truly did her heart bleed for the suffering she wit«
nessed. Even her love almost yielded to the pity
which she felt for Gustavus, and for 8 moment she
resolved to purchase his happiness at the expense
of her own. The thought was but momentary
for the thought of Francis d’Auvergne flashed
o'er her imagination, and dispelled the fleeting
thought. She could sacrifice herself, but not the
object of her most tender love. But it was dread-
ful to behold tho miscry of Gustavus, and placing
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her hand on his arm she exclaimed: “ My friend,

my benefactor! lot me not sce thee thus! would
that thy misery might be transferred to me!
Freely would I suffer if thou wert happy I”
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“TIsabellal do not mock me thus! thy hand
only ean assuage my misery, and thou hast said
it can never be mine I

_“1 would not, were I free, bestow my hand on
you while my heart is wholly another's! Noj; I
would not so abuse thy generous love!”

“ Be mine, my Isabella!” he cried, as he clasped
her to his heart ; “ yes, give mo but thy haad, and
I will teach thy heart to love mo!”

“It cannot be ! my faith is plighted, and must
not be broken {”

Gustavus turned his dark eyes fully upon her
for a moment, and in their depths she read deep
despairing anguish, then slowly rising, he said:

“'Tis well! my heart shall bear in meckness
its bitter grief! but I must go hence,” and draw-
ing her arm through his he led her back towards
the cottage.

As they drew near the door, he p'mscd and
grasping her hand suddenly, and pressm° it to his
lips, he murmured:

“ Farewell, Tsabella! may good angels guard
you, and may your pathway be strewn with life's
fairest flowers!” and then dropping the hand
from his grasp, he sprang from her side, and was
gone, ere sho could utter one word either to de-
tain him or to say farewell.

Isabelln stood as if fixed to the spot where he
had left her, with her eyes fixed on his receding
form, as with rapid steps he crossed the level
tract, and approached the base of the mountain;
once he turncd, and as she moved her hand to

say farewell he bowed his head in answer to the:

sign, and then pursued his way, until he was lost
to view among the forest trees which covered the
mountain's side. Isabella moved not, and when
convinced that he was no longer visible, she slowly
left the spot and sought the cottage; she entered
it, and sceking her chamber, threw hersclf on the
humble bed, and gave way to a passionate burst
of tears. What was she now to do, or what hope
had she of ever again beholding her father’s home
Alas! none! her only hope had been in his assis-
tance, and he had now deserted her and left her
to her fate.

Having dried her tears, she descended from her
room and sought her hostess, ghﬁm she found in
o little yard adjoining the house. The woman
turned to her as she approached with a glad kind
smile, and said :
good your walk has done you; you look as bloom-
ing as & new blown rose! but where is the good
knight {”

% He has left the valley to seek his home, which

" is far away, and as the day was far spent, he

“ 8o you are returned, and much .
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could not come to thank you for your hospitality,
and say farewell I”

“ And whenwill hereturn t—fUll soon methinks,
we shall see him again”

“ IIe will return no more, at least he spoke not
of it.”

“And you, fair lady, who will conduct you
home ¢”

“ Alas! T know not, unless you would guide
me beyond the mountains, and then, I would
seek to find my way tony native lund.”

“Beyond the mountains! why child, T was
never beyond them in my life—and though
I might send you to the little village sorae ten
miles away, where I huave sometimes been, you
would not still Le beyond the limits of those
mountains. But where would you wish to go, if
you were to leave this valley

“To Scotland, to my own dear home !” replicd
she, the hopelessness of her state breaking with
all its force upon her mind.

The old lady fixed her eyes on her in mute sur-
prise, as she murmured: “Scotland! the child
must have come from a long way off; Inever
heard of that village in all my life; but maybe
‘tis & great city.” Isabella explained as well as
the rather limited faculties of her condition would
permit, that it was neither village nor city, but a
kingdom far to the north.

“ And not in Wirtemhurgh, nor yet in all Ger-
many neither?” cried the woman. * How did
you ever come so far { and why did you not stay
at home {”

Isabella, though wearied of the conversation,
related to her the manner of her having reached
the German coast.  And many were the excla-
mations, and interruptions of her listener, who de-
clared it was too strange to be believed, and ceased
not to express her wonder until her son came in
from the mountains, where he had been hunting
the fleet chamois, and then to him recounted the
wonderful tale, while Isabella again escaped to
her chamber, and throwing hersclf on her bed,
wept long nnd bitterly, at the forlornness of her
situation,

FROM THE FRENCH.
‘Wiar once I was, no more am I;
‘What once I was, alas! can be no more !
On hasty pinions doom'd to fly,
My blooming spring and summer now are o'er.

Thee beyond all the immortal powers

I served, O Love! and gloried to obey thee.
But, were restored my vernal hours,

More perfect homage would thy votary pay thee
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“We do too little fecl cach others’s pain,
‘We do too much relax the social chain
‘Which binds us to cach other ”

Y

CIIAPTER I,

“Sexp away the tea things, Mrs. M, it is past
seven o'clock—Herbert must have dropped in
somewhere, I am sure,” was the exclamation of
Mr. Markham on a certain winter's evening, as,
crossing his slippered feet before the fire, he re-
tumed & large silver watch to its stand on the
mantel-pieee, and drow from his pocket the even-
ing paper. ’

“ Aunt,” whispered a gentle voice on the pther
gide of the room, “may I ask Jemny to save the
tea-pot, in case Herbert should not have had either
dinner or tea? I know he is gone about a. situa-

tion—he took down the particulars of two or three -

advertisements this morning.”

*“You know, Alice, the servants———"Here,
however, Mrs. Markham's speech was cut short by
aring at the bell, so we can only surmise what
the remainder would have been.  Herbert had re-
turned ; but before he is introduced to the reader,
let me say a few words about his uncle and aunt,
the present host and hostess of himself and his
sister.

Mr. Markham was what is called one of the
most “ respectable” men in the city, and that em-
phatic word compreliends a world of proprieties.

- He was in the grocery line of busincas,—his shop

situated in one of those narrow, crooked streete,
the tall houses of which, it is said, (if not swept
away to make healthy openings and modern im-
provements,) may still outlast the buildings of to-
day. In that house had he begun business; and
in that house Mr. John, his only son, married and
taken into partnership long ago, now resided ; his
“respectable” parcnt having of late years pre-
ferred the luxuries of a morning and evening ride
in his one-horse chaise to and from his subwban

residence.

Mr. Markham's world consisted of the people
With whom he transacted business in the day, (he
always dined with his son in town,) and the two
or fhrce,-i.wighbours they visited : but as they all
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“fore was Alice proportionately grateful when she
_ heard from Herbert on that eventful evening the

belonged to the same genus, I do not think he

cver knocked out a cube of his wall, thrqug};
which to take a peep beyond.  His only daughter, -

an eclderly young lady of about thirty, and his
wife, completed the home circle, to which his
orphan nephew and niece had lately been intro-
duced.”

The fathor of Herbert and Alice had been a
very different character from his elder brother.
He had been a music master ina provincial town;
and though carly left a widower, had brought up
his children in much respectability. Dut so pre-
carious did he know such a means of existence as
his own to be, that it had long bLeen the wish of
his heart. to establish Herbert in trade. Of his
brother he knew little clse than that he was a
prosperous man; and when he found that an
illness of some standing had assumed a dangerous
turn, it was a very natural thing to leave his
children to the guardianship of his only relative,
and two hundred pounds, the savings of a life, to
his care till they should be of age. Mr. Markham
considered that the only sensible wish “ poor
Charles” had ever expressed was that Herbert
should be a tradesman ; it met his cordial appro-
bation ; but as for advancing any of the two hun-
dred pounds for apprenticing him, he should do
nothing of the kind. The youth was nearly
seventeen—let him get a situation which would
“lead to something.”  Alice, who was three years
her brother’s senior, was equally desirous of inde-
pendence ; and perhaps the fondest hope of both
their hearts was that they should not be sepa-
rated. Yet they both knew that there were few
situations in which this would be the case, there-

cause which had detained him so late. He had
found employment for himself and sister as assis-
tants in an cxtensive drapery establishment ;
nothing remaining to bo settled oxcept Alice
sceing the parties, and the nccessary reference to
their uncle being made.
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What a benevolent dispensation of Providence
it is, that youth, soaring aloft on the wings of hope
and expectation, and looking at life as it will look
through its own brightly coloured imagination,
chould find in its own untried spirit the strongest
weapon of defence agninst the world with which
it must wrestle!  Ifow else could the suffering
youth of this great metropolis, not counted by
tens and by hundreds, but by tens of thousands,
live through their fearful course of slavery, in
numbers sufficicnt to make at last their deep-toned
cry audible. Alas! alas! we take no account of
the myriads who have sunk after their term of
suffering into the crowded scpulchres or the dense
city. And yet how great a thing is every human
heart, with its little world of hopes and fears, its
warm affections, its trusting faith, its bright ima-
ginings! And how desolate indeed—desolate as

he last survivor of a world’s wreck—must that
one be who hath not some dear ones to mown and
rejoice with him.  So desolate, that I would fain
. believe the carth counts them by units ; and least
of all do I believe they would be found among
the struggling and oppressed—for such have warm
sympathies. But this is a mass of misery, past,
irrevocable, though good for us sometimes to think
on; there is another picture yet more painful, be-
cause more present to our sight, and more disas-
trous in its results. The myriads who do not die,
ut purchase a lingering life by the sacrifice of
calth for its remainder ; or worse still, the my-
riads whose minds are wrapped by evil training,
and then in their weakness are corrupted by over-
powering temptation—who are themselves made
selfish by cruel oppression, and whose tempers are
irritated (catching the infection beyond all cure)
y the endurance of constant acts of petty ty-
ranny ! Reader, is this a digression? Nay, only
dirge ere we draw’up the curtain.
The establishment of Messrs Scrape, 1laveall
and Co. was situated in one of the principal
thoroughfares of London. From small beginnings
it had grown into an “immcnsc concern;” over
the squarcs of plate glass, cach of which was as
large as a modern sized dining table, which formed
the shop windows, ran a lipe of figures, intimating
that five houscs had been taken in, namely from
70, ~———— strect, to 74 inclusive. Brusscls
carpets and gilded mimors adorned the interior,
showing to advantage the gorgeous fabrics—here
suspended in graceful festoons, there in studied
but apparently carcless disorder, again in massive
heaps—conveying altogethier an air of wealth and
profusion, that might make the heart tingle with
& just pride at the power, edergy and resources of
our princely merchants. But Mesars. Scrape and
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Haveall required—to cut their sating, measure
ribbons, fold shawls and perform duties of like
kind, innumerable as are the stars of heaven—
nearly one hundred assistants; mostly younyg men
and women hetween twenty and thirty years of
age, though a few of them hiad passed the latter
period of life, and some—Herbert and  Alice
Markham for in<tance—were still in their teens;
and the heart turning to such Llighted youth, for-
gets wealth and splendour.

It was towards the close of a May-duy—bnght
May, when the hedgerows are aweer, and the
hawthorn isin blessom; wheneven the dusty lilacs
in the London squares put forth their pule flowers,
and the smoke-begrimmed sparrows twitter their
merriest note ; but the large rambling shop of
Messrs, Serape, Haveall, and Co, with its long
straight counters, and winding ways, where the
houses taken in joined one another, was redolent
of anything rather than spring flowers, the
atmosphere, formed by so many human breaths
being of that close, unpleasant character which
makes the buyer of a yard of ribbon exclaim,
even on a winter's day, “ How pleasuny to get
into the freshairagain!” Walking upand down the
shop, occasionally speaking in courteous phrase to
a customer, and often reprimanding an as-istant,
was a man of about forty. It wus not that his
features were irregular, but there shone through
them so cold and hard an expression, that every
one would have called him an ordinary man. e
walked with a shuflling gait, and it might have
been observed that he wore a peculiar sort of
gaiter, the better to support and conceal the ban-
dages it was necessary to wear. For as lineu-dra-
pers’ assistants are never allowed to sit, except
during the few minutes in which they snatch their
meals, swollen legs and absolute discasc are the
quite common results of fourteen or filicen hours
standing ; and this is a low average to what is and
has been!

This superintendent, or sln»p—walker,—hm‘duncd'

into a tyrant by the wrongs of his own youth,—
was speaking to a lady near the door, when Alice
and Herbert chanced to meet, without cither of
them being at the moment engaged in waiting on
a customer. They were at the further end of the
shop, and instinctively withdrew a few paces till
they brought themselves behind a pile of goods,
which shielded them from observation. To con-
verse in business hours, even if there were nothing
to do, was a forbidden pleasure—nevertheless it
was indulged in for a few moments, especially as
it wns ovident Alico had been weeping bitterly.

“ No, no, not for myself,” said she, in answer to
his inquiries; “it is that you should have acted
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their falzehoods as T have seen you do to-day.”

“ What have you scen me do 1” replied Herbert,
his face flushing, and yet in a tone of voice that
implicd a resolution to brave out aught he had
done.

“A pour trick; a lady wiched some silk—it
was not that what you showed her was too infe-
rior for her taste, but it was not dear enough, in
her opinion, to be good ; you saw this—you feign-
ed to fetch-another picce, but you only cut that in
half, and added a shilling a yard to the price.”

“Aud suppose I had not done so, she would
have left the shop without purchasing.”

“Well 7

“ Do you know why poor Martin was dismissed
so suddenly last week i '

“Idid not hear the reason exactly ;—imper-
tinenee, they said.”

* A refusal to do such things as these; and by
a perversity of fortune, thrice in one day, persons
who spoke to him went away without buying.”

“ But, Herbert, wrong cannot come right,” re-
turned Alice, raising her earnest, tearful eyes
again to his. .

Herbert put his hand affectionately upon her
shoulder, and was about to speak, when an angry

voice crying * Markham—Mr. Markham, where.

are youi” quickly separated them; yet was it a
moment they could never forget ; a seemingly tri-
fling incident like many we can all bring to mind,
that takes fast hold of the memory whether we
will or not. In reality, it was the moment in
which the sister felt that the influence, the sort of
affectionate authority, her three years seniority
had hitherto given her, was over. The chain of
habit was broken, she could now only lure to right
by coft persuasion or bright example. Yet one
had overheard their discourse, and had read both
their hearts, by that intuitive knowledge of human
nature which genius gives. For genius lived and
had its being in at least one noble heart behind
‘that counter; genius of that high order which
makes its possessor the pioncer to a promised land,
even when meeting, as more or less such minds so
often do, with scorn and ingratitude, forming as
it were the living angle of a wedge, that makes
the opening, to die perchance in achieving.

“If we can get out by half-past ten to-night,
¥ill you take a stroll with me?” said William
Howard to Herbert Markham, an hour or so after
the conversation of the latter with his sister, to
which I have just alluded.

“ Why, I don't know—I am sure,” replied Her-
bert in a lesitating manner ; “I half promised to
80 with somec of them to a shilling concert, and to
Supper afierwards.”
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“You had better change your mind,” returned

the other; “a walk in the fresh air—say across

one of the bridges—will do you much more good,
besides costing you nothing.”

“Oh! I don't mind a few shillings.”

“ I know that; but I wish you would come with
me instead—I really want to speak to you”

It seemed that Williun Howard could always
have his will, when he took the trouble of trying
for it. And yet none of them could account for
his influence, although many felt it. In person he
was slight and fair, with a high forchead shaded
by soft brown hair, which, though he could not
have numbered more than eight and twenty years,
was already streaked with white; his cyes were
of that changing colour which so frequently be-
longs to genius, and which might be called chame-
leon grey; while, alas! the hectic cheek and
frequent cough told a tale of suffering to those who
could read such signs.

Herbert scarcely knew how it was that he had
been so easily persuaded to give up the concert;
yet, certain it is, that towards midnight he found
himself inhaling the pure air from the river, instead
of the vitiated atmosphere of a crowded room.
Moreover, he wus enjoying the conversation of his
companion extremely; perhaps, too, his vanity
was a little gratified, that Howard—whom he soon
discovered to be no.ordinmy person—should think
it worth while to converse with a youth like him-
sclf so seriously; for they had, in fact, becomo
quite confidential, and they spoke of their mutual
hardships with the freedom of friendship. - They
stood on Waterloo Bridge, the slanting shadow of
whose arches were thrown distinctly on the rip-
pling waters by the bright moon above, as it seemed
to rend asunder every now and then the fleecy
floating clouds. There was a hush—a repose about
the scene, affecting even to the most careless, after
the fatigue, and noise, and feverish hurry of the
day; while north and south, and east and west,
arose the darkening masses of domes and dwellings,

and above them the lurid glare which, once ob-

served, is always recognised as the reflection of
London’s myriad gas lights.

“ How wealth and poverty neighbour one an-
other!” said William Howard, after a pause;
“aud yet they are unknown to each other, and
have worlds more widely different than thousands
who dwell in different hemispheres. This is the
thischief,—tho intense sclfishness which, having no
faith in a governing Providence, will plan and
purpose for its little self, according to its little
knowledge, getting entangled in an inextricable
manner in its vain efforts to work out trith from a
falsity, ‘right’ out of ‘wrong.’ It is this fearful
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sclfishness, this want of human sympathy, that is
the canker stretching through thc sacial chain, even
to the sufferings of you and me.”

“Perhaps;” replicd Herbert, but half under-
standing his companion, and yet deeply interested
in their dizcourse: “but how is it to be cured i I
have heard politicians say it is casy to discover a
fault, but often very difficult to remove it.”

“By working a different problem,” returned
Howard, without attending to the last observation,

~—*“by working from right, withersoever it may
lead, instead of struggling after happiuess by the
cross roads which have no connection with it. It
is by moral inflience—no other force—that the
suffering must have their wrongs redressed. The
light will come—the dawn is already apparent.”

“Is it truc that you write poetry §” said Her-
bert ;—a strange rejoinder, yet not mal-a-propos.

William Howard smiled as he continued—* I do
not call my verses by so dignified 2 name. Strange
that to those who find no such channel for their
thoughts, the effort seems extraordinary—to me it
seems so natural. But, Herbert Markham, it was
not to talk of poetry that I asked you to walk with
nme. I have lived in this world, and a beautiful
world it is, ten years longer than you have; will
you listen to me, and hear my advice, as if I were
an elder brother "

“That will I, and gratefully,” said Herbert, with
real emotion—for he felt the reverence, and yet
elevation, we most of us experience when brought
into communion with a superior mind.

“You are surrounded by tcmptatlom—strong
ones I grant, if you look not beyond the present
moment ; but I entreat you yield not to them.
Iudependent of your own loss, in choosing a path
that must lead to ruin, remember that it is by
showing oursclves worthy of liberty that we slaves
shall become free. Every falling off of an indi-
vidual is a backward stcp for our fellow-sufferers.
Already a small body is organised, and we meet
often—will you add another voice, another unit, to
a little party who, working out their principles in
the light of religion and morality, hope confidently
to bring about a better order of things.”

“But 1 am 8o ignorant,” exclaimed Herbert
“ what can I do{”

“Only at present be worthy—and yield not w
the vile trickeries which disgust whxle they
degrade.”

“ And do younever,” replied Herbert, with real
astonishment—“and do you never name two
prices, or sell faded articles at candle-light, or soil
things to make them seem a bargain, ore——"

“Never I”

“ And yet have been seven years in the house I

) all of us will evme.

“ At first I sufiered severely—and wag fined
half my sulury for iy indiscretions; for the list
of fincable oifences was even longer then than it
isnow, DBut by one of those conzequences—I will
notcall themaccidents—which fullow uson the right
path, in some urdooked-for raner, it has happened
that cnee I wus the means of preventing an ex-

,tensive robbery ; and that three of Messrs. Haveall's

best customers have for years insisted on being
waited upon by myself,—these reazons, T believe,
induced them to put up with wy * folly;” and I
tell you aguin there is a little bend who will not
lend themselves to these vile trickeries.”

“ And yet for seven years you have not bettered
yourself. It is u hopeless prospeet.”

“Think of the doing right—and bettering for
Jut speaking in a worldly
point of view, others who have followed the plan
bave been benefitted personally by it; for I need
scarccly say that those who resist this sort of
temptation are not likely to full into the habit of
secking bad eompany; and the very money they
have saved frum the gulf of idle dissipation has
enabled them to start in business for themselves.”

* And you—why not you {”

“ I am still poor—for I have my dear mother to
support.”

* What is it your little band is strug
returned Herbert.

“"T'o procure an alteration of existing customs,
by which our time of daily labour may be reduced
to twelve, or, as I say, ten hours daily. I am
satisfied it only remains for our wrongs to be
known for them to be redressed ; but the evil has
grown so gradually and stealthily, that habit has
accustomed the world to its frightful reality, and,
slow to change, it cannot at first understand the
miseries of this monstrous system. Even those
who are the greatest sufferers, the most ruined in
health and degraded in mind, are often the last
to stir for their own relicf. In fact, the movement
is taking place among the few whose establisments
are conducted on upright principles towards their
customers, and humanity to their scrvants; for,
my young friend, we have the sanction of some
employers on our side, and honour and gratitude
aie their due. It is our individual misfortune to
be under the control of narrow-minded mnsters,
who have not even the understanding to feel the
cruclty they are practising; the men who always
clog the wheel when social advancement is intend-
ed. And this is to be accounted for casily, I
think. But come, promise me that you will be
one of us—if only for your swect sister's sake—
promise I”

“I do—and I will pray to God to help me to

gling for "
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“Perceiving that their hearts were growing one !
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keep such promise.  Howard, I shall never forget
to-night; but there you are coughing again—it is
not well for you to be out solate?”  And as they
walked away from the bridge, the deep tones of
St. Paul’s boomed forth the midnight hour ; while
William Howard's continued cough measwred
time—the mortal term of his life—in a manner as
significant !
Tunee months passed away, changing bright,
flowering May, to fruithful, golden August. Not
that the difierent seasons, indeed, were much per-
ceived in the establishment of Messrs. Serape,
Haveall and Co.; unless it were that the more
halmy the air, or inviting the day for out-of-door
enjoyment, the more crowded was the shop, and
the later was it kept open; and when at last it
was closed, there were the goods to put away,—so
that it was no unusual thing for the jaded and
worn-out assistants to sce the dawn before retiring
to their yet more crowded dotmitories—whence ;
2

to s’ . inthree or four hours, with wearied limbs
and aching head, to fulfil again the sad routine of
their unvaried life.  Yet though the glad sunshine,
or the perfumed summer breezes, made little dif-
ference to Herbert and his companions, a change,
a something to be felt rather than deseribed, had
taken place in the establishment; or perhaps I
should say, in a small division of it—for Howard,
and the few who listened to his advice, formed,
after all, a very decided minority. Yet it was
remarkable that these few were the most respec-
table and best-conducted individuals in the house ;
and, morcover, the chief favourites with regular
Customers, who naturally prefer being waited on
by some one in whom they have confidence.

It may have been guessed that Alice Markham
Possessed a stronger mind, and more fixed princi-
ples, than her brother : perhaps it was so, or per-
haps his youth may be pleaded as an apology for
the onc act which had caused her so much pain—
for in three years, at their age, the mind takes a
great spring. However this might be, William ;
Howaid soon found that in Alice Markham he
had met a kindred spirit—one who in a righteous
Cause would play the martyr, cither by action or
endurance. But why lengthen the talei—could
they speak with earnest reasoning, and exchange ¢
high thoughts with glowing enthusiasm, without

Andin the joy and glory of a pure and passion-
e love—health and life, and & few hours in the g
four and twenty for social intercourse and mental

improvement, scemed more than over worth a
#truggle. 8o greatly had poor Alico muffered
from tho fatigue consequent upon the unreasonable

hours of attendance in the shop, that William
Howard persuaded her to petition for employment
in the rooms, where needlework necessary in mak-
ing up things for sale being done, she might sit a
portion of the day. It is true that this arrange-
ment deprived them of opportinities of exchang-
ing many a cherished word; but in all human
probability it saved the life of Alice—we shall
8ce presently for what.

It was the custom of Herbert and Alice to
#pend a portion of the Sunday with William How-
ard and his mother.  The three usunlly attended
church together, and then taking a walk—for fresh
air in the parks if possiblo—made the humble
dwelling of the widow their halting place for the
day. Sometimes, but not often, Alice and her
brother dined by invitation, at their uncle’s, and
on one remarkable occcasion a posteript was ad-
ded to the note of invitation intimating that if they
liked to bring with them the young friend they
had so often mentioned, he would be welcome.

(To be continued.) )

BALLAD.

Love’s a bird you should not cage—
Leave him free of wing;
And with gentle lure engage
The flutterer to sing.
A prison—though "twere barred with gold—
Would make the captive sigh,
Till, struggling vainly 'gainst his hold,
He'd break his heart and die! .
Believe, believe a maiden’s word—
That Love's precisely like a bird !

Speak not harshly—he can't brook
Words of chiding sound ;
Smiles of coldness—doubtful look,
Oft are fatal found.
Though you bind him not to roam,
Let him think he's free;
And he’ll make his fetter'd home
The nest of Liberty !
" Oh yes! believe a maiden's word—
That Love's precisely like a bird !
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THE CHRISTMAS OF THE STRANGER CHILD.

FPROM THE GERMAN,

Amid a spacious town

The Christmas lights are blazing
Beneath the cold night’s frown

A foreign child is gazing
Sadly up and down:
In every house he sces

Fond fingers intertwining,
Through lamp-illumined trees

The bright warm rooms are shining,
Ah bitter sights are these !

He weeping speaks : “ To-night,
To every child is given
A Christmas tree and light,
But I by earth and heaven
Am now deserted quite :

«“ A sister’s gentle hand

Had given me all I needed,
If I at home did stand ;

But here I am unhceded,
In this cold foreign land.

“ Will none the orphan see,

And let him in for pity t
Oh, God | and ecan it be,

That in this crowded city
There is no place formet - -

“ Will no kind hand relieve

The orphan’s deep dejection
Alas! I must receive

But only the reflection
Of this strange Christmas Eve!”

He taps with fingers thin

On window and on shutter,

" They hear not for the din,

The weak words he doth utter,
Nor let the orphan in.

.The father'’s lessons mild

The listening boy’s ear drinketh—
The Christmas gifts are piled

By mother’s hands. None thinketh
Of that poor orphan child.

“Oh! Christ, my Saviour dear,
No father and no mother
Have I my heart to cheer,
Be all to me—no other
Qomoler, have I here” -
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Cold, cold his small hand grows,
He rubs his frozen fingers—
He shivers in his clothes;
And in the white strect lingers
With eyes that will not close.
There cometh with a light, .
Which through the dark street breaketh,
In robes of simple white,
Another child—who speaketh
These sweet words of delight:

“ Behold thy Christ in me,
Again a child’s form taking—
A little child like thee—
Though all are thee forsaking,
By me thou shalt not be: .
“ My word's impartial boon
I waft o’er hill and valley,
I send my aid as soon
To this poor wretched alley,

. As to yon gay saloon;

“My hands, with light divine,
Thy Christmas tree ghall kindle,
Thou'lt see, compared with thine,
All other trees shall dwindle,
How beautiful they shine.”

To Heaven his little hand

The infant Saviour raiseth—
There doth a great tree stand,

‘Whose star-lit branch out-blazeth
All o'er the azure land :

' The child’s heart bounds with glee,

At all the stairy tapers—
His eyes grow bright to see,

Through Heaven's transparent vapours
That glorious Christmas tree !

Before his wondering eyes
A glorious vision shifted—

A dream of Paradise!

For Angel hands uplifted
The orphan to the skies.

Within that blessed sphere
A home ho now hath gotten—
Even with his Saviour dear:
There soon is all forgotten
That he hath suffered here.

*
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' OUR TABLE.

THE OGILVIES—A NOVEL.

I~ this sge of novels and nevel-writers, of mawk-
ish twaddle and demoralizing trash, it is really
a pleasing task, if task it can be called, to skim
over the pages of a story like the one before us,
Not that it is altogether free from the faults and
foibles that stain and distigure the great mass of
the light literature of the day. A criminal at-
tachment, for instance, is interwoven throughout
with the main incidents of the tale, and although
the wretched victim of this unholy passion, in her
fearful and resolute struggle against its influence,

sinks, broken-hearted, into an early and untimely '

grave, thereby affording, as the author doubtless
intended, another instance of the truth of the
moral apothegm, that “sin brings its own punish-
ment,” yet such warning lessons are never pro-
ductive of any salutary effect; on the contrary,
they always disgust when they do not contami-
nate.

Proceed we now, to the more pleasing task of
briefly adverting to a few of those numerous por-
tions of the work in question, which have led us
to award to it all but our unqualified approbation.

In the first place, the style is good, and, saving
a very few exceptions, quite correct. Itisa first
attempt—the author tells us so—and, as such, it
is entitled to no common praise. These excep-
tions are so trifling, that we can hardly advert to
them more particularly without subjecting our-
selves to the imputation of being hypercritical
But we must let the work speak for itself.

The following passage is worthy of Charles
Dickens, and not unlike him :—

Yet, there i< a wondrous might in loving—a
might almost divine. May it not be, that there
are those around us whose whole spiritual being,
transfused with love, delights to aid where our
human afiection fails, unable to fulfil its longings
—who stand in our stead, and give to our vain

essings, our almost weeping prayers, our wild
10!10!_‘,' outpourings of fondert words, a strength so
amnipotent that our beloved may feel in their souls
the myxterious influence—and drawn thence com-
fort and joy 1

And if so, when, as r sick Philip watched
the creeping sunshine along the dusky wall—the

lessed, thoughitful sunshine which ‘in  London
always visits most the poverty-stricken attic—or
When, during his long, restless nights, the pure
moonlight came in like a flood, and in iis En.lf-
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delirious mood he thought it was the waving of
an angel's wing—who knows but that the faithful
love which rose up to heaven in an unceasing
mecr for him, may have fallen down again on
lis spirit in & holy dew of blessing and of peace ?

We would earnestly recommend the following
beautiful passages to the reader’s particular atten-
tion. We nced not say a word as to the appro-
priate application of some of the sentiments they
contain ; it will be quite obvious enough without.
One might almost imagine that the unknown
author had lived among us, but we fear the world
is pretty much the same every where:

Katharine alone—for the first time in her life
present at a wedding—was grave and silent. She
trembled as she walked up the aisle; she listened
to the solemn words of the service with a beating
heart. “ To have and to hold * * until death us do
part”  And this vow of almost fearful import,
comprehending so much, and in its wide compass
involving life, soul, and worldly estate, cither as a
joyful offering or as a dread immolation—this
awful vow was taken lightly by two young
creatures, who carclessly rattled it over during
the short pause of jests, and compliments, amid
lace and satin flutterings, thinking more of the
fall of a robe, or the fold of a cravat, than of the
oath, or of cach other!

Katharine divined not this, for her fancy ideal-
ized all. The marriage scene touched her pure,
young heart in its deepest chords.  She saw not
the smirking bridegroom—the affected bride ; her
thoughts, travelling into the future, peopled with
other forms the dim, gray shadows of the old
church where she had worshiped every Sunday
from a child. She beheld at ber side the face of
her dreams; she henrd the deep, low voice
uttering the troth-plight—“ I, Pawl, take thee,
Katharine;” and bowing her face upon the
altar-rails, the girl suffered her tears to flow
freely.

* * * - » * * * * *

“Tt is better to go to the house of mourning
than to the house of feasting” And better, far
better, to stand face to face with the struggling,
the sorrowful, nay, cven the dying, than to dwell
entircly amidst & world of outside show. More
precious is it to trace the earnest throbs of the
most wounded heart, than to live among those
human machines to whom existence is ono daily
round of dullness and frivolity. Looking on
these, Youth, with its bursting tide of soul and
sense, shrinks back achast— Oh, God!” rises

tho prayer—¢ Let me not be as these! Rather
let my pulses swell like a torrent, pour them-
selves out, and cease—let heart and brain work

their work, even to the perishing of both—be my
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lifo short Yike a weaver's shattle, but let it he a
lite, full, strong, rich—perchance a day only, but
one of those days of heaven, which arc as a
thousand years !’

,
g give up their long tendince—to unfusten the
¢ cloak and ;lmt the wine to s lips. Then she eat
2 down beside him, laid his head on her bo=om, and
¢ awaited—oh mighty strencth of amother's Jove !
; —awaited, tearless and calin, the passing away
¢ of the life which shc had given,
$  “He is quite content—quite happy—he told
E me s0,”  Philip whispered in Jier ear, with his
4 goft, comfortinyg voice,

. ¢ She turned round one moment with a startled

There are many phases which the human soul 7 air: « Yes, yes, I know. Hu-h ' and rhe bent
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The decp picty, and the poctic sublimity of the
following extract, will, doubtless, be considered a
sufficient apology for giving it to the reader :—

e,

must go through before it can attain even that down again over her clild, whose faint lips
approximation to the divine, which is possible on ¢ seemed trying to frame, scurccly louder than o
carth. We cling to prop after prop; we follow ¢ sigh, the last waord, * 3Mother.”
longingzly whichever of carth’s beautiful and “Then there fell over the twilighi--hadowed
blessed things seems most to realize that perfect ;' room a rolemn silenec, lonr and deep—in the
ideal which we call happiness. Of these joys 7 midst of which the spirit pasced. They only
the dearcst, the truest, the most satisfying, is ¢ knew that it was «o, when, a- the moon rose, the
that which lifts us out of ourselves, and unites us ¢ pale, spiritual light. fell ou the calm face of the
in heart and soul—ay, and intellect, too, for the dead boy, still pillowed on the sother's Lreast,
gpirit must find its mate to make the union ¢ She turned and looked upon it with.out a ery or a
crfect—with some other human being. This 7 moan, so beautiful, so heavenly was it! At that
lessed bond we call Love. But the chances moment, had they pat to her the Guestion of old,
of fortune come between us and our desire ;—the ? “Isit well with the chill?” iz would have
light passes, and we go on our way in darkness. ¢ answered like the Shunamite, . it is well!”
There are times, when we must stand alone, and “ God help her!” murmured Philip Wychnor,
sce carth’s deepest and most real joys float by as she at last suffered him to take the beloved
like shadows. Alas! we can but stretch out our ¢ form from her arms, and bear it to “ Leigh's
arms toward that Infinite, which alone is able to ! room”—they call it so even now. Ere the young
fill the longings of an immortal spirit. Then, ; man left the chamber—once the scene of suffer-
with our wounded souls, lying naked and open ; ing and pain, now of holy peace and death-slum-
before the Beholder of all, we look yearningly ? ber-——he looked long and earnestly at the white,
toward the cternal and divine life, complete, ¢ stiil image before Liim. Then he turned away;
unchangeable, and cry with solemn, thankful voice, and thought no more of the dead likeness of what
“Q God, Thy fulness is suflicient for me; O ¢ poor Leigh had been, but of the now free, glo-
God, Thy love is an all-boundless store.” rious, rejoicing soul.

Through this portion of his inward life had
Philip passed. But while learning the deepest
mystery of all, he also gained other knowledge,
other power. It seemed as though his intellect
had sprung up, t‘rong and mighty, from the
ashes of the fire which had consumed his heart.
Perhaps the same would be the secret history of
almost every poct-soul, whose words go forth
like lightning ; man heeding not the stormy cloud
and tempest from whence it leaps forth. Philip's
world-ideal had been the woman he loved ; when
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of the work before us, with a few observations
upon certain defects and mis-quotations, which we
would have poiuted out, but after reading the
above, where we madle the discovery already
adverted to, we could not find it in our hearts to
“ breathe a syllable of blame.”

Iy

AHATAVAAAAA AAA AR AAAAAAA LT TAAA A THAA T LR T THIAT T THA T A TAATATATAATAA TIA T MATLAL L TAAAAAAAATIARAAR MAA LAV T VNN VAN

all human love scemed to pass out of that world
with her. The heart’s life shut out—the soul's
life begnn. THE NATIONAL ATLAS.

We have already directed attention to this excel-
lent and useful publication, and we embrace the
opportunity afforded us by the completion of the
issue, to express our gratification, that the enter-
prise has been so warmly supported throughout
the Province. The last number, in addition to
the Maps, contains a very large and copious Index,
and a handsomely engraved Title Page. Taken
altogether, we are confident that, in cheapness,
accuracy, and beauty of execution, the National
Atlas has scarcely an equal in the same line, and
most certainly no superior. :

Who or what the author is, we have no means
of ascertaining. The dedication of the work, as a
solemn offering to the holy memory of the writer's
mother, is given without even a date to it. But
in the next quotation, which must be our last, a
little of the secret is divulged. It is evidently—
the extract we mean—a page from real life, and
has, doubtless, becn indelibly written, by the hand
of affliction, on the inmost core of the author’s
heart, and the writer stands revealed to us, a
woman and a mother :—

He smiled—what a heaven is there in the
happy smile of the dying!—and suffered her-
fond, ministering hands—unwilling even yet to
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