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di:::‘cm during the thirteenth century, was
Whig Y a serics of cabals and divisions,
Wy F & time threatened it with destruction,
Yuigg : ered it an unmeet residence for the
Guggypr s Peaccful. ~ The rival factions of the
Wepg - 20d Ghibelines, the Bianchi and Neri,
Tty; Wmost ag faal to the beautiful city, the
“Ro.es’f"he"% as the desolating war of the
lang _» Which not long after deluged fair Eng-
Dy "ith the blood of its bravest and hest.
the | .. “mishes took place in the city between
eo%e"ents of the different parties, and the
digpy, . Of state were disturbed by the angry
Yrge, of factious leaders, too intent upon the
thogg : for favour to care for the real interest of
Dory 1.0 looked to them for guidance and sup-
frop, " 3PPy was it for those who, living retired
Dgpy 0: City, could avoid the daily conflict; and
fme " ,the. wealthy nobles, who took no decided
n the 'R either faction, retired to their mansions
A.mco‘lntl'y.
'hldd;:lng the most lovely of the retreats which
- Poy 1 t_’““ banks of the Arno, was the palace
n"&s,u AT, alike remarkable for its elegance and

0‘_ location, Its owner had in early years
i w"ﬁor 1 public life, by turns the senator, the
With ,, * ®0d the ambassador; but wearied at last
budg ® Constant exertion, and with the ingrati-
Petireg de‘feption he had found among men, he
%‘lhtry":vﬁlsg““’ and sought happiness in the

A . .

ﬁz:heul ere he could enjoy, undisturbed by

' =

Hjs
’ %na, :23 had taken his place in the political
\' Was one of the principal leaders of the
43 8, s S
R “~VoL. V., No 4. -

xcitement, the pleasures of domestic:
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Guelph party; but the Count himself found suffi-
cient cnjoyment in the society of his beloved
wife and danghter. The leisure he had, gave
him an opportunity for the cultivation of his
tastes, which were of a bigh order. He delighted
to pore over the works of Visgil and Homer, and
would often amuse himself by painting upon
canvass the scenes so vividly depicted by them;
and though he guided not the pencil of a Romano
or a Guido, he was no mean proficient in an art
which /e practised for amusement,—they for im=~
mortality and life. Beatrice, his daughter, was
the companion of his studies, and she gathered

. . v
- from him more classic lore than was the common

possession of ladies of that period. Her’s was a
richly cultivated mind, and its progress and de-
velopment were a never-failing source of eujoy-
ment to her father.

‘When not engaged with her father, or embroi-
dering with her mother, it was Beatrice’s chief
delight to wander about among the beautiful
grounds attached to her father’s residence; and
her eye never wearied, and her heart never
ceased to enjoy the loveliness with which she
was surrounded. On one side the silvery Arno
glided along in tranquil beauty, bordered by the
rich vineyards and dark olive trees, which give
such peculiar depth of light and shade to an
Italian landscape; on the cther the undulating
surface dotted with lovely villages, formed a coup
dil, seldom surpassed. But her favorite resort
was the “Lady’s Bower,” where her father in
his fondness, had clustered all things bright
and beautiful. Boceacio himself could not more
luxuriantly or tastefuily have arranged the scene.
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150 DURANTI

Birds of the rarest plumage and sweetest notes,
were confined in nets so delicate and extended,
that they could not feel themselves prisoners;
shrubs from all the known world, the English
primrose and hawthorn, the Frenchman's darling
mignonette, the fragrant rose, and the graceful
clematis, were wreathed with the myrtle and
acacia, into a foliage so dense, they formed a
perfect shelter from the noon-day sun.  Marble
vases filled with fresh flowers, were scattered
around; and in the centre of this little paradise
was a jet d'ean, which threw its sparkling dew-
drops high in air, to be caught as they fell, by
vases held by fairy naiads, whose beautiful pro-
portions even Cellini need not blush to have
chiselled.

On a little knoll which rose to meet the sun’s
rays, stood a dial, on which was the motto,
«« Horas non numer o, nisi serenas”—* I count only
the hours that are serene,”’—and but few others
had it yet counted for Beatrice Portonari; and
yet a cloud no bigger than a man’s hand, had
passed over the edge of the dial, and she fearcd
it might increase, and cover its whole surface,

It was Beatrice’s invariable custom to pass the
time given by her pavents to their siesta, in this
swect spot, where with her lute and books, she
whiled her time awty; yet not alone with theo;
her fancy was ever busy with those fairy castles,
“ Chateaux d’Espagne,” which give so much de-
light in construction, but which are crushed by
the first cloud that hovers over them. Often
were her silont meditations interrupted by a visi-
tant from the distant city, in the guisc of a car-
rier-dove, who had been trained to bear messages
of love to the fuir girl. The bird seemed to
know his errand would give pleasure. When he
came, he always hovered a few moments in the
air, rustling his wings, and cooing in u low tone,
to attract her attention, an object quickly gained,
for her ear was cver intent to catch the first
sound of his approach. With a gentle whistle,
she wooed him to her hand, when he would raise
his wing,
cious billet he had borne her many a weary mile,
and which unerring instinet taught him to deliver
to her alone. Ile was always repaid for the fuith-
ful discharge of his duty, with fond caresses.

O a lovely day in October, Deatrice was
reclining on the soft turf, watching the fleccy
clouds that wreathed themselves into a thousand
fantastic shapes, when her feathered visiter broke
upon the revery which her fancy had corjured
up. She had not expeeted him that day, but he
was nono the less welcome. With a trembling
hand, she untied the silken string that confined his

and show to her eager gaze the pre-

precious burder, and with vager haste perused the
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note. There was that in its contents that moved
the maiden with deep emotion.
rose tint flushed her usually pale cheek, and the? ;
retreated, leaving her fairer than before, :
It told of perils and escapes; of the fear ©
faction; of the sudden insurrection in the ungW®
city; but above all, it breathed a spirit of tende’”
ness, which hallowed even'this picture of unb8f”
py Florence. The messenger bird had nest}
in her bosom, to find there a rest for its wes". :
wings; but as if anxious to speed on its home: i
ward course with some message of love, it ﬂe“c :
to the water, dipped in its pretty head, and 3
wings, then smoothing its ruffled plumage, 8t
completing its rustie toilette with as much coqu? !
try, and far more grace than the fair belles o‘
the cities of the earth, it rested again upon n“ .
trice’s shoulder, and cooed forth a few farewe :
notes. “ Stop, pretty pet,” she said, «I cond®
let thee go without some token of remembrad®
else will thy master deem thou hast been
by another.” So drawing a turquoise ring &7 \
her finger, she tied it with the silken riband t Bf ‘
confined the bouquet in her girdle, to the wing "
the dove, whe circled round a few times in the ”",r' !
and then his rapid wing was cleaving the waf i
the direction of Flerence. 1L,
Again and again did Beatrice read the so7°, g
where thoughts that breathe were express !
the glowing language of the poet. Shemigh;aé.i
pardoned if a feeling akin to pride swelled X7
breast, as she felt that she alone was the insP* - :
tion of the youthful poet. :
as I do,” she murmured; *“to the world, he ' !
Duranti, the Guelph; to me Dante, the lover- dl’ 3
the impersonation of my day-dreams. W“‘ﬂ. b ;
could but withdraw him from the eabalsin whic |
he is engaged! I tremble at the thought of
danger to which he has but now been expose®”
will make one more effort to obtain my fath®
consent to our marriage, and then 1 can in
bim to relinquish these inetfectual struggle®
establish the liberty of Florence.” s
" With the letter in her hand, Beatrice Sougb
her father. When very yoang she had attr&
Duranti Alghieri by her extreme beautys wi
was of a style altogether different fro® o,
countrywomen. Her fair hair fell in rich Pfow;
sion over a face it was for the poet not the pa! et
to depict ; its ever-flitting expression cod™ ,
be caught on the canvass. The heavenly P“r:’,l
4

\
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“ No one knows 8 :

which beamed from her eyes gave her so SP"‘Lio

a louk, that no one who gazed on her could ¥
of the mere beauty of the woman. She w88 N
fitted to inspire the poet in this world, OF 1o 5
his guide in his visits to another and more
terious existence, To his early love for s
»'\/\/WW("JMWM“
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‘::llxcrt n;‘ouse'd his spirit, and afforded images or
. n: or his poetic mind, arc we indebted for
at‘&cho“ beautiful of Dante’s creations.
l‘ice’s?ent had at first been repulsc:d by Bea-
ndiny i;«t'her, owing .to some. early prejudice; but
is co: s daughter’s hnppmessﬁ depm}'led upon
o det, sent,he !md reluctantly yielded 1‘L, though
. plened their union from time to time upon
e e]‘f Fhat Duranti was too much engrossed by
us\,po itics of his native city to make a good
and,

WeA,:.ZW m?r.lths previous to the period of which
Writing, a memorable battle had been
ni};il}l’?tWe?n th.e Ghibelin.es-arjd G.uelphst at
If for ;:.10, in which Duranti dlstlrzgmshed him-
Woung ‘? bravery ; but he received a severe
. 1% which his friends hoped would extinguish
ox:!"y %eal. It only served, however, the more
even ite it, and on his recovery he plunged with
%:‘;e ardor into the excitement of the times.
repl‘@sen ortonari was seriously displeased, and
ted to Duranti se vividly the consequen-

Ce8 of 1.
biny f his rashness, that he promised to withdraw

fon,

. as s . H I
Which L oon as possible from the coils in

¢ had been entangled. It was at this

e ti“;hgt Ft’atricfx received the letter we }m\"c
e it ed, informing her of a new outbreak in
tag Y where Duranti had himself been at-
by a party of the Ghibelines, and wonld
M sacrificed but for the opportune arrival

hay

80 .
of 1o € friends.  She rould not endure to think |

exposed to so many dangers which she

wag v‘:'t share ; and whfan she sought her father,

to o.»,n“nh a determination to prevail upon him
0t to their union.

tieg oe 10ving father could not resist the entrea-

“'%nt

woh](]
n ﬁalm&ke the necessary arrangements for their
3,

LD

e s
of wasrt}“’ time of Carnival. The whele world
eNee were engaged in it, save the few who

tiek, who then, more bitterly than ever, re-
With isth’ft Arracl should be looking upen them
Bety; ¢vil eye; and the two lovers, the world for-

_ ing. (o
; hag %“'“Jﬂyed that delightful intercourse which
g, N 50 long denied them. Duranti read .

AR - . .
Wity ]]‘"S compositions to Beatrice, and listened
o s €Oght to her playful criticisms. They

: © 104
) "eed but the germ of the plant which was

Oty

. gllage,

.oooear . .
such glorious fruit ; yet the promise of

S Stre
ﬁl‘st P:i%th and beauty could be seen in these its
S.

e A
n”Dieud already conceived the idea of writing
?v(;e‘m that should elevate the Italian lan-

’ lich had not been thought to possess

o~

-

i fair child, and he promised, when they
0 Florence to celebrate the Carnival, he |

DURANTI ALGHIERL
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it to the rank of a classic tongue.
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sufficient power for any great literary composi-
tion ; but Dante felt that the “lingua vulgare”
was capable of much, and it was his aim to raise
How well he
succeeded in his great endeavor, each succeeding

. age bears witness, in the immortality it has given

to him and the gentle being whom he has made
his guide through the world of spirits.

TTow full of happiness were these few days, but
oh—how brief! A world of tender emotions and
deep heart-feeling was compressed jnto them;
and all his life long did Duranti Alghieri turn a
backward look upon these, the only truly happy

~ days which his stormy life permitted him to en-

joy. The last day of the Carnival came. On
the next, Beatrice was to return home; for her
father kept sacred the days of-fasting and penance
which followed, and preferred passing them in the
privacy of his own palace. The arrangements had
been made for Beatrice’s marriage at an early

i day in the Dright and sunny month of May.

There was comparative peace in Florence, and
Alghieri had promised to withdraw himself from
its divisions. Ile was not to accompany them
home, having many arrangements to make pre-
vious to resigning the offices of trust which he
Leld under the Guelph party. With a light
heart, though a tearful eye, Beatrice bade him
adieu. She thought they were soon to meet
never again to be separated. No shadow cast its
gloom upon the dial of ker young heart; but
Duranti was sad; a cloud was upon him which

_he could not remove —and a chilliness as of death

crept over him while he watched the graceful
guiding of her spirited jennet, as she rode away;
and he could scarce return-the smile which she
gavé him with the parting glance before she was
lost tc his view.

The travellers did not leave Florence till late
in the aficrnoon, for the day had been hot, and
they preferred to await a less fervid sun.  Gaily
passed the first hour or two, for Beatrice’s heart,
relieved from the anxicty she had long felt for

' her lover, was blithe and buoyant, and the motion

of her favorite exercise made her almost unnatu-
rally gay. As soon as they were out of the city
in the beautiful open campania, she removed the
velvet mask, which had partly shaded her exqui-
site face, and which it was the custom for ladies
of her rank to wear when desirous to cscape ob-
servation, and yiclded herself to the abandon ”
of the hour. TTer father listened with delight to
her playful sallics, and her bright picturing of
the happiness she should enjoy, when united to
Duranti.  With love’s prophetic hand, she
sketched for hiim a future of undying fame, Ie
was to immortalize not only himself but his 8g ;

>

B e ety + 3




A A A AR A A A A N8 S A A A

B e A AP A A e A P A P A N AN SN NN A SN PN

152
he was to be the founder of a new school of Ita-
lian literature, and she was to place upon his
brow the lanrel chaplet which would be decreed
him by the general voice.

But now the air became oppressive ; the hori-
zon gathered clouds, first beautiful and bright,
and varying in color like the dying dolphin, then
growing deeper and darker, until the whole hea-
vens were covered with a sable pall.  The party
on horseback became alarmed, the servants were
sent forward to find a carriage or safe shelter
for the Lady Beatrice, who, though terrified, kept
her jennet to its utmost speed, and clung almost
breathless to the saddle. But the storm burst
upon them; the heavens were rent with the
forked lightning; and the thunder, reverberating
from the distant hills, was terrific, while the
horses dashed on, maddened by the roar of the
elements. Beatrice’s strength was nearly ex-
hausted when they were met by their own car-
riage, which her mother, knowing they were to
return, had sent to meet them. The half-fainting
girl was lifted into it, and she soon arrived at
home, well nigh dead with fatigue and agitation,
and shivering with cold.

Beatrice’s angelic spirit had been enclosed, as
is often thé case, in too frail a casket; and those
who looked upon her, often phophesied that she
was a flower destined in its bud for heaven; meet
offering for that holy shrine! It was soon evi-
dent to all about her that disease had laid his
withering hand upon her. 'I'he unnatural excite-
ment of her spirits ended in delirium. A mes-
senger was despatched to Florence for an eminent
physician, and to Duranti, informing him of her
illness.

"The physician arrived the same night, and his
sad looks as he surveyed the fair girl indicated
his fears ; but there was hope thut the youth of
the patient would enable her to triumph over the
malady. The servant brought back the letter for
Duranti; he was not in Florence, having been
suddenly summoned to Pisa by the illness of an
uncle, to whom he was much attached. Porto-
nari hesitated whether to send for him thither,
but at length decided that it might prove unne-
cessary thus to alarm him.

For several days Beatrice continued delirious,
and in ber wanderings she fancied Daate by her
side. She talked to him ever of love and poetry,
exhorting him to immortalize himself by some
great work. Again she would reproach him for
not being by her, and in such agonizing tones,
that her father despatched a messenger to bring
him to bis villa without delay. But the days of
his daughter were numbered. " Her delirium
ceased, hut every hour wasted her little strength.
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Very beautiful it was, and yet most sad to 566
that fair girl sinking so gently to her last sleeP
She asked once for her lover, and being tO‘d.’
messenger had been sent for him, she did not ag®®
ask for him, though her countenance brighten®® !
and her glance was eager and anxious at the ]
sound without, She felt the sands of life wer®
wasting swiftly, and her only aim seemed to0
to administer comfort to her parents, to recon d
them to her irreparable loss.

Towards evening of the sixth day of her
illness, she begged to be placed upon a cou®
near the window, and to have the curtain %
drawn, that she might once again see the beau‘,if“]
sun, which was never more to gild those lo
scenes for her eyes. She gazed upon it long 8"
earnestly; and as she lay with the last rays°
the sinking luminary upon her features, she 100k
like the angel she was so soon to become. Al
earthly taint seemed gone, when suddenlya pait”
ful shade crossed her face, and she mumured:

% Mother in Heaven ! holy and pure! for thy
blessed Son’s sake! bless him, bless him!” The"
turning to her weeping parents, she said: “W"
you be father and mother to him—to my beloved
Would that I could once more see him—only ¥
bless him! But it may not be! Tell him w0
live for Beatrice. She will watch over hi®’
though her mortal body has left him for ev®”
her soul will still be in communion with his; °
will be his guardian, his friend. And now 7"“'
blessing, my beloved parents! Feggive me i o
have ever been undutiful. The cold grasp

death is upon me......... I must leave youl A&

I must be gone l...... Farewell!”......

She closed her glazing eyes, her lips moved 8 !
if in prayer; one slight shudder passed over ' e
frame, and that angelic spirit had left its bean? i]
tenement for its native home,

The passionate grief of the mother, and e
agony of the father, it were impossible to des’
cribe. Life had lost for them its charm; 8
they longed to lay themselves beside the ° &
insensate marble, which was all that was *°
them of their heart’s best treasure, But eve8
this most trying hour, they thought of purs?®
Alghieri, his long attachment, and the pestt
rending surprise which awaited him. The .
dreaded his arrival, which they knew would *”
long be delayed. That night he came! His nﬂ.
patient summons at the door wassoon answer® .
and breathless with agitation, he demallded

4

A

the trembling servant:
“ How is the Lady Beatrice?” i
Before he could be answered, Count Port©
met him in the hall. ,With & strong effort
father composed himself, and said:

.. "
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ome with me, my son, and you shall see her;

be calm, and pray for strength.”

t}:: fearful truth flashed upon Dante’s heart;

ioh ere was that in the father’s deportment
awed and silenced the stern conflict of his

ents Th("y passed on through the various apart-
i, ::l:lle;h;y came to Beatl}‘lice’s door. Por-

sed for a moment ; then opening it
tarneq o Dane t; then opening it, he

L )

i8 Jop nter my son,” said he, *and behold all that
t“_s of our earthly treasure.”

veil must be drawn over the agony of that

Ll

F-a
=

-
E

0
'0:; .Dante could scarcely believe that his
g%: idol, the pulse of his heart, had indeed

“’“n;ledBut the sad parapharnalia of death sur-
N her, The wax tapers were burning
u ne;; head and feet, and the black cross lay

her bosom. A changed being was Duranti

leri, when he went forth from that silent
Rnber of death.

Lo
wo

£

:f h,“ been often said to form the whole of
0’S being, while it is but an episode in the
But if Duranti
epis(’;e"i’sf love for Beatrice Tortonari was an
Aoy ® 1t was one that coloured his whole
¢ i“lstence, and deepened the violet hues
e, : Poetical temperament, to darkest pur-
Sorgy 8sting gloom and shadow over all his
his oy and unquiet life. Had Beatrice lived, in
‘Dﬁnt:n happy home the spirit of unrest in
. ints bosom would have been exorcised, and
Plﬂngee]mSt centre‘d there. He wou!d not have
N Citeu(, headlong into the political divisions and
s ents of Florence; but this very circum-
Poet thpml.mbly brings him down to us a greater
e an if he had been nursed in the lap of
Pre xlu(i; 'I:ho floblest works of genius have been
o lnoed in times of tumult and confusion, and
theg, ¢ Powerful minds have been developed by
Wwhey trymg occasions which crush the weak;
the b:l"ery man must be his own master, and
D dest heart can alone take precedence.
o and Milton afford striking examples of the
epi:f Pf)litical excitements upon a high order
mind, They were similarly situated;
Blect s:“’gg]ing for liberty; both suffering ne-
th ﬁ:&i_ Persecutions for their principles; and
Worlg: Ing g resource against enemies, and the
8 struggles, in the creations of their fancy.
dry ":‘“‘ay. with his diamond nibbed pen, has
Ten, :' bea}ltiful parallel between these gifted
Rreat mThen’ poetry,” he observes, “has in a
ora] easure taken its character from their
el

)gy,' bllsxtling life of man.

o L

m

Tarely Qualities, They are not egotists. They

readmc'btl‘ude their idiosyncracies upon their
- They Rave nothing in common with
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those beggars after fame, who extort a pittance
from the compassion of the inexperienced by ex~
posing the nakedness and sores of their own
minds; yet it would be difficult to_name two wri-
ters whose works have been more completely
though undesignedly coloured by their personal
feelings. The character of Milton was distin-
guished by loftiness of thought, that of Dante
by intensity of feeling.

« In every line of the Divine Comedy, we discern
the asperity which is produced by pride, strug-
gling with misery. There s perhaps in the world
no work so deeply and uniformly sorrowful. The
melancholy of Dante was no fantastic caprice.
It was not, as far as at this distance of time we
can judge, the effect of external circumstances.
It was from within, Neither love nor glory,
neither the conflicts of earth, nor the hope of hea-
ven could dispel it; it turned every pleasure and
every consolation into its own nature. It resem-
bled that noxious Sardinian soil, of which the in-
tense bitterness is said to have been perceptible
even in its honey. His mind was, in the language
of the Hebrew poet, ¢aland of darkness, as dark-
ness itself, and where the light was as darkness.’
The gloom of his character discolors all the
passions of men, and all the face of nature, and
tinges with its own livid hue the flowers of Para-
dise, and the glories of the Eternal Throne. All
the portraits of him are singularly characteristic.
No person can look on the features, noble to rug-
gedness, the dark furrows of the cheek, the hag-
gard and woful stare of the eye, the sullen and
contemptuous curl of the lip, and doubt they
belonged to a man too sensitive to be happy.

« Milton was, like Dante, & statesman and a lover,
and like Dante had been unfortunate in ambition
and love. He had survived his health, and his
sight, the comforts of his home, and the pros-
perity of his party. Of the great men, by whom
he had been distinguished at his entrance into
life, some had been taken away from the evil to
come, some had carried into foreign climes their
unconquerable hatred of oppression; some were
pining in dungeons, and some had poured forth
their blood upon the scaffold. That hateful pro-
scription facetiously turned the ¢act of indem-
nity and oblivion,’ had set a mark upon the poor
blind, deserted poet, and held him up by name to
the hatred of an inconstant pecple, and profligate
court. Venal and licentious scribblers, with
just sufficient talent to cluthe vile thoughts in the
style of a bell-man, were the favorite writers of
the sovereign and the public. It was' a loath-
some horde, which could be compared to nothing
so fitly as to the rabble of Comus, gfotesque
monsters, half bestial, half huysan, dropping with
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wine, and bloated with gluttony. Amidst these,
his muse was placed, like the chaste Lady of
the Masque, lofty, spotless, and serene, to be
chattered at, pointed at, and grinned at, by the
whole rabble of satyrs and goblins. If ever des-
pondency and asperity could be excused in any
man, it might have been in Milton. But the
strength of his mind overcame every calamity.
Neither blindness, nor gout, nor age, nor domes-
tic afflictions, nor abuse, nor neglect, had power
to disturb his sedate and majestic patience. His
spirits do not seem to have heen high, but they
were singularly equable. His temper was serious
and stern, but it was a temper which no suffer-
ings could render fretful or sullen. Ilence it
was, that though he wrote Paradise Lost, at a
time of life when images of beauty and tender-
ness are beginning to fade even from these
minds in which they have not been effaced by
anxiety or disappointment, he adorned it with all
that is most lovely and delightful in the physical
and moral world, Iis poetry reminds us of the
pinnacles of Alpine scenery. Nooks and dells,
beautiful as fairy land, are embosomed in its most
rugged and gigantic elevations. The roses and
myrtles bloom unchilled on the verge of the
avalanche.”

Such is the distinction between these two great
poets, drawn by the master essayist of the day.
Had they changed birth-places, their peculiar dis-
positions would have appeared influenced by the
varying climates. Milton’s radiant and beautiful
spirit seemed to have been born under the sunny
skies of Italy, where no cloud dims the bright-
ness of the heavens; while Dante’s fitful, gloomy
temperament, scemed more fitted to be the child
of the fogs and storms of JEngland.

Dante’s early life was a happy one. His
family was one of the most ancient in Florence.
Some records say, that Eliscus, the father of the
race, existed in the time of Julius Czesar, but this
idea has been rejected, yet it is allowed he ac-
quired great distinction in the time of Charle-
magne, when he removed from Rome to Florence,
One of the descendants of this Eliseus married
into the noble family of Aldighieri, or Alghieri
of Ferrara, and his son assumed his mother’s
name, and became the immediate ancestor of
Dante, who was born at Florence, in the month
of May, of 1265, and christened by the name of
Duranti, afterwards abbreviated to the one he
has rendeved so immortal.

Visions, prophesics, dreams, and many remgrk-
able cvents pointed him out for a wonderful
child, and according to Boceacio, this light of
Italy, by the special grace of God, was welcomed
at his birth, by as many lofty hopes as tender
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DURANTI ALGUIERI.

caresses.  Iis father died too early to see any of
the predictions verified, but his mother cherish

)

them in her heart; and, strengthened by the™ .

performed with unwearied faithfulness all he¥ |

maternal duties. Dante was placed very early

with Brunetto Latinti, one of the first schola™ :

of the age, and he fostered and developed W

ith

great care, the powers which early showed the®®” :
sclves in the young Duranti. e had not only®
great taste for poetry, but a decided talent j
music and painting, which he cultivated wit" -
great success. One of his early and stron§ :

friendships was formed with Giotto and Aderig®
then the universal themes of admiration for thei
paintings ; the taste for the art just beginningvto
revive in Ttaly. Giotto begged as a favour, that
he might be permitted to take a likeness of hifi
so that we have the portrait of the first poet ©
his age, drawn by the first painter of his time.

Like the head of our modern Satanic school ®
poetry, Byron, Dante was very young when he
first felt that love which has indelibly nssociate
the name of Beatrice Portonari with his work®
and himself. TIn his ninth year, he was invit
to keep May-day, with several young companion®
at her father’s, when the quiet, gentle beauty ©
the young “Brice,” as she was called, attract
him, and the sentiment in s few years becam®
the absorbing one of his being. To this he at”
tributes the early exercise of his muse, and the
following sonnet is the first of his printed one%-
Itis an address to the initiated in love, who cod
alone be supposed to understand him :

“To every captive soul, and gentle Leart,

For whom I sing, what sorrows strange I prm’f'!
I wish all grace ; and may their master, Love,

Present delight, and happy hopes impart.

Two thirds of night were spent, but brightly clears
The stars were shining, when surprised I saw
Love, whom to worship is my will and law !

Glad was his aspect, and hLe sermed to hear

My own heart in his hand, while on his arms,
Garmented in his many-folded vest,

Madonna lay with gentle slecp oppressed,

But lie awoke her, filled with soft alarms,

And with that burning heart, in umble guise,
Did feed her, till in gloom the vision fled iy eye$

"

We cannot but believe that the account 17antt
has himself given of his early passion was 100
much exaggerated by the warmth of his imagi?®
tion; but it shows what an absorbing powe? "
had upon him; and we can imng&xe how def‘P!’
the severing of a tie which had Deen cherish®
for so many years must have nffected hif®
although he says he was prepared for it !
visions and prophecies. Dut lLe Sll‘ugglc§ wnt'
his grief, entered again into the service of the
republic, and instead of brooding upon his los$
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Pt his ming active with polities or his literary
Pursuits,
But he was not happy, and his friends, deeming

a| .
Drt Marriage would be the most effectual cure

disappointed  ufteetion, persuaded him to -
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Teegj . . :
o ®lve & wife ut their hands ; an undertaking .
"Pared by Boccacio to that of “a physician

re . L. .
» O an ague by immersion in snow or ice, or

> Tefreghy any one sick or feeble by carrying |

::tsfmm the' sweet air of Italy to the burning
Rhad(,or Lybia or the cternal gloom of Mount
Pe; for certainly,” says he, “no ene else
ever have conceived the notion of curing
OTOuS tribulations with a wife !”
. n:;]thiai homeepathic principle Dante mm‘r‘ied
irth 2 di Monetto di Donati, 8 woman 'of high
a .“‘“d fortune, and one who would improve
. Strengihen bis political connexions ; but her
nhi)us and imperious temper kept him constantly
appy.
::tl:‘ ‘he:u-t was devoted t.o the memory.of
o, n‘]@@, and he could not give th.ut love which
°"&veda I’N‘Tse!f yielded, and which her 'heart
+ This early sowed the seeds of discord

Woulq

Veen them, and they reaped a whirlwind of

3Ppiness which blighted their lives, destroyed
ariony and domestic comfort, and made
an alien from home and country, and so
un(;:'er?d his existence that even -the sweet
hin f parent and child lost their power over
faah;:md he became a neglectful and .\mlovmg
tom '] But he suffered less frf)m t.hxs cause,
uix-“e active occupation of his mind in the
Wag : of the republic, It 1> reporte.d that he
Wity ;’?‘. on fourteen embassies, and in all met
Stinguished success.
B :t unfortunately for Dante’s political pros-
a0 under current of discord and faction
th, at work, which soon welled, destroying
time, elusive peace which had rested for a short
Upon Florence. New difficulties broke out
“e?“ the Nori and Bianchi; the hatchet was
:;:ed, and daily aggressions were committ.ed
t"nect party. Dante, whese superiority of in-
Placed him at the head of the Dianchi,
in def’“ted to Pope Boniface to implore his aid
the T CBuse; but the pontiff secretly favored
¢rL, and though he received Dante kindly,
ly I;Pomis(_:d him his influence, it was only to
hig 0‘: Suspicions, and to transfer the power t:o
hy ed“ hands. ‘[his it was that gave Dante his
by in of ‘!le priests, and excited him to the
“l'di,g.g Satire against them all, the pope and

g, di&”"ls especially, which is found in his * Com-

.. '® Sentence of banishment was soon pro-
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9 should endeavour to cure an scute fever by

nounced upon six hundred of the Bianchi, and
to that of Dante was added a fine of eight
thousand livres, and in default of payment his
estates and goods were confiscated, on the trivial
excuse of mismanagement of public money; but
the high name which he bore for public integrity
refutes the charge. This severc sentence was
pronounced on the twenty-seventh January, 1302,
and on the tenth March in the same year, it was
repeated, with the addition that if he was found
within the territories of Florence he should be
burnt alive. What a disgrace to the republic
was this act, which from political motives alone
prescribed the noblest ornament of the age, and
banished the poet and patriot from his country !
Not all the statues, paintings, and inscriptions,
which were afterwards offered to his memory,
could atone for this injury, which was not so
much a disgrace to Dante as to the country,
which, blinded by prejudice, could not appreciate
him.

From this time Dante, an exile from his
beloved Florence, was a wanderer over Italy,
and none of his chroniclers have been able to
trace the exact course of his various pilgrimages.
His first sojourn, however, was at Arezzo, where
a party of the Bianchi had fortified themselves.
Here they formed the plans which resulted in
the sudden attack upon Florence, which tuok
place the very night Petrarch was born, Their
hopes of success were very sanguine, but they
were totally discomfited, and with this failure
Dante lost all the little hope he had nourished of
being restored to his home, While at Arezzo he
formed an intimacy with a nobleman of great
merit, whose friendship cieered and solaced him
under his misfortunes. After wandering about
for two or three years, now at Padua then at
Luvigiani, where he was kindly received by the
Marquis Morello Maluspina, he went to Gubbio,
and there tradition reports that in the convent of
St. Croce, near that place, he composed most of
his poems. His chumber is even now shown,
and a marble bust, with a.suitable inscription,
has been placed to commemorate the spot.

Some portion of his *“ Commedia” was composed
in Florence, and it is said his wife rescued with
difficulty seven cantos from the populace when
they pillaged his house, and sent them to him
while he was with the Murquis Malaspina. After
leaving Gubbio he went to Verona, to which place
he was attracted by the kindness of ¥rancesco
and Alborno Scaligori, who jointly exercised the
sovereign authority, They were patrons of all
literary merit, and felt a peculiar sympathy for
Dante’s distressed state; but although honored
by them, his restless spirit would not be content,
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He was unfitted by his irritable feelings for a |
residence at court; and annoyed by some fancied
coolness on the part of his noble patrons, he
withdrew to the French capital, which was during
the thirteenth century more celebrated than any ;
other city in the world for its learning and philo-
sophy.

The constant excitement, however, and the rest-
less feeling of being without a home, had now
almost worn him out, and he ardently wished for
some place where he might repose in quiet, and
pursue undisturbed the studies to which he now
devoted himself. Ile had resigned all hope of
rescuing Florence from its state of degradation,
and his mind turned with loathing from further
political excitement. He was therefore well pre-
pared to accept the invitation he now received
from Guido Palenta, Lord of Ravenna, a noble-
man of distinguished worth, who had truly sym-
pathized with the sufferings of Dante, and who
feared his unsettled life would extinguish the
torch which had lighted up so brilliantly the
Egyptian darkness of Italian literatare. Here at
last in the beautiful city of Ravenna, soothed by
the kindness of his friend and patron, did Dante
find that peace he had so long sought, and his
freed mind poured itself forth in psalms and
penitential hymns, which still remain as monu-
ments of his piety, and beautiful specimens of his
poetical taste.

But Dante could not long enjoy this state of
repose. Guido became involved in a war with
the Venitians, which he found so injurious to his
state, that he determined to negociate if possible
with that haughty republic, and knowing the
experience of his guest in these matters, he soli-
cited him to undertake the embassy. Reluctantly
did Dante come forth once more on the arena of
public life; but he could not refuse Guido’s re-
quest, and accordingly with a suitable retinue
proceeded to Venice; but so determined was the
opposition of the Venitians to Ravenna, that they
would not even admit the ambassador to an
audience, and he was obliged to return home
with the object of his mission unaccomplished,
No blame attached to him, but the mortification
sank deep into his lacerated and susceptible heart,
and from this time an unconquerable sadness
oppressed him, which so wore upon his frame,
debilitated by previous suffering, that in Septem-
ber 1320, he died.

His death was bitterly lamented by Guido and
all Ravenna, and they showed their love and res-
pect for him by the honors which were rendered
to him. The coarse Franciscan robe which he
had worn for some time, was replaced by rich
garments, suitable to his birth and genius, and

DURANTI ALGHIERIL

; eulogy over him, and he was laid in his long res®
» in the Franciscan church at Ravenna. ’
' Bernbo a few years after, erected a splendld

T T e s S S o 20 e e e e e WMV”"/‘

s

P P VLSS VUSSR ol

the trappings of the funeral were as gorgeous 8%
if he himseif had been the lord of the land rathe?
than a travelling exile. Guido pronounced 8%

Cardinll»l

monument to his memory, a tribute scarcely‘
needed; for the writings of Duranti Alghier
will remain a fitting monument to his genius 100§
after the costly pile reared by his friend sh
have been destroyed by the elements.

It was nearly a century before Italy was aroused
to a sense of the greatness of Dante’s genius, and
the vast debt she owed to him for exhuming the
Muse who, covered by the lava of ages, W89
forgotten and unsought even in the asylum 10
which she had fled when exiled from her nati¥®
Greece. But though tardily accomplished, ‘h'e
amende honorable was at length made to Dante®
memory, and the fifteenth century saw Florenc?
humbly begging for his hallowed remains, tha¥
they might rest in his much loved birth soil, 87
that she might atone to the honored dead for th€
neglect of the exiled and discarded living. But
vain was the petition! Ravenna valued t0°
highly the relics of the poet, and Duranti’s bod:?' :
was permitted that repose which his living spifit |
8o vainly sought. The disappointed Florentine®
were obliged to content themselves with callﬁi_“g
his portrait, painted by Giotto, to be hung, with
a suitable iriscription, in a public place;%and they
instituted a professorship to explain the divi?®
mysteries of the Commedis, the chair of which
was filled first by Boccacio, then successively bY
the most learned men of Florence, Bologh#
Pisa, Venice, and other towns soon followed ;'he
example of Florence, and all Italy resounded wit
the name of Dante, the creator of their poetic®
language, and the father of their poetry.
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THE STATUARY.

A SONNET.

BY E. W. W. G. HOUSEAL,

This cannot surely be a form of stone,

The mere production of my feeble art *

From off the pedestal, she soon will start,
And softly whisper, “ I am still thine own"—
But no, alas! Herself, herself I’ve known,
But Death, he smote her with unsparing dart,
And I am now condemned to live agart—
Weeping that on my birth, the sun e’er shone !
Oh! could I drink oblivion in the wave,

Soon would I dare the tempest and the storm,
And leap yon rock, 'gainst which the billows roa¥ s
But on that rock, her name I would engrave—
Place on its pinnacle, this angel form,

Where all might see, and seeing all adore.
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BALLADS OF TiIE RHINE.

BY AXDREW L. PICKEN.

WICSBADEN.

atastrophe been the same.

She came amangst us with the Spring —those maizt delicious days,
When odours steal like fairies forth, from all the wondland waye;
And Ilope the huntress, with her train, outruns the rising beam,
And danceth with the dan~ing leaves and singeth with the stream.
She came amongst us with the flowera—so fragile yet so fair,
With eyes like the blue twilight stars, and rings of golden hair.

REFRAIN.
WWe know our songs are very sad, for mirth iz 21l ton loud,
For us to tell of 'neath the weight of Famine's closing shroud;
80 wonder not our memory moat lingers with the dead,
For we'er but poor German childerkin, and beg “our daily bread.”

Her voice, like winds throuzh Autumn leaves, had a low and mournial fall,
Rut yet our bruised hearts leapt up as to a mother's call.

Her cheek, like Spring’s first rose, so pure, so lofty delicate,

Made us dream of those sweet seraphs that at Mercy's portals wait.

We could not think—'midst youth’s own hués—the ruthless worm was there,
Or that dust would soon be strewed upon her rings of golden hair.

‘We know our songs are very sad, yet who of joy could sing,
‘Where Poverty keeps chilling watch and saddens all our Spring 3
‘Where Memory's embers only shine and heavy tears are shed,

For we're but poor German childerkin, and beg “our daily bread.”

And he on whom she leant at last, her anclior of the heart,

How watched he for the closing surge that tore the chain apart !

Was it fear or pain that shook him when in each long look she gave,
e marked within its dreamy depths the shadows of the grave ?
No—were the shrouded breast laid bare—no yearning thought is there,
For that gentle English lady with her rings of golden hair.

We know our songs are very sad, but Life’s unfolding seene,

Still shews upon its sunniest spots some serpent’s trail hath been;
O'er every flower that bloomed for us the blistering slime is spread,
For we're but poor German childerkin, and beg “ our daily hread.”

e

Sleep sitteth down with dove.like wings, in that dim shaded room,

The grudging menials watch alone, like phantoms 'mid the gloom;

And the lovely lady dreams away her last calm dying hours,

'Mid the grand old woods of England and her own sweet garden flowers.
The thrush thrills with his gushing pipe the hedgerow low and fair,

And the winds of home come wandering throngh her rings of golden hair.

We know our songs are very sad, but where we loved so well,
Our thoughts like summer birds fly back with Memory to dwell:
8o wonder not our strain is grave, we seem on graves to tread,
‘For we're but poor German childerkin, and beg “our daily bread.”

9 fBat stunning pistol shot at midnight's silent hour?
‘Why streams the pool of bitter blood o’er that dull chamber floor ?
The gamester's latest die is cast, and thrown his final main,

The doom of God is on hig soul! the false dice in his brain!
Thanks, Holy Saints!—She sank at once—nor lingered in despair,
And pillowed on his bloody breast her rings of golden hair,

‘We know our songs are very sad, our hearts are full of cares,

And that lovely foreign flower is blent still with our songs and prayers;
‘We dare not wish her back again,—she’s happy with the dead,—

And we're but poor German childerkin, and beg “our daily bread.”

21
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P has snggested that this ballad requires anote, It is marely to s1v, sinen noressary, that it was founded ¢

Moratiy of Lady Ellenborough and Prince Schwartzenberg, and that it would have been well for the cause of
'ty bad the ¢
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BALLADS OF THE RHINE.

—

DRACHENFELS,

Halt—hear ye not the matin bell? it is the holy hour!
‘What sanctuary so meet for prayer as this old vintage bower ?
Cheer the browsing mules to rest beside the chiming mountain rifl,
While Holy Mary bends above our cell serene and still |

AvE MArn!

Now while the breeze is singing through the dark embowering vine,
‘Where its tendrilled tresses wind around in many a fairy twine :

While the purple Rhine sweeps on beneath like a sea-king to his home,
And the eagle in the far blue air proclaims his halidome,

I'll tell a tale of glamourie, of old unholy spells,

That a Nixie o'er a Yager threw by haunted Drachenfels,

"Tis said those gaunt and grisly crags, whose shadows fall like night,
And from the fearful Lurlee-Beg frown back the blessed light,

‘Where fiends that prowled on Hallowmas, and fettered by a word,

8tood still for ever, locked in stone, beneath Tthuriel’s sword.

Grim sentinels ! what have they seen amid that gloom profouud,

‘Where the yawning whirlpool weaves its lure for ever round and round ?

Dark Max the hunter, loved from youth each silent solitude,

That shadowed forth his dreaming world and fed his wayward mood.
He shunned the household merriment, the jousts by daring won,

To seek, like an unquiet ghost, the solemn night alone.

And he hearkened with a fierce delight the Nixie’s silvery spell,

As she sailed adown the moonbeam like a wreathe of asphodel.

% Lurlee! Lurlee!” so ran the chant-—* our ocean halls are fair,

No taint of earth, no chill of death, no weary sound is there.
Outblazed by many a lovelier light the diamond feebly shines,

And shrinking from our red, red wine, the faded ruby pines,

The gnomes of earth in vain have watched their donjon stores of gold,
For broadly 'neath our pearly feet they're like a carpet rolled.

# Lurlee! Lurlee! the warlike Jarls, the stormy ocean lords,

Are dancing with our merry maids and shouting at our boards.
The golden browed and belted of the noble German line,

Are throned on our eternal thrones and quaff our deathless wine !
Lurlee! Lurlee! o, fearless heart! ’tis sweet with us to stray,
Amid our rich romantic realms, undimmed by dull decay.”

The huntsman gazed with straining eyes down through the shadows grim,
And saw her floating like a flame, above the cauldron’s brim—

‘While like a drowsy nightingale, as soft as soft ‘might be,

Still faltered up her silvery call—“’Tis sweet to roam with me.”

And wild desires rose fiercely up and banished holy fear,

‘While Rabezahl, the foe of souls, hung whispering at his ear.

He heard his motlier’s Ranz-de-vache, his brother’s folding horn,

And the Kloster's solemn vespers from the vine-trailed slopes upborne;
But he turned away with longing ears to list the elvish thing,

That o'er the seething Lurlee-Beg was brightly lingering.

“Lurlee! Lurlee! come roam with me,” still rang the witching strain,
He plunged into the fatal depths—and ne’er was seen again!

Montreal, February, 1847,
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CHAPTER IX,

Tog . -
,‘;:i Mind of Richard Craignton was fearfully
deeide. What course to pursue, he could not
 diselo; He felt as if guilty of a crime in not
) g the knowledge he possessed, in order
Mish g track, the pursuit of which might
rin the discovery of the perpetrators of the
li ng attack upon the residence of Captain Wil-
gy §entleman personally although not in ti-
¥ known to him, as he had only met him once

o
W ihe *ardner’'s—and the public press had filled
in g Dieture which to him had been but sketched

hlo\“’h“e by his mother’s fears, and his father’s
Wn e, appearance, as he staggered into his
disgy, Use on that terrible morning, wounded and
Dued’ and—unrepentant.
"hichy:ohm.l passed since he had seen him—days
oY wa, him had seemed like years, so lazily
Te) Ned. In the meantime he had voluntarily
from her engagements his betrothed
He had proclaimed himself—to her at
2 20d to him she was the world—as a felon’s
hig 'w?'nd it seemed that she had taken him at
. °"‘!, for he had neither heard of or from
Bene ?‘d he feel hurt at this? In spite of his
eblug]s, nature—in spite of his hopes, he did.
hig own e«? as he confessed it to his heart. Of
ci;ed’h Will, freely and unconstrainedly exer-
anq Yete had sought her, and renounced her ;
ho he could not but confess that he had
Tegre be longer remembered—more deeply
Bo ¢ " Bh. True, even if she had offered to fore-
ame, as indeed she had all but done—
Pinion ?Me his own, regardless of the world’s
Septeg ;h e Wf{uld not—he could not have ac-
lolnethine sacrifice she made. Still there was a
o (e b 8—he knew not what—that added gall
he 1"“’f"ﬂess of his lot. She was all to him—
"““to her.heved and hoped he might have been

brige,
le“'a a

h
&'lne on me !” he said to himself, as he
Tejoieq F barrow chamber. “Should I not rather
witp, . ¢ she has suffered me to remain alone

my ;
Y infamy! It is an insult to her nature,

-, \
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OR,

*Continued from page 118.

RICHARD CRAIGNTON;*

II‘ICIDI‘}NTS AND ADVENTURES IN THE HISTORY OF THE “ MARKHAM GANG.”

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

for me to think of her! I must think of her no
more.”

He continued pacing the room for many mi-
nutes, when the door was opened and a newspaper
handed to him. He opcned it mechanically. His
eye fell upon a paragraph, with the title of
“ Daring Attempt at Robbery,” which immedi-
ately chained his attention. It ran thus:

«QOn the night of the 7th instant, about eleven
o'clock, a daring attempt was made on the life of
Captain Willinton, formerly of the 86th, now
residing in this Township. There were three
robbers. Fortunately the gallant Captain had
been sitting up rather later than usual, all his
men being absent at some country merry-making.
He sat outside the door, the evening having been
exceedingly mild and agreeable, and saw the ap-
proach of the robbers, Two only ventured near,
and one of them, from some conversation he
overheard, the Captain believed to be already
alarmed,—yet on they came to the very spot where
he was sitting, when Captain Willinton, who had
heen observing them, caught the man who came
first, and threw him down the steps. The se-
cond man, being a bolder villain, he encountered,
having on their first appearance entered his
house and armed himself. After a short -en-
counter, the robber was disabled, when the third
man came up and attacked him. This man, after
fighting for some time, drew a pistol, when the
disabled robber threw himself between the com-
batants and intercepted the ball with his own
body. ‘To this interposition Captain Willinton
attributes the preservation of his ownlife. After
this the fight was renewed, and the issue was
still doubtful, when a neighbour—Mr. Brad-
shaw, a worthy and brave old man, a farmer, ar-
rived at the scene of action, accompanied by his
son, having been alarmed by Mrs. Willinton.
The sturdy old man terminated the contestsby
knocking down the robber. Captain Willinton,
we are happy to say, has not been seriously hurt,
although he suffers severely from the many and
heavy blows he received during his double en-
counter. 0
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* The most painful part of our narrative re-
mains yet to be told. Mr. Bradshaw’s son, who
was left by his father to take care of the prisoner,
(for one of the men had been secured,) while
he entered the house with Captain and Mrs.
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Willinton, was found on his return, dreadiully

wounded, and the prisoner gone. It
that he had been rescued by his associates. For
some time the young gentleman’s life was des-
paired of, but we are happy to say that Dr.
Greenleaf, who has been in attendance upon him,
is now of opinion that he is out of dunger.

* No clue has yet been found by which to dis-
cover the perpetrators of this daring outrage, but
we learn that a reward of one hundred pounds has
been offered for the conviction of either of them,
-and we hope no means will be left untried to dis-
cover them. Such doings have become alarmingly
frequent of late, and this is the most atrocious we
have yet heard of No mun is sule while the
authors of it remain at large. "The mystery con-
nected with the self-sacrifice of the robber who
ventured his own life to save that of the man he
sought to plunder we cannot solve, It must be
left to be unriddled by time.”

Richard Craignton had seen the matter men-
tioned by the press before, but he had seen no
notice of it by any meaus so circumstantial, and
the question arose—Coull it have been his father
by whom the life of Captain Willinton was saved?
The more he reflected, the more probable it
seemcd,  1his father hud evidently been wounded
by a pistol shot—the remarks he had heard
made by Whitley, while engaged in bandaging
his arm, left no doubt upon this point.  Ouly
one shot had been fired.  This also seewed clear
to him from all he had heard and read. 1lis
father, it must have been, who had received it
The thought itself, though it perilled Lis futher’s
life, was one that gave him comfort. ITe was not
utterly depraved. He had gone astray indeed,
He had linked hiwsclf with villuins. Ile had
become one of them. But he had not furgotten
himself so fur but that he could siill be generous
even to the sacrifice of his Life.

“My poor father I” he murmured, for the
convietion was strong within him that Cuptain
Willinton owed bis life to hin. * What can
have come over him? For what end—what pur-
pose—has he made himself an outcast ¥

He sunk into a deep and painful reverie. The
whole scene with his mother rose paintully before
his mind.  1le upbruided himsclf for baving left
her in her grief, although he felt couscious that
the sight of him deeply puined her; still, in her
deep distress, it was a duty he owéd her to huve
supported her by his presence.  And his sister—

\

is evident °

. nutes he was on horseback, and rapidly prf
. ceeding on his journey.,

- . s e .y 23
@ye think of this?  We've caught the murder®
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S0 young—so utterly guileless—her, tuo, he h’d
deserted—selfishly and recklessly deeming b
own burden greater than theirs.

Ile determined at once to repair his foull
as fur us it could now be done, by immediate!)
returning.  The day was already far spent ; b¥
nevertheless, he did not defer his purpose. 18
deed he did not think of hours. In a few BV

The thoughts that coursed through the mind
of Richard Craignton as he pursued his solits™f
way, itneeds_ notthat we should dwell upon. They
were huunting and hope-destroying, and yet ther®
were some spots of light and beauty even up®®
them. He bad convinced himself that his fathef
only could have been the man who, at the pe
of his life, had prevented murder, and he had o
most taught himself to hope that he had go®
upon his fearful errand, in order that he ﬂligm
save the wan whese life was perilled. It Wﬁs.'
wild and a foolish hope, or thought, for had P’s
purpose been so0, and had he had no participa‘wn
in the orimes of those who had planned the r"k_"
bery, and had Lo possessed a knowledge of theif
purpuses, the course he should have purst
would have been far otherwise, and he wo
have taken a safer and a surer meaus to pro
the intended victim. But feeble as the hopeW"_s'
it still existed, and worlds, had they been at bis
disposal, he would have given to have had the®
realized.

The distance from the city where he resideds
was nearly thirty miles from his father’s hou¥®
When within about six miles of what had 08¢
been his home, he found it was already midnighs
and fearing that his unlookéd for appearance
so late an hour might cause alarm, he stoplfed
at an inn for a few hours to rest, with a resolutio®
to resume his journey ut the earliest dawn. B:tl
befure the appointed hour, he was on the 10
again.

e 0 e e et e At o . 8 el e 28 0 e < et bt ot e et e

1le rode sluwly ulong, communing with bif®
self as he proceeded. e had probably travell
half the distance, when he was surprised
startled by finding a company of men, at
head of whom marched old Anthony Slatefi
escorting & bound and wounded prisoner.
was the morning on which old Anthony b
adroitly managed to secure the person of Natb

0
Gray, and the procession was egmposed of )
neighbours by whom the old man was surround .

Young Cruignton was known to alwost all
erond—old Anthovy among the rest, "
“ Al Mre Riciurd,” ke excluimed, * W

of old Gregory ——.” F.
;,ﬁw'“"/v-'
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“0u Gregory!
\n Murdered 7
,eplie:l)“"’inot heard of it, then!” old Anthony
* “Ie was butchered in his own bed
Would;gm before last. Ilere’s the murderer!
have served me the same, if it had not

”

»

cried the youth, “1las he

Wy the

n

oo your mother ——.
Y mother ! what of her ?” cried the young

» Cugerly,

our mother—master Richard! is an angel,”

u old Anthony. *To her I owe my life,
wait¥ God forget nte, when I forget it !”

ex(:laiy Mother—your life—what do you mean?”

. Med Richard ; “how could—how did she
«Jour life p»

n,
“

wgi tt‘flfl‘ing me of this villain’s plans. I never
¢, 39"1!1: &?kmg how she kuneiw Fhem. The
m““‘lerernce- i3 that you see me alive, and the
of poor old Gregory a prisoner.”
e tua::d bent his face to his horse’s mane, and
« Tolled down his cheek.
l{htno%her! my poor mother!” he said,
gl‘oug did not §peuk so a5 to be heard by
1 Wit[l) al‘Om}d him. ¢ The villain must have
‘hem . ‘ my father, and she must have heard
}ladmg. Can it be possible that he could
2 hand in this! No—no—I will not

(s .
it’,f'“lt 1s a shame to me that I could

thoy,
the

in|
Ty
e o i \
Yoly, Crowd began to move on, having fiest
e . .
ted o cheer for Mrs. Craignton, a cheer

Ri‘lhf Tuted Larshly upon the heart and ear of

P -

» 33 he thought how she must have be-
f‘iuamtcd with the design of the wretched
ore him,

gy, N “th(')ny remained behind until the last
b R;
1

“ (‘ha.l'

d iaSSeJ. He then spoke in a low voice

Co,
€ 9

w3 U father

R is very ill.”
e

. cried Richard, *Is he—has he—been
« o1 10 bed ?—how long has he been ill 2”
Seyg, "W a week, He has not left his room for

M dgys »
x%eing a:;lk God for that!” cried Richard, when
hilh, e ¢ look that old Anthony cast upon
Al\tl,()n Saw the indiscretion of his remark. Old
“1 ¥ smiled sadly.

Neveru:s % strange thing to be thankful for.
W thy, tless, my dear boy, you may have cause
Way God even for a father's sickness. I
Youp fa Say one word to you. I am afraid
of ity . T 18in trouble. If I can help bim out
f“ee]y “ve some dollars—and will spend thew
¥Peg) . 2S8st him, I am a blunt man, and

o] , .
Yoy Peuly, so don't feel hurt or angry. 1f
Such aid come to me. In the mean-
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time tuke an old man’s thanks to your -angel
mother—for if one ever lived on earth, its her.”

And bidding the young man good bye, old
Anthony proceeded after the prisoner, whom he
had determined to see safely lodged in the county
jail.

Richard immediately bent his steps to his
father’s house, at which he soon after arrived.
Early as it was, he saw, as he approached, his
young sister out in the neglected garden, wan-
dering listlessly among the fading flowers. The
girl saw him coming, and rushed to meet him as
he dismounted from his horse.

¢ Ah! Richard! you are come back,” she cried.
“ Mother said you would never come again, and
she cried, oh! so much. Father is very, very
sick !—But we’ll be all well again, now you are
back. Come, quick! my mother will be so glad
to see you.”

Richard stooped to kiss her, as he had done of
yore, but a tear fell from his cheek on hers.
She started.

“ What! are you crying, too ?” she exclaimed,
and her childish instinct, catching from his glance
the knowledge of some calamity which she could
not comprehend, she too burst into tears.

Richard did not attempt to soothe her. He
felt that the effort would still more unman him.
He therefore led his horse to the stable, and
taking off the bridle, touk his sister’s hand, and
led her to the house.

is mother met him at the door. She wy
worn and haggard, and her face bore man
furrows caused by recent and heart-wept tears. -
The same mild and gentle light still dwelt in her
clear blue eye; the same smile, but saddened with
bitter grief, greeted him as he approached, and
the embrace she gave him was almost convulsive,
She was the wreck of what had been a noble and
high-souled woman—no, not the wreck, but the
shadow rather, of what she hud been. The heart
of Richard was full to bursting, and his lips refused

to speak the commonest words of greeting. At -

length he said, in a whisper rendered hoarse by
his intense emotion,

* My father ! where is my father 2”

“Your father,” she answered, *is himself
again. ‘He has awakened from his dream—and,
oh! the comfort it has given me! But, alas! he
is dreadfully ill in body, and will not suffer me

to seek for medical assistance, and, without it, I -

fear he will never rise again.”

She wept bitterly for a few moments, while
Richard regarded her with feelings of intense
love and pity. Ilis own sorrows were forgotten,
and all his affection for his father was revived.

.
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“ Then, my dear mother, medical assistance he

must have. The village is but an hour’s ride

_from here. I will go for Dr. Burnet, and be
back before nine o’clock.”

“ Go, my son,” said kis mother. ¢ Heaven has
sent you back to us, and its promptings must be
obeyed. Bring Dr. Burnet, and I will prepare
your father to receive him. When he finds that
the doctor is really coming, he will probably
consent to what appears unavoidable.”

The young man hurriedly embraced his mother,
and & minute bad scarcely elapsed ere he had
remounted his horse and departed.

THE DISCLOSURE.

WHITLEY, as he sought the dark recesses of the
wilderness, finding himself beset on every side,
and seeing no prospect of escape, should he again
fall into the power of his former friends, deter-
mined as the least dangerous course, to seek the
residence of a magistrate, with whom he knew
that Craignton had had some quarrel, and to
communicate to him the whole particulars of the
robbery, hoping that he might still receive the
mercy of the Crown, in consideration of the
benefit which would result from the disclosures
he had it in his power to make.

He passed the remainder of the long night
within the depths of the forest, not daring to
seek & human habitation, not knowing where
Greene and his companions might have gone.

‘With the earliest dawn, he directed his course to !

the village, in which the magistrate had his resi-
dence, and when within its walls he for the first
time breathed freely, for though he did not be-
lieve he should escape totally unpunished, he had
no fear for his life, and the last night had shewn
him, the perilous position in which he stood.
Mr. Warren was an early riser, and usually
indulged himself with a stroll about the village,
in order to provide himself with an appetite for
breakfast. He was a bachelor, and as he had
passed the grand climacteric,—nay, indeed, as
his “day of life was waning into the sere and
yellow leaf,”—it seemed likely that he would con-
tinue so. His household was composed only of
a widowed sister, and a boy who acted in the
various capacities which his unpretending house-
hold required. Alrcady they were both astir,
and the merry laugh of the bog, as he pursued
his early tasks, was heard by Mr. Warren, as he
was about to issue from the house. It sounded
rather strangely at such an hour, particularly as
in his well regulated household, which, although
it was siifficiently cheerful on allfo;dinary occa-
sions, was rarelé' the scene of l.)oisterous mirth,

A A A A A AP A A A A AR S A A A AN A AP A P

RICHARD CRAIGNTON.

o

Curious to ascertain the cause of the ulllls“’l
sound, Mr. Warren entered the kitchen, deté’
mined to administer a little wholesome correcﬁ‘?“'
unless the cause of the uproar were satisfactor!
explained. An unexpected sight awaited h“’;
and he was as much surprised as pleased, t0 ‘?“
Whitley seated there, the boy gibing and je‘”"“g
at him with malicious pleasure. The spect®
he presented, however, was not one calculated ©
inspire mirth or laughter. He was the V€.
picture of misery. The long night passed i
watchfulness, in the dreary woods, in addition
the terror in which he had lived for many hO'frs'
had left deep traces upon his countenance, Whi°
was haggard in the extreme, and evidently
been long unwashed, while his unshaven chin, 8%
matted and uncombed hair added to the WO¢
begoneness of his appearance. It was evide?
that he was in no enviable mood, and the g ‘ :
hearted magistrate felt pity as he looked at h_“n'
although he was prepared to believe him guil
of many a grievous crime, for, in the cours®
the previous day he had heard of all that pass

at Captain Willinton’s, and being a shrewd ©
server, and a deeply thinking man, he was ¢0%
vinced that Whitley had been connected with 'h“‘»,
| abortive attempt at robbery, which had alar®*
i the neighbourhood during the previous week-

2 ‘We have said that Mr. Warren was surpl'i "
{ when he found Whitley in his kitchen. He &
: not, however, suffer his surprise to be agparen‘ ¥
!

his early visitor. Ie eyed him steadily for sever“
moments, and he could see that Whitley writh
and cowered beneath his glance; but he did »
attempt to speak, Mr. Warren was the first
break the silence:

“ What!” he exclaimed, “is it possible I:;
you here at such an hour? From what I be 0
of you yesterday, I hardly expected to have |
pleasure of seeing you so soon. May I ing"
your particular business with me?” 4

“ Mr. Warren,” said Whitley, hesitatinglys ’ne
with an expression of abject humility, for
hope which had hitherto supported him was
pidly giving way; “ Mr. Warren, I come t0 %
to ask you to save my life—" pob

“ Your lifel” exclaimed Mr. Warren, “V :
ails you man? Surely nothing so grave 8% the
you seem as if you had been upon some debs*’,
but there’s nothing, I hope, very dangero¥? .
that. I hardly think it is the figst time.
better take a soda, man, and you'll get over! r°
once. Besides,” he continued, assuming & mo,d
serious tone, “if your life’s in dgnger ¥ olt 1

better see the doctor, There’s one of the Fact Z, .
3 I'm of opinion, has some wish to see JOU- oy, |
\»Greenleaf, I mean.” -
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eyzghi.t ley winced at the name, and Mr. Waxren
« Ihlm earnestly,
ey don’t mean that,” said Whitley, humbly ;
; but
’

lsxa ore dangerous matter. It is

St 8peak to you alone. Will you give me a
Miuutes conyersation with you in a private
m 3

€
of course, of course,” said Mr. Warren, who
9 ucted what the wretch was aiming at. “You
Dig, w2ve all the benefit of a private audience.
shﬂll,w he continued, turning to the boy, “I
ant the gig after breakfast.—get the horse
¥ 80d step next door to Mr. Wilson, and
reag Will be glad to see him as soon as he's
, Mx}-' *_He can eall in about half an hour.”
f“’llov; arren led the way into a private room,
; '{y Whitley, who trembled excessively.
r:".""l’le‘lable step was now taken, and yet he
A ot courage enough to pursue it steadily.
“ared that he should not be able to make as
im‘gin:dsmry as when at a distance he had
I - But there was no retreat, and he
f_)nly hope the best. Mr. Warren came to
“Pou", at once.
C‘p ou c:]led yesterday, I have been told, at
thing in Willinton’s,” he said. “ You had some-
bery Mportant to communicate about the rob-
B the rohhers—what was it ?”
cone. Iy was not prepared for so abrupt a
w::“?ment, and the question staggered him.
« w23 silent, !
m‘gist::t was it?” again abruptly asked the
Culpyg, te, looking sternly at the self-convicted
wy S he spoke, |
“to tec"'"‘ed on Captain Willinton,” he replied,
the im I could prove who it was that made
i :“‘Pt to rob bim. But I expected—that
LI A0ted—T hoped he would promise to take
Wighe, S against one of them whose safety I
« , . ™as anxious—to secure.”
:‘,e‘_y" Captain Willinton,” said Mr. Warren,
gy szr;?eﬂy refused. So I have heard. Was
“

'eio‘lhd refuse,” replied Whitley, trembling
uy ently than before, “ and therefore I held
Yoy, €. But now I have come to tell all to
the .. % T want a pledge that you will protect

“ O whom I am interested.”
Yoy knopledge nothing. You must first tell all
13 W, and then trust to the Queen’s mercy.

. Yoy
Clo, Nt reveal all, I'll commit you on suspi-
m‘ﬁon ” t to circumstances for further infor-

I"ledmey was confounded. He was not pre-
for 5 ;
'lem \ uek g consummation. It seemed as if
' . ‘®agued against him, and for some mo-

RICHARD CRAIGNTON.

<

163

ments he remained perfectly silent. At length,
he mustered courage enough to proceed:

“ You are aware that the robbery was attempted
by three men—one of whom ”

« All the particulars are pretty well known to
me,” said Mr. Warren. *Dr. Greenleaf and
Captain Willinton called to consult me on the
subject, and put me in possession of the facts.
X want now to hear who were the actors.”

“Craignton »

“What! Edward Craignton!” said Mr. War-
ren. “It is impossible that you are going to
accuse him. Be careful what you do. He’s not
the man to trifle with.”

“T am,” said Whitley, gathering eourage.
“Two of the men went towards the door. I—
for T will conceal nothing,—was one of them.
Craignton was the other. He forced me to go
before him, and followed close behind me. When
Captain Willinton threw me down, Craignton
attacked him, and fired a pistol, —”

“There’s something wrong there,” said Mr.
Warren, *take care you speak the truth., Idon’t
like Craignton, so you must do him justice when
you speak to me. Proceed.”

« A pistol was fired,” said Whitley, losing
some of his newly acquired courage, “and I
thought it had been by him. At any rate the
Captain was too much for him, and got the bet-
ter of him.”

Whitley paused.

“ Proceed,” again said Mr. Warren. ¢ There
was a third man. Who was he ?”

 Greene—Bill Greene—one of Captain Wil-
linton’s men, He it was who was ggling
with his master, when Mr. Bradshaw came upon
them. He tried to murder me last night, because
the whole thing was heavy on my conscience, and
he thought yesterday that I was going to con-
fess. This is the whole truth, and you may ar-
rest them at once, if you can find where they
are.”

“Your story,” said Mr. Warren, “ does not
greatly disagree with the facts as I have heard
them. But who was it struck young Bradshaw?
He says it was not the wounded man,”

. Whitley stammered, and said he supposed it
must have been Craignton,

The Magistrate looked intently at him, and
Whitley felt as if he was reading what passed
within him. Mr. Warren asked no furtier ques-
tions, L

Mr. Wilson now came in, and Mr. Warren
desired him to sit down, and take a copy of the .
potes which he had made as the conversgtion
proceeded. He then read it over for Whitley’s

-
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approval, and having attested it, he said they !

RICHHARD CRAIGNTON.
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would proceed no further in aninformal manner, -
but as soon as breakfast was over, they would -
ride over to Dr. Greenleaf, and in his presence -

go over the whole matter thoroughly.
Mr. Warren, accompanied by Mr. Wilson, left

the room, and proceeded to the breakfast parlor, -

leaving Whitley to his cogitations, taking careto | Captain, and shewed the way into his stV

turn the key upon him. Ile sent him some re-
freshments, however, as he appeared worn out
with fasting and fatigue. Whitley, notwithstand-
ing his anxiety, devoured them with avidity, and
had hardly completed his repast when he was
summoned to proceed, under the charge of a
couple of stout constables, to the residence of
Dr. Greenleaf.

Whitley, as he determined to call upon Captain
Willinton, whose presence he desired at the
examination, and he feared the appearance of
the prisoner might alarm his accomplice, Greene,
for whom he had already made out & warrant of
arrest, which he intended should at once be exe-
cuted, should the man be at home. In this he
succeeded, and in the presence of his master
Greene was arrested. The Captain enquired the
menning of the proceeding somewhat testily, but
Mr. Warren, handing the attested paper, simply
said :

“ Read that—if you want any other cxplana-
tion, come with me. In the meantime, let this
fellow be taken care of, and brought along. He
and Whitley can be sent to jail together. We
have time enough to get the other before dark.”

“ Impggyible!” exclaimed Willinton. “Ttcan’t
be that Greene can be such a villian. There must
be some mistake.”

“pyeuce a bit!” said Mr. Warren.
him !
would have been proof enough of his treachery.

“ Look at
If I had not believed it before, his face

”»

In fact the face of Greene was a sad spectacle
to look at. Fierce passions seemed to have got
the better of him, as he roughly, though vainly,

- struggled in the grasp of the constables, who, with
the assistance of his fellow servants, were bind- ;

ing his hands tsgether.

« Fool—idiot !” he muttered, “as I was, to
let the villain escape. I might have guessed all
this ! But he shall suffer too ! The blow on
young Bradshaw’s skull shall not be overlooked.”

Captain Willinton had already entered the
house to take leave of his wife. In a few mo-
ments he returned, and the whole train set off
for the residence of Dr. Greenleaf, where they
shortly after arrived. Whitley-with his convoy
were there before them, having followed the di-

. was in atiendance, and they proceeded minnt®

L4

i although he stammered and hesitated, he P
Mr. Warren had already gone. Ileanticipated °

N A NP

rect road, while Mr. Warren diverged from it $0 . 3

call upon Captain Willinton,

Dr. Greenleaf was considerably flurried whe?
he found the assemblage becoming so large, o
already the noise of all these doings had go*
abroad, an1 a crowd had collected, but he never’
theless shook hands with Mr. Warren and !

where a young gentleman who acted as his cler
to investizate the evidence which had been o
fered by Whitley, who ina short time was cfl“ed
before them to repeat in a more formal and 7
gular manner, what he had alrcady said.

This time he was confronted by Greene, bt

sisted consistently enough to satisfy all ¥
heard him, that he spoke the truth. Dr. Gree™,
leaf, however, and Captain Willinton, were mu¢
more searching in their enquiry than Mr. warr?®
had been, and they were not satisfied with ¥
meagre confession of the traitor. Dr. Greenl
said:

« All this, Whitley, is well enough, so far ¥
it goes ; but we must have more. T.et us kn®
who it was that so treacherously struck yoU
James Dradshaw. I think he must have
the worst of the three of you.”

“ T don’t know,” said Whitley. (

“You lie, you villain !” exclaimed Gfeem
interrupting him. It was yourself.” ol

They were the first words he had utte
Until this moment he had maintained a dOGged
silence. e

“ It must have been s0,” said Captain W‘n‘:‘
ton. “By your own shewing, it was G":&
who was struggling with me when Mr.
shaw released me. Craignton, therefore,
have been the man who interposed betweeD
and me, and his arm was broken with the P’ ol
bullet—I am sure it was, for it caught the
which otherwise would have been fatal 0 mdi
He could not havestruck my gallant young fr
and Greene, also, by your ncknowledgmeﬂ.t'
made his escape while the young man was 17 ™
house. There is not a doubt but that Whitlef
himself the man.” e

Whitley staggered, and turned pale as de 1
He muttered an indistinct denial, in ~whi
was interrupted by Greene. )

“It was Craignton who saved your lifes it
matter now about who it was he rained b{.‘nd'
If you want proof, go to his house ; you”l b

m-

him there, dying probably from the wound.
need not be afraid of his escaping®unless ¢
put him out of your power, and beyond the
lice of this cowardly scoundrel.”
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thltley was dumb.
ley ‘I: this be so,” said Dr. Greenleaf, to Whit-
'5::0 you :‘ﬂlftu suffer for it. Your trezwher'y,
eforeme as it is, will serve you little. As I said
ow, »Done but a murderer ever struck such a
'illce'd Am.l now I think of it, I am as well con-
Struck fOf it as Willinton is.  The blow was
hﬂveb rom behind, and from its position could
o een dealt only by the right hand. We will
Cribeg :?e if Craignton is really as Greene des-
herg im, and if his right arm is powerless,
My, 81 no longer be a doubt about the matter.
ens ::Wford, make out warrants for the commit-
i these men, William Greene and Solomon
. €Y, and see that they are safely lodged in
me, . 520k before sunset. Captain, come with
;g::oa couple of hours we will see Ned
thi M—ga decent man he used to be. If all
Yomggy; true, bad as he is now, you owe him
hig, ar Ng. If he is well enough we will have
Tested, If he be dying, your forgiveness

- Nake his passage easier.”
c‘pta;): hﬁf‘v? only anticipated my wishes,” said
g Willinton. “I am most anxious to see
flogy Eeak with him. A vague idea scems to
;:iste POn my mind, that there is something

n"lUUS ~in his connection with this matter.
thiy :Yme 1s familiar to me, and yet I cannot

«y e Theard it. Let us begone at once.”
theg &1t till Mr. Warren and I have signed
ti en“““ments,” said the doctor, *“ We have
shy)) he°“gh yet. Itis only eleven o’clock. We

. 2t his house by three.

* "arren and Dr. Greenleaf having signed
Pay; eOesSary warrants, the prisoners, accom-
Tetip, o Y several volunteers, as well as by a

_°f constables and town officers, were
Baq], in‘n & waggon, and sent off to the county
lng Nat:hmh’ in the- course of the same morn-
begn Saf, an Gray, wounded and suffering, had
Pl Ly lodged.
@ together in the same vehicle, the two
the Plices pursyeq their way, but long before
®acheq the end of their jqurney, it became
he w Y to separate thet, for, manacled though
Wag t‘:’ ﬂ.m? in the power of those whose duty it
the e Dinister the law, Greene could not restrain
f a Passions of his nature, and he poured
2l edt""'.em of oaths and imprecations, and
dergy, o With his bonds to perform some mur-
Of g v ed upon his companion, utterly reckless
biy ow °°“5fquences, and for the time forgetting
Ny oo Peril in his desire for immediate ven-
S A
\hd_oﬁol::s detection and his ruin. Once sepa-
ever, his fury subsided into sullen

T

J

UPon him whose fears had been the.

RICHARD CRAIGNTON.

165

gloom, and before the night, both were placed in
secure keeping, and in separate cells, to think
over their gnilt and its consequences as might be
permitted to them.

We will not follow them into their lonely, and
to them most loathsome cells. They felt, that
whatever might befall them had been deserved,
and the reflection—for they did reflect—was gall
added to the bitterness of their lot. Whitley
knew well that for him there was nothing to be
offered in palliation, far less in extenuation of his
crime. Wantonly, and in the mere lust of
wealth, he had thrown a competence away.
Greene had betrayed the confidence of one by
whom he had been kindly entreated, and Nathan
Gray had the guilt of murder on his soul, and
excruciating pains of body. They were each of
them alone, and had they been together, what
comfort could either have derived from such
comapanionship 2  Perhaps Whitley was the least
wretched of the three. Ile felt that for the pre-
sent his life was safe, and to him, coward as he
was, life was all. But even he was stung with
other feclings. Ie believed that Craignton, for
whose destruction he had plotted, was in less
imminent peril, that the very steps he had
taken to be revenged upon him had recoiled upon
himself, and that he whom he had destined for
his vietim had rather profited than otherwise by
his treachery, It Was a scorching thought,—it
presented itself to him in a thousand varieties of
shape—and the long night passed, fatigued and
weary though he was, without his eyes having
once been closed in sleep.

(To be continued.) @
b

FOR MUSIC.

BY P,

Oh! give me back the sighs that vainly fell,
The looks that speechless were,

Yet told thee all a loving heart could tell,
‘While Hope yet linger’d there !

As summer sunshine lasts—I thought 'twould last,
Not thus so fleeting be :

But now I know, love only gleam'd and pass’d
Like shadows od’er the sea.

Oh! give me back those hours, with pleasure franght,
Those nights and days all gone, .

That flew so swiftly, while I fondly thought
Myself the favour'd one !

But now, each moment leaden-winged seems,

And slowly glides away—

For well I know, my thoughts were only dreams,
Like phauntoms seen by day.

Monftreal, February, 1847. ¢
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THE STEPMOTHER.*
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CHAPTER VII

Suen was Amy’s first night of pleasure, and it
may be imagined with what feelings of repug-
nance she looked forward to another. It was
not the mockery, the persecutions of Sir George,
that had rendered it so insupportable. Oh, no !
The bitterest pang was the overwhelming con-
sciousness that Delmour was false. Until that
evening she had, unknown to herself, cherished
some faint hope of his returning, and repairing
the unkindness which had arisen from some mo-
mentary fit of impatience, some misunderstand-
ing ; but now, the proofs of his inconstancy
Even when he had last visited
her, soothed her with words of affection, ano-
ther’s image filled his heart. What baseness had
he shewn! and she shrank from dwelling on it,
for it added immeasurably to her sufferings, to
discover such unworthiness where she had fondly
imagined honor and nobleness alone existed.
Two days after this, Sir George called, and Amy,
who fortunately was in her room, refused to see
him, under pretence of indisposition. A very
short time elapsed ere he came again, but she
was out driving, and her satisfaction, as may be
supposedfwas great, at having escaped the pe-
nalty of seeing him.

One evening, however, as she was alone in the
drawing room, Mrs, Morton being confined to
her room by a slight headache, the servant flung
open the door, and Sir George entered, Reco-
vered from her first embarrassment, her reception
of him was polite, but excessively cold ; and he
had not been long in her society, ere he found
she was not the shy school-girl he had imagined.
On the night of the ball, nervous and bewildered,
she certainly had not appeared to great advan-
tage ; but in her own house it was quite a diffe-
rent thing, and her demeanour was now as grace-
ful as it had then been constrained and embar-
rassed. Her pertinacity in refusing to see him,
shewed also she was not to be annoyed with im-
punity. He resolved then, at least for the Ppre-
sent, to change his tactics, and he was accordingly
as respectful and agreeable as she could desire.
But having penetration enough to perceive that
his society was anything but welcome to her,
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8Continued from page 140, M/ :

notwithstanding her efforts to make it nPPe’f
otherwise, he soon took leave. But he sut‘lde“[y
arrested his hand on the door, and drew forth ’
note from Lady Travers, to her stepmother.

“My sister would have been very angry
my negligence, for she charged me strictly ‘;
give it myself to Mrs. Morton. °Tis a pity
cannot see her.”

On Amy’s promising to deliver it immediatelf’
he thanked her, and left the room. She th®®
rang for the servant to take it up ; but the sv®°
mons was unanswered, and remembering that s
might require an immediate reply, she dete®”
mined to give it herself. Knocking gently at ‘!”
door of the lady’s apartment, she heard her &
very voice exclaim, “Come in!” With 500
feeling of embarrassment, for it was the
time she had ever been in her stepmother’s r
she entered. It was furnished with the © .
luxurious elegance—rose-colored hangings, dfh
cate paintings, exquisite statuettes, everyth
was in keeping with the taste of the owner, ¥ m'
reclining on a velvet couch, in an elegant 0™
ing undress, seemed certainly the fitting occups®
of such & chamber. ol

“What is it ?” she negligently exclai®
supposing it was the servant, without raising i
dark eyes from the silly French novel they ¥ ,
perusing. “Speak, girl,” she added withk i
patience, turning towards the intruder. 5b0
started on perceiving Amy, and tutored 28 &
was in dissimulation, she could not repress
first movement of astonishment, on receivi b
visit so unexpected. The former, after askité
how she felt, and giving Lady Travers’ note, P |
pared to leave the room,

“ Will you not be seated, Miss Morton ?” o
said, with one of her most winuing smiles ; e
really be an act of charity to pass a few mom
with an invalid like myself, who has nothi®8
dissipate her ennui but this wearisome noveu

Amy could not, without ungraciousness
fuse ; and inwardly wondering at her unwo?
affability, she seated herself; Mrs, Morton e
ging her to excuse her, rapidly glanced over
note, and then threw it from her, exclaiming”
. “What do you think of Lady Travers ?
she not a charming person ?”
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“She i certainly very handsome, but I think
Supercilious in her manner.”
heau(t)h ! that is in keeping with her majestic
8 + She suits her deportment to her style of
tive b Yo'u know it would not do for a diminu-
sy ing like myself, to assume the carriage of
tana, and Lady Travers would certainly as ill
o e the light, volatile bearing which suits so
my petite form.”
b Wy smiled at this new system of philoso-

L3

€
mot Oh 1 you need not laugh,” said her step-
lows T earnestly, « The gift of beauty is worth-
% Unless jts possessor knows how to set it off
y‘):dvam&ge ; but, seriously, Miss Morton, have
iy Bever thought of that yet? You are cer-
'houlyda novice in the world, and ’tis time you
U begin to know something of it.”
May 1 ask,” said Amy, as gravely as she
Who “Wl‘.la( peculiar carriage I should adopt,
"l:m neither handsome nor interesting.”
ty— ardon me—though you do not possess beau-
;t?? & certain timidity, a childish grace, about
te t“" and figure, which render you very in-
) ng; and you cannot disguise it from your-
» Your eyes have really a magic power. Did
osuel“s them, with your expressive countenance,
2 d 5000 cause myself to be admired in pre-
tﬁ? 0 others, who like a statue have chiselled
« ®less features.” :
% am I to accomplish all this ?” asked
% 7y Catching at anything which changed in
®gree a conversation which greatly em-
s osed her ; for Mrs. Morton had been scru-
"hilsti her with the most perfect deliberation
« ¢ was speaking.
wig; the first place,” she rejoined, “your ti-
thys though attractive, is carried too far,
zreventing your displaying to advantage
of , _CBVersational powers, which certainly are
tyg, 2ean-order; and then you have no idea of
Pleliog the colours of your dress to your com-
y Your hair alsopinstead of being care-
brgy, thrown back as you wear it, should be
t down on your face in smooth broad
bigy ;“d would thus contrast well with your
Reng, O¢head and fair skin. And lastly, your
Youp €Xpression being that of gentleness, and
wg:;d baving a shade of thought in them,
%Mour do well to adopt that triste, peosive
%ﬁng T, which would render you doubly in-

“« "
kin::::y thanks,” interrupted Amy, “for your
Yaooeeq ‘.::el. Perbaps, if I practised it, I would
i in %I;in nof in attracting admiration, at least
EN g being called “a pale, lifeless creature,’

e
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ow you will excuse my frankness— J
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as T had the satisfaction of hearing myself styled
the other night.”

Inwardly amused at her companion’s simplicity,
in thus recounting a tale so little favourable to
her vanity, Mrs, Morton rejoined:

“Certainly you had more than enough to
counterbalance so slight a mortification, in the
attentions of one of the most elegant persons in
the room. However, 'tis nothing more than
you might have expected on your début. Every
young lady is more or less criticised, on her en-
trance into life. I know that the first season I
made my appearance I underwent & truly fiery
ordeal. Every one had some unfavorable remark
to make, or fault to find. Some said I was too
short, others that my hair was not dark enough.
The ladies all found me unbearably forward and
pert, the gentlemen thought me capricious and
satirical. Yet, I pursued my way, undaunted by
criticism or sarcasm; and ever preserved the
same manner and deportment that I had assumed
the night of my first ball. Now, no one has
anything unfavorable to say of me. The world
saw I was indifferent to its blame, and, as a neces-
sary consequence, heaped adulation and favours )
upon me.” After a few moments silence, she
resumed, “But I must not be so egotistical as to
fatigue you by thus conversing solely of myself.
Let us talk of other subjects. Did Sir George
remain long, to-day?”

¢« Not very,” replied Amy.

“How do yoftlike him?” she interrogated,
fixing her eyes penetratingly upon her com-
panion, whose cheek glowed beneath that en-
quiring gaze; and the congeiousness ‘how much-
her confufion might be misconstrued but in-
creased it. At length she rejoined:

« Not at all! I find Kim too self-sufficient, and
presuming—" N

« Strange! I must say your conduct and sen-"
timents are somewhat at variswce. It is not cus-
tomary for young ladies to dance and talk nearly
the whole evening with a gentleman, when they
find him so presuming and disagreeable.”

« could not help his attentions, and you may
believe me when I say it was his very persecu-

! tion that rendered the evening so interminably

wearisome. Had it been otherwise, I would not
have been so rejoiced when the hour for retarn-
ing home arrived.”

“ Was not Sir George then dancing with the
handsome Miss Aylmer?” asked her stepmother,
while a smile of covert sarcasm lurked on herlip.

“Yes! and it was the first half hour of tran-

- quillity I had enjoyed.”

% What is there then in Sir George fo call
forth so strongly your dislike?” interrogated Mrs.

P et
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Morton, almost tempted by her earnestness into
believing her. “Is he not handsome, witty, and
refined? Certainly, he would not suffer by being
put into comparison with any one present that
night, or even with any one absent.”

The tone in which the last word was uttered,

*Jjarred on Amy’s feelings, and she somewhat
coldly replied:

“8ir George may indeed possess all the qua-
lities you have mentioned, yet still they do not
command esteem, and his very name would per-
haps be forgotten when those of less gifted indi-
viduals would éver be remembered.”

“Doubtless, the less gifted person alluded to,
whom you remember with such fidelity, is your
cousin, Mr, Delmour?”

Unheeding the deep, angry flush, that passed
over her companion’s face, the stepmother gravel y
continued—

“ But, believe me, Amy Morton, he is unworthy
of you, and you will yet repent the delusion that
leads you to cherish as warmly as you do, a being
who will never repay you.”

“I know my cousin’s character well, by this

" time,” said Amy, bitterly; but Mrs. Morton little
imagined how unfavorable to him was that
knowledge,

“ And I knew him well too,” said the latter,
while her cheek flushed, and an expression of
pain shadowed her features. “I knew him at a
period, when, uncontaminated by intercourse with
the world, his better feelings, if he had any, were
in their first strength, when, if ever worthy of a
heart’s devoted love, he should have been worthy
of it then, and yet how did he repay my affec-
tion?” .

Amy involuntarily started.

“Nay! you need not look so surprised, Miss
Morton; you have long ere this heard the whole

. F‘story, and you cannot but acknowledge, even pre-
§ Jjudiced a8 you may be, in hisfavour, that his con-
duct was unpardonable. Be frank! is it not so?”

“If I must speak, to judge from what I have
heard, I should be tempted to say he acted as he
should have done.”

“And you believed all he said? Think you,
foolish girl ! he would not exaggerate my coquet-
ry, and diminish his own base jealousy and incon-
stancy, when he said that the ardent affection he
once entertained for me was but a boyish fancy?
I appeal to your own judgment.”

But Amy was silent; Mrs. Morton adjusted
round her the rich folds of her cashmere shawl,
and fell back on the couch, with quiet disdain.
»! An embarrassing pause ensued, which she was the
first to break, by exclaiming:

«I tell you, Amy, you are deceiving yourself.

- A A e

Awske from your idle dreaming, which m8f
destroy the happiness of your future life; banish
the remembrance of this boy lover, whom yo!
fondly imagine devoted to youself, but who lové?
rather the rich dowry that you would bring him-

“ Nay, Mrs. Morton,” rejoined Amy, firmly
“as I have once before said, you do him gred
injustice there. Accuse him, if you like,
inconstancy, of heartlessness; but not of intef”
ested views,—of that he is incapable.”

“ Have I not cause to know him?”

“ Perhaps so; but, be that as it may, I entrest
that this subject may be dropped between U%
never $o be resumed again. I fear,” she co%”
tinued, rising, “that I have exhausted yOU¥
patience by my long stay.” i

The dark shade that had rested on the faf
brow of her young stepmother, during the latté!
part of the preceding conversation, vanished, 8%
with the same bright warm smile with which sb®
had greeted her on her entrance, she thanked bef
for her kindness, in thus devoting part of }?ef
morning to wile away the tedious hours of 7
ness. And thus they parted, seemingly g
friends, but, in reality, more estranged than everl

CHAPTER VIIL, )

Ir was night; a perfect stiliness reigned through’
out the large saloon of Mr. Morton’s abode, 8%
yet, there were two occupants in it, who were for
merly wont to wile away every lonely hour by
affectionate and cheerful intercourse. What .
change had one short year effected in the sent”
ments of that father and daughter! The war®
confidence and love that once existed, We‘z
changed to restraint and fear on one side,—to sel
reproach and coldness on the other. Mr. MOT.W:
held a book in his hand, but it was not d .
cult to see, it interested him but little. Once'll
spoke, and that was to ask where was his wi >
On Amy’s replying that she was in her dressifé”
room, trying on her new dress for Mrs, Suth¢”
land’s ball, he relapsed into silence. Hisdaugh®
silently worked on, yet from time to time the "
tening tears fell on her embroidery, dimming’
bright hues. Yet this was a scene now too off
repeated, and to which she should have been 8%
customed, still it had not lost its bitterness
her sensitive heart, and it but caused her to re7®
the more frequently to the happy period Wl‘:‘
she was indeed the first, the only object Of,h
father’slove. But she now well knew that that¥®,
had passed away forever, and he could never

be to her what he once had been, Her sad ,.gﬂd‘
tions were diverted by the entrance of her 5%

mother, who was splendidly attired. 4
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“«
,,ithH%' do you like my new dress?” she asked

« I:Pl}rk]ing eyes. “Is it not superb ?”
hug am;S reallly very handsome,” replied her
P }; looking proudly upon her.. )
"“SSe]s Olﬂd,be,” she quickly rejoined. o« This
Yich 1 s lac.e, > and as she spuke, she raised the
Yobe Ozlmmmg which might hav('e adorned the
It has ]a duchess, *cost me an immense sum.
ahﬂ“h eft me actually pennyless. However, I
ave the satisfaction of outshining all there.
ine . JOU not perceive that something is want-
> 10 my toilette 77
« 0, indeed, ’tis perfect.”
 the sa?gny ) 'tis astonishing, how blind you are,”
hat | somewhat pettishly, “Do you not see
v 82ve no ornaments in my hair ?”
hy, to speak truly, I never observed it;
assure you, Louisa, your curls look far

r

o free and unconfined as they are at present.
Te,

% membel‘ ?

bnt I

‘beaut ! spare me! that hackneyed quotation of
"Dis m-? when unadorned, is adorned the l'nost.’
iy pr%:‘.a’h‘y well in theory, but not so admirable
g ace. But, do you recollect the Countess
eVille—how well she looked the other night
« 24y Heathcott’s ?”
me:S: she was one of the most elegant looking
« v 1n the room.”
ﬁar:V elll gig you remark her splendid diamond
likg » It was that that made her look sb queen-

“
eentlybeli.e‘:e you pointed it out to me,” inno-
Very, "Joined Mr. Morton, It was really
o E(:()mi“g.n
'i;alli,.f,n would you not like to see your wife
"gix: the Countess of Neville?” she said,
“Dy S her tone to one of winning sweetness ?
for s dear Morton, give me a tiara like hers
I e:l'lm'row evening.”
with anh‘{Sband actually started, and exclaimed
wy. 2F of grave surprise:
Youp p:“” more jewelry, Louisa? Where are
You las:“‘ls, and that set of rubies I bought for
e“"ﬂy M Week at your own request, and then, the
Previ, lamond bracelet I gave you a fortnight
« Ously p»
oly ; % remember them well; but you will not
'°mi5ee use to gratify me in this request. I
long tim:::t to ask you for anything else for a
Sy,
o ﬂ:; '?l:tterly impossible, Reflect for a moment
You po, mense sum those jewels will cost. Had
i, by, nP“l‘,C!msed the last set I might have done
«my 'OW 'tis out of my power.”
“y w? you will not give it to me ?”
'Ndy uld if T could, but I have not sufficient

'\i‘?ﬁiﬁi;urely out of all your orna-

ments you can select some becoming enough to
wear.”

«Of that I am the best judge, Mr. Morton,”
she answered, her dark eyes kindling with
passion ; but let me tell you I find your excuse
for refusing me a paltry jewel, very improbable.
1 know but little of your affairs, for of course
you keep them as secret as possible from your
wife; still, I am not quite as ignorant as you
suppoge. How are the revenues of your vast
estate in Dorsetshire employed ?”

Mr. Morton felt there was to be a scene, and
for once he determined to remain firm; he there-
fore coolly replied :

“ Where does the money that keeps up your
establishment, pays your numerous retinue, ope}a
box, and carriages, come from ?”

“ Thatis very well,” she triumphantly rejoined,
«but it does not account for the large yearly
rents you receive from Hillingdon Manor.”

“ Your expensive entertainments, costly dress,
jewelry, and unceasing demands for pocket
money, can best account for that.”

« Since you have so satisfactorily answered for

the others, perhaps you can find some equally.

plausible pretext for the outlay of that estate in
Scotland, which, if I mistake not, your agen{
once said in my presence, was a very valuable
one.”

«That is my daughter’s, exclusively. She
inherits it in right of her mother, and with that,
Mrs, Morton, neither younor I have anything to
do.”

Thisdid not tend toappease her, and, trembling
with anger, she exclaimed:,

«7 care not where the money comes from, but
answer me definitely, am I to have those jewels
or not ?”

«T have already answered you.”

« Then, till T obtain them,” she passionately
rejoined, *I shall not leave this house. You
shall go alone to Mrs. Sutherland’s to-morrow
night, and let them know ’twas your despicable
meanress that prevented my accompanying you.
Hortense shall have this dress,” and as she spoke,
she tore the rich trimming from her robe and
flung it away.

« Then be it s0,” said her husband, who with
some difficulty had preserved his self-command,
“You are your own mistress to go or to stay as
you think proper; but since we are on this sub-
ject, let me tell you, Louisa, your expenses for
the last two months have been really enormous.

Do not think for a moment I wish to curtail your.

pleasures or amusements. Far from it but still

{ you must learn to be a little more economical,
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for T cannot or will not permit such unbounded
extravagance.”

The effect of this admonition upon the spoiled
beauty was really startling. Her eyes flashed
fire, and, springing to her feet, she confronted him,
saying in tones whose trembling accents beto-
kened her deep passion:

“Js it come to this, Everard Morton? Do
you dare to tutor and threaten me as you would
a child? If you can forget I am your wife, I
still remember I am your equal in every point,
and therefore I will not submit to be treated as
your slave.”

“ Nay, Mrs. Morton, I do not wish to exert
any unlawful authority, but stiil you must not
forget, that, quiet as X am, I intend retaining a
little sway in my own house.”

“ Really, Sir! but though you may retain un-
limited authority over your house, your daughter,
and your other slaves, I tell you, you have yet
to learn you have none over me. I am free as
air, and though you are my husband, expect
neither obedxence nor affection from me, for I owe
you none.”

This was too much. He had hitherto borne
with wonderful patience her bitter sarcasms, her
insulting remarks, but at the last words his brow

THE STEPMOTHER.
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grew dark as night, and, seizing her arm, he

exclaimed in & low, stern tone:
%% Beware, Louisa! you are going too far.”
Fearlessly sheraised herflashing eyestohisface,
but there was something in that severe, menacing
countenance, so different from its usual calm,
gentle expression, that quelled her haughty, spirit,
and uttering a faint cry, she fell back on the sofa
in violent hysterics. It was easy to perceive
there was no pretence on her part, and all the
fond husband’s anger vanished as he gazed on
that cheek, whose warm roseate hue, was now
changed to ghastly paleness. Mrs. Morton had
ever been indulged from her cradle, in every
whim and fancy. An only daughter, beautiful
and fascinating when she chose, her parents had
never contradicted their idol; and she had grown
up to maturity with no other ides, no other care
than that of consulting her own pleasure and satis-
faction in everything. Married at an age when
some girls only make their entrance into society,

she fancied she should rule her new home as she
had d3ne that of her childhood. The gentleness

and indulgence of her husband had strengthened
this delusion, and it may bedivined with what feel-
ings the spoiled child, the worshipped wife, heard
for the first time, the words of stern rebuke.
Already excited to a most fearful degree, the
sudden angry change in Mr: Morton's manner
was more than she could bear, and it was long
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ere she recovered from her alarming nervo?
attack. Thanks to Amy’s skilful attentions, sb
at length unclosed her eyes, and taking the

of her maid, who had been flying about all
time in a state of great agitation, distract
calling for Eau de Cologne, Esprit de mille flea™
and hartshorn, left the room without uttering *
word. As the door closed upon her, Mr, Mor w-n
resumed his seat, and leaning his head upon b
hand, sighed long and heavily. Oh! how Aoy
felt for him at that moment! His decreasid
affection, his momentary harshness, was forgotwn'
and she longed to throw herself in his arms 8”
soothe him with a daughter’s warm, gushing %"
derness. But that might not be, and easting °
long, tearful glance upon him, she noisele
departed. Of course the young wife never Je
her room next day; and to speak truly, !
unwonted agitation she had undergone, yet

on a constitution naturally extremely delicate

At breakfast her husband’s first question wd
for her, and Amy seeing the assurance the ser”
vant gave him of her being a little better, we
far from satisfying him, resolved to see he
herself. Rising from the table she mentlo‘“’(l
her intention, and her father’s grateful look W°
; repaid her. She immediately proceeded to
Morton’s apartment, and meeting the servant
the door, she told her to ask if she might see ber:
Receiving an answer in the affirmative, she e’
tered. Ier stepmother was seated in an €d*
chair, wrapped in a large shawl, She was V¢
pale, and the dark unbappy expression
clouded that usually bright and youthful bro ;
really touched her visiter. In a voice full ©
sympathy and kindness, she asked if she felt
better. No change came over her countensn®®
and in a tone absolutely freezing, she prayed he?
to be seated.

“ And now, Miss Morton, may I ask if 7 ¢
come on the suggestion of your father, of o
your own charity? but, perhaps,” she contin
in the same constrained tone, “you may
curious to see how I have borne my first le
in obedience.”

Though hurt by this unkind reception, Amy
resolved not to take offence. She saw her
panion’s irritable feelings were not yet camed'
and therefore gently replled

“I really did feel anxious tQ know if y°
were better.”

“You might have spared yourself the tro!
for though real sympathy might have proY
some little consolation, its counterfeit but 8.
to the unhappiness it would pretend to
at@ ”»

“You _]udge me rather harshly, Mrs. Mof
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gret for your indisposition, you should
me here.”
. i:y, child, why should it be otherwise ?”
e terly rejoined. *You have little cause to
e; of that I am aware, and ’tis but natural
Should rejoice at the mortification of one
88 never spared you. ’Tis useless to pro-
- t‘he contrary,” she continued, seeing her
. g:mon was about to reply, “T should know
«uman heart now, if ever 1 am to know it.”
2o ‘jfhaps you have only read its darker
der,a' Was Amy’s almost involuntary rejoin-

not see

&%
to ;Pba:nk you for your epigram; ’tis too pointed
.~ Wistaken, Still, Miss Morton, I think you
" gr: ave chosen some other spot than my own
d‘)ubtment to commence your lesson. But no
. You are early profiting by the example
Worthy father has set you.”
e: taunt stung her listener to the quick.
played'“"earying gentleness her parent had dis-
. throughout the whole of that trying
N r;vthe conduct of her stepmother, so totally
©rse, vividly recurred to her remembrance,
‘“s € replied :
ki ould indeed be well for me could I imitate
Uy aI:; I should thereby acquire a more than
“Be are of patience and forbearance.”
ady itter and better, Miss Morton,” said the
i’m“ thif same unnaturally calm tone; *you
8 mP"OVmg in satire; but, of course, stinging
frg tay be, T must endure it without murmuring,
® heiress who inherits a large estate in
d%d d, in right of her mother, and totally in-
tolg 0t of any one. ’Tis wonderful you never
b e }hat before ; ’twould have been a fine
tho“ghu;“y of triumphing over the wife, who,
Sy, er .husband possesses two such estates,
Obtain g paltry ornament. But, perhaps,
Your ex"m)n, you, who have no one to restrict
Teq) Pef‘Ses, may think fit to purchaseit. I
Y advige you to do so0.”
of * would ill become me,” was the gentle reply
he h:{’ who now repented having retorted as
hey i gOne. Suddenly a thought flashed across
. ‘ﬁ'o:d" and she joyfully availed herself of it
m”efor Ing an opportunity of reparation. She
ere added, while her cheek colored and her
« n me somewhat embarrassed:
er yo(: be offended, Mrs. Morton, if Iattempt to
&, a trifling gift. I expend butlittle, for of
h"e,tI dress simply, as my age requires; I
in y e“efor‘e, more than sufficient ready money
e, | Possession to purchase the tiara, Believe

» 1n PR
“Upoy m:‘.?,"‘el’tlng it, you will confer a real favor

1

Bid Apy o e ae
*ome g Y, with some spirit. “Did I not feel |
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«No, no,” replied her companion, somewhat
softened by the generosity of the offer, and the
delicacy with which it was made; *1I never could
consent to accept from the charity of a daughter,
what the generosity of a husband would not be-
stow.”

Fearing to wound Mrs. Mortos’s delicacy by
pressing her offer, and thinking it best to take
leave while they were in this tolerably peaceful
intercourse, she rose. Her stepmother, with
stately politeness, thanked her for her visit, but
as Amy turned away, the thought of her father’s
sad, anxious face, rose up before her, and in a
pleading tone she said:

“« Will you not come down soon ? my poor
father will be so uneasy till he sees you.”

« The same ominous frown that had darkened
that youthful countenance on her entrance, gath-
ered on it again, and in a voice as harsh as its
silvery accent would allow, she rejoined :

« Miss Morton! that is a subject with which
you have no right to interfere. Your own deli-
cacy should have told you that.”

The formal bow that accompanied these words
was unanswerable, and, sad and dejected, she left
the room. No longer could she repress the hot
tears that sprang to her eyes, and she had to re-
main  considerable time in the hall in order to
free her countenance from any traces of emotion.

o s s Y

Her father was pacing the room with hag's,

step, when she entered. Amy felt repaid for Her
humiliations, her outraged feelings, by the look
of happiness that overspread his features on her
imparting the welcome tidings that the patient
was better. .

The next day she took good care mot to vir's
Mrs. Morton personally, but she sent up the
servant several times to enquire how she felt.
That evening she was alone in the sitting room
with her father. He was seated near a table,
his head resting on his hand, whilst his eyes
were cast down, evidently absorbed in deep and
painful thought. His daughter unconsciously
allowed the book she was reading to fall from her
grasp, and with an intentness she was not aware
of, perused every lineament of that beloved
countenance. With acute pain she marked the
lines of care that now furrowed that so lately
smooth brow, and she could scarcely forgive the
being that had wrought this change. Suddenly
he looked up, and that glance of warm, commis-
serating affection, those soft speaking eyes, touch-
ed a chord that had long slumbered in his bosom,
and recalled to his memory days long past.
Yes, even the remembrance of her whose whole
wedded life had never witnessed one seeme of
discord, one harsh, unkind word. Almost timidly,
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for his conscience reproached him with the wrong
he had done that gentle girl, he asked her to
sing some favorite ballad, to wile away the time.
With a heart bounding with joy, she prepared
to comply ; her father helped her to adjust the
instrument. Another moment, and that painful
estrangement, so distressing betweent wo beings
formed to love each other, would have been re-
moved forever, when the door slowly opened, and
Mrs. Morton entered. A single glance told her
how matters stood. There was no mistaking the
bright, happy expression of Amy’s face, the
awakened tenderness of her father’s, and she
saw that she must make a vigorous effort to pre-
serve her sceptre, and prevent its passing back
to its original owner. This discovery, however,
did not interfere with the plans she had pre-
viously formed. It but confirmed her in them.
Kindly accosting Amy and her husband, who
stood the personification of mute surprise, she
threw herself on a sofa. Never had she looked
more interesting. There was something more
touching in the pallor of her cheek than when it
had worn its brightest bloom ; and it would have
required as great an adept in dissimulation as
herself, to have divined the consummate art with
which that apparently careless toilet was made.
Balls where she had been the queen of the night,
had not cost her more elaborate care than that
simple attire. A plain white morning gown, and
rleh dark shawl, so different from her usnal ele-
gant dishabiile, was all she wore. Her glossy
hair, instead of being adjusted in clustering ring-
lets, was brought down in dark waves upon her
cheek, serving, by contrast, to enhance the pale-
ness of her complexion, which, of course, was
what she wanted. With a gentle smile she asked
them if they had missed her, and deelared that
as they had not sought her society, she felt so
lonely, that notwithstanding the lateness of the
hour she could not resist the temptation of
seeking theirs. The evening passed delightfully.
Of courze, any allusion to the scene of the pre-
ceding night was carefully avoided, and Mr.
Morton could scarcely credit his senses, that the
fascinating, delicate looking girl at his side was
the angry, unconquerable woman who had so
lately defied his power and outraged his best
feelings. Though enlivening the conversation by
many little anecdotes, related in her own winning
style, she took good care to let an appearance
of languor pervade her whole manner, and even
the tones of her voice, as if she yetsuffered from
the effects of the violent agitation she had un-
dergone during her dispute: with her husband.
Ere the night was far advanced, she retired,
pleading fatigue, and Mr. Morton was again
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alonc with his daughter; but the spell was “0"
broken, and he thought only of the idolized being
who had so soun forgiven and forgotten what o
inwardly termed his harshness, So absor
was he in his reflections, that he forgot even *
presence of Amy, and left the room without n
terchanging a word, whilst she sought her sleef”
less pillow to mourn over her desolate, unlove
Tot, and the blighting of the hopes of sympstby’
of old affection renewed, that had sprung upP i
her bosom during that evening. Far diifef‘f“'
were Mr. Morton’s thoughts. Joy and surpris®
alternately agitated him. Ie was prepared %
violence, for sullenness, for open rebellion, 'ol‘
anything but this. In any of the former ¢
cumstances he would have remained’firm as®
rock, but her unexpected gentleness had entirely
disarmed him, and her empire was but mor?
firmly established than ever.

The next morning, on awaking, she found #
small packet on her dressing table. Quickly
tearing off the cover, she saw, as she expect®
the diamond tiara. It was not the rich setti®8’
the sparkling brillianey of the costly gems, thet
caused her dark eyes to flash with such pro™
exultation. No! but in them she read a tale f
dearer to her haughty heart. They told her she
had—conquered,

CHAPTER IX.
From that period her will was law, and her q“ift
husband shrank from farther contention, ?
which he plainly saw he would come off 8 Jose™
Mrs. Morton’s jewels were the ocostliest,
fotes the most brilliant, her equipage the mo®
perfect, and he had the satisfaction, if ind
’twas such, of hearing his young wife cited every”.
where, as the standard of elegance and fashio®
Launched into one unceasing round of dissiP®”
tion, her nights were passed at the opera, 0‘:“‘
the heated atmosphere of the ball-room, Whlls‘
the greater part of the day was passed in
own apartment, recovering from the fatigues ©
the preceding evening. Her success indeed b
been unequalled, ‘and no entertainment W
thought complete unless she was present. a;
may be supposed, her husband soon weari
accompanying her to these gay scenes ; thoug
when he went, he had no cause to be dissatis
with her. Never was her smile. more joyous'
her countenance more animated, than when co”
versing with him. In addition to her other iB%"
ginary good qualities, she was held up to
ration by all, as a pattern wife. Every °®
envied Mr. Morton, She was so beautiful *

winning, so devoted. Well for her theyi‘ibjﬂ

¥

e e m e ot ™ By




i

0t in Private life, or he would have been rather
OOmobjG‘Ct of compassion. Amy frequently ‘ac-

Panied her to these scenes of pleasure, as it
her father’s wish, and it is needless to say,
éven though her large fortune and gentle
er ‘I’f“l manners procured her much attention,
own ?vf’l)f young stepmother, conscious of her

Irresistible attractions, felt no jealousy of

hey,

thag

!a](z::'moming the latter was s.eated in 'the
taken ,I Lady Travers, her dear friend, had just
eave after a short call, and though she
ln.seen bothas amusine, assatirical on her neigh-
- s usual, Mrs. Morton seemed in no very
s.‘HJp temp.er. The cause of her displeasure was
‘viOus]y this, She had purchased not long pre-
req ", & beautiful plume, which she fondly flat-
eqlm'“e;l'self was not only unsurpassed, but un-
thay g, . It happened Lady Travers wore one
ting &ng alm(')sr, similar, but of a',mm‘e delicate
* bac glossier texture. This trial was beyond
orte tience, and she resolv.ed to bestow hers on
a‘n()th::e’ and never rest t.xll stle had procured
st 5y a., N0 matter what it might cost. Amy
Q:resgmg a hideous little spaniel, curled up on
Vef' cushion near her, whose only recom-
nn;::n was its excessive rarity. Somcthing
Yeugy ¢ d with hen: stepdaughter ht.bd .a]so appa-
uen:‘lded to dlst.urb her equanimity, for she
they, fo Y glanced indignantly upon her, and
The Ndled her ugly pet with rencwed ardour.
. 00r opened and her husband entered. She
Withoy, er eyes and then dropped them again,
wy, 2 Wword of greeting.
“ . 8Ve 3 latter for you, Louisa,” he exclaimed.
« At do [ deserve for my good news ?”
the uo ing,” she pettishly rejoined, glancing at
" ww PeTseription and carelessly tossing it aside,
v tf(’m thai tedious Lady Hamilton, who will
Cop inm COD.stantly writing to me. Her letters
e“Pibl noﬂllflg but sermons, as if [ were 1?ot
iy, . Of directing myself, interspersed with
"‘e:sxe&net"us of Helen's cough and Robert’s
hy hay heard you formerly speak of her as
he inag ®en a very kind friend to you.” Here
i‘“ln “Yerteutly rested Lis hand on Bijou, who
ly resenting such unprovoked intrusion,

8pp,
Upog hi:p and inflicted a somewhat severe bite
Wiferg i arm. Already a little irritated by his
Upyg t“greeable demeanour, he gave her pet
“Ia, 8t sent him tottering from his throne.

shg ml:ea,]_]y much obliged to you, Mr. Morton,”

ly said. «I wonder why you cannot
dogg n:y Poor dog a little quiet. I am sure he
. 8000y you much. DBut you are not the
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table reading, whilst she amused herself
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first to have attacked him to-day,” she continued,
darting a resentful look at Amy. *Miss Morton
has just very politely informed me that he is the
most mischievous animal she ever saw.”

Her stepdaughter had good cause to say so,
for Bijou had that morning after elaborate labor,
succeeded in tearing into the smallest possiblo
fragments, a beautiful erayon drawing she had
just concluded, and to whose completion she had
devoted many long hours. She, however, made
no remark, and her father, after murmuring some-
thing about not doing it intentionally, changed
the conversation. After a few minutes he turned
to leave the room, but Bijou, who had not for-
given or forgotten his former treatment, was in
the act of making a treacherous but deadly attack
upon his heel. In moving Mr. Morton trod upon
him, and he immediately filled the apartment
. with a succession of yelps and howls actually
! deafening.  His wife’s forbearance was not proof

against this, and bursting into tears, she passion-
. ately exclaimed:

i “Isec your motive, Mr, Morton! poor Bijou is
' the only creature that loves me, and he has there-
fore incurred your hatred. Yes, contemned and
i ill-treated, he resembles his mistress.”

i ¢ In more respects than one,” thought Amy.

i The whole scene was unspeakubly ludicrous
the childish grief of his wife, the menacing atti-
tude of her pet, who had his small fiery eyes fixed
on his adversary, evidently burning yet fearing to
make another attack, and who still continued his
dismal cries, at intervals interspersed with savage
growls, "Twas too much for Mr. Morton’s gra-
vity, and after two or thred ineffectual struggles
to repress his mirth, he burst into one lung hearty
peal of laughter.  With a look of blank astonish~
ment, his wife raised her head and lovked steadily
at him. She who had expected he was compas-
sionating her tears and framing some humble
apology, which she intended receiving with cold
dignity. But recovering from her surprise, she
burst forth into a torrent of reproaches against
his cruelty, his hard-heartedness. Happily for
her husband the servant entered at the moment
with Miss Aylmer’s card. This stayed the course.
of her indignation, and after reinstating Bijou on
his cushion, and bathing her eyes, which certainly
bore no great traces of weeping, with rose water
from a tlusk on the stand neur her, she prepared
to receive her visitor.

Miss Aylmer gracefully glided into the apart-
. ment, and saluting them with her usuul affectation,
. and honouring Amy with her usual patronizing
"; bow, threw herself uu a fuuteuil. After the first’
)
i
i

few winutes, Mrs. Morton being in no talkative;
mood, the conversation soon languished, but thls}
B UPECRUUNUUUNEPOPRNPEV VPV
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did not annoy the young lady in the least, who !

always acted on the excellent principle of never
putting herself out for any one. She therefore
lay back on her seat, waiting with great compla-
cency for her hosts to entertain her. M, Morton
who had inwardly blessed her appearance, felt
himself bound in gratitude to amuse her, but this
was no easy task. After touching on many topies
which elicited nothinz more than a monosyllable
in reply, he suddenly remembered her uncle, and
asked if she had received any tidings of him.

« Oh, yes! I had forgotten,” she rejuined with
some animation, ¢ VVe heard from him not long
since, and it appears that they have had a severe
engagement with a pirate vessel, but they came
off victorious.”

“Ile escaped unwounded, did he not?” said
Mr. Morton, congratulating himself on his skill
in at last having selected a subject that scemed to
awake her from her indifference.

“Yes! but that was entirely owing to
the bravery of & young midshipman, who at the
risk of his life sprang forward and warded off the
raised cutlass of one of the pirates. Ie per-
formed actual prodigies of valour.”

“ What is his name ?” was the unsuspecting
question,

« Delmour. But is he not a relation of yours?”

The revulsion of Mr. Morton’s feelings may be
imagined, and in a cold measured tone he laconi-
cally replied:

“Yes! a distant one.”

1 truly congratulate you on being at all con-
nected with him, for my uncle speaks of him in
the most flattering terms. e cannot find words
to do justice to his bravery, and manly open
character. When he recovers fiom the wound
he received in defending him he will be promoted,
and he says that Mr. Delmour will yet rise to
the highest dignity in the career he hus chosen.
You know thatonce my un:le interests himself
in any person, his future success is certain.”

Mr. Morton stole & glance at kis daughter.
Apparently heedlessof theforegoing dialogue, she
had stooped to pick up an engraving that had
fallen at her feet; but either the task must have
been very difficult or her sight must have failed
her, for a long time elapsed ere she succeeded in
finding it. At length she raised her head, but
not the slightest trace of emotion was visible on
her pale countenance, and her father inwardly
exclaimed:

«"T'is as Louisa said, she has forgotten him.”

o Miss Morton, have you not heard my glow-
ing description of your cousin’s heroism ?” said
the visitor, turning towards her. *I wonder
how you can remain so indifferent.”
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«T dare say Miss Morton takes all the interes’
in Mr. Delmour that he deserves,” interrup
Mrs. Morton, speaking for the first time sinc®
the present subject had been introduced. A®Y
well understood the covert sarcasm her wO
conveyed, but what could she reply ? Did she
not even take more interest in him than
merited.

«T declare,” continued Miss Aylmer, perfl“"
ciously clinging to a topic otherwise indiffere®
to her, expressly because she perceived it ann0y® -
Mrs., Morton.

“]I can think of nothing else but this yo‘“‘g
Lero since my uncle’s epistle.”

«I beg you will not say so in public,
Aylmer,” answered Mrs, Morton, with as ™
irony as politeness would permit, *or you hd
drive Lord Hilton and Sir Frederick Vincen® w
despair. Your constancy in such matters bei®
proverbial.” ’

“ Nay, you are too severe,” good humolﬂ'edl’
rejoined the heiress. “Tis not my fault if I h:;;

a wretched inemory, but my uncle says I WO, |
never do for a sailor’s wife. I am too giddy o?
changeable. You know with me, once out
sight, no matter how estimable or belove‘l' L
person, he is soon forgotten. Bat am I not rlght
Miss Morton? Is it not more sensible to 0 b
those who very probably will suon forget us?

Amy embarrassed knew not how to "eply: |
knowing that her father or stepmother would cefo
tainly put a false construction on whatever ®
might chance to say. The latter, howeves *
lieved her from her perplexity, by exclaimits ¥l
the cold mocking tone in which she ever allv
to Delmour: e

«I am certain Miss Mortvn will utterly gis®
gree with you there. She adleres to the syst‘o‘
of remembering the absent, whether wortby
not.” W

«Then, she is indeed a miracle—a thi”g.d
be admired, in this age of inconstancy,” ffph
the lady, secretly wondering at the vivid cF !
that suddenly flushed Amy’s cheek. AW

«'Tis an amiable truit, when not cart™® s
excess,” said Mr. Morton, annoyed at bis w
unprovuked persecution of his duughter. d

« Which no one can accuse Miss Mort®
doing,” she returned in the same accent. &

By this time, Miss Aylmer, tired of the o
cussion, and wearied even of the novel 8%

Mis#
cb

1}

quisite plensure of tormenting Mrs. Mofh.d‘
which she could tell by her demeanour she .,
done to her heart’s content, took leave . 4f
Morton left the room at the same time, 87

soon followed under pretence of practising ol
music. The stepmother was left therefor® '
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E‘e"i‘ant task of pinching Bijou’s curly ears, or if

ei:referred it, revolving in her mind the pre-

g conversatign, whi ing b

— sation, which was anything but
pi:eiuch) scenes as these were .Amy's days
20 N Parties of pleasure in which she found
%nverﬂse‘mem, persons \nfhnnl she z.xlmost hated,
by uy ]Slauons which wearied and disgusted her;
P“evig were the happy hO}U‘S sl\e. had known,

ow “:1)' to her entranceinto society replaced.
e ‘° ten when preparing for some glittering

» i which her heart was not, did she look
‘Vhenw.im a bitter sigh to that blissful period
i she was at least free. Dut that time was

"itlt:;:d now tao frequently she had to wreathe
on wers g brow that throbbed with suppressed
. Y. The only circumstance that tended to

£
av
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How often, on such nights as this,

So calm, so bright, so fuil of bliss,

When the young moon has stooped to kiss,
Each rapid billow in its flight

And tinged it o'er with mellow light,

I've scanned our graceful ship with pride
And wished that thow wert by my side,

To pace the moonlit deck with me,

And breathe the hour's tranquillity.

But Lucy, see! even while I sing,
The storm to windward gathering!
That little cloud of silver hue,
Which hid the young moon from our view,
(As if she would have blushed to stray,
Unveiled along the milky way,)
Has spread itself o'er all the sky,
‘And called from far those sleeping gales,
We long nave wooed to fill our sails ;
1t freshens—fleeter, and more fleet
Along the foaming main we fly—

)

T . Y §

t}lat e'l‘ these scenes of galety supponable, was, But,unh. tl;cdsce‘ne that “n's so sweet § —

true In them she enjoyed tolerable quiet. "Tis All now is darlness to mine eye.

to LailSlr Gem‘ge was ever beside her, but he had 0! thus, thus, many a dream I.’ve d"eri;l;:e?;

b ¥ laid aside the impertinent manner that And many a hope, long, long since perished—
8 g, h . . And many a bright and rosy hour,

Hig at > '_)eked her on their first acquaintance. I've passed in Love and Friendship's bower,

ang tentions though devoted, were unobtrusive Although replete with all the joy

tlicate, and her prejudices against him were
Ceptibly wearing away. In this monotonous

liyy, . 2ried life time sped rapidly on, and she
heeded its flight.

(To be continued.)

TO MY SISTER.

WRITTEN AT SEA.

"Tig gy BY CHARLES GREATREX,
ght—but not a night to sleep—
ll;:: th_e blue and moonlit deep;
A“d“li{ht to think of home,
Ang thf'l-wuds, and all the heart holds dear,
vﬂllgh so far from thee I roam,
Y sister ! thou wilt lend un ear.

bree thousand miles now intervene
B“:::een that happy home and me,
ough three millions it had been,
ey could not keep my thoughts from thee;
To (’_w too, thine will often stray
1 kno'm who wanders far away—
ce‘: that r.mt a night has past,
ub hou did'st gaze upon me last,
To hey hat thy lip has breathed a prayer
| % ovﬁ'n for me, thus doomed to rove,
To o:‘ a hgppy tand I love,
nd ne which cannot be more fair,
Hoy !:Vel‘ half so dear—Alas!
re Ic'*“y more such nights must paas,
a cl::l‘hope to see thy face,
P thee in a long embrace !

That earth could give—and soon destroy—
One single moment has o'ercast,

Till T have learn’d to feel at last

Bome other world contains the bliss,
Which I had vainly sought in this.

Four bells !—"tis time to sigh adieu!
Would that the bark which bears to you
These lines, could bear me o'er the main,
And give you to my arms again.

TO MY MOTHER.

WRITTEN ON TH BLACK RIVER.

BY CHARLFS GREATREX.

Yes, oft when o'er the sleeping main,
The moon has shone serenely bright—
And the pure stars, like silver rain,
Have strewn it o’er with liquid light,
In the lone mid-watch of the night,
When slumber had no charms for me—
My thoughts would sweetly wing their flight,
To home and thee, sweet home and thee!

And when, through billows white with wrath,
Where myriads have met their doom—
Our ship has ploughed a foaming path,
And every billow seenied her tomb,
And fitful lightnings lit the gloom,
Where would my heart, my fancy flee?—
Where could they wander, and to whom,
But home and thee, sweet home and thee!

sajq . N
0‘1 :iWns night upon the sea— And now, as down this peaceful stream,
™ ttle bark, with wings unfurled, I urge my light canoe along,

Wh;m us to that western world,

%0on will smile beneath our lea--
o, E;J:husly from wave to wave,
iy w’}?’ agallant seaman'’s grave—
Liyg jgwem'the stars reflected shine,
els in an eastern mine.

By forests bathed in sunset’s beam,

And golden isles all bloom and song,
Though not a wild flower blossoms nigh,

But hns some gemtle charm for me—~ ¢
8till, still I think, and thinking sigh,

Of home and {H¥ sweet home and thee!
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THERE was consternation throughout all France
when the shattered and miserable remains of the
Russian Army (as it was culled) arrived there,
Accounts, it is true, had from time to time reached
Paris, of the sufferings enduared by these troops ;
but it was only now that a just estimate could
be formed of the extent of those sufferings.
¢ Could it be possible,” men asked each other,
.“that the army which had a few menths ago
defiled from the gates of Daris in all the pride of
military pomp and equipment—so vast in numbers
that it seemed as though it might conquer the
universe—could it be, that this was all that re-
mained of it?” No-—no—what had these poor,
sickly, famished-looking battalions to do with the
noble dolumns they had Jast seen, whose very air
and bearing as they proudly wmarched past, had
inspired enthusiastic confidence. But yct there
was no possibility of doubt. Strange as it seem-
ed, the sad truth forced itsclt on every heart—

the glory of France was tarnished—the arms of

Napoleon had fuailed of success, and, in short,
the spell was broken which had made men regard
him as invincible. There was yet another and a
sadder reason for the prevailing gloom. The
individual members of that gigantic army which
had perished, had each left sorrowing relatives,
we may suppose, and thus it was that throughout
all the provinces one loud vuice of sorrow made
itself heard. Even from the far north to the
southern extremity of the land—from the fertile
banks of the Seine, to the lovely shores of the
Dlue Mediterranean, that wailing sound arose.
The Languedocian und the DProvengal beeanie
. suddenly silent—hushed were their merry lays ;
and even the graver peasant of Normandy
and Bretagne became still more grave and seri-
ous, when the fatal news reached Lim.  All was
grief and disappointment—each taourned his
own private loss and that of the country at large.
Alas! they could not foresee that Leipsic and
Waterloo were to follow as almost immediate ef-
fects of the disaster which they now bewailed.
A few days subsequently to the urrival of the
shattered army, there was seated in & sumptuous
apartment of a hotel in the Rue Ste. Houore, a
young men uttived in the undress of & dragoon
regiment. 1lis face was pu‘;e and emacicted, and

“Centinued trowm page 123,
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the thin, attenuated form spoke of much recet’
suftering, while a feverish lustre lit up the da7

blue cyes, showing all too plainly that disess

was going on within. Before Lim on a tab®
lay an open letter, on the contents of whicd
he seemed to reflect. The subject was not very
Measing cither, for ever and anon as he refer
again to some particular passage, he threw ! g
letter from him with a gesture of impatiep®®
"Then leaning back in his chair, e scemed 1
some time lost in thought.

* Mine is the most affectinnate of mothers,” he
said, half aloud, prosecuting the train of thoug””
which filled his mind.  “She is ever judiciqu’
und clear-sighted, and studies my interest ¥
unwearying solicitude ; but I cannot see why *
should urge me on this point.  Surely I sho
be left to judge for myself here. Oh! by-th¢
bye, she reminds we that the large estate
Picardy, which forms the bulk of wy furtun®”
at least of that which I e.\;pect.—-has. this con?”
tion annexed. I am to marry my orphan v'““?l.u
when she reaches the age of twenty-one, or fu ¢
my claim,”

Ile was silent for some moments, but a ue"
thought again foiind vent in words.

“ What if 1 offered to divide the property el
but unfortunately that depends not on me 10
—well, I 1aust only confide in the generosi‘yﬂo
Eululie—that is if she possess such a quality*,

The young man seemed wearied with the 30‘
tensity of his own thoughts, He pushed 88
with his hund the mass of shining hair whie
hung neglected on Lis burning brow, and
check became flushed and heated, Yet still
mind was busy—it had roamed far into the psﬁj
and the memories thence conjured up,, seent®
excite a tender and evén soothing melancholy®

“And yet, Lulalie,” he murmored, * ¢
was u time, as my mother justly observes, wb
the prospect of wedding thee would not bt
been looked upon as painful;—-when in childh
aud carlier youth we rambled fdgether ﬂl“’“gb
the sunny bills and dales of Provence, I de¢®
thee the sweetest und loveliest flower there:
love thee still, Xulalie, but it is us o dearl
precivus sister—thy fair fuce is before me
last saw it, bedewed with tears for my depart?
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i \:vthe remembrance wakes no glow of passion
ould tha¢ thy feelings towards me mighthave

ing] RS
pe;gl)- “It cannot be that one so far inferior in
N oi)nal charms could have touched my heart—

itm B0—impossible ! and yet how tv account for
’

He arose and paced the room with hurried
» When g servant announced Captain Lacroix.
. :Duttered execration escaped the young man’s
: * 0ut with an effurt he composed his features,
toler:t‘:‘ld“ the captain “good morning,” with a
A0ly cheerful air.
ust '¢ officer who now entered, was a rosy-faced,
“I0g little man, who appeared on the best
:i‘vhle terms with himself and all the world.
ou 83, moreover, just the sort of person whom
veryw"‘“ld suppose likely to mind the affuirs of
Tegy) eS°“e .else as well as his own. .He bad a
ver S Pair of small gray eyes, which seemed
mo%cupmd in examining all around. Tl.ns
W m:age then approacled the young man, with
re he warmly shook hands, and then without
“ ado seated himself near the fire.
1 50 you've got back from Russia, eh ?—
tighy ¢ affair tl‘lat same cumpuign.‘ You’ve. no
yOu’re‘Lcomplum, however, De Lorinval ! since
an ere once more safy and sound, while so
o ::f our poor fellows are lying unburied on the
Wo, of Russia. I sec you're & good deal the
for wear ; considerably reduced in bulk
:0 forth—but, hang it, man! you’re by no
is 003 alone ip that—why, the Emperor himself
Cheg, g as bad and werse than you are—so,
beyy, Up, comrade, there are, I trust, better days
e ug all 1
ut:nw“ with difficulty that De Lorinval could
, no:O the garrulous captain, which the latter
i”fOrm “!UW to perceive. A gentleman so well
il y, ed in al] the gossipy¥f the day, could not
Buess, at least, dt the cause of the other’s
« ghtfyu) mo: ! .
g:;; by-tHevby®, De Lorinval, a rumour has
Certyiy ;’{e that you are to be married soon to a
Gatgge air Jady who brings you a still fairer
thy, “”'hi?provi pps. It is confidently expected
iae g l1%'11111011 av’v‘ged but your return from Rus-
wrlt Isitso?® e .
my Teally am not sojptimately acquainted with
"ﬁl; va;fﬂ'alrs, it wold seem, as the Parisian
tiop, 13,” replied Dé-Yorinval, in a tone of vexa-
?,»fi'mllst confess miyself highly honored
bﬁde :"l‘ bestowing on me & fair and wealthy

i p e

elll‘sed

‘.l[.h
Lae. . SR You are not to be married *”

inouired
Crois 1
- 1%, tagerly.

';.n

o . R
w, Warmer character! And yet this changeis |
Jccountable to myself,” he continued, mu-
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“ Stop there, my good friend!” exclaimed De
Lorinval, laughing. *“You can draw no sueh
inference from my words; I merely say now),
that you have been so very fortunate asto arrive
first with thenews. I give you joy, Captain, you

have certainly won the race "

This was said in a tone where contempt in-
voluntarily mingled, end the captain was at first
somewhaf disconcerted, e speedily recovered,
notwithstanding, and continued to rattle oo du-
ring the remainder f his visit, talking to his
almost silent auditor of every one and every
thing—affuirs both public and private—nothing
escaped him. At length he took himself off, to
the no small relief of De Lorinval ; and the
latter, wearied and exhausted, threw himself on
a couch, not to sleep, but to give free course to
bis interrupted reflections. There was one por-
tion of the letter which had cast a gleam of sun-
shine over the darkness—his mother was about
paying him a visit—nay, she even proposed spend-
ing the remainder of the winter in town.

«And after all,” he mentally concluded,
“gven if I do not marry Eulalie, and conse-
quently am to lose that property, why we can
still live ; my mother has her jointure, which,
small though it be, suffices to place her above
want. 1 have still my little patrimonial estate,
and this together with my pay will support us;
our habits are happily not very expensive, so
that if I can only convince my mother that with

my sentiments I canuot marry my cousin, all will -

go well.”

Poor De Lorinval! e was then about to
sacrifice a fair prospect of even splendid happi-
ness, to a dream ag shadewy and unreal as ever
In fact, he
himself had scarcely any defined idea of the
cause which induced him to take this line of
conduct. Had he known the priceless value of

¢ the prize which he thus wantonly resigned—the
i inbuwmerable virtues and simple graces of her

IR SRS

who, in her remote and quiet home, had grown
up a fair and modest Hower, unknown to the
world, but filling the hearts of the few who sur-
rounded her with the perfume of her gentle
kindness and innocent gaiety ; then indeed would

he have given up the faintly defined shadow

which filled his mind, and have flown to the
place where Eulalie reigned a feudal baroness, as
it were, in the lonely grandeur of her old chd-
tear. Had he known, above all, that his image
still remained impressed upon her heart—that for
his sake she had rejected the proposals of more
than one individual of rank and station, then
would Lis heurt Lave veturacd her love, shumed
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by her constancy and devotion, But this was
not to be,

Time rolled on. A few weeks and the mother
of De Lorinval embraced her son with a heart
overflowing with gratitude for his escape, where
80 many thousands had perished. They then
quitted the expensive hotel where De Lorinval
had been hitherto staying, and betook themselves
to a handsome but unostentatious dwelling which
they possessed in one of the suburbs. Some time
had elapsed without Madame having menticned
the proposed alliance, and Edouard, kpowing her
anxiety on the subject, was notalittle surprised by

b ﬁer silence. Yet it was easily accounted for,—she

£9

but waited his recovery from the fatigue of his
terrible journey. At length she saw the rich
bloom return to his cheek—she saw his natural
cheerfulness restored, and then she opened upon
the marriage question. So fully did she scem
assured of her son’s even joyous concurrence—
nay, of his delight—(for she had no doubt that
be loved Eulalic)—that he, on his part, could
scarcely bring himself to tell her what he knew
would give her no ordinary pain. 1lis hesitation
was, however, too apparent to pass unnoticed—his
mother regarded him with surprise.

“ Why, what is the matter, Edouard? You
seem anything but rejoiced.” '

* Nay, mother, it were meet cause of joy to
most young men—but—but—."

“ But you do not love Eulalie. I see it all—
you have forgotten the love of early years—and
my gentle Eulalie is rejected, together with her
noble inheritance. How is this, Edouard?” and
the mother regarded her son with a look of dcep
sorrow, rather than of anger.

Edouard was touched by her urexpected mild-
ness and evident disappointment,

“ Mother, I am unworthy of my cousin—I

cannot offer her an undivided heart, and it would
‘be criminal to offer her my hand, merely for the
sake of her fortune—let her keeg it all—I freely
resign it.”
"% But tell me, my son! What is the cause of
this decision? Am I really to believe that you
love another—otherwise you could not regard
our sweet Eulalie with indifference ?”

“ Mother! my dear mother !I” and Edouard as
he spoke, averted his head, that his mother might
not see his embarrassment. “ Do not ask me
why I cannot marry Eulalie—one day I will tell
you all. But in the meantime, can you forgive
we for rejecting one whom I know you love as a
daughter, and depriving you at the same time of
the affluence which you had so long locked for-
ward to enjoy? Speak, mother, can you forgive
me'?”

¥
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“ Dearest Edouard! how can you ask thst
question? Know you not that my only earthlf
hope is for your happiness. It matters not how
good and fair she is; if you love her not, she
could not bestow happiness with her hand. Th’"

is the first consideration—for wealth, I covet i
not. If you can so easily resign it, why should
think of it? I am old now, my son, and my on]z
object is to prepare for death, andleave you happy*

Edouard threw his arms around his motbe®
and pressed her to his heart with the tenderest
affection. “ Bless you, my own dear motbef
May Heaven grant you years of happiness/
and make me at the same time worthy of such #
parent !”

Spring came and went—summer followed'/
month after month rolled by and saw the affai®®
of Napoleon waxing worse”and worse, till ."
length the fatal day of Leipsic came, and its
setting sun beheld him a ruined man. obliged

to submit, even as a chained lion, to the will #
his conquerors, he was sent to Elba; and of t
eighteen hundred men allowed to him as a gv®
of honor,—the poor semblance of respt’ct/
Edouard De Torinval was one. Again he le
his beloved mother to follow the fortunes—1°
broken and blighted—of him the adored of ! °
soldier’s heart! The gentle Eulalie, having 9"
derstood that De Lorinval gave up his inherita®
and her together, had long since buried her sor”
rows in a convent, where she speedily fearned
forget the werld with its frail and deceitful hop?®
and pleasures. )

But all this time where was Deborah?’W”
she still in the white cottage at Laniskoff, p“osfr
cuting her studies with Miriam—made she sﬂe
one of the family of the generous and hospit“mr
Rabbi? Not so!—not so!—she bad with P¢
father quitted the neighhourhood of Moscﬂ";
just one year after we saw her last. Great we
the sorrow of the amiable family she left, for ®
had indeed become as one of themselves, 87
greater still was the grief of Manasses, for 09
even his severe and dry studies had rendered h
proof against the charms of Deborah; ands
use his own words:

“ His heart yearned towards the fair daugbw‘
of his tribe, and he would gladly have made
the wife of his bosom.” ad

Yiven this temptation did Deborah withst® '
although the young man’s paents and 1 s
upited in their entreaty that she would bles® :d
love. Her parting with Miriam had been, ind® ‘:
a sore trial, but this sacrifico too, was mod ”
“ A love passitg the love of woman,” bound :J
young hearts together—a sweet and holy, !t’
most enduring bnnd——perhaps none the less 1a8

L




. hepg
Loyl friend that the Messiah was long since come— { completed his twenty-first year, and never had

| ad taught her the fallucy of looking for an % mother more cause to rejoice in a son than had
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‘ i "-ha't it was secret—they were Christians. { celebrated on that day the anniversary of Ler only "§
: * Miriam had jndeed succeeded in convincing | son’s birth. Lorenzo del Altora had on that day ;
{
{

3
0:::‘ s;: l‘f"g Past. Together they had pondered ¢ the Ma.r.chesa in her's. Amongst all the youth-
: i"‘hibine nspired pages of the sacre.d volume, ¢ ful nobility of‘ Florence none was ha'ndsom‘ex" or
! be%meg les§0ns of love -fmd chm‘ity: uptll Deborah { more acct{mpl‘xshe‘d. G&'enerous and.hxgh-‘spmted
; h()ly ot 4 pious and sincere Christian. These ——arden!: in his friendship—and }mhke 'hxs coun-
ooy udx‘es received an added charm from the § trymen in general, quick to forgive, Lorenzo was
g, iZ With which they were followed, but now { universally beloved. Never was truer ?eart or
" s asat an end. more intense devotion to any beloved object, and -
Put uet I go, sweet friend I said Deborah, ““to | his mother’s fears were ever awake lest he shoulfi . ‘\i
l Sorg, 'ese lessons in practice. I go into the { form some unworthy attachment. Yet of this
L Ro g (i') world; but thanks to your instructions, 1 ?here was little dar}ger—fer there was in hin? an
: fa?hmd to the rock of faith. Oh! would that | innate nobility which ever secured him against
“ler—that all our beloved ones, couid say the wiles and artifices of the worthless and base.

!
9 §; R X . . .
§ Whe AMe—bur let us pray for their conversion— ¢ The most unerring perception of right and wrong
: Bows but our. prayers may be one da had from an early period marked his character.
ear, £, pray y Y Yy P
Or them.” Such was Lorenzo del Altora, who at eighteen

; on 4 Ut the same day that saw Napolean land { had inherited his father’s title with his large
| g ® coast of Elba, there was at Florence a | possessions, yet, had now attained his twenty-
) Jéte given by a distinguished Marchesa. | first year without being infected with any of the

l‘):l:i: alazzo stood on s gentle eminence over- { vices to which young men of fashion were and

ter. 5 the Arno. The descent was formed of | are exposed.

. C€S covered with the richest and most luxu- It was the evening, as we have said, of Lo-
Products of that sunny clime, with here and ! renzo’s féte—the guests were scattered through

b’anc 80 arbor composed of the intertwining ! the grounds—some were formed into little knots,

of ehes of the vine, and the rich flowering shrubs | and stood chatting over the various topics of the
olley Country, Within those fairy grounds were flay. Some were seated in the little arbors enjoy-
rope the' trees and flowers of the south of { ing the beauty of the scene, together with * the
—while even Asia had contributed her { melody of sweet sounds,” for in various quarters,
ce’f\f;)r there over the silver stream hung the { concealed, however, from the public view, were
it boughs of the *loue Acacia,” shedding | stationed performers, whose kautboys and French
®ets around upon the air, In one corner horns, clarionets and other wind instruments,

Nse; Spacious grounds rose a little pagoda com- { * by distance mellowed, breathed upon the ear”—

N, of Dativg Italian marble—this was furnished | and died away on the calm surface of the blue

b’ t'h:l'atory, having a small altar, and was used | river. It was a scene of almost unearthly 'love-

of the Marchesq as a place of retreat when weary | liness—there did Italy display all her own pecu-

ke G Wworld she sought to hold communion with { liar characteristics—her'deep ultra-marine sky-— 1
It wc'd‘ : her unequalled luxuriance of foliage, and herbage,

Worlg % lOVer evening, even for fair Italy—the { and flowers—her calm, soft air, and her cloud-

th aof nature was rich in beauty, but fairer { less sunshine. The latter, however, was now
"heirli Were the forms that glided amid the alleys, ! becoming more dim and faint, for the twilight
Rreen Batdrapery contrasting with the rich dark { was approaching. And oh! the twilight in that -3
the of. the surrounding foliage. The city of ¢ fair Val d'drno !—softly and noiselessly did it™
. l°'eli edici haq poured forth her proudest and { come—adding grace even to that scene which
to grace the scene—artists were there { one would have deemed required none,
® shed on fair Florence even more glory The Marchesa was seated on a low rustic
o e illustrious deeds of her nobles—men, | bench not far from the door of her oratory-—by
h‘lls Ations of whose genius adorn the stately § her side stood TLorenzo, his dark yet fine
% urope’s royal dwellings, and are looked { countenance beaming with admiration as he gazed
hnplen‘;ﬂchest possessions even where all around ¢ ona young girl who was seated by his mother.
ere or, And what was there in her face which attracted
%ly,. . eremingled, too, with the Italians them- ¢ the eye of that proud young Florentine? Was
~in ,s rench and English, and even Swedes it blooming in radiant beauty as were many of
beqn . Ort all strangers of distinction had those around ? No! no! there was no behuty of
vav“ lovited, for the Marchesa del Aliora | colouring—the face was pale, nay, almost blood-

e,
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less. The features were fine and perfectly regu-
lar, but it was the expression that charmed the
beholder. There was an air of almost pensive
thought traced on every lineament, and when she
raised her eyes—those large, soft, gazelle-like
eyes—it was impossible to regard her with indif-
ference, for in those eyes shone forth a soul as
- fair and spotless as ever came from the creative
power of God. The young lady might have seen
perchance nineteen or twenty summers, yet from
her quiet and subdued air she might have been
taken for three or four years older. She was
eonversing with the Marchesa, and their theme
was one which the young seldom find interesting
—it was the life and sufferings of the divine
founder of our faith. Why was it that the
Marchesa and her son listened in such breathless
attention to the words which the young girl
poured forth? Her eyes were cast on the
ground—her sweet voice was low and almost pas-
sionless in its tones, marking the depth and
intensity of her feelings; yet still it was strange
that they were so interested by her views of a
subject with which they were necessarily so
familiar. The mystery was easily explained—
she was a convert—that fair young girl—she
had been brought up in the Jewish religion, but
& in the course of a wandering life had fallen upon
one who obtained an influence over her heart,
which she used for the holiest purpose—she had
" led her into the *one fold.”

A A A A I I
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Need we say that

it was Deborah—our young friend of Moscow—
who now sat by the Marchesa? So it was!—her

father had seenfittoremove to Florence, and having
there accidentally discovered her change of reli-
gion, he had utterly cast her off, on finding all his
efforts to bring her back again unsuccessful.

ears of the benevolent Marchesa del Altora, who !

had taken the deserted daughter—the devoted
christian—to her own princely dwelling, and treat-
ed her as a beloved daughter. For this she was
richly rewarded. From the cultivated mind and
superior understanding of Deborah, she found her
amost charming companion, while by her fervent
piety and meek resignation she was much edified.
Ruben was still in Florence, but the stern old
man obstinately refused to have any communica-
tion with his duughter, unless she recanted her
grievous error, as he termed it.

“Well now, my sweet child!” said the Mar-
chesa, “I think we had better adjourn to the
saloon. I see that many of our guests have alrea-
- dy done so, and though we are none of us wearied

of this lovely hour, yet the evening air is chill,
and we must not sacrifice health to pleasure.”
So saying, the Marchesa arose, and taking the

{
4
é Fortunately, the story had just then reached the
¢
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_could not but confess that the young Marc

~ o

{
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arm of her son, who presented the other to De?o' :
rah, they repaired to the saloon, where danci®g
had already commenced. Many a bright eye wos
that evening turned on Lorenzo, in the vain ho
of catching his glance, for, as may well be S‘fP'
posed, he was an object of no common attrachio®
—to the young senoras, as the handsome and 8
complished Lorenzo del Altora—to their plll'eﬂtq
as the Marchese of that name, one of the wesl”
thiest of the Florentine nobles. So ccmpletel’"
however, had Deborah riveted his attention, ‘h?
it was only when his mother reminded him of ¥
duties as a host, that he mingled with the guest®
So gracefully, notwithstanding, did he pel'f"ﬂ_n
his part; so generally and impartially were b
attentions distributed, that none had causé
complaint—even those who would fain h'_’ve
reccived more tender and more marked devotio®

was perfectly fascinating. .

At length, the féte was over—about threé ﬂ:
the morning, the last lingering guest had depa”
ed, and after interchanging a simple * good
night,” our little party sought repose.’

The next day brought a letter to Deborah, fro”
her kind friend, the Rabbi Zenoti, inclosing & dr#
on a Florentine banker, for five thousand pov®
This was from one of her mother’s relation®
wealthy London merchant, to whom Zenoti b .
written an account of his young relative’s sitv?
tion. This was a sort of independence for D€
rah, who, by the advice of the Murchesds
permitted the money to remain in the hand?
the banker, as a reserve in case of nec"sf't )
There was also in the packet a letter from Mit“:,:
and this gave even more pleasure to Debor®™
affectionate heart. But what was there i
letter that brought the warm blood mantling
Deborah’s cheek? There were kind mes"’i:
from all the family—there were, too, the
earnest assurances that the writer’s heart was 8
with her distant friend. These called up the 8 o )
of pleasure, but surely their’s was not that bY .
ing flush which crimsoned even the brow of .
borah., Ah, no! there was one passage W *
thoigh only a few brief lines, had power to !
every chord of her heart, Near the close ;u!'d
letter, were found these words—* I have .
the enquiries you mentioned to be made—at P
sent all is well—at least no immediate daP8"
poverty—your friend is gone i the train of b
Sovereign, to the place of his exile. His mo o
isin rather easy circumstances. So far, all i8 v o
dearest Deborah ; we know not, however in ":‘vd
unsettled times what change may come; but de o
upon it, you shall have the earliest intemge::;g
whatever may occur. I can rely on ftli/ .

R PN




S

N,

THE
\
of;l: fl'iend whom I have engaged, to o’oser've
o, h;’llOns of our protegé. May we not call him
;¥ “Mough he is unaware of the intercst we take
'8 affaips 1
. ehorsh sighed, as she folded the letter.
for ‘f‘laS!” she internally exclaiined. ¢ Does he
or wh“"“ my earnest prayers are breathed—and
Stow%e sake only life is va‘.n‘mble—-—d'oos he ever
rin Sthﬂnght 01'1 Deborah?7—DBe Stll.], my fiut-
w:. teartg be still--why S\’mu}d ;.;raumde hfwe
oly fo ‘1" agitate thee so. Yet is it, .nfmr ali, a
. there g why should Ltry to check its gmw}h ?
ing . C #ught unbecoming a maiden in cherish-
€ remembrance of a most signal benefit
all irted? ' No, no—-be it mine to keep it alive
'S pristine fervor.” .
e:eet dreamer! thou art not the first, and as-
f‘-‘elin gy Wilt not be the last, who admitted one
wa}‘:nder cover of another.  For the p}resenb,
e 1, devoted herself wholly and entirely to
whi i protectress. There was one thing in
th she could not comply with the wishes of
7chesq —she could not go into gay society.
"f‘d friend merely urged it, with a view to
vin "Uing Deborah’s spirits, and when once con-

“ Confy,.
1

off, that retirement was more conducive to that

. % She win . N K Nav. s} rse
wuhdre ¢ willingly consented. Nay, she herself

thep. v 8 much as custom would permit, from
Q N
dig Unts of dissipation, and many a sweet hour

Oryy ¢ two friends pass, seated in the Marchesa's
Yoo, In calm and profitable converse.
begy Quired ail Deboral's pious resignation to
Trye l;]p aguinst her father’s cruel desertion.
tng ¢ Was a cold and stern man—nay, a hard
ay PIng niiser; but Deborah saw not his faults
the °'S saw them. Asa aood and dutiful child,
faj); "W a mantle over her father's faults and
Iy -gs’and\villinglyshuth(‘royesloalllhatm?ght
er filial affection. Besides, she could not
2t she herself was the only living thing
Othe, N 1_°Ve(]—hard and selfish in relation to
hag, > Ms bearing towards her, his only child,
‘ﬂ'ﬂeﬁ:un Much more gentle, oy, at times, even
ra e, Even for his present harshness
he&rt " Was not without an excuse, and her
Uiy, Yearned towards her sole remaining parent,

. *°Pgetful of his cruclty.

* * * * » » *
out this time, that there was forwarded
pe ino e Pﬁrinvx\], in Elba, a small parcel, on,
*ideny Which he beleld a drawing. ‘There was
4y ¥ M0 extrinsic value in the object—it was
'“ ‘0:. °ard, and could boast of no very great
tha; 'ty in the execution—why was it then,
n eleet:ght had on De Lorinval all the effect of
d“‘-th’ ¢ shock?  Why did he become pale as

\:fv‘ien again flushed cheek and brow, as

Igw
ag
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e continued to gaze on the drawing? Answer!
for I know not—ye imperceptible links which
chain the heart to one place, while the body is
far distant—answer ye mystic associations, which
even the slightest touch or sound can awaken
even from the sleep of years—and say, why was
it that von rough sketch of a domestic scene—
and of one, too, of which the features were any-
thing but pleasing —should have such power over
the soldier’s heart? It was the little room. in
Moscow, where De Lorinval had seen Deborah,
the Jewess. She was there standing before her
father—her young face lit up with the fire of
resolution—the soldiers in the fury of their un-
manly attack—and he himseclf was there, too, in
the very act of throwing himself betweon the
girl and her adversaries. Then it was that e
Lorinval felt a thrill of pleasure run through his
every vein, for in the trutbfulness with which his
lineaments were represented, afier more than two
years of absence, he fathomed the depth to which
his image had sunk in the soul of the artist. As
to the identity of the latter the colonel had not
the slightest doubt.

“ Sweet, sweet Deborah!” he softly murmured,
“may I live to call you mine, and then I shall
have obtained my most cherished wish! T have
often doubted whether your girlish heart had not
long since forgotien any impressicn which my
fortunate service had made uponit; but now from

this delicate memento I find that time has not -

effaced my image from your mind. Would that
I were rich, that I might have at least conipetence
to offer you, dear one!—but such a mind as
vours, or I have been muth deceived, can soar
above the desire of wealth, Yes, Deborah! Iwill
hope that yeu can love me even as I am—a mere
soldier of fortune—we shall be, at least, out of
the reacluof want. And my mother!” He suddenly
started from his reverie—* ali! yes, my mother!
—with her strictly orthodox principles, will she
ever consent to my marrying a Jewess? Yet
who &nows!” he continued, with all the sanguine
hope of a lover—¢ she may delight in having the
prospect of making a convert I—Oh! we can get
over this—I can trast in my mother’s lJove—she
will not oppose my wishes !”

The door was suddenly opencd—a message from
the Linperor, requesting Culonel De Lorinval's
immediate attendance in his cabinet.

Wondering at the sudden summons which he
had received, IJe Lorinval approached a mirror,
and east a hasty look over his dress, to see that
all was in order, for Napoleon was as strict &
disciplinarian in Elba as at the Tuilleries; he
at once descended to his Majesty's apartments.
Napoleon was busily engaged writing—some
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scattered maps of the French provinees lay bo-
fore him, to which he ever and anon referved.
He was alene, and so intently was his mind occu-
pied, that De Lorinval had been several minutes
in the room before he was observed.

#11a!” exclaimed the Emperor, as he bent over
his papers, ¢ they thought that the sovereignty
of such a spot as this would suffice. Fools! they
should have removed every vestige of royalty—
better for them had they not given me a fuot of
earth, Elbal” he repeated, with a scornful
laugh, “why, yes! it is a right royal territory,
at least for him who but a few months sinee held
the actual dominjgn of Europe! But they shall
find that the eagle submits not tamely to bon-
dage. While he breathes the free air of heaven,
and has still mountain heights before him, he
cannot, will not, wear a chain—no, he will again
wing his lofiy fiight even over the heads of these
self-exulting schemers !”  His soliloquy was here
interrupted—his quick ear caught a motion of
De Lorinval’s, who was unwilling to continue
unobserved, knowing how dangerous might be an
undesired intrusion on the privacy of princes.

“What, D2 Lorinval! you herc!” exclaimed
Napolcon, somewhat angrily.

“Yes, sire, I have been here some time !” re-
plied the colonel, judging that candor was his
best course. “I was given to understand that
your Majesty desired my attendance, but sceing
you su deeply engaged, I was vnwilling to dis-
turb you ! -

The mementary cloud passed away, and Na-
polcon was tgain calm.

« seat for you, Colonel De Lorinval, as one
of my most trustworthy adherents, to consult
with you en a plan which has been revolving in
my mind during some days.”

Ile paused, and De Lorinval took the oppor-
tunity to express ina few words his grateful
sense of the honor done Lim,

« Now, tell me candidly, Colonel,” the Empe-
ror resumed, “do you consider this island a
meet sovereipnty for Napoleon ? Is it an area
of sufficient cxtent for the exercise of that mind
whose siagle power has shaken all Burope to its
centre, uutil her princes and potentates have
tottered on their thrones ?  Say, must the Em-
peror of tle French people, the head of the
Freuch army, must he remain cooped up here,
where mesn, dastardly jealousy has placed
him ?”

Seldomw, indeed, was it that Napoleon deigned
to apeak of himself with praise—his pride was
too deeply seated, too lofty in its character to be
displayed in words—and as for his ambitious de-
sigus, they were ever kept confined to his own
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bosom, except, inasmuch as he reqnired to ¥’
plain them to the azents by whose assistan®®
they were to be carried into effect. Now, ho¥”
ever, the case was different—he was obliged w
remind his dependents of the glory they hf‘
seen around him in times past, in order to excit®
their drooping courage. It was necessary, als®
to awaken their wonted confidence in himself'
and in the resources of his own ming, for eved
now that restless spirit was at work projecting ’
new enterprise.

De Lorinval was taken somewhat by surp”
by the novelty of Napoleon’s address ; q"i"k
recovering his self-command, however, he ’
plied :

“That every true Frenchman mourns
Majesty’s seclusion”—he paused at the word, 1€
he could not bring himself to say conﬁnt‘mf'"'/;
“in Elha, there is not, cannot be the slightfs
doubt—would that it could be put an end to !’ed

]

iser |
l,l

yollf

“ And why not, De Lorinval ?” interp®®
the Tmpercr. “What is thcre to prevent
from landing again on the shores of Fran€
once there, and a few days will see me agﬂi“ !
the head of Europe’s fiest army 27 o

De Lorinval gave an involuntary exclamsti®
of surprise. o

“You seem strprised, De Lorinval! but ¥
surprise wiil cease when I explain all.” .

Iere he entered into a full explanation of
views, and the means by which he hnped to fu
them. The case was certainly a desperate OD:
De Lorinval was far from being blind to the »”
merous obstacles which might impede their A
but Napoleon was again to lead—the object ”
view was to restore him to his throne, and sl
enthusiasm of the soldier was again called forl

“Yes!” he exclaimed, “the attempt wvs*
made, whether defeat and death, or glorious
tory be ours. Our leader will be siill the viet
of Lodi—him whom we have so often foll
to victory. France, now drooping and depres
will arise in her might; even as though anirm?
by cne soul, she will open her arms to wel h
back her chosen chief, and the minions ¢
allied kings who have dared to usurp an a
rity over Frencliuen, shall be driven fro®
shores!  Yes, sire, I am ready to follow ¥
you lead !” o

“Have you then forgotten the uncX“mP:v
sufferings to which our army Was exposed
frozen soil of Muscovy, and all through my P .
sightedness, as men say ! Surely the re®
brance of Leipsic has nct alveady fndi‘dv
your memory—you witnessed those defeats™ .
you not to see them renewed ?” '

»
Napoleon smiled—it was a stern sm“i’y :
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pl:)tr;‘:"‘,sl’quest?nn—wgl! he knew its effect. De
o tha: s national pride took fire as he thought
b ¢ fatal field, when the troops of France
c“nfe‘ﬁ“en way and fled—aye, fled—befure the
« derated armics. .
Woul\des} bc-ﬁ.)re.high heaven I swear that‘ I
o ang}:ve this n.ght arm—nay, sufﬁ:r death 1.t-
wareq undred times, to see your M(LJe'sty again
umb}:“ the t:hr4)ne of France, were it only to
b*"nde(i the' pride of those who are leagued and
" against her.”
c:;: was all Napoleon desired. The other
Renerg) of hls' guard were now summoned to a
i priy c?unml, (the Enfperor had taken each. of
al,) Wl‘C‘Pa]s apart, as in the case of De. Lor:n-
ooy t‘el‘e all was finally arranged. ) With 1\:&-
lif {me‘) resolve was toact,as all the hl:?'tOI‘y of his
o edStS‘ and but‘ few days after this step was
inte) o upon, all Furope was astounded by the
th. Bence that the exile of Elba had landed on
Coast of France—that many of the pro-

e

Vin

a “:ari"u-% divisions of the army were again
Sing themselves under that banner, which was
of :T as the JEgis of Minerva to the warriors
3an times,
+ T some time all went on triumphantly. The
th ‘{f the French Nation knew no bounds—
oy :]g“ai‘e and humilifttiun <‘vt' the past were
leir‘.’“@(.l from the minds of men—Napoleon
iolized Emperor—the star of their hope—
with?izirll- in the as.ce:ndunt, and all was.gil.ded
the 'g.ht of antwlpated success. Leipsic—
fal 1ivers of Russin, crimsoned with the
whichl‘:{:d of k“range——thosa were sc.ones over
'ilence\e public mind bad brooded in gloomy
foug o now they were to be avenged—one glo-
en Ob““tnph such as Napoleon hfxd of old so
Wi ained, and all these foul stains would be
b n‘e,-away from the French name, and their
the violshould again float over victors. only. Yes,
the ch;t was again bursting furth—‘)t alone was
nec::“ e.mblem of France—for it alone was
an d with her days and years of conquest,
\ co‘;iilief of the Bourbon, SUil(:l‘ as they were,
of aminated by mingling with the banners
thes es":angex*, and waving above the heads of
tnty ta':‘lent adversaries, should once again sini
shade, One rally—one general and si-
of ‘)‘:\eous rally around the well-known standard
Quee aparte, and France would be again the

“.'hcre all this time was De Lorinval ?
hig ma:;;n the flush of rejoicing, overlooked by
Plllnon or ?  Not so—with all the faults of Na-

» Ingratitude was never laid to his charge,
e ingly we find our friend Edouard on

°s haq already declared in bis favor and that

THE JEWESS OF MOSCOW.
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the field of Waterloo at the head of a division,
and addressed as Major-Geneml De Lorinval
It may well e supposed that none shared more
fully in the public joy than did the new general.
As a subject and follower, he rejoiced in the
prosperity of his master; as patriof, he en-
tered into the triumphant rejoicing of his coun~
try ; and as a lover, enraptured by the prospect
of being now in a condition to proposc for his
beloved Deborah.

Such was the state of things on the morning
of the cighteenth of June, 1815. Every thing
tended to promise success, The superiority of
numbers was on the side of the French. Napo-
leon himself commanded. The troops in high
condition, burned with the enthusiastic desire
of regaining their lost glory. Alas! for their
hopes! 1€ Napoleon commanded on their side,
they forgot, or at least under-rated the fact that
Wellington was on the other. If their arms
were nerved by the recollection of Lodi, of Aus-
terlitz, of Marengo, of Jena, and of Wagram,
they dreamed not that the Dritish ranks were
pervaded by as ardent a courage, and that they,
too, had such things to remember as Vittoria
and Talavera, with many other reminiscences
equally glorious and equally exhilarating.

Yes! with all the fatal vanity of their nation,
they over-estimated their own advantages, and
despised in proportion those of the enemy. If
the thought of the adverse communder's fame
did sometimes smite their hearts, it was quickly

succeeded by the empty boast of Napoleon, |

(speaking of Wellington) which had passed into
a proverb in the army of Trance—* e has
never met the Emperor!” said they; “we shall
sce now if the glory of his Portuguese and Spa-
nish campaigns will continue untarnished I'—
and they did see the result to their eternal sor-
row and discomfiture. Without attributing all
the merit of that most brilliant victory to the
Duke of Wellington, for Grouchy’s defection
(by whatever name it may be called,) certainly
had a very considerable share in the triumph of
the allied army, we shall pass it over. Those
three fateful days came and went.  They beheld
the French troops outdo themselves in bravery
and devotion—all, all in vain—and their close
saw the soldiers of France ccinpletely humbled,
flying in all divections, and strewing the grounc

with their bodies ; and their idol—he for whom
their blood had been poured out like rain—he.

was a houscless and homeless wanderer—totally
undone ! Ile had indced encountered *the
hero of a hundred fights !”

Follow we now for a brief space the' fortunes
of De Lorinval—the general of three days—
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now the almost penniless refugée; and such he

truly was, for he obstinately refused to submit
to the Bourbon dynasty, and was therefore de-
barred from entering P’aris. Even his patrino-
nial estate, small as it was, would have supported
him, but this was not permitted to remain his—
it was confiscateld to the crown. Ilis chief soli-

citnde was for his mother who still continued to

reside in Paris, In order to sccure this dear
parent from the reach of want, he remitted to

her all the ready moncy in his possession. For
himself, his hope was to escape from France, and

Ly the sale of some vaiuables which he posses-

sed, make his wuy to a place of safety; when

there he must try and find a means of subsistence.
Alas! the worst and most cruel stroke of all—

Deborah was lost, fur ever lost, to him !

(To be curcluded in our next.)

SCRAPS FOR THE GARLAND.

BY 4. J.
SCRAP

TIIL STLVENTIH,

THE GOLDEXN DAYS OF MDCCCXLVIIL.

In these golden days, even Cupid they say,
Has cast his old bow and his arrows away,

e finds it in vain to lay siege as of old,—

His arrows must now be all puinted with gold,

The time has gone by, when a Leart might be won
By courage, devotion, and merit alone—

Such old furms of wooing are now out of date,
And love is now vaiued according to weiglt.

Two suitors advance to the siege of a heart,
With manly advances, tlie tirst plays his part ;
Young, noble aud poor—his oppounent is old,
But stuggers along with a sack full of gold.

They come to the scales, where their chances zre
weighed—

Love, beauty and valour, in one side are laid—

While poor little Cupid, still hoping to win,

‘To help, with his bow and Lis arrows juwps in.

In the other—a being decrepid and old—

1s placed with his pociets and hands filled with gold;
And as his advances at first seen to fuil,

Another five hundred is throwu in the scale.

Little Cupid, who lauglied as his guick eye did trace
The head without hair, and the deep furrowed face—
Turoed round with a irsp, and a look tull of fear,

As he read on his pocket, * Ten thousand a year,”

1.

And scarce Iz

1 hie done so, when, light as a feather,
Both he and Lis alvoeate few up togetier;

And the guin ne duwn with a crash to the floor,
That frightencd poor Cupid clean vuc of tire door.

Love gazed for a inoment in horrer profound,
At Lis conquersr, roiling ia gold on the ground—
Then turned with a suecr from the il fated puir,
For he fclt Lie was out of his element there.

ot i s
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But yet ere he left them, agzain did he turn,

And prophecy’s fire in his eye seewed to burn—
And his vuice as a voice from the dark future broke
The silence, cre thus to the bridegroom Lie spoke—

Do June and Pecember move on side by side
Do snow-wreaths and flowers togcther abide >—
Would autuinn in garments so yellow and scar,
Meet partuer for Spring and its roses appear >—

Dost think she can love thee, so wretched and old?

Fond fuoll—she will shun thee,—she loves but-tbY
guld!

And soun from the search thou shalt turn in despail™”

She sold thee her hand—Uut her heart was not there”

he clasp thee '—as soon shall the delicate vine,
In tender embrace, round the icicle twine '-—
She love tlive I—such love as the travler may bea?
T'o the circling snow-wreath, is all thou shalt chwre!™

She eling tothee !—no ! had she loved thee in )Ol‘m/
she had plighted her heart, her affection, her truils

Had she shared in thy hopes and thy joys, she had never
Recoiled from thy sorrows, but loved thee fur ever:™

Yon old ruined tower supported when young,
And sheltered the ivy that to it hath clung—
And now from the storm und the pitiless shower,

v

Tis the ivy that shelters the old ruined tower!

E’en thus 'tis with woman—in youth she will rest

Ier delicate form for support on our breust—

But when youth hath forsaken, and triendships ba?
past,

'Tis wonin still clings to us true to the last!

But thou—{rail memento of manhood gone by,

Like the lone stricken pine in the clearance shalt 4i€”

And the love that in youth from thy heart thou hin¥
torn,
Shall turn from thy relics, with loathing and scorn

When broken and aged—in sickness and pain—
‘Thy head on the pillow of death shall be lain ;
Think—think what remorse shall embitter tho sigh
To feel that uncared {or—unheeded you die !

‘That she who sits by thee, cares, no not a jot,
How soon thy remains, in a coftin shall rot;

Aund who watchies thee not, out ot care tor thyself:
But that she may inherit thy riches—thy pelf,

And thou (to the bride) who thy purity sold,

And bartered thy young heart’s desire for gold—

‘Thy riches shall prove but a sorry return st

For the love which in youth from thy heart thou ‘#d '
spurn,

The delicate creeper will pine without stay—
‘The vine in the wilderness wither away,

And down to the dust will unheedéd be borne,
Wheun by the rude tempest its tendrils are torie

Farewell,agedbridegroom—and young blooming b.ri'-|e|
‘Through Lie’s rugged pathway, niove on side by ¥ e
While I—and le smiled with a smile of disdain, ™=
Will ne’er by my prescuce insult you again.
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PARISH PERSONAGES.*

BY ERASMCY OLDSTYLE, ESQUIREZ.

CHAPTER II
THE I -
e I:i 1?, x't is ' ' .
Whey er[:}:‘use a hwyl'{ until they zfre mfur:‘n:c
OF blag). . e cnmpl.exu.m of the writer be vl;.f.te
whe, e;’ ‘_ﬂ“"‘hor in his person he be f:ut orthin;
i his eyes be blue or hazel, his forebead

)y
5 , . . . .
tal] or low, his hair light or dark, and his staturs

or shopt,
sr‘:zl‘"ld with respect to anthors, of how inuch
Msequence is it that their curiosity should
Bratificd in regard to heroes.
ar;:}: (\:[11 Crammy’s mnft int'\m'ate friend, the
of oyp erk, should be s‘.'.gl‘\ted in conscquence
8y oo eglect, we beg to 1.nform al} M.mm it
Concern, that Mr. Audible was in his per-
*Judging from all the specimens which have
eecl:,’)wn from & r«?m«)te an!iquit:\', precisely
to ‘leichu;d fizure of the extraordinary {;remls
er Ouuhe belonged. He was what a.l‘l}‘hh
wh: sht to be, short and spare; his face,

said, o class of readers who re-

1€ such then is the propensity

J

0 was g very lean one, had also a very hua-

ki XDression ; his eyes were small and black;
“rehead, which had never been either high
en::ld’ was wunderfully.contracted in conse-
hig No of a deep culvert which was furrowed over
by 1 05 but which had been honestly acquirod
hi &r.d Staring at his ti me-honored Prayer-book;
:xl:‘ P"’f‘, was as black and shining as a boot

W rre :"“umt by the vivifying spplication of
Ws Jut; in fact, the question is still an open
Cle;“:s e:her the “coronal region” of the worthy
Beoq in‘(‘“d, S.upposmg l.n:; body to have befeu
Fﬁr“\lr.]ila hOrw:o‘nt:\] position, would n«ft b).' its
in Rrugg; te quuhtle.s, have been eqx.m.lly efficacious
g the ng the belligerent propensities of the cock
Piva“ei e, as a boot ‘.*.'cl.l blackened by the un-
hi"geg\“ jet above mentioned, and the (‘fuu%;t
the Pari?un the saying which had becume trite In
iy o that Mr. Audible’s head was
arigh S(;"S shoes.”  To confess tho truth, the
erle was on the whole very well con-

as

Ntg . .
i With his fizure and ‘appearance.
s .
oge true that he had two small complaints to
g (oo 2Ruinst his legs. In size they were what
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is termed bandy ; these objectionable formations
were sadly prejudicial to the set of his stockings,
and seriously interrupted the happiness of their
possessor. The two-fold blemish operated as &
daily trisl, from which Mr. Audible found relief
in the reflection that Nature (a lady of whose
intentions Parish Clerks like other people enter-
tain opi

aiuns of their own) in disqualifying him

by physical weatness for the laborious oceupation
of a private stution, had evidently “from the
first” intendod that lis spare and shrivelled pins
should Le shrouded in the mantle of parochial
office, and that in bestowing upon him a loud
and scnorous voice she had afforded ample com-
pensation for the lacl of muscle to his arms, and
of make t) his legs.

In an agewhenthe absence of learning appeared
to have been esscotial to the periormance of the
dutics of Parish Clerk—when thesc fanctionaries
appeared to have been selected more for their
comic qualities than their Christian attainments,
it is due to Mr. Audible as well as to the Rector,
by whom he was appoiuted to say, that the Clerk
of Allhallows was a much better instructed man
than most ¢f his order ;<he could do more than
read out of his own book ; he could decypher
writing as well as peruse print, and he had upon
more than one oceasion, written letters for his less
cilucated friends, as weil as for himself. .

Such then is a feeble description of the indivi-
dual, whom our readers are aware had retired
with a dejected step to encase himself in his Sun-
day clothes. An occasion like the present had
pever occarred before, and for this reason he bad
taken some pains, and bestowed sowe study upon
his apparel. Dut the only alterations he was ena-
bled to make in his attire, were the addition of
plated buckles, with wide margins, to his shoes,
and the substitution of silk stockings and a black
velvet waisteont, which hud been given to him by
the Rector, for similar aciicles of cloth and
warsted,

1lis toilet was at length complete, His lan-
tern was lishted, and with his umbrells in his
hand, and his wife’s pattens on his fegt for the

™aed spindle, and in shape they were what | streets were very muddy, he wished a good night
sContinued from page 115. '
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to his family, and made the best of his way to the
Ship and Cempass.

The hour of festivity was fast approaching.
The conferences of Mr. Audible and the honest
landlord were brought to aZclose ; a knock was
heard at the door, and the “ Mr. Jewson, the
father of the Beadles,” as he announced himself,
entered the room in his'full dress costume ; after
him followed six Beadles of different parishes,
and five Parish Clerks, and as theso gentlemen
will be named if they utter any thing worth
recording, we shall only now stop to say a word
or two of one of the latter, because it may serve
to throw a little timely light upon the conversation
of the evening.

Mr. Samuel Simpkin was the Parish Clerk of
St. Giles’; nobody knew exactly for what he was
originally intended, and nobody knew how in the
world he was appointed to the office he filled,
But all agreed that * Nuture,” who had so
eminently adapted Mr. Audible for his office, had

evidently designed Mr. Simpkin for the duties of

a tackle and ticket porter, but the plans of this
lady were frustrated by the school-master who
kad succeeded in elevating Mr. Simpkin’s mind
above the drudgery which pertains to that class
who undertuke to carry any burden under five
hundred weight.  Whilst his conteraporaries
agreed that *“art and cdieation had spiled him
for a Clerk,” he was nevertheless regarded with
awe for his talents and acquirements, and amongst
his brethren of the order, he was called a * riglar
Grecian.”

His claim to the reputation of a man of letters
had after all but a very slight foundation to rest
upon.  Still,'it was sufficient to secure the respect
of the circle in which he moved, and to sustain
him upon the literary pedestal upon which Le
had been placed; the occasion was the following:

It so happened that the landlady of a public
house in his’ Parish, departed this life; her sup-
porters and admirers wished to write an epitaph
for her tomb stone, and Mr. Simpkin, to the
astonishment of those that were ignorant of his
taste fur the muses, submitted the following, which
we transeribe literally, for the purpose:

“ Minerva for wisdom, and Venus for beauty,

Were washup’d by gen'men of Greece—

But the men of St. Giles? fulfill'd the like duty,
When they drank at the Tap of the Fleece.

¢ But our landlady’s gone, and ber light is snuff'd out,
For ev'n whilst a drawing her Leer,

Iler stomach was seiz'd with a it of the gout,
Which wiolently closed her career.”

This chaste and classic production secured for

its author the title of The Greciun, and the repu-
tation of a literary critic,
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Six Beadles and six Parish Clerks awaited the
arrival of their honored guest; the minute ba?
of the clock indicated the half hour, Mr, Jewso?
remarked, that it was * half after cight,” “’h“n
the door opened, and the hero of the Ilig.h‘
appeared all gorgeously arvayed in his ofici#
uniform, of blue and scarlet and gold. OP®
note of pleasure but struck on every heart w88
his welcome; he shook each by the hand aB
expressed in the pressure “more than words €88
convey.”

* Supper’s ready!” said honest John IoneJ~
well; and M7, Jewson, accompanied by Mr, Crus”
my, led the way to tae festival,

*Why! where’s Twiggs, of St. Olives,” €%
claimed Mr. Simpkin. I thought he was ¥
huve been here.” "

“You'il knuw when the proper time comes
answered the Patriarch Jewson, “‘Luke youf
seats.””

All the company were scated, Mr, Jewso®
alone excepted; he remained standing.

After a pause e drew from bis pocket a lette®
which he requested * the Grecian” to read.

Mr. Simpkin rose and read as follows:

“ Mr. Jewson and brother Beadles:

* The badness of the night and a severe atmc}‘
of Rewmathisin, (and our curate says all isms 2
bad,) would not have kept me from the Jubile®
but that bisiness coucerning Miss Qukiey 8¢
her Bonnet is getting inwolved and desperat®
and I wish I was clean clear of it, and 1 have fo
attend the churchwardens about it to-night. 50
I must wish you a pleasant night, and Mr
Crummy a Jony life.

“ Your obdt, friend and brother, R
“Tony Twiges.

“When did Twiggs learn to write?” inquif®.

“the Greeian.” P
. . 7, 4

« Before he was a Beadle, in course,” answ eﬂn
Mr. Jewsou; * ali Beadles signs their names ve

they are appinted to ofiice; still I thinks 1b#

letter is not I'wiggs’ own composing.” "

“You speak of Metropolitan Beadles, I s'posér
said Mr. Simpkin, “ Beadles in country part
don’t write—"

“In course I do, and,” addressing the compﬂn_y’
he added, “ [ believe, gen'lem, we be all bors?
this ancient city, leastways it we were’nt bur®
Lere, we have been all blest with a Lunnon edu¢®
tion"—after a pause, he added: © Poor Twigs®
I vish he vas amongst us.”

The business which caused the absence of the
Clerk of St. Olives, and which was getting 50
desperate, arose from the anxiety of Mr. T“'i‘rfg?
to support the dignity and privileges of his office?
the particular occasion upon which his power wat
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:};:;?t[;‘“eﬂ was the fnlh)\\ing:. One of the rights
prime:" ially corjceded to Parish B(-badlos was L'he
Wanq :: nf: tapping on the heads with the white

of Office the drowsy at church.  In the ful-
n;:egt of this (Il:l[)' Mr. Twiggs had t‘tlppod the
oL or‘:]n.“q of Miss ()al(loy,. and by this set had
ion ¢, } direeted the attention nf. the congrega-

s n(’)“f\rd% a voung lady who it so happened

era“,,[, asleep, })ut had :1?5(1 cffected a pm'm::.m‘nt
in (‘]i'l:]( :11_Pnh of Fhe ostrich wreath, and left ‘an
heg q @ lmpl‘e.ssmn upon the new watered silk
ing w(:(’lgs. \\'hzch no kmrrl «.»f ccaxing or smooth-
chig) uld oblitcrate,  This memento of paro-

 Power, would of course have been very use-
r,:)'i‘ni:lbduing the pride .of a charity girl, orin

- ﬂoht the turbulent spirit of anunruly boy, but

Atter t"> be borne by a lady; and therefore the
Poor 'r“f.fls taken up 1}_\' the ch Elrc‘:.wardens, and

. SWiggs was deprived of his supper.

%ig {.l:f’m Ough.t !()’E)e a Gu.':du Book :}' Bea(.lles,"
Ve"sali(?e Grecian, I'C‘.\U'Xl)ll:AZ the sub‘]‘ect of c,(:n-

“p ‘\'in-‘\ “[am huli mc'lmurl to write one.
Iwil ".b‘ you would,” said Mr, Jewson; * and
« . Bve you the adwantage of my experience.”
. And g0 will we all,” resp n ded several voices.
patmn"a“r:]e,r’m'n.! I am ob i'_:ml to yeu for your

%e,” said the Grec'an. I will consider
Subject in its maniiold bearings.”
lhi:.\ tanSe ensued, during which the spectator
o ave noticed the appearance and departure

ﬁa“s“l.lp. co I-fish, roast and boiled beef, and
ap. SUlids, succceded by plum pudding and
n""iial;l)ipf intm‘spers.ed with hmg draughts :)f
ntine , e porter,—(it was ¢ Whltbreud.& Co's.
the v that John Honeywell sold,)—until at last

ese disappeared and the cloth after it.

o :1? Opinion alone prevailed on the qualities of
it optperf T“ use the ]angl'xage of: a Toronto
Callgn &0 ebrity und taste, ** The boiled was ex-

» the roast never was surpassed.”

ﬁr‘ll;m glorious bowls of punch, steaming beau-
the ) and fragrantly, were properly placed on
o Able, one before Mr. Jewson and the other

OPa .6 the
o

Greeian,” who acted as Vice Presi-
em(f:‘ was p]easunt to look upn Y,hos?- islands
Seng gp IN’.e]mg s0 gmceﬂ.nlly sailing in those
Withq, .:;lhty. It~ was b.l.l" more pleqs:}nt to
e\.eryfn e pervading smile which illuminated
Joy” 2eeaseach glass was filled. At length Mr.
M rose, and with his right hand upraised in
W K‘“Ouitory manner, said:
%6 AxD constiTUTION !”

0 i N
ang E 2 Which each wne present drank his punch,
[ ed one cheer more to three times three.

|
|
|
|
|
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« Jack-bins, who's them?” enquired Mr. Prima-
tive, the Larish Clerk of Aldgate.

« Them as has murdered their king and set
the world in a blaze,” replied Mr. Muggins, with
triumph.

« Juck-bites, I suppose you mean,” said Mr.
Jewson.

«No! I don’t,” retorted Mr. Muggins; “I
means what I says. Jack-bins.”

« Whatever you may choose to call them, Iecan
only say that in my grandfather’s time, and when
I was u boy, they were Jack-bites and nothing
else ; and he ought to know, and so ought I, for
he poor man was mowed down by the scythe of a
willainous Jack-bite at the battle of Preston
Pans.”

Mr. Muggins was silenced if not convinced, for
all the Deudles exclaimed, “In course Mr.
Jowson's right.”

Fortunately for Mr. Muggins, ¢ the Grecian”
came to his rescue, and explained that the Jaco-
bites and the Jacobins were of the same breed;
the first was the chrysalis and the second the
butterfly.

« A butterfly !” said Mr. Crummy; “it hasa
most wenemous sting. I think,” he continued,

it would be more properer to call em wam-

pires.”

“ Doubtless, doubtless.
a figure of speech,” returned the Grecian.

« The explanation is satisfactory,” exclaimed
several of the company, who evidently knew
nothing of the matter.

“Fill your glasses,” said Mr. Jewson, and
after a moment’s pause ke added, Church and
State!”

His toast was drunk with three times three,
and three cheers more.

« The church aint, nor the state neither, in a
wery satisfactory state,” said Mr. Primative,

«And can you vonder at that,” said Mr.
Jewson, *when such men are appinted to the
office of Beadle, men who vere not born to it,
who are mere purtenders; for,* he added after a
pause, “a man to be a king must be borne a
prince, and n man to be a Beadle must be born
a Werger; the church can’t prosper ven these
pints of principle are neglected.”

«In course,” responded several Beadles.

Mr. Audible, however, ventured to say some-
thing about lay patronage, and a plurality of
livings operating more injuriously to the interests
of the church thau the inattention to the qualifi-
cations of Parish Deadles. But he found no
response to his view, except a smile pf intelli-

i ing i« "ﬂt a orrid and wicious set them Jack- § gence from the Grecian.
9. % said Mr. Muggins. “«I say, Crum, what makes Mr. Austin so

I merely made use of ‘
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much in the dumps now-a-days ?” enquired Mr,

- Joha Joyce of All Saints,

1

“I don’t know exactly,” said Mr. Crummy,
“but Lve heard him sigh over the state of the
country, and I've seen him wery discensolate at
the condition of the church; the one he says is
full of danger, and the other is full of drones.”

“ And he might have added,” continued Mr.
Simpkin; * that schism and dissent is a building
its nests and hatching its spawn in the very
heart of our parishes.”

“TIt’s surprising,” said Mr, Jewson, “what
wery wiolent zeal they ewinces in kecping their
pot a-biling.”

“I have heard Mr. Austin remark,” rcjoined
Mr. Audible, “that he wished the Established
Clergy could only catch a little of their zeal,
without being contaminated with their sin.”

“ Well!” said Mr. Jewson, “ as we didn't make
the church, I doubt wery much whether we can
mend it. Come, fill your glasses to the Lrim—
& bumper!”

* Gentlemen,” said Mr. Jewson, *“it was no
trifling cause which brought us together ; it was
a great ewent; let us honor it by drinking Mr.
Crummy's health and happiness, and a long con-
tenance to good and onored life, with nine times
nine cheers, genl'cm.”

It would be difficult to describe what fullowed
for the space of ten minutes, but at the end of
that periol every body found himself cut of
breath, and cruelly tormented with a stitch in
his side.

Poor Mr. Crummy had come there preparcd
to make a long speech; but memory, sense, every
faculty seemed to have forsaken him, and he
found himself standing amidst his silent and
expectant friends momentarily speechless, and
when he did speak his words were most inco-
herent.

*Kind friends,” he said at length, “ forgive my
weakness, I aint heloquent—much obleeged to
you —great honor, don’t deserve it—very proud—
ckally grateful—very happy—happy-~do as you'd
be done by—you'll never regret it—thankee,
thankee.”

Mr. Audible, who had scarcely spoken during
the evening, now rose and said:

* Let us sing to the praise and glory —

“Tam blowd if Audible don’t think he's at
church,” interrupted Mr. Buckle; * listen to him.”

“I beg pardon,” said Mr. Audible; “let us
sing a song of my own composing.”

« Sartinly,” said Mr. Jewson; “afier we've
drank another glass of punch.”

“ Go it, Audible,” said the Grecian, after the
last duty had been performed.

"
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“All must join in,” said Mr. Audible, 8% _he
began in a tune of his own, the following, whic
had evidently been written under the influence 0‘
Messrs. Sternhold & Hopkins’ poetical auspice®’

“ Come Beadles all unite to raise,
Loud songs of joy in praise of one,
‘Whom Parish Clerks agree to praire,
The pride and boast of this here town.
Lach Parish has its Beadle rure,
Whose names we'll honor one by one,
But first in rank, withott compare,
Stands our pet Beadle—Oily Crum!
* Althallow’s Barking Jewson boasts,
So richly clad in velvet smalls,
Long may our Father* head the host,
Who dine in state near great St. Paul's.
Dunstan’s pride is Jerry Hugging,
Allhallows’ Stainirg owns Jolin Plum,
Next in ravk is mighty Muggins,
Yet these give place to Oily Crum!
“Fish of Aldgate—Joyce of All Saints,
And Wheeler of St. Margaret Patton,
Have one and all “without complaints,”
Most fearlass horne the Beadle's Batton.
If nawnes like these are breathed with awe,
If at their mention boys are dumb,
Oh! what's the homage that's in store,
For thy great name, good Oily Crum!
“There's Radcliffe, Wapping, Poplar, Bow,
Limehouse, Hackney, Shorediteh, shadwelly
Marrow Bone,i Chels~a, and Soho,
Norwood, Peckham, and old Camberwell,
Have each their Beadles great in fame—" .

“Why, drac it! are you going for to sing “1,}
the Parishes in Surrey as well as Middiese®
exclaimed Mr. ITuggins, who had been play inf
very impatiently with an empty tumbler, for his
exertions in keeping pace with the song be
made him both h-»alse and thirsty.

*In course I -am,” excluimed Mr. Audibler
with & look of surprise at the interruptio®’
“that’s what I promised in starting,” he ¢
tinued, “ when I said:

“ ¢ Whose names we'll Lonor one by one.’ *’

“In vich case,” exclaimed Mr. Jewson, pﬂ"e
thetically, “T’ll order out the punch, and havé
it Lept a-biling; for,” he said in the tone of 0%
who-knows, “the history of Parish Beadles i
wery woluminous; but its a wery interesti'
study,” he adicd in zo encouraging tone, 8
turned to Mr. Audible.

But ihe latter gentleman, observing that th:
longitude of cach face at that hospitable tab
wag more remarkable than usual, offered
compromise the matter by singify the last st
only.

The suggestion was received with ncclnm““on'
and he immediately resumed:

® The senior Deadle calls himself the Father of we
Deadles.

+St. Mary-le-Bone,
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“From Brixton Hill to Horseley Down,
From Chelsea to the River Lee,
Each Beadle in and out of Town
. Should celebrate this Jubilee.
Of Mister Crummy's praise we'll sing,
For Mister Crummy'’s life we'll pray,
That future years to us may bring
The festal cheer of this great day.”
The

cheeredeight Beadles and six Parish Clerks
ng most lustily at the conclusion of this
" '.the acclamations of the former were eli-
eltem;n consequence of the honor which was
ed to their order, while the praises of the

eneq Were in some degree prompted by the evi-
the deaﬁbl‘ded of the intellectual superiority of
gree of Parish Clerk over that of Parish
Cleﬂ:'e’ for the song was the composition of &

“

) 1‘)\nd did you raally,” enquired Mr. Gosling,
cony urish Clerk of St. Stephens, * did you raally

“Pose that song yourself, Mr. Audible ?”

“Whn course,” replied the latter gentleman,
o J Dot 2
ause I think it wery superior,” continued
" °Sling,
*Ang . .
Wh wery touching too,” interrupted Mr.
eeler,

“
w 'fhe last line especially,” said Mr. Plum, who
very hearty and jolly looking person:

L
‘The festal cheer of this great day.'”

“
'éryI:‘Oes not this sentiment strike you as being
the y. ¢ ¢ enquired Mr. Plum, turning towards
“ 1¢e President.
I, :f"y' indeed,” returned the Grecian; “ very.
Zor p, Opinion,” he added, * that neither Dryden
Pe ever penned a passage of greater truth
Uty ; and I am confident that none but a
of the first order could ever have conceived
Th:" original idea.”
log, Be:ndles held their breath, and the Clerks
if My é‘:‘umphant; Mr. Audible alone inquiring
th h lmpkin were in earnest, if he seriously
oD "_What. he said ?
“ 03‘,'!" answered “the Grecian,” with energy,
S'Ir; ::dt' think so, but I know it. T know it,
f oyy lt‘s only another proof of the superiority
«y Micient order.”
the ge::°l’e," interrupted Mr. Muggins, ¢ that
dlgg » lem don’t mean nothing inwidious to Bea-

gﬁhius

“

of tl?thi“g Sir, I assure you; I was only talking

whi Superior attainments of Parish Clerks, of

whigy 0 example was supplied in the song with
wp on Audible has just favored us.”

8¢ 3, “Ontends,” remonstrated Mr. Wheeler of

wity g\? “ that Beadles is ekally poetical

rot’s,
R
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« Surely, surely,” continued Mr. Joyce of All
Saints, “and now I mind it, I remember the affect-
ing lines as you composed for the tombstone of
Poor Peggy, who was drowneded in the River
Lee.”

« Ah! indeed,” exclaimed Mr. Simpkin, “what
were they ?”

« These be them,” continued Mr. Joyce:

« ¢ Here lies poor Peggy, drown'd in the Lee,

Here lies poor Peggy, and here lies she.
Hallelujah, Hallelujee.”

“ Very good indeed,” exclaimed several of the
Beadles.

« T highly approves of them,” said Mr. Jewson
majestically.

« Tt aint quite the thing, Wheeler,” interposed
Mr. Gosling, * that you should take the praise to
yourself of that there piece, for you know that it
was you and me and Twiggs of St. Olives that
composed them; we each made a line a piece, and
you wrote the last.”

« Ah? said Mr. Simpkin, in o tone of triumph,
«1 thought one Beadle alone couldn’t do it.”

«What's the odds,” rejoined Mr. Joyce, *so
long as it was composed by Beadles ?”

«T think,” said Mr. Duffield, the Clerk of St.
Dunstan’s, * that the celebrated lines by the Vice
President, written wholly by himself, eclipses the
verse written by three Beadles.”

« Give us them,” exclaimed Mr. Fish of Ald-
gate.

« Perhaps Mr. Simpkin will do it hisself,”
returned Mr. Duffield; I fear my memory fails
me a little.”

Mr. Simpkin immediately complied by repeating
the following:

« Here lies John Jenning's daughter,
Under this mound of mould;

She died from drinking water,
When it was wery cold.”

« And wery dangerous it is to indulge in cold
drinks,” interrupted Mr. Plum; *here’s only
another instance, another wictim of cold liquors.”

«Tt wasn’t the liquor; it was the weather I
referred to,” exclaimed Mr. Simpkin.

« 7Tt aint wery clear vich,” said Mr. Jewson,
judicially.

« Whatever it was,” resumed Mr, Plum, “X
maintain that cold liquors arn’t wholesome.”

«Cold liquors are better than none,” replied
Mr. Fish, “as is proved by the confession of &
tombstone in our Parish.”

“ What does it state?” said Mr. Plum.

“ ¢ Here I lie dumb,
Choked with a crumb,
‘Which would'nt go down,
And could’nt come up.’
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“As much as to say,” continued Mr. Fish,
“ that if the poor body had had a drop of drink,
the crumb would have been dissolved, and in
course swallowed.”

“I wonder who composed those lines,” said
Mr. Simpkin, musingly.

“ YWho composed them?” rejoined Mr, Audi-
ble; *“why, who do you think? none other than
the great Mr. Crummy hisself.”

Loud cheers followed the declaration, in which
“the Grecian” was heard to remark, that he
thought the composition was not the work of an
ordinary Beadle.

“What became of poor Grinkin?” inquired
Mr. Fish; “he sadly forgot his dignity, when he
turned Schoolinaster; and when a Beadle forgets
his dignity, all’s lost, all’s lost!”

““He had a mind above his station,” returncd
Mc. Buckle.

“ What do you mean?” exclaimed several at
the table, ‘‘where did he show his learning?”

“Many’s the time, especially when he wrote
those beautiful descriptive lines on the tombstone
of Wheeler’s wife.”

“ What were they ?” asked several.

“ They were these,” said Mr. Buckle, laying
great stress on the last word:

¢ Here lies Mrs, Wheeler—
When her glass was spent,
8he kick'd up her heels,
And away she went.”’

“ Well! they certainly are touching and appro-
priate,” returned several,

And thus it was, that the evening’s festivities
advanced ; the state of the church, the condition
of the country, and the literature of the times
werediscussed by thisconvivialcompany, jests and
songs were interspersed with narrative and anec-
dote, and laughter revelled in their cheeks, and
chased from their brows all signs of sadness.
But time waits not:—the continuous tic-tic of the
houschold clock, admonished them that their fes-
tive joys were drawing to a close; the hour for
the departure of their honored guest had arrived.

Mr. Crummy rose to withdraw; he wished to
say something, but his tongue again most obsti-
nately refused to fulfil its functions; at last having
gained a moment’s self-possession, he said:

¢ Fellow Beadles and kind friends,—I am sorry
that my tongue always drops into my toes, ven I
vants to make use of it, and I am werry sorry
that the severe illness of a young female com-
pels me to leave you—abut afore going, I would like
to say—that is—I vishes to remark—that I shall
say no more—than what I was going to say,” and
filling up the pause, by finishing his glass of
Puach, Mr. Crummy continued, *Idrinks all your
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good healths, and I vishes you everlasting go‘{d
luck,” then shaking hands all round, he took his
departure amidst the good wishes of his friend®
that he should enjoy anuther jubilee.

But the departure of the guest did not * bres¥
up the party.” Two more bowls of steamios
punch replaced at each end of the tuble thos
which had fulfilled their duty; every tumbler ‘Y"
replenished, and judging from the silence Whi¢
reigned in that company, we would suppose the
each individual there present, was wrapped i
own meditations.

But the calm was broken by & remark fro®
Mr. Gosling, who inquired, addressing hims?
to the individual named:

“I say, Jewson, how old be you ?” .

Whereupon the Patriarch, looking rather furt”
ous, rejoined:

“That’s none of your business.”

Mr. Gosling immediately stated ¢ that he
meant no offence, but that he was only desi"’“‘:
of knowing whether he was not turned of fifty’

“In course 1 are,” responded MTr. Jewsoh
“othervise I shouldn’t be the Father of
Beadles.” ]

« Sartinly—sartinly”—exclaimed every body’
“vot are you driving at, Gosling ?” )

Without answering the question Mr, Gosli®é
asked another, and inquired how many of
company remained on the sunny side of fifty*

«I do for one,” said “the Grecian,” and altho¥
several appeared half disposed to have made *
similar declaration, truth kept their lips closé®

“ Are you satisfied, eh?” inquired sevé
addressing their speech to the questioner. ol

“ Yes,” answered Mr. Gosling, “I am satis
and conwinced.”

“ Of what ?” rejoined every body there.

« Satisfied that we have spent our money
conwincing Mr. Crummy that he is the only
in the city fit for a Beadle.” 20t

The Grecian smiled, but the Beadles did o
exactly see at what the observation aimeds :
they drank another glass of punch, and asked o
further explanation.

“You see,” said Mr., Gosling, *that each ok
you is more than a half a century old, yet 1
vich of you had his Jubilee kept in this mans®’

A silence ensued; the bow drawn at a ven“‘"
had well nigh destroyed the happiness of
evening—the observation was a truth. ”

«If I had thought of that sooner, I'd B®
been blow’d before I would have been one ©
party,” exclaimed John Joyce.

“ And I t00,” continued several others. »

« But what is it that makes Crum so popl** P
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%aid My,
higgole
%
‘iﬂn:dn;\l vy is his Parish so vell spoke of,” con-
“y ‘I’l'. Jewson,
ets ;‘s‘ nt what he says, its what he does, as
.8 him poplar,” rejoined Mr. Audible; “my
aw:':‘s f'ﬂ.e’nd is just and good and honest; ho
ikeg 4 he’d be done by, and therefore people
ae m ; he don’t lick boys for pleasure, nor
is dul:te l.he wretched for amusement, he does
] ¥ with kindness, and he is content with

2 prat:
gra “ishes i3
“Ward_t']:tude and good wishes of the poor as his

Muggins; *he has’nt a vurd to say for

“%
ﬂog::!):s is howdat{ious. and can't be too much
erit, :he poor is uungrateful and requires
tigy ¥+ Teturned Mr. Muggins; and he con-
V“Pkl: “depend upon it that Parish boys and
Beadle:‘yl.se pensioners is natural enemies to

LY
he i:)::ly ?l‘um don’t think so, and we know that
g € idol of his Parish, beloved by the poor
A“diblipe.c‘ted by the rich, and,” continued Mr.
i 'et;. he has been honored and feasted by
« ren of the order.”
rmly :';? true,” returned Mr. Jewson, who was
th - ind-hearted man, “but 1 did'nt think
Yation Y gentl’em here would have made a obser-
WBZO wery hurting to the feelings of a true
wmyp adle; owsomever Crum desarved the onor
« 2 glad he got it.”
8:“ﬂﬂlﬂen, let us sing God save the King
¥ good night.” )
pm.y:su‘:eing performed in full chorus by the
h“'hes, ey severally retired to their respective
m ::l'n the halls of pleasure to the house of
bog, :"8 there is but a step. From the festive
Wity O the dying bed how quick the transition!
hes “’:‘f rapidity in the drama of life are the
Upoy th ifted|—the notes of the death watch fall
digg u ® ear even before the song of revelry has
Pon the gense !
the wuk Upwards good Beadle, for the light of
W, er gleams sadly from yon window, and
P e that in that chamber there are other
flugp, NS than the care-worn stranger whose
h"pe thcheek on that morning beguiled thee into
the . 2 her life might yet be prolonged—that
L Ness of her sorrowed heart might yet be
Gage :d by the sunshine of returning joy.
“hig, nn good Beadle, for that second light
°.w.&Ppenrs, then vanishes, and with so
in?lc’l‘d‘t.)' seems {o tell the darkness of suc-
e, nd’am\?ers, that sorrow hath visited thine
Wiftne, mOr.ushes their living occupants by the
°33 of its motion, that silence and urgency
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good *Beadle, lest the echo of that iron tongue
which gains forthee admission to thy home should
vibrate upon the sense of the dying, like the knell
of the funeral, which shall wail its dismal welcome
over her grave.

Walk lightly good Beadle, for the living in that
chamber, where death secks for admission, hold
their breath and speak in mute signs, lest they
should distarb the repose of the dying. Speak
not good Beadle, lest that opening eye should
recognize thy presence ; or those pale trembling
lips close upon their heaven-directed supplica-
tions. Listen good Beadle, for it is of thee she
speaks, it is for thine she prays, that heaven in
its mercy may requite thee for thy goodness to
Lier,

Approach good Rector! for all your care she has
requited you in the earnest mention of the ser-
vices of you her spiritual father. Look, but move
not, for the saddened eye has suddenly brightened,
and through the crystal tear which grief has
spared to memory, how delighted is the azure
which sparkles in its depths. Listen ! for she
speake of the absent. Took ! for she smiles in
her prayer, and in her hope she has become impas-
sioned that her own soul would speedily ascend
to the spirits of the departed, and live again in
the sweet intercourse of an everlasting love.

“Yes! fond ones, ye beckon me hence. Ohl
Hereward, my beloved. Oh! Ada, pledge of our
joy, wait for me.”

She awoke from her temporary trance. Stoop
good Beadle, for she desires to speak with you.

«Kind friend, bury my treasure with me.”

“ What treasure, Mary?”

She spoke not, but placed her hand in her
bosom.

Again she tried to speak, but even in the
sepulchral stillness of that chamber her voice
could not be heard, the effort was vain, her lips
moved, but mortal sense would never hear her
speak more.

But angels, ye ministering spirits, who were
invisibly present in that sad chamber, ye can bear
your testimony, and tell in a brighter sphere what
those moving lips uttered, what that brightening
eye saw, what caused that heaven born smile to
radiate the dying couch and settle on the corpse
of Mary Hayworth. Poor thing! she who had
not smiled for weeks, smiled in her coffin,

Rude hands did not lay out that corpse; Parish
erones did not disturb the dead; the Beadle’s wife
alone fulfilled the last sad functions of the living
for the dead. But what is that which hung sus-
pended by an hempen string around ghe dead
one’s neck, and glistened near her heart? Itis

?Nned upon the messenger. Knock gently i her locket, the last and only thing of value which
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poverty had spared to the deceased, that must be { Through these wixpows, so bright to thee now, my bo

the treasure which she desired to be buried with
her, from which death was not to sever her, which
in her grave was to be beside her.

No clue had been discovered to her history,
and the locket, though minutely investigated,
revealed nothing more than her name. On one
side was the painting of an open, generous and
manly eye, fringed by a cornice of darkly curved
silken lashes, fit enclosure fur an orb, rivalling
the gazelle’s for softness, yet brightin its colouring
as the sky of the tropics. This beautiful memo-
rial of the absent, which beamed serenely and con-
stantly beneath the perfectly arched eye-brow, had
been fitly placed close to the fond heart of the
grief-worn girl whose mortal remainslay stretched
upon that humble bedstead. On the other side
of the Jocket twolocks of hair had been treasured;
one of a dark brown chesnut color, enclosed the
name of Hereward, the other of a golden and a
fairer tint and more silken texture, embraced
the name of Ada.

Desides this the last remains of her humble
treasure, she possessed nothing beyond her Book
of Commeon Prayer, which had evidentl y been worn
by long arid frequent usage. In the first page
was written *Mary Hayworth,” no name no
date, no residence gave clue to her histary, and
all that could be inferred was that the unfortunate
girl bad been betrayed and deserted; and that,
shunned by her friends and abandoned by her

destroyer, she had been left to perish in indigence
and misery.

Her remains were consigned to the grave, all
inquiry was fruitless, the eye which beamed so
beautifully in the locket was regarded as belong-
ing to the author of her misery, and the fond
heart was mourned for as the victim of its wiles.

(To be continued.)

LINES
WRITTEN UNDERNEATH THE PICTURE OF A

LITTLE BOY WITH HIS MOTHER’S SPEC-
TACLES ON,

BY E. B,

THE WINDOWS OF AGE.

Why hast thou left thy childhood’

s plays,
Thou beauteous boy! o ;

and thus bent thy gaze
Through the windows of age? Dost thou hiope to see,
The things that the future enshrouds from thee?

Thy baubles neglected! Thy sports laid by!

‘What is it thou seek’st, with that straining eye?

Thou mimic of age! Oh! forbear to know !
i ‘What time through those windows to all must show.

[ - C PN S
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THE WINDOWS OF AGE.—SONG.

Comes the darkness of sorrow—the light of joy!
Butthe joys that stream through, like the morning flower
‘Wither and waste in their short lived hour!

‘Would'st thou know more >—Then drop thy gazel

Still leave thy baubles! thy sports! thy plays!

And list while I tell thee—the things that be,

By these windows, yet curtained and hid from thee!

The eyes of thy Mother that o’er thee bend!

‘Whose heart-strings around thee so closely wend
Time has made dim—through life’s lengthened view—
And lier look from these windows,she now sends thro“lh
Oh! what are her hopes—her joys—her fears

As she marks the steps of thy youthful years!

Afar, through the windows, her eyes now stray,

To warn thee of dangers, that round thee lay.

Would'st thou know more? those eyes of love!

Bent first on her boy !—then to God above

In prayer, that his life may all blameless flow,

Till he reaches the land where the pure spirits go!
Those eyes have looked 'neath the coffin's lid!

Where the loved, and the cherished, in death lay nid!
Oh! then dark was the rain, those windows o’er,

From the heart of that Mother! Dost thou ask more’

Age is preparing, life’s wintry storm?

Its snow wreathes, to circle that Mother's form;
The finger of death on her brow will lay !

The warm blood—cease through her heart to stray !
The frosts of time, on these windows bright

Will weave a heavy, yet mystic light!

For angels will come in their brightness fair,

And mingle their beauteous tracery there,

Oh! then look no more! thou bright.eyed boy,
Through the windows, to gather thy dream of jo¥s
Go! bend by thy Mother's loving knee,

And learn the lesson she'll teach to thee,

'Twill be this! to throw life's baubles by!

And bend thy heart to thy God.on high!

And through faith e'er feel that this Scripture page
Is the blessing of youth—The Window of Age!

SONG,

BY 3RS. MOODIE.

‘When kindred hearts are parting,

And tears from fond eyes starting,
‘Wilt thou remember me ?

‘When sailing o’er yon azure main,

Think that we yet may meet again,
Beyond the western sea.

‘When moonlight on the wave is glancing,

And white tipped billows round thee dancing
And fretful breezes sleep;

Let fancy whisper in thine ear,

The prayers of those thou candét not hear,
The sighs of those who weep,

Or paint the blissful meeting,

The tender, heartfelt greeting,
Of mutual sympathy—

The tears that on thy pensive cheek

Tell but the words thou can’st not speak,—
1 yet am dear to thee!

-
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WILLIAM TELL SAVING BAUMGARTEN.

[WITH AN ENGRAVING.]

:ngghmer's Historical Drama of * Wilhelm Tell,” the escape of Baumgarten—after baving slain the Seneschal of

astle of Rossberg, in revenge for an attack upon the honor of his wife—is very graphically introduced. Baum-.

the ir? is hotly pursued, and between him and safety is the Lake of Lucerne, which at the moment is fagin.g under

fluence of the *“Fohn” wind, The boldest of the ferrymen refuse to venture, when Tell, having in vain urged

'8 attempt, himself leaps into the boat, and carries the unfortunate man beyond the reach of his pursuers. We

Ve the passage, beginning with the appearance of Tell upon the scene, where he arrives at the moment when
Umgarten is vainly imploring for succour.

TeLr. Who is the man that here implores for aid?
Kvuoxi. He is from Alzellen, and to guard his honour
From touch of foulest shamne, has slain the Wolfshot,
The Imperial Seneschal, who dwelt at Rossberg.
The Viceroy's troopers are upon his Leels;
He begs the boatman here to take him over,
- But he, in terror of the storm, refuses.
Ruobi. Well, there is Tell can steer as wellas I,
He'll be my judge, if it be possible.
[ Violent peals of thunder—ihe lake becomes more tempes!uvns.
Am I to plunge into the jaws of hell?
I should be mad to dare the desperate act.
TeLL. The brave man thinks upon himself the last.
Put trust in God, and help him in his need!
Roopi. Safe in the port, ’tis easy to advise.
There is the hoat, and there the lake! Try you!
TeLL. The lake may pity, but the Viceroy will not.
Come, try it, man!
BuernERD and HUNTsMaN.
O save him! save him! save him!
Rvopr. Though "twere my brother, or iy darling child,
1 would not go. 1t is St. Simon's day,
The lake is up, and calling for its victim,
Terr. Nought's to be done with idle talking here.
Time presses on—the man must be assisted.
Say, boatman, will you venture?
Ruopr. No; not I.
TerL. In God's name, then, give me the boat! I will,
With my poor strength, see what is to be done! -
Krox. Ha, noble Tell!
WERNIL That's like a gallant huntsman!
Baux. You are my angel, my preserver, Tell.
TeLc. I may preserve you from the Viceroy's power,
But from the tempest’s rage another must.
Yet you had better fall into God's hands,
Than into those of men. [To the herdsman.
Herdsman, do thou
Console my wife, should aught of ill befall me.
1 do but what I may not leave undone. .
[ e leaps into the boat.
Ruont (to the fisherman).
A pretty man to be a boatman, truly!
What ‘Iell could risk, you dared not venture on.
Koont. Far better men than I would not ape Tell.
There does not live his fellow 'mong the mountains,
Wean1 (who has ascended a rock).
He pushes off. God help thee now, brave sailor!
Look how his bark is reeling on the waves!
Kvont (on the shore). -
The surge has swept clean over it. And now
'Tis out of sight. Yet stay, there 'tis again!
Stoutly he stems the breakers, noble fellow!
Serp1. Here come the troopers hard as they can ride!
Kvonr. Heavens! so they do! Why, that was help, indeed. !
Y [ Enter a troop of horsemen. -
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“DAY IS DEPARTING.”
A BALLAD—THE MELODY ON THREE NOTES.

BY J. WILLIS.

Andante con espressz'one.
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B:r'd' fondly hop'd with ceaseless prayer;
the wild dream is past-—all, all is o'er,

on,1 SECOND VERSE.
H » Lhad thought, my love, with thee to stray,

AR
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Btrewing with roses thy onward way; !
Blessing and blest thy path to share:

Farewell, my only love !

We

IR o

meet no more.
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THE HORTICULTURIST FOR MARCH, 1847,
A 1asTE for gardening,—we do not mean for the
cultivation of carrots, cabbages, and cauliflowers
—~—but for ornamental gardening—flowers, shrubs
and trees—is ut last, we are happy to say, begin-
ning to manifest itself in this great money-making
metropolis, and we trust another summer will not
pass away without a strenuous effort being made
to establish public gardens within an easy walk
of the city. We believe land in the vicinity of
the Beaver Hall property might be obtained on
easy terms for this purpose. In this particular,
we are sadly behind the cities of corresponding
magnitude, in the United States, and according
to Kit North’s idea, we are not so far removed
from a state of barbarism as they are. Hesays:—

“THE MAN WHO LOVES NOT TREES, to look at
them, to lie under them, to climb up them, (once
more a school-boy) would make no bones of mur-
dering Mrs. Jeffs. In what one imaginable attri-
bute that it ought to possess, is a tree, pray,
deficient? Light, shade, shelter, coolness, fresh-
ness, music,—all the colors of the rainbow, 'dew
and dreams dropping through their soft twilight,
at eve and morn,—dropping direct, soft, sweet,
soothing, restorative from heaven. Without trees,
how, in the name of wonder, could we have had
houses, ships, bridges, easy chairs, or coffins, or
almost any single one of the necessaries, comforts,
or conveniences of life? Without trees, one man
might have been born with a silver spoon in his
mouth, but not another with a wooden ladle.”

Then again in the United States,—nefas est et
ab hoste doceri—we have periodicals bearing upon
the subject, almost without number, such as the
Horticulturist and the American Flora, (noticed
in our last number)—Illustrated Botany, and
several others, many if not all of which are of a
very creditable character, while here in the whole
length and breadth of these vast provinces, we
have nothing of the kind,—no not a leaf in all the
numerous and beautiful varieties of the Botanical
world has ever attracted even a passing notice.
Yes! there is one—the Maple Leaf! We trust
it will not much longer remain the only one which
has received the notice, of which multitudes of
others are so well deserving.

THE SNOW-DROP, OR JUVENILE MAGAZINF.

TaE reader will observe on the cover of the Gar-
land, the Prospectus of a Periodical which it is
intended to publish under the above title. We
have long been of opinion that the rising genera-
tion of the Province deserved to have such a work
devoted to their interests—to their instruction
and amusement; and we have been satisfied that,
if carefully superintended, it might be of almost
incalculable benefit. It is therefore with the
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highest gratification that we have been called
upon to make this announcement, being satisﬁ‘ !
from our knowledge of the ability and taste of 1?’
projectors, that it will have no superior on ‘P"
Continent, and that its pages will contain nothioé
which may not be read with profit as well 84
pleasure. We have had an opportunity of %%’
mining the materiel of the first number, and !

has confirmed us—had we needed such confirm®”
tion—in our confidence in the projectors, ""‘ha
bring to their task, in addition to very superi‘

abilities, a sincere and loving interest in the caus?
of improvement and the eclevation of the hums®
mind. ¢

The first number will appear in the course ©

a few days, when the public will have an oppo”
tunity of forming their own opinion. We oor”
dially. wish it success.

A FEW WORDS OXNX THE PROPOSED CH“I‘Gg
IN THE FORM OF PUBLISHING THE CHUBC
NEWSPAPER.

My DEAR GARLAND, .

As the able conductors of The Church newspor
received the remarks which I ventured to make in ¥’
January number with so much attention and good .'
I am encouraged to offer one or two other sugB"“o‘
in connexion with the same subject.

The first observation I make with some hesitation for
I confess that T am fond of old names, and have it
sympathy with those who regard with indifferenc® ¢
time-lonored title; but the truth is I have never had bl:.
two objections to The Church newspaper—the first 0 i
form, and the second to its name, n

To the former it is not necessary to recur, becaus?
has already been favorably entertained; but with res g
to the latter, I may perhaps be excused for rem"l‘“I
that “ The Church” is not, I conceive, an approp’
designation for any thingat all. It is true that the ph
is conventionally, but doubtless erroneously, applie
the structures of the Church, but I believe that Y9!
Ecclesiastical contemporary is the only instance Ul
record in which that holy title has been bestowed U o
a sheet of paper. Ithink that the clergy and 1aitY ~
the Province must agree in the epinion that the or’ of
tors of that publication did not make a felicitous select!
when they determined upon its present name. "

The only other remark which I desire to offef ¢
whether the advertisements could be so contrived 88
at the close of the year the paper containing them @
be cut off, without disturbing the paging or interf¢® .
with the matter. Iam informed by publishers thst potd
desirable object might to be easily secured, and I g
not remark that the volume would be much impr¢
for binding by the excision, m"

With every desire thut the proposed alteratio®
be attended with an increased circulation snd
extended influence,

1am,
My dear Garland,
Yours faithfully,

Erasuvs (f:“:"/ [




