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EVA HUNTINGDON.*

BY R. E. M.

CHAPTER XVI
"E indignation excited in Eva's breast by her
moﬂ‘ler's arrogant tyranny, was surpassed in in-
w 81ty by another and still deeper feeling, and that
% unqualified aversion for the proposal of Sir
e:""ge Leland. To ever assent to’it, was, she
imt’ nt'terly impossible, and yet, to oppose the
" will of Lady Huntingdon—to set at open de-
t‘:’ce her commands, her threats, was almost more’
m;(;::he had strength or courage to do. In the
i"h.t of her doubts and fears, a sudden ray of
l:r flashed upon her, and she murmured, whilst
e “hole countenance brightened with joy—
Ves, I will write to my first, my early friend,

: vi“‘“‘,kind Mr. Arlingford. He will assist,—ad-
;e me)
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MThe Project was exccuted as soon as conceived,
: T"‘bve;a, relying on a friendship that had hitherto
: heerp lalmOSt infallible, again became calm and
: vag ul. ) As the time drew near, however, that
! o uud“ﬂg an answer, she began to grow anx-
: i“gfq,d Wneasy ; and yet, as she had told Mr. Ar-
i i all,and explained the pressing necessity of
" fear E;hﬂie reply, she had no reasonable grounds
: the hat he would fail her. The day which
Nl " carefully calculated, came and brought
i Word.fr Anofher and another passed, and still
j M"een ﬂOm him. But one day now intervened
gy 1¢ period mentioned by Lady Huntivg-
Boyy 3t of Sir George's dreaded arrival, and
) Mxiety hag decpened into positive anguish
gy o Too faithfully did imagination repre-
: %ad consequences of disobedience, and her
k\“"““m“mv“
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'
.

A A AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA A AAAAAAAAA A RAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAN VAAAAAAAAANAAAANAAANANAAS

ANVARAAAN WAAAAANAAAAAAAAA AN

37

" effort to see, or at least write to her.

mother’s imperious will— too faithfully did it pie-
ture the terrible struggle which she, unaided and
alone, must go through, and yet, would not the
worst consequences of Lady Huntingdon’s anger
be preferable to tha misery that would be entail-
ed on her by a weak compliance with her wishes?
But would she be able to resist successfully that
baughty, stern nature, that bowed all other spirits
to its own ; nay, would she be right in doing so—
in resisting the sacred authority of a parent in a
matter in which the honour, the welfare of the
whole family, were concerned$ The more Eva
reflected, the more uncertain and difficult did her
course appear, the more helpless and hopeless did
she fecl. One line from Mr, Arlingford, one sim-
ple word of counsel or advice, would have Leen
of priceless, of inestimable value—it would have
decided her—but it came not, and to her other
sorrows was added the bitter certainty that the
generous friendship which had almost atoned to
her for even a mother’s love, had, like the other
few rays of sunshine that had brightened her
earthly career, passed away. Rockingham, too,
who, unsolicited and unsought, had vowed such
eternal faith and devotion, had he also forgotten
her? It must be, or he would not have allowed
50 long a period to clapse without making some
Distracted
between a thousand fears, abandoning in one mo-
ment the resolutions framed the preceding—now

resolving to brave Lady Huntingdon's power, then

acknowledging to herself with a bitter sigh, that
resistance was useless, Eva eaw the terrible day
approach, with the foelings of o criminal who has

*Continued from page 260.
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no hopes of respite or of merey. At an carly
hour she left the couch from which grief and anx-
iety had effectually banished slumber, and passed
out into the grounds to find relief in the fresh
morning air, for the burning head-ache that op-
pressed her.  Her torturing thoughts, however,
still followed her, and after the lapse of an hour,
despondent, as when she had left it, when the
sound of horses’ hoofs, advancing rapidly up the
avenue, caused her to turn.  The wild, visionary
hope, that had flashed for a moment across her,
vanished in its dawning, for the rider was Sir
George Leland. Springing from his horse, he
threw the bridle over his arm, and hastily ad-
vanced to meet her.  The first greetings over, they
proceeded together some time in silence, she pale
and silent, he awkward and embarrassed, waver-
ing whether to enter or not on the subject that
most intercsted him, and which he at once divined
from the bright but momentary blush that had
dyed her cheek on his first approach, and the
shrinking embarrassment pervading her whole
figure and manner, was not entirely new to
her. At last he decided on courngcously en-
tering on the matter, and turning from his horse,
Which he had been caressing and apostrophizing
for some time previous, be exclaimed—

. “Isuppose, Miss Huntingdon, your mother has
Informed you of the substance of the conversation
We had together respecting you, the morning of
my departure i”

. “Yes, she has spoken to me on the subject,” re-
Joined Eva, the icy coldness of her look and man-
Ber contradicting the inferences her companion

~ Might else have drawn from the unsteadiness of
“her tones, and the crimson glow his words had

calleq o her cheek.

“Well, I am glad of it,and of course, dear Miss
1‘?“-. You will confirm the assent that Lady Hun-
tingdon has already given{”

“That assent, Sir George, was given without my

[‘OWledge, and is of no value whatever. Your
“'er wag t0o sudden, too unexpected to have per-
Mitted of anything like a decided reply, at least a
™y in the affirmative.”

“ “ Oh, of course,” said Sir George, patronizingly,
atI Would not expect any young lady to say, yes,
oace, bt Lady Huntingdon's approbation and
::'ent will do just as well. Her Ladyship, who
.+ Feally g clever, sensible woman, though a little
full of her own consequence, was kind cnough
nt“u‘ agreat deal about my gencrosity, de.; you

W, Thave left the decision of the sum to bo
n ed on You, entirely to herself; but, after all,

7 denr Migs Huntingdon, I only did what I
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shauld hiave done, what would have Leen expected
from a man of my great wealth, She «uid aluo,
and with truth, that I mizght bave married uirly
far higher and richer, I beg pardon, MissEva ! than
yourself, but, as I told her in reply, T did not
want more wealth, but an amiable and gentle
wife. To epeak candidly, I never dreuraed of
such a thing, till T heard of your brother's mar-
riage. That causcd me to first think seriously o
the subject, and after a few days' reflection, I de-
cided I would marry. The greatest difficulty,
however, was yet to come, and that was the ques-
tion, who to marry. I had always entertuined o
invincible a prejudice against the fortune-huniing
girls one meets in London socicty, that T never
harboured, even for a moment, the thought of
marrying one of them, and to demean mysclf Ly
an ill-assorted match, such as your brother has
been guilty of, was equally out of the question,
I do not know what first suggested you to my
thoughts, however it one day struck me, that you
were just the wife to suit. Your youth, thou.h,
was a great objection; in fact, T had always look-
ed on you as & mere child, unworthy the slightest
notice, but I remembered, on reflection, that Tady
Huntingdon had told me you were seventeen,
Another year would introduce you to society, and
release you entirely from your school trammels.
The very idea of such a thing naturally made mo
a little curious to see you, and having some busi-
ness to transact with your father, I thought I
would come down myself, instead of sending my
agent, as I had previously intended. From the
moment of my arrival here, T watched your
every word and movement with a rigid scrutiny
you never suspected, and the result has certainly
been in your favor. Timid, affectionate, gentle,
you possess the most estimable qualities that o
woman can kave, and I do not doubt but you will
make as amiable and docile a wife, as you have
proved a daughter. The whole tenor of Lady
Huntingdon's conduct, from my arrival at the Iall,

told me as plainly as words could speak, that she

would be most willing to accept me for a son-in-
1aw, and I knew, of course, that the decision of
sensible, gentle young girl, such as you appeared
to be, would coincide with that of the parents.
The sequel bas proved that T was not mistaken;
and when, ten days ago, I asked for your hand, it
was freely, unhesitatingly, accorded me.”

“Yes, Sir George,” rejoined Eva, who had lis-
tencd with mingled contempt and astonishment to
this singular tirnde, “ Yes, it was accorded you
by my mother; but again, do I tell you, without
eithor my knowledge or sanction.”

Ier companion slightly smiled, as he replied:
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“Well, my dear Miss Eva, since you set so
Mmuch store m your own particular sanction, of
tourse I must wait for it cre I ventare.on calling
You my attianced wife; I trust though, you will
R0t be o cruel as to keep me long in suspense.”

They entered the porch as he spoke, and Eva,
f‘i‘hOHt a word of reply, passed him with a cold
Wclination of her head, and hwried to her own
Foom,

“Marry Sir George " she vehemently exclaim-
ed; « XNever, never! neither the threats of my
father, 1he terrible anger of mamma, nor the in-
fuence of any power on carth shall foree me to it.”

1¢ words were spoken with a decision, an
‘Bergy, that denoicd Eva's previous doubts and
“"“‘Crings were entirely at an end; and when
.dy Huntingdon's maid entered, some time after,
th an intimation that her mistress wished to sce
% though Eva's cheek became a shade paler,

"OW never varied for a moment. Saying: “ She
Yould be with her ladyship in an instant,” she
3 the bell to ask Sefion the oft repeated and
:’ dospairing question:

lat W:’k“ there a letter?” Alas! none, and that
) faing ray of hope dispelled, Eva silently bent
*eps to her mother's apartment.  Lady
; tingdon was awaiting her, ready dressed, not-
‘t-'lndiz)g the carliness of the hour, and after
ﬁl\izim 8recting, she ¢xclaimed with a rapid scru-

g glance towards her daughter:
You *ppose Eva, that the ceremony of bringing
. t;:‘m' to give your verbal consent to a mea-
W, at hifS been already tacitly settled between
howevnothmg more than a mere formality, one,
! Gegr, that may ns well be fulfilled. Sir
: 'u.°° Leland has arrived this morning, are

un
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ooy 8 and prepared to roceive him as your be-
ed h“aba.nd e

Yeply, L am not,” was the low-toned but firm

“
o t! do you still persist in the rebellious
lingg, Y°% have entered oni” asked Lady Hun-
hqd::’ Pushing back her chair, and measuring
Vouq 8hter from head to foot with aglance that
Ve caused a moro daring spirit to quail.
%32 pause, and then Eva rejoined :
;o 3% not rebellious in me to refuse the hand
Ntoys . _f°r Whom the very warmest feeling I
N ve‘s Supreme indifference.” '
% . Bot'already told you, I will listen to
"tingey. ', PORSCDSC of this Kind I” wag the stern
to ;10 ) "tht. has . girl of your age or po-
toy :V{th love or indifference?  You have
. 10 marringa by one whose wealth

3 fit allianco for the daughters of our
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proudest aristocracy, and yet, you, the portionless
daughter of & poor noble; you, destituto alike of
beauty, manner, nay, even the common accom-
plishments of a school girl, presume to demur, to
talk nbout rejecting him.”

“ Even go, mother, and tis the first, the only in-
stance in which I have cver attempted to oppose
or question your will.  Passively, blindly, have I
submitted to your wishes in everything, but on a
point on which the happincss or misery of a wholo
life depends, I will not be so weakly, so crimin-
ally passive.”

“Then, T tell you, that you shall, Eva Hunting-
don, and more than that, that you leave not this
room till you have consented to all, every thing
that I have required of you. Once before, I
deigned to reason, to remonstrate, now, employ-
ing the sacred authority with which my title of
mother invests me, I command you to obey. I
might speak, were you not too inexperienced, too
headstrong to attend to me, of the dignity, the
splendour, the lofty position that would be yours
as the wife of 8ir George Leland. I might tell
you, how you, who are now but a mere cypher in
your own family, an entire dependent on the will
and pleasure of others, would then be sovercign
mistress of a princely home and retinue, freo ruler
of your own actions; a being courted and flattered
by those whonowlook downon you with contempt.
Girl, girl; if you are insensible to the dreams of
ambition, to the desires, the counsels of those
whose aga and experience qualify them to guide
you, display at least some consideration for your
own future welfare, your carthly happiness.”

“ But, mamma,” murmured Eva, in a stifled
voice: “ What would all this splendour be, but
gilded misery? Neither loving nor esteeming.” |

“ And, did I marry your father entirely for
love” interrupted her companion with a bit-
ter smile. “Would I have become his wife,
had he been poor and humble? Never! I mar-
ried him, because he was titled, because he was
wealthy, and mark me, child, I have never regret-
ted it since, even for a moment. Splendour, rank,
the world's emile have all been mine, and the
same is now proffered to you. Do as your mo-
ther did—accept them, and be content with the
same destiny that has fallen to her lot. Listen to
me, Eva! I will bo patient with you, for you are
too young, too ignorant of the world, of life, to
even divine the extent of your infatuation, Think
you, in pressing your acceptance of Young Leland's
hand, that I am not seeking to advance your own
welfaro Who is to give a thought to that wel.
fare, who caros whether the world's sunshine or
gloom will b yours, save your mother§ From the

4
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first moment of your arrival wmongst us, notwith-
standing my outward coldness, my seeming indif-
ference, I have worked incessantly for one grand
aim—your suitable settlement inlife,  Providing
you first, with all the means of aitaining the
necessary accomplishments of your rank, I next,
thongh still regarding you in the light of a mere
child, encouraged and favored Sir George in Lon-
don, knowing that he might hereafter fix his affee-
tions on yourself. For your sake, I warmly wel-
comed him on his return here, disguising under
smiles and gaiety, my sufferings of body and mind—
for your sake I bowed my pride to cowt, to
almost seck his hand, and yet, when the goal is
won, when my efforts and struggles have been
crowned with success, my oniy reward is, to be
told by the ungrateful child, for whom I have
labored, that she will not profit by them. Have
you forgotten my truc and terrible tale of your
father's embarrassments, of the ruin impending
over us all, a ruin which can be averted through
You alonet Have you forgotten all this, or will
You still persist .in your folly, still persist in
sacrificing to a romantic prejudice, unpardonable
even in a girl of fourteen, your own future wel-
fare and that of your family. Speak! will you
burden yourself with the erime of such unnatural,
such remorseless cruelty towards your own pa-
rents §”
- “Oh! mamma, mamma! Have mercy on mel”
exclaimed Eva, passionately clasping her hands.
“Command me in aught else, and however pain-
ful, however difficult, I will unhesitatingly obey.
Life, youth, happiness, all would I willingly
Sacrifice, but, oh! spare me the sin, the sacrilege
°f vowing at the altar love and honor to one, for
Whom I can never entertain either feeling.”

“Enough! Miss Huntingdon, enough1” réjoined
her companion, in her sternest tones. “ We are
Mot rchearsing a drama, and I want practical
Proofs of obedience and respect, not vain and idle
Protestations, * Let us terminate this scenc at once,
Nothing is to be gained by protracting it further.
have already represented to you the advantages,
the necessity of this alliance, "as faithfully too,
have I portrayed to you the terrible consequences
Of your refusal. I have encouraged, soothed you
88 a child, reasoned, remonstrated with you as a
Woman; now, I have but to command as a mother,
a0d & mother that will and must be obeyed.”

8he rose and touched a silver bell beside her.

S summons was promptly answered by Willis,
3nd after g fow whispered words from hor mis,
B she hwriedly left the apartment. Lady

Untingdon then turned again towards her daugh-
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tokened her arrogant confidence in her own power,
sarcastically exclaimed:

“Well, Miss Huntingdon, have you at lengi
made up your mind to eonsent to un evil that 1o
cffort of yours can avert? 1If not, I may as well
tell you at once, that your fate, or rather your
happiness, foolish girl, is irrevocably kcaled, and
that the promisc your father nnd myself Lave
made to Sir George Leland, shall be fulfilled, des.

: pite your praycrs, tears, and oljections.”

NN

Jiva was silent a moment, and then gautbering -

courage from the very depths of her despair, she
passionately rejoined :

“ Never,—never! [ will tell Sir George that [
dislike, I fear him, that I am forced into this mur.

riage, which is hateful, abhorrent to every fecling :

of my soul.”

“Silence!” interrupted Lady Huntingdon ina -

low, menacing whisper.  As she spoke, the door
opened, and the young baronet entercd.

“You are wclcome, Sir George,” exclaimed her
ladyship with a polished emile. “Of coursc, you
have divined my purpose in sending for you.”

He colored and smiled, and Lady Huntinzdon
taking Eva's hand in hers, continued :

* Permit me, then, to assure you, on Miss Hun-
tingdon’s part, that she fully confirms the assent
Lord Huntingdon and myself have already given
to your mutual union.”

Lady Huntingdon felt the icy hand within lier
own struggle for freedom, she saw that her daugh-
ter was about to speak, and bending towards her,
she whispered :

¢ On your life, be silent!” A word to thatman
and your father will be ruined, openly proclaimed
to the world as a perjurer and robber.”

There was something in the quick, glittering
flash of Lady Huntingdon’s eye, the very tones of
her stern voice, as she uttered the terrible words,

" that froze the blood in Eva's veins. A misty veil

darkened her sight, sense and perception grew
strangely dim, but Lady Huntingdon’s arm was
promptly thrown round her waist, and her daugh-
ter's unconscious head drooped on her bosom.
Eva felt not Sir George raise her hand to his lips
she heard him not pour forth his thanks and vows,
whilst he, on his part, never suspected for one mo-
ment that they were breathed to an almost un-
conscious ear. He could not see her face, for it
was entirely conccaled, and her agitation, her
silence, he attributed entirely to girlish rescrve
and timidity. Cheerfully then, he obeyed, when
Lady Huntingdon motioned him with a smile to
the door, and when Eva raised her head with a
long convulsive sigh, from that bosom wheie it
had lain for‘tha first time since childhood, he was
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8one, Lady Huntingdon drew an arm chair to-
}*’anls her, and placed her daughter in it, exclaim-
g at the same time:

“How foolish of you, child, to agitate yourself
WS "Tis all over now, and what was there so
terrible about it

“All over ™ murmured Eva.

“Yes, in my presence you have to day ratified

{ .
ha ehgagement which must heneeforth be as sa-
red t

o
Sir Gegr

=

: ge has urtered the thanks that might with
; ;n(?f(' Justice have proceeded from yourself, and
! Wi; ‘:re how, betore man and Heaven, his affianced
If:‘"ﬂ had ncither voice nor strength to struggle
: Mher, proud determined brow that bent over
f ox:r'~ Stern, merciless, even though a smile was
15 told that all further resistance was use-
‘4 "k_Silcntly she rose, silently submitted to
' 185 her mother impressed on her cold check
T o Lailed her ~ Lady Leland,” and then left
’ e"’“’m- Her grief was too hopcless, too over-
§ L ming to find relief in tears, and for hours she
i;‘“ the couch on which she had thrown herself,
e b motionless agony.  Settled thoughts or
"ty 25 she had none.  She only remembered
! bhe u‘" hand was solemnly plighted to a man
Do detested, and that no means, no hope of
0k . Yttmaincd to her. Yet, loudly as ever, did
,: g Eomzcd heart repeat again and again,-to it-
; cat t she would never wed him.”
! the ap 2des of twilight were beginning to darken
i She Bt;”ment, when Sefton noisclessly entered.
: %tl‘esse softly to the couch too sce if her young
in ion ¥as sleeping, but the latter, to whom
ferg, at ‘thc time was unwelcome, nay insuf-
Sir). he;it:mtfully cnquired her mission. The
N ted o moment, and then, after handing
Bg g Precipitately left the room. Insensi-
 frog either curiosity or hope, Eva flung it
ey eyer’ but the handwriting accidentally caught
h tory a:d, With a faint cry, she snatched it up
lingy Yot feﬂ thescal. Tt contained but a fow
ng aloy °0g did she hang over it with chang-
b hergeyy Tepeating each word, again and again
’{k‘ Yag f(; and whep gt length she laid it down,
d’ffpel' it *¢ed to bow her head on her pillow, to
Yitay o :l?s&ble, by forced quiet, the trembling
Wxg_ th Which, her whole frame was quiv-
r‘;[:e f“ﬂowm . s
" aueginog _mqung gho remained in h.er own
e feareq o indisposition, Lady Huntingdon,
1 Meeting between Sir George and
%le‘litu Wife, ere the latter should have be-
™ thy 0% reconciled to hor lot, willingly
Plea Whether owing to Eva’s ab-
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' come, gladden the heart and humble home of one,
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sence or not, the drawing room, towards evening,
was cntirely deserted, as if by common accord:
Lady untingdon, a prey to a severe nervous
headache, was alone in her dressing room, her
lord was decp in tho London papers in an ad-
joining apartment, whilst Sir George, who had
betaken himself to the library out of sheer des-
peration, had fallen asleep over the sccond chap-
ter of the volume hic had selected.

But, where was Evat  No longer in her room,
nor yet in parlour or hall, In one of the beauti-
ful dells of the park, through whose glistening
folinge the setting sun was then brightly shining,
she sat, and at her feet knelt Chester Rocking-
han.  Yet strange, though his dark Lrilliant eyes
were raised to hers in mute but thrilling clo-
‘quence; though his low musical voice breathed
words of soul subduing tendemess and devotion ;
no girlish blush dyed her pale check, and the
tears that rained from her cyes, were not tears of
timid happiness, but of bitterness and sorrow.
At length she spoke, and her mournful faltering
voice contrasted’ strangely with his own impas-
sioned tones. '

“It must not—it cannot be. Do not press me
farther.  Ah! Chester, if you loved me as you
profess to do, you would not pain me thus.”

“Love you! my own, my precious Lva! Is it
not that very love that induces me to persevere,
even at the risk of incurring your displeasure, in
a prayer that will ensure your earthly happiness
as well as mine—a prayer, that the tale of wrong
and oppression you have so unwillingly related,
gives me a positive right to prefer. Did I ever
ask you to leave your home before, Eva, even
though I knew it was a sad and cheerless one,
unbrightened by affection or tenderness, though I
knew its gloom and coldness were daily breaking
your heart? No, I did not. T'was a hope, a
thought, that I, a poor younger eon, nover dared
to breathe, even to my own heart; but now that
there remains no other alternative for you, save a
forced and hateful mariage, now, do I freely
say to you, come, Eva, my first, my only beloved ;
who, if poor in the world's more glittering gifts,
is at least rich in love and devotion to yourself,
Eva, beloved and dearest, speak, tell me that you
will”

But still the young girl wept, and still she
sadly shook her head. The tempter however per-
severed, and his words but gréw the tenderer, his
pleading the more impassioned. Vividly he
painted the desolate hopeleseness of her position,
depending entirely on heartless relatives, who
would sacrifice her happiness sooner or later to
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their own relentless ambition ; with oquulbﬁflclity

ho deseribed her condition as the miserablo wife

of a man she despised and hated, and then re-
versing the picture, he portrayed her, in bright
and glowing colours, the free and cherished mis-
tress of a happy home, the \vorﬁhippc('l pariner
of his joys and hopes; the idolized being, whose
smile would be all the world to him, as his would
be to her; and Eva listencd, wept, and at length
sho yiclded. )

True, her assent was given with tears and sobs,
as Dbitter as any that an etemmal parting could
have called forth, but what was that to Rocking-
ham ? He had conquered, and the triumphant ex-
ultation, his utmost efforts could scarcely mask,
flashed forth in the gleams of his dark cyes, cven
whilst he strove to modulate his toncs to the
strain of saddened tendemness, that was alone wel-
come at the moment to the almost breaking heart
of his young companion. The reluctant consent
which his prayers and representations had ex-
torted from her, a consent, regretted almost as
soon as given, was followed by a paroxysm of
cmotion, so intense that it needed all the cloquent
tenderness of word and manner, which her lover
Possessed in so irresistible a degree, to soothe
her, And even his potent arts, though they at
length hushed her sobs, brought no ray of hope
or joy to her pale, tear-disfigured countenance.

9, conscience spoke too loudly, and its reproaches

. LY
Yose even above the tender whispers of her com-

Panion, But time was pressing, and at length
they rose to part.

* To-morrow morning then, my darling Eva,” ex-
claimed Rockinghat, “Remember it must be
early, before any of the domestics are about. In

¢ meantime, I will arrange everything, and ob-

in an interview with the curate of the néxt vil-

%, by whom we will be married immediately
0 leaving here. Now, do not fail me, do not al-
OW any girlish foars or scruples to endanger our
™utual happiness. Bethink you, in the hour of
Your Wavering, that the choice lies, my precious
el between Chester Rockingham and "George
land, Bethink you, that you have but two al-
tematives—a lifo of love and happiness, or one of
Misery and guilt; for will it not be guilt to wed
#nother, whilst your heart and all its feelings and
: :Ectiom are entirely, wholly mine.”
4 * Enough, enough I” murmured Eva in a stifled
o0, a3 she tore herself from his embrace, I
¥ill not faj) you, farewelll” . '
3¢ words were ominous in themselves, but

Umore ominous were the agonized, heart-broken

t8 in which they were uttered.

Eva returned” by a shaded path to the houss,
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» Huntingdon looked at her a moment in wondering

.if, as this aching heart but two plainly foresha-
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and was fortunate enough to succeed in gaining
her own apartment unobserved.  Once there, <ho
abandoned herself freely to the mighty emotions,
that scemed to threaten for a time her VEry reison,

“To-morrow !” she murmured, whilst a convul-
sive shudder ran through her frame. “To-nor-
row! So soon! To leave for ever my home, leave
it like a criminal, in scerccy and eilence, leave it
with the certainty that I must never cross its
threshold again. Is it not all a terrible dream?
To trust my life, my happiness to one whom I
have known, but for so brief a time, to one whose
love may yet prove as evanescent as it has been
fond. My bridal, too, unhallowed by the smile
and blessing of relative or friecnd ; and yet, if I re-
Jject him, if T spurn the love of the only heart that
clings to me on this wide carth, what remaing?
Marriage with a man I hate, or a continucd mer-
ciless strife with my mother, such as will render
home a living death. Why should I he-itate,
why should I listen to this dark foreboding that
clings around me, shewing the future through a
mist of gloom and tears, and shrouding in its sha-
dowy folds, every golden ray of hope or happi-
ness. Oh! if I had but some pitying gentle heart
to turn to for counsel, for comfort; if Edgar Ar-
lingford, ever my friend, my guide, were here,
but alas! he has failed me, failed me in the hour
of my sorest need, and there remains but the love
of Chester Rockingham. My all has becn placed
on a single throw—alas! for me, if I have played
false. If Ihad but time given me for reflection,
for thought, time to prepare for the mighty and
irrevocable step that I am about to take, I would
not murmur, but that cannot be. Leland is here,
my mother merciless, and Chester has truly said
that I have no alternative. Can my heart hesi-
tate or waver one moment. And yet, I will make
one final appeal to my mother to-night; I will
implore her, on bended knee, to revoke the un-
holy promise into which she has forced me, and

dows, she reject it, then will I cast aside for ever
all doubt or wavering. .

CHAPTER XVIIL

Trar night Lady Huntingdon was sitting alone
in her dressing room, having just dismissed her
maid, when a timid tap at her door demanded ad-
mittance. Her affirmative answer was followed
by a short pause, as if the intruder wanted courage
to obey, but at length the lock turned, and her
daughter, pale, eilent as a spirit, entered. Lady

.
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Dointed o a chair. exclaimning:

“I'was about to inquire the cause of this un-
Bl wisit, Eva, Dt a moment's thought assures
; e 'tis abaut your future husband.”

: The girl murmured a faint affirmative.
i MTes T thought so.  Now that the first trans-
f Ports of childish folly are over, you must natural-
¢ Tfed 3 fitde anxious to know something more
2 8hout, 1)y arrangements that have been made, the
¢ P¥ition and fortune of your betrothed. Well, I
W ready to answer all your questions, and with
¢ most perfect frankness.  Speak, then, child!

At is it that you would know

ice Eva essayed to speak, and at length she
p"“‘-\‘iﬁnatoly rejoined—
“’Tis not to ask you idle questions about my
o:"glge, mamma, that I come, but to implore

*OF all that you hold most sacred, by your
Pes of carthly and future happiness, to revoke
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13t is the meaning of this new display of
ity ” demanded Lady Huntingdon, impetu-
¥ Tising from her seat, and stamping her foot
® ground; « have you lost your senses, that
wntinue to rosist and dare mo thus ¥
e Patient with me, mother, for a moment |
*® listened in silence to all the reproaches
% thought it to heap upon me, listen to
hid:"“ I tell you that all the penalties with
,Omisy°“ may enforce your commands, all the
° and threats which you may hold out to
y * the countenance and support my father

“~ [~
$5EE

L=y
=

= o

£5
Fy =

£

uz:!' Marry George Leland.”
4, T tell you, Eva, that you shall. As cer-
™ YOu stand before me there, living and

v '_‘g»_% certain shall you be his wife. I
aid it, willeq it, and death alone ¢an inter-

FIILF
g

¢ Moment, a pang of mortal ‘suffering

Evag pale features, the next it had
ge“vay, and fixing her large dark eyes with
fearleseness on her mother’s face, she

5;55

: ly l‘ejoinedﬁ
ﬁ'h:, er, t'here are other alternatives—alterna-
di'ga% 'ch, in Your eyes, would bring even more
“hiy m°“ the name of Huntingdon than that
Yoy g; Y Marringo would avert. Bewarc that
e, e: Me not to them I
"R%“ml"'“_\ion laughed loud and scornfully :
{ gy S, Huntingdon, you are entertain-
’ 'd"ﬁre yz; 1 Scarcely know which character to
( Yoy 0 % Wost in; whether the pathetic, where

ago

iy, . S° You all but threw yourself at my

‘NW“:E:% e to save you from the wretch-
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Stonishment, but soon recovering hersclf, she
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¢dness of wedding a man of rank and fortune, or
your present mood, muttering threats and menaces
with the mysterious air of a Sybil. But I am
commencing to weary of the comedy, even laugh-
able as it is, so you will oblige me by terminat-
ing it in any way you will. An exit will be the
shortest.”

Eva said no more ; she felt that the heart she
sucd to, was of marble, and without a word, she
left the room, her brow, her whole countehance,
bearing the stamp of a rigid resolve, that had
never rested there before. She entered the apart-
ment where Sefton was awaiting her, combating
vainly against the drowsiness which had heen
stealing over her for the previous hour. Her
young mistress dismissed her at once to rest, and
then, clasping her hands, she murmured with an
energy that parteok more of despair and bitter-
ness, than hope—

“And now, Rockingham, my last, my only
bope is in thee. But every moment is precious,
and I have much to do, I must to work at once.”

Her first act was to write a lctter to Lady
Huntingdon, in which she acknowledged the step
she had taken, defending it on the grounds of her
mother’s own harshness and severity, and conclud-
ing by saying, « that however wrong or false it
might be, her ladyship, who had forced her-into
it, was most to blame.” 'She also wrote to M,
Arlingford a brief but touching epistle, thanking
bim for all his past kindness, and imploring him
not to condemn her too harshly for an error to
which she had been driven, even despite her will,

The letters folded and sealed, and the prepara-
tions for her flight concluded, Eva throw herself,
with a long-drawn, sigh upon her couch. The tor-
turing thoughts from which she had obtained a
momentary respite, whilst mind and body were
actively engaged, crowded upon her again; and
the false unnatural courage, so foreign to her real
character, which had sustained her during the
latter pars of her interview with her mother, soon
deserted her. Haunted by a sense of the fearful
responsibility she was thus, unaided and unadvis-
ed, incurring—tortured by the whispers of con-
scicnce, by dim forebodings of future sorrow and
retribution, her grief soon became almost agoniz-
ing. In vain sho turned to the glowing pictures
her lover had painted of the future—in vain she
recalled his vows and words of passionate tendor-
ness; that dark cloud, mighticr even than love,
still hung around and shadowed her spirit. At
length the first faint streak of dawu broke through
the murky sky, and Eva, who had awaited its
coming with such sickening, such longing eager-
ness, now shrank from its light with terror,
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The morning harmonized well with her own
feclings, ushered in, as it was, by clouds and gloom.
A dull, monotonous rain beat incessantly against
the windows, and the wind sighed and sobbed
round the house as if grieving over some seeret
sorrow of its own, Fva glanced at her time-piece,
but the faint light revealed not the eyphers, and
taking her taper, then almost expiring in the
socket, she approached nearer. It wanted but one
half hour of the appointed time, and after hastily
throwing on her mantle, she approached a small

- dressing-ease, drew forth a couple of letters care-
fully ticd together. They were Mr. Arlingford's,
and pressing them to her lips, she murmured—

“QOh! Chester may blamne, reproach me as he
will, but I cannot part with these!”

Ere turning away, she involuntarily paused for
one last farewell look. Jler last! How the
thought vibrated on every chord of her heart, re-
doubling her remorse, her fear, her agony. Yield-
ing for a moment to her vehement emotion, she
flung herself on a couch, murmuring in & voice of
stifled agony— .

“ Would, would that I had never listened to
Rockingham’s prayers and vows!”

Waa it the voice of her better angel, was it the
influence of the cherished letters next her heart,
that whispered to her,— it was not yet toolate;
that even in the eleventh hour, might she pause
and retrace her erring steps.”

For a moment, that gentle voice triumphed—a
sweet dream-like vision stole over her, in which
fancy pictured Mr. Arlingford returning, dispelling
ker troubles, her sorrows, and she, perhaps, united
to Chester Rockingham, but not in secrecy and

fear.,’

The loud chime of the clock, telling the appoint-
ed hour, and reminding her that her lover would
be awaiting her, broke in upon her dreams,

She sprang to her feet, and without daring to
trust herself to another look, hurried from the
Toom. Tremblingly, she descended the stairg—
Pausing at the faintest sound—starting in terror
at the loud throbbing of her own heart, but she
Passed the ordeal in safety, and reached.the con-
Servatory where Rockingham had agreed to await
her. The faint light that entered at the windows,
h‘}t feebly contended with the heavy shadows that
Still filled the place, and strange and spectre-like,
the tall plants and shrubs shewed through the
8loom. Filled with a sudden unaccountable dread,
EV: wildly exclaimed : .

“Chester, aro you here{”, :

In!tantly, a tall dark figure merged from an

Ny, ¢ nook, and glided rapidly towards her. Eva,
Ore dead than alive, sank into the arms that

o]
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were involuntarily extended to receive her, For
a time, no sound broke the silence, save her own
convulsive sobs, but at length rhe murnured :

“ Chester! have patience with me, but T can-
not, T dare not, go with you. My heart is Lreak-
ing1” :

A pause followed, and then her companion
whispered in tones of deepand mournful earnest-
ness:

« Alas! Eva, that it is thus we meet again!”

At the first accents of that voice, Eva sprang,
with a startled cry, from the arms that supported
her, and quivering from head to foot with uncen-
trollable agitation, she gasped forth:

“Mr. Arlingford I

“Yes, Eva, ’tis I,” was the low toned reply.

The girl sank on a seat, and covered her face
with her hands, in heartstruck, guilty silence.

(To be continued.)

HAVEN'T THE CHANGE.

DY 'MES. MARY GRAIIAM.
It was house-cleaning, and T had an old colored
woman at work, scrubbing and cleaning paint.

“ Polly is going,” said one of my domestics, as
the twilight began to fall.

“ Very well. Tell her that I shall want her
to-morrow.” .

“1 think she would like to have her money for
to-day's work,” said the girl.

I took out my purse, and found Ihad nothing in
it less than a three dollar bill.

“How much does she have a day ¥ -«

«“8ix shillings.”

“T haven't the change this evening. Tell her
that I'll pay her for both days to-morrow.”

The girl left the room, and T thought no more
of Polly for an hour. Tea time had come and pas-
sed, when one of my domestics, who was rather
communicative in her habits, said to me—

“I don’t think Polly liked your not paying her
this evening.” .

“She must be very unreasonable then,” said I,
without reflection. “ I sent her word that I had
no change. How did she expect that I could

. pay [

“ Some people are queer, you know,” remarked
the girl, who had made the communication more
for the pleasure of telling it than anything else.

I kept thinking over what the girl had said,
until other suggestions came into my mind,

“T wish I had sent and got the bill changed,”
gnid I, ns the idea that Polly might be really in
want of the money intruded itself; “it would
have been very little trouble.”
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This was the beginning of a pew train of reflee- 3 and even a light burden fatizued ber.  The lady

tions, which did not make me very happy. To
aveid a little trocble, T had seut the poor old
woman away, after a hard day’s work, without
Ler money.  That she stood in need of it was evi-
dent from the fact that she had asked for it.

« How very thoughtless inme,” said 1, as T dwelt
longer and longer on the subject.

“ What's the matter i inquired my husband,
seeinz me look so serious,

“ Nothing to be very much troubled at,“I re-
plied.

“Yet you are troubled.”

“I am; and cannot help it.  You will per-
haps smile at me, but small causes sometimes
produce much pain.  Old Polly has been at work
all day, scrubbing and cleaning. When night
came, she asked for her wages, and I, instead of
taking the trouble to get the money for her, sent
her word that T hadn't the change. There was
nothing less than a three-dollar bill in my purse,
And X did'nt reflect that a poor old woman who
has to go out to daily work, must need her money
assoon as it is carned.  I'm very sorry.”

My husband did not reply for some time. My
words appeared to have made considerable im-
Pression on his mind.

“Do you know where Polly lives ¥ he inquired
at length,

“XNo; but I will ask the girl”  And immedi-
Ately ringing the bell, I made inquiries as to
Where Polly lived ; but no onc in the house knew.

“It ean't be helped now,” said my husband in
tone of regret.  “ But I would be more thought-
fol in future. The poor nlways have nced of
their money,  Their daily labor rarely does more
than supply their daily wants. I can never for-
8¢t a circumstance that occurred when I was a

Y- My mother was left a widow when I was

U nine years old—and she was poor. It was

:’Q}: the labor of her hands that she obtained shel-
and food, for herself and three little oncs.

o ¢, I remember the occwrence as if it had tak-
(MP‘MG Yesterday, we were out of money and

- At breakfast time our last morsel was eat-
m;::: ;"e went through the long day without a
tight “b ;’:‘ bread. We all grew very hungry by
Pllticx:t e our motlfer cncf)uragcd us to be
fiivheg ttle and a little while lox'lger, until she
vouy tatll(‘e garment she was making, when she

e that and some other work home to a

w g' ";':’:‘0 would pay her for tho work. Then ehe
N w‘Voul‘d have a nice supper. At last the
3 finished, and I went with my mother to
P10 carry it home, for she was weakand sickly,
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for whoin she had made the garment wasg in good
circumstances, and had no want unmet that money
could supply. When we came into her presence,
she took the work, and after glancing at it care-
lessly, said : '

“¢It will do very well!

“My mother lingered ; pereeiving which, the
lady said rather rudely, i

“¢You want your money, I suppose. How
much does the work come to ¥

“*Two dollars, replied my mother. The lady
took out her purse; and, after looking through a
small parcel of bills, said :

“’] haven't the change this evening. Callover
any other time and you shall have it.”

“ And without giving my mother time more
earnestly to urge her request, turned from us and
left the room.

“I never shall forget the night that followed.
My mother’s feelings were sensitive and indepen-
dent.  She could not make known her want. An
hour after our return home, she sat weeping with
her children around her, when a ncighbour came
in, and learning our situation, supplied our pre-
sent need.”

This relation did not make mo feel any the
more comfortable. Anxiously I waited, on the
next morning, the arrival of Polly. As soon as
she eame I sent for her, and handing the money
she had earned the day before, said:

“I'm sorry I hadn’t the change for you last
night Polly. Ihope youdidn’t wantit very badly.”

Polly hesitated a little, and then replied:

“Well, ma’am, I did want it very much, or I
wouldn’t have asked for it. My poor daughter,
Hetty is sick, and I wanted to get her something
nice to eat.”

“Tm very sorry,” said I, with sincere regret.
“How is Hetty this morning §”

“She isn’t so well, ma'am. And I feel véry bad
about her.” ; .

“ Come up tome in half an hour, Polly,” said I.

The old woman went down stairs. When she
appeared again, according to my desive, I had a
basket for her, in which were some wine, sugar,
fruit, aud various little matters that I thought her
daughter would relish, and told her to go at once
and take them to thesick girl. Her expression of
gratitude touched my feelings deeply. Never
since, have I omitted, under any pretence, to pay
the poor their wages as soon earned. :
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THE CHIEFTAIN'S DAUGHTER.*

BY MIS3 M. HUNGERFOLD.

N

CHAPTER XVI.

The day was far spent ere they gained the
mountain top that looked down on the little
romantic dell, the abode of the lady Isabella.
Their fears of deception were lulled to rest as
the little cottage arose before them, and with the
blissful certainty that their sufferings were about
to reap a rich reward, they began to descend the
mountain. This was no casy task, but it wasat
last accomplishied, and they stood on level ground
once more. Some precaution was necessary, lest

. the attendants of Isabella should be too numerous

for them to overcome, and they determined to
appear in their assumed characters of minstrels,
Who had wandered from their accustomed way,
and by asking for a shelter for the coming night,
make use of any circumstance which might occur
to forward their design. They therefore slowly
approached the house, but a deep silence reigned
around. No moving thing appecared in token
that it was now the abode of man, no sound broke
the ear; but all around was fearful silence.
Angd yet the little garden bloomed in all its sim-
Ple luxuriance as if the hand of industry had re-
cently been there ; and the two young men, as they
s1‘7"‘71y and cautiously approached, felt a strange
dread of some device to lure them on to destruc-
tion,

As they drew near the door, they came upon
the dead body of a dog whose mangled car-
Cass pierced by many wounds, scemed to foretell
that the hand of violence had there been busy,
nd that the trusty animal had fallen in defence
of its master’s home. Signs of violence became
mMore apparent, and as they raised the latch and
Pushed open the humble door, fearful was the
Sight that presented itself. Fast bound, and
Utterly incapable of moving from her position, in
Oue corner gat the mistress of the littlo mansion,
;"th deep despairing anguish written on every
€ature of hier face. In the opposite corner lay

® body of her son, also bound, bloody, and ap-
Parently lifeless. A broad red stream of blood

coursed its way from beneath the body,
:ﬁ:"" the clean white floor almost to the feet of
"l‘efched mother, Malcolm looked around
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on the fearful scene, while Francis drew back as
if he dared not enter a spot so horrid, and as the
eye of the young Scotzman rested on the appar-
ently lifeless body of the illfated DPeter, and from
thence turned to his unhappy mother, he advanced
to the side of the latter and cut in sunder the
cords that bound her.  With one wild, eonvulsive
effort she sprang to her feet, and flew to the side
of her son: she threw her arms around Lim, and

raised him from the floor, and then stiil clasping

him in that fond embrace, sank down overcome
by her strong emotion. Francis had entered,
and the two young men approached, and lift-
ing the form of Peter from the floor, bore him to
the inner appartment and laid him upon his own
couch. A slight tremulous motion, and the almost
imperceptible beating of the heart, convinced
them thatlife was not yet extinct, but that he had
fainted from loss of blood, and hastily binding up
his wounds which proved not very scrious, they
held to his lips a cordial draught, prepared by
his mother, and in a short time were rewarded
for their care by sceing him show signs of life,
As their anxiety for the wounded youth some-
what subsided, Malcolm fixed his eyes sternly on
the face of the mother, and asked. .

“Whose hand, Madam, has done this? And
where is the lady entrusted to your care by Gus-
stavus de Lindendorf1”

“Oh, the good lord Gustavus will be so angry
with us, because his beautiful lady is borne away
by those fearful men!” cried the woman, “but
indeed we are not to blame; to save her from
them, we strove full hard, but they bound me as
you saw, and having murdered my Peter before
my very face, they dragged away, more dead
then alive, the beautiful lady of my lord! Ob,
woe is me, it was a fearful sight, and her cries
for succour were all in vain 1”

“ But who, I ask, were the perpetrators of this
foul deed? cried Francis, “and whither have
they bLorne the lady? Speak woman! tell me
all1 I command thee !"

“Lord bless us! And how should the like of
you know aught of my beautiful lady ! You, but
a wandering minstrel, and she, from the most dis-
tant country of all the earth I” cried the woman,

Continued from page 285.
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begining to fear that she had already said that
which might be displeasing to Gustavus,
«Ta you it matters not | but know that Gusta-

vus de Lindendorf has this very day received an 3

injury that may prove fatal to his life; and we
come to the lady, charged with a message which
may not be revealed to other cars then hers!
therefore I command thee, by thy duty to thy
lord, tell where she may be found and that
quickly I” '

« Alas! that T could tell thee !” she exclaimed. S

as tears began to flow from her eyes, “but I
know not her fate.  And then my dear, my noble
young lord! Oh, woc is me that evil should
befall him! O, Iloly Virgin, if he should diel”

“Tell us where the young lady is gone, or
weil were it for thee if ho were already dead,
lest he tear thy prating tongue from out thy
head, for causing this useless delay1” cried Mal-
colm, whose impatience to learn the fate of his
sister could brook no longer endurance.

“IIow can I tell thee when I myself know
Not{” She asked in alarm, and trembling with
terrar,

“Can not you say where last you saw her, and
in what manner she was borne away ! Speak or
tremble for thy perversencss I”

“Oh! bear with me, my riiaster, and harm mo
fot, and T will tell thee all, and truly ! Oh1 that
Ithould ever live to tell the fearful tale! Myself
fast bound, my Peter murdered, and my little
Store of wealth taken from me, Oh me! Oh mel
t it was dreadful indeed !” !
Provoked beyond endurance, Francis caught her
3m, and grasping it fiercely exclaimed: “Now
tell me, at once, the fate of the lady, else worse,
Worse than this shall befall theel”
“Oh! spare me! spare mel Ob! my master!”
:he screamed, in terror, and sinking to the floor;
have I not already said she was borne away by
@ fearful men that came upon us so fiercely;
how should I know whero they took her,
hen 1 lay fast bound in the corner i”

“And who were those men who took her

henee i ‘
Alas! T know not! they came over the moun-
e 8 from the southward, all armed with frightful
ﬁe‘:P"Ml My poor Peter was in the field, but he
the to the cottage when he beheld them, but

Y followed rapidly after him! My faithful
him'ﬁcw to oppose them, but they foully siew
mﬁ;‘“d came rushing into the cottage, and with
wa oaths demanded money. I told them I

but & poor widow, and with this my poor
o mpelled to toil for our daily bread, that,

%e had none, laid up in store, and begged
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. they would depart in peace ! But instead of depart-

ing like Christian men, they laughed aloud, and
bidding two remain to watch over Peter and
myself, the other three began to search all about
the room, and when they did not find my little
store, they proceeded to the other apartments. At
length they found it ; but not content, and in hopes
of further plunder, they ascended to the chamber,
and there discovered my young lady, who was all
the time trembling with terror in her own room !
Laughing and shouting, and all regardless of her
cries for merey, they brought her to their fellows,
swearing that their chief would reward them
richly for the dainty prize, and when my brave,
my noble boy sought to uid her, they foully rushed
upon him, and pierced him sorely with their mur-
derous weapons, and then left us as you found us;
and taking the lady, who was more dead than
alive, they went away, leaven only knows
where I .

“And when was this done?” asked Maleolm,
who had listened with deep emotion to the nar-
rative, which precluded almost every hope of the
rescue of his sister.

“Last evening, not an hour before the setling
of the sun,” answered the woman; “and sad it
was to hear the piteous moaning of my child
through the long, long night, and know that he
was dying and I could not aid him! Oh! it
was & dreadful night, and yet the coming day
brought no joy, for although I vainly hoped the
young lord would visit his lady, and thus assist
us, he came not. Oh! little thought I of the evil
that had come on him! a curse upon the hand
that brought it1”

- Francis turned away his head ! that curse was
invoked upon him, and when he thought how
fearfully his brightest hopes, his dearest expec-
tations, had that day been crushed and blasted,
he trembled lest it might prove prophetic. He
walked to the outer door, and stood beneath the
broad arch of heaven; the sun had sunk beneath
the western hills, and the pensive twilight was
gradually subsiding into sable night, a few of the
larger stars already shone forth, and his cheek
was fanned by the keen but grateful breath of
early Spring. But were his thoughts in unison
with the sccnet! No; within his heart rankled:
deep and bitter anguish, and not one ray of hope
was there to cheer him! Isabella was in the
power of o band of desperate men, who, while .
they set at defiance the arm of the law, and
held in derision the authority which sought to
check their sway, were not likely, even could
they trace out the locality of Isabella, to yield her
up, and while they were in open enmity to the
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powerful houso of Lindendorf, every moment they |

lingered in the country was extremely dangerous
to themiselves.  What was to be donef  Alas!
he knew not! his soul was tossed by the dark and
boisterous waves of affliction, and he felt that all
his sufferings had been in vain! :
" Again he returned to the cottage, where, with
steﬂdy hand and seemingly tranquil mind, Mal-
colm was assisting the woman in the care of
Petcr, who was now fully restored to conscious-
Ress, but with the fretful restlessness of those who
ow suffering for the fivst time, secmed resolved
that those who had escaped the injurics he had
Teceived, should, at least, feel their effect in his
many demands on their care. Francis longed to
alone with his friend, but Malcolm scemed to
heed him not, so engrossed was hie in his attend-
ance on the unlucky Peter. - But at last Francis
approached him, and inquired, “ If he designed
% tarry for the night " :
“To be sure I do!” answered Malcolm ; “you
Surely do not think I shall go forth among those
k and gloomy mountains in the night ¢
. “Oh! donot leave us alone!” cried the woman,
03 terrified voice; “butyet,” she added, “I will
Not delay your return to my lord ; it is but right
that e’ ehould speedily learn the fate of his
yr )
“Lord bless you, no!” cried Maleolm; “to
OW that she is lost to him, would kill him out-
:‘gh“ Oh, no! our duty was to come to her with
wmeSSage of great import, which having done
® may go our way ! but not till he is far re-
%vered may he learn the fatal news; therefore,
ould any message arrive from Lindendorf- to ask
Mier the welfare of the lady, for many days you
best say she is well, lest, by the telling of
0: dreadful truth, you endanger the life of your
d, even if he be not already dead!”

Francis was surprised at theready device of his
» e_nd’ bat yet he could not fully follow his'designs,
‘Uch he supposed were in some manner connected
m their retreat from a country, where every
ment of delay was fraught with danger to
g::;; and when the invalid sank at last into &
€ slumber, he drew him forth from the cot-
% and asked «if he purposed, at onco, to return
Kigunr
1 do'l;? Avignon! No. Ihave no such thought!
n %t mean to give Antoinette any such proof
ey \:evotion; she would hardly make me weol-
take ."' tor 8o short an absence. No! Tintend to
thry Tanga among those mountains, cven if every
very W28 & robber, and your company would be

B A A S A AR A A A A A A S AR A A A SR S AR S AN AR A AR AN S

THE CHIEFTAIN'S DAUGIHTER.

)
%
i
:
:
:
%
?
4
|
:
%

|
;
g
|
|
3
?

A A AR AR AN P RS R PSS PSR RS A S

adventure, as$ to prefer the quiet of Aviznon to
the last faint hope of reseuing our Trabelln?

“ Faint, faint are now our hopes indecd!” an-
swered Francis, in desponding tones; * but T will
go with you, Yes, though it be in vain, Dwisl «till
wander far from my home to rescue my Irabella
from her fierce captors, and when worn out with
the weight of sufferings, which one so gentleis but
ill-formed to bear, from her herae on hizgh, <he will
look down on my efforts to serve her, and approve
my constancy.”

“Cease such childish folly, and =il precerve
unsullicd the noble courage, which zuined for the
house of Avignon a deathless name! Now T know
not why it is, but T feel acsured that I+hall azuin
behold my sister—the same pare gentle girl Ciat
we bade farewell, when we went forth to mect the
proud Norwegians on the field of Largs Tt
may be the lying whisper of my evil genius to
Jure me to some coming evil, but I am resolved
to follow it, and to bide the consequence.”

Francis returned no answer, for he was inno
mood to converse even with Maleolm, his dearest
friend, and together they re-entered the cottage,
where a homely but substantial repast was await-
ing them, prepared by the good mistress of the
humble mansion, to which they did ample justice,
and then retired at an carly hour to rest.

With the first dawn of the coming morning,
Malcolm arose, and stealing eoftly from the
chamber that he might not disturb the slumber
of his friend, he descended to the rooms below.
He found Peter even better than he had antici-
pated, having enjoyed a comparatively comfortable
night, and the mother happy in the prospect of
her son’s recovery. They united to express their
thanks to Malcolm for the timely aid which had
saved the lives of both, and as he declared that he
must depart at an early hour, the bustling dame
began her preparations for that meal, which but
few entreaties persuaded him to remainand share.

He had repeated his injunctions, by which Gus-
tavus was to be kept ignorant of the fate of
Isabella, and added:

_“You had better inform him that you were
released from your bonds by a hunter who chanced
this way, nor say that you were counselled to
deceive him, else he may believe you willingly
resigned your charge to the robbers, and feared
to incur his displeasure, and thus pretended that
the advice of your deliver was your motive, while
he might wonder that a wandering hunter could
caro at all about it, and then his Lordship would
discredit all the tale.”

Majcolm was woll aware that the limited facul-
ties of his companion would not détect the contra-

.~ Orsteful to me, if you are not so weary of
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dictory nature of his reasoning; and he did not
wish Gustavus, should he recover, of which he
felt but little doubt, to know that Francis and
bimseif had visited the cottnge and learned the
fite of Teabella, lest he might suspect they had
Dot left the country, and contrive some plot for their
dostruction.  As soon as their morning meal was
over, they bade farewell to the inmates of the
®ttage, and set forth on their apparently hope-
s journey. Taking an castern direction, they
¥ere soon tiling up the steep ascent of the
Wounsain side. Hour after hour they slowly pur-
fted their way ; sometimes ascending lofty sum-
Rits ang scaling frowning precipices; sometimes
tr":‘d;hg the depths of dark ravines, or fording
® Mountain rivulets which nt times intercepted
Cirway. Through all their difficulties, Malcolm
Toveqd onward, as calmly as if he journeyed in the
ommon thoroughfare of man, with naught to
:?Pe@ his way : sometimes lending his arm to
his companion, whose strength was much
€afeebleg by the sufferings, which, for a long time
P, he had been cunstantly called to endure.
' demeanor was cheerful and composed, while
faneis wag gloomy and despondent.

‘““ndo day passed away, and the coming night
4 them far from the abode of man, amid the
0‘.&5 of nature. Tt was a solitary, and yet a
ip ) SPot; around them on every side, arose
erra:;d gloomy mountains, whose sides were
thrg &d with lofty trees interspersed with shrubs,
Uh whose verdant boughs, dark rocks at in-
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,m:als Peeped forth, as if to scan the scene
vay ' them, Through the centre of the little

"’creey{ flowed o gentle brook whose limpid waters

i % ruly gratefal to our wanderers, and on its

| Been, Stood one thick clump of verdant ever-

0p' *hose branches interweaving, formed a

bmm); al{n?st impenetrable, while the earth

"o ‘niu’ t.llfcx strewed with fallen leaves, present--
N Viting bed to the weary traveller.

'
{
? don. Y exclaimed Malcolm, throwing himself
; d"llgh(:,n the leafy couch, after taking a long
Y of the refreshing water. “Truly here
! Wiy I;:‘_b”ts for which I have often sighed in
¢ gy, '® brook of sweet refreshing waters, this
‘ %“ntedr' a.nd this soft bed ! in good faith I am
tuy, he _With the place | I am half inclined to
» by fnt“l:nlt’ and make this swéet romantic spot
Iy f,u”a: home | here free from all care, gathering
]’ﬂwl,: fare from the neighboring mountairs,
; Yoy prfnp? Would T pass my days! What say
“Noy %3, will you share my hermitagot”
L wuu“’“gh heartily weary of the minstrel
ould pot resign it to don tho hermit'a |

)
I
'
i
‘
i
1
]
)
)
’
’

|
|
:
§
:
§
;
%
|
i
;
|
j
g
§
;

AAAAAAAAAAA, LAAAAAAA WV WA LN L AAAA NN

801

but do you purpose to remain to-night in this lone-
ly place? .

“Tunely! it is lovely, nay it is delightfull
how vividly docs it eall up the memories of my
own loved land! I almost faney mysclf in some
Highland  dell, surrounded by the sublimely
grand sccnery of my native mountains! yes
the thoughts this place inspires, shonld make it,
though never again beheld, forever dear to me!”

“Such thoughts will not provide us with shel-
ter for the night, nor yct the supper which so
much we need, and you Maleolm, are not the man
whose wants arc fed by idle fancies !”

“No, truly I am not, and therefore T have cver
an eye to the solid comforts of life! Hereis a
bed, fit for any monarch of earth, save our own
glorious Alexander; and this pouch well filled
by our good hostess of yon plundered cot, may
furnish us a goodly supper! so you see while
you were enjoying your morning sleep, I was
providing for coming wants {”

Francis who felt a sirange repugnance to pas-
sing the night in the place, although he saw it was
not without its comforts, replied not; and Mal-
colm proceeded to open his wallet, and invite his
companion to share its contents. Francis who like
his friend had fasted since morning, needed not
a second bidding; and a substantial supper, of
which both partook with good heart, added much
to the good epirit of Malcolm, anf partially dis-
pelled the melancholy of Francis.

“Now this good store,” remarked Malcolm, as
he replaced the contents of the wallet, “ must be
intruded on but twice a day! let me seel if we
are moderate, it will thus furnish us, breakfast and
supper for tomorrow and the day following, after

_ which, chance must provide for us! and now

brother minstrel, let us tune our voices for a
song 1"

“ No,” replied Francis, “in garb alone, am I the
minstrel now, nor is this place or time a fitting
scene for song, swrounded by dark and dreary
mountains, and enveloped in this thick darkness
of night!”

“I have a mind to try however I” and the voice
of Malcolm rose clear and high, amid the silence
of the little vale, while every note re-cchoed by
the surrounding hills, gave an almost enchanting
effect to the beauty of the song.

“Come!” cried Francis, “if you are resolved
to abide in this horrid wild, do not give note of
your intent to all the fierce wild beasts within a
dozen miles, else your rest, perchance, may be

disturbed ! beside this looks, methinks, like a place,’

pear which banditti might choose to fix their wild
abode, or —."
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“Or perhaps,” eried Malcolm, ¢ the Fairy Queen
might fix her court in a spot of such romantic
beauty, and you fear I may bring upon our heads,
the vengeance of the bonny eclves! Ahl much
would I relish a visit to the Elfin bower I” and
again he recommenced the interrupted song, in a
voice which bespoke his determination to completo
it, while Francis threw himself down on the earth,
almost wishing his boisterous companion, in Glen-
elvin's halls. Fatigued with the toil of the past
day he fell asleep while Malcolm was still pouring
forth his song, nor did he awake until the sun
was peeping o'er the top of the eastern mountain.
Malcolm sat leaning against a tree as if guarding
the slumberer, tho iron bar which Francis had
still retained, firmly grasped in his hand, and
although he laughed cheerfully as he congratulat-
ed his friend on his long rest, Francis felt assured
that he had remained awake during the entiro
night, to watch against any coming danger, and
the simple action endeared him still farther to
his heart. .

After partaking of a slight portion of their
Temaining food, they resumed their wanderings,
and during this day, as on the preceding, they

_wandered through the loncly wild, and still seemed

going farther from the abode of man. Malcolm
seemed to enjoy the journey ‘extremely ; not so
Francis! to him a toilsome walk for days in suc-

. Cession, thyough a region so drear, and the advant-

age of which he could not foresee, was far, very
far from pleasant, but still he followed, almost
Without & murmur, in the steps of his more hardy
friend. B
The close of the second day of their wanderings,
found them in a lone and dismal place, which
boasted none of the comforts of their resting place
of the preceding night. Francis had long felt severe-
ly the toil of the day, and as the last ray of the
8un ‘departed, he sank down upon a moss-clad
stone, and declared that without rest he was un-
8ble to procecd farther. Malcolm who secmed to
feel no fatigue himself, bent over him, and kindly
offered to go alone in quest of some place of
Bl}elte,-’ but Francis besought him not to leave
‘m, and he threw himself down on the grass at
s feet, and opening his little store, now almost
e‘h"“sted, he pressed his friend to partake the
ml}ch needed meal. . “ Now,” he cried gaily as he
ished the supper of which he himself had par-
taken byt sparingly, that Francis might the better
 Supplied—“ Now must the minstrel tune his
Voica fora song "
~“No, for heaven's sake!” cried Francis, “ do
:::': I pray you, indulge thy noisy pastime! this
me forest is no place for song !”
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But in answer to this appeal, the voice of Mal.
colm rang in the air, both clear and loud, and
mary was the song it breathed ; and Francis
whose soul was languid and oppressed, sunk on
the ground beside the rock on which he sat, and
felt that the notes were fast Julling him to for-
getfulness, but he was suddenly aroused by the
voice of Maleolm, who ceasing his song cxclaimed,
“ whither away now my good friends; say did
the merry chime of the poor minstrel Jure ye
hither, or art like us benighted wanderers who
have lost their way among the hills!”
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“In good truth it was thy song that drew us '

hither, jolly minstrel “answered a rough voice,

as Francis raised himself from the earth, and
beheld standing before them five or <ix stem look-
ing men, whose features were dimly visible amid

the gathering gloom. A thrill of horror shot
through every vein, as his eye fcll on the heavy
sabres hanging at the side of each, and knew they !

were men of lawless deeds whose hearts knew
nothing of the attribute of mercy. But Maleolm,
whatever his emotions might be, betrayed not

the slightest symptom of alarm, and with a merry

laugh, he cried. “Good masters, then be
seated as best yecan, and I will chant for you a
song, fit for a monarch’s ear ; ’tis such a pity that
my companion is out of voice, but he is at pre-
sent suffering from a disease which has sadly

marred his vocal powers, which albeit were never

fit to compgre with mine; so you see the poor
wretch cannot join me in my lay, as was his wont,
although his notes bave often done discredit to
my song !”

“ Well, well, let him enjoy his rest, while wo
list thy song, thine own powers will suffice us!”

Again Maleolm touched the chords of his harp,
and poured forth his voice in song, and so well
did he sustain his assumed character, that his
auditors listened in breathless silence until he
ceased, and then they rent the air in shouts of
wild applause. o

#Come my good fellow!” cried one of the
band, “you shall come and live with us; our
chief would regard you as his richest treasure,
for he delights in music, and although some few
of his merrymen may sing a cheerful song, not
one can touch the harpstrings.”

“But I cannot leave my luckless fellow,” repli-
ed Malcolm, “wherever I go must he go also, for
“our lot has been long the same, and we could not
live apart from each other.”

“Nay, nay, but he also shall share our hospi-
tality, and thy voice must pay his reckoning, and
if T judge aright, it well may do so, for its wealth
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seems boundless ! =0 follow us, and wo will con-
duct thee to our stranghold 1

disgust, terror and surprise the compact so readi-
ly formed by his friend, to join the robber band
a3 he believed them to be.  But the ascendency
which Maleolm had gained over him during the
last two days, was too great for resistanee, especial-
ly when resistance was go utterly useless, and
when the robbers hade him rise and accompany
thew, he did soin perfeet silence, and wondering
how this adventure now would terminate ; while
Maleolm talked familiarly with his new friends,
and seemnd perfectly at home in their society.
Francis although much displeased at the prospect
of thus foining a robber band, was grateful to Mal-
flm for the arriSee which Lad shiclded him from
their imnerm?
the furce, and ¥

¥ pretending Dlnesss
from what he felt his pride could never stoop to
do, ennct the minstrel for the amusement of a
band of robbers. Guided by their new com-
Panions, they passed through the defiles of the
Mountains, and more than an hour clapsed during
Which time Maleolm had won much ou the regard
o his new friends. Suddenly they plunged into
edepth of a forest which seemed impenetrable,
™d for some time moved onward with slow and
ilsome pace, for through the thick foliage of the
NS¢ wood, not one ray of light could penetrate,
iw]“]c fallen branches and projecting rocks, .made
:' -"1mo§t impossible for Francis and Malcolm,
° were wholly unacquainted with the ground,
a° Pur'sue their way. They knew they were
:‘“ndmg the side of an eminence, and Francis
“mbled with a secret dread of what might be
" fate, for he began to feel the utmost dread
ISnew associates.
I“’.'Sing at length into a thicket so dense that it
b‘: Vith the utmost difficulty they could pene-
. >itat all, they moved onward only by parting
om’?nches tomake a passage,and sometimes they
Oreed to stoop almost to the ground, to pro-
. 8 all through the thicket. Nota word, save
N 0d then g smothered whisper, was spoken.
N ¢ ]'ength the thicket was passed and they
“hile N an open space of & few feet in width,

of

8|
.;:: :; a m‘ountain, many feet in height,and in the
hrge Which appeared a small opening, hardly
€nough to enable a person to enter with
P n‘yb“t tO\v_nrd which the leader of the little
wity Made his way, and all the others, together
%Ur two minstrels, followed him. They
g r:’; Bmfxll cavern which was perfectly dark,
" which no opening appeared, but on dis-

Mnann

fore them arose the almost perpendicular -
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placing one of the rocks which formed the sido,

. a brilliant light streamed through the aperture,
Francis had heard with mingled feelings of ¢

and a sort of staircase was seen, down which the
party descended, and when they reached the bot-
tom, they found themselves in a spacious apart-
ment in which were seated some twelve or fif-
teen men, and tbree or four females around a
table well supplied with food. All started up at
the entrance of the party, and for a moment they
stood gazing on the two strangers in silence, and
then one of the band, a tall, commanding, and

- noble looking man, whose bearing bespoke him
. well fitted to be the leader, inquired in a voice

whose duleet tones resisted his every endeavor
to render it stern, * why they had tarried so long,
and who might be the sirangers they brought

* with them?™

“We teck a lonzer route than was infended
when we left the carern,” answered one of the
party, “as we saw no danger from which to shrink,
and as we were returning, the sound of a human
voice singing a merry song drew us from our path,
and we discovered tyese two jolly minstrels who
had wandered from their way, and were benighted
on the mountains, and as we know your ear de-
lights in gentle sounds, we brought them here,
thinking their minstrelsy might perchance prove
grateful to thee'!”

% Humph ! no doubt you acted well, and wisely,
and with discretion which should get for ye
much praise, to guide, perhaps, the feet of our
foes to our retreat, for what better than a minstrel’s
garb could the spy assume, and well yo know,
our enemies are seeking diligently for our retreat |
T thought I could have better trusted ye! but
it matters uot | they shall never tell the tale of
their success ; for mark me well ; they leave not
these mountains living men! but ye are weary,
and need refreshment and rest after your adven-
ture;—let your new allies share with ye !”

The men in silence took their places at the board,
and Malcolm and Francis were also invited to
joininthe repast. Theeyeof Francis wasfixed for
guidance on Malcolm, who took his place with as
much- ease as if he had been one of the bandit
crew, and with right good will began an attack
on the plentiful store. The heart of Francis was
too full to allow him to eat, and he merely tasted
the things set before him. “Thou dost not seem
disposed to share our humble storel” cried

‘the captlain of the band, addressing him, “and

thou art very pale! is it guilt, or terror, which
thus affects thee *

“Ihave naught to fear!” he answered, “ and
no guilt disturbs my mind, and—"

“My fellow minstrcl has been long ill” inter-
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rupted Malcolm, “and it was partly from the

* hope that the bland air of this region would bene-

fit him, that I have lingered with hin here when
ere this I meant to have been far away! A
day or two since I wandered forth with him

. among the hills; we lost our way, and should

have had to remain without a shelter through the
night, but for the kindness of your merrymen,
who found and brought us hither !

“Well you may never want a'heme again;
for T shall not endanger the safety of myself and
followers, by permitting you to depart hence, and
Mayhap I may prevent danger by disposing of
You on the morrow, in a manner that shall
secure your silence | You understand me!”

“Nay, your honor would do no real harm to
two harmless beings like oursclves! besides I
bad hoped that I might be scrviceable to thee I

“Well, I will dispense with thy service for
to-night, perhaps to morrow I may be in a livelier
Mood, and then will I hear thee! But tell me
Pedro what hast thou learyed {”

* Naught of the forces of the state which were
#aid to be out in arms against us; but it is said,
and I belicve it to be true, that the powerful
band of freebooters who have securely established
themsclves amid the fastnesses of the northern
Portions of Mount Jura, have crossed the Rhine,
and dividing into small parties, ventured to pene-
trate the western part of our own realm! Some
daring deeds were done by them in the’ vicinity
of Lindendorf castle ; but they are now again re-
turned to their strong-hold I” ;

“Aye, and well for their safety that they have,
€lse would I boldly lead my men against them,
82d drive them hence | but heard ye nothing of the
Young lord of Lindendorf?”

“Aye much! I visited the cottage of the dell,

- 20d found the youth severely wounded by these

8ame varlets of whom I spoke ; they had visited
@ cottage, wounded bonest Peter, took posses-
0 of all that was worth the having, and carried
;"‘Y the beautiful lady of the young lord of Lin-
®ndor, whom the good matron informed me had
8elf received a severe injury from an unknown

% ? which it is probable will prove fatal to his

ife t»

Inﬂt‘-incﬁvely did the eye of Malcolm turn on
mmnels. and he was alarmed at the fraces of
nem"ﬂ anguish visible on his countcnance. Pale
oo e ahrouded victim of the tyrant Death, his
t::: glaring with an unecarthly light, and every

Ure fearfully agitated with the agonizing

of his heart, ’twas decply painful
faithful friend to look upon him, and in
ingenuoug feature, trace the burning feelings
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of the soul. Nor were the thoughts of Malcolm
less bitter, although, by a strong effort, he pre-
served a calm exterior ; he saw that all hape of
saving his unhappy sister was now indecd over,
She was a captive to the power of one fewrful
bandit chicf; Le and Francis to another, Luricd
in the bosom of a wild and gloomy mountain, with
no hope of gaining the world without, and if they
should gain it, wholly ignorant of what route to
take to lead them to the abodes of men; and
the dreadful words of the robher chief still ringiny
in their ears, that “ Not as living men should they
leave his strong-hold,” he felt that it were madness
to indulge even the faintest hope; and then the
emotion of Francis might betray all, should he
be observed by those around him.  But the ready
wit of Malcolm, even in this fearful moment,
failed him not, and springing to the sidc of
Francis, he threw his arm around him and eried :
“ My brother, thou art sinking beneath thy suf-
ferings! the toil of the day has overcome thee !
The cycs of the robber band turned on them,

“but attiibuting the paleness of Francis, as well

as the emotion that shook his frame, to fatizue
and illness, they at once conducted him to a little
nook, where a bed, formed of boughs of trees and
skins of beasts, was neatly and comfortably epread,
and bade him retire to rest. Glad to escape from
the presence of all, that he might indulge, in
secret, the feclings of his overcharged heart, he
quickly obeyed, and in a few moments was left
alone. We will not remain to witness the anguish
of his heart, but return to the spacious cavern, the
scene of the bandit’s home. Again they resumed
their places, and still the discourse went on.
Malcolm listened with eager ear, for the name of
Gustavus de Lindendorf had awakened a vivid
interest in his mind. In what relation could Gus
tavus possibly stand to the robber chicf ?—'Twas
doubitless, cither as friend or foe, but which he as
yet could not determine. '

“Yousaidit wasasyet unknown from whose hand
the Jord Gustavus received the injury of which
you spoke!” at length remarked the robber cap-
tain, “and that he might die of the wound!”

“ So said the old dame of the cottage,” answered
the man to whom the remark was addressed.

« Well, if that be true, we shall lose the service
which he has done us oft-times, to warn us of
coming danger; but then the compact being
broken, the wide domains of Lindendorf will no
longer be sacred ground, safe from our depreda-
tions ! but for this, his beautiful lady wouldnot have
#0 long remained safe at that little cot, forif one
half so lovely as those, our fellows who brou:ht
her from her home, bave proclaimed ber, she
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'; ¥oulg have been a noble prize, and long ere this
+Yould have graced owr mountain palace !

. ¢ eyc of the captain had turned, as he spoke,
P a comer where three men sat apart from
":i Test—three stern, determined-looking men—
' M!ﬂmlm, as his glance fell on them, knew at
r @ that they were natives of Britain's Tsles, and
elt that he was in the presence of those who
™e his lovely sister from her home. Ohl
L tide of str g emotion came over him then,
W did he rejoice that Francis was not there,

| WS emotions might have betrayed them !
!y “Me, you never yet gave us the history of
! enture,” cried one of the men, addressing
! © Englishmen ; “suppose you do so now.”
i Veral Jjoined in the request, and at length the
’; Y, w'l‘s'ﬂn his tale.  He was onc of those persons,
‘y o "0 the tongue once gets an impetus, feel
i n"Q.tllat it should rest from its labors, and
gy "mnll!enoss, which is irksome to the most
Mho';e listener, and irritating almost to torture
S b who feel little or no interest in the sub-
 vig, X Telateq every trifling incident connected
' e ] ® abduction of the lady Isabella; and from
! ing, " Maleolm also learned that Gustavus had
o iy ¢ them, when their task was completed,
"y at le flndit. of the mountains, to whom Otho
© ime rendered some service, by giving
gy :]“‘mg when an armed force was sent out
”lg},t' le‘“’"‘- He also, in the conversation of the
thl, ‘he;:md that Gustavus had compromised
Sl s that the domains of Lindendorf should
Bk g ™ their destruction, for which he under-
iy, g"'e them warning of coming danger, and
f%ty ily by this means he had sccured the
NI Sbella in the cottage of the mountain
; Ythq br:t;'y “ord was as a dagger to the heart
; ii:“'ld sa;er’ and yet he suppressed every emo-
:, &%Pegt; an;s calmly as if to him the tale had no
 ly angg When, as the wine-cup circulated
:’ldu, lxisng tFle band, the chief, notwith-
% L} g h:"'e"lon‘s determination, called on him
ba;:"“ tou:}?ng in a calm x}nd even cheerful
ey Vhile g od the harp-strings with a steady
"o el €Ty voice was hushed in silence by
“g]: d ":)tlius Rotes, and when he ended, ano-
B €T song was demanded, until the

%&he;l:td%dm;_spent ere they retired to rest.
+ Sy o

'

: Meof

'

» 4id Maleolm muse in bitterness of

ha
; !&,,‘:“"le, by d°mt.=stic circle of his now cheer-
hiy o Moming haqg long dawned ere he
Q::hy €3 in 8 eep. ,
iy t‘v:ufﬂSs‘ed n.Wﬂy-—Malcolm had grown
the robber captain, and was

'
'
'
'
]

415:&" ‘vhc,,:e l'hthe sad destiny of the beautiful
,:l%"“ce] ¢ knew was too surely lost to ’
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the favorite of the hand.  Ever ready to enliven
their lonely home by the cheerful tones of his
harp, and apparently well-pleased with their
companionship, they regarded him as a priceless
acquisition, while Francis, under the plea of ill-
ness, managed to pass the most of his time apart
from their society, within the solitude of the quiet
nook which served him for a chamber,
(To be continued )

THE ICEBERG.
BY W. 1L PARKES,

We saw it in the dawning light—
A crystal mountain, dim and vast,
That rose abruptly thrice the height
Of any gallant vessel’s mast;
And far away, on cither hand, B
It slept, & pale and shadowy land.

The surfl was dashing at its base,
And all its sun-tipt summits sent
Their rillets foaming down its face ;
It seemed a floating continent,
That, broken from the arctic world
To warmer zones the tides had whirled.

The sun arosc ; the precipice

Blazed forth in lights of every hue,
Like shivered rainbows in the ice—

The clearest green, the brightest blue,
Pure amber, purple, ruddy gold,
And silver spires, serene and cold.

Unnumbered forms of beauty rare,

Pale moons and meteors, suns and stars.
And jewels such as sultans wear,

Scemed prisoned in with brazen bars,
Or as a thousand crystal halls
Were set for royal festivals.

We gazed until the glowing ice
So clean and high, so brizht and broad,
Grew like a dream of Paradise—
The New Jerusalem of God,
That, fairer than the clouds of even
Was seen descending out of heaven.

Around the spires the wreathing mist
- Scemed angel forms that flew or walked
On battlements of amethyst,
And there in sweet communion talked ;
While we below were souls that wait
To enter through the glorious gate.
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THE CROSS ON TIIE SNOW MOUNTAINS..

A BCANDINAVIAN TALE.

.

CHATTER I.

A sure, & rude, pine-built vessel, lay tossing and
heaving, and tempest-driven on s Southern sea.
Brave, wild-looking Norsemen were on her deck,
breasting the storm and controlling the ship with
a desperate strength and almost ferocious energy,
which, in those carly days, stood in the place of
skill. For it was in the time of Europe’s stormy,
unfettered youth, when civilization was just
dawning in those of its climes which were nearest
the sun.  But the ship came from the North, the
wild and savage North; her pine timbers had
once rocked to the tempests in a Scandinavian
forest, and afterward, Winter by Winter, had strug-
gled with the ice-bound waters of Scandinavian
seas, It was the ship of a Viking.
The vessel scemed struggling between the sea
and sky. The leaden, low clouds, almost rested
on her topmost masts, ns if to press her down
Into the boiling deep; the storm-spirits howled
above her—the waves answered the roar from be-
heath, And in the ship there was one faint,
Wailing cry, which made that wild chorus the
birth-hymn of a human soul.
The mother, the young mother of an hour, lay
unconscious of all the turmoil around her.  With
the angel of birth came the angel of death; al-
ready the shadow of his wings was upon her.
The Viking sat at her fect, still, stern, immoveable.
Perhaps he now felt how it was that the fair Sou-
thern flower, stolen and forcibly planted on a cold,
orthern rock, had withered so soon. He eat
With his grey head resting on his rough, wrink-
d hands, his cold, blue eyes, bencath their
2y brows, looking with an iron-bound, tearless
ible grief, upon the death-white face of his
Joung gpouse.
. The nurse laid the baby on a silken cushion at
16 feet.
. “Let my Jord look upon his son, his heir. This
8 ajoyful day for the noble Jarl Hialmar. Praise
%0 Odin; ah, it is o blessed day I”

The Viking's eye turned to the child, and then

k again to the mother, and o slight quivering
‘b"l‘h\ted the stern lips.

A blessed day, Ulva, sayest thou, and she

" A gesture and a glance, half of scorn
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and half of Latred, showed how the Norzewoman
felt toward the dezolate Southern maid, who had
become the Viking’s bride.  Ulva expressed, in
the metaphorical poctry of her eountry, what she
dared not ray in plain langunge.

“There was a poor, frail, Southern flower, and
under the shadow of its leaves sprang up a seed-
ling pine. What mattered it that the flower
withered, when the noble pine grew? Wag it
not glory enough to have sheltercd the young
seed, and then died?  What was the weak South-
em plant compared to the stately tree—the glory
of the North? Let it perich. Why should my
lord mourn ¥’

At this moment a low wail burst from the new-
born babe. The sound secmed to pierce like an
arrow of light through the mist of death-slumber
that was fast shrouding the young mother.  Her
marble fingers fluttered, her eyes opened and
turned with an imploring gaze toward the nurse,
who had taken in her arms the moaning child.

“She asks for the babe—ugive it” muttered the
father.

But the hard rigid features of Ulva showed no
pity.

“I guard my lord’s child,” she said ; “ his young
life must not be perilled by the touch of death.”

The mother’s eyes wandered toward her hus-
band with a mute, agonized ecntreaty, that went
to his heart.

“ Give me the child,” his strong voice thunder-

_ed unmindful of the terror which convulsed every

limb of that frail, perishing form. He laid the
babe on her breast, already cold, and guided the
feeble dying hands, until they wrapped it round
in a close embrace.

‘« Now, Clotilde, what wouldst thou }—speak "
he said, and his voice grew strangely gentle.

Then the strength of a mother’s heart conquered
even death for a time. Then Jarl's wife lovked
in her lord's face, and spoke faintly,

“ Ulva said truly—I die. It was not for me to
see agnin my sunny land. But my lord was kind
to bear me thither once more, though it is too
late. I had rather sleep under the soft billows
that wash against the shore of my own land, than
beneath the Northern snows ; they have frozen my
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heart. Not even thou canst warm it, my babe,
my little babet”

The Viking listened without reply. His face
was turned away, but his strong, muscular hands
were clenched, until the blue veins rose up like
knots. At that moment he saw before him, in
fancy a young eaptive maiden, who knelt at his
feet, and clasped his robe, praying that he would
send her back to her own Southern home,  Then
he boheld a pale woman, the wife of a noble Jarl,
with her distinetive chain on her neck, a golden-
fettered slave, And both wore the same face,
though hardly so white and calm, as the one that
draoped over the young babe, with the mourn-
fal Jament—*they have frozen my heart ; they
have frozen my heart!”

And Hialmar felt that he had bestowod the
Jarl's coronet and the nuptial ring with a hand
little less guilty than if it had been a murderer's.

“Clotilde,” whispered he, “thou and I shall
flever meet more, in life or after. Thou goest to
the Christian heaven—I shall drink mead in the
Valhalla of my fathers. Before we part, forgive
Meif 1did thee wrong, and say if there is any
token by which T may prove that I repent.”

The Jying mother's eyes wandered from her
¢hild 1o it father, and there was in them lcss of
fear ang more of love than he had ever seen.

“ Hihlmﬁ’ she murmured, “ I forgive—forgive
e, too, Perhaps I might have striven more to
love thee; but the dove could not live in the sea-
8le's nest, It is best to die. I have only one
lpr"‘)"ﬁl'~mke my babe with thee to my own land;;

€t him stay there in his frail childhood, and betroth

8entle, that he may not regard with the pride and
:‘f"‘“_ of his Northern blood, the mother to whom
nf birth was death.”
" I promise,” said the Viking, and he lifted his
gm’:‘ 5Word to swear by.
Mh"f that; pot that”! cried the young mother
With desperate energy she half rose from her
bre —~ ? sec blood ‘upon it—my father'’s—my
en's. 0, God! not that”
oH:‘;Pﬂrstitious fear seemed to strike like ice
St the Jarl's frame. He laid down the

SWord R .
of the'ba all;;l took in his giant palm the tmy hand

- This chirg shall be a token between us” he
n,ll :}::rscly. “T swear by thy son and mine to
But ou askest, Clotilde dic in pence”
the blessing was wafted after an already
ol soy),
°’0uc]‘;: ;“-’ll‘tcd up from the comner whero she had
*» 8nd took tho child. As she did so she

feyt
N its neck 5 little silver cross which the ex-

'™ there to some bride who will make his nature -

piring mother had sccretly contrived to place
there—the only baptism Clotilde could give her
babe. Ulva snatched it awny, and trampled on
it.

“ e is all Norsc now, truc son of the Vikin-
ger—Great Odin; dry up in his young veins every
drop of the accursed stranger’s blood, and make

him wholly the child of Hialinar |”

»* * * * * * *

Another birth seene. It was among the vine-
covered plaing of France, where, at the foot of a
feudal castle, the limpid Garonne flowed. All
was mirth, and sunshine, and song, within and
without. Of Charlemagne’s knights, there was
none braver than Sir Loys of Aveyran. And he
was rich, too; his vineyards lay far and wide, out-
spread to the glowing sun of Southern France—so
that the minstrels who came to cclebrate the ap-
proaching birth, had good reason to hail the heir
of Sir Loys of Aveyran. An heir it must be, all
felt certain, for the knight had already a goodly
train of four daughters, and orisons innumerable
had been put up to the Virgin and all the saints,
that the next might be a son.

It must be a son—for the old nurse of Sir Loys
a strange woman, who almost dead to this world,
was said to peep dimly into the world beyond,
had seen a vision of a young armed warrior, climb-
ing snow-covered hills, leading by the hand a fair,
spirit like maiden, while the twain between them
bore a golden cross, the device of Sir Loys; and
the mother-expectant had dreamed of a beautiful
boy’s face, with clustering amber hair, and beside
it appeared another less fair, but more feminine
~—until at last both faded, and fading, scemed to
blend into one. Thereupon the nurse interpreted
the two visions as signifying that at the same
time would be born, in some distant land, a future
bride for the heir.

At last, just after sunset, a light arose in the
turret window—a signal to the assembled watch-
ers that one more being was added to the earth.
The child was born. !

Oh, strange and solemn - birth-hour, when God
breathes into flesh a new spark of his divinity, and
makes unto himself another humansoul! A soul,
it may be, so great, so pure, $o glorious, that the
whole world acknowledges it to come from God ;
or, even now confessing, is swayed by it as by a por-
tion of the divine cssence.  Oh, mysterious instant
of a new creation—a creation greater than that of
a material worldt Tho shouts rose up from the
valleys, the joy-fires blazed on the hills, when the
light in the turret was suddenly soen to dirappear.
It had been dashed down by the hand of Sir Loys,
in rage that Heaven had only granted him a
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to quail before the indomitable and almost super-

Batural resolve that shone in her eyes.

“Ulrika, I have spoken—take away the child,
and let me g0,” he said ; and his tones sounded
more like an entreaty than command.

But the woman still confronted him with her®

wild imperious eyes, beneath which bis own sank
10 confusion. She—that frail creature, who seemed
Need but & breath from death’s icy lips to
p.hmge her into the already open tomb—she ruled
'™ 8s mind rules matter, as the soul commands
g‘“ body. Loys of Aveyran, the bravest of
; :‘:"lemagne'a knights, was like a child beforo
“ What wouldst thou Ulrika 1" he said at last.

poShe Pointed to the babe, and obeying her im-
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daughter.  Poor unwelcome little wailer! whose ¢ At the touch of the mailed fingers, the little one
birth brought no glad pride to the father's cye, E lifted up its voice in a half-subdued cry, ;
no smile even to the mother’s pale lips.  The at- ; “ Ave Mary 1" said the knight, in dicgust; «j¢ )
?cnd:mts hardly dured to glance at the helpless 2 is a puny, wailing imp. If Heaven has, indeed, &
innacent, who lay uncared for and unregarded. ¢ sent it, Heaven may take it hack aguin, for there f
All tremb}cd at the stormy passions of the knight, 2 are daughters enough in the house of Aveyran, 5
and' stealing away, left the babe alone. Then ; This one shall be a nun—"tis fit for notliing else
Ulrika, the old German nurse, came and stood 5 “Shame on thee, sacrilegious man'” cricd Tl ;
before her foster-son, with Lis little daughter in g rika, indignantly. . ;
ber arms 5 But the knight left he iftly ihan :
. ght left her more swiftly than ever
“8ir Loys,” she said, “ God has sent thee one ; he had fled from a foe. The aged nurse threw
more jewel tokeep ; give unto it the token of joy- E hersclf on her knees before a rude inage of the
ful acceptance, the father's kiss.” ¢ Virgin, at whose feet she laid the child.

But Sir Loys turned away in bittér wrath, | § “Oh! holy Mother,” she prayed, “lct not e
“It is no treasure; it is a burthen—a curso! g dreams and visions of the night be unfulfilied. |
Woman, what were “all thy dreams worth? ¢ believe them—T only of all this house.  Fur my
Where is the noble boy which thou and the Lady ¢ faitl’s suke, give to this innocent that glorious dow
of Aveyran sawi Tools that ye were! And I, 2 tiny which, with prophetic cye, I saw. The |
to believe in such dreaming,” § world casteth ber out—take her, O Mother, into /

There came a wondrous dignity to the German § thy sacred arms, and make Lier pure, and meck, |
Woman's small, spare, age-bent form, and a wild g and holy, like thyself. I go the way of all the
enthusinsm kindled in her still lustrous eyes, ¢ earth; but thou, O Blessed one, into thy amms, I §
ﬁv}“ Sham;d be ‘;he lips <;f the Il{night of Aveyran, g give this maid.” :

ien such words come from them. The dreams When Ulrika rose up, the saw that her petition ¢
which Heaven sends, Heaven will fulfil, Dare g had not been offered in solitude. Another person ’
'1}0_': thou to cast contempt on mine age, and on ? had entcred the turret chamber. It was a younyg
‘1}118 young bud, fresh from the hands of angels, g man—the counterpart of herself in the small, ¢
Whicli heaven can cause to open into a goodly form, yellow face, and wild, dark eyes. He wore 4
ﬂ"‘\’(a\r. Doubt not, Sir Loys, the dream will yet § a dress half lay, half clerical, and his whole ap-
come trye.” pearance was that of one immersed in deep stud- :
to'fl'he knight laughed derisively, and was about { ies, and almost oblivious of the ordinary affairs of ;
cave the apartment; but Ulrika :tood in bis § life. :

. . 4 ] )

Way. With one arm she held the little one close ¢ Mother, is that the child ?” he said, .abruptly.
% her breast—the other she raised with imperious g “Well, son, and hast thou also come to cast }
Ehesmre, tl‘xint formed a strange contrast to her g shame on this poor unwelcome one, like the man 3
unken, diminutive figure.—The knight, strong ¢ Wwho has just gone from hence f-—I blush to say ¢
"_“d stalwart as he was, might have crushed her g thy foster-brother and thy lord,” was the stern an- :

ke & worm on his patbway, and yet he seemed § swer of Ulrika. 2

$
§
¢
%
g
§
2

WV? gosture, the father stooped down, and
its forechead with tho sign of the cross.
K\\M. .

.

é

The student knelt on one knee, and took gently
the baby-hand that peeped out of the purple man-
tle prepared for the heir. He examined it long
and cagerly— .

“One may see the flowers form in the bud, and
I might, perhaps, trace the lines even now,” he
said. “Ah/ there it is—even as Ircad in the stars
~=& noble nature—a life destined for some great
end. Yet these crosses—oh! fate strange and
solemn, but not sad. And some aspecis of her
birth are the eame as mine own. It is marvcl-
lous !”

* Ahl my son—my noble Ansgarius—rwilt thou
still go on with thy uncarthly lore? It is not
meet for onc to whom holy Church has long open-
ed her bosom ; and said, come, my child—my
only ono—I would fain see thee less learncd,
and more pious. What art thou now muttering
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over this babe—some of thy sccrets about the
stars? - All—all ave vanity 1"

*Mother,” sald Ansgavius, sternly, “thou be-
licvest in thy dreams and revelations from Hen-
ven—I in my science.  Let neither Judge the
other harshly, for the world outside thus judges
both.”

And he went on with his carnest examination
of the child's palm ocasionally moving to the
turret window to lovk out on the sky, now all
glittering with stars, and then again consulting
the tablets that he always carried in his gir-
dle.

Ulrika watched him with a steady and mourn-
ful guze, which softened into the light of a moth-
er's Jove Ler dark, gleaming, almost fierce eyes.
or rather crouched, at the foot of the
Virgin's niche, with the babe asleep on her knees..
Her Jean yellow fingers ran over the beads of her
Tusary, and her lips moved silently.

“Mother,” said Ansgarius, suddenly, “ what art,
thou doing there ¢”

“ Praying for thee, my son,” she answered—
“praying that these devices lead thee not astray
and that thou mayest find at last the true wis-
dom.”

“I want it not—I belicve but what I know,
and have proved, It was thy will which clad me
in this priest's garment. I opposed it not, but Iy
will seck God in my own way. I will climb to
His heaven by the might of knowledge—that
wone will make me like unto Him.”

Ulrika turned away from her son.

“And it was to this man—this proud, self-glo-
Tifier—that I would fain have ¢onfided the pure
young soul this night sent upon the carth! No—
800 of my bosom—my life's care—may the Mer-
cful One be long-suffering with thee until the
change in thy spirit come. And this worse than

She sat,

orphan babe, O Mother of consolation, I lay at thy -

et with the last orison of a life spent in prayers.
For this new human soul, accept the offering of
that which now comes to thee.”

Ulrika's latter words were faint and indistinet,
2ad her hiead leaned heavily against the feet of

N image, Her son absorbed in his pursuits,
"either saw nor heard, Suddenly she arose, stood
UPright, aud cried with a loud, clear, joyful
Volce—. .

“It will come, that glory—I see it now—the
8olden cross ¢he bears upon the hills of snow.

€re are footsteps before her—they- are thine,
8 of my hopes—child of my long enduring faith |

Arius—my Ansgarius—thou art the blessed

“the choscn ono I”

e voice failed suddenly.’ and she sank on
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bended knees, at the feet of the Virgin. Ansgarius,
startled and alinost terrified, lifted up his head,
s that the lampliglit illumined her face. The son,
looked on his dead mother.

citarrer JL

Tiet us pass over a few years, before we stand
once more in the gray towers of Aveyran,

It was a feast, for Sir Loys was entertaining
a strange guest—an old man, who came unatten-
ded and unaccompanied, save by a child and its
nurse. Ife had claimed, rather than implored,
hospitality ; and though he came in such humble
guise, there was a nobility in his bearing which
impressed the knight with perfect faith in
his truth, when the wanderer declared his rank to
be equal with that of Sir Loys himself, ,

“Who I am and what I seek, I will reveal ere
I depart,” abruptly said the wanderer; and with
the chivalrous courtesy of old, the host sought to
know no more, but bade him welcome to Avey-
ran.

The old man sat at the board, stern, grave, and
immoveable as a statue; but his little son ron
hither and thither, and played with the knight's
wife and her maidens, who praised his fair silken
hair, his childish beanty, and his fearless confi-
dence, But wherever he moved, there followed
him continually, the cold, piercing eyes of the
nurse—a tall woman, whose dress was forcign,
and who never uttered a word, save in a tongue
which sounded strange and harsh in the musical
ears of the Provencals.

. The feast over, the guest arose, and addressed
the knight of Aveyran—

“8ir Loys, for the welcome and good cheer
thou hast given, receive the thanks of Hialmar
Jarl, chief of all the Vikings of the Nort},.”

At this name, once the terror of half of Europe,
the knight made a gesture of surprise, aud a thrill
of apprehension ran through the hall. Hialmar
saw it, and a proud emile bent his lips.

“ Children of the South, ye need not fear, tho;gh
the sen eagle is in your very nest; he is old and
grey—his talons are weak now,” said the Jarl,
adopting the metaphorical name which had been
given him in former times, and which was his boast
still,

“Hialmar is welcome—we fear no enemy in a
guest and a stranger,” answered Sir Loys. “ Let
the noble Jarl say on.”

The Viking continued—

I have vowed to take for my son a Southemn
bride. Throughout Europs, I have found no nest
in which the young-eagle could mate. Sir Loys
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of Aveyran, thou art noble and courteous—thou
hast many fair daughters—give me one; that 1
may betroth Ler unto my son.”

At this sudden proposition, Sir Loys looked
aghast and the Lady of Aveyran uttered a sup-
pressed shrick ; for the Vikings were universally
regarded with terror, as barbarous heathens; and
many were the legends of young maidens carried
off by them with a short and rough wooing.

Hialmar glanced at the terror-stricken faces
around, and his own grew dark with anger.

“Is there here any eraven son of France who
dares despise a union with tho mighty line of Hi-
almar{” he ericd threateningly. “But the ship
of the Viking rides on the near seas, and the sea-
eagle will make his talons strong, and his pinions
broad, yet.”

- 8ir Loys half-drew his sword, and then repla-
ced it. He was too truc a knight to show dis-
courtesy to an aged and unarmed guest.

“ Hialmar,” he answered, calmly, “ thy words
are somewhat free, but mine shall remember thy
gray hairs. Thou seest my four daughters ; but I
cannot give onc as thy son's bride, secing they are
already betrothed in the fashion of our country ;
aid a good knight's pledge is never broken.”

“And are there no more of the line of Avey-
Tan ¥ inquired Hialmar, .

Sir Loys was about to reply, when, from a side-
table that had been spread with meagre, lenten
fare, contrasting with the plenty-laden board,
there roge up a man in amonk’s dress. From un-
der the close cowl two piercing eyes confronted
the lord of Aveyran. They seemed to force truth
from hig lipa against his will. ’

“I have one child more,” he said, “ poor worth- -

les plant, but she will be made a nun.
08t thoy
riun »

Why
gnze on me so strangely, Father Ansga-
added the knight uneasily. Ulrika—Hea-
¥en rest her soul ”—and he crossed himse. almost
fearfully thy mother Ulrika seems to look at
™e from thine eyes”"
“Even 80,” said the monk, in a low tone.
" en Loys of Aveyran, hear her voice from my
P Teeo in the words of this strange guest the
orking of Hoaven's will. Do thou dispute it not.
1 for the child Hermolin.”
'e knight's loud laugh rang out as scornfully
Jears bofore in the little turrot-chamber.
What!” said he, though he took courteous
wkre the words should not reach Hialmar’s ears,
o I'to be swayed hither and thithér by old
Ma's dreams and pricstly propheciesi I

'Ousht it was b
y thy consent, good father, that
W bacome a nun, and ?)ow thou sayest

lhe

sh
be:r;l\nll wed this young whelp of a Northern
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Ansgarius replicd not to this eontemptuoug
Fpeeeh, but his commanding eyes met the knight's,
and onee azgain the bold Sir Loys grew humble;
as if the dead Ulrika’s soul had passed into that
of her #on, s0 as to sway her foster child atill:

“Tt is a strange thing for a servant of haly
Church to break a vow, especially which devotes
a child to the Virgin. T dare not do so great a
sin!” faintly arzued the lord of Aveyran,

Bui it scemed as though the cloudy false sub-
terfuge ‘with which the knight had veiled Lis
meaning fell off, picreed throuzh and through Ly
the lightning of those trutl-penetrating eyes,
Sir Loys reddened to the very Lrow, with eonfu-
sion as much as with anger.”

“Isabella,” he muttered, *desire orie of thy
maidens to bring hither our youngest child.”

The silent, meek lady of Aveyran had never a
word of opposition to any of her Jord's hehests,
She only lifted up her placid cyes in astoni-hment
at this unusual command, and then obeyed it,

Hermolin was brought trembling, weeping, too
terrified even to struggle.  Oh, sad and darkened
image of childhood, when a gleam of unwonted
kindness and love seemed to strike almost with
fear the poor desolate little heart, accustomel only
toagloumylife of coldness and neglect. For the dis-
like, almost hatred, that fell like a shadow on her
unwelcome birth, had gatbered deeper and darker
over the lonely child. No futher's smile! no
mother’s caresses, were her portion. Shut out
from the sunshine of love, the young plant grew
up frail, wan, feeble, without beauty or bright-
ness. No one ever heard from Hermolin's lips
the glad laughter of infancy : among her sisters,
she seemed like a shadow in the midst of their
brightness.  As she stood in the doorway, cowor-
ing under the robe of her conductor, her thin hands
hiding her pale face, so unlike a child’s in its
sharp outline, and her large restless eyes glancing
in terror on all before her, the Norsewoman's
freezing gaze was the first turned toward her.

“By Odin! and it is such poor, worthless gifts
as this that the Christians offer to their Gods!”
she muttered in her own language.

“ What art thou saying, Ulva #” sharply asked
the Viking.

“ Nothing, my lord,” she answered, submissively
“but that the young Olof has at last found him-
solf a bride. Look there.”

The noble boy, whose fearless, frank, and gene-
rous epirit even now shone out, had darted for-
ward, and now, with hiz arms clagped round Her-
molin’s neck, was soothing her fears, and trying
to oncourage her with childish caresses. The
little girl understood not a word of his strange
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Norse tonzue, but tho tones wero gentle and 3 Northern maiden to his bosom, and the foutstep of

loving.  She looked up at the sweet young face
that bent over her, half-wondering at something
which scemed new to her in the blue oyea and
bright golden hair.  T'wining her fingera in one of
Olor"s abundant locks, she compared it with one
of her own long dark curls, laughed a low mu-
sical laugh, and finally, re-assured, put up
her little mouth to kiss him, in periect confidence,

Olof, proud of his success, led the little maiden
through the reom, amid many a covert smile and
jost.

But when the two children enme near Sir Loys,
Hermolin shrank back, and clung, weeping, to
Olof'sbreast. There wasnolovein the father's heart,
but there was much of pride and bitterness. The
child's unconscious terror proclaimed aloud all the
Secrets of her eheerless life ; it angered him beyond
endurance. He clenched his gauntleted hands, and
though he strove to make his tone calm, as became
A right courteous knight, yet there was in it somo-
what of wrathfal sarcasm, as he addressed his
Buest, *

“Jarl  Hialmar, there stands my youngest
hild—though her looks would seem to belie the
Moble blood she owns. Heaven may take her, or
thou—T care little which, so as I am no more bur-
theneq i) a jewel T covet not.”

The Norseman eyed with curiosity and doubt
the frail, trembling child, who stood still enshielded

Y onf s arms. It might be that the magic of that
“Yish love drew also the father's pity toward the
tle Hermolin
Ploring Jook of those deep, lustrous brown eyes,
l“’“‘s”lﬂ)&ck the memory of others, which long ago
ad d"Oopcrl indarkness—the darknessof alifowith

Ove. The Jarl's face wore a new softncas and
m“:rmess when he beheld Hermolin ; she felt it,
knee&embled not when Olof led her to his father’s

H‘almar, still irresoluto, turned to the nurse
herormod behind, watching every movement of

. Oster-gon,

Ulv“’n

st b be said, in his Norse language, “ thou

mar "

" ush that deepened and faded momentarily
o 'marble check ; and she said in her heart—

tl:: Vell; death will come beforo the bridal
. n, the vow fulfilled, Oloff shall take a
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the stranger shall not defilo the hall of his futhers?”

Then Ulva bent humbly before the Viking,
saying aloud—

“My lips are not worthy to utter their desire;
but has not the young Olof himsclf chosen §  T'he
great Odin sometimes speaks his will by the lips of
babes, ns well as by those of aged scers. It may
be s0 now I”

“Ttshall be!” cried Iialmar. “Sir Loys, I take
thy daughter to be mine, according as thou saidst.
Thy Church must seck another votary ; for Her-
molin shall be Olof’s bride”

So saying, ho enclosed both the children in his
embrace, at which young Olof laughed, and clap-
ped his hands, while the little Hermolin, half
afraid, half wondering, only looked in the boy’s
bright face, and her own was lit up with confidence
and joy. So, during the wholo ceremony of betro-
thal, the baby-bride still scemed to draw courage
and gladness from the fearless smile of her boy,
lover, never removing her gaze from that sweet
countenance, which had thus dawued upon her,
the first love sunshine; her young life had ever
known.

When Olof was parted from his childish spouse,
she clung to him with a wild despairing energy,
almost torrible in one g0 young. Lic called her by
the new name they had taught him to use toward
her, and which he uttered, and she heard—both
now unconscious of the solemn life-bond it implied.
Yet still it appeared to have o soothing influ-
ence; her tears ceased, and her delicate frame
was no longer convulsed with grief. She lay in
his arme, still and composed. Butat that moment
there bont over them a tall dark shadow; it seem-
ed to the child’s vivid imagination onc of those
evil speetral forms of which she had heard, and
Ulva interposed her strong grasp. The last sight
that Hermolin saw was not the beaming face
already so fondly beloved, of her young bride-
groom, but the countenance of the Norsewoman
had turned round upon her, with the gloomy, threa-
tening brow, and the white tecth glittering in a

dhilg ‘eﬂ faithful, even as a mother, to thy lord’s § yet more fearful emile. No wonder that, years

“’ﬂm‘-ed‘mat sayest thou—shall we take this poor ¢ after, it haunted the child, coming between her

of iy babe as a bride for tho last of the race ¢ and the sunny image which from that time ever
Vlvg: visited ber dreams, less like a reality than an angel

derey ;‘ °°}d eyesregarded Hermolin; they wan- 4 from the unknown world. )

ing g, m:“l Jex\lmfs eagerncss over the slight droop- : —_—

ay L the white thin arms, that scemed wasting CHAPTRR IIL

"i“ing Wl ¢ the last snow-wreaths of Winter ; the —

Bryeatnt the shadow of the convent walls the
child Hermolin grew up.  Her world was not that
of her kindred; between ‘her and them a line of
scparation was drawn that might not bo crossed,
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She lived all alone.  This was the destiny of her
childhood and dawning youth. It washer father's
will; she knew it, and murmured not.  She lifted
up to leaven those affections which she was for-
bidden to indulge on carth; and when she came
to the Virgin's feet, hier prayers and her love were
less those of a devotee to a saint, than that of a
child whose heart yearned toward a mnother.  She
spent in vigue reveries those sweet, tender fancies
which might have brightened home ; and for all
brother and sister love, her heart gathered its every
tendril around the remembered image, whieh, star-
like, had risen on her early childhood. It was her
first memory ; beyond it all secemed a shapeless
dream of pain and darkness. The image was that
of Olof. They had told her that she was his betroth-
ed—that he alone of all the world laid claim to
her; and though she understood not the tic nor the
fulfilment that might come one day, still she clung
to it as to some strange blessedness and joy that
had been once and would be again, of which the
bright beautiful face with its golden-shadowed
hair, was a remembrance and an augury. Once in
a convent picture—rude, perhaps, yet most beau-
tiful to her—the child fancied the limned head bore
a likeness to this dream-image, and from that time
It was impressed more firmly on her imagination
It mingled strangely with Ler vows and prayers
and, above all, with her shadowy pictures of the
futurd, over which, throughout her childhood such
mystery hung.

Hermolin knew that she had been devoted to
the service of Heaven. From her still convent she
beheld the distant towers of Aveyran ; she saw
the festive train that carried away her eldest sister
a bride; she heard from over the plains the dull

ent which told of her unseen mother’s death ;

the joined the vespers for the departed soul. But

all these tokens of the outside world were to her,

only phantasms of life. Far above them all, and

ooking down upon them, as a star looks down on
® unquiet earth, dwelt Hermolin, ’

Yet sho knew also that it would not be always so.

® nuns regarded her as set apart, and not one
of themsclves, Round her neck she wore the be-
trothal ring, which as, day by day, her small child-
18h hang grew to maiden roundness, she used to
"“faw on, in a mood too earnest to be mere sport,
i w"nden'ng how soon the finger would fit the token,

#0d with that, what strange change would come.
Nd a8 her childhood passed by, Hermolin began
> 8ee & deeper meaning in the exhortations of one
*2€ loved dearest in the world—the monk who had
Rher confessor, friend and counsellor all her

©—Father Ansgarius.
ve had come o change over the son of Ulrika.
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Who can tell how strong is a mother's prayer{
The answering joy which her life eonld not attain
to, was given to her death. A flower «prung up
from the mother's dust, which brought peace, and
holiness, and gladness into the basom of the son,
After her death, Ansgarius bLelieved. Ife be-
lieved, not with the arid, lifeless fuith of an assent-
ing intellect, but the full, deep camestness of a
heart which takes into it<clf God’s image, and is
all-penctrated with the sunshine of His presence,
The great and learned man saw that there was a
higher knowledge still—that which made him even
as a little child, ery, “O thou All-wise, trach e
—0 thou All-merciful, love me /"

Thus a spirit, strong as a man’s and gentle axa
woman's, guided the early years of Hermolin—tlie
child of prayers. And so itis; God ever answers
these heartbesecechings, not always in the maaner
we will it—even as the moisture which rises up to
heaven in soft dew sometimes fails down in rain:
but it surely does fall, and where earth most needs
it. Gradually as her younz soul was nurtured in
peace and holi ness, Ansgarius unfolded the future
mission, in which he believed, with all the earnest-
ness that singles out from the rest of mankind the
true apostle—the man sent.

Hermolin listened humbly, reverently, then joy-
fully. On her young mind the story of Ulrika's
dream impressed itself with a vivid power, from
which her whole ideas took their coloring.” And
deeper, stronger, more engrossing bhecame her
worship of that golden-haired angel-youth who,
with her, was to bear unto the snow-covered
mountains the holy cross. She had no thought of
human love; in her mind, Olof was only an earth-
incarnation of the saint before whose likeness she
daily prayed, and who would come one day and
lead her on her life's journey, to fulfil the destiny
of which Ansgarius epoke. But when, as years
passed, her beautiful womanhood expanded leaf
by leaf, liko the bud of a rose, to which every
day there comes a deeper color and a lovelier
form, Hermolin was conscious of a new want in
her soul.

It was not enough that the beloved ideal should
haunt her thoughts, and look on her in her slum-
bers—a glorious being to be regarded with a wor-
ship deep, wild, as only the heart of dreaming
girthood knows. Hermolin bad need of a more
human and answering love. In all that she saw
of the world’s beauty—in all the new, glad feel-
ings which overflowed her heart—she longed for
some dear eyes to look into—some dear hand to
press—that her deep happiness might not waste
itself unshared. Looking out from her bower in
the couvent garden, she sometimes saw, in the
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twilighe, young lovers wandering along the green
hill-side, singing their Provengal lays, or sitting
side by side ina Lappy silence, which is to the
lad outburst of love what the night, with her
Pure, starlit quiet, and her deep pulses—heating
Al the fuller for that mysterious stillness—is to
the sunny, open, all-rejoicing day.  And’ then
Hermolin's bosom thiilled with an unwonted
Motion; and she thought how strangoe and Leau-
st b that double life, when each twin
Crt says to the other, “ T am not mine own, but

‘im‘—nn_\', T am not thine, but thyself—a part
of thee
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Dut all these fancies Hermolin folded up close-
¥ in ber majden bosom, though he knew not why
" dids0.  And even when the time came that
® token-ring ever clasped her delicate finger
With 3 loving embrace, she still lived her pure
© g Deaceful life, awaiting the perfecting of that
dost"‘,\' which she believed was to come.
ri;;tl]%t' on a day when it was not his wont to

‘it the convent, Ansgarius appeared. He found

QZt}'oung maiden sitting at her embroidery be-
In‘ 1 the picture which was Ler delight. Often

! often the gaudy work fell from her hands,
fae; :)S}m looked up at the beautiful and nobl

"2t scemed to watch over her.
pnpi';*'n'“fi‘us came and stood beside his young
e, .w His ‘movements were rcstlvss,.nnd his
: ousn:z‘l.el'm.g; :x'nd thc):e was an u\nqu:et trem-
! ey “ In hls.vmce, which spoke more of the
! Whie 15 Vorld without, than of the subdued peace
¢ ever abided within the convent walls.
foa Olin was seized with a like uneasiness.

: efi fnth.cr," she said—for she had long since
i fathe, to give that title to her only friend—*“my
foay ‘fhﬂt is it that troubles thee " )

é c;‘e‘i‘t say the same to thee, dear child ; for
iz 1 flushed and thine eye bright,” the
¢
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«p BsWered, evasively.
Hermol‘ow Dot why, but my heart is not at rest,”
ir el‘f:saui, “I feel a vague expectation, as
r o rC 8 Voice calling me that T must an-
> nd grige and go”
;i ft“hc" of Ansgarius was lighted up with o
0y Usasm.  « 1t ig the power of the Virgin
; timg ige %hild” he murmured, The time, the
- Mogy . & hang | My daughter, wait,” he said
‘Bt byt f";:)’ 3 “if the call be Heaven's, thou canst
“1 doi"“’ 8t Heaven's good pleasure.”
;e folgeq ]I Will,” said Hermolin meekly ; and
hey Oy, ‘er hands upon her young bosom, while
“Ang no"' 8ave her the benediction. )
. vy Iy child, I have somewhat to say
“Yeq y 0t thou listen 1
M °T%, my father,” she answered, scating ¢
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herself at his feet, while her fingers Played with
& coarse rosary of wooden beads, which she had
worn all her life.  After a Jong silence, it caught
the eye of the monk, and he burst fortli—

* Child, ¢hild, dare not mako a toy of that holy
relie; never look at it but with prayers. Remem-
ber whose dying fingers once closed over it—on
whose cold breast it onco lay—ay, along with
theel”

“T remember,” said Hermolin, softly. “For-
give me, O father, forgive me—Dblessed soul of
Ulrika ;" and, kissing the crucifix, she raised her
pure eyes to heaven.

“Amen " snid Ansgarius, devoutly. “ And,
O mother! strengthen me to tell this child of the
past and the future—mine and hers”

He remained silent for a’little, and then said
suddenly—#

“ Hermolin, thou knowest what she was, and
how she died. Listen, while I speak, not of her,
the blessed onc! but of myself, and my sin, I
lived in darkness, I scorned the light, until it
burst upon me with the brightness of her soul,
shed from its glorious wings when it rose to God.
In that night Ilay down, and dreamed I walked
along a road all foul, and strewed with briars and
thorns. Then came a vision; it was the last of
earthly mothers, Mary. She showed me a bright
pathway on which moved glorious angels, like
women in countenance. One face was that which
had bent over my childhood, youth, and manhood,
with untiring love. Oh, mother! how I sprang
forward with a yearning heart to thee: but the
vision stood between us, and I heard a voice say-
ing, *Son, thou canst never go to thy mother till
thy fect are no longer defiled. Leave that thorny
way, and ascend to the heavenly road” Then I
awoke, and knew what my sin had been. O mo-
ther saint, pray for me in heaven, that it may not
be laid to my charge.”

The monk sighed heavily, and bent down his
head, already thickly strewn with the snowy foot-
steps of age. Then Hermolin stood up, and her
face was as that of a young saint, resplendent
with the inward shining of her pure, heaven-kin-
dled soul; and she said, in a tone like one in-
spived,—

“ God and thy mother have forgiven thee, since
thou hast done the will of both toward me. If,
as thou hast said, I must go forth at Heaven's
bidding for a life to be apent in working that

“holy will, all men, and the angels that wait on

men, ehall behold that it is thy word I speak—it
is thy spirit which dwells in me”

® For this incident in the life of Ansgarius, seo the

 History of Sweden,” translated by Mary Howltt,
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Ansgariug looked amazed, for never before had
the maiden given such utterance to the thoughts
Which pervaded her whole life.  Again he mur-
Mured, “ The time is near” But even while he
tegarded her, another change seemed to come
over the fitful spirit of Hermolin, She sank at
the monk’s feet, and bathed them with a shower
of tears, ’
*Oh father, guide me,” she wept. “I am not
38 I was; there is a change—I fecl it in my
heart, and I tremble.”
“ It is the shadow of thy coming fate, my child,”
8aid Ansgarius, solemuly ; “ know thy bridegroom
is at hang”
Hermolin sprang up with a wild gesture of joy:
“Olof I—Olof! Is Olof here §” she cricd.
And then, with an instinctive impulse of maid-
enly shume-facedness, she drooped her head, and
hid her burning checks under the novice's veil she
Wore, .
_Ansgarius continued. ¢ A ship lies at the
Tiver'y mouth, and froni the towers of Aveyran I
8w 4 train winding across the plain. It may be
4t of the son of Hialmar. Nay, why art thou
h"3"1\)ling, child? Dost thou shrink from thy
estiny 1_thou, the chosen of the Virgin, whom
Ave reared up to this end with daily and night-
'Y prayers,” added Ansgarius, sternly.
But the - ascetic monk, absorbed in the one
p“'_'POSe of\ his existence, knew not the wild flut-
Tings of that young heart, nor how at the mo-
“0t Hermolin was less the devotee, ready to
York oyt her life’s aim, than the timid maiden
of ut to welcome, in her betrothed, the realization
A Whole girlhood’s dream of ideal love. Ans-
v; U8 took her by the hand, and led her to the
gin’s shrine, There, at his bidding, Hermolin,
UWnconscious of what she did, renewed her
of dedication ; but while she knelt, the noise
hm“lde, yet joyful music, was heard, and up the
¥ound a goodly train. First of all there rode
¢ Who, to the strong frame and almost giant
of o Ortions of manhood, added the clear, fair fce
o outh. Hig long, sun-bright locks floated in
emv:'m('i, and hig
h“"n » his eye, bold and frank, was that of one
lo | Jule, and there was pride even in his
]"lew. Y"t,\ﬂlrough all this change, Hermolin
%th“ face was the same which had been tho
~ung © of her childhood—the dream of her youth
uolofellhem leaped toward her bridegroom.
fogy fo my 9]0{ 1" she cried, aud would have
Whig h‘ Meet him, with the same child-like love
M"ky Poured itself forth with tears on his
%:‘"‘l before, in tho castle of Aveyran, but
U8 8tood before her.
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“I am little versed in the world's ways,” Lo
said, “yet it scems to me that this is scurcely the
guise in which a maiden should go to meet her
bridegroom ;" and Le glinced at the coarsc nun's
dress which always enfoided the light form of
Hermolin.  The words touched a new chord in
the soul of the young betrothed.

Never, until then, had Hermolin thought whe-
ther she were beautiful or no. In her calm retire.
ment sbe heard no idle talk about maiden’s charms,
Day after day she attired herself in her simple
dress, and felt no grief in folding up her long
silken tresses under her close veil, or cveloping
her slender figure in the coarse rope and thick
girdle of cord.  But now her heart beat with any-
iety ; she fled hastily away to her own chamber,
There she found the aged nun who attended her,
while many. rich garments, such as high-born
damsels wore, lay scattered ubout. The glisten-
ing of them dazzled and confused Ifermolin's
senses.  She stood motionless, while the nun sj-
lently exchanged her rimple robe for the new at-
tire ; and then, while she beheld hereelf in this
unworted likeness, her courage failed, her whole
frame trembled, and she wept passionately,

Hermolin felt that she wasnot beautiful. Ano-
ther might perhaps have seen, in the tmall, al- |
most child-like form, an airy grace that atoned for
its want of dignity, and have traced admiringly
the warm Southern blood that gave richness to
the clear brown skin. But Hermolin had known
one only ideal of perfection ; and all beauty that
bore no likencss to Olof, was as nothing in her
eyes.

Soon, ringing through the still convent, she
heard a bold, clear voice, and the girlish weakness
passed away, while a boundless devotion sprung
up in the woman’s heart of Hermolin. Love,
which united the clinging tenderness of the bu-
man, with the deep worship of the divine, took
possession of her inmost soul. When she stood
before her bridegroom, she thought no more—sho
became absorbed in him, And when young Olof,
in his somewhat rough but affectionate greeting,
lifted his fairy-like bride up in his strong arms,
be little knew how decp and wild was the devo-
tion of that heart, which then cast itself down at
his feet, to be cherished, cast aside, or trampled
on, yet loving evermore. :

——

" CHAPTER 1V,

On, gaily on, ploughing the same seas which
bad carried on their stormy breast the dead and
the newly born, went the ehip of the young Norse
chioftain. And onward to the same Northern howe,
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“ from beneath whose lighting shadow the dying
; mothet had been bome, was watted another Sou-
¢ thern bride. But it was not with her as with the
wife of Hislmar. Love, mighty, all-enduring love,
made Iermolin go forth, strong and fearless. She
: stooxl on the rocking deck, with the dark, surging,
¢ shoreless waves before her eyes, not the green,
¢ theep-besprinkled meads, and purple vinoyards of
¢ Provence, with the rude voices and the wild coun-
! tenances of the Viking's erew ever haunting her,
¢ instead of the vesper chants, and the mild-fuced
¢ mns, with their noiscless, sweeping garmente.
¢ But Hermoiin trembled not, doubted not, for Olof
¢ was near her, and his presence lighted up her
¢ world with joy. The freezing North wind secmed
{ 10 blaw across her brow with the softness of a
Im-scented breeze, when she met it, standing
¥ her husband’s side, or leaning against his
reast,  She looked not once back to the: sunny
shore of Provence, but ever onward to the North,
the strong and daring North, without fear, and in
the fulness of hope, for it was Olof's land.

Aud Lie, the one, sole master of this golden
mine of Jove, this true woman’s heart, pure asrich,
and rich as beautiful, how was it with him. He
ook it as a Jong-preserved possession, which came
; :" him a3 a right, whose value be never troubled
» imself to cstimate. The voung heir of the Vi-
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: ““'fl, during 1he few sasons of restless idleness
: which intervened by chance between his hunting
- " his war expeditions, the soft dark eyes and
tining arms of a littlo child had crossed his
: Menory, but Ulva, his nurse, said such ideas were
+ ¥eak and womanish in a chieftain's son, and bade
: " " drive them away with bold thoughts and ac-
© ¢ deeds, more becoming in a man.
J .Q‘_;l“;l Hialmar lived to behold his son the brav-
‘ i \;’ the young Northern warriors, and then sank
e ‘¢ embrace of the Volkyrim. He died in bat-
N "‘°“'~‘ haud on his sword, and the other grasping
M‘;:g lock of woman's hair. On this relic he
' s m}:lft son of the dead Clotilde swear, by the
_— e s mf:ther, to claim from the lord of France,
ety O fair words or foree of arms, his plighted
; n:‘ and so Olof, longing for adventurous deeds
: youtlf :““s‘e, went forth with all the eagerness ¢f
: i"priz: ;;\s quest. A little while he rejoiced in
! Nliggg v»"] }ic a child toying with a precious jewel ;
" ingg yy " Mle he softened his bold fierce nature
 th X
. oren' “oking in hia face, whercon was set the seal
. the ::;t angelie beauty, Hermolin believed in
* halggq" Ztion of all her dreams. The golden-

.

. the hel::‘e’:lt gll":lrcr peaceful youth, lived again in

I T

- Kinghad Leard, 71 Be e, of the Sovthern bride -

¢ semblanco of gentleness and love; and -

b

And so it was that, in the wild fulness of this
new joy, this blessed human love, Hernolin, the
child vowed to the Virgin, the pious maiden of
the convent, became merged in Hermolin the wife
of the young northern Jarl. It was less the pupil

of Ausgarius scnt forth, Ieaven-guided, on her

holy mission, than the devoted woman who would
fain cling, through life and death, unio her heart’s
chosen.  Gradually the shadow of an carthly love
was gliding between the pure spirit and heaven’s
light, and when it is so, ever with that soul-eclipse,
darkness comes.

When the ship rode upon the seas, Olof’s mien
wore less of bridegroom tenderness, and he grew
chafed and restless at times. He lingered not at
Hermolin's side, to Jisten while she spoke of her
childish past, or talk to her of the future—of their
Northern home. He never now, in lover-like
playfulness, made her teach him the almost for-
gotten speech of his mother’s land, or laughed
when her sweet lips tried in vain fo frume the
harsh accents of the North, Many a time, Her-
molin stood loncly by the vessel’s side, trying to
bring back to her soul those boly and pure thoughts
which had once made a heaven of solitude. But
still in the clouds, to which she lifted her eyes, in
the waves which dashed almost against ber feet,
the only saw and beard Olof's face and Olafs
Toen sle =ter ke pardoz
wiorls of Arsguriz steeed Talcking the
ship, that, as he still fervently believed, bore,
dove-like, the olive-branch of peace, and pure
faith to that Northern land—

“My child,” he said, “love thy husband—wor-
ship only God.”

And, conscious of its wild idolatry, the heart of
Hermolin trembled, so that it dared not even pray.

At last the vessel neared the land of the North,
with its giant snow-mountains, its dark pine-
forests, its wild, desolate plains. To the eyes of
the young Provengale it scemcd, in its winter-
bound stillness, like the dead carth lying, awfully
beautiful, bepeath ber white-folded shroud. Her-
molin fclt as though she stood at the entrance of
the land of shadows, with its solemn gloom, its
eternal silence ; and yet, while she gazed, ber soul
was filled with a sublimo rapture. She crept to

Ime pa - = e
Trioe woll rezis
. wien ke

tho side of her young spouse, folded his hand in

her bosom, and looked up timidly in his faco—

4 Oh, my Olof,” she whispered, “this then is
our home—this is thy land—low beautiful it is—
how grand I”

The young Juil looked down on his fair wife,
and ‘smiled at her evident emotion, with the care-
less superiority with which he might have regard-
cd the vagarles of a wayward child.
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“Yes,” he answered, “it is a goodly land ; thero
pine forests are full of hears, and the sea kings
have had many a well-fought battle with the land
robbers in the defiles of the mountains, It was
there that the sword of Olof was first reddened,”
the Jarl continued, prondly, while his lips curled
and his eyes grew dilated,

A little did Hermolin shrink, even from that
beloved hand she was folding to her heart; but
immediately «he drew closer to him, and wound
his arm avound her neck.

“ Do not say this, my Olof,” shé murmured, ca-
ressingly ; *let us talk rather of that glad time
when there shall be no more warfare, the time of
which I have often told thee, my beloved, when
the golden cross shines on the white snow, and
thouand I "

But Olof silenced her with a burst of half-deri-
sive laughter. “Not I, my fair Wife, not . Thou
mayst dream among thy pretty toys, thy crosses,
and rosaries ; such playthings are fit for women
and children, but the son of Hialmar trusts to the
faith of his fathers. Do as thou wilt, little one,
only let me handle the hunting-spear, and guide
the ship, and drain the mead-cups. Odin loves
the bold arm of a warrior better than the puling
'1ips of a saint, and the blood of an encmy is more
Precious in his sight than a thousand whining
Prayers. But see, there are my good soldiers
awaithhg us. Hark! their shouts of welcome.

Verily, I am glad to see again my father's land I”.
And the young Viking stood on his vessel's

deck, magnificent in his proud and fearless beau-
ty, acknowledging bis follower’s wild aoclaime, ns
t-"0)' rang through the still Winter air. He saw
Bot that his bride had shrunk away from his side,
t°' Where none could witness her agony. Her
Wild, tearless eycs, wandered from the ghostlike
Mountains to the cold, clear, frosty sky, but the
Solemn beauty of the sceno was gone—all was
desolation now. It seemed to her a world on
Which the light of heaven and its life-giving smile
d never shone—a world where all was coldness,
8ad silence, and death, and in it she stood alone
~alone with the ruins of a life’s dream.
Hermolin neither wept nor struggled against
®F misery, There was no anger in her heart,
o0ly utter despair. She looked at Olof where ho
; 00 the very ideal of proud and glorious man-
00d, in all things resembling the dream image
S0 many years. Hermolin's soul clung to it

and to him, with wild intensity, that madé her

V0 seom almost terriblo in ite strength. And

thus, whilo sho thought of her lifo to come, Hor-
D thought less of the unveiling of his heart’s

¢ than at the knowledge of the doep faith-
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fulness that would make enduring sorrow the por-
tion of her own, "

“T love him,” she mouned, “ through all—in
spite of all—I love him! Olof, my noble, my
beautiful ; the light of my. life. O God, have
mercy—have mercy on me!”

{To be continued.)

PUBLIC OPINION CONTROLLED BY AU.
THORITY.

AN excellent moral is contained in the story of
the painter, vyho, after finishing his master-picee,
exposed it in a public place, soliciting the [rsserss
by to criticise it closely, and declare its merits,
The blotted canvass coon revealed a varicty of
opinions, each contradictory to every other, yet
none expressive of the rlightest approbation. The
disappointed artist in dirgust withdrew his pic-
ture from the vulgar gaze, and determining iu fu.
ture to consult no critic but himself, removed its
stains, revived its colors, and restored to it its
former beauty. And thus, throughout society, wo
find it true, that he who seeks for wiiversal
praise, is universally condemned. A strong de-
sire to win the good opinions of our fellow-men,
seems indeed to be among the most salutary seu-
timents which we can entertain.  In the absence
of nobler motives, it naturally serves to deter us
from committing acts which would prejudicially
affect our welfare; it suggests to us decorum
since indecency is always hateful ; it keeps ns
virtuous, since virtue is more popular than vice,
But though this sentiment, when properly re-
strained, must be regarded as eminently condu-
cive to the interests of humanity, it is plain, that
under injudicious cultivation, it epeedily degener-
ates so far as to destroy its natural good, and
thwart the purpose for which it was originally
implanted in the human breast. When suffered
to prevail unchecked, it chills the warmest sym-
pathies, and subdues the strongest affections; it
binds the most exalted aspirations, and wastes
the most enduring energics. Subject to its in-
fluence, man forgets the real purpose of his being,
and descending to the basest machinations, pros-
titutes his reason to the service of his passions.

The ways in which this inordinate love of gen-
eral approbation is created, are various. But its
origin falls less within the scope of our remarks,
than its ¢ffects; these wo have pronounced to be
pernicious, and we now proceed briefly to inquire
bow far our judgment can be sustained.

And, first of all, wo find that an excessive love
of the applause of others, leads us to degrade our-
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telves, This prineiple is true in all its applica-
tions.  Whenever such a feeling induces us im-
are recommmended to us by the world, rather than
to refleet and form them for ourselves, it subju-
Rates the intelleet, and renders it o passive slave
 dominating dogmas,  And whenever, fearing
j the popular indignation, we cast aside our firm
¢ Convietions, and refrain from teaching what we
; el is true, we voluntarily resign the noblest
i Pivilege we have—the right to elevate and im-
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{ Wit that o fixed state of public opinion, so far ag

Tespects all the essential rules of human conduct,
N been found to contribute largely towards
malnmiuin'g general morality, We know that
A of the condemnation of men Las ofttimes
Umed aside the dagger of the assassin, and ex-
"M3uished the torch of the incendiary. But pub-
OPinion, however protective of happiness it
Y sometimes be, is sometimes also cruel and
PPressive, Then, instead of moderating the ec-
Bricitios of individuals, and giving a healthy
© 10 the manners and morals of socicty, it vio-
tly crushes private judgment, imposes arbitra-
%S upon the human mind, and fetters the
ee “Pment of virtue and of truth. To this, in
age, the apostles of liberty, and science,
o "eligion, have been forced to pay humiliating
ilec; This\ i't was that racked the limbs of
e » that spilled the blood of Sidney and .of
im' that seattered to the winds the ashes of
€T and Ridley. This it is which sets up
ards of religious and political belief, all non-
Pty to which it hastens to proscribe &
Ml 10 \ astens to proseri 2
' a) feason. Thus, arbitrary and tyranni.
F (‘.tards the progress of true philosophy
freq dii 'Sion and true happiness, by prohibiting
. CUSsion, Then how lain is it, that he who
hc"ﬁt‘,es ] H s p .’. N
to) N 18 own judgment to propitiate the in-
f e of tho mwltitude, departs from the faith-
‘vrwhi;nn?m‘e of those high and noble duties
o frl Lis Gog created him,
! Dinjey, “Quently oppressive character of public
; tiog o ;eems. chiefly to result from that disposi-
AT © mind of man, which induces him to
; th"‘ty and guidance in the sentiments of
: lﬁ hﬂler th g‘fl
; gy Dan his own.
'ﬂiuns't:nd 80 commits his conscience and his
‘?""lerg the 1feeping of his friends. He learns
ln""ﬂesmw“hout distinction the decisions of
'*_-b.c& of o He loscs sight of all the circum-
oe he’:‘e and place, which constitute the
Ween their condition and his own,
*human nature is progressive. He
OrTor from the contemplation of re-
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Plicitly to receive as sound, the doctrines which /

¢ Prove the condition of mankind.  We frecly ad- !
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form, aud clings most lovingly to every specics
of abuse, which can present for its defence the ap-
probation of antiquity. Thus precedents usurp
the place, and hold the rank of principles. Onco
fixed in their position, they remain inunutable,
A point decided by a testy judge, or sleepy
bisliop, reguiates for ever the disposition of our
property, or the tenets of our creed. Ience
arises the lamentable fuct, that to an exclusive
few is now entrusted the direction of the public
mind.  Those whom accident has raised to this
unnutural position, though possessing no exemp-
tion from the ordinauy fiailties of Liumanity, pro-
mulgate their idlest conceits as infullible doctrines,
and threaten with disgrace and ruin, all who ven-
ture to deny or to distrust them. So long bas
this tyrannical authority been exercised, so accus-
tomed has mankind become submiissively to yield
toit, that scarce trace remains ofthe unalienable
right of private judgment. In the language of an
illustrious modern writer, “ the multitude dare not
think, and the thinking dare not speak”  The re-
flection is indeed sufficiently Lumiliatihg, that,
with all our progress in the useful and the pleas-
ing arts, with all our various additions to the
means of physical and intellectual enjoyment, we
still display n spirit of the deadliest intolerance,
if at any time a fondly-cherished theory seems
liable to he oxploded, or a delightful error resign
its place to an obnoxious truth.

In concluding these few observations, we re-
mark, that the evils just referred to, Pproceeding,
a8 they do, from an unnuturally created perversi-
ty of public sentiment, are plainly not.without

their appropriate remedy. Such a remedy is -

found alone in the unrestricted cxercise of private
judgment. This" excrcise of private judgment,
while it is by no means inconsistent with a high
and just regard for the deliberately conceived
opinions of the wise and good, will shicld us from
the prejudices of presumptuous ignorance, and
the encroachiments of usurped authority. When-
ever, in the history of man, it has steadily attack-
ed oppression, bigotry or error, it has met but
brief and incffectual resistance. Neither the
casuistries of a corrupted priesthood, nor the edicts

of sanguinary despots, have withstood its might .

when thoroughly aroused. Let it be aroused to-
day,—let the public mind be brought to feel how
long it has continued in degrading subjection “to
self-constituted rulers, and speedily would be dis-
pelled the mists which dim the brightness of
Christianity, and obscm:e the.path of human duty.

W.P.C.
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EXTRACTS,

FROM THE JOURNAL OF A COUNTRY CURATE.

May 24th—How quiet is this world in which
I live—this perfect country life—no vestige of
artificinlity near me. My study window is now
Spea—the two elms opposite in full leaf—the
breeze of o heavenly May afternoon in upon my
brow—and on my right, a sca of undulating
Wood, fresh as P'aradise when the first sun was
Setting in its beauty. :

I have now preached here three times, and ev-
ey time with carnestness and a deep feeling of
My responsibility to God and to my simple flock.
The chureh is old and large ; last Sabbath the
OWer part was well filled ; the farmers are will-
1ag to come a long distance, and when they come,
§ hey listen; and so I work hard ; and when one
§ 188 work, Carlysle thinks it nonsense to ask for
§ Ppiness. Our destiny is Womrk—and a high
§ Sostiny it is ; we must try and gird ourselves to
: " Tshall work all T can, but T do not hope to
¢ Work all weakness and folly out of me, till I get
§ M old—if old I grow—as to be too dull for work,
g ud too insipid even for folly. Perhaps it is the
$ Bature of wolitary wretches like me to be alter-
$ Mately children and cynics.

é 28th.—T am literally buried in the woods here,
:
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"0 sometimes find it very eolitary. ‘So was I
t Summer, yet never felt it lonely—but then, I
3 hiear a city, where I went once in seven days
Preach to an humble congregation. There
'le’:" things, too, connceted with that sojourn,
-~ eh mark it ns never to be forgotten ; and this
o nle Feason, doubtless, why it haunts me so oft-
vi °W That pleasant room under the hill, how
18 the remembrance of its quiet comforts ;—

1 the walk or drive to the city—the Sabbath
'-‘mng

Passed with dear friends—the small
F“cnch ith de: 3 _

! When bed, with its snow-white draperies, which,
¢ I remained the night, was allotted to me—
é de Cheerful breakfast—the morning farewell—my
¢ Ure for my country nest, bearing with me
é loog: “Might of M's smile. As these dear recol-
;‘ Ong ®owd into my brain, it becomes dizzy,
$ oo Tun into the ficlds to get away from thought.
$ ~—Another day of perfect quict in my
: Vorlsry Solitude, and with regard to tlio groat
g l: "’“d.» my position, I sometimes think, is
: own . Uch like that of un oyster, I livo on my
$ fow, Pot, and know, or fecl only that which
up to

QM

We; and as this spot is away from
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the shore, but little reaches me. It is therefore
uscless for my friends to complain, as some of
them have done of late, of my rilence, #ince Lhave
no facts to record, which are the proper materials

B AR

B TN

for letters.  If mine were a merry mood, T might

give pleasantries instead; but having ncither
facts nor pleasantrics,—nay, nor feelings, for my
heart seems, this day or two back, withered up
within me—how can I write, what even my dear-
est friend might not care to read.

28th—In every sad and sullen mood, such as
that of yesterday, I am saved from eynicism by
the rcbuke which the constant benignity of na-
ture administers, Even, as I recorded in the last
sentence, my moody melancholy; I turned my
gaze from the white surfuce of my paper, with its
black scrawlings to the fair midday sky, on which
the temperate sun was pencilling a gospel of
beauty. And so it is again this morning—blue,
cloudless, serene. My boasted clms, too, scem
quite slive, bolding strange converse with the
Summer wind ; most cloquently they talk and
sing—the larger branches rocking in heavy bass,
and every leaf quivering in treble tones! Glori-
ous harps they are of many strings! Solemn is
the voico of heaven that thrills them, and fine is
the harmony of this noble chorus. Who can tell
me why this is so vain to us mortals, and to me
most of alli Iknow how M. would answer my
inquiry ; she would eay truly to me,—~* Your
eyes are not closed, but they are downward, and

" miss the glory that is over you—your beart is

choked with vauities, and feels not the gooduess
that surrounds you—jyour ears are dull of hearing
and deaf to the sweet sounds of nature, and you
will not listen, charm they cver so wisely.”
29th—Had a letter from L, reproving my
morbiduess. I am sensible that I more than
merited the rebuke, and bad it been sharper than
it was, I could have bome it for its friendship
and its eloquence. I will strive and pray, without
ceasing, to recover a more healthy tone ; but to
one purpose at lcast Iam true, and that is, dili-
gence in my vocation ; and this is good for me, as
it is for every onc. I onght to be contented here,
isolatod a8 I am from cultivated minds, for I am
in the performance of high dutics, laboring for
great ends—the elevation and salvation of the hu-
man soul. I preach to my flock with an unction
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that scems to move them, but I write not for
farmers and peasants only, but for men, whose na-
tures are everywhere the same. .

30th.—The noon bell is ringing ; our neighbor-
hoad is still as Paradise but for this bell.  The
people are busy in their fields, and not a lazy
wanderer or beggar strolls along the road, as if to
remind you that roads can only be wheroe there
are men to travel. I must answer the summons
of old Margery to my primitive dinmer. The
roast will be brown, the potatoes smoking, the
water ey cool ; yet when the appetite is wanting,
one would rather loiter than eat, and rather dream
than drink. But there is an original dog here,
with which I will hold a conversation,
. long bady, short lezs, and a most comical bark.
¢ He must be a quiz among his canine friends.

e et A AR A AR A A A AR A SA L S A NN ST

Heisa sagacious quadruped withal, and knows
Liix own praperty to a blade of grass; within this
tange, the staunchest of demoerats—out of it a
courtier, ITe would not let me enter the deor,
When T first came to reside here, without an inde-
Pendent “bow ! wow I” but I had not been one
day an inmate, when the scoundrel seemed to un-
derstand my position and his, and treated me
Vith the politeness of a Parisian "hotcl-keeper.
This is nonsense ; but I could say so much of the

Serivus, that I fear to trust my pen by commenc-
ing,
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_ June 1st—To day the weather is glorious, giv-
g us, a3 T hope, the opening promise of a bright
nd lovely Summer, It is just such a day as that
olast year on which I departed for G. The sun
B shining through my windows, and many, many
ughts are crowding on my brain, - As the sea-
0n opens and advances, I must labor assiduously,
 these thouyhts will come in thicker and darker
u %5¢8 ; my mind is bent on' work, and in that is
lny Pleasure and my safety. This morning, spent
R our in reading German ; stammered through
.np"‘frfe or two of Goethe, and, wretched as I am
ini\ 0 the mere alphabet of the language, I can
ph;c;rn the~ masterly artist in the exquisite sim-
‘irab]y of his style. Oh, that simplicity | how de-
% yet how difficult to attain. - )
.:"L\Sat down last evening to answer L’s
udly letter, but found, as I advanced, it would
“wi) luguhrious; so I made of it a blaze, and
¢ the fire burned, behold I mused.” On the
® I might ag well have written from one of
Suleq Walpole's, or from Mrs, Radcliffe’s fancied
“s; ':gd from a haunted chamber filled with
e fha ly of ghosta, Thoughts crowded about
Seemed to take shape and stare at me.
vy :Rm‘!y was peopled. I will not say that it
-'%gether a welcome or a joyous populations
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but they did not ask my coneent to be there—
they arose without my call, and they remained
without my will. No r=adder ghosts can arise,
than those of our own thoughts; and, whether when
living they wére evil or good, they come back
always from their graves with looks of melancho-
ly—they are always pale, cither with remorse or
with regret. But I should not say, they come
from their graves; for thought never dies; and
this is a most awful, and a most solemn truth;
thought is tho essence of our life—it is the action
of our immortal nature—and the obscurity of for-
getfulness is a shade, but not a shroud. Ghosts
come out of the darkness, but they come from the
living, not from the dead. )

6th.—To-day brought me an unexpected visitor
—my old fricnd B., who has so long been a wan-
derer from clime to clime. He is just offered a
most eligible position in M., but declinesit. Why
did he not accept it? I should be_sick to the
heart with such a life of vagrancy, as he leads,
and long for the repose of a home. This constant
going about bas a tendency to harden .the heart,
and vulgarize the imagination, to weaken the ca-
pacity of attachment, to put impulsesin the place
of feelings, and to substituto intoxication of mind,
alternated by disgust and lassitude, for simple
affections and genial sensibility. And the more
a nature has in it the necessity to give or receive
kinduess, the more it is in danger from this sort
of life and its influences. I have no doubt that
many a young lad who left his mother’s arms for
a commission in the army or navy, with the germ
in his heart of every tender and noble quality, has
returned after a few years to his paternal home,
confirmed in selfishness and ervors~if errors can
be,—by the mere action of an itincrating habit on
his character. No, our moral nature is like a tree,
—it requiroes a settled position in which to grow,
and it withers and dies by too frequent a trans-
plantation.

15th—1I have to-day heard of the death of my
frieitd S., ond the tidings have filled me with sor-
row,—sorrow, not for him, who has but passed on
to & higher and happier life, but for those who
remain still in this vale of shadows, mourning hig
early departure from their presence,—for her espe-
cially, the stricken wife and infant child, who have
in him lost their best earthly friend and protector.
That child, so fondly expected, first saw the light,
when its father’s eyes were just closing in death.
Thus it is in this short scene—death treads uponthe
heels of birth, and the bridal is on the threshold
of the burial—the songs of the wedding are turn-
ed into lamentations and mourning,and the bride-
groom is carried from his chamber to the tomb,
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Poor S.was o man of great natural goodness, 1lig
manners seemed odd to those who did not know
him, and were offensive to those who can tolerato
no individuality. But his heart was generous and
sincere, a fountain of benevolence that had no
limit but his power. Ile abounded in wit and
mirth, which enlivened a colloquial eloquence of
a very high kind—an cloquence, brilliant, caustic,
and original—often pungent with sarcasm—often
truc in expression, pregnant with meaning, and
often imbued with the deepest pathos. I have
lost in Lim a true friend—lost him for a time—
for the fricndship, the affection, which united us
here, will re-unite us in that world of perfect
sympathy and joy whither he has, but for a brief
season, preceded me,

Conforting, indeed, is that belief with regard
toa future life, wich I cherish most sincerely—that
we shall carry thither all our best affections along
with us, If it were not so, this is no being worth
having; and, in order that such may be the case,
We must there recognize the objects of them—we
must again know those whom we have fondly
loved—those to whom we were closely and ten-
derly bound in this trying world—this world
Which has surely sorrows enough, and carcs heavy
to be borne. It were n sad idea, then, to enter-

tain, that the immortality promised to us in ano- |

ther, should be only an unlimited strangeness.
Yes, wany reasons impress the conviction on my
Soul, that the affections of the earth do not perish
i the grave,—that the light of the heart is not
extinguished in the dust.

Love, that everlasting and universal instinet of
Our nature, cannot be given us to be disappointed.
Christ does not speak on this subject, the subject
peaks in him, or rather lives in him. Clirist does
no.t. &0 to prove the existence of a- God, or of a
SPiritual world, for a God and a spiritual animate
fllnost every word he utters. And so, I think it
! with the immortality of the affections. His
¥hole nature scems to consist in love. Can Jove
then, be mortal?  Would God kindle in the hu-
an breast that spark which should reflect'in this
ld earth of ours the ncarest image of himself,

t when the breast should moulder, the spark

20uld not flame up into holier brightness, but
"0k in utter darkness? No; impossible! It
Vould be unworthy the children of a Father whose
thi ¢ is Love, to believe so. For me, I care no-
,'“_8 for naked intellect—for intellectual power,
s““-mction, fame —separately from the glow of
l3;:‘1"“‘-1!)’; and if nothing is to survive but this
act renson of mine, then would I willingly
Perish altogothor, .
Ut no, I hopo—nay, I feel assured—that I shall
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again mect all those to whom T have been attach-
ed in this, to me, weary pilgrimage, in that scene
where a rest i for us all who have fought and
conquered in the battle of life—a rest for our
grict-worn hearts, and for our bruised and bleed-
ing apirits; therefore let us be strong and of good
cheer.

20.~A letter from L. cheered me this morning ;
his friendship never cools, and with all the ardor
of a bay, he urges me to visit him. But I cannot;
D.is a place which I «hall probably never re-
visit; there are such places in every onc's pil-
grimage—spots on which he has sojourned for a
little, but which henceforth are to be as scvered
from his material presence, as if the grave en-
closed him. There is something not only melan.
choly but incongruous, in a casual return to such
places. Just to touch them, and then to vanish,

is like a visit from the dead—the mere flitting of

a ghost, toJgaze and pass away, to renew only
sadness, and to gain or give no joy. But, even in
another sphere of being, our hearts may not be
insensible to associations that once could stir them,
so in this world our spirits may live by friendly
communication with those whom we may ncver
again behold face to facd.

25th.—TI have thought and felt much for those
who mourn the sudden death of 8., but to-day I
heard of F.s affliction, and its vastness renders
theirs almost trivial in comparison. Great indeed
is that sorrow which not only wounds affection
with the keenest sense of loss, but prolongs a kill-
ing grief by placing the object of the loss can-
stantly before it. Alas! what hearts beneath the
din of the world, are pining or breaking in the

dark silence to which that din cannot reach. How ¢

many a lowly mourner trying to call forth strength
out of the atrophy of hopeless sadness, and moan-
ing almost in the words of Tennyson :

“Tm weary, I'm weary, I wish that I were dead,”

F, happily, has Christian faith and Christinn
courage ; but how many have them not—weeping
out their eycs in solitude, and beating their
wounded breasts in the frenzy of anguish. Oh!
it is indeed a stedfnst confidence that never trem-
bles or doubts in such 8 world. Good and need-
ful was that prayer of the Apostle: “ Lord, in-
crease our faith” As for me, I almost limit my
desires to health of body and soundness of mind,
a death before age, and a sudden one ; all, how-
ever, in submission to the Great Sovercign.

Hnappiness, experience has long convinced 1ie,
is a vain pursuit,—~as a motive to action, selfish-
noss--ns an end of this life, an illusion. Since
reading Carlyale's “ Past and Present,” Ihave cast
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out of my woral voerbulary, T am taught by
that yreat thinker, that the best which existence
&n give us, we shall find in work, T assent to
the Lesson, and T am striving to leam it Ttis late
10 begin, but the past is inevitable--the seconds
Which remuin, must, therefore, be used to the best
“d\‘:m::u:c.

Avzust Jth—Tow time passes onward ; three
Months Lave T lived in this sequestered place—
Uree months ia the world, but not of it--the re-
fed and ecltivated portion of it T mean, for it is
Ay rarely that I seck the society of such; T work
barg g, my study, and if T have an evening to
*pare, T spend it in the primitive homes of some
Mnon g my simple flock.  Oceasionally, I loiter to
u_"(‘ighlmling town, where Miss R. sings for me

¢ & nightingale, or Miss G. plays Mr me like an
; Angg)
Il T

=

Bur how

my pen runs upon myself! ever the
Bine

Jnm“":f“",\': and ‘\\'ho else is to scx: these earcless
il %, made at mten.'als as a relief from harder
Bui, after all, this approach to sclf, monoto-

R as gt is, as we advance in life, becomes a ne-

/ :‘:’;2') and‘a.nnfuf'al law, so far ns life confines
trugy 1, one’s individual being and interests. The
““\'lli.: t}'ilt we do s.oou pace the round of our
m"ddi:\j.\f' and th«fn, if we have only these, we go
iy 1o llkc n lmll-horsc‘ the samo weary cu'.clc
i m’f;“‘ again, and again.  The first xcv:olutu)n
ehness and delight—every step is new,
duu:;ixy impulsc is p]ca»'.'x.nt--bnt (hen.comes
by, > “Pathy, and yet this dogged motion, af-
Seases to be agreeable, grows necessary as
But, properly, our life ought not to be,
e it . 50 surely as ‘it is, f\fter it.s Jirst expe-
iy, will be filled with disappointment and
There s nothing limitless but God's

ivey,
by *¢, and God's nature; nothing deathloss
eellenee,

tis
ﬁ'i‘ on}
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Y ia these that life has interminable ac-
's:"‘:l immeasyrable scope. While we live
o S We are imprisoned ; we lie and pine
' | va,.ow‘cel‘l 3 We are as a captive, who would
ligjg of ¥ bis nights and his days by counting the
tyg S chain, or amuse himself by ever and
‘ hisd Tate ing is own portrait on the walls of
iy gc"'l‘ Once out of ourselves, there is in-
it 0:Xxstcnce—an infinity around us in im-
ity Srandeur, an infinity before us in an

-~
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treme or the other, we have nothing in us of duty
or demon,

Within a short period, a chaos of thought has
been floating in my mind about life, man, God,
the universe, immortality, that I strive te mould,
but eannot ; yet I trust a spirit of faith is moving
upon the face of the waters, which will shape it
into order, and cover it with light. Yet this cx-
perience has but revealed to me the wretched
bubble and poverty of much that I hear and read.
Mostsermons, compared with the greatness of their
subjects, are empty and unsatisfying. Of niy own,
T am utterly ashamed, and can scarcely bear to
deliver them, I preach with pain, and listen
with weariness. Nor is<he case better as regards
books—half of them are but mere speckled pages,
But I am consoled by the hope, that a more intense
reality, u profounder thoughtfulness, will yet be
breathed into our literatwreand our theology.
May the day come, and come quickly.

G.

A LEGEND OF LANGSIDE.
BY A STUDENT.

Tue battle of Langside, which, as all know, was
utterly ruinous to the cause of Mary Queen of
Scots, was viewed by that unfortunate lady in
person. Mary Stuart had stationed herself at a
short distance from the scene of action, attended
only by & small guard, and, when the decisive
defeat which her party had sustained became
s0 evident that even she, could refuse to doubt it
no longer, she turncd her horse with the intention
of fleeing to some place of refuge. . But this wise
resolution was apparently frustrated, by the sud-
den appearance of five mounted knights, evidently
belonging to the enemy, who issued out of the
neighboring wood, and made for the Queen. In
this* extremity Mary was saved by the gallantry
of young George Douglas. That brave person
singly stayed the course of the pursuers, and
offered them so stout a resistance, that the Queen
was enabled to effect her retreat unmolested.

“Saint Andrew to the rescue,

' . “ Against us goes the day;  ° .

: :'y‘teri(,:: duraion, an infinity above us in God, ¢ «)o flace is this for gentlg hearts,

¢ "livg i I_ﬂnd unfathomable. But, generally, “Then, lady, haste away.

f gmness\ Hlencss—gur thoughts, words, deeds,

i l‘}‘trnu W our very sing arc little. Wo are § “Our gallant men are flying, N

! p""‘t at g0 of a spiritual afomic theory, The “Lord Scatoun’s flag is down;

\ A U we nim s so low, that we have J “My kinsmen brave havo lost their lives,
"y . T8 or fur to fall; so that at ono ex- “ But you have lost the crown.”
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322 A LEGEND OF LANGSIDE.

Thus Rpuh the bold George Douglas
To Seotland's weeping queen,

As, by her side, he gazed upon
The battle's changing scene.

And, as he spoke, five horsemen
Came dashing from the wood,

Their chargers’ necks were white with foam,
Their spurs were red with blood.

“Now, madam, now,” the Douglas cried;

“See, see, those men-at-arms, who ride
“So fiercely there below

“The foremost oft has crossed your path—

“Qood cause, indeed, your highness hath
“Lord Lindsay’s name to know.

“The next is William of Lochleven,

“Than whom you have not, under heaven,
“ A more relentless foe :

“Nor is the title of the third,

. “To Mary Stuart strange;

“Methinks your majesty bas heard

“ A name that serves as rally-word,

“ Whenever factious fire’s are stirred,
“Kirkaldy of the Grange.

“ The other two, their arms proclaim,

“ As common men, unknowa to fame.

“These horsemen are already,
* Fair lady, on your track;.
“Then hasto to fly, and T will try
“My best, to keep them back.”

“Stay, Douglas,” quoth Queen Mary,
* And lower down your lance,

“For one to five are fearful odds,
“You must not dare the chance.”

“Alone T dare my lance to lay
* At rest, against their host;
“ Know, lady, know, our clansmen say,
“In skirmish, raid, or battle fray,
“ A Douglas, bo he who he may,
“Will never leave his post.”

“Alas| then,” Mary Stuart cried;
“Too late, too late,

. “I see your fate;
Nonc ever loved me, but he died.”

Between Queen Mary and her foes,
Cloee where a gentle hillock rose,
Thero strotched a little plain;
Pon whose edge a pass there lay,
ete rocks, strewn thickly in the way,
il mounted knight might hold at bay,
Or chargers courso restrain.

withi:aa’ indeed, the only place,
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Where one stout arm, alone could hope,
With odds as great as five, to cope,

The Douglas has his efforts strainod ;
This plain is crossed, this pass is guined;
And, charging down the hillock's heuther,
He and Lochleven clash together.

With waving crest, and lance at rest,
The Douglas meets his focs:

And backward beat, from off Lis seat,
The foremost horseman goces.

Although, in Seotland wide, Lut few
Could match himi in the ficld,

Lochleven's spear was Lroken through,
And shattgred was his shicld.

That dauntless knight, that fearless man,

The bravest of his gallant clan,

Was rendered, by one lance’s thrust,

A rigid mass of lifeless dust.

Lord Lindsay, riding next, dashed by ;
His battle-axe was raised on high,

And as he passed, he aimed a blow,

To lay Queen Mary’s chamnpion low.

But Douglas, ever on his guard,

For the rude onsct stood prepared;

His horse upon its haunches threw,

His sabre from its scabbard drew ;

Then, whirling round with tightened rein,
Rencwed the dreadful strife again ;

And truly, as they stood, they were,

For strength or skill, a well matched pair.
Each stroke they try, each guard they know;
Their weapons flit now high now low;
Thrust follows thrust, and blow meets blow;
Yet all so swiftly, that the cye

No single movement can descry.

At length Lord Lindsay, parrying

His fierce opponent’s blade,

Drew back his battle-axe too far,”

And bare his helmet laid.

Then Douglas raised a dreadful yell,

On Lindsay’s casque his claymore fell,
And, withits force, the trenchant steel,
Cleft the mailed knight from head to heel.

Queen Mary viewed the dreadful fray,
Her prudenco bado her haste away,

Her woman's feclings bade her stay ;

And feclings, though they may be wrong,
Are ever certain to be strong.

She staid—she saw Lochleven, slain——y
Fall lifeless on the bloody plain;

She saw Lord Lindsay, drenched with gore,
Hurled to the ground to rise no more;
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She gy how strong was George's hand,
How stout his army, how keen his brand;
Ud seeing this, she hoped his life
ight yot pass scatheless from the strife.

N ; ..
Meanwhiile, the three remaining foes

d"ﬂncod, together, to the close;
aught, Ly experience, at length,
Wt unity is ever strength,
"0 Douglas saw his doom was nigh,
Ang Donlas-like disduined to fly.
¢ muttcred, low, a coldier's prayer,
® alled upon his Tadye-fair;
i bl“*'«iy brand on high he flung,
S every nerve he braced and struny ;
0 ready stood the fight to dare,
th the epol holdness of despair. o

0:”“‘3‘“\“‘.:: rushed the foe, but ¢'er
(|

rkﬂsmwk on steel, or shicld on spear, .
; Ay, who the nearest rode,
"ed the ryde war-horse he bestrode,
wg M loud to Douglas eried:
wrender, fool, vou fight in vain,
| u: true that two your arm has slain,
« three good cavaliers remain
«, ~Otake their leader's side;;
‘X :_ for yon giddy woman’s sake,
wy, OPgings for a crown to slake, i
« 0:0“311 this day have died ;
“Thg © You cannot bar the ficld—
A " 8ight no more, but wisely yield.”
mh:‘g;nng ot a single word,
- %Uglas dashed aside his sword,
R, Via gger keen he drew ;
Re gh;nge 8rew as pale as death,
The:ped the hilt, he held his breath,
irk;u the &peaker flew.
d s:y 82w the dreadful spring,
w]ﬁle rved aside with sudden swing ;
°uglas, swift as light, passed on,
. l'ned. u[)on the nearest one;
. {‘;nhm their vice-like grasp,
hang ¢ foremost soldier clasp;
i .13 at the foeman’s waist,
N ;3 in the stirrup braced ;
b““ﬂe;‘:z the trooper'strai.n,
well the (;'Uggles are in vain;
e tq eath-doomed wretch may scream,
fagger's fitful gleam ;
8 bare, jts point is keen,
Y steel can intervene,
nst @ the dagger's deadly stroke,
. Buardian rib it broke,
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Black grew his face,—lack rolled his head,—
IIe staggered,—moved,—and then fell dead;
But, as he fell, his lifeless corse

Dragged the bold Douglas from his horse.

When Mary saw her champion down,

¢ Her high-fetched hopes were overthrown,

IIer fond anticipations flown :
Low bent she o'er her charger's side,

And then fair Seotland’s lovely queen,

. Moved at the sad,—the mournful scene,
Like peasant muiden eried :

“Oh, God! to die,—s0 young,—so brave,
“ All those I love and cherish,

“ Like gallant George must find a grave,
“ Like Rizzio must perish!”

AR AR N T AR AR A T A

That shout of woe the Douglas heard,
New life within his veins it stirred ;
From the hard ground he swiftly rose,

- Retwrned Kirkaldy’s dreadful blows;
Grasped the rude chicftain by the thigh,
And, had no other aid been nigh,—

Had he but fought with single might,
Kirkaldy would have rued the fight.

But darkly closcd the other round,

And George once more was hurled to ground.
Unhorsed, unarmed, against the two,

‘What could his single prowess dot

Qucen Mary turned her face away, o
She dared not look upon the fray ;

And we will, also, draw the veil, ’
O'er the dire sequcl of our tale! * * #

*

\

Reader, if, on a future day.

O'er Langside moor you chance tc stray,
Closo by, where stands & hawthorn green,
A littlo hillock may be scen;

And there, the neighbouring shepherds tell,
That Douglas fought, and Douglas fell

Tnr Rose~—Professor Agassiz, in a lecture
upon the trees of America, stated a remarkable
fact in regard to the family of the rose, which
includes among its varictics, not only many of the
2 most beautiful flowers which arc known, but also

the ribhest fruits, such as the apple, pear, peach,

* plum, apﬁwt,c}mrry, strawberry, raspberry, black-
berry, &e. : namely, that no fossils of plants belong-
ing to this family have cver been discovered by

? geologists], This he regarded as conclusive evi-

dence, that the introduction of this family of plants -

upon the carth was cotval with, or subsequent
to, the ercation of man, to whose comfort and

ng g ¢ happiness, they seem especially designed by a
o 58 i, o dreaded dary f wiso Providence to contribute.
1 the troopor's heart. %
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BY II, V. C.

e A e v S

R A RN AR AR AT N

A

AR LA RA AT SRR A TR AR L R A VA NN VA

-

R

P

“Ir is o veritable fact,” said Frank Elwyn, en-

tering his sister’s voom with an open letter in his ¢

hand, ¢ that Horace Manners is really caught at
last,—is actually going to be married—to be ra-
crifieed, poor fellow. T have a letter from him-
self”

“Sacrificed I” replied his sister Bella with slight
conteapt, “ why, [ think the poor dupe whom he
has flattered into Lelieving that he loves her, will
be the vietim, for, believe me, Horace Manncrs
can never truly love any one but his own precious
selt”

“IIow now, Bella,” returnod Frank, gaily, “ what
has sct you out into such a tirade against ny poor
friend ; you do not know him—jyou have not even
seen him.”

“ Neither do I wish to sece or know him,” she
replied ; “he is precisely ono of those men whom
every true woman must thoroughly despisc; with
all his boasted philanthropy and high sense of
honor, he is the veriest'coxcomb in existence.”

“ Your judgment is not often so severe, Della,”
#aid Fraok, scriously, “ and 1 think you do my
friend injustice ; he is a fine fellow, though I ad-
mit he way have some few weak points, like all
the rest of the world. To tell the truth,” he con-
tinued, smiling, “I had got up a pretty little ro-
Mmance in my own mind, in which my fair sister
Was to play the part of heroine ; and, in short, I
fancied you would make just the right sort of wife
for Yorace, and I should have felt proud to give
Jou to him. But you have made such an endless
tour with Aunt Mary, that the chance is lost, an
Bow he is going to wed another.” :

“Going to, you may well say,” she replied,
la‘“ghing, “for ho has been going to be married,
80odness knows how many times, but he always
Contrives o glip out of the noose before it is

drawn tight cnough to hold him ; and it is this'

Which I despise—a man with a fair tongue and a

m:‘e heart—a deceiver.” v
“On my word, Bella, you wrong him greatly,”
taid F rank, warmly ; “and the world has wrong-
him with its false rumours, and idle reports.
g Ys & man cannot speak to a young lady, but
that '° gossips in town divcetly take up the word
% ho js engaged ; and then, forsooth, if he is not

- branded as a male coquette—a heartless cox-

comb.”

“ Not 8o fast, hrother mine,” said Bella, gaily,
“we allow great seope to your sex, and perhaps
ourselves inconsilerately «ncoursee your flirta-
tions, sumetimes.  Dut the light gullintry which
has no meaning, or, if you will, even the devotion
of a few idle Jiurs to sone Luir obicet of atirae-
tion, will scldom be misconstrued by wny ~ensible
woman ; and even an inexperienced gir, in this
culightened age, would searecly besilly enongh 1o
yield her heart without a more particular sum-
mons. No, no, your friend is nor attractive
enough to conquer by a singlc glance; e is not
very young, nor remarkably hand<ome, and if he
wins a heart, depend upon it, it is not done with-
out design on his part. I have been abeent
two years,” she added, “but the praises of Horace
Manners have been wafted to me by a correspon-
dent who shall be nameless, It who was hiersclf,
at one time, the object of his flattering atientions,
and who might possibly, ere this, Lave been
‘many fathoms deep in love, Lad not her good
angel whispered a word of caution in good time,
just as he was on the point of transferring his
homage to another and a faiver.”

“Well, Bella,” said Frank, laughing, “ T will
not remind you of the old fable of the ‘fox and
the grapes, but, in spite of all the ecandal at-
tached to his name, in consequence of his devotion
to the fair sex, if Horace Manners were still 4
disengaged man, I know of no onc to whom I
would extend a lrotherly hand more cordially
than himself.”

“ The love that wins my affections,” said Della,

"“must come in a less questionable shape; it must

not be so strongly incrusted with pride, vanity,
and egotism. But I confess, it might have been
some satisfaction, had I been made the humble
instrument of revenging my sex, by paying him
back in his own coin. For my heart, long may it
remain in my own safe keeping.”

Weeks passed away, and the eclat of Horace
Manners' engagement had quite subsided. The
world began to give him credit for constancy ; his
fricnds approved his choice, and his own sclf-es-
teem was flattered by the éloge bestowed on his
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sidered a fortunate and happy man,  Riels, inde-
pendent of the woerld, oceupying an enviable po-
sition in society, and soon to be united to a wo-
man whose praises were on every tongue, and to
wlhom he had given his affeetions, warmly, unscl-
fishly, as his nature would allow, and reccived a
hundrediold in return,—what more could be de-
sired ¢

But the heart of man is a problem which no
advanee in science or metaphysies will probably
ever solve,  To fathom its motives, to resolve its
inconsisiencies, is all a vain attempt. Tven the
revelations of clairvoyance throw no light on its
mysteries. How often an objeet most carnestly
dt:sirvd, when at last attained, becomoes worthless:
and, pursuit at an end, the pleasure of possession
palls and wearies.  There are some minds that
ever look forward to enjoyment, but find no plea-
sure in the blessings they ean grasp; others,
whose desires are graduated by the scale of fash-
i or popularity, who are swayed by every
breath of ridicule, aud who shrink from the re-
*ponsibility of sustaining their own decisions,

Manners, we have said, loved ardently ; for a
time, his whole heart and soul wereabsorhed in the
grossing passion.  He had met with Clara Gra-
ham while on a jowrney of pleasure, and from the
Toment of introduction, every thought became
devoted to her.  She was neither rich nor beautj-
ful; but she liad an agreeable person, inexpressi-
e charm of manner, and a richly cultivated
mind. Manners considered these advantages es-
*ential in the woman whom he chose to grace his
brilliang establishment ; he despised a, silly wo-

Man,—he cared not for wealth—his own coffers

Vere overflowing. In Clara, for the first time, he
found wnited 411 that he desired ; his judgment
nd Lis heart were satistied. ’ .
Their intimacy increased day by day; they
¥ere drawn together by sympathy of tastes, and
that harmony of thought and feeling, which is the
*Ming of all true affection. Manners could talk
*ell, though a tinge of egotism pervaded his con-
“ersation, and with the language of philanthropy
0 his Tips, he sketched most attractively the life
of elegang and quiet enjoyment, to which his
“bes were direeted, in the' companionship of ono
Xl“’ would nid his efforts for the improvement of
; "n:umy. Her opinions were asked with flatter-
" deference, and her suggestions received with
"arked at{ention,
i ra listened to him with sweet ‘confidence,

W “h grew fast, into ndmiring love. She fancied
N e hag

N loving «pirit—her own pure and activo
Volenco, And Manners was no hypocrite ;
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few had higher aspirations; and to no one were
glimpses of goodness and fruth revealed in clenr-
er beauty. But when he descended from the
mount of vision, and re-entered the eold and bhar-
ren walks of ordinary life, selfishness and world-
liness rose up like giants in his path, and in the
strife with themn, too often his holier and better
thoughts were stifled or cast aside. Dut when
with Clara, he seemed ever to live a higher life,
and cach day her influcnce seemed to strengthen,
and to draw him ncarer to her, He had often
loved before, as worldly men love—for interest or
excitement ; or as sclfish men love—to feed the
eravings of o morbid vanity ; but at once wary
and infirm of purposc, he had never committod
himself by any formal promise, though more than
once he had awakened the affection of a confiding
heart, only to mortify and disappoint. ’

And even now, while he yiclded to the sweet
&pell which Clara cast around bim, and felt that
he was beloved by her in retuwrn, with habitual
caution he deferred from day to day that frank
avowal of his feelings which his manner had giv-
en her a right to expeet, but which, with a pang
no truly gencrous mind could ever know, he fear-
ed might abridge his freedom, and bind him by a
promise that no after repentance could dissolve.
At length, however, he could delay no longer.,
Clara’s friends looked coldly on him, for they be-
gan to fear ho was trifling with Ler happiness,
Then he nerved himself to speak, and he was an
accepted lover. Two wecks passed away--wecks
of the most perfect happiness he ever enjoyed.
And she,—that warm-hearted, confiding girl,~so
full of trust, so reliant on his honor, his faith, his
full affeetion,—he, so ennobled in her cyes—so
perfect a realization of that ideal, which her
graceful fancy and loving heart had pictured,~—
could k¢ ever disappoint her 3 .

Manners returned to the dull routine of common
life ; sentiment and poetry were left with her

sweet presence, and again busincss Jjostled, and -

sordid interests clashed, and the dreaming lover
awoke from his reverie, into the midst of o prac-

tical and busy world. Had he been an imagina- ,

tive man, absence would -only have invested his
affection with new charms, and increased its for-
vor; but the subtle alchymy of self-love, trans-
muted all emotions into cgotism, and the absent
became every day more shadowy. and unsatisfy-
ing, and the present more engroesing.  Before the
congratulations of his friends had died away, they
began to fall coldly on his ear; cvery allusion to
his engagement touched a Jarring chord, and he
began to feel like ono whose frecdom iy restrained,
and who looks unconsciously around for somo ave-
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nue of escapo.  Ie combatted these feelings, but
not with & determined will, for they returned to
him again and again, and each time with inercas-
cd power.

Every letter from Clarn—and they came wing-
ed by fondest affection—revived his dormant ten-
derness; but searcely were they folded and laid
aside, when a feeling of dissatisfiction crept over

-him, and the calm of happy-love became weari-

someand distasteful. The light badinage of friends,
usual on such occasions, often wounded his self-
love ; the praises of Clara caused a jealous pang,
and that superiorily of mind and character which
had won his proud admiration, he bezan to re-
gard as an encroachment on his own lordly privi-
lege of absolute supremacy. The struggle was
long, the strifo bitter, between selfishness and
Principle, honor and inclination, in the mind of
Manners; and it ended, as all who knew him well
might have forescen,——he was again a free man.

Months passed away, and the world ceased to
speak of Iorace Manners and his late cngage-
ment. It was a nine days wonder; some had
blamed, and others marvelled, but only to a few
Wwas known the real truth, for it lay hidden deep
in his own heart ; and from his nearest friends he
would gladly have concealed the shame and re-
morse which his breach of faith, his dereliction of
honor and principle, had caused him, He had
left diregtly for Europe, to scek there, relief in
change and occupation of mind ; and busy gossip
Whigpered, that when the prize was lost, he would
gladly have regained it;—but it was too late.

Midsummer came; and all the city world, wea-
Tied with dust and heat, began to woo the cool
breezes of the country, or the luxury of sca-bath-
ing. Bella Elwyn joined a party of friends who
Were passing some wecks at a fashionable water-
Ing-place; but, as they were gifted with mora
Common-sense than usually falls to the lot of ultra-
fashionable people, they soon wearied of the dis-
Play, the formality and excitement of a crowded
Tesort, and removed to a more retired bathing-
Place, where they enjoyed eatire frecedom, with
Just company cnough to save them from the conui
of perfect seclusion. From this place, Bella wrote
thus to her brother Frank—

“You may, if you please, dear Frank, imagine
™Me transformed into a veritable mermaid ; and

Y, neither ¢ Sabrina fair,” nor any other daugh-
of the “briny deep,’ over sported in her pative

°.]°m¢snt with more joyous delight, than decs your
“istor Bella, Now fancy some half dozen, or more,
Of ws—fair damscls and comely matrons—emerg-
"'g.ffom the shelter of the little huts used for dis-
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beach, each one arrayed in a funciful dlouzs and

trowsers, with an oilskin cap on her head, ang
then, half frightcned at our own thadows in suely
a dégagé costume, we bound across the sandy

‘beach with naked

That shines like snow, and falls on carth as l\{l:tt: B
and nicet the waves as they comne roiling on, dad,.
ing over our heads, and breaking on the shore,
How purc and fresh those waves eome, free from
the broad ocean; and what a Tuxury to feel thoy
bathing our limbs, on a sultry day, while we to.
about and sport in the clear salt water, like a
shoal of dolphine!l Then, in the long brillia
twilights, we have boating, and driving on the
beach, which is as smooth as a marble Paverient,
and pic-nics on the rocks; for the momins, we
have a little good-natured gossip, music, and plen-
ty of books, to say nothing of wursted wark,
purses, and watch-guards, the never-failing re-
sources of female ingenuity. And from all iy
houses round, the company meet two evenings
every week for a kop, and without any tedious
ceremony. Ah, my grave brother, if you were
only here, we would soon make you as merry as
‘King Cole, that merry old soul,’ de,

“One of our harmless amusements is to watch
the new arrivals. Whenever the sound of wheels
is heard, or the little boat comes steaming roun
the point, or the whistle of the cars vibrates on
the air, away we all fly to the piazza and ile
window, to scrutinize the new comecrs; and if
‘variety is the spice of life, we are gencrowly
supplied with it.

“Wehad a charming arrival some ten dayssinee;
a small party of ladies, and with them one youns
lady—la demoisclle par excellence; now is not
your heart thumping to know her name, Frank?
Not you have no curiosity ¥ Well, I must tell

S NAAAA TN el

e

4
‘
!

you, then, It was Clara Graham, the once lored

of your consistent, honorable friend, Iorace
Manners. Is it not odd, that I should meet her
heret and we are already the warmest fricnds
imaginable. I shall begin to have fiithin the
affinity of 8pheres, which some philosophers ns.
sert, is the theory of attraction, for I am irresis-
tably drawn to her. Itis not strange that Man-
pers loved her; even you Frank, with all that
crust of old bachelorism growing over you, I Jo
believe would fall in love with her, sho is 60 spiri-
tuclle, so very lovely.

“ 8he is as cheerful as a bird, one would never
supposoc she had ever deoply suffered, at least,
one who looked only on the outward expression,
which is always sweet and serene.  But I have

8, which stand like sentincl boxes along the ¢ had a glimpee of her inner sclf, snd I know that
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of agony, IHer love for Manners must have been as
Pure, devoted and unseltish, as ever filled the heart

of woman; he was almost deified in her imagina-
;‘“‘l\- She believed him the personification of
0]

Mor and manly integrity.  Slowly she eame to
3pprehend the truth that he was_fickle, selfish
“_"‘l unworthy., She could not resist the convie-
% and it fell like the shadow of death upon
0“' beart,  But she struggled and overcame, and

Pde came ., ier assistance, for no woman who

re“:PQcts Levselr, will persist in loving an unworthy
- Oect; and so thus, through much tribulation, she

At last eutered the heaven of peace and con-
tcntnmm‘
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: Ah, Frank | You must no longer try to excuse

2 at Unworthy friend of yours; let the sin rest on
hi . .

§ rm 35 he deserves it should. Why is it that a

4 LU . . .

! hoof faich in your sex is so generally regard-

:
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urc:“ A venial fault,—and that men, whoso cen-
of our failings is not stinted, stand over

Y to throw the magntle of charity over an

“ding brother? Is it a sort of mutual safety

‘ m&‘“v by which, cach onc secures the same
“

t to himself in time of need 1

Z =

oo 2t T forgot, dear Frank, that you hate long
™%, especially from a woman's pen, and besides,

" the voices of a merry party, just sallying

. o bathe, ang they are calling me, so I must
“ you

=2
=

[~d -2
&=

adicu. Do not forget to bring or send
¢ choice new music, my taste has developed
i erfully of late, and our little concerts arc
iuc Arming, I fancy you on these sultry

8% walking out to breathe the fresh air on

ﬁ:em“dﬂh. I wish you could stroll with us,
. 8¢ beqch

weo 22
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: » some of these glorious moon-light
: " HOW fast the seasons fly, and Summer
! aggyy " be gorfe. But I shall then be with you
{ Wagq Y ©Wn kind brother, and that will bo
: ™Pensation for the change. Again adieu !
; “Your affectionate Sister,

(. “BELLA.
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1 o My 0 Yourcmemher that agrecable family
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3&.““"3, that we used to meet 80 often at aunt
% One of them, Walter, tho eldest son,

ei‘w’:m‘«‘elling\abroad, and I forgot to tell
Y

“ o

\:‘r:’h:’i Yeturned lately, and is now stopping
dowy - his pretty sister Annie. They came
bavg o Y o a day or two, a fortnight ago, and
® the g od ever since, Walter plays divinely
bi, mw:e' and is so agreeable.  Youwould like
ber yor e is racy and original, not at all like

the mn::ng men.  Again farewell ; don't forget

th
u

-

«\WAMYl BELLA,

M\
\\\\,\\\

T present ealm, has been reached through a sea
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Frank, half aloud, as he folded the letter and
crushed it into his pocket.  “ Plays divinely "—
“ moonlight strolls "—*not atall like other young
men"—“humph,”—and tle next morning Frank
Elwyn was on the way to join his sister at the
sea shore.. ... .-

Winter has come again ! truly, ns Bella says,
how fast the scasons fly! But with the young
and happy, each scason las its own enjoyment,
and surely no young lady, just ushered into fash-
jonable life, would complain that the scason of
balls and party-giving could be dull !

1t is Bella’s birth-night; and with a brow which
no care has cver clouded, and a heart throbbing
with almost childish delight and joyous expect-

ance, sho stands beside her kind Aunt Mary, wait-

§
$
§
:
¢
¢
:
¢+ ing toxeceive the select crowd which her fond re-
g lative has invited to give cclat to the occasion,
§ And her aunt looks round with a complaisant eye
on the brilliant rooms, blazing with lights and
% rich with artistic embellishments, and she feels
¢ satisfied that nothing which wealth can command,
% and refined taste approve, is wanting to completo
the splendor of the festive scene.  And then she
looks on her fair nicce with a proud. yet anxious
eye, secretly wishing that she had more dazzling
beauty, and half fearful that her fresh and joyous
spirits may break through the rules of formal eti-
quette, and ruin the ambitious plans she has
becn forming for her.  Yes, that sage aunt is de-
termined to have her nicce a belle; and truly
Bella has beauty enough to win admirers; and
the novelty of a new face, in the jaded world of
fashion, always attracts attention. But Bella will
never consent to become a blazé woman of fashion ;
she has too much true refinement—too much self-
respect. The fresh impulses of her warm heart
can never be curbed by conventionalities ; her
actions must remain spontaneous—her thoughts
free—all her motions natural, which is the secret
of their graccful charm. But she looked very
lovely that night, in & simple white dress, which
she would put on, in preference to a richer garb;
her only omament a wreath of pearls, her bro-
ther’s birth-day gift.

“ Expectation is never satisfied,” thought Bella,
with a sigh, wearied even with the homage she
roceived. :

“I am tired of dancing with coxcombs,” she

. whispered to her brother, late in the evening,
“pray cannot this good city furnish one sensible
young man besides yourself, Frank i”

“We are what you choose to make us, Bella,”
be replied, “we only seck to be agreeable, and
if nonsense pleases best, why should we take the

Postscript is significant,” muttered 3 trouble to bo wise{”
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“Al, Frank, we listen to nonsense to avoid
Boing to sleep; a liltle common sense now and
then wauld be a real refresliment; but really we
Must conclude the brains of all this generation of
Men have run into whiskers and mustachios,—
Such an elaborate outside, and such a blank with-
! Just look round the room, and point me out
one exeeption.”

“X will,” snid Frank, smiling, and turning from
!‘Q"- A moment after, he returned, and, to her
Infinite surprise, introduced hiz old friend Horace
Imlncrst, who had only just entered.  In spite of
Rerself, Bella felt the blood monnt to her cheeks,
8d her manner was constrained and formal.
fank felt annoyed; he belicved her prejudice
d died away, and, as he chanced to meet Man-
Rers unexpectedly, who had just returned from
+ “8vel, with the frankness of their carly fiiendship,
Urged him to join their evening party.

If Manners observed any coldness in Bella's
::;;mc.r, hie was too much a man of the world to
Cr it to make any impression on him; but he
once led the conversation with so much ease
8pirit, such good sense and intelligence, that

® Was forced, in her own mind, to admit her
mOther’s exception in his favor. They had never
h“::fll'xzfore in a private circle, for Bella had left
‘€ Very early, to complete her education at &
'onable seminary, and afterwards passed two
in travelling with her aunt, to who=e care
Was committed on her mother’s deaih. He
Nevey thought of her.as a woman; even the
. ection of Lis friend’s little sister passed from
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T in the bloom of lovely girlhood, bordered

ely on g feeling of admiration.

Belly wished he would not make himself so
ble; she was vexed that politeness would
OW her to refuse dancing with him, and so
et Pouting and half pleased, her varying mood
.n:"ed to make her more piquante and inter-

The Winter_passed on rapidly, and one gaiety
- cued another, till Bella wearied of the vapid
Quiet €ut, and would have resumed her more
Whe . 2bite, had her aunt permittedit. Manners
"’ia:;“ & proud and ambitious man, but never a
Quite n°f Pleasure; now entered with an ardor,
eew to him, into fashionable amusements,
ag l'es;;:ho h'ad seemed so changed, 80 moody
aiy - ed since his engagement to Clara, was
Wor ' Animated and interested man. The
fay %:’l“lcd and made remarks, often bitter and
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Ming, anq his surprise as he now looked on

¢ pleasure to forget the past and drown the remen-
4 .
¢ Lrance of his own bad faith.
s But soen the rumor spread that his {ickle heart
g had turned to a new object, and that Della Elwyn
$ was the star of his devotion. His conduct sanction-
f ed the rumnour, for he followed her like a sha-
; dow, and at all times offered her the incense of g
; most refined and delicate regard.
i But her manner towards him, though frauk and
g cordial never passed the limits of indifference, awd
2 was never tinged by the slightest eoquetry. She
¢ met his gaze with a clear eye, and her heart Leat
g no quicker at his approach. Her indifference, only
; piqued his self love, he would fain bLelieve it
; maiden coyness, and his attentions were redoub-
¢ led. Had he spoken freely she would have un-
¢ deceived him.
¢ “ Your heart is hard to win, sweet Bella,” he
g one day ventured to say.
g “Too hard to win, for the poor triumph of casi
g ing it aside,” she eahinly answered.  And the re-
5 buke, keenly felt, for a time, chilled his hopes
g and kept him silent.
; “ Really Belly,” said her brother on one acea.
4 sion, “your conduct perplexes me, you lave
g surely punished Manners sufficiently for his past
¢ folly, and it is time for you to come to a better
é understanding. You cannot mecan to trifle with
2 his affections I”
; “ My conduct is quite explicit enough, and my
¢ words too,” replied Bella, “if he persisis in mis-
§ construing them, the cause must be sought in his
; own vanity, not in me, and truly Frank you may
;, talk of a woman's vanity, but believe me, it existy
g in a tenfold degree in every son of Adamn.”
: “ Then after all Bella, my poor friend is doom-
é ed to disappointment "
¢ “It will ot kill him,” said Bella laughing,
+ “youknow, that ‘men have died and worns have
%-eat them, but not for love.’ Seriously though,
¢ he might have taken his answer long ago, if it
; pleased him to. Itell you Frank, I would soon-
; er marry that bland coxcomb Ellis, who three
§ months since inscribed, ¢ erected by her disconso-
é late husband,’ on his late wife's tombstone, and
; now, like a modern Bluebeard, is looking for ano-
g ther young and fair to fill het place,—yes, sooner
¢ would I marry him, and wait patiently to have
¢ my*own name written in the place left vacant on
§ that stone for the next incumbent ; than to be the
% wife of Horace Manners, surrounded as he is with
all the world most covets.” .
“ Well Bella,” said Frank gravely, “a confirm-
ed bachelor like myself cannot pretend to read
a woman rightly, and yot I havea shrewd suspicion
¢ that Manners might have found more favor in your

w; many said he hurried into

~ NVAVAMVAANANARA AN AN~

e L e S

N NN

PN
a Ay A e h W AP RA st e

B N N N

N N N
[ s

A AT AR AR L A T et s

I
v 4

o —ge

ke e

e

-*.\ B N e e

S e -



k

" eYeg e .
: 78,iyou had chanced to moet him bat a few

| ths eqpljer
u\?

. “NoF
- 9% Yo,
. Wteey
. Whoge

rank, you are mistaken ; if T know my
art, I could never have given my cordial
—and my heart goes with that,—to a man
: qu:t‘:)ﬁﬁx trifling with the affections of a lovely

L betrays such a total absence of all honor-

1 PO
o€ Principle.

E\'m i

gy { you had never seen Walter Miller ¢

v “rank smiling, “ oh my sister you have not
 The y ““_" seeret quite ro closely as you intended.
) '.'“"-‘10 and the moonlight strolls on the beach
j _l;“’“mcr were not in vain, as a letter I have
A ed to day, intemates; nor was I quite so
: "’Ppo::vf\ bachelor in such cases ought to be I
O
: ’:‘F'"j‘“k, T'should never have had any scerets
4: by nyw“’ if there had been anything explicit to tell:
1 'hich all js explained, and I too have a letter
1 %% fr()::‘u lm‘\)' read if you cho?sc,". a?d s}nc took
h\nﬁ ier bosom, and placing it in his hand,
o from, the room,
o
“ano,_: wecks after this conversation it was
iage "2t Bella Elwyn was on the eve of
kg, bt % Walter Miller. All the gossips were
y s“"]_n'ise, for Manners attachment had
c],’ Vious to remain a scerct; and few
e astgyye o ved Bella could refuse such an eligi-
opinl?] ment. Manners' himself cherished the
s 1;;“' and regarding his position, and his
&“{ heuwed‘f“nfages from the altitude of egotiem,
et bipy, 1t impossible that any woman would
hag R
o fetnm.becn absent a week or two from town,
:lfwenumg With the impatience of a man, lov-
%e"se, heiand too uncertain of success to feel
By, 43 met with the startling intelligence
3 Bty T3S N truty, very shortly to be marri-
Wy 8 with
Seak nny éucmq“loll& he resolved to go to her,
y:' M““ne *planation,
Y il m\rs approached the house, though it
e, ,le‘\ﬂy bour, he observed several gay
51.% Were PProaching the door, and the white
d;:‘ep faltern(‘t to him g signal of success. As
bqepp"int “% With g bitter presentiment of
"nd ment' ﬂ]G 1
% .“bfidal carriages drew up one by
d%slllnm o fp‘“'t)' entered the house. He caught
We Bella, leaning with sweet confi-
% o, a:;"i of Walter Miller, the happy
h,%d gy 1. ocking up with bashful, loving
‘Viﬂ,h ,:]‘ Whispered accents. Manners
m""t; bu]:l . 8tepg from that envied scene of
.0 that' brief moment the full
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weight of retribution fell upon his wayward heart,

¢ and months and ycars could not efface his disap-.

pointnent,

Many years have since passed away, and Bella's
path has still been strewn with flowers.  With
sweet, matronly grace, she moves in the charmed
circle of "domestic life, and finds the problem of
loye solved to her heart’s full content.

Frank Elwyn too, grown weary of his single
state, has Jong since written himself. “ Benedict
the married man,” a change which was wrought
by the magic charm which he discerned’in Clara
Graham, who has at last found a heart on which
she can rely with perfect confidence.

Horace Manners still lives in selfish singleness—
a changed man, morbid and reserved and grown
old before his time. But though some few white
hairs are sprinkled on his head, we may venture
to predict that he will yet fall a victim to,the de-
signs of some maneuvering mamma, skilled in the
diplomacy of match-making, who in consideration
of his solid attractions, will not scruple to sacrifice
a youthful daughter at the shrine of wealth and
ambition,

THE TRAVELLER AT THE SOURCE OF
THE NILE.

In sunset's light o'er Afric thrown,
A wandcrer proudly stood
. Beside the well-spring, deep and lone,
Of Egypt's awful flood ;
The cradle of -that mighty birth,
" So long a hidden thing to earth.

Ho heard its life’s first murmuring sound,
A low mysterious tone—
A music sought, but never found
By kings and warriors gone ;
He listen’d—and his heart beat high—
That was the song of victory !

Tho rapture of a conqueror's mood
Rush'd burning through his frame,

The depths of that green solitude
Its torrents could not tame—

' Though stillness lay, with eve's last smiie,

Round those calm fountains of the Nile.

Night came with stars—':xcross his soul
There swept a sudden change,
" Ev'n at the pilgrim’s glorious goal,
A shadow dark and strange,
Breathed from the thought, so swift to fall
* Oer trivmph’s hour—And is this all #
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No more that this l—what scem’d it now
First by that spring to stand ?

A thousand streams of lovelier flow
Bathed his own mountain land !
Whenee, far o'er waste and ocean track, |

Their wild sweet voices call'd him back.

They call'd him back to many a glade,
His childhood's haunt of play, -
Where brightly through the beechen shade
Their waters glanced away—~
They call'd him, with their sounding waves,
Back to his fathers’ hills and graves.

But darkly mingling with the thought
Of cach familiar scene,

Rose up a fearful vision, fraught
With all that lay between;

The Arab's Iance, the desert’s gloom,

The whirling sands, the red simoom!

‘Where was the glow of power and pride {
The spirit born to roam {

His weary heart within him died
With yearnings for his home;

That gush of painful tenderncss,

He wept—the stars of Afric's heaven
Beheld his bursting tears,

Ev'n on that spot whero fate had given
The meed of toiling years.

Oh happincss | how far wo fleo

Thine own sweet paths in search of thee!

A CHAPTER FROM THE CRIMES OF
CATHERINE OF RUSSIA.

Tix Empress Elizabeth, daughter of Peter the

G'reat, and predecessor of Peter ITL, whose mar-

Mage with the Princess of Anhalt Zerbest, after-

Wards Catherine the Great, was brought about by

¢r, had three children by her secret marringe

¥ith Alexis Bagumofiski. The youngest of these

Wasa daughter who was brought up in Russia un-
€T the name of the Princess Tarrakanoff. When
Athering trampled the rights of Poland under

%, the Polish Prince, Charles Radzveil, earried

:f_ tl}e young Princess and took her to Italy,

to set her up at some future day as a
Pr.et.endm. to the Russian throne. Informed of
?::-tsﬂf«herine confiscated his estates ; and in or-
live, he was compelled to sell the diamonds

other valuables he hnad taken with him to

out ¥ Thesa resources exhausted, Radzveil sot
. 't Poland to seck othors, leaving the young
der 1y,

care of a sort of governess. $
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then in her sixtoenth year, at Rome, un- 3

On reaching hisnative country, he was offerred
the restoration of his property if he would Lring
back his ward to Russia, Ile refused ; Lut he was
80 base as to promise that Le would take no far-
ther trouble about her, and leave lier to her fate,
Catherine pavdoned him, and forthwith put Alexis
Orloff on the scent.  He was a keen bloodhiound,
she well knew, and capalle of any villany that
might serve his ambition.  Gold unlimited was
placed at his disposal, and promise of high re-
ward if he discovered the retreat of the Princess,
and lured her within Catherine’s reach.  Orloff
set out for Ttaly ; and on arriving there, he took
into his employ a Neapolitan named Ribas, a sort
of spy, styling himself a naval officer, who pledg-
ed himself to find out the Princess, but stipulated
for rank in the Russian navy as his reward. 3L
Blane asserts that he demanded to be made admi-
ral at once; and that Orloff, afraid, notwithstand-
ing the extensive powers given him, to bestow <o
high a grade, or compelled by the suspicions of
Ribas, to produce the commission itsclf, wrote to
Catherine, who at once sent the vequired docu-
ment.  Whether this be exact or not, more than
one historian mentions that Ribas subsequently
commanded in the Black Sea as a Russian vieg-
admiral. When certain of his reward, Ribas, who
then had spent two months in his rescarches, re-
venled the retreat of the unfortunate Princess,
With some abridgement we will follow M. Blane,
whose narrative agrees, in all the main points,

with the authentic versions of this touching and

romantic history. .

The Princess was at Rome. Abandoned by
Radzveil, she was reduced to the greatest penury,
existing only by the aid of a woman who had
been her servant, and who now served other mas-
ters,  Alexis Orloff visited her in her miseruble
abode, and spoke at first in the tone of a devoted
slave addressing his sovereign ; he told her she
was the legitimate Empress of Russia; that the
entire population of that great cmpire anxiously

longed for her accession; that if Catherine still 7

occupied the throne, it was only because nobody
knew where she (the Princess) was hidden; and
that her appearance amongst her faithful subjects
would be a signal for the instant downfal of the
usurper. Notwithstanding her youth, the Princess
mistrusted these dazzling assurances. She was
even alarmed by them, and held herself upon her
guard. Then Orloff, one of the handsomest men
of his time, joined the seduction of love to those
of ambition ; he feigned a violent passion for the
young girl, and sworo that his life depended on
his obtaluing hor heart and hand.  The poor iso-
Inted girl fell unrcsistingly into the infamous
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snare spread for her inexperience : she believed 3 be kept in the most rigorous caplivity. She was

and loved him.  The infimous Orlofl persuaded
her that her marriage must be strietly private,
lest Catherine should hear of it, and take preeau-
tions. In the night he brought to her house a
party of mereenarics, some wearing the costumes
of priests of the Greek Church, others magnificent-
Iy attired to set as witnesses.  The mockery of a
marriage enacted, the Princess willingly accom-
panied Algxis Orloff, whom she believed to bo
her hushiand, to Leghom, where entertainments of
all sorts were giventoher.  The Russian squadron,
at anchor off the port, was commanded by the
Englich Admiral Greig. This officer, cither the
dupe or the ascompliee of Orloff, invited the Prin-
cess to visit the vessels that were soon to be com-
manded in her name.  She accepted, and em-
barked after a banquet, amidst the acelamation of
an immense *erowd ; the eannon thundered, the
sky was bright, every circumstance conspired to

give it the appearance of a brilliant festival, -

From her flag-hedecked galley, she was  hoisted
0 a eplendid arm chair on board the admiral's
Vessel, where she was received with the honors
due to a crowned head. Until then, Orloff had
mever left her side for an instant.  Suddenly the
feene changed,  Orloff disappeared ; in place of
“}0 gay and smiling officers who an instant pre-
Viously had obsequiously bowed before her, the
Wnforfunate victim saw herself surrounded by men
of sinister aspect, one of whom announced to her
that elie was prisoner by order of the Empress
c‘“hel'ine, and that soon ehe would be brought
t"}l‘itxl for the treason she had attempted. - The
fincess thought herself in a dream. With loud
Mies she summoned her husband to her aid. Her
Suardians Jaughed in her face, and told her she
124 .h«'\d a. lover, but no husband, and that her
:?Nrmge way a farce. Her despair at these ter-
. ¢ Tevelations amounted to frenzy ; she burst
a, sobs and reproaches, and at last swooned
%Y. They took advantage of her insensibility
erP.“t fetters on her feet and hands, and lower
. 10to the hold, A few hours later the squadron
ed for Russia, Notwithstanding her helpless-
and entreatics, the poor girl was kept in
Until her arrival at St Petersburg, when she
wd ""ken before the Empress, who wished to seo
Question her.

“S“&:ﬁ!?e was old; the Princess Tarrakanoff
dinpay Sixteen and of surpassing beauty; the
@ ey ¥ destroyed her last chance of mercy. But
wie ¥as in reality no charge against her, and
Cathey; trial might have made too much noise,

e, after g long and sccret interview with

"Wortunate prisoner, gave ordors sho should

irong
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confined in one of the dungeons of a prison near
the Neva.

Five years elapsed.  The victim of the heart-
less Catherine, and of the villain Orloff, awaited
death as the only relief she could expect ; but

- youth, and & good constitution struggled cnergeti-

cally against torture and privations. One night,
reclining on the straw that served as a bed, she
prayed to God to terminate her sufferings by
taking her to himself, when her attention was at-
tracted by a low rumbling noise like the roll of
thunder. She listened.  The noise redoubled : it
became an incessant roar, which cach moment
augmented in power. The poor captive desired
death, and yet she felt terror; she called aloud,
and implored not to be left alone. A jailer came
at her cries ; she asked the cause of the noise she
heard.

“'Tis nothing,” replied the stupid slave; “the
Neva overflowing.”

“But cannot the water reach us here§”

“It is here already.”

At that moment the flood, making its way un-
der the door, poured into the dungeon, and, in an

_instant, captive and jailer were over the ankles

in water.

“ Lot us leave this!” cried the young Princess.

“Not without orders; and I have reccived
none.”

“But we shall be drowned.”

“That is pretty certain, but without special or-
ders, I am not to let you lcave this dungeon un-
der pain of death. In case of unforescen danger,
I am to remain with you, and even to kill you,
should rescue be attempted.”

“The water rises. I cannot sustain myself.”

The Neva, overflowing its banks, floated enor-
mous blocks of icc, upsetting everything in its
passage, and inundating the adjacent country.
The water now splashed furiously against the
prison doors ; the sentinels had been carried away
by the torrent, and the other soldiers on guard had
taken refuge on the upper floors. Lifted off her
foet by the icy flood which still rose higher, the
unfortunate captive fell and disappeared; the
jailer, who had water to his breast, hung his lamp

against the wall, and tried to succour his prisoner; |

but, when he succeeded in raising her up, sho was
dead! The possibility anticipated by his employ-
ers was realized ; thero had been stress of circum-
stances, and the Princess boing dead, he was now
at liberty to leave the dungeon. Bearing the
corpse in his arms, he succeeded in reaching the
upper part of the prison.
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For wealth we wander forth,
But little do we dree,

That mair than wealth is worth |

Is our ain countrie.

1 bide ‘mang unco folks,
Wha dinna seem to see
A tear, amid their jokes,
For my ain countrie.

Axn’ maybe ere the licht

Has left this glancin’ o'e, hundred days, the brief span of Marius's Seventh

I'll tak my backward flicht Consulate! Perhaps—for who can tcll what

To my ain countrie. visions of hereafter are allotted to the men of
fate §—St. Helena, dark and stormy, all alone in

For aye tho hope I keep, * a. boundless ocean, was then first scen by the war-

It ne'er has fled frae me: ,norl. PP . .

That T will fa’ asleep - This incident, of so decp an interest in the

In my ain countrie.

AA R AAAAAAA A VA L AAA AR AR SAARNARANA LA NN PSR WA A LA S

that his talents have been appreciated here’™
While Vanderlyn spoke, the scene he deseriled
was brought before my eyes. Methought Isaw
the victorious chicf, as yct a stranger to the way-
wardness of fortune, arrested and held motionless
before the living canvass, as if fixed there by some
weird power—events stiil distant bursting on his
mind in prophetic succession—Elbz, the lonely
isle, perhaps rose before him, indistinctly ceen
through misty futurity ;—then a bright streak of

artist's life, remained, it seems, durably impressed
on Napoleon's mind; for after his marvellous
march from Cannes to Paris, on his first interview
with Marshal Augereau, who had publicly said
“That the Emperor should have died rather than

PR &
§ 334 I AFTEN DREAM O' HAME~—~BONAPARTE AND VANDIERLYN, 2
g AAAAVVARA AR VAR A A S AAAAA A AR A '\,‘-MT‘.‘\.\\/\'\/M‘»\\"/’ N BRI ';
2 ! high bearing of a master spirit wrestling with §
% I AFTEN DREAM O’ HAME. adversity, but the impress on the warrior's im\vnf 2
; —— visions of days of happicr auspices !—the cherring 2
: presentiment of a seventh consulate, in luaratiog i
; I aften dream o hame, of the defilement of Minturna ! T already Legan to ;
’ Tho' far frae hamo I be, fear lest the thoughts T had felt burning within 2
g Aw friends T ance could claim, me, had not worked their way through my brush /
; Wha aye waur kind to me, to the canvass. Dut lo! the waves of the 1aulti- :
g tude suddenly recede hefore the footsteps of One,
g But noo T'im here alane, It was He, the young conqueror of ]m.ly.mul of ;
2 In this strange countric ; P;gypt.[ .As he passed before wy ]'):}mtmj_g, Yoo %
: And ' the friends aro gane rlve?tcd his eu,.gle eye, of df‘;cpA a7:urc Flue, on the
a Wha shar'd my youthfu’ glee. }.Inrms—remamcd for & minute in deep madita
S tion—then, twning abruptly to Denon, who rtond
$ ; . . by his side, ¢ Where is the painter of (is picture ¥ 5
g f;‘“; ?:ch are in .thcu' graves, ‘He is here, Sire: he i a pupil of David, Mo !
g . H“ 1thers, \‘]l“f; like f'n’o, " sicur Vanderlyn, who has come to Paris to stuldy
2 TM cfrosse 1C Tagin’ wav his art.” ¢ Young man, there is the evidence of g
$ © a far countrie. future in your work. Denen! present a medal to 7
Monsieur Vanderlyn. It will tell bis country 2
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abdicated the Empire at Fontainbleau;” this dia-
logue took place between Napoleon and the Duke
of Castiglione :—* Say, Augereau, didst thou ever
hear of Marius?” I have read his life, Sire, in
Platarch.” “ Well! if thou hast read it, why not
have reflected, before judging my conduct at Fon-
"tainbleau as thou didst, that had Marius, in cra-
ven despair of his fortune, cut his own throat in
tho marshes of Mintumna, he would not have
returnoed triumphant to Rome, and closed his
glorious lifo with the unparalleled honors of a
seventh consulatol”

BONAPARTE AND VANDERLYN.

Tne painter Vanderlyn gives the following ac-
count of Napoleon's first visit to his picture of
“Marius on the Ruins of Carthage,” when exhi-
bited in the Louvre: -

“ My picture having been deemed worthy of ex-
position in the Gallery of the Louvre, I loitered
among the crowd of visiters, not far, however,
from this earliest of my works. Many had passed
without even looking at it ; some had exprossed
approbation ; but none, as yet, scomed to have soen
what T had intended to expross—not the mere
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OUR TABLE.
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BEWORKS OF THE LATE EPGAR A, T'OX, WITH NOTIORS
OF 18 LIFK AND GENIUS, BY N. P, WILLIS, J. R
LOWELL, AND R. W. GRISWOLD— VOLS.

; Tug 1sone of the most attractive works which wo
s Ve seen fora long time. A melancholy interest
! Attached to the memory of the highly gifted,
» Munfortunate man, whose character and genius
; M?e volumes reveal.  The poetry of Mr. Poe, is
2 mt“ that trashy and ephemeral kind, which con-
J & Utes 5o large a portion of the literature of the
; Wf .rl 9f “rhymes without reacon, sonuets with-
o ymes” we have had too many; but how
¢ ¥ the manifestations of the true poetic
e ih;,(]f that gen'ius which “claims kindt:cd
dlong “'3 "Or): workings of nature herself,” which
' ys SO give to its creatures the divine power
‘i o:m_"a’ love and vencration;” to whose eye,
ey ‘:':i of the spiritual world is ever rent asun-
IV 1t may perceive the ministers of good
«:;;l. who throng continually around it.”
0, :fn We say,” wrote }'Ir. Lowell, some years
my ulntul:t Mr. Poc has genius, we do not mean to
Bygy, e has produced evidence of the highest.
 thyy , ¥ that he possesses it at all, is to say
® need v mon) .
r""he h’uf s only z.(,.'d,. mdustry,. and reverence
AT “lt’repo.xed in him, to achieve the proud-
‘ gy W Phs and the greenest laurels, If we
Yo, Ve the Longinuses and Aristotles of our

n
‘
.
¢
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¢
‘
'
'
.
’
’

¢
¢
'
’
’
i

Y l‘f‘ft order, to render a place among them
§ Dy 0:“.’“51'0, whether for its hardness of attains
i Yy . 'S teclusion. The highest part of our
i 11“.0:& I3, according to these gentlemen, by far
Sty tag ckly settled portion of the country, a
Yo To e which must make it an uncomforta-
' P*ramem‘:“_% for individuals of a poetical ter-
‘ h’“iiﬁm if love of solitude be; as’ immemorial
: %“assem’ a necessary part of their idio-
Dty

: ‘Emﬂf ;;:’rg’y of regret, that the private charac-
' %Y a&ailmge’ hag been so frequently and wan-
'y Qiﬁcs‘ . Hehad many encmies. He hated
3%;%“‘0:1’1 2d they consequently hated him.
%pemmi&‘. real, or pretended, of “the paltry
™ kina,» b or more paltry commendations of
N T nndas fastened on his name an oblogquy,
, only eﬂ‘}nmcrited as it is dark. This, how-
. Vet

¢cte his writings, by throwing over
-

v
'
¢

..
-
PSRN

 thyy - PTS, we have quite too many geniuses of
lo q y 8 .
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would otherwise possess. Iow fitled to excite
compassion is the closing lines of
THE RAVEN:
« And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting,
still is sitting,
On the pallid bust of Pallas, just above my cham-
" ber door; .
And his eyes have all the eceming, of o demon’s
that is dreaming,
And the lamp-light oer him streaming, throws
his shadow on the floor;
And my soul from out that shadow, that lies

floating on the floor, '

Shall be lifted—never more!”

How mownful is the following:

“ Ab, broken is the golden bowl! the spirit flown
forever |

Let the bell toll l—a saintly soul floats on the
Stygian river; :

Ang, Guy de Vere, hast thou no tear i—Weep now,
or never more !

See on yon drear and rigid bier low lies thy
love, Lenore! )

Come | let the burial rite be read-—the funeral
song be sung !

An Anthem for the queenliest dead, that ever
died so young,

A dirge for her, the doubly dead, in that she

died so young.”

‘We have not room at present for further ex-
tracts, but refer our readers t& the book itself,
which may be obtained from Mz. Lay, of Notre
Dame street. To the prose productions of Mr,
Poe, we have not alluded, since it is our intention
to make them the subject of a more extended
article, upon a future occasion. The typography
of these volumes is superior, and the first contains
a finely executed portrait of the poet, from an
original, in fhe possession of Dr. Griswold.

THE MISOELLANEOUS WORKS OF THE iLEV. J. T. HEAD-
LEY=——2 VOLS.; SBOLD BY R. W. LAY, NOTRE DAME
STREET,

Mn. HeapLzy is a pleasing and instructive writer.
‘We wish his works wcre more extensively circu-
lated than they are, among Canadian readers, His

"ger and o eadder interest than thoy ¢ styleis certainly by no means uncxcoptionable ;
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it is sometimes, indeed, very labored and extrava-
gant, Dut still, it has some peculiar and striking
excellencies, which more than counterbalance its
defects,  In the volumes now before us, are col-
leeted the numerous smaller productions of the
author, including essays, reviews and orations, on
avariety of subjects.  Five papers are devoted to
an interesting, though rapid, historical «ketch of
the Waldenses, and the persecutions they have
suffered. These, with the veview of Carlyles
“Letters and Speeches of Oliver Cromwell,” and
the oration, entitled, “ The One Progressive Princi-
ple,” are, in our opinion, the best pieces in the
book. The oration referred to, was delivered be-
fore the Literary Socictics of the University of
ermont, in 1846. As a survey of the past, this
article is clear and candid; as an argument, it is
!033&'\1; and as a whole, it is most cloquent and
Impressive. The principle of progress, according
to Mr. Headley, is an cternal and ever active
Principle. Its dcveloi)mcnts are various and un-
rtain; but though it has been battled with in
1oody conflicts, and sometimes crushed and tram-
Pled on, it still survives in all its pristine vigor.
S As T behold it,” says our author, “steadily

Making its way over tho carth, to-day assuming-

t!lo character of 4 religious, to-morrow of a poli-
teal revolution, still gaining in every change, it
’ecomes to me the most momentous of all ques-
0Us whatsoever. The fate of the world turns
0 it, and of all men, the scholar is most deeply
!Derested in it, In him is supposed to be lodged
© true conservative spirit. Having studied the
Past, while living in the present—a thoughtful,
Yet, practical man, with knowledge, and the pow-
€ to make that knowledgo felt, he, under heaven,
& the only pilot for the troublous times on which

® governments of the world are entering.”
Mr. Hendley is justly distinguished for the sin-
felicity of his illustrations and descriptions.

'@ following passage indicates his power :

Ve you ever seen an eagle fettered to the
roxth, day after day,and weck after weeki How
awax)l‘fmage droops, and his proud bearing sinks
.Y into an expression of fear and humility.

8 eye, that was wont to outgaze the sun, is
ISireless ang dead, and but low sounds of imita-
froe . Pehim. But just let the free cry of a
meetea‘_gle. seated on some far mountain crag,

'8 ear, and how his roughened plumage

:u itself into beauty, his drooping neck be-
that wﬁ‘:"@ and his eye gleams as of old. Pour
Wingg 8cream again on his ear, and those broad
ang nfold themselves in their native strength,

rﬁllo::“‘: 8 ery as shrill and piercing as that of his

M° strains on his fetter, and perchancq,
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bursts away, soaring gloriously towards heaven,
Who then ehall stay his flight, or fil} his Leurt
with fear ¢

This collection of Miscellanies has afforded us

many an intellectual treat, and we thercfore, do

not hesitate to recomniend it to the readers of the
Ganwaxn,  To the title of philosopher, Mr, Head-
ley can lay but little claim.  Butus a companion,
whose presence may beguile a tedious hour, who
is fascinating while instructive, he will never be
unwelcome to those who know him.

THE MESSAGE BIRD; A LITERARY AND MUSICAL JoUR-
NAL.

We have reccived the last number of thix inter-
esting semi-monthly paper. It is devoted almost
exclusively to subjects of a musical character, and
its contents are chiefly original. The composition,
“The Lord is our God,” is particularly fine. 7%
Message Bird will be a welcome visitant to many.

MARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

Tue first number of this valuable work is before
us. It is impossible to say too much concerning
the advantages which its large circulation will
afford to the community. It is somewhat in the
style of our old friend the Eelectic, but its articles
are apparently sclected from a greater variety of
sources, and are, therefore, better adapted to
please all classes of the people. This Magazine
has another, and no mean attraction, in these times
of pecuniary distress—its extreme cheapness. It
is intended to present to all those who desire it,
the means of intellectual improvement. We
extract the following from the publishers' ad-
dress,

“The Magazine is not intended exclusively for
any class of readers, or for any kind of reading.
The Publishers have at their command the ex-
haustless resources of current Periodical Litera-
ture in all its departments. They have the aid
of Editors, in whom, both they and the public
have long since learned to repose full and implicit
confidence. They have no doubt that, by a carc-
ful, industrious, and intelligent use of these ap-
pliances, they can present a Monthly Compendium
of the periodieal productions of the day, which
no one, who has the slightest relish for miscellane-
ous reading, or the slightest desire to keep hin-
sclf informed of the progress anu results of the
literary genius of his own age, would willingly
be without.” '

cn AR e

Nt

PO

BV

A N R A A AR R A R TR RS AR N NN N

RN

s e RN

4

X
FRERLAA LI A TAAA LA AAA A TR RAA A TAAR AAAA ARV BAAA LA VAR A NN AV N A A \v*

vt

1 e aay

o e aptan g . A -



