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PREF-ACE.

{

CovLp I think that the ioilowing pages contained any
merit sufficient to atone for their many faults, I should

pen these introductory lines with a less unfalteringw

hand. Asitis, I can only commend my book to the
indulgence of the reader. ' If I have any satisfaction in
sending it forth, the,‘ qualities productive of that satis-
faction are merely of a negative character—consisting
of an absence of the false philosophies now in vogue,
and the polluting pitch of licentiousness, evils which too
surely convey to the inexperienced mind a poisonous
contagion, more swift and deadly than that the eastern
prince imbibe(i, while tu-ning over the fatal leaves
bequeathed him by his seer. :
'And now my bubble is blown, For the evanescence
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i 'PREFACE.

of its existence I am fully prepared, and shall be wel'
content if any thing in the form or colouring of the
momentary trifle please even the passing glance of the
condescending beholder. But some will say life has
more serious ends than to be frittered away in creating
or in beholding mere bubbles. This is true to a certain
extent; yet even in bubbles there may be found matter
of important observation. and touches of beauty sug-
gestives of ideas refining to the taste and softening to
the disposition. The Bard of Avon found ¢ good. in
every thing;”” and so will most rightly tempered minds.
If, then, my book wholly fails to yield improvement as
well as gratification, let the reader share the blame.
To those who think that the orders of fiction should
be preserved as distinct from each other as the orders of

architecture, both the treatment and design of this work .

will give great offence. It is not striéﬂy a domestic or

a sentimental stdy}:', neither is it an humorous or a
fashionable story ; nor does it claim kindred with any
decided school whatever, but partakes, perhaps, of all.
Another more serious argument among adverse critics
will be this—that the professed heroine does not chiefly
sustain what interest there may be found here. For this
license which I have taken I make no plea other than
that the nature of my design required an exception to

what I admit should be held as a general rule.
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PREFACE. iin

With respect to the characters I feel that I have not
Jone justice to my own conceptions. In the Pirate 1
aimed to’show a man whose vices were all of an open
description, and originated in one single passion, and
thata compa.rativei‘y rare one—the love.of rule. He is
temperate, dignified, firm, but not cruel ; brave, coﬁr- .
teous, and always suffering a secret struggle between
his principles and the enthralling power of his master
passion, His son, Clinton, was drawn from the life, and
therefore should have been more skilfully portrayed.
The goddess to which he sacrifices himself and others
is pleasure. Of a poetical temperament, of a delicate
organisation answering to the faintest play of fancy and
feeling, without any fixed principles to guard these
dangerous gifts, he plunges, upon the first disappoint-
ment he meets in life, into dissipation, and, as an
almost natural consequence, into fraud, to support that
dissipation. His culpable conduct to the artless Lucy,
is a picture of what too frequently takes place in real
life. The proud lords of creation can descend tovery
petty vanity, and in order to gratify it will peril the
peace of the young and inékpérienced female without
remorse. In suddenly removing Clinton from fortune
and happiness to a grave beside her, I bave performed
an act of poetical justice. Of the other persons who
figure in this story I shall here say nothing more than
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" that Zucy is perhaps the female character most likely

to interest the readers’ affections—Jane, their esteem—
Lady Hester, their imagination.

I have -only now to request that those persons whe
have honoured the present work during its progress
through the press with their very liberal patronage, will
accept from meé many heartfelt thanks, and some apolo-
gies. Isay some, because I wish it to be distinctly under-
stood that only once, and that at the commencement of

my task, have I been the cause of those vexatious de-

" lays thathave occurred in the publication. This grievous
fault, and others more depending on my own efforts, will,
- 1 trust, be found remedied in the Historical-Romance -

1 have recently undertaken, to which, in conclusion, I
beg to solicit the kind attention of my weil wishera,
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) THE
CANADIAN GIRL;

OR, THE

¢

PIRATE OF THE LAKES

. CHAPTERL

She wandered on from morn to night;
High were the trees—the lake was broad;
& And notsheltering roof in sight,

Nor friend to cheer the lonely road.

E——————

Towarp the close of a warm and bright day, 4 young

girl was walking alone n one of the sublime wildernesses ~

of Upper Canada. She might be fourteen or sixteen
~ years of age. Her head and feet were uncovered ; and

the tattered English frock which she wore, with tight - o
sleeves, barely hiding her shoulders, left her arms

also exposed. As she walked slowly, she leaned on 2
strong branch of a tree that she had picked up, but 1t

was evident, that even with the assistance of this, she

could scarcely moye onw ~vds, so much was she fatigued.
In truth, her solitary journeying had continued nearly
B .
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all the day; during which time she had not seen one
human habitation. Boundless woods surrounded her;
and, with the lake whose margin she pursued, were silent
toawfulness. Scarce a bird among the trees or on the
water was seen or heard ; sometimes a fawn darted from
the thicket on her right to slake its thirstin the clear
broad stream, and at the sight of the girl, scoured off to
Join its companions at a distamce ; but the noise the
animal made tended rather to hewhten, than disturb, the
deep repose of the scene. The brief Canadian snmmer
had opened here all its finest beauties, which the mois-

% ture exhaled from the lake, prevented from becoming’

'scorched and withered. The soil, always fertile, had

now cast up its rarest productions, which no hand of man
had sown or planted. Long grass, of a brilliant green,
covered all the wiid undulations of the ground, as far as
the windings of the lake and the woods permitted them
to be seen. Herbage, in luxuriant variety, mingled with
the grass, and efhibited " the titmost freshuess, its tints
comprising all shades of green, with sometimes a. bright
brown or red. Occasionally, openings in the tangled
underwood, revealed spots of fairy-like beauty, sheltered
under the long overhanging branches of enormous trees,
and in such spots the few coy flowers which graced the
solitude, were principally gathered.

There were six majestic trees standing apart from the
thicket to which they belonged, like a family growing in
close union, side by side: their far-extending roots
touched the water, and their combinel foliage formed a
dark shade upon the grass for a considerable distance
round about them. They were Canadian oaks, of ancient
growth, and of more than the usual size of that species.
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-l THE CANADIAN GIRL. 3

As the girl advanced toward these oaks, she perceived

~ that the knotty fibres of their roots made the ground, on
the lake side, very hard and unequal for her blistered
feet, therefore she turned aside to the thicket, and fol-
lowed its course instead of that of the stream.

She had not gone many yards forward before skie heard
the click of a rifle behind, and @g her head quickly
beheld two Indian hunters' in the"shade of the detached
group of oaks ; one was on his knee taking aim'at some
object on the top of a tall cotton-wood tree, just beyond
the spot where she stood, and the other stood in an easy
attitude by his companion’s side, ready to watch the're-

_ sult of the shot. The next moment the frightful scream

-of a young eagle rang through the air at the same
timeé with the startling report of the rifle. The noble
bird fell to the earth beating its wide wings with a loud
noise, in the agony of death.

“ We have her—we have her!” shouted both the
hunters, in the Indian tongue, springing forward to
seize their prize. “°Tis the calumet eagle, brother,”
said the taller hunter, ¢ that carried off the red deer
so gallantly, last sunset; she’s as brave a white-head as
ever wore plume. I know her own screech—it is the
loudest and the fiercest I ever heard.”

¢ She has screeched her last, poor bn'd"” said the
other, who was a twin- brother. of the hunter who had just’
spoken. « We are in luck to day! this has: beeu the
best shot aimed for these twelve moons paa?* Come,
help me 10 sling it upon my back.”-

The tallest hunter, however, stood witn his keen black
eyes fixed with awe upon the thicket. and allowed his
brother to buckle the leathern stra; atound the body of
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the éagle, unassisted. The two Indians exactly resembled
each other in all points, excepting height. They were
well-made, muscular, and hanr!some; and apparently
had no more than just reached the period of manhood.
Their countenances expressed openness, honesty, and
daring: they were inseparable at all times. Their rifles
were made of the same kind of dark wood, of one length,
and of the same weight ; the pouch and horn which each

-had hanging from the shoulder, were of one shape and

size; and the scanty, primitive garment of skins, with the
hair outwards, was worn alike i‘;ﬁon both figures. In
the deer-skin belt drawn around each waist was placed
a broad knife in a leathern sheath, with a stout handle of
buckhorn, both made of one pattern.

“ What is it that my brother sees ¥ asked the shorter
Indian, who was stooping over the eagle, and with aston-
ishment perceived the awe-struck looks of his companion,
for which he could discern no adequate cause.

“ Softly!” cried the other, with uneasiness: * *Twas
a white spirit! No woman of the Pale-faces would be
abroad here—’tis an impossibility ! If she had the foot
of a hunter, she could not reach the nearest settlement
before to morrow’s dawn !

A few more words passed between the Indians, and
then leaving the bird which they had had the unusual
good fortune to bring down, they pressed side by side
into the thicket, where the girl had appeared to the taller
hunter—but she was not to be seen.

“ What did T say to you ?” said the Indian who tad
espied her. “Did I not see a white spirit that had come
from the Indian’s happy hunting-grounds whither our
fathers are gone ?” '

&
)




THE CANADIAN GIRL. 5

« We will search further,” said the other, sending a
keen glance around: « there may be some Pale-faces
here, from tke farm of the good old white man, the
Pastor, as they call him—he that teaches them out of the
Great Book : they come many days journey to hear him;
they may be lying shaking in the grass now, for fear,
thinking we are savage hunters who would take them
prisoners and scalp them. These Pale-faces, brother,
have worxiens hearts, and their women are like the fawns,
they drop down at the sound of a rifle !”

¢« No; it was a white spirit,” said the taller; <« [ saw
it pass under these outside trees, alone, before you fired.
Hark ! did not the bushes rustle ?” and he stooped with
his hand in that of his brother, attentively listening for
a considerable time. All was still, however; and they
both became convinced that no human being was near:
fully satisfied of this, after the most vigilant watchfulness,
they returned to the spot where they had left the bird of
prey. The taller Indian looked on with quiet exultation,
while the other traced the passage of the lead through
its body.

¢ A clean shot, Sassa !” said he, turning it over, and
pointing with his finger to the ruffled and stained feathers
on the left side of the breast. < It hit her right under
the wing !”

Sassa disdained to express the pleasure he felt, but it
was sufficiently seen in the dancing light of his fearless
eye, and in the proud, but smiling curve, of his Lip.
Grasping the legs of the eagle with both hands, and
exerting’all his muscles to support the weight, the shorter
Indian swung the bird on his back, and proceeded with
it to the side of the lake. Sassa followed, carrying the

a
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two rifles on his right arm, while his left assisted in
supporting the body of the eagle, the left hand affection-
ately resting on the farthest shoulder of his brother.

“ This is the first calumet eagle you have touched
since we have hunted together, Sassa,” said he who bore
the bird. « It is a rare piece of luck ! but who can tell,”
he added, < that it always lived in a nest? Our people
have wouderful traditions; and the good white Pastor
told us, Sassa, what we know to be true, that the Great
Spirit can do greater things than we know of.~ Who can
tell,” he said, turning upon his brother a look of real
seriousness, “long before the crack of a bullet was heard
in the Canadas, or the mocassin on the foot of an Indian
had pressed the grass of the wilderness, the spirit of the
eagle you have killed might have dwelt in another shape
—the shape you have just seen, Sassa ?”

“ Would the spirit of an eagle dwell in a woman of
the White race, when it was once so seldom found in
their men?” asked Sassa. The other did not reply;
but throwing down his burden at the edge of the water,
stood reflecting ; then exclaimed under the sudden im-
pulse of that generous affection for which both these
Indians were remarkable, ¢ T am glad my brother struck
the eagle! Itis fit that Sassa, who has the steadiest hand,
and sharpest eye, among the braves of our tribe. should
win feathers with his own rifle for his head! 1t shall be told
to his honour before the aged hunters in our lodges!”

Sassa stretched out his hand—and his proud lips
quivered with manly seusibility, as, emulating the grace-
ful bumility of the other, he said, ¢ Theold hunters have
given my brother the name of the Eagle Eye; and the
buffalo, and moose-deer, know that Zis hand is steady !”
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He paused—leaning in a dignified attitude on his rifle,
then resumed, with something of passion in the depth of
his tones, ¢ Shall I tell the son of my father, that our
hearts are as one? This eagle which he sees, is his ; and
the buck, whose plump side sheathed his arrow to the
head yesterday—is mine. Have we not one lodge?
Do we not eat together? The Pale-faces have taken
away our woods on the west, (where Lake Erie, and the
rivers which run inland, have borne our fathers canoes,)
but here they come more slowly—here they dread more
the snow and the cold. My brother and I, with the few
that remain of our tribe, will hunt here as our fathers
hunted in days past; and Sassa will die with his fellow
hunter—for he was born with him!”” As he concluded, a -
canoe, covered with sheets of birch-bark, which had
been hidden under the bushes and weeds of the bank,
shot into sight upon the water. The valuable prize the.
hunters had obtained was placed between them in the
narrow vessel, and they were soon at the opposite side of
the lake, where vast trees formed a dark wall, growing
within the boundary of the stream.

From the hollow trunk of a decayed beech-tree, when
the twin-brothers had disappeared, stepped the girl, half
doubtful that she had indeed concealed herself so effec-
tually. She looked anxiously on all sides; and then, with
the aid of her branch, again endeavoured to move for-
ward ; but her limbs failed to perform their office, and she
sank on the ground. '

Night came on, and mists rising from the lake, hung
suspended between the sky and the earth; but the air
was soft and refreshing to the wearied and fevered girl.
Ske had found a little honey in the tree-hollow which
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had sheltered her, and had spread it over half of a small
cake that had been given to her when she started upon
her extraordinary journey ; with this she drank a little
fresh water, that she obtained in the hollow of her hands
from a rill which bubbled up from the ground within the
labyrinth of the thicket, and flowed past her temporary
resting place. When the last morsel of her cake was
eaten, she clasped her hands on her knee, and looked
up fixedly to the darkening heavens. Her lips moved
with inward prayer ; and instead of expressing appre-
hension, her pale countenance was irradiated with a
smile of thankfulness. She next arranged for herself
a couch of balsam-tree boughs, and broad leaves, in a
spot entirely hidden from sight, just within the thicket,
and there yielded to the welcome. slumber that stole
swiftly over her senses.

When she awoke, it was with a convulsive start, and
she sprang up crying in shrill tones that sounded far
through the thicket, ¢ Father—father—take me in the
boat! Leave me not in the burning ship! O, father, as
you hope for mercy, save me! save me!” The words
died off on her tongue, as, trembling from head to foot,
she revived to consciousness. Looking at her bed of
balsam, her lips moved again with thankful emotions.
She kneeled down, and thanked the Almighty that
she was safe. It was strange that so young a girl,
entirely ﬁnprotected, in a place so wild, and lonely,
should be tkankful for her safety! Yet so it was—and
the feeling was ardent too, again producing a flickering
smile on her lips, as she took up her branch with renewed
activity, and proceeded on her toilsome way. The mists
were dissipated by the rising sun, which threw its long
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tracks of fire on the lake. Wild-ducks were ﬁq#/;/.ting out
from their coverts, and arranging their feathers with their
bills ; woodcocks and snipes, in considerable numbers,
added to the exhiliration of the scene; and, as the lake
narrowed, she heard the loud clarion notes of a pair of
majestic swans, that moved slowly and heavily over the
surface of the water. The heat increased ;—but she
walked onwards with the steadiness and speed of one
who had from her birth been inured to danger, hardship,
and fatigue, and who was supported by a resolution
based upon no common motives, which buoyed up her
spirits to a pitch above that usual with woman.

About the time of noon she rested in a sweetly shaded
spot, where she providentially found a piece of bison-
meat and some scraps of venison, which had been cocked
and left by hunters; there were other remnants scattered
around, all of which she collected in the skirt of her fi'(;ck,
. as she acknowledged with tears, the kindness of Him
who feeds the young ravens when they cry. Thus re-
plenished, she felt new vigour, and, hope leading the way,
she pressed on once more, having bound around her feet
some broad leaves which defended them for a time from
the ground. When the leaves wore off she replaced them
with fresh ones, bat by this time the way had grown much
softer and easier, lying on a gentle descent, and covered
with a thick layer of turf, and tender grass; a breeze,
most grateful and refreshing, abated the fervent heat ;
and cascades, and small water courses, delightfully varied
the plain upon which she was now entering, and replied
to the soft murmurings of the breeze with a soothing,
and stilly sound.
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CHAPTER IL

“ I would you did but see how the storm chafes, how it rages, how it
takes up the shore! but that’s not to the point.”—Shakspeare.

« They hurried us aboard a bark ;
Bore us some leagues to sea! where they prepar'd
A rotten carcase of a boat, not rigg’d,
Nor tackle, sail, nor mast; the very rats
Instinctively had quit it: there they hoist us,
To cry to the sea that roar'd to us; to sigh
To the winds, whose pity sighing back again,
Did us but loving wrong.”—Shakspeare.

Tae recollections of the young girl just introduced,
went as far back as her fourth birthday. On that day
she was in the interior. of a ship which tossed very much
under one of those violeut storms which are so frequent
and dangerous on Lake Superior—This lake is the .~
largest and most elevated, as well as the most remote,
of the singular inland chain of great North American
seas of fresh water, which, says a writer, *“ may well be .
considered the wonder and admiration of the world;”
beyond this lake, lie interminable wastes of the dreariest
possible description, utterly uninhabitable, and buried
under perpetual winter.

. During that storm she remembered lying in her ﬁ;-
ther’s cabin, while he sat by her, ehdea,vounng in a very

B ARG P i s s e
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kind manner, to keep down the terror which every now
and then caused her to scream aloud, and to cling round
his neck in  convulsions. Frequently he was called
upon deck, by the title of < Mate!” and then an old
sailor, called Toby Haverstraw, took her father’s place,
and administered brandy to her. The storm being over,
she was led by her father to the forepart of the vessel,
and shown the boiling waves, which, as-far as the eye
eould see, appeared like mountains of white foam, inter-
sected by pitchy vallies, and gulfs of frichtful depth.
The clouds seemed to hang so low as almost to touch the
crests of these dazzling and innumerable heights—and
altogether, the spectacle was such as the child could
never forget. It precipitated her mind forwards in intel
ligence, and roused her faculties to premature action.
She could retrace with what extraordinary quickness,
after that day, she had imbibed new ideas, and how
swiftly her capacity for affection had enlarged itself. Her
father was loved with.-more-and. more devotedness ;—the

!
:

years. She became pleased with every vai"iaﬁon of the’
atmosphere. She learnt by degrees to admire-the very

o

reserved, dlsdamful temper, which ‘had procured him
the mckname of «/Seignior,” among the crew, who,
“nevertheless, pald great deference to his distinguished
nautical skill and courage. He seldom suffered hls child

~

water and the sky unfolded more and more wonders —
the ship was more and more a place of strange occur-
rences ;—and these composed her world for several -

. phenomena which caused her dread. Tsolated from all -
but her father, and wnorant of the World she early ems
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to leave his cabin in order to go on deck, unless in company
with him, and then never kept his eye off from her until
she returned to it again. When she was getting dull, he
would send in Toby Haverstraw to entertain her by
answering her multitudinous questions concerning such
a coast, such a sea, or such a storm ; and to provoke her
to question him further, the sailor would ‘tell tales of
marvellous events that he had picked up from seamen at
different periods of his marine life. Hence, Toby be-
came also much loved by Little Jenny, which-was the
name he bestowed on her. The use of these two words
was a particular favour permitted to Toby b); the mate
her father, and to him only, for none else were allowed
to address her by any other but the English appellation
—Miss Anderson. Her father himself called her Jane,
-as did likewise the captain—a grave, good old man, who
seemed to leave all the active management of the ship
to Leonard Aunderson—his mate. ' )

Jane was sometimes left on shore in the care of persons
on whom her father could rely—once she was left at
Quebec, in Lower Canada, in the house of the captain’s
lady, where she learnt more of the true nature of right
and wrong, of good and evil—with the addition of the
ordinary rudiments of female education—than ever she
had learnt before. - There was an originalit); about the
little girl that delighted Madame Barry, and she took

" considerable pains with her. :

This lady was childless, having lost her only son in the
disease known as the March fever. Long-enduring
grief for his loss had imparted to her bearing an air of
touching melancholy, which called forth the sympathy of
all who approached her. She constantly retained her

et i TS el N et T




THE CANADIAN GIRL. 13

mourning dress, which she purposed wearing without
change during the remainder of her life, Its never-
varying style, @ la Francaise, rather stiff and antique,
but charmingly relieved with snowy-white frills, ker-
chiefs, and ruffles, harmonised with, and expressed her
character; her precise head-dress, composed of white
crape, under the surveillance of a reputed French-
"Canadlan milliner of Quebec—suited very well the
settled plamdlty and gravity of her matron features,
which were marked with the sorrows and trials of fifty
years. The captain, her husband, was fifteen years
older than herself, and it was while Jane Anderson
was at his house that he was _gone upon what he had
hoped would prove his last expedition, _before he finally
gave up a sea life.  And his last expedltxon it proved—
for he never retuined more. Madame Barry, leading
Jane by the hand, daily visited the Quebec Harbour in
search of her husband’s vessel, or with the expectation of
receiving some intelligence of it ; but month after month
passed away, after the period when his return was ex-
pected, and hope was gradually changed into agonising
doubt and apprehension. At length Madame Barry re-
ceived tidings that a vessel had been cast away in the
north channel of the St. Lawrence, between Ile aux Cou-
dres and Quebec, where many shipwrecks had before
occurred. Further particulars arrived to confirm her
worst fears; and at length it was proved, beyond all
doubt, that it was Captain Barry’s vessel which had sunk
almost in sight of the bay of La Prairie, on the north
side of Ile aux Coudres, and it was supposed that all
on board had perished. '

But in a short time after came still more distressing

g
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tidings. The'weather, at the time of the wrecking of
the Antelope vessel, belonging to Captain Barry, had
been particularly calm, and this circumstance, joined
with others of a still more suspicious nature, led to the
appalling supposition that the ship had been purposely
foundered by some of the crew.

Madame Bar-- no soomer became convinced of the
truth of this report, than she sold off her few possessions
and entered a convent of Quebec, Upper Town. Pitying
the forlorn condition of Jane Anderson, whose father she
supposed had perished with the captain, Madame would
have taken the friendless girl into the convent with her,
and would have provided for her education and mainte-
nance there, until she was grown to a more advanced
age. But her kindly intentions were frustrated; by the
sudden disappearance of the object for Whose benefit they
were exerted.

Jane was wandering in the extensive garden adjoining
Madame Barry’s residence, when her father and Toby
Haverstraw appeared on the path before her, just within
the gate. She would have screamed for joy, but was
prevented by the former, who immediately took her to the
St. Lawrence river, and placed her ina small boat, which,
rowed by Toby and another sailor; quickl y reached along,
but lightly-framed ship, that Jane had never seen before.
Upon thisvessel she heard her father hailed as “ Captain,”
instead of “Mate,” the latter office being now assigned to
Toby Haverstraw. Before she had done wondering at
this and other strange alterations, for which she eould
not account, and of which she received no explanation,
Leonard Anderson directed the * Vulture ™ to be set for-
ward up the St. Lawrence, toward the great Lakes o
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Upper Canada.—It was done ;—and the Pirate (for such

was Anderson now) continued navigating on these m-
Jand seas, his daughter living in his cabin, until the pe-

riod of the opening of our story, when Jane had left the
ship under circumstances of peculiar terror, and had fled
for refuge to the wilderness. L
At the eve of her second day’s journey, being exhausted,
" she lay down by a settlement and slept. She had walked
* during those two days from a river connected with the
Otfawa, a distance of thirty or foity miles, but had now,
~ though she knew it not, reached the place of her desti-
“mation. She was roused about midnight by the noise of
a North American rattle-snake, one of which had coiled
jtself under some dwarf bank-pines almost close by the
felled tree on which she had pillowed her head. She
arose immediately; but found her joints so ‘stiff and
painful that she could scarcely stand. Now, indeed, her
heart sank fearfully; she stood moveless for a consider-
able time, hardly daring to breathe, but yet all the time
endeavouring to call up sufficient of that emergetic
courage, which was native in her heart, to. resist the m-

_ fluences of her dreadful situation! Presently, while a

clammy dew overspread her face and her hands, while
she appeared under the starry sky, and amid the dusky
foliage, as a fixed and rigid figure of marble, the cauticus
dash of the paddle of a canoe ‘came upon her ear as the
most welcome sound ever heard ‘beneath lieaven. She

turned her head in the direction from whence the sound -
.had come, and beheld a scene of the most picturesque

description :—an oval basin of calm clear water from the
lake lay stretched out in front of numerous log-honses

and cabins, which were backed- by lofty pines, firs, and

=
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16 THE CANADIAN GIRL.

cedars ; its banks were formed of high and wild green
slopes, thickly bordered with bank-pines, juniper shrubs,
and other small trees, such as flourish principally in low,
well-watered districts. The dark surface of the water
mirrored these around its edges, while in the centre the

“twinkling orbs above were reflected with all their solemn

beauty. Butthe eye of the girl gazed not at any of those

- parts of the picture—meither did she take any notice of

the bold ridge of rocky hills which ran by the settlement

- on the right, exhibiting a lofty mass of shade, and an out-
 line of positive grandeur—nor did she observe on the left,”

an -abrupt and deep ravine, which descended from the
level land ;—but her eye was strained through the all-
pervading gloom, on perhaps a dozen bright red lights,
which were burning near together—sometimes stationary,
sometimes moving—a few inches above the surface of
the water. She knew they were formed of blazing pine-
knots, placed in iron baskets at the headsof fishing-boats;
and thus she was aware that succour was nigh.

¢ Ah!” she cried, trembling and weeping with ex-
citement, “ I shall yet be safe! I have reached the
settlement whereto I was directed. Ina few minutes—
ouly a few mimutes—I shall have made the fishers hear
me, and then I need fear no more!” She endeavoured
to call aloud, but her voice was weak and hoarse, with
the heavy cold she had caught by ‘sleeping on the damp
ground. Having walked with pain and difficulty to that
part of the bank nearest the lights, and farthest from the
dangerous rattle-snake which she had espied, she again
strove to attract the attention of the fishers; but failing,
sat down close to the water and wept aloud, drooping
her head on her knees, and clasping her hands over it

L
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CHAPTER 11

“ What is my offence ?"—Shakspeure.

In this valley stood two principal farms, lying near
to each other, and enjoying a highly prosperous con-
dition. A little beyond them was the romantic resi-
dence of a magistrate of this district, named Wilson,
whose office might be considered almost a sinecure, but
for the circumstance that he received no salary. He was
the resident pastor also, and engaged himself unceasingly
in the labours belonging to this profession.

A grandson and grandaughter, Arthur Lee, and Lucy,
his sister, were his endeared companions amid the wil-
derness ; the one adorned his 'small, but interesting
establishment, over which she presided—the other shared
and cheered his study and his mental toil, and also
overlooked the cultivation of his grounds.

The poor wandering daughter of the Pirate of the
Lakes, a short time after her arrival in the neighbour-
hood of the two large farms of this settlement, sat em-
ployed in making nets at one corner of the main apart-
ment of that farm which Jay nearest to the farge voot on

‘D
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P which she nad seen the fishers. In this apartment were
at least. a dozen persons assembied, to ‘whom Pastor
Wilson was continually exclaiming, Good people—
peace! No sense, nor reason, is to be heard in such
eSO - confusion. ’Ihls is worse than Babel! Will you be
“silent—that ﬁms&may speak who know something of" thaJ% K
matterI” His gold-headed cane was frequently rapped T
on the floor “to assist the effect of his words; and at
length the hubbub, which had existed for a quarter of an
hour without cessation—began to subside.
% Now, Pastor Wilson,” cried the master of the farm,
. subduing the rough and vindictive tones of his angry
. voice, into a more respectful modulation, ¢ please you,
- let us know your mind ?* -
* «If you will hear me, Joshua,” said the pastor, « I will,
D But hitherto there has been no opportunity for me to
: speak one word. Bring the young man hither, and place
your family around my chair, farmer. I must first hear
the statements of you and your’s; then converse with
the accused; and afterwards, I hope to give such a
judgment as shall satisfy all of you.”
¢ Judgment !” muttered the farmer (or backwoods-
man), casting his eye toward a young man of very pre-
possessing exterior, who advanced to the left side of tha
arm-chair in which the benevolent pastor sat. « Judg-
ment! were I on the States-frontier, out of reach of
the law—a tough hiccory-branch, and a stout cord,
‘should soon give the rogue judgment! There he stands,
pastor !’ continued the half-wild settler aloud, pointing
to the youth, who, with a smile of calm contempt seemed
to defy his threats:—¢ there he stands—the knavel
with that cursed care-for-nothing look of his—which 1
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guess has stolen away the wits.of all the foolish girls in
the two farms!”—

« Softly, my goa Joshua,” interrupted the pastor;
« we will see justice done to you—do not ‘feai'. What
is your name, young man T
: « Nicholas Clinton,” rephed the person addressed
with a peculiarly pleasing tone of voice, accompamed by
a respectful bend of the head.

» % And your country 7’ demanded the venerable pastor.

« Germany.” -

“ Germany—Germa.ny— repeated the interrogator
—your name is not German—TI think! it is more like
one of my own country. Your appearance is English,
t00.” At these words Nicholas Clinton avoided the pas-
tor’s eye, and appeared slightly embarrassed.

“ And how long have you been from GermanvT*
said Pastor Wilson.

« Nearly four years& replied Clinton. ;
-« And what were your intentions in emlora.tmg
hither 7 :

¢ I came to see a near relative, my mother, who hved
in Lower Canada,” was the reply; * but the ship in
which I sailed was foundered ; its commander, Captain
Barry, and all his crew sank with it. I got to land by -
floating on a piece of the wreck, until a ‘passing vessel
picked me up. Afterwards, I made my way with great
difficulty to this part of the country, and then—"

« He imposed on me, so that I took him into my
farm I excleimed ‘the backwoodsman ; « and here he
bas been treated like one of my own sons—]et him deny
it if he can®

« I never will deny it!” saxd Clmton. ¢ I have found
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you hospitable and generous—and I have done all that
lay in my power to repay you. Certainly—I could not
toil as you and your sons have toited: my frame,” he
said, stretching out his arms, and surveying his very
slight figure with a smile, ¢ isof a different quality from
your’s.—I was never made to wield the hatchet ;—but I
have kept your reckonings—penned your letters—con-
tracted your bargains—and seen your timber floated
down the Ottawa, for sale—besides—”

« Corrupting the household I cried’ farmer Joshua,
with a look of rage.

« Whom have I corrupted ? asked Clmton, very
coolly.

¢ Whom !” repeated the backwoodsman « Here,
Dan—Dan, step out into the light, boy, and tell your
tale!” With an air of authority he beckoned as he spoke
to one of his sons, whom the females of the household
were endeavourmg to keep back.
- «.Come hither, Dan—or _it will be worse for you !”
exclaimed the father. < Put aside the babbling women,

- and tell Pastor Wilson the truth.—Do you hear!”

The last three words were pronounced with startling
power, and they were answered immediately by the ap-
proach of Dan to the head of the room, whither he was
followed close by his mother and sisters. V

« If you speak one word more than is true—may your
tongue be blistered fora twelvemonth ! said the settler’s

wife.

% Go!—you were always a mischief-maker, and a
trouble-sower, you were, Dan! Could nothing serve
vour turn, but you must set this fire raging ?” cried nws
eidest sister, with bitter emphasis.
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« I gness,” said Dan, casting a half-apologeﬁcvlwk
toward Clinton, « 1 have made more stir here than 1
meant to make.” :

« Why I am glad to hear you say so 1 said the pastor,
who felt secretly much interested for the youth. Well,

" then, after all it is some slight offence—nothing of any
consequence, Which Nicholas Clinton has committed.”:

« He tells you a le, if he says it is no more ! cried
the settler. ¢ There was a time when mno son of mine
durst stand and speak a lie in my hearing! and as it is
—1 warn him—I warn him!” S,

« Father,” said Dan, laying his hand on the settler’s
arm, «.I will tell the pastor every word I told you—only
do 1ot let mother and the girls rail on’ me.—Bid them
pot look at me as if I invented the story to -drive out
Clinton from our house. As sure as 1 am standing on
our-own arth, mother,” he continued, turning. toward
the females, *¢ I mean Clinton no’ barm! You know no
one in the farm had the liking for him I had.. Havno’t
1 taken his part often when my brothers complained
‘against himr 7—Havn’t I been his friend up to this
present time 7. o S

« Its true!—Its true!” cried the settler: ¢ I have
noticed it.” . - - N

« His friend 1” reiterated the mistress of the farm.—
« You havn’t man enough in you, Dan, to beany ynan’s
friend—you know you have’t” - o

« Go—go!”? exclaimed the three young womenm,
with stinging disdain. « You take his part !”—111 would
betide Clinton’s cause—if only Dan were to defend it ”

« There now, father !” ctied Dan; ¢ they mock me
and upbraid me, as if I ' :
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« Go on !’ imperatively exclaimed the settler; and
his son hastened to give a tolerably clear account of
Clinton’s offence.

- The very large apartment in which this amma.ted
scene occurred, was, as we have said, the principal room
of the farm. The praiseworthy industry of the-settler’s
wife and daughters, had kept this, and every other part
of the building, in astate of thorough cleanliness. = Fhe
eye could not rest upon any spot which indicated neglect.
All was well ordered, shining, and regular. The com-
monest utensils were made to serve for ornament as well
as use. The three expansive window-benches were loaded
with flowers ; and the white-washed walls were hung
with ranks of implements of husbandry, fishing, and
hunting spears, rifles, knives, shot-pouches, dirks,” &e.,
which were kept in admirably neat array—ready for
instant use—by the four sons of the settler. " The fire-
place, in the centre of the apartment, consisted only of
a vast hearth, and a chimney ; which, being without fire,
afforded the inmates of the farm another spot for dis-
playing the flowers of the season.  The lower end of the
room, connected with the kitchen, exhibited a goodly
collection of trenchers and drinking cups, in rows, on
each side of the doorway—the upper rows being of bright
metal, the under rows of polished horn.” The opposite
end of the room led into the sleeping apartments, and it
was at this end that the pastor sat, in a large easy chair,
to decide, in his capacity of magistrate, upon the case

Tl “broucht before him. He was nearly seventy years of

age, but his cheek was fresh and ruddy, and his frame
bore not the slightest vestige of decay: his silver hairs
were covered with an English clerical hat, looped up at
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the sides: his figure was perfectly upright, and ore leg
rested horizontally over the other, neatly covered with

black cloth gaiters. He retained, in these solitudes, the

black dress, the white lawn ends depending from his
cravat, and the silver knee and shoe-buckles, which had
together characterised bisappearance when, in'former
years, he resided on a benefice of the county of Suffolk,
in England. His countenance expressed the goodness
and mildness of his disposition ; his' manners were unas-
suming and kindly; and his speech was partlcularly
persuasive, affectionate, and instructive.

At his left hand, stood in an easy, careless posmon,
the young man who ‘was known i in the farm as Nicholas-
Clinton,  the scholar.” His throat had been baréed on|
account of the heat, and its uncommon fairness con-.
trasted the sunburnt tinge of his face, which, however,
added richness to, rather than injured, his almost femi- -
nine complexion. His figure was rather below the
middle height, very slenderly formed, but of most ac-.
cutate proportions, making up in activity what it wanted
in strength. His manners were such as might havé
been formed by superior education and society ; and.
yet, to a very close observer, there was sothething in
them not easily to be defined, which was not altogether
satisfactory. On thesurface, he was all that was pleasing;
and no one knew better how to adapt himself to different
characters in order to accomplish an object—than
Nicholas Clinton,

Farmer Joshua, the Canadian settler, from the States,
who was standing opposite Clinton, might be viewed in
some respects, as a specimen of his class. He stood wore
than six feet in height—sinewy-—shrunken——ot great
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. gtfength—and unvefined manners. His dress was along
brown surtout, of the coarsest poss;ble manuficture,
with leggings of the same sort of cloth. . His face had
been exposed to the elements until it had become nearly
as dark as that of an Indian, and bushy black hair, matted
above it, considerably added to the uncivilised character
of his aspect. A slouching stoop of the shoulders, made
his height seem less than it was, and in some measure
disguised- the strength which he possessed. There was
in his features an invincible independence, a perfeet re-
liance on his own resources, and a patriarchal authority,
The inroads of “civilizatfon into the wilds which he had
penetrated, he viewed with great jealousy ; and his aver-

sfon against persons from civilised parts, was easily ex."
cited; and difficult to be overcome.

- The sons of the settler all more or less resembled lnm.
The eldest, who bore his father’s name, had married the
danghter of a States frontier-man, and had built a farm
and cleared some acres of land around it, at a convenient
‘distance from that in which he had been reared up. On
the present day he had Jjoined his brothers and sisters in
his father’s house, to hear the charge which Dan, the
settler’s second son, had brought against the favourite—
Clinton, -

& -~ The wife of farmer Joshua the elder, was in wuost re-

spects a partner suitable for him. She w: ‘s robust, ac-

tive, and cleanly, although violent in her teums-r, and
rough in her manners. Her daughters mhented her -
virtues and infirmities ; but few more healthy, lxvely,
energetic women existed, than those brought up beneath
the settler’s roof. Refinement, which so much enhances
the beauty of the sex, is not without many attendant
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evils, from which these persons were free. The perfection
of the female condition, perhaps, would be, when, to the
attainments, the softness, and sensibility of polite society,
were added the advantages of the uncultivated.

The forlorn Jane dropped her netting as Dan spoke
his charge against Clinton. She saw that all parties were
expectant, and as Clinton had behaved to her very kindly,
her sensibility was awakened for bim, and she tremblingly
hoped he would be cleared from the threatening dis-
honour. When hér eye turned toward the accuser, and
from him to the accused, the contrast between them in-

-creased her prepossession for the latter ; and, misled by
fancy and by deceptory appearances, she entertained not
a doubt of his innocence. Her own acquaintance with
misfortune, the sense of her own solitary situation, united
with inexperience, induced her to yield to first impress-
sions in favour of Clinton, without examination.

He had thrilled her youthful heart, when he told the
pastor his brief story, and tears of pity and of sympathy
filled her eyes. She had ill endured to hear and see the
settler’s behaviour to him ; her colour came and went;
she breathed quick and loud ; and shrank within herself
as one violent, and, as she thought, savage speech, suc-
ceeded to another, from farmer J oshua’s lips.

Her attention was now fastened upon the speech of -
Dan, which was to this purport :—Clinton had fre-
quently hinted to him how easy it might be to advance
themselves in one of the populous cities of the States,
had they but a few hundred dollars. Dan at length be-
gan to think there was more in this than met the eye;
and, to try the other, pretended to encourage the sug-
gestion, and to invite him to speak with less restraint

B
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concerniug the means by which the sum might be ob-
tained. They were much thrown in each other’s way
during the floating out of a quantity of timber from the
settlement, the rafts being entrusted to their care ; and it
was during these journeys that Clinton, by degrees, pro-
posed to Dan to dorrow from the settler, without his
knowledge, a bag of dollars, which they were aware he
had concealed in the farm.

<« There !—There! Pastor Wilson!” cried the infu-
riated settler : “ do you hear that? Hanging is too good
for him! A traitor by one’s own ’arth! He has come
in and gone out under this roof of mine; just as free and
welcome as I who built it! He has been idle when it
pleased him—and yet I call all here to witness, he has
had as much of my store as any of the children of my
own flesh and blood, from my eldest-born to my youngest ;
and there has not been one of them, though I say it, who
would not have done a week’s work, where he has done
a day,s 12

T acknowledge it may be so—and I regret it,” said
Clinton, with calmness. ¢ Perbaps to you, pastor, I
scarcely need say, that habits of contemplation and
study, and the indulgence of reveries, for which my tem-
per wasalways peculiarly fitted, are not easily overcome,
especially amid scenes such as this wilderness supply.
Farmer Joshua has been entirely unable to comprehend
my character, and has had so often to accuse me of inat-
tention to the rougher parts of his occupation, that I
must say, I have feared for some tlme, an open dismission

from his house.””
“ You were formerly accustomed to a sedentary life 7
said the pastor.




THE CANADIAN GIRL. - 27

¢ ] was,” replied Clinton, colouring, as some secret
‘remembrance was awakened by the inquiry.
“ You have been accustomed to writing, to books,
and to accounts ?’ asked the pastor. Clinton replied in§
5 the affirmative. ¢ But for this untoward affair, I should
have been glad to accept your services,” sajd the pastor.
“ You honour me,” said Clinton, bowing ; and while
T the receding flush left a paleness on his cheek, a half smile
‘ played on his lips.
: « And now, Nicholas Clinton,” cried the pastor,
.~ —  “]let us hear your answer to tke settler’s son.”
I ¢ No, sir,” said Clinton, with a negligent air; « 1
- make no answer to 4im, whom I too perfectly despise!
1 would not put myself to the trouble. He has declared
my offence—it is for you to give judgment, (which I trust
will be severe enough to satisfy the farmer,) and so the
matter is concluded.” )

The pastor deliberated, and found it difficult to en-
tertain a serious belief that Clinton’sintentions had really
been of so guilty a nature as Dan described. The latter
had evidently been reluctant to give his testimony, and
had faltered in different parts of it; he had contradicted
himself more than once, and both at the commencement"
and termination had said with anxiety, that perhaps
Clinton might not have meant exactly what he said.

Then the pastor considered what Clinton had remarked
concerning his own disposition and habits ; and the good
man could not but feel that the scholar must have been
very much out of his proper element here, where manners
were so rough, language so unpolished, ignorance of
literature so entire. He saw at once that the settler and
Clinton could never have assimilated, and therefore far-




28 THE CANADIAN emt..

mer Joshua’s bitterness did not in the least pre_]udlce his
mind against the young man, but on the contrary, rather
disposed him to be lenient. Suspicions more than
once crossed his mind, that the whole charge was an in-
vention on the part of Dan, and it was under this im-
pression that he again requested Clinton to defend him-
self if he could do so.

« Sir,” said Clinton, * only to yourse!f will I conde-
scend to make any remarks upon this most extraordinary
accusation ; and I entertain not the remotest hope that
bythem, I shallat all suceeed in removing the stain from
my character. Reputation is a brittle thing, and once
broken, there is no repairing it. But you will perhaps
be surprised if I attempt to turn my enemy’s weapons
against himself; in other words, if I charge him with the
very design which he has said was mine. He told me
there were dollars to a considerable amount concealed
here, or I should not have known that circumstance ; and A
he needed iy counsel how to turn the money to mest P
account, or he would not have risked a discovery by
placing confidence in me.. When I was fully master of
his intentions, I resolutely told him, that, if he did not
immediately swear to abandon them, I would expose him ; ;

— then, as I imagine, fear drove him upon this supposed :
remedy—and I am made the scape-goat of his guilt” '

“ What depravity !” exclaimed the pastor. < To
whatever part of the world men go, there does evil
flourish among them !”

¢ Now may I never handle an axe, or shoulder a rifle
more,” cried the settler « if this is not the blackest lie
that ever mortal coined! Dan! havn’t you a word tosay

& yourself? Are you struck dumb? I’d wager my
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right arm, boy, you should speak quick emough, if it

warn’t for the law, you should > |

The pastor fixed a frowning look on'the settler’s son,
who displayed to appearance all the signs of guilt on
his face, his eyes beirg wildly fixed on Clinton, while his
lips moved inarticulately, and a burning red hue ensan-
guined his bronzed visage. . -8

Dan had been the least liked in the setfler’s household,
‘except by his father, who regarded all his children equally

- with strict impgrtiality. At this unexpected turn of af-
fairs, family- pnde naturally inclined even those who had
always been jarring with him, to stand forward for his
vindication ; but:when they saw his counfused, alarmed
looks, and observ‘ed as they construed it, his guilty si-
lence, one whispezed with the other, and no one spoke
for him but the settler himself

"« Where are’ you,—his brothers—l_ns sisters—his
mother 7’ cried farmer Joshua, casting his eye down the
room: ¢ have you no nat’ral feeling for the boy! Is
there noneamong you who wiltuse your tongue for him?
Shame '-Shame' You ,could ta.lk fast enough for a-
worthless puppy !”

“ Dan’s got a tongue of his own, let him deny what
Clinton says,” said the eldest dauahter “If it is not
true, let him say so.’ -

¢ Speak, fool—speak !” cried the settler, turmng im-
peratively to his spell-bound son. ¢ Tell the gentleman-

= rogue he lies I’

77«1 daro’t father—I darn’t,” at length articulated
Dan, with difficulty, ‘and then throwing himself down
upon a seat, he hid his face.

The settler groaned and walked at once into the open :

i
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air. The pastor arose :— There is no more to be done,”
said he: “ I leave you, Daniel, to your conscience, and
to the natural punishments which wrong-doing brings.
‘As a justice, I conclude here, I haye no means whereby

-to demonstrate your offence more perfectly, neither are
they needed. Tam afraid that even your nearest friends
concur in convicting you. My office as a minister, how-
ever, gives mé the privilege of entreating you to let this
timely discovery, work your ultimate good. I will not
think you are yet familiar with thoughts of crime—I
would rather suppose that you have been tempted beyond
your strength, and so have let go your honesty only for
a time ;—God knows! This young man, Nicholas Clin-
ton, was a stranger in your house ; he had been torn by
a mysterious providence from the society to which he had
been accustomed ; he was far from his relatives and
friends ; and yet you would have laid upon him the im-
putation of guilt he never committed, and have seen him
driven from your father’s house, innocent, yeta miserable
and degraded man—branded with your crime !”

. The pastor buttoned up his coat, and pressed his hat
on more firmly, then grasped his walking cane in his
right hand, and replaced his cambric handkerchief in his
pocket. < I wish you all good day,” said he to-the as-
sembled family of the settler. My Lucy will be this
way I suppose to-morrow, with her brother, and may

. step in among you to dinner, if they will be welcome.”
« Tt is many a month since I saw them,” said the set- -

: - tler’s wife. <1 thought they had clean put us out of

‘ miind. Farmer Joshua will have some plump fruit for

. them to taste; it isas good as any raised by Mr. Arthur,

( 50 you may tell him, pastor.” She endeavoured to con:
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ceal the pain which the disgrace of her son occasioned
S ~ her, and looked as lively as usual, when she came out
o at the door to see the pastor depart. *
« ] had nearly forgot,” said he, ¢ the young man
within, dame, will hardly like to stay in the farm after
this occurrence; and his presence might very possibly
stand in the way of Daniel’s reconciliation with his fa-
ther, besides causing unforeseen unpleasantries. Now
as he is destitute of a home, and as employment suitable
to his attainments does not abound in these districts, I
will take him to assist my grandson and myself in our
little nest among the rocks, if it be agreeable to him, to
you, and to the farmer.”

« As for me,” said the settler’s wife, ¢ I shall be
heartily glad to see him so well provided for, and we
can’t think old Joshua will be sorry to lose him. To
speak the sober truth, Pagtor Wilson, Clinton has been
of very little service to him—he is"too. clever, and too
bookish, for our way oflife; he would never make a far-
mer while the world lasts.” :

¢ You are exactly of my opinion,” said the pastor;
¢ and it happens fortunately that -just such an one as
Clinton I have for, some time wished to have with me,
to—" ' : : :
“ Yes,” interrupted the settler’s wife, without. cere-

mony,. ¢ very true; and as I was saying, Pastor Wilson,
© Clinton is no helper to old Joshua ; and I can’t say, if
the truth be told, but I shall be glad to see him away, if
I only know he is comfortable ; for he is a gentleman;
that I’Il say, and very civil and obliging to me and the
girls. I have long seen something in Dan, pastor,” she
said, with a sigh, . that I have not liked; and I must
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say, if the truth be told, I thought that all was not
right.” :

=T hope he will see his error, and amend it,” said
“the pastor.—< But here comes Nicholas Clinton.”

The-pastor found that the latter was taking his leave
of the farm, and that he was about to go he knew not
whither. A kind smile from the benevolent old gentle-
man, invited him to pause in his hasty progress from the
house, and to turn back. The pastor held out his hand,
Clinton took it, and bade him farewell.

¢ No,” was the rejoinder, “ you must walk along with
me ; and, perhaps, while we improve our acquaintance,
I may persuade you not to forsake the wilderness alto-
gether just yet, because one unpleasant affair has troubled
you in it.”

Clinton appeared to hesitate; but presently, with a
very ingenuous manner, accepted the proposal, and after
exchanging many adieus with the females of the farm, -
set forward with the pastor across a romantic country,
to the house which the latter occupied, occasionally
stopping with him to admire some striking feature of the
extensive landscape, some new beauty in the water, the

.earth, or the sky.

In front of the settlement of farmer Joshua, they
passed the glassy fishing-water, called the Trout-pool,
on the bank of which Clinton himself had discovered
Jane. The bark in which he was, when he first saw her,
bad been a little in advance of the others, and as he
was raising the spear in his hand to strike one of the
fish which were gathered around his boat, attracted by
the lights hung out, the appearance of a female figure
sitting by the edge of the water, close at hand, startled
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him. He rowed to the bank, and her plalntwe entreaties
for succour became audible to his ear. In the other
boats were the settler and his sons, and these, being
summoned near, unanimously agreed to take her directly
to the nearest house, which was that of farmer Joshua.
It was done ; and after Jane had a little recovered from
the effects of her long and trying journey, she was per-
mitted to remain in the farm, on condition that she would
assist the females in the labours of the interior. Clinton
- pointed out the exact spot where he had first seen her,
and described these particulars to the pastor, who was
much interested in the recital, and wished that he had
spoken to her on his recent visit.

Their route was toward the chain of hills or mountains
which bounded the broad valley on the south and south-
west. The sun was setting in the horizon behind the

most remote of these elevations, and coloured, with the

‘most splendid tints, the light vapours which played about
them, while the great plam of the sky was softening into
evening’s milder hues. _ The atmosphere was delwhtful 3
the sod soft and green; and the groves which opened
before them, seemed < for contemplation formed.” ,
At length they struck into a pine-wood, where trees,
“most of whom age had overthrown, lay embedded in the
soil, and formed a patural road a quarter of a mile in
length, all superfluous branches and bushes having been
cut away, and the interstices between the fallen logs filled
up; by the care of the pastor’s grandson. The way nar-
rowed beyond this, and became dim and uneven—it had
been left so by the taste of Arthur Lee, who had per-
‘mitted the feathery evergreens to grow heré without

pruning, and the yellcw-pmes to overshadow the ascend-
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ing ground in their native majesty. A spring of water,
like crystal, murmured pleasantly along by the feet of the
travellers; and the cooing of the American wild-dove
was heard at intervals. The pastor pointed out to his
young companion a pair of these birds, which were
perched on the top of a tall larch tree. Clinton stepped
backwards, and viewed them with admiration as they were
defined against the western sky, which showed to advan-.
tage their delicate forms, their rich azure down, and the
tints of green, crimson, and gold, which, with every motion
they made, were seen to variegate their breasts and
wings. ‘

The ground rose steeper, and the sweet scents of a
garden and orchard mingled upon the air. “I cansmell,”
said Clinton, * some of the fruits of England, and could
almost fancy that I were now approaching one of her
happy, rural cottages.” - :

The pastor looked surprised: ¢ England! have you
been in England 7 ) o :

Clinton would have corrected himself, but the pastor
added, “ I now Anow you are a countryman of mine—I

feel convinced of it!” o
- «T1am,?said Clinton: “ but—as my friends there—
move rather in an—elevated circle—I had not wished—"-
¢ Say not a word more,” said the pastor: ¢ when you
are disposed to give me your confidence freely, I will re-
ceive it; in the meantime I bid you welcome to my little
domain, for we are now on the borders of it

The conversation that had taken place between the
pastor and Clinton since they left the farm, had been so
‘interesting and various, that it had served very much to
familiarise them with each other. The pastor was na-

e
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turally of an unsuspicious temper ; and the easy, fasci-
nating talk of the young man, abounding with sentiment
and poetry, charmed him insensibly ; although he re-
gretted to perceive that-he/was tinctured with modern

scepticism. J

A turn led them to the outsklrts of the orchard, which
was spread over the dechvllty of a dell, and abounded
with the fruits of Europe. |Clinton expressed in lively
terms his admiration of tlf;e scenery, and the pastor’s
eye ranged around with blameless pride and pleasure.
Although night was just se“tting in, yet the brightness of
the sky, and the purity of the air, occasioned all objects -
to appear distinctly defined, the shadows only investing
them with a softness and. leemmty peculiarly captivating
to the imagination. |

The house stood surrounded. by a garden at thebottom -

.of the dell, its glistening white walls contrasted with the
dark groves that clothed the hill facing the orchard. On
the right, a descent of water, over a precipice, fell into a
circular basin, whence it foamed along the ground in a »
deep, but narrow channel, about a hundred yards from
the house, and at a little distance was employed to turn
a picturesque mill.

An irregular path conducted from the elevated spot
where now stood the pastor and Clinton, to the door of
the house, first passing downa slope of the dell, through
the midst of the orchard, and then through the garden.

“ This is a very wilderness of sweets,” observed Clin-
ton, as he began to descend.

« Stop!” exclaimed the pastor; “ my grandcblldren
are near. Hark! that is Lucy They are very happy
you hear, Mr. Clinton.”

o Lo e
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The clear,. ringing laugh of a youthful female came
upon Clinton’s ear; it sounded from within the recesses
of the orchard on his right, and while he looked that way,
the pastor elevated his voice,and called aloud the names
of Arthur and Lucy.

He was directly joined by the delighted brother and
sister, who welcomed him home in the most affectionate
manner. The stranger was then introduced, alyld in afew
minutes the little party moved toward the house on the
most cordial terms. 1‘

But the innocent gaiety, the uncorrupted bliss, of these
attached relatives, had the immediate effect of saddening
Clinton ; therefore perceiving that they had many ques-
tions to ask and answer, which were of no interest to him,
he availed himself of the opportunity, slackened his steps,
followed more slowly, and gave the reins to his thick-
coming fancies.

Arthur presently noticing his being considerably be-
hind, turned back to him, and the pastor and the young
lady stood still in the garden until both came up with
them again. A seat of curled-maple, within a summer-
house, was approached, and the four sat down on it, while
the pastor related to his grandchildren the occurrence
which-had been the means of separating Clinton from
farmer Joshua, on hearing which, they expressed a gene-
rous indignation and sympathy.

Clinton, while the pastor was speaking, employed him-
self in ‘mentally painting the characters of the persons
among whom his lot was thus unexpectedly cast.

The young lady was about the age of eighteen, her
brother, a few years older: their English dress was neat
and unpretending ; their countenances beamed with in-
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telligence and virtue, health and happiness; and it we
would draw theé summary of Clinton’s conclusions con-
cerning them, it would be this—that they knew little or
nothing of the actual world, but inhabited a hemisphere
of their own creation—a pure, a bright one—teeming
with truth and joy. Lucy realised Wordsworth’s de-
“scription—
¢ She dwelt among the untrodden ways,
Beside the springs of Dove, )

A maid whom there were none to praise,
And very few to love.

“ A violet by a mossy stone,
Half hidden from the eye,
A single star, when only one,
Is shining in the sky.”
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, 'CHAPTER IV.

£
- m__‘;‘ ‘“ Hear my soul speak ;—
v The very instant that I saw you, did
My heart fly to your service; there resides,
To make me slave to it; and for your saxe
Am I thus patient.”—Shakspeare.

"« And 1, of ladies most deject and wretched,
. That suck’d the honey of his music vows.”—Shakspeare.

CrinToN was ot the only stranger introduced about
this time into the pastor’s abode. Jane Anderson, the
Pirate’s daughter, was fortunate enough to be taken
from the farm of the settler.by Lucy, to aSaISt in the
househeld affairs of the isolated lodge ; and as Arthur
Lee became attached to Clinton, so did Lucy to Jane.
Often was the Pirate’s daughter reminded here of her
former residence with Madame Barry, and she loved
nothing better than to talk of her to her young friend
and mistress, and to describe her looks, her dress, and
her discourse, But her father she never could be induced
to speak of. If asked concerning him, she sighed ; a kind
of horror was in her eye, and she would be melancholy
for hours after. Clinton, also, if interrogated on his
early life, if asked to converse about his former friends
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and associates, looked as if suffering hidden pa.zs, the
nature of which were not explained. Thus a mystery
hung over them both. But still they advanced in the
favour and confidence of the pastor, and in the esteem of
‘his grandchildren.

The employments of Clinton chiefly confined him to
the pastor’s study, where he transcribed sermons, letters,
and law papers ; kept the book of general expenses and
receipts; and assisted his patron to turn over the solid
tomes which burdened the shelves, in search of choice
passages on topics of religion, philosophy, or judif:;a.ture.
In addition to this, he was a valuable assistant to Arthur,
with respect to agricultural subjects, having so excellent
a memory, that he could bring forward, when necessary,
quotations from writers of authority, to elucidate any
particular branch of the art, and could point to the very
book, and chapter, if not to the page, in which auny in-
formation required could be obtained. And though he
had appeared to take so little interest in the farming
concerns of farmer Joshua, yet, while under the settler’s—
roof, he had not failed to acquire a great deal of know-
ledge as to the best means of raising crops of all kinds,

and had made himself expert in the Canadian arts of
~ spearing fish, of huntingand trapping animals, both large
and small, and of shooting birds.

His earliest morning, and his latest evening hours,
were devoted to Lucy. Her favourite walks and seats in
the dell he decorated with cousiderable taste; his turn
for poetry was cultivated for her amusement; and’as he
had a fine mellow voice, and she was rapturously partial
to singing, he practised this accomplishment too. There
was an old guitar in the house, which bad not been played
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upon for years, Clinton put it in order, and found that 1t
was really a very superior instrument ; he had once taken
lessons from a professor of the guitar in the English
metropolis, and now he turned them to account, so that’
shortly many a tender air won the ear of Lucy, at hours
most favourzble to such sounds—the beginning and de-
cline of day. :

He had some acquamtance/mth botany, mineralogy,
and other oriamental sciences, which he now brought
forth to the light. His knowledgeon these, au ther
abstract subjects, was very superficial—but Lucy did not
perceive that. She admired his classification of the
plants and flowers which he gathered in her walks; and,
while he was never wearied of drying them, and ar-
ranging' them in her cabinet, she took pleasure in pro-
nouncing the hard Latin names for the different parts of
-each fair production, which he had taught he>.

Insects, she was too humane to kill by the barbarous
method of impaling with pins, which Clinton recommended
as the practice of some European ladies, who esteemed
themselves for fine feelings ; but Lucy gratified her cu-
riosity more guiltlessly, and more perfectly, too, by ob-
serving the fragile creatures in their pleasant haunts,
possessed of freedom and life, sunning their gauze wings
bedecked with splendid colours, and humming aloud with
joy-as’ they pursued their airy sports, among countless
mygriads of their kind.

" When Clinton was with her, he acted as the interpreter »
of her observations on them. Theories regarding the
cause of the colours they exhibited, he set before her in
the most pleasing light. He endeavoured to make her -
sensible of the wonders which the misroscope was able
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to reveal in 1 their minute bodies: he narrated anecdotes
of their habits, of their governments, of the changes they
assumed. The military manceuvres of the ant, the mo-
narchical empire of the bees, the transformation of the
chrysalis to the butterfly, and similar wonders of the in-
sect world, were his delightful themes.
He gave such names as Lucy approved to all the most
. beautiful parts of the scenery around the house. The
basin of the cascade, was called the Marble Fountain—its
diverging channel, the Milky Way—(alluding to the
colour of the rapid current, which, being pent within
confined boundaries, became white as milk under the
concentration of its force)—the dell itself was called the
Happy Valley, (in reference to Dr. J ohnson’s prose poem -
of « Rasselas,” which was a favourite book of the young
lady.) A slight bridge was thrown over the Mxlky Way
by the mill, and just behmd a path wound up the front
of a steep and bold rock, to a commanding situation,
where Clinton constructed a couch and table of branches
and moss, and at the edge of the precipice, piled a low
wall of stones covered with sod—this spot was designated
Lucy’s Observatory ; and here the guileless girl listened
to the musical tongue of the designing Clinton, when he
pointed out the planets and the fixed stars—explained
the nightly changes in the heavens—the moon’s relation
to the earth—and the true nature of planetary systems ;
and when, gradually raising her imagination, he repeatel
the suppositions of noted astronomers regarding those
immense tracts of the universe which seem unpeopled
and in darkness, and those tracts, which, on the contrary,
are not only strewn tkick with innumerable stars or suns,

each the blazing centre of revolving worlds, but also dis-
G
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play misty appearances of light (called nebala), which it
is supposed form the material of which worlds are com-
posed. :

Arthur’s Seat was a noble crag about half way up a
mountain, so named, because, when reached from the
yellow-pine walk above the valley, it afforded an admi-
rable bird’s-eve view of all the land which Arthur Lee
had cultivated. It was a sublime pinnacle; overbanging
rocks above, and a tremendous precipice below, inspired
the heart with fearful emotions, yet the prospect would
have lured thither even the most timid. The dell was
sweetly pictured at the mountain’s foot, with its bright
streams, its cascade, its smiling enclosures of Indian
corn, fruit, and flowers. From this remarkable crag was
seen on the right, rising ground, clothed with trees, that
nodded their majestic tops to every wind ; on the left,
the gentle ascent was odoriferous with fruit-trees ; and
opposite to the spectator was reared.a rugged elevation
of granite, (yielding in point of grandeur only to Ar-
thur’s Seat,) bearing Lucy’s Observatory, raised oa its
front, at a comparatively small height above the level of
the ground. Thus was the Happy Valley shut in by
hills 5 and on whatever side it was viewed, appeared com-
bining sublimity with beauty, romantic wildress with
rural simplicity.

The house was small but convenient, vith an oven-
house, and sheds for the cattle, adjoining it. As the
polished windows became yellowed with the evening or
morning sunbeams, stages of geraniums, myrtles, musk,
and lemon-plants, reared against the walls, were watered
by the gentle Lucy, and rewarded her for the nourish-
ment imparted, by a richer fragrance, and by more
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charming tints. Nor was the humbler, but delightful
mignionette, with other plants, overlooked, but all ahke- ‘

rejoiced under the grateful moisture her hand distributed. -
Next, she fed her fowls, and after that arranged the do-
mestic operations of the day.

Jane was very serious, and always seemed to be full
of tboubht The pastor took a growing interest in her,
and sometimes endeavoured to lead her into religions

- conversation, bnt she was so excessively humble that he

-could scarcely draw anything from her. He observed~

that at family prayers skeseemed usually much affecteq,:
and sometimes he found her sitting by the marble foun-
tain in tears, reading the Scriptures.. She perused all
the memoirs of pious individuals that the house afforded ;
she gathered from Lucy and Arthur all the examples of
living persons worthily professing religion, which their
memory could supply, and especially sought accounts of
such persons as had ventured much, and suﬁ'ered much,
for the sake of doing good. _

In the affections she was the same. Lukewarm feel-

ings had mno part in her; and yet she was not at all of

that sort of character to be termed impassioned or en-
thusiastic; certainly it would be difficult to draw the
line which separated her from those, but it was to be
drawn. She was meek in the highest degree, of simple

manners, and absolutely impenetrable to provocation. -

Filial devotedness was the virtue which she most loved
to hear of, and any story illustrative of this virtue seemed
to open all the springs of her heart. She embraced the
doctrine that love, once fired, should not be removed on
account of any guilt in the obje~%, butshould be steady,
unchangeable, immortal ; ¢ ¢or,” said she to Lucy,
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s otherwise love has no grandeur, no dignity, and is un-
worthy of the praises bestowed upon it.”

¢ I think,” said Arthur, who was sitting by her side
on this ocoasion,  that when the object of affection ceases
to be worthy, our love should cease.”

<« If it does cease,” said Jane, * call it not love—call
it by some other name, Esteem may cease—respect
may cease ;—but true, unadulterated love—never.” .

« What would be the result of that principle upon the
morals of communities 7’ asked Arthur.

“ What would be the result!” she repeated: ¢ hap-
piness—peace—tkese would be the result at last. Did
you ever know any thing but love, reform the bad?
Who are the bad, but people who do not, cannot, love

“truly, any but themselves? Evil, is selfishness !—take

away selfishness, all would be happy. And can indif-
ference, dislike, proud contempt, and hard reproaches,
ever subdue one grain of selfishness? No—no ; but love
every day will soften it, and subdue it.”

Arthur meditated, gazing upon her countenance, which
was suffused with blushes for the ardour with which she

~ had expressed herself; her eyes were cast down, and she

pressed the hand of Lucy, which lay upon her lap, as if
entreating pardon for her boldness. There was another
person on whom her words made much impression—
Clinton—whose eye sparkled with ill-concealed pleasure
as he persuaded himself her heart was secretly inclined
to him ; and rejoiced that whatever she might eventually
discover to his prejudice, would not destroy his power
over her. Buthe greatly deceived himself: Jane thought
only of her father, who was the sole object of her solici-
tude. The dangerous interest ske had at first-taken'in
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Clinton, had subsided ; particularly as his attentions to
Lucy appeared to her so unequivocal, and, as she was
aware that the latter had already fixed her affections on
him beyond the posslbxllty of recall. ’ .

Of Lucy’s prepossession for him, unfortunately, Clinton
was aware, for she was too artless to conceal it entirely.
He continued his tender attentions to her, omitting no
means for fixing her attachment, except that of a posi-
tive declaration, which he guardedly avoided. :

On this day he reclined by her side, after having

amused her with some of her favourite strains: the guitar
upon which he had played was on her knee, and every
now and.then he whispered to her, and touched the
strings with gaiety.
-« Leave them to finish their debates, Lucy,” said he,
m a low, bland voice, beuding his head toward Arthur
and Jane, who still continued to converse, ¢ and let us
go to the spice-wood thicket in search of some specimens
of those plants I told you of yesterday‘”

“ O go, sister, go!” cried Arthur; “we can very well
spare you both.—I have samething particular to say to
Jane.”

¢ No doubt,” said Clinton, affecting to laugh but
mwardly chafed.

Lucy pressed the hand of Jane; an open basket of
roots aud wild-flowers hung on her arm, which Clinton
transferred to his own, taking the guitar also, and then
agreed with Arthur and Jane to meet them at Arthur’s
Seat in a half an hour. Arthur, with a tﬁoughtful and
anxious look, watched them slowly ascend to the top of
the orchard, where they stopped 2 moment, and smilingly
waved their hands to him. As soon as they were out of

RF )
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sight, Jane would have returned at once to the house,
but Arthur gently detained her. »

“ Stay a few minutes,” said he: “ I have for some
time sought a private conversation with you, and I must
wot lose the present opportunity. How long have you
and Clinton been here, Jane 7’

 Two years this month,” she answered, and sighed
abstractedly. , ,

¢« Do I mistake the meaning of that sigh 7’ said he;
¢« Are you not wearied of the Happy Valley ?”

« Wearied !> she repeated, half unconscious of her
words : “ Oh no—not wearied ; if I could only hear some-
thing of my father I should not wish to leave it ; but—"

« Go on,” he said.

¢ T have said too much,” she cried. < Let me go, I
beg of you!” V

¢ You shall not go, Jane,” said Arthur, ““until I know
from your own lips whether you will be my wife or no.”

Jane turned away from him with confusion and sur-
prise.” He followed her, and said, « I have not the ac-
‘complishments of Clinton, or I would have wooed "you
differently ; but if you will accept a plain offer from a
plain man, Jane, as you are a sensible girl, say so? I
have already spoken to my grandfather, and you must
not think that our engagement would want his favour.
He only wishes for the true happiness of my sister and
myself ; and I have his own authority for saying, that he-
believes you, dearest Jane, can, if you will, make me
permanently happy for the rest of my life.”

R Jane was distressed : she seemed to wish to say some-
T thing of moment, but checked herself. She was not
fotally indifferent to his suit, yet her demeanour forbad -
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him to hope. After a brief silence Arthur resamed:—
< Since the first time I saw you I have been attracted
toward you : I have watched closely your conduct, your
habits, your sertiments, your principles. You will not
think me bold whea I say you haveimproved essentially
in all these since you came here, especially during the
last year.. Fam sure you will make such a wife as I.can
repose my heart upon ; such an one, as I can truly
cherish, because I can truly honour her.”

I am poor,” said Jane ; “I have nothing—not even
any relatives, which the most wretched persons have.” .

“ What do you say, Jane I”—exclaimed Arthur.—
« Have you not a father, and a brother 7

¢ Yes, I believe I have,” answered she;  but all
the time I have been here, I have heard nothing of my
- father, and my brother I never saw. My mother took
him to England with her, when ke was very young, and
there left him at school, under the care of her father’s
friends. She returned to Canada, where she died, whilst
1 was an infant ; her remains lie at Quebec ; I have seen
her grave, and mourned over it.”’ }

¢ And where is your father P asked Arthur. < Iwill
see him, and ask his consent to our union. I love a
filial spirit : I would not marry you, Jane, until I had
- paid him the honour, which in such a case is due to
him.” -

“1 know your prmcxp]es. sir,” saud. Jan ane, “and 1
caunot tell you how much I respect them ;—but oh ! my
father is—

She broke off, and was much agitated. Arthur was
much affected, and, foroettmo self, he exclaimed, catch-
ing her hand to his heart, « Dear, dear Jane, end this
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: mystery. Put confidence in me. Tell me what your
» father is. Tell me why you are always so disturbed when

he is named ; and if to serve you, I am even required to
give up my fondest hopes, I will pledge myself to do 1t.”

“ I do need a friend,” said Jane, weeping; ¢ and if

this promise of yours is sincere, and sacred—

¢ Both sincere and sacred, rely upon it, Jane,” cried
Arthur; © and my word was never yet broken to man
or woman.’

& Remember,” said Jane, after a pamful hesitation,
“ to what you pledge yourself—You will serve me in
regard to my father, though even to the loss of—your
hopes 7”

T will,” he cried firmly ; “ not but I think you will
require less for pity’s sake.” '

¢ Perhaps I may—perhaps I may not,” said Jane:
“ however, Arthur, I wil tell you all; if you will keep
my secret.”

¢ I promise you this, too ! cried Arthur.

¢ 1 will not ask you, when you have heard my story,
to pity the poor Canadian Girl,” she, said, * nor to re-
frain from visiting upon her head, her father’s sins. I
know you will pity me. I know you will not blame me.”

¢ Blame you, Jane!’ ejaculated Arthur.

¢ Hush, until I have told my story,” said Jane, then
sitting down on the side of the little bridge by the wmill,
she began thus :— A

“ My mother was born in England, she -was the

daughter of a country clergyman, and in opposition to

her father’s entreaties and -arguments, as I have heard,
married the mate of a North American vessel, and

came out with him to the Canadas, where his parents -
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and friends lived. After a few years she became very
tinhappy, and determined to return to England to her
father’s house.

¢ As Ibefore told you, she fulfilled this design, taking
ty brother with her, but, when she arrived at the par-
sonage where her early years had been spent; what was
her disappointment and grief to find a stranger filling her
father’s place ; and what was her astonishment to learn;
that having had an annuity of four hundred pounds a
year bequeathed to him, he had sold his houses and fur-
niture, and was gone out with the money to the very
country from which she had just returned, in order to
settle there permanently. My poor mother then sought
out the residence of her only sister, who was much her
senior in years, and who had been married early in life
to a worthy gentleman of small fortune, with her father’s
consent, but my aunt was dead ; and this fresh sorrow
-

“ Her sister’s husband was also dead, and some dls-
tant relations only were left to her. These petsons, being
in excellent circumstances, treated her kindly, and un-
dertook to educate and provide for my brother if she
would leave him; it cost her much suﬁ"ermo but she
acquiesced; and bemg almost penniless was compelled to
dccept from them the means by which to pay for her own
voyage back to Canada, whither she returned; broken in
spirits, with decaying health, and with no more money
than would just maintain her a month.”

Jane stopped, and her eyes flowed with tears for her
mother’s sorrows; while Arthur listened with profound
attentlon, and with the kindest pity. »She proceeded :—

“ I cannot remember my mother ; but I know that I
H
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have inherited her principal grief, which was this—that
she was devoted by duty and affection to an erring man,
ber husband, and my father. Yes, 1 have inherited her
grief, but with this difference—he deserted her, and I
have been compelled to desert him. For several years
I was with him on board the Antelope, that very vesse.
in which Clinton tells us he was wrecked, and in which
he lost his property. .During its last voyage only, 1 was
on shore, and when I again found my father, he was
captain of a pirate cruiser.” Here she spread her hands
over her face, and sobbed vehemently. Arthur was
startled, and it cannot be denied that his heart misgave
him at the thought of uniting himself to the daughter of
a proscribed ruffian. Walking up and down the bridge,
he was at first incapable of consoling her, but after the
first shock was over, made full amends by the judicious
and feeling manner with which he pressed her to un-
burden her mind without reserve, and to rely ou his se-
cresy and counsel. '

“ My father was always kind to me,” she resumed,
“ and took much care of me, although he would not al-
low me to leave him. 1In all weathers, during whatever
peril, I was retained in his ship, so long as he was in it.”

* What!” exclaimed Arthur < in a pirate’s ship!—
among a lawless band! He must have taken great care
of you, indeed—very great. To retain a young girl in
such a sitnation, under such circumstances; for years—
that was an evidence of his care of you, was it not 2

Jane was silent; and he again paced the bridge dis- o

quieted, then stopping abruptly, said—< And this is true,
Jane, that you were kept in a piratical vessel by | )oul
father for—how long 7 o
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¢ About three years,” said Jane, with a shudder.
. Arthur was transportéd with indignation.
A “ He must have been a villain indeed!” cried he.
‘ % Bless me, to what has he egposed you! This was
worse than all his other crimes, of however deep a dye
they might have been! An imnocent, sensitive being
like you, three years among a pirate horde!—Good
heavens! I could not have believed it had you not said
it. I could not imagine that a man could have existed
so insensible to the proper feelings of a father, however,
in other respects, he might be depraved. For my own
part this is what I never could pardon.”
Jane saw that he was yet greatly disturbed, and knew
not how to abate the storm she had raised. “ O father,
father !” she exclaimed mentally, “ how much I may

1 In her excitement

vet have to suffer for your errors
she wrung her hands, and longed'to die.
“ Go on Jane—I implore you tell me all!”* said Ar- -
thur, sitting by her with a gloomy countenance. ¢ How
- did you get away from this father who took so much
care of you?’ His ironical tone increased her pain, and
, some minutes passed before she was able to proceed, du-
/ ring which, Arthur said not a word to her.

« My father at one time had,” she said, «“a pretty
cabin fitted up for me within his own, there I had every
thing necessary for my use,and not a week passed without -
his bringing me some present ;—sometimes pieces of cot- -

. fon_or muslin, silk or velvet; sometimes beads, hand-
kerchiefs, shawls, or trinkets.—”

¢ Plundered, I suppose,” quickly interrupted Arthur.
Jane was humbled to the dust—pang was “suceeeding
pang—but she went on:—¢ An old sailor, old Toby, as




52 THE CANADIAN GIRL.

he was called, or else my father, constantly kept guard,
as it were, so that my cabin could not be approached by
any but themselves. A negro woman was brought on
board to attend on me, and I only went on deck at par-
ticular times when my father was with me, and then there
were seldom more than one or two men about. I am
sure I knew little more of what was going forward in the
vessel than if I had been on shore, and it was many
months before I discovered the true character of the
cruiser. When I did, I was very much frightened, and
not without reason, for presently after, occurred more
than one fight between the crew of the Vulture, my fa-
ther’s vessel, and the crew of a ship he bhad attacked.”

¢« The Vulture ?’ cried Arthur. ¢ I have heard.of a
pirate-vessel by that name—but I interrupt you.”

*<'The noise of the guns,” she continued,  of the shrill
winds in the sails and cordage—of the/splitting of the
masts—of the giving and receiving of orders for firing—
and of the loud, impatient tramp of my father’s feet on
the planks over my head—I can think I hear now. It
was after the second of these dreadful conflicts, that an
old missionary, who had travelled many thousands of
miles to spread the knowledge of his belief, and had un-
dergone great hardships, and passed through a number-
less succession of dangers, was brought from the conquered -
ship, in which he had been been sailing across Lake Su-
perior, and with several persons, whom I did not see, -
confined in the cruiser. This remarkable old man, during
a heavy gale, heard my screams, and in the confusion of
the time, was allowed to pass into my cabin, where 1 sat
on the ground almost beside myself with fear. I think,
Arthur, I never can forget that old man !—his compos,e\d,
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ais collected manner, the solemnity of his remarks, and
the hope, which even at such a moment, when an unex-
pected death appalled the stoutest-hearted, beamed in
his eye. He soothed me, taught me, begged me to be re-
signed to my Maker’s will, and repeated sublime verses
from the worn Bible he carried with him, addressing me
in the name of God. The Scriptures I had never before
thought of, and his quotations from them affected me in
such a manner as I cannot describe ; it was as if, in the
midst of the wild roar of the elements, I had seen a glo-
rious angel, who, lifting me from the horrors of the deep,
gave me assurance of safety, and bade me be in peace.
The storm over, the old man still obtained access to me
occasionally, and every time he came he taught me more
of myself, the world, and eternity.

¢ One day he was standing on the deck, looking over
the edge of the vessel, and speaking to a fellow captive,
when, by some false movement, as he all at once turned
his head, he was precipitated into the lake ; his last words
were ¢ Friend—go hence;’ and the sailor to whom he
had been addressing himself when he was drowned, never
forgot them ; he left off his bad habits, and, after being
the ridicule of the rest of the crew for some time, went
on shore, parted from the Vulture finally, and from all
belonging to it, and settled at the bay, which lies about
forty miles from this valley, in an honest way of life as a

¢ The Pirate’s crew, some time after, mutinied against

him, and against three men next in command, and set the
holds on fire, after securing to themselves the boats, filled
with theriches of the vessel ; but my father, who had been
partly aware of the stratagem, and had been taking mea-
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sures to prevent its success, immediately secured: the
principal offenders, whereupon the rest yielded without
making any opposition. When the flames began to as-
cend he was horror-struck, but lnsfﬁatlygnanned the

~ boats with those seamen who had adhered to him. These

were for pushing off in haste, when I flew upon deck
shrieking. There I saw the most horrible spectacle that
you gould imagine. The mutineers were left to perish
in the fire they had kindled. They prayed, they cursed.
Some" truggling in mad d%peratlon got loose. One of
these jumped into the lake ; one ran up the rope-lédders
and fell headlong from a mast ; one darted up and down
the deck amidst the eddying smoke ; two others grovelled

on_their knees, shouting to the men in the boats for

mercy, but they would not listen to them ; and the rest
mf the mutineers, who were still bound, mth shocking
oaths defied God and man.

“I can recall all this; I can see the rising flames, and
hear the awful clamour, then around me; I can see the
boats rising and sinking on the waves but a few yards off;
and can distinguish my father standing in the centre of
one, holding two pistols, and threatening to shoot the
seamen with him, if they would not return to the edge of
the sinking Vulture to save me—but what occurred after.
that is”all a blank—I felt dizzy, and instantly became
insensible.

¢ The next day I found myself in a neat bed in a cot-
tage, tended by the good-natured wife of the fisherman
who had formerly sailed among the pirates of the Vul:
ture. He had been fishing at a long distance from the

- Ottawa, having crossed Lake Nipissing, and the French

River, to Lake Huron, when a small blaze, in the distant
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norizon of Huron, informed him of a ship on fire.
Jaccjues, for that was the fisherman’s name, immediately
went out to the assistance of the vessel, and had nearly
reached it, when it went down stern-foremost, hissing and
roaring, in one unbroken sheet of flame, until the waters
closed above it. '

¢« Jacques was going to return, melancholy enough, to
the shore, when he saw a drowning sailor clinging to a
plank with one arm, and with the other, supporting the
body of a senseless girl. From Jacques’ description I
think this sailor must have been Toby, the old mariner:
whom I have remembered ever since my infancy. How
he had taken me from the burning ship I cannot tell ;
when last I saw him he was in one of the boats. A strong
billow bore away the plank, and the sailor with it, a
counter wave sweeping the figure he had held in a con-
trary direction, close by the fishing-boat. Jacques suc-
ceeded in rescuing me from the waters, sailed back to-
the shore, and gaye me into the charge of his wife. By
these kind persons I was conveyed with care on the water
to the bay where they dwelt. I remained with them for
several weeks, until my father found out my place of
refuge, and would haveinduced me to trust myself again
with him in another pirate vessel, which he had by some
means obtained, but I could not—dismay seized me at
the thought. He then said he must compel me; but
stil his manner was kind.” '

« Very kind !’ muttered Arthur. '

« Greatly distressed, I consulted with the wife of
Jacques. She advised me to hire myself in some farm, of
the district under Pastor Wilson. The idea pleased me,
and I set my mind upon it, but I had no fit clothing in
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which to present myself for hire; the dress which I had
on when the ship went down was all my stock, and that
was spoiled. In this dilemma the fisherman’s wife of-
fered, poor as she was, to divide her scanty wardrobe
with me. 1 became then quite hopeful of my future
prospects. Jacques, with unaffected good will, undertook
to guide me through the woods to the most likely settle-
ment, accompanied by his wife’s father, who had some
knowledge of the persons by whom I hoped to be hired.
“ The next morning early, as I was dressing, thinking
of my journey, anticipating, and preparing for, the ques-

" tions that might be put to me when I should reach the

farm, I overheard my father and his second mate speaking
beneath the window. All without and within the house
was so quiet, that I could easily hear their words. A
serious alarm obliged them to prepare for flight from this
part of America ; one of the mutineers had been saved,
and had given testimony against Captain Anderson, so
that the lieutenant-governor of Upper Canada had set a
price upon the Pirate’s life.” ,

“ Then it is as I thought,” said Arthur, “ this is the
same renegade whom my graundfather has long been com-
missioned to take prisoner. But proceed.”

“ I next heard my father express doubts of Jacques,
votwithstanding the latter had made oath on board the
Vulture never to impugn any of those individuals with
whom he had been connected. My father then gave

~ direetions to his mate toremove me, by force if necessary,

from the cottage to the ship. I staid to hear no more.
Forgetting every thing but my new hopes and my formeér
danger, I stole in great agitation down stairs, and pas-
sing out by a back door, ran along a road which led to

« "
i
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the nterior country, leaving behind me altmy little stock
of apparel which had been given me, with my honnet.
and shoes. I lingered near the bay for an hour in hopes
of séeing either Jacques, his wife, or some one of her
relatives, but as this expectation died off, I became reso-
lute to fear nothing, and to go on my journey as 1 was, °
alone. Seeing a barefoot and bareheaded Irish girl
singing alonu under the trees, I was inspirited by her
example, and having slept through the warm night, con-
cealed in a heap of hay, set off by daylight, my heart
being so fixed upon theend I had in view, that the diffi-
culties of the way seemed light.”

“You surprise me, my dear Jane!” said Arthur;
¢ you must have great strength of character hid under
that seeming passiveness we see in your manners. Poor

girl! what a variety of trying adventures she has passed
through! But you may comfort yourself now, Jane, with
the thought that they are passed. And so,” he added,
sitting down by her side, and taking her hand, * banish
these clouds from your face—smile as I have never yet
seen you smile—cast your eye round on your own
Happy Valley—and toward yon house, which is to be
your rightful home. See, Jane, how luxuriant and
beautiful every thing is about us; and you behold no-
thing that shall not belong to you. It has been my own
resources—my own thought—my own hands—which have
cultivated these slopes, which have built the lodge, the
mill, and this bridge ; therefore I can say to you—they
are your own. But, mydear, I hope you will not object
to my grandfather and my sister Lucy remaining with us

in the same lodge, at least unitil I have time to.construct
another.”
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« Arthur,” said Jane, without withdrawing her hand,
“ I'came hither a poor, desolate girl, and yet you would
give me your affection: I have told you that I am the
daughter of a man to whom the laws have affixed infamy
-——aml still you will not take away your regard fromme*
‘T am neither beautiful, nor learned, witty, nor rich—but
you make up your mindto press upon me theacceptance .
of your hand. You have asked from me a plain answer,
I will give it to you. I never yet did love any one, not
even yourself, so well as I have loved my miserable
father.” She wept violently, then checking herself, con-
tinued, ¢ that is the sincere truth, -and I hope I do not
pain you when [ say it.”

¢ Not pain me!” exclaimed Arthur. ¢ Love a father
like that!”

¢« No,” shecried,  not pain you—for you should not
suffer yourself to be pained byit. I-may—1I think I shall
—one day—perhaps—regard you exclusively—better
than all the world beside—but that cannot be while my
father lives, unless he should be brought out of his present
way of life, and be seen living virtuously before the world
and heaven.”

¢ This is enthusiasm, Jane; ycu cannot seriously
mean what you say, You will not so sacrifice me to mere
imaginary dreams that may never be realised ? For ah,
my dear girl! you know little of the true character of
mankind—how difficult, nay, how almost impossible, it
1s, to bring about any thorough reformation in men who
bave been long habituated to vice. Beside, only con-
sider, you have no means to put in operation for such a
purpose.” :

¢ I know T have not,:’ said Jane, looking, however,
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o less determined. < I know I must wait, perhaps long,
before I can—" .

« I will tell you what I think is the case, now, Jaae ;
:you really think you never shall esteem me, and youare
anxious to rid vourselfof my suit—perhaps you may have
loved some other person—perhaps may love him still.”
~ Jane arose ‘as he was speaking, and walked forward
beyond the bridge. Arthur followed her, -

« You are every way my superior,” said she; < but
you should think that though I am-lowly, I am yet not
capable of deceiving you by false hopes. To set the
matter entirely at rest, Arthur, hear me say, I never
will unite myself to any but.you.”

¢t Thanks, dear, dear, Jane !'—unmeasured thanks !

“ But, though I will keep this engagement, -believe
me, I will also keep the other. My father is first—Ar-

thur second ;—never forget that. A time, as I said,
may come, whan you will be first, and all the world
beside, secondary.”

« Hasten that time, for plty s sake, Jane!”

_They shortly ascended to Arthur’s Seat, and ﬁndmo'
that Clinton and his charge were not yet arrived, sat
down to wait for them, conversing together with more

- freedom and cheerfulness than before. They spoke with
confidence to each other, and Arthur mentioned the at-

. tention of Clinton to his sister, concerniﬁg which he did -
not feel perfectly at ease.

~ «He is still a stranger,” said Arthur,  as regards
his connexions and birth, for he keeps these sedulously

. concealed ; and latterly 1 have not been at all satisfied

~ that he was innocent in that affair with the Settler’sson.

Dan is but a simple fellow, and it is hardly likely that
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he could have invented the charge, so as to produce all
the circumstances which he now narrates with such ac-
curacy. You were present, Jane, at the time when the
accusation was made before my grandfather—and you
felt satisfied of Clinton’s innocence 7°

Yes,” replied Jane; ¢ but I think little of what was
" my opinion on that occasion, for I was rather guided by
feeling than judgment. Ifelt very much for Clinton—
but I am sure I know not why. When I look back I
can see no reason why I should not have felt just as much
for Dan. - Two years has made a great difference, Ar-
thur, in my miad. I suspect now, where at that time I
should never have suspected—and distrust appearances,
that I could then have laid down my life for. Though
my poor father was a Pirate, and I knew that he was so
—though I dwelt so long on a vessel filled with reckless,
abandoned men—yet my early years were like those
of many other girls, marked by a disbelief of evil.
How could T think the fair-seeming Clinton could har-
bour one base thought, when, even in a man like my
father, I have found noble feelings, fine sentiments, and
at least the recollection of former principles, that he had
entertained in the days of good Captain Barry. He was
rendered very unhappy by the wild and turbulent life he
led. I have seen him weep sadly, sir, when he has been
~ talking to me alone; and he has said he would give the
world, were it his, to live over again the last ten- years of
his life. When I have entreated him to forsake his men,
and to hire himselfon some foreign ship, or to cruise for
himself in a lawful way of trade, on the Canadian waters,
he would shake his head, and say, ¢ No, no, Jenny An-
derson, it is too late now—itis too late now ;> or, ¢ Go
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to your book, my chlld-—thmk of your poor mother--we
will talk of this at a future day And so, Arthur, having
‘'seen good in kim, who was openh setting law at defiance,
could I think one like Chnton, was in the least de-
praved 7

-« My dear Jane, said Artlmr, «“X myself when I
have heard Clinton speak of the occurrence with Dan,
would have staked all I had on his guiltlessness. His
proud carelessness—his plansxble statement of what had
passed between him and the Settler’s son at different
times—the becoming forbearance with which he pre-
tended to excuse his false a.ccuser—completely satisfied
me; and yet, upon examination, I must say with you, I
cannot tell why I should feel so satisfied. Impressions.
in a person’s favour, are not evidences—neither are his
own representations. We may have been deceived. I,
Tlike you, also, have much altered in my views of human-
nature during the last two years, since Clmtoq came here.
In private talk with him have heard such fbmo's as I
never heard before,, that have made me suspicious -
of the world. He has evidently mixed with all sorts of
metropolitan society in England. He has described to.
me the splendid gaming saloons, and many other places
of public resort (which I call by one name—infamous),
with the circumstantiality of one who has been familiar
with them, and partaken of their spirit; his acqu&intance
with places, where none but the vicious congregate, first
rendered me uneasy, and set me upon drawing out more
of his recollections, and with them, more of his prmcxples,
but he has hecone more on 'his guard of late. For one
50 young, it is strange, what a medley of scenesand cha- o
racters he can bring before the eye ; it seems to me, as
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T hear him, that he has had the full experience of 2 man
who had lived a life of incessant change in London. How
he has contrived to learn all he knows, amid such glare,
bustle, and confusion, as he describes, I cannot tell.
Though by the bye he is rather an elegant, than a pro-
found scholar. I find little solidity in his attainments.
Porhaps a very quick fancy, and a very strong memory,
such as he possesses, might have enabled him to pick up,
and treasure, a quantity of shining facts, such as lie most
on -the surface of the arts and sciences, without much
trouble, which the constant play of London talk, in lively
society, kept in use. I can see it is not the amount of
learning; but the method of using it, which makes a man
agreeable. Deep study may be requisite for a scholar,
but certainly is not requisite for a man of the world. He
may dazzle without it ; his object not.being to enlarge’
his own immortal mind, but to charm his fellow -men, and
gratify his self-love.” ‘

Arthur was leaning on the ground, raised on his right
. arm, and his face turned toward Jane, who sat on a low
seat of sod, her hands crossed on her knee. He extended
his left arm frequently in his earnestness as he continued
to speak, and she heard him with increasing fears fo1 the
happiness of Lucy

¢ I could not oppose him if he is really attached tomy
sister,’ continued Arthur, “although he is without any
-means of dependance separate from us; andalthough I
.should never wish to see her deprived of those indulgences
she has hitherto enjoyed. I know that a woman who
loves can bear any sorrow better than losing the object
.of her tenderness ; and what right have I. or any one, to
inflict upon her the greater sorrow, in order to spare her
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the lesser—No. - I perceive too well she is strongly at-
tached to Clinton, and I suppose that he would have it
thought that-he returns her affection with equal force.
And were it so indeed, I should not speak againstit. I
should pray for her welfare, do her all the good I could,
and allow her the natural privilege of woman, to decide
whom she will have for the paitner of her joys and sor-
rows, without interference. But what think you, Jane,
speak freely, for I am very anxious on this matter, do yon
think Clinton sincerely prefers Lucy-to every other wo-
man ?” He fixed his eye very attentively on her until
she answered, which she did, after a brief reflection; du-
biously :— t

*¢ I think—he does: his behaviour is very particular—
he is scarcely ever absent from her side when out of the
study—he is always striving to amuse her—"" she stopped,
and Arthur observed—

“ You are not perfectly satisfied yourself, Jane. Your
misgivings keep pace with mine.”

She did not wish to increase his doubts, not knowing
how it might terminate for Luey, thérefore she said—
* Clinton must see that Lucy regards him, and surely we
ought to be satisfied ; for what must he be, who encourages
an affection, which he is conscious he cannot return?
There cannot exist a more dishonourable man than one
capable of such a piece of duplicity ; he deserves never
to be loved ; he deserves the severest treatment; he is
the worst enemy of woman. I would not think Clinton
was such a man.”

“ You express yourself strongly, Jane,” said Arthur,
but to my mind not too strongly. It is bitter to entertain
even the most distant probability, that Clinton #s such a
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man. Yet he makes no open avowal. Week after week
goes on—my sister pines and wastes—she is unhappy—
she is restless. She cannot long bear the excitement of
" suspense, and the conflict of hope with fear—her health
is not strong enough for that. Thave borne this suspense
and conflict for you, Jane ; but I am not the fragile
being she is ; hardly the butterfly now fluttering on your
shoulder, is more tender th_a Lucy; hardly yon thin, .
soft cloud which lies upon the bosom of the blue sky, is'
more delicate. Let the cold arise, and where is the
butterfly 7—let the wind blow, and where is the thin .
cloud?—let disappointment in this, her first love, fall
upon my sister’s heart, and where is she? The spot
which you see yonder, below in the dell, Jane, under
those melancholy trees, near the Marble Fountain, I have
planued for a burial place for the settlements that may
* spring up in and about the Happy Valley ; and I have,
you perceive, provided an enclosure for it; in that spot,
if Ciinton is wearing a mask, mark me, before longz, will
my sister be laid, and the earth which T have left untilled -
for the reception of mortality, will receive her pure-
corpse.” . > ;

« Oh, do not say so !”* said Jane, casting her eyes in
the direction which his extended arm pointed out, and
at the same time, secretly sharing in his forebodings.
¢ No—heaven forbid ! ‘

<« The Majesty which created these scenes knows with
what sad reluctance I do say it!” exclaimed Arthur.
«“ My sister I love most tenderly. Her fine sensibility
has knit our hearts in one—yet the excess of that
quality will, I fear, destroy her. She has not the least
strength of mind, not the least fortitude with which to

THE CANADIAN GIRL.
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bear suffering.™ Had she passed through your trials,
Jane, she would long ago have been a sleeper in the cold -
ground. -AH her character is soft, exceedingly seft, and
tender to excess. Her gaiety is but like that of the white
convolvulus, which flower, you know, laughs on its stem
. with its beautiful pink blushes, but which is so very frail,
that ‘the least change of atmosphere, the least- unwary
touch withers it. Her mother died of decline, and Lucy.
inherits a tendency to that fatal English disease. Have
you not seen the hectic crimson on - her alabaster choek 2
You have admired it, and so has Clinton'; but I and my.
grandfaﬂier have trembled fo:look upon it. We regag-
aise tne sign ; wefoel that she who lisplays it, is marked
for an early grave. 'The fine scarlet of her Iips, 100, is
a concurrent witness of the malady; and ner figure, or
I am deceived, Jane, slight as it always was, has become
gslighter of late ; and her eye, more brilliant than formerly.
-—Oh, I grieve to see such brilliancy !”—

« Hush,” cried Jane, raising her hand in the act of
listening, “ they are near.”

Lucy’s laugh, so peculiar to herself, so silvery, so
gushing—like a quick, and sparkling run of waters, for
the first time breaking from a verdured rock—like the
laugh of an untainted child, but more intelligent and
subdued—rang from a height near; and Arthur and
Jane saw the delicate girl of whom they had been
speaking, advancing downa path that had been cut deep
between two bold elevations. Clinton was by her side.

- Two soft and long ringlets, of a light brown, half out
of eurl, were blown over her face from each side of her
forehead ; her back hair was knotted simply up; a plain
white frock, and a white silk scarf, composed her dress

. E .
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<« See,” wlnspered Arthur, briefly to Jane, < she is
much wasted.”

It was so, indeed—Lucy was much wasted. His fore-
bodings had been too correct—she was sinking under the
excitement, and watchfulness, which had of late possessed
her. A slight cough, and a quick, fevered breath, as
she came near, gave further tokens that the insidious foe
was gaining fast on her constitution, though concealed
under an- aspect of increased attractiveness. She fre-

.. quently looked up into the face of Clinton, and as fre-
quently, with smiling bashfulness, turned her eye away.
f That innocent blue eye, was languid in its motions, too
bright for health,and too full of exquisite behng togive
promise of permnent happiness on earth.

1
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CHAPTER V.

Soft was the vale! its gentle habitants
Evel pmeghlly. Wild woods

Severed them from the world ; and they
Quwid only feel sweet nature’s softest eaves,
And anly sought ker guiltless joys *

« Sgk, my dear brother,” said Lucy, taking the smali
basket from Clinton, with a half-suppressed sigh, = we
have found many varieties of flowers since we left you.
Here is a very large wild peach, too, Clinton plucked
it for Jane, he said, but I shall give it to my brother, and
if he will, he shall give it to Jane.”

Jane raised her eyes to Clinton, and saw him gazing
at her with a peculiar expression of the eye. He then

looked at the peach, and again at her, giving her to un- _ ¢

* derstand by his glance, that he wished her to take it. But
Jane, when the fruit was offered to her by Arthur, at
once refused it, with such a manner as she hoped would
convey to Clinton her strong sense of dislike at his con-
duct.

The Pastor was now seen walking deliberately up to
the elevation. - Lucy went to meet him, but Clinton re-

mained, leaning against the rock that rose at the back
of Jane. ' '
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“ Well, children,” said the Pastor smilingly, when he
had reached the summit of the crag, * You are enjoying
this fine weather in a very grand situation. Well, well.
Do not let me disturb you. Nay, Jane, sit still. I see
Arthur has been -entertaining you here with the sublime
and the beautiful. He has been, I makeno doubt, pointing
out to your notice every object of the surprising prospect
before you, and has gravely mstructed you by very pro-
found homilies on them.—Very well—very well.”

Arthur laughed, a little confused, while Jane looked
down, and especially when the former opeuly took her -
hand and drew her back to the seat of sod on which she
had been sitting, not altering in the least his position by
her side. Emotions of happiness arcse in her breast as
she marked this evidence of his sincerity, nor were they
diminished when the Pastor himself sat down close by
her, and spoke to her more familiarly than ever he had
done before.

“ ¢1 came home,” said he, ¢ about a half an hourago,
and inquiring for my children, heard that they were all
out on a ramble; and, said Irish Deborah, who was .
stirring, with-all the strength of her strong red arms, a
pot-of preserves in the kitchen, they have got the kitar
with ’em, your worship, and the rnsh basket, so0 I don’t
expict em afore dark at any rate. Hearing this, I turned
about, and bidding her prepare the tea, came away to
look after my runaways.” He then talked of a farm he
had been visiting. .

“ Have you had no refreshments, grandfather, since
you came back ?” inquired Arthur. On being answered
in the negative, he called to Lucy, who was standing at
the farthest end of the broad rocky platform, harkemng -
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to Clinton, who was quoting from English poets passages
$n unison with the scene, and asked her if she was willing
to go down now to the lodge. Lucy sent Clinton to de-
sire Jane to go first, and see that the preparations for
the afternoon meal were made in the garden.  Janewas
in the act of rising in-obedience to the request, but Ar-
thur held her back. '

i « Grandfather,” said he, ¢ Jane Anderson must not
5 be looked upon in the character of a servant after this
o moment.” His tone wes: decisive—his manner no less

so. The Pastor looked neither surprised nor displeased.

« As you will, my son,” said he, with much feeling.

« I hope you will, both of you, behave to each other with

honour and affection ;” and added, after a minute’s si-

_ lence, < that all your lives henceforth may be as guilt-
. less and as bright as this. Jane,” he laid his hand on

S t her head, « I give you my blessing ; and, if a mutnai

" love exists between you and my son, there is no in-

equality of circumstances should sever you. My son,

T hope as this maiden appears so destitute of friends,

and of fortune, you will supply to her the place of .

both.” o

« That I will,” said Arthur, calmly, but with affecting
energy. :
« Dear sir,” said Jane, tremulously, to the Pastor,

« I wish to speak with vcu alone, when you will give

me leave.”

¢« Come to my study this evening,” said the Pastor ;
« there, indeed, I should like to meet with you both
together.” , ’ v

“ You can have nothing to say, my dear Jane, that
1 may not hear.” said Arthur, «if you have really
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: entire confidence in me, and have ‘opened your l:eart to
L me without reserve.”
: <« I have done s0,” said Jane, quietly; * yet, if you
; please, I must speak with the Pastor alone.”
} - « So you shall, my child,” said the Pastor. * Come
} to me alone, then, directly after tea.™®
. “ Thank you sir,” said Jane.
2 Lucy and Clinton had heard nothing of this short con-
versation, hie had rejoined her as soon as his message
was delivered, and she was now turning over, uncon-
sciously, the specimens in her basket, which stood before
her, on a little projection of the rock. Clinton was
speaking with much caution of Jane. He asked Lucyif -
she was aware of her brother’s attachment to the latter.
Lucy answered Yes. Clinton then wished to know if -
‘the Pastor approved his choice. This Lucy could not
tell, but she thought Arthur had made him acquainted
with 1t. N
¢« Has he indeed!” exclaimed Clinton, biting his lip.
« He was bold to take such a step—I should not have
had the same hardihood, had I been situated as he is.
Jane is very fortunate, too. I fear, Miss Lee, I should
not have met the same favour, had my ambition led me™
to seek the haund of the sister of Arthur.” Thiswas said
in a passionate manner, and Lucy artlessly rejoined—
-~ % You cannot tell—you think too hardly of my grand-
father,” and there stopped.

. Clinton took no notice of the direct encouragement
she had thus given him, but struck off into another sub-
ject, while her mild face gradually assumed a deep paie-
mess, as the shock of wounded pride agltated her spirit.

« Jane. I thought you were goue to the lodge,” said
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Laucy, stepping forward, and addressing the former, a8 8
sort of relief from the oppressive sensations she felt. |

« No—no,” said the Pastor, ¢ I could not let lxer go .
without us. And how does your guitar sound, Mr.
Clinton, among these tremendous rocks ? Suppose you
tune a few stanzas on it, before we return home. You
can handle the poet’s lyre, as well as- the musician’s m-
strument, I have heard, so perhaps we shall have a few
verses of y?ur own, to some favourite air of the British
isles.”

Clinton placed his guitar beneath his arm,and, touching
it softly and tenderly, sang in a superior style, slowly,
the following irregular lines, as he stood near the edge of
the precipice :— 1

Come hither, come hither, my own true love !

. On the shell-strewed shore we'll roam ;

‘Where the billows play, through the livelong day,
In their coronals of foam;

‘While the gentle kin of the giant blast, .
From the groves sweet odours bring, i

Lulling young eve as they wander past,
With their dreamy murmuring.

There is a cave, where the sleepy wave
For ages hath sought to rest;

It may not be, yet still wearily
It creeps to that darksome nest.

And its queralous "plaint is all that's heard,
Oh, thither love hie with me?

There dwells with its mate the wild séafbird, '
Shunning the world—like thee.

Arthur, springing up, drew the arm of Jane through his
~/ own, then looking at Lucy with affection, said to hep—.
~ « Tie en your bonnet, sister, and draw the scarf double
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ver your brea.st the breeze is growing stronger,
though it is warm, yet you had better not meet it with-
out a covering.”

“ You are very tender tome,” said Lucy, res(rammg
 the tears which pressed upwards to her eyes. :

Th> Pastor led the way down an irregular mountain -

path, and the younger persons followed. Their steps
were slow, and they spoke to one another as they went
with gaiety and freedom. Few would have surmised that
the heart of either had ever felt a wound. Yet even
now, what doubts—what apprehensions—what jealousies’
—what anguish—what poignaunt regret—rankled beneath
those five seemingly happy countenances. The Pastor
sighing for his departed children, and trembling for the
life of his- granddaughter—Lucy suffering the pangs of -
a breaking heart—Arthur the anxieties of a brother and
a suitor—Clinton torturéd by jealousy, and the secret -
stings of conscience—and Jane, although enjoying the .
unequalled luxury of a first affection, enduring more
real_distress of mind, than either of the others. In the
“most blissful situations; < the ills that flesh is heir to,”
will find out their victims—the most beautiful scenes of
nature, and the most retired, nourish human troubles.

High above the valley towered the noble mountain
which the party had newly left, whose vast summit was
' nearly flat, and loaded with pines, and whose lower half
formed a perpendicular wall of granite, extendmg along
the side of the dell to some distance.

Wheat-fields were laid out along the base of that
monutam in soft beauty; the breeze gliding over the
full ears, caused them to bend on their long stalks, and
‘they appeared tu Jane, who was expert in such assosé-

-
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ations, to rusemble exactly the waves of a quiet sea un-
dulating in gentle swells.

The Paslor and the young persons<roased the slender
bridge, and passed a shallow -pool, studded with little
patches of verdure, and surrounded with. beautiful wil-
lows. Scveral horned cattle grazed in an enclosure close

by, with some sheep and swine. - The mill, which was
but small, and only employed for the use of the lodge, '
had just ceased to play, and the man who performed- the
office of a miller, was shutting the door on the outside;
he touched his hat to the Pastor and Arthur as they passed
him, and walked leisurely to the house by a bye path.
~ The garden gate was opened by the Pastor, and he
- held it back until his young frirnds had passed through,
then stood leaning against it with Clinton and his grand-
s6n, while Lucy and Jane went forwari to see the tah.o
~ spread for the last meal of the day, which included tea
and supper.

. The garden covereda large spaceof ground around the
house, and, though arranged with very little regularity,
was both useful and ornamental in a high degree. 7'he

flowers were mixed with many weeuds, obut such as wer¢

in themselves so charming, that the person must have
had little- taste who would have wished them away
Abundant vegetables were cultivated beyond the flower-
plots. and beyond these again, next the palisades, were
sheds and hay-ricks, a plough, rude carts, and. other Garm
apputtenanees. :

In front of the kitchen door of the lodge many tuos
and paus might be seen, filled with delicious fruit, mostly
will, which Deborah, the priscipal woman-serant, waa

Just about to preserve for winter use.
|
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Deborah was sitting on a stool. singing to herself with

much untutored pathos, one of the old ballads of her
country ; occasionally she stopped to sigh, and looking
on vacancy a few seconds, suffered her memory to dwell
vith regret on past scenes.
- .« What are you thinking of Debbv 1” said the Pastor,
wnth that unformal kindness which had won him the af-
fections of every domestic of the lodge. ¢ Have you
not forgot Ireland, yet ?”

“ No indeed, ycur worship,” said Debby, exammmg
with double diligence the luscious plums and raspberries
heaped by her side, in the state in which they had been
gathered in the woods. ¢ How should I ever forget the
bonunie land where the bones of my father and mother
lie? The mud walls of their cabin, are they not still
seen upright by the bogs of Kilfenora? ’Tis the wind

~ of Ireland sweeps over their cold hearth, and that same

wind sings in my carsnow. I’ll never see the place again,
I know, wheve the cabin is. I know P’ll never kneel to
the priest of the parish to say my confessions again—I'll
vever dandle on my kuees my dear little brotheérs and
sisters —[’l1 never kiss the eross at the head of my parents
grave —as | have come over sea so far from Ireland, I
must never go back {o it again—that I know at any rate,
your worship ;—but itis vot asy to forget her, and I never
shall forget her.”

“ But ‘'vou are happy here, Debby, are you not 7 _

* Yes, your worship, happier than I' could be auy )
where eise out of Ireland.”

* Ard how, my good giri, since ) you loved your country

* sa simcerely, came yoa to leave it ?* -

Deborali’s homeiy face was all on fire at the question ;
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a chord was touched that vibrated painfully =—* Ah, your
worship!” said she, * most persons have a tale to tell; -
and every one, high or low, at my age, have had a taste
of affliction. I came out to be married, your worship;
but my husband that was to be, united himself to a Ca-
nadian-French peasant, instead of to the girl he had sworn
fiith to in Ireland, and that was me. I broke a piece
of silver with him, twelve years ago next autumn, and
herc it is;” so saying she drew from her breast the token
she named, which was suspended from her neck by a
piece of black ribbon. « He was. a playmate of miue,
your worship, and went to America to seek a situation.
And indeed O’Reilly did send for me, your worship, I
have his letter in my pocket now,”—she groped in that
expansive receptacle, and brought to the Pastor’s view
an old sheet of paper, written over, which had been -
evidently preserved with great care. The Pastor, as if
the circumstances she related were of the highest conse-
quence to him, read the relic to the bottom (though this
Was no easy matter, the writing and spelling being very
bad, the iok pale, and-the creases of the paper nu-
merous,) then returned it fo her, with as much real
respect as if she had been a lady of the first order of
qank and refinement. “ But he decaived me,” said
Deborah, and wiped her eyes, “ and I have never seen
the face of him since the first weck I landed, when he
told me himself he was wedded to another.”

* He behaved very ill to you, Debby,” said the Pastor.
¢ But why not accept the miller, who is so sincere in his
regard for you 7

* O’Reilly has broken his troth,” said the girl, « but
I have not broken mine: and I'll wear this bit of a sil-
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ver token till 1 he dowu in my grave, at any rate, your
worship.” :

«The beantiful ﬂower of comstancy can grow, you
see, in rough soils,” said the Pastor, to Clinton and Ar-
thur, then shutting the gate the three walked forwards.

The summer-house was large, and delightfully shaded
in front with a mapie tree, which, as it was now July, was
fast becoming clothed with richly-tinted foliage, that

_ drooped upon the roof of shingles. The long table, of

black walnut-wood, was in the middle, chairs of the same
material, and of easy fsbape, stood at the upper end, and
*a0ls at the lower. The Pastor occupied the chief place :
Lucy was on his right, a bubbling English tea-urn, and
a silver teapot, being before her; from the latter she
filled the cups with the incomparable and far-celebrated
Chinese decoction ; Arthur, on the Pastor’s left, dispensed
small cakes, of different sorts, some hot, casting up thin
smoke, which blended with the fumes of the tea, inviting
the unsopblstlcated appetite with the most pleasing smell.

“Clinton sat near Lucy, lower down the board, and cut

for the domestics and labourers as they came in from the
fields, thk house, and the outhouses, liberal slices from a
majesticl‘gpile of beef, that had been salted and boiled to
the exact point ¢f perfection. Opposite him Jane helped
portions from a stately round of messed pork. On the .
other parts of the table were grouped moist new cheeses,’
and butter fresh from the churn, rich creams, omelets of
eggs, cus&ards, buttermilk, syrup of molasses (or maple-
sugar in a half liquid state), honey of a pure tint, rolls
of rye, bi"rley, and wheat, and sweet cyder. S
The conversation was cheerful, and every one at table
coutributed to it, each possessing information on one or
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more points of domestic interest. The principal topies_

had reference to the sugar that had been taken from the
maple trees of the valley in the late month of May, which
was compared with that procured in past years from the
same trees, and with that laid in by other settlers from
other maples, in distant woods. The merits of the new
. apples were next examined, and the worth of the quan-
tity expected to be gathered in roughly estimated at
market price. The approaching wheat-harvest was of
great importance in the colloquies of the table, but in
its turn gave way for the introduction of other produce
af the season, in field, orcherd, and gardam.
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CHAPTER VL

L

o Parewcll! and when thy days are told,
Ni-fated Ruth! in baliow’d mowd
‘t'ny corpse shall buried te;
For thee a funeral bei. shali tioyg,
And all the congregation sing
A Christiao psalm for thee.”—F¥ordsworfk.

?

AFTER tea, Jane conversed privately with the Pastor

m his study, and was leaving him, when Clinton met

her. :

<« Jane,” he said softly, “ step into the garden with
me, I have something particular to communicate to you
—1 beseech you do not deny me.”

Jane stood still ; she was perfectly aware of the nature
of that which he had to communicate to her; yet she
hoped, the opportunity here afforded her, might be turned
to Lucy’s advantage, and be made the meaus of sparing
the family much sorrow. Under this sudden impression
she walked out to a path between high rose-bushes, and
there stopped an instant until Clinton had joined her.
She repelled his vehement gratitude for this concession,
and gravely assured him, that it was only a principle of
duty which led her to speak with him thus, alone. .

% Then 1 am still more bound to thank you,” said he

v
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“ and first, while we are nninterrupted, tell 1ae, I conjurs
: . : 9
you, if you bave given encouragement to Mr. Lee 7

Jane was silent. He entreated ber aga‘n with im-

passioned language to tell him. She then rephed in a
low. but distinet vorce— :

% I have;” and added, having answered your quer-
tion, I take the liberty, Clinton, te require an answer to
mine. Have you not given Miss Lee reascn to think
that you have an unbounded esteem for her ?”

¢ Dear Jane, you are far more sensible than sheis. I
have an unbounded esteem for you.: She has a trifling

- anuuity of thirty pounds a year ; but you have superior
goodness, superior talents—my soul assimilates with
yours; with hers it cannot. Many such girls as Lucy T
have seen, bnt never one like you. When first 1 found
you, Jane, hy Farmer Joshua’s trout-pool, (yon re-
member the hour) T felt my heart affected for you most
strongly ; and when, afterwards, I saw your eye kindly
bent upon me, at the time when that fool, the Settler’s
son, attempted to injure me, I knew Jane, at least. ac-
quitted me, and then I—loved her.” The last two words
were pronounced with thrilling emphasis, and-immedi-
ately Jane turned her head, ‘thinking she heard a faint

cry behind the bushes, but, seeing no one, she supposed

she had been deceived,

“ We have been here two years,” rmmed Clinton ;

¢ have been treated well, and made happy enough. But
can such souls as yours and mine, Jane, bear to be im-
mared longer in regions of rocks and woods? I am
wearied of solitude and America. I intend to take my
leave of the lodge very shortly. - What would be my
t*aneport if 1 could have a companion with me—such as

Teg N
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Jape! Will yougo with me ? Iwill take .ou to England,
to my reiztives, who will welcome us io homes of style

and splendour. You will be adored there. There are -

no people in the world like the English nobility ; the
society inwhich my friends move is full of spirit. Abun-
dance of wit, and elegant repartee, will give zest to the
refined conversation you will partake in, They arerich,

" and you will have apartments of your own, decorated

with enchanting farniture, aud hung with pier- glasses,
that will reflect your image from glass to glass. You will
have a fashionable servant, whose sole duty it will be to
attend to you. And I—" . - !
« [ thank you, [ am quite contented here,” said Jane.
Clinton still mistaking her character, was emboldened

7.

by ner mildness; and went on vehemently urging her to.

leave America with him, omitting nothing that he sup- -

posed likely to inflame her imagination in favour of the
journey. a I

« T will give you my answer in writing,” said she, “ to-
morrow morning,” thinking this the easiest way of dis-
pesing of the question; but he declared he could take
no denial, for his very life was at stake, and she must
agree to go with him. ,

“ Then, not to keep you in doubt,” said she, * Ire-
ply at once—I cannot go from the valley with you—I
have given my word to Mr. Lee, and I must keep it.”

“ You speak-so coldly, with so much apathy, as if .

love was,a set of formal lawyers deeds—a bundle of
wriiten promises. But how spuke Shakspeare’s Juliet—

¢ My bouuty is as b undless 8a ihe sea;
My love as deep.;,

"y an are no Juliet-—_—n«:ﬁ;%ppho—no Dido—June. You
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ghould elevate your heart to love with more nobilitv—
more fervency—more passion.” o
Jane smiled. «Ido not admire the two last,” she
mid; ¢ the other I would not wish to imitate.”
« Not admire Sappho and Dido, those wonderful wo-
‘men !—not imitate a J uliet!”

..« I have read little of the latter,” said Jane, ¢ and

nothing of the former; what I know of them has been

derned from you. You have recited to Luey and 1a

great many passages from Virgil, about Dido, some poems

_ of Sappho, and some of Juliet’s speeches, all containing
fine beauties, I dare say, but surely dangerous when held
up to young women as examples. Excuse my presump-
tion; I give my opinion—it may be foolish what I say.
We like and dislike from impulse, and often know not
why.”

« There is one character you like,” said Clinton
“Madame Cottin’s Elizabeth.”

% Ah, yes,” said Jane; ¢ she devoted herself to obtam

her father’s pardon—went from Siberia to Petersburgh, on
foot, alone. 17zat is such a journey as I should like to
have taken. I wish I had been Elizabeth. How happy
she must ha\e been when she saw her father free !”

“ But that was only an imaginary woman.”

« Not imaginary altogether ; Madame Cottin had, I
dare say, seen some one who would have been capable
of filial virtue as great. Simple, unobtrusive goodness,
3s to be found in the world as well as in works of fiction.”

“ I think you would be equal to Elizabeth, in similar
circumstances,” said Clinton.

%] fear not,” said Jane ; “and yet, for my father, 1
could sacrifice much—and he is not a parent like hera.”

-

~

———
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« And do you admire the Virgivia of Bernardm St
Prerre 7’ : : . :
« She left her mother,” said Jane, “to gain a for-
tune.” ‘ : ‘
« Bat that was for the sake of Paul, whom she loved.”

gaid Clinton. * Did you but love as Virginia loved!”

« If I did, I should not remain thus conversing with 2
man who would induce me break my word,” calmlv
returned Jane; ¢ and though I do nol love like Virginia.
yet I shoutd not remain here thus, only with the hope of

_ doing good. When we first came to this valley, Clinton,
_ the Pastor’s family were bappy—Is it s0 now? Does

" pot your heart upbraid you™ -

- and gratified vanity, which he scarcely troubled himself -

K

#

« No.” said Clinton, with a short laugh of disdain,

to restrain. « I know perfectly to whom you allude—to

_Miss Lee. But think yon,” said he, gaily, ¢ she is tne

only weak woman who has sighed for me? Wherever 1

 have gone, Jane, I have found very little trouble in per-
 suading ladies to break their hearts for me. They con-

strue a few general compliments into confessions of love;

‘a few gallantries, into 2 positive offer; and when our

fancies flit from one to another fair flower—as fancies
are apt to do—there is a great pother made about no-

thing, and we get all the blame; whereas, you must

confess, the fault all les with the pretty sentimental
sufferers, themselves. Did they mever hear that © Jove

laughs at lovers perjuries'!’ A man of spirit professes |

admiration for every young hdy: that he is pleased with

at all: but how weak those ladics must Le if they sup-

pose that the gentleman is prepared to put himself 1n

matrimonial bonds with themall. Folly ! Miss Lee would
-

k
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pave leeL me play a different part had I intended any
thing serious. To prevent the valley becoming dull to
me, I amused myself as much as I could with singing,
talking, reading, and so on. Miss Lee was captivated

directly with what she was pleased to call my genius; -~

and I could not, of course, be so barbarous, as to refrain

frum repeating that which gave her delight. You, unlike

Lucy, have been insensible to all my efforts to entertain

you; pure as ice, and quite as cold, you have been un-

kind to me; no kind glance from you has ever answered

~ to mine; even my peach Jane refused, /though the fa.-
voured Mr. Lee presented it to her.”

A second feeble sound reached the éar of Jane from
the bushes, and she changed countenance, moved by a
painful conjecture. The next instant she was at the spot
whence the sound proceeded, and that conjecture re-
ceived coufirmation, for there lay Lucy at the foot of a
tulip-tree. The unhappy girl had stepped aside to pluck
some flowers, which now lay scattered on the soil beside
her, and had overheard nearly the whole conversation
vetween Clinton and Jane. Shocked, and burning with
shame, she had remained standing unable to move, until
a faintness came over her senses, and she fell.”

¢ Mr. Clinton! Mr. Clinton!” exclaimed Jane, in
alarm, and he immediately stepped between the bmhes
t> a small grassy space.

« Heavens !” hc cried; < how came Miss Lee in this
state 1"’

« I have no doubt, Mr. Clinton, she has he.ml all vou
have said?’ exclaimed Jane.

* 1 hope not,” said he, stooping with Jane to rowe

~ Lucy from the ground. “ By &qve! J would nut DJYB‘
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H had ner hear me for a thousand pounds! [t wouia ve
i the death of her!” ‘

:

¥

« But even in that case, you know, Mr. Clinton, it
would be very hard for you to have the blame of the
event—it is all the fault of the pretty sentimental suf-
ferer herself.”

« Jane—Jane—a sight like this is suﬂicxent punish-
ment for me,” he cried, then kissing the hand of the
insensible girl, protested, with an agitated countenance,
that he would instantly remedy the evil he had caused,
were it not too late. Jane said there wasno remedy in

+ Ins power now. She then left him, thb one knee on the
ground, supporting Lucy in a sitting posture, while she
hastened toward the house. Seeing Deborah, she beck-
oned her quickly, and turned back to the spot where -
Lucy lay.

O my young mistress ! exclaimed the warm- hearted
Irish girl; «it’s T will carry you to the house, in my
own arms, at any rate; for I love you with all my heart
for your tindir disposition!” and so saying; she took up
theslight figure as if it had been a child’s, and conveved
it with care to the door of the lodge, where Arthur stood.
He could not see Deborah until she turned an a.nole of
the wall near the doorway, but as soon as his eye fell
upon her, he started forward, and received his sister from
her breast. Immediitely he carricd Lucy into the family
apartment, and laid her upon a sofa. The Pastor was
called.

Clinton- remained in unpleasant meditation and sus-
pense outside the house, walking backwards and for-
wards, under the windows of the room in which Lucv was,

Jane assisted Debora,h in restoring her, while Arthur
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sent off 2 man to the nearest village for a pbysiciz_ni'.v~

“.. Lucy opened her eyes and gazed around on the anxious

“faces collected near her. A long-drawn sigh which she
heaved brought the tears into her brother’s eyes.

- «Lucy !—sister!”” he exclaimed, * what ails you? Do

you know us?”” She placed his hand on her heart :—
_ T am so oppressed here, Arthur,” she said, a.nd then
closed her eyes. -

¢ She has fainted again !” said the Pastor. « I wish
the doctor had arrived. Jane, you went into the garden
immediately after leaving me, and there found Lucy on
the ground, did you not say so 7’

¢ I was speaking with Clinton, sir, in the little path
by the tulip-trees, when I heard a cry, and going inside
the bushes I saw her lying as she is now.”?.

“ Well,” said he, “it is little use perplexing ourselves

to determine the cause of her illness, when she has re-

covered she herself will mform us of it, and we must have

patience.” : -

The evening wore away, and midnight approached,
none of the inmates of the lodge were retired to rest,
but all awaited the arrival of the physician with anxiety.
The miller and a field labourer set out about one o’clock

with lights to meet him, and returned at the dawn of'

daylight, with a Doctor Bathurst. He ordered his pa-
tient to be immediately undressed and put to bed, which,
baving been done, he drew out his lancet and bled her
‘in the arm. This experiment was attended with so little
@atisfactory result, that he was entreated to remain a day
or two in the house, that he might be at hand in case of
" suy more serious symptoms occurring. To this he con-

‘sented, and a man was dispatched to the village to in-
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form the Doctor’s household that his return would he
uncertain, and should he be wanted they were to give
him notice. During the day, he had private conversation
with Arthur and the Pastor, when he gave it his opinion
that her constitution had been -undermined with con-
sum.ption, which had been hastened, at least, by mental
agitation, and that she was in positive danger.

The Pastor . received the tidings with silence, lifting
his eyes to the sky as hestood by the open window, then
putting on his clerical hat, and grasping his stick by the
wrong end, unconsciously, went out of the house, and

“strayed into the most shaded parts of the orchard, where
only the eye of heaven could behold the hard struggle in
his soul between faith and grief.

But Arthur, young, impetuous, unused to sorrow, and
indignant against Clinton, after his first burst of distress
was over, sought the man whom, in his haste, he accused
as the destroyer of his sister. Hg was passing Lucy’s
chamber, and looked in, pushing the door inwards noise- -
lessly; the curtains were looped up at the fost -of the.
bed, so that he could see her half raised on pillows, her
eyes closed ; green blinds, drawn down to the bottom of
the windows, subdued the strong light of the afterncon
sun to a soft hue, just suitable for a sick chamber, and
combined, with the white furniture of the bed, to ‘exhibit
the invalid in the most interesting point of view. The
full borders, edged with English pillow-lace, of her mus-
lin cup, heightened the soft expression of her now colour-
less features ; and a large shawl formed a simple drapery
for the upper part of her figure.

Arthur beheld her with melancholy a and tender admi- .
an. N o obJect to-his partial eye, eye had ever appeared -
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“noss fair—miore spotless; but as ne looked, the réflection

that her days were numbered, smote him with over- :

pnowering zmauxsh He went to hers she opened her
cves with = sad smile, and attempted to raise hersell:—

“ Bi-other, have you begun harvest yet ?? she in~
auired.”

« Not yet in earnest,” said he ;  but how do you fina

_womself now 7’ ,

s Nearly well again,” she answered. ¢ Baut tell Jane
1o make the tea at five o’clock, for the Doctor will not
let me come down to-day.”

Arthur felt half choaked with emotion, and kissed her
forehead in silence.

« T feel strangely altered,” she said, « since morning;
¢ it must be with having been bled, for ¥ see my arm s
vandaged.” She presently added,  Brother, look at the
flowers when you go down stairs, if you please, for I am
afraid they have not been watered this morning; to-
morrow I wnll change some of the rreramums into larger
POtS 2

He assured her he would look to them.

““Tam very cold,” said she; ¢ winter will not be un-
welcome to me—I shall be glad to see it come back, and
then Arthur” (she smiled again)  we shall have the
great log burning once more in the broad kitchen chim-
ney, and theheat, and the sparks, and the corn, parching,
under Deborah’s eye, in the ashes—and the roasted

2

" hickory-nuts, and apples—and the mince-pies baking on
the hearth—will not all-this be delightful? I am very

—cold; I should be glad to get up before some right large
blazing logs now.”
% My dear sister,” said Arthur, “I will tell Doctor

o
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“Batnurst that you are cold; perhaps you are not wrapped

w+ suffiziently 5 and he began tucking the shawl under
ber arms, and drawing it more closely about her neck.
« That will do, thank you; yes, you may tell the

Doctor that T am cold, and please say to him, also, that '

a good fire is all I want to nake me well.”

« T will tell him so,” said Arﬁlur and, kxssmo her »

again, he withdrew.
¢ That coldness—that perfect unconsc:ousness of her

"danger are, my dearsir, unfavourable symptoms, said the

Doctor a short time afterwards to Arthvr, «“1 must not
disguise from you the truth of the‘ case. o

¢ She s-mys she has felt strancrely altered since this
morning.’ 2

¢ She certainly has not altered for the better I am
sorry to say,” repmed the Doctor. ¢ Let me take the
lioerty to pour you a glass of wine, Mr. Lee. These are
the periods, sir, when the streng’(h of our fortitude is tried

" to the utmost. . Believe me, I feel for you. Imyself have

passed through the ordeal more tha.n once or twme, having

. lost a mother, a wife, and a son.’

* The Doctor was a wealthy man, of much skill, it was
said, and of delightful manners. His cheerful kindness
to the patient, and his sympathy for the™anxious friends
of the patient, pleased wherever he practxsed then he
had such a fund of anecdotes of medicine, hom the old
and new world that those who could afford it, 'would wil-
dngly pay their fee for the sake of his conversation. He
was the sole Doctor of the village in which he lived ; and
as there were few houses, and fewer illnesses, he had the
more leisure to devote to those persons who required his
services. In age he was about fifty, of the middle height,

.
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~stout, but remar’kably active, and" always well Liressed in

biack. His countenance was portly, and good-humoured ;
his eyes quick ; his mouth large but vleasingj aund his
forenead broad. He was a Doctor whom every one was
dehighted to honour—young and old, man, woman, and
cnild, in the village, and its neighbourhood, sounded his

- praises. He was so entirely the gentleman, that the

poorest labourers of the farms met the’same politeness
and affability from him, as their employers did: He at-
tended them as carefully, took as much pains to sup-
port thel\? spirits under the pressure of disease, and showed
them as t\pucl{:-syt_npathy as though they had each been
capable of putting hundreds into his pocket. He had
emigrated from Britain many years before the date of
this story, with no other design, he affirmed, than that
of seeing nature under a mew aspect; for the Doctor

was nearly as much distinguished for his taste as for his

soliteness, and took great pleasure in unfrequented scenes,
where be could dream and talk of the busy world, but
neither see it, nor move in it. He was accustomed to s&y,

. pleasantly, concerning this partiality of his, that he wa?

a loverof nature, and preferred the society of his mistreso
when retired from the public eye.

" Arthur would have again sought Clinton, though he
knew not what he could say to him; but Doctor Ba-
thurst detained the former without obvmusly seeming to
do so, and gradually talked "him into someting! hkv
serenity. An hour passed—tea was brought m—and still
the Doctoi’s stories were not exhausted, nor had the Pas-
tor returned from his solitary ramble. Arthur proposed
walking to meet him, and the Doctor consented at once,
bat said, as he rose, and looked around for his hat, ¢ I
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will first look 1 upon my. charve, of atrreeable, and see -

how she is.’ ,

“ Do so,” sald Arthur,‘ s and if- possxble, do give- me -
some hopeful report of her.” -;—,

“ Nothing will make me more happy than 3 be a,ble
to do so,” said the Doctor, bowmo' in his quick and
friendly manner as he left the roonL.

He found her worse, but longing to\xret up, which,
to soothe her, he promised she should do on tke following
moraing. “’hlle the Doctor was with her on this occa-

sion, a,nd also during the ensujng inght her fancy,@ll )

a.strav, dwelt upon the coming of winter, and the home-
delights of that season, with pertinacity. Her grand-
father, who came up to see her after his mournful walk,
was compelled to leave the room, he was so affected to
hear her reckon up, with such’ precisetiess, “the monthg
and weeks that would elapse before next Christmas,
while she entertained not the slightest idea that before
that a.nmversary of the Redeemer’s birth came,. -she wou]d
be the lonely occupant of a grave,

About midnight she fell into a sleep—a  trance-like
sleep—from which the Doctor. hoped much; but in an
hour she started up with so much violence that she had
threwn herself out of bed before she was awake, Jane
was sitting on a chair, half asleep, behind the curtains : 3
the Doctor and the Pastor had gone to lie down ; and
Arthur and Clinton were up, below.

“My dear Miss Lee!—my dear Lucy! were Yyou
dreaming, that you started so?” asked Jane, throwing

rer arm around the sick girl, mtendmw to assist her back
wnto bed.

“ Dreaming *—yes,” answered Lucy, Ioosemng herself
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from Jane’s arm, and walking firmly across the floor tn
the looking-glass, « I think I have been dreaming—and
such a dream! 'Let me see how I look.” Here she
drew a chair to the dressing-table, and sat down care-
lessly, as though she had been in perfect health, de-
liberately taking off her cap, and shaking her brown
hair about her, preparatory to putting it in order

"« Lucy—dearest Lucy!—come back to bed!” en-
treated Jane, in vain: « Pray Miss Lee, come back or
you will get cold !”.

‘Lucy smiled; and said, « Don’t be afraid of my
health, Jane—I am very well;” then went on brushing
and combing her hair, and arranging it in her own simple
way, without paying any regard to Jane’s remonstrances
and petitions. At length the latter, stepping out on tip-
toe, huriied to the door of the room whére the Doctor
and Pastor were enjoying their brief repose, and knocked.,

“« How is she 7 anxiously inquired the Pastor, coming
to the door in his chintz dressing-gown.

-¢ Miss Lee_is up, sir, sitting at the looking-glass,”
faltered Jane, with looks of agitation. - »

« Up! bless me—how is that? before daylight !—so
seriously ill ! Doctor—Doctor—do you lxear this 7—-Lucy
is up sitting at her glass!”

¢ You do not say so! Ihad hoped that her sleep would
have done her good ; but if tkis is the case she has not
been at all benefitted by it. I am sorry—very sorry,”
said the Doctor, drawing on his coat, and coming out.
* Does she look wild at all—have you observed her face 7’

“Jane answered, ¢ She looks very bright, and hand-
 some, and I never saw her with so-much colour before ;
her eyes are very sparkling, and she is quite lively ; but
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¥ 1 observed no wildness, that is, sir, not much, scarce any

j ‘ ' thizg to speak of.”

i ¢ Be so kind as go back to her, Miss Anderson. st
5 , - the Doctor, “ and do not in the least oppose her humont.
— 1 will come to you in half a minute.” .

ki Janewent ; but returned in alarm—< Miss Lee has
§4 fastened the door ” i

;f The house was greatly disturbed. The Pastorknocked

35 - first, and besought his granddaughter to draw back the
4 ’ . bolt, but received no answer. Then Arthur krocked,

E and entreated ; then Jane ; then the Doctor; and lastly,
£ Decborah. The landing-place was filled with persons,
::fj one ouly of the inmates was not there;this.was—Clinton, |
:g; who was heard stalking the kitchen in horror of mind ;
% presently, however, he was called to bring up some in-_
& struments to burst the dqor, and came on the instant ; but
5 Just as they’ Werg\abou)gfto be applied to the lock, its bolt

: gave way, and Luey‘appsared,like a vision, completely
4 dressed in white, with nicety and taste. Upon her arm
A was her little basket, filled with flowers, and a white rose,
halfl withered, was fastened in her hair; the brightest
scarlet rioted on her cheeks, and she stood upngbt and
smiling. P
¢ Oh, you were in very great haste,” said she; «

on a dark winter morning, like this, one is not so quick
to rise.”” She then bade good morning to every ome
whom she saw, asked if ‘the fire was kindled in the kit-
chen, if breakfast was prepared, and if the ice had
broiken, Opposition, the Doctor feared, woqld increase
her disorder, and thcrefore dxsmxssmo' -gvery. person
quietly, except Jane and Arthur, he answered. Luey with
esse, that the fire was not lit down stairs, for it was as
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yet Wo early, and that he hoped she would allaw the
domestics and'her friends to rest a little longer, at*least
until the sun was entirely up. To the reasonibleness of
thxsshe -agreed, but perslsted in walkmg/wt’ to see what

bonnet and gloves 'MOMOW assumod a dif-

ferent ma,nner// -

“My d?ar/Mlss Lee,” sa:d he, very lmperatwely,

/you 1 must not attempt to go out.”
.« And why not, Mr. Bathurst P said Lucy, takmg
- the candle to.the glass, and setting her bonnet in shape.
¢ Why not, Miss Lee ?—whynot ?” cried the Doctor,
with well-sustained firmness, “ why think you I would
suffer my aaughter to go out to see how much snow is

on the grouud—before daylight?—No, n no.—Indiang

. may be about—rattlesnakes may have crept from their
dens—bears may have 'come down from the mountains— .

there may be wolves, \wild-bulls, wild-cats, and other
fierce animals, of our wild regions abroad, and those
- bave no respect at all for young ladies, Miss Lee.”
“ You think your da.errhter, Sophia, would not go out
~now ? said Lucy, dublpus of her purpose.
“T am confident of/ g it—IL would not allow her to go
out”
Lucy sighed, looked at the window, and at Doctor
" Bathurst, then burstmc into tears, allowed herself to be
controlled. - The Doctor whispered to Arthur to go and
send Deborah to assist Jane in taking off Lucy’s clothes
as quickly as possible. Lucy remained passive, took a

~ draught which was administered to her, aud, while the

Doctor waited on the landing outside, was again piaced

in bed. A dozen leeches were lmmedlately applied to -
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her temples other active means were also resorted ‘ta,
and the utmost stillaess was maintained throughout tho
bouse. - :
~ The same morning it was known in the lodge. that
Chaton intended, almost immediately, to take leave of
the valley. Here, as at Farmer Joshua’s, he had been
4 favourite of the subordinate members of ‘the’ family,
and they all were grieved by the intelligence.  They
had expected that he would have been the husband of
Miss Lee, and the announcement, therefore, that he was— -
going to a distant part of America, wculd have excited
surprise and disappointment at any period—how much
; more, then, at the present! It was unaccountable to
{ them, that, attached to Lucy as he liad appeared to
% be, he'should choose such a time for quitting ber, and for
qmttmo ‘her, s it seemed—Tfor ever. :

P T R TR

TR BT AR




THE CANADIAN GIRL. {

S

CHAPTER VIL -

# The grief that on my quiet preys,
That rends my heart—that checks my tongue,
I fear will last me all my days,
But feel it will not last me long.”

On the third evening of her illness, Lucy, still wan-
dering in mind, contrived to elude the vigilance of her
friends. She persuaded Jane, who sat with her, to go
intp an adjoining room, pretendmg that she wished to
sieep,”and could not while any one was in the room.

‘No sooner, however, had Jane disappeared, than Lucy -
darted out of bed, and searched the room for her clothes,
making to noise whatever. She was unable to find any”
of them, for they had been removed by the orders of the

Doctor.  She looked round-bewildered and perplexed,
until her eye chanced to light on a white morning dress,
hanging on a nail. Instantly she took it down, put it
on, and whispered, ¢ This will .do—this will do;” then
tying the strings around her waist, said * though it is

~ Christmas, the wind is warm, and I know Clinton ad-
mires me in whife.”. She sighed twice, and sat down with
an air of frenzied melancholy, taking into her hand a
paper of verses which had been addressed to llel by
Clinton.

<
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All at once she seemed to recollect where Jane was,
and adroitly fastened her in, still without. making any
noise. Having performed this, she smiled, and, like a’

* bird let loose, ran out to the landing, and listened there.

It happened that no one was on the second story, and
she went from room to room without being observed.
She talked to herself, and seemed to enjoy her freedom.
Occasionally, she laughed softly and joyously. THere
she opened a window, and there she shut onc. In one
place she turned over a half-filled cask of apples, in
another a bo¥ ‘of seeds. She set chairs in their order,
picked up Irom the straw-matting of the floors whatever
bits of flue had escaped from the beds, then went down
stairs, and passed out into the open air unperceived.

By cautiously choosing her way, she reached. the
Marble Fountain without interruption, and sat down,
Tistening to the dash of the waterfall, and to the screaming
of the bnds fluttering about it.” Ier smiles ceased ; she

* dropped tears; she shook her head; she sighed ; ‘and

spoke pathetically to the objects she saw.

Clinton had been wandering alone, over the valley,
taking a final view of the principal beauties it contained,
before preparing for his departure. He had reached a
detached height by the cascade, on the top of which
he now stood; the beautiful sheet of water leaped from
crag to crag , almost within the rcach of his hand ; its
last fall into the white marble basin below was fifty feet
in depth, and coloured with brilliant tints as the sunshone
onit. Hardly less beautiful than thxs fall, were the fine

:_vvapouts, which congreaated above it, and the da.zzhng
" white foam bslow.

Clinton held by a tree near the edge of a rock on
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" apose sloping sides grew dark pines and eedars. 'The
branches, eaves, and bark, were ever bathed or sprinkled
with briliiant spray, which the wind had caughtup, and
ched over them. On theother side of the fall, also, thick
woods rose on ascending rocks close to the torrent. The

contrast of colours was truly fine. Here, Clinton feasted -

his 1uxurious imagination, and repeated to himself in a
loua voice, overmastering the din of the waterfall, lines
from: Byron’s Childe Harold. The wildness of the scene

‘pleased his lawless humour ; ke felt himself as a part of

it; the hurrying rush of the water resémbled the quick
tide that rolled in his veins; the eccentric motions of the
spray, spread momently by the breeze to the sunshine,
now high as the cascade, now far on the naht hand or on
the left, was like his inconstaunt fancy.

While he stood gazing, listening, yielding to sensations
rapid, vivid, and ecstatic, a darkness came over the sky,
which induced him to turn his eye upwards that he might
discover the cause. Two huge clouds, of a fearful black-
ness, were rolling from opposite sides over the valley:
the eye of Clinton was rivetted upon them, filled with
a tumultuous delight. Prudence would have urged him
to descend from the rock and to seek the shelter of the
lodge with speed, for the violence of the Canadian storms
he nal before experienced ; but he disdained to listen to
prudence, and stood firm, awaiting the shock of the thunder
which he knew must follow the meeting of the two clouds.
On they moved, majestically slow, until there was only
a varrow fissure between them, from which the sunlight

descended in slanting rays. The lowing of the terrified

cattle conld be heard from the sheds whither the herds-
nisn had just driven them ; the wild ducks, that had been
o
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veaceluily floating on the marble basinand its diverging
stream, hastened in flocks io the bauk, and took sneiter
under a clump of willows and alders; several nead of
wild red deer hurried to the woods which clothed the sides
of the valley, and the noble creatures panted for fear;
some fawns were with them, whom they stopped once to

f
H

lick with evident signs of anxiety; the beaver looked up
out of the pond as if putting forth all its sagacity to dis-
cover the cause of the strange closeness of the atmosphere,
i and as the thunder reverberated among the hills, it struck
i the water with its tail several times, to acquaint. its com-.

Y. S ON
-

panions in their castles below that some unusual peril was
at hand; birds of splendid plumage flew by.hundreas
and by thousands through the air, givizg vent to wild cries

of distress; a shot from an adveaturous and unerring
hand, brought down the largest of them, on which tne
eye of Clinton had been turned. Ile pursued with his
gaze the fall of the fluttering victim, and saw the two
Indian twin-brothers, Sassa and Taota, raise it from the-
ground. - ‘

““ Ha! they are hardy fellows—they are worthy tc be
called braves! Well done—ivell done!”. exclaimed
Clinton in delight. ¢ The tempest, aha, it does uot
appé.l them! they are brave spirits! they kuow no touzh
of fear! Their minds, I swear, are tec.apestuous! and
their blood is not tame and watery! ‘They like the rowr
of the'fhunder; and when the lightaings flash, why they,
help it with the flame of their mmpo*nle- By dove!
that was a confounded blaze!” He >haded his eyes for
the moment, as sheets of electrical fie caveloped the
vallev: When he again looked below, he observed that
the Indians were runnmg to the ‘odge. Arnotuer tre-

@
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mendous peal, of thunder, and with it a.nother descent
of lightning, subdued his darmor a little—and but alittle.

He overmastered his rising terrors, and compelled him-

" selfto fix his eyes on.the linc which still marked the

outline of each cloud from that of its fellow ; and truly
no grander sight had ever man beheld. Momently now
that fissure closed and opened raining sheets of the most
'beautlful rose-tinted fire, vivid aud lnoad with these
sheets came deep-red, sharp-angled forks, glancing in

every direction down to the earth. Every secdnd Clinton'

expected to see one of those deadly darts aimed at the
Luildings of the valley, or at himself; but pride made
him insensible at present to the fear of death, and he
stood like some young deity of old Greece, defying the
elements with bis scornful and yet admiring glance.
The rain burst down as if a general deluge was com-
mencing. The ground smoked every where; the thunder
aad lightning were almost unceasing; and the pressure
of the atmosphere was nearly suffocating ; globes of fire
seemed falling from the clouds, which now 1owered them-
selves still more. At times, as the storm raged, Clinton
fancied he heard cries in the valley, as of persons hal-
looing in alarm. Presently he perceived the figure of a
_map, whom he thought to be Arthur, running over the
grounds around the house like one distracted.

“ There must be somethmor the matter,” said Clinton;
a_:nd seizing the roots of a tree, at the uttermost extremity
of the rock, he swung himself over upon a projecting shelf;

~ and there obtained firm footing. With a step as steady
as auy mountain hunter could boast, he trode along
to the end of this shelf, from which he leaped forwards
npon the summit of another rock, that was as soft’ &

D
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velvet to the foof, and shaded with five or six most
ancient trees, standing separate from each other; trow
here he again heard the shouts of men, which the ram
and the thunder again overpowered.

¢ Perbaps the lightning has struck some part ot toe
lodge!”” cried Clinton, aloud, pulling his hat on more
firmly. ‘

A solitary woodpecker was hopping about this verdant
platform, half drowued.with the rain; Clinton caught
the little .panting thing and put it within the hollow of 2
tree. His deficiencies were not on the side of sentiment,
but principle. The poor bird shrunk instantly to the
‘arkest part of the hollow trunk, and showed no dis-
jposition to move. Clinton had not lost half a minute
with it ere he descended with intrepid agility the side of
this rock also, and alighted on a round hill, from which
several rivulets and streams flowed over into the marble
basin. There was a path leading down to the ground
from here, but the violent rain preveuted him from
availing himself of it, as it now formed a chanael for the
pouring water. Hedid not hesitate long, but descended
by clinging first to one tree, and then to another, on the

-side next the cascade, where the hill slanted out.

When he stood on the level ground he looked up, and
scanned the way by which he had come down with no
small portion of surprise at his own hardihood. Kxnl-
tation then swelled his breast, and he confronted the
storm with a glance that seemed to say, « I who have
accomnlished a feat like this, will not tremble before
vou!” '
- Turniog round, he saw a figure in white, lying near
the foot of the cascade, apparently dead. 1le felt a shocs

&
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ot fear. At first he could only stand gazing on it, while
flashes of lightning quivered about the pallid face. 'L'he
marble fountain was apt to attract the lightning, by means
of the great height of the trees on its edge, as well as with
the cascade itself, and hence it was considered a dangerous
spot in a thunder storm. Poor Lucy, in her bewildered

state, fancying it was Christmas, had watched the storm

come on, and expected a fall of snow. When she found
the valley grow so dark, she said to herself, ¢ Christmas
is likely to be severe this year; hail may be coming—I
will get under the thickest branches of these trees, and
* Clinton will seek me presently with a mantle, in which I
shall wrap myself, so that the storm will not touch me.”
She had not sat five minutes under the trees when a
thunderbolt clave in sunder the root ‘against which she
leaned, and she was laid prostrate. Clinton shook off
the paralysing surprise he felt, and hurried to her, just
as the Pastor and Arthur appeared. A few hurried
exclamations, a few rapid questions and answers, were

all that passed, before Arthur bore his sister back to the -

house. The Doctor ‘again bled her, and, to the joy of
all, she revived, in the full possession of her senses, .
She remembered nothing of what had passed since the
moment when she fainted by the tulip trees. She was
.alive to all the misery of that moment, and as her eye
fell on Clinton, who stood at the foot of the sofa, she
coloured painfully, and hid her face. He ventured
once to approach her, and silently pressed her hand,
which trembled like an aspen in his grasp. This was
his farewell of her, for she never saw him after. He wag

the same evening wandering from the valley, ne knewnot .

whither—cared not whither.

.
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No-one durst tell Lucy that he was gone. Thestorm
‘was over. A splendid evening ushered in a night: of
beauty She was not removed from the sofa of the famﬂy
-apartment, and when the family were all withdrawn, she
sat up partially, and looked through the- windows with
" eyes full of calm tears. Jane, who was still her com-
panion, about eleven o’clock, ‘brought her medicine.to
her. . When Lucy had drank it, she looked at Jane with
an expresswn of affection, and rested her head on her
bosom.

% Give me your hand, Jane,” she murmured in weak
toues ; < here, on my heart. +Jane, I had hoped to see
you married to my brother, but I must now relinquish
the hope. I am in my last sickness—1I feel it—I know
it™ There was a mournful silence. Jane could not
trust herself to speak, but she bent her kead and kissed
with-fondness the pale forehead which was supported on
‘ner besom.

: ¢ How pure—how celestial ! Lucy exclaxmed locking
‘her handsin each other, as she beheld the moon, and the
ether round that fair planet, which was of a surpassing
green, ineflably woven with her light. ¢ How wouder-
fully lovely!” a veil of rich-purple cloud was stretching
across the moon’s track, filmy and transparent as the web
of ‘the gossamer.

« Neither. of them stu'red while this effect was operatmg,
but both sighed’ with a solemn rapture. Presently,
Lucy said, * This is such an hour as best suits death.”
-~ 4¢ My dear Lucy, you are sad,” said Jane.

- “Luey rejoined, “ Yon think so because I speak of
. death. .. But why is death sad? Does it not seem that
it should be otherwise? It ought to be pleasant to us
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o die.  Christians should rejoice to die—for to them the

. 2y

dark portals of the grave are openings to glory.

Hitherfo she had mot mentioned Clinton or the cnn-"

versation she had overheard ; and the Doctor had directed
that to one should speak to her upon any subject likely

to cause her agitation. But now she whispered— J'ane '
?

Low was it /e was not present during family pra.yer to
night 7’ : -

Jane was at a loss. how to answer. -She could not bear,‘
to say any thing that was not strictly true; yet, to teil

Laucy the truth, was 1mposs1ble. ‘Her invention was not.

very qulck and her feelings were'sb much excited, that
she could only again kiss the forehead of the querist in
silence. :

* You weep, Jane,” said any, after A brlef pause.
Juring which she had been meditating. - Then throwing
iiersell from Jane’s supporting arms, she sat upright, and,
as the moonlight fell upon the face of her sympathising
companion, viewed it with attention. ¢ There is grief
in your countenance,” said she. < Grief forme! O
God ! hold my heart firm while the blow lights. »

Jane wound her arms around the sufferer, poured into
her ear the softest words which pity and sensibility could

i‘urnfsh, with- the most natural and. yet earnest manner ;

‘and in the extremity of the need, might perhaps have

said something more or less than the truth, had not her
organization been so unerringly true to her principles, that
she was compelled to tell the secret by violent tears.
Lucy was unnaturally calm ; she spoke with unnatural
firmness:—* I know you have something to tell me, and
} assure you it is idle to think of hiding it from me. Has

Ciinton gone 7” -
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This question wasasked with a decisive and unpeative:

e, that Jane could not evade, however she mignt wste

to do so.

% Your silence teils me,” said Lucy, clomuc her eyes,

and sinking ba.ck on ner pillows upon the sofa— vour:

zilence tells me.” Jane hung over her: ¢ How shali 1 .
“comfort you?” she said.

D 1 now know the worst that can befall me,” was
Lucy s only rejoinder. The sofa was large, and so ar-
ranged that two persons might lie with ease tipon it. Jane
placed herself by Lucy’s side therefore, and, verysoon,
fell asleep. When she awoke the sun was slnmt}r tutl’
into the room, she turned herself, and took the h«mﬁ
Lucy—dropped it—it was icy and rigid ; bent er heat
down to her mouth—but found no brea.th ere ; laid her
hand on the heart which last night liad ached so sadly— -
but it had ceased for ever to .,beat and:then throwmg

up ‘her arms to heaven, scr’e/a,med, ¢ She is dead !—she

is dead !”

The wild grief which spread through the house was
dismal indeed. The lament was loud and vehement.
Arthur, who had given Clinton the coldest adieu possible,
on the evening before, wasiow filled with the bitterest
resentment against him. He looked upon his sister as a
victim to his cold-blooded vanity. He felt that her death
was* to be attributed to Clinton almost wholly. The
Doctor strengthened this idea, by saying, that although
there certainly had been signs of a consumption having
" fastened itself on her constitution, yet, had she livec
quietly and peacefully, with a tranquil mind, she might
have vot over it. Jane repeated now the whole of (Jhn-w
ton’s conversation which Lucy had overheard, and Doctor
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Bathurst did not hesitate to' say that it had been the
shock she had then re@w&}rwhich had caused her to die
so suddenly.

The sofa-on which Lucy had expired, and on which

lay, was lifted with care into the middle of the

~” apartment; two handsome windows, elegantly hung

with summer drapery, threw the rays of the sun on it.
The body had not yet been disturbed. The three women-

Servants, silent and awe-struck, stood.at-the back of the.

sofa. Jane-knelt at the front, sobbing and weeping.
Arthur, with masculine intensity of agony, leaned, tear-

less, over the 1ipper arm of the sofa; his look was cou-"

centratedf his lips sternly compressed, his face pale, and
his eyes turned ‘on hissister’s lifeless countenance. It was
for his sake that no one moved for some time. There was
something in his bearing which would have imposed
stillness on the most careless individual. All present
were conscious that he was suffering a depth of anguish

~ greater than they had ever before witnessed or experi-

enced. Allremembered that she was hisonly sister ; that
he had never been separated from her a week since his
birth; that she had been his friend, his confidante, on
all occasions; that she had shared his domestic happiness,
his domestic cares ; and that they had so tenderly loved
each other, that no one could speak of an hour in which

they had been seen or heard to be at variance. Their

tempers had exactly harmonised ; their sentiments had
been exactly the same ; they had had the same tastes and
the same interests; lastly, they had loved at the same
time, and under similar circumstances, though hitherto
with different results.
But when the Pastor entered, te look upon the relics
P



106 THE CANADIAN GIRL. ~

of his granddaughter, he inspired even more sympathy
than Arthur, if that were possible. He leaned upon
the Doctor’s arm, and his limbs trembled ; coning round
in front of the sofa he fell upon his knees by the side of
Jane, solemuly repeating the words « Our Father—Thy
will be done—Thy will be done.” He removed the
counterpane from the arms and neck of the body. The
hands were placed palm to palm, near the neck, and he-
tween them was a piece of paper;-which the Pastor drew
away with difficulty. There was cagerness and curiosity
manifested on each countenance present. A few verses
were written on the inner side of the paper, in a fine,
bold, rinning hand. o

¢ This is Clinton’s hand-writing,” said Arthur, scan-
ning the lines with a flaming eye. " -

¢ The Lord forgive him,” said the Pastor, ¢ for trifling
so fatally with the happiness of an {msﬁspecting girl.’;

These verses were in a passionate strain, flattering her,
and avowing an attachment for her of the most ardent
nature.

“ Dear, broken-hearted girl!” exclaimed Avthur.
“ Would to God this specious villain had never come to
ourvalley! Andnow he is gone toemploy his arts where
other maidens, as happy as Lucy has been, may become
as she is; where he may desolate other homes as he has

desolated this ; where he may win other hearts as he won-

my sister’s, and cast them forth, like hers, to grief and
death.”

e Sorry am I, indeed,” said the Pastor, ¢ that I
brought him to this house. But do not reproach me
with that error, my grandson. I was deceived in him as
Lucy was.  Tsaw, as T thought, something excellent and

RES - PR
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uncommon in him. His manuers deceived me. His
attainments deceived me. Since he came here, ‘except
in this sad circumstance, he has conducted himself well.
He has made himsclf agreeable and useful. T observed
his atterition to my Lucy, as I did yours to Jane, and I
pleased myself with anticipating many years to come
happier than any that had gone before. I thought to
have married the two children of my mnever-forgotten
daughters, to the objects of their choice, and to have
spent my old age with them in tranquillity, under the

favour, and enjoying the bounty; of—argcious heaven.

But be the will of God done !” Herc Le uplifted his
hands, and tears flowed from his e\ea. Arthur, ralsed
him to a seat.
__Eorgwe—me~mv—honcrrrred’61zmdfaﬂﬁ‘ “said he,

“if, when I said would to God-Clinton had never come
hither, I seemed to reproach you who introduced him.
My heart, I assure you, was‘clear of any thought of blame
toyou; and what I suffer now would be greatly aggravated
if you, in the least, were to blame yourself. _ You are as
blatneless as our beloved Lucy was.” *

“ No—I now see otherwise,” said the Pastor. <« I
was'very wrong to suffer my grey hairs to be so imposed
upon. Dnscnmmatlon caution, and a calm judgment,
should ‘attend old age—but I have shown neither: Ihave
been partial to this young man with the heat and impulse
of youth—TI have my punishment! Ah, my son, I have
my punishment!”

¢ Grandfather, I beseech you, add not to the sorrow
of this dreadful morning by casting reflections on- your-
self;” said Arthur. The Pastor put him aside, and
turned his face to the body. . -
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His anguish became so overpowering that Doctor
Bathurst, with friendly violence, forced him from the
room. Deborah and her fellow-servants, with many a
‘piteous expression, and many a sincere tear, decently
prepared the body for the grave. The house-carpenter
constructed a beautiful and durable coffin of black wal-
nut wood, and Jane lined it throughout with white satin.
A melancholy task ! but she went through it with serious
serenity. She had endured many trying scenes before
this, and she felt that many more were beforc her.

No vandyked shroud, that thing of ¢ shreds and
patches,” that most unseemly of modern inventions, dis-
figured the lovely corpse ; but in its stead was put on
a simple white dress, drawn to the feet in graceful folds.
When the remains of Lucy were thus ready for burial,
Jane, as she looked at her, could not refrain from
saying—

“ ¢ O lovely appearance of death!
No sight in the world is so fair;

Not all the gay pageants of earth,

Can with a dead body compare.””
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L1

CHAPTER VI L -

““ But now fhy youngest, dearest one has perisl’d,”
The uurséling of thy widowhood, who grew
Like a pale flower by some sad maiden cherish’d,
And fed with tras=love tears instead of dew:
Most musical of mourners weep anecw !
Thy extreme hope, the loveliest and the last,
The bloom, WhO%l,i petals nipt before they blew
Died on the promise of the fruit, is waste,

The broken lily liesitife storm is overpast.”—Shell-y.

Ox the second day after Lucy’s death, Arthur went
out to the spot he had selected for a burial place. It was
a little elevated above the level of the valley, and formed
a square, backed by a mountain ; it was well shaded,
especially at the boundaries, with higl‘i and slender trees :

and was as solemn and retired a spot as any that was to
be found throughout the valley. The grass was very
high, of different sorts and colours, and matted. In some
parts American reeds rose to the full height of a man.
A labourer was-employed in enclosing this spot with oak
palisades ; another was digging in the soil. Sceing Ar-
ther, the latter cried out— ,

- “It’s of the right sort, master! I thought nothing

but fine deep clay could bear such a burden of grass as
3

I i UL

we see here.
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Arthur walked to him, sighing, as he waded through
the weeds and clover.

“ Clear off the decay‘ed vegetation,” said ‘he, in a
voice low and unmodulated ; “make the ground in trim
condition. Carry a path through the middle, and cut a
few steps to the ground below.””

« It shall be done, master, as cleverly, I guess, as by
any yankee, or old England man, be he who he may,”
said the- States field-labourer, commencing operations
with lusty readiness, that, to do him justice, sprang as
much from honest sympathy, as from the love. of gain.

Arthur passed over the enclosure, sometimes stopping

~with folded arms, his eyes fixed on the earth, and then
viewing the place with a careful and sorrowful eye. At
length he came near the centre, where four of those most
melancholylooking trees called the cypress, grewin pairs,
leaving sufficient room between their twin-roots for two
roomy graves.

¢ Here,” said he, « the ground looks as if no mortal
foot had evertrodden on it since the world began. Here
shall my sister lie—

¢ And from her fair and unpolluted flesh
May violets spring.”
He went back to the busy labourer, and after a pause,
during which his emotion was great, said, pointing—

“ You see, Jacob, that middle space between those
four trees— .

“ Yes,” said the man, <'I was noticing it this morn-
ing ; and, thinks I, it will _]ust do, I guess, for—"

The agony visible upon Arthur’s face checked the
speaker. The former laid his hand upon the ldbou\u&a
arm, and said, in suuce]v audible tones—
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« Make it with the head to the hill; let the depth be
not spared, and smooth it well at the sides.”

¢ That I will, master; it shall be as neat a grave as
ever was made in the Upper Canada country. You may
depend on me. And whenam I to have it ready ?”

« By Saturday,” Arthur replied.

¢« Saturday be it then,” said the man.  You need
not trouble yourself any more about it. The stakes will
be driven in round the ’closure, and all done as you have
ordered, take my word for it, master.”

] may depend on you, Jacob 77

¢ Unless I fall mortal sick, or die, all shall be made
ready here by Saturday, as I hope in the Lord. Yes,
to a sartainty, you may depend on my word.”

“ Very well; on Saturday evening, Jacob, I shall
come hither, as Sunday is the day fixed for the’ interment,
and if you have kept your word, and all is prepared as [
wish, it may prove to your interest.”” . :

¢ I am not thinking of my interest, master,” said Ja-
cob, wiping his eyes,*}tﬁd then pressing down the spade
in the soil with his foot.

On the Saturday Jacob had finished his task. The _

grave, the path, and the few steps leading up to the path,
were made. All but the freshest grass and reeds had
been carefully removed ; the palisades were completed,

and evefgreen shrubs were planted close to it on the-

inside ; besides all this he had placed a wooden seat
around each pair-of the cypress trees, by the grave, and
had planted the borders of the path, which conducted
thither, with éimple and hardy flowering plants.

“ Will it do sir?” said Jacob to Arthur, as they
walked along to the grave.

Y-
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“ You have éxceeded my expectations,” said Arthur ;
¢ and next week I shall raise your hire, and make you
a sharer in the product of those two meadows under the
great crag which bears my name. I have for some time
proposed to advance you. No thanks, Jacob—I am not
in a mood to regeive them. I am grateful to you for
this favour you have done me.. Now be so good as go
to the house, company are. arriving, and your services

“may be required ;- you may put up their horses, and
- assist the other servauts, who are all as busy as they can

be in preparing for to-morrow.”

Jacob accordingly went to the lodge, in éompliance
with his master’s request, leaving Arthur musing alone.
The Pastor was shut up in his library, where he had re-
mained almost unseen during the past week. J. anc was
compelled to receive all the friends that came to the
valley on this occasion, and they were not few. Among
them were Miss Bathurst, Farmer Joshua and his wife,
and a son of the latter, who had once been an admirer of
Miss Lee. It was usual for many persons to come from
settlements around to the Sabbath services, conducted by
the Pastor in a large log-house, on his grandson’s estate.
Those who came from places the most distant sometimes
arrived on the Saturday evening, at the lodge, where
they always found a bed and a hospitable welcome. It
was thoﬁght the preparations for the Sabbath, by public
prayer, in the chapel, would not be performed on the
present evening ; but the place was lighted as usual, and
at the exact time the Pastor entered, leaning upon the
arm of his grandson.

There was no pulpit; a chair, a reading-desk, and
cushion, included all that was provided for the minister,
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ae small assembly having for their seats, rude benches,

chairs, stools, and round blocks .of some lmpensbable

wood. : : '

«“ My friends,” Sd.ld the Pastor, « since last we. met

. here to celebrate the pr:uses of. the Eternal, I ha.ve lost.
one who was dear to me.” His voice trembled, but pre-
sently grew stronger.. ¢ Shall I say lost? You knew
her; she met with us here from week to week ; she has
sang with us of #he joys of heaven. Tell me, my friends,
is she not living yet ? May not the hearts of the bereaved
ﬁimly fasten on the belief that she is happy, though we
see her not 7

According to the simplicity of that assembly one did
not hesitate to rise and reply to the Pastor—it was the
Indian, Sassa, whose brother sat by him, all the fire of
his eyes quenched in tears of feeling..

My father asks,” said Sassa, speaking in tolerable
English, his breast heaving with that enthusiasm religion
so frequently arouses in the soul of -the. child of nature,

i our whife:sister is living youder,” he _pointed with
his finger upwards, impressively, * and if she be happy 7”
He looked around, standing in-a noble position. _There
was something exceedingly elevated on his countenance,
his eye was full of a sublime depth of expression. « My

~ father who bas taught us in the Great Book,-asks this—
and Sassa the brave tells his father—Yes. Has she not
lived as the Great Spirit told her to live *—therefore she_

must be gone to that happy country where .the Great -

Spirit is. Has she not conversed with the Great Spirit

hetg, and has He not called her away with.-his own voice !

He will not deceive his children. Look. and see.” Sassa

pointed to the large folio on the Pastor’s readma desk;
Q

¢
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the minister bowed down his face, for the Indian had.
strengthened his heart, and he inwardly thanked God
for the words of the convert. * The Red men know that
they will not die,” said Sassa. ¢ They know they must
go away from their tribe, from their wives, and from the
woods and prairies in which they have hunted—but they
will not die! ' ‘Ask them ;—they will tell you they shall
live as long as the moon. They will tell you they shall
eat buffalo-fleshk, and corn, and fish, after the earth is
laid on them. They will tell you the bad Indians will
be punished, the good Indians will be happy—very
happy. And if the Red men know all this, do not the
White men know more? Look in the Great Book, and
see.” Again he pomted and the Pastor said to the as-
sembly=—
¢ He has spoken well. Let there beno selﬁsh repin-
ings in Christian mourners hearts. Some are here, who
have lost, like me, beings whose lives seemed as dear ag
their own. Ah; friends! shall we murmur at Providence 7
The Indians teach us lessons, shall we not show them
examples 7+ Help me to say,Godtbe ‘thanked for our
sorrows, as well as for our joys," for we know that all
things shall work together for oood to them that love:
God¥* - e
“Fhe usual form of devotmn was-then gone througﬂb ’
and did- not-occupy in the whole a half an hour. ‘A
stranger would have'seen a heartfelt spirit of union-and
of ‘gravity pervading the chapel, but no sound of gnef
would have inforined him of the peculiar sorrow in
which all shared. The hymn last sung,. it was well
known, had been a favourite one with Lucy, and. the
Pastor and Arthur were observed to close their books,
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and at the same instant to kneel down The sympatln-
sing congregatxon went on to ti]e second verse only, and
then ceased of their own accord. 'ﬂle concludmg prayer
was oﬁ'ered up by Arthur, it was bilef and aﬁ'ectmg

On coming out of the chapef the Pastor saw his | prm-
cipal communicants collecting around him ; each com-
forted and condoled with him, speakmg with the utmost
deference and good will. He ‘received thelr kmdness as
it was meant, shook hands w1th each, and informed them
that the burial would take place shortly afer the next
sunrise, in order that the services of tbe Sabbatﬁ mlc'rht
proceed thhout any mterruptlon. After thls scene, wrucb
had been trying to his fortitude, he returned to his study,
and spent most part of the night i in prayer Artimr,
retired to lns own room, and remamed secluded until tho
day dawned. The famlly apartment a.ccommodated all
the females of the house, mcludmg the visifors, piam but
clean beds having been put up round the sides. The
coffin had been removed to the. chamber wﬁxch Lucy had
occnpled. In the spaclous lutchen, ranges of ‘beds ac-
eommodated most of the male servants and the inale
VlSltOl'S, the rest, slept on the seeond story Upon Jane
. had fallen the mantle of Lucy S d,omestnc anfhonty,
the. house bad been plaeed under her supenntendenoe,
though oontrary to her wish. =

Justas it was . growing ¢ dark she went wnth Deborah

been Lucy’s exclusxvely, : jane was. stooplng to Garess
one of the stately birds whleh ﬂoat;ed close to her, whe;\
she saw_Clinton standlng at a few yards dlstance. Hrs
_back was towards her, and he seemed lookmg at the

[
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stantly, and turning to Deborah, whispered—

¢ Who is he standing near us there?” ;

« thsht darling! T know him ; its the vﬂla.m who
desarted our dear Miss Lucy, as O’Reilly desal‘ted me,”
said Deborah, with energy. ¢ IIl luék lwbt on lnm;
for a desaiver as he is!”

Clmton turned, and came dehbera.tely ear. His ap-
pea.ra.nce was much altered. He seemed'to have ]omed
himself to the daring hunters of the woods, for in his
noht hand was a wra.bme, and at his waist a shot pouch,
a kmfe and a wallet ; a small pack, also, was slung at
lus back ; a cap of fur covered his ead; and he wore
mocassins and leggings. ’

« Miss Anderson,” said hé, with more respect than

‘hmlharlty, ¢ will you have the goodness to tell me why

numerous windows of the house. She raised herself in "

" it is that I see the wmdows of the lodge all curtained so

closely 7,

« Oh! agrah' Ts it yourself that: asks"” began De-
borah, with a wrathful countenance.  Shame on _ye for
a desa.lver' and its I that wish you may" never meet

with any one in the time to come to Jove you. as she

who lies, poor young lady! in her coffin, in that same
chamber which you may see over the kltchen, ‘only the
window-curtaus are down and hide it.  You know that
sawe room well enough, you do; for many’s the time 1

bave heard you playmtr the kitar under it, witching the

heart ont of her with your singing, and so you did, like a
false gintleman as you were, and shame on ye!”

~ Clinton placed his carabine on the ground, and seemed

moved :— Miss Anderson,” said he, after a’ minute’s
silence, « can you not so far feel for me, as to permit

|
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me for-a moment to view the being who. loved me?

Debotah, you are kind-hearted, I know ; dismiss. your.
anger for the present, and contrive to brmo' me in'sight

of‘the body.”

'/ & Me, i it, that will bring you in S]ght of MISS Lucy,
‘,-"‘poor darling 7—No, that I’ll be bound I'wont! We
" should have had a wedding in the house instead of a -
‘burying if you had not been a base desaiver! I’ll con-

trive no:such thing at any rate! Miss Jane may do as
she will, but. you wont persuade me.”
She ‘was walking away, but Clinton stopped her,

. saying, with a dash of careless and melancholy humour,
¢ O, Deborah, I see now how it is with you—

. ‘To be wroth with one we love,
Doth work like madness in the brain.’

You cannot mean all this bitterness against me! Do
you forget telling me all about O’Reilly and Ireland ?
Come, I know you will forgive me, Debby! and I can
assure you, if it will be any satisfaction to you to learn
it, that I am far from happy.”

« Happy, isit? O}, then, ye’ll never - be ha.ppy again
while the world stands, I’ll. wager any thing,” said
Deborah ; but at the same time she relaxed her repulsive
demeanour. ' Clintou "perceiving this, urged his request
to her with such determined:persuasion that she yielded,
and turning to Jame, said, ¢ Its but a trifling matter
that he asks, Miss Jane, darling ; I'm in-a mind, if you

have no objection, just to step with him up the back-

kitchen stairs, Maybe the sight of the corse ’ll do Lis
soul good.”?

¢ You'may do just as you think proper,” said Jane ;
% I cannot take upon me any of the blame.”

iy
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« Lave that to me, darling,” said Deborah; and
Clintor; hviag gaitied his point, followed the latter; as
she led the way with  stealthy footstep ani an uplifte”
finger, to the chamber of death.

Tbey réached the ehamber unvoticed, and Deborah,

_lying her hignd on the key of the door ovtside; whispered,
 This 1s the toom; Mt. Clinton: you c¢an go ih row,
but don’t stop above a*mmute or two. I will stand in
front of the door, s iy foot coming
this way I shall give one tap over the lock, and as soon
- as’ you héar it you must come out as fast as your legs
will bear vou, miud that.”
© ~Very well,” said Cliuton; * only be sure and make
the tap soon enough, and loud enough, for I should not
like to bring blame on ycu, Deborsh, and if I were
seen, | fear you wouald ot find ‘it easy to excuse your-
- sef '
<« Don’t staind ta]kmo sir, but go in; and make hasté
to come ouf;”’ cried Deborab, tarning the key softly,
and admitting him into the room. ¢ Maybe it was what '

I ad e ¥ight to-do, the bringing him here,” she said

to lrcrself; as she stood listening on the landing-place y

« but for the lif¢ of me I couldn’t deny him. Sare and

s tio mmarvel at-all-at-all, that Miss Lucy brake her

-“ heart for him. - Oh, murther! there’s Mr.. Arthur

comin’! Was éver any thing so untucky 7.

She rapped her knuckle on the door; ot once only,
but several times, and as the swmmons was not .imme-
diately answered by Clinton’s appearatice, put her head
into the room, and cried, in as loud a whisper as she
could produce;  Sir; sir, Mr. Lee’s comin’ I” :

“ By Jove, that’s unfortiate!” exelaimed Chmtons

‘.”
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and the werds' had hardly. left his lips when be heard
Arthur addressing Deborah thus :—

€ W'hy are you standing here, Deborah? Is thers
any one in the chamber?’ The Trish girl answered

readily— -
¢ Yes, a gintleman, there is, Mr Arthur.”

% Who is he ?i’/ P

aforg now agamst ta.lkm in th is passage, whlch he says,
disturbs him at his prayers.”

$. My voice will not d;sturb him, Deborah You have
not answered my questlon—who is the gentleman
within 7’ :

Dehorah was seized with a.fit of coughing, which af-
forded her an opportunity for preparing her next evasion.

<« If you plase to step down stairs with me, Mr. Ar-
thur, I have something to tell you, which its my bounden
duty not to concale.”

¢ Surely,” thought Clinton, * she is not going to tell
him T am here I” The next minute he heard them both
go.down stairs, and would have opened the door, and
passed out, but it was fastened. -

< I have pla.ced myself in a confoundedly awkward
position here,” said he, aloud. = His voice startled him-
self; it sounded like a rude, unhallowed dnscord, in
such a scene as this in which he stood )

A small glass lamp burnt dimly on a table by the bed
on which the coffin was placed. Clinton approached it,

-, took it up, and surveyed the ropm, wishing to fix every
object.there permanently in h;s remembrange. A small
drawer in ‘the . frama of the lookma-glqss @ug}:t ‘his
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- attention, and he drew it out, almost withoutintending

to do s0: there wore some articles of jewellery which he

- had seen Lucy wear, in it, and also a note, folded, and

superscribed to himself. He returned the drawer to its

place, but retained the note in his hand, and examined

.every letter of the direction with emotlons strange and
perplexed. Presently he opened the paper, and read

two verses, written 1n small and delicate characters. He

must have been destitute of feeling had they not affected

© him. Their simplicity and’ truth touched the chords of

his better nature, and, too late, he reo'retted that he had.

trifled with the heart that had d:ctated them They were

as follows :(—

Farew\eﬂ !" was never wish so true,

As this which Lucy breathes for you;
Was never prayer so fervent given -
Toto the sacred charge of heaven.

Whien Lucy’s form and voice are gone, -

Ar.d one low grave is hers alone; .

When of her faults and griefs none tell,

May vou with health and bopes-—-PAnz-WEu.

I—Ixs eyes filled with tears——he was overpowered almost to
T suffocation. The note was put in his breast; his feet
S approached the bed ; he bent over the coffin and ventured

-

a.ngmsh but there was 10 response on her lips. Myste-
rious change! at'his lightest whisper, a little month ago,
her heart would have palpitated violently ; her eyeswould
have betrayed a sweet confusion ; her cheeks would have
been dyed with blushes, pure and fresh as those of
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under its dull ﬁlm and the cheek had parted with colour
for ever. His power : over her could be exerted -no
more. A mlohtler magician, bad bound her in his

zpells. .
The door was unlocked, and Deborah stepped in oy
tiptoe, securing it behind he nstanding to

histeg. Arthur was heard retlrmg to bxs own room.

“It’s a nice predicament that I have got myself in for
you, Mr. Clinton,” said she.

¢ I hope you have not told Mr. Lee that I am here, .
said Clinton.

# Lave that to me,” said Deborah; « I told him.as 3.
grate matter, that I’® seen you about the house, and
he’s gone back to his chamber—no, as I’m a true ca-
tholic, he’s a comin’ to this room, and sure enough he’ll
come in this time. ~ O, where’]l I hide myself oyt of his
sight !” :

« Rather talk of hldmo me,” said Clmton, lookmg to
see if there was any closet in the room, There was. not,
and be had oaly just time to throw himself down on the
__flooroa the opposite side of the  bed, and to bid Def
borah unlock the door, before Arthur eptered, with g
slow, sad step, Deborah was very busy smoothing the
furniture about the bed, and dusting the mahogany
posts.

“You will obbge me by Ieavmo mé alone here, a few
minutes,” said Arthur;and his monotonous and sunkep
voice, still expressed how much his heart was burdened

* Ohto be sure, sir—but now I think of it said she
feigning to be vexed with herself, « Miss Jane said an
hour ago, thatshe wanted to spake with you, and I forgot

n



il

. S, ELETIRIL L . S 7 T RO e
L
{

122 THE CANADIAN GIRZ.

to tell you—but if you would plase to go to her in the
garden—not on the pond side, but on the other.”
«“ I will go to her shortly, Deborah,” said Arthur
Deborah’s invention was now at a stand. She was
obliged to leave the room, and asshe went out, she muttered
to hersel—

« He is sure to be seen by Mr. Lee, and I’ll be bound

he’ll say who it was let him up to the chamber. Sure
and if he had a little raal Irish acuteness in his brain he
needn’t tell at-all-at-all. Now I’d like to know how I
shall get out of the bog in which I’ve thrust myself over
the head and shouldhers. It’s true, if ’m put out of this
place,” she added, « I’d have very little throunble to find

another, where I'd get as much wages, and as good -

lodging, and boarding, the year round, as I have here,
and no better, for there’s no better to be had in any
farm in the Canadas ; and go where I might, from Lake
Huron to the St. Lawrence, I should be bappier no where
than I am here. So I’ll just listen as near the door as
1 dare, and if I hear them talkin’ I’ll run to his honour
the Pastor; and tell him how it happened that I let Mr,
Clinton into this house, and if that doesn’t get me out
of the scrape I’m in, mothing will, and with the lave of
the saints I must seek another habitation.”

Clinton was most uneasy. He feared that his breathing
would betray him, or that he should be compelled to
cough, or sneeze, or make some movement. The part
of the room in which he lay was quite in dark shade, so
that unless Arthur came round to the back of the bea
he was not likely to be seen; but every instant he ex-
pected that Arthur would come round, and he inwandiy
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carsed his folly in having placed himself in such sitnas
tion.

Arthur leaned in silence over the coffin of his mster,
and Clinton heard his sobs growing louder and louder,
until the mourner’s tears fell in a copious shower on the
face and bosom of the dead. Such grief, from such a
quiet, sterling character, as Arthur, was too sacred: for
any eye or ear but that of heaven, and Clinton would
have given any thing to have been out of the room.
Yielding, as he always did, to the strongest impulse
which acted on him, he arose to his feet, and, with
assumed ease, walked near the door.

Arthur’s nerves were unstrung by the indulgence or

sorrow, and, though not inclined to superstition, he could -

not avoid giving way to the instantaneous convietien that
it was a supernatural-appearance \\'mch arose sosuddenly
before him. He staggered back, “and dropped upon a

- chair ; but the blood, which had been driven by the
ghock with violence from his heart to his face and head,

rushed back to the centre of life with equal impetuosity,
when he recognised Clinton’s voice from amid the gloom
which enveloped that part of the chamber in wh:ch the
figure stoo:i.

¢ However extraordinary,” sa‘id 'C]inton, “ my ap-
pearance here may seem to you, I beg you to believe,

. sir, that I had no other object in entering this chamber,

than that of beholding once more, and for the last time,
the fair and lifeless being before me.”.

Arthur arose from the chmr——tremblmo with passton ;
his ashy lips could scarcely speak the words with which
they were charged.

“ Mr. Clinton,” at length he sa.ld in very stern and

|
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sabdued tones, ¢ yonr audacity is equal to your 1aie-
nood. It would be incredible to me, that you could be
so utterly lost to true feeling, as to venture to insult my
sister’s sacred remains by your presence hiere, if I did not
see you with my own eyes, and-hear you with my own
ears, though really I could almost distrust both my eyes,
and ears. Tell me, sir; by what means you gained ad-
mittance into this house this evening. Who, under my
roof, was ptresumptuons enough to bring you hither?
Whoerver that individual was, though it was Miss Ap, -
derson herself, she should lose my friendship from this
hour, and nothing should recall it.”? )

« I certainly shall nct say who it was admltted me,”’
said Clinton, rattling with assumed nonchalence while he
spoké, the leads in the pouch at his givdle. * 1 per4
suaded them with very great difficulty, aund they are not
m fhe least to blame—not in the least.”

« Your refusal to tell me will be of no avail,” said
Arthiur, speaking quicker ; ¢ I shall know, immediately
after the interment, who it is. I wil/ discover—and
when I have discovered; I shall not forgive. This, how-
, ever, concerns you but little. I shall not dispute what
vou assert, Mr. Clinton, that to see my sister as she s,
as you have made her; was the object which brought you
hither. But now, I presume, you have gratified your
turiosity. You have seen her breathless, colourless—
pkap—stretched in a coffin—prepared for a grave—
which grave, if you are still curious, you may see near
the cascade. I recommend you to ga. and look into it ;
examine it well, sir, and feed your vanity with the de-
ticious thought that the weak girl, who, to morrow at this
time, will say to the worm ¢ Thou art my sister, and my
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Wer died of a broken heart—and that vou “had bro-
; ken it. And in the meantime, if you have the courage,
look at your victim in the presence of her brother. Come
near;sir ;” he took up the lamp and passed it over the
coffin from the head to the foot. “She ‘is here—view
her.” He then put down the lamp, and, cba.ngmor his
manner, walked to the door, and opened it, throwing it
back to the full breadth of the doorway.

¢ Mr. Clinton,” said he, < your presence here, 1s an
unexampled impertinence. 1 request that vou will leave
this room, and this house immediately.’ o

Instead of complying, Clinton sat down on a chair
closeto the doorway, and very dehbemtely drew his belt
tighter, saying—

¢ I obey no man’s bidding. I am an adoptcd son of
the woods.  Freeasa p.mther or 2n eagle, I now come
and go as I list. T shall lodge.in this house to-mmht
It is the fashion you are aware for American faljmers to
be hospitable. It is also the fashion for American wan-
derers, like me, who become their guests, to remain in
the quarters provided until they are tired of them. 1
shall not be one to break a good custom. I shall sta.y
to-night iu this house.”

“ You refuse to go?’ said Arthur.

- I will not budge a step, by Jove! Take care Mr.

—you see I have a knife in my belt.”
¢ By heaven, you skal go!” exclaimed Arthur, seizing
him by the collar to throw him out of the room, and at
tne same time dlsarmmo' him. A short, but fierce struggle,
ensued ; and Anhur, being much Clinton’s superior
strengtri and height, succeeded in his aim. Clinton was

S Y s

Lee—take care how you lay hands on me ; I warn you ‘
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sent reeling out on the larding place, and Arthur dm
the door close and iccked it on the outside.

« T am not desirous to disturb the house,” said he,
¢ and therefore I shall not say any thing more to you,
Mr. Clinton, to-night. To-morrow is ‘the day of my
sister’s buirial ; dunncr its sacred hours, also, you will
be safe from me ; but lf on the day succeeding that you
“are about these premises—"

- ¢ I shall be #z them,” said Clinton, whose complexion
had whitened into a startling paleness, and whose eye
expressed a most dangeroussense of the indignity he had
received. * And I shall be in them with one intention,
that of seeking from you the only satisfaction for this
insult which it is in your power to give me. On Monday,
sir, either T must have your life—or you mine.”

 Be it s0,” said Arthur; and at that time he forgot
that his principles were opposed to duelling. :
- They parted. Arthur returned to his chamber and
there remained; Clinton went to a neat back kitchen,
where the miller and Jacob, the States field-labourer,
were sitting at a small table. They were speaking to-
gether in under tones, and enjoying, between the pauses
of their conversation, a jug of cider. Clinton approached
them, and, laying a haad on. the shoulder of each fa-
miliarly, exclaimed—

“ Well Jacob and Thomas! are you holding a private
cousultation on the qualities of loam and grass, and the
grinding of Indian corn, oats, and barley 7 .

“ You here again, Mr. Clinton 7 said the miller,
rising, and shaking him by the hand. * I cannot but
say I am giad to see you, in spite of all that is said to
your disparagement. Sit down—take a drink of aider.”
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. ¢ That I will, with all my heart, for I am thirsty, and
g ittte tired,” said Clinton, dropping into a chalr whicb
the miller brought to the table for him, .

Jacob, although cooler in his greeting, dlrectly filled
for him a large horn Ooblet, whlch Clmton rested on his
Knee. - .

“ You do not drlnk,’ said, the mll]er as ‘he spoke

: the goblet fell from the ner veless hand which had held
it, and, on looking at Ciinton’s face, ‘the two men per-
ceived he had elther almost or wholly fainted. His chin
sunk on his breast his eycs were half closed ; and his
breathing became inaydible.

* To my belief,” said the miller, chaﬁnc his handg
5¢ he has not such slmllow fee_l)nos as some suppose. ) i
be sworn it is the death of Miss. Lucy has made him ill
He Joved her well enough.” ‘

Jacob also busied h;mself in recovonmr Cllnton, ‘but
gaid, shaking his head, * Don’t believe it, Thomas; if I
,have any skill in readmrr signs he was moré partlal to

 Miss Anderson, and T will tell you uh\——\[ms Anderson
cared nothmcr for him, Mlss Lee could scarcoly live ou"
of his swht ‘ o }

“A strdncre reason,” said the nﬁller; * the woman
that loved me ] am sure I-should love.”

¢ But Mr. Clinton is another sort of character, I
guess,” said Jacob ; ¢ he fancies he knows what the real
affection of the heart is, but I can tell you that I don’t
think he does. All he sought from Miss Lee, all ke
would seek from twenty other young ladies, to whom he
would sing, and recite, and talk soft nonsense, was, and
waould be, to be loved; but the deuce a grain of true
Jove would he give to any one of them. . Yet, Thomas,
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women_ always fisten to such as _biﬁl.with ‘more favnur
than to a plain, honest, man. Ouly to mention Mr. Lee,
why before one lady would attach herself to him, a doznu
wonld die for this gentlema.n here” - :
% No—no ; you are too sharp in yo.z discourse, Ja-
cob,” said the miller. _
. “ Who'is too sharp? (2 ‘inquired Clinton, making 3
‘velwment effort to recover himself. As he opened his
eyes they fell upon a stranger who had just entered the
kxtchen the house doors being always left unfastened,
as it is the custom in most Upper Canadian farm-houses,
. The stranger appeared about fifty years of age, above
the middle height, and of majestic proportions ; his dress
was that of a French-Canadian mariner, and around his
waist was ticd a crimson silk sash. As he came into the
light his weather-beaten face exhibited a truly classic
outline ; it was such a face as a Grecian sculptor might
have given to Achilles—bold, massive, haughty, and
kandsome. When he drew off the sable fur cap from
bis head, his ample brows were seen surrounded and
adorned with an abundance of coal-black hair, which
added to the stern effect of his countenance. In his
eye, slept ali the dark and fierce passions of which men
are capable, but his mouth was not without softer traits.
His voice, like a fine organ, could express every varia-
tion of feeling and passion. It was deep, rich, and per-’
feetly at his command. - oo ‘ : '
““ Your servant, friends,” said this stranger, inclining
his head to each person present. He slightly started as
he saw Clinton, over whose countenance, just before
pale to delicacy, a deep and angry flush was spreading.
The former was invited to sit down, which he dia-withous
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Lesitation ; and when the culer was. put toward him, he
took it up, and said—
 Thank you, friends ; I'will drink a little with you,
il' it be agreeable; the weatheris hot, and I have walked
many miles during the last six hours. Yes, this is
capital cider,” said ‘he, after he had drank with the
cagerness and relish inspired by thirst—¢ very good in-
‘deed ; and I think, in return, I.can let you taste some
liquor of another kind, which is as good in itsown way.”
So saying, he drew out from a breast pocket a flat
broad flask, and asking for a goblet, which he received,
poured out a little of a kind of strong wine, that eaci

who tasted, pronounced delicious—nay, incomparabfe.”

This liquor. formed a theme for familiar talk, and so an-
swered the stranger’s purpose.
« Are you better,:Mr. Clinton ¥’ inquired the miller.
“.Qb,.yes—]I am perfectly well, now, 1 thank you>”
As he thus replied, Clinton arose, pushed his chair bacx,

and walked up and down.the kitchen, frequently casting

a singular look at the new-comer, who now seemed quite
indifferent to his glances.

 You have had a death in the honse I have heard,”
said the mariner to Jacob. .

- ¢ Yes, to asartainty we have,” said Jacob ; * and the
house is so full of visitors, that I expect you will be
. obliged to sleep in this kitchen as you can, for all the
" beds that could be made up in the great kitchen and
parlour, I know are engaged. First come, first served,
you have heard that saying in your travels, I dare sav.””

< I shall sleep as soundly, friend, on:the_stones of this
~ kitchen, as'on the best feather bed in-the world,” ‘said
the mariner. “ I have ‘lodged hard and soft in wy

N
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time, I can assuroe you. I have slept on the top of a
rocking mast, on the deck of a vessel drenched with
salt water; and, indeed, in:all kinds of roufrh situa-
tions,”

« I have often slept myself on the ground under a
trée,” said the yankee labourer, ¢ with no other raof
above me but the sky—and a grand roof that was, 1
guess, ’specially when the stars were shining; T never
minded the moon half so much as the stars; I used to
love to lie and look at the little twinkling things, all so
bright, and yet sc solenm like; and the wind would play
in the leaves, till I fell asleep. My gracious, talk of
music! I never heard any music that went to my. heart
like that of the wind in the trees at mldnwht, it sung
so wild—now high, now low—sometimes loud, some-
times soft ; I often likened it to a spirit that had lost its
way in the woods, and was grieving to get ‘ack to its
kindred.”

< Poetry—poetry ! P exclaimed the marmer

- ¢ Never mind—its truth what Isay,’ qaxd the field-}la-
bourer, evincing some tokens of modesty “T/'have not
the gift of- the tongue like Mr. Clinton there ?’I
have seen something of natur’, and felt somethmc ‘ofit
too. and the “orks of the Lord, Mr. Na.vmator ;? he
struck his knuckles on the table. ¢ The works of the
Lord are wonderful, and the works of man are not to be
compared to them, wheresoever -they are found, and
howsoever they are to be praised;” and having pro-
nounced this truism with fervour, he rose, and obtained
a fresh supply of cider. ¢ But the mast of a ship at sea
wust have been a queer hammock for you,” he resumed,

“and a deck soaked in brine, would be little better.
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vet, after all, a contented mind is ev ery thing. Soft is

the bed that content makes, wherever it be.” And so I

drink to you—and success to your next voyage.”

¢ Thank you,” said the mariner.

Here Deborah entered the kitchen.

“ You have had a hard day of it, Debby,” said the
miller in a kind manner. ¢ Are the folks all asleep in
the parlour and great kitchen ?”

« All in the fau- way of going to sleep,” answered she.
< But what'll I do for Mr. Clmton and the sailor? There’s
no help but they must wait till day break, and then gct a bit
of slumber in the beds that will be emptied then.”

«This’ bold navigator shall have my place on the
pillow,” said Jacob. ¢ The night is not so mighty long
now, and its a tamatlon queer aﬁ'a.lr if I cazmot stay up
2 few hours at such a time as this.”

¢ And Mr. Clinton shall have mine,” said tlig miller :
“ so give yourself no more uneasiness, Debby, about ac

commodations, but 8o and take rest yoursel(——you are

tired enough” .~

¢ I’m vexed enough,” said Deborah, aside, but in
Clinton’s hearing ; then clattering the culinary utensils
on the dresser, she muttered something to herself 1 i the
Irish language. :

- % Deborah,” whispered Clinton in her ear, * depend
on it I shall not say who introduced me to the chamber,
and Mr. Lee cannot possibly discover if Miss Anderson
plays her part well. You must instruct her—youn muist
impart to her a little of your mlmltable shrewdness and
tact.”

« 1 think you was clane out of your senses,” said she,
* to et ap inthe sight of Mr. Arthur without the laast
4
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|mecessity in the world. Och! by St. Patrick; I thouaht
J | 1°d have dropped when I see you ™ . )
« How came you to know that I did so
«“] was peeping tbrouOh the keyhole, answereld
Deborah. \ .
¢« Indeed I said Ciint(m, smiling; « and how long
were you so engaged pray 7 '
¢ Oh not long, I’d be bound. As soon as [ bheard you
spake I was off fa.st enough to his hionour the Pastor.”
Clinton would have ill .endured to have heard t}_mt_
Deborah, or any other person, had been a witness of his
forcible expulsion from the chamber by Arthur, and he
was sensibly relieved by the evident cerfainty that she
~ knew nothing of that humiliating incident., )
“ But what was your intention in going to the Pastor 7
he asked ; “ to engage him as your friend in the trouble
your kindness had brought upon you, was that it 7’
< Oh, then, you have just hit it. Sure enough I had
10 other intintion. But little luck had I when T went;
at any rate. I might as well have saved my breath to
say my prayers with.”
¢ But what passed between you and the old gentle-
man ™ ] .
.- * Why,” said Deborah; ¢ this was what passed :—
I rapped softly at the door, and heard him get off his
knees, and shut up his book. ‘Come in, says he, and ‘in
I went, makmtr a curtsy. He was wiping his eyes, and
seemed in great distress of mind, which was to be sme
no wonder at all. I beg your pardon, your honour, says
I, for intruding on you in this way. Never mind, De-
borah, says he, is any thing the matter? Then I saii
my say,and tould him how I had seen you, and how you
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bad persuaded me just to let you have & peep at the
boriny corpse of my young missthress; aitd How Mr. Aw-
hur had seen you in the burial-roony, and Hew I wis
dfraid I should be very fauch found fault with; but be
catehes me up sharp, #tid, says he, Deborah, did you
8y my grandson has ‘seewr Mr. Clinton there? O sit,
says I, they are bothi there together this blessed ntiriute.

. Theri; Deborah, he says, says he, you have miost likely
doné a inischief which you can tiever repair; and so he
goes awmy without a word thore to Mr. Lee’s rooni; and
laves e standing in the tiiddle of the floor without
the laast relief for my mind.” :

“ Well; you tinst make up your mind to' the worsf
Deébby,” said Clinton; I am heartily sorry that I
have led yot into such an affiir, but it is not to ve
helped now.” :
~  And that’s thrue at any rate,” said Deborah; ¢ and
so I shall keep myself s asy as I can, and the fimpist
may make as big a noise as it likes ; the wind may blow
high, or blow low.—By St. Patrick, it shall be all the
same to me! At the worst, I can only be bade to quit;
and though I can’t deny it would be a heart:sore to nie,
yet I would make no word about the same, but quit,
and quickly too. The world’s wide enough—1I should
not starve—I should find a bit of bacon and a pratee
some where, no fear of that.”

Clinton and the mafiner refused to avail themselves

of the kind offers of the miller and J acob, and it was ac- -

cordingly uuderstood that -they were to remain up to-
gether. Before the latter left them, with the intention
of retiring, the sailor was asked many questions, such as
to what vessel he telonged—when and where he had left
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.it——whither it was bound—what countries he had visited
in it—and what articles it traded in. Clinton at the time
was standing with his back toward the person interro-
‘gated, but immediately he turned round, and fastened
upon him a look, which the mariner seemed to avoid a
little uneasily ; however, he spoke with freedom enougb
and did not seem at all at aMa reply.

“ Why,” said he, < my little schooner, that is, my
captain’s, is a tight vessel enough, draws a good deal of
water, and can bear a gale as well as any ship; she
runs fast when there is occasion, and her crew are a bold
and a jolly set; as for her trade, she carries peltries
(furs), tobacco, wood-ashes, and all sortsof things. She
never stops long in one place, but goes passing about the
great lakes, I will show you with this bit of chalk her
way on the thers.” : A

Seeing many interested faces about, he drew, with
rough accuracy, on the surface of the table, a kind of
map within a square, on which Clmton looked with the
most curious attention. i

“ Now,” said the mariner, pointing with lno finger
to a slanting chalk line within the left side of the
square, “ you may suppose that to be the St. Lawrence,
(one of the largest rivers in the world, you know,) with
the gulf at this end next me, opemno out to the Atlantic
ocean. Dut at that end of the river, farthest from me,
fancy my ship takes her start. There,” his finger was
placed at the end of the slanting line, and moved along
a stroke diverging ¢ horizontally, ¢ where the St. Lawrence
ends, twelve miles wide, starts my little schooner on the
Lake of the Thousand Isles, Ontario, which is onezhun-
drea and eighty-five niles long. Here the States are
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on one side, British Upper Canada on the other. Now
as we go along, we may dip into Navy Bay (and a noble
bay it is), on the English side, or into Quinté, or Bur-

hngton Bays, or into ther bays on the American shore,.

and change our cargo as’ often as we can make good
bargains.”

“ There are plenty of steam boats on Lake Ontario,”
said the miller, “and canocs in hundreds, I have heard.”

“Yes, there are,” said the mariner, *and canoes are
plentiful on all the lakes; some of them carry heavy
Lardens too; but, indeed, they are of all sizes.”

* Well now,” said Jacob, resting his elbows on the
table, and leaning his head between his hands, while his

eves were settled on the chalk mark on which the sea-

man’s finger rested, ¢ when this little schooner has got
to the end of this Laké of a Thousand Isles—"

“Then it takes a turn past Niagara Falls,” resumed
the mariner, ¢ and is in Lake Erie,j which is two hun-
dred and fifty miles long. We may chance to have
rough treatment here ; navigation is no easy work among
Erie’s rocks, and high surf; and then ydu know, I
suppose, the waters run shallower in this lake than the
others, and that circumstance, with the constant current
setting downwards, and the heavy north-west and south-
west gales, make it dangerous for sailors who are not
expert at.their craft. Mind, all the way we go, the
States are on one side, and English-Canada on the other.”

Now with his finger he turned a corner of the squarc he

had drawn, and moved downwards on a third line, which

_ curved a little jnwards. ¢ The corner you"see is Lake .

St. Clair, which is just a sort of passage for us to the
greal Lake Huron. This water is two hundred and fitty

E
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miles long, one hundred and minety miles bro:'nd, and
eight hundred and sixty feet deep—it covers five million
acres.”

¢« Andall fresh water—not salt I’ exclaimed Deborah,
who, with a pan of ‘milk upon her arm, was leaning like

“the rest over the centre of attraction.

< Not iu the least salt,”. said the mariner ; « as fresh
as that milk you carry.”

« 1 have heard that it has a great many large bays
and islands,” said the miller.

¢« A countless number indeed,” said the mariner; < and
by looking in upon some of the Indians, and the half-breed
Lunters, and fishers, to be found upon them, we may
pick uﬁ peltries of value, and other articles worth seek-
ing. The coasts are so set with islands and bays, that
they are grand and singnlar, T can promise you; and
how many fine rivers flow into it, I suspect is not
known. However, suppose the little vessel to the end of
Huron, here she reaches the bottom of my square, at this

right hand corner, and gets throunrh River St. Mary
into Lake Superior.”

There was now a movement ofincreased interest around
the table, for this majestic inland sea, and the most re-
mote of all the lakes, had not been visited by any one
whom tlie listeners had met with before.

¢ If you are not rocked in your hammocks here,” said
the mariner, it is not for want of waves ; and there is
a ground-swell rolling you about so lustily, that if you
ha.d been at sea a hundred years I would defy }oqﬁ .
to feel qualmish about the stomach. There are from
two hundred to two hundred and fifty rivers running iﬁtc
this Take. Thg_a coast, on the Canada side, is twelve

4
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handred miles fong at least, and never eye of man' saw
sublimer shores than there are to be fcund here; bnt
the mists and cold are terrible, and—"

“ Go on to your next place,” said the miller.

“ Beyond here, I kave taken a dip into ihe Mexican
Gulf, and Hudson’s Bay, but my ordinary route c-nfines
me to the four great lakes I have spoken of, and their
branching rivers.”

“ And vray what rank do you hold in this schooner?’
inquired Clinton, speaking to him for the first time, and
in a peculiar tone.

“J am a common sailor,”” was the answer.

“« You have acquired much mformatlon on nauhcal
affairs,” said Clinton.

T am supposed to be a tolerable seamars’ I beheve,”
said the mariner. -

“ Pray did you ever navigate a vessel from Eng]and
to the Canadas ?” inquired Clinton.

The keenest glance was shot upon the mariner from
the querist’s eye, as the question was put, and the former
evident.y shrank within himself, while his breath was
caught back in a kind of gasp; then a terrible gleam of |
ferocity was seen darkly lighting his face, and he returned
the glance of Clinton with one from which the young
man in his turn recoiled. _

There was something strange and unaccountable to
the look~rs on, in the ‘manners of the two toward each
other. It was apparent that they had met before, and not
under very pleasant. circumstances. No ore felt per-
fectly satisfied with the mariner. His bearing had
something singular about it. Occasionally, a smile or
diedain, that seemed habitual to him, sa.t on his lips; ke

T
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-was thought too well informed for a common sailor, yet,

" if of higher rank, why was he disguised? Though a
French-Canadian, he conversed in English, with striking
correctness of pronunciation ; and though, as he said,
a common sailor, he could speak in a superior manner,
without using nautical phrases ; his gestures, too, though
strangely lofty, had a remarkable dignity in them. All
this awakened curiosity, and his reply to Clinton was
waited for eagerly. ‘ ’

“ Why yes, young sir, I have crossed the Atlantic
more than once,” said the mariner; < why do you ask 7°

« Because I suspect I have seen you before.”

« Very likely—very likely—though I have no recol-
lection of you.”

“ You haveno recollection of me !”” repeated Clinton ;
“ were you never mafe in a vessel that brought out
emigrants from Eungland? I should think you might
remember me.”

¢ You will find a little more liquor in the flask,” said
the mariner to Jacob, who had accidentally laid his
‘hand on it; “as you are going to rest let me advise
you to drink it; it will make you sleep sound.

1 sleep sound enough,” said Jacob; ¢ labour in
the open air is better than all the liquors in the world te
‘make one sleep.”

“Yet I have found it insufficient sometimes,” said the
mariner. He spoke with a gloomy cadence, and his
large forehead suddenly contracted itself between the
¢yebrows.

“ A burdened conscience 1s apt to prevent sleep,”
said Clinton, in a low voice, and pointedly, while at the
same time he involuntarily sighed himself.




a

THE CANADIAN GIRL. 139

¢« It 1s 80,” said the marineér; “ but my conscience
1s, I hope, as free as—;ny man’s ; and I am sure it is as
clear as yours, young sir” |

« What do you know.of my conscience ¥’ said Clin-
. ton, now -pale as he had been before. 't .

¢ What do you know of mine ¥ retorted the mariner.

¢ Nothing, it may be,” said Clinton, turning away.

<« But have you been amate in an American vessel 7
inquired the miller, addressing the stranger.

<« If I had,” said the mariner, with a manner cal-
culated to put 2 stop to further questioning, “ I should
hardly be a common sailor now.”
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CHAPTER 1X.

* Oh! make her 2 grave, where the sunbeams rest,
When they promise a glorions morrow, :
They'll shine o’er her sleep, like a smile from the West
From her own lov’d Island of sorrow !"—T. Moore.

——

THE next morning was most beautiful. The valley
was filled with the joyous beams of the rising sun ; dew
-glittered on every leaf and flower ; the grass which so
luxuriantly clothed the ground every where, might be
 said to be strewn with diamonds; a thousand birds
darted to and fro among the branches of the trees; to
be sure, they had not the melodious voices of our English
warblers, and some would have thonght their splendid
plumage could not compensate for such a deficiency ;
yet, occasionally, the wild and animated cries of the hawk,
the crow, the plover, and the blue jay, sounded in fine
unison with the scene. -

; At four o’clock Clinton lifted the latch of the back-
- kitchen door of the lodge, and passed slowly along the
path which crossed the garden. A little rain had fallen
in the night, and the flowers which had been refreshed
by it, now gave forth a delightful odour, and their
colours were vivid and lovely. But Clintor heeded

them not—he was wrapped in earnest thought, -

T
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Beyond the garden he pursued a path which had beep
“a sheep walk. - He descended a lower part of the valley ;
the light brown corn, ripe for harvest, was spread out in
fields on his left, under the wild and steep side of a
mountain. On his right, gilded streams were flowing
over the broken rocks, with lively noises. A mild wind

curled the shallow pools on the ground, and awakened ani- -
mation every where. The atmosphere was slightly hazy,

but dry and soft. The sky in the east was superbly co-
" loured with the roseate blushes of Aurora.

Clinton had walked nearly a quarter of a mile, when

the narrow way he was upon, began to ascend ; some wild
fowl fluttered past him, he heard the dashing of the
waterfall, and came to a natural platform.. The ground

rose abruptly, and a few steps had been smoothly cut in

the soil._ ‘ . .
¢« This, then, is the place where Lucy’s grave is made,”
said he, as he went up to the level of the green en-

closure, and walked silently along its borders.u His

mind was agitated by many thoughts—many recollec-
tions. He reverted to his life in England. - Scene after
scene was revived before him; his school hours, his
vacations ; the aching of heart he liad experienced when
his fellow boys rejoiced, for he had n6 mother to welcome
- him back to the mansion he called his home, no father to
bless him. His uncle and his aunt were his nearest

relatives, and these were not kind enough to satisfy -

the yefrnings of his youthful affections. How he used
to envy his playmates and companions who had brothers

at school, and parents and sisters at home. Their lives

seemed to be regarded as precious. They received the
fondest letters, the most affectionate presents. But Ae—
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he had often, in the vehemence of his feelings, and the
vacuity of his heart, wished himself dead.. * I would not
live over again those days,” said he, shuddering, * no—
not for an empire !”’

Then arose befote his memory, pictures of another
kind. Tears, genuine tears, were in his eyes,/as’he re-
called his first dream of loye ; which, by’ its unfortunate
termination, had given a wrong bias to all his after life.
A high-born young lady, accomplished, unaﬁ'ected, and
beautiful, had visited at the house where he had found
that he was dwelling solely by suﬂ'erance——a dependant e
was carelessly introduced to her as a distant relative, who
had been educated and maintained by them, and who was
about to be placed in a merchant’s office, with  the hope
that he might make his way in the world. The painful
flush -which rose on the handsome youth’s fair cheek, ex-
cited the sympathy of the lady. She found him the most
agreeable and intelligent individual in the house, and,
little dreaming of the fatal inroads she was making on
young Clinton’s heart, did her utmost to chase from his
countenance the pain she saw there. She played on the
piano-forte and guitar to him ; she sketched and painted

A for him ; she walked with him ; read to him; and senti-

s mentalised with him. The result had been, his life had
become bound up in her; he would have lived for her
~—died for her. But his attachment, as soon as seen,
was ridiculed. He was told that it was the height of
folly for him to think of her. She was high-born, he
was low-born ; she, when of age, would have a large
fortune—he was peuniless. The lady said nothing, but
obeyed the mandate of her imperious father, and returned
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to- her home. Clinton went into a London merchant’s
office. To assuage the anguish and mortification of his
feelings he plunged into every gaiety within his reach.
His employers remonstrated with him on the levit

his' character ; his relatives, who had brought him up,
wrote to him didactic letters, written in a severe strain.
All was of-noavail. To supply the extravagant expenses
he was incurring, he resorted to petty fraud ; his career
was mad and rui;ous; he was, as it were, in a fever, a
delirium, whirled along to destruction at headlong speed,
in a vehicle of glitter, and noise,-and intoxication. This
could not last long. He was dismissed from the honour-
able post in the firm to which he belonged, and bade to
leave the house. - Now he saw himself without friends,
and without means of subsistence, excepting ouly such
as guilt might furnish. Before he delivered up the key
of the desk which had been in his charge, he took there-
from a sum of money, whith he f,hought'would not be

missed for some days, and absconded with it. A few

hours before his departure, a letter was. put into his
hand, which, had he read before he left, would have.
saved him from the commission of the act. But he had
reached Liverpool, whence he intended to embark for
America with his booty, before he opened the important
page.” Ah! the sweat-drops trickled from Clinton’s for.-
head now, as he recollected his perusal of the letter

was from the lady who had unintentionally bewilder:
his imagination, and made him reckless of reputatioi.
health, and conscience. It was from the lady whose
‘lightest word 'had still magic in it for him. And she
had written to him a delicate remonstrance against the
course she had heard he was pursning ; had begged him,

~
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for ker sake, to quit it; had enclosed him a check for a -
hundred pounds, and had given him a hint, which it was

madness to him to understand, that if his affection for

-her remained unchanged, she would bestow herself and

fortune upon him as soon as she was of age, provided, also,

that in the intermediate time (a year) she should hear,

as a proof of his continued affection for her, that he had

altered his way of life.

He threw himself into a post-chaise, and rode to the
seat of the lady’s father. Leaving it at the door of a
village inn, he walked over the lawn, and entered the
shrubbery of the mansion. There it happened, that he
saw her alone, sitting thoughtfully, with a book of poems
in her hand, which Clinton had given her. Three years
had greatly altered her. Her beauty was tarnished by
the canker of grief, her eyes were languid and dim.
She shrieked, as he suddenly stepped before ‘her, wild,
and haggard.

¢ Lady Hester,” said he, ¢ your letter came too late.
I had just given the death blow to my character. I am
come to take a hasty but an eternal farewell of you—
you, who, I swear. by all that is holy and true, have
been my single, my only love, since the hour I saw you
first. It has been my passion for you, which has ruined
me. Ah! Lady Hester, do not forget that, when you
hear me branded in the public annals as a villain—as a
tief. 1had taken nearly a thousand pounds from the
desk of my employers, just before your letter was put
into my hands. Had it, O cruel fortune ! had it arrived
a few hours before, I should have been here now, your
penitent, devoted, and happy—too happy servant for life .
As it is, I fly from justice. I go to a distant land. Y
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rs,ha;ll see you no more. The chaise in which I came
bither, is waiting near. Every moment I linger ex-
poses me to a fearful risk. Adieu;—your gift I return;;
I have forfeited you, and your money I cannot take.”
Thelady’s agitation was extreme, but with true patrician
dignity, she forcibly restrained the outward expression
of it. Her face, however, became white as marble.
- “(Clinton,” she said, * if you will restore the money,
and remain in England, I will undertake you shall be
provided for respectébly ; and then,” she added, after a
slight hesitation, « I shall go to Italy, and reside there
permanently.”

He dropped upon his knee before her, and she gave

him her hand, which he held between both his. ¢ It isin '

vain,” said he, © bnght lady, itisin vain ! my presence
shall not pollute the air of the land in which you dwell ;
aad yet, you shall not be compelled to forsake your na-
tive clime, in order to avoid me. Dwell here, innocent
and blessed as you are. By this time, all London knows
of the loss of the money. Another twenty-four hours
must see me on my way to a foreign hemisphere.” He

produced a small brown paper parcel, and laid it on the

seat before her, with her check upon it; * Here,” said he,
¢ are three-thirds of the money. You would do me a

great service, ‘if you could find any means of rwtonng

it privately to the owners.” 3

“ I know one of the partners,” said the lady; « 1
will order my carriage this very afternoon, and make up
the amount they have lost from" my private purse.”

“ My heart is unutterably grateful to you,” said-
Clinton ; * but now, all that T feel must be concentrated

in one brief and terrible word—Adieu.”
: v

.
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“ Adxeu 1 exclaimed Lady Hester ; « heaven grant
you may live more wisely and happily, than you have
lived here, in the scenes to which you are going!” Her
fortitude began to yield, she drew her hand away, and
Clinton eight hours after was on board a North American
ship. During this voyage, he lost all he had, even to
his clothing, excepting only the articles he wore. The
vessel, as our readers already know, was purposely cast
away by the ‘mate, and part of the crew. The unfortu- -
nate Captain Barry perished, and Clinton, and three
other passengers, narrowly escaped losing their lives.

« Have I,” said Clinton, * fulfilled that part of Lady
Hester’s wish, which it was in my power to fulfil—have

* T lived wiser sined T left England?? The grave of

Lucy answered him in the negative ; recollectxons of the
lost peace of mind of the Settler’s son, lost through his

| artifice, also answered him in the negative. _He sighed ;
| conscience bitterly reproached him.

 Some demon must be propelling me on to my ruin,’

\said he, walking quicker. He paused, and then resumed

¢ T was once told by those relations on whom I depended,
tha.t my father had been wild and worthless, and my

mother a woman of sorrow, so I suppose I inherit from’
h\m, my erratic disposition, and from her, my sufferings.

1“1 am now,” he proceeded, ¢ in the country of
whlch I was told my father was a native, and in which
my mother died. Scanty has been the history I have
received of them in England, and who in Canada can I
ﬁnd\\to fill up the meagre outlines? = Where shall I look
for my mother’s grave? where shall I learn whether
my father be alive or dead. He was a seaman—he
may have been swallowed up in the ocean, or may

4
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be sailing thousands of miles from the spot where his son
now is. My imagination clings to him, whatever he may
have been. Like me, he may have made himself an
alien from all who valued him. - Had we met, we might
have battled with scorn and reproach together. My
mother left an abundant home, I have been told, to go
with him on the world of waters. He deserted her, and
her infant, my erring self, in a foreign land ; and she
returned broken-hearted and alone to her country, and
her early friends. But an innocent sorrow is better to
be endured than a guilty one. -He may have been the
least to be envied of the two. My poor mother when she
parted from me, with the presentiment, .I have been led
to understand, that she should never see me more in this
world—left with the relatives to whom she entrusted
me, her endeared picture. Za# I lost on board the ship
in which I was wrecked, and never did article more re-
gretted pass from my possession. .Had I'a mine of gold,
I would barter it to regain that picture ; but 1 fear it is
in the custody of the greedy waves, which would be deaf
to all the offers T could make. - As yet, I have heard no-
thing of those two cousins of mine, that Fused to be told
dwelt in North' America ; my mother’s father, who had

taken them out with him from England, my uncle heard,

had died shortly after the decease of my mother.”

His reveries were interrupted by Jacob, who accosted

him with a graver salutation than usua.l and said that he
had come to see if the rain that had fallen in the night,
had washed down any of the mould from the sides of the
grave. Clinton walked with him to the cypress trees;
some of the léose earth had fallen into the cavity which
had been dug bLetween thém. The American threw his

P O
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«4pade in, and stooping, rested one hand upon the groundd
and sprang in afterihe implement. While he was em-
ployed in throwing up the light, fragrant soil, Clinton ob-
served the approaching funeral procession—if so pompous
a name might be given to a spectacle so simple and un-
affected. The coffin had been placed before the house,
where a hymn was sung around it, and as soon as the
.sun began to ascend the west, between the horizon and
mid-heaven, four men belonging to the farm, took it on
their shoulders—six young ladies, attired in pure white,
bore up the pall, and the funeral slowly advanced.
There were no mutes, no crape head-bands, no black-
hoods, no plumed hearse. The persons who preceded the
coffin, were the principal members of the Pastor’s chapel,
and were all in their ordinary sabbath dresses. The
Pastor leaning on his grandson’s arm, followed next to
the body. The former, wore his English clerical dress,

precisely as he had always worn it, and his benevolent

countenance looked serene and resigned ; the latter, in
dark brown clothes, neat and mauly, also seemed to have
strengthened himself for this melancholy hour. Jane
and Miss Bathurst were two of the pall-bearers, De-

‘borah in slate-coloured stuff, and a plain silk bonnet of

the same hue, followed, with her fellow-servants, after
‘the Doctor and Farmer Joshua, with a train of other
mourners.

When the path the procession was upon, which was
the same Clinton had pursued, began to descend, the
sobs of Jane, and of Deborah, broke the silence that pre-
vailed. On each side were stumps of trees—which are
always seen on ground not entirely cleared, being the
roots and trunks, which latter have been sawn through
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breast-high, the upper parts of the trees having been
consumed hy fire, or taken away for n?}, ‘and the lower
parts left standing. On two of these stumps that were
almost covered with bright green moss, the coffin was
rested, while the men who bore it, changed sides. Arthur
covered his face until again the procession set forward.

One of the persons who walked first, now commenced
2 hymn, which sounded very sweetly and solemnly in
that solitude, among the rocks and hills. By the time
it was finished, the burying ground was nigh. Clinton, not
wishing to be seen, had gone to that side of the en-
closure where the mountain rose like a wall, and stood
behind a large detached stone, to view the lowering of
the body into its dark and final abode. /

No sooner had the Pastor entered the enclosure than
he opened a prayer-book which he held, and with a
faltering step, attended by the kindest sympathy of all
present, went to the head of the procession, and began
to read the burial service of the Church of England.
At first, his unequal voice could scarcely be heard a few
yards from him, but soon it became firmer and more dis-
tinct; and seldom have wowds fallen more impressively
on human ear, than those of that service, on the ears of
the mourners present.

The coffin was not immediately lowered into the grave,
but rested close by it on a board supported by two logs,
while the Pastor, placing his hand on the lid, read the
sublime lesson from the fifteenth chapter of the epistle
of St. Paul to the Corinthians.

- When all was over, and the last look had been taken

of the coffin, Arthur lost his self-possess:on, and yielded
%o violent grief.

/
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“ My dear son,” said the Pastor, who was also now
nearly overwhelmed with anguish, « be comforted—look
upwards ! he pointed to the orb of day shining in the
sky; ¢ the Sun of Righteousness smiles upon us in our
affliction! Be comforted ; this morning air is reviving to
our bodies, and the influence of the Eternal Spirit shall,
in like manner, revive our drooping minds! Do not
sink, my dear son ; but rather support me, whom age and
previous bereavements have robbed of that mental
elasticity which youth possesses. I am in the autumn
of my days—you are in the spring. All that is before
me in this world is cheerless, and barren, but you have
a thousand temporal pleasures in store for you.”

¢¢ T had but one sister,” said Arthur ; « she is gone—

where shall I look for another ?° _

The Pastor said no more, his own heart was quite cast
down. The procession did not return to the lodge in
the order in which it had left it. The elders of the
Pastor’s little flock came around him, and he walked
first by the side of one, and then of another, leaving
Arthur to give his arm to Jane, in the rear-of the con. .
pany. _ ,

“ Now Jane, we have parted from Lucy indeed !” said
Arthur; « while her dear body was in the house, she did
not seem wholly gone from us, but now—"

He was checked by his tears; Jane, who also wept,
was unable to speak 2 word to him, but she lightly
pressed with her hand the arm on which it rested, as a
token that she shared his grief. :

Breakfast had been prepared for the mourners in the
large sitting room. Eggs, pork, ham-rashers, potatces,
and strong tca; appcarcd orf the table ; and cakes; made
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of tempered Indian corn, baked on slanted boards- be-
fore the fire, (a very ancient method) were being brought
in, as the company entered. Jane went below in the
kitchen, after having taken off ber bonnet and gloves.

Her first step inside the kitchen door was arrested
in its advance, as a thrilling fear crept over her frame,
sirangely mixed with affection and delight. The mariner
was standing by the hearth, on which Indian cakes were
warming. His back was toward her, but she could not
fail to recognise in that commanding figure, the person
_of her father !

The opening of the door caused him to turn his head
slightly, and he saw her. The next minute she had
sprang to his breast, and was folded, with nothing less
than passionate fondness, to her parent’s heart.

“ My Jenny—my Jenny!” said he, kissing her face
and forehead; «“ I have walked thirty or forty miles
from the ship to seek you. I heard you were somewhere
in this district, and I could no longer be withdut my
darling. You must go back with me, you must—you
must indeed, Jenny!™

She made no answer, but her forehead sank on hxs
shouldel_' and she wept sadly. He spoke to her in a
most gentle-and soothing manner, and sitting down,

placed her on his knee, and drew her arm around his ©

neck. i

¢ You know,” said he, “ my Jenny, your mother is
dead, and I know not at all what has become of your
brother. - You should not desert me, therefore, altogether,
bad as'I am, for I have no one but you to care any thmg
about me, and to guide me.”

“ My own dear father!” said Jane, « much do T wish,



&
£
i
5
il

152 THE CANADIAN @IRL.

you know I do, that we could live together—and why
may we not? Only give up that dreadful trade of
piracy, and I will never part from you, but by your own
wish and consent.”

¢ Conditions—conditions, J enny " said the erate,
with an air of dignified reproach. « You must not forget
I have an authority wherewith to command, as well asan

" affection with which to entreat. Tell me,.if I have ever

been rough to you, if I have ever given you cause to

~complain of ill-usage

« Never,” she answered; * you were always kind
to me.” .

During this meeting, which was at once affecting and ™
painful, no one but themselves had been in the kitchen.
But, as steps were presently heard approaching, Jane
hastily drew her arm from her father’s neck, and arose
from his knee.

« Not a word Jenny, to any one, of who I am, or I
am destroyed,” he whispered in her ear; and Jane, re-
lucta.ntly mﬂxng to" artifice, pretended to be engaged

. in examining the cakes on the hearth. The feint suc-

ceeded. Deborah, who entered, had no suspicion that
in the mariner, Jane had found the individual from whom
she had derived existence.

“If yoﬂ plase, Miss Anderson, his honour the Pastor,
and Mr. Arthur, wish that you would come to the break-
fast,”” 'said Deborah. '

Jane accordingly went, and joined the breakfa.st party,
and a mournful party it was! Arthur noticed her pe-
culiar tremour as she placed herself in the seat which had
been Lycy’s, in order to make, and pour the tea. Na-
turally attributing it to the agxtatmg ceremony in which -
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she had been engaged, and to regret for Lucy, he spoke
to her with {gnderness, and took the cup which was
shaking in her hand from her, replacing it upon the
tray. Presently she rallied, and performed her office
with tolerable composure, while he relapsed into the all-
engrossing sorrow, which, at times, wrapped him in a
sort of insensibility.

The Pastor said nothing until tLe conclusion of the re-
past, but it was too evident that he was suffering in-
tensely the whole of the time, for the tears were momently
falling fast and large, from his eyes, and he sighed con-
tinually. :

When the table was cleared, he went through the
family morning devotions with difficulty, and frequently
he was compelled to stop to wipe away, with his shaking
band, the superabundant moisture which impeded his
.ﬂsht R R R4
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CHAPTER X.

® A man should never be ashamed to own be has been in the wrong, which
is but saying in other words, that he is wiser to-day than he was
yesterday.”

% Now,” said Clinton inwardly, in the evening, as he
folded a letter on the kitchen table, and addressed it to
Mr. Lee, “ it is done ; and the twelfth hour from this
may see me senseless as a clod of the valley. Deborah,
be 50 good as put that into Mr. Lee’s band, and let no
other person see it or look at it.®

“Is it I that would show it to any other person?”
said Deborah ; < I wonder who I'd show it to? Sure
and I can carry a litter to its right owner, and make no
mistake.” She flung her head a little as she spoke, and
Clinton, who was not fully aware of the curiously twisted
notions of right and wrong which some of the Irish people
are gifted with, said to her, conciliatingly—

¢ Pray be not offended, Debby. 1 assure you I had
no intention of wounding your feelings. The letter
is very important, and very private, or I should not cn
sny account have said the words which have sounded so
unpleasantly to you.” '

% Unplisintly! Och, then, you say the truth, Mr.
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Clinton. Unplisint they were, and very unplisint too "’
But as soon as Deborah had left .the kitchen, she
went to her chamber, and shut the door, standing with
her back against it, and holding the letter end-wise
against the light of the candle, peeping through it in
order to make out, if she could, its contents. These, at
first, baffled her curious eye, but presently she managed
to get a sight of them, by pulling out one of the end-
folds. ,

« It is jist as I thought, at any rate,” saidshe; “it’sa
challenge to fight at half past three o’clock in the morn-
ing. Mr Lee is to mate him beyond the cornfields, and
there they will murther one anather for nothing at-all-at-
all, if I don’t prevint; but by all the saints of Ireland,
St. Pathrick included, I s prevint it, or may I never
knale down to a catholic priest agin.”

The loosened fold was carefully tucked in. The letter
was examined with acecuracy, and promounced all in
¢« dacent order,” and ina few minutes after, Mr Lee re-
ceived it from Deborab’s hands, Next, she went to the
Pastor and addressed him as he was looking out of a
window toward the spot where his granddaughter lay.

« May it plase your honour,” said she, and there
stopped.

s Well Deborab,” said he, drawing in his bead, and
shutting down the sash, « what have you to say to me 1

¢ Ouly, yer honour, that Mr. Clinton is intinding to
mate Mr. Lee eatly to morrow morning, to fight him
with pistols and swords; and I could not in conscience
kape myself back from tilling you of it. They’re going
to mate beyond the cornfields at half past three o’cleck
on the Monday morning.
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«¢ T hope not—I hope not,” said the Pastor, hurriedly ;
“ my grandson I hope would not so forget the principles
I have taught him. I feel confident he would not dare
to throw away his life, or the life of Mr. Clinton in a
duel, knowing that there is a judgment to come. You
must be mistaken Deborah.”
* ¢« If yer honour will belave me, I have jist carried the
éhallengé in a litter to Mr. Arthur myself. * I should
have brought it to you right away, but I gave my word
to Mr. Clinton that no other person but Mr. Lee should
see it, or look at it—barring mysilf. And if I broke the
word I gave, sure I’d have to penance mysilf for the
sin!, But I took a peep at the litter mysilf, ard saw the
maning of it, and that is the maning which I havetould
. you, yer honour.” ~
« You make very nice distinctions, Debby,” said the
Pastor ; < you seem to think, then, that you have not
broken your word to the writer of the letter, although
you have read it, and informed e of the contents.”
< T be sure I have not, yer honour,” said Deborah;
~«T only promxsed to let no otker person look at it or
" rade it? _
% Well, I cannot stay to argue the point with you
now, Debby,” said the Pastor; “ I must go to my ‘
grandson and learn how far this statement of yours is
correct.”
Arthur was writing in a chamber, when the Pastor en-
tered to him:
¢ Arthur,” said the latter, < is it true that you have
_received a challenge from Mr. Clmton,to fight him mth
swords and pistols ?”
“ With swords or plstols, my dear grandfather,

~
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plied Arthur. < But sit, J&#n, and do not distress
yourself in the least. You shall hear my brief explana-
tion of the circumstance which gave rise to this challenge,
and then read the letter itself—it lies before you on the
table. I found Mr. Clinton in the room in which the re-
mains of my beloved sister were. Of course, 1was con-
founded at his insolence in entering the private rooms
of this house, for he was no more to us then a stranger.
Besides, that he should have dared to go into #%at room,
was a most wanton act of impertinent curiosity, and
doubtless, of vanity. I expelled him by force, and, in -
a manner, promised either to take his life, or forfeit
mine, as the only satisfaction I could render him for
having wounded his pride.”
The Pastor tben read Clinton’s letter, the contents
ran thus:— =
* ¢ Sir,—I shall expect that you meet me, as I consider
you bound yourself by your word to do, at half-past
_ three to-morrow morning, beyond the cornfields, or else-
‘where, order to render me the only compensation for
. the insylt T have received from you, which I will accept,
namely, your life. If I fail to take that by honourable
, I shall be quite ready to yield my own. One of
us must certainly perish to-morrow morning. You are
at liberty to choose your own weapons. Small swords
would be, I think, the best. You have pistols, however,
and you can adopt which you think proper.”
¢ And have you answered this letter 7 inquired the
Pastor.
I have,” replied Arthur; you shall see my reply
‘before I seal it.”
¢ The Pastor was greatly shocked to read as follows :—

—
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<« Sir,—I shall not fail to meet you with short swords,
which I believe we can both handle a little expertly, at
half past three, beyoud the cornfields.”

« You cannot intend to leave me childless ™ said
‘the Pastor. “ You cannot intend to rush into the pre-
sence of your Immortal Judge in such an impious man-
ner 7. Surely I am not deceived in you!

Arthur arose, went to his grandfather, and took his
hand with veneration. ¢ You are not deceived in me,”
‘said he; “but, if you will allow me, I will remain silent
as to the resolution I have formed concerning this matter
until after the hour of meeting, named in the letters, is
passed.”

« And then your soul may be beyond the reach of ex-
hortation, and instruction,” said the Pastor:

<« Not so, I trust,” said Arthur—My dear grand-
father, suffer me to keep what I purpose hid within my
own breast, and at the same time believe that you will
see me at breakfast with you to-morrow morning, withe
out being stigmatised as a coward, and without baving
denied my principles. Let your mind be at rest. Sleep
to-night without the least fear forme. With the blessing
of God all shall be well.”

“ ] am glad to hear you speak in this manner,” said
the Pastor ; « and I will not think, that after having se
spoken, you will venture to risk your eternal welfare by
voluntarily qnitting life through such a passage of de-
struction, or that you will deliberately put yourself in
the way of perilling the soul of Clinton; or that you
will Jeave me, of your own accord, quite desolate.”

« T will do neither of these" things,” said Artrur;
- % satisfy yourself, dearest grandfather, with my assurance
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to that effect. I am truly sorry that I should even havo

‘contemplated such a thing.”

“ Yet you will send that reply which you have
written 7
“ I must send it ; and if you hear me going out in the
-morning be not alarmed I assure you, if God so per-
mit, all shall be well with me.”
".“Irely on you—my, grandson—I rely on you. You
never yet broke a promfse to me,and I cannot think you
w'll now” ¢
¢ Depend upon me, grandfather -

" The Pastor affectionately wished him good night, and
left him. The divine worship of the day was over, and
all retired to rest in the lodge. At half-past three the

next morning there was a slight rain falling, but this did

not deter Clinton, who had slept in a bed in the kitchen,
from springing up, and dressing for his engagement.
Just before he left the house he looked earnestly at a
very small and exquisite ivory miniature of Lady Hester,
then placed it with 2 sigh inside his waistcoat next his
heart, that, in case he was struck there by the ball or the
sword, it might be shivered at the instant on the fountain
of feeling and life. He had also about him Lucy’s fare-
well verses; for next to the object of his love he placed
in his affections the memory of her who had loved him;
lastly, he took with him a small roll of paper, and two
letters, which he had written in case of his death, Ar-
thur was at the place before him with small swords. The
young men haughtily greeted each other, and, at once,
whatever fears Clinton might have secretly felt, all
vanished. He was buoyant, and keenly eager for the
desperate contest.  Arthur, on the contrary, was some-
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what depressed—not with cowardice, but with moral
energy struggling with natural temper. He, too, folt
that peculiar elasticity and recklessness which the pre-
sence of a foe ofttimes produces in men of ardent blood,
and he could have fought with Clinton to the death; but,
within his heart, and his mind, was throned a- principle
which checked every impulse of this sort, as a skilful rider
checks the paces of a fiery steed on the brink of a preci-
pice. Bat it was the force of the conflict between the
strong desire to fight his adversary, and the pnnclple
which denied its gratification, that produced the passing
gloom on his brow.

« Now, Mr. Lee, I am ready,” said Clinton, in a
voice of striking fearlessness and confidence.

« And I,” said Arthur, making an effort—< but not
to fight. - Mr. Clinton, you have known me two years
and upwards—dxd you ever have reason to think that I
was devoid of the spirit of a brave man?” .

“ Why do you ask ?” '

¢ Favour me with your answer to my question—I mll
then tell you why.” .

« | see no possible use in it—but if I must answer, I
will do so truly :—I never knew an individual of a man-
lier spirit than vourself ; I do not think it would be easy
‘to know one.”

¢ I thank you,” sa.ld Arthur, his face flushing a little.
« Now I may speak to you on this occasion with more
frankness; and as you have had the candour to acknow-
ledge so much, and the politeness to soothe me a little
with a flattery not upplea.smg, you will perhaps not deny
me a just appreciation of the motives which now dictate
- what T am going to say. Mr. Clinton, I cannot use
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weapons of blood, in our present quasrel. - I refuse to
fight. I refuseto take your life—I refuse to yield mine,
unless T am forcibly deprived of it.”

¢ What do you mean, sir ? I am not to be ttifled with.”

< T will not trifle with you, Mr. Clinton. Do you think,
sir, ] am mean-spirited ? that I fear to meet the point of a
sword like this which invites your hand ? Speak, on
your honour as a man, is it timidity which causes me to
refuse to fight ?

I will not say it is,” said Clinton; “ on my soul i
believe you as bold as I am.”

“ The, on my soul, sir,”—said Arthus, * you say
true ; and if I dare, if the fear of God, sir, would suffer
me, I would prove it t0 you umequivocally. But a
thighty arm holds mine passive; and if a thousand re-
putations were at stake, I dare not fight.”

¢ Then we are to return exactly as we came, I pre-
sume,” said Clinton, with an accent in wlnch scorn way
-sligtly mingled.

Arthur looked as if he would hava replied with strokes
of death ; but PriNcrPLE was still too mighty for him;
and he paced the sod with struggles of the noblest, but
okt trying kind, which man is called to endure. The
thivalrous nature of Clinton also showed itself more to
advantage.

« L almost feel, Mr. Lee,” said he,  that you aresupe-
tior to he. I fully acknowledge the excellence of the
principle which has led to your refusal to fight, though
I could by no menrs adopt it; and I have osly fo re-
quest that you will give e your assurance that you are
sentible I was willingto redeem myinsulted honour, even.
wt tae price of my life.””

Y
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¢ That I will willingly do,” said Arthur. It can-
not be denied.”

.« Then now we part,” said Clinton. <1 will no more
trouble you with my presence. You have undoubtvd
reason to wish my absence from the valley, and I can o
longer be happy in it. But before we separate I must
give you a paper signed with my name, which contains
a statement of the mutiny of the crew and mate of the
Antelope vessel, commanded by one Captain Barry, who
was murdered by them on ship board, while entering the
St. Lawrence river ; several emigrants were on board
beside myself, and mwht be’ fov.md to substantiate my
statement.” Clinton here handed to Arthur a small roll
of paper, and resumed, ¢ A marineris in the lodge now,
and intends, I hear, to set out on-his return to his ship
this morning. That is the mate of the Antelope.”

“ What! the Pirate 7’ exclauned Arthur, in amase-
ment.

“ No doubt a pirate,” said Clmton, « a.lthougb he
passes for a common sailor.”

¢ The father of Jane Anderson !” exclaimed Arthar,
incautiously.

‘Clinton echoed his words in surprise. Arthur was
extremely grieved with himself; he had betrayed the -
secret of his betrothed. )

¢ Sir,” said he, « I have said what I should not have
said. Asa man of honour, impart not to any living bemg,
1 entreat you, the disgraceful relationship.”

« I will not,” said. Clinton. “ The gnowledge of
such a fact shall never pass my lips, without Mm An-
derson or yourself gives me a release from the promise
I now make you. But vou will see, Mr. Lee, that the
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man I have named, be he mate, or pirate, or common
sailor, does not escape you. It is, of course, a case
which requires the sacrifice of any personal feelings you
may have towards Miss Anderson. His life is forfeit to
Jjustice, and he ought not to be left at large.”

- I hope,” said Arthur,  no personal feelings will
deter me from fulfilling my duty. I shall, of course,
take care that the mariner be in safe confinement, if my
grandfather determines to commit him upon the credit
of your written statement.”

“ Hold him safe on_ that,”. .said Chnton 5 “I shall
make my way to the Lieutenant-Governor, from whom
~ you may expect to hear.. He will require the prisoner
from you.” :
They parted with constrained respect, and cold polite-
ness. Clinton. taking one of the most unfrequented paths
that led up by a difficult ascent to the top of a2 moun-
tain, and Arthur returning leisurely to the lodge. -The
Pastor had not slept in the night; fears for his grandson
agitated him every hour, and as soon as he heard Arthur
leave the house, he arose, and walked into the garden.
So happy was the old gentleman to see the latter re-
turn safe and uninjured, that he grasped him by the
hand and shook it repeatedly, as though Arthur had but
just arrived to his home after a seven year’s absence.
+ %1 feared, my grandson, that you would not be firm

enough,” said he ; I know how difficult it is for a young 1

man to bear the least imputation on his personal courage.
But, thank the Lord, you have been strengthened for the
trial.”

“ I'am thankful that the trial is over, and 1 hope that
Tmay never be subjected to such another,” said Arthur,

o\
ress
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¢ and now, grandfather, oblige me by mentioning this oc-
eurrence no more, for, whenever it is alluded to, I shall
certainly be tempted to wish that I had met Clinton in
his own temper.”

The Pastor shrank from the sight of the swards, and
said, “ I deem it a merey . indeed, -that they ara not
stained with the blood of one of you rash young men.”

Clinton’s account of the mutiny of the Antelope was
put isto the Pastor’s hands by Arthur, without any ex-
planation.

« I wish you particularly to read it throughout,” said
Arthur, “ as soon as you can, and then I will speak to
you on a subject of some importance to me, which is
connected with it.”

¢ Must I read it this forenoon?” asked the Pastor,
“ because I have some writing in hand which ] amrather
anxious to finish.”

¢ Not only in the forenoon, but during the earliest

part of it, if you please,”™ replied Arthur.

- % Very well, I shall betake myself to the perusal im-
mediately after morning prayers,” said the Pastor; who
presently retired into his library.

Arthur went to the door of Jane’s room, and knccked
several times. As there was no answer from within, be
concluded that she had risen, although it was not yet
five o’clock ; accordingly, he stepped softly down stairs to
the kitchen, the house-door was open, and the mariner
was, just preparing to set out. Jane weeping, hung on
~ bis breast, while he was urging her to go with him to
his ship, speaking in a low entreating voice. As Arthur
came near, the mariner said—

% You will not, you say, Jenny ?—did I ever expect 10
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. hear my darling say so? Wauld ber mother have so
16R me if T had entreated her to go with me for my good ?
You will nat be a blessing and a comfort to your father.
You will not? Well, I go back without having accom-
plished my errand. When you hear of my death, Jenny,
perhaps an evil death—and when you hear of the crimes
1 shall have committed, after having been refused by mry -
daughter my supplication to her, you will think of this.
But I dare not stay longer. That young Clinton was
on board the vessel of Captain Barry, and he is dangerous
to me. I havé hazarded my lifein staying here so long—
and why bave I hazarded it? that I might gain my
child back to my heart ; but she tellsmeI am a Pirate—
~ she will not dwell with me.” )

« No—no—no; I did not say that; you mistook my
meaning, dear futher. I said that I was afraid to go
again in a pirate-ship. - 1 suffered so dreadfully for-
merly.” _
- «]tis all the same meaning. You will not go with
me. Butmy heart so clings to hope, I will ask you once
more. Will you, Jenny Anderson, forsake me now for
ever?’ o .

. Jane wept most agonisingly, and her answer was un-
intelligible. . o

I have done,” said the Pirate, pushing her from
him; I go,-and whatever becomes of me henceforward
I care not” :

He was turning to depart, and adjusting his fur cap
on'his head, when Arthur appeared close to the door.
Jane started, and the Pirate frownéd,clutching the handle
of a knife which had been concealed in the sash of his
waist, and drawing it half out to view.

K
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¢ Unintentionally, I have heard your words to your
daughter,” said Arthur, nothing daunted by the look of
the mariner; * and, though against my will, have re-
ceived in them confirmatior of a statement which has
this morning been made by that young Chinton you have
named ; he asserts that you are the murderer of Captam
Barry, and the robber of the contents of his ship. Yield
Yourself, therefore, a prisoner to the laws you have
violated.” ‘

¢ No—do not detain. him, Mr. Lee!” entreated Jane,
using all her influence with Arthur for her father’s sake. - -
“ He never was—he mever could have been guilty of
murder! Do not believe Clinton. e falsely accused
the Settler’s son; he is, therefore, capable of falsely ac-
cusing another. T have told you the worst of my father;
he has been a Pirate—but not a murderer !”

“ And so you have betrayed me Jane!” exclaimed
the Pirate.

¢ Let him not think so, Mr. Lee,” said Jane; ¢ re-
"member- that you sought my confidence, and that you
bade me rely on your secresy and fricndship.”

I have not forgotten it, my dear Jane,” said Ar-
thur,  and nothing that youhave said to me shall hurt
him.in the least. I arrest him as a murderer, not as a
Pirate.”

¢ Mr. Lec, my father is no murderer!” said Jane,
with more spirit than she had ever shown before. Her
youthful figuré was again encircled by her father’s arm,
pression of her face

T -ere is such a thing among nrmom people, as the
pride of virtue, which some imagine (we think crrone- -
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ously) to be necessary to its existence. Such pride
marred the uprightness of Arthur. He extended his
abhorrence of guilt to the individual; the guilty were,
to use an Hebrew expression, as smoke in his nostrils.
The Pirate, therefore, found little favour at his hands,
although the parent of his betrothed. To favour the
escape of such a man from the just vengeance of the
law, Arthur would bhave thought nothing less than a
crime—a crime which he was too proud, as well as too
conscientious to commit. -

« My dear Jane,” said he, < whether he is a murderer
or not, remains to be proved. It is certain he is
charged with the crime, and I cannot allow him to go
from hence until he has been examined by my grand-
father.” ' ‘

“ You will find it difficult to prevent me from going,
young gentleman,” said the Pirate. -

¢ If my father remains,” said Jane, “ he will be con-
demned as a Pirate, even though he be acqmtted asa
murderer.”

¢ Clinton’s accusation says nothing of piracy,” said
Arthur, ¢ and of course, I shall disclose nothing which
Jane has entrusted to me in confidence ;* at tbé same
time, he reddened, for he remembered he had that morn-
ing inadvertently informed Clinton of nearly all he hime
sclf knew.:

« Mr. Lee, you cannot suppose_that he will not be
known. Have not all the magistrates of Upper Canada -
been farnished with minute descriptions of his person,

“and been commissioned to take him prisoner, as the no-
torious Pirate of the Lakes?- Would not Pastor Wilson
dizcover whohe was?”

-
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 (ood bye Jenny, my child, good bye,” said the Ps-
rate; “ it may be a very long time before you see me
again; and then you may regret that you chose
the society of a lover, in preference to that of a
father.”

He was turning away, leaving Jane much embarrassed
and distressed, when Arthur, who had stepped aside a
moment, returned to the door with a loaded pistol,
which he deliberately aimed at the Pirate, who was off his
guard. Jane screamed at the sight, and sprang on her
father’s neck, stretching out her hand as though to
repel the ball.

 You alarm yourself needlessly, my dear Jane,” said
Arthur.  « I only mean to show this man, whom you call
vour father, that he must remain, and abide the resuit of
an examination.” v

s« And that result,” said Jane, * will be—his death.”

¢ T should be sorry for your sake, Jane,” said Arthur,
¢ if it were s0.” ‘

 Put asxde your pxsto] su-,” said the era.te, I render
myself up.”

« First hand me the knife, and what other arms you
carry,” said Arthur.

The Pirate delivered them without any appearance
of perturbation, and then followed Arthur without a word,
into a room, which was locked upon him.

Jane remained as if stupified, leaning against one
side of the doorway, until Arthar came to her, and en-
duvcured to justify himself in the conduct he had
pursued toward her father.

% Mr. Lee,” said she, < I bad deceived myself with
- the belief that my peace was dearer to you than I find it
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to be. Iwill uot however, so deceive mysell again.
Our engagement is broken.”

<« Jane,” began Arthur, but she interrupted him by a
firmness equal to his own.

“ Do not—do not distress me more, Mr. Lee. I am
notto be shaken from my determination;” and when
she had thus spoken, she retired to a room adjoining
that one ‘in which her father was ; here, sinking on her
knees beside a chair, she leaned down her head on the
seat, covered with her apron, and abandoned herself for
a short time to her affliction.

¢t ] have no oue to advise wnth now—no one to cbeer

me,” said she. « If Lucy, my dear friend, were alive,
things would not be as they are. Full soon 7 feel her
loss—a loss indeed for me! All my fair prospect of
happiness here is overcast with darkness. But all the
disappointments in the world, should be as nothing to-
me, if my FATHER were only in safety. Well I know
he can hape for no mitigation of his doom, Le will die—

he will die.” Here she wrung her hands passxonatel;,

and sobbed aloud.

i “ What’s the matter thin, Miss Jane, darlin asked
Deborah, who had entered the room half dressed, carry-
ing her gown on her arm. ¢ Sure and I’d like to know
what it is ye’re braking your heart for at this rate.”’,

% Oh, Deborah, nothing—nothing at all—in par- .

ticular,” said Jane, rising, looking out at the window,
and making an effort tospeak unconcernedly; « thesky

is very cloudy this morning, I should not wonder if we

have many successive days of rain.”

“ Mighty fine, Miss Jane, you may throw your throuble )
aside with great pains when I am pnsmt but it woat

5
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do. You can’t desave me. Come now, darlin, just tell
me all about it. Mane as I am, may be, I might serve
You Miss, if you would only think it worth while to
open your heart to me. If it’s a secret, Ill keep it as
close as the grave, I'll be bound.”

It was not easy for Jane, in her present frame, to deny
the fervent Irish girl, and Deborah was allowed to
coax from her an explanation of her tears.

I love you, darlin,” said she, ¢ with all the love of

my heart, and I would grudge no hardship to do you a
~ service. Only till me your cause of sorrow.”

« My father, Deborah, is a prisoner in the next room.”

-¢ Your father! did you say your father, darlin?”’ ex-

claimed Deborah in unfeigned astonishment.
“ Yes, it isindeed he, whom Mr. Lee, above all others,
" has forcibly confined there;” and here followed another
flood of tears. “ ‘ ,
Deborah was now put in possession of the remaining
facts, namely, that the mariner and Jane’s father were
one and the same person; that Mr. Clinton had accused
him of the murder of a ship-captain, and that Mr. Lee
persisted in confining him on that accusation, until
" Pastor Wilson, in his magisterial capacity, should have
examined him. Jane said nothing about her father
being a Pirate as yet, but she said she could not under-
~ take to assert that he had not been, in some respects, a
guilty man. ~ Still he was her father, and being such, she
thought Mr. Lee would have had a little consideration for
her feelings. However, she saw very clearly, that all
the ideas she had been led to entertain of settling
peacefully in the lodge, must be renounced. She had
. too much resisted her father’s wish, that she would again

o
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share his fortunes, wild and turbulent as they were, and
she would now resist them no longer. If he was freed,
she should go with him to hisship; if he was sent to jail,
‘she should attend him in his confinement, and remain
with him to the last moment of his life.

«“ And I commind you for the risolution,” said De-
borah; “ I would do the same, with the lave of the
saints. If my dear father, who is under Irish ground,
could as the clay which lies upon him, were only alive,
be he rogue or honest man, I would neve}~ desart him
while I had breath. But if you go from ‘the lodge,'

. darlin, I would fain persuade you to take me along with
you. Sure enough, I’d never be happy here, if you left
me without yoursilf, and Miss Lucy lying in the grave.
I’d go with you to the world’s end, and keep your spirits
up in all weathers.” '
“ Thank you, Debby,” said Jane ; ¢ I feel your kind-

ness particularly, as I am so much depressed. You are.

called from below, we will talk again in the forencon,
when we go up to make the beds.”

© ¢ Keep your heart up, my dear Miss Jane, things
will turn out better than you ekpict I’ll be bound. Take
my word for it darlin, though I am no p;ophet, your

. father will be all right again soon,” }

“ I wish I could hope,” said Jane, shaking her head
with a melancholy air ‘

“ Hope—you must hope; it becomes a Christian to
hope, and espicially one who has made a warm frind of

an Frish on'l > said Deborah, wi |th a look indicative of a

project.

- e M - o | —————
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CHAPTER XI

_® Oh. tha. hallow’d form is ne’er forgot,
Which first love trac’d;
Stillit hngermg haunts the greenest lpot
- On memory's waste!
*Twas odour fled
As soon as shed ;
*Twas morning’s winged dream ;
-Twas a light, that ne’er can shine again,
On life’s dull stream !
Oh! ’twas a light, that ne’er can shine again,
On life’s dull stream !”—T. Moore.

It was afternoon when the Pastor was seated in his
chair of authority in his library. Arthur arranged be-
fore him the open paper which Clinton had given him,
together with several law-books, pen and ink, parch-

ments, writing-paper, and letters sealed with the Lieu-

tenant-Governor’s official seal,

% That will do my son,” said the Pastor; “ now go
and bring this guilty man before me.”

Two men, messengers of the Governor, arose from
chairs on which they had been sitting, and went with
Arthur to the room wherein they supposed the Pirate to
be confined. The door appeared locked, but when Ar-

<thur applied the key which he held, he found that it
£ could not be opened by any ordinary means, the fasten-’

/
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ings having been purposely injured. He then knocked,
but received no answer.

« This is strange,” said he;  surely the prisoner has
not escaped !” ‘

¢« Could he have jumped from the window ?” asked
one of the men.

« No, it is too high,” said Arthur.

<« Break the lock open,” said the second man.

The requisite instruments had been wilfully mislaid,

and some time was lost in searching for them, and after

all they were not found.

¢ What is the matter 7—where is the pnsoner P asker
the Pastor, coming into the kitchen surprised and alarmed.

¢ The prisoner seems to have flown, your worship, or
else he is dead,” said one of themen. ¢ We have hame
mered loud enough at the door in which Mr. Lee say!
- he shut him up, but the deuce a bit of answer coula
we get.. And the lock has had some strange tricks
played with it, so that we shall find it no easy matter to
get in.” '

“ Why not force the door open ?”

“ That is what we are going to do, your wors'hxp
when we can find the instruments, But every thing we
want seems to be out of the way just now.”

« Where is Deborah—where is Jane 7

¢ Grandfather,” said Arthur, I know not where ,

they are. I can see nothing, hear nothing of them.”

« Here—Alice,” this was a young girl who had as-
sisted Deborah in the dairy and cooking operations,
« go directly, and as quick as you can, to the up-stair
rooms, find Deborah and Miss Anderson, and tell them
they are waoted here immediately.”

I
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The girl was crying. < Deborah, and Miss Jane are
not in the house, sir.” o

“ Not in the house!” echoed the Pastor and Arthur, |
“ not in the house!” i '

“ Ihave searched all over it, sir, and they are both
gone, and have taken their clothes with them ; they have
left their boxes empty, and every thing belonging to them
has disappeared.” ) '

i Bless me,” exclaimed the Pastor, ¢ I am astonished !”
V'« And I,” said Arthur, changing countenance ; “but
- let us make sure of the fact ; follow me,” to the two men,
“ we will not mind injuring the door, it shall be opened
by some ‘means, and I care not what. If the prisoner
is gone, it is clear that Jane and Deborah have aided his
flight, and have gone with him.” _

The door, around which the men of the lodge and
the Governor’s messengers were presently gathered,
burst inwards with a crash, and two panels fell out;
there was no prisoner to be seen; but as Arthur stood
in the middle, surveying it with looks of anger, gloom,
and ‘regret, he perceived a letter on the table.. Hastily
opening it, he read these lines :—

“ Mr. Lee,~you must not charge me with my father’s
escape. I discovered this morning early that he was
gone, and determined to follow his steps, with the hope
of finding him at the spot where I'kneiv he had left his
ship. Deborah had received her discharge from you,

- and therefore she considered herself at liberty to go

- when and where she pleased. She is with me, and ex-
.+« presses herself determined not to leave me during the
—time Imay spend in my father’s ship.—Wehope you will
find all correct in the house, and T bid you, sir, fareweil”
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¢ So perishes,” said the Pastor, when he too had read
the letter, “ my last dream of domestic happiness.”

 The Governor,” said one of the men standing by,
¢ will be very much put out of the way, when we go
back with the tidings. He said he had rather lose fifty
common prisoners than this Pirate, for he has baffled pur-
'sult a long time, done a great deal of mlschxef and
‘caused a greatdeal of useless trouble and expense.”
' ¢ You see,” said the Pastor, * how it has happened ;
ne had a daughter living in my house, and she has con-
trived, with an Irish servant I had, to set hjm at liberty,

and has fled with him. You must be so good as tell the -
Governor this, and if he pleases, I will visit him, to ex--

plain the vexatious matter myself.”

- In the meantime, Clinton had reached the house of
the Lieutenaut-Governor, and had had a private inter-
view with him. Nothing could exceed the vexation of the
~ Governor when his messengers returned from the Pastor
with intelligence that the Pirate had made his escape.

He was a very passionate man, and all at once he burst
into a drawing-room which opened by glass doors upona
lawn, and began pacing up and down with angry excla-
matiouns. :

“ What ails you my dear Governor ? you seem greatly
put out of your way,” said the Lieutenant-Governor’s
lady, a portly, good-looking, over-dressed personage of
just her husband’s age, that is to say, fifty.

a lady of da.zzlmg beauty, about twenty-ﬁve years. of

age, dressed with ecfual richness, but more true eleoince. ,
¢¢ No, Lady Cleveland, I have received no uews of*

any kind from England to-day

AN

N
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«'T'hen what can be the matter with you?” said his
. Excellency’s lady. ¢ The dinner to-day was dressed -
exactly to your taste. None of the plate, glass, or best
china have been broken lately, I believe—the wines you
have just received answer particularly well. What can
be the matter.”

¢ That cursed Pirate has escaped me again, madam » .
said his Excellency, with an oath. - :

¢ A Pirate—what is a Pirate, a robber on the scas,
sister 7 inquired a little lady just entering her teens,
throwing up a pert kitten, that she might see it fall on
its feet.

¢« Yes—yes, my dear Letty—and you must be quiet
now, and do put down that cat. Your papa will be

quite angry with you, if he sees you romping so.”

"~ ¢ He is out in the lawn sister,” said Letitia, “and I
shall go to him, with my kitten, and talk very grave,
and walk very upright, and when he has given me a kiss,
I shall come back to you again.”

Off ran the child of aristocracy with her kitten under
her arm. Lady Cleveland watched her with looks of
affection and admiration.

¢ The little giddy thing,” said she smiling. Suddenly
her whole soul seemed to be concentrated in the sense of
hearing. She moved not a limb, her head was fixed,
her breath caught back within her lips and throat.

“ Be seated, sir, be seated,” said the Lieutenant-Go-
vernor to Clinton, who stood near the door in a pos‘ure
of proud humility.

¢ I thank you, your Excellency,” said Clinrtgnr,joccu- )

. pying the chair nearest to him.

“ You were an emigrant, you say, in this lost vesux,
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and saw the death of Captam Barry, and the sexzure of

his ship 7’

Clinton bowed.

“ Would you, as you kunow this Pirate urder all his
disguises, have ‘any objection to go with a company in
search of him on the Lakes ?”

¢ Not the slightest—only one, at least.”

“ What ob_)ectxon is that ” .
"not, your Excellency—I am entirely mthout mouey."”

¢ This young man, my dear,” said the Governor to
his lady, ¢ lost all his property in ‘that ship of which I
was speaking to you this morning.”

“Indeed!” exclzimed the lady, “ I am very sorry to
hear he suffered such a disaster. Have a glass of wine,
sir,”’ and she directly went herself to a decanter, and
poured some Madeira. Her manner was hearty, ‘warm,
and motherly, and more truly pleasing than all the fine
ladyisms in the world.. Clinton could not but take the

glass she offered with her own hand, and, with a 0esture‘ N

of genuine gratitude and respect, he drank.

¢ Hester, my love,” said the lady, ¢“have you a return
of that throbbing in the temples you told me of this
morning 17

“ No—dear madam; you are very kind to inquire,”
said Lady Cleveland, in a whisper scarcely audible two
yards beyond her chair. ¢ Perhaps you will have thé
kindness,” she resumed, ““to lend me your arm into the
lawn—TI do not feel perfectly well.” »

Faint as that whisper of Lady Cleveland's had been,
it reached the heart of Clinton ; unconscious of his move-
ments, he arose from ‘his chair, and remained standing,

v et . :

~




Vs
178 THE CANADIAN GIRL.

with ong foot advanced, gazing after her, until the closing
of the glass door roused him.
< It cannot be—1I surely drear !”” he ‘exclaimed aloud.
The Governor was astonished.-
« What are you looking at, su', so attentlvely  he
asked.
«“T beg your pardon, but may I entreat that your
. Excellency will inform me the name borne by the young
- lady who has just gone into the garden?”

« Lady Cleveland is her name. She bears her hus-
band’s name ; he is a colonel—Colonel Cleveland. They
have come out from the mother country by appointment
under the British crown.”

« Her husband !’ echoed Clinton, grasping the top -

of the chair.
« Her husband ; Colonel Cleveland of the hussars.
But it is not posssﬂ)]e you have known the lady before 7
«1 had a passing recollection of her figure;,” said

Clinton. “ But now to business, if your Excellency .

pleases.” .

¢ Yes—yes, to business,” said the Governor. “You
will be accommodated in Toronto to-night. My servants
will put you somewhere to sleep, and in the morning 1
will tell you what I have decided upon.”

The next morning the Governor sent for Clinton into
the same drawing room, and the latter was allowed a
certain provision on consideration of his assisting in the
pursuit of the Pirate. The engagement, which was much

_to Clinton’s satisfaction, was barely concluded v.hen
Letitia ran into the room.

« How provoking,” said she; * we have hardly been

in this place Toronto, with its Indian name, a month,

<
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and now we are to go to some out of the way place, I
" know not where, among strangers again. I hate tra-
velling.”

“ Suppose you take your favourite, the kitten, mtb
you,” said the Governor, * you will not hate to travel
then, eh, little lady 7,

« Ah! she is such a pretty creature,” said Letitia,
shaking her beautiful long hair about her laughing face ;
“ but I will tell you why I do not like to travel,” con-
tinued she seriously ; ¢ my sister was happier by half at
home in England—but that is between ourselves, as my
Governess would say in French.” Here she broke out
into a launb ¢ Nice dull companions they are, my
sister, and the stiff Colonel, grand, silent papa, and my
governess, with her never-ending—hush Lady Letitia—
don’t look about you so, Lady Letitia—do demean your-
self more becoming your dignified station, Lady Letitia.”

~ «Dut are you really going away?” asked the Go-
vernor, laughing, and patting her shining head.

“ My governess, and our maids are packmo up,
Letitia.

“1 am a little surprised—so soon—I was not in-

. formed,” muttered the Governor, in disjointed sen-
tences,

Clinton was gazing at the young sister of Lady Cleve-
land with a look that puzzled the Governor. It was a
look at once sorrowful, tender, and intense.

“ You do not know this little-lady, I presume.?”’ said
lis Excellency.

“ 1 do not,” replied Clinton, sxv:rbmo' .

When he had left the room, he had to cross sorhe
rather intricate passages, and in dolng so, found that he

» said
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had pursued a different direction from that which he had
intended to take. He stopped and waited until some
servant should be passing, and put him right. While he
stood listening for approaching foofsteps, he perceived a
door half open, which he supposed might conduct to
some outlet such as he wanted; going close to it, he
pushed it a little inwards, and saw a kind of small with-
drawing room, into which he stepped. He was coming
out again, vexed, at having thus perplexed himself,
when he heard the voices of Lady Cleveland, and the
Governor’s lady, employed in low and earnest conversa-
tion in a room adjoining one side of the withdrawing
room; the partition was thin, and now and then a word
reached Clinton’s ear distinctly. For one passing mo-
ment there was a struggle between inclination and
honour, hut inclination prevailed, and he moved noise-
lessly to that thin wall through which the sounds passed.

The ladies were sitting on a sofa, as'it seemed to hit,
close to the inner side of the wall. They were evidently
alone, for the tenour of their conversation was strictly
‘ if'»‘ confidential.
7« I will not ask you to stay longer, then, dear Lady
Cleveland,” said the Governor’s lady; and these words
Clinton distinctly heard. Lady Cleveland spoke more
softly, and it was with some difficulty the strained ear of
the listener could distinguish the purport of her excla-
mations. Something like a thrill of gratification, how-
ever, darted through his breast, when he p}aill}yf made
out the principal part of the following speech.

¢ I dissemble in public, my dear madam. I appear
cpenly in all the glitter of rank, and wealth, and
fashion, but in sccret, my heart is breaking. Had the
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Colonel been the man my father asserted him to be, my

peace of mind, I am convinced, would have been fully

restored by this time. But I have been compelled, by

private persecution, mto an union with a man who hasno

more regard for me than for his horse, or his dog—nay,

I seriously question whether there is any thing belonging
to him which he sets at a lower rate than his wife.”

¢ Hah! is it thus with her I exclaimed Clinton, with
‘a strange smile of mingled misery and pleasure. - #I am

not the only sufferer by her marriage then. She—she
" herself is miserable! Oh, what strange pranks doth
" fate and fortune play in this world

¢ But my dear Lady Cleveland,” the Governor’s lady
was heard remonstrating, ¢ time and patience may
work wonders with the Colonel yet. Bless you, my dear,
1 have seen many instances where husbands who began
ill; ended well ; and so on the contrary, I have seen many
begin well, and yet turn out very good-for-nothing
creatures before long. Have patience, dear, and don’t
let your spirits droop.” '_
~ « An opera dancer in London,” were the next words
which he made shift to hear; they had been spoken by
Lady Hester Cleveland with much else that seemed to be
important, if he might judge by the senior lady’s excla-
mations of ¢ Indeed !—Really !—I am sorry to hear you
say so !—I should not have thought the Colonel so de-
praved ™ ' -

“T will not remain with him much longer,” said
Lady Cleveland passionately, and a shower of tears ac-
companied--the speech. “The earl, my father, may
argue aud plead for the Colonel,” she resumed,  and
for the dignity of his house, and for the reputation of -

X
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his eldest daughter, as long as he will—I cannot bear what
I now bear much longer, and I i/l not. Oh, my more
than mother, kind madam, let me—let me unburden my
mind fully to you! There i3 a positive relief in opening
the heart to a friend, such as you are to me, after it has
been long shut up with unutterable sorrows.” Her
speech was more and more vehement, and her sobs
mingled with every sentence in the most afflicting
manner. \

' “Lay your head ‘on my bxeast——there, fove,” said
Mrs. Markham, the Governor’s lady. “Now tell me all
that burdens your heart, tell me every thing. I wish
I could relieve you with any more substantial comfort
than my poor advice and sympatby, but smce I cannot,
they, at least, are your own.’

Clinton was quite unable to make out the long and
melancho.y recital which the young peeress was now somo
minutes, rapidly, and with many tears, unfolding to the
matronly ear which was painfully bent to her. He con-
~ jectured, however, and conjectured rightly, that it con-
cerned himself. - He leaned against the wallsovercome
with the tumult of his feelings. He longed to burst
through into her presence—to kneel before. her—to ex-
press the homage of his soul—and to pour into her
wounded heart the balm of exquisite affection. All that
was evil in him he fancied he could renounce for ever, if
he were but with her. But the figure of the Colonel came
between him and those heated visions, and he cursed his
own existence, and wished that he had never been born.
He returned into the passage, and as nearly as ke could,
retraced his steps. 'Gcing along he met Colonel Cleve-

land himself, who was returning from a public square of
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the town, in which he had been reviewing some troops of
the Canadian miiitia. He was in full military dress, of
a tall, tolerable figure, but appeared nearly as old as
Lady Cleveland’s father.
¢ He must be forty, at least,” said Clinton to himself,
as he passed him. The Colonel was thirty-five, and he
had grown to this age in vice, and excess of every
possible kind. His manners, his uniform, and his gal-
lantries, had made him fashionable in English high-life,
and his high-born and highie\bred relations, had prejudiced
the Earl of Wilton in his favour. . But it was no wonder
that the delicate and lofty female mind, united to his,
shrank from him as it did, and loathed the ties which .
bound it to a companion so grovelling and gross. ;
. After the Colonel had passed, several servants appeared
cirrying luncheon to the Governor’s table. Clinton
waited until they returned, and then followed them
down to the kitchen. Here he learnt that the Colonel
had been twice before in Toronto, and that during his
two former visits, as well as during his present one, he
had acquired the character among the Canadians, of a
man of loose morals, although a thorough soldier, and 4
liberal commander. Clinton next went out into theé
principal thoroughfare of the small capital town, with the
hope of ‘diverting his thoughts, but presently he grew
wearied of%bserving things that had no evident relation
to what concerned him most, and he walked as fast as
possible in that direction which seemed to him least fre-
quented. When he stopped he had reached the extremity
of a sandy peninsula, which partially enclosed Toronto
harbour. The scene was fine and singular. In front
was 'Toronto, bordered with farms and gardens; on ore
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!la.nd the peninsula seemed shrank to a span in brea.dd
-and exhibited a tall lighthouse; on the other and was‘an'
extensive marsh, and the River Don. Here, M)ele Clin-
ton was, the peninsula stretched a mile wide; the spot was
known as Gibraltar Point ; .it formed the entrance beach
~of the harbour, and was protecte\l by a good]fort. ~ The
numerous flocks of wild fowl which gathered about the
large ponds here, took the attention of Chntbn forabrief
space, and he went nearer toone of the stagnant pools toob-.
serve their motlons His eyes were pursuing‘a crowd of
water-hens and ducks which were splashlng among the
weeds near the brink, and a smile was g}nvoluntanly re--
]axmrr his mouth, ‘when a noise close to< js#ar startled
him. He turned—and saw the Pirateg”His first im-
pulse was to throw himself upon the mariner, and to_ex=
claim, ¢ In the name of the Lieutenant- Goyernor, 1
arrest you! Yield, you are iny prlsoner P )
The Pirate shook him off, ‘and laughed satiricall y.
“ Think you,” said he, “I ventured into the very jaws of
that shark, some call justice, without being fully provided
for any case of emergency that might bhappen. See, I
am well armed.” He raised a boat-cloak which enveloped -
his figure in not ungraceful folds, and exhibited a sash
stuck full in front with’hand weapons. ¢ You perceive,”
said he, with laughing scorn, * you have little chance in
~ a personal contest with me ; besides, you are the lesser
man. You have no such brawny limbs as these to show;”
he bared his arms, which, indeed, were of exceeding’ .
strength, and again laughed, but as he did so, his eye -
settled upon Clinton with an abrupt expression of won-
‘der and eagerness ; and to the no small surprise -of the:
young man, he snatched off the covering from Clinton’s

N
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" head, and exclaimed. in accents, trembling and faltering
as any woman’s~—

“ Do not, for the love of the virgin mother of Jesus,
turn your head an inch! keep it just whereitis a minute!
it is—it must be %er look! The same—and no other—I
could not mistake it! and yet—and yet—"

He staggered back from Clinton like one dlstracted
and hid his face with his arm.

Clinton knew not what to make of a conduct so extra-
ordinary. While he was in doubt, he perceived another
person within call, whom, notwithstanding what had just
occurred, he was about to call to his assistance, in order
to apprehend the Pirate, when the latter prevented him.

« Hush! as you value your life or your peace,” said
he. ¢ There is a secret of vast impgrtancev-to you
bound up in the present moment. It rests with -you to
render, not me, but yourself, wretched or otherwise
for the residue of your days. You know this picture.””

The Pirate took from a concealed pocket the like-
ness of Clinton’s mother, which the latter had lost on’
board the Antelope. ’

< Know it!” exclaimed Clinton, in a sudden trans-
port of indignation, ¢ Know it ! villain! murderer! dare
. you ask me the question Aere—where, the avengers .of
the deed which you acted at the time when I lost this
precious article, stand with open prison-doors ready to-
award to you that punishment you so richly merit?
Still, if you have one spark of honourleft in your bteast,
return me that picture.”

“ Return it !—no, never ! said the Pirate, repla.cmg
the portrait quietly in the pocket from which he had
taken it, but still surveying the features of Clinton wita

23
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scrutinising looks. ¢ No—never! Tell mewho was the
female whose features are traced so well on this bit of

wood which you lost—was she your mother ? and was

she an English woman 7

The question was put in a tone so peculxar, and so
manifestly unfeigned, that Clmton felt constrained in-
stantly to reply.- "

 She was my mother’; but you are strancrely imperti-
nent to put these questions to me.”

The Pirate covered his face again, but his frame
showed distinctly enough the vehemence of his emo-
tions. He grasped the-arm of the astonished Clinton,
and whispered in his ear three words that electrified
the hearer. Now, in his turn, Clinton gazed on the
Pirate, and trembled with speéchless sensations.

‘A whistle was raised to the Pirafe’s llps, and a low

shrill sound passed over the pond. It was “answered by

three pirate seamen, who one by one sprang up from the
€ pond in which they had been con-

cealed.

. ¢ Draw the boat to the outside of the harbour, and

take us in directly,” was the command they received.

« Aye—aye, ca]‘tam » was the brief response ; and in
five minutes a small trim boat floated into sight close to
the borders of the solitary beach. Without speaking a
word the Pirate stepped into it, and motioned to Clinton
to jein him, which the latter did. e

"¢ Are we. to paddle her to the ship, caﬁtam ? asked

one of the seamen.

“To the ship,” was the Pirate’s laconic reply; and
afier this he remained standing in the centreofthe boat in
earncst thought, while it glided swiftly outwards, from the
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harbour, on Lake Ontario, near the head of which, To-
ronto, the capital of Upper Canada, is situated. The
waters were almost at a dead stillness, and the keel of
the boat ran on-a ‘surficc smooth and equal, while a
gentle breeze, blowing now and then from the shore,
rendered thc heated air delightful. A ship soon ap-
peared in sight; it was lying on its anchor w1tbout mo-
tion, its top sails were partly fastened down, and its dark
hull had"a very strong and capacious appearance.

Clinton, as the boat approached toward the ship,
surveyed it with curiosity, and asked the Pirate—

« What flag do you exhibit? i

« Only that of a fresh-water trader,” replied the Pir
rate, pointing with a smile to one which was hanging
with scarce a movement from the top of the mast.

The boat was soon under the ship’s side, and the ease
and celerity with which the Pirate mounted to the deck,
at once convinced Clinton that the former was here in
his proper element. Two men on deck had been singing
as they examined some cables, while they were sitting
on thgp]anks of the floor with their backs against a tree.
Orie verse had been concluded, and a chorus, in which

their comrades joined, was now roared out, loud as 2
north-western blast.

¢« Silence, rascals !’ shouted the Pirate, in stentorian
accents, as he assisted Clinton toascend. « Haverstraw,
is this obeying my directions? I thought I commanded
you to preserve strict silence and order above board
while I was absent?

The ancient sailor to whom he addressed himself, was
sitting with his head between his hands at the foot of the
mainmast.
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« It’s no use in the world, captain, to leave me to
order the men, for there’s no such thing as doing any
thing with them,” said the old sailor, without stirring
from his dejected posture.

« What is that you say, Toby ?” said the Pirate, his
eyes gleaming flercely as they ranged around the vessel.

« 1 say, captain, and I will maintain it, it’s no use
leaving me to keep order, for no one minds me.”

“ Who has dared to disobey you, or slight your direc-
tions, Toby Haverstraw ? Tell me—and tell me without
disguise or evasion, as you love your own life.”

«¢ T do not matter my poor worn out life much,” said
the old man, but I’ll tell no lie to you—for why should
I, seeing I have one leg in the grave, and the other
ready to followit, captain? Michael and Jonas, yonder,
are the two men who have told me they will not obey me ;
they are as good buccaneers as I or you, they say, and
they will do as they like.”

« 3Vill they so—ha, indeed!” cried the captain, dis-
lodging from his belt two pistols, which he took one in
each hand and presented close to the temples of the two
offenders. ¢ How say you, Michael and Jonas, shall I
or you govern this vessel ”

To a question thus put, the answer was not likely to
be very bold; yet the hardened fellows so fearfully
threatened, gave no tokens of submission.

«You are captain, we don’t deny it—keep your cap-
tainship—but we want to have no other captam,” were
the grumbled words of one of the two men.

¢ This is not the first time you have attempted to
spread disorder and mutiny in the ship,” said the Pirate ;
« 1 will not say more to you now, but if I hearof a
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it—you hear me.”

Clinton was now conducte the captain down into
the interior of the ship, where he noticed, as he had done
above, how strictly every thing was arranged, and how
well all was prepared for defence. To a remark which
he made, the Pirate replied— ‘

“ Yes, I am not a little proud of my weather-tight
cruiser. I must say, I have seldom seen a better built,
or better furnished, lady of the waters, than this vessel.
But you should” see her sailing—you should see her
sailing ! she can skim the waters like a swallow; if she

were built of cork, she could not swim through troubled
" seas lighter or more buoyantly. These are my priva.te
cabins—enter.”

Clinton followed his conductor into a room of good

whisper of this sort again, son::jour lives shall answer

*  size, furnished in the style of an English drawing-room,

with a rich carpet, chairs of fine polished wood, rose-
wood sofa and tables, and ornamented fire-place.

«'This excites your surprise, I see,” said the Pirate,
locking the door, and drawing against it a ha.ndsome
pamted screen.

¢ Certainly it does,” said Clinton, viewing an oil
painting that hung on the wall. 1 little expected to
see a place so fitted up in a—"

« Pirate’s vessel, you were going to say,” said the
captain. « You may speak out plainly, I can bear it.
Besides, there must be henceforth no secrets between us
two, if I can succeed in proving to you, mow you are
here, the reality of what I told you on-Gibraltar Point.”

¢« If you can indeed prove it,” said Clinton, ¢ there
shall be no secrets between us.”

<
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« Then the best way,” said the Pirate, * to do that,
will be to relate to you the history of my past life. You
say you can stop here until dusk; we have, therefore,
eight hours to spare, and surely I shall be able to open
all my budget to you during thattime. But I must have
another listener.”

The Pirate here went to a door that opened into an
inner cabin, and called aloud— J. enny—Jenny An-
derson.” :

““ What!—can Miss Anderson be here!” exclaimed
Clinton.

¢ Captain,” said our former Irish acquaintance, putting

* her head in at the door; * Miss Jane will be in to ye in

a half a quarter of a minute, if you plase.”

¢ And Deborah here too!—what wonder next!” ex-
claimed Clinton.

Deborah nodded her head to the latter, by way of re-

" cognition, and then withdrew it.

The Pirate leaned his elbow on the mantle-piece, and
fized his eyes sorrowfully on Clinton.

“ I am astonished,” said he, that I did not recog-
nise you before. Now, every feature, every expression
upon your face reminds me of her whom I never truly
valued until I had lost—of her who was an angel on my
wild path, and whose instructions and principles, had 1
followed them, would have conducted mesafe through the
dangerous seas, in which, since her death, I have ship-
wrecked honour, conscience, and hope. Yes, you are in-
deed like her! She had just your figure too, only, of

course, more feminine. How strange to think I should

not have known you before!”
Just as he was speaking this, a loud and confused

.
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noise was heard over head, and the captam, hastily

begging to be excused a few minutes, hurried on deck to

see the cause of the disturbance. He did not return for
a quarter of an hour, and during this space, Jane An-
derson entered. Deborah had informed her that. Clinton

was here, she did not, therefore, show much surprise at

seeing him. - She somewhat coolly met his warm greeting,
and sat down on the sofa, as he occupied a chair near her.

« I accidentally learnt;” said he, « that youwere the
daughter of the—the Pirate, as we must call him, before
I left the valley, but I have yet to learn how he escaped,
and how, and where it happened that you joined him.”

“ And I,” said Jane,  cannot tell how it is I see you
here on amicable terms with my father.”

“ To tell you the truth,” said Clinton, “ I had just
agreed with the Lieutenant-Governor to assist in the
search after the captain, and was walking on the pen-
insula beach, when I saw the very man whose capture I
was meditating, and he made a mysterious assertion,
which he is now to give mé proofs of. He says, Jane, that
the picture which I lost on board Captain Barry’s ve!se]
was the picture of his wife. Now I know that it was a
genuine resemblance of my mother—and what follows.”

« This is too strange for belief,” said Jane, yet at the
same time looking at the features of Clinton with anxious
curiosity. ¢ I cannot think that you are my brother—
my brother, what an idea !”

“ Your brother he certainly is,” said the Pirate, re-
entering ; ¢ fetch a looking glass, and examine your
features both of you, in it, and compare them with the

~_picture of your lamented mother.”

Jane fetched a hand-mirror, and the picture Clinton
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had lost was laid on the table. Smiles were exchanged
as each, in turn, presented a face for the reflectidh of the
mirror.

¢ Really we three do look to have a family likeness to
each other,” said Clinton;  and this portrait certmuly‘
would pass for that of the mother of Miss Anderson
The mouth is exactly yours, Jane.” :

“ And the eyes are strikingly like yours,” said Jane; ;
“ and see, father, the shape of the forehead, yes, you
must be my brother ;” and in her joy at having found a
relative -so long dreamt of, she caught his hand and
pressed it fondly to her heart.

¢« My sister—my dear sister! from this hour you have
in me a friend and protector,” sald Clinton, kissing her
cheek with great tenderness. \\\\

The Pirate looked on his children with feelings of the
strongest kind,

« Nicholas!” he exclaimed, at length giving vent to
his emotions. ¢ Nicholas, my son! guilty as I am, and .
unworthy of my children’s love, I do crave it, and I feel
_it the only pleasure of my existence. However bad you
know me to be, therefore, do not set me down as being
without natural affection. Do not utterly despise and
abhor me, Nicholas 1”

“ Father!” exclaimed Clmton, * for now I do not
doubt you to be my parent, believe me, though I have
seen but half your years, I have lived as wild, and reck-
less, and bad a life as yourself—perhaps worse indeed.
If I meet an erring father, you meet an erring son. But
for Jane’s sake—for my sister’s sake, father, we must
both amend.” ¢

«“Oh! cried Jane, ¢ how great will be our happiness
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1f my father will be persuaded to leave the way of life
. he isnrow in! Try—try, brother, to persuade him !> The
mild eyes of the speaker, eloquent with persuasive tears,
were turned to the fage of the Pirate, and she caught at
the belief that she should now gain her dearest wish.
 The Pirate, anxious not to damp her spirits, réplied—
« Don’t agitate yourself, my Jenny ; all will be right
some day or other. Nicholas and I will talk the matter
over by ourselves; butnow let us have a glass of wine or
two togetner, and then for my story.” '

While the Pirate was bringing upon the table some of
~ the same delicious liquor which had been so approved
by the inmates of the Pastcr’s lodge, Jane whispered to
Clinton, “ Do not give up the point—do not rest until
you have induced him to forsake the evil men he is now
associated with.”

Clinton warmly assured her he would do his best;
M : Pirate handed to each an antique and costly
wm°-cup, ich hie told them with a sigh, had once
- graced'a ncher board than any he had sat down to for a
long period:

Thls mtroduced the expected story of the Pn'ate S
past life, which he told in nearly the following words :—

* The adventures I have passed through, my dear
children, are toc many for me to relate in full. I must,
tnerefore, con:fine myself to the most iiilportant; .and, to
speak the truth, some of them. it would pain me too
much to dwell upon. I was the only child.of poor and
very young parents, who died in my infancy, and left me
withcut home or friends. In this state I was taken inte
an indigent relative’s cabin, and lived there in a half-
starved condition, until my third year; the cabin stood

- 2c
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on the extensive seigncrie of a very rich man of solitary-

and eccentric habits ; he was accustomed to take long
walks and rides alone, but never had been known to
pass the boundaries of his estate. There was not a hut,
however insignificant, tenanted from him, that he did
not visit at stated intervals with the most precise regu-
larity. He always mqmred at such_visits into the wants
of all the inmates, and never failed to leave a blessing.
* behind him. Sometimes he had the small buildings re-
paired, or he erected convenient outhouses, or put in
windows ; sometimes he gave the cottager a stout beast
of burden, or an additional piece of ground, or a stock
of homely blankets and winter furs, or a fishing boat.
But his aim was not to prevent the necessity of fore-
thought and industry on the part of the peasant, but to
assist and reward them. The woman with whom I was,
he had visited duly for three years, but had bestowed
little on her, for she was not a very worthy character,
and her temper was as deplorable as her habits, but at
the end of the third year, to her great astonishment, he
told her that he would remove from her one who was
evidently a cause of misery toher, the little urchin she
uad taken out of charity, and that he would have the
boy provided for at his own expense. I was thereupon
removed to a large and ancient baronial house; a man of
learning was in a few years hired to inform me in lan-
guages and the sciences; a yearly provision was legally
made over to me upon certain singular conditions, and
the bulk of his fortune, and his noble residence, were se-
cured to me at his death. Would you think it possible,
my children, that with such advantages, and with such

intellects as I possessed, I could be unhappy? Yet, .
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so I was. But I must explain to you, if I can, some of

the causes—apparénfly very trivial ones—that made me

so. In the first place, I must never stir beyond his
grounds-==then I intist not go beyond the gardens around
the house without beiiig aécompanied by him or my
tutor—then I must hoI& no intercourse with any persons
 that had nof fitst béen seen and approved by him—then
~ three timtes a day I must atfend prayers, long and
dull ones, repeated word for word, without variation, the
yearround. Ifeel that such obligations iust seem to you
very trifling sources of - disquietude—yet they ultimatery
caused mé fo throw away fortune and favour. My
~ character as a youth was singularly independent, and I
could not brook the idea which was constantly presented
before me, of what F owed my benefactor. I could not
endure that my inclinations, which were of a wandering,
open, inquisitive, gay fature, should be so continually

checked as they were by my tutor’s ill-judged represen- -
tations—that my benefactor would- be angry—that he -

would cut off my expectations. And let him, I at
last broke out, I will no more be immured as I have
been. This place is liké a prison to me, and I hive
found coimnpanions beyend it that suit my taste well.
If I was destitute when he took me, I will go from him
in the same condition. I will not take a single dollar

with me, nor any more clothes than these I wear.” I

will seek my fortune on the sea, I care not to whatever
part of the world chance may direct me; and let my way
be rough or smooth, I shall not heed, so I am at liberty,
and master of my own actions.
¢ The tutor repeated my words with considerable ex-
aggeration % my foster-father, who called me before
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him, put the deed whick had been executed in my
favour into my hands, and asked me in 2 concise, pe-
remptory way, if I would comply with the conditions it
contained, if not, the world was before me, I might go
whither I chose, but from his house, and his presence, I
must be for ever banished. My proud spirit owver-
mastered prudence, gratitude, and every other feeling ;
I threw the deed from ‘me, and refused to be bound by
any rules such as it prescribed whatever was the consa-
quence. The document was then burned before my
face, and I was discarded. But just as I was leaving
the house, I saw the_good, but eccentric man, who had
so long protected me, standing in the way I had to go,
waiting to speak to me a parting word. At the sight of
tears upon_his face, I believe I felt some pangs of shame
and regret, but if so I am confident neither my words
nor manner betrayed them. He held out to me a
pocket-book, which I have no doubt contained bank
notes to a large amount, and begged me to take it as.a
final gift. I proudly. declined, thanked him in the
strongest terms for all his unexampled liberality to me,
and hoped he would find some worthier being on whom
to shower his remaining bounties. Thus we parted,
and I became a common sailor in a vessel of superior
sailing powers, on the Canadiar waters. '

« Now, my children, you will easily guess that T was
not made happier by this change. For a little while I
pleased mysel{ with my apparent freedom from restraint,
and set myself with all my heart and wind to learn the
art of ship-management. But too soon the realities of
my condition forced themselves upon my notice. I
found I was placed among companions who excited in
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me disgust and .dislike, and that I was subordinate to
men, whose arrogance, tyranny, sensuality, and want of
mental refinement, also made me hate and despise them.
For some time I kept myself aloof from all, and hid the
passions which burned within me, employing myself un-
weariedly with my new profession, and making myself
master of both its theory and practice. At length, my
success, and some accidental praises which it drew forth
from the master of the vessel, brought upon ‘me the
envy of the crew, who already jeered me for my lofty
humours as they termed them, and detested me because
I would not join them in their vulgar carousals. I left
this ship, and joined myself to anotherof still larger con-
struction, and of a different craft, which sailed further
out, and in waters more difficult of navigation. My ob-
ject was to perfect myself as much as possible in ‘sea-
manship in order that I might ultimately raise myself to
the command of a vessel. And after beating about a
good while, and suffering much that I should be glad to
forget, I did get adyanced until I was second in com-
mand, and, I believe, I may boldly say first in skill, on

board the Antelope, owned by Captain Barry. “Drink

again my son.’
The Pirate averted his face for a mmute, and then
drank deep of the rich wine ; Clinton took a turn across

- the cabin; Jane felt uneasy, at once being conscious
that both were in possession of some dreadful secret con-
nected with the Antelope of which they wished to spare
her theknowledge. The suspicion entered her mind that
her father had really destroyed the good old captain,
and she turned exceedingly pale ; but the dreadful idea
was instantly overcome ; nevertheless, it was with fearful
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expectation that she heard her fither resume his nar-
rative. '

“ The next event of importance which I must relate
to you,” resumed the Pirate, « is my fifst meeting with

your mother. It happened in this way:—Captain

Barry had a particular acquaintance living néat the
sea~coast in England, and in one of my earliest voyages
to the mother country, with the Captain, I vas invited
with him to spend a day at this gentleman’s house. 1
went, and there became acquainted with your mether,
who was on a visit at the house, being at the time in
delicate health, and on terms of intimate fnendslnp with
the genﬁeman s eldest daughter. _

« I wish that I eounld desctibe to you the only woman
I ever loved as I remember her at that time. That
picture of her whick 13 before you was taken several
years afterwards, when hardship and sorrow had taken
the gloss from her beaufy. Isay beauty, though none

‘ever called her in the strict sense a beautiful woman:

but she had a fine delicacy of complexion—a sweetness
of expression about the mouth—and a bashful, but deep

‘\1endemesrm“the eyes—which, if it was not beauty, [

know not what other name to give it. You may see by
the likeness that hers was not a common face. It shows
her fair, but she was much fairer than the painter could
delineate, for hers was a fairness of the soul which shone

“through her countenance. Her hair was extremely light

and soft, as it appears in the portrait ; but that shade of

* melancholy diffused over her forehead and mouth was

not there when first I knew her.
“ You have read the wooing of Shakspeare’s Othello,
Nicholas ; well, mine in some respécts resembled it. I

~
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was full of stories of American life and sea adventures ;
e young lady loved to listen to them, and the more I
narrated the more she seemed interested ; and the more
she listened the more I had to narrate, until we were
both so pleased with each other’s society that it became
nécessary to our happiness. Our ship lay-to off that
coast a fortnight, during which I contrived to see the
charming girl who had bewitched me nearly every day.
The Antelope then steered up the Thames to London,
and on returning anchored at the same coast, where I
again renewed my acquaintance with your mother, and
asked her to become a sailor’s wife.' -

« Poor Fanny! then her sorrows began She was in
character just what her daughter is now—serious, affec-
tionate, mild, and of a most filial temper. Her parents
objected to me on grounds that I have since seen ta be
reasonable enough, but which I then thought frivolous
and arbitrary. She had been brought up in a strictly
celigious. way—I had no concern about or regard for
religion: she was of quiet, domestic habits of life—I had
00 o'tber home but a ship, and was constantly roving
over the wide world of waters. But these objections,
and others like them, my passion would not listen to. I

- daily pressed for an union, and at last, when the time

- of my departure from England was fixed, my earnestness
overcame Fauny’s scruples, and we were privately mar-
ried in a village church near the house in which we first
met. Thus love conquered, and so I thought it ought

to do; but at that time I a'd not comprehend the tender

and conscientious spirit I had won. She drooped under
self blame, for the violation of duty to-her parents. ¢I
bave given them sorrow,” was her cry, ¢ who never gare
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oA ", me other than happiness ; the tears and the sighs of my
‘ father and my mother will always be present with me
go where I will; their home was a paradise, until my
} disobedience set regret and misery in it; their broken

g peace will pursue me to my last hour, thouoh I g%
.i . —————ends of the earth.”

o ¢ When those complaints came to be repeated, I was
; annoyed and angry. I told her I would have sacrificed
twenty parents, and twenty sets of ‘brothers and sisters
into the bargain, for her sake. < Ah, my love,” said
she, ¢ you never knew the love and tenderness of one
such father and mother as mine, or I hope you would
‘not say so.’
~ « Her father was just settmg out to fetch her back to
~—\maHmme,_wdum she arrived there to take her farewell of
him and of the rest of the family.—She-took with her
the friend with.whom she had been on a visit in order
that the intelligence of her marriage might be softened
to her relatives by the kind representations of that lady.
" They received that intelligence with bitter grief, but
after the first burst of trouble was over Fanny received
every kindness from them which it was in their power
to bestow. I received a note from her desiring me to
_ come to her at the parsonage. I complied with her wish,
- though it was no wish of mine, for I had no desire to see
the persons who had so opposed my suit. The reception
I met was one of genuine feeling, and I felt that it was
a pity to remove Fanny from such a happy, peaceful
circle, as were there gathered. I felt that I had com-
mitted an error in clandestinely obtaining her hand—
an error whose bitter fruits I could not then count, and,
after listening to the truly unselfish speeches of the goca
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father for an hour or two, I was so wrought upon, that I
offered to quit my claim upon Fanny, to renounce her
society, and to leave her still in the bosom of her family.
But this proposal was on no side—received with assent.
The clergyman declared that to part man and wife was a
sin he durst not commit. She was mine, and to me he
commended-her; hoping I would never forget my mar-
riage vow. F a.nny threw herself on my neck hefore all
the family, and affirmed that she would never desert me
willingly. I then promised that as sopn as I reached -
Canada again I would settle there with ‘the little money
1 was to receive as Fanny’s marriage portion, and after
that only make short voyages upon the Ca__nadian‘ waters. L
With this understanding my wife and I left England.” : P

« But father,” said Jane, with something of. surprise e

in her looks and tones, * I always supposed you bad
«—r—paren#s—in—Gsnadzwhetrxmlm?’ciﬁafe’o/MIﬁh you

from Britain. All you have told us.of your early life is ;; 3
very new to me.’ '
I haye had peculiar reasons, Jenny,” said the Pi-
rate, with an uncons_cwgs__s_rgb_qf_memal pain, « for
keeping you in the dark upop many points—some of
them I shall presently confess, as I am at ‘my confessions.
Your mother knew the truth of my birth and breeding,
and she did not expeot, what she did not receive, the
kindness of any friends of mme when she reached the
end of her voyage.
¢ Our married life,” he continued, ¢ was not bappy :
- Totrace step bystep the progressofour unhappiness would _
" be too much for me at present, but I will plainly tell
you the real sources whence it proceeded as it appears
fo me. If Fanny had been of a more adventurous, : !
2p -
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spirited, ambitious character, I should have been happier

with her ; 1 should not have loved her so tenderly as I

did, but I should have been happier with her. This
was the principal fountain of our infelicity T feel per-

* suaded, and others sprang out of and withit. She re- .-

gretted her separation from her relatives too much, and
too much lamented fhie single act of filial disobedience
which she had committed. She too little entered into
my schemes of enterprise—too little cared for my worldly
advancement. She was too anxious for quiet and retire-
ment—and, to speak the truth, too much loved virtue
and religion. _

 In Quebec I furnished a small house for her, and
there you, Nicholas, were born, and there some of your
mother’s saddest hours were spent.”

At this point of the Pirate’s narrative the noise over-
head was repeated, and Jane, half rising from the sofa,
looked alarmed. The Pirate pressed her gently back to
her seat. ' _

¢ Sit you still,” said he; ¢ do not fear, Toby is faith-
ful to me, he will keep a watch on the two villains above
deck, and if they are not to be otherwise checked, I will
silence them by harsher measures than I have yet used.”

The noise came nearer—several loud feet were heard
coming down the companion-ladder, and a person fell

~ down heavily to the foot of it. The Pirate seized his

pistols, and stood at the cabin door. Clinton rose up
and took the hand of his newly-found sister to quiét her
apprehensions.
“ Do you krow what is the matter 2 he asked.
~ She answered in an under tone, and with hurried
:breath, ¢ Two of the worst men of this evil crew have
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often threatened father with—hark !—yes, it is them who

_ have come down. TFoby’s voice, too—surely 1t was not

him who fell! Kind old Toby, who once saved me in
the waters at the risk of his own life—what can they be
quarrelling about now?” she added.

« Jenny—Jenny—sit down, and be at your ease!”
said the Pirate, with hasty and anxious gestures, which
prevented the effect upon her that he wished.

« Cap’n, come out!” exclaimed a coarse voice out-
side the cabin-door ; * come out, and clear yerself!”

~ The door was instantly thrown open by- the Pirate,
and with pistol cocked he stepped out, saying with per-
fect self-possession, but in a manner calculated to daunt
every adversary, “ Who speaks? Of what am I called
upon to clear myself? Hah! Toby on the grm.md i
he cried, in sterner accents, “ how came he there 7”
The old sailor had struck his head against the foot o

the ladder, and was stunned. The Pirate raised him.’

still keeping his eye on the two men, and kneeling on
one knee. Rusmg ‘his powerful voice, he called up to
the scamen above—

¢ How did Haverstraw get in this condition 7

A black looking down, replied, ¢ Massa Captm dat
Jonas it was whe trow him down de steps, Me will tell
de truth, Jonas, if me die for’t. You did trow de old
man down, cause him say to you de Captin had not sold
de vessel to de Governor in Toronto. Michael and
Jo1as say, Massa Captin, dat you hab been in de town
to sell de vessel and de brave buccaneers. Dey say dat
you hab brought aboord one of de Governor’s people to

spy de vessel, and they will hab kis life and 'kill yoa
”»
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¢ Cuss you, you black fool I exciaimed Jenas trom
‘below, between his teeth, «“ I wish I was behind you, I
do!  Take care of yerself; you tarnation fool you—take
care of yer sooty self, from this minute! As sartin as
ever_you had a cowskin whistling about” your cussed
back, you shall- have a feel of my knife yet, you shall 1”

_ % Me tell de truth, Jonas,” said the black, commg
down a step or two of the ladder; having a cutlass-
‘drawn in his hand. “Me am not fnghtened wid- big -
words. You say Massa Captin sell dis vessel and de
brave buccaneers to de Governor, and you trow down
= old Toby cause him take Massa Captin’s part; and
you say—" . '

Here oune of the two desperadoes below made a rush
at the black, and succeeded in pulling him_down ; but
the Pirate, lettmo' Haverstraw’s head and shoulders fall
back to the ground stood between them,. and in low,
but emphatic tones; exclaimed— :

“ Not another word or movement of dlSCOI‘d kere, or
you die! leenee, fnendly, faithful - ‘negro! Silence,
Michael, Jonas—-mallcmus disturbers ! Be hushed, all
of you, and go up above! I will come to you there, and
satisfy the crew, if they are fo be satisfied, concerning
things in which they would never have doubted me, had
it not been for your good offices, Michael and Jonas "
~ Jonas, who was a short, stout-built personage, with
4 face of most villainous expression, said, in reply—

«The crew aint to be satisfied ; they know who’s
who, and what’s what. They know you :have been to
the Governor’s, and mean to swamp the vesscl, and give
up the buccaneers to swing outside Toronto gaol, or on

a blccory-brauch by ly nclﬂaw They have had a hye.
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on your outsailings and insailings, for this many-a-day,
they have, and ’tis no manner of use spinning ’em any
more smooth yarns, Cap’n, for they know what it comes
to.”

¢ Villain "’ muttered the Pirate, who trenibled lest
his soun and daughter should have heard what had passed ;
for their sakes he dissembled a little, and said; with as
much calmness as he could command—

“ Here I will say not a word more—hear not a word.
Go on deck, I will cgnie in a second or two; and then,
whether you Michael and- Jonas shall- be heard, or
whether I shall be heard—whether you shall be masters
of the ears and confidence of the crew; or whether I shall
have my due influence in my own ship—must be at
once, and permanently, decided. Now go on deck,”
he said to the black, © go up good fellow, you have

" doneme a great service—it shall not go unrewarded—"

=« No, nigger, it shant, I promise thee,” said Michael,
meaningly, who, a little taller than his choice companion,

Jonas, strikingly resembled him, and had the same sori -

of forbidding’ personal characteristics—the same thick
neck, low forehead, large lips, and eyes devoid of any
redeeming expression. “ No, Cap’n,” he went on, with

~the ‘most triumphant and daring malignity, * above

. deck I_will not go. You have a critter of the Governor’s -

in that same cabin of yourn ; let him come out and
show himself. He and his employers'-would give us a

taste of lynching, I guess,” cried the fellow raising his -

voice; “ let him come out, and he shall give us his
opinion if it’s suitable to his own palate !”
Often had the Pirate been in extreme danger fromn

the lawless and ferocious tempers of the men with whom
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he was associated, but never before had he felt the digs
may which he felt now. Clinton was in imminent peril
owing to a mistaken notion of his errand here being spread
among the sailors—how was the father to dispossess the
band of the poisonous idea in time to rescue him ? Having
scarcely a moment for reflection the Pirate double-
locked the: cabin door on'the outside, secured the’ key,
and, calling on the black to follow him, hastened up
- the ladder.
The negro was a young runaway American slave; his
frame, which was well knit, and of the middle height,
had no other clothing than trowsers of striped cotton, ,
and a blue shirt left unfastened at his sable neck and
breast ; his- face was not unpleasing ; there was some-
" thing frank and open about the lines of his mouth, and
i something affectionate and generous in the sparkle of
his eyes. Merry, as he was named, had been a favourite
in the shij); he had, up to the present time, offended no
one, but obliged and cheered even the most sullen by
his good humour and accommodating disposition. To
two persous he had remarkably attached himself from
the first hour of his admission into the vessel—those
persons were the Captain aud ancient Haverstraw.
“ Keep close to me, Merry, my good fellow,” said
<3/ the Pirate, speaking under his breath, and pausmc an
mstant at the top of the ladder. :
 Yes, Massa Captin—me at your heels—me stand
, by you,” whispered the black ; « but dere be big black -
fooks reédy for you, I can tell, Massa, and amost a
e bushel of swords de men got out an where you
fock ’em up, and powder too. By gor, Massa, dey go*
powder in all dere pistols, and balls too—de rascals I’
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¢« Hah! have they been to the powder room!” ex-
claimed the Pirate. ¢ Well, Merry, never mind, we
# must make the best of a bad matter ; now come on, and
be sure you speak not a word, or half a .a. word nor lift

your hand, unless I bid you.”
" ¢ Me hear, Massa Captin—me mind what him say,‘”
said the black. ;
The deck was crowded with seamen, all armed as if . [
for a fight ; there was whispering on one hand, and loud .
and fierce talking on the other ; some men were walking

up and down with moody and-dangerous looks, and some .
in a group were waiting the approach of the Pirate. e
« ] thought that when I came up last I had dispersed
you all to your employments,” said he, quietly but
sternly ; ¢ how is it then I find you herein this .disor-
derly way? Do you want to bring immediate destruc-
tion on us? Do you not think that passing vessels.and
boats have already observed you? Come, come away
to your places, while there is a probability of your beiny :
safe. Put by your arms and disperse.” - : T
After a little fear and hesitation the sailors declared i3
their determination not to separate or quit thegr pos- Cok
tures of defiance. h
« Jonas says you have sold us to the Governor,” said
ome sailor. , : c 3
¢ Jonas lies!” exclaimed the Pirate. ‘
« Michael" says that you have a spy of the Toronto
assembly men in your cabin now.’
« Michael lies!?” again exclaimed the Pirate.
The two causers of the disturbance now came up, .
determined not to let pass this opportunity for ruining
the Captain, as they had for some time waited for such
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an one. They stood face to face with him, and with
snameless looks reasserted their falsehoods. The sailors
every moment grew more irritated and more deadly
minded. Clinton’s life was demanded. The Pirate’s
features grew darkly pale, and his heart quaked.

« Merry,” he whispered, grasping the black’s wrists,
 my faithful Merry, get ont the small boat—be hasty,
and tell me when it is ready ; you may do it, perhaps,
with a little.skill and boldness.” -

¢ Me hab got it ready—it is on de water, Massa Cap-
tin, awaiting for you: Me saw de debil in all de crew,

‘and me was afeard for yon and Fader Toby, so me said

noting, but dropped de boat down from de vessel side
while all de sailors were busy wid de bad notions dat
Michael and Jonas put into ’em—de rascals I’

¢ I shall not forget this -goodwill, this forethougth of
yours, Merry. You say true, the evil spirit is indeed
in the minds of these men at present, and I have no
power to drive it thence, I fear, good fellow.”

The Pirate then turned to the men who were oun -the
point of rushing down to drag forth Clinton from the
cabin, and said, not without signs of agitation, « You
will stop an instant, sailors! Generous and just men—
you will hear me tell you w#o he is you are going to des-
troy. He is—my own son! Do you credit me ? - I tell
vou he is my son! . His mother, whose bones and ashes
lie in Quebec, was the wife of my bosom. Now, if you
will, bring him up !—insult him !—injure him !—take from
him that breath he derivéd from me—from me—your
Captain, whom you have each sworn, yes, sworn, to serve :
and obey ! Why do you not go to fetch him to death?
1 will not stir a muscle—I will stand still and look op

-
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~—T will be still and passive—while my son is in his
expiring agonies!” ‘ '

The listeners were. startled, surprised, moved ; they
appeared irresolute, and looked one on another.

“ Some of you have been fathers! continued the
Pirate more vehemently'—¢ What of that—bring up my
son to death! Some of you, exiles tliough you now are
from society, have lived in it in times past as I have, and
have been married to the women of your hearts.—What
of that—bring up the first-born of my wife to death! I
have been true to you to the present moment—I have
made no gain but what you have shared—I have been
the first here to expose myself to danger, and the last
to shrink from hardship—I have hourly consulted your
comforts—I have daily promoted your interests. But
what of that '—You have conceived a suspicion against
me. Fetch up my son—my only son—and sacrifice
him—I will not stir a hand to save him from your
malice !” and so folding his arms, the Pirate sat down
on a seat at the side of the deck. '

In the meantime Jane and Clinton remained in sus-
pense in the cabin. The latter concealed the extent of
his own fears in order that he might support the spirits
of his sister. They had heard all that had passed at the
foot of the companion-ladder, and both now stood close
to the cabin door anxiously listening to every sound that
came from the deck. Presently they heard Toby Haver-
straw get up and totter. Jane spoke to him, and asked
if he had been hurt by his fall. -

« No, my dear Miss,” he answered feebly;  my
nead is a little confused, that’s all, but it will soon go
off™ ' E
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H He was ascending the ladder with weak steps to see

ﬁ what was passing above, and, if he could, to render his .

Captain assistance, when the latter came down hastily.

¢« I am glad, Toby, to see you on your legs again,”
said he, ¢ especially as I want to send you ashore in-
stantly. Hark you, go up, sdy not a word to any of the
men if you can avoid it, put yourself as quietly as pos-
sible in the boat which is on the water, and, as soon as
this young stranger mow in my cabin is by your side,
push off, and move as quickly as you like to Toronto
beach.”

The old man did not stay to spea.k a word but ma.de
all haste to fulfil his Captain’s request.

- 'The" eabin door was unlocked ; the Pirate entered,
still with assumed composure. - His countenance, how-
ever, was flushed and dark; and there was a slumbering

Fengeance in his eye, which augered- ill, at some tuture
our, for those who had chafed, and humbled and dis-

i turbed him.

‘i < Nicholas,” said he, with a smlle, “T1 must cut

short our conference. Much that I had intended to say

| to you must be left unsaid until a more favourable op- .

/ portunity. Embrace your sister, and part from her at

| once, the boat waits for you. Her heart will be with

| you while you are absent from her; for to be affectionate
to the relatives God has given her, is part of her religion,

| as it was of her mother’s.”

Now Jane was alternately pressed to the heart of her
Ather and her brother. “ These days of terror!” she
exclaimed ; ¢ would to God they were passed !’

“ They will only pass, I fear, with my life,” said the
Firate, gloom suddenly overshadowing his whole aspect;
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and, after & few brief sentences more, Clinton left the
cabin. As he was about to spring into the boat, he was.
detained by one of the men who had endeavoured to ex-
cite a mutiny. -

“ You must not go, young gentleman,” -said he,
¢ until you have signed yourself as one of us; so that if
we should be truased on a gibbet for the entertainment
of the good folks in Toronto, you may keep us com-
pany.” : ’

Seeing several ruffianly individuals standing by the
speaker, armed, Clinton, after an unavailing remon-
atrance, deemed it only prudent to comply with the un-

-pleasant demand. - After he had placed his name at the

" bottom of the list of pirates, he was allowed to enter th¢
boat, and Haverstraw, who was already in it, instantly
rowed off. They had not gone many yards before a shot
came whistling by the head of Clinton, and dropped : -
harmlessly in the lake. This made Toby hasten-the — -
progress of the little bark, which soon floated in safety il
at.the edge of the.fine, clean, limestone beach of gravel
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. 'CHAPTER XII

“lellgdn;md et .
Mm:tmdeedhw—mdonthunlfm

Shall you and I 5o more - .
Together see the sun of the summer set.”—Barry Cornwall,

t

___, ........................... The afternon had been extreihely hot and mght

e

'tiongh the Winter Was dlose at hand. The evering
' ¢came on soft and mellow in its mofe sober eoloufitigs.

The blue-wmded duck flew over the tranqiil watess of

. the lake, be neath a sky so splendid that it would sitvie

the gaudiest pageatit of man’s invention. Yellow életids
were sprinkled over the wide blue ether, becoming, to-
ward the west, gorgeous with other brilliant colours ;
and there was the mighty sun himself, his enlarged disk
just ready to dip beneath the water, that burned with a
golden glory, stréaming out far across the lucid " tide

" toward the beach.

After Haverstraw returned to the ship, Clinton walked
by the lake, endeavouring to calm tke fever of his mind
by the tranquillising influences of nature, which he of all
men was fitted to understand and feel. But there were
at least two spirits in his breast which the most potent
spells of nature could not exorcise—conscience and
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passion. New ties were tow entwined around bitm, with
new sorrows, fiew pains, new anxieties. His father he
had been prepared to love, even before he met him, and
he now did love hiim——yes, love him even for his errors’
sake. But his sister, she Was a character so excellent
in her unobtrusiveness, in he¥ ptirity, in her gentleness, in
her piety, and in her devotedness to her parent; that he
shrank bagk from himself with abhorrence when he

tbought of her. It had been with inward shame that he -

had sat in her presence—remembering all that had passed
ln the Pastor's settloment—knowing that shé was a
mourner for Lucy, whose death he justly charged him-
seif with having caused—and feeling satisfied that she, at
least, had suspected latterly the truth of his statements

regardmg the son of the backwoof&smaﬁ

ere was no relief under heéaven for him from the

"burden of his consciencé. Henow: learned that a loaded

conscience is an awful thing, and will permit o peace to
its possessor, unless it 'be the peace which stupid indiffer-
ence yields—and Clinton was not moulded for that. -

. Once, after a fit of deép, remorseful meltanckoly, he
stopped abruptly in his walk, raised his eyes from the
gravel, and, while a light suddenly flashed n them, and

while his cheek burned, the name of * Lady" Héster,”
broke audibly from his fips, in a.*n'aeeex‘xt of lively
passion.  All other feelings—ties—remembrances—ob-

Tig#ﬁoné-fwei‘é cast in' an instant ‘from "his mind. She,
and she alone, was now the object ofhis heated thoughts.

" He recalled, with dangerous minuteness, every word
which he had ovetheard her'say to the Governot’s ladys— -

her sobs, her vehement utterance, and her expressions

of _ha.tred against ber husband. ~Hle dwelt upon -thian
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eatirely absorbed, until his train of thought was inter- '
rupted by the passing by of many persons. He then
found that he had unconsciously walked with very rapid
steps to the most frequented part of the beach, and that
his look of abstraction had already drawn upon him the
notice of several individuals.

Rather confused by this discovery he stood still, and
affected to be engaged in observing the motions of half
a dozen men who were conveying stores into a strong
steam vessel, upon which the eyes of many curious gw
sips, male and female, were assiduously bent. From the
flying small talk which was alive among them, he

~ learned that this was the vessel appointed to * hunt the

Pirate,” and that forty picked men were paid to man it.
How miraculously had a few hours altered his feelings

with regard to that Pirate; he could not look upon the

vessel without a sick shudder; his right hand closed

on the air tightly, so that the nails pierced the palm, as

if some instrument of death were in it for that Pirate’s

defence: _

As he was anxious to escape the crowd of lonterers of
the lower orders, which the closing of the hours of trade,
and the calmness of the evening, had drawn forth from
the streets of Toronto, he ascended the nearest cliffs, on
whose white sides the amber flood of the sunlight rested
with beautiful effect. . ‘

He proceeded with unwearied steps along the head of
the line of cliffs, meeting few persons, and choosing the
wildest tracks in order that he might meet with fewer. At
length, he sat down to rest near the edge of the precipice,
on a spot which was well known for the prospect it
afforded—perhaps the finest of the fine ones for which
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- Toronto cljffsare dnstmgmshed At first, in darkness
of soul, he suffered his head to drop upon a rock, and
closed his eyes; then forgettmg_hxmself started up, and
as he thought of Lady Hester—married—wrung his
hands and groaned. Afterwards he shed tears, as he
looked over the wide spread lake, and saw the distant
vessel which contained his outlawed father and his home-

~ less sister.

Imagining blmself to be perfectly alone he did not re-
strain in the least the outward expression of his feelings,
but found a relief in giving them free vent; when he grew
calmer, he drew the parts of a flute from his pocket,
screwed them together, with a sigh raised the instru-
ment to his lips, and played upon it the air of a song

- which had been composed by Lady Hester during his

“first acquaintance with her, and which he had often sang

- to the unfortunate Lucy. The notes charmed him, and
something of a fanciful delight stole over his senses.

Withdrawing the flute from his lips, at the close of a
third repetition of the air, he surveyed the scene before
him, and several exquisite descriptions of such cbjects as
he beheld, in the poets of his own country, occurred to
his memory.

Facing him was the western horizon with all its mag-
nificent clouds, where the sun had a few minutes before
disappeared ; nearly in the same direction were shores
covered to the water’s edge with majestic woods, whose
frequent openings revealed the white houses of flourishing
settlers from Europe. Golden light, reflected by the
transparent water, was slowly retreating from that
cheering part of the picture, and was becoming replacea
Ly tender and varied shad6Ws little less beautiful.
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« There are homes of happiness I said Clinton, as he
watched, with an eye expressive of many sorrowful re-
grets, such as had not been accustomed to find a lodge-
ment in his breast, the lights that cheerfully twinkled
among the darker woods; ¢ but I—and those dear to
me—are wanderers!” Then his glance went farther oyt
on the prospect— :

¢ Wandering among the lawny islands fair,
Whose blossomy forests starred the shadowy deep.”

Those islands slept in tranquil shade on their own
mirrored resemblances, for the lake was so clear that
every where it gave accurate reflections of the objects

- on its surface.

h,” said Clinton, ¢ I could dream now of a bower
of love on one of yonder lovely islands—no society but
the ancient trees and their denizens, and the beloved
object—what would be the censure of the world to us
there? She, whose name is set in diamonds in my soul,
should then never weep again—she shouid never be
agam the slave of a foul tyrant!”

"A dew broke out on his forehead—wild ideas were
brooding in his mind, and he pronounced, in impassioned
accents, some lines of a rhapsodist of poetry who had
been bewildered like himself with ungoverned feelings
of the heart and fancy.

The breeze from the lake had grown brisker as the
evening advanced, and it was just at the present moment
that it bore toward Clinton a scarf, which dropped nearly
beside his feet.. He looked along the cliffs, on the side
where the article had been buoyed along, and saw two

ladies at some distance who were proceeding with slow
steps toward the town. He instantly took up the searf,
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and followed them with it, but when he had gone some
way he stopped—the figures of the ladies were those of
Mrs. Markhdm and Lady Hester. He directly suspected
that they had witnessed his strange reverie—if so, Lady
Hester was in possession of the present state of his
feelings ; but the distance from the place where he had
been sitting corrected this idea. . His heart throbbed
with mingled and intense emotions as he approached
her—she was just looking around for the stray article.

¢ Madam,” said he; she started, and that trembling
intonation of voice went directly to her heart. < This
scarf, I believe, is yours. The wind conveyed it to my
feet, arid T am happy in the opportunity of restoring it
to its owner.”

« 1 thank you, Mr. Clinton,” said*she, very softly,
and without looking at him.

At that instant Mrs. Markham felt the left hand of
Lady Hester press heavy on herarm; she perceived also
that her young friend trembled, and on looking in her
face, saw her éyelids sinking with faintness, and her lips
turning white. Clinton also observed these symptoms
‘of agitation, and -again he triumphed inwardly with a -
bitter joy. '

Presently the ladies rested on a seat, and Clinton
stood by the side of Mrs. Markham conversing with her
on the beauties of the view, his manner combining the
most gentlemanly ease and gracefulness, with that mo-
dest distance suitable to his circumstances.

¢ This evening has really been most enchanting,”
said he, after some previous talk;  one regrets to see it
fade.” He sighed, and glancing toward La.dy Hester re-
peated expressively— ’ :

2F
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¢ Yet even then, while peace was singing" h
Her halcyon song o’er land and sea,
Tho’ joy and hope to others bringing,
She only brought new tears ‘o me.’

Such hours—such scenes as this—should not be pro-

faned by gloom. - It was for your clear and serene spirits,
ladies, that such were made,” he added, with an air of
gallantry. -

Lady Hester arose ashe said’this; her self-command,

great as it usnally was, had nearly forsaken her; she felt
unable to bear more, and asked Mrs. Markham if she }

was willing to proceed, as night was setting in.

“ For a moment longer let me detain you,” ' said

Clinton, going to the side of Lady Hester, and pointing
over the lake. ¢ Observe that remarkable high-land

in the distance, how boldly and beautifully it is defined’

against that soft sky—and those refractions of the lake
at different parts, how lovely and singular they are.”

Lady Hester replied to his remarks on the scenery m
monosyllables, and carefully avoided meeting his eye.

Mrs. Markham was so much pleased with the young
man that she would have asked him to walk with them
into Toronto, had she not again seen too visibly impressed
on Lady Hester’s face, the pain of mind she was en-
during.

“ We shall hardly get home before it is quite dark,
my dears” said Mrs. Markham, rising and drawing her
shawl more over her shoulders. She took Lady Hester’s
arm; “ We have loitered much too long here, you have
some fatigue you know, my dear, to bear to-morrow.

Mr. Clinton, you have heard I suppose at what hour

the packet will leave Toronto?”

v
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¢ Do you mean, madam, the vessel in which I am to
sail 1

“ Yes, that one which the Governor has been so busy
fitting out for the capture of this Pirate whom all the
folks are talking about.”

« No, I have not received any notice to day from his
Excellency, to acquaint me with the time proposed for
setting out, mdeed I have not been in the town since
morning.’ -

“ Then you have not heard the news of the Pirate,
with which the whole town is already rmgmg from one
end to the other?”

¢ What news, madam ? said Clinton, eagerly. ¢ No
—I have heard none!”

« It was reported to the Governor, while he was sit-
ting at his wine after dinner, that a brig had been
plundered close to the harbour last night by the Pirate’s
men, and that he himself had been seen on the beach to
day in disguise.” -

« Indeed !”. exclaimed Clinton.  And his Excellency
is satisfied of the truth of thé report

¢« O, perfectly ; but, more than all, it is said that the
pirates are really in the harbour now, uuder a false ap-
pearance. The Governor intends as soon as it is dark

to-night, to make a private scrutiny, and, if he discovers
rothing, you will be called on to join the bold band who
are engaged to search for the privateers, at ten o’clock
next forenoon.” .

¢ I shall be quite ready,” said Clinton.

« I wish you less difficulty and danger with your en-
terprise than I fear you will have—and good weather
too,” said Mrs. Markham ; < the water and the sky

N
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promise well for you at present. I hope their ﬂattering
appearances may not prove deceitful.”
« Lady Cleveland too, I have heard,” said Clinton,

diffidently, « intends to quit Toronto by water in a few
hours—for Zer I hope the elements may be calm, T am’

indifferent to their changes for my own .sake.”” These
words, spoken with ill-disguised tenderness, were not
lost on Lady Hester.

% Well, we may not see you again—at least not until

this projected expedition is over,” said Mrs. Markham.
¢ I sincerely wish you well. Your life has been unfor-
tunate hitherto I know ; but you must not despond ;
you cannot tell what good things Providence may yet
have in store for you.” '

¢ It can have nothing better for me, madam, in this
world,” said Clinton, ¢ than the good wishes of a heart
like yours.”

Mrs. Markham’s eyes were moistened with the tears
of kindness as she gave him her hand, and pronounced
a final good bye, her heart full of the melancholy tale
which Lady Hester had told her of his early disappoint-
ment. Lady Hester, also, just as they were turning
from him, offered her hand ; he took it, pressed it, and
said, fervently, « Peace and health be with you, lady !”

Thus this unexpected meeting terminated—but not
so its conseGuences. ‘
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CHAPTER XIIIL

Misfortune binds us in her powerful bands;

Danger enchains us heart to heart ; and fear,

And need, and sorrow, and remorse,

Draw round our hapless selves a circle charmed.—Mary Benneti,

CLINTON determined, at all hazards, to apprise his
father of his danger. Having left the value of a' small
canoe with its owner, he paddled himself out from a re-
tired sand-bank, at the foot of the cliffs, and made to-
wards the spot where the Pirate’s vessel lay. :

It was between ten and eleven o’clock, there was no
moon, and only a few scattered stars in the sky, but it
was sufficiently light for him to be enabled to avoid
coming in contact with any of the boats and canoes
which still plyed on the lake. He found the ship he
sought, moved from its former position, and, spreading
all its sails to the wind as if about to wing its way to a
safer distance from its pursuers. Lanterns were moving
about the decks, and as Clinton glided under the gun-
wale he heard the voice of the Pirate issuing commands
to the crew. His mind was instantly relieved of some
of its apprehensions. ¢ All is quiét within the ship,”
said he to himself—¢ that is a happiness !”
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% Who goes there ?” shouted a pair of brazen lungs
from the edge of the forecastle.

¢ It is I—your Captain’s son,” answered Clinton, in
a voice only just loud enough to make itself heard. “ I
bring you important intelligence.”- _ ’

“ Why did you come so close without hailing us 7™

. said the speaker in the ship: ¢ you might have had a
. half score of bullets into your boat before you had thought
of saying your prayers.” ' .

The Pirate started when he heard that his son had
returned to the ship. He was standing by the foremast,
and without moving he waited Clinton’s appearance, still -
giving directions to the seamen in clear, sonorous toues,
not allowing himself to appear conscious of any inter-
ruption. '

The animated, yet orderly scene, which the vessel
presented to Clinton’s eye when he stepped upon deck,
was new to him, and inspired him with interest. As he
walked from the half deck to the forecastle he looked
on all sides, then upwards at the shining cordage of the
rigging. The privateers were busy every where, and
their Captain’s orders were repeated and answered by
them, both below and aloft, in that wild, monotonous
recitative, which is so pleasing on the water to a ro-
mantic ear. .

The Pirate beckoned to Clinton to stand by him,
then proceeded with his duty. When all the ship was
in perfect sailing order, and the privateers were each
set in %heir respective places ready to unfetter the ship
from her moorings, and to guide it out into deeper
waters, before he exchanged a word with his son, he
called near two men, and said—

>
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¢ There shall not one word pass between me and this
young man on his present visit hither but in yeur pre-

sence. You have seen that T have not yet spoken with

him. I demand that you will now be witnesses for me

with the rest of the crew, and repeat to them every sen-

tence you will hear pass between us. - I sacrifice my
private feelings to the peace and safety of the ship. I
shall behave to my son as to a stranger, in order that
the confidence of my men, now onée again restored to
me, may be preserved.”

The two mariners he addressed muttered something
to the effect that they did not wish to separate father
and son. Now the Pirate, though he made concessions
to his men as a body, was too wary to do so with them
tndividually, but he made every man personally feel
strictly subordinate to him. As he would make no con-
cessions but to the wkole crew, so he would receive no
remission of them but from the whkole; therefore, as if
he had not heard what the-two men whom he had called
near bad spoken, he turned to Clinton.

¢ Nicholas,” said he, ¢ what has brought you back

to this ship to-night ? Have you forgot the peril in which
you were so recently placed by the suspicion that was
here entertained against you ?”’

¢ I have come,” said Clinton, * to tell-you -that the
Governor is making strict search for you in the harbour.
Even while I speak, armed officers are just at hand pre-
vared to surround you.” ‘ o

‘¢ How has he learnt we were in the harbour 7’ asked.
one-of the men, with a sinister look.

% That I know not;” said Clinton; “ but,” he added
pointedly, < in my opinion, the informant would hardly
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have risked his life to give you warning of flight.. Bat
this is not all—there was a brig rifled last night by you,

‘at a spot not far from here, so the Governor has received

tidings, and he has heard, also, that the captain of the
men who rifled her, was to-day in disguise in Toronto.”

« This is news indeed ! exclaimed the Pirate, again
starting. ¢ Thanks, son! In an hour I shall laugh at
all pursuit,” he added ; “ I have got stores enough here
to last under a long chase. I fear nothing, only let me
get my anchor on board again. I have held our foes at
bay before this. Have you any. thmg more of conse-
quence to say 7’

« No, I have told you all that I myself know of the
Governor’s movements,” replied Clinton; ¢ and, in
doing so, I have compromised my honour to save you, for
before I knew that in the Pirate I had a father, I had
engaged with the Governor to join those who were to
endeavour to capture him.”

“ Well now, if you join us instead of them, gallant
young sir,” said a third privateer, who had also been
listening, ¢ we shall be glad to shake hands with you,
and you shall have my voice toward: making you one in
command under your father. He is a bold and a clever
buccaneer, no one can deny it, and carries “his brains
full of learning of all sorts. We have all been proud »f
him as our Cap’n, until those two fellows you saw last
afternoon made a hubbub here with a parcel of lies—but
they have had a taste of hemp this evening, and are
lying together in a watery hammock under our gunnel,
just below the bottom of your canoe there ; but asI was
saying, young sir, blow me, you must have had your
father’s spirit to venture back here now ; and as there 1s
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something genteel in your cut, and you have got a head
f4il of scholarly brains like our Captain; why you shall 7
liave my voice, as I said before, toward the making you <.
his mate,”

Clinton expressed a due seuse of the proposed honour,
but declined it, although it was now pressed upon him by
several others of the privateers, and objected to by nonc,
all being more or less desirous of conciliating their Cap-
tain, and of inducing him to forget the bad treatment he
had lately received from their hands.

¢ I refuse you,” said Clinton, to the privateers, *he-
canse [ think I can do you hetter service by keeping my
engagement with the {Jovernor.. The wessel which is to
parsue you starts at ten to-morrow. I shall go with it;
and if you will decide upon somesignals by V\hlch I may
make known to you our approach to your hiding places,

I may prevent you from being surpnsed.” ‘ -

“ You' know then that we do not_intend- to keej) on
the open lake?” said the Pirate ;¢ I am positive that 1

s You de not, but { surmised as much,” said. C'lmton,
«“and I do not ask to be informed in what caverns or
rocks on the shores you intend to hide. You will most
likely be kept on the move, for depend upon it they are
keen and hardy men who will come after you; but
this I ask, that wherever you hide you will light a small
flame on some_height ‘that commands a view over the
water,-and, when our vessel is so near that I can see it, I
shall wara you by three pistol discharges.”

“,And you will take a.catholic cath,” said a privateer,
¢ not to tell the Governor’s men that we are hiding where

#hat light burns 7 -
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« T will take oath,” said Clinton, with a manner cal-
td

culated to disarm all suspicion, * to say nothing that - )

may endanger the life of my father and of those who
are faithful to him. Believe me I am one of you—
rcady to assist in preserving you, although not among
)'ou.97

"The signal he proposed was decided upon, together

~ with others likely to suit the different exigencies that
-were expected, and Clinton quickly made himself on

good terms with all in the vessel. Throwing into his
speecbes and his deportment the fanciful ga.iety which
sat s well upon'them, he elevated in the air a glass of

‘brandy, which Merry, the black, had put into bis hand,

and wished the stout ship a clear path on the waves, no
foes in her wake, and good feeling and good fellowship
within her iron-bound bosom. A shout arose among
the sailors—bottleafter bottle of fine brandy disappeared
in their hands’to the same toast, with sundry hearty
additions, until the Captain interfered, just as the health
of himself and his son had been drunk, and forbade the

circulation of a drop more. He himself had not tasted
_of the spirits, but looked on the sudden enthusiasm of

the crew with a calculating and vigilant eye.
He recalled with authority every man to his office.

The capering black became instantly still as the gun on

which he sat/down ; old Toby threw overboard the pipe

which he had just horhted and stood with fixed attention

ready to echo the Pirate’s. orders to any part of the
ship.. The importaut work of unmooring and floating

out was done, and’ swilt went the Fearless over the dark
flood. N

Just before the vessel started off, Clinton had gone’
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down the cabin: companion-way to speak to his sister a
few hurried words before quitting the vessel. He found
Deborah with her in a small inner cabin, that looked
-very comfortable. The Irish girl was busy combing
and brushing Jane’s curls, and putting them in papers
for the night. . There being a good deal .of noise about,
she was chatting in a very high key, and with all her
rich Hibernian brogue; while Jane rested her elbow on
her knee and her head in her hand, looking

¢ Like pati ona t
Smiling at gnef S

Neither of the two heard Clinton open the door or

come in ; and, as Deboral’s face as well as Jane’s was
‘turned from the cabin entrance, they did not see him, .
until he playfully touched his sister’s neck, and thus
drew her attent.on tohim.  He had had an opportunity, -
therefore, to hear that the lIrish girl was discoursing
of past days, and past scenes, in which he had shared.
‘I'ne names of Mr. Lee, the Pastor, and poor Miss Lucy,
made him slightly shudder, and he did not wonder when
he saw a tear quietly stealing down Jane’s cheek.

“ My brother!” exclaimed the latter, rising and
meeting his embrace,  have you ventured to come
back 7 ‘

“ Quly for a few brief minutes, dear sister, to cheer'
you, and say adieu again. There must be no fear in
your breast, mind, until Isee you again. Every thing

_isin as good train as possible: Our father will evade
every pursuer, I have no doubt, without a_shot being
fredd, or & life being endangered. 1 have quite satisfied
the crew of my friendly intentions, and now.I am rromg
10:aid their plans of escape in a very effective manuer.’
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« Do be careful of your own safety, and of you re-
putation too, my dear brother !”

« T will—believe me 1 will—for your sake, Jave'! and
when the peril which now threatens our father is safely
got over, I feel persuaded that we shall be happy. We
will then hide ourselves together in some quiet and
pleasant home on Jand, unless you should forsake us for
the society of Mr Lee, you kunow, Jane.” \
~ She answered his lively smile bya peusive shake of ™~
the head, and blushed. -

« There is no Lucy for you now,” said she.

He in his turn coloured, but his was the dye of shame
and compnnctidn—hel‘s, of innocence.

« Forgive me the allusion,” said she, looking in his
face with concern, while observing the confusion vis'ble
there. ) ‘

« T do,” said Clinton; « put never—O mnever, if you
can avoid it—mention that name again in my hearing !
I assure you I &eeply;éi)’éﬁt“the-pant_l played in that
affair.” T

<« Let the remembrance of it be a check on you in
future, dearest Nicholas ! said -Jane, softly and with

= timidity. C :
i « Tt shall—it shall ! said Clinton: and you, I be-
sgecﬁ/ you, erase \itt“erly from yout mind the recollection
“of that unworthy ‘«‘;onvers'atiOn T had with you—I mean '
thrat which proved, so fatal to her you pamed—and all
which you observed that was unpleasing in my behaviour
“to you while we were in the valley—forget it al »

&t is all forgotten,” said Jame. < But when shall

we meet aga.in—-an\ill‘where‘ ”
ip «1wishthatI could answer you satisfactorily,” said

*,'\i,",!.." ﬁ".:‘ YN

Nl
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Clinton, ®“ but I am sorry to siy that is not in my
power now. Do not let your heart sink I he exclaimed
tenderly. * You trust in a ruling Providence, that
guides all events on this strange world—-make it your
stay now—and believe that we shall meet again, and

- with more peaceful prospects..”

The ship now took her first movement forwards, which
was done with an elastic bound, as if with joy at release
from thraldom. - She went as smoothly as possible, after
her first spring, and as fleet and stately as a wild deer
scouring some smooth prairie for its own delight.

Clmton stood still for an instant, then kissed his
sister affectionately, shook hands with Deborah, told her
to make hersélf and Jane as happy as she could, and
hastened up on deck. The canoe in which he had come
had been drawn up out of the water, it was now lowered.
Clinton grasped the hand of his father apart, and said—

“ Some hard struggles may await you—but I hope
whatever happens your courage and skill will bear you

;vuell through it.”

« T have no fear,” said the Pirate again. <« Iam
glad we are off, and since that is effected I am confident
of escaping all who seek me, though they were ten
thousand in number, while the crew keep in their present
temper. You heard that Jonas and- Michael have

+ suffered death? I was compelled to makean example of

them—they were rauk villains!” yet, as the Pirate spoke
of the stern necessity, he groaned.

In another instant Clinton was'in his solitary canoe.
« Remember the signals!” said he to the Pirate. The
latter nodded to his son, and then waved his cap until
the Fearless had left the boat so far behind that, under
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the gloom of night, it was not to be distinguished. Clin-

fon had to go back nearly two miles to get a landing,
but the lake was in so quiescent a state, that he would
have felt perfectly secure bad the distance been twenty
miles. He rather lingered on the water than otherwise,
enjoying the stillness that pervaded all the laundscape
together with the solemn darkness of midnight that im-

parted to it a visionary character. He lived over again

the unlooked for events of the past day, and speculated
upon the probable change in his destiny of which they
might. be productive. = Having landed, he drew the
slight canoe ou the beach, and walked to the hut of the
civilised Indian to whom it belonged. He had received

~ from the latter the dollars which he had left with him as

asecurity for his return with the cance, and was going
leisurely toward Toronto, when a figure in military
attire rushed by him, bareheaded,and Clinton, astonished,
recognised Colonel Cleveland, whom he presently ob-
served stalking with frantic gestures, under the precipice
of the clifis,

s«
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CIIAPTER X1V,

¢ Sair do [ fear that to hope is Qenied me,
Sair do 1 fear that despair maun abide me.”—Burns

CoroNgL Cleveland had been spending the evening

in fhe fort at the mouth of the harbour, with a party of-

officers, some of them belonging to the regiment whose
_head-quarters aresettled here, and the rest being military
gentlemen on half pay, who had been invited to dinner
from their elegant cottages at the borders of the town.
He left the table about eleven o’clock, having previ-
ously seut his servant forward to the Governor’s resi-
dence with a number of letters and despatches, which
he had undertaken to convey to the different forts on
the frontiers of Niagara, Erie, and Huron. He was so
much disordered by the large quarﬁity of wine he had
taken as to feel more than usnally irritable, but no un-
steadiness was communicated to his walk or to his voice.
He had to traverse that long and narrow strip of land
_which has been before described as enclosing the ex-
pauosive basin of the harbour in a circular form. As he
wentalong he occasionally stopped, and his eve, lustreless
and bloodshot with long excess, looked vacantly on the
various objects in sight, resting more fixedly ou the

i
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shipping and the piers, whilst he was striving to connect é

together some angry thoughts that were flitting in dis-
order about his brain. ’

“ Where could that fool Williams have heard that
Lady Cleveland wished to separate from me ?” said he
at last, speaking aloud and hiccupping. Where the -

by ——, she shall neverdo that! Never! no,by ——,
I will pistol myself if she leavesme ! I know she detests
me—but she shall stay with me !—yes, by ——! Per-
haps I am a horrid wretch—perhaps I am; but what-
ever I may be, stay with me she skall !

He moved on with a quicker tread until the town was
just before him: all the scene was silent and dark. He
stopped again, and exclaimed— I

¢ There is a hell within me! I hate to go into Hes-
ter’s presence! Her looks are arrows—and every word
she speaks to me is like a sharp sword that cuts my
‘heart to the core! But she shall never—never—sepa-
rate from me! She may abhor me as she will—she may
as often as she likes reproach me with that scorn which

she knows stings me so much—but by » she shall
19

never go from my side
Ile now went forwards into the spacious main street
of Toronto, more than once grasping the hilt of his

sword, and muttering to himself—
¢ What right had Williams to make use of her name

boldness. There was every one at table teok up the
matter. ¢ On my soul,” said Cornet Brown, ¢ I shati
ve —— sorry for you, Cleveland, if you lose that fine

~atall? IfI was going to stay‘another/dwy’imrs?r@ucﬁ\ |
I would make him publicly ask my pardon for his —— %

[
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woman.” ¢ Aud so shall I—and I, said Dickens and
Thompson.  And I had compietel_y to run the gauntlet
there. I was made a butt for every one’s wit and rail-
lery. By ——, Williams should pay dearly for it if I
was going to stay here 1” .

In this mood the Colonel entered the Governor’s house.

“ His Excellency, with the Earl, and ‘the ladies, sir,
are in the small drawing-room,” said the servant who
admitted him. ¢ You are requested to go to them.”

“ What! has not Lady Cleveland retired yet?” ex-
claimed the- Colone]

« No, sir,” ? replied the servant; < Lady Cleveland is
with the Earl,-and Govemor, and my lady; they have
been waiting up for you, sir.’ '

“ Do you know whether my servants ha.xe taken all
our luggage down to the packet, and whether they have
seen the boxes packed away safely ©° v

% All 1s done as you- directed, I am quite certamn,” re-
plied the man.

“ Very well ; tell my valet to wait for me in my
dressing room.” :

The Colouel entered the small elegant room in which
his friends sat, while they were in the midst of an im=
portant consultation, whlch his appearance mstantly

checked. .

«1 have dlsturbed your conversa.tlon, said . he,
throwing himself down on a couch ;  pray,if it be net
of a very private nature, proceed with it.””

4« It concerns you most. particularly,” said the stately -
. Earl, with a look of much unhappiness. “

¢ Ah, 1 suspected so, for 1 heard my nane pronouncead-

by you as 1 entered.”
2n
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“Yon did,” said the Earl, with slow and painful
utterance. I was just observing, that when [ bestowed
on you the hand of Lady Hester, my eldes* daughter,
the hope and pride of my ancient family, I little thought
ever to have seen the hour in which I should be called
upon to demand your separation from her.”

“ Demand my separation from her!” repeated the
Colonel, starting up from the recumbent posture he had
taken. ¢ What the do you mean 7

The Earl heard the coarse expression used oy his
son-in-law with a shrinking movement, and took fae
hand of his daughter into his own.

1 beg,” said he to the Colonel, in a very subdued

voice, that you will allow this unpleasant, but -

I now perceive most necessary change in our family ar-
rangements, to be concluded without discord, without
heat, which you must be aware can be productive of no
good whatever. 1 assure you, Colonel, my daughter is

determined henceforth to live apart from you—and I~

am no less determined to carry her wishes into effect.”

“ And by
the Colonel, springing from the couch, and advancing
to the table, on which he struck his clenched handy
¢ Hester shall not leave me while there is breath in my
body! No, by ! She is my wife! and never shall
she live under the protection of any man but her husband
while 1 exist—no—uot even under her father’s!”

¢ Protection !” echoed the earl, with a loud and
meaning sigh.  Indeed, Colonel, my daughter has
vever known the protection of a husband. You have
grossly neglected her—you have not protected her!
This is my most serious complaint; and I tell yon

I am determined too,” exclaimed

z
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honestly, I cannot trust Lady Hester under such mere
nominal protection as you are likely to afford her, during
the long voyage which it has been intended she should
presently ta.k"é with you. I have received certain letters
by which I/am informed that my presence is required
very speed:ly in'England, and it is my defermination to
take Lady Hester back with me to thie peaceful home of
her ancestors ; there, I confidently hope, she will regain
that peace which her unhappy marriage has, during the
last two years, entirely banished from her bosom.”

¢ My Lord—my Lord—you are mistaken in me—
upon my soul you are!” cried the choleric Colonel:
T am not the tame fool you take me for! You will
not rob me of my wife so easily as you imagine!” He

‘suddenly raised his voice almost to a shout—s She.is

mine! and by ——, I will have:her!” . i

The Governor interfered ‘to- soothe the Colonel, wbo
was distantly related to him. Mrs, Markham endeavoured
to persuade Lady Hester to withdraw to her chamber,
but the Earl detained her.

*“ A few minutes longer, madam, my daughter raust
remain,” said he; “ it is necessary for my purposes
that she distinctly state her wish regarding  Colonel
Cleveland before him, the Governor, and you‘r‘s(elf, which
done, she may instantly retire, and ma.k‘e herself per-
fectly easy as to the result of the affair.”

¢ Her wish—yes—Ilet- Hester state her wish before
me,” said the Colonel, his irritation for the moment be-
coming mixed with softer feelings. ¢ Let her tell me
to my face, if she can have the heart to do it, that she is
determined to separate from me for ever.”

Lady Hester was very pale as she slowly raised her
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eyes, full of keen reproach, to the Colonel’s fuce, and
at the same time arcse from her chair. That glance was
aided by the proud and severe expression of her lip, and
the Colonel instantly felt that he had nothing to hope
from her.

¢ The Colonel has violated every vow he made to me
at the altar,”” said she, in low but" distinct tones. I
am quite convinced ho has not the smallest worthy re-

a separation.”

When these decisive words had been spoken, the
Colonel stood like one turned to stone. The Governor
was alarmed by the madness of his stare, and endea-
voured to draw him back to the couch, but he shook off
his relative with fierceness, and, foaming at the mouth,
rushed after Lady Hester, who, accompanied by Mrs.
Markharh, was going up stairs to her chamber. ‘When
Lady Hester heard - him comiilg she stood still, ‘leaning
against the baluster ; and Mrs. Markham thought, and
afterwards said, « That she never, in painting or in
poetry, had seen or imagined a figure so qkpressive as
Hester’s wasat that minute, of unwavering, 'stern resolu-
tion.” It was almost terrible to behold her; she was quite
calmn ; her features were rigid, whitened with the inten-
sity of her feelmcs to an unnatura]: fairness. The
Tolonel seized her arm.

« Hester,” said he, and regardless/ of the probability

hat servants were near, he kneeled u{()wn on one of the
stairs a. her feet. ¢ Hester!— 7.‘4"/ u**/u.——hnr me!
Will you give me up for ever 7 Will you not try me a
little longer ? Will you not permit me one chance more
of winning back your lost affections ? O, Hester ! call
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back your former words! Tell me—tell me—we shall
not separate! Tell me you will not utterly throw me

_from you! Have mercy—have pity on me!”

% Colonel,” said Lady Hester, "¢ rise. There haw

- been times wben your entreaties would have moved me.

Now, they cannot. 1 am marble to all that you can say.
Your dissipation—jyour licentiousness—tave been with-

out bounds. Ah'! shall I repeat to you what I Jearned

to-day, that your very paramours, Colonel, have made

my unspotted name a subject for their ridicule in your

hearing? After that, will you venture to call me your

wife! No, Colonel,” said she, turning abruptly away,
“ my mind is.made up.”

She was moving forward to a landmcr-place, when
the Colonel, with hoarse voice and raging look, rather

hissed than spoke these menacing words, shaking his-

extended arm toward her, and becommo con?rlulsed from
kead to foot— . ‘

« Be it so—be it so—proud, unyielding woman ! But
mark me—by heaven and earth, the hour that separa.tes
us, shall prove the hour ot death to you cr 1!

« No more of this kind of language, I do beseech
you, Colouel,” said the Govemor, at the foot of the

" stairs.

% My dear madam,” cried the Earl waving his hand
impatiently to Mrs. Markham, « do urge Lady Hester
forward to her room. Hester, leave all to me; rest
quietly to-n?g?t. Depend on it, my love, since I have
been induced at last to take the affair in hand I will con-
duct it to a proper conclusion. Good night—good
night.”

The Colonel rushed out of the house bareheaded, and
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the Earl, after lying down a few ‘hours on the couch,
sent for the two principal solicitors of the town, to wnom
hehad previously spoken, and remained closeted with them
fortwo hours. The Governor dispatched his servants out
in every direction to search for the Colonel, but he was
not to be found, until, at eight o’clock in the morning,
he returned into the house as abruptly as he had ‘left
it. His appearance and actions were those of a person
completely deranged; he sent for his goods from the
steam packet in which he was to have sailed, and laying
them out in the court-yard began to break and destroy

them without mercy. Mrs. Markham was quite melted .-

by the terrible distress of mind he was enduring; and
almost turned a pleader for him with Lady Hester.

- <] expected this, dear madam,” said Lady Hester,

“ Lexpected that your kind nature would give way when'

vou saw him raging with disappointment. I-respect -

your feelings—I know how to value them—but say not-
another word to move me from my resolve. [ am im-
penetrable. Unjust treatment has steeled me. It would’

- bewell ifhusbands would take warning from his example,

and beware how they trifle with the hearts they possess.
Gentle and tender as women are when treated well,
there is a sleeping furv, Mors. ’\Iarkham, in the gentlest,
which, if man rouse up, it is to his own ruin.” Whether
this was the only moral to be drawn from the affair re-
mains to be seen. '
Mrs* Markham could say no more, but contented her-
self with giving each person within her reach as much
comfort as she could. She sent for a surgeon, fearing
the Colonel.was quite out of his senses, and then hur--
ried down; followed by her own maid, to the yard where

Y
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the latter was. He had in his hands a costly dressing-
casc, and workbox belonging to Lady Hester, which he
was dashing together with such violence that the
Leantifully furnished interiors, consisting of silver and
‘gold-mounted glass, and tortoise-shell utensils, fell in
shattered fragments to the ground.

« My dear Colonel, what are you doing !’ exclaimed

Mrs. Markham, with tears-in her eyes, employing the -

nost soothing kindness of manner. ¢ Give me those

... boxes, my dear sir, and let me speak a quiet word or two
~ with you.”

He turned upon her a funous stare, and the maid who
was th}x Mrs. Markbam, ran back affrighted. Not so

. did Mrs. Markham full of the * milk of buman kind-
. ness,” the sight of misery. like his, armed her with

courage. o

“« [ have made chocola.te for you, Colonel,” said sbe
¢ in yom 5 if you will go there you shall be
quite alone as long as you choose.”

“ What do you want with me!” he clalmed stlll
eyeing her with the ferocity of a wild beast.”

“ To comfort you,” she replied.

¢ Comfort! what the —— right have you to comfort
me? Woman! you had better stand out of my way
A thousand fiends have got possession of me, and if they

tempt me, I might do something terrible !”’ R

« My dear sir, 1 l\now you will not harm me. - I know

_that you must see a friend in me. You do, T am sure.

You are satisfied that I greatly feel for you. I want,
dear sir, to draw you into the house, out of sight of the
servants, who you perceive are all looking at you fright-
ened and astonished. Give me those boxes, and let me -
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lead you to the privacy of your chamber. Come, you
will be better there.”

He allowed her to take the shells of the boxes from
his grasp, and to place them on the ground; a loud
groan burst from his chest ; he looked round to see who
was observing him, and then turned again to examine
the countenance of the matronly lady who had inter-

fered with him. The sincere goodwill and pity that

beamed there, insensibly softened the wildness of his
gaze. He recognized her— )
« Mrs. Markham,” he muttered, **I am a lost

wretcn 12
She trusted more to her manner th:m to her words for

obtaining a power over him smiling kindly on him, she
took his hand, and so led him by degrees to the house,
and to the dressing-room which he had occupied. There
she persuaded him to allow the medical gentleman she
had called in to examine the state of his pulse, and
even to take a little blood from his arm ; after which he
silently drank a half:cup of chocolate, and then lay
down on the bed, faint and exbausted with the agitation

of the night.

N S
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CHAPTER XV,

# O mischief! thou art swift
v To enter in the thoughts of d te men |—Shaksy

'S 1 4

TaE Colonel did not long remain in a state of quiet.
Springing up from the bed, he sent a servant to inform
Lady Hester that he wished to see her. The servaut
returned with a reply that she was too much indisposed
to leave her room.

"« Then I will go to her,”‘ said the Colonel, drawing

on his boots with haste. He went to her chamber door,

it was fastened ; he knocked ; Lady Hester’s maid came
out, and immediately the lock was secured behind her.
-« I must see your lady,” said the Colonel, with the
most determined air. The maid replied that Lady
Cleveland was too unwell to be spoken with.

< I will see her!” said the Colonel. ¢ No excuses
will put me off !”

“ My lady positively refuses to see any one,” said
the attendant. ;

“ Go in and tell her that I am here,” said the Colonel,
< and that T swear I will see her!—and see her aloze,
too—mind that !”

. The girl assured him that she durst not go in with
21
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such a message, for her lady was quite ill, and both the
H doctor, the Earl, and Lady Cleveland herself, bad given -
Tk the most unequivocal orders that she should not be dis-
. turbed. In vain the Colonel commaunded, and remon-
strated, the girl was firm. He then mused in silence an
instant, his eyes rolling in their sockets, and his fore-
A head knit into a hard frown.
- i .« Iwillsend her a note, *—said he, decisively— yes,
that is what I will do;” and he returned to his dressing-
room, and_called impatiently for paper, pen, and ink.
His valet hurnedly brought the first he could meet with
‘n the house, but trembled and turned pale when his
master, stamping furiously on the floor, threw both pens
i and ink at him, swearing they were not fit for satan to
3% : — .use. Others were instantly proeured, and the Colonel
3 wrote the following letter, in uneven, distorted c| racs——
H ters, that plainly denoted the state of his mind :—
~ *“ Lady Cleveland. —You have refused to see me. I
understand very well why you have done so. Your
illness is only a pretence—a pretence I say—to promote
the schemes of your father, and work my ruin! Madam,
let me tell you one truth before I humble myself to
you again and for the last time; it is this—if I have
wronged you, you have also wronged me !—You married
me without loving me! Your father was the cause I
know ; but whatever was the cause, you stood up at the
altar of God and vowed to love, and honour, and obey
" - me—while you knew that you never could do either. Iask
you, if I was not injured then ? If you had really loved
me, you would have sought by tender attentions, and by
those gentle and winning looks and words of kindness,
-in which I have seen some women excel, to lure me from
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__my_bad_habits and connexions. If you had conscien-
‘ tiously honoured me, you would have refrained from
those bitter and scornful expressions which have often
: driven me back to wickedness, when I was inclined to
repent and amend. But now I once more ask if you
will recal your determination of last night ? [ shall sue
no more for your forgiveness if this attempt fails. I
make no promises of reformation, and my reason is thig
. —I have often made them to myself, and always broken
them. But if you will throw yourself on my heart once
more, apart from all ofker influences, and trust to me,
you may save me—IL believe it is almost certain that
you will—and I shall bless you, Hester, and you may
yet be happy with me.” '
& In an hour Eady Hester’s femme de chambre brought
— - to the Colonel a repl y, which he eagerly seized from her
~ hand.
¢ Colonel Cleveland.—I am exceedingly sorry that
. you should not have considered my word decisive, and -
that I should be put to the very pa.mful necessity of
again declaring to you that it i s0.”
When the Colouel had read thus far he threw down
the letter and started across the room. He had indulged
~————a'ttle-hope since his last appeal to her, and now it was
at once dashed from him, he felt over again all the hor- -
rors he had lately suffered. He grew almost black in
the face, and his breath became loud and gasping.
Presently throwing aside his cravat, he took the letter
up and read on:—
« This distressing duty to myself and my relations
§ done—and oh, that I could teil how to soften to you our
’ _ melancholy and final parting!—I turn with the utmost

/-‘_{
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regret to other partieulars of your: note, that especlally
demand my attention.

¢ It may be too true, Colonel, that wben we pledged
to each other our hands at the altar, I bad not a heart
to give you. My father committed a common, but se-
rious error—he made my marriage one of family accom="
modation, rather than of love. Yet you are incorrect.
in saying I knew that I could not keep my vow at the
time I made it. I did intend—solemnly purpose—to
fulfil to you all the duty and affection of a wife; and I
know so much of my own heart that I am confident I
should have done it, had you been true.

¢ Again, with respect to the Earl, my father, duty to
him requires me to give you my warmest assurance that
be has striven to turn my thoughts from the painful
event which we now anticipate—that he has exhausted
every argument to induce me to remain with you—and
that it was not until last evening that he gave my wishes

" on the subject any encouragement.”

¢ Lies !—lies I”” burst forth the Colonel, not knowing
what he said, and crumpling up the letter in his hand.

* « I’ll not believe her! ’Tis the Earl, and no one else,

who has hardened her heart !'—My curses on him !

He again opened the scented sheet of satin-post, and
turned to the conclusion of the letter, which was written
in a beautiful hand, of fashionable hair strokes, sharp-
angled, regular, and delicate.

¢ I forgive you all the sorrow you have occasioned

me ; I am perfectly at peace with you as far as my own
feelings are concerned; and I entreat you, Colonel,
pardon in me every thing which has given you dissatis-
faction, and let us part with mutual kindness.”.:

7
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Agam the Colonel gathered up the letter in his ha.nn,

‘and stared haggardly about him to see if he was unob-

served ; assured that he was, he opened the lock of a
carpet bag and took out a pair of pistols, the priming of
which he deliberately examined, then laid them on the
table. *

« Nowwill I strike a blow on that proud woman’s

' heart,” said he,  which shall last her all her life! I

will hive one half hour from this time, but not another
minute, so help me God !”

This frantic resolution he proceeded to confirm by a
more formal oath, and actually searched in a book-case
for an old Bible that he had observed, which he found.
He laid his hand on it, and kissed the leaves where they
opened, at the same time repeating to himself certain
awful words. )

< There—it is settled P said he, laying the sacred
volume on one side, and sitting down again to write to
Lady Hester. - His distraction seemed to be past, and a
singular ‘stillness came over him, He placed his gold
repeater before him on the dressing-table, the minute-
hand was at the figure six, the hour-hand between two
and three.

« The first stroke of three,”.said the Colonel, ¢ shall
free me from this cursed life, and shall plant a scorpion
in Hester’s flinty heart!” He wrote a few.sentences—

« Hester.—I have asked you for pity and forgiveness
twice. T ask no more. My death be on you! My blood
shall cry out against you when I am in the earth!
Hard-hearted woman! I refuse your forgiveness, and
I refuse to forgive! I have no peace in heart toward

ou, and you are guilty of hypocrisy when you tell me
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that vou have toward me! If you nad one thought or
feeling of kindness for me, you would not have made a
suicide of me! The watch you gave me on our mar-
riage-day is before me. I listen as T write to its soft
tickings—every single fick tells of a moment gone.

There are not many moments to be sounded before the

hour of three strikes '—and then Hester—and then—we
shall have parted indeed! My pistols are already in
iny hands—five minutes only remain to me. I shall now
closz this note and send to you. Iam an atheist as you
know, and as such I boldly dare all that eternity has in
store for me! You—you only, and your father—have
eaused the act which I am mow ou the point of com-
nitting! and so farewell '—farewell for ever! Four
minutes-only remain for me!” '

He opeaed his door and sent up the note to La,dy
Hester. The housemaid to whom he gave it observed
the singularity of his aspect, his stony paleness, and the
vacant horror of his eye; she s up stairs to Lady

Hester’s room without a moment’s delay, and knocked -

loudly at the door. The waiting woman appeared.

% Tell Lady Cleveland,” said the housemaid, breath-
lessly, “ that I am convinced the Colonel is intending
something dreadfal! Oh, do beg of her to come down
fo him't - He stared at me in the most dismal mauner:
—1 am frighted to death!”

“ What is that?” cried Lady Hester “within the
chamber. ¢ Come in, Nancy.” ‘

The servant went in ; the lady was still in morning

‘ dishabille; she had been lying down on the outside of

the bed, but bad started up when she heard a second
knocking, supposuw the Colonel was again at the door
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 What iy the matter, Nancy 7 she exclaimed, her
lips blanched with fear ; at the moment she spoke, she
perceived the note in the housemaid’s hand, and bastily
taking it and unsealing it, while the woman described
the Colonel’s gestures and countenance, cast her eye
over the contents. She uttered an exclamation of terrific
dread ; the Colonel’s note dropped to the floor; she
looked stupified, bewildered ; then wildly cried to the.
two women who stood by—

% Go down!—alarm the house!—The Celonel in-
tends to destroy himself! Fly!—fly!—or you will be

__ too late to prevent the dreadful deed!”

© Who shall I send to the Colonel, my lady ?” hur-
riedly asked the waiting-woman; ¢the Earl—the
Governor

¢« Both—both—wheever you meet with first I” nphed
Lady Hester, vehemently. Shethen herself msheddovm

 stairs to the Colonel’s room.

% Cleveland ! —Cleveland !—admit me!” she loudly
exclaimed, rapping at the deor. At that very moment
the report of pistols within smote upon her brain. She
shrieked, and running back fell into the arms of her
father, who, with the Governor, his lady, and his ser-
vants, was hurrying to the spot.

« My child !—Lady Hester ! reiterated the earl. At
first she heard him not, but presently started up from
his breast, just as the door was burst open by-the Colonel’s

‘valet and others.. “A pool of blood lay around a chair

and was pouring its red streams toward the entrance of
the room ; still sitting upright, with the watch, and pen
and ink before him, appeared the surcipe! his stiffening
hands yet grasping the pistols with which be had shot
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himselt in the head, and his features frightfully distortea )

and convulsed.

¢ My husband ! cried Lady Hester, breaking from
her father’s grasp, and from others who would have held
her back. She was the first who reached him; her
hands took the deadly instruments from his and cast
them across the ensanguined floor ; she then threw her-
self on his knees, and, embracing him, held up his falling
body. ¢ My dear Colonel !’ she exclaimed. ¢ My
husband !—my dearest husband !> He rivetted on her
his dying eyes—he tried to speak, but finding himself
at first unable, his eyes remained gazing on her features
with an intense expression of revengeful exultation,
until the heavy lids fell suddenly over them and relieved
her from their dreadful look. He was instantly attended
by a skilful surgeon, who discovered, that whether from
unsteadiness of the Colonel’s hands, or from any other
cause, both the pistol balls had missed his brain and
had lodged themselves quite at the back of his head, in
consequence he lived for more than an hour after the
act, and retained his senses nearly the whole of that
time. He was laid on a bed, his shoulders raised on
high pillows; his face was towards Lady Hester who
kneeled by him ; his hand was clasped in hers. -

In the distraction of her mind she forgot the train of
reasoning with which she had steeled herself against his
supplications. She at once accused herself of the catas-
trophe, and implored the Colonel to pardon her with
agonising tears. He for some time seemed not to hear
her, but suddenly opening his eyes, whose sight was
fast fading, he drew her hand nearer towards him ; she
saw that he wished to speak to her, and bent her ear to
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his lips. Her feelings may not be described. when he
uttered in an emphatic whisper ker own words of the
previous night—¢ 7 am impenetrable I’

After this he grew anxious to live, and sent for
another surgeon, and also, to every one’s surprise, for
a clergyman. The reverend person not coming directly,
he requested that a dissenting minister, whom he had
regularly ridiculed at the mess-table of the fort, might
be sent for. . That gentleman was fortunately at home,
and came with speed ; he spoke to the dying man with
gentleness, but plainly and earnestly. The Colonel
frequently pointed to a table by the window, and on
being asked the reason, said—*¢ The Bible there—bring
it.” The volume was brought, and the minister, sup-
posing that he wished to hear some portion of the sacred
word, had opened it; but he directly made impatient
signs that it should be closed. He then beckoned to
the Governor to come near, and bade him take the book
from the minister, which he did.

¢ Major-general Markham,” said the Colonel, < give
that Bible to our fellow-officers at the fort. Teli them
I swore on it, and by it, and by the God who it is said
dictated. it, to shoot myself at three o’clock this afternoon.
*Twas the oath of a soldier, and I have kept it. But
tell them I would now give all the treasures of ten
thousand worlds to live! Tell them it is horrible to
die!  Warn them against self-murder. It is better to
be a living worm than a dying man.” Hestopped, and
every listener’s face was pale, every heart chilled. He
began again.—¢* Give them my word, too, that they are
fools who mock at God, and scoff at a hereafter. There
ts a life to come, Markham—I am certain of it now;

2x
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but what it is, or where it is, I know not. They and
you have time to search out the matter—I have not.
must jump the gulf—the black abyss—and take a..
consequences.”

It was impossible not to be fearfully impressed by the
mixture of passions in his speeches, and still more in
his looks—remorse, despair, fear, desperation, penitence,
and defiance, raged by turns; - Lady Hester was
scarcely able to endure the scene ; and Mrs. Markham,
who now supported her as she knelt by her side, was
aalso shocked beyond expression.

¢ But though it be the twelfth hour,” pleaded the
minister, addressing the Colonel,  you may find re-
pentance, and salvation, and an immortal crown, yet;
only believe in Him who disappoints none who trust in
Him ;” and in words sweetly per;uasive, he sought to
draw the sufferer from his'impious despair ;—but it was
in vain.

< Sir,” cried the SI.UCIde,b ¢ I now stand between two
worlds; the one I am leaving is all I have any know-
ledge of, is all I have any affection for. The one I am
going to, is one vast accumulation of horrible gloom.
¢ Where the treasure is)—I know that text, sir—
¢ there the heart will be’ Now all my treasure is on
this side the grave—I have nothing at all on the other.
Doctor!” he all at once exclaimed, turning to the me-
dical gentleman who stood on the side of the bed oppo-
site to the minister— doctor! are you sure I cannot
outlive this affair %—are you positive? Now if you can
give me even a straw of hope to catch at, do! for-by
= it is horrible to sink like this !

“ You must not allow me to deceive you,” said the
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docter with grave firmness ; ¢ it is impossible that you
can recover unless the Almighty were to work a miracle
in your favour.”
“ The Almighty!—the Almighty!” reiterated the
- Colonel most furiously, * what have I to do with the
Almighty, I should like to know? I have denied His
very existence, sir! I have made a jest of His laws—of
His name—of His book—and of all who have professed
to serve Him! And what makes a sensible man talk of
miracles? Miracles !—trash! Hark you, doctor ! he
added, ¢ if there ¢s a God, and if he ever performed one
miracle, I shall go into perdition!—'tis true, by i
Mrs. Markham and Lady Hester were here taken
from the room, both totally overcome by that which they
had heard and witnessed. As they went out,: the
Colonel exclaimed— :
"¢ There !—1I have seen the last of those two! Mark-
ham,” said he, catching hold of the Governor’s arm, but
fixing his eyes on the Earl, “ I have plagued my wife
~~.already for her obstinacy—she will“suffer for it when I
am gone ;—that is a supreme satisfaction for me now ! 17 "
A strange smile played on his hps, which, when the -~
Governor observed, he shra.nk back; a.nd whispered to :
the Earl— | e ‘

«I have seen many death-beds, but never omne so
shocking as this.” The Earl shuddered and uphfted
his hands in silence.

¢ Let us pray that the grace of God may even yet
“shine upon him,” said_the mlms$er All knelt down
around the death-bed, j{ille he supplicated heaven with
f . unaffected eloquence a; d. solem { fervour; every eye was

_ moistened with tears, every: hegrt was thrilled with awe.

i
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The prayer over, the minister again exhorted the Colonel
to confess his sins to God, and to trust to the divine
word for acceptance with Him; but he was violently
repulsed. -

“ Tell me not of such tbmgs'” cried the Colonel.
“ Away with your canting folly! I hate the sound of
it! All is over for me! Ihave no hope—none! and
none will I now seek !—tkere is not time!” he added.
Immediately hegrew delirious, and the shockinglanguage
he had learnt in the ill company he had frequented, was
so vented forth that more than once the minister pressed
his hands on his ears, unable to bear it w1thout con-
siderable pain.

In this way the Colonel died, his last moments bemg
more horrible than any that had preceded them. His
remains were then laid out, and the room cleansed of ;
the blood with which it was stained. Night had scarcely f
darkened the apartment before the so-lately gallant [
Colonel, the man of fashion and of pleasure, lay stretched
out cold as mountain ice, silent, alone, unmoved by good
or ill; while his spirit bad winged its way to that in-
visible tribunal tefore which every humun soul must
sppear. ‘
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CHAPTER XVI.

“ Oh! breatbe not his name, let it sleep in the shade,
Where cold ‘atid unhoncured his relics are 14id ;
Sad, silent ind dark, be the tears that we shed,
As the night-dew that: falls on the grass o’er his head !"—Moore.

L.\m'bHést-er, during the night, was closely attended

by the amiable wife of the Governor, who suggested every
argument she could think of that was likely to calm her
- young friend’s mind. The Earl, too, every hour came’
himself to her room to inquire how his daughter did.
Receiving unfavourable accounts, he became agitated
and restless, which Lady Hester learning, she sent for
him, and Mrs. Markham withdrew, leaving them to-
gether. :

“ Mv dear dauo‘bter, you look ilL,” sald ‘the . Earl,
embracing her. They sat down sighing. Lady Hester
put into }n; hands the Colonel’s letters, with her reply,
which had been taken from the pocket of the deceased.
The Earl read them through in silence, and wept.

“ My dear—" he began, and"stopped ; then resumed,
clearing his voice, “ Hester, my love, you blamed me
justly here—you also defended me ju,jé'ﬂy. I am now
convinced that I erred extremely in giving your hand
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to this misguided, unfortunate man.. Yes, my danghter,
I am forced to confess myself the destroyer of the hap-
piness of your life. Blame me only—to you no blame can
attach itself. I hope I have no necessity for entreating
you to turn an indifferent ear to what the unhappy man
wrote in these letters concerning your behaviour to him
since marriage. His upbraidings were merely the effect

~—of complaint, none whatever. Your conduct has been
perfectly correct, my love, I have all along regarded it
with the earnest eye of a parent, and I can certainly say
there has not been the least flaw in 1t.””.

Lady Hester heard him with great deference, such
as she had been taught always to pay to the Earl, but

_ in her conscience the reflection arose that her conduct
to the Colonel had been merely correct—that something
more than a cold correctness is the duty of a wife, and
that the Colonel’s upbraidings had not been entirely un-
deserved. Hence the painful sigh she breathed as a
reply to the Earl—and hence the convulsive pang which
was for a moment visible on her beautiful face.

« You are suffering much,” said the Earl, regarding
her with anxiety. I fear you are troubling yourself
with the thought that it would have been better had
you yielded to the Colonel’s wish, and submitted to live
on as before.”

« No,” said Lady Hester, ¢ I do not think it would
have been better. I believe poor Charles deceived
himself very much in thinking so. I do not regret'my
resolution, now I reflect upon it calmly. It was neces-
sary, things between Cleveland and I had come to such
apass. If I regret any thing it was that I made no
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cfforts to win his heart from evil to good, before affairs
were at the worst with us; I regret nothing else in mv
own conduct.”

The Earl was pleased to hear her say this, and his
mind was considerably relieved. Coffee was brought
in, and Mrs. Markham and the Governor were invited
into the bourdoir to join the early repast. With her
aceustomed strength of mind, Lady Hester exerted her-
self to appear collected and compm
unusual paleness of her countenance could be known
the pain she was enduring. The arrangements for the .
funeral, and for elegant mourning, were discussed and
decided upon, and the Earl was gratified by hearing
Lady Hester express with composure her wishes on
these points.

On the seventh day from that of the Colonel’s death,
he was interred in the burying-ground of the principal
. protestant church of Toronto. The archdeacon at first
refused to admit the body, on the plea that the Colonel
having committed self-destruction had no claim fo
Christian burial in holy ground. The Governor used ali
his interest to overcome the difficulty, and succeeding,
many poor persons took offence at the transaction, not
hesitating to assert that the rich had undue mﬂuenee,
and that the archdeacon was partial.

The funeral was one of pomp, suitable to the rank
and wealth of the deceased and his relatives. The body
was enclosed in two coffins, the inner one of lead, the
outer of handsome wood, and.elaborately ornamented.
The hearse was adorned with the Colonel’s family es-
cutcheon and armorial bearings, and a train of mourning -
carriages, in which were the Earl, the Governor, and
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their male friends in Canada, mostly’ofﬁcers,"foilowed.

~ Military honours were paid to the deceased over the

grave. At seven o’clock in the evening a large funeral
party assembled to dinner inthe Governor’s house. Lady
Hester did not appear, but Mrs. Markbam presided at
the table, the Earl and his youngest daughter sitting en
her right.

The Colonel’s first night in the grave was perhaps the
most distressing to Lady Hester of any that she had yet
endured. Unable to sleep, her imagination was wholly
possessed with the astonishing change that had taken
place. Where was he, whose erring conduct had filled

her heart to overflowing with the very gall of bitterness, -

with scorn, contempt, and indignation ? He was lying
in the grave! Mysterious truth! Her thoughts pene-
trated the dark earth in which he was lying. She seemed
to feel its pressure upon the coffin, and to place herselt
beneath the lid in her husband’s stead; the stﬂlness,
the cold, the deep rayless darkness, the airless narrow-
ness of the coffin, she felt it all with horror! Then her
mind strove to break from these dismal reflections,
and to view the departed Colonel’s pment condition
by the cheering light of religion ; but a.las ! the more she

meditated, the more she found that relxglon shed no -

light on it atall, but rather a darkness, if possible deeper
and more awful than that material one from which she
shrank.

It was not to be expected that she should feel any

very profound sorrow for the Colonel’s death ; the re--

vengeful spirit which had principally prompted him to
the act, and which he had so painfully manifested against
her, even to his last moment, made her dwell with much
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less tenderness upon. his memory than she would oﬂ},e.r-
vise have done. He had made a grand mistake, too, in

supposing that she would always look upon herself as
the cause of his death and be wretched in consequence ;
at first she did so, but her strong mind quickly released
her from.the.distressing idea ; she firmly examined the
subject in all its bearings, and blamed herself only where
blame was strlctly her due. |

Lady Hester in some respects was, as may have been
already seen, a\woman of no ordinary character ; she
was highly gnfted possessing a powerful mind, with its
usual concomltaqts——strono' passiops. That tremblmg, '
enervating delxcaéy, which in some women is called a
graoe, in others aw wea.kness, Just as tbelr sxtuatlons in
not possessed by Lady Hester. She bad an excel}ent con-
stitution, had known httlej;q,dﬂy,pa,m, and no privatious. -
These advantages partlally account for the firm temper
of her mind, as it is too true that corporeal weakness
has a direct tendency to mduce mental weakness of some
sort or other. In socxety, Lady Hester Cleveland had
been a pre-emmently lmllwpt woman ; her words, looks,
manners, her letters, even ‘the smallest billet, her dress
at all times, her sarcasms, her raillery, her music, her
painting—all were brilliant: she was brilliant in every

——thing, and without the smallest appearance of pretensxon,

withoyt the least tamt of a.ﬂ'ectatlon By women of a.
softer, egbler mould élxe. a,d been feared f'or the poig- :
nagney of her wit and satlre her facility in whn.n was
cert‘amly a snare fo her; by thcse of quiet temperament i

‘and sxch nerves, she b ad been envied and disliked for

the dazzling intellectual animation, which svrcad a so
; o ;
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of magical fascination around her circle where ever she
moved ; but all the time Lady Hester scarcely knew
that she was wltty or satirical, animated or fa.scma,tm°

she well knew, however, that among her female circle
of aéquaintances she was not loved; her discerning eye,
keen to discriminate between the false and the true,
saw, with eagle glances, into the souls of the crowd of
flatterers who ever gathered about her as the reigning
star of fashion. But little was her heart satisfied with
empty adulation; large in its cravings, it thirsted for
love, disinterested, fervid, such as her warm feelings

told her she could well return ; unfortunately there was
only one, of all who had sought and saed, in whom she

perceived, or fancied she perceived, a realisation of her
ideal picture; and to that one (Clinton!) she could
not even dream of being united.

The lovely widow remained in the house of Mrs.
Markham for two months after the Colonel’s demise.
The last two years had seen her lose much of her bril-
liancy ; mortified feelings, arising from the Colonel’s
neglect and infidelity, had damped her wit, blunted the
silver arrows of her satire, dulled the sparkling light
which a glowing intellect had kindled in her eye, and
sobered the captivating energy of her manners. The
Colonel’s awful death completely confirmed this altera-
tion. A new world had opened before her, ETERNITY, seen
through the shadowy and tremendous gates of pEATH.

With her characteristic strength she surveyed the vast,

the sublime region, with dauntless and scrutinising eye.
She did not fly from the dread scene to society, but
shunned society that she might contemplate it. The
longer she dwelt upon it, the more she loved the mighty
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images which it called around her, until this present
mortal life—so brief, so petty, yet so painful—lost all its
charms in her heart, and she dedicated all the choicest of
her thoughts and feelings to a preparation for that grand
futurity on which her imagination was now solely fixed.
She was familiar with different ennobling systems of
“philosophy, but found no one of them noble enough, or
solid enough, to suit her while death and etermty were
the themes of her meditations.. The Christian writers
only suited her—they only completely trinmphed over
the gloom that obscured the borders of the everlasting
world—they ouly gave it a tangible and positive shape—
~ they only filled it with ecstasy and holiness, with joy and
ineffable purity, with crystal rivers of life, and pleasant
trees for the healing of all nations—they only set the
glorious throne ofa perfect Deity in the midst of it, and
made it to have no need of the sun and the moon, but to
be lighted only by Hxs unclouded presence—a presence
which is Jove everlastlno'

The: Earl of \Vllton hoped once more to see his
7 daughter the admired of fashion’s chief circles in Eng-
land, and already his thoughts glanced around the
_ peerage in search of a second distinguished. indiv idual
on whom to bestow her hand. Eager to take her back
~ to England, and to London, he lost no time in proposing
their voyage, but Lady Hester declared her intention to
remain in America until the following spring.

% I shall mix no more with the world of f: Lsh'OD, ? said
she; « T have entirely done with it.”
-« Lady Hester! my dear I exclaimed the sur'ersed
Earl, « surely I-do not understand you! At yourage!
with your wealth! and beauty ! and talents! and wit "
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« With all these advantages,” said Lady Hester,
smiling, “ I positively intend—not to shut myself up in
a convent, and therefore do not look so very much
alarmed, my dear sir—but to travel in America privately,
and to seek for enjoyment only in'the study of her: sub-
limities, in meditation with my own heart, and in tranquil
intercourse with my two or three travelling companions,
one of whom I am sure will be—the Earl of leton, my
accommodating papa.”

% No such thing, Hester !” cried the Earl. < VVhat :
enjoyment should I have, do you. think, going about a
great wilderness ? and America after all is little better ;
I see nothing to admire in American scenery more than
in English scenery, not I—one place is as good as

another for me ; besides, there have been some important

changes lately in the English cavinet, and I wish very
much to go to London 3 Lord R—— writes to say that
he desires to consult mtb me en certain diplomatic
movements in which I am particularly interested; and .

. there is my steward in Huatingdonshire, too, wishes to

see me,.and—

¢ Oh, you will easnly get over all these obstacles,”
said Lady Hester ;  you positively must stay with me
at least six months longer, papa, and by the end of that
period—"

“ You will be ready to accompany me back to Eng-
land,” said the Earl. :

Lady Hester smiled, and neither assented to or denied

- 'this conclusion of her sentence.

« Well, the next six months will include the winter
season,” said the Earl, taking that into consideration.

- “ How do you propose to plan your tour, and what places
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will you first visit? If I remain it will solely be te
pleasure you, and therefore I shall consider myself en

titled to a leading voice on the question. I propose that
you spend a month at Kingston, a month at Montreal,
a month at Quebec; and then suppose you give a month
to Nlagara, and pass the other two months on the great
lakes ”

This arrangement, with some minor alterations, was
immediately adopted by Lady Hester. It was about the
middle of November when she took leave of Mrs. Mark-
ham and the Governor, and, with her young sister, the
governess, and the Earl, left the infant capital of Upper
Canada in a small vessel that had been commodicusly
and elegartly fitted up for their use. Lady Hester never
remembered to have seen more delightful weather, and
. she could not avoid comparing the month of November
" here with the foggy November of England. The beauties
of the summer season, which had declined in October
under heavy rains, were now all revived ; the shores
were lively and luxuriant, the sky cloudless, the sun pe-
culiarly bright, but mild in point of heat, and the air of
a delicions temperature. So charming always is the
revival of nature here in this month, and so remarkable,
that it has obtaincd the name of the Indian Summer.

The voyagers were passing out of the entrance channcl
of the harbour, which had two and a half fathoms of
smooth water, when they fixed their parting looks on
Toronto. The Earl pornted out to Letitia the parlia-
ment-house and offices, a fine pile of buildings which
fronted the lake, and amused himself with asking and
answering her questions concerning the histery and pros-
pects of the town, expressing himself pleased with the
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observations she had made there, and charging her to be
cqually attentive in the places_ to which they were goiug.
IHe then sat down under the awning spread on deck,
and engaged himself with the politics of a high tory
newspaper of London, an occasional glance at the scenery
around quite satisfying him, until he forgot it altogéther,
completely @bsorbed in aspeech of his friend Lord R
on the Irish Church question.

Lady Hester could not take a final look of the recedmo'
town without dwelling upon the thought that she had
left the lifeless body of her husband therd& She con-
t:asted her arrival with her departure, and scarcely could
her mind realise the change that had occurred. - When
she looked toward her father she almost expected to see
the Colonel in health and spirits by his side. - Many,
and self-accusing, were the reflections which crowded on
her, and she drew her black crape veil over her face to
conceal her emotions from natice.

The harbour was now far behind, and the vast surface
of the lake, plated in different parts as with gold, spread
itsell out around the neat pleasure-vessel, without a
barricr to the view. No waters in the world can excel,
or hardly equal, those of the Canadian lakes for traus-
parency and beauty of colour; and when seeu as now,
studded over with steam-vessels, timber-ralts, and
canoes, beneath a pure blue sky, they form a lovely and

. animated spectacle on which the eye of taste might long

gaze with unwearied delight. The travellers-proceeding,
the lake deepened to within fifty and a hundred fathom:s,

. and the refractions on the surface appeared uncommonly

fine. Letitia cried out in an ecstasy of admiration, per-
ceiving small verdant islands and trees inverted over the
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green mirror, and the snowy surf of the distant beach on

either hand elevated iv the air, driving along like the-

white smoke of artillery, while fountains and walls of
water were rising toa cousiderable height in the horizon,
pouring down glittering streams. The shores were in
some parts low, formed into meadows of rich verdure, or
covered with woods of pine, fir, and cedar trees, having
a chain of hills behind ; in others precipitous and bold,
but always rich to a wonder in vegetation of that large
‘growth peculiar to transatlantic scenery. As evening
~ advanced, the fishing-boats in the numerous creeks and
" bays, with their lights, were a picturesque sight, The
"Niagara shore now came in view,and villages, surrounded

with gardens, and divided by meadows, streams, and.

woods, appeared under a soft dry haze.

The travellers entered the Niagara river, and landed
at the town of the same name, which is seated within a
short distance of the point of the angle made by the
lake and river. They had a letter for the brother of the
American representative of the town, from the Governor

of Toronto, and having sent it to his house by a servant

while they engaged apartments at an inn; he came im-
mediately to them,-and invited them to make their home
beneath his roof as long as they chose to stay in the dis-
trict. They accepted his offer, and after resting a night
at the inn, were welcomed with courtesy and hospitality
at his large and rich farm, which stood on the borders
of the river, just outside the town, Mr. Charleston, as
their host was named, wasan intelligent man, possessing
an abundant knowledge of fucts on all subjects, especially
political. The Earl was at no loss for interest, therefore,
while Mr. Charleston was in the way to converse with
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him. The latter, too, frequently walked out with him

to view the news-rooms and institutions; the buildings

in progress, the chief depots of trade: (which flourishes
here), the grist and saw-mills on the heights, and es-
pecially Fort George, in which there was a strong de-
tachment of British troops, to whom the Earl had letters
and papers from Toronto—papers that the deceased
Colonel was to have delivered.

Lady Hester and the Earl, with Letitia and her go-
verness, accompanied by Mr. Charleston and his two
laughters; went to see the far celebrated Falls, on the

- third day after the arrival of the former in Niagara. The

couatry through which the river flows is more populous,
and in a higher state of cultivation, than any other part

.7 of North America. Its wild fruits are abundant, and of

the rarest and finest sorts, and the salubrious nature of the
climate is seen in the healthy countenances of the in-
habitants. To prepare Letitia to understand the spec-
taele which they were about to view, the Earl informed
her ﬂaat this river was a chanuel by which the vast lakes
of Huron, Michigan, Superior, and Erie, with their
countless rivers, rush from the interior of North America
to pour themselves into the ocean: The travellers left
the farm by daylight in the morning, but early as it was,
they found the \road to ‘the Falls crowded with eager
visitors in vehicles of all deseriptions. The enjoyment
of the day was greatly logecncll to Lady Hester by the
sight of the thousiuds who were cathered about the
place of attraction, \for her weeds ol widowhood, and the.
grave and painful feyliags of Lier hieart, were little suited
to such hilarity and bustle as here presented itself.
Still, the awful maquiﬁccnce of the cataracts impressed

S
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itself indelibly on her astonished imagination. The
tremeundous noise—

« Asg1f the world’s wide continent’
Had fallen 1n universal ruin wrackt,”

bewildered her sénses as she stood on the Table Rock,
which is on a level with the ‘great Horse-shoe Fall on
the Canada side. Here—

¢ The thunder of the éarth-uphftng roar,
Made the air sweep in whirlwinds from the shore.”
The viver before her was divided by a small green
island, called Goat Island on each side of whlch it
rushed headlong down a- descent full of broken rocks
with tremendous speed, increasing every moment, until it
hurled the vast flood of the great American lakes over
the mighty precipice in two twin cataracts that united
below. Her eyc scarce knew where to rest—she was
astounded. The gigantic liguid sheet of emerald and
of silver, ¢ horribly beautiful I”—its semicircular front,
nearly three quarters of a mile broad, grandly shrouded
by revolving columns of mist that rose perpetually from
the thundering gulf—inspired her with sublime admira-
tion; while a lovely sunbow, radiant in the very midst
of those columus, awakened sensatious still more éjkqui-

site; the glowing and vivid colours of that beautiful i iris,

long fascma.ted her gaze. But now the columns became.
confused and broken, the arches-of the bow melted from
their centre that still remained unaltered, the - spray,
rising like an immense curtain from the foot of the cata-
racts, formed into prodigious shapes, and a number of
shattered rainbows suddenly appeared, playing in frag-

ments about them. Entranced, she watched this spiendi«!
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transformation, then her soul, overwrought with the
height of its sensations, found a welcome relief 1 the
soft placidity of theistand on the river and the opposite
American shore, which strikingly contrasted with the

awfalness of the wild rapids. and the matchless cataract .

which they overlooked.
Letitia, after the first surprise and enchantment had
a little subsided in her youthful breast, was eminently
pleased with the sight of thousands of water-fowl, who,
coming from northern lands in search of a milder climate,
swam_down, or flew on whistling wings a little over, the
Niagara river to the brink of the Falls, there advancing
in the air about the mists frdntin;z‘ﬁlv%g};:ndous sheet
. of water, and lingering in the neighbourhood with evident
joy and wonder ; ducks of many species, the teal, the
~.widgeon, the shallard, and the swan, were among these
migratory birds, and pointed out to Letitia by the
governess. Frequently were some ‘of the interesting
creatures borne down by the glassy current into the gulf
and drowned. Letitia particularly grieved for two noble
swans, which came on boldly past' Goat Island, then
became entangled in the confused and dashing waves of
the rapids, and were presently precipitated together over

P

the precipice. She was in tears, but a fresh succession .

~ of novel objects rendered her regret no more than mo-
mentary. ' ,

The Earl, who had little relish for the sublimitics of
nature, had chiefly interested himself with calculating
the altitude cf the two cataracts and their curvilinear
length, and, wmin% to the conclusion that these great
falls were not so large as many others in different parts
of the world, ‘he cﬂecided that they had no particular
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claim to praise. The Misses Charlestons, piqued for
the reputation of the wonder of Niagara. asked him if in
all his travels he had seen, or even heard, of any so
astonishingly sublime, leaving out of the question the
* quantity of feet they measured? The Earl pleased the
young ladies by replying that Mr. Charleston had ‘in-
Jrmed him that one hundred and two mﬂlmns of tons
- of water, it was compnted, were hourly precuﬂltated down
these rapids, and he must say he had neve \‘known any
Falls which poured such a gnantity ﬁ’()
in respect of quantity, these cataracts were magnificent.
The travellers left the flat surface of the Table Roek,
which juts over the terrific abyss, by open steps cut-in
its lofty side, and crossed the ferry a little below the
Falls, in order to have a complete front view of them;
there, on the water, Lady Hester was, if possible, more
amazed and awe-struck with the immense scene, than
hefore; but, turning her head, the Niagara, with the
flocks of birds flying along with, or upon its current,
now appeared calmly flowing on toward Lake Ontario,
thirteen miles distant, without exhibiting oune trace' of
that tremendous agitation which it had just passed
“through, and whilst she was delighted with this beautifui
change, it suggested to her many similitudes of the
changes of human life. A
At Queenston, seven miles from the Falls, on the river,
Lady Hester and her friends dined at six in the evening,
‘and there they staid a night. The next morning they
went four miles above the town to view another wonder
of the Upper province, which would have been a secondary
attraction nowhere but in the neighbourhood of the
stupendous cataracts—this was the Whirlpool of the

-ty

hat ; certainly,
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Niagara. The country was now entirely altered, rising
into bold and high ridges, known as the Queenston
Heights ; the river passes between perpendicular preci-
pices ; the current becomes extremely rapid and powerful ;
suddenly leaving the direct channel it advances with
maddening velocity round the circularly excavated
banks; then, having made this circuit, regains its ordi-
nary course, which suddenly contracts, and dashes along
confined between frowning rocks. Here Lady Hester
renewed her former sublime sensations, and elevated her
thoughts to that Being, whose infinitely varied works of
beauty and of grandeur, form a continual feast for the
enlarged soul. Mr. Charleston stated the mouth of the
Whirlpool to be at least oue hundred feet wide, and
two thousand in length ; the estimated depth was fearful
to contemplate. The water was terrifically agitated,
covered with raging froth, of dazzling whiteness, whirling =

round the centre of the vortex, convulsed, writhing, - \\
curling, and hissing, like a boiling cauldron. Letitia’s
youthful sensibility was again called into play, for here,
as at the Falls, she saw some fine water-fowl perish,
being caught within the dreadful circle, and swept round
i and round, with a quivering unequal motion, to the
centre, where they weresucked in while yet their harrow-
g shrieks mingled with the din of the water.

The travellers returned to the town of Niagara before
- ‘ nightfall, and, as the present lovely weather was shortly
: expected to give place to the rainy scason, they deter-
b mined to lose no time in sailing up the more interior
lakes. Lady Hester made presents to the two amiable
daughters of their polite host, and parted from them for
a short period only, intending to return and remain




THE CANADIAN Gmx. ' 269

‘with them a week before visiting Lower Canada. The

* master of the vessel, which the travellers had»hn'ed was

a skilful sailor, advanced in years, who was assisted by
three other seamen equally experienced. Nome of the

warty felt the least hesitation in trusting life and a large

amount of money which they carried with them, to his
care, for he had given many references, that had proved
highly satisfactory, to persons of respectability in Toronto,
- both as to his honesty and intimate knowledge of sailing

on the lakes. The trim ship was stored under his eye.
with provisions for a month, and the travellers passed
from the Niagara, through the Chippewa River, into . =
Lake Erie, on the day after their visit to the Whirlpool.

i e
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CHAPTER XVII,

.

Natching their leader’s beck and wiil,

All silent there they stood and still,

Like the loose crass whose threatening mac®
Ly tottering o'er the h-llow pass,

A if an infant's touch could w ge

‘Thak headlong passage down the verze.”— 3w

Tue strong steamer, in which were the pursuers of
the Pirate, had been all this time beating about Lake
Erie, it having been supposed that he was hiding about
some of the promontories on the coast. which indeed was
really the case. The Fearless moved only by night on
the lake, and lay concealed during the day in places

~ dangerous of approach to any but the initiated. Thus

week after week passed, and the pursuers gained no ad-
vantage whatever although they kept up the chase with
untiring ardour. Clinton, sleeplessly anxious for his fa-
ther’s safety was perpetually glancing round the shores
in search of the signal light, which sometimes glimmercd
on a misty height in the remote distance, sometimes
tflamed on rocks more near. The constant passing of

migratory wild-fowl frequently served him with a pretext’
. for firing the shots which informed the Pirate of the

situation of his adversary.

S
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But now the hunted vessel had been driven near the
moath of the lake, where the American beach was ex-
‘tremely ‘wild, presenting a dark and gloomy picture;
huge black rocks, like the shattered ruins of a sterile

g world, lay scattered in naked majesty many successive
T

iles alone the side of the lake, whose waters rushed in
between them, and Jashe i ides with furious

and unceasing roar. Behind, was spread a country no

less wild and stern—an extensive fract, swampy and
desolate, exhibiting'a number of small couical hills of
sand and clay, which had obtained for it the appellation

of the Sugar-loaf country. Here, mists were now hanging—
in the air, and spreading around,even at mid-day, a dis-
mal obscurity. In a cove of this district the Pirate had
lain two days in a peculiarly perilous‘situ:ftion; he now
emerged before dark, trusting to the mist as a cover,
and proceeded some miles further up the lake. The
‘ mist grew thicker as he advanced, and the darkness
A about ten o’clock was so dense that he became every
' minute fearful of coming in contact with some vesse:.
A strong light could hardly be seen a few yards off, so
that no craft was distinguishable to the eye, nor could
any approaching be heard, on account of the noise of the
surfl dashing among the rocks. He was guiding the ship
with great caution in its intricate course when that hap-
pened which he feared most. A sudden concussion took
place between the Fearless and a sloop coming from an
opposite direction ; the blow was very violeat, but. the
- Pirate instantly became aware that he had sustained but
a slight injury, while the other had suffered seriously.
- 7 * Bring-up-a-eouple of lighted torches!” shouted be,.
at the head of the companion-stairs ; they were put inw
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his hand. ¢ Merry, lower the boat!” he cried. « Ho!

Haverstraw! where are you ?*

. “ Here, at your elbow, Captain,” sald tne ancient
sailor.

boat, and darted to the spot, where the screams of fe-
males, and the distressed shouts of male voices, announced
the fate of the vessel that had been struck. He wavcd
the blaiing torches in the stifling fog, and presently per-
céived a sloop, with her mast thrown down, and her
timbers split,in theact of sinking ; the head was already
under water, and several ladies, and male figures, were
clinging to the rails at the hinder end of the deck.
The unfortunate vessel went down within half a minute
after receiving the shock, but with promptness and cou-.
rage, the Pirate, assisted by the black, succeeded in
picking out of the water two ladies, a gentleman, and
two sailors, who were safely lodged in the boat.

One of the ladies, the last person rescued, cried out
fervently as soon as she was in the boat—¢¢ Thank God!
—thank God'—I live! But are you aZ here ?”” she
asked in a thrilling tone of agonising anxiety. ¢ Father!
sister ! Miss Gresham !—Let me hear your voices if you
really exist I The former and the latter, to her great
~ satisfaction, answered— We are here!—we are safe!

—thank heaven!” but when she repeated the name of )

o

¢ Letitia I no reply was returned.

¢ There is a young lady still struggling in the water,
Merry I” cried the Pirate, hastily giving the torches to
the black. ¢ She bas canght the ﬂo;ting spar on'our
lee! Keep the flame playing here as well as the fog will

¢ Stop the ship!” exclaimed the Pirate; it was almost
instantaneously done. ‘He then himself sprang into the”

AL
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let you—I must plunge to save her, for she is sinking !”
He said no more, but bound a cord round his waist in an
2

‘—____instant, and threw himself into the lake, while Merry

tvﬁsfé& the-other-end of the cord round his own arm.
‘The vessel which had sunk so suddenly, was that in
which Lady Hester and her friends left Niagara ; they
had been bewildered in the fog, which had spread further
on the lake than had been known for many years, and
had run on that dangerous course which the Pirate was
traversing when he met them. Had they not come in
contact with the Fearless, it is most probable that they

would have met a more complete destruction on the

rocks concealed under water in front of the beach.

The Earl and Ladyl}lésﬂ'té.r‘ were smitten with horrgr
when, by the feeble li'géat of the torches which the mist
deadened, they saw Letitia sink withia a few yards from
them, stretching out her arms, and calling on the Earl
to save her. Then the thick gloom baffled -their sight,
but presently the torch-rays again penetrating to the

- surface of the water, they beheld the Pirate diving where

she had gone down; a moment of breathless suspense
followed, and obscurity again prevailed. Now the
splashing of a strong swimmer was faintly heard close
by the boat, and the Pirate called out, “ Merry !—the -
lights I The black lowered the torcheés, stooping over
the boat’s side. The Pirate was treading the water, and
striking out one arm to keep himself afloat, while with
the other arm he supported the senseless body of the
fair child. His herculean .strength resisted well the
force of the powerful current,and he sicceeded in seizing
nold of the boat. Merry passed the torches to the Earl
who, with Lady Hester, stood by him trembling, and
2N
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bajancing himself on the edge of the boa steadily, took
titia from the Pirate, and raised her to the arms of
hér father. The Pirate sprang in, and in ten minutes
ore all were on,the deck of the Fearless:
“ Haverstraw,” said the Pirate, “ go down to the
old—unstop a bottle: of my best wine ; you know the
ark on the cork, and bring it to my cabin. Merry, go
down and hand a light to the foot of theladder for these
strangers.” It was done, and the Pirate led the way
down to his cabin, where a bright coal fire was burning
cheerfully.

¢« Jenny, my dear,” called the Pirate at the door of

back at the sight of the strangers.

of the furniture around her, for she knew not as yet the
character of the ship in which she was, but supposed it
was some superior trading vessel. This idea was con-
firmed by the Pirate’s introduction of Jane as his

about“her interesting figure, that even had Lady Hester
suspected the truth it would have been difficult for her
to persuade herself at first that such a girl was indeed
living among a gang of privateers.

“ Come forward, Jenny,” said the Pirate ; « the ship
we struck against_has gone to the bottom, but I and
Merry have been fortdmate enougb to save all her pas-
sengers, those three ladies and that gentleman, as well as
two of her seamen. We ourselves have received little

damage, and that little will soon be put to rights. - But -

now do you see that the youngest lady is in a senseless
condition ; you must attend to her directly, and let

the inner cabin. Jane came out immediately, but shrank -

Lady Hester felt no surprise at the elegant appearance -

daughter, for there was something somodest and refined -

.
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D:borah assist you. She has had‘a narrow escape from
being drowned, and requires strict and immediate at-
tention.” 7o

The sofa was in front of the fire ; Lady Hester sat
down there, and the Earl, who had carried the dripping
form of Letitia down the ladder, now placed her on her
sister’s lap, and ‘anxiously looking in her face, called her
by name, but no sign of animation was discernible. Jane,
having quickly set Deborah about making up a good
fire in the inner Gibin, proposed that Letitia should be
taken in there and laid in a warm hammock. At this

"instant ancient Haverstraw entered with the wine; and

touching his white locks _ respectfully, told the strangers
that he had once been a surgeon in an American man-
of-war; and that he had prescribed for all the ailments
of the crew of the Fearless ever since it had been under
the present Captain; therefore if they would allow him
to advise for the young lady, he had no manuner of doubt
but he -should bring her to again, * that is,” said he,
again touching with- apparent unconsciousness his scanty
hairs, and glancing upwards reverentlally, “if the life
has not parted from her. There is a time appointed for

old and young, and when" it is filled up they must die, -

no help of ‘man can prevent it; but, if Providence will
it so, I shall bring the young lady round again, by your
leaves.”

¢ Lady, believe me, you may safely trust the old man,”
said Jane, timidly, to Lady Hester; « he is not without
skill in cases like this.” , '

« Come near, then,” said the Earl to Toby ; ¢ look
at the child, and tell us,' if you can, the speediest and
best remedies for her revival”” :
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Haverstraw did so, and ‘in conTormity with his direc-
‘tions Letitia was undressed with haste, and Vplaced in
hot blankets in Jane’s hammock, with her head and
shoulders raised; she was then well rubbed with the
hand, and bladders of hot water applied to her extremi-
ties and ‘laid on the pit of her stomach. This did not
succeed for some time, and the Earl, who loved Letitia
tenderly, began to weep in despair. Lady Hester, and
the governess, too, lost all hope of seeing her revive.
But old Toby, holding a hand looking-glass to her lips,
exclaimed softly, ¢ She breathes!” and begged all par-
ties to preserve strict silance, “ for,”” said he,  her
life-is just now like a lark on the point of taking wing,
the least disturbance about her may startle it away.”

% The Earl was particularly pleased with this caution,
he thouglt it highly judicious, and as his confidence in
Haverstraw rose, he grasped the tar’s hard hand, and

squeezing it with energy, cried, *Restdre her, my good

friend; -and I wil! give you fifty dollars, ayc, a hundred 1’
Haverstraw ansyered very sedately—

“I am more.than fourscore years old, and have '
neither wife nor child, mother nor sister; I have no house-
rent to pay, and the old jacket and trousers you see me
in will serve me very well till my Captain brings me
another off shore. So you see I have no want of money,
thank you the same. I will do' my best for the young
lady, but Providence will have its rule, sir.”

The Earl lookeda little surprised, for he had not been
accustomed to have offers of money rejected. Haverstraw,

~however, tock no notice of what the Earl had said, but
in his disinterested simplicity went on giving advice for
Letitia. Jane seconded Lim ably, and a large, low cask
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“having been rolled in, it was shortly filled with warm
water, and the child was immersed in a bath to the neck.
About ten wminutes passed, and then a gasp or two gave
the first welcome sign of her restoration. She breathed
very feebly after this, but was evidently recovering.
Toby now directed Jane to give her a little warm wine .
which he had made ready. Letitia swallowed a tea-
. spoonful or two before she was taken out of the batb,'
and when laid in ‘bed: again drank the rest in small
quantities ; she then fell into a quiet sleep, ‘and anxiety
for her was lost in joy and thankfulness S !
¢ My honest friend,” whispered the Earl to Haver-
straw, with tears,  remember that I owe you a recorna-
pense ; your presence of mind and careful attention to
my darling, have saved her, and you must not—shall Cr
not—be unrewarded. And what shall T say to you?’
continued the Earl, addressing the Pirate, who now re-
entered the cabin to inquire what success had attended
the efforts made for Letitia ;  to you, who risked your
own life' for hers? My gratitude is more than I can
’ express.” S -
“ Do not attem pt to express it,” said the Plrate, with
asort of hauohty humxhty A | gwe you my assurance
that I did no more for your daughter ‘than any other
man with a spark of true spiritsould have done, The black
who assisted me so boldly is, however, very much en-
titled to your gratitude; but for him you would none of :
you have been alive now.’ 1
¢ Call him’ hither,” said the Earl ; ¢« I will reward him
with a hundred- d‘bllars To tell you the truth, sir, T am
a man of rank and fortune.” -
Merry came into the outer cabin ; and the Eail; taking !
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from his pocket a leathern case which had resisted the

~ action of the water, and opening it, said— _
% You have done me a great benefit, and here are

notes on the Toronto bank which will brmg you a hun-
dred dollars.” '
Merry received the thin sllps of stamped paper with a

dubious air, and held them on the dusky palm of his

hand, staring first at the Earl, then at the Pirate, then

at the notes, as if he thought some trick was being played

upon him¢"

« They :{re your own, put them to a wise use, good
fellow,” said the Earl; < perh:?’ns your Captain here
may advise you how best to dispose of them for your
advantage. - Don’t spend them in liquors.”

% Me hab a hunder dollars!” cried Merry, all at once
leaping up from the floor in an ecstasy, and grasping
the notes tightly in his high-lifted hand ; « O, lor-a-me!

" a hunder dollars !—a hunder dollars!'—a hunder dol--

lars!” his white teeth were completely exposed by his
broad grin of rapturous joy, and his fine black eyes

beamed and sparkled. ¢ No—no, Massa, me not spend

dem, de angels! in rum, and Virginia leaf, and brandy.
Me gib de crew ore treat—no more, by gor—only one,
Massa ; .and me only buy one lot ob Virginia, and rum,

and brandy—no more den ore, Massa, or I’m no blacky, -

and den all de rest shall buy me free from dat massa I
run away from; and I will walk out afore him, and
laugh at his cowskin, and his law—he—he—he !0,
lor-a-me !—dat will be joy !”

“ What!” exclaimed the Earl, smiling,  you ran
away from your master, did you "—-Well if you give

~ me his name and tell me where he lives, I will make the

\
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baro‘am for you, for I suspect you w1ll not hive éfiougn
money in hand.”

¢ Him is a hash merchant, in Kingston,” said Merry,
his eyes literally blazing with rapture.  Him make
pothash, ‘pearlhash, and grow rice. Him cunning fox,
Massa ; him call me strong, tall, ail noting ; ask great
price for me; tell you dat if he not make me free, he

will catch me some day or oder, and make me work wid .

de cowskin.. He sly, rich, old fox ;—he get—get—get
—neber lose notmg at all.”
v If this is his character I must deal cunningly with
him,” said the Earl ; ¢ however, I am not afraid but I
shall bring him to points—give me his name ?

“ Somers,” answered the black; ¢ Massa Philip
Somers. I don’t care one fig for him,” he added, snap-
.ping his fingers, ¢ while I am wid de brave bucca—"

he adroitly checked himself before concluding the word, -

- as the Pirate gave him a warning look, and correcting
- himself quickly, said—I mean while I am wid de Cap-
tin here. Old Somers must look sharp to catch hold
ob me, now—he—he;—me laugh at de old fox now.
He get a taste of gunpowder, by gor, if he come a-nigh
here !—he—he—he !””
“If you feel yourself so safe, why are you anxious to
purchase freedom from his claims?” asked the Earl.
¢ >Cause me like to dauce and.sing in Kingston wid
me *quaintances,” cried Merry, ¢ and now me cant go
dere ’cause ob de old hash-merchant, wid his yellow face,
_ and his red eyes; I'd sooner see a tiger-cat at my heels
. den him, any day; he a’most whipped de strength out
ob my bones afore, (and dat not so soon done, Massa,
for me beiry strong indeed.”)
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« Well, you shall go to Kingston or where you like
in future, and be afraid of no man, if I can do it,” said
the Earl. ¢ I will see that your purchase is made from -
Somers so that he can never again have any power over
you. Make your mind easy ; within two months at the
farthest, my good fellow, you may write yourself a free
man, rely on my word.”

The black, overjoyed-at the prospect of aettma rid of
the uneasy fears whiich hiad frequently disturbed his quiet,
held out the notes to the Earl, with the intention of re- .
turning them, perfectly tt:usting in his promise. The
latter was pleased with this reliance, which he put to
the proof by taking back the money. When Merry,
however, was quitting the cabin to w}usper his good for-
tune among the crew, he said to him— .

¢ But you have forgot the Virginia leaf, and the rum, -
and brandy, and the treat to your friends of this ship:
take again the hundred dollars, I w111 buy your freedom
with other money.” .

¢ And now, once more, sir, what can I do for you?”

said the Earl, turning to the Pirate, and shaking his hand
with an enthusiasm not very common with him. ¢ You
nave done me an unspeakable good ; my-young child—
my darling Letitia !—would have been lost but for you.
You, individually and aloue, placed your life at imminent

- hazard for her: She is the heiress of a maternal title o

and fortune, though my youngest daughter, and it would
not become me, her parent and guardian, to let bare ~

“ thanks be the only return made to you. No, Captain-.
Anderson, you must, to relieve my feelings, and satisfy
my mind, say in what I can serve you. I have much
mfluence among persons of distinction on this side of the
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Atlantié, as well as on the other, and it shall be used for
you to any honourable extent, and in any honourable
way you think proper.”

They were alone ; the Pirate meditated ; some chan ges .

passed over his face; he began to speak, but his.voice
was at first lost in secret agitation. :
. ¢ Sir, or my lord,” he resumed, ¢ (for I donot know
by which to address you, since you tell me you are a
man of rank,) were I to persevere in a compliance with
my first impulse, I should refuse plainly, in few words,

and for ever, the acceptance of any favours from you on

the present understanding ; but, sir, there are struggling -

in my breast, thoughts, and yearnings, and reviving prin-
ciples, which oppose and overcome that impulse ;—yes,
they overcome it!” he exclaimed, repeating the words,
and rising from the chair—* I master that 1mpulse I—I
accept your kindness ! -

The Earl was surprised by his manner ;. he fixed his
eyes on him with expectancy, and llstened with a par-

ticular attention to the Pirate’s fine, full tones, expressive, -

against his will, of powerful emotion.

% Sir, I am a man who has ever thirsted for distinction,
for rule. Had my situation in the world afforded me
the opportunity, I should never have rested day or night
until I had reached some dazzling goal beyond the stretch
of ordinary ambition. I have wished for command over
- my fellows—I always thought I wished it for their good,
but that was self deception, Isee it now. Dependency of
any description has always been torture to me. I have
aiways fancied myself out of my proper sphere. In my
wild dreams T have sighed for empire. Oh, had I been

but a Bonaparte!—a Washington!—I have been mad’

20
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enough to say to myself. WhEen I heai' of the two
heroes of Enrerd and France, Wolfe and’ De Montcalm,
who fell se glorwusl y on the plams of Abra.ham at Que-
bec, envy wrings; me at the heart' And 80 it is when
I hear of other heroes—-uo ma.tter wheﬂ)er they be naval
or military, whether they have lived if the present,or a
remote age. You see, sir, the disease which has been
my bhane.” ' /

“TIt is one,’ said the Earl, with grave emphasis, -

¢ which has made a few great men, but many villains.
From what I have seen of )ou I should say,had circum-
stances favoured you, you ; would have been great, that
is, dlstmgmsbe 3

«“ Asit ls,” qulckly exclalmed the Pirate with bifter- |
ness, “ I am a villain! Rightly, sir, have you said, that

the passion for distinction makes many villains—I know
it. Some of the finest spirits in the world, depraved by

this deceitful semblance, which they 74nbrace with eager-

ness, become first dlspmted with ill-success, then des-
pairing, then reckless, and so the world of outcast rogues
is abundantly populated It was /thus that I became
what T am.” I

%/ You!—Why are you not a merchant ?” demanded

the/Earl. .~
- "« No,” replied the Pirate, ¢ I am an outlaw, flying
from the face of justice, andﬂ%eading a desperate and
turbulent set of adventurers of all nations.”

The unpleasant astonishment of the Earl may be ima-
gined; his first thought was for his daughters. “ Good

heavens ! my children in a ship of this description!” he

exclaimed, turning pale.
“ Do not, sir, fear, either for them or for yourself »

BRSSPI AP
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said the Pirate; | tolerate no bloodshed on the Fear- i
less, except when §riven upon the stern necessity for
selt‘-preservatl ou and your party are safe here, I :
pleﬁge my life for it. The ladies will remain with my !
d.morhter, and it will be better for them to be kept in
1gnorance of the truth until they leave us, in order to !
spare them unnecessary alarm ; as for yourself, you  shall o
have at night the use of my own hammock and sleeping S 3
cabm, and there you will find both bolt and key inside s
to make you sleep secure agninst intrusion. “The two i
:sallors saved with you I will put with the negro and the '
if old man you have seen, they are always ready to execute - ' i
/ my slightest wish, and will watch their safeties well.”
/% Dear—~dear! this is a very awkward situation to
find one’s self in when it is least expected,” said the
Earl, shifting his position uneasily in his seat.: ¢ I must :
say you speak very fair—very fair, indeed :Captain;-
but I cannot easily reconcile myself to thp discovery,
and that’s the truth. In a ship of rovers!; Bless me!
" it is dreadful to think of—dreadful ! Not:a smgle ser-
vant at hand—no weapon in my possession!—We might
almost as well have been drowned.”
The Pirate caught the word ¢ weapon.” ¢ To ease
you still further, sir,” said he, ““and to satisfy you if I '
,can, of my good intentions toward you, I will provide
you with weapans.. Here is my own dagger, and knife,
both of fine temper- you see, and in the best possible
condition—keep them concealed about you; and step
here to my sleeping cabin, I will show you defence suffi -
cient for a dozen men.” -
The Earl stepped with him to the place named, and
the Pirate showed hmn a row of -small arms placed on

>



N S PO o

284 THE CANADIAN GIRL.

the wall, ready for immediate use, behind a canvass
screen at the head of the hammock ; he also pointed out
several horns of powder, anda bag of shot, and drew his
‘attention to the fastenings of the door.

« I assure you,” said the Pirate, « you will have no
need of these ; nevertheless, there they are, and I resign
this cabin entirely to your use while you are in my ship,
for both night and day.”
¢ ¢« Thank you——tha.nk you; I feel reassuréd now,” said
the Earl, shuddering at sight of the arms. ¢ But now
tell me how it happens, that a man of superior endow-
ments and education, such as you evidently are, can

) persuade yourself to remain in a post so dxshonourable

as this which you occupy now.”

« That is the matter of which I msh to speak,” said
the Pirate. “ This vesel is mine ; I purchased it of a
slave owner; but were T to attempt to leave the band,
and claim my own"property for my future” support, the
crew would prevent my going, and perhaps take away
my life. The want of private means has, therefore, prin-
cipally detained me here. I have a daughter, for her I
must provide accommodations somewhere ; she cannot
bear hardship as T might. Here;then, is the plain case;
if you bestow on me a gift of a few hundred dollars, .
(three hundred is as much as I would accept, less than
that would, perhaps, answer my purpose,) I shall quit
piracy for ever.”

« Five hundred, at least, you must receive,” said the

Earl. «T give them freely, congratulating you on

your resolution, and I wish you prosperity in a better
avocation.” :
«“ T now only wish for a hearth m retu'ement and




w ’

THE - CANADIAN GIRL. 285

food and clothing sufficient for nature’s needs,” said the
Dirate. <« However, let it be as you have said, generous
sir; five hundred dollars I will take as your free gift,
for T can never hope to repay it, and with the money
my child and I will fly from this'way of life, and she
shall remember your name (1f you will let me know it,}
in her-daily prayers.”

A few minutes after this conversation the Pirate saw
his daughter pass by the door and step softly down
to the hold, to fetch something which she wanted for a
supper for her guests. He followed her, and called her
in a low voice by name. She started and trembled,
fearing it was some of the crew, but instantly recognising
her father, smiled affectionately, returning his caress,
and asked him many questions which hitherto the pre-
sence of the strangers had prevented.

¢ You nearly sunk, father, Haverstraw tells me, when

you were striving to save the youngest-lady, who, I am-

delighted to say is fast recovering.”

‘It is true I did,” said the Pirate; * and had I lost
my presence of mind for a moment, you would have seen
no more of the father who has beer such a trouble to
you.” , T
. ¢ Why do you speak in that way?” said Jane, tears
springing to her eyes; ¢ have I not always loved you
as well as ever daughter loved a father 7.

¢ Forgive me, Jenny ; you are full of tenderness to
me—tenderness, heaven knows, ill deserved! But you
have often entreated me to quit these privateers I am
leagued with ; what would you say if I could now pro-

mise-you that you should soon, very soon, have your
wish I” "”

d
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¢ Say !’ exclaimed Jane; “ I should say heaven help
you to carry out your purpose!”

<« Heaven waits that prayer, then,” said the Pirate, with
lower but decided tones ; ¢ for I promise you, by all my
hopes to see you bappy and light-hearted, that if it be -
at all practicable, I will not’see another moon rise over
me in this ship! O, Jenny! for thy sake chiefly, and
for thy brother’s, I determine upon this change; for as:
for me, personally, Iam lost to society, to myself, to my .
God, and it is little matter where or with whom T dwell.
The strangers whom Merry and I have rescued, are per-
sons of high distinction; Merry will gain by what he
did for them, not only a bundred dollars, but his legal
freedom, also, from the slave-master who owns him ; and
I have compelled myself to stoop to receive five hundred
dollars from the gentleman, in consideration of what I
did ; and with that five hundred dollars I will loosen
myself from the bands which bind me to the Fearless
and her crew, and maintain you in somte secret place on
land.”

« Oh, this is the happiest news that ever Sounded in -
my ears!” said Jane, clasping her hands on the Pirate’s
shoulder, and smiling through her tears. He passed
his arm round her waist, aud saul—-

« Now study fo be cheerful a little longer; within a

" month you will h'a.ve solid ground beneath your feet, and
-no fears of shlp reck, fights, or mutinies, to distress -

you more.’

« Understand " ‘my true feelings, father,” said Jane
¢ it is not tosave either of us from distress that I would
draw you from a Pirate’s life; honourable, honest dis-
tress, I would not shrink from sharing with you ; but

!:
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_here, father, there can never be either honour or
honesty.”,

“ You spédk severely, Jenny ; is there no honesty in
meek old Toby ?2—in brave Merry? is there no honour
m your father’s breast 7’

¢« Yes—there is,” said Jane; and she lifted his hand
with a hasty movement of aﬁ'ectlon to her breast, and
held it there ; « but="" she stopped, casting her eyes
seriously to the ground, while the Pirate’s majestic fea-
tures revealed the most painful feelings of humiliation.

« But what 7’ said he, abruptly; his large brow :on-
tracting with sudden impatience ; * go on, why are you
afraid to speak ?”

« I was going to say, ” said Jane, * thatit cannot be
honest or right to be a friend of bad men. I see Ioffend
youw”” She paused, and then in more lively terms re-
sumed ; < It is a great sin indeed, for a man who knows
any thing better, to be connected with this crew. They
live by the ruin of worthy men. They plunder peaceful

' vessels—they spread dismay around.” ‘
¢ What else 7’ said the Pirate, in a sharp tone.

« I will say no more,” exclaimed Jane, passing her
arm arourd his neck, and looking anxiously in his face.

« Tohave my daughter for my judge ! exelaimed the
irritated Pirate, disengaging himself from her, and
pacing the hold ; “ I tell you, Jane, I bad rather bear
the hangman’s gripe, than have my crimes set out before
me by you! What have you to do with my being a
Pirate ? tell me that, Jenny. To you I am a father, a
father only ; it is my men’s province, and only theirs,
- to see a Pirate in me.” ‘
¢ Dear father,” said Jane, ¢ my love for you is al-
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ways ready to cover a multitude of sins, and no crimes
on your part would weaken it, that would be impossibie.
But [ would do you good. I know your inward pains
produced by the consciousness of partaifing in guilt, and
I would lure you from guilt. I would not help you to
call dark light, and light dark ; but I.would win you
from the dark to thelight.” A virtuous purpose imparted
strength to her as she went' on:—* I must see you as
you are. I cannot persuade myself that you are not a

- Pirate because you have qualities and impulses above

those of ordinary Pirates, when I see you at the head of
a gang of them. No, father, I must dare to tell you the
truth clearly ; I wish to see you forsake this ship, de-
cause you are outraging social, moral, and religious
laws, by abiding in it; talents that were given you for

_ the support of virtue, you employ here in directing fifty
" depraved men how best to outrage all virtue.”

*¢ No more, Jenny ! From you I will hear no more on
this"subject—not another word,” said the Pirate, with
an air of imperative decision. He sighed profoundly.

¢ Jane,” he resumed, after a minute of distressing re- -

flections, * you have spokenwell. Irespect my daughter.
The probing was hard to bear, but it has done me good.
‘We will converse again in the morning, and in the mean-
time sleep sound and happy: I know the ruins of a fort
some forty or fifty miles from here overland, there we
will hide, and I will have no more to do with piracy :—
would that I had niever had aught to do with it! - I wish
to avoid leaving the ship until sheis clearof her present
danger. Iwillsee her at a safer distance from the steamer
which is chasing her, and then she and I part for ever.”
¢ Steamer ahead, Captain!” bawled the night-watch

j
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From the hatchway, at the top of his voice. Jaue trem
bled at the sound.

“« Commtr, ” returned tho deeptones of the Plra.'(e.
and, pressing his daughter’s haid, he dxsappeared,
having badeé her not to delay : supper for him.

% Have you heird my soi’s swnal » mqulred he,
when he stepped on deck.

« No, sir,” replied the watch; ¢ there has been no
shot of any sort heard, I Irave been on the’ hsten ever
since you went belaw.”

The mists had partly cléared off, and a watery moon

had scattered a few rays of pale light o' ‘the turbid water
through the remaining vapour - which had risen higher in
the air. ~ After some time essayma to look tbrouorh tha
glass h returned it to the watch. .

« T can make no use of it,” said he’; then pacmo up
and down the forecastle in deep deliberation he remained
Occupled with his own thoughts, occa.sxonally stopping
and hstemno mtensely

% You are sure you saw the smoke of a steamer dark-
ening the mist 7 he suddenly asked the watch.

“ the sure,” answered the latter; «] Would swea.r

toit. I have always been ab)e to tell 'when one of those

sort of sailors was anigh us. 1 could almost sme!! her
smoke at any distance.”
“ You are pretty much to be relied upon, I know,
said the Plrate ; < but if it be the chaser, I wonder we

hear nothmnr However, Iet all hands be on the alnrt »

.w:

He walked up and down, and listened, dad planned
and meditated, until the old mariner was at his elbow.

_ fe then, in a suppressed voice, gave -him a numoer of
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ecommands: * Have you perfectly understood me ?”” he:
asked. ' ©

“¢ Clearly, clearly,” answered Haverstraw. -

¢ Then now execute it all in your best style,” said
the Pirate; < go, en you' depends very much the fate of
all in the vessel, remember that. You: will obey me to
the letter—you understand 7

« Yes, I do,” answered Haverstraw : « I am no in-
experienced boy, Captain ; I have seconded you before
to-day, and you have never complained of me.”

¢ I have had no reason to do so, old friend,” said the
Pirate; « well have I proved your worth.”

The preparations in case of an aitack went on' no  less
quietly than effectually during the succeeding hour, the
Pirate continuing to pace the deck, hoping that the mist
would clear off'so as to permit him an unobstructed view -
of the lake ; but so far from this being the case it lowered
again, and became denser than ever. :

Every man was now at his gun round the sides of tlxg
deck ; gunpowder, shot, and sma]l arms, were brought
up in readiness for instant use, and Haverstraw stepped
about here and ‘there seeing tha.t all was: m the order
his Captaln had described.

Suddenly a crack was heard from an Aalarmingly near
pomt . :

“°Tis the signal '—Nxcholas is true to his word !

exclaimed the Plra.te in his loudest tones, with hasty en-

thusiasm, ¢ Now my men, look.out! youwill be ser at
»

work presenﬂy Isall as it sbould be, Toby ¢
“¢ All,” replied the old man.

Ve
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- CHAPTER XVIIL

# Put that-vain victor - has ruined all
They form no longer to their leader’s call;
In vain he doth whate’er a chief may do,
To check the headlong fury of that erew; L
In vain their stubborn ardour he would tame, - i‘
‘The hand thet kindles cannot quench the flame. "—?yno

¢* Can-it be-her! and do we meet ‘once more, 1:. -
\Only to part, as we beforehave parted "—M. B. 17 |

PRE?FNTLY, asonnd tha.t ‘was scarcely dlstmomshable
from that of the dashing surges, announced to the Pirate’s -
‘waiting ear the approach of a heavy steamer.| That
‘sound became more distinct, and in another qaa\;tei' of
¥ mimate the engines were heard ‘in full play, and the

4

i
1
4
3
t
§

ykeel cut through the water at a distance of mot A\
.~ more than twenty yards from the Fearless.- b

~ All the'privateers were in a breathless state of sus-
pense; the steamer went on a trifiiag distance, then
stopped, and hailed. the vessel which they had passed,
having caught sight of the light of the torch which one
of the sailors had bronght on deck contrary to the Cap-
“tain’s ordefs ; it had been qmckly extm-rmshed--but
the mischief was doue.
The Pirate, seizing a trumpet, replied to the hait af
‘the steamer that be was a trader in peitries and fish-oils,

-
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- and going toward Lake Huron, but had moored on acs -
count of the fog -
The present danger appeared to be passed now, for
the steamer again set off, and was soon lost to the ear as
well as to the eye. But the Pirate was too wary to re-
~ lease any of the crew from their defensive postures as
yet, and not until midnight did he himself quit the deck.
He went down, and found all 1n silence in the cabins as
he wished ; not the least alarm ‘had been excited in the
minds of the strangers, who had no ldea that any thing A
extraordinary was going on. ' J
He had just thrown himself into Ha.verstra.w s ham-
mock, the latter bemg now on watch above, and was
settling’into a sound sleep, when a soﬁ tap sounded on
the cabin door.
“ Toby—it is I—I widt to speak to.you,” said Jane,
- m a subdaed voice outside, The Pirate arose dlrectly,
- .and, half undressed, opened the door. -
-« What is the matter, my dear? Has any thing
- frightened-you? . 1 have occupied Toby’s cabin while
‘he keeps watch above What is it you want to say to
him?
Oh, fa.ther' is ot some drea.dful ﬁ«rht 4bout to bap-
- pen between this crew and some other vessel 7. . -
. % If you suspect any thing, Jenny, it is no use to at- g
tempt to hide - the truth from you. Now don’tlook so
terrified, my 'dear!—depend on_ it there-is-no-oecasion.— -
- This is all—the steamer which the Governor of Toronto
sent out against us has passed very near to-night, and I
thought it safest to put all the ship under guard ;—but
the enemy has long been out of gunshot, and there is -
uo more danger for us—none at all.
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1 wish 1 could think so,” said Jae, trembling.
<« Don’t be a coward, my degr,little girl‘,‘ don’t,” said

the Pirate, trying to laugh ber out of her fears. How

did your supper go off A
.« Verywell,” said she; « Debofah l:{il;ledv;‘andv cl:rps's,ed
1he fattest fowl in ’t‘beﬁhgn.-q‘dop, and boiled a piece of
pork out of the pickling-tub. I wish you had been down
with us, you would.have. liked bath the meat, and the
cooking, Deborah is.so clever at those sort of things.
The message you sent dowp accounted very well for your
absence, and the ladies made themselves most_,agg?é_ili}}g.,
. The elderlady Iadmire exceedingly ; she-is ﬁ)vond;egquy
beautiful, and very young fo be a widow, poor lady I

« Now run away to your bed, and sleep Gvell;?” said
the Pirate, « believe me, all js right;” and Jane did
so, having affectionately. wkhe@lhinx”.good"qight,,; o
. - A second time: the Pirate was settling to_sleep, when
a second time there came a distarbing knock, this time
louder and more alarming, He spraogup— .- ' '
.« Wha's there ?” ‘he demanded. . i |

* s Haverstraw,’- was - the reply. - He was let in.
< Captam; there has been two sho;sendt pistol-_shpxé' in
the air—but gunshots, scouring: along the water and
nearly hittieg our sides, just now. Will, the gunper,
who: was on watch when he first smelt out the steamer,
déclares it is still on our tack so.mqwhgreabouts,é”‘ -
. 4t.]s it s indeed ! -muttered the Captain; throwing
on his rough jacket ; ¢ well, never mind, /Tqby, we are
.all réady for it—it may as well come nowas at any other
time. -Stay; before we go up, I must ‘ease my mind of
owe burden” - He fixed'his eyes a }ﬁompnt ou the ham-
mock, musing'; then »starting,../pzi/t his hand on the ol
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_man’s shoulder—“ If T should be killed in the struggle,
<" Toby Haverstraw—you hear me ?—you mark me ?” '

“T do, my dear Captain; but Providence, I hope,
will never let my old eyes see a sight so sad !” v

“ Then, in such a case,” continued the Pirate, not"
heeding his last words, < do you receive, for my daugh-
ter’s use, five hundred dollars from the gentleman I and

- Merry saved last evening; and see her safe on shore,
Toby, and do not leave her, I chawe you, until she is in
thé house from which I érew her last—I mean the Eng-

~ lish Pastor’s '

« T wil do it if there should be a necessity for it,”
said Toby ; * but don’t think of such a thing, my dear
Captain.”

“ I must think of it, Toby,” s:nd the Pirate; < and
now, remember, I have had a promise from you. Stop
another minute;® they were at the door, Haverstraw

was drawn back, the Pirate fastened his eyes on him
again with a secret meaning—* Haverstraw, you must
-go to the Governor at m
black suspicion, too, if I fall—you hear? You will
promise me this also?  You will not let my memory be
worse stained than is just 7 :

¢ I understand you—I will do what you wish, if—"
said Haverstraw, dashing a tear from his eye, and clearing
his voice, which became impeded, as he thought of the
probable chance of his Captam s death. There wasa
momentary pause— -

“ My son,” said the Pirate, speaking abstractedly,

“ God bless him! T have no more to say,” he added,
Yreaking into a more animated tone;  now go up, and

look well that my directions are obeyed in every tittle.”

| .-
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T

Shot after shot now came nearer and nearer, until
they rebounded from the tough sides of the Fearless.
- The mist again -thinned under a lively breeze, and the
adversaries saw each other. At the instant of recog-
nition a shout arose from both vessels, and then followed
a volley of fire from the Pirate’s ship, which was re-
turned by a similar salute from its pursuer.

Clinton was looking out on the deck of the steamer,
and when the smoke rolled between the ships he shud-
dered for his father and his sister, and every_pulse
throbbed with anxiety for their fate. So, also, on the
Fearless, the Pirate trembled for his son, and every gun
that was fired off by his men seemed to pass through his
own heart. It was a dreadful situation for both father
and son, but each repressed every outward exhibition of
his feelings, and braced himself for the occasion. The
moon disappeared, the wind grew quiet, and the mist

The firing continued at random, still the strangers on
board the privateer-vessel slept unconscious, Letitia was
the first to start up :— ,
« Oh, sister—sister ! she exclaimed in terror ; « Oh,
governess ! do you hear the noise
Lady Hester opened her eyes—the whole ship reeled
under the shot of artillery. ¢ What is all this!” cried
she, hastily springing out of Jane’s hammock, and
- throwing on her clothes. ¢ Keep yourself as quiet as
you can, Letty, I will call papa. Miss Gresham, awake
—awake, and dress yourself and Letitia!”” She threw
-open the door, and called aloud on the Earl, who in-
stantly joined her, amazed and alarmed in the extreme,
 Here Jaue came in, pale as marble, her fattermng

ot

again increased, the darkness was of a pitchy intensity.
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‘speech incapable of one connected sentence :— Oh, my
brother ! oh, my father!” she wildly exclaimed, sinking
into a clair, and pressing her bands on her ears to shut
out tne awfal pealing of the guns, evéry one of which
she knew to be charged with death..

% What is the occasion of all this " asked the Earl.’

© Miss Anderson, you seem .in great distress,” said
Lady Hester, going to her with kindness and sympathy ;
« tell me what is the matter here. .Are we attacked
by pirates? Do not hesitate to tell me the truth.””

- ¢ Not pirates—but enemies,” stammereid Jane; “ and
my brother—my only brother—is with them! Ob, by
this time he may be killed ! while here, my dear father
is exposed to the same—oh, what a shot was that " she
jumped up from the cbair, and clasped her hands.
% Lord preserve them! Oh, my dear—dear father !—
oh, my brother!” Her teeth chattered,and an lcy cold-
ness spread over her frame. .

Lady Hester took hetthand with miich emotion, I

. feel for you extremely,” said she; ¢ bat is there nothing
‘we can do to assist the sailors in their brave defence of
the vessel 7 her tone was energetic, her mien resolute.
Jane looked at her with momentary admiration. -

« No—we can do nothing,”” ‘she replied, shaking' her
head “ but rema.m/qmet until the result is seen. To
me, that result may be complete desolation! I have
now no other relatives in the world than my father and
my brother, if they fall I am utterly alone !”

« But you shall .not be unfriended,” returned Lady
Hester with warmth ; ¢ Letitia owes a good deal to you
aad your kind Irish attendant; if such an event as you
fear should happen (which I hope will not), ‘we mll not

2
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leave you unprotected or unprovided for.” Jane could
only look her gratitude. _

. ¢ T should like to see Captam Anderson,” said the
Earl who knew more than his daughters and suspected
more, going to the foct of the ladder leading up to the -
deck. The hatches were closed above, but he could

hear the tramping of the privateers, and the orders thlib\_\

‘were now and then shouted from different parts of the
vessel. The shots became more and more confused and
- rapid, and now a hundred feet shook the planks. There
" was evidently aconflict going on upon board of a deadly
nature. The cries of attack and defiance resounded
terribly through the ship. The hatchway was now burst’
open, and the negro darted down and closed it again on
the inside with haste and force. The Earl had caught
a glimpse of men struggling together, and of closing
weapons whose clash he heard.
“ What has occurred? Who are they that have .
boarded this ship 7 demaunded the pallid Earl
¢ Me not tell you now, massa, ” said the black, resting
for 2 bare moment to take breath on the steps of the
ladder, which, the next instant, he threw on oue side.
¢ You must go back into de Captin’s cabin, massa. You |
must make no noise about it—keep still—not stu‘—-tlll
de Captin come down.”
His manner admitted of no dispute, and the Earl,
_ under the influence of fear, stepped back before Merry’s
formidable handspike, and joined his terrified children.
The appearance of -the young negro was not calculated
to reassure the la&%és, or their father, or the anxious
Jane. His blue cotton shirt was rolled up above the
elbows and dyed with blood and gunpowder; his face
2aq : ‘
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was.expressive of all the fierce passions which the deadly
fight in which he had been engaged was calculated to
call forth. Letitia covered her eyes and ran back as
she saw him to the embrace of her scarcely less fearful
governess. - The black’s appearance, and ‘the Earl’s
manner, all at once awakened a suspicion in Lady Hes-
ter's'mind as to the real profession of the ship. She
stepped close to Merry as he stood listening by the
cabin door.

¢<-Are not the men of this vessel pirates or smugglers?”
she asked, in a tone which he only could hear; her
question being firmly and abruptly put, Merry’s eye
sank before her’s, and he was at first quiteat a loss what
to answer. She did not give him time to recover his
self-possessxon, but continued in a louder tone—* You
cannot deceive me—I read the reply in your face! Do
not attempt to satisfy me with even the thousandth part
* of afalsehood, for I assure you I am apt atdiscerning the
truth at all times. Are you pirates or smugglers ? Tell
me instantly.”

Merry did not speak. -

¢ Are you smugtrlers ?? she asked.

He answered, < No.”

¢ Then you are pirates I said she very ﬁrmly “ Do
not dare to say no, if I am right.”-

He did not dare to say no, and, after a momenta.ry
pause, Lady Hester again fixed her eyes on him :—

“ Your captain is the celebrated Pirate Anderson !
Do not say no, I repeat, if I am right >

Again Merry. was silent. ‘

“ 1 see you respect truth a little, whatever be your
way of life,” said she: " Now, since I know all this, it

P
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cannot matter much if you tell me who your assailants
are?” \

« The Governor’s people, in the steam-ship,” said
Merry. ‘

¢ Ah!—indeed !” exclaimed Lady Hester, turning
pale as she remembered that Clinton was in that steam-
ship. She went back into the cabin, and stooping to.
Jane, who was sitting with her hands still cla.sped on her
knee, and with a fixed look of abstraction, whispered—.

¢ I know all; but depend upon it, if your adversaries
prevail, that both Iand the Earl, my father, will endea-
vour to do you service. I am sorry to see‘ you suffering
so much. -You say you have a brotber on board the'
steamer, that is singular ; may I venture to inquire how
it 1s that he is assisting your fathér’s opponents? Be-
lieve me no idle motive prompts me to inquire, but a
disposition of real friendliness towards you.”

“ He is not willingly,” Jane began, but Just then the
hatches were opened with a noise, and a voice that was
usually mellow and rich to a fault, but now strained and
hoarse, called to Merry for the ladder. It'was thrown

R up, and Clinton descended, while Lady Hester’s heart

, throbbed in her throat, and her white eyelids sank. v
¢ My sister '—my dearest Jane!” exclaimed he. She

rushed into his arms, and was strained to his panting

breast. “ Look up, my dear sister! be at ease! You
are safe—all is well! Father has almost gained a com-
plete victory! The men I have been with are nearly
overcome !” ' :

Jane clapped her hands under the first impulse of her
joy, then surveyed. his graceful form with glances of af-
fectionate inquiry.

VR
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¢« Oh, you need not eye me so anxiously, I am not
hurt,” said he, kissing her forehead.

< And father—is he safe 7 °

Clinton’s face suddenly became overshadowed: she
noticed its change, and abruptly exclaimed—

« He is wounded !—Perhaps he is—"

-« Killed, you were going to say,” said Clinton, ten-
derly smiling on her; “ but, my dear sister, you alarm
yourself unnecessarily. No, he is not killed, T am glad
to be able ‘to tell you, onlya slight i mJury in the suie
from a shot, that is all.” ,

¢ That is all 1> echoed Jane; * he s wounded then ?
Oh, let me go to him!”

“ By no means, Jane ; he will be brought down di-
rectly, and after bis side has been examined you shall
see him, not before ; come, yield with a good grace, and
be thankful things are as well as they are.” Here he
started, a red tint spread over his delicately-coloured
face, deeper and deeper still.

“ Lady Hester!” he exclaimed, < I little expected
to have the honour of meeting you ere! I ask your
pardon that I did not see you before, my sister had en-
grossed my attention eutirely.”

Lady Hester was about to putout her hand, which he
was about te take, when, in uncontrolled embarrassment,
she withdrew it, remembering who were present. In~
stantly Clinton was himself again; his colour receded,
he was outwardly collected and noncbalant almost pro-
vokingly so..

Jane wondered when her brother recognised the lady,
and his expressive looks and his colour, and her em-
barrassment, were easily interpreted. She was convinced
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at once that not only had they met before, but that they
were objects of no common. interest to each other. So
quick are they who have loved to discern love in others.

« Sister, tell me how it happens that I have the sur-
prise, and, I must needs say pain, of meeting Lady
Hester Cleveland and her friends in this vessel, under
the present circumstances ?”” Jane explained.

¢ I am sorry,” said Cliuton, turning to the Earl and
then to Lady Hester, with a manner at once di‘fétant and
refined, ¢ to hear you have been so alarmed. I hope
that in a very few hours you will find yourselves safely
on shore, beyond the reach of any more water accidents
If T can be of any sernce in promoting your landing,
you may commaud me.”

« Thank you,” said the Earl. * Let me see, surely
1 remember your countenance. You were sent out by
his Excellency of Toronto, were you not, aga.mst this
Pirate ?”? ,

« I was,” replied Clinton.

¢« How then do I find you here, taking part with the
Pirate, and calling his daughter your sister ¥’

<« She is my sister,” said Clinton, again flushing,
and speaking with a pride that was merely a cover to
hide the sense of his degradmcr origin ; < the Pirate is
ny father.”

¢ Quite a romance, I declare ! Bless me, this is odd
indeed! Your father, eh? Excuse me; my curiosity,

" T am aware, may be impertinent, but pray tell me, did

you not accuse him to the Governor of mutiny and mur-
der 7—and did you not lodge a written accusation
against him in the hands of some maglstrate or other of
the Upper province ?”
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Clinton did not like the reminiscence ; he felt alarmed
when he thought of that written statement; it might
bring his father into imminent peril at some future day;
his eye caught Jane’s, her’s reflected the fear in his.

« At that time I did not know the Pirate was my
father—that discovery I have made since,” said he, and
turned/aside to assist the men who were bringing the _
person of whom he spoke down the ladder. o

“‘You positively shall not come out—I assure you he
is not seriously hurt!” exclaimed Clinton to Jane,
pﬁtting her back within the cabin, and fastening the door
on the outside.

The Pirate hardly had patience to submit to an ex-
amination of his wound, and as soon as it had been hastily
bandaged, he threw himself from- the hammock on which
he had been laid, aud persisted, in despite of all oppo-
sition, in going again on deck.

The conflict, which had ceased for a few wminutes, now
raged anew, but the place of strife was changed to the
steamer, which was nearly alongside the Fearless. A
knot of determined men, belonging to the former, were -
fighting desperately for their lives with twice their num-
ber of desperadoes from the latter.

“Down! down with your weapons, men!” shouted
the Pirate-chief, in vain. The privateers were animated

- by a ferocious spirit of vengeance and' bloodthirstiness,
and paid no attention to his command. '

< Life for life! and no quarter!” hallooed the ruf-
fians ; another and another bleeding body fell over the
steamer’s side into the ensanguined flood. :

‘“Back! back to your ship! down with your wea-
pons!” again cried the Pirate; his tones of power rose
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high above the tumult, but produced no more effect on
those he addressed than on the water which flowed be-
neath his eye. ' )

Threading the Pirate s giistening shrouds,
The dun smoke soars, and veils the clouds.
. Below, the rattling shots rebound,
’ And loud defiance shouts around.
Like bloodhounds springing on their prey,
Like raging tigers held at bay, '
So, the assailants onward spring,
So, driven back, their wild yells ring
From stern to aft, from aft to stern,
Whuile their fierce hearts with frenzy burn.
Beneath the vessel’s bellowing sides,
A shape of darkness slowly glides,
Unseen of the mad homicides !
Saving, when, from the slippery tops
Of the wide deeks, some ruffian drops ;

- ‘%When, while his warm gore stains the floed,
He, cursing, shrieks the name of “ Gon1®
And better spirits hover near, '
With uplift hands and falling tear;

Ready to bear to Mercy’s throne,
. The soul of sofe repenting one. )

But who are they, who, side by side,

Turn the hot battle’s eddying tide?

This, mighty, strong; that, great in skiil,
Agile of limb, and swift to kill.

The PIRATE-CHIEF’S is that large fiame,
The younger owns a son’s dear name.
Their eyes-have met, their hands they lock,
Then head the bold, resistless shock.

“ The day is won | now cease the strife’!
Nor touch the conquered foeman’s life

- So cries the Chief, and cry he may,

Nor will the pirates cease to slay.

“ Lay down your arms !” they heed hum not,
All, but wild bate, is now forgot.
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CHAPTER XIX

i
i

T -
¢ And blow them t‘o the moon.”—Shakspeare.

Though I dislike ypur projects, plots, and treascns,
And would resign my life to disappoint them,
Tl not expose you, for it might be thought
I bore mean malxce*”—Smwn Gurty.
|

\

Taz majority of the pirates were on the steamer, thus
lesperately engaged, when the engineer found, that, in
the hurry and terror of the night, he had suffered the
works under his charge to get into disorder; twice he
communicated his fears aloud to the men cn deck, but
they were fusensible to- his words, altogether swallowed

up in the fury of the conflict ; a third time he endeavoured
to remedy his dangerons neglect, but,. finding himself
overmastered in the attempt, sought te get clear of the
steamer, and swam round the Pirate’s vessel; he was

seen, and a privateer, ,lowermo his carabine, shot him
through the head. \

What followed cannot be \adequately plctured a
thundering, stunmng explosmn, mixed with shrieks of
the most harrpwing descmptlon, rent the air, and the

noble steamer, together with all its living and all its

. dying freight /of human bodies, v\vere scattered wide and

\
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far in fragments horrible to be contemp]ated that
dropped into the secret-keeping tide.

It must ever remain a mystery how the Fearless es-
" caped as she did ; the steamer had not been a dozen

-, yards from her at the moment of the explosion, yet she

was far from being hurt sg"’és to be altogether in an un-
seaworthy condition. Her masts were shivered, her
capstan flattened, her guns battered and some driven

out into the lake, her decks iere strewed all over with _

pieces of metal and wood, and with'the shattered parts
of bodies, some of her flooring planks were beat in, but
still no lives were lost ‘here, except those which had
been taken in the fight.

Daylight broke; the wa.ter exhibited all sorts of
floating relics. The Earl came up with Clinton to view
the dismal spectacle.

¢ I shall never forget thls night though I live a thou-
sand years!” ejaculated his lordshlp : \

Ina large cabin, two hours later, a table was spread
for breakfast; the remnant of the crew, who. were free
from w unds, sat down with the prisoners side by side ;
the la.tter consisted of seven persons beside those-
were senously wounded: As little as possible was sald
and that little referred exclusively to the last catastrophe,
. which had almost swallowed up the remembrance of the
prevmus struggle. The Pirate himself, although suffering
much in his side, sat at the head of the table and prac-
tised the utmost courtesy toward his captured opponents.
On rising, he bade them consider themselves only as
passengers to the nearest harbour, and requested them,
if, in any respect, they had reason to complain of the
beh:mour of the crew to ther; to inform™ him, and he

- 2r :
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would instantly remedy the grievance. But lie trusted
they would have nothing to complain of.

. The battered Fearless was now put forward toward a
bay on the British side of the lake, where it was to be
- thoroughly repaired, and victualled if possible. The
place was distant about a few hours sail from the Sugar-
loaf country, but the Pirate resolved not to approach
before nightfall, for many prudent reasons.- On the
way to the bay he spoke apart to Clinton, who stood on
deck wrapped in peculiar meditations.

« Well, Nicholas,” said he, ¢ we fought them gal-
lantly, did we not 7’

« You were a perfect giant a;mong heroes, my dear

sir,” said Clinton, with an attempt at his wonted gaiety.
< But the sight was shocking, after all, even setting
on one side the terrible explosion.”
.. «'I thought nothing of the shockingness of it,” aaxd
the Pirate,  while I was in the heat of the thing. -My
blood. was on fire, and I dare say I fought like a very
born fiend.” ‘

« I know that Idid, as far as my strengthwould go,” :
said Clinton.  There is something wonderfully intoxi-
cating in’ ¢ the grappling vigour and rough frown of
2% .

« Ah! Nicholas—Nicholas! when I saw my men
fighting for mere brutality’s sake, for mere vengeance
and thirst for blood, just before the steamer blew up, I
. felt what a villain I was. - The thought that I was their
leader—t2heirs, even at a moment so dreadful—sickened
me of myself! I have yet alittle conscience left—I am
glad that I feel it stirring! It shall have a free voice
henceforward to say what rough things to me it pleases.
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1 have done with pirdcy after this day. My heart will

let me remain in this cursed profession no longer. Ab,

Jane! this day over and your father is no longer a
© Pirate.  Bless lier !I” . :

“ Father, explain yourself.” '

« I will, my son, to you, without reserve. To goback
a few years, you remember the mutiny on board the
Antelope, poor old Barry’s vessel ?” ‘

“ Certainly,” answered Clinton, experiencing 2 skock
at this abrupt mention of an event in whlch he supposed
his father seriously implicated.

“ T see you still thmk me the murderer of Captmn
Barry.”

“I should be glad to believe you were mot,” said
Clinton. ‘ »
. “ Believe so then—for I certamly was not!” said the

Pirate, with an air of haughty truth. The face of Clinton

lighted up—then doubt shaded it again.

< But did I not see—" '

 You saw nothing,” said the Pirate, interrupting his
son, “ of the astual occurrences until the last moments
of the old man’s life. You then saw him dying on deck,
and me standing side by side with his murderer. That
is all your memory can furnish you with that bears
against me.’

<« Not all, T think, father,” said Clinton; * unfortu-
nately, you were one of those who exposed the passen-
gers in an open boat, and you shared the—shall I use
an unvarnished expression—"-the plunder of the murdered
Captain’s ship.”

* You forget that it was 1 who prevailed on the mu-
tineers to spare your lives by placing you in the jolly-

i
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boat, in which you sailed to the shore of St. Lawrence!
I will tell you what part I played in that dark affair, and
- pray listen to me with belief, and do not think me more
guilty than I say. The second mate of the ship often
hinted darkly to me that something important was me-

ditated by the crew, in which they desired me totake an -3 7

active part. At first I would not attend to his ambiguous
phrases, but when he flattered my pride by telling me
broadly that without me their schemescould not succeed,
I listened. On my soul, my son, Epihing—wmzﬁmlaln/
intention against Barry’sTife, or I should, in spite of my
cursed pride, my evil genius, have renounced-the-affai

I know. Nothing was said either of seizing Barry’s ship
and the passengers goods, or Zkaf, too, would have
warned me off from the affair. The plan proposed to
me was simply a very profitable smuggling concern to be
carried on between British America and the United
States. I was to have sole command and direction of
the party, and my informant was to advance money to
purchase a vessel fit for the purpose. Giving me the
command was the bait by which I was drawn into the
conspiracy, but the true nature of it I did not learn
until it broke upon me in the mutiny. My tempter,
the second mate, had pretended to inform Barry of the
projects of the crew, and g:ave up all their names, mine
standing at the head ; he being in the Captain’s confi-
dence, therefore, had more opportunities for furthering
the objects of his fellow plotters. 1 was, like yourself,
called on deck by the cries of Barry; he expired before
me, pierced with a dozen wounds. The trembling pas-
sengers stood by bound, expecting the same fate. You,
as soon as you appeared from below, were tied with the

Taa
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rest. I stood passive among the mutineers; had I op-
posed them, you must all have perished ; my single arm
could have done you little good against their numbers,
they would have sent us all into the next world without
scruple. No—TI knew better than to incur that fearful
hazard. I called the second mate, the ringleader of the
uproar, on one side the gangway, and offered to take the

command of the band, as he had proposed, with this pro-_

i—".’m'”#vxso, that there should be no morelives taken, except in-— -

self-defence—that the passengers should be given a boat
and some provisions, and be allowed a chance to make
- their way to the shore. He proposed this to the crew,
and they agreed to give me full power as their leader,
their first act of subordination being a consent to my re-

quest in favour of the passengers, by which I unknow- -

ingly saved my son.’ ..
“ And the smuggling expedition ?” ——
¢« Was a mere pretence—piracy was the real object in
view,” returned his father; ¢ but, as I told you, I did
not know that at first; and, bad as smuggling is, piracy
you must recollect is much worse.’

« But did I not hear the expiring Captain say, ¢ And

you ?, 2

1 have explained; Nacholas _my name was at the
head of the list of mutineers which the second mate
showed him with pretended fidelity ; he therefore looked
on me as one of his murderers, though really I had no
hand in it—Do you not understand me?” ;

< Perfectly now, my degr sir, perfectly,” said Clmton,
reaching out his hand to his father.

‘T take it,” said the Pirate, < but I would not do

you, Anderson—could I have expected this from'

I
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so if I thought that you row _]udoed it to have been
guilty of the blood of Captain Barry.” -~
« I do mot,” said Clinton, decisively; they then
paced the gangway arm in arm, still in earnest talk.
<« You should rest with that wound of yours, my dear
sir ; you will irritate it by moving about, I am afraid,”
said Clinton, presently stopping on the quarter-deck.
<« No, no, it is nothing of any consequence,” said the
Pirate, with carelessness, but at the same time he
slackened his steps, and leaned heavier on his son’s arm.
“ Where are you going, Toby 1’ the old man was pas-
sing hastily acoss the deck from the head of the com-
panion way, with a towel hanging from hisarm, and a
pair of forceps in his hand.
- ¢ Only to find the steward, sir,”” answered Haverstraw,
meaning the man who now managed the affairs of the
larder under Deborah, for it was a favourite habit of the
old sailor’s to disperse among the crew the titles usual
on a regular, first-rate ship, though the privateers were
not a little prejudiced against regular ship titles, and dis-
“claimed all gradation of ranks among themselves; I
want some things for the sick-ward which he has stowed
away somewhere or other. If it please you, Captain,
you should not, by any manner of meauns, be walking
here with that guunshot-wound in your side.  You had
better take my word as a humble caution, Captain,
and go and lie down.” )
¢« So0.I have been telling him,” said Clinton ; « but
he is not to be persuaded.% % Cier
“Psha! go and lie dowa for a tnﬂmv accident like
this !—not I—not 1! £
“ You had better, Captain,” repeated Haverstraw ;
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“ many’s the wownd, as trifling as yours, which I have
seen carry off a tall, strong fellow, only because he
wouldn’t take advice, keep still, and leave off liquors and
strong victuals.”

“ Well, well, I shall keep off liquors,” said the Pi-
rate, smiling, * and perhaps live on barley-water, and
chicken-broth, .during your pleasure, Toby ; but as for
keeping still, that I would not do for any bullet short of
a twelve-pounder. So go along to your sick patients,
and let me “alone to get stroug a.gam in this fresh
breeze.”

Haverstraw shook is head, and Clinton saw by his
look that he feared the consequences would be more
scrious than his father suspected. '

« I heartily wish that, if only for my sake and my
sister’s, you would yield to this eld sailor’s advice,” urged
Clinton,

* « Nonsense, my son! I scarcely feel the hurt atall,”

returned the Pirate, rather impatiently, sitting down by
the helm, and casting his glance out over the lake to-
ward the line of blue landscape in the dxstance, which
marked the American shore.

« Nicholas,” he resumed, with an appearance of dis-

quietude, « I wish you to know why I kave persisted in R

remaining with these privateers, contrary to your sister’s
anxious and oft-repeated wishes. ‘I durst not tell her,
for it would break her soft and tender heart; I now tel
you, you are firmer minded.—I am eonseious that I have

* justly forfeited my life, and it has been my determination
all along to yield myself up to justice when I left this
band. -But lately I have quailed in my resolution—I
cannot bear to leave you and Jenny for ever!”

w®
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"« Leave us ! no, I hope you will not for another mo-
ment contemplate such a thing!™ exclaimed Clinton.
« Why should you surrender? You have shown me
the murder was not your act, and that you were deceived
into joining the mutiny.”

“ True—true, my dear son; I am glad to see you
understand the true nature of that transaction at last.
But you foro'et that I have been mow many years a
Pirate-chief, and must have shared in many robberies.
My life i is, I repeat, justly forfeit, and it should be given
up, were it not for—baut this is idle now. I have settled
to live as long as'I can with my children, and for them.
Now the money I told you I had received to-day from "
this Earl on board; will enable me to take Jenny to the
ruined fort I spoke of, and to provide us with a few
rough pieces of household goods. You must hunt for
our table, and old Toby, who is going with us, will buy
us from time to time what we need from the nearest
village, and fish for us.”

Clinton listened to the Pirate’s scheme with all at-
tention, and said nothing either against or for it, only
with his silence he seemed to acquiesce.

« Let us go down and see if Toby needs our assis-

. tance,” said the Pirate, aﬁer a brlef and thouOhtful

pause of silence. . |

A number of persons ‘were in the large room nhxch
they entered,’ and a confused noise of rough voices sub-
sided at the first glimpse caught of the Captain’s noble
figure, which was closely followed by the slighter, and -
perhaps more strikingly graceful one of his son. :

% Much obliged to you, young gentleman—jyou kept
your word to us gallantly,” said onc of the Pirate’s men,
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who now lay groaning ou a deal-table, with one of his
arms terribly fractured from the wrist to the shourder, .
and with a broken ancle. , - :

Clinton looked about, and recotrmsed in him the me-
dividual who had on a previous occasion sought to make
him a mate to his father. ’

« Thisis no joke—how was it done?” he inquired,
going n;s:me\wgutlded man. ‘

« With the back of a hatchet,” replied the daring
fellow, in a lively accent, * as I was trying to keep off
the sharks who boarded us. But what does it matter!
—Hurrah. for the brave buccaneers !—no quarter to the
law-bullies ' —Hurrah—hurrah!  Vietory—victory !”

His shout was echoed by his suffering companions
with desperate hardihood, and the wounded prisoners,
who-were in the same room, looked at each other with
silent rage, or affected contempt. )

« Silence i exclaimed the commanding voice of the
Pirate, and his influence over his men being fuily res-
tored, there was instantly a bush so complete that
nothing could be heard, but the hard breathing of those
in pain, for some minutes. A number of hammock-mat-
trasses spread on the floor were occupied by the sufferers,
the prisoners intermixed with their captors; between
these there was an unceasing bye-play of looks and ges-
tures of hate and defiance.

¢« Toby, let our men be separated from the prisoners
as soon as you can,” said the Pirate, observing the
mlxture

% Aye, sir, but there is much to do first. Harry LocK-
swain and [ will not be able to doctor them all for many

“ahour to come yet. I am notso handy at the bandages
- 29
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as ] used to he when I was younger. The ladies are
scraping lint, and cutting up old linen, to be sure, that
is a great help. Here comes Miss Jenny—bless her
. dear heart !’ He went to the door. .

« Now, Toby, here is a large supply of lint, not agrain
of cotton in it,” said Jane, standing outside. ‘

« You have been very quick, my dear Miss Jenny.”

& So I should be,” she returned, * for I have many
assistants. Lady Hester, as I think my brother named
that beautiful young lady, the widow, has set herself,
her sister, and Miss Gresham, the governess, at the
scraping, leaving me and Deberah to execute all your
other commands.”

% I love to see the young quick to help them that are
in pain,” said the old man. ¢ We shall get on now;
Captain, as we have plenty of needful articles, thanks
to the ladies. Run away, Miss Jenny, if you please,
and get ready the poultices, as I told you. 1 must bind
up Gilpin’s starboard-arm, and that will be no sight for -
you” -

« Who is goingyte.assist you ?” asked Jane.

"¢ That is what Trwant to know,” said Haverstraw,

- looking into the room, his eyes shaded with his haud.
« Harry, our skipper-doctor, is trying to set to rights a
steamer-man’s wownds, which are in bad condition, and
all our helpers are about him. Harry,” he raised his voice
so as to make himself heard at the extreme end of the
room, where a group were gathered kneeling and
stooping around a man who lay on a mattrass, “ can
you spare me a couple of sailors to help me out with'a
. troublesome job here 7’ .

“ No,” answered the surgeon ; * my patient is i a
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aa swoon, and I have enough for us all to do hewe; I
omise you.!

* Let 'me help you, 'Ioby,” said the Pirate.

‘ And I can hold the light,” said Clinton.

“ So be it,” eried Haverstraw ; * but now we want -

some one to go in and out from the ladles cabin for the
articles we may require.” ) _

¢ Cannot I bring them in befoi-e you begin ?” asked
Jane.

% Why I am not sure I can thmk of all till I find the -

need of them,” said the cautious old man.

% Then I will wait outside the door,” cried Jane;
« a.nd when you want any thing raise your voice ever so

little T shall be-sure to hear you. »

“ That 13 & girl worth the name,” said Ha.verstraw,

rasing his OIlstenmg eye fo meet that of Clinton, as

Jane shut the door after her: there was no pretence in.
the mariner’s admiration, for he: really did believe the.

Captain’s daughter without an equal any where.

« My ancle first, Toby—do that up first,” said Gilpin;
“ let me have the worst job last. Come, don’t let your
‘old hand shake about it; touch it firmly, and make
haste, for this arm gives me confounded twinges.”

The broken Jomt was skilfully set, and firmly bound.

“ Now for your arm, Gilpin,” said Ha.vgrstraw.
% Hold the light steadily here, Mr. Nicholas.* Be so
good as to put your hand under the sboulder m this
fashion, Captain.”
~ “Iam sorry to say I must gtve up my post--I feel
worse than Idid,” said the Pirate, rather faintly, putting

his hand to his side, I think the blood has broken

ﬂmnghzgam. - L
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¢ Help him to his hammiock diré‘cﬁtlj;“sir,” said Ha-
verstraw to Clinton. ¢ Gilpin, you will take no harm

_ lying still a few minutes, while I go and give a look at

the Captain’s side.” :
“No—not I. Away with you, and stop as long as .
you will,” cried the iron-nerved privateer, swallowing
by main force the groans which tortured nature wrung
from him. g
A considerable quantity of blood had escaped from
the Pirate’s wound; it was speedily stopped, however,

- by the skilful hand of Haverstraw, and rebound with

more care. :

¢ I hope, sir, you will now be persuaded to lie awhile,”
said the latter earnestly. ' 2 '

- % Why, yes, this loss of blood has a little tamed me.
Toby; 1 shall certainly remain here a few minutes at
least.” ‘

% A few hours, or a few days, would be better, sir,”
said the old mariner, dropping the canvass-sereen of the
hammock. < Mr. Clinton, you will go back with me
to hold the arm 7 )

¢ Yes, certainly,” said the latter, as they shut Haver-
straw’s cabin door outside, leaving the Pirate to a fever-
ish and painful state of forced quiet,

The mind of Clinton was by this time highly fevered,
and -during the sickening operation of which hé was a
witness, his thoughts ran over the events in which he
had been lately engaged, with confused = excitement.-
The actual presence of Lady Hester in the-pirate-vessel
Le could hardly realise—again and again he was aston-
whed that he should havéfdun,d her h'e‘ré.*"’;’ A destiny
seemed casting them in each other’s way, Hehad partey
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meher, as he thouaht, for ever—therr shma.s a wife:
now she was free—free to marry again; without amy re-
straint upon her choice. Who could tell what mno'ht
“happen now in his favour ? :

. “ Keep your hand steady, if you please, sn',” cned
Haverstraw. Clinton’s eyes were dancing ; he did con-
trive to steady his hand, but his head andohls heart were
beyond his management

“ You may go now, sir, I see it is-tvo much for you,”
said Haverstraw; I can manage “very well to do the’

t 2 o -—

-Clinton would bave been glad to have been discharged,
but, when the aged sailor came to the sewing on of the

bandages, he found that his sight was too defectlve for
that part of his task, and the motions of the needle
proved uncertain under the guidance of his hard ﬁ“gers./'

Clinton attempted the office, but was so entirely unprac-

tised in the use of the implement he held, and the heat

of his feelings caused such a nervous shaking through-
out his frame, that his success was hardly greater. Gilpin
. was impatient of their attempts, and declared that he
had felt the point of the needle more than once. By this
time he was growing faint. Clinton stepped outside

to take some thread from Jane, and told her of ﬁxe :

tnﬂmg dilemma. She timidly offered to do what was
required. .

¢ The -table on which Toby has p]aced Gl]pm is in
the nearest corner of the room,” said she; « I sbould
only be enga.ged a few minutes, and hardly be seen.”

He refused ; he did not like her to enter. But after :

a moment’s thqught he said, “ You shall do it if you
can. 1 admire in you the noble feeling which prompts
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/
you now to rise supenor to false delicacy. Yes, you smlf
do it.”

The door was clos/e by the foot of the: table, and,

scarcely noticed by the men who lay on the floor, Jane
stepped round befiveen the wall and Gilpin, without
once glancing at Any object but the half-bound arm im-
mediately befor;e her, in the wrappings of which Toby
had just fastened a successful stitch.

¢ That wa.é well done,” cried the patient ; < I could
hardly have done it better with my right hand—and who
doesn’t know that Jack Gllpm is the best tailor, as well
as the best sailor, on board the Fearless buccaneer-ship,
always excepting the Captain and his lieutenant, who
are the best sailors in the world, look for em where you
will. Toby, you like to be called ileutenant don’t you,
old fellow

Here Haverstraw put his band to his white forelocks,
and made a slight movement of respect, and surprise,
perceiving Jane by the table. Gilpin, also surprised,
was instantly silent. The Captain’s daughter had usually
confined herself very clbsely to her cabin, and surely;
thought he, this room at present was little suited to
attract a timid and delicate female. Still more was he
ssurprised when Clinton told Haverstraw that his sister
would take the needle from him, if he would direct her
where to use it, as women’s hands were more pliable
for that sort of work than either of theirs.

While the delicate fingers of Jane were careflly pas-
sing the requsite stitches along the unscientific, although
clever]y arranged bandages, Haverstraw, with an ad-
miring and affectionate smile, leaned over her stoopm;z
head, and pointed out with his ﬁnger those edges of tae’
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liven which he wisked to be secured. Clinton stood
behind her, sheltering her from the gaze of the seamen
who were in the other parts of the room; his heart
warmed with brotherly pride when contemplating the
bashful Jane thus couquering her natural retiringness
to minister to the suffering man. Gilpin’s smothered
groaus of pain called tears of pity into her mild grey
eyes. He, himself, eyed her compassionate countenance
with mingled curiosity, gratitude, and respect. He was
just thirty years of age, a native of New York ; he had
been respectably brought up, but bad fallen into a pro-
fligate way of life, and deserted his parents and his
home. As he gazed on the gentle girl before him,
her touching intrepidity in cheerfully uudertaking her
present task (slight as it would have been under ordi-
nary circumstances,) and the soft kindness of her modest
deportment, all at once pierced the gross film which

covered the eyes of his mind, with a light that haa.

never beamed through it since he had been a stripling;
for the moment he forsook his favourite maxim, ¢ that
all women were_erther pretty: puppets, horrid shrews,
fools, or rakes ;> an indefinable notion of female ex-
cellence floated about bis fancy, aud, from that period,
a deep respect for Jane Anderson took root in his other-
wise depraved miad.

« Now I must positively take you away,” said Clin-
tonto hissister, when the last bandage had been fastened

on the fractured arm; “ you have borne the sight won-
derfully.”

Gilpin followed her with his eyes to the door, and

roused himself from his faintness.  Toby,” said he,
when she had dlsappeared with her brother, trymg to

s
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raise himself upon the tanle on his left eloow, « how

confoundedly mistaken I have been about Miss An-

derson all along! I had no sort of idea that she was

pretty, but may I never handle a rope, or trim a sail
t more, if she is not a girl fit to be the daughter of old

Jupiter, who my schoolmaster used to spin long yarns '
" about when I was a boy. What dost say, grey-head,
" doctor, lieutenant, is she not a fine wench, eh 7°

¢« Grey hairs are a honour to a man if he doesn’t
wiifully disgrace ’em,” said Haverstraw, seriously 3
¢ doctor T am none, Gilpin; 1 picked up all I know of
sargery from the practicers aboard the man-o’-war where
I larned my sea craft. They were practicers—they were
sargeus, I can tell you !”

« And a good one they have made of - 'yeu, many
thanks to them !” exclaimed Gilpin.

“ Why, I had a considerable hankermo- toward the
sargical art once, a long time back, » sald Haverstraw,
wntb a slight sigh, as his thoughts gla.nced one passing
moment to his younger days, ¢ and the ship-doctors
seeing me a little handy in the sick wards, put me for-
rard there in war time.”

“ But what is your opinion of Miss Auderson ?” re-
peated theimpatient Gilpin, after a heavy groan ; “you
are always particularly shy of speaking about her.”

¢ To my mind she is as nice a little girl as ever the
eyes of man seed, ” said Haverstraw ; < I love her as
much as if she was my own flesh and blood. T knew her
poor mother; Miss has just her amibleuess, only she is
a trifle braver-hearted. Now lie you still, and I will mix
you a cooling drink that will send you to sIeen, andtben :
1 nope you will do well.”

—— S i
s
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*~ While Haverstraw had been speaking, he had propped
Gilpin’s head and shoulders with pillows on the table,
and had covered him with a blanket. He now gathered
up the articles he had used in the operation, and was
leaving the room, when he looked back and said— =

“ Don’t you forget, Mr. Gilpin, to thank Providence
that you have weathered this hard gale as well as you
have. [Either of the blows you have had might have
sent you into etarnity.” ‘

¢« None of your preaching, old gentleman!” ex-
claimed Gilpin ;- I understand all that sort of thing ;
I tell you it is not a little will kill me—and so hurrah
for the buccaneers !—death to the. law bullies all the
world over !—hurrah, hurrah !

"His shout, as before, was echoed by the other pri-
vateers present, and again the wounded prisoners looked
unutterable rage. Ome covered his head with his _
blanket, permitting only his menacing eyes to appear ;
another half arose from his mattrass, and shook his cut-
lass at the insulting foes; a third threw a poker, which
he had seized from’ the fireplace by which he lay, at
Gilpin, but it fell short of its aim. 7t was in vain Ha-
verstraw endeavoured to restore order, until the regular
surgeon, joining him with his assistants, they ‘removed
-~ the prisoners to a separate cabin, and thus effected theu- ‘
object.

‘Gilpin fell a.sleep under the influence of a strong'
sleeping draught, axnd his dreams of pain were bright-
ened by the meek face of Miss Anderson, gazing on him
with the compassion of a mlmstenng ‘angel, while she
whsPered words of pxty in his ear m the softest tones

magmable.
, 2 T
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Clinton and Jane had looked into Haverstraw’s cabin,
waere the Pirate was while his own was occupied by tls
strangers, and finding him in a tranquil slumber, re-
turned together to the society of the Earl and the ladies.
The Earl was looking out of the cabin windows with
uneasiness at the increasing swell of the waves, and cal-
culating how long it would be before he should be alle
to return to the Niagara district, complaining all the
while of the folly and danger of useless travelling, and
wishing overand over that he had never leﬁ Torouto,
except to.return to England. Lady Hester, Miss Gre-
sham, and Letitia, were seated at a mahogany table
spread with salves, fragments of linen, sewing utensils,
and other things required for the wounded.

¢ Are you ready to take the poultice, Miss Anderson 7
asked Lady Hester, who had not observed Clinton enter,
and was busily stirring  linseed in a coarse brown pan,
her sleeves pushed up on her white arms.

‘Jaue replied in the affirmative, and received the pre-
patation from Lady Hester. The lafter just then raised
 her brilliant eyes, which instantly sank before the ardent
7" gaze of Clinton.

.~" . ¢ Lady Hester is not too proud for deeds of charity,”
7 he ejaculated, in a low, penetrating tone; she turned
from him with an indication of displeasure.

« If you please, sir, will it be long before we reach

_ %he shore?” asked Letitia, and the question reheved
the awkward silence that prevailed.

« By evening, it was intended, I believe, that we

should get into harbour,” replied Clinton ; « but if it
“" " vea little later, I hope you will not feel afraid.”
« It will be midnight before we shall get in,” said
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the Earl, turning from the window, « if the ship moves
on at its present slow pace. The wind seems to me to
be growing high, young sir-~is it not so 1

1 am no seaman, Lord Wilton,” said Clinton,
checking the Earl’s air of supeTiority by hig- dignified
manner, “and I have not particularly oﬁéerved the
weather during the last hour ortwo The sinp certainly

seems to ride roughly now.’

He took hold of the back ofa chair as he spoke, to
steady himself, for the Fearless was now,:beginning to
rock on asurfy swell, articles were knocking about the
cabins, and presently noﬂxmv could be kept in its place
that was not fastened.’

The Earl became more and more ill-humoured ; in the
multiplicity of affairs that to-day had pressed on Jane
and Deborah, he and the ladies had had to put up with

a mere apology for a dinner, in, the shape of hastily- .

dressed fish and salted mutton, a.nd}he Earl being some-
thing of an epicure, this had not tended to sweeten his
temper. ‘All the drawing-room lux‘izlries of an afternoon
on terra firma, floated before his | ,eye with tantalising
minuteness, while the ship contmu%d to toss, and he to
be annoyed with the most unendurable sensations about
~ the region-of the stomach.

He had gone on deck, aud Lady Hester had p?anted
herself on the sofa, when Clinton, with seeming uncon-
sciousness, threw himself in a chair by her side. He

longed to make some allusion to the Colonel’s dmth but

scarcely knew how to doit. At length he said, fn that
subdued and thrillingly temder tome, whlch was 50 weﬂ
known and so feared by Lady Hester—

¢ The steamer received a communication from Foromto
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while I was in it, and then I learnt of the great affiction
you had sustained. I littlé thought when I saw you
Tast on Toronto-cliffs, Lady Hester, that you.were: fated

to endure so much sorrow.” - :

‘His eyes were turned upon her" beammv with the

feelings which found no other vent; he thouvht that
~she had never looked so surpassingly lovely és now ;
_her widow’s cap, her plain hair, and deep mourning-
dress, rather, in his partial opinion, increased than di-
minished her beauty, adding to them the master charm
of a sentiment.

« And I,” said Lady Hester, replying to hls speech
with great coldness, * mever dreamt of finding Mr.
Clinton deliberately treacherous to persons who relied
on his honour,”

She paused in pity for the feelings of Jane, who stood
near, and on whose cheek the blood mantled high, as it
did also on Clinton’s.

¢ Treacherous, Lady Hester ! echoed the latter.

% Yes, I spoke the word distinctly, and I repeat it—
treacherous to those who relied on your honour.” ’

-l

¢ Madam, you are not aware that it was after I had.. ..

engaged with his Excellency, the Governor, that I was
recognised by my father.” '

¢« Oh yes, I am perfectly aware.”

¢ And would it have been natural, would it have been
kind, to assist my father’s enemies to destroy him 7”

« It would have been strictly rigkt,” rejoined Lady
Hester, with more spirit than she was conscious of, * if
you went at all with those enemies, for you bad positively
piedged your word to them to assist them, not to cir-
. cumvent them. A person’s word, sir, should be of some

>
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little value, I think. I forgetnothing that I have heard ;
you had quite time to release yourself from your en-
gagement with the Governor, so as to prevent the disgrace
which in n:}o:pxmon you have incurred. ' Letitia, my
dear, hand me your penknife, I dare say the old sailor
has not quite ﬁmsbed ?

' She commenced scrapmg linen oft her knee very
industriously, while abright spot of cr crimson burnt on her

flattered. He felt convinced that her displeasure would
have been less evident, had her interest in hipa been less
lively. - Under this impression, he could ot restrain
himself within the bounds of pf'udence, -but;-bending his
~ head nearer to her, whispered in trembling tones, modu-~
lated to the most expressive sweetness—

~“Can it be, that Lady Hester bas Stlu the remotest
regard for my reputation 7 "=

him her front face, which was a.mmated by leughty
resentnient, < sir 1
-~  Thesethree words almost anmhllated Clinton. Down
fell all his towering hopes, more suddenly than they
- arose! -Lady Cleveland observed his consternation, the
sudden change in his countenance alarmed her, and, so
_ variable is the heart, half repented of her severity.
¢ Mr. Clinton—or Mr. Andefson,” said she presently,
in quite another key, and with.quite another manner,
smiling in her fascinating way, but hardly knowing what
she was saying, < don’t you think Letitia and I shall be
thought marvellous lions when we get back to London,
having passed through so- many adveutures in  this
quarter of the world 2 :

e

e .

cheek. Clinton was at once chagrmgd, humbled, and _

- ¢ Mr. Clinton !” exclaumed the lady, turning upon
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Clinton’s manner was as much changed as Lady
Cleveland’s; he assumed a distant pleasantry.

-&.In that case, madam,” said he,  your ladyships
will almost have been seeking ¢ the bubble reputation in
the cannon’s mouth.”> I am sorry, for my part, that
your qualifications for lionising should have been so ex-
pensively purchased, and I heartily wish you no more
adventures of the sort you have bad lately. As to my
name,” he added, with a perfect nonchalance that Jane
wondered to see,- ¢ I do not renounce my former ones,
1 only 2dd another to them—Nicholas Clinton Anderson
are the cognomens to which I now lay claim.”

- Little could- the superficial eye have seen of the keen

pain with which Clinton referred to his relationship to

" the Pirate, nor the noble impulse which made him dis-

dain to seem to shrink in the least from the subject.
But the eye of love is never superficial, and both Jane-
and Lady Hester understood his true feelings. He, also,
gifted with the same magical quality of vision, saw him- .
self appreciated, and loved both his sister and the fair
widow more than ever.’ '

¢ The loss of life was very considerable last night, I
fear,” said Lady Cleveland, falteringly. ‘

¢ Very, indeed,” wasClinton’s shuddering response ;
¢« more than one half of the persons on board the steamer,
and at least a third of the crew of this vessel, were killed

_ in the fight and explosion, and by far the larger number

of the survivors are more or less injured.”
" % Melancholy !’ exclaimed Lady Cleveland ; < this
event will very much increase the public prejudice in
Canada against your father, Mr. Clinton.”

-¢ I hope not,” said Clinton, meeting Jane’s eye.
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“Well, sir,” said Lady Hester, sinking her voice a ™

little; < if you 'ever need a friend for 'him-apply to me;
though I should. be. on the other-side of the Atlaitic ¥
will ot fail to answer the appeal; that i18;-T-will unders
‘take the. Earl shall answeri€.2: o .00 5
< If he be taken; Lady Hester; I 'will remember ' this
promise,” said Clinton;: with -difficulty ‘repressing the
warm expressions of gratitude whichicrowded to his lipg.
Here Deborah entered; bearing two shining and tall
brass candlesticks, which:she placed oa-the table; and,
while lighting ‘the wicks of the candles, she cast sundry
glances at Jame; whichbrought. the latter to her side.
% Misthress dear, therellbbe somethin .more -bad’ in-
tirely happen the day if ye don’t prevint. Och ! bad
luck to the wicked Pirits; saviw:fyour :prisinee, honey
dear; they’re a bad set; outamdront.® . .

“¢ Hush;. Debarah whispered Jane; * dow’t let the
ladies be-more alarmed than is necessary ; go outside, I
yiﬂ-eome*to.'you in’'a minute; as soon as 1 can do so
without being noticed.” S o

Jane tried.to- attract Clinton’s eye, and, succeeding,
pointed aside with her finger to-the door, and went out 3
presently Clinton made a slight excuse and also left the
cabin. ’

every thing that passed with anxiety, if not with fear,
as might well be, now: she was aware of the character of
the ship, -
She kept her ear and eye fastened on the door with
fluctuating feelings, while Letitia, released from the re-

straint imposed by the presence of strangers, asked magy

questions, which her sister mechanically answered.

1

But Lady Clevelaud was on the wateh, and observed .
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The child’s lively eye first passed ronnd the well-
furnished cabin, the comfortable carpet, the water-colonr
paintings of lake scenes on the walls, varnished with the
resin extracted from the balsam-tsce, the glowing fire
made up of larch-wood and cozlg, tke pipe which con-
ducted the smoke through the ceiling, the sideboards set
out with curious shells, water-weeds, and other nic-nacs,
the handsome tables fastened to the floor, an elegant
ciock, a harometer, and thermometer (which had been
part of the plunder of an European vessel), a colossal
pair of brass compasses hung up on the wall, and the
‘admirable model of a line of battle-ship hung in the
centre of the ceiling, these by turns excited her

« Smter > she suddenly observed, < I don’t under-
stand wha.t necessity in general there can be forso many
guns about this ship, unless it were a man-of-war, which
I am certain it is not. And do you knmow, I heard one
sailor, speaking to another this morning, call him a
% buccaneer ;” and that, my governess says, means a
_privateer of America, that is, a pirate, and a pirate you -
told me, was a robber on the seas : it would be a very
odd thing if the sailors bere were aIl robbers, would it
not, sister 7°

« Nonsense Letty you must take no notice of what
the sailors say to each other.”

< T do not know whether your ladyshxp has observed
any thing peculiar,” remarked the governess, addressing
Lady Cleveland, “ but I have noticed many suspicious
circumstances myself, which appear to me to strengthen

Lady Letitia s idea;” and Miss Gresham, who num! T
- between thirty and forty years, and had or all the
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_affoctation of ultra-refinement, looked frightened i the
extreme. ¢ Really, the bare thought is shocking !—
1 feel greatly excited! To read of bandits and pirates
and all those sort of persons in books, when one is safely
and quietly at home, is exceedingly p!easant but to be
actually within their reach is altogether a different affair.
I think, if I may judge by your ladyshlp s countenance,
that you know there are grounds for our -apprehensions. - o t
Really, I tremble all over !—I am ready to faint
~ “ Pray doun’t, for I left my salts in, the water last
evening,” said Lady Hester, sarcastically. The gover-
ness coloured, and Lady Hester repented.

¢ What description of ene you suppose they

“were who fought against the crew, last moh’f Miss Gre-
sham 7 asked Lady Cleveland.
~«1 could not imagine,” answered the Govemess 3
« your ladyship, when I remarked to you at the con~
clusion of the alarming encounter how singular’ it was
that a peaceful trading vessel should be thus attacked,
said, if you recollect, that you had learnt they were pere
sonal foes of the Captain Several times I should bave .
expressed my suspicions to you had I not perceived that
-+ your ladyship’s manner indicated a wish for my silence
upon the topic; the presence of Miss Andefson, too, has
checked me more than once.”

« If you will try to govern your apprebension a little
my dear Miss Gresham, I wnll/tg&yon/phﬁlm/
have learned. The great defect in your character, per-

mit me to say, as I have often in pure kindness told you

% -~ before, is the want of rommand over your sensibilities.

I T had let you kuown, as soon as I had discovered tke

tict, that we were at che mercy of a set of men who
20v

U —————— A ——-~—~u.~..~«...~.‘,m\‘.».w e L




-

. ‘
330 - THE CANADIAN GIRL.

defied all law but their own turbulent and misgnided
wills—pirates, in short—you would have been famting
or dying all this day. Fortitude, and self-command,
my dear lady, should be your aim; with your learning
and amiable qualities, they might be well combined.”

¢ Your ladyship is perfectly right, I am weak in mind,
very,” said the governess; ¢ but ygu will allow me tc
remark, that that weakness is in a great degree constitu-
tioral, and therefore never to be wholly overcome ; it is
a disease deeply rooted in my whole system, and per-
haps you, who are naturally so firm-minded, can hardly
appreciate the great difficulty with which the least portion
of it is dislodged.”

w Perhaps I cannot,” ‘said Lady Hester, ingenuously ;
« I acknowledge that constitution solves many riddles,
and this among the number. Many of my own vices,
{I will not say foibles, or faults, though these words
please ove better when speaking of self) I trace to the
same source. It will be well for us both, however, if we
can refrain from becoming contented with our blemishes,
after we have ascribed them to human nature. When
we bave discovered a bodily disease in ourselves, we are
hot satisfied with saying « it is constitutional,” but we'
send for a physician, and take all the remedies with which
gaience can furnish us ; so should we act with regard to
our moral diseases. There is a Physician, Miss Gresham,
and there are remedies, I believe ¢ safe and sure ones,’
to be had, if we choose to _maké use of them.” _

¢« Speaking of this Captain Anderson,” said the go-
verness, presently, « he 1s aremarkable figure—a perfect
Hercules—does not your ladyship think so7”

Just then the door opened, and the individual of whom
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whe spoke, entered, howing to Lady Cleveland with the
Yofty dignity peculiar to him; and the latter, as she
“returned the courteous movement, could not refrain from
scanning, with a critical eye, the remarkable proportions
" to which the governess had referred so admiringly.

¢ T hope you have not felt much inconvenience, lady,
from the swell this. afternoon,” said he; and Lady.

‘Hester remarked to herself that his voice, though it had

‘more volume, was almost as rich and ﬂextble as his
son’s.

© «'Not much, Captain,” said she, very agreeably
smiling; ¢ the Earl has complained a Jittle, but we, of
the weaker sex, have proved stronger than he on this
occasion. But T understood that you retired to bed,
- Cantain Anderson, ill, with the wound you received
last night.”

« I did, Madam, and have just risen. <I should have
remained in my hammock, I believe, for the next dozen
bours without stirring, had' I not been anxious for youl;
fanding.” K

¢1 thank you, Captain, on be'half of myself and
friends, most sincerely ; and you cannot wonder if, under
existing circumstances,” (she laid a stress on the words

that convinced the Pirate she was acquainted w1th his

profession) * we are anxious to land.”

« In a quarter of an hour you will do so,” said the'

Pirate ; < it is to tell you this that I am now here. Our
proposed place of anchorage is already in sight. There
has been a strong wind rising lately in the right direc-

tion, and now we g1ve our sails fai 5 —

the beach shingles presently.”
The tremors of the djstinguished party were quite re-

[T ———rry
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lievea by this announcement, and with renewed spirits,
under the prospect of safety, they tied on their bonnets
and mantillas, in preparation for the welcome change.
The Fearless now flew like a winged thing over the
rough and boisterous waves, worked by the steady skill
of old Toby, who guided the helm. The decks were
clear and clean,’ except where skins or barrels were dis-
played in order to make a-deceptive appearance; the
guuns had been removed, and the sides of the ship ap-
peared of no more than the common height; the striped
American pennant, with a small square in one corner,
stamped with a merchantman’s device, floated from the -
mast’s head. ) o
- Before the Pirate had entered the cabin to acquaint
Lady Hester with the welcome fact that the harbour
was in sight, he had held a private conversation with
Jane, Clinton, and Deborah. It appeared that the
~ Irish girl had been in the larder putting away the rem-
nant of the salted mutton, when she overheard several
of the privateers. conferring together ; one said that the
Captain was a fool to think of letting the Earl and his
daughters go out of the ship without paying a heavy-
ransom ; another said that he had hinted to the master
what he ought to do, but the skipper was as obstinate -
as ever, and threatened to hang up the fellow that should
dare to demand a single dollar from them—there was
no end to his whims; a third observed, that he was de-
termined not to help to run the vessel iato harbour until
he had. part of the cash which the gentleman and ladies
carried about their persons; the same villain then pro-
ceeded to propose that the party should be eompelled to
pay the crew for their release
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* When the Pirate had refiected a little on this fmportant g
information, he called the privateers together, and, re-
signing his post as thelr Captain, gave them, ip con;
sideration of their remouncing their plans against thex :
strangers, all which belonged to him in the vessel, as ’
well as the vessel itself; binding himself by a voluntary
oath to betray none of them, at any time, or under any
circumstances, and stating thet it was for his children’s

~ sake he left,

:
;
b

g et e 103

e g

v,



834 THE CANADIAN GIRL:

CHAPTER XX

Again we part—again we bid farewell!

Ah! who the anzuish of our souls can tell 2

Sternly we cover every torturing throe,

And bear, with outwasd sailes, our maddening woe !=—M. Bennett.

Tae harbour was now close at hand ; the appearance
of the ship was not at all likely to excite suspicion ; all
the crew were off the decks excepting Haverstraw, who
was at the helm, Merry, who, in a clean flannel jacket,
was turping over a heap of undressed skins of different
wild animals, and Clinton, who was walking to and fro
on the gangway. . I —

% Again! again, to lose sight of her!” muttered the
latter, moving quicker. "« When [ parted from her in
Engiand—when I parted from her at Toronto—I did not
suffer what I suffer now! Matchless! glorious womar ! ‘
It is not her fortune that attracts me—no! would to
heaven she were poor as I am, she should then know,
-and all should know, what a passion I have for her!
But she is rich—titled—of an ancient and proud family

- —and I must be mute !

He listened ; it was her voice he heard below the

‘hatches ; she was speaking in lively accents to her young

o e —el
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sister. A heavier darkness suddenly fell on his spir{t:
if there had only been the least sadness in her voice he
would have felt soothed, so he thought; but there was
not ; and he called himself by the hardest names for ever
Yaving fancied that she loved him,

She came up the ladder to the deck, preceded by her
friends. Did she not purposely avoid his eye as she
stepped past him, and while she smilingly waved her
hand to the black who had assisted in saving her life,
and to Haverstraw, who had restored her sister? Yes,
she certainly did. She knew he was now standing within
a yard of her—she saw the place of landing every mo-
ment coming nearer—she heard his painful sigh. She
must be aware of what he was suffering at the near pros-
pect of this third, hopeless parting. Yet not one kind
glance did she deign to give him. .

His eyes were fastened closely on n her, in the forlorn
hope that he should detect at least one side look—one
stolen glance; but now the side, now the crown, of her
crape bonuet, intervened ; and the ship’s anchor was :
______thrown and fastened,-and the-beat-which-was-to-convey————

the strangers to the shore was lowered upon the waters,

and the last moment of Lady Hester’s stay in the Fear-

less ha.d arrived, and still noufrbt of her faatures could

he see, T

 In that moment Lucy was avenced His culpable '

trifling with her had never made her suffer more than

Lady Hester’s distance of manner now made him’ snﬁ'er

There was an age of misery for him inthe few ﬂeetmtr

minutes that preceded Lady Hester’s departure. . The :
necessity for concealing his feelings only served to in- il
flame them ; in spite of his efforts his eyes filled with
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tears, and his face expressed a passionate ma,ancholvy
- ms right hand, which rested on a barrel-head, was
tightly clenched. His sister, who now stood behind
Lady Hester, touched it, he turned his head suddenly
towards her ; instead of speaking she gazéd on his fea-
tures with alarmed affection ; he returned her kind look’
/with one of eloquent meaning, and then sighing ab- -
ruptly, again tarned his head toward Lady Hester.

The Earl had shaken hands with the Pirate, the ladder
had been let down to the boat, and he had descended
with-his voungest daughter and the governess: Lady
Hester was the last to go downj her foot lingered on the
deck ; Clinton stood still in mute agony.

-« I'will speak to her!” he inwardly ejaculated. « T
will be as firn as she is—I will bid her farewell calmly;”
but, when he would have said the parting word, when
he would have pronounced her name, his tongue clove to
his mouth ; and when he wonld have stepped forwards, o
**—ﬁﬁwas-lﬂsw&ﬁwr~d+d~and-ha—»e shaken hands-with - her, his
feet seemed rooted to the floor, and his hand to the bar-
rel-head. He saw her turn to his sister; #Aeir hands
met; they drew back; ther whispered together; he
“could see his sister weeping ; she took something from
Lady Hester and hid it in her breast. What could it
be? Catching at the least shred of hope that offered
itself, he fancied it must be some parting token of love
for him; the idea electrificd him ; he could not hear
what they said to each other, but he saw that both were
much affected, and he supposed it related to him. There
were no reasons for that supposition, but he clung to it
pertinaciously,

The brief illasion passed in a moment. Lady Hestsr

B T
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atepped over the ship’s edge on the ladder. Het brier
¢ (iood bye, Mr. Clinton,” rung like a kuell on his ear.
She w@s now in the boat, and his heart sank as a stone
in his breast. ——
¢ Fool I” he ejaculated to hnmself for.the first time
moving from his petrified positicn, and gazing after the
boat. ¢ Oh, fool, fool! I have lost my last opportunity !
I shall see her no more !”

With this impression he nvetted his eyes on the ﬁne
outline of her tall figure, that he might fix it in his
memory to feed upon afterwards. . :

The scene, also, in which he supposed hlmself to be )
viewing her for the last time, was an object of no slight
interest, even at that agonising moment; to his highly -
wrought feelings. :

The shore was distant from the Fearless about a hun- :

s
= T ETT
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set 1o, spread the water w1th a trang reness, that L
] was not darkn ad the solemn effect of darkuness.
=T the right and to the left, the land jutted out into
" the water in pale white precipices of the grandest height,
and the most romantic variety of forms; between thém
glimmered the red lightsof a prosperous fishing station,
sprinkling the rising ground beyond the low, flat beach ;
and there, in the centre of the picture, close to the
beach, two blazing torches now picturesquely showed
the boat in which was the object.of Clinton’s idolatry.
‘The hoat returned, and the figures of Lady Hester
and her friends ‘were lost in the deep shadowing ol';’ime
beach, .Clinton had rested beth .his elbows on ﬁwﬁ’
nﬂma of the deck, and; his face ba.d sa.nk into bls hands,
swhile. his eye still turned an the spat, whege ‘the sttanger,,s
?2x
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kad disappeared. He was first roused by Jane, whose
arm he felt tenderly gliding round his neck.

¢ What is it Jane 7—what have you to say to me 1’
he articulated, with something less than his usual soft-
ness. '

¢ Nicholas— dear Nicholas!” murmured Jane,. be-
seechingly. '

“ Go down to your cabin, I will come and talk to
you presently—as soon as'l am able ;” and he sighed.

¢« Nicholas, I have something for you—something
Lady Cleveland left with me for you,” Jane whispered,
with much feeling.

¢ For me !” exclaimned Clinton, turning short round,
and speakmo with vehemence and quickness. “ What
is it ?—where is it ? Give it me—quick! Blessings on
you, dear, kind girl! you have snatched me from the
depths of despair I’ and having grasped in his hand a
small square packet, which Jane put into it, he ran off
:to a private place below, where be niight examine it
undistarbed. ]

- His father’s sitting-roon, whlch be entered with -a
bounding step, looked somewhat melancholy without the
company which had so lately occupied it ; but he little
heuded the change, only pressed closer in his hand the
precious packet ; the door wis locked behind him, and

~ he lighted a candle which stood onthe table by thrusting

the wick into the fire. 4 - .

¢ Now !’ he ejaculated, * now for the secret on
which my fate hangs! Does she—does she love me still 1
Love me well enough to marry me? Well enough to
trample on the expectations of her friends7—on her
priae of birth? Well enough to overpass the difference
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which fortune has cast between us? Now I shall see !”
He opened the packet; a small bit of paper dropped
out on the carpet ; he hastily picked it up, and instead

~ of unfolding it at once, tried to conjecture, by feeling -
7 it, what it contained.

¢ It is hard—and round,” sa.ld he, with beammn

eyes: “it is—yes, it certainly is—a ring! a gift of
love, and:she will yet be mine !”” here he ended his sus-
pense by opening the small folds of the hit of paper, but
with strange incousistency, paused at each, fold, as if
“his death-warrant was within. A glittering ring did
indeed present itself, one which Lady Hester had her-
self worn ; it was of wrought gold, set with small dia-~
monds around a motto, which he read over a hun-
dred times; it was her family motto ; yet he could not
- persuade himself but that it was meant as an allusion to
his pagsion.—* Courage and constancy conquer fate.”

He repeated the words aloud, pacing the room ; theda—.

put the ring on his little finger, and raised it passionately
to his lips several times ; now examining the envelope
of the packet, he took from within it a note, which he
had not before observed.

Intensity of expectation by this time produced an ar-
tificial calm in his demeanour, and he-sat down delibe-
rately to the perusal, first snuffing the candle with re-
markable nicety, and stirring the fire into a blaze. His
eye flew with impatience along the lines, and when
he had reached the bottom of the third page, where ap-
peared the dear-loved signature, he returned to the
commencement, and read the whole more slowly, as
follows :—

“ Wlnle your fa.thers vessel approaches the pla.ce

Ve
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where I and my friends are to land, Mr. Clinton, I seize
the opportunity to say a word or two to you on paper.

To think you are mot happy, affects me deeply—very
deeply. I will not pretend to misunderstand one source
of your unhappiness. I always despise and abjure pru-

~ dery from my heart, therefore with frankness I say that
.I see you still regard me. Your dejected look will not

fail to haunt me when I am at a distance from you. It
is a pity .we have met again. Our peculiar trials in
former years were sufficiently heavy for both you and
me.

¢ To come to the point with you, Mr. Clinton, I am
still your true and anxious friend, and such I will re-
main. More than this I cannot say for two or three

. years to come at least.

“ I would not let you remain one instnnt in suspense
regarding me, if I could help it. I believe you capable
of a manly honourable affection, and I fally trust that
it is such an one which you entertain for: Time, I
hope, has given you more solidity of character than you
once had, and misfortunes have, no doubt, had a puri-
fying influence on you. Your formererrors have proved
salutary pi2ces of instruction and experience; and you
have learned from them how to live more wisely. I give
you now two years longer, if at the end of that period
your heart is still um:lnnged, and you have lived the
while as beseems a man, you may write to me, and if I
am then in existence you shall hear from me ia return.

«  have only a few hurried minutes for this important
epistle, therefore you will know how to overlook its ab-
ruptess. I will give my hand to no man now living,

. I'pledge you my word, until the two years have expired
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and I have heard from, or of you. With this proniise
you must content yourself as well as you can.

¢ Pray beware of troubling yourself during the period
of your probation by any notionis of my entertaining
some suitor mose apparently my equal in rank. Believe

" me, to be truly loved, 1 estimate of more worth than a
crown, and I am not the woman to give a shadow of
encouragement to any man whom I do not really value.
Now 1 have made this foolish remark, your vanity will
be ready enough to convince you that I have some value
for you. Well, in two years I may prove to you that I
have. In the meantime I enjoin on you the strictest
silence, of course excepting your sister, and perhaps
your father.

1 shall return sooner to England than I had in-
tended, in order to avoid the hazard of another painful

* meeting and parting between us. Remember for your
comfort that I live retired henceforward. -

-, “ Be wise, be true, and ponder the motto wlnch is
upon the ring enclosed. That ring I beg you to accept
of me as a sw'nvof my enduring friendship, even should
a stern Providence decree that no nearer bond unite us.
Farewell! once more, farewell! In two years, or a
little more, if all isas I hope, I shall say with Moore’s
Finlander—

¢ I've but one path on el.rth,
" That path which leads to thee.” ”

¢ There was a slight knock at the door; Clinton, halt

o bewildered, hurried the letter into his pocket and then

admitted Jane.

“ My dear brother, 1 was so anxious about vou, that
T could not keep away,” said she.

:
L
:
!
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« O, Jane ! he exclaimed, agitated in excess of joy;
¢« O, Jane, my dear girl, come in! I have such news
for you!” He drew her in, and refastened the door:
« See here, Jane—Lady Hester’s gift! see here—her
letter! Read! look! In two years, my darling sister,
she will be my wife! Lady Hester herself, in two years
—only two! Could you have dreamt of such fortune—
such happiness—for your brother? There, read her
own words! Read—read!”

Jane eagerly read the letter which he thrust into her
hands ; then, surveying the ring, repeated some of the
sentences aloud, and finally, in a transport of joyful
sympathy, sprang into her brother’s warm embrace.

¢ This is indeed a wonderful change of prospect for
you !’ said she, as they sat side by side, the letter and
ring lying before them on the table.

« Astonishing!” responded Clinton, his eyes sparkling,
then, overlooking the two years that were to intervene,
and the probability that before that term had ‘expired,
one of them migbt be in that far distant land
« where there is neither marrying nor giving in mar-
riage,” or that Lady Hester, in fp‘ite of her promise,
might a second time be induced to sacrifice her inclina-
tions to the shrine of family pride, or that she might be-
come acquainted with some of his errors in America,
and refuse to fulfil her voluntary engagement with him ;
.. overlooking these probabilities and all others which
were of an adverse mature, he talked animatedly to his
sster. of what he would do for her and for his father
when he should be Lady Hester’s husband; of the ac-
romplished society to which he was sure Lady Hester

would delight to introduce her, of the almost certaiu
/ :




THE CANADIAN GIRL 343

chance of her becoming the elected of some Admirable
Crichton, some Apollo of literature and fashion; of books
and periodicals; the musie-and the literary talk that
should brighten the retirement which it would perhaps
be necessary their father should maintain ; and of many
similar extravagancies, that in the whole formed as
dazzling a castle in the air as ever Aladdin’s genii of
the lamp could have constructed.

Jane could not avoid feeling a little dizzy in the midst

“of this whirl of glittering ideas, but on the sudden she
checked him by saying, rather pensively and with a
downcast air, I shall never marry—never. I shall
never go ioto society however fascinating it may be,

- whatever opportunities I may have. I shall live with
my father, and not stir from his side;” then followed a
little sigh, and a very faint blush, and a shade of pain
altered her usually serene face. '

« Jane, you are thinking of Mr. Lee,” said Clinton,
after a brief examination of her speaking features, ¢ I
had quite forgot him. Nay now, my sister, you need
not sigh again, as much as to say but Zhad not. I can
believe you. I remember your theory akout immutable
love, eh, Jane? and you are not like some philosophers
‘who teach one system and practise another, are you? Ah!
another rosy blush,” said he, laughingly tapping her

o

d

cheek ; “ another sigh too under your breath ; then I must —

be serious. I might be able to persuade Lady Hester
to reside in America, near the Pastor’s lodge; and then,
if Mr. Lee would acknowledge me as a brother, and for-

get the past, what think you, should we not be happv

then T?
 Mr. Lee will never be your brother,” saia vane;
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she little knew this was a fatal prediction, destined to ba,
fulflled in an awful manner, that was mercifully hid
even from her remotest conception. * He will nevér
be more to me than an acquaintance,” said she; but in
this she was mistaken. ¢« Why do you smile, Nicholas ?

" Ttis very absurd of you to put on that knowing look.”

"« And it is very absurd of you,” said Clinton, * to
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