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:no“gh’;z’:: h:fc::; ui.ntcndcd nuptiz?ls soon'sprea.d
, e y, and tl_xe nat'xonal pride was
ron e idea of an English princess ascending
Qleng:, © f France. In the meantime, the most
‘“le, al i:’reparz.xtions were making for her depar-
N o blegs which she witnessed without an emo-
ke e L ure. She was publicly affianced by the
! ongueville in the name of the king his
g, ) ™ when the day of her departure at length

of ’_er:nry and Catherine, with a brilliant train
oy, s accompanied her to Dover. Her per-
Wiy Ndants were numerous, and gorgeously

Yol a0d her retinue was swelled by a host of
O o anxious to express their loyal admiration,
\"‘"‘ce P8, hoping to advance their fortunes by ad-
1 begy the royal bride. Hitherto Mary’s grief
tﬁme silent and restrained, but when, for the
:lnb,. ’i:he felt herself clasped in her brother’s
by it’re b}lrst forth with a passionate violence,
k"der]y c&qulfed all his efforts to soothe, and as he
:'"d en “ri"esstid her, and whispered words of hope
ith e"% affection, his conscience smote him
. eﬂes.t pangs of remorse, and he inwardly
St % ::lbltion which had led him to sacrifice
" loved.. But it was now too late for

o ion ’:;l"d reiterating his assurances of future
it de!i;a blolﬂd circumstances ever occur, to ren-
M‘ed hcﬁ’ }{e led her himself to the beautifully
o preg, t, in which she was to embark. The
;"ieq l‘te:d eagerly around them, and, as Mary
the o rfu) eyes, to cast them for the last time
N Qo bly E.nghsh faces of those who were call-
9‘&1 g:z“lngs on her head, she was startled by
5‘{%8 hey © of one among them, who stood re-
%iew Whigth more than common carnestness.
‘% , and gy she obtained of his figure was in-
™ of e elou featsxrea were half hidden by the
Elh.tﬂ'ei" eyen 2k, which he crowded round his face ;
*Beal, Tet, and never yet did she encounter

8 glance, without a thrill through every

37 ‘

fibre of her heart. In an instant after he was lost
among the crowd, but Mary felt that she had seen
Suffolk for the last time—that he had stood to wit-
ness the agony with which she tore herself from that
dear spot of earth where he still dwelt, and there
was a soothing power in this conviction, that calmed,
but could not quell her sorrow. But at length the
last word was spoken, the last embrace given, and
yielding her hand to the Duke of Norfork, he led
her on board the vessel, waiting to convey her to
her dreaded destiny. .

Their passage across the Straits was short,
though stormy—but Mary endured no terrors—

the depths of the ocean seemed to her a quiet haven

of repose, and but for the impiety of the thought,
she would have wished that the tossing waves might
engulf her in their bosom. The royal yacht was
driven into the harbour: of Boulogne, where the
waves rose so high, that the princess might long
have been confined to the narrow limits of the ves-
sel, but for the knightly courtesy of Sir Christopher
Cornish, who, with that same spirit of gallantry
which afterwards distinguished the illustrious Ra-
leigh, when he spread his cloak beneath the feet of
the virgin queen, stood in the water, took her in
his arms from the boat, and carried her to land.”
She was here met by a numerous calvacade, com-
posed of the flower of the French nobility, at the
head of whom, rode the Count D’Angouleme, after-
wards the gallant and warlike Francis the First.
This prince was the husband of Claude, the only
child of Lov’ -he had been permitted to assume
the title . Dauphin, and long to consider him-
self as heir p :sumptive to the crown. It was there-
fore not to be wondered at, that he should contcm-
plate with dissatisfaction thc unexpected event of
the king’s marriage to 2 youthfal princess ; and
through respect for his sovereign, and the habitual
courtesy of his nature, induced him to head the

band of nobles, who hastened to welcome her to
5

5

&
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the shores of France ; he went, dwelling on the pro-
bable disappeintment of his long permitted hopes,
and almost wishing, that the storm which drove her
upon the coast, had proved fatal to her, and =21l her
followers. But such feelings could not long with-
stand the sight of Mary’s lovelincss, and at the ter.
mination of their first short interview, Le would
almost willingly have exchanged his youth an [ hopes,
for the age and infirmitics of the king, who was to
possess her. In presence of her (uture subjects,
Mary felt the necessity of forgetting the woman in
the queen—of wreatning her lip with siniics, albeit
her heart was bleeding from the past, and aching
with a thousand ford and sad regrets.
not used to dissemble, but in this, her first attempt,
she succeeded beyond her expectations. Her veu-
satile conversation, the richness of her mental
resources, the swect playfuiness of her wanners,
blended as it was with cnchunting modesty, and
gentle dignity, her youth ¢nd her exquisiie Leauly,
awakened the most passionate admiration in the
heart of the clegant and accomplished Francis. It
shone forth in the eloquent tecams of his dark and
sparkling eycs, and as they rode side by side to-
wards Paris, Mar;, mcunted on a snow white pal-
frey, trapped with cloth of gold, and he on a stately
steed, as richly caparisoned, again and again,
arose in his hicart the fruitless wish, that it might
have been his happy fate, to devote his life to this
young and lovely creature. More than oncc he
sighed heavily, as he contrasted her with the prin-
cess Claude, to whom he was espoused—with whom
he possessed no sympathy in coramon, who was des-
titute of personal attractions, and to whose many
virtues, for shc was a model of piety and goodness,
he was insensible.

It was during their second day’s progress, that
Mary and her retinue approached the city of Abbe-
ville. She had been insensibly beguiled from many
sad and corroding thoughts, by the fascinations of
the Count D’Angouleme, and was listening with
pleased attention, to some court details of interest,
which he was narrating, with a grace and ease pe-
culiarly his own, when suddenly he pamsed, and
looking with eager surprise, towards two or three
horsemen, who were seen approaching, made a ges-
ture as if he would dismount. While Mry was
vainly striving to comprehend his motives, her ears
were saluted by loud shouts of ¢ Vive le Roi,”
which burst from the train of French nobles who
formed her escort. 1t isth= King,” cried Francis ;
at the same moment he threw himself from his
horse, and seeing that Mary also was endeavouring
to alight, he hastened to assist her efforts. But her
rich and cumbrous robes, together with the embroi-
dered trappings of her palfrey, so impeded her at-
tempt, that Louis, noting her design, and solicitous
to prevent it, bowed with a smile, that seemed to
say, ‘““the half of her beauty was not told me !”

She was
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and immediately wheeling round, struek into & “6"
road, and with his two attendants, diﬂapPeﬁei
Mary’s confusion and mortification were extrel®
but Francis, by the gaiety of his humour, suc¢

in dissipating her chagrin, though nothing co
crasc from'her mind the unpleasant impressio® )
upon it, by this first brief sight of her royal
Though in reality, bui a little past fifty, he Seen,:’,’
a man of fourscore, L.nt down by age and infirm? ]

. X 0!
and the very desirc which he had shown to beh'

her, served to inercass hor disgust towards lr,
Her thoughts reverted with inconceivable 2% y
uess, to the graccful Suifolk, and a gloom % of
upon her £j.'vits, which neither her own effortss
the assiduities of Franeis, had any longer powefv
dispel. . “J
But her fate was not to be averted. She 3",4,
at Puris witiout any further incident—the mar? i
was duly solemuized, and wiih becoming pomP’f‘
the Abbey of St. Denis, and the day was 6%¢¢
the imposing ccremony of her coronalion: -
amidst the pomps and rejoicings of the occe?’ "
Mary found it a hard, and often a hopeless t2° .
wear an air of composure. Her sadness was |
parent to all, and it deepened and hallowed the
terest  which her beauty and her sweetnes?
awakened in the heart of the Count D’Angov”
He strove by cvery art to minister to her happ® )
and cnjoyment, and was perpetually devising * t5
little fétc, or pleasant surprisc for her amuse®’
and it was only when beguiled by the char®® ",
manners and conversation, that she was alive to
pleasurable e otion, or displayed for a brief SP’z
the playful animation of happier days. b
count’s instization, the king proclaimed 2 %%,
mount, 1o be held immediately after the coro?® "y
challenging the knights of England and Fl‘”‘ce‘.ﬁ
appear at the same, and enter the lists agsif® 4
who presumed to dispute the peerless pre-em? ot
of the new queen’s beauty. Mary looked for™

o
with a fecling of awakencd interest to this “'l; o
ment. The nobles of her own countrys v Y

many of them doubtlcss, be prescnt, and thovs
dared not hope that Suffolk would be &m‘fns et
number, she looked for some, who might bk
tidings of him, and by whom, at least, sh¢ ™
hear his name spoken.

The day appointed for the coronation
Mary, notwithstanding her dejection experi€® "y
sensation of noble pride, and conscious dig™3 b,
she reflected that the diadem which had §r3¢°
brows of her exalted predecessor, the beauli
of Britanny, was also to encircle hers. But
too much accustomed to magnificience, t¢
zled by it now ; too little desirous of a cro®™ 40
one emotion of triumph at its attainment ; alip? o
only thought was, of how she should be ablé if
tain herself through this trying day—and b::v"

gles for calmncss and self possession weré

arri"‘"’ s

'
i

‘
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welj ..
n;;;;;&‘;{ a.bortive, by intilligence that a train of
ing, N hights had arrived on the preceding even-
Beng. ‘?VPresent at the coronation and the tourna-
.l ith more than woman’s fortitude, she sup-
. c:l‘ deep emotion, and bore herself through-
femony, with such a lovely union of majes-
c°‘lnt ;JV’Veetncss, as capiivated every heart. The
. rept Angouleme’s soul shone in his eyes, as
ever cEaze.he watched her graceful motions and
_nvfangmg expression of her beautiful and
W, ° ace, and when she knelt to receive the
froy, ., PONderous with gold and gems, he took it
ity 1© consecrated hand that would have placed
’ nd:;;mw’ and with indescribable grace held it
Weight o above her head, as though he feared its
Atley :ght crush.so fair and delicate a flower.
que:th the tedious ceremonial ended and as the
Whi N rose from the embroidered cushion on
the She .had knelt to receive the final benediction of
of glsh(')p, her eye accidentialy rested on the
8tyy; n nglish nobles, who occupied a conspicuous
G "ear the altar at sight of so many dear familiar
in g ier heart beat high, her colour deepened, but
gy, enStant more, both lip and cheek were of a
g Paleness, for amidst that group stood Suffolk,
"‘ingle;h? met his sad but tender gaze a thrill of
Dy, ) Joy and agony shot through her heart.
“that':: Overpowering as was the strong emotion
" Oment, it was instantly subdued—yet did it
gy Pe. the notice of the watchful Francis, but
dgi,, n h'“n a pang of jealous fear, and an eager
l)“:!ltscov;'er.t.hc object who could thus ruffle
e couldl‘anquxl dt?meanor of the lovely Mary—
re not' attribute her disorder solely to the
e, . of seeing her countrymen, of whose pre-
*yy ns had been appriscd. Nor was he long in
» for at a splendid banquet, which suc-
Were invie Coronation, many of the English nobles
tgyy s ?ed, and among them Suffolk, as one of the
T m:nguished. Francis marked her, as with
thej, g'r cordial smiles, she received and answered
'.‘Dicioeetmgs’ and he saw nothing to confirm his
ber\he"‘: but when, last of all, Suffolk approached
Mey, \‘ez.xd in the glow that mounted to his tem-
lip, ang In Mary’s downcast eye, her trembling
"%p oW and faltering voice, the secret of her
'%mem [;_""dency and gloom. The count, for the
Mepe, ‘;a €It impeiled to detest the man, noble and
:te&tion:::;g as was his exterior, who possessed the
wa th the captivating Mary ; but as he turned
e of g o blfrsling sigh, he encountered the mild
o y, th(:’rel’l’mcess 'C‘laut.ie, and read in its gentle
My Treq, SEFOOI' which his conscience told him he
de'oﬁo e had been no indifferent observer of
Rugh 0 to the new queen, but she was too

for,

e
:’:] we:' tomed to his neglect to complain of it,
o, T c:r deeply she might feel wounded by his
s she ever endured it without a murmur

" In the pleasures of maternal love, and
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in the strict performance of religious duties, and be-
nificent acts, she found ample occupation, and a
sweet, if not an adequate solace for the coldness and
alienation of a husband whom she tcnderly loved.

On the succeeding day the tournament com-
menced. The fame of the Duke of Suffolk as a chi-
valrous and gallant knight, was familiar to Francis,
and solicitous, in’ presence of Mary, to attain the
glory of a victor, and alrzady from motions of the
deepest interest, desirous to cultivate a f;'iendship
with the Duke, he selected him as one of his aids,
and appointed the Marquis of Dorset, another Eng-
lish noblemar of redoubted bravery, also to that
honour. On a balcony erected for the purpose, and
superbly ornamented, were stationed the king and
queen, with their court and attendants, though
Louis, fatigued by the pomps and gaiety of the pre-
ceding day, reclined on a couch, too ill to enjoy the
splendid spectacle, at which he obliged himself to
be present, only in compliment to his young and
beautiful bride. But Mary more awake to pleasure
than she had been sinee her departure from Eng-
land, stood in front of the balcony, magnificently
atlired, attracting all eyes by her unequalled beauty,
and winning ali hearts by the fascination of her
lovely smiles.

The tilting field presented a gorgeous and impos-
ing shew. The triumphal arch at its entrance was
emblazoned with the arms of France and England,
and surmounted by the blended colours of the two,
nations, whose: amity Mary felt, had been bought
at so dear a price. The knights were arraycd in
splendid suits, embroidered with fanciful devices,
and mounted on proud steeds, whose trappings
blazed with gold.  Francis displayed his well known
badge, the Salamander, with the expressive motto,

< T nourish the good, extinguish the guilty,” while,

the Duke of Suffolk, surpassing even the French
prince, in the tasteful magnificence of his equip-
ments, exhibited the dclicate device of a rose, en-
compassed with the words,  Thy sweetness is my
life”  Mary’s heart too well understood the secret
meaning of these words, nor was Francis slow in
comprchending their significance. At length the
lists were opened—a Dherald praclaimed aioud the
chailenge of {rancis of Vzlois, Count D’Angouleme,
and Dauphin of France, and the several combatants
sprang into the barriers, eager to break a lance with
the appellants. ’

It is not curs to hold the wand of the Scottish
magician, who summoned at his will the beings of
past ages, and who, whether he told of ¢ tourna-
ments and deeds of srms,” or recounted the simple
actions of a peasant or a begger, threw over all the
warm hues of his own rich and beautiful fancy, and
gave to every look, ard word, and gesture, the vivid
colouring of life, touching the minute links that
formed the rarc and exquisite whole, with a graphic
skill, that none have squalled. We therefore leave
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it to the imagination, or to the curiosity of such as
love to search the chronicles of ancient days, to read
in their quaint pages, the deeds of chivalry per-
formed on this occasion.

Every where Suffolk was triumphant—neither
strength nor skill, availed the opponent who en-
countered him—from all he won the victor’s wreath,

and if his humbled foc escaped with life, he owed it |
only to the mercy of his conqueror. Mary could |

scarce conceal the joy with which she marked his
prowess. Francis beheld it in her radiant eye, her
glowing cheek, and bright clectric smile, and fired
with emulation, performed such feats of valour, as
drew forth long and reiterated bursts of applause.
But less fortunate than his envied and gallant rival,
he was not destined to leave the lists unscathed. In
a resolute encounter with a stubborn knight, the
lance of his adversary pierced his sword arm, and so
severely wounded it, as to disable him from further
combat. Chagrined and deeply mortified, he was
forced to quit the field; but no sooner had the sur-
geon bound up his wound, than, in spite of his in-
junctions, he repaired to the royal balcony, to soothe
his vexed and disappointed mind, with the society of
the fascinating Mary. But he was annoyed to per-
ceive she betrayed no emotion at his approach; in a
voice of only friendly interest, she expressed her
concern for his accident, paid him a well turned
compliment on the valour he had previously dis-
played, and then yielded heg whole attention to the
jousters, or rather to the meritorious Suffolk, by
whom alone her whole soul seemed to be engrossed.

The duchess Louisa, the artful and intriguing
mother of the count, noticed her son’s chagrin, and
her thoughts werc busy to devise some method by
which to be revenged on the detested Mary. This
princess had regarded the queen with jealousy and
aversion, ever since her appearance at the French
court—she viewed her as the plunderer of her son’s
presumptive rights, and she determined to make her
abode in France so wretched, as, if possible, to
drive her from its shores. With watchful and pe-
netrating eye she had read the secret of Mary’s
heart, and in order to mortify her, she now hoped
to find some opponent, who, by superior strength,
since none eould rival him in skill, should humble
the pride of this invincible Duke. In the suite of a
foreign nobleman, recently arrived, there was a
'German of prodigious size and muscular power, and
the idea instantly presented itself to her mind, of
matching this giant with the English duke, who she
was persuaded must yield to a physical force, which
was said to be unequalled. But she was compelled
to defer her evil purpose till the morrow, as the
sports of the day were drawing to a close ; thqugh
it was strengthened, by the anrnoyance with which
she listened to the deafening shouts of triumph and
applause that greeted the victorious Suffolk as he
retired from the lists.
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The hasty resolve of an angry moment was con’
firmed by Mary’s deportment at the evening )
Never before had the duchess seen her beauty
radiant, her movements so free and gracefuls |
smile so captivating as now, while, with winpi®
courtesy, she rcceived the homage of her 10
countryman, or led the dance with the gallant victof
of the day. The Count D’Angouleme was un®
to partake the gaieties of the evening, still suffer
from his wound, and chagrined by the indiffer” .
of the queen, but still more by her evident €N’
ment of Suffolk’s presence ; he reclined on the ss'ﬂ
couch with the invalid king, totally unable, not*"
standing his native suavity, and the courtly P?
of his manner, to hide the gloom and bitternes?
his feelings. The duchess marked his disturbﬂ"c’:
and promised herself swcet revenge upon
morrow. ,

It came—the lists were again opened, and sg®”
the undaunted Suffolk breathed forth his pr0“d
fiance. Itwas answered by the appcarance O
gigantic German, mounted on a coal-black &
and exhibiting a front of such herculean height
breadth, as seemed to promise destruction ¥
who might oppose him. Suffollc beheld this 0e
adversary with wonder, but without dismay, 80
stantly placing his lance in rest, prepared fof
encounter. The adversaries met, and such W% o
fury of the onset, and so overwhelming the pby®
force of the German, that at the shock, 8
reeled in his saddle. At this sight Mary grew P9
she faltered, and was near falling. The d“"he”
marked her disorder with malicious joy ; but
cis, though aware of its cause, sprang forw o
support her. In an instant, however, she reco¥®
for Suffolk, with inimitable grace and skill, i 4
diately regained his seat, and with unrivalled adr®’
ness, quickly unhorsed the German, whom, “%
the first attack,” says the chronicler, ¥ he beat:;b
the pummel of his sword, till the giant had e“ob',
of it.” At this unlooked for termination %
petty and revengeful scheme, the Duchess »
gouleme abruptly quitted the balcony, burning
rage toward the innocent objects of her hate-

The remainder of this day, and the one ths® ot
ceeded it, were a continued series of triumPlf’
the Duke of Suffolk—and whether in tilting, l;ofdf
wonderful achievements of the two handed 5% _ 4.
or in the other feats of chivalry practised at o
period, he was alike victorious. The prize of ¥ wﬁ
was adjudged to him, and with a throbbing ™ o
and mantling cheek, the hero of the ”%
knelt before the agitated Mary, while her tr¢%" "f
hand clasped round his neck the splendid °°]o“l.rvf
jewels which was awarded as the guerdoP
valour. ‘

Again came the banquet and the ball, and :f;
days of gay and festive amusement, made the o
a scene of splendour and rejoicing. Sufl

’
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uw::‘ P.l‘esent, but he sought to hold no private
Teation with Mary; and she had too much
"e8pect, too much regard for the chaste deco-
vi : Cr sex, for the obligations of religion and
he ¢ and too much reverence for the station which
Med, ang which had been so adorned by the
t% wW::d goodness of the beautiful Anne, to ljsten
he Of regret or tenderness from him, even had
wer, disposed to utter them. She felt, that they
"o l'ollger fit for her ear—but there was a sad
In seeing around her the nobles of her dwn
nd, and of meeting amidst the fatiguing and
Ceremonies of her new home, the subdued
:nesﬂ of that glance which had been dear to
by 9 childhood, and of hearing the saddened
Cey tle tones of that beloved voice, whose ac-
iWakened a thousand fond memories of the
woos ™ carried her back to the green and silent
‘l‘i'pe:r Havering Bower, where her heart had first
©d 10 her that she loved.
for Wonder then, when the court festivities were
n"hleg Present ended, and the band of English
My,., Prepared to take their leave of France, that
Rlog,. heart should sink within her, and a deeper
tray ¥%ain settle upon her spirits—deeper in con-
ien the few bright rays that had shone for a
teiveq ,, “Pace upon her unhappy destiny. She re-
byt the adieus of her countrymen with tears—
'hich 0 she heard the low and agitated words, in
fo,, ¢ kneeling Suffolk uttered his farewell, and
the , ~ Pressure of his trembling lips upon her hand,
e e UPOR her seat, and hid her beautiful face in
w % of her mantle. When she looked up, he
"e—~they had all departed ; but she met the
Uy, i‘ilZe of Francis of Valois, and she turned
the‘:l 2 burning blush, fearing he might have
Time Teasured secret of her heart.
Ma,y_ ;““W wore heavily away with the unhappy
hf'hr .he increasing illness of the king forbade
Qf'e ng those amusements which might have
Siety o °r mefancholy, and it was only in the so-
bkc . fancis and his accomplished sister, the
‘f:nni w of .Alenson, that she found any relief from
tivy i 4 discontent. The count, now without a
iy, F favour, had recovered his health and
i fa’v Seemed to exist only for her pleasure.—

"Dle,

Y,

‘!)“d Urite Ppursuits of hunting and hawking were
she o and under pretence of attending the sick
oy  of Mpent almost his whole time in ‘the pre-
ahe 117. . th so delicate was the passion with

ad inspired him, that he shunned every

t%k' o:‘vhich might subject her to the ill natured
be, Mol eqy

courtiers, and often neglected oppor-

Versation, or attendance upon her, lest

ey Provoke for her the censure of levity or

' * He even sought to create a friend-
m"'qd 0 her and the, Princess Claude, the pu-

c“’""mness of whose principles and deport-
Well knew would shield her from all re-
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proach, and it was with unmixed pleasure, he marked
the daily increasing affcction that united her and the
Duchess of Alenson. Louisa of Angouleme, saw,
with discontent, the influence which Mary, by her
sweetness, her unaffected dignity, and the lovely
qualities of her mind and heart, was acquiring at
court—but with especial disapprobation, she re-
marked the devotion of Francis to her person, and
augured the most disastrous consequences from the
indulgence of a passion, which, with all his caution,
was too ardent to escape detection. Her remon-
strances, her entreaties, and when these failed, her
angry menaces, were alike ineffectual—the count
persisted in his attentions to Mary, declaring that he
could never offend such heavenly purity as hers, by
the avowal of his unhappy passion, and that so long
as he confined it to his own breast, it could neither
wound her peace, nor sully her unspotted reputation.

Mary indeed suspected not the nature of those
feelings, that prompted the assiduities of Francis.
Accustomed from her infancy, to the adulatory
homage of the great, she viewed lLis attentions as
the spontaneous offering of the refined gallantry for
which this accomplished prince was remarkable ;
and they were so delicate and unobtrusive, so indi-
cative of an elegant and generous mind, that she
received them with unaffected pleasure, and prized
them as she would have done, had they been ren-
dered by a brother, or a long tried friend.

Things were in this situation, and the whole court
were waiting with different hopes and views for the
issuc of the king’s illness, who, since the tourna-
ment, had been rapidly declining, when suddenly he
expired, and Mary, who had been but threc short
months a royal bride, was freed by the inevitable
shaft of death, from those unwilling bonds, which,
odious as they were, she had worn with a truly
queen-like and submissive dignity. Yet, sweet as
were the thronging hopes that now filled her heart,
she could not forbear a few tears to the memory of
him, who had been to her a kind and indulgent lord,
and who, when he made her the partner of his
throne, had doubtless looked forward to many years
of life and happiness. The retirement, authorized
by decorum, was 2 luxury to her, and though her
youthful charms were shrouded in the weeds of
widowhood, they were but the external emblem.s of
woe, and covered & heart, where hope was s'prmg-
ing gladly up from the very ashes of 'despalr, and
whose gentle thoughts and fond memories cl.ustere:,d
around the living—not lavished themselves with vain
and idle sorrow on the dead- .

As yet, Francis had paid her but one short visit of
ceremony, to offer the customary condolence on he.r
bereavement, for though he deeply felt hov\.r hard :t}
was 1,0 deny himself the luxury of her society, yet,
as the acknowledged King of France, hf: coul.d not
assume the dignity of his exalted station, without

giving all his time to the many responsible duties,
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which, in the first hours of his accession, claimed
his attention. But he looked forward with impa-
tient hope—hope which he hardly dared to analyse,
to arenewal of constant intercourse with Mary ; and
no sooner was the ceremonial of the king’s inter-
ment over, and the court restored to tranquillity and
order, than he seat 10 request an interview with her.
It was immediately granted, and with a beating
heart the young king prepared to enter her presence.

She received him alone, in an apartment hung
with blaek, and which, but for a ray of sunshine
that streamed through a narrow painted window of
stained glass, would have required some artificial
aid to render the objects it contained diseernable, | r
amidst the doubtful gloom. Mary herself, dressed
in the decpest mourning, ker beautiful hair unorna-
mented, and wreathed in simple and becoming
braids around her head, was seated at a table
covered with papers and implements of writing.
Her page was in waiting, but she dismissed him to
the ante-room when Francis was announced, and
rising, advanced to meet the youthful monarch, with
such a winning air of majesty and grace, that the
enamoured prince involuntarily bent one knee to kiss
the offered hand that she extended towards him.
Mary blushed at this unlooked for and impassioned
homage, and said with slight embarrassment :

“ Your majesty, in doing me this honour, forgets
perhaps, that my transient reign is ended, and that
the simple Mary of England, is no longer entitled
to the homage yielded to the queen of Louis.”

“¢ That homage which it has been the deligh$ of
all hearts to render her,” said Fraucis, ¢ was the
voluntary tribute of an admiring people to her vir-
tues and her beauty, and still, under whatever title
she is henceforth known to them, she must retain
the undivided empire of their love and admiration.”

Mary was touched by the fervour and sincerity of
his tone, and aftcr a momentary pause she said :

“ Your majesty has ever judged me with indul-
gent kindness, and I have to thank you, which from
my heart I do, for many, many instances of your
considerate friendship and regard. The remem-
brance of all 1 owe to your generous cfforts, for
checring my hours of gloom, and promoting my hap-
piness, during my constrained residence here, will
ever dwell with me, and I pray heaven to grant me
some opportunity to cxpress by acts the undying
gratitudc of my heart.” )

““I ask but one expression of it, if indeed I am
entitled to such an emotion from her to whom I owe
the happiest moments of my life,” said Francis with
animation—*T have sought your grace at this time,
to reccive from you instructions respecting your
future arrangements. Since the dcath of his late
majesty, you have intimated to me your intention
of returning to England—but permit me to deprecate
that step—tointreat, as a proof of your friendship—
your gratitude—if that word, misapplied as it now
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is, will win you to my wish—that she, who for :
brief space has lent such unequalled lustre to 0%
court, will still remain to form its ornament 3°
boast, to infuse into it the elegance of her acco?”
plished mind, and lead its rising beauties, to imits!
the mode! of all that is most lovely and attractive is
their sex.” ”

“The youthful beauties of your majesty’s courty
returned Mary, “can have no models worthier ° .
imitation than your virtuous and exemplary quee?
your talented and witty sister—worgen in Wh
society I have reaped instruction and delight, 3"
whom I shall ever remember with affection 3
regret.’ o

‘“May I not then name lhexr united wishe$s
another motive for your remaining with us ?”’ ask
the king, to whom, however, the praises of his que?
sounded like a reproach to himself,—and from wh°
he would willingly have parted forever, €0°
he have found any pretext for doing so, and h®
been assured of winning Mary in her stead.

“ Did all the ladies of your majesty’s court ”
scmble the queen,land the Duchess of Alenson,” -
swered Mary, ““and were there no duties, and
attachments to call me elsewhere, I woutd wish ",
no happier asylum than this, nor feel a wish t09 ¢
the protection so courteously proffered me- y
many reasons urge my relurn to En"la‘ﬂd’m
brief absence has but strengthened the ties that b
me to it, and I have already written to my brothe" l’ ”
and she pointed to the letters lying on the teb
“to claim his promise of welcome and protecuo‘a
pledged me with his last farewell, in ease I sho¥
survive the king.”

As he listened to this stcadfast urmouncel"‘ent ;
her purpose, Francis could not conceal his at'l“"tl o
when she aliuded to the ties and attachments lh
bound her to England, he thought only of D“ﬁb
that envied rival, who might now win the Pe de"'}
prize for which he would almost have surren
his crown. He had hoped to retain the besV ul'
Mary as the ornament of his court,—to live
in the sunshine of her presence, to bask in the
ance of her smiles, and feast upon the hope © &
day possessing her, and restoring her again e
regal height which she had so lately ndorned
her beauty and her virtues. The delicate statf
Queen Claude’s health furnished natural grou®
this hope, and- he could not conceal from hims®
happiness which he should feel to be releascd f
a princess, who constantly immured hersell in
apartments, to pursue her quiet and sedentary ® J
cations, and who formed, in her habits and pers”
appearance, so striking and disagreeable 8 €O" if
to the brilliant and intellectual Mary. Cher™ o
such feelings as these, the bare idea of ‘:;Q'L
losing her whose taste, whose mental acquif® redw
and whose natural grace and clegance, rend® ’M
so desirable & companior, so alive to his

fof
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“; "M unison with his sympathies, was one which
'oed him the most exquisite pain, and in the
4 ;::e and disappointment of the moment, he pas-
oY exclaimed :
“he :: will leave me then ! leave me forever ! you,
g in w‘; Opened a new existence to my enjoyment,
Bet g, b 0se }?rcsenc.e I have almost lcarned to for-
ny emated ties which bind me to one, with whom
. ) can know no fellowship !’
Who, y g.l‘ew pale at this abrupt avowal of feelings,
?x'ﬂence she had ncver till that moment sus-
> but she replied with admirable composurc,
18Nity of nanner chastened by native gentle-

A1 a
llea!’
¢ .
oy Ure‘]y in thus addressing me, your majesty
dye to Mises your ptincely honour,—forgets what is
Oy t the delicacy of my situation, and what you
ey to y at exemplary princess whose virtues entitle
slp. e:‘"' entire respect and affection. For my
Brage € not my purpose firmly fixed before, your
Zers Must be aware that I could hesitate no lon-
&« Na
y ﬁfaty Punish me not beyond endurance for this
D em, wﬂnce,” exclaimed the king, in a voice of
h‘"hh 5 “if I have dared to lova, it has been
,"hOi Y anq at a distance, even as the poor idolator,
fro,n "e¥erent silence worships the bright luminary

.i°y 0se effulgent rays he derives the light, and
Wil ,Pea]:’Pe of his existence. Depart not then, and I
“‘eco]d to you as I have ever done till now, in

PQML;’Ca.lm’ passionless accents of friendship and

t
o5 «,; “Mn0t be,” said Mary, agitated and offend-
part 2Ve no longer a choice, and it behooves me
Bug,, q ha’ and that too with speed. For what safe-
q"a.dy n‘{)e Lin the protection of a prince, who has
gy, t Used the friendship I professed for him ;
Wy 0mc°nﬁdence can I repose in his honour, when
'”‘h'ly " Nt of doubt and desolation, he has volun-
h°"nl :"-lllded my pride and my delicacy, by an
faye hehhmh I must ever feel mysell degraded to
“M d
,‘:"ke,nad a"_‘>l acknowledge the justice of your re-
by *d the penitent and humbled Francis ;
ity Ver °“fltain which hidden springs have filled
:: 2 tl:lm’ must sometimes overflow-—yet hear
- ® word and honour of a prince, that
rﬁl‘ gy I forfeit life, than permit my lips so to
* Grant me then your pardon, full and
, ?l‘on% Neonditional, and permit me the happiness
:l?% a;l‘e Occupying a friend’s, a brother’s place
by cap Hons.  This is all L ask—it is all to
]‘i’lgl or‘ dare aspire ; and this, even you, 50
to 4,0 2live to rectitude and virtue, need not
oy Brant s
’%' g n:z;}‘.mnn?t fear,” she said, her lovely face
my; animated pleasure,—“and I offer
¥ this hand as a pledge of my returning
> ™Y warm unalterable friendship—let all
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that may have pained us in the past be buried in
oblivion, and the future rivit still closer the bright
chain of amity, that has hitherto united us.”

Francis, deeply touched by the grace and softness
of her manner, received the proffered hand with an air
of humble deference, and tremblingly touching its
unsullied whiteness with his lips, relinquished with
a sigh the beautiful and coveted prize.

¢ And you will not leave us then 2 he asked tim-
idly, but with an anxious look and voice—¢ you will
remain here at least till I have proved to you the
sincerity of my repentance, and won from you some
proof of your rencwed confidence in my good faith
and honour 7

Mary looked embarrassed and irresolute ; she cast
her eyes upon the ground, and a vivid blush over-
spread her features. Francis read her thoughts, and
in trembling agitation awaited her reply ; at length
she spoke and her low unsteady voicc betokened:
strong inward emotion.

« [ fear,” she said, I cannot comply with your
majesty’s request, yet believe me when I say, that
no lingering doubt of your sincerity, urges me to
negative it; happy should I be to remain under the
protection which you graciously proffer me, were
there not many, and cogent reasons which render
my return to England expedient and advisable.
That land is the home of my affections, the scene
of my early joys, and there dwell all whom love,
or nature, have knit in closest bands to my heart.
Your majesty is doubtless aware of the reluc-
tance with which I came fo this country, although
it was to be invested with the dignity of its queen—
but my royal brother persuaded me the alliance was
one of consequence to his realm,—his wishes were
ever a law to me, and I yiclded my consent-——the
more readily, as at that time some private disap-
pointments, rendered me almost indifferent to my
fate. But now, the tie which bound me here is sev-
ered—my task is done—my duties all fulfilled, and
—and ”—she hesitated and her eye sought the
ground, as she added—¢¢ should my brother sanction
my wish, and your majesty no longer oppose it—I
would return to England.”’

Francis understood the cause of her embarrass-
ment, and knew full well what object filled her
thoughts, and wooed her, with a thousand fond an-
ticipations, back to her native shores. His tortur'ed
feelings almost spurned controul ; and while he hastily
traversed the apartment, contending and tumultuous
passions fiercely struggled in his breast, but the con-
test, if a painful, was & brief one and soon t.he no-
bler feelings of his nature tn‘umghed. Anxxous‘ to
atone for the error into which an lmpetu?us passion
had betrayed him, he resolved to sacrifice every
cherished hope to the happiness of N'Iar.y, and lend,
if it were needful, all the weight of his influence to

bring about the consummation of her wishes. But
g-J

for the present he dared not trust bimsclf to speak
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upon so delicate a subject, even had decorum au-
thorized it, and knowing it was not her intention to
quit his court till the period of her mourning had
expired, he approached the table at which she sat,
with her head resting on her hand, and said in o
voice, which, in spite of his efforts, was lcss calin
and steady than he wished.

“1 yield my pleasurc wholly to your majesty’s,
and, painful as is the sacrifice which I am compelled
to make, shall no longer oppose your departure, but
on the contrary use every effort to facilitate it,
whenever you shall signify your wish to quit my
court.”

Mary thanked him warmly and gratefully,and their
interview ended. After this she seldom saw him
alone,—the many claims upon his time demanded
by his new dignity, fully engrossed him, and fortu-
nate was it for him that the constant occupation of
his mind left him but little opportunity to cherish
vain regrets, and muse Jupon the fascinations of the
beautiful Mary,

Weeks and months rolled away—Mary had re-
ccived the assurance from Henry of a glad welcome
back to his court, and the period was near at hand
for her departure from France,when a rumour reach-
ed her ear, that her brother was again contemplating
for her a more ambitious marriage than that of
which she had already been the victim—alarmed
and agitated, she resolved not to place herself with-
in his power, till assured she was not a second time
to be sacrificed to his policy, and without a moment’s
delay she wrote to inform him of her determination,
and to inquire concerning his purpose respecting her ;
the letters were signed and sealed, and she sat alone
in the same apartment where the interview with
Francis, which we have Just recorded, took place,
when he was again announced, He had been absent
for a weck on a hunting excursion at Chantilly ; as he
now hastened to greet her his eye beamed with ten-
der pleasure, and his accents trembled on his lip—
almost immediately, however, he alluded to the ru-
mour in circulation, expressed his concern at the
uneasiness which it had occasioned her, and his dis-
belief of its authenticity ; but lest the ambitious mind
of Henry should harbour such a project, either now
or at some future day, he suggested the expediency
of her remaining in her present safe asylum ; and
renewed his intercession that she would make his
court her permanent abode. Yet when she once
morc said nay to his request, and made answer, that
she must dwell free in England, or bound by reli-
gious vows in the cloister, he urged her no (urther,
but with sad, yet gentle earnestness, proffered his aid
in her sorrow, and spoke at last, with the frankness
of a privileged friend, of the attachment existing be-
tween herself and the Duke of Suffolk.

“ Not only,” he said, “ will T exert my interces-
sion with King Henry, in behalf of your unrestrained
freedom of person and will, but if it can avail you
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aught in a course so delicate,” ~he hcsitaled:b,“t
almost instantly resumed—* if, as rumour has ¥
pered, a tie more tender than even those of coul
and kindred, impel you to forsake us, my influé”
with my royal brother shall be cxerted to ac?®®
plish the fulfilment of your wishes.” "

Mary was touched by the gencrous intereft
manifested for her happiness, and by the del“‘i
with which he alluded to an affair that involved
peace, but of which she had never spoken, and %
filled her beautiful'eyes, as she raised them ful ,
eloquent gratitude to his face—his own sank
neath their melting expression, more danger?
even, than when they sparklcd in the full effulg®”
of their splendour. ok

1 have not words,” she said, * in which to!
your majesty for this unbounded goodness, b‘ft of
grateful remembrance of it will dwell forever i i
heart—nor shall the unreserved confidence to * o
it justly entitles you, from an excess of femaled
cacy, be longer withheld ; T will not seek to con®
from your majesty, that there does exist a tie, wh
binds my heart indissolubly to one, worthy it9 ¥
derest affection, and it was this that rendc
marriage with the late king more repugnant t0 of
than were the circumstances of his age, and S
increasing infirmitics. Yet, though I have re
sacrificed my dearest wishes to what I conceif® off
call of duty, I cannot a second time consent t0 ¥ T’I
restraint put upon my inclinations. 1 have my’® o
brother’s promise that it never should be so 38
and if he is resolved to break his plighted word
make me still the victim of his ambitious sche®® ,
T will, I must perforce, rather than thus be %
ficed, pronounce the vows of some religious ¢
and forsake the world forever.”’ 1t

“ Never shall your grace be forced to this "‘;i{
native,” exclaimed Francis with vehemenct’ oo
the King of England violates to you his "’&h’m
pledge, and refuses my intercession in your big“"
then shall my power protect you from his de*
and in my realm there shall none dare to 5
your freedom of choice, or say nay to the fin ef°‘
summation of your wishes—and if my roth
England sees fit to resent my interference, 1 d
but cast his gauntlet at me, nor will he find mf’
to grasp the gage, and battle for the right inf
open field.”

It must not come to this,” said Mary,
I think it can. Let us at least await an. 8‘{“
my letters, before we even think of hostil® o
sures—and I trust my brother’s love for ™
for —» Ms’

She stopped, blushing, and confused at h% Flcd
nearly uttered the name forever in her heart-
cis faintly smiled.

“ Your majesty,” he said, “may })I'O“‘“y i
the gallant victor of the tournay, the boast © A
land’s chivalry, the friend and favourite of M ]

0
“ nl)f‘:’
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v 2:: :l'l(llum all m!{sl envy for the peerless prize his
. ll ‘uccomphshmems have won. For these
Wrus; uwm myself tt}l:e charge of their safety, and
Tt to a special messenger, who shall de-
vl b:m with speed and care to the hands of your

other,”
b :ry thanked him, and their conference ended ;
08 afler his departure she sat busily recalling
F"ﬁnc: had .passed between hersclf and the noble
Renery, during their brief acquaintance. All his
del; Us devotjon to her happiricss and wishes, the
i solicitude with which, in the midst of a
Us court, he had sought to avert from her
fo car, €ath of censure or reproach, and the manly
Shewy ;:‘Ce., ?he m.agnanimity of soul, which he has
wig, . c]sflﬂ:ng h]S. growing tenderness, submitting
fh'ivinutuld s doeility to her gentle rebuke, and
ing &IT ll: atone 1tor a momentary error, by devot-
th ,Is energics to promote her happiness,
ing. S it involved that also of his rival. She felt,
of gra{-th" she owed him a deep and mighty debt
ltude, and long after she sought her couch,
A ng“u;ghgs‘ still dwelt upon him, and when slcep
%’Batio Visited her eyes, it was to rcvive the con-
thyg Whr‘l of the evening, strangely blended with
h‘}%n ich she had last held with Suffolk, on the
oy, Of York House, and disturbed by the angry
Poin, to'mce of King Heunry, which scemed at every

4 rewmeet her with a menacing aspect.

Tanci, days succeeding her last interview with
bﬁght ;I:;S she was sitting with her ladies, one
ce tnoon on a balcony that overhung the
frop. - 53rden, her page announced a messenger
[} t“‘o’lﬂnd, bearing despatches, which he was di-
O deliver in person to her majesty. She in-
eny, ) Arose, and attended only by her page, re-

Con the apartment which opened from the bal-

lwai' &d where the English messenger already
LEYe . her appcarance. Her heart beat quickly
LN glanced towards him, and before she could
in, "h“)bbings, he had advanced, and was knecel-
loy, r er feet, with an air of humble deference, due
«y, Jueenly dignity.
iing R rﬂndo,‘, ! exclaimed Mary, with low yet thril-
Page, s}l.) ) asis—then recollecting the presence of the
b"’“tin © checked the warm gush of feeling that was
“\id, ing from her heart. « Rise, my lord,” she
dﬁ"«an da tone that struggled for calmness, “1 un-
i, anq You come to me the bearcr of my brother's
"u‘u,’ undl.“"olﬂd learn if rumour has for once told
Ny, uti ICit is still his purpose to impose on me
“‘%e 8, and require yet further sacrifices, than
“ v Ve alrcady made to pleasure him.”

d“igns :"Vc’rcign made no mention to me of such
t?‘"la g’msmd Suflolk, as he rose, and with a cour-
:loneﬂ hi ure declining the scat to which she mo-
Uip oy 2 Temained standing beforc her. True,
Plags, :l’crek'l abroad, that Henry has in contem-

Oreizu union for your majesty—but this

38
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I am not authorized officially to communicate, nor
can I say whether these lctters, which I have now
the honour to deliver, contain any intimation of
such a purpose.”

As he spoke, he drew forth the packet, and pre-
sented it on onc knee. Mary received it with a
graceful gesture of gcknowledgment, saying, as
she broke the seal, “ By your leave, my lord, 1 will
glance over the contents of his majesty’s letter, and
learn if he still thinks to sport, as though it were an
idle plaything, with my happiness,” and rising, she
retrcated to a window, apparently for the benefit of
the light which strcamed through its narrow panes,
but in reality to hide the deep emotion, the wounded
pride, caused by the cold and studied demeanour of
him, towards whom her heart leaped forth with all
a woman’s fond and gushing tenderness. She
thought some fearful change had came over him,
and remembered not, that he stood before her in an
official capacity, and that never had he dared to be-
tray the trust reposed in him by his sovereign—the
fear lest she, who had sat upon one of the proudest
thrones in Christendom, might spurn the renewal of
a suit, to which, as the princess of England she had
deigned to listen, would have deterred him from the
expression of one impassioned thought, with whicir
his heart was bursting.

As Mary moved towards the window, Suffolk fol-
lowcd her with a sad and tender gaze, that expressed
all, and more than all, his trembling lips longed,
yet feared to utter, and when she turned again to-
wards him, she met that beaming look which told
how fondly and how truly she was still beloved.
Her cyes, which had been raised to his with a cold
and haughty cxpression, drooped beneath the fer-
vent gaze which they encountered, and a bright
carnation suflused the cheek, which an instant be-
fore might have outvied the Parian stone, in its
quict, colourless beauty. Aware that feclings
might be revealed, which she would not that any
stranzer eye should gaze upon, she motioned her
page to the arnte-room, and, advancing with the open
letter in her hand, to her former seat, said, with all
the calmness she could command :

1 am happy to find no intimation in his majes
ty’s letter, of the designs which rumour has imputed
to him—nor do I think, knowing me as he does,
and having pledged me his promise to the contrary,
he can harbour such. No, I have been once the
reluctant but obedient victim of his policy—so obe-
dient, that I have carned the right in future, to con-
sult alone the wishes of my heart, and this ri«it 1
am resolved, with God’s aid, stoutly to maintain.””

Their eyes met, and it was as if an clectric spark
of joy were struck from the hearts of each, and
obeying its impulse, he would have precipitated him-
self at her feet, bul instantly checking himself, he
drew back, with e subdued and saddened air.

“J pray your gracc will pardon me,” he said,

‘v
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“if for a moment I forget that I stand in your pre-
sence only as the messenger of my king—the queen
of —

“Suflolk ! what mockery is this ¥’ interrupted
Mary, no longer able to struggle against her rising
tenderness—“is the empty title of queen, bought
with a price more precious than Golconda’s gems,
and worn, as the wretched galley slave endures his
chains—is this hollow and unmeaning sound, to ex-
alt me so far above the sister of Henry the Eighth,
the gay, unfettered Mary of England, that I must
be forever doomed to the vain display of heartless
ceremony, and condemned to hear the chilling ac-
cents of courtly homage, from lips that have ever
addressed me in the language of friendship and affec-
tion. I pray you then, cast off this robe of state,
and speak to me as—" '

She paused abruptly, and averted her glowing
face from his eager and delighted gaze.

¢ As when 7’ he asked in accents, animated as
his own, and bending his knee before her as he
spoke—‘“ as on that ever memorable night, when
beneath the canopy of heaven, and in presence only
of its silent host, I poured out my secret soul at the
feet of the princess Mary, and heard that cruel sen-
tence, which, till this blessed hour, has robbed my
heart of peace, and quenched in utter gloom the
fondest of my cherished hopes 7

Of Mary’s reply, and of the impassioned fervour
with which Suffolk, thus privileged, plcad his suit,
our limits do not permit us to treat—suffice it to
say, in that brief hour of confidential intercourse,
the hearts of both were unveiled, and every hope and
fear, lost in the full and perfect communion of ten-
der and undoubting love. When at length they
parted, it was with glad and buoyant hearts, with
smiling lips, with plighted faith, and united resolves,
to resist the machinations of king and prelate, and
stand by each other as firmly and unshrinkingly as
though the church had already ratified their vows.
The duke delayed not an instant to seek audience of
the king, and relate to him all that had passed in
the interview with Mary—and though Francis had
not yet been able to conquer his attachment for the
beautiful queen, hc generously expressed his plea-
sure at the happy prospects of the lgvers, and pro-
mised, and magnanimously resolved, to lend the
whole weight of his influence to their causc.

In the meantime Suffolk interceded with Mary for
an immediate marriage—he feared the ambition of
Henry, and gave more credence than he chose to
avow, to the rumour which still gained ground, of a
contemplated marriage with a reigning prince, for
which it was asserted, the King of England was
even then in treaty. Mary caught the alarm, and
the more readily, as Francis himself allowed there
was strong reason for fear. Therefore, without
Jonger deliberation, she yielded her consent, en-
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treating only that the eercmony might take plse®
with as much privacy as possible. ol

How different were these auspicious nupt ’
from that gorgeous and heartless display of pag®
try which attended her espousal with the King
France. No crowd now followed her step®
sumptuous canopy was borne above her he“d/us
splendid escutcheons, blazoned with the united” "
of France and England, met the view—but all ®
inward peace and quietness,

L
¢ The soul’s calm sunshine and the heartfelt jo7°

But few of all that bustling throng, who, # (Z:,
short months before, had crowded to behold Il
triumphal progress of that royal bride, now sto .
around her, as with heightened beauty, for hap?
ness had made it radiant, she knelt before the 51’
tar, to plight her willing vows to the first and °
object of her love, Neither waving banners
draperies of crimson, nor cloth of gold, hung ™
the lofty walls and arches of the chapel, but’_wf
that rare and exquisite taste, that ever s0 dis
guished him, Francis had ordered it to be ador®
with flowers, in honour of the nuptials, and e
where the choicest and the sweetest, met the °
among which, ever predominated the lily &/ e
rose, closely entwined, and vieing with cach 'o
in beauty and fragrance. Mary was attired W If
much simplicity as became her rank, and the oﬂl
ornament that adorned her beautiful hair W_” of
wreath of orient pearls, that had been the 8!
Francis. The principal ladies and nobles © >
court were present at the cercmony, and the
himself gave away the bride. M

Mary had written to declare her intention®
Henry, and a few days after the marriage had pid*
solemnized, letters were received from him, for
ding the union, and commanding them both 10
turn immediately to England, where his royal B
sure should be made known to them. It w2°
late, and Mary immediately wrote again to hef o
ther, intreating forgivencss for the step She
taken, with the generous scl{-devotion of hef °,
exculpating the duke from blame, and impl®
that his wrath, if fall it must, should 9¢%°
wholly upon her.

It did indeed burst forth with all the violen®
Henry’s most impetuous nature 3 but fOft“nad‘o
the objects of his anger were not present to ¢
fury of the tempest, and as its first fierce SUS* ’
sided, the force of that affection, which from e.',d
childhood he had borne them both, gradually re?
and softened his resentments. To this inn3% i
kindly feeling, their supplicating letters, 8" g
earnest appeal of Francis, added strength, anﬁo”
length succeeded in conquering every angry emae,eﬂ
which their disobedience had awakened. H¢ o
began to view the connection with pleasure 3%", 1
probation, and cordially invited the youthful

.
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Petiip o
ing ::;t;e E.Ih'gland. They lost no time in comply-

!‘us request, when to evince his satisfaction
Yatigy Union, as well as to gratify his love of osten-
‘giin,b enry gave orders that the marriage should
Palap, ¢ solemnized, with becoming pomp, at his

at Greenwich.
na) ER:{;quicsced, though she felt that this exter-
re ang our apd parade, could not increase her
try oty heartfelt happiness, and when the pagean-
Caly, a’:iday was ended, she gladly returned to the
Whigy o Quiet enjoyment of that rare felicity,
K thntlnl.led to be her portion to the latest pe-
Ontrer brief, bat happy life.
¢aly March, 1539,

TYROLEAW HEROISM,

H

the ' b"f"ery displayed by the Tyrolese, in resisting
ex €8 sent by Buonaparte to subjugate them
It Wag ed anything narrated in the records of history.
Sinee Of the lofticst and most devoted kind, and
fr op“’- forth in the holiest of causes—the cause of
b,ancm‘worthy to be had in everlasting remem-
in : .No instance, that ever we read of; can cqual
oy meln?d heroism and contempt of death, many
tangs actx.ons exhibited in that unsuccessful resis-
fixgq their detested enemies, which for some time

gal eyes of all the nations of Europe upon
Qu: iﬁiea anL people, and unless Napolean’s softer
f fiye, N had been altogether deadened by his career
fem_u" nd blood, he must have felt that the curse so
hipy, ¥ denounced by the poet, had alighted ugion

&«

:}:’ be awakened of Divinest thoughts,

nd r and founder of exalted deeds,

he,l‘to whole nations bound in servile straits,
. iberal donor of capacities

::e than heroic ! this to be, nor yet

ine"."e the least retirn of hurman thanks;

it}?m-g no recompeice but deadly hate  «

Pity mixed, astonishment with scorn !”

the"#;:o“"wing particulars of one expedition against
Caey, o, were made known by a Saxon major who
Qay, - from the destruction of those terrible
<

Peahw: had penetratad to Inspruck without great
ty o:‘e; and although much was every where
Bre, er the Tyrolese stationed upon and round the
Teby, > Ve gave liltle credit to it thinking the
g N ave been dispersed by a short cannonade,
Oy n::dy considering ourselves as conquerors.—
M ance into the passes of the Brenner was only
0{) small corps, which continued falling back

X stinate, though short resistance. Among
Perceived a man full eighty years of age,

Ay, *8inst the side of a rock, and sending death
Our ranks with every shot. Upon the

299

Bavarians descending from bebind to make him
prisoner, he shouted aloud, hurrah ! struck the first
man to the ground with a ball, seized hold of the
second, and with the ejaculation, In God’s name !
precipitated himself with him into the abyss below.
Marching onwards, we heard resound from the sum-
mit of a high rock : Stephen ! shall I chop it off yet !
to which a loud nay reverberated from the opposite
side. This was told to the Duke of Dantzic, who;
notwithstanding ordered us to advance ; at the same
time he prudently withdrew from the centre to the
rear. The van, consisting of 4000 Bavarians, had
just stormed a deep ravine, when we again heard
halloed over our heads—Hans ! for the most Holy
Trinity ! Our terror was completed by the reply that
immediately folowed : In the name of the Holy Trin-
ity—cut all looce above! and, ere a minute had elaps-
ed, were thousands of my comrades in arms crushed;
buried, and overwhelmed, by an incredible heap of
broken rocks, stones, and trees, hurled down upon us.
All were petrified. Every one fled that could; but
a shower of balls from the Tyrolese, who now rushed
{rom the surrounding mountains,in immense numbers »
and among them boys and girls of ten and twelve
years ofage, killed or wounded a great many ofus. It
was not till we had got these fatal mountains six
leagues behind us, that we were re-assembled by the
Duke, and formed into six columns. Soon after the
Tyrolese appeared licaded by Hofer, the innkeeper:
After a short address from him, they gave a general
fire, flung their rifles aside, and rushed upon our
bayonets with only their clenched: fists. Nothing
could withstand their impetuosity. They darted at
our fect, threw or pulled us down, strangled us,
wrenched the arms from our hands ; and, like enra-
ged lions, killed 21l—French, Bavarians, and Saxons,

{ that did not cry for quarter ! By doing so, I, with

300 men, was spared and set at liberty. When all
lay dead around, and the victory was completed, the
Tyrolese, as if moved by on= impulsc, fell upon their
knecs, and poured forth the emotions of their hearts
in prayer, under the canopy of Ieaven ; a scene so
awfully solemn, that it will ever be prescat to my
remembrance. 1 joined in the devotion, and never
in my life did 1 pray more fervently.”

THE GAME OF LIFE.

«,1FE,” said one who had much of it, “is like a

gane of backgammon ; the most skilful make the

best use of it. The dice do not depend upon us in

the one case, nor do events depend upon us in the

other ; but it is the manner of applying them that
occasions the difference of success.”
_——-—-—-—'——

One victory over one’s self is worth ten thousand

over others.
To err on the side of

a disgrace.

fecling and humanity is never
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(URIGINAL.) ' And joyous they danced cn their pale tremblit®

SOWG OF THE EARLY CROCUS. {, o™

Aud blithe was the lay that they sung,
Long, long have we slept in our eclls deep and dark. | But none, save the ear of the tiniest fay,
While o’er us his vigils so cold,

Might catch the swect notes as they sung. C
Stern winter has kept, and clutch’d us as fast, E.L. >
As e’er clulch’d the miser his gold.

Montreal, April, 1839,

But gaily we Jaugh’d as we heard the soft fall
Of the feathery snow o’er our heads ;

And little he thought as he buried us so,
How warm we all lay in our beds.

THE LINDEN TREE.
OF cvery tree connected with rural cconomys
haps the linden is the most valuable. In Russ®
its propertics arc so well understood that we £€¢ !

|
|
|

per

The proud boasting aster that stood till he came, growing in every hamlet and village, possessi“g
And dahlia that flaunted so gay, soil capable of nourishing it. The wood js not 07
Grew pale at his touch, and trembled with fear, manufactured into furniture, but into a variety 0
While he kiss’d them, and pass’d on his way. domestic utensils. Cords and matting are made fror
its inner rind, while its aromatic blossoms not o%
We heard the loud tramp of his icy-shod heels, perfume the air and feed the bees, but makean 85"6‘7
As swift o’er the carth he careered, able tisane for the invalid. The Circassians feed thel
Tnchaining the streams, and shrouding in snow, bees on the blosssoms to produce the fine green th"y’
The lawns, and the trees he had scared ; aromatic in odour and delicious in flavour, estee™
sorich a delicacy by the rich gourmands of Consta™
And folding close round us our mantles of silk, tinople and Teheran. In order to ensure its §
We scarce, save in whispers, dare speak, qualitics the honey is removed from the hive previous'
Lest the tyrant should hear us, and pause in his | ly to the blossom changing its colour. The young““
course, tender sprigs, with their foliage, scrve to mix with
To tear us from out our retrcat. fodder during the depth of winter, being highly P g

table to the cattle. I have already, in my previc
works, more than once alluded to this very U5C,
tree, with a desire to promote its cultivation in
country ; for, independent of its utility, it is orn i
tal, and may be scen adorning mnearly cvery PY %
garden and promcnade in  Germany.— Sper
Travels in the Western Caucasus.

But now, sisters, come, for forth I have peep'd,
And weak and recumbent he lies

His nerves all unstrung, his giant strength gone,
And death and despair in his eyes,—

While ever him dances the gay laughing spring,
Strewing buds on his cold pallid brovw,

And calling us forth with ker own gentle voice, —
Come, sisters, delay not, come now ! LINES WRITTEN IN 4 LADY’S PRAYER-BOOK’

hef

Thy thoughts arc heavenward ! and thy hearty
say,

Which love—oh ! more than mortal, failed to
Now in its virgin casket melts away,

And owns the impress of a Saviour’s love !
Many, in days gone by—full many a prayer, o
i scent the rich breath of the violet’s lips, Pure, though impassioned, has been breath
On the gale that has kiss’d her young flowers ; thee,

And I weep that they first, should have burst into By one who once thy hallowed name did dar®

bloom, Prefer with his to the Divinity ! ,
When 14 herald the spring has been ours. Requite them now ! Not with an earthly 10727
But since with that his lot thou may’st not
Come forth then, faint-hearted ! come, follow my | Ask, what he dare not pray for from above—

steps, For him the mercy of forgetfulness ! o B
c. Fe

Peep forth through this crevice and see the bright
skies,

And hear the glad rush of the streams ;

Hark, hark to the song of the cuckoo and jay,

And look where the butterfly gleams.

m ove!

Yor sec, I have pierced the dark mould, —New York: Mirror
My petals expand o the zephyr’s caress, ’
And the honey-bee pilfers my gold.

mode??

¥

Bashfulness has as litile in common with
Then up from their couches that bright bevy sprang, | as impudence has with courage. o
And round them like sentinels bold, Relatives are not nccessarily our best friel‘e‘:;l’»w
In liveries of green, the young leaflets stood ranged | they cannot do us an injury, without being

To guard them from danger and cold, to themselves.
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AUMT MARY'S WOTE BOOK.

BY F.

M. M.

£ next evening which was devoted to reading,
of as ary, with a look of importance, and a smile
she lire, called forth by the kind encouragement
.. received, unclesped her Note Book, and read
13 pages the following story of

TH
E MAIDEM 0F ST, MARGERETS;

OR, THE PROMISE.

{rg,

ON loqys

‘lernlesavmg the peaccful, happy retrcat of the wil-
fagy % l Procceded to the coast as the autumn was
Qhangi:jmg away all the beauties of summer, and
tingg her rich green foliage into the mellow
dep t ch precede the decay of nature. A gar-
ity Path;ne’ at this season, is full of melancholy ;
ang l’ubay S s.trewcd with withered leaves, its trees
Pri, 8 Stripped of all their verdure, while the
tﬁum;) a.le Michaelmas daisy alone is to be scen,
Whie, M8 over all the wrecks of loveliness, near
hay, r’a}n their bricf day of sunshine, it dared not
Werg ¢ %€d its hcad. My chastened feclings of regret
W pe anged as I approached in sight of the sea,
dag, a:rd the rushing of its blue waves, as they
gy, , N feilthery foam over the sands. I gazed
h“ld e, and clasping my hands exclaimed, “be-
My o4 is every where, and His image over all
Wy rsor 8- His spirit moves on the face of the
Moy, 5 1 footsteps may not be seen, yet o’er the
the 1 © rides ang rules, forgetting not, in the grand,
h“nﬂ)]e{; and subline, the meanest, and the most
U, His dependent creatures.”

Mr, andve at once to St. Margerets, the name of
tayy . Irs, Harrington’s delightful residence, dis-
Yet Ut seven miles from the town of P y

Or“lem:mandi“g a fine prospect, from its windows,
& Mrs. Harrington was an old school ac-
We }? { mine, but from a dissimilarity l?f
i Vally ad been long estranged, until I acei-
nule o et her, while staying with her daughters
qf‘ﬁin U5 of & mutual friend, when our early ac-
v.hit- °® became renewed and led to my present
:;eiit w'aiwargm'ets was finely situated, on a gentle
5 Moy ' 2 handsome stone building, adorned with
o g ’w°und which wreathed in summer the pas-
Mine .er’ the clematis, and the swect scented
ibbe, . the, rich plantations of evergrecns in its

"3 afforded to it a freshness even ot this

scason, which was very pleasing, while the open-
ing tothe sca, from various poinis, increased its
interest, and its beauty. On arriving at the hall
door, I was warmly welcomed by Mr. Harrington
and his youngest daughter, Belinda, who came out to
meet me, and lead me to the drawing room, where I
was received with politeness and cordiality by Mrs.
Harrington, and her clder daughter Marion. This
roomn was tastefully and clegantly furnished, the
walls were entirely hung with chintz drapery, and
the sofas and ottomans covered with the same light
material, gave it the appearance of a tent.  There
were musical instriments, tables strewed with hand-
some books, faney works, and bijouterie of every
description—Dbut to me, the weary traveller, the most
grateful object, at that moment, was a bright clear
fire, which in the month of October was indeed wel-
come.

¢ You have been anxiously watched for today,
Mrs. Mary,” said Mr. Harrington, who was a plain
unpretending country gentleman, devoted to the
improvements of his place, and to the important
dutics of a magistrate.  ““ No sister Annc looked out
from her turret with more anxiety, than Belinda has
for hours been looking from her window for you.”

1 turned to the sweet girl as he spoke, and thanked
her with a smile, which she answered Dy pressing
my hand.

Belinda Harrington was not a decided beauty, but
there was a grace, a gentleness in her demeanour,
which attracted at once, and when more known, the
feeling she created ripened into affection—her large
hazel cyes—soft as the gazelle's, her fair comples-
jon, and a very swect smile formed the charms of
a face, which was not moulded in Grecian precision ;
her light brown ringlets fell in natural luxuriance
round her brow, except when she would carelessly
fasten them back if they impeded her sight. Not
a trace of vanity was perceptible, or the slightest
affectation, all was uature unsophisticated and pure
—she had been cducated by the mother of Mr.
Harrington, with whom she had resided from her
earliest childhood, until the good lady’s death, which
occurred the preceding year, and for whom Belinda
was 5till in mourning—this loss was her first grief
and one which she hcavily felt, and it was the sym-

pathy I had shown her under her bereavement, which
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drew her young heart towards me on our early ac-
quaintance and had produced a reciprocal warm
regard.

Marion was totally different from her sister 5 she
was considercd eminently handsome,and if regularity
of feature alone denoted perfection she possessed it ;
but to me there was nothitig viming, nothing touch-
ing in her beauty, it was 2 fine outline without any
softening shades to render it pleasing—her dark eye
seemed to penetrate your inmost thoughts, quick
and rapid as it was in its glances,—she had a bril-
liant complexion, and wore her hair @ la grec ; you
could not Behold her withoat admiration, but this

faded before the retiring modest graces of fier sister.’

Marion was the idol of her mother, who devoted to
the world, had come most unwillingly to reside at
St. Margarets, on the death of the old lady, whenit
devolved to her eldest son j it was then modernized
and changed from its pristine simplicity to suit the
fashionable tastes of its piesent occupants ; and
poor Belinda had witnessed with pain the removal of
many articles of furniture, endeared to her by some
fond association, to give place to the more clegant
refinemerits of tlie day.

Mrs. Harrington in her youth had been a very
Jovely woman, courted and adnired in all the circles
which she had frequented—but this constituted her
whole charm, for her mind was weak, vain, and fri-
volous ; she had married when very young, and was
the chosen one of her husband for her beauty. Poor
man he met the reward which his indiseretion de-
served ; for when years had passed, and flatterers
ceased t offer their homage, the faded beauty be-
came irritable, discontented and peevish ; the hours
she spent at her toilet were now only repaid by that
cold applause, “what a lovely woman Mrs.Harring-
ton must have been,”” poor meed for woman's vanity
like hers. She watched the growth of her daughters
with dismay, beholding in them two powerful rivals
—PRelinda was ecarly banished from home, and,
happily for her, intrusted, as we have already stated,
to the care of her grandmother, while Marion was
educated under the immediate superintendance of
Mrs. Harrington, who insisted on taking her to Paris
for that purpose. No two young people, therefore,
could be more opposite in character—in tastes—-in
pursuits than these were.

I confess I did not anticipate much satisfaction
from my visit at St. Margerets ; but I had been indu-
ced to accept the invitation for the sake of Belinda,
with whom 1 was anxious to become more intimate-
ly acquainted, and 1 found ample cause, during my
stay, for rejoicing that I had done so.

The morning after my arrival I was shown over
all the beauties of the place, which were many; I then
retired with Belinda to lier favourite apartment ad-
joining her bed room, where I found coliected vari-
ous relics of departed day:i, which she had preserved
{rom being banished ; there was the old fashioned
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high-backed chair in which her revered 5
o

used to sit—the little round table before it, where
still lay her well worn bible and an Indian cabin®”
once the pride of the good old lady, filled with m3%
cherished offerings sent by her sons from foreig®
lands. The view from the windows of this ple“”',]
room; was partlcularly fine, commanding as it !
an opening to the sea, far more extensive than ¥
afforded by the rest.

“T love to sit here of an evening,” said Bel’“dw
as we stood together admiring the prospect, “on
watch the noble vessels as they glide on the water
when T cannot forbear breathing a prayer for ‘
outward bound, and one of thanksgiving for tho?
returning.” 9

“You have an uncle in the navy, have you not ¥
I enquired.

¢ Yes; he was the sccond of grandmamma’s 50
her youngest and her favourite, was in the army } d
here the voice of Belinda faitered.

“ And where is he now, dear Belinda ;’

< Alas, gone ! he fell a vietim to climate Oﬂly
years ago, and this it was which eventually cat
her death;” and tears filled the eyes of the 5%
girl as she spoke ; ““nor can I wonder at her g"e 3
she continued after a brief pause; ¢ for he wed It
fine creature, so cheerful, yet so truly piov® ° ¢
good. As a child T was his especial favourite
the companion of all his sketching or fishing s
bles. At times I can scarcely believe St. Marge®”
to be the same which it was in those happy dsg®! ot
but their remembrance is still left to me, an w
is very sweet, and I have besides many, many ?
cies for which I cannot be too grateful.” "

There was onc privilege I enjoyed at St. Mar;
rets, which was to do exactly as I liked;
Harrington and Marion were very fond of
and eonstantly frequented the balls and pﬂﬂ“
the neighbourhood, seldom could they induc® * .
Harrington to accompany them, and Belindd &
her loss, had not ventured into society ; my evet®
were therefore spent most agreeably, in wand® of
with her over all her favaurite haunts, for the %~
at the sea side was not yet too advanced to del‘“d
us of this enjoyment. One evening we had ¢
some distance along the sands, watching the d
mews skimming 6ver the surface of the water™, ")
listening to the deep and sublime rushing ol
mighty waves as they dashed past us, when g"b
ccived the approach of a young man, whosé
denoted him a clergyman ; he held by the hﬂ“ws'
little girl apparently about six years old ; the"
something in his appearance very prcp055esswg
was slightly formed and the cast of his coul u,}r
mild, pleasing and full of benignity ; his chiee¥ a W
ed on our approach, as he held out his hat
Belinda, who greeted him with kindness an
ality, presenting him tome as Mr. Lmdsay ,‘p’

I 'would join you in your walk,” he sai

n!!

sod

er”

siel ]
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far 2,’“3 companion is, 1 fear,
<«

tired ; are you going

:‘i:ewcre already l.hi.nking of retracing our steps
wil) l_e"mmet’you,” replied Belinda ; ¢ perhaps you
istey - n with us and take tea; mamma and my
A I?abs«:nt, but papa is at home.”
of easulﬂdsay accepted her invitation with a smile
I harde’ and we turned towards St. Margerets.
Oung been pleased with the appearance of this
i ";bwh‘an’ how was 1 delighted by his conversa-
Wit th ich ‘Y:{s enlightened, intellectual, and replete
thyy e; SPfrlt of the mild evangelist ; he told us
h ang ad just been to visit a poor weman whose
it cq b’i while at work under the cliff near which
Crag g 0 n stood, [”,f"d met his death by a part of the
Yoy hati:g Upon.hlm ,—he said that in the picty and
"eceivn she displayed under her bereavement, he
Whep he ed a lesson which he hoped never to forget
ay, e urged her to leave her miserable, isolatcd
towy,” and move with her children nearer to the
« &Bhe replied :
N 02}3;’“- Lind.say,.l cannot do so ; my Husband
e t: hut with his own hands, and he always
Song; u’ at should I be deprived of him I might
Whe !e:tu’ dwell here in safety 5 that the same God
hrook Chth‘e ravens to feed the prophet Elijah at the
me eliimh’ .would watch over me and mine, and
s for e ve hxr.n.. No, no, poor as this place may
Sk e ; sake it is dear to me,—Gqd will not for-
Tryg X ' my necessity, though He slay me, yet will
« n Hlm,”
g :tlfe;g,” continued Mr. Lindsay, ¢ that I was
Qo ‘ln h“‘:k by her consistent faith, which, in so
Metiyg wour, failed not, to be gratefyl for mercies
ﬁlving .3 o pour the incense of praise and thanks-
cha;‘e 18 delightful, but to kiss the hand which

Chri s,

{o

: r: Tequires the more advanced and practised
mﬂ‘x‘\i;: > and such I found this poor untutored wo-
M,nin‘:’_happy is it for us,” said I, ¢ that no deep
™ 3iny el' tequired to understand religion ; that it is
Seivg .o > 80 clear, that eyen a little child may re-
N Ye ::335011 truths.”

fy lim; PPy would it be if all received Scripture
Al g 2 child,” returned Mr. Lindsay ; © believing
a‘fenu on the written word of God ; but how fre-
u)‘:?nm, :: ]“"'man reason opposed itself to divine
Pie Juatje, a‘::][mg at its mysteries, questioning even
o Teg ith m?rcy. (?f its laws, becayse uncqual to
hy, .'Lg th:“" s vision through the glass darkly ;
i t be infing He who could fathom the Almighty,
,icnleﬁrly ‘tatete as He is ; enough for our salvation
n pert d'; hercafter he shall know more ; then
‘h:de mani['_:CthDs of our ble~<=d Lord’s decrees be
Go‘;’\an Ofs’_‘; and the sceptic tremble ; then will
My Bifteq 'i"e“e, who has dared to doubt because
oy Xngy, edm more highly than others in all hu-

ho \mfe’ cast down his vain speculations, and

rly worthless are the highest atain-
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ments, when they carry not their hopes beyond the
grave. Bright exceptions to these have appeared,
and the example of such must ever be most valuable
since their influence will be great in proportion to
their talents.”

The little girl who accompanied Mr. Lindsay,
had now run some distance from us, and was busily
engaged in gathering the small shells which strewed
the shore, she was a delicate, fairy-like creature on
whom it was impossible to look without interest. 1
observed that he watched her movements anxiously
and with affection.

¢ That sweet child is yours, I presume,” was my
enquiry.

¢ $he is mine now,” he replied, in a tone slightly
mournful ; “but I possess not the happy right to
call her so in reality. She is an orphan, the only
child of a very dear departed sister. Gertrude, dear,
come hither,” he continued to her ; ““you will fa-
tigue yourself too much.”

The child flew towards him, exclaiming :

« See, my Lindsay, what treasures I have found,”
and she held up her hands, filled with the shells and
sea weeds. He caught her in his arms, and fondly
kissing her, said to me, smiling :

«YWhen Gertrude has learnt to love, she always
makes use of the possessive case in addressing the
object. Who is this 7 he added, slightly touching
Belinda’s arm.

¢« My Belinda, to be sure,” said the child, inclin-
ing towards her.

¢ You sweet creature,” replied Belinda, caressing
her 3 « I could be happy in 2 wilderness with you
alone.”

« And would you not admit one other to share
your solitude,” asked Mr. Lindsay, in a voice

‘'scarcely audible.

Belinda deeply blushed, but made no reply.

On reaching home, we found tea prepared, and
Mr. Harrington sitting by the window, studying
the corn laws from an overgrown newspaper. He
welcomed Mr. Lindsay with much apparent plea-
sure, and we formed a very happy little group.

After tea, Belinda was prevailed on to sing to us,
and to produce her portfolio, filled with many beau-
tiful drawings. I took up one most exquisitely
finished landscape.

¢ Is this yours,” I enquired with surprise.

Belinda’s cheek blanched to the hue of death, as
she replied in the pegative.

On looking at the corner, I now perceived the
pame of * Harvey Blanchard.” I laid it down im-
mediately, and turned my attention to others.

Mr. Lindsay remained with us, until the inereas-
ing weariness of his little charge, warned him that
it was time to depart; when Belinda, folding her
shawl round the child carefully, and giving her into
the arms of the servant, desired him to carry her

home. Mr. Lindsay presscd her hand, with a leck
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of grateful aficcaon, and cordially accepting the
one T otfered him, took hig leave.

Before retiring to my own room at night, I was
soinetimes induced by Belinda, to spend half an hour
in hers 3 when she would talk over past happy days,
and tell me stories conrected with her grandmother
or her uncle Harrington. We were sitting this
night, as usual, by her fire side, where she had
placed me in the old arm chair, when, in alluding to
our pleasant walk, I said:

¢ Have I not discovered a little secrct, dear Belin-
da?”  She looked surprised.

“Tndeed, 1 know not,*” she replied ; < if you have,
do tell it me.”

¢ Can a companion and fricnd like Mr. Lindsay be
so wcll known without ereating a warm interest,”
I enquired smiling.

}ie is one for whom I fecl the highest respect,
and estcem,” she answered; ‘I huve a right to
value him, since I owe him more than I can cver re-
pay.”

¢ But is regard and esteem all you can afiord to
give him ; I much question his being satisfied with
such expressions, gratifying though they may be.”’

Belinda became agitated as I spoke; her check
crimsoned, and then turned pale alternately, when
suddenly bursting into 2 flood of tcars, she threw
herself on my bosom.

“ My dcar girl,” I cxclaimed, much distressed ;
““if 1 have pained you, belicve me it was uninten-
tional.”

“I know it was, dear Mrs. Mary,” she replicd
sobbing 5 ¢“but, oh, you have indeed touched a
tender chord ; poor Lindsay, T have often tried to be-
lieve that he only felt for me as a brother, and yct
a few words occassionally have shaken that belicf.
Worlds would I give were it in my power to rcturn
his affection as it deserves, and {0 be a parent to that
dear little motherless girl 5 but it is impossible ; it
would be sinful.”

I confess I gazed on her with astonishment—it
seemed to me so inexplicable, that u being so su-
perior, so gifted, as Mr. Lindsay, could not Le
loved.

¢“1 see your surprisc,” continued Belinda ; ¢ nor
can I wonder at it, but a few words will remove it ;
my affcctions are not now in my own power; they
arc given to another.”>

‘¢ Ah, that, indeed er‘plnins but too well, dear
elinda,” I replied ; “yet why this agitation, these
tears 3 with your sentiments, I am convinced you
could not bestow them on an unworthy dhject.”

“ Unworthy, certainly may not be applied to one
of the most noble minded beings 5 yet, wanting as he
is in the religion which constitutes my happiness, he
can never be any thing morc to me than he is at
present. I do not mean to say that he is withoul re-
ligion,” she continued on secing me start; ¢ but
then it is only that of the neminal Christian; its
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forms without its deep and fervent praetice s thor®”

fore it has no life, no enduranee.” ;
“ Dear Belinda, how you have excited my ,ymp"_f
thy,” I rcturned; ““and how happy I should fect?
you deemed me worthy of your confidence ; Si“ce.l?
arrival I have observed a depression in your spﬂ"r
which I could scarcely attribute to the loss of 79
aged relative, since you must have been duly P .
pared for that event by her age—1 fancied ther¢ m
be another cause supcradded, and, alas, my fears
but too correct. I have numbered morc than 4% "
your years, I continued pressing her in my arm® !c,
can I enter into cvery fecling of your heart 5 33[
and tenderly too, fcar me nat, therefore, MY es'
child, my experience may help you, and my syﬂ'”
thy at least prove a solace. Will you trust m€* 5
] have oficn wished to epen my heart t0 yo
replied Belinda, whose sweet face rested ©7
shoulder ; ‘I have none herc who could unders A
me, and il you wili have the patience to listems " 4
narrate all that preys on my mind, my spirits
my health.” o
Gently did I soothe and encourage her, and r
4 pause, during which she sccmed collecti® of
thoughts, she gave me the following briel s
which I shall repeat in my own words : i
From the period that Belinda went to reside * "
old Mrs. Harrington, she saw little of her ow? st
rents, beyond an annual visit, which they pai ah o
Margerets, consequently heraffections were mue
tranged from them, and placed on her grnndmo 50(
who was devotedly attached to her. Her ™7 o
life was very retired, as the old lady cared "omfgl’
socicty, but she enjoyed many innocent and he oS
recrcations, particularly whan either of ber u s
were at home, and great paius were taken th hef
cducation should be such as would streﬂngngoﬂ
mind and lead her to place her chief thI’I’me9
things above. She glcaned much advantag® v
the cultivated society of her youngest unclés g
Harrington, and became his constant comP™ s
whenever he rcturned to St. Margerets. o
perfectly idolized by his mother, whose P ‘vlli‘h
pride was gratified by the high estimation . st
he was held by all his military fricnds, 8 be “«iﬂl
heavy trial was this dcar son’s being order® s
his regiment to India. Their parting was "'_53 2
for she felt that her hopes of cver meeting l“marwr"
on earth were slight.  Five years after his ep nbof
the news of his death reached her, and the h:l;i! s
the old lady never recovered the shock. ety g
ing period, Belinda was a great treasure te ly W
from the relizious consolations of Mr. Li"dsan,eish’
had recently been appoiuted curate in th(')on- #
bourhood, she derived strength and resign® ool
visited her daily, and his zentle sympathy ® 00
and by degrees restored tranquillity.  He sx:nc i
as one who had felt no sorrow, for, except * 7 oo
Gertrude. none near and dear were left 10
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gy
12210&.1 having cast her sable mantle over his do-
by circle and swept them one by one from his
arri;:,bou: four months afler the news of Colo-
w:ﬂk..\-,ton s death had reached England, Belinda
W, w ichmg thl} l}er grandmother in the shrubbe-
Yo, 5 wh was divided by a park paling from the
ng thEH suddfznly a military band was heard
m, tl‘eadc grcnafller’s march, accompanied by the
s of of soldiers. The old lady wildly started,
tads ﬂgOn?' .conVulsed her frame ; she clasped
Woulg exclaiming :  ah, my poor boy !”’ Belinda
t Ba"e led her away, but she remained rooted
wel) POt. Who has not felt the power which some
ea.su,:wn air possesses to recall emotions, either of
hay, o or of pain, to bring back scenes in which we
Uivigeq ™e a part,or beloved forms gone,or perchance
fhe X W}Z’ distance ; we may have heard it sung by
""ge lh('m it becomes so interwoven with their
Apaye ; at to hear it again when far away creates
mug.c°thd68cribable. Oh, yes, there are sounds in
¢ 0,11 :re are peculiar perfumes In flowers; which
it , b the inmost chord of our heart, and awaken

Dy

n
a - .
Ty rful ejaculations to God. Absence is indeed
Woulq bsor':°“’f“|, yet most sweet memories 3 who
® without them 2
N aoa .
oy again Mrs. Harringion re-entered the

Whiy :hslight paralytic seizure affected her, from
Rgy, 1o © only partially recovered ; her fine mind
!? Behy i“med its former vigour. Beautiful it was
1 idy, l';he amiab.le unwearied attentions of Be-
i, g timer suffering relative, who became after
n ery es, wayward and capricious ; she strove
l_tgye herway to vmitigate her trials, nor would she
1| ry even 1o the care of an attached and faith-
ant, but constantly slept in her room at

" g\ye‘;f‘stwal now a melancholy life for one so
N N ‘\Ppo‘l the better prepared her to cope with
r .onmtments'and sorrows, which were to be
, it J .Happlly, she possessed a very buoy-
led zo Which rose against each wave, and ena-
.I"'Ple in it:ﬂract many a pleasure, from a source
o caelf—amd .she felt it highly consolatory to

re and kindness she had received from

o
CXeey)
~'ent grandmother, in cheering and support-

ing
n
She si:h'e last days of her earthly pilgrimage.
;lng near her one evening, when a dou-
ur it“ heard at the door ; both started, for at
e L was an unusual sound—presently the
, em:e"ﬂnt, who attended upon Mrs. Har-
N Ted, to announce that a strange gentle-
3 elow, wh .
i Stray, » who desired to see her.
) ge gentleman,” repeated Mrs. Harring-
“l -no can he be 2
om ,,he is an officer, he is so tall, and s0
e 187 ret
LYY urned the servant.
‘.m“‘llng. Mmperative, Bertha,” enquired Belinda,
Ing
ted, M; .
> Miss Belinda, there is something about
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him which tells me he is in the army—he luaas 50
grand, so like »  Herc she paused. ’

“ My son,” sighed Mrs. Harrington, mournfully-

Belinda laid her finger on her lip as she looked at
Bertha.

“ .l know of none who would come to sec me,”
‘c‘ontmued M.rs. Harrington, in a querulous tone;

nor do I wish to see strangers. Belinda, child,
go to the person, and ask him what he wants.”

Belinda immediately rose to obey her, though she
naturally felt timid at the idea of meeting one so
perfectly unknown. She took a small lamp, and
descended the stairs to the dining room, into which
he had been shown. The stranger was standing
near the door, on her entrance, and the impression
his first appearance made, was almost startling.
Pertha had called him handsome, but that feebly
expressed the matchless beauty of his face and form ;
his deep blue eyes, full of animation, glanced rapidly
tewards the door, as it opened—the expression of
his noble countenance might have been considered
100 stern, had it not softened into a smile the most
bland, as he stepped forward to meet the now em-
barrassed girl. He took the lamp from her hand,
and laid it on the table, apologising at the same
time for his late visit, by saying, that duty had de-
tained him until now.

There was something in the tone of his voice,
peculiarly winning—Belinda almost fancied that
some bright vision stood before her, who would
vanish as suddenly as he had appeared.

« Grandmama is, I grieve to say, very much an
invalid,”” she replied to his first salutation; ‘“her
nerves are sadly shaken—I almost fear, that tonight
she cannot have the pleasure of secing you—may I

convey your wishes 7’
The stranger produced a small packet from his

‘bosom, as he said :

¢« ] was desired by one, dear to Mrs. Harrington,
to deliver this into no other hands but her own; I
received it as the last request of my commanding
officer, Colonel Harrington, with whom I gerved in
India.”

Belinds, on hearing these words, became much
agitated ; she trembled violently, and rested her
hand on the table for support.

« Were you then indeed with my beloved uncle
in his last moments,”” she said, gazing earnestly in
his face, which expressed the utmost sympathy for
her. % Oh how will she be affected on beholding
you—how may 1 dare tell her.”

« Possibly the sight of one by whom her son was
much regai'(ied, may rather tend to soften, than to
aggravate her sorrow,” returned the stranger;
« prepare her for my presence, since my orders to
eec herself were strict, and must be obeyed.”

Belinda sat down for one moment to compose
herself—she pressed her hands over her cycs, while

\
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tears gushed forth. The stranger looked distressed,
but remained silent; at length she started up,
saying :

I beg your pardon for detaining you ; if you will
kindly wait here, T will go to grandmama, and then
return to you—what name am I to announce 2’

¢ Captain Blanchard, Harvcy Blanchard,” re-
peated the stranger, who accompaniced her to the
door, where he remained watching her light graceful
figure as she retreated.

Most gently and cautiously did Belinda disclose
the name of the stranger, and the purport of his
visit; yet its effect on the old lady was alarming.

““Did you say my son was here,” she demanded,
in a piercing voice ; “do not deceive me, gi.t;—why
does he tarry.  Oh! bring him to my arms, that I
may behold him once again ere I dic.”

Belinda knelt down by her side, and endecavoured
to explain as clearly as a voice now choked by
sobs, allowed her. By degrees Mrs. Harrington
comprchended the truth, when falling back in her
chair, she fainted.

- Belinda uttered a loud scream, which instantiy
brought the stranger into the room, while Bertha
flew for some restoratives, which were applied by
him on her temples and her forehcad. The first
object which presented itself to the old lady, on
again unclosing her eycs, was the knecling form of
the young soldier. She looked intently on him for
a moment, then throwing her arms wildly round his
neck, shc wept tears over him of the bitterest agony.
He seemed powerfully affected—he allowed her to
yield cntirely to her feelings, without moving.
When she became more calm, he rose, and sat down
in the chair which Belinda had placed for him near
her, when he gave the packet into her trembling
hands, detailing all that was interesting for her to
know relative to her son, with a caution and de-
licaey worthy of more matured years, sparing her
as much as possible during its recital. She listened
to him with rapt attention, making many affecting
enquiries, which he answered with the kindest
attention, and paticnce. A full hour thus past,
when he said that he must reluctantly take his
leave.

“You are not going away tonight, my dear,”
said the old lady, who from the interview so asso-
ciated him with her scn, that he appeared to her as
one long known.

“I am quartered at P——,” replied Captain
Blanchard, smiling; < the regiment into which I
have been promoted, arrived therc a few weeks ago.
I only joined it yesterday, having been on leave in
Ireland, since my return from the East.”

““Then you will come to see me again,” returned
Mrs. Harrington, pressing his hand.

¢ Most happily.”

Refreshments were now offered to him, which he
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declined, and Mrs. Harrington then desired Belmd‘
to show him down stairs—he would have re®°
strated, but the good old lady’s word was a 18¥ ’
to be disregarded. e

1t is raining, I fear,”” said Belinda, whe? °,
servant had opened the hall door, before which
horse stood awaiting him. “ How kind in YU
come so far at this late hour.”

“ A league is but a short distance,” replied o
tain Blanchard ; ¢ were the distance fifty miles i
stead, I would traverse it in the darkest rﬂght
serve you ;> and he presscd her hand between
his as he left the house. When vaulting int®
saddle, he bowed low, and galloped off with
speed of an arrow.

An introduction under such exciting cnrcuﬂ‘"
ces, could not fail to create an interest of no rdl
mon kind for Captyin Blanchard. His extra®
nary personal endowments might have attran d’
admiration of Belinda in a ball room, put (*
her) this never would have ripened into a o
feeling, had he not been presented to her in 0 ! o
culiarly touching a manner, and in a scenc ¥
had called 2il the fine emotions of his nature it
tice.  From this eventful night, his visits &
Margerets became frequent.  Mrs. Harringto?®
seemed satisficd and tranquil in his prcsencfh‘W ]
she would talk to him incessantly about her b¢ y
son. Had her mind retained its former Strendai
she would have felt the evils arising from Bel® s
being so constantly and familiarly assocla‘ed W
young man like Captain Blanchard—but thi8 0
gradually becoming more weak and imbeciles
her health declined in proportion. She nevel 1,
the courage to unclose Colonel Harrington’s ps
which was carefully put away in her Cabinets o

Mr. Lindsay beheld with pain the intime<y
Captain Blanchard—no feelings of jealousy 3 *
him, but his concern for the welfare and hapP
of so interesting a creature as Belinda, was s
great; and his discernment having led h““
better knowledge of his true character, m8%
tremble. -

Amongst his companions, Captain Blanch“rd e
an especial favourite—full of life and spirit®
was generous to a fault,—his principles Wefe
rally honourable, but more perhaps from prid®
strict rectitude. ke was subject to uo]G“t
of passion, which had never been duly restr8” St
for, (as the idol of a young and widowed oY gl
whose gentle controul he soon cast asxde,
he dearly loved her,) he could brook no re? 1ed ﬂ!'
no denial, no disappointment. He Wwa" [;.M
graces of religion, the influence of God*
Spirit, to subdue, to soften, and to g‘"defﬁﬂ
Such was the being, who, daily by the side © 08 #
linda, soon entwmed himself round hcr y gﬁ‘
fections. His attentions to old Mrs.

~
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wer
Sro: n,::)%t amiable—he would wheel her about the
Weary w{“ her garden chair, and never seemed to
forayey hlth her garrulity upon that subject which
in rﬂwi:.: only solace. He gave Belinda lessons
e "Oksm he w.rote fm: her in her album, and lent
Mang, of ﬁctxon,. which filled her mind with ro-
o e:xn short, his presence secmed to weave a
inggg chantment around her, replete with hap-
thig ’a:nd which had but one regret attached to it 5
en ha most singular prejudice which he had
tup, . er.valued friend, Mr. Lindsay. She ven-
tie &‘I’lnotlce it to him, when the light and impa-
tg OSWer. he made, forcibly struck her. That
tq :) N retiring to her room, she began to medi-
tip, n. &!l the occurrences which had transpired
bee me S introduction at St. Margerets, when she
fy *ee Much alarmed and distressed, at the power-
: he,: I’daHCy she had allowed him to acquire over
reelino, he exclusion of many holy, many happier
to :r. She felt, that since he had grown dear
lh°‘lg :s she had neglected higher duties—her
e 4. had become wandering and distracted, and
O, , 1Ot experience that internal peace which had
ﬂlthia 0 hers.  On her knees she acknowledged
u'“!r, an:\ heartfelt contrition to her Heavenly Fa-
g re besought Him to vouchsafe to her grace
. c"entl:lgth’ to rise against the sin of suffering
'eca"-re to usurp so dangerous an influence.
fop e q ‘“g' many slight circumstances, she now
fy, el"t time, discovered that Harvey Blanchard
M, Lin;ery defective in his religious views. Had
¢ 8ay been an older man, she would have
Vise . .t" him her anxieties, and prayed him to ad-
Wepy bit;ebm this she felt to be impossible, and she
Cellgy, N tly the losses she had sustained in her ex-
3¢ '"gtnde’ and the total incapacity of old Mrs,
“Yer l"n to guide her.
Uge, 0i 8t me remember the beautiful precepts she
z ’,,nc"l""‘f‘% ere the days of her power had de-
Juds ‘;:‘Clmmed the poor girl, clasping her
lhe Cogs ould she not have led me to the foot of
ok 0r},, here to cast my burden—and there to
::1 ;LP,.Which never was denied the penitent
“r\l’ity sinner. Behold me then, oh, my Sa-
p“ﬁceful o me, pardon me, and lead me back to the
' thg d, from whence I have wandered.”
¢ me IS salutary self examination, Belinda be-
N ﬂnr;l reserved in her manner towards Cap-
Pro, ed},ard; he soon noticed it, and gently
::Rl‘i y attriber. She evaded his enquiries, and he
4 p.r“led hi uted t!xe change to Mr. Lindsay—he
ﬂ:\d Beundmsel(' with so much bitterness, that the
ry Uy, a shrank dismayed from him, when he
N 4y o eft, the house.
ﬂ::h : :; affﬂ his departure, Mrs. Harrington
b k: in her‘:;:h- another paralytie affection, while
) whi) air. She wasimmediately conveyed
® the physician and Mr. Lindsay were
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sent for—but she ncver spoke more—towards mid-
night she expircd.

Alas, poor Belinda, what a situation for her, and
how terrible were the feelings with whichshe awoke
on the following morning, after a few hours of bro-
ken slumber, which the kind hearted Bertha had
prevailed on her to take. The utmost kindness and
sympathy were evinced for her among the small cir-
cle of her acquantance, but, except Mr. Lindsay,
she would see no onc.

Mer father, at this time, was residing in Paris,
but he promptly obeyed the melancholy summons he
received, and although not a man of much refined
sentiment, he possessed those solid qualities which
in such a season, were to her invaluable. She felt
that in him she had a protector and a sincere friend,
and the affectionate manner with which he folded
her to his heart, proved a comfort beyond all words.
He proposed, after cvery neccssary arrangement
had been made, and the last solemn duties towards
his depated mother performed, that she should join
Mrs. Harrington and her sister, until St. Margerets
underwent all the improvements und alterations
which were decmed requisite to induce their makirg
it a future home. Belinda, however, felt so great a re-
luctance to ieave a spot, endeared to her by so many
fond recollections, that her father consented that
she should remain with him, and assist his taste in

 all the changes he wished to have made.

Mr. Lindsay daily visited them, while the en-
gaging society of little Gertrude, proved a delight-
ful solace to Belinda, with whom she constantly
was, either wandering on the beach, or in the fa-
vourite haunts of her beloved St. Margerets.

Captain Blanchard had been constant in his calls,
to enquire after her health, but they had not met
since her loss. She was strolling one morning with
her little companion, in the shrubbery, a few weeks
subsequent to this event, when suddenly the light
form of Harvey Blanchard sprang over the low
paling, and stood before her. Thus taken by sur-
prise, she sercamed, while the child clung in terror
to her dress.

¢ I beg your pardon, for alarming you,” he said ;
«put I despaired of sceing you in any other way,
and I was anxious to say farewell. We have re-

ceived a sudden order to march from P—— tomor-

row morning.”’

On hearing this announcement, so abruptly given,
Belinda hecame much agitated.

¢« Would it not have been kind to prepare me

more gently for this ?? she replied, in a tone scarce-

ly audijble.
« Most certainly, if I h

given you @ moment’s pain.”
<« (Oh, Harvey 1 was all that Belinda could utler.

ere a violent burst of tears came to her relief. These
at once subducd the proud heart of the intractable

ad conceived it would have
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young man—he led her to an arbour and placed
himself by her side, when he strove to soothe her
with all thosc expressions of affection and Solicitude
which were the most likely to have the effect. He
had felt hurt and offended at being so constantly re-
fused admittance to see her. And it was difficult
to make him understand all the delicacy of her mo-
tives.

¢ As the friend of your uncle, had I no claim to
being made known to your father,” he enquired re-
proacifully.

“1 intended to do so in a little time,” replied
Belinda ; “but just now he is scarcely ever at
home, and T almost feared to seec you often. Oh,
you know not all I have lately sufferec from self
reproach, nor can you ever krow or comprehend,
wntil your heart opens to religious impressions.*?

“Until I am more like your lackadaisical friend,
the parson, I suppose,” said Blanchard, with a
slight curl on his beautiful lip.

““ Harvey, 1 may uot listen to such words,” re-
turned Belinda, rising; ¢ Mr. Lindsay is my most
valued friend, and worlds would I give that you
were more like him—while from him 1 derive
strength and peace, from you I experience remorse
and care—I beseech you leave me.”

“Thus then we part,”” said Blanchard; ¢ and the
zompauicn of many happy hours is cast off without
a sigh.”

Belindy gazed on him, her whole countenance
vonvulsed with agony—she fervently clasped her
nands as enc replied

‘“ Harvey, my constant prayers shall be offered
for you, that God will change your heart—never,
sever shail 1 forget you—for are you not linked
with recollections of those most beloved, those now
gone—particulxrly her to whom you proved as a
son, in the kindness and attentions you afforded
her in the days of her helplessness. Heaven bless
you, and prescrve you.”

Blanchard folded her in his arms, and pressed his
Yips on her fair brow.

“Farewcll, dcarcst,” he exclaimed;  God
knows when we may meet again.”

“Yet stay onc moment,” said Belinda, sobbing ;
¢ you have not yet told me where you are going.”

“ We proceed tomorrow to ——, eur destination
will be D——, for at least a time.”

“Then you are not going out of England—I am
at lcast thankful for that—will you keep this for my
sake, and promise that you will occasionally look
into it,”” and she gave him a small volume, which
had been the companion of her walk.

“'This is one of your good books, I suppose,”
said Blanchard, smiling, as he received it; * yes,
dear Belinda, T will preserve it carefully, in remem-
brance of you,”” and he placed it in his bosom.

“ How much T now rvegrer thot vou are unknown
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to my father,” returned Belinda, still lingefi“’;
““ had I thought you would so soon leave P—
would not have been so tardy—but it may not
too late even now—will you come with me t0
house and we will seek him.”

“ Not now, Belinda, for I have more to do "h:
day than I have time I fear to complete it in—"
company me to the end of the shrubbery, and ®
I must leave you.”

Most sorrowfully was this short walk perf0
Belinda hung on his arm, while little Gertrudé "
before them. The gate leading to the road ®
peared in sight, when they paused; a few mo“
words were spoken, another fond embrace, ™
Elanchard, without daring to look back, haste?
from the spot, and was out of sight in an insta?"

That evening Belinda communicated to her
ther, her knowledge of Blanchard, and gave lnn,
his hands the secaled packet, which had bee? ¢
trusted to his care by Colonel Harrington-
opening it, an enclosure for Belinda was disc0¥®"’
with directions that the contents should not b 1t
closed, until she had attained the age of nineteé™ o
contained also the watch and seals of her U%°
with a few other valuables—a small testﬂme“d
which he had constantly carried in his bosom: *
a letter addressed to his mother. In this he 5%
that Harvey Blanchard was the only child of ”’1;9{,
ticular friend of his, who had been killed at W¥* o
loo, leaving him at the age of five years to "he?
of his young mother, who had made every S“Gﬂaw
to give him the best education in her power
possessed a small property in Ircland, left to herro(
her husband, which it was her pride to impro*’ o
her son, who now became the sole object for et
she cared to live. Colonel Harrington eXI”""s Py
great affection for the boy, and his interest it o

o
o

)

that had obtained for him a commission in M
regiment, previous to its going to India-. 1'{e
cribed him as possessing many fine qualitle”oﬂ.
which had been overrun by numerous weed s
ing to the false indulgence of his mother.

his residence with him at Calcutta, he hafl Bi#
great poins to instil religious principles ™. e
mind, but he always evinced impatience an o
to the subject.  As he is,” continued the 1€ .8
Colonel Harrington; 1 behold in him g
splendid meteor, which may any day set ' s
ness.” The concluding page was writte? ‘; :
few days before his death, and was thus exP" ot
< Harvey Blanchard has been constantly wi ot?
during my trying illness; I have been und fof
prevail on him to leave my bedside, even for * o
hoursrest. May the Almighty God hear th P prl
which I shall offer for him. He is promo' /”n‘
regiment in England, and will shortly 8" , ¢
trust him with this, and a few trifles for yo ’vﬂ
packet addressed to Belinda, she will ope? s
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degiy,
. ®d. For my sake, be kind to Blanchard; 1

" Sometimes indulged a wish which I dare not
ore t;"p"ea"s- Heaven bless you, I can write no
« 0 dily.”
we‘fl;?r? jB"OfV, dear Mrs. Mary,” continued the
Cares, °Neh"dﬂ§ “1 have confided to you all my
quaintin‘,ly‘ f“th.er blamed me for not sooner ac-
ay eas?] hl'm W.lth the story of Harvey ; and you
Creageq Y imagine how mach my regret was in-
Were th, aflcr.reading my uncle’s letter. Many
; w;: tears it cost me, but 1 acted for the best—
eng at I thought was right, and I left the con-
“A €s to God.”
-on';‘ie;est assured, my dear girl,” I repiied, af-
“ - w‘uy embracing her as she ceased speaking ;
; iOUS.G not eventually go unrewarded by that
repemod.-none ever made a sacrifice to duty
of aptag ed it. Have you ever heard any tilings
« 1 4n Blanchard since his departure 97
Volam:lyu‘]‘r om the public papers ; he is so light and
, but at he may long ere this have forgotten
W gy, sstﬂtlonary as I have been, wandering over
8 re:l’f“" dear spots, and surrounded by a thou-
mop niscences, his image remains fixed in my
by e ¥sin my heart; not, I trust, as it once did,
frig, Neglect of higher duties, but as a cherished
Ofps " Whom my humble prayers are constamly
hig re.' Within the last week I have learnt that
Pre iof:nerft is again expected here immediately,
th agit t.° its embarkation for foreign service, and
re,, > ation and conflicting feelings with which I
| fip :E"ﬂ our meeting under such circumstances,
e ere €avy trial. Most thankful am I that you
Yoy, a ;‘my dear Mrs. Mary, to strengthen me by
By g Ptitme’ and aid me by your experience, should
sy tude fajl me.”
ey g SWeet girl, rather place your entire depen-
Proye " the same blessed rock which has hitherto
l‘elp is Y?ur support,” I returned ; * yet what poor
Ve l‘eu‘]l:'to give, mo:j't, freely shall you receive.”
.“gto ined conversing until the return of Mrs.
b g @ N and Marioca from their party, warned
n'Ght, w.e late hour, when we separated for the
fl‘ien:;h ‘mutual increased feelings of affection
ship, ‘
Royp Osct;nded to the breakfast parlour at a late
Bﬁlinda € morning following, when I found only
Tet g, :“d her sister ; Mrs. Harrington not having
t?um er h‘f" appearance. Marion looked fatigued
SPirigg, Midnight revels, but appeared in charming
0
1
eml)tyf::r that I am a delinquent,”’ said I « Whose
“Ony P reproaches my idleness
tgp, 'V Papa’s,” replied Belinda, smiling; “ bis
iy Eois ngagements usually call him out early ;
Toy vf %0 send mamma’s coffec to her room, s0
| al 10 need to accuse yourself.”’
'nelinda :’”t.envy your fresh looks this morning,
*" 8aid her sister; ¢ my head aches sadly

309

with the heat of the room last night ; it was crowded
{0 excess.”

T hope you found the ball a pleasant one, dear
Marion.”

“ Oh, most agreeable, we had the band of the —
regiment; I forgot to tell you that your Adonis,
Captain Harvey Blanchard, was there. Nay, you
need not start, and turn so pale ; pray hand me my
cup, child, else I shall lose my coffee, and I am
quite longing for it.”

Poor Belinda was indeed agiteted by the intelli-
gence.

“Pid you speak to him Marion, do you know
when he arrived ¥’ she enquired in a faltering
tone.

¢ Only the evening before, dear.”

¢« And how does he look

« A most captivating creature, I can assure you ;
mamma was quite taken by surprise, she had always
supposed your description overdrawn 3 but when he
entered the room last night, the impression he made
was quite extraordinary. Even the old ladies laid
down their cards to gaze upon him, and I overheard
the remark made by onc: ¢ What a splendid young
man, who can he be 2 ¢ My dear,’ replied the hus-
band, who was her partner at whist ; ¢ that is very
strongly expressed, 1 do not see any thing so very
remarkable in his appearance.” ¢l dare say not,
Mr. Tobin,’ replied his lady, with some little as-
perity, ¢ heart is the trump card, my dear.” Then,
had you seen the eagerness of the young ladies to
be introduced to him, it <ould have made you quite
jealous. Nor did he think it necessary to assume a
brusque manner towards them, to show his indiffe-
rence; he was courteous and affable to all. In the
course of the eveging he was presented to mamma,
by whose side he remained a considerable time ;
she was so captivated with him, that she has invited,
him, with two other of the officers, to dine here to-
morrow.”

¢ Oh Marion, is it possible,” exclaimed Belinde,
ng her hands, and resting ber sweet face upon

claspi
I had been more prepared for

them ; ¢ would that

this.”
« What a silly girl you are—take care that I do

not prove a dangerous rival, for I can assure you f
waltzed with him, and made myself so charming,
that he would scarcely leave me for any one else,
Do not look so alarmed, my dear, for I have no am-
‘bition to become the slave of a bugle, or to be
marched off at a moment’s notice, heaven knows
where. No, no, military men are delightful people
in a ball room, but when the dim outline of the fri-
s viewed in the distance, or worse gtill, some
with a leak in her, added to
der orders ” ringing in our
ears ; then reality, like Ithuriel’s spear, dispels the
enchantment, and the vain delusion vanishes,”’

¢ Marion, you are 3 light hearted being,” said

gate i
horrid old transport,
the terrible words un

«
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Belinda, smilipg 3 “ yet answer me this one ques-
tion—would you not encounter many things evil in
themselves, for one you loved %

“I cannot answer you until experience teaches
me,”” replied Marion, laughing ; ¢ at present my love
has never passed the sensille boundary of a hand
some house, with carriages, horses and pinmoney ;
nor do I think it will ever leap the line. What say
you to my resolve, Mrs. Mary.”

¢ That 1 sincerely trust you may keep it,” I
replied 5 “since I do not conceive you formed to
buffet with the storms of life.””

“You think Belinda has more heroism than 1
have 1

¢ 1 think, my dear, that Belinda, having built her
house on a rock, will be better able to resist the
waves than you, who have foundcd yours upon the
sands.”

“Ah, you like to speak in metaphor; but to
answer you in the same, believe me, dear Mrs.
Mary, I have placed my house on solid gold, and
imagination has enriched it with every costly mate-
rial.”

“ Which time will destroy. Better garner up your
treasure, ‘where no moth or rust can corrupt, or
thicves break through and steal,””” I returned
smiling.

¢ So, good old granny used to tell me; but do,
dear Belinda, give me some more coffee ; I am de-
termined I will never tell you any news before break-
fast again, it makes you so inattentive. Captain
Blanchard asked if the pretty nun of St. Margerets
was as scrious as ever.”

¢ My name was then mentioned,” said Belinda,
with hesitation.

¢ Oh, yes, many times, but I quite forget all he
said. Indeed, I felt so angry with Mrs. Fortescue
for running away with my handsome partner, to
dance with her, that I did not heed some message
with which he intrusted me for you. What right
have married ladies to dance, or at least, if they do,
surely they ought to content themselves with the
caro sposo, of another; but, au contraire, these
worthies always select us unhappy belles. Only
conceive, last night, a subdued looking man, who
seemed as if he had been a benedict for at least
twenty years, adorned, with 2 pair of green specta-
cles, being led up to me by that little mischievous
Mrs. Lucus. Imagine, Mrs. Mary, a creature in
green spectacles and odious paste buckles in his
shoes. I killed him with a look.”

¢ Marion dear,” said Belinda laughing ; “finish
your breakfast and release me, for I cannot afford
to lose my time in listening to you.”

“1beg you ten thousand pardons, my pretty nun;
1 had quite forgotten ihe duties of your cloister.”

It was the custom of Belinda to spend one hour
each morning quite alone, and to devote that time to
she perusal of her bible, and the works of other well

THE LITERARY GARLAND.

selected pious authors, which she had found to be 3
most beneficial practice, as it strengthened her of
the duties or the trials of each day. None can fully
understand the many blessings, the mine of happ¥
ness, discovered in a habit like this, save those W 0
have followed it, and we can only say that if but 0%
should be tempted to try the experiment, their %
ward would be more than commensurate to WP
they might at first consider wksome. We add“?s
not those whose hearts are devoted to the ga“‘
and frivolities of the age, since they must be €
tirely indisposed for meditation; we pity thems
responsible beings, and we pray for them ; but
advice is given to the awakened christian who B I
felt the importance of those words: ¢ what must
do to be saved 1 and, God be praised, many il
young blossoms may be now numbered among thes?
over whom our hearts yearn with tenderness wd
holy love; may more be added to the vineya"™
When again Belinda joined me, 1 beheld of be
countenance that calm serenity which told
how she had been occupied. ¢ Dearrest Be‘“‘d”
I said, < you do not look as if you had so lately ~
ceived agitating intelligence.”

“ Ah, my dear Mrs. Mary,” she replied,
indeed need to renew my strength, for the tri
tomorrow 3 I long, yet dread to behold Harvey i
fear, from my sister’s sketch, that he is the § 1
light creature as ever ; and if so, how much
my fortitude be required, for I feel that he is 8
too dear to me.>

1 embraced the dear girl affectionately, for I deel”'
ly sympathised in all her feelings, while I gr’ﬂ
for the sorrows which I foresaw would be hev
“ And yet none will overshadow her,” Ilﬂ‘?"t“’l
said; ““save those sent in mercy ; for is it not "
mised that ¢all things shall work together fof g
10 those who love God ¥ We sat down 108¢
at our work table, conversing pleasantiy and ©
fully until the hour struck which we had fi%
to visit the poor woman at the cliff. When W8 s
lied forth, the day was fine with bright sunshin® of
we felt, as we proceeded, that elasticity and buoy an’
of spirit which a fresh autumnal day usually
duees. 9

< How much my sister loses by her late hou ;,
said Belinda, the rich healthful bloom of €%
mantling on her chesk ; « who would exchang®
delicious air, this fine open prospect, for the h
atmosphere of a ball-room ? How thankfu!
that the pleasures my dear grandmamma led ™
prefer are so simple ; how mdependent they
made me of all fictitious amusements.”” ,

“You have, indeed, cause to be gr&""'ﬁﬂ’ i
child, since yours increase and improve rellg"’u: 0::
pressions, while those to which your sister 15
ed, weaken and cventually destroy them, re”
the mind listless/discontented and unsettled s a 'E
requires constant fresh excitement to. rous?

« [ hat®

e“’{
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€xhy
Qrea1::.':‘:henergies. I once knew a lady, a beautiful |
o Qe was, who devoted, as I have described,
ut:;:ltles of the world, was in the habit of kecp-
"hu]u:u:l on her toilet, which she would take as |
in o hefore s'he went to a party. Alas, death |
urg, ¢ er' smiles, and the painted victim of
« ut’ ank into an untimely grave.” |
ret“l‘ned fgy .deur sister is gay, is happy in realty,”
¥ a elinda ; .“ although I fear, she has never
3 ihsey one hourin serious meditation in her life ;'
tengy WT}:ab]y ufxites religion with gloom, and its |
Confoy austef'xt_v; she nt'tends church regularly
cart m}s, u? its ceremonies, but they engage not
\ fact; o;nst }:3 escapes from them with a feeling of
3 g, at t}'xey are over, and an idea that she
"re]y o Pel‘fom.u.ng a meritorious act; yet I have
Wet N N her spirits depressed,unless a very gloomy
mjy, 3> has, perhaps, deprived her of some pro-
« Pleﬂsum.”
“ﬂicﬁas Marion ever been tried in the furnace of
«

on 2>
NPT enqured.
« 0.9

. Th
Cide upe“: we must pause until then, ere we can de-
« 0h°“ the merits of her philosophy.”
he, d’: trusi I may never behold my dear gay-
"armly 1ster unhappy,” said the affectionate girl,

. e
g 1a
gty

Rty

TR

ey Not ip it were to prove the means of leading
o Heavenly Father, my child ?”
%0 b ppflve me, I spoke in haste. Yes, to insure
:em. e: result, I would even be thankful for her
tspar s olty my father,” she continued fervently ;
Suy Ly €r as far as it is possible. Lead her
0 A s YEF lead her gently.”
f‘f'u; €aching the cabin of the poor widow, we
4 ar all that Mr. Lindsay had described ; re-
Tajp innd Patient, though heavily afflicted. She
Ve ende:d her resolution to remain where she was ;
o em°:°“red to show her the greater advantage
e only ﬁdi;l; but when we found that by so doing
%""inaﬁ ed o her distress without changing her
?‘"a X o.?, we desisted. The view she had tak-
Vihe 4 2t it would seem to imply a want of faith
e‘?r mlg?‘t)’, and would be a departure from the
E:'"S:x swlshes of her husband, and who could
h:!t Erngel‘{c'h reasoning. She expressed hersell
":" tu:tlofor Oul"visit, and on our leaving her,
O‘Vould do. repeat it,which we faithfully promised

R g
rca i u;l Yeturn home, Belinda found the card of
M"‘edi 'arvey Blanchard on the hall table; she
.u intg the draWing-room.
ity o ya'i"", has he then been here 17 she asked
« tion,
i (]
r:lo;, h:s}:” replied her sister, who was praclic-
"Rot N arp 5 < and uritil I saw his card, I quite
‘hl T the message e gave me last night for
Op, a 'at he would call to sec you today.”
f Tom, how could you be so unkind,” said

{ continued th
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poor Belinda, sinking into a chair, and bursting into
tears; “how cold, how ungrateful he must think
me. He did not then come in ?”

% No, he gallopped off immediately ; but pray do
not disturb me,. Belinda, I am just surmounting a
most difficult passage ; what folly to weep for such a
trifle, when you will see him tomoriow.”’

¢ Heartless girl,” I could not forbear murmuring
in a low tcne, as I led the distressed Belindz from
the room and retired with her to her own.

And now the morrow, the eventful morrow ar-
rived. I 'confess I felt some curiosity to behold one
of whom I had heard so much; but this was ab-
sorbed in my interest for dear Belinda, who came
to me in a state of great agitation, as the hour ap-
proached for the expected arrival of the guests ; we
descended together to the drawing-room where we
found Mrs. Harrington reclining on a fauteuil, look-
ing as bewitching as a profusion of blond lace and
rouge could make her. Mr.Harrington was pursuing
his interminable study of the corn laws with his back
to the fire, while Marion, beautifully dressed, sat at
the table penning some pretty little note to one of
her dear friends.

« Belinda, child, you look like a black crow
amongst us,” said Mrs. Harrington;  when do
you mean to throw off that-sable garb ?”

Mr. Harrington raised his eyes from the newspa-
per and fized them on his his daughter.

«Never mind her dress,” he returned, drawing her
affectiontately towards him ; ““she is a good and a
kind girl, and I think is most becomingly attired.”

Belinda pressed her lips on his cheek, while the
tears which rose to her dove-like eyes expressed her
thanks. A few strangers were now announced, to
whom I was presented ; among them Mr. and Mrs.
Fortescue; whose names 1 had heard frequently
mentioned.  Each time that the door opened
Belinda cast an ausious glance towards it; at
length the clatter of swords resounded on the
stone floor of the hall ; her cheek turned so pale that
I almost feard she would have fainted, when again
the door was thrown wide, and Captain Harvey
Blanchard, with two other officers, entered. His
appearance;, I had heard described as startling, and
indeed no other word could so well express the effect
it produced ; s0 commanding, g0 beautiful was his
face and mien, my gaze became rivetted. Most
graciously was he received by Mrs. Harrington, who
introduced him to her husband, and the reception he
met from him was kind and cordial in the extreme;
he addressed him upon the subject of India, and ex-
pressed his regret that he had not earlier made his
acquaintance. .

« Byt you must blame my little Bell for it,”
e good-natured man for ¥ never heard:
ntil the day after your departure.”
anchard smiled as he turned from him
when he perceived the

your name u
Captain Bl
and looked round the room,
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trembling form of Belinda, who had drawn her chair
as far behind ininé as pessible. IS¢ instantly ap-
proached her. She rose, holding out both her
hands, then sat down again unable to utter one
word, and scarcely knowing what she did. He
seemed to feel for her, as ne took her hand and
pressed it, saying, in a deep mellow voice :

¢ Miss Harrington is wel', I hope 47

“Qh, yes, very ; I was so sorry yesterday ;> here
she paused.

“You were sorry that you tve*e from home when
I sent you word 1 was coming tn sce you—is that
what you would say 77

¢ No, no, Marion forgot to tell me that such was
your kind intention ; I felt quit~ grieved when I
found your card on my return.

His countenance expressed gratification as she
spoke. He then turned his eyes on me, and Belinda
presented me.  To add to her reviving courage I
addressed a few words to him, which he replied to
with much courtesy and politeness: T could not
help mentally praying that a being so formed to be
admired might yet possess those Christian graces
which weuld survive when the spirit hatt left its
beautiful earthly temple mouldering in the dust, to
soar beyond the skies,

 Courage, my dear girl,” I whispered to Belinda,
near whom 1 contrived to be placed at dinner;
“you behaved admirably, and now that the first in-
terview is over, you need have no more fears.”

1 perceived the gaze of Captain Blanchard fre-
quently fixed on her, during the repast, and when-
ever he met hers he returned it affectionately ; but,
as he sat next to Mrs. Harrington, he was removed
some distance from her. This was the room in
which they had first met. He repeatedly looked
round him, as if ir scarch of some familiar object.
Mrs. Harrington talked incessantly, but T fancied
that his lively answers and hislaugh were forced. 1
was glad, for Belinda’s sake, when we returned to
the drawing-room, although I was then doomed to
listen to all the gossip of the neighbourhood; to
hear the faults and foibles of others descanted on
with all that asperity which morality, when untine-
tured by the charities of religion, too often posses-
ses. Mrs. Fortescue was in raptures with the
beauty of Captain Blenchard.

“He is a most divine creature,” she exclaimed
““ he has promised to lend me his pony, which, he
says i3 s0 gentle and tractable that a child might
manage him ; you are fond of riding Miss Belinda
Harrington, are you sot$ I think I have seen you
mounted ?*

“1 am very fond of it,” replied Belinda; “but
papa has s0 many éngagements, that he cannot often
spare the time to accompany me.”

“And you are too pretty behaved to ride with
any one else, 1 suppose ; my sposo has his engage-
ments also, but they do not interfere with mine ; we
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are quite independent of each other; he is Sh“fm:
for hours in his counting-house, poor man, Wh‘le“
am obliged to seek amusements for mysclf: :ed
dear Mrs. Harrington, what should we mar ;
ladies do without the counting-house or the Omc, .
they are menageries which keep quiet many an!
tractable animal, who would be insufferably if o .
way at home. But pray Miss Harrington, let
hear your harp ; I doat upon music.”

The gentlemen rejoined us early. Mrs. Fort”
tue was expatiating on the splendour of the ™
on their entrance, and expressed a wish to stroll "
the lawn, to contemplate its reflection on h
ters ; but as no one felt disposed to indulge he
mance, on a cold autumnal night, she was obli#
to relinquish it. Captain Blanchard appro®
Belinda, and I heard him say to her : "

“Am I really in St. Margercts—I have bi,’
vainly secking for some object to assure me 0
identity, and I can find none.”
¢ Not oNE ?” asked Belinda, smiling.

Yes one, and only one,” he returned in & lo
tone ; ““is she in all things what she was ¥’

““ With the exception, perhaps, of a little more” -
pericnce, 1 think she is:* #

“1 fear that experience will not prove in oy
vour; Eclinda, where are your favourite
now 7’

“You Kftow them well, I have never chat
them.”

“Do you ever walk alone 7”

“ Never beyond the grounds.”

“ And who is usually your companion ?”’

Belinda mentidhed my name, and he &
quickly in the direction where I sat. | now ¢
inclination to move; and involuntarily half 10%¢ o0
my chair; but a beseeching look from f 1%
changed my intention. He then bent his he* pe¥
and whispered a few words; at which she shook ot
and he made an impatient gesture. After ¢
pause, he enquired :

“Where is the old high-backed chaif;
round table, which I used to see 7"’ o Friug

“They have been long since banisheds © ;3
sightly objects—1 have them in my own I'O"m; i
other dear relics. PBut tell me, Harvey, . o
any idea how long you are to remain at P .

18
oo

i

¢ Not the slightest—we may be here 2 “‘f’?n ¥
we may not stay five days ; we are only wait! 1
the ship. Are you aware that it is the 5, -
Captain Harrington, which is to take us "‘_’t e
“No indeed, I was not—how very sif ar

alas, it will be the first time that I sb 1 ¥

pleasure in the arrival of my dear uncle,”

linda heavily sighed. ¢ Have you visitef " .

since we met 1"’ she continued. i
“ No, I grieve to say that [ lave been ¥ ‘“‘

do so, particularly as the health of iny moﬂﬂ
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PRSY

THI LIT

% o
Wi 2004 a4 it

ith ) used to be.  Eelinda, I wish you were

*el;::; to ‘L‘hcer her solitude.™
Gy 3 famtly stuiled, while tears filled her eyes.
fgnr’,,o‘:;“pect to remain abroad for some ycars, I
“W, go‘ﬂlquxrcd, ina lulhcrmg‘ tone.
—surcly you will not refuse to see me,

One,
¢ ang alone, ere we ne oy 33
» ere we part, perhaps for ever.

&«

Alug )
S+ for what purpose—if, as you say, we may f

ho X
Cant; ore—the less we sce of cach other in the
'Me, the better.”

re | :
gy, © c0uld address her again, he was called

fu 'r,y h?rs_ Harrington, to look at somne beauti-
« "ea"‘“gs, and he came not near her again.
Over 4 T"e",bc praised, that this most trying day is
"ighti ast,” exclaimed Belinda, on our meeting at
Yoy, €r own room ; ““dear Mrs. Mary, but for
NO\V :Ow not how I should have gone through it.
l{t‘:ryey ,{’}C“ me truly, what your opinion is of

<
log, Ciiy dear Belinda, it is quite impossible for me
iy, 'e 80 hastily, but the little that I may say, is
Song; :VOUr. Light and thoughtless as you have
L. "ed him, he has still remembered you with
Wl"ht},n’ and in many slizht instances has shown a

. °fhenrt, which to me is full of promise—
oy, ; 8€ to

y 25 ask has he ever proposed to you scri-

LR
M‘lsl?.oi €Ractly,” replied Belinda with a deep
thil[’w but ho has constantly expressed the wish
‘POI:;,kn?wn to his mother, o whom he always
« wi Wwith decp affection.”
“ontj, Sh we could avert this going abroad,” 1
“hfo" u::d’ after musing awhile ; “it
h“mme M: at this time, and yet let me fecl
;he"efore itor my haste. Has not God willed it ?
ohneet th must be right. How many links, which
whicﬁ w © chain of cvents, are unseen by us, ard
g““dn; €re we to behold, would display to us the
Ty, °f our Heavenly Father—the things we
W}'ﬂenl‘ & may spring from the greatest merey,
O for 9%¢ we would desire might prove our ruin.
Uy, More faith, to trust Him in all our anxie-

appears most

ur

%
Ia;

::e °nél :;t Strange that my uncle’s ship should be
oY h ccted to take out the troops, and that
:m“ \» so.dld be 50 constantly associated with our
he hap, z‘nd Belinds 3 “ may we not trace the Di-

N Sy In this also, dear Mrs. Mary ?°
Mg yyrodlY we may, my deer girl 5 is there aught
%en"y ): Power has not decrecd? and how fre-
ey co")ln causes trivial in themselves, the
Teng, ‘:;elmencg, have arisen ; the meanest in-
o Yo €0 guided by Him, might alter the
bey "fhons_wc have only to look around us
tremble ,lh“ truth daily. Let us not, therefore,
~for :ln mountains rise betwcen us and our
10 same God who commanded the Is-
e:go forward, when the dark waves dashed
", and made a path-way through the

40

ey,

4,
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{ deep waters, so that they sank not, is still watch-
ling over us and all whom we love. Itis infidelity to
;confine His meaos within the compass of our poor
{imaginalions—Ilct us rather humbly spread our
| hopes and desires before him in prayer, and if He
; approves them, we are assured that e will grant
| them at that time which he considers best for us.”

A few days afrer this, Mr. Harrington announced
that Earon Feldbach had written to aceept an invi-
tation at St. Margerets.

I am happy to hear it, my dear,” replied Mrs.
Har.irgton, complacently.

« And we shall have another guest,” continued
Mr. Harrington, with a slight hesitation in his
manner ; “my trother Samuel has arrived off P——
and will be wiih us today.”

Belinda started and turned very pale, while Mrs.
Harrington, exclaimed :

¢ Your vulgar szilor brother—how extremely pro-
é voking —what a charming companion for Baron
Feldbach.”

<1 have not scen him for four years, and I con-

fess the idea gives me pleasure,” returned Mr.
| {larrington, evidently hart; ¢ Belinda, my dear,”
i he added to her, as he rose to leave the room I
give orders ubout arranging
to

am sure you will kindly
‘your uncle’s apartment. [ an going into P

meet him.”

1 will see to it immcdiately, dear papa,” re-
plied poor Belind1, who, with difficulty restraining a
flood of tears, was glad to male her escape.

«Ts it not annoying that Captain Harrington
should just arrive at this time, Marion,” said her
mother.

Mzrion shruzged her shoulders, but returned ne
answer.

< It is one of the evil cffects of marrying when vory
young, and not having the whole family reviewed
befare me,” continued Mrs, Harrington ; ¢ my dear
Mrs. Mary, picture to yourself a perfect seca mon-
ster, who has scarcely ever been in ladies’ soci-
etv—nhis voice alone shatlers my poor nerves; hs
al}vays speaks as if he were commanding his crew.

«My dcar friend,” T replied, laughing ; T re-
eret that T have no sympathy to sparc for your dis-
:ress—and f trust it may not be called upon in any
heavier misfortunc—you cannot appreciate your
many Dblossings until you have experienced their
loss.”

«1 have surcly expericnced enough already, in
being obliged to leave my charming abode in Pa-
ch socicty, for this solitude; and so fond

ris, and su¢ )
of pleasure as [ am too, it is really very, very

trying.” ‘

«Poor lady, 1 pity you,” said I; “not for the
Josses you enumerate, but that you should prefer
pleasure to happiness.”

« Are they not the same i
« Most decidedly not. While pleasure consists in
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a round of dissipation, which futigue and pall upon!ing to run away wit.l/x one of your swcctheaﬂ»":
the senses, happiness arises from the fullilment of! Nay, never blush so, my girl,” he continueds
our duties, in contentment, and in peace.” "ting her on the head, for in an instant his pene
Towards noon, Mr. Harrington returned, accom- -+ tion discovered the truth, as he pereeived the «l
pauicd by his brother.  Belinda flew to meet him, [ tive glance which Blanchard cast upon her 3 of
and was most warmly felded in his arms. spoke but in jest, I scarcely think we shall gel 9
“ Ah my little Bell,” he exclaimed s ¢ always the - for some weeks, as the Belloua has to go int0
first to welcome old uncle Sam: “why, what a'to undergo repairs.”
finc biooming lass you are grown my girl, and who
is this kind and smiling lady with you 7
“This is Mrs. Mary Selwyn, uncle,” replied
Belinda ; ““a very dear triend.” i
“Is she so0,” said CaptainHarrington, pressing
both my hands 5 ““then she must be mine also—
but where is my sister, and Miss Marion 77
“ They are in their rooms, 1 believe,” returned

Mr. Harrington ; “you will sce them presently at . 0
y ~!astes, and pursuits were so tely her
dinner—would you like to adjourn to yours—I will | ’ P ' so completely p¢

added {0 a soundness of judgment rarely to

show you the way.”” L o Judg rely
. ... |inone so young.
1 know the way well enough, changed’as it is

since the days of my good old mother ; bless my
heart, what finery,” he continued, springing up
stairs, and gazing round him, and his stentorian | o
voice was heard as he procecded down the gallery| Short sighted mortals that we are, how coné™ ",
in a kind of discontented growl, until it died away ' We would err, and rue the hour, if we were le

These were slad tidings for Belinda, but o
dured not raisc her eyes to thank him. "

Captain Blanchard enzrossed so much of the ®
tention of our little party, that I devoted miné
tirely to Mr. Lindsay, who was evidently depr®
in spirits. While conversing with him, I coul
help regretiing that the affcctions of Belind®
not rather been placed on him, whose mind *

not

. 88
“United to him, what peace, what hap})l"e.le
<]

. €

would have been hers,” 1 mentally said ; ¥
. . . d
now, nothing but trials appear to await ber.”

in the distance. ; guide our own destinices. "
 That is a natural character ut least,” said I,;  The cvening proved so very beautiful, that ©* )
turning to Eclinda. i tiring from the dinner table, I induccd Beli "

¢ And yet under his rough exterior, is conccaled ' accompany me in a walk; we tried to P"evml
one of the kindest, one of the softest heaks,” she I Marion to join us, but were unsuccessful. .
replied : “my uncle Sam, I am sure, could not| ¢ My sister is afraid that the sea breczes o 'ga,
harm the worm that crawls in his path.” be rude to her tresses,” said Bclinda, laughi"®’ -

On cntering the drawing room, a few minutes . she tied on her neat straw bonnet ; < she has @ »
before dinner, I found Captain Blanchard added to | ror of appearing in the character of a Blousc?®
the family circle, Mr. Harrington having invited| We proceeded in our favourite directio? o .
him in the morning to meet his brother ; and, to my | cliff; and our conversation gradually became 0 o
further gratification, Mr. Lindsay was announced | teresting and absorbing, that we were not 3%
soon afterwards. I marked his sudden start on be- ', the distance we had gone, until we found 0¥
holding Blanchard, and an expression 6n his coun- | near to the poor widow’s cabin. Y
tenance almost indefinable, but he checked it in-|  Shall we go on and visit her,” asked pelir
stantly, and advanced towards him, holding out his { “ it would detain us but a very little longcf",
hand, which the other, instead of rcceiving, drew! I assented, and we proceeded with 99 4
himself haughtily up, and bowed in the coldest | steps ; on cntering the humble abode, we Pe” g
manner. It was the first ungracious act I had wit- | her seated with her children round her, at te®
nessed in him, and I felt sorry. Belinda looked | started up immediately, saying : 1
much distressed, while the hectic of 2 moment pass- |  “ Dear ladies, this is very kind in you, b“tw
ing over Lindsay’s interesting face, he turned away. | me you ae late for the tide, it has bee?
Captain Harrington talked for every one during | some time.”
dinner, and amused us by narrating many sea sto-| We looked out, and to our dismay disco""“’"i
ries, with infinite humour and drollery. He was | it was indced the case. aft
evidently pleased with Blanchard, whose conversa- ¢ Belinda, my dear child,” I exc]aimed;
tion interested him, from his having travelled over | had better hasten back with all speed; for "y
scenes familiar to himself. would be miserably anxious at home, were ™ gy

¢“How soon do you think you will sail, uncle,” | be detained here; I wish we had been mo
asked Belinda, in the lowest tone, as she sat next serving.”’
him, her voice trembling as she spoke. ““ We have not far to retrace our steps aloﬂsdf

He turned to look at her ere he replied. sands,” replied Belinda; I have reped

“ My child, how soon ? is it for the sake of uncle | it in less time than we have now to spﬂfe'”
Cam you put that question so fearfully, or is he go- The woman gazed without mxjously-
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N This

Rig, ., 182 poor place for ladics like you,” she

b . .
ut 1 wish you would remain awhile.”

It
'ine‘: ";hulanSt tempted to accept her offer, for I
gy, co“t her experience in the tides must be far
Urgeq reCt than ours could be; but Belinda
Yielg, Me 5o strongly to lose no more time, that 1
ferip, my desire to hers, and placing our little
ben, i:t."" the table, and receivinz the widow’s
lig :0'.‘: we retreated in haste, while she con-
For r:az'."g after us as long as we were in sight.
Whe, o © Uime we pursued our flight with rapidity,

v 738 obliged to pause for breath.

i 2eling; .
Ing. ¢ yodd’ my dear girl, hasten on,” I said, pant-
te 7 OU are young and agile, and will soon round

Oint . . N .
Hep sy but if I die for it, I cannot run another

“
M, A?,d do you think I would leave you, dear Mrs.
'}“’ul’ Teplied Belinda ; “ Heaven forbid, that I
Dwigp 1 ¢ S0 selfish, so ungrateful—lean on me, and

In elp you,»
ne:remeantir.ne the bounding waters came nearcr
gy . Foaring and dashing their spray over the
t]m'"ns ¢ looked at each other fearfully—the
tha uby no means high, but so perpendicular

Pargg . cend it was impossible, though in many
t. ° "® Were rugged stepping stones and bran-
Yidey, ;t“"'_icd shrubs growing out from its rude
W g, lt lhfs moment we heard voices above us,
Eng N of’k‘“g up, we beheld Harvey Blanchard
heigh l:ta'" Harrington walking leisurely along the

«y. > e immediately called to them.

Ovep iSs My heart,” exclaimed uncle Sam, leaning
the o}, mﬂ}ﬂ‘; ““if there isn’t my ncice Bell, and
«p, @iden lady, showing signals of distress.”
®hyy ’O::d God, and the tide rushing in,” cried Blan-
",'ﬁmbﬁ,,:’ Wwithout an instant’s hesitation, began
bigy in u:e down by the fragilc supports afforded
ll“linda way, followed by Captain Harrington.
et ::; ¢amed as she watched their perilous des-
L arg Waig; was happily achieved in safety. Blan-
LT N not to utter one word, raised Belinda
Whi) &rm,f aud dashed forward with rapidity,
e, :m”'m Harrington in like manner assisted
W *CY wave that now approached us, wetted

its Spl'ay.

n'_"‘ li;el',l)ﬂrvey, why have you thus endangered your

N C’as pZ:lmo'“ shricked Belinda, as her arms
eqagd-ﬂy,b his neck ; “for mercy’s sake leave

:[Kita Spose yourself, my beloved,” replied the
Nog, WYOng man ; “we may yet be in time, and

“0 : Will die cven thus together.”
« s Z’ 10, no —~most dreadful—most awful.”

. “1 thinﬁnth then such terrors for Belinda 7
hoygq ph “only of you; if you werc but safc, I

He pr: In peace,?
st'°'h'zth : *¢d her afloctionately, but I saw that his
“8an 10 fail under his fair burden, and he
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was obliged to lean against the cliif for support—it
was a fearful moment for us all. ’

“1 remember there used to be a cave nezr this
spot,” said Captain Harrington, who, (rom having
braved constant dangers, was perfectly calm and
composed. e commenced a strict search, and at
length discovered the aperture, which was inge-
niously concealed by a collection of stones and toose
fragments.

“ Now, God be praised, we arc safe,” he ex-
claimed ; “Blanchard, can you carry the child so
far ; if not, give her to me.”

But Blanchard would not relinquish his interest-
ing charge, whose swecet pale face rested on his
shoulder. With tottering steps he ascended the
stairs, if such they might be termed, and gained the
interior of the cavern. Here he deposited her in
safety on a block of stone, and then turned to assist
us. When again Belinda beheld me by her side,
she fell upon my bosom and wept floods of tears,
while we both returned thanks, in broken accents,
to the giver of all good, for our miraculous preser-
vation from a frightful death.

< Bless my heart, I never had such a chase be-
fore,” said uncle Sum, panting, und applying his
handkerchief to his face; * Mrs. Mary, my dear,
you are no feather, I can assure you ; and really for
a sage maiden like you to bring us into such a
scrape, therc is no cxcuse. Aye, I never knew it
otherwise in my life, wherever mischief is in the
wind, a woman has bcen surc to raise it—her in-

satiable curiosity turncd us out of Paradisc, and’

methinks she has given us many a sour apple since
then to chew for our sorrow. - Bell, what arc you
whimpering for, you silly girl, that won’t nend mat-
ters, since here you must remain till the tide ebbs
again.”

Blanchard now examined the cave more minutely,
as he was anxious to find a more sheltered nook for
Bclinda.
whither we adjourned, while uncie Sam continued
to scold, half in jest, half in earnest. Qur situation
was ccriainly by no means promising —yct we had
too much cause for aratitudc to repine.  Blanchard
placed himsell by Belinda, and strove 10 soothe her
agitation.

« No harm can rcach you here,” he said; “if
you have only paticnce to bear with the present dis-
comfort—but [ fear you are cold,” he continued,
taking her hand 3 “shall I try and collect materials
for kindling a firc 7’

 Oh, 1o, no, leave me not, 1 bescech you,” she

replicd, clinging to hits: 3 1 am only happy when

1 know you are safe.”
Most tenderly did his decp and cloquent blue

cyes rest upon her as she uttered th@s, for in such a
moment her feelings could not be controlled—she
beheld in him her preserver, and every fault for th
time being was forgotten.

In his search he discovered a deep recess,
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It was ingeed impossibla to behold this young
man without interest—his great personal endow-
ments, his winning manuers, his voice, and the easy
grace of his whole deportment, rendered him at all
times an object of attraction ; but now the total for-
getfulness of sclf which he had displayed, the solici-
tude he evinced, not only for Belinda, but even for
me, a stranger, during our tedious sojourn in this
cold and comfortless abode. could not fail to find its
way to woman’s grateful heart—and from this night
I remembered him more fervently in my prayers.

At length the period for our release drew near—
Captain Harrington had been constantly watching
for ‘the last hour at the mouth of the cavern, and
now came to anrounce to us ‘he glad intelligence
that in 2 short space we might venture to proceed in
safety. We were preparing to leave our recess,
when the sound of rude voices met our ears—Cap-
tain Blanchard held us back and laid his finger on
his lip.

To the utter dismay of Belinda and myself, five or
six desperate looking men entered the cave, one of
them bearing a lantern ; they expressed surprise
and anger at the aperture being disturbed, and he
who held the light, raised it to examine the interior.
Happily for us, we were completely concealed by a
huge cragg which divided the nook, where we stood

"from the outer excavation; their language was
dreadful in the extreme, and they were all armed

*with cutlasses and pistols. At this moment, so
terrific had the waves of the sca been flowing over
us, we would have hailed them with gratitude. 1
looked fearfully on Captain Blanchard, and rever
shall T forget the expression 1 bcheld in his fine
countenance—itl was actually awful in its stern de-
termination—one arm clasped the fainting Belinda
to his bosom, while in his other hand he grasped
his drawn sword. I dreaded, from all I had
heard of his impetuosity, that he would have rushed
forward, and I laid my hand on his arm, as if my
slight hold could have Lad power to stay hiinj but
I had no need to fear ; for Belinda's sake a hair
would have then bound him. [ turned from him to
Captain Harrington, who stood with a large cudgel
upraiscd, his eyes and checks distended, exactly in
that position I have scen one painted, who has been
watching the appearance of some unlucky rat from
its hole—ludicrous as he certainly locked, to have
smiled was indeed impossible.

The men, apparently satisfied that the cave was
unoccupied, now walked to the further end, and to
our astonishinent, unclosed a door which had been
concealed by a large stone.

““We must make hastc my lads,” said one, in a
coarse harsh voice ; ““the vessel will be round in
less than an hour, and if we don’t make sharp work
of it, we may have the coast guard upon us.”

« Aye, aye, we are prepa-ed for them if they do
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come,” exclaimed another, with a most horrid ©
“1 think we did for that youngster last week.” rds

Oh, how my knees smote together as his WO »
reached me. They all now entered the innef ©
veirn, and closed the door. o

“ Now," said Captain Blanchard, in a Wh”pcm
“we must be quick and most wary—Hnrri“gw
guard the  ladies, and for God’s sake let 10 0
speak.”

He gafe Belinda into her uncle’s arms 3%
spoke—when she found that he was leaving hef ©
would have scrcamed, but he pressed his
firmly over her mouth, while his dark frown 8%
her into silence and obedience. He then stood
fore the door which closed upon the rutfians
his sword held across it, while Captain Harripg
carricd out Belinda, who had fainted, and CO“'eyed
her in safety down the rugged declivity ; [ follo™ .
as well as my trembling limbs would enable m’
and when we found ourselves again on the saf o
we looked up for our noble companion-—he 510
the entrance waving his hand for us to P"o‘c
How dreadful was the idea of his being sact! c o
in our defence, but to have paused, would only ",
added to the danger, and we hurried forward “"t
our insensible charge. Night had closed it
fortunately a bright moon guided us on our Mi
and by the time we cleared the point, Capt?
Blanchard had descended from his perilous p°5i’
and hastened to rejoin us. How my heart 105 "
thanksgiving, when I beheld him in safety—1 Woul,
have spoken, but words were denied me, and [
grateful for the tears which relieved my OPl’re’l;ed
heart.  The air had revived Belinda, who now Joo of
wildly round her, ealling on the name of
He sprang to her side. ced

“You are then safe—they have not murdfsm
you 2 she shrieked in a tone of terror, whe? sb’“
beheld him. Ok, if you leave me again
die.” i

“ Belinda, dearest, do not thus alarm your®”
replied Blanchard, taking her outstreiched h®
she hung over her uncle’s shoulder as helpless % o
infant. ¢ All is well now, and in a few more
ments you will reach your own home.” des

““For mercy’s sake, who and what are tho*® "’y
perate men,”” I inquired, while with feeble "w o
endeavoured to keep pace with the rapid st
my companions. Captain Blanchard offered °
arm, as he replied : "

“They arc smugglers. Their haunt ha%
long suspected, and it is extremely fortul'l“'fa i
have becn discovered. I have no doubt, that ¥ i
craft which we now see laying off yonder,” " esrlf
pointed in the direction as he spoke, when 1d
discovered the hull of a small vessel. oy

On entering the gatc of the shrubbery, we ned
ceived lights moving within the house. V o
all been suflering too much ourselves 1o refé
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the ay1, -
b . !::':m)' our lengthened ahsence must have caused,
1 gton’now hast?ucd foerxrd, while Captain Har-
e&nvizloud voice proclaimed our safe arrival to
cn.10us father, who met us at the hall door.
auf&'f is your child,” said he, as he placed the
[i Belinda on the sofu; “and thank Cod
'incey U behoid her again, for only half an hour
> and I would not have given that for any one

OUr Yivoo s !
i ger: lives”  And he emphatically snapped his

M
o Hﬂ!‘ringwn looked aghast.

"Ess’:,'o“r ab'sencc has caused us all great uncasi-
ple ie s2id, turning to me; “and I have sent

i " “ every direction to seek for you. Poor

ing . 3 1S With them. I was on the eve of mount-

heg,, Y horse, which is waiting at the door, when 1

deti(i)ur voices. In the name of Heaven what
h‘l ned you 2

By cle I briefly endeavoured to explain, I heard

ton, Whﬂrd address a few words to Captain Harring-

hag noto nodded, when he would have left the room
« 4Be|inda called to him.

iy ither would you go tonight,” she said anx-

511!'&{:, 2s she cndeavoured to raise herself; 1 am
v father will not suffer you to depart. Pray,

;rzmain untjl tomorrow.»

Pep]ied :a“t over her, aflectionately smiling, as he
«

’ouf:v[;“da: dearest, I have a duty to perform which

L 0: 80od sense must feel to be necessary.”

Ing o are not, going amongst those dreadful look-

hyj e ! 3gain.  Oh, Harvey, tell me?” she ex-
s« * With agony depicted on her countenance.

o,
> M, fear not; good night,”” and he turned:

'ingtoy ffom her; at the same time Captain Har-
ey a d"ff‘"'med his brother of the smugglers’ re-
wp WMing, in 3 low voice : )
“0chard intends giving notice to the coast
Iy ’uand will guide them to the spot.”
a?b)el o de':ed while Mr. Harrington. pouring out a
i wi Wine, which stood on the table, approached
« lt, Sayin g:
Jouy d;:rvey’ take care of yourself. My horse is at
. ncﬁ‘:al. Let us hcar from you tomorrow.”
hlmby nll’d hastily drank off the wine, thanking
llehad %0k 5 and cre another word was spoken
h“”e’ "S2ppeared, and we heard the clang of his
th;?an] .oo& down the pathway, a fcw minutes af-
:the':}:t;: 23 fine a fellow as ever stepped—be the
h"Pe ® May,** sajd Captain Harrington ; < and
1, g !a::f;y live to be a general. Bell, my girl,
,::gﬁt it, o Your life, this night ; may you never
¥ P Ome, cheer up rmy lass, what ails thee
‘co lhd he sat dOWn b h
e y de\'lr Yy her.
i ret, Unele, I fear he has returned to the
,‘:ﬁ“‘lﬂy tlr‘ncd Belinda, whose tears were flowing
5 “Iknow him so well—he is so deter-

Q
dupcl'atc. ”
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“Ile is just what a soldier ought to be, child, and
if you dared keep him {rom his duty, by any of your
puling woman’s fears, I would—"" here he paused
for an expression, as his voice rose inanger: *“I
would throw you over the ¢/iff mysclf.”

¢ Nay, spare her, my dear sir,” said I, smiling
at his vehemence ; ““and reserve all your scoldings
for me, as the elder of the two ; my want of obser-
vation has been the cause, I fear, of all our dis-
tresses this night.”

“Very true, very true; I darcsay vour tongue
was running nineteen to the dozen, and the watnrs
would have swept you off with the last new fashions,
or the character of your neighbour hovering on your
lips, had not Blanchard, to our cost, proposed our
going out to meet you ; but you behaved very well,
I must say,” he continucd, pressing both my hands,
¢ and, for a woman were wonderfully quiet aund si-
lent, while necessary.”

Mr. Harrington was now engaged in bathing the
temples of Belinda with restoratives, and in endca-
vouring to soothe and console her. I was surprise:!
that her mother and sister were absent in such a
moment ; but T learnt that Mrs. Harrington had
been affected by violent hysterics, in consequence of
her alarm- for her daughter, and that Marion was
with her. I strove to conceal my own fatigue,
that I might be uscful to others ; and T would not
leave the dear Belinda until I saw she was more
composed, and had consented to retire to bed. I
then most gladly adjourned to my own room, whers
iy heartfelt thanksgivings were offered up in prayer
and my earnest petitions breathed for the prescrva~
tion of our gallant dcliverer, whose danger was nat

yet over.
(To be continued in our ncxt.)

———— e

SOURCE OF PERPLEXITY.

TuaT which makes our view of the present sta’e
of the world a source of perplexity and horror, is
the consideration that every human heart bears iu
itself a type, more or lcss distinet, of those powers
and that happiness which have been the portion of
the most exalted minds. There is, perhaps, no spoton
earth, howevar dreary, in which the gerins of many
plants, and the larve of shining and light-winged
insects are not hidden, though for thousands of years
undeveloped, and still expeeting the warm breeze
that shall call them out into life and beauty.

U
SATLOR’S WIT.

A lady at sea, ull of delicate apprehcnsions in a gale
of wind, cried out amonz other pretty exclamations,
« We shall all go to the bottom : merey on us, how

my head swims ps «¢Madam, never fear,” said
one of the sailors, ¢ you can never 50 to the hottom

ci »
while your head swims.
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(ORIGINALL)

ACQUAINTANCE WITH THE GREAT,

BY

A,

R.

O blessed letters ! that combine in onc
All ages past, and mark one line with all :
By you we do confer with who are gone,

Aund the dead-living unto

council call !

DaNiEL’s MUSEPHILUS,

THE story of the poor weaver contains an excel-
lent moral, who, when accused of vanity, because he
claimed acquaintance with a cclebrated poet whom
he had never scen, pointed to the shelf which contain-
ed his little library, and replied ; ¢ There arec his
works, I have had them for many years, and have
read them over and over, till [ can repeat them all
from beginning to end, a®d surely he and I must be
pretty well acquainted by this time.”” Admit the
claim of the weaver to acquaintance, and what a
double force is there in the old maxim “that a man
is known by the company he keeps ! Admit it, and
how wide may be the range of our acquaintance;
an acquaintance not limited to the little circle in
which we ourselves move, but wide as the extent of
civilization, and stretching backwards to the remot-
est periods of history.

Admit it, and what becomes of complaints of dull
and uncongenial society—of associates exclusively
devoted to petty gains, and destitute of relish for
all who are not, like themsclves, of the carth earthy ?
Admit it, and the humblest cottage may be irradiated
by the wisdom and converse of the great, cqually
with the splendid mansion and the palace. There
are great men around us every day, ¢ warriors and
statesmen, and prophetic bards.” It may be they
speak not to us in an audible voice, but there is a
lznguage which needs not to be articulated ; therc is
a mute cloquence which thrills the innermost re-
ccsses of the delighted spirit 5 there is “ society where
none intrudes ;*” there is a communion of soul with
soul over which time and space have no power.
There are thousands now living in quiet corners of
the land—not a few acting in the whirlpools of busi-
ness and anxiety, whose sympathies with the great
master spirits of antiquity is no less real than if they
had trod ¢ the olive grove of Acadamé,” and listened
to the living voice of Socrates,

** Whom, well inspired, the Oracle pronounced

Wisest of men.”

There are thousands for whom the rocky, u,oug”
not unfruitful isle of Ithaca, is invested with oll
charms of home, who can sce the godlike ber
consuming his heart in uncompanioned sorro¥ ow
the sca shore, and hear him bewailing his cruel B
in all the melody of charmed words. g

But turn to a very different age, and to 2 mv
more cxtended class of readers, and it will b¢ © s
to perceive the very sume sympathy, manifested ’f‘
way equally unequivocal. Look at the tie W ! s
connects Sir Walter Scott to his readers
it not as close as the tie of common acquaiﬂ“’“, .
Is it not rather an intimacy, a friendship, 2 relat .
ship, founded on admiration and respect, and gr&hg
tude? No wonder that Christendom bewaile
loss of such a man. No wonder that every n! 2
felt as if he had lost a personal friend. His uﬂ’
fected simplicity, his kindness of heart, his ne? ”
failing fund of anccdote and tradition, his un®®
ried application, the very minutix: of his dome®
arrangements, all are known almost as well 38 3
had been our next door neighbour; nay, itn "
but little effort of the imagination, as we ]oolf up?
the last and best of the thousand portraits which P
respect of the age has called forth, to bring up h
living breathing form, the hale and vigorous, th? ot
somewhat antiquated gentleman, with his fin¢ s
tish face and expanded brow, who, for so maﬂY. y it
was the life and soul of a highly cultivated €i®
the metropolis of his native land. with

It is said that friendship cannot exist alon$ iy
a sensc of obligation ; if the remark be true, ¢€™
in regard to Sir Walter Scott we must plﬂﬂd s e
ception.  Thousands felt  themselves up
deepest obligation to him, who yet admiré®
loved him.  How many a solitary and desp®” ;
heart has been irradiated by his cheerful and 5% o
sive temper ! How many slumbering sourd’k,-
been awakenced, and their whole powers of / Ww
tion and love called into action, if not into ¥
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by g

:p'::sglc of his genius. e discovered regions
of g H}g beauty, and peopled them with beings
love Passions with oursclves, possessed of human
Trg, ’ f;nd human hopes, and aspirations. And men
T ey :'(]3 lands came to hear and sce and admirc.
ro ance"l back with him in spirit to the regions of
iy, ‘Vit;‘ and.thc Iand.s of Palestine were once more
trog, o lrllelcd 'wurnors, fighting under the blessed
on of Ofcne the holy scpulchre from the pollu-
e o the luﬁdc.l. Old France again cchoed to the
of n ¢ Scottish knight, as he went forth in quest
scoun:d and fortune ; and the blue mountains of
OF the sh:ent back the.holy psalm of the Covenanter,
attly ut of the plaided mountaineers rushing to

> It needed but a touch of the enchanter’s

ang

a . . .
E"gl;n;d they were in an instant transported into
hegye. > 38 she once was, to look, with beating

2leq * 00 the lists, all ready for the strifc, and daz-
the r: the ladies of overcoming beauty, the banners,
b c::e.sse% and the combatants, whose fame had
nmhned by the minstrel from far lands.

_I°Ve ier er touch of the magician’s genius created a
8y and g holier picture. The peasant’s cottage
e, . '© foreground, and near it and all around, arc
of ; e;'.'s of industry and content. It is the abode
hﬁa 'gence and morality ; the nursery of firm-
$fteng Patriots,  All that clevates and refines, and
self, r’x n domestic life, all that tends to raisc above
evg, to incite to a uniform quiet discharge of
g re:y duty, in Seott’s writings we find personified
Tevg ncommended. Familiar sympathies, willing
Bty *¢% and habits of subordination, are almost

1zed juto instinct ; naked hills and bleak
of ;. re beautified, nay sanctified, by the power

?an Matchless genius, which interfuses human
"Maty R Z and affection into the very rocks and inan-
Wag uds. [ o word, Scott loved his race and

g, l:rp: id by their affection. Philosophers who
flu"ea Ted to read, his works, as they would the
Jque OVOIume in a monkish library, and who
: q“ﬂlly wfhem only by their tendency, were charmed
.h°l‘a ll the young and enthusiastic. The au-
gy its be present day deluge the world with fiction
:he Puhlictltlousa"d varieties, and too often deprave
fP in o ui aste and morality. These authors grow
i mo'ght. and perish in a night. If they seek
scot‘s Tlality and love and gratitude let them with
A
:gz Frecdom, Charters, Country, Laws,
nd Re]igion.n

. Doty
it::m r:a: Ut one example of that mental gravita-
fay, NV 05:3 t‘f“'ard:a authors, which may be seen
th it ang gr Instances. He was the univcn.ml
e: fee ings Tew all men unto him ; others depict
e,n‘e‘luenu’ and s‘peak the language of a class, and
: One hy their adherents are but few. But
Y i his favorite authors—to them he turns
Srhess, and cherishes their opinions and
Siong ; chenishes their pinio!
nd prejudices as sacredly as his own.

GARLAND. 319

They are his advisers in perplexity, his comfort and
solace in distress, his crown in the day of his rejoic-
ing. e considers it a species of insult to speak
slightingly of his favorites, and is rcady and anxious
to defend them at all times.

It is not necessary to enquire into the origin of
this feeling, and perhaps it might be no casy task to
discover it; but every one has felt the atiraction
whose opinion on the matter is worth seeking for ;
those who have not felt it, would be no wiser after
reading a volume on the subject. There are friend-
ships for the living, which have originated we know
not how, springing up and cxpanding silentlyand un-
perceived, gathering strength perhaps from a word, a
look, a kind deed done in secret, until they have be-
come parts of our very being. Our attachments
for the dead-living in like manner spring up, in
many instances alike unnoticed. Perhaps they have
been our icachers, the parents from whom we drew
our inteliectual life, the silent monitors who rescued
us from a temptation, or who propped our decaying
virtue. Pcrhaps their words were imprinted on our
hearts when we were young, and they may be
as links in the mysterious chain of sympathy which
binds us to thc pagt. Converse with them may
serve to bring before us in vision, realitics which
were once cherished and which are not yet entirely
forgotten amid the cares of riper years.

But it is in vain to speculatc further on the origin
of this attachment, let every one see to it, that he
does not diminish it by coolness or neglect. Culti-
vate intimacy with the great, in your libraries. You
will find them silent but delightful companions.
Friends who will not drink your wine, nor increase
your butcher’s bill. They keep not fashionable
hours, nor will they refuse to feast you beeause you
have nothing ‘o offer in return. It is unnecessary
to dress to receive them, for they stand upon no
ceremony, and do not despise you even in your night
gown and slippers.  They will allow you to consult
your ease in any posturc you like, and are never
offended at the fumes of a cigar. They will joke
when you arc merry, and be grave when you are
sad. They are no tale bearers, ncither are they
vexed when you do not enquire after their health.

Cicero may read you, now and then, a lecture on
morality, but you cannot fly into a passion, for he
never scolds.  Horace never stays too long, nor does
his satirc make you wince, for he is too well bred to
be personal. Your Greek friends will furnish you
with any quantity of wit, and elegant extracts,
which you may retail at the dinner table without
fear of being foundout. Greek fire warms but does
not scorch.  Attic salt loseth not its flavour in the
parlour, and you can lose yourself among the most
beautiful creations of Greeian art, without catching
cold, or being'shot at from behind a pillar. If you
like French wit, Moliére will wait on you in an
Madame dc Stael will talk sentiment by

instant.
n give a fine lecture on philosophy,

the hour, Cousel
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and Berengzer a good sonz. French patriots you ' saunter forth with old Isaae Walton, by the sl
can find in scores without going to Vrance, but Tlof a clear river, mot tuo broud amd rapids n]c’
should advise you to eschew them. withoat the entanglements of trees, und bl'-'”“bur
Wit, simplicity, pathos, encrgy, sublimity, alllupon its brink ; or tuke your rod and pirn, OF {oo‘
these you will find in Shakespeare 5 Milton will ! double barrelled Joe Manton, and there is Chitd .
churin you with the delicate richness and harmony ‘ pher North all ready for a start into the jrighlan “"
of his languege, and the magnificent grandeur of | and the longest day will bz short in his uom?fﬂhe
his conceplions. What a rich banquet, what a com- | Besides, the © shepherd” is with you, aud lmrlf : ;
bination of sweets, in the conversation of clegant | is telling you about that eagle © sailin’ about in¢
and polished Pope, or of Burus, the favourite child of{ eles now narrowin’, now widenin®, with sweei
aenius and misfortune. Byron will astonish you ‘ waltaze, that scems to carry its ain wind amo.ﬁgﬁ
to learn by the wild fierceness of his genius, and malke | wings, now speerially wihding up the air staif® "
vou weep not in sympathy with him, but in pity for ‘ that has nae need 0° steps, till you could S.“',cz"r "
his prostituted talents, and untimely cnd.  And| was soarin’ awa to the sunj and now divip
what a long, bright list you may have on your visit- | earthwards, as if the sun had shot him, and 1
ing list, frora Chaucer, the fountain head of Emglish I to be dashed on the stancs into a blash 0’ bluids b
undefiled to the living geniuses of your own age! 1 then suddenly slantin’ awa scross the chasth
A morning call from Tasso, or half an hour’s ramble | through the mist of the great cataract, to take
with Ariosto, is surcly equal to a shopping excur- | session of a new domaih in the sky.” 1 Ki
sion with Lady D. or a consultation with Tomi A day’s sport with the “ Shepherd ” and ol ¢
Smith, that clegant judge of horse flesh. . would be a day consecrated and cmbalmed for 4
No matter how fastidious your taste, you will [in the sunnicst of memory’s quict retrcal® ob
find sufficient variety without being obliged to go | would be marked with a white stone, even * =4
from home.  Marryat will erack his practical joke, f bagged no game. * * o+ * ¥+ * ’: pol
and make you laugh cither at him or with him ;! But it is needless to multiply examples, wll‘;fw_ "
Irving will make you warm within with mild : enforce the same advice—to cultivate the a¢%™
provo‘?:atives to smiles and good humour. Bulwer; ance of the truly great and truly wise, to studﬁ:;:
will now and then be a little too artificial and bril- | characters, to receive and profit by their t€2° ratiof
liant, but you can place him side by side with! He who does this, will not long have his adl;:lo P
Richardson or Smollet.  Science you will find with | fixed on unworthy objects, nor will the roc% ~ g,
the savans of the last century; art, with Dr. Kit- i pirit be worn away by the endless beating? o
chener.  Physie you can obtain from Dr. Jennings, | waves of the world.
and Blackstone will give you plenty of law, without !
taking away any of the profits. If you ineline to !
theological speculation, Ilooker and Taylor, and!
Moore, and Fuller, will come and bring with them } TO A BELLE WHO TALKED or crvinG UF
a host of their colemporaries, and entertain you |
with words like pictures, and long sermons that are | Sul
not dull. If you are fond of travel you can go to- | You give up the world? Why, as well migh“‘ha,em
wards the North Pole with Back, and not frecze !  VWhen tired of drinking the dew from the oane by
your toes. Herschell will take you to the stars, While his rays, like young hopes, stealing ©

i1’

0%

o#*
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gratis, and you may be wafted into Utopia any day one, . o
in the year, by laying' held on the skirts of| Dic away with the Muezzin’s last note fro
Miss Martineau. You may suil round the globe towers,

with Cook or the Captain of an * Last Injeman,” | Declare that he never would gladden agﬂif" ib”
and even get a shipwreck or two without being | With one rosy smile, the young morn jnits
soaked in salt water, or obliged to listen to “the ) But leave weeping Day, with her sorrowful
wolf’s long how! on Onalooska’s shore.” I Of hours, to grope over a pall-covered earth
If you sigh for military achievements, you may
have them in a twinkling, and without the perils of | The, light of that soul, once so brilliant 20
“th’iminent deadly breach.”” Men of war will visit] So'fur can the incense of flattery smotbe”s
you at all hours, and of all descriptions, from Ma- | That, at thought of the world of hearts cond
cedonia’s madman to M‘Kenzie. Aristotle and already, . pﬂ\“(
Joseph Hume, Burke and Rocbuck, will give you| Like Macedon’s madman, you weep for an u.igdi
lessons in the sublime science of politics, that is, if | Oh!ifsated with this, you would seek worlds ity .
you are foolish enough to neglect your own busi-| And, fresh as was ours, when first we bcg ‘biw
ness to mind that of the nation. Let mo know but the spot where you next ¥ l‘,ﬁ/
If you love the quiet pleasures of the country,| And, that inatant, for one, I am off for that
you may even from an attic in Notre Dame Street, | —New York iror.

.
t

d sw‘,d, !
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(ORIGINAL.)

THE ROYAL QUIXOTE.

BY MRS.

CHAPTER Y.

< F f.
or ol ihe choice what heart can doubt,
lents swith love or thrones without !

Uy . 8
hiy ea:}v“s A’“B"D.l.m-ms, King of Sweden, terminated
tor is cy Wars with Denmark and Poland glofiously
wity " Ountry ; and retarned to Stockholm, crowned
he . Ccess, and justly proud of the military famé
. 90 nobly earned.
i awoﬂd: astonished at the rapid conquests
W b, f’t’el‘e stripling had gained, over his power-
fagt, ; nl ary enemies, predicted from his fortunate
¥e life, the brilliant coreer which in after
s"’ed’ won fop him the epithet of the Great King of
Perhaps, this title was never more justly

Men.
W

n “'k:blzhan on.this amisble prince, who was as
’lifary tal for his clemency, as for those splendid
(°?rm; tng F"t?, which rendered him an object off
‘m’biﬁon. admiration to surrounding nations. His
&, 5Préng from an jnsatiable love of glory,
top rm desirc to be ranked with those mighty
Upop o TS Whose names had operated lLike a spell
Whoy :mmds of men ; and over the records of
frag ol;vﬁtness, his young heart had caught the
Wireg, ¢ °f martial enthusiasm, and his spirit ac-
:: r,.w;:,c;merl’ﬁﬁ"g tonf, and fearlessness of
s charaéter formed et all times a striking trait in
y .

‘kﬁul:;:ny Presented & wille field for his ambitious
o n:’ns. The states were dissatisfied Wwith
g " Peror, the cautious, cold hearted Ferdi-
"‘*&nce. *.lnd all the petty principalities at open

Byt 2 With each other.
m’j!xga .s: heme.or far les¢ importance than that of
;}: brajy :.')a. mighty empire, was floating through
by Couny, the young monarch. The interest of
by n n.y Was at stake,-and he was daily urged
:“’e v}mers to choose a royal consort, and se-
'; ing tory he had gained over his enemies by
Fing Powerful alliance with one of the neigh-

Cy States,
‘h&l e]of Owning the most generous _ahd’ex-
‘ 'iew:n for the softer sex, the Swedish mo-
Qme p;r:"l'med without any previous ¥nowlédge
M‘P unm“'e' concerned, who never beheld each
M‘m they met as man and wife j and he en-
"Wy, CNthusiastic hope of winning ineognito,
hiy, i of some high'born female, who i}quld
Ore for the virtues and tilents he pos-
41

d with sovereign contempt those royal®
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sessed, than for the crown he had to offer—and he
determined that in a choice which so nearly con-
cerned his domestic happiness, he would choose for
himself.

A few days after his coronation, which was per-
formed with great pomp at Upsal, the chancellor
Oxenstiern, his faithful friend and steady adviser,
placed before bim the portraits of several of the
most beautiful princesses in Germany, and strenu-
ously advised him to consider the welfare of his
country, and yicld to the wishes of the péople, by
choosing from among them a royal bride.

The king examined the pictures with a critical
eye, and for some minutes returned no answer to
the grave chanccllor’s exhortation. Most of the
portraits werc handsome, and two of them, emi-
nently beautiful ; but Gustavus objected to them
all—one was too dark, another too fair—one had no
expression, was & perfect idiot, and the counté
pance of a third was proud and ill tempered.—

{ Such a woman would infringe on his prerogatives

and expeet to wear his crown. The worthy chan-
cellor, who -had not expected to find his youthful
master so fastidious, listened to his remarks with no
small degree of impatience, and as he saw o ne-
cessity ifor those virtues and talents iq a queen,
which the king so much desired, he cut short the
monarch’s eloquent harangue on the perfections he
required in a wife, by gravely assdring him—that asit
was impossible to discover the mental endowments
of the fair candidutes for royalty, he would'save
himself much unnecessary anxiety, by ¢hoosing the
lady whose counteninte best pleased him ,"a_n_R who
was most likely to bring him an heir to the crown.
¢ Your majesty is not quite such a despotic and’
powerful prince as Ahasueras, of whom we read’
in holy writ,” continued the ¢hanceilor ; “ you can-
not pass & decree, that all these fair young virgins
should be brought before you, that you might chouse
from among them & second Esther. It is useless to
consult the heart in alliances of this natare ; a good
and wise monarch should always sdcrifice his pri-
vate feelings for the wellare of his pebple.”
¢If my private hours were rendered miserdble by
domestic strife,” returned the king, hastity rising,
and pushing the portraits from him ; *it would des-
troy all my energy with regartl to public effairs. I
1 cannot claim the same privilege, wlich every -péa-
sant in my realm enjoys, 1 will remain single £ i
<« But your majesty’s inelinations are at viriknée
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with this determination, said the chancellor ; “ will
you suffer a boyish caprice to mar the glory of your
reign, and let the crown which encircled the brow
of Gustavus Vasa, be worn by a stranger 1

The king resumed his seat and sunk into a decp
reverie. The respect he felt for the chancellor
made him diffident of avowing his romantic deter-
mination of wooing one of the fair originals of the
portraits before him, in his own person. Yet his
resolution was taken, and, after a few minutes of in-
tense deliberation, he determined to abide by it.

““Oxenstiern ! he cried; “I have ever consi-
dered you more in the light of a father and friend
than as a subject whose services I could claim as a
right. Listen to me—~the land is at peace, the
sound of joy is in every dwelling, and, for some
months to come, our enemies are not in a condition
to make head against us. My prescnce at Stock-
holm is only requircd to sce justice properly od-
ministered, and to form plans of future conquest, to
add to the glory of my country ; but these affairs
are of little imporfance at the present moment, and
can be regulated as well at a distance, through the
medium of a faithful friend like you, as if Gustavus
were himself on the spot.”

“What are your majesty’s intentions 2 ex-
claimed the chancellor, in a tone of considerable
alarim, and very unceremoniously breaking in upon
the long speech, with which the young monarch pre-
faced the disclosure he was about to make.

“I do not wonder at your want of courtesy,”
said the king, bursting into a hearty laugh; “by St.
Herbertus ! 1 should be tired of the prologue to
such a farce myself. In matters of love, as well as
of war, it is the best plan to come to the point at
once,—as we did with the Poles at the storming of
Raunsburg, but as I had to lay siege to the wisdom
and experience of forty years, for once in my life 1
thought it best to be wary, lest the enemy should
force me to abandon the trenches. Nay, do not
look so provokingly grave, my dear Oxenstiern, I
have a mind to act the part of a lover as well as
that of a soldier, and woo a bride for myself, with-
out the interposition of a third person, who in nine
cases out of ten, wins the heart he is sent to secure
for his master. ' It is my royal intention to leave
Stockholin incognito tomorrow evening, and com-
mence my travels in search of a wife.”

¢ Sire, you will never gain my consent to take so
rash and ill advised a step,” returned the chancel-
lor; “you are still 2 minor, and must forgive the
boldness of a friend, who dares warn you against the
danger of such a hazardous enterprise.”

It is useless to oppose my wishes,” replied the
impatient prince ; “if the journcy be fraught with
danger, the satisfaction of overcoming it will en-
hance the pleasures of success. 1 feel confident

that heaven will prosper my undertaking, and that I
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shall return to Stockholm, the happy hustend o *
lovely bride.”

It was i1 vain that the chancellor used all th’
arts of persuasion of which he was master, t0
suade the king from following the bent of his "
wishes 5 he found him inexorable ; and at leng red’
not only yielded to his importunities, but e“w
into his plans, and finally suffered the entcf[’"sl f
prince to leave Stockholm, with no other atten®
than a favourite page, the helr of a noble and dist
guished family, on whom the king had ¢0 e
many marks of his esteem and friendship. af

Gustavus found the state of affairs in Ger™
much as he had predicted. The poorer das’eir
people were writhing under the tyranny of
petly princes, without the power of bettering
condition, or any hope of emancipation from at
of slavery.  On the other hand, these Ol’i”e9
lords of the soil were equally discontented wi
emperor, and ready to shake off their allegi®”
the first opportunity that offered. of

While slowly urging his steed through & gloo®
forests, and over long tracts of uncu]tlvated g0
the mind of the Swedlsh monarch was entirely
ployed in arranging those mighty plans of cond®
which in after )ears he carried effectually into )
cution.

Under the title of Count Dahl, he'isited "‘?{
court in the empire, boldly plunging into scen® h‘
dissipation and plessure, to gain a greater insi
into the morals and manners of the princes and
bles of the land.

His elegant manners and perfect ].nt‘.'Wledg b
polite literature, and the grace and ﬂue""'y
which he spoke the French and German 1ang?
made his company eagerly sought after by ™ o o
taste and learning, and rendered him an 0b 4ol
envy to the gay and thoughtless votaries of ples* die#

The haughty and apathetic indifference the o
of rank evinced for worth and genius, when ¥
nected with immense wealth and very exal £y
tion, so completely disgusted our royal adver! tic
that he was on the point of giving up his rort job
enterprize, and had come to the notable coR®":
that love in Germany was still confined w
amatory songs and fables, when he caught
god in the very act of directing his keenest
from the dark eyes of the sprightly and bed
Sophia of Mecklenburg, y

Diminutive in staturc, but exquisitely fo 3
Sophia possessed cvery requisite charm @ » 'eﬂ
finished beauty, and her personal advantage?
aided by a quick wit and lively engaging » a.rdm
When she sang, the most apathetic bent for®
listen—when she danced, a graceful carri
acquired greater ease by increased rapidity
tion. Her laugh was irresistible, and the
of her lips displayed a double row of pes™®

ir
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a casket of rubies. Gustavus was dazzled
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beagy,
"_ghyt’i:f}:t n‘:': 0!; t;:wﬂnd interview, was finally
Qually . e enchantress.
“f’u ous captivated by the knightly bearing and
isplayeq :nanners of the noble stranger, Sophia
4 \ ang all her accomplishments to rivet his atten-
thlenis t exerted with her usual success all her
he N 0 please, in order to secure the conquest
Proy b already begun in his heart—nor was the
%harceauty satisfied, till she beheld the youthful
e ¢ 2 suppliant at her feet.
Pa amo'm of Mecklenburg was the most dissi-
Uity ‘va:"g the petty German principalities. Mor-
%5 ang "(;Ore talked of than practised by either
Pnuces’ ustavus found the apartments of the
P‘Ieue q be@y of access, and herself not at all dis-
thougththe length and frequency of his visits,
gy, l: brother Otho viewed the intimacy which
Signey. etween his sister and the gay young for-
The v,"th’ a jealous and watchful eye.
Y Sc:ri :‘l passion, merely oonfined to externals,
_nsidercd y d.eeerve the name of love; yet he
biy oot the lively coquet as the sole object of
at i}l:sf and .ahe gave him every reason to be-
ile eir feelings were reciprocal.
:el iog 8eated by her side, and listening to the
Uioyg ® tones of her enchanting voice, all his am-
310;7 yi:ll;ec"htions were forgotten. His love of
enraed to a more absorbing passion, and he
ony, ) glured on the smiles of a capricious
Topt flagy, he evening, after having received the
Barg, the Tln.g demonstrations of the princess’ re-
tf'lt " Whim suddenly entered the king’s head,
:;"'lu. OUId'try the strength of her boasted affec-
"‘!edtou"u'"g this idea, he wrotc a letter, ad-
Rang g C ount Dahl, as if from the king, com-
ey . 1s Instant return to Sweden, and having
Cerdeg emeplstle with the rayal signet, he pro-
e eeling, € apartment of his mistress.
M, an € on a low couch that fronted an open bal-
e:i.'lnt,.y, Gf:;zmanded a fine view of the adjacent
% ~one 8nvus beheld the object of his fondest
s ay oWy arm, half concealed by flowing
)y, PP Or.ted her head, the other rested on a
e ca ithout rising, she motiored to the
W oy ook 'Beat near her.
Ing il and out of spirits, my dear count ;
« c:use of this unusual dejection. Per-
Cover a cure for your malady ?”
. Man could enter the presence of such
e Oreye, :og:y heart, when he came to.bid fare-
r%AdolPhus mhe heavenly vision 1
N her’ecun;b exclaimed the princess, half rising
i“g - Y Rlance el}t posture, nnfl regarding him .with
l“l.,n o ‘eager enquiry ; “ you are jest-
h%l’to ™ 1o mood for mirth! 1 have received
iy o ‘;’;ders from my sovereign {0 leave
The i Feceipt of this letter.”
Cass started to her feet, all her languor

lie,
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had fled ; her dark cyes, that had scarcely glistened
through the melting softness which a few minutes
before had overpowered her, now fell on the coun-
tenance of her agitated lover with flashing brilliancy,
as hastily shaking back the cbon ringlets which the
breeze had scattered over her blushing face, she said
in a hasty tone :

“ Impossible, Count Dahl ! you will not, cannot
leave me !”

““My sovereign’s commands are absolute, and
must be obeyed,” returned the king, hardly able to
conceal the rapture he felt at this unequivocal
avowal of her love ; “ the restless prince is already
in the field, and I have pledged my knightly honour

to return.”
«] have heard your young monarch celebrated

as a brave, generous, and romantic prince—a per-
fect knight errant with regard to the fair sex ; write
to him, noble Dahl—tell him love laughs at royal
mandates, and will not obey even the summons of a
king, and you need not fear his displeasure.”

4«1 fear nothing but the angry glances of those
eyes,” exclaimed the king. .

« Ah, flatterer! I possess little influence over
your heart if T cannot tempt you to stay with me—
but let me read the royal mandate of this turbulent
boy—this star ef the northern hemisphere, that
threatens to eclipse all other luminaries.” .

After carefully reading the letter, and examining
the seal and superscription, she flung it carelessly
beneath her feet, and snatching up the lute, said
with a playful smile, (while she well knew the power
her enchanting voice had over her impassioned au-
ditor,) “thus will I answer the young conqueror’s
summons.” She then sung, with more than usual

pathos, the following stanzas :

Oh, wilt thou in the battle field, .
The heavy standard bear—
Resign love’s wreath for sword and shicld,

And leave thy lady fair ?

The gloomy tent will ill supply

The silken couch and tap’stried hall ;
And every softer melody,

Be banished in the trumpet’s call.

Vhen hurrying to the fatal plain,
Where death his iron gauntlet rears,

Then o’er thy soul will rush again,
The home that kindred love endears.

Upon thy hot and weary brow,
The helm will press with double weight ;

And thou wilt sigh—* Ab, happy now
Could I enjoy that bless’d estate.”

te fell from the hand of the princess, the
her lips, and she burst into
t the king was at her foet.

The lu
sirain died away upon
tears. The next momen
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“You love me, Sophia'—say that you will be
mine—mine forever !

“Am I not thine already. What more do you
require 7

“ This lovely hand, in confirmation of your
vows,” exclaimed the king, respectfully pressing it
to his lips ; “I will not leave your feet Sophia, till
You promise to become my bride.”

““Madman !’ cried the princess, starting from her
seat ; ““your king could not demand more. Think
you, Adolphus, that Sophia of Mecklenburg will
stoop to a coronet, when she might wear a crown 1

Surprise, vexation, and disappointment, were
streagly depicied in the countenance of the king.
The mask slowly dropped, and his once adored So-
phia appeared in the hateful light of an artful and
intriguing woman. He stood on the edge of an
abyss covered with flowers, the chasm yawned at
his feet, and he shuddered at the gulf beneath.

Sophia beheld her power nearly at an end. 1If
ever she had loved, it wes the high spirited youth
before her, and re-seating herself, she tried to as-
sume a composure ill suited to the generally vivid dis-
play of her feelings—but it was her last resource.

“ You look surprised, Count Dahl—reflect a mo-
ment calmly, and you will cease to condemn me.”

She paused and covered her face with her hands,
as if anticipating his answer, but he was silent and
she continued :

“My country demands my hand as a political
sacrifice, and my unresisting person becomes the
property of the highest bidder. I shall receive for
my husband a man whom I never saw, and one
whom in all probability, when seen, I shall despisc.
But the unbought affections of the heart, no state
interest can chain ; they are at least my own, and
can you, noble Dahl, blame me for bestowing them
where inclination prompts me 9

She ceased speaking, and held out her hané to
the king, éccompunying the action with one of her
most lgcwiicfning smiles. He took it passively, but
the pressure was unreciprocal. The expression of
his counténance was changed towards her—a stern
serenily had superseded the gnimated glow of pas-
sion—he looked the king, and spoke like the judge
of a hardened and offending criminal.

“Is it possible, Sophia, that you, who possess
talents and beauty of no common order, would sa-
crifice your honour to the man you love ; and for

ke sake of power, (which you could never enjoy,)
sell your person to another. Ah, believe one who
speaks from experience, that the love of a true and
honourable heart would have rendered you happier
than the possession of a diadem !”

“Count Dahl I returned the princess, with a
scornful laugh ; “ you have suffered passion to de-
ceive you—ambition may conquer love ; but when,”
she continued with bitterness, ¢ did love ever con-
quer ambition ¥
B
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“ Tonight, madam,” replied the Swed, in a 101
equally haughty, “when the representagjve of oné
of the most ancient kingdoms in Europe offered .yoll
his hand in honoyrsile wedlock. I have vifi
every court in Germany, in the vain hope of me'e"
ing with a noble femaple, who was capable of feeli®$
a disinterested passion. Such a heart I thous
1 had found in the person of the beautiful and 3
complished Sophia of Mecklenburg. But what o8
I say of the woman who would uccept the maf sﬂd
refuse the husband. Madam, had I unseen offér°
you my crown, I should have succeeded better-”

He turned, and was gone.

““1t is the King of Sweden ! the hero of the norths
the brave high-minded Gustavus!” exclaimed "
phia, flinging herself back on the couch ang burd
ing into tears; “and I have lost him for eves !”

CHAPTER II.

Deserted, trampled, and alone

My spirit caught a sterner tone ;

My brain was fire !—on man I turn’d,
And stung the tyrant who had spurn’d,
And with vindictive fury huiled

My stormy passions on the world !

Agnes Strickland’s Worcests’ Fidd

D1sGUSTED with the unfortunate termination .
first love adventure, the king quitted MeCk[e“burd,
early the pext morning, and proceeded t0%®
Prandenburg, which was the last court he mea®
honour with his presence. His passion for
lovely and ambitious Sophia ended in strong © y
tempt; and his journey was spent in mela®
reveries on his late disappointment ; and he °
vented his indignation by railing aloud at the inc
staney and deceit of woman, to the no small 8% o
ment of his page, a laughter loving striplings ":‘v*
merry blue eyes and rosy cheeks, proclaimed 8 de
heart, and an inexhaustible fund of mirth and &
humour. , W‘

“ Why, your majesty bears your disappoint®:
with as little fortitude as a love lorn damsel @
teen. By this light, you could endure a defes w
field much better than being crossed in 10V6’ o
Jeige lord, if you go on at this rate I shall 6P, §
see you shame your doublet and hose by 87
tears like a woman.” ’w,,,”

““In truth my pretty boy, I deserve your °°‘L ok
replied the king, putting his horse on to & _pet
pace; “ to let such a trifle disturb my peac®” ' f
were you old enough to understand the 88 4
these things, you would find it no laughing %
be out witted by an artful woman.” g

“ Heaven comfort your mejesty under -’
tions,” said the provoking boy, laughing at the® iy
air with which the young hero of the nol"ch‘;“nl
ded his speech ; ““and send you a bosow ¢

9
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I the
be&ut;tnr of Brandenburg, in the praise of whose
Yoy coullgy lord Otho’s page was as eloquent as
Wy, feasonably expect such an animated log
EN
gk nd V:’l.lat did he say of the Princess Eleonora ¢
ity ﬂn;i\mg’ leaning forward with an air of curi-
« Dicrest,
"ﬂurnei;ireat deal for = youth of such few words,”
’°°mmend~the page. “ One of the men at arms was
Whe s Ing the beauty of yon black haired flirt,
g ucut such a hole in your majesty’s heart,
Youp - ma'n]y left, you to close up the wound at
q“ence’ ;: discretion, and in the plenitude of his elo-
lnindet;ompamd her to Cleopatra; and I in my
pa.rt o M‘ ought that your majesty was acting the
L‘"et, w]? rk Antony in disguise, when Nicholas
onipe O had never unclosed his lips during the
doy, l’i’ge-‘(cept to empty the contents of the hirlas
Srow]e, ;f“’n throat, suddenly became animated, and
Yoy like orth. By the massi you may talk as
ig of the fair face of the lady Sophia, but she

a
thi
10p when compared with the star of Bran-

deyy,
of
Wh e;:d’ and as chaste as the celebrated Lucretia,
e thmore than can be said of the haughty mis-
ok
N Tode onufou his lips, and putting spurs to his horse,
B‘)*‘d,' il he ]‘; some hours without uttering another
fandeyy, el'le]d the white spires of the city of
tin, urg glittering in the golden beams of the
~°|!ee”::"l:" and his reveries were dispelled by the
®ehy :o lasts of the horn, which were wafted by
thay ‘rt:&gh thc'green glades of an immense forest
% Yo the high road.
>§Pri.,g.my;"l hunt is held here today,” said the king,
Page "% TOm his horse and flinging the rein to the
‘J;r ; ark ! t?ey are calling home the stragglers,
o nfood Eric, to the city, and provide a lodging
by Party Bht, while I reconnoitre the Elector and
8 5 Ou foot.”
H, Ying he entered the forest.
My °rsen0t proceeded many paces, before the sound
Marg o ’f“PProaching al a furious rate, made him
%'le, dir the path, as a white steed with flying
Misheg by dted eychalls, and disarranged housings
he g
::“ th:;d:ri"g din of its hoofs had scarcely died
q emang Wo cavaliers, well mounted, rode up
oy a ded if a lady had passed that way, mount-
« “ a;,:hlte horse 7
frbut o l:he steed even now,” returned the king ;
Ragiy , - tide the rider, who lost saddle during its
eer, >
rorf"lo c:;he"s exchanged looks of alarm, and the
h‘\: Pagy E;—r exclaimed with some warmth.
U n;°ﬂom, I fear some dreadful accident
Ay, Are me:': ; such an event would kill my father ;
ieq the tion of her being missed has ng;rly
Senacs of the Elector. Fly to bim Ber-

l'g, who is b . .
as beautiful as Mariamne the wife |
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nard !”” he cgntinued, turning ts his companion, and
endeavour to Iull his apprehensions, while I search
this part of the forest. Perhaps,” he said, gracefully
raising his hunting cap and addressing himself to
Gustavus, ““this courteous stranger will assist
me 7’

The king readily complied with his request, and
Pjince George, (for it was the Elector’s eldest son,)
procecded to inform him, that his sister’s horse had
taken flight at the moment when the stag was
brought to bay, and had fled towards the mos‘:intri-
catc part of the forest, and all search for her at
present had proved fruitless.

The path which Prince George and his companion
had taken, at cvery step became narrower, and was
so thickly studded with trees, and intersected with
brushwoad, that the prince, unable longer to force a
passage for his horse, was obliged to dismount, and
iving his steed his liberty, proceeded with the Swe-
dish monarch on foot, carefully examining évery
thicket znd glen they passed, till the path suddenly
branching off in different directions, left the prince
in doubt which course to pursue.

<« We had better divide company,” said the king,
seeing him irresolute, ““you go to the right, and I to
the left, should you be successful in discovering the
princess, wind the horn which is suspended from
your baldric, and 1 will instantly rejoin you.”

« Your plan is reasonable, but we cannot adopt it

without personal danger.”

« How !” exclaimed Gustavus, beginning to enter-
tain strange doubts of his companion’s caurage 3
«what have we to fear? The shades of evening
are deepening through these gloomy woods, but I
should not suspect you, noble prince, of starting at
shadows.”

¢ The apparitions that haunt these vast forests,
appear towards nightfall in very substantial forms,”
said Prince George; “‘and should the moonbeams
chance to gleam on barred helins and coats of steel,
you will find to your cost, you had no immortal foes
1o contend with. To speak plainly, Sir Knight, for
such, from your bearing, I take you to be, the ground
we are upon, is infestcd with robbers.”

¢ Do the men of Brandenburg lack courage that
they suffer such a nuisance to exist so near a popu-
Jous city, without attempting to extirpate it 7

« Lyery possible means has been used to destroy
them, or discover their retreat ; immense sums have
been offered for the head of the Captain, who is known
by the name of Wolfenstien, or the Black Wolf of the
Forest, but to no purpose. With a handful of men,
he continues to set the laws of the land atdefiance;
and those who have dared to encounter him never re-
turned to relate the event of the combat.”

¢ | wish jt were my chance to meet Wolfenstien,
orest,” returned Gustavus,

alone in any part of the fc .
the colour mounting to his check ; “were he the
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devil, and we had fair play, I would not turn my
back on him.”

¢ Many have talked in the same strain, who were
not able to make good their words,” replied the
prince, more attentively surveying the kindling brow
and bold bearing of his companion ; and struck with
the fearlessness of his demeanour, more than once
suspected he was conversing with the dreaded ban-
dit himself. But the king considering his scrutiny
as an implicd doubt of his courage, answered with
some indignation :

“Now, by St. ITerbertus! I am no vain boast-
er 3 and will make good my words before the moon
which glimmers so brightly on our path is an hour
older. I swear on the honour of a true knight, to
restore the princes< to her father,or pring the head of
Wolfenstien in lieu of the lady !*

So saying he plunged among the trecs, leaving
Prince George confotinded at his rashness, and not
very weH pleased at finding himself solus in the depth
of the forest.

““ This Wolfenstien, must be a brave fellow,” said
the king, as he forced his passage through the trees,
“who can thus contend with a whole nation, yet
keep the place of his retreat unknown. By heaven,
I should estecm his friendship of more worth than
that of* half the court sycophants with whom I have
lately herded.”

While busieg in these refiections he descended a
rugged path between two hills, which terminated in
a lonely valley, through which a small but turbulent
stream poured its slender, waters. Wearicd both in
mind and body, the king sat down op a large stone,
and began seriously to revolve on the perils of his
situation, and the unpleasant prospect of spending
the rest of the night with the wild beasts of the
foresi. -

The romantic enterprize he had undertaken bega,
to wear a more serious aspect; and for the first
time he calmly asked himself, ¢ what business g,
king, the father of a brave aund loyal people, had so
far from his own dominions, and engaged in such
a wild adventure > From these unpleasant re-
flections he was roused by a female voice, speaking
near him in the tone of earnest supplication.

He sprang to his feet, and grasping his sword as
three armed men, leading a lady in a hunting dress,
emerged from the rocky defile through which he had
entered the glen.

I do not plead to you as robbers whose trade is
to kill,”” she said in a persuasive voice ; * for in that
case I should have smali hope of obtaining mercy at
your hands ; but I appeal to you as men, as fellow
creatures, possessing human hearts and human
feelings, and liable to all the ills and sorrows that
afflict mankind ; pity my present sufferings, restore
me to an aged father, by this time overwhelmed with
grief for my loss.”

“Lady, we arc not insensible to your tears, or
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deafl to your entreatics,”™ said the foremost robbets
“we are men whom circumstances have render®
desperate but not crucl.®

““If such be the case,” returned the weepin
“ you will grant my request ; 1 will secure you fro”
all punishment, and the Elector will amply re¥
Yyou for the mercy you extend to me.” &

“ Your supplications, noble maiden, must be
dressed to our captain—we are his followers, an
you are his prize.” e

The princess shuddered, and covered her fo ;
with her slender fingers, as if she already encol”
tered the glance of the dreaded Wolfenstien, ¥
Gustavus, springing forward and brandishing
his sword, exclaimed in the voice of one us€
command obedience :

1 will dispute your captain's claim—resig?
lady, or dread the vengeance of this arm !’ .

“We have much to fear from onc man ag4"
three, and that one a beardless stripling,” Said‘
former spokesman, with an ironical laugh
you my lady’s page, or my lord’s squire ? or W )
do you think, young sir, most likely to be Pr°
against a steel bullet, your gay riding cloak 0f ¢
coats of steel 2 ”

“ Many a soft garment.covers an iron heart*
retorted the king, laying with a side blow, the w
that held the princess insensible at his feet;
masters, how like you this rough play ?”

Exasperated at the sight of their comrade’s b
i the robbers resigned the fainting Eleonora 10 of
| bosom of her mother earth, and were in the 8¢, "
closing with the intrepid prince, when a stern Vo
from behind called loudly upon them to desist-

The robbers drew back with a low disconte”’
murmur, as a tall man in a dark hunting dres% wlr
pistols in his belt and a carbine across his shoulde”
Jjoined the hostile group. Lo

¢ How ! two to one, on that unarmed striPlfng "
he cried, sternly surveying the party; ““is this ;ﬂl
cording to ourrules ¢ Away to the south—Yo"
find more powerful-foes to contend with—1e3%®

g glrl b

o0

to cope with this stranger.” oF
The men siowly and sullenly retired, and

enstien, (for it was the bandit chief,) turning

king, said in a gay and careless tone : ot

“Sir Knight, shall we try our skill, and ¥
fair tilt fcr the lady 9 o
“ You have anticipated my wishes, bravé
law,” returned the ling; “I have pledg® el
knightly honour to restore the princess to her fs
or bring him your head-in lieu of the lady.”
The robber started, and for a few secol 4
veyed the youthful monarch with an air of tro¥
interest. k¥
“You have resigned too. much on one *” g
young valour—yet ’twere almost a sin to q1° ”'
darkness this gallant dawning of a gloriou® gob®
he continued in a thoughtful tone ; “rete™ -

ur
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'&()mh, nor
ey, provoke me to ah unequal combat—few

er ¢

T ene
Withoy ;““.lered the Black Wolf of the Forest
« at eeling his fangs.”

“ h;:lou and I, brave Zuski, have met before.”
th ; !pr" :.md where ? exclaimed the robber
| ing vz[,'g'"g forward, and grasping the arm of
Iy ¥ a ;}h convulsive energy ; * who calls upon
for )" he orgotten and dishonoured name? Your
. conti o
Sigh, is ﬁo"t_“.‘uc‘l’ relaxing his hold, with a heavy
e?“’ u"mamllmr to my eyes, your voicc to my
fince oblit emory only alive to my wrongs, has long
Siong 55 crated from my mind all other impres-

€

We

:re&ch &tmt ;“-Sured the length of our swords in the
. e .

:ﬂg; i thstormmg of Raunsburg,” returned the
?an., neq ne passage of the Nagutz, on the bloody
fee bt lr;t'll‘_m—you were then a suppliant at my
al), isdained to take the life of a brave and

tf Lenemy.”
€roj . 3 .
behold méc prince !” exclaimed the robber ; ¢ again
hag at your feet. I pleaded for life then, I

a .
Mg u‘:lfe and child, and they were very dear to
br"ken Now,” he continued, in a voice hoarse and
of lhose“;:{h the anguish which the recollection of
hay 0 liv.GIOVcd objects occasioned him,—* Zuski
. ng tie.”
“hile nl::xacd his shaking hand along his brow,
thy, rie;"Ory seemed to collect an age of misery in
N moment of time. The king was deeply
“« nE’e nd rajsed the robber from his fect.
dog nd:;"late Zuski! by what strange fatality
 leager ozave soldier, and an experienced general,
¢ our a band of lawless men %
Words. s Question, sire, can be answered in a few
fu, ° Teturned the Pole ; I served an ungrate-

: :sr;n’;y (;v:mt of success, and the mercy ex-
th: wi Sigis;: my family by your majesty, ruined
) truce o und ; T was accused of treason aflter
lk-l Was concluded, my goods were confiscated,

i sentenced to be broken on the wheel.

fegpey ' BS8istance of a few faithful friends; I el
m"harch rOScape’ but the vengeance of the enraged
tl“'&y coell upon my wife and child: They were
t;:i’hed wl;?}:'ed in the fortress of Raunsbur, and
e ' proc the severity of the season, being una-
tolg, ,If"e garments to protect them against
::ﬂv fo :10 tidings of their death, which was
ool my reae by an old domestic, for a time af-
Wie tender :011. ; and steeled my heart against
puth these, py eeling. Wandering hither, I fell in
o 2 0f o m‘f"e men, :}nd following the rash im-
',n: Ousang ind, smarting from the remembrance
_":kind.,, wrongs, became the general enemy of

Y
::i:n :C‘ta :’ms;;st :}?:"i;:_“e this wretc'hed mode of
«.l ye"cite " ing, whose interest was
« Se":e no other resource.”
Me, brave Zuski—I will not prove my-
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sell an ungrateful master—you would find a beard-
less stripling knew both how to command and value
his followers.” ’

The Pole pressed the king’s hand to his lips, and
his kindling cye spake unutterable thanks. But
anon the hand was relinquished—the joy that had
lighted up his fine energetic features passed away;
and a deep and settled gloom overspread his coun-
tenance. The k?l‘._g marked the sudden change with
surprise, and said in a reproachful tone :

¢ You reject my offer, Zuski—I am not worthy
then to be your friend 27

¢t were an honour too great to be bestowed
upon a degraded wretch like me,’” returned the rob-
ber, greatly agitated ; ““never shall it be said to
Sigismund, that Theodorc Zuski accepted a place
in the army of Sweden, or raised his hand against
his country—-and thesc brave fellows, who have
fought and bled with me, how can I abandon them ?
I have cast my 16t among them, and will not desert
my trust !

Before the king could answer his impetuous
specch, the robber plunged among the trees, and in+
stantly disappeafed; icaving the astonistied Gusta-
vus alone with the pfincess.

.
CHAPTER III.

And such the celouring fancy gave,
To a young, warm; and dauntless chief,
One who no more than mortal brave,
Fought (or the land his soul adored,
For happy homes and altars free ;
His only talisman the sword—
1is only spell:wort, liberty !
Moore.

s conversation with the robber, '
Eleonora recovered from her swoon and when, upon
glancing round the lonely glen, recollection slowly
returned, the horrors of her situation préssed so

forcibly upon her mi

During the king?

nd, that, shrouding her face in
her garments, she became totally uncdnscious of
what was passing rouhd her, and only alive to her
own fears. It was not till Gustavus took her hand,
and assured her of her safety, that she was able to
overcome her fears; and dispel the terrors of her
waking dream.”’

¢ Are those stern men indeed gone 7’ she mur-
mured half aloud, a3 raisifig her head from the folds
of her mantle she gazed timidly around her.

¢ You have nothing to dread from them, Eleonora
of Brandenburg; they will not return to trouble

you.”
« [ would fain thank you; generous stranger, for
the service you have rendered me,” returned the
put words would poorly repay you for the

princess ;
of my life and honour, both of which I

preservation
owe to your courage.”
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1
“The trifling servicz I rendered you haf been the | which you so bravely purchased at the risk of 1
means of introducing me to one of the loveliest | own.™ o
¢ An hour ago I should have deemed your hlglc‘
air of carcless gallantry ; ““and this fortunate cir- | ness’ thanks, and the honour of succouring 2 1o
cumstance more than repays me for the danger 1 ;ludy in disiress, a sufficient recompensc for
encountered with the robbers. I esteem this moment | poor services,” returncd the Swede ; ¢ but no™ 9
the happiest in my life.” ‘imve a request Lo make which deeply interests m:‘,
‘I perceive that my brave preserver is a knight | € Any favour which it is in my power to g
svell versed in the language of courts,” replied the | demand frecly and it is yours.” (¥
princess. ¢ Publish tomorrow, a free pardon to the out ie
obligation from him, I might place a harsh construc- | who range this forest, and I am satisfied,” 17
tion on that speech. But it is uscless,” she con- | the king. .
tinued; half cheeking a sigh, “to expeet the simple | The Elector who had anticipated an appli
language of nature, the unsophisticated s2afiments jof a very diffcrent nature, cast on his son &
of the heart, to proceed from the lips of # courticr. ' ful and enquiring cye.
Sir Knight, I th: uk you sincerely for the service you i ‘1t is the leader of the band! It is W
have rendered me.”  pimsell 1 said Prince George in a low tonés
This gentle reproof was not lost upon the king, ' Which was distinetly heard by all partics. .
and he instantly restrained the levity of his manner, | ¢ Tis false I excluimed a decp voic® g
His recent disappointment had made him conclude ; 3mong the trees, whose thrilling tones awok? &
that all women were like Sophia of Mecklenburg, | lonely echoes of the forest, and carried a‘f“‘]'; o
and to win their favour he must address them in a édismay into cvery hearer’s bosom ; cach man & w
strain of flattery: The modest and dignified ap—ifea"f““)’ ‘"‘m."d, and instinctively gl‘-SSPCd h’:i“
pearance of the young female beforc him, calied |Pon- The king alone was calm, while the P!
forth his respect and admiration, and he continued ULtering a faint scream, flung her arms fou”
to examine the slehder form and delicate features of | father and buried her face in his bosom,

the princess, with an air of curiosity and interest, | whispered in b’roken accents. 1
. s [T -0t af
long after she ceased speaking. Tis he! ’tis the voice of that dreadlu b

’tis Wolfenstien.  He it was who stopped the e

f white Theseus, and gave me in?
beauty, but she possessed an elegance of figure, and ! c;?r: Zi‘ h"‘; s:tern r;sl::;r:n g: crant the noble
a grace and majesty of deportment, truly noble. | 5 ' . s tle

° Jesy P o MW stranger’s request, my father ! pardon the 0¥
No one could behold her without interest, but her ; and l:avé this frightful place.”
g .

princesses in Germany,” returned the king, with an |

“Had I not recently received sucli an |

cati®
oﬂbt'

oll'cn-"tic‘:

23"

hef
he

ws

¢
i¢

Elconora of Brandenburg was not a sparkling |

complexion was too fair and pale to strike the spec- !

tator &t a first glance with admiration. Her fea-
tures were cast in the mould of faultless beauty, but
they were as colourless and pure as those of a mar-

ble statue, save the ruby lip, which still trembled |

with agitation, and the decp azure eye, in whose
long dark silken lashes the large tears lingered like
dew-drops on the half closed buds of the violet.
The profusion of fair unbound tresses, that
floated over her shoulders, and waved round her face,
served to increase its ﬁaturnlly pensive expression.

With unaffected easz she accepted the arm of the
king, and was on the point ofleaving the glen, when
the trampling of horscs, and the frequent blasts of
the horn, proclaimed the approach of friends ; and
the Elector and his sons, heading a large party of
nobles and gentlemen, arrived on the spot.

On beholding the dead robber, and his rash com-
panion supporting the princess, Prince George,
was convinced that he had made good his promise,
while the Elector distnounted from his steed, em-
braced his daughter with strong emotion, and turn-
ing to the king, expressed in warm terms the grati-
tude he felt for the service he had rendered her.

¢ How shall a father repay you for the life of his
child 2 he said, grasping the king’s hand; “a {ife

I “T must first lcarn by whom this grace to & b::r,
f of lawless freebooters is required?’” said the Ele

| sternly surveying the king.

| ““Not by the Captain of a band of robbers

9 1

ile
iturned the king, hardly able to suppress the' ’m;:o
{that played round his lips ; ¢ my sword has h"‘heb
i been employed in honourable warfare. A gwed? od
birth, I bear the ancient name and title of pahl, ®
am well known as the friend and follower 0
young Gustavus !

This frank avowal succeeded in restoring ®
fect confidence among the parties. »
“Your fame has reached us, brave counts
the Elector; “you are welcome to our cou™,
we shall feel ourselves honoured by the friends o
' so accomplished and brave a cavalier. Yet m’m
not that I hesitate in granting your strange feq?‘ #t
surely,” he continued glancing round the gle
have tracked the wolf to his lair. This P"ce’ong
completely fortified by nature, must be his 4 of
hold ? What say you gallants shall we to horse’tb’

lay in ambush here, and charge in perso? o
encmy 77 o Ypﬂ‘

“To horse!” returned Prince Georgée '
have passed your word of honour to the €O u;ﬁ
grant any favour you had in your powe

per

saii

1
o
o
9

r to be?
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g},
e
dyy, has well earned so poor a recompensc for the

g
cfe;s he encountered.”
ing cﬁl:he scandal his good name has reccived, in
the (in ‘Sed among thieves and vagabonds,” said
e:),r.mc.lulging; in a hearty laugh.
for “‘Ilur;ﬁcc coloured deeply, but remained silent,
Mgy wit ¥ ofa gay and joyous disposition, he was
The | h himself for having acted so uncourteously.
gy eli’l;:ccgs having been zccommodated with
fro ayo orse, the king accepted the same favour
fing ot ung “.Ob]emun, who resigned for his use a
W gy €r, while he mounted a steed belonging to
Gustndam. o
Perij, :"}:’S left the princess to recount her past
tl()n ith ;"‘falhcr, while he entered into conversa-
Mep as Tinee George and his brother. The for-
defision. nxious to make some apology for kis hasty
:\,V
c°unt eDhi‘)"e given you an uncourteous welcome,
by, ina l 5 but when a brave knight travcls
meeti,,‘, .d“guise, he must not be surprised at
-« :’o‘rv“h strange adventures.”
dit Chiep ”arriving at the honour of becoming a ban-
Z‘ld “'°U’ld ;E:l;:;ncd thc ki.ng, who loYed humour,
" W it gy ca J(.)l\c till he.wore it th tatters.
tur, You ™ my fair complexion and diminutive
& “1 cou] anticipated such terrible things 2
J Minge d be f:mm no personal disadvantage,”” said
P"'ﬂpqmw: glancing as Le spoke at the slight but finely
thy . ed figure of his provoking companion,
t«y '°an odd whim entered my head.”
lld"-’xn wme assure your highness, that my personal
the e°:s are small indeed when compared with
. “ " ™M and noble bearing of Wolfensticn.”
) leap; ve seen him, then 2 exclaimed both prin-
“ av"g eagerly forward.
::d u 0:::,::“‘1 conversed with him, Heis a brave
; ate man, whom I have met before under
\ i o:,r::,l,]t circumstances.”
l‘:l'pﬁae. . ; {Cxc‘laimed Prince George, in a ton
Vi;iw ¢ is not a stranger to you then, who
3
Qo;“ u);:‘gcﬁ;lcounter tonight 77
n’ennf, C He thor zattlc, fighting gloriously for his
"‘an’ c"minu;]n t‘orc jznothe.r name—yes g::‘rltlcf-
°uu; 0 is noy L;w ]kmg, with em.otmn, this
You ¥ gave le' cader of a solitary band of
iy Mve word of command to thousands ;
bep, - Neard of the brave General Zuski—this

]

Y l"lck .

n:iwela:::l the solemnmity of the king’s manner,
Bq) ) 1hee O.f the military talents of the unfortu-
e, °mmup-r ’"cef rode on in silencc. Eachap-
thy edeeply ; ning with his own thoughts, and both
«’ Suy er ¢ :tef’ested in the fate of the outlaw, till

Yo are ning to the king first broke silence.
‘nl,‘nczte 2 Swede, Count Dahl, and this cir-
t
8ervice you have rendered her. She is

(3

e of'i‘I which the Elector

at P
'Tie? where did you meet with him pre-

will, ;
i, in the mind of Eleonora, greatly |

enamoured with the rising glory of your northera
star, and I doubt not that you will be duly cate-
chised to give an exact description of his person,
manners and pursuits.”

¢ Indeed 1 exclaimed the king, an indiscribable
feeling of delight fluttering at his heart; ©what can
have given rise to such an extraordinary preposses-
sion in favour of our youthful monarch 2

“My sister is a romantic girl,” said Prince
George ; “her imagination is lively, and her fecl-
ings partake of the vivid colouring of her mind.
She turns from scenes of dissipation and pleasure,
to pore over the pages of antiquity, to weep at the
fall of some favourite hero, or to triumph in his
success. You will therefore cease to wonder that
the cnterprising Gustavus should attract her atten-
tion—in him she fancies she sees fulfilled all her
visionary ideas of greatness, and during his late
wars with Denmark and Poland, her cagerness to
 hear the dispatches, often drew upon her the raillery
of the whole court.

« Dear, noble girl 1”’ sighed Gustavus; “ here is
at last a mind in unison with my own—I must en-
deavour to win this young ardent heart, so capable
of love, and so worthy of being beloved.”

The king was so highly flattered by this trait in
the princess’ character, that he sank into a pleasing
train of reflections, from which he vainly essayed to
raise himself, till the hollow trampling of the horses
hoofs striking on the stone pavement of the court,
reminded him that he was before the elcctoral
palace.

The king followed an obsequious atiendant
through a long suite of splendid apartments, which
were to be appropriated to his use, without regard-
ing a passing object, so completely were his thoughts
ngrossed by the fair Eleonora and the events of the
At length, remembering that it was just poa
he princess might appear at the banquct,
gave that night to the nobles of
ispatched a messenger to the hostlery
who arriving with his portmanteau,
| assisted in arranging his royal master’s dress, to the
. best possible advantage. The king’s adventures in
I the forest had travelled to the city before him, and
master Eric was very loquacious in ennumerating
, the foes he had encountercd, and the dangers that
“had beset him.

! The king was at first hizhly amused by the mou-
istrous cxazgerations of the affair. According to
' Eric’s account, he had slain six robbers with his
hand, and taken Wolfenstien prisoner. At
tired with the repetition of these wonders, he

e
' day.
i sible that t

| his court, he d
.for his page,

rown
Iength,

said :
|« Prithee, peace 20
mind and body, and n

i ten to your prattle.”’ .
!« No wonder,” returned the persevering page ;

labours would have fatigued Her-

od Eric, I am fatigued both in
ot in 2 humour tonight to lis-

¢ your majesty’s
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cules himsell—St. Herbertus never performed such
a miracle, in the days when miracles were in
fashion, and Sweden still bowed beneath the yoke of
Rome. Six men, armed cap-a-pie, they were
enough to have caten your majesty.”

¢ Nothing less than an ox would have appeased
the hunger of such doughty champions as you dos-
cribe,” said the king, laughing; *°i
proved a very unsubstantial repast to these Goliahs ;
but I pray thec, doar boy, heve done with thy focicry

shoudd have

andvassist me in 2djusting this sword-knot.”

This important affair settled, the king, with some
perturbation of mind, joined the revellers in the
banquetting hall ; but as no females appearcd, he
rightly concluded that the rest of the night was de-
voted to the orgics of Bacchus.

The song and the jest went round with the wince
cup, and Gustavus being loudly called upon by
Prince George, to give the company a specimen of
his national poctry, he readily complicd with the re-
quest, and sang, in a finc manly voice, a war song,
which, in the days of his great predecessor, Gustavus
Vasa, had echoed from vale and mountain, kad been
chaunted in the halls of kings, and resounded in the
gloomy depths of the mines of Dalcearlia.

THE WAR SONG OF THE DALECARLIANS.

The war trump has sounded—the word has gone
forth,

To rouse from despair the brave sens of the north s

Thy children, O Sweden, have broken their chain,

And the summons is pealing from mountain and
plain.

The earth in her bosom no more shall confine,

The frce-born of heaven in the depths of the mine :

We will burst their stern prison and Lring to the
light,

The cxiles who languish in bondage and night.

We have sworn to avenge on the murderer’s head,
The blood of our kindred, inhumanly shed ;

When the infant and mother were hurled in the wave,
And found in the ocean’a refuge and grave.

Awake ye who slumber ! the hour is at hand,
When frecdom shall smile on the war-wasted land ;
A prince is your lcader, who never will yield,
While a grave can be won in the breach or the field !

As Gustavus concluded the triumphant strain, his
eyes sparkled, a nobie cntnusiasm overspread his
countenance, and the eyes of all presenl were in-
tentively turned upon him. ‘

¢“1 no longer worder that your monarch is al-
ways victorious,’ said the Elector ; * when he leads
such hearts as thine, brave Duhl, to the field.”

The first broad rays of the summer sun flung
their red light on the marble pavement of the hall,
before the Elector rose and broke up the party, and

LITERARY
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,f
Gustavus retired to rest, with a mind teo maueb ¢
cited to expect any favour from the drowsy g"d'
(To be conciuded in our next.)

(ORIGINAL.)

HILDYS LANMMEWT.

11 N
THE CH!
v ho eulled me once his ¢ darling boy,”
1 his hope, his futurs joy,

Axd made me many a pretty toy 2

.
Al
s pride,

My Fathe”

And who would take me out to ride,
And place me by his own dear side,

And soothe me, when from fear ¥ cried
My Fathe”

And who would go with me to play,
And toss me on the new mown hay,
And laugh and sing so very gay ?

My Fathe"”

And when we met a strange poor lad,
So pele and wan, and mearly clad,
Vho zave him bread to muke him glad ?
My F;lboy

And when I stroked thy gallant grey,
And saw thee ride so swift away,

Ah, little thought 1 of toda; 2
» oug Ys hly F’-"bd

But scon tlrose hours of glee were o’ery

And all looked sad who smiled before,

When thou could’st ride end play no morés
My Fd

And many a tear for thee was shed,
And many a word of sorrow said,
When it was known that thou wert deady oo
Yes, thou art gone, and others stray
Around those pleasant ficlds, they say,
Where you and I were wont to play,

My Foib

But oh, I never can forget
To think of thee, with fond regret,
Whose proudest hopes on me were ;Zt; pamer'-

And when at night I bend my knee,
P’ll pray to God that T may be

All that was fondly wished by thee,
My Feo

1 will not cause my mother pain,

Nor let her cares all prove in vain,

And then in Heaven we’ll meet agoil S0
wy B

.
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To e EDUCATION.
Sive him"“’ 8 man is to unfold his faculties, to
the free and full use of his powers, and

3peq; ¢
inte“;i?yt hls_ best powers. It is first to train the
l:ﬁm in t;] 0 give him a love of truth, and to instruct
Iy f&i: l};’f'0cess by which it may be acquired. It
i ° wei Im tt? soundness of judgment, to feach
SOty zlgh evidence, and to guard against the
O gy Ources ('lf error. Itisto give him a thirst
“”'Ouu ]nge, which will keep his faculties in action
Outwarg ife. It is to aid him in the study of the
Yienge, world, to initiate him into the physical
iy tl'ad’ 50 that he will understand the principles of
X e::o: busine?s, and will be able to comprehend
eyes, Ietm'l which are c?minunlly passing hefore
"“&tur 18 .to m'ake him zequainted with his
of itaprg ¢, to give him that inost important meens
Yement, self-comprehension.

e

L HOW TO GET ON.

. Jon
h? e, l:nZOU see 1 said Bobj; ““lhe goesup to a
e With:s the _‘"C“. bell, pokes a packet of medi-
Walkg off ‘:t a direction into the servant’s hand, and
er : beI‘Yant takes it into the dining parlour;
U bed.y; Pens 1& readls the label, ‘draught to be taken
Powge, l[n«‘e‘pm’ as before—letion as usual—the
Y Pres r?m. Sawyer’s, late Nockemorf’s. Physici-
Teat op it Criptions carefully prepared ;' and all the
ll;g - Shows it to his wife—shc reads the label;
r

s
t
Ogg
Jext d:y 0:"" to the servants—tlicy-read the label:
;;‘“len,e b: € boy calls : “Very sorry—his mistake—
‘h. a‘,Vye:mess—great many parcels to deliver—
t}: ® gets 8 °°m|’!|m,zentg—]atc Nockemorf.” The
bee Medieq) nown, and that’s the thing, my boy, i
ey a way ; bless your heart, old fellow, it’s
;‘Ve g0t 0':‘ all the advertising in the world. We

ses Be.mur‘ounce bottle thai’s been to half the

ristol, and hasn’t done yet.”

—————— e

PRAIRIE SCENES.

Dever .
:‘t}l ::X 's‘fhﬁfm, (not desolation,) to compare
b OHS::?“O" of a settler on a wide prairic. A
of degg ate n th? middle of Satisbury plain would
o treeg ne; ‘_& single housc on a prairie has clumps
lr“When,i t it, rich fields sbowt it; and flowers,
tay, . 1% and running water at hand.  But wien

ag !
! Eltler’s chilg tripping out of hoime-bounds, |-

.Y .

it Jog feei];ng that it never would get back again.
1:"“‘3- ke putting out into Lake Michigan in a
Y Makey ne S0l round the dwellings is very rich.
l"lui, e dust, it ic so cntirely vegetable. It
‘;:Kely} an;ely to be once turned over to produce
%; As e at present, it appears to be inexhausti-
.~e ike Wll’mceeded’ the scencry became more and
Ry 02t all travellers compare it to, a bound-
Park.  The grass was wilder, the occa-
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i sional footpath not so trim, and the single trees less

majestic ; but no park ever displayed anything equal
to the grouping of the trees, within the windings of
the blue, brimming river Aux Plaines.”—Miss Mai-
tineau.

WANT OF SYMPATHY.

Ir people would but consider how possible it is to
inflict pain and perpetrate wrong, without any posi-
tive intention of doing either, but merely from cir-
cumstances arising throuzh inadvertence, want of
sympathy, or an incapability of mutual comprehen-
sion, how much acrimony might be spared ! half the
quarrels that embiiter wedded life, and half the sepa-
rations that spring from them, are produced by the
parties misunderstanding cach other’s peculiarities,
and not studying and making allowanee for them.
Hence, uninientional omissions of atlention are
viewed as intended slights, and as such are resented ;
these indications of resentment for an unknown of-
fence appear 2n injury to the unconscious offender,
whe, in turn, widens the breach of affection by some
display of petulance er indifference, that not unfre-
quently irritates the first wound inflicted, until it be-
comes incurable. In this manner often arises the
Ginal separation of persors who might, had they more
accurately examined cach other’s hearts and disposi-
have lived happily together.— Lady Blessiagton.
—_—re—
LONG BRESKFAST

A farmer observing his servant a long time at
breakfast, said, ¢ John, you, make a lorg breakfast.”
« Master,” auswered Joha, ¢ g cheese of this size is
not so soon caten as you would think of.”

R
RIrVENCE.

A person DLeing asked why he had given his daugh-
or in marriage 10 @ wan with whom he was at
enmily, answered, ¥ did it out of pure revenge.”

e e e

tions,

EARLY RISING.
Richardson, the autior of ¢ Clarisea,”’ &ec. used lc
cenee and early rising among his work-

encourage diii
at nigh' ,somctimes money and some-

men, by leaving
times fruit in the letter boxcs.
-
Wien mutuai love is not attainable, it may be 2
ther, on tae whole, it be better to love
I would say that both sexes are equally
¢d ; but that man is more especi.
oman to be loved.

question whe
or be foved.
sorthy of being lov
ally formed to love—W!
-——‘—”"__—————
There is nothing s0 <bsurd or unreasonable in itself,
as may not be recoaciled toour minds by the magic
influence of fashion 3 while, on the other hand, there
ble as may not become ridicu-

is nothing so reasona
lous, if it receive not the sanction of the same omni-

potent chief.
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ITATION FROM CAMOEWS.

Ow
‘Vis}?& When faney wings her flizht,
Som that T eould be
wnfll}ilrdxan spirit of the light,
0 thee through the day and night,

1d cheer thy destiny.

OW gy
To ov“cet, when evening shades were near,
" Cr round thy bed,
roug
To l‘ea(t’uch the hours of darkness drear,
K he unhcard by mortal ear,
0d blessings on thy head.

By :
i poOhé (than this) far dearer still,
o aave"tto me were given,
T, ot hee from each earthly ill,
thee God’s most holy will,

4
0d lead thy steps to Heaven.
E. M. M.

THE CHILDLESS WIDOW.

M .
4 ::Jl sweet child ! my own sweet child!
at o er mt?re shall see
ooge of. innocence, so mild,
up in love to me!

Thy, we
ol rt my pretty bird of joy,

¥ on linet of my breast,
e silver tongue so sweetly sung
Y mother’s carcs to rest.

Y own sweet child ! : hild !
saw gy ild! my own sweet child +
Cojp ela e worin of death
" ™Mmy round thy pallid brow ;
nk thy dying breath !

Y b
" hy of hope, my bird of spring !
Wy a:i‘lven thou hast flown,
gels thy sweet notes to sing ;

beﬂutiful! my own !
J.W. L.

THE AVGEL'S WING.

BY J. S. LOVER.
WWhen by the evening’s quict light
There sit two silent lovers,
They say, while in such tranquil plight,
An angel round them hovers ;
And further still old legends tell,—
The first who breaks the silent spell,
To say a soft and pleasing thing,
Hath felt the passing angel’s wing.

Thus a musing minstrel stray’d
By the summer occan,
Gazing on a lovely maid,
With a bard’s devotion :—
Yet his love he never spoke,
Till now the silent spell he broke :—
The hidden fire to flame did spring,
Fann’d by the passing angel’s wing !
<1 have loved thee well and long, !—
With love of Heaven’s own making !—
This is not a poet’s song
But a true heart’s speaking :
I will love thee, still untired !’
He felt—he spoke—as one inspired—
The words did from Truth’s fountain spring,
Upwaken’d by the angel’s wing !
Silence o’er the maiden fell,
Her beauty lovelier making ;
And by her Dlush, he knew full well
The dawn of love was breaking.
It came like sunshine o’er his heart !
e felt that they should never part,
She spokc-and oh!~the lovely thing
Had felt the passing angel’s wing.”
i
THE PULPIT.
There stands the messenger of truth—there stands
The legate of the skics ¢ His theme divine,
His office sacred—his credentials clear.
By him the violated law speaks out
fts thunders ; and by him in strains as sweet
As angels use, the gospel whispers peace.
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OUR TABLE.

OR THE MAN OF IIONOUR,—BY
LADY LYTTON BULWER.

Clever as this work undoubtedly is, we cannot
award to it a high share of praise. Containing much
that is interesting and truth-like, it is o blended
with improbability and exaggeration, that its moral
character is lost. Properly speaking, indced, it is
net a novel 5 but a fictitious narrative, founded upon
the family broils of the lady and her husband,
towards whom she evinces so much of pique——n‘ay
of revenge,—that she someiimes forgets the delicacy
most becoming in her sex, and frequently indulges in
displays of acrimonious feeling, which mar the
interest of the book by drawing the thoughts of the

CHEVELEY

reader towards the private wrongs or errors of the |

fair author.

Sacred, indecd, must be the ties which link two
trusting beings in loving fellowship tozcther, and
though dissensions creeping in, may burst asunder
the golden hands, the heart must be truly cold and
callous, which can bury all the sweet remembrances
of the glorious past—the unforgotten hours of sunny
youth and love. If every hallowed fecling be not
entombed, memory must ¢ sometimes rekindle the
star,”” and point to these “ greener spots™ in life’s
drcary waste.

Poets of ali times have sung these hallowed loves,
and too many there are who have felt, with Coleridge,
that

“To be wroth with one we love
Doth work like madness in the brain,”
and the beautiful words of the same author will well
express the undying character of the regrets which
must track the course of those who, having once
loved, are torn {rom each other.
They stood aloof, the scars remaining ;
Like rocks which had been rent asunder
A dreary sea now flows betwceen,
But neither heat, nor frost, nor thunier,
Shall wholly do away I ween
The marks of that which once hath been.

It is vain to imaginc that pride will conquer ltove,
and teach the ““widowed-living” to “let the past
as nothing be.” The brow may be wreathed with
gladness,—the lip may speak only of bliss,—and the
car may drink tales of flattery and fame, but “’tis a
sad mockery all.” Apart from, nay even when
mingling with, the glittering throng, the soul is
gnawed by the *worm which dieth not,”

The cheek may be tinged with 2 warm sunny smile,
Though the cold heart to ruin runs carkly the while.

There is no “story cf the hzart” which does not
tell how indelible are these affections—which does
not prove that the poet poured out the words of truth
when he said that,
¢ Like a vase in which roscs have once been distilled,

You may break, you may ruin the vase if you will,
But the scent of the roses will hang round it still.”

THE LITERARY GARLAND.

Byron was proud, haughty to a fault—yet °':
his proud spirit bent to her with whom he had 0"
drank the brimming cup of bliss, and whom he ca“’s
not renounce and live—f{or, to 2 soul like B)'ron;
existence is not life. There are many of u$
may be too sclfish to regret that the aflections ©
noble bard were so early and so cruelly blig
for nothing clse would have ealled forth the ste )
wild, and dreadful, but splendid and beautiful €
tions of his mind ; yet cven his mighty name
dearly won. 5ad must have been the heart whic
following stanzas picture.

“Yet, oh yet, thyself daceive not,
Love may sink by slow decay,

But, by sudden wrench, believe not
Hearts can thus be torn away :

¢ Still thine own its life retaineth,
Still must mine, though bleeding, beat
And the undying thought which paineth,
Is—that we no more may meet.

“ These arc words of deeper sorrow,
Than the wail above the dead ;
Bath shall live, but every morrow,

Walke us from a widowed bed :

* » - * * -

.

“ Lvery feeling hath been shaken 5
Pride, which not a world could bows
Bows Lo thee — by thee forsaken,
Even my soul forsakes me now ;

¢ But ’tis done—all words are idle,
Words from me arc vainer still 3
But the thoughts we cannot bridle,
Force their way without the will.”
It may be that the unforgiving spirit which € g
"acterises the work of Lady Bulwer, is prOme
Idesire to hide even from herself the UM ”
{ thought which paineth.”” We can scarcely belie
| otherwise 5 nor can we supposc it possiblc ¢ aruit!
can do less than mourn deeply in sceret t ca ]
of early loves—the hopeless blasting of the P fof
choicest treasure. Let her be kindly judg ’(oﬂ
evidently the pen which produced the work eer(ui
us did not obey the impulse of a happy oF ch
spirit.

The principal interest of the story is foud
the loves of Mowbray, the man of honoufs
Countess de Clifford, a lady of surpassing
whose husband degrades himself by treating ec;i’
young bride with brutal harshness. They Teaﬁuf'
Milan, where Mowbray has gone upon 2 P

e, ™
Al
tour, accompanied by a friend named S¢% ]

ot
loves a sister of the Lerd de Clifford. Th; 1P mﬂ"
of the beautiful Countess is well drawn, 8"
following words : ‘sfﬁr;l:l;
“Lady De Clifford was taller than her Sy pe
beauty was altogether of a different kind * upo?
and the manner in which it was placed Y
Fanny .
rfogh

shoulders, was quite as classical as 5
then the contour was more that of JuP
Psyche. Her features, too, were small Y?sw’l;

a little—a very little less Greek than her 3! d"‘ﬂ,‘
mote piquant, with a nose that I can 0P

in§
ds¥ ‘

ded "po:
nﬂd 'f;

au¥’
b'f, [

it
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by oo
Clling 14 o
E‘af :)"’g(;ieplgmmmatic: itcould not have belonged
°nl|ng quﬂenj‘vkc:‘ to a dull person. There was some-
) ¥ for i ke about !wr, but then it was her air
%_l Nelingg f:llgh dazzling was the word every one
“ll“-? as muc}? fll.),ply to her appearance, yct she had
. the oy 1:r\,tl‘lncss as beauly ; that isy she had
N elty \vum.m(‘ delicacy and fascination of a merely
bepv:rt‘em v ‘;‘", with all the dignity and splendour of
lh(; 0 bewmuul one. In short, prettiness might
ir effy e ihe detail of her features, and beauty
the lue s | ilcrlcycs were * durkly, deeply, beauti-
Khem’ 'éilv’e . l‘l\ll t e lux}g (IurlF fringes that shadowed
bril 1'00 . doA- urillo-like softuess to her cheek when
. h&ut’ had wn 3 her complex.on would have been
Q.Se clangy | it not c‘hungcll alinost as often us the
f::h ’QSSim:“u‘,m Italian sky ; f_or it varicd as though
i 5 s OLISI\L reflected its shadow upon her
Qnag Mation nouth .gnd teeth would have bullled the
dhey Smi of'a painter, or the description of'a poci 5
eq mile was bright, ’
When ny f;xé'r]]alfe that the breeze is upon.
th: o the :(b' into dimples and laughs in the sun.
5o Mildegy (T'red!C'SP strength of character she uniied
%rar ar lS‘lfosxtmn, and withal was what her sex
ﬁould boasti’ though witty, wise.” Few women
he:’; et “,ase?.‘s’dlxd and almost universal informa-
ign\"‘) an there nothing of the *¢ precieusc”” about
ma:ra ce 0[‘(‘:3‘)': a't display—no contempt for the
Pq,iners what ‘u_‘s 3 in short, zood sense did for her
‘l‘lal{i e h.rbhglo_n did for her character—blent,
"b[,n"f Witho armonized each separate or opposing
wlhusl ey ut the main springs ever ruggedly or
em ) 2PPearing to taunt others with their lack

Yk
e 0‘,:,2‘;"‘1"055 of the husband naturally increases
?;r’“it his ﬁfow’_’”‘l% and predisposes the wifc to
Vihechi"ﬂlr(,u delicate attentions” without reproof.
bey 1 Of the ds honour of the wooer and the stern
) o'y% What a'me, hO"chcr, prevent any intercourse
h‘e.m sea is permitted by the world, and the
M:lng’ asp: from the furnace of passion, without
,'he"’bray av};e Wo.rld goes, greatly sinned : albeit,
b Eqy has ws his love, upon an occasion when
Tuta); y gone to a masquerade,which some of his
W ile Fhr cvents the Countess from attending.

othe, % €se scencs are cnacting on, the continent,
;:d’ i goi:l::ha." similar, but immeasurably more
h:ﬁan s has fnl n E"g‘.ﬁﬂ.d- Mary Lee, a beautiful
‘hlo n eav(,ua len a vnc.txm to the arts of the Early
kia:r“clim b rsf;‘o .Oblam a husband for his miser-
ey ed ”Pirity Offering a dowry with her hand, to a
N in the neighbourhood. Poor Mary is
o‘;:l OHSiO"d “ reason’s utmost goal,” and the
.%p’ing_ n,ll‘:‘“c? his v.illainy by repudiating ber
&ndewhlll. 0v? Plcf-ure is a sad one, and although
g ¢rstrained, contains much eloguent

inln . ifu} la“guage.
“ntr;d ee:‘;':e of this unholy cpisode, the reader is
%nntantllion gypsey tent, during the progress of
t skt There is in this the due apportion-
ulls and coffins, with slain birds and

€,

“c :.O.nd all the L |
W, P grg parapharnalia requisité fo'r the
\g,,‘ atyey o dark magician. The magic circle,

Mgy Of course, is tenanted by « Mory Lee

® Brindal, the former in the black dress

1 were brown,
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and Quaker-like cap she always wore her fair heir
parted on her high, clear forehcad ; her eheeks
colourless, but still with that sort ¢f pale bloot that
is secn in a Provence rosc 3 her mouth was the only
citadel that Liealth had not deserted —it was full and
rich as ever ; the beautitully curved, short vpper lip,
gently perled Mo a twin cherry, from the red pouting
under one—yes, health scemned as though it clung to

——Those yet cool lips, to share
The last pure life that lingu’d there.

fler small, white, and ulmost shadowy hands wers
crosscd upon hee bosom, and she peered iuto the
depths of her,companion’s wild prophetic
cyes, us though time and eternity were to be read
within them. Through the almost Ethiopian dark-
w ~F Madge Brindul’s cheek was a rich red glow,
lile wnat of fire against 4 ridnight sky; her profile
led in the most perfect Greek outline 5 the

was chisel
mouth was handsome; but somewhat sensual—but

then the tecth within it were s0 pearl-like and costly,
onder it secmed like a little cpicurean ; her
eyes were large, dark,and lustrous in the extreme, and
would have been ficree, but that they werc curtained
with lashes, so leng and so soft, that they almost made
one sleepy to luok at them the brows above them
+, and intellectual ; her hair, which

were low, straight,
was of that purple black,seldom secn but on a raven’s

was braided back bencath a red handkerchief,
¢ [ashion of an clderly Roman
2bove the middle size, her full
izht have been heavy had it
She wore a short

mysterious

that now

wing,
put on alter th
Contadina ; not much
and voluptuous figure m

been less perfeetly moulded.
elazed, stufl’ petticoat, with a short bedgown

green, g
ped calico, the slecves of which

of bright red stri
were now turned up, displaying a beautifully rounded
arm, singular’y white compared to ber hands, which

and rather coarse—this being rendered
the more apparent by being covered with very showy,
but trumpery looking gold and silver rings, glittering
with colored stones; on her feet were bright blue
worsted stockings, without shoes 3 and just before
(hem was placed a small brazier, from which issued
a thick, dense smoke, as cver and anon Madge threw
into it with her left han
with her right she waved over it a green cypress
branch, repeating at the samc time some low, unin-
telligible words.”

This may, however, be considered a digression
from the main plot, cxcept as illustrating the cha-
racter of the Earl. Wec must now return te the

narrative.
Mowbray is the heir 0

of Cheveley, bY whose de

d some mystic powder, while

f a nobleman, the Marquis
ath he succeeds to the title
and estates. By this event he is necessarily com-
pelled to tear himself away from the fascinationi of
the Lady Clifford, t0 whom he addresses a letter,
explaining his situation. Her answer, in which she
urges him to depart, iy not without dclicacy and
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beauty.  We cannot do better than extract her

letter @

¢ Do not suppose that in returning your letter 1
do so in anger.  No, it contains nothing to warrant
any fecling of displcasure on my part, beyond, per-
haps, the abstract circiunstanee of its being addressed
to me—for which, after all, I ean only blame myself
on tie countrary, your truth and candour deserve und
demand a sinnjar return from me—and they shall
have it.

¢ Know then, weak and culpable as the confession
may be, that my utter inability to destroy, alone
induces e to return it —lkeep it I dare not—not be-
causc jt will be imprudent, but because it would be
sinful.  Would I could divest mysell of all remem-
brance of you, as easily as I resign these outward
tokens. But, alas! the very cffort to forget only
rivets afresh every link in the chain of memory—
Lut all that rests with me to do, shall be done. The
little leaf which betrayed to you the seeret with which
it had been entrusted, I now return 5 do not destroy
it—to do so would be useless, for the inscription on
it is but a copy, the original is engraven on my
heart. 1 have not stooped to the subterfuze or affec-
tation of denying what accident divylged to you, for
I feel that with a natore so generous, so honourable
as yours, to show you all the frailty and weakness
of my heart is the best way, not only of securing
your forbearance, but of obtaining your protection
and assistance against mysclf.

“ You talk of remaining with us during the rest
of our journcy, of being of use, of being a d=fence to
me j—alas ! this would be cruel kinduess, ‘false rea-
soning all.”  Now that the veil has been rent from
our hearts, and the filin has fallen {rom our cyes, what
would become of our firmest resolve 2 how would all
our struggles end, were we cternally in cach other’s
society 4 of what avail would it be to pray with our
lips not to be led into temptation, if we allow our
free will to spur us into it on all occasions 7 No,
no, it cannot, must not be—we must part, and that
immediately. After what T have written to you, how
could 1 speak to you ? Paper does not blush—does
not tremble—does not feel. Mowbray, spare all
that does ; tears that cannot effuce guilt would not
satisfy love, and they are all I could give you.—
Your friendship I accept and reciprocate with my
whole heart. Befure you is a brilliant and honoura-
ble career. The Japanese have a tradition, that
birds of paradise are transmigrated doves that have
died for love 3 and though their mates never sec them
again in their transformed atate, yet when they hear
their notes in the sky, it inspires the deserted dove
with such intense delight as to make it unable to
ceasc flying in circles through the air for several
hours.  So it will be with me 3 I may never see you
again, but as your name soars, my spirit will hover
round its fame with the only delight it is now capable
of knowing. And now, farewell! I do not ask you
to burn this, T only wish that you would. That God
may ever bless you, will be the constant prayer of
your sincere friend.

JULIA.

Mowbray returns to his native land, and is hon-
oured by an invitation to join the ministry, declining
which, he takes refuge in the clubs and at his coun-
try residence, against the wiles of political intri-
guants.

We now approach the denouement, and the tale
reaches its close. The Earl de Clifford, becoming
weary of certain importunities of Mary Lee, and de-
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sirous of casting her entirely off, conveys his o
ther’s watch into her dwelling, and accuses bef ° |
her father of robbery. Suspicion is so stronglf
cited that they are arraigned and tried. They ¢
however, ultimately acquitted, and the treache” s
the Earl discovered.  IHe, on the same nig .
breaks his meck by a full from his horse, 8% o
Countess, now {rce, becomes a second time 2 7,
but now a hapyy one, as the Marchioness of
veley. o

There are many characters in the hook P
which we have not touched, and among them scrc'
ral clever caricatures. -We have, howeveo Pw
sented an outline of the plot, which will SUfﬁa‘e s
place the reader in possession of its leading po!
Werc it not for the vindictive spirit which ch¥f p
werises the volume, we should be inclined ¥ oof
upon it as worthy of a high place among tale®
fiction.

05
olf

Ovr correspondents, whose favours have bee? P
poned, will have the goodness to accept the. 0
excuse we can offer, and which will be found 1
vast length to which several of the tales in the 0B
sent number have extended. We have bee®
this cause, reluctantly compelled to defer the .

¢}

cation of * The Gold Mcdal,” by Mrs. MD“ \li;.
. 4

“Yeaves from my FPorlfolio,”” by W.5.3 ooF

Octavius Skegzs,” by E. L. and some other e i
Ient articles, which we shall have much plcasureﬂ,g
presenting to our readers at a future doye nwa
meantime, we feel satisfied that the contents 0
Garlund for the present month, will afford igeﬂ of
satisfaction, enriched as it is, with the offeriné aft
some of the best writers whose production®
graced our pages. The conclusion of Mard of
England,” by E. L. C. and the commenceme” M
the “ Maiden of St. Margarets,” by E- "
with the cloquent articie catitled Ach’—““P«
with the Great,” and the powerful and spirit** o
romance of *“ The Royal Quixote,” by Mrs- Mo B8
present attractions beyond what any one numb®
hitherto contained.

TO CORRESPOVUDEMTS: . 4

Although we beg to decline the acceptan®® otio?
lines of ¢ Maria,”” we must express our C‘f“v:
that the pen which produced the latter PI°7 ot
quircs only a little practice to become an orﬂcy fof
to our Canadian litcrature. We have ‘{fa" [
the boldness which characterises the spirit ° ool
captive monarch. The fair young author it L4
thanks for her kinduess in favouring US v
glance at her stanzas. o I

The verses of «L.” are dectined solely " b
count of their obviausly personal characte??
necessarily excludes them from the Garlon®

“G. G.” will receive his «Tale of th
lands,” on calling at the publisher’s office:



