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CHAPTER VIIL who came when they pleased, without a formal
By nature kindr d_;‘ rtane made us f invitation, the h'andsome mansion was as solitary
But love, in pit;: 'oo:d :: :o m‘:i::’ 0% as the old hall in the country.
And triumphed over destiny. After the studies of the morning were ended,
oy STERNFIELD received few visitors, yet her | Dossmond and her cousin always took an airing
in the carriage with Mr. Walbrook, visiting the

he d(;n was not of a morose or selfish character.
e d not behold = foe to God in every one who
Ted from herself; but, with true benevolence,
of g lzed friends in all who named the name
dhmhnst in sincerity. She did not think it expe-
At for Rosamond to be introduced into general
*ta “y at her tender years, or to leave her useful
he‘d‘eﬂ to mingle in the crowded scenes, and
“hd atmosphere, of fashionable life.
bmAh ” she said to her nephew, Arthur Wal-
- k, “let the dear child retain as long as she
eitn’ her artless, ingenuous manners, her simpli-
!h:nmd purity of heart. A mind like hers,
in o heted and trained in the school of virtue,
of u:mly turned away from the narrow path
the g Y- Save her as long as you can, from
Onwhf’lls and quicksands of pride and vanity,
M ich T made shipwreck of my peace.”
ATianne Morton grumbled sadly at the seclu-
th““:;hner i.n which they lived. She had hoped
would © arrival of the blooming young heiress
. "tld have made g great alteration in their domes-
‘"“'ﬂgements-—that invitations would have
have I upon them, and that her aunt would
who Biven parties in return, in honor of her
" M she termed the *lost sheep.” The invi-
Old‘;:; came, but were politely declined by the
Y> on the plea that her grand-daughter
t00 young, and was yet engaged in her stu-
i and beyond a few old and tried friends,

Wag
d

public buildings, the galleries of art, attending
the lectures of scientific men of note, and exa-
mining all that was worthy of sdmiration and
attention in the great city. To Rosamond, this
mode of combining amusement and instruction
was most delightful; and she never returned-
from these places of public resort, without recei-
ving additional knowledge, and adding to her
stock”of ideas.

« We learn more from things than from books,”
she would say, “by hearing men talk, than by read-
ing their thoughts on paper. In listening to Mr.
Buckenham’s lecture to-day, on Egypt, I seemed
to bepresent with him on every spot he described;
so truthfully and eloquently he painted every
scene, that I walked with him through the
streets of Rosetta, and Grand Cairo, and am as
well acquainted with Constentinople and the
Turks, as if I had been travelling with him
through the land of nature’s gentlemen.”

“ Well, I must own,” said Marianne, lehning
back in her seat in the carriage, * that a good
ball would please me a thousand times more than
the most eloquent leeturefrom theselearned Athe-
nians. Like Gallio, I carefor none of these things.
Women were notmadefor thinking, but pleasing;

" the fashionable man of the world cannot have &

greater horror of & blue than I have. Heaven -
defend us from & sciedtific professor in petticoats.”

® Continued from page 320.
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“You who possess a mind of no ordinary :
powers, Miss Morton, are guilty of mental sui-
cide when you broach such sentiments,” said
Arthur. “The real woman of genius is never
a pretender. It is only thuse who lay claim to
knowledge which they do not possess, who de-
serve the title of blues. How much women have
contributed in the present age, by their writings,
to the mental and moral improvement of the

stigmatize by the name of a blue, & Mrs. Hemans,
a Mary Howitt, or Letitia Elizabeth Landon?”
“1 would rather read their works than pos-
sess their notoriety,” said Marianne. T hate the
very name of an author; it reminds me of a

Ny e

feels uncomfortable in their company. They are
spies upon society; people who exalt themsclves
st the expense of others; who with » thousand
faults, foilies and eccentricities of their own,
build up their reputation by anatomizing the
follies of their neighbonzs. I do not wonder that
the most sensible portion of mankind behold

B

company. There is only one thing in connexion
} with a celebrated anthor, that T feel the least
+ inclined to covet.”
i «And what is that?” said Rosamond, asto-
nished that ber counsin should acknowledge any
good in such a perverse race.

“Power!” retarned Marianne emphatically;

“ the power they have of tormenting their cne- ¢

* mies. But great as this is, the power w he
derived from wealth is greater still,
power that rules both the weak and strong. The
weak worship and fall before it, The strong
grasp and toil for it, and when once obtained,
can bend the vulgar masses to their wiil. Keep
your beauty, Cousin Rosamond, great as it is,
continue to idolize men and women of genius,

reign paramount ovar a thousand slaves.”

I have no wish to rule,” said Rosamond; ** |
cannot stand alone in my own strength; T feel
that I need the support of a stronger, sterner

difficulty in working for my bread among the
poor, than becoming a leader among the rich.
Upper seats and conspicuous places are not to
my taste; I only covet the quiet domestic enjoy-
ments which spring from a rations! and useful
employment of one’s means and faculties. It
strikes me, Cousin Marianne, thdt you suffer your
wishes to take too wide a range, and lose the
substance, while endeavouring to grasp the sha-
dow of happiness.”

“But the shadow of my substance would

By At e 1 e

schoolmaster, or schoolmistress, for one always :

them with distrust, and feel ill at ease in their !

This is the °

character than my own—that I would feel less

AR s ek pa e g e

JANE REDGRAVE.

British female character. Who would dare to :

but give me your wealth, and with it I would :

R
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$ reflect more cmdnt upon the pursner, Rosamond,
than the possession of your reslities,” said
Marianne bitterly, “ 1t is ensier to stoop to the
earth than to exalt ourselves to heaven; but the
higher the aim, the more noble even the failure,”

“ We should estimate actions by the good they
produce,” said Arthur gravely. “If we only
aim at exalting ourselves in a worldly point of
view, boyond our fellows, overy step which leads
us to & consummation of our wishes, removes us
farther from heaven.”

“T was not speaking of heaven or heavenly
things, Mr. Preacher. I am of the earth, earthy,
end to the goud which earth hath to bestow, will
I hope and cling, as long as I am nourished on
ber bosom., Fortune has been niggardly to me.
Beauty she gave, but left me poor -and depen-
dent. 1 must improve the one solitary talent in
the best way I can. If I can obtain with it a
young, handsome, wealthy and clever man—well
—but if I can only procure age, and ugliness,
and imbecility, with wealth to make it palatable,
I will forego the advantages of youth, beauty
and talent, rather than lose the talisman that
has ever bound the world in chains.”

Rosamond and Arthur exchanged glances.

They could not enter into Marianne’s philo- X

sophy.

“You do not sympathize with my view of
things?” said Mariaane, flashing her brilliant
dark eyes full upon her compauvions. “ You are
hoth slaves to the opinions of others. I dare
think for myself. Yon revile the world, and all
its wicked ways, yet would not for the world
incur its censure, by hovestly avowing your secret
thoughts. I care not for the world, but I like
the good things in the world, and will obtain
them if I can.,” )

“ At the expenso, I fear, of every good and
holy feeling,” said Arthur with a sigh. “ Mari-
anne, I pity your low ambition, your servile
pride.”

“All words, mere words. You seck your
happiness in one way—I in another. I might
revile your cant and self-delusion—your faith
in the infallibility of your own self-righteous-
ness; but no—1I like people to please themselves,
and grope through the world after their own
fashion, You think me vain and wicked,
because I know myself to be handsome, and like
to be admired. Flattery to woman is like dew
to the flower, it freshens her besuty, and calls
out all the fine shades in ber character. The
vainest persons are those who consider them-
selves above flattery; that with the most self-
complaisant smile, declare: ¢ We are not vain, we
should like to see the person who would dare to
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oult us by flattery.’ Ah! Cousin Walbrook!
to°se are the people to wind round your finger;
ex&‘i&me-})eyond the paltry deserts of earth, to
by silent adulation, and play the servile lis-
ee" to, until your unspoken admiration carries
.2 UP to the third heaven of self-idolatry.”
much, old | 'Marianne, go no farther; there is too
Loy truth in your bittermockery,” cried Arthur.
t s the task of a demon to unveil and deride
ni: ’.’meﬁes, the weaknesses, the crimes of huma-=
l‘efy i—the act of a God, to pity, to soften, to
o ::m, and forgive. Where, where did you
. in your fatal knowledge of evil?” \
sz the school where all best learn it—my
thag heart,” said Marianne. “In that rich soil,
ﬂiongnot.be-d of the passions, flowers do occa-
hux Y spring up, but weeds of larger growth,
ni(’:;‘“e and overtop them, leaving their compa-
" ewand farbetween. Yourheartsaretoowell
‘ekn"atEd. Your passions too much under control, to
in y()I‘:"l*?‘dge' such an abugdance of poisonous plants
Judes rdomain. Ifeel baneful influence, and,
o glng. by the effects they produce upon my
. 8ctions, I learn, pretty accurately, how deeply
“y Poison the minds of others.”
_And is there no remedy provided for this

K ‘:s Searchingly upon her face.

Iug one that I could ever discover. Good reso-
O08 are vain, for they are broken as soon as
® Conscience, which points outthe fault,and
touddens the perpetrator with its loud and cease-
Bey l"’Pl’ou.ches, preaches self-improvement, but

+cr Points out the way to obtain it.”
saig hen has the Bible been written in vain,”
. Arthur; “and the blood of Him who died
POn the tree, was uselessly poured forth. Con-
m:m’e» it is true, awakens man to a sense of
Y but religion alone can lead him to the'
t physician of souls, and effect mental rege-
r“f‘m- Yet, I rejoice to hear you speak of
i‘gui;nee a8 a reprover, Marianne. Far gone
tare they to whom the great monitor bas
to speak. It tells of & deadness of the
::tli’ 8 moral corruption that must end in ever-

0g destruction.”

Srishne did not answer. She looked grave,
‘30““? sad thought passed rapidly through her
and clouded her fine features. Her wil-
tm:“ did not spring from ignorance of the
N ’.but from a studied infidelity, that feared,
. ile it wished to believe it false. After a fow
hnemes of painful silence, she said in a lively

A

M;;R"sunond, we have forgotten to call on
Maurice, the lady who left her card for
¥0u, while we were out the other morning.”

» Marianne?” said Arthur, fixing his mild

¢

§

«] did not see the card,” said Rosamond; “ I
heard nothing about it.”

« Dear me, how remiss of me not to tell you,”
returned Marianne, drawing a card from her reti-
cule, “See, here it is. ¢ Mrs. L. Maurice, 14
Woburn Place,” and at the back, ‘Aunt to Miss
Sternfield” Your grandmamma was anxious
that you should return this call as soon as possi-
ble, s she thinks this lady must be a sister of
your mother’s.”

Rosamand took the card, and read it atten-
tively; but she turned very pale, and trembled
exceedingly. Of her mother’s friends she knew
nothing. That mother was to her a mysterious,
shadowy, ghost-like relation, always connected
in her mind, with the horror of Jane Redgrave’s
awful dream; and the thought of being so near a
sister of her mother’s—of being suddenly intro-
duced into her presence, filled her naturally timid
mind with anxiety. '

«] cannot go to-day,” she said. “I have not
courage.” i

“ Nonsense,” returned Marianne. “You will
rally during your ride thither. Tomorrow
will be just as bad as to-day; besides I am dying
with curiosity to see this same aunt of yours.
I bhope an acqusintance with her will give usan
opportunity of seeing a little more of the world.
Coachman, drive to number 14 Woburn Place,
and let Roach enquire, if Mrs. Maurice is at
home. It is cruel of my aunt,” she continued,
resuming her conversation with Rosamond, “to
shut me up at my age, like a nun in a convent,
depriving me, as I have no fortune, of the chanee
of settling in life. You, Rosamond, do not foel
this Sacrifice of youth and besuty. You are four
years younger than I am, and moreover are the
heiress of & large fortune. Your day has
scarcely arrived; but mine is passing away. You,
who are certain of receiving the adulation of the
world, cannot sympathize in my loss of time,
and worse, far worse, the diminution of my per-
sonal charms.”

Rosamond could nat help laughing at the
earnestness with which her cousin spoke.

« T3 marriage the first great object in life?”
she asked.

« Yes, certainly, if wealthy and advantageous;
but ye Gods! if poor and uninfluential, you had
better be in your grave, snugly provided with a
warm shroud, and a good substantial coffin. Ima-~
gine the domestic felicity of a large family, snd
limited means,—a& cross, anxious husband, half-
starved, squalling children, impertinent, lasy ser-
vants, and a host of daily duns. Purgatory were
o paradise to such a state.”

« But there is no necessity, cousin of mine, to

@
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e
go from one extreme to the other,” said Rosa-
mond, « Imagine an intellectual and good man,
of moderate fortune, not exactly rich, but pos-
sessing a comfortable competence —a commodi-
ous house, neatly furnished, and if not the lux-
uries, the substantial comforts of life—sa lovely
and loving family, and kind friends. Would not
this be preferable to mere wealth and station ?”

“In your estimation, not in mine; but here
we are at Woburn Place. Humph! a good house
—the footman rather gaudily dressed. But the
Irish are too fond of show—not much taste in
their selection of colors; but a fascinating, clever
people, with enough of the devil in them to be
entertaining companions. Oh! it would be fine
fun to disappoint an Irish adventurer. I wish
Mrs. Maurice may have a son. If I would
not persuade him that I was the heiress! How
he would blarney me up to the skies, and swear
by all the divinities in Love’s heaven, that I was
a perfect Venus.”

Rosamond shook her head depreciatingly, as
Arthur assisted them from the carriage, and in
a few minutes she found herself in Mrs. Mau-
rice’s presence.

A handsome, and showily dressed woman was
sitting at a table writing a note as the party enter-
ed. Her eye glanced from Marisnne to Rosa-
mond, and with a knowledge which seemed almost
intuitive, singled out her niece. A warm embrace,
and an audible salute upon the fair cheek of the
blushing girl, spoke her welcome,

“What a beautiful girl! I should have known
her anywhere—she is the picture of her mother.
A perfect Doyle! Itis only Ireland which can
produce a face like that.”

* Indeed!” said Marianne, coldly; “ we consi-
der Miss Sternfield a great likeness of her
father.” '

“Oh, the wretch!”— cried Mrs. Maurice,
“It is a poor compliment to be thought like him,
No! she is a gem of the emerald islo—I must
insist upon claiming her as my countrywoman.
What do you say, my dear?”

“Born and brought up in England, I have
always looked upon myself as English,” said
Rose; “but I feel deeply interested in Ireland,
on my mother’s account, and shall take the ear-
liest opportunity to visit it.”

“Ah! we must find you an Irish husband, and
that will cure you of your English prejudices.”

 Let me assure you, madam, that I have no
national prejudices. The good of all countries
are to me alike,” interposed Rosamond.

“A citizen of the world, eh! And where did
you get thuse republican notions? For m y part,
I glory in my nationality, and am ready to do

»
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battle with any one who speaks slightingly of my
abused and injured country. But let me intro=
duce you to my nephew, and your cousin, Cap-
tain Doyle; I assure you, from the 'moment we
heard of your existence, he has been most impa-
tient to claim relationship,”

The color again heightened on Rosamond’s
cheek, as a tall man, of good figure and bold
reckless appearance, advanced and took her hand-

“X am only too bappy, Miss Sternfield, t0
make your acquaintance. Relations do not
always prove the best friends, but faith! if we
may judge by first impressions, it will be ne dif-
ficult matter to love you,”

“Sir,” said Rosamond, withdrawing her band,
and looking sternly grave; “I am not accus-
tomed to the language of flattery.”

“Then you have never been accustomed to hesr
the truth, inthis cold-hearted land,” said the Cap~
tain,

“My cousin is unacquainted with the virtaes
of the blarney stone,” 8d Marianne, laughing:
“If you have & small portion of that valusble
commodity in your pocket, dispense the same 0
me. I shall find it highly useful.”

“You are a sensible girl,” cried the gay Doyler
seating himself beside Marianne, “not to be Of'
fended with & man for uttering what is in his
heart. The Saxon may sit by a beautiful cres”
ture like you, and admire her with his eyes, sod

still be prudent enough not to speak his admirs”

tion; but Idefy a son of Erin to hold his tongté.
while his heart is warmed with the charms of des*
woman, My little cousin looks as serious 88 #
Jjudge, but we shall be better friends when We
understand each other.”

“ My cousin Rosamond is of a timid, retiritf
character,” said Marianne; *in this respect she
is perfectly English.”

“Ah!I see you are determined to claim hef
for your own,” said Captain Doyle; but ‘hf
purest blaod always flows from the mother’s side:

“Because women are so much better ths®
men?”

* They are angels, and nothing bad can belo?s
to celestial beings.”

“Yet they contrived to fall, with all their ‘“‘;
periority,” said Marianne, sarcastically. * Ths
is the reason, I suppose, that we find so W8P
among them devils,” ol

“By Jove! if a man had said as much, I #°
have murdered him,” cried Doyle, m;g.hl“"'
“But I make a point of never contradicting
woman.”

“The blarney was wanting there,” f“"“:;:’.
Marianne; * we should have differed, in © 8
to agree. You made us all angels, but agree
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:::h:;e in the wrong place, left us devils, which
who 1 me of the story of Pope Leo the Tenth,
ad’ w en the cardinal whom Michael Angelo
olinm&hclously painted in hell petitioned his
Pictu:s’ to order the artist to blot him out of the
Placede’;m?de the following reply: ‘Had he
out; § thee in purgatory, I could have taken thee
el"e ut as he has sent thee to a worse place,
« - Dust thou remain.’ ”
‘I deny that there can be such a place, if the
Prese 80 there,” replied her companion; *for their
. ce would make a heaven of it at once.”
o« Ah! ingolergble flatterer,” said Marianne;
my °n go beyond the bounds of reason and com-
on senge,”
%
ses Vi(i)]w can you expect a man to be in his sen-
is 5 © conversing with s pretty woman? Love
is g fenﬂ.e term for madness, and an Irishman
«3ysin love,” .
« W{th whom?” said Marianne archly.
With » ith you—with every pretty girl he flirts

; mvﬂy candid, truly. But, if she happens, as
.Y case, to be poor?”
ders‘Ah.{” said the Captain, shrugging his shoul-
ther That you know is another affair altoge-
- I Ve and interest are always at variance;
- Dever would allow the one to stand in the
y °f_ the other.”
to h.&n’"‘ne smiled, and raised her fine dark eyes
» 18 face, as she replied.
¥ my pretey cousin Rosamond snd I, could
girl, e places, you would call her a sweet
and Worship me as & divinity; what an im-
yen:e" of beauty is wealth! Plutus with his
follgn Just, blinds more eyes than Cupid. Iwill
o W Your example, Captain Doyle, and pay
« nS® 10 no other deity.”
¢ M8 girl is & Venus, but a perfoct devil,”
hought. the soldier. « It is dangerous to remain
®F in her neighbourhood,” and he rose, and
oom red .across the gaily furnished drawing
w, m;:ﬂd entered into conversation with Arthur
ong 00k, who was seated alone and unobserved,
sofs, turning over a portfolio of drawings.
- tfhe meanwhile, Rosamond had learned
she of her gunt’s history, from her own lips;
'Bar:“ he.l‘ mother’s youngest sister, and had
hag ed 5 rich old counsellor for his wealth. He
left hor g widow in easy circumstances, unen-
bered with the cares of & family; and feeling
h‘drselt‘ lonely without those endearing ties, she
a wi:'dOPted the youngest son of her only brother,
d, eXtravagant fellow, who if he had no for-
B¢ of his own, was doing his best to dissipate
ho % but of this she said nothing to Rosamond,
PIog to make up a match between them, which
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she considered would set all to rights again,
without suffering the money to go out of the
family. She spoke of her dear Maurice in the
most extravagant terms of commendation, and
appeared such a kind, good-natured woman, that
Rosamond left the house under the impression
that she had found a warm friend in her aunt,

“ These are strange people,” said Marianne,
after they had resumed their seats in the car-
riage. “I don’t know what to think of them.
They are not very genteel, but they amuse me,
That Captain Doyle is a fine showy looking
man, and does not want for wit, which is more
than I can say of his dashy aunt—"

« She seems very kind,” said Rosamond; “I
feel grateful to her for her frank, affectionate
reception of me; I am sure, I shall find her an
excellent friend.” Arthur Walbrook said nothing,
He had formed his own opinions, but as they
were not favourable, he declined expressing
them, and it would be well for most people if
they followed his example. B

Rosamond had nearly completed her toilette
for dinner, when Marianne ran into the room.

“ What will you give me for my news, Rose?”

“ A great deal if it pleases me—if you tell me
that Aunt Dunstanville, or Jane Redgrave, or
even dear old Mr. Bradshawe, is below.”

“Keep your bribes, miss! The visitor is none
of these. Yet a Dunstanville! Yes, our long
expected East Indian is actually arrived—is here!
and oh! Rosamond, guard well your heart, for he
is bewitchingly handsome. The poor deaf and
dumb gentleman might well be jealous, did he
know that such a formidable rival had invaded
the bower of his lady fair. My aunt is much
pleased with her nephew, and has invited him to
make her house his home until your claims are
decided. Perhaps she thinks it will come to a
compromise and the suit be settled in the court
of love, instead of & court of law, But, be quick,
Rosamond! My aunt sent me to hurry you, and
1 long to know your opinion of our Adonis.”

Rosamond considered that Marianne was only
funning her, and she concluded her arrangements
without hurrying herself, and, taking her cousin’s
arm, descended to the drawing room; but her calm,
fair face, flushed to the deepest rose tint, when
she perceived a tall and very handsome officer in
earnest conversation with her grandmother.
He rose, as the two beautiful girls entered, and his
countensnce lighted up with an expression of
respectful admiration,

« This is the rival claimant of the Sternfield
property,” said the old lady, presenting Rose;
« your cousin Rosamend Sternfield, the daughter
of my unfortunate son Armyn. While both

e e e
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were unknov;nto me, I mustconfessthat Ifavoured
you, and wished you might succeed to the inhe-
ritance; but this dear girl has wound herself so
round my heart that I cannot feel indifferent to
her claims.” ’

# She is indeed a formidable rival,” said Major
Sternfield, *and will remain a victor, in which-
ever way the case is decided.”

«Y have no wish to win,” said Rose, as the
stranger shook her warmly by the hand.

«No! What has made you indifferent to
wealth, my pretty cousin?”

« The want of capacity to enjoy it.”

« A woman, and not know now to spend money!
You awaken my curiosity. There must be some
strange cause which could produce such an
extraordinary result. Iwish you would teach me
your secret.”

«]t is the simplest thing in the world,” said Rose.
Perhaps you have heard that I was brought up in
poverty. An excellent woman taught me to be
contented with my lot. Unused to the luxuries
of life, which I considered that Providence had
wisel.‘y‘pla.céd beyond my reach, I neither desired
nor needed them, and now that I find them
within my grasp, a fearful responsibility seems
attached to them, which renders me anxious and
oftentimes unhappy. Can you read my riddle?”

She turned her soft, ingenuous eyes upon his
beaming countenance, and she read her answer
in his approving glance. :

“They need not fortune,” he cried gaily,
"« who are a fortune in themselves? Have I not
guessed rightly?”

« That was not my meaning,” said Rose, blush-
ing, and giving her hand to Mr. Walbrook to
lead her to the dining-room. “I must be a
strange creature, Arthur, for there be few who
can, or will comprehend me.”

«T think I can read your heart, Rosamond,
and find security in its very openness,” whispered
Walbrook. “But keep your eyes, ears, judg-
ment, all awake. If I mistake not, that rival heir
of Westholm is a magnificent worldling.”

« Ah! no—with that commanding brow—that
beautiful, intellectual eye—impossible!”

Arthur looked anxiously at his companion,
then at the lofty form of Dunstanville Sternfield,
thought of his own deformity, and sighed heavily.

Rosamond was seated mext the stranger at
dinner, and he paid her the most devoted atten-
tion. Pleased with her youth, beauty and ori-
ginal way of thinking, he considered that the
best way of settling the disputed title was to win
the fair heiress for his bride. Had she been plain
in person, or disagreeable in manners, Dunstan-

ville Sternfield had spurned at the thought, but

beautiful and captivating, he considered that he
would be the most happy of men, could he win
such an inestimable prize.

But there was one upon whom his noble
person had made a deep and sudden impression;
one who was not very likely to yield up the
object of a first passion to another. Marianne
Morton, silent and pensive, watched with ill
concealed jealousy, the attention paid by Major
Sternfield to her more fortunate rival; and while
she cursed Rosamond in her heart, she bitterly
coveted the brilliant position she held, and the
more than probable chance which she saw of her
becoming Major Sternfield’s wife. When the
ladies withdrew to the drawing-room, she sought
the solitude of her own chamber, to still the
perturbed throbbings of her heart, and to endea-
vour by calm reflection to subdue the evil passions
which this first prepossession had aroused in her
breast.

“Yes! I see how it will be,” she cried. *He
will fall in love with this fair doll—will win his
fortune and his bride in Aer. But it shall not be.
I swear it! Never, never, shall Rosamond Stern-
field be his wife. Born to cross my path, and
mar my fortunes, she shall perish before she
supplants me here. Buit for ber, I might be rich
and happy, admired and courted; buf the moment
this meek-faced hypocrite appears, I am discar-
ded like a withered flower—a thing no longer
worthy of regard. But triumph she shall not
If not mine, he never shall be the husband of

: Rosamond Sternfield.”

Unconscious of the angry feelings which hef
superior excellence had called forth, Rosamond
left the drawing room in search of her cousin.

¢« Marianne! dear Marianne! what is the mat-
ter?” she cried, flinging her arms about her cousin’®
neck. “Are youill? Good heavens! how psle
you are. You have been crying? ”

“Child, Inevercry!” said Marianne, attempting
a smile. “Do not alarm yourself—nothing ail8
me beyond a headache. Cannot I absent mysel
a few moments from the fascinating comps?y
below, without having & spy upon my actions?

“Aspy! You cannot mean what you say»
said Rose, proudly withdrawing towards the
door.

“1 do mean what I say,” cried her compﬁ'ﬂi“'ll
with asperity. “You love me not, and you*
sympathy is all a pretence. I see through yollz
hollow friendship, and prize it as it deserves—

“You wrong me, Marianne, indeed you doi 1
am incapable of deceit.” .

«I never knew the woman free from it,” seid
Marianne. “It runs through the whole sex
from Mother Eve downwards. I wish I b

e
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Been & man, T do so despise the weak, treacher-
°Us, vain character of woman!”

“I cannot argue with you in this temper,” said

* Something has vexed yau, or you could
110t 80 far abuse your better judgment. But do
“0“.39 down to the drawing-room. You would be
delighteq with Major Sternfield’s account of his
c"mPaigns in India. He is such an agreeable,
clever map, » ’

“Equal to Mr. Hartland?” said Mariaane,
ma)iciously.

“ Marianne, why do you annoy me by constant
3llugions to Mr, Hartland? Did you know Ed-
82r you would be the last person I should hope
"_0 could insult him. His name is sacred to
"endship, and it is painful to me to hear him

an object of ridicule.” She cast & re-
Proachfu] glance upon her cousin, and unable
8ccount, for her strange behaviour, returned
the society of those who were more congenial
her feelings.

“This will not do,” said Marianne, in bitter
“Wmunion with ber own thoughts. “I have

iously played the fool, and almost betrayed

Y Weakness to yon silly girl. I thought I had

8 fatal day, I never knew that I was capable of
%k imbecility,” She rose from her seat, adjusted
°r hair in simple classic folds, smoothed into
*2 expression of cold grandeur the polished broyw,
-% With & pensive sadness in the large, dagk,
mming eyes, which admirably set off their

l’“‘gllishing beauty, she descended to the drawing

ROlamond was engaged in lively chat with her
:leg‘m cousin, The old lady was sleeping in
t:: chair, and Arthur quietly reading at the

le, Merianne entered with such a noiseless
Stop, thag she was in the centre of the group be-

By one perceived her.
Strug l-‘lol' §hmﬁe1d started from the sofa, evidently
oo With her queen-like beauty, and led her
or Seat. His eye lingered for a moment on
tonProud, handsome features, and then glanced
Th:‘rds Rosamond. The contrast was great.
one all nature, truth and simplicity, a wild
"lblimam-ong the flowers, the other a stately lily,
ior € In her moonlight loveliness. The Major
:ice > he searcely knew why, and resumed his
he Y Rosamond, Perhaps at that moment,

“"“hed the twain could exchange fortunes.”
with °'ne',goonwith your story,” said theheiress,

“ n air of interest and excitement,
oty have forgotten what I was telling you,”
it a he, « The entrance of your cousin put

« outg of my head.”

Y Presence is always out of place,” said

\W

?“’ Ccommand over my feelings, or rather, until
y g8 .

Marianne, reproachfully. * There are some
persons who appear to have been born into the
world for the sole purpose of being in the way of
others. I am one of those—"

¢ Impossible! You wrong yourself, Marianne!”
cried the Major vehemently. * You were formed
to be the ornament of the society graced by your
presence.”

Marianne raised her eyes for a moment to
his face; aglow of pleasure gave a brilliant tinge
to her marble cheek; she felt that she had trium-
phed, and the ambitious hope of one day being
his wife, became the dominant passion in her
breast.

In the meanwhile, Major Sternfield, fascinated
with the simplicity and gentle beauty of Rose,
imagined that he loved her; and as he really
wished to get into the quiet possession of West-
holm, he did allin his power to interest her af-
fections and secure a place in her heart. :

His fine person, easy gentlemanly manners, and
natural taste and refinement, were not long in
making the desired impression. Rosamond saw
in him the realization of all her dreams of manly -
beauty. She listened with delight to the deep
rich tones of his voice, and she loved him with
the blind trust of a first passion,

Brought up in an Asiatic clime, and the son of
an Asiatic mother, Dunstanville Sternfield had in-
herited the fierypassionsas wellasthe elegant tastes
and manners of the East. Tall, and nobly formed,
his clear, dark, olive complexion, and black eyes,
his high features and rich clustering raven locks
invested him with a degree of oriential beauty,
quite irresistible, to a young and romantic girl,
whose dazzling fair face, and fairy proportions,
formed a contrast almost as poetical as that ex~
isting between the brilliant obscure of a siarry
night, and the roseate dawn of & spring day.

Used to command slaves, the gentle yielding

' disposition of Rose was less to the taste of the

proud Eest Indian, than the haughty temper of
Marianne. His vanity was gratified in winning
the smiles of a queen, while he seemed himself
to be conferring a favor, by regarding with af-
fection, and paying the homage of a lover, to
the ingenuous, soul-confiding country girl. Rose
in her devoted admiration, folt grateful for his
attention and kindness; and when her grand-’
mother asked her in confidence if she could be
bappy as her cousin’s wife, she answered with
tears:

“Yes, too happy, if I only felt that I was
worthy of being so0.”

«8illy child,” said the old lady kissing her
cheek. ¢ Putless confidence in him,—have more
faith in yourself.”
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The arrival of Major Sternfield bad naturally
thrown Rosamond into society. Parties were
given in honor of the man whom Mrs. Stern-
field’s circle of friends regarded as the future
husband of her lovely grandchild, and the timid
country girl found herself suddenly thrown into
the vortex of fashionable life, an object of admi-
ration to some, and of curiosity and envy to
many.

“Your cousin is a beautiful creature, quite
irresistible, independently of her fortune, Miss
Morton,” said Sir Henry Archer, to Marianne,
a8 he led her, after going through the whirl of
the waltz, to a seat.

“She is too petite,” said Marianne carelessly.
“Grace and dignity can’ scarcely exist in such
a small compass. She is pretty—and a wonder,
considering the manner in which she was brought
“p’”

“Oh! Iheard that there was something strange
about her history. By whom was she educated?”

“By her father’s mistress.”

“Good heavens! you don’t really advance that
as a fact?”

“A stabborn truth, Sir Henry.”

 And Dunstanville will marry her?”

“ The world says so.”

“ But what do you say?”

I will believe it when I see it take place. He
is a man of too much taste and refinement long
to remain in the thrall of a pretty doll. Besides
it is notorions thatshe prefers her cousin, Cap-
tain Doyle.”

« How! that vulgar, forward Irish adventu-
m?"

“The same.”

“Poor Dunstanville! I do not envy him his
bride, in spite of her large fortune.”

Well did the crafty Marianne Morton know that
therewas one tortured listener to her cruel and false
statement. Major Dunstanville, concealed by
the heavy folds of some drapery, was at her
side, and had been watching Rosamond dancing
with Captain Doyle, with no small degree of
uneasiness; but when he heard Marianne insi-
nuate that this man, to whom he had taken a
great aversion, was preferred by Rosamond to
him, a storm of furious passion convulsed his
breast.

He had that morning made Rosamond an
offer of his heart and hand, and had been
accepted with all the beautiful sincerity of her
guileless nature. He had asked her to love him,
and she had told him with cheeks suffused with
blushes, and downcast eyes full of tears, that he
already possessed her affections. Elated with
success, the proud Dunstanville forgot in that

moment, when love and fortune combined to
favor bim, that such a person as Marianne Mor-
ton was in existence, until the conversation
which passed between her and his friend, Sir
Henry Archer, at the house of Rosamond’s aunt,
Mrs. Maurice, painfully recalled her to his
mind. :

With the frankness so natural to her, Rosa-
mond had informed her cousin of her engagement
to Major Sternfield; and she rejoiced the more
at it, as she considered that it would be the
means of restoring to his family the fortune of
which her unlucky advent had deprived them.
Miss Morton heard her statement with calmness,
but jealousy and revenge were gnawing at her
heart; the only comment she made was whispered
in the ear of Rosamond with a sarcastic smile:

“ And poor Mr. Hartland! what is to became
of him?”

The question was meant to wound, end
Rosamond, starting as if stung by a serpenh
turned deadly pale, as the image of the excellent
Edgar appeared to stand distinctly before hers
sad, emaciated, and care-worn, as if beseeching
her mercy.

“Poor Edgar!” she murmured involuntarily
aloud. “1 had forgotten him.”

“ 8o it seems, but do you suppose, Rosamonds
that he has forgotten you?”

“ No; for he is kinder and better than I. Bub
I have not injured him in bestowing my
upon another. I never loved him as I love
stanville. I never told him so. Ah, Marianne!
why did you mention him to me at this moment?
it mars all my dream of happiness, and makes
me miserable.”

“There is another admirer of yours, Ros#~
mond, who will go distracted, when he hesss
this news.”

“ Who do you mean? I know of no one.”

“ Not your cousin Maurice Doyle?”

“ A man I dislike.”

“Very ungenerous that, and he so neerly
related.” )

“Too near, I think; I would as soon marTy .
brother.” )

« Major Sternfield is your cousin?”

¢ Yes, but he is farther removed.”

“'Then you will turn over Captain Doyl® bt
me! I think him a fascinating creature.” .

“You will have an opportunity of seeid§ bist
to-night, at my suot’s. Marianne, shall I spesk
a good word for you?” .

%‘ Oh, no! I can manage my own love affair®
as well as you, cousin Rosamond. But 7
must adopt a more prudish manner,
the beauxs at greater distance, or you
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Major Sternfieldjealous, sndif Ijudgehim rightly,
he conlg Play the tyrant in oriental style.”
P ‘Do you think that my manners are at all
Jrward, or unbecoming, Marianne? Do tell me
You see anything amiss about me. You know
8 a stranger to the world. It would be but
® act of a friend, to warn me if you see any-
g wrong in my conduet.”
“ Not exactly wrong, Rosamond yonly a little
© frank and flirtish with men.”
:Snrely you do not think me a flirt?”
Don’t frighten yourself, Rosamond, and open
¥ °‘“‘ €yes with such a wild and earnestexpression,”
’?hria.nne, laughing. “ All women are

“ :I'hat I deny,” said Rose; “ I never sought to
. the affections of any man, in orderto gra-

J my vanity.”

* Humph ¢ respoided Marianne, as she
tarneq upon her heel to survey her own
ho“dsome face in the glass. * How little women

W of themselves.”
% ond felt provoked by this speech, but
h: thought it best to let the conversation end
ofm- Marianne had maliciously accused her
. b"“g a character she despised, and her allu-
wit W_Edgar Hartland had filled her mind
b Painful thoughts. She had not heard from

W since her arrival in London, only through

® Medium of her Aunt Dunstanville’s letters,

thought that if he had continued to

 her memory, he would have found some
oeans of telling her so. From the blarney of
by n Doyle she had turned with disgust,

t for her aunt’s sake, who was very kind to

°F, she treated him with civility: and she retired
°F own chamber to dress for a ball given to
T by Mry Maurice, with a sad and forebod-
108 hea,

rt.
1 ﬂashe moment Rosamond left her, Marianne

of nhhel‘deak, and takingfrom it a perfumed sheet
Ote paper, she wrote and directed to Captain
“’T the following communication:
t,'[he world will inform you, gallant Doyle,
only 3 engaged to Major Sternfield; this is
Y & blind, that I may more easily place a
::l't that adores you, and o fortune only prized
myyonr sake, at your digposal. You must, for
b sake, conceal our mutusal regard, and neither
k nor sign betray the confidence I repose
Othy ou It is enough that we understand each
°r.  Bide your time, and we shall yet be
ppy; . Rosaxoxp.”
.oTh“ diabolical epistle was copied in & hand
tay 1y resembling that of her cousin, thatRo-
tn dond herself could not have detected the cheat,
to crown the whole, was sealed with a favo-

rite little seal, which she had borrowed of Rose
to seal a note the day before, and purposely de-
tained. A boy in whom she could confide, who
cleaned knives, and ran errands, was despatch-
ed with the letter, and told to deliver it into no
hands but those of Captain Doyle; and if inter-
rogated by any one, as to the person who seut it,
to say, that it was the rich young lady with the
golden bair, who resided with Mrs. Sternfield.

Unconscious of the mischief plotting against
her peace, Rosamond met the extraordinary at-
tentions of Captain Doyle with marked coldness.
The sterner she became, the more impertinently
familiar grew her companion; and at last, in the
hope of releasing herself from his importunities,
she consented to become his partner in a qua-
drille that was forming. During one of the pau-
ses in the dance, he whispered to her:

“Rosamond, you have made me the happiest
of men. But why this reserve—this cutting
coldness? Is it not carrying matters a little oo
Jar?  You surely cannot doubt my discretion!”
Rosamond looked at him with astonishment.

« I understand you,” he said, laughing. «By
St. Patrick! you would make an admirable ac-
tress.” Before Rosamond couldusk the meaning of
his strange words, the dance had concluded, and
Maurice led her to a seat beside her cousin,”

“I hope you enjoyed your dance. ‘mon ami.”
said Marianne, caressingly.

“ Miss Sternfield could scarcely do otherwise
with such a charming partner,” said Dunstanville
ironically.

Rosamaqadlooked enquiringly into the face of her
lover—its,expression startled her. Was it pos-
sible!could he really be jealousof Captain Doyle?
She felt indignant at the supposition, and the
glow upon her cheek was mistaken for a conscious-
ness of guilt. ‘

« T ani not fond of dancing,” she said, coldly;
« it is an accomplishment which should be taught
in childhood, to enable one to excel. I always
feel awkward when dancing, and no person with
the miserable consciousness of inferiority can be
graceful.”

« The performance appeared to me faultless,”
said Dunstanville, in the same bitter tone; I hate
mock humility.” .

« Marianne, 1 wish to go home,” said Rosamond,
rising; « I feel very faint; do come quickly.”

Observing her turn very pale, Captain Doylé
sprang to her side, and offered his arm to lead
her down stairs. Rose silently accepted his
assistance, and when once in the carriage, & gush
of tears relieved her oppressed heart.

“ What has beenthe cause of all this display?”

T

4



856

JANE REDGRAVE.

said Marianne; “I must confess that I cannot
understand it?”

“ Do not speak to me, and I shall soon be my-
self again,” sobbed Rosamond. * Where is Dun-
stanville?”

“Siv Henry Archer called him away, after he
saw you safe into the carriage. He will doubt-
less be home as soon as we are. Yet I must con-
fess, his manner is freezingly cold for a recently
engaged lover—quite cucumberish.”

Do not torture me, Marianne, with your un-
kind remarks. I am wretched enough already.”

*“ Your sorrow is of your own making. What!
8 girl with your fortune and person, ery like a
school-miss, at a cross word from her lover?
Shew & properspirit, Cousin Rosamond! Tell him
boldly that you will not be treated like a child,
or we shall have these scemes of every day
ozcurrence.”

“May God forbid! I would return to Jane
Redgrave, and the country first,” said Rose, as
the carriage stopped at Mrs. Sternfield’s door,
and the footman had scarcely handed her out,
before she found herself on the sofa on her own
apartment, with her head buried in the pillows,
and her whole frame convulsed with grief.

“ He cannot love me, or he would not have
spoken to me as he did?” she thought. “Edgar!
dear Edgar! you are terribly avenged.”

But to return to Major Dunstanville. Though
greatly annoyed at the sudden indisposition of
Rosamond, and half inclined to blame himself as
the cause, he was too angry with her for accept-
ing the arm of her cousin Dogyle, to offer his
own, and having seen her safely placed in the
carriage, he was about to order his servant to
call a cab, when his attention was arrested, as he
still lingered on the broad steps of the mansion,
by two persons conversing near him in the
street.

“By the powers!” said the one to the other.
“Did ye catch a glimpse of the beautiful angel
that my masther jist handed into the carriage?
Och! but ’tis the elegant crather—the masther-
piece of natur—and thin, my boy, ’tis she that
has the big fortin. She could build ten monas-
teries and a church of gould guineas, and never
miss one of them. An’ ’tis the masther, I'm
thinkin’, that will have the spendin’ of them.”

“Then by Jove! he’s a fortunate man,” said
his companion, who was an Englishman, * But
poor as 1 am, I would prefer the fine gall to the
guineas.” ]

¢ Arrah, be dad! an ’tis all very well for the
like of yes to soy that, who will never get the
chance of the one nor the other. But my mas-
ther’s the boy for plasing the ladies—and I'm

thinking that black, proud locking nigger, her cou-
sin, will look divilish blank when my masther
carries off his bride.”

“ That’s easier said than done, Pat. Captain
Doyle must obtain the consent of the young lady
to that bargain.”

“ Thin hasn't be got her consent?—wasn’t it
the swate, illegant little bit of a note, that she
sint him this mornin’, by the wee callant that
rins o' errands in the house—an’ wasn’t it 50
nately saled and folded, and it smelt as purty 89
a posy, and my masther after reading it out t0
me, says he, ‘Pat, an’ my fortin’ is made intirely

‘when I've got the dear crathur, an’ I shall be

able to pay you the wages that has been owify’ 50
long’ An’be dad! I was glad to hear of the
pay, for divil a fardin have I ever got from him,
the whole two years I have been in his service—
bad cess to him!”

Here the conversation was broken off by the
arrival of a carriage at the door, and Major
Sternfield, trembling with passion, darted from
the steps, and with hasty strides, pursued his
way homeward. Could there be any truth i8
what he had just heard? Or had Captain Doyle
gulled his foolish man with this story in order $0
pacify him for the non-payment of his wagesf
Pride urged him to believe that the latter suppo-
sition might be the case, and that the fellow, t0
boast of the superiority of his master to the s¢r*
vant of another, had invented the rest. Still #
suspicion of Rosamond’s sincerity had been s#9u”
sed in his breast, which induced a bitter feeling
towards her, the more dangerous, because he dé~
termined not to demand an explanation, which be
ought in justice to her to have done, but to watch
ber conduct narrowly, and to judge by the man*
ner in which she received him on the morro®s
how far he could give credence to the astoundis8
tale he had overheard.

Rosamond did not join the family at brell"',
fast. *She was fatigued, and out of spiritl:
Marianne coldly romarked. A little fit of 3
temper, which an hour’s sleep she hoped wott
sweeten. Rosamond had nat been so amiable
late—an alteration in her cousin which she
was sorry to see, as her gentleness was beF
greatest attraction.”

A reproachful glance from Arthyr Walbrook
checked her malicious remarks.

“ Marisone,” he said, * spare the gbse'ﬂ"
Your cousin always speaks well of you, beh
your back.”

«It would scarcely be possible for her 0 do
otherwise,” said Major Sternfield. “ Yo“.mu’
not blame Miss Morton for giving her opinion °

. . . of
ayoung inexperienced creature like Rossmonds
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Sven commenting upon her conduct if it deserves
:Pm(’f; such is but the natural interference of a
rlend.”

“Thank you, Major Stertfield,” replied Mari-
:nne. “ You are the only friend I have—the only
n:\e who would in an open, manly manner, take

Y part. In this house I am always in the
:l‘ong, and the worst construction is ever put

POn my words and actions. Oh!it.s hard, very

t:l]:; to have an honest, independent soul, and

oW yourself to be a poor, dependent slave.”

® rose from her chair, and walked to the win-

OW, to wipe away tears that had never mois-
ed her eyes,

‘M"s- S.ternﬁeld was much hurt by this speech.
I f.etsﬁil'umne,” she said. “I do not deserve this.
a that I have been your friend, and that{ am

°:t anxious to remain so.”

- Y words had no reference to you, Aunt;
“1v o those who have heen under greater obliga-
0“‘“ t0 you than I have.”
. You cannot mean Arthur?”
‘es—1 do mean Arthur. He takes every
on to annoy me, and loses no opportunity
ot Talting Rosamond at my expense. But do
lmagine that I am jealous of the poor girl.
no! But such comparisons are odious and
Sruel.»
h.im‘ she suffered Major Sternfield to lead her
it to her seat, while, disgusted with her dupli-
.7 Arthur, without attempting to vindicate
\Wself from her malicious charge, left the room.
r aunt, too, remained silent. Dunstanville
ing over his adventure of the past night,
rianne plotting fresh mischief. Directly
'i:i:‘ble was cleared, Mrs Sternfield retired to
wmn‘)!amond, and Miss Morton and the Major
- left alone together.
... B sorTy to see you unhappy, dear cousin,”
nrhe, ‘?l:awing his chair nearer. ¢ I fear that
O"abl;usxtmn in this house is by no meansa com-
e onel” Marianne sighed deeply, but
com ']“‘.’“‘- “Isee that you are too generousto
Eﬁef?'?‘n’ that you will not let me share your

of

“"
diminom sympathy would only increase, without

ishing my painful humiliation. How could
2 lover of Rosamond feel any interest in the
Stepe . Of the woman she hates! Ah! Major
%ﬁe_‘d. mine has been an untoward destiny.
ho!;;i With high aspirations, and with a natural
. ty of soul, which would have fitted me for

) Most exalted station, I find myself a friend-
Orphan, subjected to the caprice, and entirely

ent upon the bounty of others. Is it not
“MK.}A to break a proud heart like mine, to feel
1t the yoke of servitude, sad daily to expe-
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rience from persons inferior in intellect to myself,
those petty oppressions which force the iron into
my soul.”

«#QOh! that I had a home to offer you,” said
the Major, as he gazed upon her kindling cheek
and flashing eye. * I should only be tov happy
to place you in a position worthy of you,”—but
he stopped and looked down—*I, too, have given
away my freedom, and I fear to one who loves
me not.”

« And I'" exclaimed Marianne, wringing her
hands, and bursting into tears, which this time
were not feigned. . “But no—my heart may
break—it shall neither betray its own weakness,
nor the folly of her who is the author all of its
sufferings.”

“You speak of Rosamond.”

“1 mention no one by name.”

“ You awaken in my breast a thousand painful
suspicions. Does Rosamond really love me?”

«She has consented to become your wife.
Why should you doubt? She is too rich to marry
a man she could not Jove.”

« May she not deceive me, to answer her own
purpose?”

Marianne perceived in a moment that he had
heard of the letter she had sent to Captain Doyle.
but by what means she could not imagine—he
was the last person, she thought, that could be
informed of that circumstance. It was written
more with the hope of entrapping Doyle into
becoming an actor in a tragedy she was medita-
ting than with any idea of deceiving Major Stern-
field; and the double success of her scheme
almost frightened her, for she saw in a moment
that thé suspicions of the Major were aroused,
and had only to be fostered, in order to produce
a lasting breach between him and Rosamond.

« ] am notinmy cousin Rosamond’s confidence,”
she said. “She told me yesterday of her en-
gagement, and remarked that it was the best
way of settling the matter of the disputed pro-
perty.” The Major stamped upon the ground,
and bit his lip, until the blood stained his hand-
kerchief; he then informed Miss Morton of the
conversation that had passed between the two
servants, and she affected the greatest surprise
and astonishment.

« As to the matter of the note, that can be
soon ascertained,” she said, rising and ringing the
bell, « Jervis, (to the footman who entered,) send
up little, Mike.” Ina few minutes a little san-
dy-haired, weazel-faced, freckled boy, of some
twelve years of age, appeared.

« Michael,” said the Major, “did youm carry
& note from this house yesterday, to Captain
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Doyle, the gentleman who resides with Mrs.
Maurice ?”

“1did, Sir.”

* Who gave you the letter?”

The boy glanced at Marianne; an almost im-
perceptible shake of the head put him upon the
right answer.

* Please, Sir, the young lady with the golden
hair.”

The Major turned very pale, but mastering
himself, he said: *Is thereany of the girls in the
kitchen who have golden hair.

“No, uno, Sir. Kitty Magrah has a kind of
carroty hair, and all the rest are dingy, or black.
It was none of them; but the young lady told me
not to tell, but to give the letter to the Captain
himself; which I did, and the stingy fellow only

gave e a crooked sixpeuce for my trouble. It's ;

the last love letter I'll carry for him.”

Dunstanville gave the boy a crown piece,
which he received with a grin of delight; and
Marianne told him that he might go, but not to
tell the servants a word of the matter. Then
turaing to the Major, who stood lost in thought,
she shook her head, and lifted up her hands in
mute amaze.

“Is not this & damning proof of her duplicity?”
he cried, every limb quivering with passion.

“It looks very suspicious. But ’tis no new
thing with Rosamond, writing to gentlemen.”

“ What do you mean?”

*“ What I say. She has long corresponded
with the deaf and dumb Mr. Hartland, of whom
you must have heard, the accomplished but un-
fortunate possessor of Oak Hall.”

* And you knew this.”

“T have seen his letters.”

““Love letters?”

* Yes—passionate love letters, breatbing the
most fervent and devoted attachment.”

# Oh, God! Marianne, why did not you inform
me of this? Why, why did you suffer me to
commit myself, and offer my hand to this heart.
less flirt?”

* You forget, Major Sternfield, that I wasbuta
passive looker on,” said Marianne, haughtily,
“You did not favor me with your friendship or
confidence, and I had no right to interfere in
matters which did not concern me. I pitied you,
I conld do no more. You are not the first of
your sex who bas been deceived by & soft manner
and s pretty face.”

*We must part,” said the Major musingly. “1
didl place grest confidence in what I thought ber
simplicity of character. The dream is over, It
is impossible for me to mske her my wife, I
will write to her this very night, and dis-
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solve our ill-starred vows, Miss Morton, I owe to
you a debt of gratitude, which I can never repay-"

“Your friendship will liquidate all the obli-
gation,” said Mariange in a tremulous voice.
“I rejoice that you are likely to escape from
the snares of the syren.”

(To be continued )

A PATRIOTIC CHANT:

ADDRESSED TO ALL TRUE ENGLISHMEN.

Ye loyal sons of Albion!
Ye gallant men and true,

Stand forth and show what British hands
For Britain's peace can do. )

While foreign realms are rent in twain,
And storms are lowering nigh,

Stand forth and fight for England’s right :
And shout your battle cry.

Let empty headed demagogues
Equality proclaim;
The freedom true of England's sons
Turns all their sham to shame !
Our lberty's contentment,
With peaceful laws and good,
And ancient British loyalty
One bond of brotherhood.

Away with names and shadows !
Let fools believe them true;
And with lean purse, and something worss,
Their bitter bargain rue,
Away with names ang shadows!
And fast the substance hold—
Peacs, Loyalty and Order,
Our heritage of old!

We wish not knives and rifies,
Men's Hves by scores to take;

A good stout staff in good stout hand,
Stout argument will make,

And if we catch a foreign spy
Talk treason, I foretell

Two English fists will know the way
To thrash the traitor well !

But let sedition.mongers know
‘We can our trust fulfil;

If staves don't teach them common sense,
Shot, shell, and bayonet will.

Then gather, sons of Albion,
The storm is lowering nigh ;

Stand forth before the trembling worid.
And shout your battle-cry.




CHAPTER XXVIIL
TRE PALACE OF JUSTICE.
:‘:‘m' DE Goxpr had not yet assumed the cos-
e of Cardinal, his nomination not having
! formally announced, but on joining his
s in the great court of the Petit-Arche-
\ hé, appeared as before in square cap, ample sur-
plfce and violet cloak, on the breast of which latter,
Blittered 5 golden crucifix. Around him were
8rouped o magnificent cortdge of noblemen and
. Eentlemen, among whom might be distinguished
essieurs de Chateaubriand, de Noirmoutier, de
%aquse, de Montaigu, d’Argenteuil, de Sevigné,
sad many others, bearing the most illustrious
Mwes of France.
“Long live the’ Coadjutor! The Fronde for
ver! ™ grose from the court in repeated shouts.
@ prelate graciously saluted his partisans,
n.)d thanked them with & smile. He then entered
hig chariog of state; the gentlemen of his suite
Wounteq ¢hejr steeds, and the immense mass moved
towly out of the great court.
distance from the Cathedral of Notre-
:)'"‘9 to the Pulace .of Justice was not great,
' i:’300nsiderable time was spent in traversing
g The bridges, the quays, the streets, the
"h“' Were encumbered with the crowd of people
° h‘d assembled to witness the passage of the
the J““°l’-. Some applauded, others hooted, but
ln more discreet remained silent, or deplored in
i 0der tone to their neighbours the evils that
di.lgm Tesult from this party display. The imme-
te vicinity of the Palace of Justice, the sanc-
of the laws, presented the most striking
idence of the new posture of aflsirs. All the
“Pproaches to it were guarded by armed retainers
the pay of the Coadjutor; citizens in military
8uise occupied the taverns in the neighbourhood;
the copry yard was filled with a ragged regiment,
with knives—a gathering of thieves and
s, hired at so much a-dwy to shont and
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THE YOUNGER BROTHER.*

A TALE OF THE TIMES OF THE FRONDE.

FROM THE FRENCH OF ELIE BERTHET.

BY EDMOND HUGOMONT.

The Coadjutor dismounted from hiscarriageat |,
the great staircase in the Rue de la Barillerie, and
as soon as he appeared he was saluted with cries of
“The Fronde for ever! Long live the Coadjutor!”
The practised ear of the chief, however, distin-
guished, amid these enthusiastic exclamations,
some determined voices crying out “ A Mazarin!
& Mazarin! Down with the Mazarin!” Notwith-
standing this he advanced, with undisturbed
mien, towards the Great Chamber of the Parlia-
ment, which now forms the hall of the Court of
Cassation. Eustache took care to be in the way
with his charge, and the Coadjutor paused as he
passed them.

“ Thou wilt forget nothing of my instruo-
tions?” was his abrupt demand to Eustache.

“ Nothing, Monseigneur! ™ returned the Scho-
lar reverentially. -

“’Tis well; and do you, young man!” conti-
nued the prelate, addressing Fabian, *trust to
Master Eustache as to myself—we are working
for your good. Have good courage, my son!”

He rejoined his noble companions, who swaited
him & few paces in advance, and together
they entered the great chamber.

« You heard what the Coadjutor said?” resun-
med Eustache; ** you must trust entirely to me.
Your part, indeed, will be very easily played;
vou have only to show yourself in the Parliament,
and your friends will do the rest.”

«In the Parliament!” repeated Fabian;
« neither you nor I have the right of entry
there.” R

« We shall sece—we shall see! ” returned Eus-
tache. “’Tis true enough that neither of us
has a right to  seat among the Princes of the
Blood Roysl, but thereare more modest and humble
places to be had in the hall, and the Coadjutor

" has taken care to provide for us. Follow me, and

utter not & word 28 yon pass.”
As he spoke, the Scholar conducted Fabisn
towards the door of the great chsmber, tut at
the moment when they reached it, the commmotion
caused by & new arrival‘was heard from the other

® Continued from page 308.
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end of the hall, above the tumultuous murmur
that filled the air, and the ushers at the same
time pushed them back with their silver wands,
crying, “ Room for his Highness the Prince of
Condé! Room for his Highness the Prince of
Conti!”

The young men drew back between two pil-
lars, where they were less incommoded by the
crush, and directing their gaze towards the
entrance of the hall, saw the two princes
advance, surrounded and followed by a train of
attendants as numerous as those of the Coadju-

«.for, and perhaps still more brilliant. Gentlemen,
“pages and lacqueys, all woro the isabelle scarf,

and displayed a profusion of jewels, plumes and
ribands that produced a most magnificent effect.
Their gestures and bearing seemed slso more
turbulent and haughty than those of the Frondists
who recognised de Gondi as their chief; and the
grotesque appearance of several of the martial
citizens who mustered in the train of the Coad-
jutor, caused long and hearty laughter amid the
gay and insolent ranks of their opponents.

On the arrival of the princes and their sup-
porters, the previous occupants of the hall had
oll retired to that side which looked upon the
Rue de la Barillerie, leaving the other half
vacant for the new comers,

In ordinary times, the two factions mixed
together readily enough when their chiefs had
entered the Parliament hall, but on this occasion
the possibility of a conflict was so evident, that

they took care to keep themselves as distinct ¢

from each other as possible.

The Prince of Condé paused in the middle of
the hall, and keenly scrutinised the ranks of his
opponents. The famous general was still young,
and by fio means of tall stature, but there was a
peculiar majesty in his firm features and bold
carriage. His costume was magnificent. Un-
der the ermine mantle which he wore as a
peer, could be seen an isabelle-coloured doublet
and hose, embroidered with pearls and rubies.
A large diemond shone in the clasp which sus-
tained the plume of his hat; all the French
orders of chivalry, and many of those of
foreign countries, were suspended round his
neck or sparkled on his breast. His inspection
was not of long duration, and a profound expres-
sion of irony was developed in his features. e
addressed a few whispered words to his brother,
the Prince of Conti, a little hunchback, clad as
nearly as poseible like himself, and looking like
his caricature; and then both passed on to the
great chamber, with a contemptuous shrug of
the shonlders. ’

“ Now, now!” whispered Eustache seeing that
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the entrance was free after the princes had
passed in.

But, to his great surprise, Fabian remained
motionless, his eyes fixed on a tumultuous group
at some distance; Vireton followed the direction
of his gaze, and his anxiety was at once accoun-
ted for.

CHAPTER XXIX.

THE TRAITOR'S WELCOME.

THE two factions had left an open space between
them, along the centre of the hall, which, by a
tacit understanding, was encroached upon by
neither. A few only, who, although belonging
to opposite parties, were still on terms of inti-
mate friendship, advanced to the limits of their
respective positions, and interchanged a friendly
greeting or laughing salute; they conversed
familiarly one moment, though they might cut
each others’ throats the mext—such were the
manners of those troublous times.

On the side of the hall occupied by the parti-
sans of Condé, a scene of disorder and confusion
suddenly occurred. A gentleman wearing the
isabelle scarf had entered the hall, and mingled
unceremoniously with the nobles of that party,
but as soon as he was recognised, a terrible
outery arose against him, His scarf was violently
torn off, and a hundred irritated voices loaded
him with insult.

“ What dost thou here, miserable traitor?”
they cried; *comest thou to spy out our secrets,
and sell them again to the court or the Coadju-
tor? Out on the wretch! Out on the spy! He is
not worthy to appear in our ranks!”

He to whom these invectives were addresseds
and who now, with pallid features and torn
vestments, struggled in their hands, was the Baron
Albert de Croissi.

*“Hear me, gentlemen!” he besought them;
“you mistake me much. I have always beer
faithful to the Prince, and as a proof it, I have
at thismomentan important secret to reveal to him-
You have heard that a plot was laid against the life
of his Highness. I know all the details of that
plot, and can show the Prince how to be reven;
on his enemies.”

Fabian shuddered with horror; he had not
believed his brother capable of such baseness 80
treachery.

“ There is some trick here!” vociferated 08¢
of his assailants who bore the uniform of Captsi®
of the Guards of the Prince of Conti.  Gentle”
men, let us drive from the hall this spy of the
ardinal, or rather let us send him to his friends
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the Mazarios on the other sidel” and he pointed

to the partisans of De Gondi.

" “Yes! yes!” was shouted in response; “let
em have their friend—his presence here disho-

Bours the cause of the Prince!”

The Captain of the Guards, aided by another
Bentleman, seized the Baron by the shoulders,
and with g vigorous push,sent him reeling across
the hall, )

* There is a present from the Old Fronde to
"}39 New!" cried the Captain ironically; “keep
m to yourselves; we want nothing in return.”

Shouts of laughter and applause greeted this
Tough pleasantry.

. “ Well, be it so!” exclaimed de Croissi, foam-
Ing with rage, and shaking his clenched fist at
those who had thus rejected him. “ You call me
Your enemy—be sure I will prove so! My good
People!” he exclaimed, turning to the citizens
8Mong whom he had been thrust, “ I am of your
Party now and henceforth, and should we come
% blows with that insolent faction, you will see
2t my arm will do you good service.”
he citizens regarded him with mute surprise,
Ut the gentlemen of the Coadjutor’s party crowd-

“round the Baron de Croissi.

o We will have nothing to do with this man!”

.ed the Chevalier de Laigues, an intimate

tlend of De Gondi; *to my own knowledge this
® Croissi is peculiarly odious to the Coadjutor,
:’Om his infamous dealings. We will have no
legade—no Mazarin among us! Let the Old
Tonde keep its presents; we have none such to
8e in retyrnt”
houts and counter-shouts arose from each
‘ction, while the Baron attempted in vain to
Justify himgelf,
“We want no explanation,” exclaimed De

:;‘8“955 “leave our ranks at once, or we shall
3¢ you hence.”

:::l‘_i iml?l'ess on the countenance of a haughty
. Irascible man, appeared in that of the Baron.
£yes glared around, and his teeth were con-
. Ively ground together.

e %Wayl away! Out of our ranks!” repeated
ew Frondists, endeavouring to push him
e? ond the line of their party. .
o < If t.he traitor approaches us, he may depend
¢ havmg his ears cropt] » cried the Capmin of

® Guards from the other side.
he Baron de Croissi tbus found himself
tween the two parties, like a wild boar at bay,
Surroundeq by the hunters; e threw around him
* quick, malignant glance, as if to determine
"h"ch of his enemies he should make his prey,

’M

Il the emotions that hatred, rage and shame

¢ result of his unscrupulous ambition and deep

and paused as his eyes fell on the Captain of the
Guards.

« Although I have been disgracefully insulted,
Marquis de Crenan!” he said, in a voice almost
choked with passion, and stepping towards him
as he spoke, “I am still of noble birth, and as
such have the right to call you to account for
your detestable conduct.”

“ You!” repeated the Marquis contemptuously ;
« you call me to account!”

“You deny it!” returned Albert with a loud
voice. “ Then, in the presence of all in this
hall, I declare you a scoundrel and a coward.”

These words caused great confusion among thc’«j#
friends of the Marquis de Crenan. Some main-
tained that the traitorous conduct of De Croissi
had deprived him of all title to the quality of
gentleman; others asserted that the public insult
of the Baron could only be satisfied by a personal
rencontre. 'The Marquis himself scemed of the
latter opinion, for he exchanged a few words in
a low tone with his adversary, then, raising his
voice, he said authoritatively:

“ Let no one now insult Monsieur de Croissi
by word or action; I have arranged to meet him.”

Every word of reproach immediately died
away, for at this period the duel had certain pri-
vileges which were regarded as almost sacred.

«Farewell then till this evening, Monsieur!”
continued De Crenan, gravely; * you may depart
without fear.”

And, in strong contrast to his rude bearing a
few moments before, he politely saluted De
Croissi, who returned the salute with a gloomy
air, and retired from the hall without molesta-
tion.

During this tumultuous scene, Fabian de Croissi
had suffered the severest mental torture;. several
times Eustache had endeavoured to drag him
away, but the young man seemed fixed to the
spot by an invisible power. Large tears trickled
slowly down his cheeks.

« Here, then,” he murmured at last, *is tho

intrigues! Overwhelmed by the hatred and con-
tempt of both parties—his character irretriev-
ably gone—his life in danger! My poor father!
what would you have said to see your beloved
son tbus covered with shame and disgrace?”
«Come away!” interrupted Vireton impa-
tiently; * think of yourself, Master Fabian!
think of your young wife! Her lot and yours
depend on yourself, and precious time is passing.”
Fabian, with a heavy sigh, drew his maatle
closer over his face, and allowed himself to be
led silently away. From the hall they entered
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. an ante-room which led towards the great
chamber, but instead of seeking admission to the
latter, Bustache turned to the right and pro-
ceedad along a dark and narrow passage,
at the extremity of which they found a low
door, guarded by an armed sentinel. Vireton
pronounced & few words in a low tone, and
entrance was immediately permitted them into
an enclosed gallery, through the large glass
windows of which they could command a view of all
that passed within the Parliament hall. At each
extremity of the great chamber were two light
galleries, which were called “ Lanterns,” from
the wide glazed sashes by which they were shut
in from the hall; and it was into one of these
“lanterns " that Fabian and Eustache had now
gained admittance. Besides the glass windows,
these closets were furnished with curtains that
could be dropped or raised at pleasure, and were
therefore often occnpied by the great ladies of the
nebility, who desired to witness the proceedings
of the Parliament, without their presence being
known.

When the two young friends entered, the
closet was plunged in such obscurity that some
little time elapsed before they could distinguish
the objects around them. The lantern was divi-
ded into two parts by a low partition, in one of
which divisions they found themselves alone,
while the other was occupied by a masked lady,
clad in black, who was intently observing the
hall beneath through a small opening between
the dropped curtains,

As it was well understood previously that this
session would in all probability issue in a fierce
personal conflict, any woman who would risk
herself in the close vicinity of the apprehended
struggle, must have possessed no ordinary cou-
rage. The masked lady, however, seemed quite
regartless of the danger, while she remarked
with intense interest all thatpassed in the Hall of
Parliament. She seemed much agitated, and
her bosom heaved with emotion as the sound of
certain voices from below reached her ear; and
such was her abstraction that she did not even
observe the presence of the two young people,
althongh only separated from her by a low balus-
trade.

Eustache Vireton, apparently, had not the
same reasons for concealment, for he advanced
to the front of the division he occupied, and drew
aside the curtains that hung down over the win-
dows. The light which now freely entered the
closet showed the young men that their courage-
ous neighbour was not entirely alone; two men,
clogely wrapped in their mantles, like Fabian
himself, stood motionless beside the door, and

seemed ready to guard the lady, in case of
danger. Vireton cast a keen but rapid glance on
the masked stranger, and then, turning to
Fabian, beckoned him to approach to the front.

CHAPTER XXX.
.

1]

THE PARLIAMENT.

Tae assembly had en air of simplicity and
grandeur, of severity and majesty, of which our
modern bodies can give us little idea. But what»
in especial, gave to the Parliament, at the time
of which we treat, an immense authority, was
the high dignity and superior merit of most of
the personages who composed it— personages
whose names have given lustre to the history of
France. Unfortunately this illustrious assem-
blage was agitated at the time by violent passions,
which deprived it of its usual grave and austere
character. At the moment when Fabian de
Croissi advanced to the front of the lantern, s
violent altercation had arisen between the Prince
of Condé and the Coadjutor. The former—
haughty, irascible, abrupt in speech like all men
of action—made the hall resound with the
accents of his anger; the latter—skilful, complsi-
sant and insinuating, but still irm and resolute—
replied in the most respectful terms, but without
yielding a single point. The Parliament, and
particularly the young lawyers, took part warmly
with one or the other, according to their opi-
nions; though the presidents and elder magis-
trates seemed to behold with profound regret the
scenes of disorder of which the great Chamber-
was made the theatre,

“Yes, Sir!” exclaimed the Prince of Condé,
with a loud voice; “it is disgraceful that an
ambitions ecclesiastic should dare thus to profane
the sanctuary of the laws! The Palace of Justice
is aurrounded by troops posted there by yous
your partisans are organised with signs v
passwords, they are furnished with arms of sll
kinds. By the bones of my fathers, Reverend
Sir! This conduct is intolerable.”

“Idonot deny” replied the prelate, bowing
with a politencss in the very excess of which
there was mookery; “I do not deny that I have
ocome here accompanied by a few friends, whos®
presence was necessary to maintain my liberty of
thought, and perhaps to defend my life. But
might I enquire, since I am so very culpables
why your Highness has come hither with #
retinue much superior in number to my friends

The Prince drew himself haughtily up.

¢ Morblew, Messieurs!” he angrily exclaimed;
“ when heard ye the like of this? A Coadjuto®
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Zf the Archbishop of Paris dares to put himself
‘f & level with me—Louis de Bourbon! Where
:;111 this ingolence end? Dare Paul de Gondi
ﬁrl::ellxv? the idea of taking precedence of the
rince of the Blood Royal?”
. A profound silence followed this vehement
tl? OStrophe, but it did not seem a whit to affect
e Coadjutor.
“Ihave never presumed to disppte precedence
:"ﬂ_th your Highness,” he replied, in tones of
ecled meekness; “and I am sure there is not

e _there are some in this very hall, whose

x;gnuy cannot and ought not to yield precedence

Ve to the King; and this your Highness ought
10w and remember.”

bis moderate but firm reply produced an

[} .
*Plosion of wingled murmurs and applause

w::‘}ghout the hall, and the war of bitter words
Interrupted for a few minutes by the com-
a:)'i‘:" in the assembly. Whatever attention
B and his companion gave to the scene

. OFe them, they could not avoid remarking the

. 8
n,g“]‘u‘ emotipn of their masked neighbour.

ith heaq stretched forward, and breath repress-
» 8he had gently raised & corner of the cur-
"‘: :efore her, that she might the better observe
rep) €atures of the speakers. After the last
"llpg of De Gondi, she let the drapery fall ab-
¥ and threw herself back on her chair.
not Goog! good!” she exclaimed, as if she could
“h Testrain the expression of her satisfaction;
illc;]h&s not submitted—he has not recoiled an
And T had suspected him of being in
® with the Prince!”
diq €8e words, pronounced with a stifled voice,
men.“Ot reach distinctly the ears of the young
thig ’lb“t Eustache, who seemed to know more of
Fab; ‘“’iy than he was willing to admit, drew
. :n 3 attention by very significantly pushing
ever W. The agitation of the stranger, how-
0rw’ Passed off immediately, and she again leant
her z:'d on the front of the gallery, and resumed
Tiner statue-like position of attention.
m‘o‘lnng this time silence had been somewhat
da Ted, and the Prince of Condé resumed dis-
‘nfully;
‘ D.id you hear him, gentlpmen? Monsieur de
0di asserts that there are dignities which ought

‘° Yield precedence only to to the sovereign. He

‘V.lll Perhaps inform us whether he reckons the
ty of Coadjutor of the Archbishop of Paris
“Gng that number.”

o “ but were it so, 1 think there are few,
ﬂnpe?lmy at such a moment as this, who would
4 it easy to make me yield precedence !”

3 l“te’l will not venture to say SO;" rephed the pre- ¢

¢
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“ Why, jour de Dieu! ’tis a challenge which
this proud priest throws down tome!” exclaimed
Condé, making a movement as if to rush on his
antagonist.

A thousand voices arose at once from all

points of the hall, all present springing simulta-

2

neously to their feet. The presidents, headed by
Mathien Molé, threw themselves between the

$ two rivals, and besought them, with tears in

their eyes, to put an end to this terrible scene,
which might have a most unhappy issue, It

® man ip the kingdom bold enough to do so. ; wasan imposing spectacle to sce all those illus-

. trious magistrates, with their dignified and ma-

jestic costume, their long ermine robes trailing
to the ground, prostrate themselves, with clasped
hands, before the prince and the prelate, and
entreat them in moving terms, to take pity on
the State.

« Remember, reverend sir!” said Omer Talon,
in the most pathetic tone, to the Coadjutor,
« remember that you are a minister of the altar,
and that you ought to abhor all contest and ‘con-
fusion. Recollect that the first shot fired within
this palace, will echo to the utmost borders. of
France; the first drop of blood which.flows here,
will become an ocean to inundate our country!”

« Monseigneur!” remonstrated the first presi-
dent with the Prince of Condé, in the midst of
another group; “your Highness is the firmest
support of the throne;—would you help to shake
it to its foundation ?
France in twenty battles; will you now destroy
her with a civil war? Prince of the Blood Royal!
is it for you to profane with bloodshed the temple
of the laws?”

But these noble words were lost upon the
crowd which jostled around them. The peers
approached to the support of the leaders of their
respective parties, and taunts and provocation
began to pass between them. The young coun-
sellors loosened their daggers in the sheath,
and prepared for any emergency. At last,
however, the strong voige of the Prince of
Condé rang clear above the tumult.

« Gentlemen!” he cried with a noble and ma-
jestic air, “Iam called Louis de Bourbon, and
—say what they will!—I will avoid all that may
embarrass the state. I entreat Monsieur de
Larochefoucault to proceed to the outer hall and
request my friends who are there to retire.”

« In that case,” immediately added the Coad-
jutor, “ T will myself go to beseech my friends
without to disperse; I am a man of peace, and—
whatever may be said—have the utmost horror
of bloodshed.” .

The wise resolutiont of the two rivals
received with a murmur of satisfaction; a smile

45
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of pleasure spread over even the most austere
visages, and the presidents leisurely returned to
their places, while the Coadjutor and the Duke
de Larochefoucault issued to dismiss the several
retinues. The conversation continued, but the
threatening demonstrations had ceased;—it was
but a momentary calm between two gusts of a
tempest,

During this time the unknown lady, leaning her
masked face on her hand, seemed absorbed in
the deepest meditation. Eustache bent over
Fabian, and said to him in a low voice:

*¢ Monsieur de Croissi, there is now no occa-
sion to conceal yourself, and you may throw off
the mantle in which you are muffled. Tell me—
do you not recognise that lady near you, who
seems to take so much interest in what is
passing?”

“How should I recognise her?” replied
Fabian with a smile; “ you know very well, Eus-
tache, that I have not had much opportunity of
forming new acquaintances since my arrival in
Paris.”

“Still you must speak to her,” whispered
Vireton; * for she is the cause of your visit
here.”

The Sorbonnian was interrupted by a new
event, the gravity of which absorbed the facul-
ties of all present.

CHAPTER XXXI.

THE ALARM.

‘W= have said that a comparative calm had been
established in the great chamber, as soon as
Monsieur de Larochefoucault and the Coadjutor
had left it, to dismiss the armed retainers of both
parties. Suddenly loud chouts and angry cries
are heard in the direction of the entrance hall,
and a counsellor of Gondi’s party burst into the
great chamber, calling out : “ Help! help! they
are assassinating the Coadjutor!”

These words set the hall of Parliament into a
complete uproar. Every one rose to his feet;
terrible imprecations and shouts of vengeance
rose on all sides, mingled with undisguised shouts
of joy. Thero was a simultaneous rush to the
door, in the midst of which insults and even
blows were interchanged, swords were drawn and
naked poniards gleamed.

On hearing the danger of the Coadjutor thus
announced, the masked lady appeared to be seized
with 8 kind of delirium. She started from her
chair, and, wringing her hands, exclaimed in a
suffocating tone:

“ They have killed him! they have killed him!

It is in my service he has met his death! Go,
gentlemen!” she exclaimed, addressing the two
men who remained silent and motionless at the
door of the gallery; “go to his assistance, or if
too late, avenge him.”

But instead of issuing in obedience to her com-
mand, they advanced to the lady and addresscd
her in rapid whispers.

On his side Fabian was not less overwhelmed
by the terrible event which had been proclaimed.
He uttered a cry of alarm, threw off the mantle in
which he was enwrapped, and rushed to the door.
_ %The Coadjutor! my friend, my benefactor!”
he exclaimed, wildly; *the man who ran all
risks to succour me in my misfortunes! Opem
open there!” he cried, striking violently with the
panel of his sword, the door of the gallery which
was fastened on the outside.

Eustache hastened after him and seized his
arm.

““Where art thou going, rash man?” he mut-
tered in his ear. “What wouldst thou do?
Think of thine own safety.”

“My safety!” replied Fabian, indignantlys -
“what matters my safety or my life, when my
noble protector is to be aided or avenged! Did
he think of the danger when he exposed hi
to save me from the anger of the Queen?”

« Silence, foolish man!” again whispered Vire-
ton.

“Open, open!” repeated Fabian, hcedless of
his remonstrances,and resuming his attack on the
door, the person in charge of which had fleds
frightened by the tumult. .

“You htwve no one to deliver or to avenges
suddenly exclaimed the Scholar, as his eye agﬂi""
searched the hall below; “there he is himself *

*“ Whom do you mean?”

“The Coadjutor! the report must have boe?
unfounded.”

Fabian rapidly regained his place in front, and
thence beheld, in truth, the Coadjutor entering
the great chamber, leaning on Monsieur Cbamp”
latreux, te son of the First President Molé. Be
was very pale, and had in reality escaped from #
great danger; the Duke de Larochefoucaulh ®
violent partisan of the Prince, had caught his
neck between the two leaves of the folding 40°F
leading out to the entrance hall, and would ¢ef”
tainly have strangled him, had not Monsieu® d?
Champlatreux, though himself of the Cond®
party, come to his rescue. .

On the appearance of the Coadjutor in safefys
the masked lady uttered an exclamation Of Joyt
while Fabian, in frenzied transport, threw himse
into the arms of his friend Eustache. But, froﬂf
that moment, the stranger lady no longer oot
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z:;ltrated her attention exclusively on the hall

) OW} Shf: glanced aside, from time to time, in

ve‘:u;ilr-ecnon of the young De Croissi, and se-

from times her piercing eyes, which gleamed

N beneath her mask like two carbuncles,
ere fixed on him for a few moments.

.In the meantime the Coadjutor had slowly re-
i‘"“_ed his accustomed seat, and having, by a
th"tlo‘n of his hand, obtained silenge, he addressed

e First President:
no“ I l_m,d considered you an enemy of mine until
. W 8ir! but the invaluable service your son has
Just rendered me, proves that I must have been
':‘;:taken. I declare, publicly, that I owe my
& to Monsieur de Champlatreux; and to you,
iy well as to your son, I address my heartfelt

anks,

M_Olé displayed profound emotion; he looked
L:'? son, then to the Coadjutor, and covering
ot eace in one hand, signified by a wave of the
°Ven:, that he was unable to speak. From this
et dated the commencement of a friendship
whi een the First President and Paul de Gondi,
ich endured through life.
'ersie Prince of Clondé, meanwhile, was con-
i ng Wm.'mly with the counsellors and peers of
mml’“ﬂy.; it was necessary that he should take
w ??once of what had happened, but he was
¥illing to throw public blame on the Duke de
- :%hefoucault, one of his most devoted par-
ns,
" ﬁ“ Gefltlemen!" he said at length, with a mor-
of ed ajr; « I deeply regret that the zeal of one

“‘}’ friends should have carried him so far to
l'e: Injury of the Coadjutor. However, the

€rend prelate will perhaps recollect that he
“;: Dot ﬂlvmys shown such horror at an attempt

on my life, as I now testify in his case.”
X know very well to what your highness
“bu:B allusion,” returned De Gondi, calmly;
cap‘b])mu'are .much deceived if you think me
woq ® of taking part in such a plot. What

Wﬂrdy Ou say,” he continued, darting a glance
Wiy the galleries, “if I had here a witness, an
mml"’!«:hable witness, whose disclosures would
upr hy"“!‘ Highness to render justice to the
"lrg iness of my sentiments and conduct to-

- youp”
m“rfd‘se up—do not conceal yourself I” mur-
he Eustache Vireton in Fabian’s ear, while
muipewh of the Coadjutor seemed to render the

« °d lady agitated and unessy.
trug Witness!” repeated the Prince with a dis-
wm:f‘ll air; “g witness who will furnish me
Plot P“Z!Of' that you did not participate in the
co‘d‘xalnet my life? Let him appear, worthy

Jutor, Jet him appear, and should he prove

to

what you assert, I will hold you my true friend.
Send for that personage, if he is not now here,
and I swear to you, that, should he give me
satisfactory explanations, he shall receive full
token of my munificence, and of the desire I
experience to have you held guiltless of the
treachery towards me of which you are accused.
Should he be here present, let him present him-
self—let him speak—I promise him my protec-
tion and aid.”

While he thus spoke, the Prince threw & search-
ing glance around, and the masked lady could
not conceal her emotion, on seeing that glance
rest for 2 moment on Fabian de Croissi. She half
rose, as if to rush toward him at the first word;
but Fabian moved not, spoke not. The Coadju-
tor seemed to take pleasure in maintaining the
suspense for some moments.

“ Your Highness is mistaken,” he said at length,
coldly, “and has misunderstood the meaning of
my words. My appeal was to a Higher Power,
who sees everything, marks everything, and who
knows well that I would never enter into a com-
plot directed against the life of your Highness.”

This explanation produced a subdued murmur
throughout the hall, somewhat expressive of dis-
appointment, but the masked lady made a ges-
ture of satisfaction, and Eustache remarked that
she spoke for some time to one of her mysterious
companions in a low voice.

CHAPTER XXXII

RECONCILIATION,

ArtER” this discussion, the session presented
nothing remarkable except & sharp quarrel be-
tween the Duke de Larochefoucault and the Duke
de Brissac, and this we pass over in silence, as
not affecting our history. Ten o'clock at last
sounded, and as this was the usual hour for the
chamber to separate, the President, in a voice
trembling with joy, proclaimed the session closed.

A general movement followed this announce-
ment, and those present began to quit the hall in
detached groups, still eying each other distrust-
fully, but witkout that menacing aspect they had
displayed before. Fabian and his companion
rose to rejoin the Coadjutor in the outer hall,
and they had now no difficulty in opening the
door, as the keeper had returned to his post.
Vireton, however, regarded the next lantern un-
easily, and seemed to withdraw with much reluc-
tance.

When they reached the passage they found the

" door of the adjoining bok guarded by several men,

well armed, and having their features concealed
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in the folds of their mantles.
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They were about |

to pass, when one of the guards—the same man

with whom the masked lady had conversed so

much—placed his hand heavily on the shoulder of |

Fabian, and said in a voice rough but by no means
threatening :

¢« Stay a moment, Monsieur de Croissi! There
are some of your acquaintances here who wish to
see you”

Fabian recognised Marshal d’Hocquincourt,

and his mantle falling partly back as he stretched

out his arm, several pairs of pistols could be secn
attacbed to his girdie.

“ What! is it yeu, Marshal!” exclaimed the
young De Croissi, with a warm greeting. « How
happy I am at again meeting the generous man
to whom I owe so much gratitude for the protec-
tion he afforded me in & moment of danger ”

“ Enough, enough, my young friend!” inter-
posed d’Hocquincourt in a low tone; “if you
have preserved a favorable recollection of me,
believe me that, for my part, I have not forgotten
your courageous and chivalric conduct. But let
us leave these matters alone for the present.
There is a lady within there,” indicating the
lantern as he spoke, «“ who desires to see you, and
who thinks she has to repair an injustice towards
you.”

“ What! That masked lady—¢?”

* Do you not know who she is?”

And then for the first time Fabian learned—
what the reader has doubtless divined ere this—
that his mysterious neighbour was none other
than the Queen Regent of France.

Marshal d'Hocquincourt forthwith ushered
Fabian into the box, still dim and darkened by
the curtains in front. The Queen was closely
wrapped in her mantle, and seemed overcome by
deep emotion. The young De Croissi was about
to kneel before her, but she signed him to forbear,

* Stay,” she said, “ T have only an instant to
remai here. Young man! what I have just
witnessed has taught me to know my true friends.
Say to the Coadjutor that his sovereign is fortu-
nate in having servants as faithtul as heis. I
understand his plans for you; he knew I was to

*oceupy this place, and he wished to prove to me
that your fidelity was as unshaken as his own,
I avow that one word pronounced but now by
Your lips, regarding the secrets you possess, might
have resulted in grievous evils for me—for France,
From this moment, Sir, yoa have no occasion to
conceal yourself—live free and unharmed. Now
that my wrath is calmed, I can appreciate the
motives of your past conduct, and I may perhaps
find ocoasion soon b show the estimation in which
I hold your character!”

A A

¢ Madame!” replied Fabian with grateful ar-
dour; * Your Majesty is so full of kindness and
clemency, that I venture to entreat your pardon
for an unfortunate young girl, who »?

* Ah! Montglat?” interrupted the Queen, with
some asperity; *that is another affair. But no
matter! I pardon her too; I suppose you have
the means of acquainting her with this?”

“ She of whom your Majesty speaks is now
my wife.”

*Is it possible? But I recognise here the ordi-

nary tact of the Coadjutor; he wished to render
© it impossible to pardon one without the othefy
: Well! say to your protector, that I will show
¢ kindness to you both, for his sake. As for you,
. come to the Palais-Royal with Elizabeth—with

your young wife; we will then see what we csn
do on your behalf. Monsieur d'Hocquincourts
who is your friend, will introduce you previous
to the public reception. Adieu!” '

The young man was about to express his grate-
ful acknowledgment, but a sign from the Queen
imposed silence on him.

“ Your arm, Monsieur d’Hoequincourt!” shé
said, hurriedly; and, leaving the box, they ad-
vanced along the passage, followed by the fouf
or five people who served asguards. They turned
aside through a dark corridor, and doubtless
issued from the Palace of Justice by ways un®
known to the publie.

Fabian remained as if thunderstruck by this
unexpected event, and Eustache Vireton, whos
from the open door of the adjoining box, hsd
heard all, hurried him into the hall before he had
regained his presence of mind. They found $h®
Coadjutor standing in the middle of an apim
group, but as soon as he noticed them, be 8d-
vanced towards them.

“ Well?” was his enquiring exclamation.

* All has succeeded as you could have wished
Monseigneur,” added Eustache gaily; * full par
don for both! Monsieur Fabian behaved as if b
had been in the full secret of our design.” )

*“ Bravo!” exclaimed the prelate, rubbing his
hands with a satisfied air. .

« Andit is again to you that I owe this hepP"”
ness, Monseigneur,” said Fabian, with ﬁ"’!y
gratitude; “the Queen grants us her pardom
acknowledgment of that devotion to her Msjesty
of which you have this day given proof. .

“ Ah! she is pleased with my devotion,” T®
peated the Coadjutor; then, raising his b w0
his neck, still swollen and inflamed from the rov&™
manipulation of Monsieur de Larochefoneatlts
«1 would not willingly give such proofs 85 thi*
every day! But itis time to separate. Co™®
gentlemen, let us retire to the cloister!”
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He then, with his friends, descended the stair-
¢ase of the Rue de la Barillerie, while the parti-
8ans of Condé retired by the staircase of the
Holy Chapel.

“ And thus terminated this morning,” says the
o“adjutor himself, in his memoirs, *at whose
¢ dawn Paris stood on the brink of an abyss.”

CHAPTER XXXIII,

THE MARQUIS DE CRENAN.
F“"AN. as may be believed, was most impatient
until he had communicated to Elizabeth the
Tesults of this memorable session, so important
%o her and himself. What irapressed the young
g:’““t@ss more than any thing else, was the news
at .‘he Queen would receive her that very
S¥ening in the Palais-Royal.
ex“ S.he is then no longer angry with me?” she
claimed, shedding tears of tenderness; * she
Could pardon me then! Oh! Fabian! you can-
:l:)t comprehend all that I have suffered from the

Ought that my kind and royal mistress regarded
™e with hatred and contempt!” '

The rest of the day was passed by the young
®uple in forming projects for the future; but
¥6: the joy of Fabian was poisoned by the remera-
brance of the cruel manner in which the Baron

® .c"‘)iSSi had been treated in the great hall.
sides, he forgot not that Albert was to fight
4t evening with the Captain of the Guards of

8Pprehension, when he thought of the possible
Tesults of this duel. Elizabeth remarked that
'® Was pensive and absent, while she was expres-
SIng o him her simple hopes, but she could not
BUess at the cause.
re They could not see the Coadjutor during the
. St of the day; he remained in his private
F“mems, surrounded by his intimate counsel-
rers"lnd a crowd of people of quality, who
) Paired to the cloister to talk over the events of
® morning, However, toward evening, the
Mumber of visitors began to diminish, and the
yo‘f“g couple were about to retire to prepare for
‘_“P visit to the palace, when Master Eustache,
Raily dressed, with ruffies and collar of lace, en-
tered their apartment, followed by two lacquies
Who carried the complete costume of a cavalier,
of“ﬂ“’ greatest richness. .
« What! not yet ready?” he said, laughing,
0 you forget that within an hour you must
e presented to the Queen? But Iknow what
l'; the matter, Monsieur de Croissi does not con-
tider that green dress of bis, suitable apparel for
B~
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~ ‘e Prince de Conti, and whatever had been his :
Wrongs toward himself, he could not avoid keen ;
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so august an occasion. Well! here is a new dress
which he is entreated to accept, and in which he
is expected to encase himself without loss of
time.”

The attendants placed the clothes on a side
table and left the apartment.

« Is this sumptuous costume intended for me?”
asked Fabian with astonishment; *might I

{ enquire——?”

e AN NN 2 N NN AP N A

« Oh! this is nothing,” interrupted Eustache,
joyously; “if this amiable lady will please to re-
tire to her own chamber, she will find there a
most superb court toilet.”

« But who is it—"

« I will tell you further,” continued the Scholar,
heedless of the interruption, *that you will not
go to the Palais Royal on foot, like petitioners
and such like gentry. They are getting ready &
chariot to conduct you to the Queen; you will
have pages on horseback at each side of the
vehicle, and lacquies in front carrying torches.
Ma foi! it will be magnificent!”

« But tell me, Eustache! to whom do we owe
so many delicate attentions—so many rich pres-
ents?” .

« Ta whom should you owe them, but to the
brave, the generous, the gallant Paul de Gondi,
Coadjutor of the Archbishop of Paris, and (soon
to be) Cardinal de Retz?”

« Can this be?” returned Fabian. * Monsei-
gneur, overwhelmed with visits, oppressed with
business, with cares and perplexities—"

« Pinds time,” interposed Enstache, “ to arrange
all about the attire of Madame de Croissi, about
your own doublet, hose und ruff, about the chariot
which’is to convey you, the number and quality
of the attendants who are to accompany you—
for he thinks of all, sees all, does all. This has
been the effect of a few words whispered in my
ear, amid s warm conversation with great lords,
dukes and princes. He gave me certain orders
for two or three of his familiars, which have been
obeyed asif by enchantwent. But hasten, friends,
hasten] you must not keep waiting the personage
whom you sre about to visit—sbe likes it not, I
can assure you!”

Elizabeth, smiling at the remarks of the Sor-
bonnian, quitted the epartment, while Fabian
immediately commenced to assume his attire,
His wife soon re-appeared, adorned with sll that
could at that moment enhance the youth and
besuty of 8 woman, and Eustache wasin extacies
at the good mien and eloquence of the young
couple. Fabian offered his hand to Elizabeth
and they all descended to the great court, where
a.rich chariot, thought without armorial besrings,
was in waiting for them. As Vireton had an-
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nounced, pages and lacquies were ready on horse-
back to conduct them with torches to the Palais
Royal. Having entered the chariot, it advanced
towards the gateway of the Court, but here its
progress was checked for a few moments.

A troop of soldiers, in the pay of the Coadjutor,
were gathered round the gate, mingled with
squires and lacquies, and were listening to a

warm discussion between the commander of the ’
Coadjutor’s guard and a stranger, alsobearing the

uniform of an officer. As the crowd opened but
slowly to permit the passage of the chariot,
Fabian could hear a portion of this altercation.

“Irepeat,” cried the commander of the guards,
“that you cannot see Monseigneur unless you
have an order of admission signed by himself.
T am acquainted with all the personages of im-
portance who come here, and you are perfectly
uuknown to me, as you doubtless are to his
Excellency. We cannot give admittance to
every one who applies, as we migbht thus admit
his foes as well as his friends.”

“But I swear to you,” replied the stranger,
“that I am very well known to the Coadjutor,
although not of his party. IfIdo not tell you
my name, it is because I have important reasons
for concealing it at present; but I wish to speak
to the Coadjutor of a matter that can brook no
delay.”

At this moment Fabian leaned out of the car-
riage and fixed his gaze intently on the officer;
his cheeks grew pale and his heart sick as he
recognised the Marquis de Crenan, the captain of
the guards with whom his brother was that even-
ing to have fought. As soon as the chariot had
cleared the gate of the cloister, he ordered it to
be stopped, and leaping from the vehicle, he
went up to the Marquis, whose discussion with
the Coadjutor’s commander was becoming still
more embittered.

“ Monseur de Crenan!” he said, touching his
arm; ‘“a word with you, if you please!”

On hearing his name, the captain turned ab-
ruptly round, but finding himself addressed by &
gentleman of good manners and appearance, he
followed him without hesitation, out of earshot
of the guards.

“Excuse my indiscretion, Marquis!” said
Fabian, in a low voice; “but might I enquire if
the interview you seek with the Coadjutor is
relative jo a certain duel ?”

% Saint Denis! how learned you that?” ex-
claimed the Marquis in astonishment. * Ah!
you were doubtless in the great hall this morn-
ing and noticed the affair. Well, yes! it is on
sccount of that duel I wish to see the Coadjutor.”

“ The Coadjutor personally?”

"

De Crenan remained a moment silent, as if
fearing to reveal his secret to a stranger.

“ Ma foi!” he exclaimed at last, * I will tell
you—you may aid me out of this embarrassment-
I admit then that it is not the Coadjutor himself
I desire to see, so much as a young gentleman
now under his protection.”

“ Monsieur Fabian de Croissi, is it not?”

“The syme. Do you know him?”

“I am he, Marquis!”

“In that case,” continued the captain gravely,
*T have a duty to fulfil towards you. Be pleased
to follow me, Monsieur}”

" ¢ May I ask where?”

“To your brother, who is dying!”

“ My brother—Albert ! Where is he?”

*“ There!” replied the Marquis, pointing to 8
chariot drawn up on the other side of the square,
under the dark shadow of the towers of Notre
Dame.

—

€HAPTER XXXIV.

BARON FABIAN DE CROISSI.
THE MARQUIS DE CRENAN led the way across
the square, and Fabian followed with tottering
steps; he forgot at that moment all the crimes
and injustice of his brother, and experienced the
most poignant grief for his unhappy fate,

De Crenan mounted the step of the carriages
and said softly:

“I have fulfilled your request, Monsieur de
Croissi, and brought hither your brother, whom
you desired so much to see.”

* My brother!” repeated a weak, though still
imperious voice, from within the carriage; “is it
indeed Fabian de Croissi who is present at my
last moments?”

. The Merquis descended from the step, and
made = sign to Fabian to assume his places
while he himself retired to s little distance.

“Yes! yes! 'tis I, dear Albert]” gaid Fabisn -
in a broken voice; “it is your brother who now
entreats you to pardon his wrongs towards yous
as he pardons yours towards him.”

The dying man was silent for an instant, 8nd
when he spoke, it was as if communing with
himself.

“These were the words I desired to hear from®
his lips, when I supplicated my generous adver
sary to bring me hither. Well, Sir!” he cont
nued aloud, in an altered voice, and with 8%
accent’ of profound bitterness; *the son
Madame de Rieul, the grandson of an upstart
soldier, is about to become, by my death, Baro®
de Croissi! I wished to be the first to salute
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thee by that title, and the wish is doubtless that
of a good brother!”
wi;:ghese worf]s were pronounced in a strange,
. ton'e, which made Fabian shudder.
Mtri;\h' Baron!” he said with grief; *why
heq ute to me sentiments so foreign to my
n rt? Besides, your wound, perhaps, is not
v ortal, !.in(l if you will allow yourself to be con-
veyed within the cloister, I am certain the Coad-
J““O“ Will order every care to be taken of you.”
too‘;%! no!” murmured Albert; *the night is
ark for thee to see the paleness of my fea-
:ures, and the depth of my wound. Be assured
a¢ within & few moments thou may’st dispose of
an]yt hhe“itage. Every moment I may be suffocated
wish blood—the surgeon has said so—and I
spo ;d to employ my lust moments in seeing and
“aking to thee. Doubtless thou deemest me very
i:ll.t-?' towards . thee, but recollect our relative
Sition! T had only seen thee thrice in my life;
w:;arcely knew thee; thou wert the son of a
at m“‘“ I despised; thou had'st been supported
o Y expense, and mizht almost be considered
toy Vassal, Judge then of the effort necessary
Simulate affection and interest for thee, when
off"““d it necessary for my designs! Judge
t.he depth of my anger, when I found thee op-
ssmg my wili! What wert thou, poor serf! to
th Use to sacrifice thyself to aid the fortune of
. 7 elder brother. Fancy what T must feel at
ﬁ; Moment when I leave thee that fortune and
® Which I had hoped, by thine assistance, my-
to bear with new and added lustre!”
These words were delivered in an almost inau-
ble voice, choked and broken by the convulsive
825ps which constantly agitated the frame of
e Baron,
re“rDeath is indeed near you, dear brother!”
o Plied Fabian gently, after a pause. “Oh! think
Your approaching end—let me bring & priest
© comfort your last moments!”
‘ndBlll.t' Albert’s mind had commenced to wander,
. “l’s brother’s words passed unheeded.
vaeg ell! what matters it?” he continued,
¢ ntly; « T shall not be there to be tortured by
%y happiness, My hotel is ready—thou may’st
CUpy it at once. Take possession also of the
ack“‘@“u de Croissi—the vassals will perhaps
Bowledge thee: they have seen thee their
€Qual—they will gee thee their lord. Take all
Wy wealth, alj my lands; but.” he added, with
:nomenm-y energy, “I bequeath to thee also
he desire to augment them, and the inability to
dO 8017 .
Prightful convulsions for a short time stopped
18 utterance,
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« Ah! I had forgot!” he suddenly resumed,
with savage joy; ¢ thou can’st not take peaceable
possession of all this. Thou art now a prisoner
in the Cloister of Notre Dame—thou wilt soon
occupy a cell in the Bastille! I know what
courtiers are: they will never think of thee more.
Thy protector will weary of thee, or may himself be
vanquished. Despite thy scrupulous conscience,
life shall for thee be something else than a flower-
strewn path. And thy betrothed—she whom

thou lovest—thou wilt never see her; she is, like

thyself, condemned. Yes! yes! Though the
possessions of our house may fall to thee—a
miserable wretch, born for poverty—yet thou
can’st not profit by the lucky chance. This at
least is some consolation!”

The bitter tears that bedewed the cheek of
Fabian, formed his only reply to those fearful
sentences.

At this moment lights were seen approaching,
and Elizabeth, anxious at the long absence of
her husband, drew near, accompanied by the page,
and lacquies. The flash of the torches displayed
to the Baron, the rich habiliments of the two
young people, as he raised himself with difficulty
on his elbow.

« This, then, is the girl of whom I spake but
now?” he said. « Has she followed thee hither?
How comes she so brilliantly apparelled? And
thou thyself—who hath given thee this costume,
so different from the coarse grey habit thou
worest at the manor? Did’st thou foresee thou
wert about to become Baron de Croissi?”

The young girl leaned into the carriage, to
ascertain who was the mysterious person within,
and hér eys encountered the wild and burning
glances of the Baron.

« Welcome, Mademoiselle!” he exclaimed, in
a tone of sarcasm; *you are doubtless about to
es;;ouse your betrothed, now that I can no longer
oppose your union ?”

« Did you not know, Baron!” replied Eliza-
beth, casting down her eyes, *that we were al-
ready married?” ®

« Married! married!” repeated Albert; * what
imprudence! To marry—when a state prison
awaits the husband, and the Convent of the Car-
melites the wife!”

Elizabeth looked to De Croissi with astonish-
ment. She saw that the Baron was griavously
wounded, perhaps dying, but she compréhended
not the wildness of his speech. Fabian signed
to her to be silent, but was not understood.

« Are you so ill, Baron?”, she said, with gentle
sadness; “we would e so happy to devote our
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lives to your happiness, now that we are at liberty
to do su.”

“You are pardoned then?” he asked, anxiously.

“ The Queen has graciously forgiven us both,”
replied the young wife, “and we were proceed-
ing to the Palais Royal, to thank Her Majesty.”

“To the Palais Royal!” repeated the Baron,
whose voice every moment grew fainter; *you
were going to the Palais Royal? But doubtless
you will be introduced by the back staircase, like
spies and common people. I myself was never
admitted to the palace through the door of state.
But thatchariot, those attendants, those torches !—
Tell me, tell me!” he exclaimed, summoning all
his strength, and sitting upright in the carriage;
“is it through the door of state you are to be
admitted to the Queen?”

Fabian and Elizabeth turned aside with horror.

“1It is true, then?” cried the expiring man,
“ Fabian! thou, with thy gross and stubborn
virtue, hast achieved more than I, with all my
wiles and intrigues; like that Jacob, of whom
my preceptor spake to me when a child, thou hast
robbed me of my birthright! Thou art about
to become rich, honoured, powerful, high in the
favour of the Queen; while I die repulsed, des-
pised by all. Adieu, then! On your head be—"

The curse died away on his lips, and he fell
back on the cushions a lifeless corpse,

De Crenan and Vireton approached to with-
draw the young couple from this mournful spec-
tacle.

“You have no time now to indulge in sorrow,”
urged the latter; “ the Queen expects you, and
must not be disappointed. I will see to the pro-
per disposal of your brother’s body.”

¢ True, Eustache, true!” replied Fabian, mousn-
fully; “ Her Majesty must be nbeyed. You will
have him—,” and he pointed, with averted head,
to the lifeless mass within the carriage—* you
will have him conducted to the Hotel de Croissi.
We will rejoin you there after our interview
with the Queen.”

A few moments after the two carriages sepa-
rated, and drove off in different directions. In
the dark and silent vehicle that rolled heavily
towards the Hotel de Croissi, in the Faubourg
Saint Germsm, were enclosed the unhonoured
remains of the intriguing courtier: in the chariot
that was whirled rapidly along towards the
Palais Royal, guarded by liveried Jacquies, and
brilliantly lighted by torches, sat, beside his
lovely young wife, FaBiax, BaroN DE CroissI.

(Conoluded,)
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MOONLIGHT.—SONNET.
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MOONLIGHT.

BY M H,

“TI'll ever bless thy soothing power,
Sweet and pensive moonlight hour.”
Mrs. HEMANS.

Soxe love the bright sun’s refulgent light,
Ang others the rosy morn,
As she smiling, descends from the car of night,
To gaze on a world new born;;
But sweeter to me, to wander along
The banks of some winding stream,
And list to the nightingale's plaintive song,
By the light of the pale moonbeam.

0! surely at such an enchanting time,
No earth-born thought dare come,

For the soul, on the wings of thought sublime,
Then soars to its native home !

And we think of the friends to mem'ry dear,
As we gaze on the star-gemm'd sky—

And long to join them in that blest sphere,
Unexplored by mortal eye, .

Oh! would the rash worldling pause one hour,
And gaze on this fairy scene—

The sons of riot would ne’er have power,
To win him back, I ween!

For his spell-bound soul would dilate with praise,
With gratitude and love;

Whilst the bird of eve, with her touching lays,
Would remind him of choirs above,

Then he'd look on life as a meteor's glance,
A shadowy vapour—a breath—

And an emblem he’d find in the pale moou.beam,
Of the soul, unsubdued by death !

"Tis surely a glorious scene, when morn
Ilumines the dark blue sea,

Or smiles on the dew-bespangled thorn,—
But moon-light’s dearer to me.

B. W, Town, May 23, 1847.

SONNET.

WRITTEN ON AN EVENING IN JUNE.

BY M, H.

A caLM pervades all nature, as she lies,
Enjoying sweet repose, unrufiled,
Beneath the azure covering of the skies,
As if a storm, she never more should dread,
Nor thunder clouds, should gather o’er her h
The fields are clothed in richest, darkest greem
And all is tranquil—all is now serene!
The lark now sings, and wings his npw.rd flights
The thrush, responsive, answers from the tred
Whilst clouds of insects, dancing in the lights

Enjoy their gambols with unwearying glee ;

And homeward, loaded, hums the little bee.
Now, be it ours, to raise our hearts to Him,

Whose name’s adored by brightest Seraphim /l

B, W. Town, June 9, 1846.
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IDA BERESFORD; OR, THE CHILD OF FASHION.*

BY R, E. M.
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CHAPTER XIX.
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E .
¢ & the beams of the rising sun had yet dispelled
® gray vapours of morning, the carriage was

3 the door, and Ida, cloaked and veiled, made |

:ler appearance, As Lucy fondly embraced her,
€ Murmyred ;
m“o!‘! Ida, how much I shall miss you. Tell
% ¥ill you be long away?”
tily hope not,” she rejoined, as she turned has-
8Way, to hide the glittering drops that trem-
o on l}er long lashes. Claude was waiting at
s Carriage step, and as he handed her in, he
Py exclaimed:
w i‘i‘l"GWel], Miss Beresford!” but the tone in
felt th he spoke was unusually gentle, and she
v 8t his earnest glance, searching as it may
Stille n, was free from aught like unkindness.
o y annf)yed by his scrutiny, and ashamed of
ion €motion, she chillingly returned his saluta-
» and fell back amid the cushions with an air
on tless indifference, of coldness, which was
¥ 100 natural, too well counterfeited. Claunde
Ontinyeq gazing after her for a moment, his lips
enghﬂy compressed, and then carelessly re-
l‘e:l’ered the house. Meanwhile Ida, & prey to
ctions whose bitterness she salone knew,
Yiad 3 rapidly on to the house of suffering. Wea-
in body, gnd in mind, she at length arrived,
88 night had fallen, st her destination. In-
‘hacﬂy enquiring for Lady Stanhope, she heard
e the latter, who was then enjoying a shart
iriop’ had continued up to the moment quite de-
or s, and that the physician who had visited
ho 21 hour previous, entertained but very slight
thrl:)% of her recovery. Scarcely waiting to
lickw off her travelling dress, she sought the
she chamber, Noiselessly unclosing the door,
bef, stood for & moment surveying the scene
Ore her. The vast apartment was wrapped
03t in total shadow, & sereened lamp at the
arthest end, cast from time to time a flickering
t on the splendid furniture, and velvet hang-
of the bed, on which, pale and insensible,
27 the once envied Lady Stanhope; but the
*lemn gilence, the dim light, the very atmos-
ere itself, all seemed to tell of sickness, and
‘:“h- At length the voice of the invalid, but
weak, 30 changed, that Ida could scarce re-

1
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cognise it, called aloud on one of the servants.

| Not one answered the appeal. Again she reite-

rated her call, but all was silence. The total
neglect, the inhuman indifference, seemed to strike
upon her heart, and she exclaimed in a tone

> of agony. “Great God! can it be that Tam left
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to die alone—alone! Amongst all those whom
I have entertained, loaded with favours, the
menials I have pampered, are there none to hand
me a cup of cold water in the agonies of death?
They know my hour is at hand, and already they
take advantage of my helplessness.” -

1da would have approached her, but she was
incapable, Powerless, immovable, she stood as
if chained to the spot. After a pause, Lady Stan-
hope resumed:

« Menials! Why should I blame them? They
owe me nothing save their hire. But the
ungrateful being whom I cherished, loved as I
would bave done my own child, on whom I
lavished the only feeling of affection this chilled
heart for long years has known--where is she
now? Like others, she employed me for promo-
ting her own views and interests; like others, she
has turmed, and stung the hand that fostered
her. Aye! she once willingly accompanied me
to the gay Opera and Assembly Hall, but would
she as willingly linger now, near my bed of
death. No? Were she here now, she would fly
me as she would the pestilence. Oh! for a drop
of cool water to moisten my burning lips! My
God! my God! thy judgment is a bitter, a fear-
ful one, but I must submit, I must die uncared
for—alone.” R

«No, not alone, dear Lady Stanhope,” said
1da, who overcoming by a violent effort, the spell
that bound her, sprang forward, and flung her-
self on her knees beside her couch. “1I come to
watch over, to wait on you. To atone by my
present devotion for my past neglect.”

«Lady Stanhope fell back with a faint cry,
and Ida saw with terror that she had fainted,
Bitterly reproaching herself for her rashfiess, she
hurriedly bathed her temples, and resorted to
every means to promote her recovery. At lengtli
the sufferer unclosed her eyes, and her glance
fell on Ida.

«You here! My senses then have not decei-
ved me. But what is }our mission?” she bitterly

*Continued from page 328.
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added. “ Do you not see that I am ill, dying? I

can no longer serve or assist you. Away! your
place is not here.”

“Forgive me, forgive me,” murmured her
companion, “ your reproaches are just and meri-
ted,—yet spare me. Long as I have delayed 'tis
not too late yet to endeavour to atone at least
for my ingratitude.”

“Ida! Ida!” said the dying woman, fixing her
eyes with startling earnestness on her face, “are
you come to mock me? You who never addressed
to me one word of affection or of kindness, you
stay to wait on my sick couch—but still I will
believe you! Whatever other faults you may
have possessed, you never yet in aught deceived
me. Iwill believe the blessed truth, that you have
indeed come to soothe my dying pillow, to cheer
my passage to the tomb. There is yet one being
on earth who feels an interest, however slight, in
my fate, who lavishes a thought upon me; but
give me some water in mercy, for my lips are
parched.”

Ida obeyed, and then drawing her chair near
the bedside, she endeavoured by the kindest
words and tenderest expressions, to calm the
emotion of the dying, and restore peace to her
tortured heart. Lady Stanhope passively lis-
tened whilst she closely clasped the hand of her
youthful companion, and at the least movement
on the part of the latter, her grasp tightened as
if she feared she wished to escape her, while her
large dark eyes would turn on Ida with & wild,
restless expresssion, which caused her heart to
shrink with dread. But faithfully did she adhere
to her post, and deep as might have been the fear,
great as was the fatigue that overpowered her,
no signs of it appeared in the low calm tone
with which she whispered words of consolation
and peace. Gradually Lady Stanhope’s grasp
relaxed, her eyes closed, and at length her labo-
rious, but deep drawn breathing, told that she
slept. Gently disengaging herself from her, Ida
drew the curtains, and with a noiseless step passed
into the adjoining room. There, extended asleep
on a sofs, lay the nurse appointed to watch over
Lady Stanhope, and who was receiving at the
time & high remuneration for her services. Idg
approached, and laid her hand on her arm, The
woman looked up, and uttered a faint shriek on
beholding her, and truly there was something in
that stern, pale, but beautiful countenance, which
might have justly sanctioned her terror. In tones
whose severity was not diminished by their being
uttered in & whisper, Ida exclaimed:

“ Woman! Is it thus you fulfil your trust?
Have you no fear that the vengeance of the mis-
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_your too indulgent mistress.

IDA BERESFORD.
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tress you have wronged, the humanity you have
outraged, may soon fall on your guilty head?”

Terrified out of her prudence, the attendant
replied in trembling accents:

“ Oh! ma’am, my Lady was raving and she
couldn’t know whether I was watching her of
not. The doctor said she’d never come to her
senses ‘again before she died; and all the other
servants, ma’am, are amusing themselves but me.”

“ Begone!” said Ida, shaking her from her.
* You will be only too blessed if your death-bed i8
not more desolate, more wretched, than that of
Begone to your
post, and know for the future that Lady Stanhope
has a friend who will rigorously watch over every
action of you and your compeers, and who will
punish alike as she will adjudge you, without
mercy.”

Abashed and awed, the woman moved humbly
into the inner room, whilst Ida rapidly bent her
steps to the servant’s hall Hastily passiog
through the long corridors and wide staircasess
she at length arrived at the large apartment sp-
propriated to the public use of the domestics-
The noise of mirth and laughter, suppressed as it
was, jarred painfully on her ear as she approacheds
and burning with indignation she flung open the
door. The members of Lady Stanhope’s nume-
rous retinue, with but one or two exception$
were seated round the supper table, conversing
laughing, careless that the mistress of whose
bounty they were partaking, was stretched 08
her dying bed. An apparition could not have
excited more dismay than Ida’s entrance, With
an angry frown on her brow, she surveyed the
group for a moment in silence, and then exclaimed:

“’Tis welll Your mistress is dying, and yo¥
think you may act as you like. ’Tis a privileg?
T'll not deny you, for to-night is the last yo¥
shall pass beneath her roof.” A silence follow .
which none dared to break, when Lady Stanhope™®
waiting maid, one of the pertest species of bef
class, and to whom Ida was personally unkﬂo'":’
as she had only lately entered her LadyshiP*®
service, rejoined in a sharp tone:

“ Very well, ma’am, as you please, for my
part 'm quite willicg to go, but who's to P8Y
me my wages?” ’

Ida darted a contemptuous glance upon her:

“ Menial! I shall pay you your ill-ear®
gains, and be thankful that you are permitted ¥
remain till morning, not cast forth instantly %
you deserve,” .

The girl, seeing that Ida was not to be 'm’
timidated, resolved to change her tactics, espe?’
ly as no one had supported her first motiot
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:::l mOOVering ber face with her handkerchief,
ad mmCed a sobbing protestation: *that she
eant no harm—that she had loved her dear
COuJIVd"ery much—and finally, that her Ladyship
" Si‘lmt do W"lthollt her.”
1 ence, girl!” said Ida, sternly; * your lady
eel}::"’l:lbly never require your services again.”
eave t&; er voice faltering, she hastily turned to
one of e apartment, but she wag intercepted by
“p the servants, who barred her passage.
Sncer a:“don me, ma’am,” he said with an insolent
what ot but may [ make so bold as to ask by
‘ibout,nght you horder her Ladyship's servants
, eseﬁWhO have been in her Ladyship’s service
Ve years. Youmay do as you please to her
. cy::l.P'B chamber maids and waiting maids,”
atter :mued, he‘edless of the fiery glances the
g i)oung ladfes bestowed upon him, “but I
e treated in a different sort of way; I am

ad s
v \4 Stanhopes butler, and have been so for
e Years.”

£
* You are

wi

od & 30 no longer,” interrupted Ida, as she
Whoge ull upon him her flashing eyes, beneath
“Fro angry glance he involuntarily quailed.
‘e'rvicm ﬂfls moment you are dismissed from her
is i ®, Wltl:,the ignominy you deserve. Begone
exm;:"aﬂt. and approaching nearer to him, she
the ded her small hand threateningly towards
clain, 0or,  Return to-morrow, and whatever
Satisﬁs You may have on Lady Stanhope, will be
ed, but you shall not contaminate her roof
4 Passing another night beneath it.”
Bullp“e of himself, the man, awed and subdued,
“e“l.)' turned away.
nd now,” she said, throwing her dauntless
Elance ¢y the other domestics, *seek your
;::Z“nd beware how by further murmur or of-
®, you draw down the punishment already
gielnding over your heads.”
the c;ml)' they all obeyed, and Ida returned to
resg amber of Lady Stanhope; she had barely
l'omm:d her seat beside her, when the latter woke
Quent er feverish and perturbed sleep. The elo-
glance she bestowed upon her, spoke vo-
::‘e" but apparently too weak to speak, she only
tnd”ed her hand. Sadly did she tax the forti-
® of the already sinking Idas, who, exhausted
Y ,h“" Wearisome journey, and the agitation and
tigue she had undergone since her arrival, was
:c“'cel?' able to keep her head erect. Still the
ploring, the unhappy look Lady Stanhope ever
Zast upon her, if she even moved the hand she
eldso tightly pressed within her own, was enough
% induce her to bear up. Long, long, did her
Waich continue; it ssemed as if the sufferer could
?e'" grow weary. Hour after hour chimed forth
Tom the clocks, yet still awake, still restless, she
e
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lay, her dark eyes steadfastly fixed on her com-
panion. At length as the hour of four rung
out, and the weary watcher began to despair of
release, the eyes of Lady Stanhope again closed,
and ere many minutes had elapsed, she slept.
Having called the nurse to replace her at her
post, and strictly, sternly, enjoined the most vigi-
lant care, she threw herself with a thankful heart
on a couch in the adjoining chamber, and scarcely
had her head touched the pillow, when she was
buried in profound sleep. Her slumbers were
lasting as they were profound, and when she
awoke the following morning, on glancing at her
time piece, she saw it was near noon. Hastily
springing from her couch, she rang for the ser-
vant. Her summons was answered by the girl
Stratton, who had filled the office of waiting
maid to her during the period of her former visit
to Lady Stanhope, and who had been absent at the
neighbouring village the preceding evening at the
time of Ida’s visit to the servants’ hall. In reply
to her anxious enquiries concerning het mistress,
the girl informed her, “ That Lady Stanhope had
awoke some hours previous in perfect possession
of her senses. On being told that Ida was asleep,
she had given strict orders that she was on no
account to be disturbed. She had then sent for her
lawyer, with whom she had been engaged in close
conference for a long time, and who had just teken
his departure.” '

Her hasty toilet completed, Ida drank a cup of
coffee, and proceeded at once to Lady Stanhope's
apartment. In the ante-room she met the physi-
cian whose face wore a very grave expression. He
at oncg told her there was no hepe, and though
Lady Stanhope might linger on a week longer,
it was more probable two days more would close
her career. Ida left him, her heart sorrowful aud
heavy enough, and entered the sick chamber.
Though the room was perfectly dark, the blinds
closed and curtains drawn, Lady Stanhope at
once divined the intruder by her light, gentle
footfall; and in an eager, though week voice,
exclaimed.

« Is that you, dear Ida! How glad I am. "Tis
a fearful thing to be alone and to feel the dark
shadow of death creeping nearer and nearer.”
Ida kissed her damp forehead and affectionately
asked, *“how she had passed the night.” “ Toler-
ably well. Better than for weeks, but ’twas
because I imagined you were with me. Through
all my dreants, feverish, painful as they were, I
had an indistinct consciousness that you were
beside me, your hand pressed in mine, and that
soothed, reassured me, My sojourn here will
not be long, and prothise me, Ida, promise me,
not to leave me again till my eyes are closed in

*
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death. If I ask too much, forgive me, but T will
not trouble you long.”

“T promise,” murmured Ida almost inaudibly, -

as she howed her head amid the pillows, but
despite her utmost efforts, the sobs which she
could not repress, fell on the ear of her compa-
nion.

“« Nay, weep not, my poor child, though you
know not, you cannot dream, what balm, what
solace, your tears are to my crushed heart.
‘They tell me there is yet one living thing who

feels for, who compassionates that wretched |

being, once called the happy, light hearted Lady
Stanhope. Yes! your tears will be the only one
shed over my lonely grave. Of all the gay friends
who enlivened my hours of pleasure, none

remain to me, and were I to entreat separately, ;

every individual of the crowds who have filled
my saloons, employed my equipages, houses,
servants, not one would consent to pass a half
hour by my bedside to cheer my dying moments;
but you, I1da, you, whom I ever inwardly stig-
matized as the most selfish, the most heartless of
them all—would, would that I might live, were it
only to punish the desertion, the hypocrisy of
my former friends, and to testify my gratitude for
your generous devotion. But, that may not be,
for my earthly career is drawing toaclose. Still
what I could do, Ida, I have done for you; on
the simple condition of assuming the crest and
arms of the Stanhopes, I have bequeathed you
the large estate belonging to my family; in fact,
with the exception of trifling legacies to some of
my dependants, the total amount of my fortune,
Do not think for one moment, Ida, that I ima-
gine I have discharged the debt I owe you. 1
I am not so blind as to suppose there is any
generosity in giving to you what I must so soon
resign for ever, myself. No! I have but grati-
fied the impulses of my own heart. Even had
you never come near me, had you left me to die,
‘untended and uncared for, tis very probable you
would still have been my heiress; for ungrateful
as such conduct would have been, you were at
least free from all reproach of hypocrisy or
deceit. You never luaded me with protestations
of affection, assurances of regard, and I could
not blame you if you loved me not, when yon
never affected it.”

Overcome by emotion, Ida could scarcely com-
mand her voice sufficiently to falter forth her
thanks, and a long pause followed. But feeling,
she was culpable in thus giving way to her own
agitation, she soon regained in part her self-
command, and gently endeavoured to lead the

-thoughts of Lady Stanhope, to higher, holier
-subjects than the ones then engrossing them.
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Butin vain, she continued to dwell on settiements.
estates, legacies, till voice and strength almost
failed her. In reply to Ida’s almost passionate

, entreaty, imploring her to receive the rites of

the church, to see, if even only for a moment, the
Minister of her God, she rejoined with fretful
impatience -

“To-morrow! to-morrow! ‘twill be time
enough. You worry me to death, Ida, with your
preaching.  You were not always so given W
devotion.”

Fearing that any irritation in her present state

. might be attended with the most fatal conse-

quences, Ida forbore to press her further, and
Lady Stanhope, wearied at length by the efforts
she had made in conversing, relapsed inte
silence. For s long time she lay perfectly stills
gazing on vacancy, when suddenly raising ber
eyes, which shone with startling brilliancy, t0
Ida’s face, she exclaimed in a loud clear tone:

“ What is the hour, Ida?”

* Nearly seven.”

“ Then we must prepare for the Opera. Ring
for Wilton and ask her if my new satin bas com®
yet. Yet, stay—No! I'll wear white, pure white-
It is a long time since I have put it on, for I am
too passée for that; but no matter, I'll wear i
to-night; I must rouge highly. But, what are
you thinking of, child? Why do you not geb
ready? Pemberton will be there, and remembe?
you make yourself agreeable. But you look 8%
pale, as grave as if you were going to a fune”
ral. Funeral! What a solemn word. Did yo#
ever see one, Ida? T did, a long time ago.
saw the corpse, too. It was my only son, my first
born. How cold! how awfully still he looked:
Sometimes in the midst of dissipation, at th€
theatre, the ball room, a remembrance of hif”
has come over me, as he lay, pale, motionless I*
his grave clothes, but never so distinctly as to
night. Good God! I can see him now. Id%
look! He has the white roses you wore at you’
last ball, round his brow. Remove them, ‘l“ick
They are too heavy, too dim, for one so pure 8%
holy as he was. Look! look! they are crushiné
his very brow. He stretches his hands to me o
help, and I seem bound and chained in ir%®
fetters. Tear them off, I say! Do you hear me?
she said in a tone of exasperation, as she suddenly
grasped the arm of her companion. ,

“Do you not see him calling me to him, whi
I cannot go, and you, ungrateful, cruel, you ¥
not assist him!” th

As she spoke, she fixed her eyes, burning ¥’
the wild light of angry insanity, upon her.” od

“My God! This is too horrible,” murmu!

the terrified girl, as she sank upon her knees .

Ist

i e s e oy

@




®

M

IDA BERESFORD.

375

:;:3:::0: her face with her hands. The action
anoth the thoughts of Lady Stanhope to
. er channel, and in a kind voice she exclai-
Wit‘hMy poor child, do not weep! I am not angry g
hay hyou; only promise to discard that cold, §
. é ty manner of yours, when you are with Pem- ¢
thay 0, and to speak to him with a little more favor
you Youdu. Ihave a handsome present for you, if g
a m;’bey my injunctions. The emerald wreath you ;
s Ted 50 much last week; 1 have purchased it. é
t'im.a:"’;;lmg"home to-night with my new diamond !
essof B ow m.suife:rably jealous the spiteful Duch- 3
woms amilton will be, when she sees them. That %
l'iva]g:'has alea.ys been my enemy. We have been %
ave b:,:m childhood, and, but for her, I would :
i n Duches.s of Hamilton. Yet, if she §
Dn:‘fo ed over me in the that particular, I have !
f‘-l'ther Over l‘ler in every other. DBut a truce to §
? l;eﬂectlon; time is passing; are you ready,
you ut w‘.lut. dress have you put on? Are
crazy, child? ’'Tis black. Do mnot dare to
and.:: it is not. Can I not see for myself. Away
reas z’ge it quickly, or we shall be late. But,
taing od! What is this? All the room, cur-
» bed, every thing is black. Who has dared
w::m)ve the lights, to leave me in darkness,
Ida, :}are my servants? Here, help, Wilton!
wpto elp! Keep off that durk fignre creeping
for G:i!’y bed. *Tis coming nearer, nearer. Help,
8 sake!” and she gnashed her teeth inan
:E"“y of terror, With almost supernatural cou-
byge' Ida raised her in her arms, called on her
every endearing term, spoke again and again
hope anq peace, of the merits of a merciful
‘d‘fd; butallin vain. With that last frensicd
o ._:‘:il‘auon for help, which this earth nor its
the I::]l could no longer afford her, the spirit of
To 4 ¥ of Fashion had passed into eternity.
uﬁnescnbe the almost agonized terror of Ida
l.}en%gdthe fearful scene, were vain and thongh
word eserted her with Lady Stanhope’s last
on S‘f the effects of that agitation remained
erg : ter, aud her dying form was ever before
B' er 'W1ld ravings ever ringing in her ears.
ut this trial, terrible as it had been, was in-
eed'a blessing in disguise, sent by a merciful
Tovidence, By that bed of death, so fearful, so
oflm‘able, she had learned s lesson mnever to be
andgotten. The vanity of this life, of its joys
she Pleasures, was laid before her, and young as
€ Was, she felt that this world should be but a
Preparation for another. The past life of Lady
v"“flht)pe rose before her. Her long course of
"“}Ry and dissipation unrelieved by one hour’s
Serious reflection, one useful Christian act. And
et the past years of her own career had been if |

possible more sinful, more utterly heartless.
Involuntarily she asked herself:

« Where had that soul gone, which, forgetful of
its Creator in death as in life, when even on the
point of appearing before His awful tribunal, was
yet occupied alone by the vanities and frivolities
which had been its only thought through life?

She shrank from the fearful question, from
further reflection, aud as she bowed her head in
voiceless adoration to Him who had so lately dis-
played his Almighty Power, she vowed solemnly
in her inmost soul, to profit by the awful lesson
thus given her, to wean her heart from its pus-
sionate devotion to the things of earth, and to
avoid even the shadow of the follies which had
darkened the course of her own past existence.

CHAPTER XX.

Tae day succeeding Lady Stanhope’s death, Ids,
whose strength had been entirely prostrated by
her weary vigils, and the fearful excitement she
had undergone, during the scenes of death and
tercor to which she had so suddenly, so unpre-
paredly, been introduced, found it impossible to
raise her head from the feverish couch to which
utter weakness chained her. The physician who
had "attended Lady Stanhope, strictly enjoined
her repose and quiet, und with a kindness, for
which Ida’s heart, if not her lips, thanked him,
promised to superintend eveything, and see that
the funeral obsequies of the departed, should be
celebrated with all necessary pomp and splen-
dour. The few hours of repose, however, that
she optained towards night, somewhat strength-
ened her, and the next morning, resolving to sur-
mount her weakness, she threw on her dressing
gown, determined to devote the last days of her
residence at Elm Grove, to the fulfilment of the
many duties awaiting her. Her first care was to
indite an epistle to Mrs. Vernon, and in which
she informed her of what had passed, in her own
simple, yet expressive language, spoke of ber
loneliness, her longing for the sympathy, the
solace, which her presence could not but impart.”

She sighed, as she sealed the letter, and then
with a faltering step, proceeded to the apartment
where the remains of Lady Stanhope lay, but as
she entered the boudoir adjoining, her courage
failed, and she fell almost fainting on a famteuil
which had often before received the graceful form
of Lady Stanhope. Whas was it she feared?
Was it that instinetive dread, that mysterious,
indefinable terror, that the presence of the dead
must ever bring to the living, or was it that she
recoiled from looking on the ghastly changes that
even the few short hours that had elapsed, must
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have wrought in the face and form of the departed.
Whatever wasthe feeling, she felt that her strength
for a time, at least, was inadequate, and advan-
cing towards Lady Stanhope’s writing desl, sho
entered on the painful and wearisome task of
arranging her papers, which lay scattered in wild
confusion. Packets of letters, some freshly writ-
ten, the perfume yet lingering round them, and
others, whose discoloured tint, and pale charac-
ters, spoke of olden dates, occupied the different
compartments. One large packet, tied with black
ribbon, attracted her attention. The address on
the different letters it contained, all written evi-
dently by the same individual, was in a bold,
manly hand, and on a small slip of paper attach-

ed to it, in the delicate characters of Lady Stan-

hope, were traced the words:  Letters from my
husband, Charles Monteith Stanhope.”
sighed deeply as if the circumstance had awaken-
ed painful thoughts, and placed them beside the
others destined for the flames. Though none of
the epistles were sealed, it never entered her clear,

upright mind, even to open their folds. She |

would have deemed it a smaller sacrilege to have
torn the sacred ring, the emblem of a holy, indis-
soluble union from the finger of the pale corpse
that reposed in the adjoining chamber, than to
have even glanced at a line of the many letters,
whose open, unfolded pages, seemed to invite her
perusal. A scrap of waste paper lay amongst
them, containing & recipe for an invaluable cos-
metic. How the hollowness of such vanity struck
on the reader’s heart. It was dated the year that
she had first accompanied Lady Stanhope to
London, and she carelessly tossed it away, but
suddenly some of the words caught her eye. It
was but a line, “ Remember to question Ida
closely, bat cautiously, about this handsome
Claude or Clarence, the Doctor’s son.” Though
no eye was on Ida to witness her confusion, she
became scarlet to her very temples, and tore the
paper rapidly to shreds. What thoughts! What
memories that simple sentence had evoked! With
more precipitation than heretofore, and serupu-
lously avoiding even allowing her eyes to full on
any of the remaining papers, she collected them
all, and placed them on the stand. In passing
her hand carelessly over the interior of the desk,
preparatory to closing it, a slight inequality in
one part attracted her attention. She passed her
finger ever it, and a spring, concealed by the
lining, met hexj touch. She pressed upon it, and
a secret drawer flew open. It contained a minia-
ture of an exquisitely beautiful boy, the features
bearing a strong resemblance to Lady Stanhope,
and a curl of bright, golden hair. This was evi-
dently the son of whom she had spoken in her

&
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.a checque of one thousand pounds, and a mag-

wild ravings, and Ida placed them in her bosom,
resolving they should be buried with her, for
such she doubted not, would have been the wish
of Lady Stanhope, had it but recurred to her
during the period of consciousness, As she
raised the miniature, a small roll of paper it had
hitherto partly concealed, met her view. On the
exterior was written: . “Ida’s next birth-day
gift,” and a date. It wa$ that which had pre-
ceded by a few weeks, her last letter to Lady
Stanhope, declining her proposal of accompany”
ing her to London—she opened it. It contained

nificent diamond ring. Ida’s eyes filled with
tears.

* Poor Lady Stanhope!” she murmured. “I
did not think I occupied your thoughts so much;
Ingrate that I was. How poor was the regurn I
made? She placed the gem on her finger, in-
wardly resolving never to part with it; the note
she only glanced at, and then thrust it into &
small port-folio near. But suddenly a thought
seemed to strike her, and drawing a sheet of pa~
per towards her, she wrote a few lines in & bolds
but carefully disguised hand. Then with a glow-
ing cheek, and bright yet somewhat melancholy -
smile, she enclosed the note, and having sealed
it, placed it in her bosom: * He would not accept
it from me,” she murmured. Then collecting the
papers, she passed into one of the adjoining
rooms, and committed them with scrupulous car®
to the Rames. The task completed, she returned
to the doudoir, and leaned her hand for a moment
on the marble stand near.

“And, now,” she murmured, *I have &
holier and moro sacred duty to perform, one
which I must no longer delay;” and with a fal*
tering step she crossed the threshold of ths%
lonely chamber, whose mysterious silence, eve?
more than its dim light and sombre hanging®
filled her mind with awe. Ida’s heart beat fast
cven audibly, and had she yieldedl to the stro§
feeling of nervous terror that erept over her, she
would have turned and fied from the spot. But
with an effort of her powerful will, she subdued
aweakness for which she blushed, and appmw!‘
the bed with a firmer step. 1t was the first tim®
Ida bad ever stood in the presence of the deady
for even when her father had paid the debt of
nature, the physicians, fearing the effect of further
agitation on a frame already overtasked and 8
peculiarly formed as hers, difficult to agitat®
but when ouce groused, subject to a wild, pas
sionate excitement whose vehemence was over”
whelming, had taken advantage of the weaknessy
the utter prostration, which had followed h.“
father's death, and kept her in her spartments 8 .
’~WM
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:::;)31: committed to earth. Pale as a statue of
tionloe. her very breathing suspended, Ida mo-
S8, surveyed the sad spectacle before her.
f“eﬂ':'“ Prepared for a fearful change, but how
o © reality had exceeded her wildest imagin-
y ogls‘ The ghastly pallor of that countenance,
al onger brightened by artificial colouring; the
stony gaze of eyes, once celebrated for their
:?'fﬂfh“g’ varying brilliancy, and the fearful
'81dity of the compressed and ashy lips, wreathed
i:d"“g life with almost perpetual smiles. It was
. Eed. awful, nor was the change in the form less
rfpl““‘"g- The strange shapeless robe that had
':’;»Cefl the graceful, elegant garments, on which
s th and skill had ever expended their trea-
the s;] the close cap that had taken the ‘stead of
air Plumes, the light head dresses, on whose
prig e;‘egance Lady Stanhope had so peculiarly
'Vesoedherself; and the white, rigid hands,
of their glittering gems, adorned only

P :wt:]le Plain golden circlet that of all her costly
was S, accompanied her alone to the tomb. It
mor:l;-aw-f“l lesson, and spoke more impressively,
. orcibly, of earth’s vanity, to the heart of
im“ young and besutiful girl, than the most
'ﬂ(l::sﬂxoned eloquence could have done. Slowly,
ently, she sank on her knees, and bending her
Tight ang youthful brow till it almost touched
e:t:f the cold form before her, she poured forth
im eart in incoherent but fervent aspirations to
claw who had given breath to that tenement of
%%, and recalled it to himself when he had
fea ed it go, The feeling of awe, of nervous
T, that had at first possessed her, soon passed
&Wway, and for hours she remained alone with her
fo 1 companion, if companion that lifeless
no‘:“ could be called. But still those hours were
entirely devoted to prayer. Indistinct remem-
o;&nces of past conversations and circumstances
her y Stanhope’s career; sad reflections on
va Oown d.esolnte fate, half formed intentions,
lnﬁ?}? de!flglw for her future, succeeded one
P er with rapid syccession, and rendered her
. n.xxble to the flight of time. Still there was
Vein of melancholy, of gloomy presentiment,
:::Vadmg every reflection, which told how deeply
¢ tho'\l.ghts were coloured by the solemnity of
slie l;POsl tion in which she was placed. At length, a
‘ni t noise at the door aroused her; she turned,
th 8aw g tall, rough looking man, clothed in
© garments of & mechanic, whom her heart told
eF Was the one commissioned to render the last
Services to the delicate and refined Lady Stan-
k?P"- Ida sprang from her knees, pressed a
135 on the icy brow of the corpse, and with a
8lance of irrepressible disgust and horror at the
Mtruder, who was contemplating with hateful
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complacency, some implements he held in his
hand, hurried from the room. But a few steps
further in the boudoir, on the soft, rose coloured
couch, on which Lady Stanhope had so, often
reclined in dreamy luxuriance, lay the black and
shapeless coffin. Shocked and startled beyond con-
trol, Ida with a convulsive gasp bounded from
the room. Despite her weakness, her fearful
pervous agitation, the fear of hearing some sound
from the chamber of death which should tell that
the last act of the tragedy was enacting, gave her
fictitious strength, and she fled up the wide stair-
case, through the long corridors, till at length
she reached her dressing room, where the dreaded
sounds could not reach her ear, and trembling
from head to foot, her whole frame quivering
with pervous excitement, she sank half fainting
on a chair,

CHAPTER XXL
SomE time elapsed ere complete consciousness re-
turned, and then, with a feeling of helpless weak-
ness, of total prostration, she buried her face amid
the cushions.

« Oh! for Mrs. Vernon’s tenderness, for Lucy’s
love!” she murmured. “But, alas! they have all
forgotten me.”

And then the strange neglect, the cruel indif-
ference of the Vernons, who had not acknow-
ged even by 8 line, the reception of her last
letter, rushed upon her with overwhelming force,
Bewildered by the sad events which had crowded
upon her in such rapid succession, the novelty of
the position in which she was placed, their for-
getfulness had never struck her before. Accus-
tomed as she had been in all the griefs and trials
which had embittered her past life, to shun all
confidence or sympathy, to rely on herself alone,
it had seemed to her but & nataral thing that in
this trial, as in all others, she should weep alone,
unsolaced and uncomforted. But, now, the mist
that had clouded her usually clear and decisive
spirit, vanished, and the neglect of her friends
appeared i!\ all its native heartlessness. What a
pang of agony that conviction brought to Ida’s
heart! It was to her even as the bitterness of
death. They too, then, had abandoned her,
spite of their endearing words, their false pro-
testations,—she was still to them, but the alien,
the outcast.

« Oh! my God,” she exclaimed, as she pas-
sionately clasped her hands, why hast thou made
me so desolate, 80 utterly wretched? Why hast
thou taken away the one, who little as I loved
her, was still the ohly being who bestowed o
thought on my welfare. My adopted mother! my

&~



Qe e e s s v s

“ What hollow mockery! and I, poor fool, learned

objeot of their love, their solicitude. Oh! Claude!
Claude! how fearfully have you been avenged
for every slighting word my lips have uttered.
Could you but know the hopeless misery of her
who has 8o justly drawn down your hatred on
her head, your noble nature could not but com-
passionate. Oh! that I could recall the past, the
irreclaimable past! the mad rashness with which
I dared to reject the friendship, the brotherly
affection, you proffered. Would that I could even
efface from my life, the years I have passed
beneath the same roof as yourself, and be again
the cold, but free-hearted being of yore. But I
must return to that roof no more, or at least it
must be no longer my home. I have dwelt
beneath it but too long, and it has cast a gloom
on my opening existence which will darken it
till its close. In other scenes I may learn, if not
forget, at least to endure, and time may soften
the bitterness of those regrets which now render
life but & sad, and insupportable burden. And
iy resolve will doubtless please others, as well
as myself. Even you,my fond Lucy,” and a smile
of mournful bitterness wreathed her lip, “you,
my adopted mother, whom I allowed to read into
the depths of & heart never before bared to mor-
tal, and which shall never be read asain; you
will both applaud my decision, for you are both
weary of me.” Again, & passionate burst of
grief overpowered her, and her slight frame
shook with the violence of the sobs which seemed
the struggles of a breaking heart. Who could
have dreamed that she who thus yielded to such
agonised despair, wasa young and noble heiress,
beautiful as she was gifted, an object of envy to
the high born of her own age and sex, of intense
admiration to ell. At length even that wild
sorrow exhavsted itself, and feeling she was tri-
fling with her health, her very life, she resolved
to seek her couch, and obtain the rest so abso-
lutely necessary to her worn out frame. With a
slow step she entered her sleeping apartment,
and approached the table, but suddenly she star-
ted, her eyes sparkled, and the warm blood
mounted to her cheek; yet her lock of joy was
mingled with an expression of deep shame, for
there, in her sealed letter to Mrs. Vernon, which
the servant to whom she had entrusted it, had
forgotten in the hurry and confusion of the
house, to despatch, lay the refutation of all her
groundlesssuspicions, her unsanctioned reproaches
aguinst those who were still her best, her only
friends. Tears of gratitude now glittered in
the eyes so lately gushing with the scalding

at length to believe them, to fancy I was an !
; explaining her silence, and announcing her inten-
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sister!” and her tones were full of bitterness. ! drops of agony and sorrow,and with a compara-
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. during which she had been dwelling with thought-

§ my haughty spirit, for alas! "tis well nigh broke®

tively lightened heart she returned to the sitting
room to- write another epistle to Mrs. * Vernon,

tion of setting out the following day. This mis-
sive she gave in such a manner as ensured it
delivery, and then too much excited to think of
rest, threw herself on a couch to count the hours
that would elapse ere they could receive it, and
to mature the plans she had so incoherently
formed.

“Yes,” she murmured, after a few moments,

ful happiness on the certainty that she was not
indeed abandoned or forgotten, * I am still dear
to them. But still their home can be no longer
mine. Each added hour I passed beneath theif
roof, will but rivet my galling chains still tighter-
I must dwell with them no more, at least for
some years to come. When Lucy shall have left
them, the happy Marchioness of Pemberton, and
Claude shall have brought to a home of his owns
a fair and gentle wife;” her lips convulsively qu-
vered as she spoke, but dashing away her tears,
she continued: “Then will I return, to wait ofs
to cherish them in their solitude. To devote my
own existence, to cheer their old age with my
love and devotion, and repay them for all the
affection they have lavished upon me.”

“ Oh! never had Ida been so worthy of the lov®
she vainly sought, as at that moment. Nevel
had nobler, higher sentiments, been uttered by
woman’s lips, than those she thus unconscioustf
poured forth, the language of & noble, generou$
heart, and had Claude but heard her at that mo~
ment, had he but looked on that beautiful coud”
tenance, lit up with so radiant an expression
high, heroic feeling, bis coldness, his stoicis®
must have yielded, and he would have bowed bif
proud heart and stern will to almost worship her
But it was Ida Beresford’s misfortune to appe
in her most unfavorable lights, and, as Lucy hsd
once said, to display her faulty traits, concealin
everything that was good and noble in be™
After a few moments’ deep reflection which seei®”
ed to perplex her, for her pencilled eye bro¥?
were slightly contracted, she resumed:

* I seenot clearly how I can act. Keeping ups?®
establishment atmyage, I wouldnot even think of.
Going abroad would do; but where can 1
for a companion, a protector? I mightindeedbo'

now, to serve as a companion to some lady

rank, but such & thing in the heiress of 188Y
Stanhope’s thousands would be absurd. HOY
useless is that fortune to me? *Tis but an €0~
cumbrance, o wearisome restraint, for alas! it cat
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:z::l' bring peace or happiness to its desolate
the :sts.or. "TIS true it will afford me at least
i w& lsfactlorf of relieving those who are pining
not ;ﬂt and sickness, and who yet perhaps are
nos, ore wretched than myself; I can heap riches
» On the friends who sheltered me when home
ﬂns:d none. But no!” she added, whilst a deep
Passed over her cheek, “they would not
AcCept them from me. A paltry present is all I
sulg t’;lﬁ"fr them, and how could I presume to in-
= eir noble, honorable independence, by my
Ohey gifts! But I will weary myself no longer

zth such perplexing doubts. I must at least re~ ¢
irafor g few days to my former home; Iwill then, ¢

n0:° ;::her resource remains, consult Mrs. Yer-
ﬁon’m nOl‘mce to her my unalterable determina-
save tha.lnde by w%wtbever c}.noice she may form,
wil e:t' l::f remaining an inmate of her ll'oof.
*nd 1o l;)om hex.' secresy as to my real motives,
em assign whatever caunses they will for

m -
it,{ resolve, it shall not hinder me from executing

l'lﬁ; the moment her maid entered, to say that
l"tng Wh? announced herself as her particular
ash e:l desired to see her. A momentary hope
Mn v through Ida’s mind that her visitor was
“I4 ernou, and she eagerly enquired her name.
0 not know, Miss,” was the reply; * but she
®8 from London, and her footmen wear blue
. silver livery.”
dee ca“f'ot see her,” said Ida with a feeling of
t P and impatient disappointment. “I am too ill
o Celve'any one st present.”
Nay, dear Miss Beresford, you will not re-
“mog, 6" 82id  olear, fashionsble voice; and the
t moment, without further announcement,
Y Athol made her appesrance. Ida was mute
% surprise, whilst her Ladyship, motioning the
. lld&ntfo leave the room, calmly seated herself,
. teking 1da’s passive hand, exclaimed:
feared you might refuse me admittance; I
therefore intruded on you unannounced,
T am certain 'tis a liberty you will not resent.
°"i."g as you do, my dear young friend, the
t intimacy that existed between myself and
sigh, dear Lady Stanhope,” here the visitor
" °d, and looked sentimental, “ you cannot feel
fo:inm that the feeling of friendship I cherished
nen ]91', should extend itself to one she so emi-
in tly loved and favoured. Therefore, on hear-
g of your bereavement,” and of Lady Stanhope’s
;ill she might have added, “ I hurried off imme-
tately, to offer you whatever solace lay in my
§°°' Power to afford, and to assure you that my
OUse and home are now, as they ever will be,
* your abeolate disposal.”
“ Your Ladyship is too kind,” said Ida coldly,
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as yielding to her first impulse, she drew away
her hand. I have other friends on whose kind-
ness I have prior claims, and who have made
me years ago, the generous proposal your Lady-
ship has just proffered. I shall accept their offer,
and thus avoid trespassing on your kind hospital-
ity.”

« Then, beit as you will,” returned her Lady-
ship, no wise disconcerted by this palpablerepulse.
« Of course, I could not expect you would repose
confidence in my friendship, as you doin that of

¢ old and long tried friends, but I entreat you to

forgive the presnmption. My only apology is,
that it was regard for yourself, and affection for
Lady Stauhope, which dictated it.”

Ida was softened by this kind rejoinder, and
she almost regretted her first frigidity; she there-
fore rejoined in a gentle tone:

« Believe me, I feel deeply grateful for your
kindness, Lady Athol, and tis not for me, soli-
tary, comparatively friendless as I am, to reject
it. Still, the generous family with whom I chiefly
resided since my father's death, and with whom
I am happy to say, I am connected by nearer ties
than those of friendship, still afford me, as they
did then, when I was indeed & helpless child of
sorrow, not only an asylum but a happy home.”
The lady visitor coughed.

« Have they any sons?” she asked.

Though Ida never dreamed there was any hid-
den meaning in what seemed to her a random
question, she colored deeply, and drawing herself
up, replied with a touch of her former haughti-
ness: '

“ They have two children, & son and deughter.”

Her companion ssw she was on dangerous
ground, and therefore quickly changed the sub-

ect. .
! + Well, thep, my dear Miss Beresford, I shall
not venture yet on calling you Ida, if the prior
claims of other friends preclude your making
your home with me, may I not at least hope you
will from time to time abandon them, to bestow
a few weeks on myself. Of course the tedious
period of mourning expired, you must again
return to the brilliant circles now regretting the
absence of their brightest ornament. The Lon-
don season you will pass in town, and need I say,
I will spare no pains to render your sojourn
agreeable to you.”

« Thanks, many thanks,” returned Ida, as she
bowed her head in graceful acknowledgment,
the thought flashing upon her for the first time,
of how favorable was the opportunity thus pre-
sented of realizing her project. “I think I
shall soon put your kihdly proffered hospitality
to the test. If further inducement were necessary,

R A S A A R AN SN AN AR A st e

IDA BERESFORD.

AR S A A A A AP

A AR A A AN AP A e A A

A A A AR S AR A A A A A

N A A i A A




e e e A A . N

380 IDA BERESFORD.

POV

your Ladyship’s mournful robes, of the same sad
hue as my own,” and she sadly glanced at the
black garments of her guest, “would decide
me.”

“You are right, my dear child,” and the lady
pressed her hand, and sighed deeply. “ The
Earl of Allerton, my respected relative, has
been called to & happier world, and my poor
Athol, who is almost inconsolable, has succeeded
to the title and estate. But apropés of that, how
much he always admired you, my dear, in Lon-
don, though he feared almost to approach you,
surrounded as you ever were by a triple phalanx
of admirers.”

Ida’s brow suddenly contracted, and she ab-
ruptly asked:

* Does the Earl of Allerton always reside
with you?”

“Oh, no! my dear,” replied the Countess.
He has a separate establishment of his own, and
he seldom,” she adroitly added, for she had read
aright the expression of her young companion’s
countenance, *he seldom can find time to leave
his new estate, which demands his undivided
attention, in order to pay me evena passing visit.”

“ Ida’s brow again instantly cleared, as she
exclaimed ;

“Then, you are entirely alone, and I will
at least endeavour to be society to you.”

*But when may I expect you, my dear Miss
Beresford?” rejoined the Countess, with affection-
ate warmth. “You know not how in my soli-
tude, I will count each day, each hour, till the
welcome period of your arrival”

* Nay, that I cannot tell, T must first consult
my friend Mrs. Vernon, and obtain her approba-
tion, before I can even think of taking the step.

Lady Athol elevated her eyebrows, but she
politely disguised the mingled astonishment and
disgust this acting excited, for of course she
viewed it in no other light, and found it the more
provoking, as with all her ingenuity she could
Dot even imagine a sufficient plausible motive for
it. She contented herself with innocently
remarking:

* Oh! I thought you were perfectly indepen-
dent.”

“The world might sanction me in calling
myself so, but my own heart would not. ‘Chere
is no tie more binding, more absolute, than that
of gratitude,” was the reply. The ingenuous
Lady Athol was perfectly shocked by this added
duplicity; especially as it was a quality of which
Ida had never before displayed any trait, but she
commanded her feelings sufficiently to rejoin,

“I hope that Mrs. Vernon, who will soon
attain an enviable celebrity by being known as
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the arbitress, in some mensure, of Miss Beres'-
ford’s destiny, may prove favorable, and permit
us to hope for a speedy reunion. Till then
my dear young friend, farewell. Do not suffer
your spirits to be depressed, as I fear they have
too frequently been of late, for you look very
pale.” Shewas too polite, too polished, to uttes
her real sentiments, which were that Ida looked
shockingly ill, and pressing an affectionate kisé
upon her colourless cheek, the Countess descen”
ded the staircase, and entered her carriage,
satisfied with the result of her mission.

“She will be far more manageable than I
thought,” she murmured with a bappy air of self-
complacency. “Pshaw! I gave her credit until 10
day, for a haughty, independent will, a shrew‘_i'
penetrating character, ard I find, after all, she 8
but a silly, unformed girl. Why, the simpleton
never mentioned the fortune of which she is oW
sole mistress, and had I not been previously in”
formed, I might have left as I entered, supposing
her a beggar. No allusion, however slight, did
she make to the fatigues of her new duties, the
anxieties of her new position, which she might
have introduced so gracefully. But the girl 1
believe is really frewting herself to death., Whe¥
on earth can be the matter? I expected to find
her shrouded in crape and lawn, endeavouring
look sentimental, and to conceal the exultatio®
and triumph which would glow in the cheek
sparkle in the eye of any other young girl in beF
place; but instead, she looks as if she was mourd”
ing the death of some dear friend, who, ins
of leaving her an heiress, had left her a beggs™
But Heavens! could it be possible there is & fls”
in the will? That alune could account satisfactorily
for her present depression. Yet no! I satisB
myself amply on that point before leaving I""n‘
don. What a strange girl she is! How my slight
allusion to Athol, delicately as it was convey
angered her. There was no acting in that, I %
certain. Her frown, her cold, haughty “’“"
were too natural. He evidently is not in b
favour just now. However, I have no fesﬂ'?n
that head. A season in Londan, where she i
have an opportanity of witnessing how ©8g®
he is sought, how anxiously contended for by, .
will effectually dissipate her present sillys gir
ish prejudice against him. Athol, though, ®
be all empressement, all devotion, His "“"].
elegant insouciance may answer well enouslf w:‘y
others, but she is not a prize to be 80 l.:gb
won. Nor do I think he will find it & di
task to play the devoted, for though he B¢ .
would confess it, I strongly suspect he has al"8y {
entertained a lurking penchant for her.

of
how many sleepless mights, bow many dey?
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w:‘:ctr"fﬂl anxiety, that suspicion cost me during
deeds :‘ndon expedition; but the Stanhope title
nat ave changed all that now. How fortu-
18te, how very fortunate, that Pemberton has
g::e ‘f’bm&d; though really, on reflection, I do
think he is so much to be dreaded. She was
th'(i‘OI‘nfu], too indifferent of his homage before.
lndo could not do better. She is a fine alliance,
\ Will certainly be the prize oze of the season.
es:g‘“t‘ and well born, whilst her Stanhope
nte will prove a noble help in paying off the
A":y Mortgages encumbering the new estate of
Tton, which is likely to prove, I fear, only &
30\;"3@ of enormous expenditure.”
mh;"h were the reflections that occupied the
aacg Of. the Countess of Athol, whilst Ida, their
g icious objeet, glad to be again left to soli-
8 d's'flissed all thoughts of her new visitor
real R impatient sigh. No suspicion of the
or :;’t“'es of her Ladyship’s visit flashed across
Strai nd.  Accustomed as she was, to plain,
gh‘_‘b"wsrd dealing, such tortuous policy
.. Coipletely beyond her comprehension, and
h not confiding enough to believe her visit
° result of affection or regard, she attributed it
Curiosity or caprice.,
[To be concludedin our next.]

.WOMAN.

BY COLIN RAE BROWN,

'nlmhlelurminwomm’-lmﬂa,
There is a magic in her eye,

There is & language breathed forth,

R ‘With ‘each unconscious, gentle sigh.

Tis woman—lovely woman's smile—
That renders dear the social hour—

2dds new beauty to the scene,

Aln.dy decked with many a flower,
ho could endure the toils of life,
Bear up beneath its many woes,

Without a kindred heart to feel,
And share each sorrow as it rose?

Oft have her cheering looks dispelled
The dark’ning clouds of gloomy care,

Relumed the heart whence joy had fled,
Where hope lay buried in despair !

Friends we may find, who when the world
coldly on, nor heeds our grief,
Will the kind, helping hand extend,
Aund minister to our relief;
But nought can equal won.an's love—
That flame ne’er fades, but brighter glows—
Age never can its lustre dim,
But forth a glorious halo throws!
She has a sigh for sorrow’s tale,
Bhe has a tear for every woe,
She has a balm for many & wound,
To soothe our journey here below!
When cast upon the shouls of time,
By rude misfortune’s surly blast—
‘When death’s dark billows foam around,
Btill woman cheers us to the last.
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ANSWER TO

ROY’S WIFE OF ALDIVALLOCH.

SENT to the celebrated vocalist, Mr. Templeton, after
being present at one of his Concerts,—on his late visit to
Montreal, accompanied by the fullowing note:

“8ir,-—Perceiving that you are partial to interspersing
your eveni g entertainments with appropriate anec-
dotes, and doubting not th .t the favorite Scottish song,
Roy's Wife of Aldivalloch, is one of your ¢ National
Gems', I take the liberty of begging your acceptance of
the subjoined,—not without hope that it may some time
or other be found worthy of being substituted for an
encore, instead of a mere repetition of the vriginal song,
when it can be very appropriately introduced with the
following anecdote, descriptive of its origin :

“ A gentleman happened many years ago to be at an
evening party, where ‘ Roy's Wife’ was sung by a gen.
tleman with great eclat, when a lady observed that the
song had only one fault in her estimation, in that it made
poor Roy's Wife appear sucha ‘sad, heartless thing'; and
that she was quite vexed that no onehad yet had the gallan.
try to write an answer to it, exonerating the ‘fickle quean®
from some part of the blame; at the same time, adding
that if such a thing ever fellin her way, she would make
a point of singing it in mere pity, The remark seemed
to be relished by all present ; but no one offered to take
up the challenge. Next morning, however, the subjoined
was found upon the lady’s toilet table; and a few even-

ings afterwards, a nearly similar party had the pleasure

of hearing her redeem her promise with singular feeling
and effect; immediately after the singing of the original
song, by the same gentleman as before,

« I remain, Sir,a delighted adini
talent, and your onbedient servant,

ANSWER TO “ROY'S WIFE OF ALDIVALLOCH.”
Ah! Roy, Roy, of Aldivalloch!
Ah! Roy, Roy, of Aldivalloch!
How could ye sae unfeelin’ part
The happiest, fondest pair o’ Balloch!
Why no believe, when tauld, sincere,
I ng'er could lo’e thee or thy money?
‘Why urge a parent’s frown severs,
Because I wad be true to Johnny ?
Ah! Roy, Roy, of Aldivalloch!
Ah! Roy, Roy, of Aldivalloch!
How could ye sas unfeelin’ part
The happiest, fondest pair o' Balloch!
Ab, Father! why shou'd warldly gear,
Sao blind ye,~ thus to sell your Nanny ?—
Ah, Mither | how could ye forbear
To plead the cause o’ injur'd Johnny ?
Ah! Roy, Roy, of Aldivalloch!
Ah! Roy, Roy, of Aldivalioch !
How could ye sae unfeelin’ part
The happiest, fondest pair o’ Balloch!
Yes, Carle, ye've gained your ends;—but, ak |
Your triumph will be short—if ony—
For soon this heart will burst in twa,—
To bid adieu e'en to its Johnny,
Ah! Roy, Roy, of Aldivalloch!
Ah! Roy, Roy, of Aldiralloch !
How could ye sae unfeelin’ part
The happiest, fondest pair o' Balloch
Yes, cruel Carle | a something says
My hours o’ wae will no be mony 3=
Yet,—fare thee weel ! —Thy Wife forgles
The ills ye've done her and her Johany.

of your Loal
“Tax AvrRon.”
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MAIDEX TOWER.*®

A TRADITION OF THE MIDDLE AGES.

BY M. A. S,

For many days after the departure of Albert,

there was a gloom as deep over the hearts of -

those who loved him, as though death itself had
snatched him from amongst them. Being natu-
rally of a gay and lively disposition, to him had
applied more fitly the words which he, in the
fondness of his heart, had addressed to Geral-
dine—and he it was, who had been from his
childhood up, the light and sunshine of the nar-
row circle in which he moved. In his father’s
character, as we have seen, there was passing
little that might deserve the name of gaiety—the
Countess, though somewhat more cheerful than

her husband, was in general of a quiet and al- ’

most serious cast of mind, and as for Geraldine,
whatever of vivacity or sportive mirth she ever
did possess, was entirely the reflection of Albert’s
sunny nature—there was, in her deep, full heart,
none of the lightness and buoyaney of girlhood,
and when away from the all-powerful inspiration
of Albert’s presence, she was for the most part,
silent and pensive, as people of her stamp gene-
rally are. Seldom, indeed, do we find a highly
wrought and enthusiastic mind coupled with
strong animal spirits— on the contrary, the

over exertion of the higher powers of the mind | no salute for me, daughter mine? ”

is usually attended by a correspunding lassitude
of the corporeal frame, and of those inferior facul-
ties of the mind, which are so closely connected
with it. And now that he had gone, who had
long been the pivot on which Geraldine’s thoughts
and fancies revolved, she felt as though no
earthly power could give her even a momentary
cheerfulness—how then could she administer
consolation to others, when herself needed it
more than all! I would that I could say that
the fair Geraldine had by an effort a8 generous
as noble thrown off the grievous oppression of
her own sorrow, and applied herself to soothe the
grief, and lessen the loneliness of the bereaved
parents, bat truth must be told. I am not wri-
ting » pure fiction, but simply relating an old
world tradition, and I must therefore confess that
Geraldine seems to have been lamentably selfish
in her grief,

Day after day then did she shut herself up in
her own chamber, and there in silence and soli-

- ®Continued from page 334.
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"and Countess were seated at their early breakfast,

tude (not even the Countess would she admit)
she spent the first week of her mourning. A
re-action came at length, however, and one morn-
ing she suddenly entered the room where the Ear}

(I rather think the hours kept by the Norman
nobility of those days, would scandalize the
peers and peeresses of our own more refined age,
when one of the chief marks of haut ton is that
of turning day into night, and vice versd.)

“Why, Geraldine, how pale you look;”
exclaimed the Countess tenderly, as she motioned
Geraldine to her side, and then kissed her fair
brow with all a mother’s fondness. “ But was it-
not unkind, fair daughter, thus to withdraw thy-
self from us, whose sympathy thou could’st not-
doubt? It was unwise, too, my poor child, for
by mingling our individusal sorrows they wo
have become lighter. Yet do not think I mean to
chide thee, Geraldine! oh no—far from it—but
now let’s to breakfast.”

“ Nay, with your leave, my good Joan,” inter-
posed the Earl with a faint smile, “ I will not
be thus forgotten by our daughter—and I have
not seen her either, for almost a week. Is there

e

“ Geraldine, without speaking, quickly aroses
and threw herself into the outstretched arms of
the old man, who pressed her kindly to his heart
as he invoked a blessing on her youthful hesds
to which his wife subjoined the name of Albert
This latter portion of the benediction failed not
to open the pent-up stream of thought in Gersl”
dine’s mind, and during breakfast, she gave 0
the Earl and Countess a full account of her plsné
for the future. To their staid and sober mind®
her scheme appeared anything bat rational; yo¢
they could not bring themselves to check the €7~
thusiasm, of which their own idolized Albert
was the object. They, however, x‘epresenﬂ?d to
Geraldine, that by shutting herself up from th
world, and brooding incessantly over one burnioB
image, she would in all probability destroy be¥
constitution,—(with an unselfishness that might
have put the fair egotist to the blush, they neve
once alluded to the loss they themselves WO
sustain in losing her society)—so that by the ti®
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Aylib"t returned she might be dead, or at least
“ng. 'At this the fair dreamer took fire.
Eeste?ih”. what a fate has your last words sug-
o What: —she exclaimed with kindling ardor—
Tome "‘P‘m‘? to die in Albert’s arms at the very
min bt my lips had bade him welcome—when
e 9}108 bad drunk in the sight of the many
:“;‘)l’&tlons-_.ghe various orders which his valor
mun:on while absent from me, And then to
moth “l" t_hat for him I died—oh mother! my own
equ €r! is there—can there be aught on earth to
qual the delight of such & moment?”
aVOAv:“;“ﬂt ashamed of her brief but passionate
o al, Geraldine suddenly ceased, but had not
mighe;yes been demurely cast to the ground, she
chen have seen that the Earl and Countess ex-
no, f:jd louks of mutual intelligence—she saw
wa, 13, however, (for the reason aforesaid) and
t.herefore, surprised out of her silence, when
. rl gaid:
and s“"h being thy sentiments, sweet daughter,
. m,ce death has so little terror for thee, why
therOds name, we will e’en oppose thee no far-
~~peed thee on with thy building as fast as
m:ﬁ:‘:‘:; and for its greater advancement, I
Weeky 1" ee men enow to raise it in a very few
qu?ne;\ldine heard this announcement with un-
4 ed satisfaction, and poured forth her gra-
" ::e.lo warmly, that the good old pair thought
Biven, ves amply repaid for the consent they bad
A week from that day, saw the tower already
tio Progress; and as Geraldine noted its erec-
U almost stone by stone, so even and more
dly did her hopes arise, until they threat-
it o to overturn all probability. And at times
"h;:m?“ seemed to her heated, and some-
distorted fancy, as though the arrival of
Tt was actually depending on the completion
r edifice, As the spot of its erection was
ut t two miles distant from the castle, it was
Seldom that either the Earl or Countess
and Mpanied her in her visits to the workmen,
When she once found herself amongst them,
quic k‘l"Peﬁl:fending their labors, *“hours flew
wery fy by,” and Geraldine forgot that there
ok her other duties than those of love, and
" F scenes than her solitary tower. In three
eks the edifice was completed, and one more
:““d Geraldine its daily occupant. Not even
wonld she permit the attendance of any of her
: Omen, legt perchance other eyes than her own
‘lil.“]d catch the first glimpse of Albert’s snowy
fo Over the small square apartment which
*med the top of the tower (being that wherein
Onest Betty since became domesticated,) there

in
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was thrown a light awning to protect the fair
warder from sun and wind, and its floor was car-
peted (I can almost see ye shudder, fair ladies
of the nineteenth century!) with straw, Fancy,
then, an apartment not more thar eighteen feet
square, covered only by a thin awniog, and car-
peted with straw—a low couch was its only fur-
niture, if we except a small table, whereupon
wero daily deposited the few necessaries required
by Geraldine. Here, then, through many a long
and weary day did the anxious maiden maintain her

self appointed post. Holding but little commu-

nion with the world without, her life was all
interior. Evening after evening she sought the
castle, led thither as much by the hope of hear-
ing some news from Palestine, as from the
necessity of repose. For many days she was
greeted by the tender mother, {who could better

than the Earl, sympathize with her romantic love) -

with the same fruitless question:

“ No tidings of Albert, yet, my Geraldine?”
and so painfully did the enquiry seem to affect
ber, that the Countess was fain to desist from

asking what was after all somewhat superfluous. -

With more rational hopes of a satisfactory
answer, did Geraldine put her oft-repeated ques-
tion.

«What news from the Holy Land, my Lord,
or have any yet arrived?”

Weeks and months passed away before any /

certain intelligence arrived, and then it was far
from encouraging. True, the soldiers of the
cross had wrung from the proud infidel many
concessions, but alas! there existed in the very
heart of the Christian army, & fell and powerful
enemy~—disunion had been long making rapid
progress amongst the leaders—the moving spirits
of the enterprise,—and now it appeared ready to
burst into s flame, which might destroy in a mo-
ment all—all that-unheard of valour, and lofty
enthusiasm, bad so dearly won.

« 8o it is, my child,” concluded the Earl with
a deep sigh—" these ardent spirits who have
themselves kindled, and as it were, blown into a
flame, the long slumbering passions of Christen-
dom; they who have had power to gather into
one focus its widely scattered eneryies; they,
those very men, are those by whose jealous bick-
ering, and hot-headed rivalry, the whole mighty
fabric will crumble to atoms. Oh! Richard!—
oh Philip!” he exclaimed with fervor, all unu-
sual to him. * How cruelly are ye blighting the
hopes, to which ye yourselves gave rise!”

Totheoldman’s passionate phillippic, Geraldine
had listened with ill-restrained impatience, and
when the good Earl a{, length paused from sheer
want of breath, she exclaimed,

>
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“1It is doubtless very unfortunate, my good
lord; but has nothing reached you from Albert?—
Kaow you aught of him—for assuredly it seems
as though he had been enveloped by an impene-
trable cloud from the very moment of his depar-
ture—I have questioned and re-questioned the
few palmers who have found their way to
the castle, but none of them has seen or heard
of Albert—verily my poor colours have not as
yet it would scem attained the distinction promised
to them!” and her beautiful lip curled with dis-
dain, while the cloud of anxiety—fond, womauly
anxiety, settled upon her brow,

A shade of anxious care fell heavily on the
Earl’s features, whilst his wife, in wordless sus.
pense, fixed her eagereye upon his face, as though
to read there the answer to Geraldine’s question.

“ Alas! Geraldine! and thou, my poor Joan!
who art, I see, unable to articulate the thoughts
which fill thy breast! .I would that it were mine
to relieve the fears of each, but unfortunately,
my information relates not to Albert—from pub-
lie rumour it is that I have learned what I told
ye"l

A long-drawn sigh from Geraldine, and from
the Countess a murmured act of resignation to
the will of God—these were all the answer, and
soon after Geraldine stole away to find in her
own chamber a renewal of her beloved solitude,
where in silence and unobserved, she might pour
out the aching fears, the grievous disappointment,
which reached her inmost heart.

Having passed a feverish and sleepless night,
Geraldine arose on the following day #o find the
sky dark and lowering, and the rain falling heavily
and fast.

* Good heavens!” thought she, “ it were vain to
visit the tower to-day, for certes, it would take
sharper eyes than mine to see through that vast
body of falling water—why, one would really
think that theflood-gates above were again opened
for the destruction of all earthly things.”

This was said, with some acrimony, as though
Geraldine felt herself wronged—a moment’s con-
sideration recalled her to softer feelings, and her
tears burst forth, though without one ides of re-
penting for her ungrateful petulance—alas! we
cannot affect to conceal that religion held no very
high place in her heart—her earthly and earth-
bound affections soared not beyond the visible—
and we much fear that not even the smallest por-
tion of her love was bestowed on Him who crea-
ted her, and who had endowed her with so many
rare and beautiful qualities both of mind and
person! Given up to her own wayward fancies,
and to the wild passion which overmastered all,
it seemed to her as though all nature should have
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sympathized in her love, and that the elements
did her foul wrong when they threw an almost
insurmountable obstacle in the way of her chosen
career.

“ Yet why should I weep?” she asked herself—
“ why should I mourn for this morning’s disap-
pointment—what matters it to me whether the
clouds hang heavy over the dark waters, of
the sunshine illumine their polished surface—what
matters it to me?— Albert returns not—months—
months have gone by, not gliding nor flying past
as poets’ sing, but slowly—heavily—and yet he
comes not—other names of less promise than his

" have swollen high and gloriously on the voice of

fame, until they have reached even us here in this
remote island; and yet he whose aspirings were
80 high—so very high—he whose day-dream ws$
glory and valorous enterprize, he is unknown—un-
known as though he had never lived—oh Albert—
Albert!”  And her proud spirit was weighed
down at once with disappointed ambition and
outraged love, (for she deemed herself too for-
gotten by the recreant knight who had never ob-
tained even one triumph for her chosen colours,)
and pressing her hands tightly on her brow, she
arose and traversed her chamber for several mo-
ments with a quick and unequal step. Suddenly
she came to a dead pause—she withdrew her
hand—her face was flushed and feverish, and hef
usually soft eyes shone with a brilliant light
What was it that had wrought so instantaneouns #
change, for the expression of her countenanc®
was now nothing less than exulting!

“Ha! yes! I will doitl” she eried aloud, 89
though replying to some adviser. ¢ Yes! is it n0b
better a thousand, thousand times than to wesf
awaymy heart in this daily, nightly, hourly watch”
ing?P—what care I though others may call the
step unmaidenly—let me but find him—find hi®
still faithful and in life—and he will not despis®
me for it—then what care I for the wagging
tongues that my conduct may set in motion—g'
faith! they may e'en laugh and sneer till the d#Y
of doom—I heed not the world!” ]

And with a wild, yet low laugh, she hastily
donned her garments (refusing the assistance f
her tire-women lest they might delay her) 8"
joined the Countess in the chapel, where she ¥
to be found at that hour. .

On entering the sacred edifice, Geraldine, ‘":d
and earthly as her thoughts were, could not be P
being struck by the solemnity of the place, 8"
her heart and soul involuntarily paused to rend
bhomage to Him whose * house is the housé
prayer.”

It was on a small gallery, which opened fro®
the great hall of the Castle, that Geraldines ¥
M
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:;‘d below, in the gray, melancholy light, lay
¢ small chapel, with its high, arched roof, and
othic windows; around hung the banners which
ad. Waved over many a well contested field—

we;" l'“>ll‘f‘;>lds discoloured with dust and cob-

Vaelss' V.Vhl]e here and there, at irregular inter-
eutc’hm’ght be seen the emblazoned arms uud.es-
with €ons of the family. Before the altar, just

out the railing of the sanctuary, lay the

(l}ged Countess, prostrate in supplication, and as
reraldine looked, she felt how rich a boon is the

Bift of prayer to the Christian soul, and would
Ve given worlds, were they hers, could she too
8Ye poured out before Him whose power equals

mercy, the rankling sorrows of her heart.

. fconscious that her very aspiration was in itself
Prayer, (and who may tell how acceptable?) she

ly dismissed the salutary thoughts to which

‘ne 8cene had given rise, and witha hastily uttered

Scarcely felt orison, she turned and re-entered
one hall,in order to await the Countess. Acting
nother impulse she repaired to the breakfast

?ﬂ“": unwilling that the Countess should know
an; Visit to the chapel, which from its shortness
lh Want of purpose she might have deemed but
('he revel‘.ent. Here she found the good Earl,
in © had in his turn been to offer up his morn-
. g ?r‘lsons before the altar,) and was now quietly
f’:&ltmg the entrance of the ladies and the break-
Wht. Brief words only had passed between them
fa le" the Countess entered, her still noble features

of & sweet serenity caught up in her late com-

Tuning with the Prince of Peace.

impatient was Geraldine to confer with the
Untess in private, that the meal seemed to her

‘; though it were unnecessarily protracted, and
N © rejoiced exceedingly when the Earl at length
:et“'ed to his books, (manuscripts rather,) and she

23 left alone with the Countess. Drawing her

::“ then close to her side, she quickly, and at
Wiﬁ:’ Poured out to her astounded auditress the
Sogi Scheme which had so suddenly tuken pos-

T“’n of her mind.

o And now, mother mine!” she said in conclu-

n 0. “T have but to ask your sanction, and to-
orrow will find me in palmer’s guise on my way

the Holy Land 1—speak ]—mother—mother of
™Y Albert!—have I thine approbation?”

& For a moment the Countess regarded the beau-
ful enthusiast with a fond, sad smile, but she

#Poke not—her heart was too full for words.

“ Gel‘uldine. my dear, desar daughter!” she at
'{gth 8aid; “ I can almost envy the buoyant elas-
ticity of thy young heart, even though it carries
Teagopn captive in its headlong flight.” She paused,
.'“d a8igh escaped her, but she quickly resumed:
* Mine s not the task, Geraldine! of condemn-

le

ing the excess of thy affection—I blame thee not
for the strong passion which has so entwined it-
self within thy soul—I blame thee not for that
thou desirest to learn tidings of our lost one—

¢ but I do and must condemn, sweetest daughter!

the wild rash project of committing that fair
form (radiant in youth’s early charms) to the
dangers of a long and unprotected journey. Be-
think thee, dear one! of all the perils that must
necessarily surround thee in thy projected wander-
ing by sea and land.”

To this Geraldine impatiently answered:

«1 wot me well that thou little knowest the
strength of my affection for Albert—knewest thou
but one half of what I feel thou would'st not
seek to dissuade me from this step. Danger! thou
sayest!” and on her high Norman brow wasstamp-
ed as she spoke the fearlessnessof all her knightly
ancestors—* and what danger, thinkest thou,
could deter me from seeking Albert?”

The Countess gazed upon her proudly beauti-
tiful features, (animated as it were by a newly-
awakened spirit,) until she could have wept for
the childish waywardness which she had herself
heretofore overlooked, and a graver seriousness
settled on her features.

“ Yes, but Geraldine! there is, as thou well
knowest, & prescribed limit beyond which woman
may not go—one step beyond the bonds of maid-
enly decorum suffices to tarnish, if not even to
blast, the fairest reputation!—Forgive me, Geral-
dine, and look upon my words as though they
were spoken by the mother who bore thee, whea
I thus admonish thee that a maiden cannot brave
unhgmed the world’s censure!”

Geraldine haughtily arose:

« Madam! I pray thee to forget that I sued to
thee for thy consent in this matter, where I my-
self ought to have been the sole judge; to-mor-
row I shall set out, God wot, and should fortune
sv befriend me as to guide me to Albert’s arms, it
will not lessen in aught the joy of our re-union
to know that some malicious tongues were busy
with my fair famel”

The Countess, who had herself in earlier days
been none of the mildest, was somewhat nettled
by the unwonted sauciness of her daughter-in-
law elect. ’

« That is yet to be tried, lady fair!” she
answered, endeavoring at the same time to repress
her displeasure, ** but if thou would’st be warned
by the muther of Albert, take not this rash step—
for my son is changed more than mortal ever
changed in so brief space if he could rejoice to
see thee, (beloved as I well know thou art!) if
the bliss were purchased by throwing even the
breath of suspicion on the spotless name of his
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To the tribunal of thine own heart, thine own
conscience, I do leave thee!”

And so saying, she walked with a slow and
stately step from the room,

Geraldine also arose, and stood for a moment
as if irresolute, muttering in an under tone words
like these:

“Ha! there may be some truth in what she
says. I had not thought of that—but no—he
could not slight me for a rashness which pro-
ceeded from the excess of my love for him—no!
and if he did, he were all unworthy of even one
thought of mise.”

Thus balancing between doubt and apprehen-
sion, she drew near one of the high windows
which gave light to the apartment. The weather
was much more favorable than it had been, apd
already were the long-concealed sunbeams begin-
ning to pierce their cloudy covering, while the
grass below and the tall trees around were bloom-
ing with renewed verdure. As Geraldine looked
out upon the brightening scene (it imparted none
of its cheerfulness to her heart,) she again spoke
as though communing with another:

‘ After all, what great ¢ause have I to sacrifice
fame and honor for him —he who has never sent
me even one brief word of greeting—the fameless
knight whose promises of glory are all unful-
filled—nay, Geraldine! for shame—would’st thou
so far forget thine own dignity?”

And in all the vexation of wounded pride she
was turning from the window when her eye fell
upon & way-faring man, who had just paused be-
fore the gate immediately beneath, He wascladin
the long gray cloak, which, girded round the waist,
wasthe distinguishing attire of the palmer of those
days, and as he raised his hand to the horn which
hung at the gate, Geraldine noticed with a beat-
ing heart that he cast a searching glance towards
the windows. His timid and hesitating summons
was speedily answered by the voice of the sen-
eschal within, demanding who it was that sought
admission. The gate was speedily opened, (the
palmers were like the Troubadours, a privileged
and ever-welcome class,) and the last fold of
his gray mantle had scarcely disappeared within
the portal, when Geraldine descended to the grand
hall where the new comer was already seated by
a blazing fire, drying his dripping garments.

“How now, loiterers !” said Geraldine, ad-
dressing a group of servants who stood in a dis-
tant window discussing some all-important matter
—*“why see ye not to the wants of the stranger?”
—haste to set refreshments before this worthy

palmer!”
Her commands were speedily obeyed, where-
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Geraldine! Thou can’st now decide for thyself., upon she approached the stranger, who had cour-

teously acknowledged her kindness:

“ Help thyself, good friend, to some of that
venison pasty, and then when thou hast recruited
thy travel-worn frame by a draught of wine, thou
shalt tell me of the news from Palestine—for thi-
ther, if I err not, thou seemest to have come.”

“Lady, I do!” replied the palmer, throwing
back the hood which had hitherto enveloped his
head, and revealing a countenance where sorrow
of whatsoever kind, had anticipated the dresr
effect of age—yet was it still a noble face, and
one which could not be passed over with a cur-
sory glance. The Lady Geraldine involuntarily
bent her proud head, & courtesy which the other
returned with a lowly, yet graceful obeisance.

“Lady, T do!” he repeated, “for nine long
months have I tarried amidst the war-stricken
scenes erst honored by the presence of the God*
man;—I come from the Holy Land, and can tell
thee, if mortal man may, the horrors which are
every day enacted within those sacred precinets
where white-winged Peace, and Christian meek-
ness should alone dwell. What wouldest thou asks
lady?—is there amongst the leaguring host, oné
for whom thou art interested ?—if 50, deign to in-
form me of the name of that thrice-hono!
knight”— this he said with a graceful bow—+and
the palmer will right willingly impart whatever
he knows relating to him.”

* Friend,” replied Geraldine, while a maidenly
blush mounted to her cheek, deepening its peachy
hue to the rich tint of the young carnation:
“ Friend! I would know if in thy wandering®
thou hast seen a knight, who wears the colou?
of the rose, blent with the pale lustre of silver—
his name is . She was going on, when
the palmer stopped her rather shortly.

“ Lady! I have seen him—but methinks the¢"

yonder fair and delicate youth—of noble miet
he is, I trow—must be thy brother?”

* Nay, Sir palmer!” retorted Geraldine tartly—
“thou speakest as though he were but s boy
decked out for some holyday pastime—but ¥
thou can’st in truth tell aught of him, I pray thee
do it quickly.” ’

“Noble lady!” said the traveller, who was 00
slow to perceive the error he had committed:
“ Had’st thou not stopped me, I was about to 587
that never under so slight and youthful framé—
was there hidden bigher or braver soul.”

“Ha! how sayest thou?—Kkind palmer, spesk
on!” cried Geraldine, in breathless impﬂ'ie"cer',
while the fire of renewed hope flashed from he
beautiful eyes.

“ Imly,y these eyes have seen Sir Albert
(for such is his name, I wot me well,) per”
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fi):: fe;ts of valor beyond even the bravest war-
spoke: the crusades. I have heard his praise
of chiy e]Ven by royal lips, and Richard, the flower
eross ha ry, declares that no single soldier of the
that a3 done more, or better service, than has
an Youthful knight. Truly heis a youth of rare
wondrous
:l‘_)o]:lrs under'which he fights, and thine the eyes
inspi,-w!lose light he has drawn, and draws his
thine ation, I bow before thee—not more for
it hﬂf}:"ﬂ exceeding loveliness, than for the glory
Peerle won for the knight who proclaims its
le h:s qlln’l’mes. Sweet lady! accept my hum-
state] mage.” And again did the palmer bend his
. y form in o lowly obeisance.
énd f(.)r me, most courteous palmer,” return-
me, Iemld"*e, with proud condescension—* for
“la,nkswould pray thee to receive my warmest
an ft; still more for thy most welcome tidings,
which :‘hthe encomiums (unmerited as they are,)
“ewe]]mIl hast }}eaped so lavishly upon me;—
rough » 1 g0 to impart the glad news thou hast
‘ Shatl,l to the parents of Lord Albert—they,
neid thank thee; till when, I entreat thee,
‘der thyself at home, and order these varlets
An, dn:ig Wwhatsoever thou mayest desire to have.”
ing th these words, the now exulting Geral-
o the I;V to communicate what she had just heard
‘1@ Harl and Countess.
333 We over. the rejoicing with which the
> Parents heard of their son’s brilliant career,
l\ow:'he greatness of his renown—let us pause,
ur, €T to say, that the palmer was loaded
g his week’s stay at the castle, with every
ible matk of their joint gratitude, and that he,
theasr' and pilgrim as he was—learned to envy
the Sentknight, when he witnessed,day afterday,
hug, UWearying fondness with which Geraldine
at legn on the oft-repeated tale. He departed
at g 08:13, and the family were again left alone;
Yetury fmbo thfair old sadness or gloom did they
in e:l :l' the n.xtelligence they had received, had
they b, ope, bright hope, into their hearts, and
fore 8an to count the days that might pass be-
AAIbel't’a return.
"101': ;" Geraldine, never had her spirits been
b hteuoynnt’ ber laugh more gsy. her eyes
Whey %, or her face more radiant in beauty, than
P‘lmeon the dax following the departure of the
we.-r' she resumed her solitary watch in the
for “; Nature, too, seemed to the full as joyous,
°“rvine world—the gent.ly-nndulsting sea,—the
g .BhOI‘HDd theover-arching sky—wereall
beaul:t in the summer sun, and as the happy
o Y cast her smiling eyes around, above and
ow, .she felt that indescribable thrill of joy
is never known but in the first years of

00,

prowess, Lady, if thine be the ;

3

youth—that delicious balm which nothing can
ever distil from the heart, when once the roses of
youth and their dewy freshness have faded away
beneath the chill of advancing years and of shat -
tered hopes. Throwing herself, then, on the
only seat, a low couch. which the place contained,
she murmured as though in a brilliant dream,
words expressive of her feelings:

« And thou hast redeemed thy pledges, Al-
bert!—and thy valor has won for thee the.
approval even of England’s glorious Richard.
Yes! now indeed art thou worthy of Geraldine’s
love, and only thy presence is wanting, together
with the assurance that thy love is still unchanged,
—it lacksbut thesetomake Geraldine happierthan
was ever mortal maiden! But oh! why come youn

" not, my Albert?—why tarriest thou so long from

thy faithful Geraldine!” then her eye turned with
a wistful gaze on the far-distant horizon, only to
be again disappointed. '

« 80 past the day—the evening fell,—

«*Twas near the time of curfew-bell.”

Yet though the dews of evening lay heavy
on her long hair, and the night wind alrea-
dy chilled her fair form, Geraldine continmed
to lean over the wall of thé tower, with her
straining gaze fixed on the ses, even now
becoming dark in the advancing gloom. She
was recalled to * things present” by the voice of
her favorite woman, who, accompanied by the
major domo of the household, had been sent by
the Countess to attend her to the castle.

As Geraldine descended the spiral staircase
which led to the shore below, a raven, disturbed
from his evening repose, flew past almost close o
her faee, while his croaking voice broke harshly
on the dreamy stillness of the hour. Geraldine
started back, alarmed not more by the suddenness
of the interruption than the ominous character of
the intruder. It was essentially a superstitious
age, that in which Geraldine lived—nor was she
one whit in advance of t}le times; this incident,
therefore, trifling enough in itself, had power
to break up many of the brightest of the visions
which bad so lately filled her mind with light and

oy.
! )All that night did Geraldine lie awake, fearing
and apprehending she knew not what, and occa-
sionally endeavoring to recall the gay images of
the last few days, which latter she found no easy
task, for the raven ever and anon flitted across
her brightest imaginings, and as often as she
attempted to anticipate the joy of Albert’s return,’
and the words of thrilling t.endemehs his lip.
were again to utter, then did that ill-omened bird
croak loudly in her ears, and his croaking sounded

ever like wild, mocking laughter. At length, to-
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wards morning, she fell into a deep yet restless | Imingled with the ti:rong, yet ere we reached the bal-
slumber, for it was broken by visions which par- T l‘]’“"’d fane, . tho bur-
took of the character of her waking fantasies, en;s:eﬁeve:':‘eddenmg dye of day hung on
and the splendour of the battle-field—its “ pomp ¢ Anq flooding in its peaceful light, the consecrated aisleh

. and circumstance” were mingled confusedly with { It seemed as though some spirit blest, had decked it$
the horrors of the dead and dying—the life- face in smiles.
awakening trumpet was heard, but its proud tqnes And now, the “white robed priest” stood up, and frod
were blent with the groaans of mortal anguish. his lips there fell, |
Once only did the well-known form of Albert { Charmed words of more mysterious power than Msgl®
‘fluat over the scene, but when she would have fabled spell :
1 to b hi dark-looking phantom He spake of mercy infinite, of love unfathomed, free,
own to embrace nim, & dar ng P Which stooped to rescue us from death, and paid 09*
glided between, and the raven was heard to croak penalty.
long and loudly. Geraldine awoke with a start He spake of b0 kn ied 05F
. . 5 . .
from her unrefreshing sleep, and found the sun ¢ :i:‘:e:s_one who knew our griefs—who pil
already high on his course. The morning Was | who pleads for us with more than all a father's tender
bright and beautiful, but Geraldine’s one thought ness;
was “ Perchance this brilliant sun may light Al- { And “dhe breathed those blessed words, in accents war™
»” nothing could exceed her impa- and meel,
b‘ert home,” and nothing cou N P Ungovernable tears bedewed his patriarchal cheek.
tience to reach her seat of observation. Scarcely
was breakfast over when she drew the Countess { His was the truthful eloguence, which knew not srt’
after her into the ante-chamber. control,
. . Lik d tiog
« Mother!” she said, and the listener felt, or z:::? escending dew, it sank upon the thirs
. . . . ?
fancied, that her voice had in it & sadness all | Each straining eye was upward turned, each strugghi®f
unwonted, “ Mother! I go to welcome Alhert, for sigh was hushed, .
I know full well that to-day he will come; but { While down the penitential cheel, the crystal sorr®
mother!” she added, and she twined her arms gushed.
around her neck, “should’st thou see ncither { No lofty organ upward ro’led its deep majestic tone, ,
again—should fute destine this for our last fare- { There went up no loud trumpet's swell toward' t
. N . Eternal Throne.
— remember Geraldine—
.well thou wilt I'm sure There rose a soft low voice of praise, more meet ths?
if not for her own sake, for that of Albert—yes, tuneful cholr,
yes! "Tknow thou wilt!” Gently disengaging ¢ More eloquent than angel’s trunip, more sweet B3
herself, she was gone before the Countess had seraplh’s lyre.,
i vord las!
recovered the stunning effect of her w orf s Ah It was in truth a blessed song, it clings to memory ,et;
strange as they then seemed to her, a few short § 4 never, while life's pulses throb, those tones sball
hours served to render their hidden meaning forget, ”
plain as noon-day. And when beneath the mortal stroke, my faltering b
(To be continued.) shall bow, M
N And deathly drops shall cluster thick around my des
brow— .
THE VILLAE'_E CHURCH' Then may that sweetly soothing strain my liﬂs’fu'
BY B. JONES. ’ spirit greet,
e Then may that heaven born harmony, so sweet, 80 P"’u‘
It was & beauteous Sabbath eve, and day’s dephrting sheen, sweet, o8
Gilded in liquid loveliness, the elm tree's stately green, From strife, and suffering, and sin, my struggling
‘While sweetly from the greenwood glade, and river's release,
banks along, A Rebuke death's darkly raging flood, and calmly whisp
The miunstrels of the summer air poured forth their “ Peace.” .
vesper song. New York, May, 1848,
And ever and anon there fell, upon the listening ear,
The rural temple’s simple chime, in echoes soft and clear,
‘While blithely o'er the well worn way, which constant, NOW REST_
feet had trod, .
Wended the pious worshippers, toward the Houseof God, | “Now rest,—thefond passion is sunk to reposé
. i . The first and the last of a bosom long tried;
Thither upon his tottering staff, the gray-haired grand- And the dream of a life early chequered by W"‘b‘r’l do”
sire prest, . Is sealed "neath those lids by the hand of tby
' :And many alaughing grandchild paused to meet his fond
caress. Thus murmured a maiden, beside a youth's bieT

‘While trooping o'er the rustic groen, the village maidens

Tan,
To welcoms with their- kindly words the venerable man.

‘While reluctantly closing his death.stiffened e}fo
After gazing long silent upon the cold tear ’
That came with and lingered behind his m:ﬁ:‘:/
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TRADE—NAVIGATION—DISCOVERY.

BY P. E. M'K,

\

Tae Portuguese baving driven the Moors from 2

their country, had no longer any outlet by Jand
°F that martial spirit aroused by their wars
Vith the Muhometans, and by the fierce civil
Yar occasioned, towards the close of the 1dth
::m“")'- by & disputed succession, turned their

'0ughts to the sea. John I fitted out o fleet at

“5bon, for the purpose of attacking the Moors
Settled on the coast of Barbary; he also equip-
Ped a fow vessels to sail along the western shore
o'f Africa, and to discover the unknown countries
"t“a_ﬁ‘d there, but the Portuguese never ventured
o sail beyond Cape Horn.

lence now began to dawn; the works of the
feeks and Romans began to be read with admi-
Tation ang profit; the sciences were cultivated by
the Moors settled in Spain and Portugal, and by
the Jows, Geometry, Astronomy, and Geography,
the sciences on which the art of navigation is
f"“l\ded, became objects of studious attention.

.® memory of the discoveries made by the an-
Clents wag revived, and the progress of their
Mavigation and commerce began to be traced;
8d the Portuguese at this period kept pace with

or nations on this side the Alps in literary
PUrsvits, Henry, duke of Viseo, fourth son of
John, by Phillipps of Lancaster, sister of Henry
.IV, of England, having accompanied his father
ln ‘his successful expedition to Barbary, distin-
g‘"‘.hed himself by many deeds of valour; he
::l""“ed the arts and sciences in opposition to
® prejudices of his rank, and by studying geo-
Braphy and the accounts of travellers, he early
%¢quired such knowledge of the habitable globe,
%8 suggested the great probability of finding new
and opulent countries by sailing along the coast

Africa,

In order to pursue the perfecting of his ideas
® retired 10 his residence at Sagres, near Cape
t. Vincent, where he was attended by some of

the most learned men in his country; he made
e0quiries of the Moors of Barbary as to the in-
teriop Pprovinces of Africa, whither they used to
80 in quest of ivory, gold dust and other rich

commodities; he consulted the Jews, settled in
Portugal, 4nd allured to his service many persons,
foreigners as well as Portuguese, who were emi-
nent for their skill in navigation; and his integrity,
affability, respect for religion, and zeal for the
honor of his country, engaged persons of all ranks
to applaud his design, and favor its execution.

“'The talent of doing good,” was his motto,
and his heart at least accorded well with it; his
first effort was inconsiderable. Zarco and Vag,
two gentlemen of his houschold, who took the
command of the enterprise, with orders to dou-
ble Cape Bajador, and thence to steer towards
the South, after encountering almost insuperable
difficulties, were on the point of abandoning the
enterprise, when fortunately a storm arose, which
drove them out to sea, and to an unknown island,
which, from theirescape, they named Porto Santo;
they also discovered another island, which they
named Madeira, from its being uninhabited, and
covered with wood, and Henry’s chief object
being to render his discoveries useful to his coun-
try, he immediately upon their return, equipped
a flegt, to carry a colony of Portuguese to these
islands. He supplied these islands with every
thing needful for the colonists, and suited to the
clime; he procured slips of the vine from the
island of Cyprus, and plants of the sugar cane
from Sicily, and they throve so rapidly, that the
benefit of cultivating them was immediately per-
ceived, and the sugar and wine of Madeira
quickly became considerable articles in the com-
merce of Portugal.

Galianez, who commanded one of Prince
Henry’s ships, upon the second attempt at pass-
ing Cape Bajador, was successful; and thus Ga-
lianez, discovering the vast continent of Africa,
still washed by the Atlantic, as it stretched away
to the South, opened a new sphere to navigation,
The ancient impressions regarding the excessive
heat of the torrid zone, occasioned considerable
opposition on the part of many of the nobles,
and reluctance on that of the sailors, to the fur-
ther prosecution of inovery in that region; the

®Continued from page 343.
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philosophic mind, however, of Prince Henry, was
superior to every obstacle,—assisted as he was by
his brother Pedro, who governed the kingdom,
as guardian of their nephew Alphonso V., who
had succeeded to the throneduring hisminority—
and by the sacred sanction of Pope Eugene IV,
At this stage of his success, Henry’s fame was
universal; enterprising adventurers crowded
from every part of Europe, soliciting employ-
ment in his service, and among themmany Vene-
tians and Genoese, who were at that time supe-
rior to all other nationsin the science of naviga-
tion. But Prince Henry died in 1463, and a
check was abruptly given to discovery,

Alphonso being engaged in supporting his own
pretensions to the crown of Castile, or in carrying
on his expeditions against the Moors in Barbary,
could not prosecute the discoveries in Africa
with ardour. He committed them to Fernando
Gomez, a merchant of Lisbon, with an exclusive
right of commerce with all the countries of which
Prince Henry had taken possession; but under
the restraint and oppression of monopoly, the
spirit of discovery languished; it ceased to be &
national objeet, and became the concern of a pri-
vate man; who naturally gave more attention to
his own gain than to the glory of his country.

The Portuguese, however, ventured to cross
the line, and, to their astonishment, found that
region of the torrid zone, which was supposed to
be scorched with intolerable heat, to be not only
habitable, but populous and fertile.

John IL who succeeded his father Alphonso,
deriving his revenues, while Prince, from duties
on trade with newly discovered countries, natu-
rally turned his attention towards them after his
accession. A powerful fleet was fitted out by
his orders, which, after discovering the kingdoms
of Benin and Congo, advanced alone, fifteen
hundred miles beyond the line; when the Portu-
guese; for the first time, beheld a new heaven,
and observed the stars of another hemisphere.
He built forts on the coast of Guinea, he sent out
Colonies to settle there, and established 2 com-
mercial intercourse with the more powerful king-
doms, and laboured to secure the sovereignty of
the weaker ones.

By their constant intercourse with the people
of Africa, the Portuguese graduslly acquired
some knowledge of those parts of that country,
which they had not visited; and the information
which they received opered more extensive pros-
pects, and mere important schemes than any which
had hitherto allured and occupied them. They
found as they proceeded southward, that Ptole-
my’s doctrine with respect to the figure of Afri-
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ca was erroneous. This induced them to give
credit to the ancient Venetian voyagers, round
Africa, and led them to conceive hopes that by
following the same route, they might arrive at
the East Indies.

The King entered with warmth into these sen-
timents, and began to concert measures accor-
dingly, when accounts reached him of a mighty
kingdom being situated on the African Continent
at a great distance towards the East, the King
of which professed the Christian religion.

Having concluded that this must be the Em-
peror of Abyssinia, to whom the Europeans, sedu-
ced by a mistake of Rubruquis, Marco Polo and
others, absurdly gave the name of Prester-John
the king, with a view to secure his co-operation
and assistance in a scheme which favoured Chris:
tianity, sent Pedro de Covillam, and Alphonsode
Payna, who were perfect masters of the Arabic
to search for the residence of this unknown Po-
tentate, and to make him proffers of friendship
At the same time he pushed forward his schemes
by sea, under Bartholomew Diaz, an officer
great experience, sagacity and fortitude. This
intrepid sailor stretched boldly towards the
south, and passing the limits 6 all previous dis-
covery, discovered near a thousand miles of
new country ; and neither the tempests of unknow?
seas, nur the mutinies of his crew, nor the cals’
wities of famine which he suffered, from losing
his store ship, could deter him from prosecuﬁﬂg
his enterprise. He reached sight of the Cape
called by him Cape Tormentoso, but by the
hopeful King, the Cape of Good Hope, ere b8
was compelled by the shattered state of his ship®
and the turbulent spirit of his sailors, to return:
Thissuccess,together with theintelligence recei
frora Covillam, who had penetrated as far 8
India, satisfied Jobn that a passage might D@
found by sea to the East Indies.

The prospects thus opgned, held all the Euro’
pean nations in expectation; but the storms
the Cape, and the length of the voyage, were sif°
ficient to render their success, or at least the ¢
sults, very doubtful. The Pheenicians, however
began to be disquieted with the apprehensio® °:
losing the Indian commerce, the monopoly ©
which was the chief source of their power
well as opulence; and the Portuguese slre
enjoyed in fancy the wealth of the East.
during this interval, it was that the world "‘i
startled by the no less extraordinary than une*
pected discovery of a New World, of Ameri
Columbus.
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’;! Just as strong and conquering flame
o‘;ﬂe stately tree, leaping from bough to bough,
Wi branch to branch, until at last it blends
nllh'trunk and stem, with bough and branch, its glow,
Uﬂ‘;g‘f‘l the tall tree in its warm erbrace,
A buy 1t ll&.nds—pre-eminent and bright—
. uing pillar where there is no trace .
Tis ““8!1% save strong and overpowering light.
He:h'"th‘Woman‘s love; it mantlas round
With 1 eart’s enthraller, clothing all his form
light and glory! Oh! it has no bound—
u:ldlesa—conﬁding—trusting—nniform !
Co::ﬁ! along—the verge and end of time
o ne it not—but onwards, upwards, will
B &¢ away, in spirit most sublime—
2yond the sky—loving—unchanging—still.
Li::: 1:\ some dark mood, some evil hour,
n n'd unto Temptation's syren voice,
For;:';f:meath its guidance and its power,
Commy 4 all that makes the heart rejoice :
Mitted deeds, which in the eye of man,
t everlasting darkness o’er his fame—
Dish 2me, and bitter scorn, and all that can
Conte n‘;nour and destroy—upon his namo ?
ned and hooted—hated and despised
0:11 ;lel the world——he lives, 2 blot—a blank—
T 8pot, within whose bounds comprised,
Are l:l “t"m? vast lazzaretto, dark and dank-—
Wait he impure germs of shame and sin,
Ang hl:!g an impulse, but to give them birth,
™ ch them forth, scattering without—within—
elr festering poisons o'er the blooming earth ?
Unned ayq detested—pointed at by all—
Aua m“D before the young and rising race
iemento of the fearfal fall,
h sternly waits on those, who, lacking grace,
A from evil, sink within the dark,
,m:d dismal guif, which Vice 50 covers o'er
glittering wiles, that there remains no mark
'° Warn the wanderer from its fatal shore.
A surely, surely, life to him is dead,
8in, d listless, Jonely, wends ho on his way,
® all that makes life sweet is past and fled,
hA’“d since, for him, there comes no brighter day.
! 18 there none, who that dark outcast cheers—
wzeho strives to chase the dismal gloom away,
An: hangs around him—strives to calm his fears—
e Strives to teach him to repent and pray?
B —JYes, there is !—there still remains one hope—
d“mel that hope which stretches past the grave—
that is Woman's love—the only prop
Tl?: Which his heart may lean—Ilove, which will brave
barsh and hissing scorn which round him dwells—
® which will cherish in her secret breast,
At doomed, degraded outcast, deep and well,
N ':d on his bosom seek—and find—its rest.
Ye! when the outward world presents to him.
Ought but a vast inpenetrable gloom—
Mighty mass—chaotio—dark and dim—
Without one ray its midnight to ililume;
0 —then, will Woman's love around him shine,
And shed a hato o'er each darken'd spot,
d shall with soul.felt effort yet combine,
To cast & brightness o’er his dreary lot.
©8'—when life's sky is troubled and o'ercast
lowering clouds, portending storm and strife—

®Continued from page 320.
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1 heer] lost.

‘When all around seems hop
Then comes the hour in which the trusting Wife,
With unremitting love breaks through the mist,—
Scattering as with the brightness of a sun,
The gathering omens—shelt'ring with the blest
safeguard of love, him whom her heart hath won.
Shouild he in prison pine, and mourn the bland,
And calmiog influence of the free survey
Of beauty bright, which an Almighty hand
Has spread o'er earth to cheer life’'s weary way—
Pine for the brilliant sunshine and the showers—
The sweeping storm, or sweetly murmuring breeze—
The undulating fields—the glittering flowers—
The rush of rivers—and the roar of seas—
There !—even there !—within than noisome den—
‘Will Woman cheer him with undying love :
There ! —even there!—will Woman’s bosom yearn
In unison with his—will ever prove.
To him a pleasing and a sheltering bower—
‘Will spread around him love’s most potent spell—
Will give him smiles for sunshine—tears for showers—
The music of her voice for ocean’s swell.
All—all around him seems to other men,
A long, illimitable, desert drear,
Without one green oasis in the ken,
The tired and tiring traveller to cheer :
‘Without one solitary cooling spring,
To quench the fever of his burning brain:
‘Without one soft refreshing breese to bring
A calm upon his boiling blood again, .
Oh! they are wrong; there Woman's love attends—
Converts the desert to the verdant green—
And, mingling flowers and fragrance, sweetly blends,
Proclaiming love tr o'er the scene.

‘There, Woman's love is like a rushing stream

Of cool refreshing water, pure and deep,
Whose singing murmur, and whose passing gleam,
Soothe down the wanderer’s fever'd frame to sleep.
‘When sickness seizes on the mandy form,
And casts it helpless on a restless bed-
‘When mind with body sinks, till sad, forlorn,
A moody melancholy round is shed—
When tortured with some ceaseless, guawing pain,
Thetemper turns, and nought ean please, nought quelf
The inward tumult, nor restore again,
Peace to that aching bosom’s anguished swell,
Oh! then will woman hover round and near,
And watch with eager eye his every move,
Anticipate each wish, and strive to cheer,
His sinking heart with her sustaining love,
Oh! she will press ber hands, 50 snowy white,
Upon that fever’d brow, and to her breast,
Will clasp that beating forehead, till a quiet,
Refreshing slumber, lulls its throb to rest.
And when decaying nature spreads before
His dim and dering eye, the trackl
The misty shadows, of that dreaded shore,
Which opes upon him through its gate, the tomb,
Oh! who will Jead his fluttering soul to soar,
Through those dark shadows to a realm of light—
Will teach him humbly, lowly, to adore
His great Creator’s wondrous power and might ?
Oh! Woman will—her strong undying love—
Her pure, unfaltering faith—will cheer him on,
‘Will guide his soul’s departing flight above,
To join the choir around the Heavenly Throne, !
And when beneath the cold and clammy sod,
The long loved form corrupts and fades away,
Then Woman's heart bows only to her God,
And lauds His power for ever and for aye.

gloom,

vva




=
F
3
=!
.
=
==
:

M m ] rj # e . )
R m A>TML_H_W Pbﬁi“ . .m _.QFC.._— ___"_ #U /AHW_: = t _L | ;
m | L 2] S 1Hr|u_ , ’ ML} L __- ’
& _ ol ,P_fno__.i_- . £ _ #r— lhn”-t ) ::H‘ | _Lr o.Er_y oﬂch
Z ﬂ.#_wh .. (e S oI r . /% PWU“:., . AQL: Io_L_ w
S D53 s DR | il
2 .m_uW_ !Pb_( . J.NJWJ\ 9.3 . /Jﬂ rl.: . AQQDTS “113 . W
. | < ell ! . T ] [ L
. - P__.u“ Nt .L:.u_. J7:0 0 eyl L_!fr | w
< b M >oL.n el ] rrre| . Y | .- eoe (| . ”
= i - ol _ re . ol N
M m m _._ 1 _ Mlﬂ‘w o“o_rnim . Fﬂrm Q_L:s_ . r.o"r‘f [rre| « W
< R ﬂrnﬂ ool | ” _\_ _ | ~__ T_. L TTe- ell QL i_ W
S ey L T e KLY
RIS I Rt R
A . _rm.rl _x_:d . ] I el Ll TITFES. mv_! epee M
a8 S V) evel . e SRR 0] elell ;
2 Rl [ N Al edll s & |
8 SIT® Nlall eoalll . bty "HU o || gHel
S fi<inui D<A LS AT T
s oelel |9l Gz ol R Ml W |
m %.DLV = ST __ .Dd_ ®| . ___ eln
STl I LSl e 4 B sl 2
- B @ 2 S | Y [ 7|
N—. c— ————— @é& @ %ﬂ @VL |




i o A~r :
. CLod LLLt L Em A. | . ___t- 10
o L1 Ll [ .o - ) Ld | _ ﬁ _ ._4. &, t 1 [}
3 /] Q) L In _ b
o Em e B RN )
wief a1 i ¥ s | e 4
elel ﬁi ._(l_mﬁ__. el | ._..or._ QLPI __P_ el IW.H ol | |
gty 24401 it \ p.%, aoel]  ied .% T.&H L |
YEBE Y i 1 T o T .
fpb_sm_q __mﬁ‘a {Twwv_ i i m ._s.w : .ﬁ.,p H-Wmu-w mu.
_L|_.- 5| ol | | nco-_ _ _ ﬂ " Ly e o [
| A_“P_r.__ 3_?. % h@& il sellin |FTe 3.{ :_ _ .Trtm. .E.u.r_
Sl B SEN pn gl Gt | I
. - ol A.Pr_nb_lv ﬁaiﬁv.v ool ||| A3 . «_ e N Anw-
BN it S e Kot Aol & \
_ Nne_lel g .o e T e | -
B (3 A L\ L I |
o W iR r e R | & o
AT L R ot sl T
H.D,_ .__ ..nwt; : ' . p 1| e T t!ﬂ _ [ %
i1 (IR e L s At G o
B R e i e £ ) \TL &l T a1l
Bl I
Al %E Fial | i o @l ol
\ o il ] o SZ I IR —_— S
——————




?

TR wee

OUR T

LIFE OF LORD CLIVE; BY THE REV. G. R. GLEIG.* |

Tae familiar acquaintance of the Reverend
Author of this work, with the various events
which have characterised the establishment and
continuance of British rule in the East Indies,
peculiarly qualify him for the task he has here
fulfilled. His “ History of British India,” “Life |
of Warren Hastings,” * Sale’s Brigade in Aff-
ghanistan,” and several other similar volumes,
have brought him before the world as one inti-
mately versed in the *romance and reality” of
East Indian History; and the work now before us
fully maintains the reputation thus acquired.
The appearance of Robert Clive on the stage
of Eastern warfare and politics was the com-
mencement of a new era there. Under the able
management of M. Dupleix, most of the Native
Princes in Hindostan had formed alliances with
the French, and thrown off every shadow of res-
pect for the treaties formerly entered into with
Great Britain. Hemmed in by the hostile natives,
and opposed to superior French forces, both on
sea and land, the British commanders were re-
duced to the utmost extremities, when the vigour
and skill of Clive intervened and turned the scale
in favour of the British. The forces of France
were met and routed: the natives reclaimed to
their former alliance. Conquest after conquest,
alliance after alliande, followed in rapid suc-
cession; and when Lord Clive gave up the reins
of Government in India, he left the British power
there securely and firmly established, with scarce-
ly a single open and avowed enemy. Their an-
cient rivals, the French, were routed from every
stronghold; the native powers, either through
policy or sincere esteem, were bound firmly to
their cause, and the foundation laid for that ano-
malous empire, which the merchant princes of
the East India Company have since then so widely
extended. The history of such a man, at such
& period, could not but be fraught with the deepest
interest, and well has the task he has undertaken
been fulfilled by the Reverend Chaplain-Ge-
nersal of the Army. This work presents a clear
and succinct narrative of the brillisitendexciting
period we have mentioned. Mr. Gleig has been ac-
*® John Murray, London ; Armour & Ramsay, Montreal.
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cused of having shown too much partiality to his
hero in his “ Life of Warren Hastingé;” but in
the preseut instance no such charge can possibly’
be made. The facts are detailed in a plain un(l 1
unvarnished manuer, with an avowed determins* }
tion neither to overshadow the excellences
Lord Clive, nor to explain away his faults—89 |
intention which appears fully sustained through+ §
out the work, '

The “Life of Lord Clive” forms part o
“Murray’s Home and Colonial Library,” t0
which we have bad more than one opportunity 0 §
adverting with heartfelt commendation, Since }
our last notice of this series, several very valusble 2
works have appeared in it, such as * The Story ~
of the Battle of Waterloo,” and “The British §
Army at New Orleans,”—both by the talented
author of the work we have just noticed.—* Ru%*
ton’s Adventures in Mexico,” and a very intef*
esting publication by Lord Carnarvon, on * Por* §
tugal and Geallicia.” We would once more heartily
recommend this series to our readers, as havinf
most fully carried out the promise of the Pro#” §
pectus, by being “not merely low in price, but
of sterling merit, originality and permanent i8"
terest.”

THE IMPROVED HOUSEWIFE.
Tms popular work, by Mrs. A. L. Webster, ®’
practical housekeeper for upwards of thirty-fos*
Yyears, has now reached its tenth edition, 8 coP.
of which is before us. To this edition sbod-
forty pages of new and valuable matter has bee® -
added, besides a Perpetual Calendar showing s
one view the day of the month, and its correspo
ing day of the week for one huudred and 5fY
years.
The leading Canadian and American Journsls
speak highly of this work as a most useful manush
and, as far as our experience enables us to juds®
we think the encomiums lavished upon it 879
deserved. Its decidedly practical character ™*
look upon as its highest recommendation. Ieis
we believe, for sale by the Agent only, Who b’:
also for sale an interesting little book, beif8 °
JSac-simile of a Boston Edition of the New E08°
land Primer, published in 1777.




