Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes techniques et bibliographiques

The Institute has attempted to obtain the best original copy
available for scanning. Features of this copy which may be
bibliographically unique, which may alter any of the images
in the reproduction, or which may significantly change the
usual method of scanning are checked below.

Coloured covers /
Couverture de couleur

Covers damaged /
Couverture endommagée

Covers restored and/or laminated /
Couverture restaurée et/ou pelliculée

Cover title missing /
Le titre de couverture manque

Coloured maps /
Cartes géographiques en couleur

Coloured ink (i.e. other than blue or black) /
Encre de couleur (i.e. autre que bleue ou noire)

Coloured plates and/or illustrations /
Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur

Bound with other material /
Relié avec d'autres documents

Only edition available /
Seule édition disponible

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion
along interior margin / La reliure serrée peut
causer de 'ombre ou de la distorsion le long de Ia
marge intérieure.

Additional comments /
Commentaires supplémentaires:

LInstitut a numeérisé le meilleur exemplaire qu'il lui a été
possible de se procurer. Les détails de cet exemplaire qui
sont peut-étre uniques du point de vue bibliographique, qui
peuvent modifier une image reproduite, ou qui peuvent
exiger une modification dans la méthode normale de
numeérisation sont indiqués ci-dessous.

N

N

Continuous pagination.

Coloured pages / Pages de couleur

Pages damaged / Pages endommagées

Pages restored and/or faminated /
Pages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/
Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piquées

Pages detached / Pages détachées
Showthrough / Transparence

Quality of print varies /
Qualité inégale de I'impression

Includes supplementary materials /
Comprend du matériel supplémentaire

Blank leaves added during restorations may
appear within the text. Whenever possible, these
have been omitted from scanning / |l se peut que
certaines pages blanches ajoutées lors d'une
restauration apparaissent dans le texte, mais,
lorsque cela était possible, ces pages n'ont pas
été numérisées.



THE

LITERARY

GARLAND.

Vor. HI.

APRIL, 1841.

No. 5.

(oRIGINAL.)

BEATRICE; OR, THE SPOILED CHILD;

A TALE.

BY Ev M. M.

Continued from.our last Number.

We should not stoop so greedily to swallow

The bubbles of the world s0 light and hollow,

To drink its frothy draughts in lightsome mood,
And live upon such empty, airy food ;

Fools that we are to follow forms that spum us,
And spend our breath in fanning flames that barn us.
We do the thing we hate, and would pursue,not,
And what we most desire to do we do not;

Leave what we dearly love, with weeping eyes,
And closely cling to what we most despise.

WHAT new feelings were awakened jn the young
heart of Beatrice, when she pressed her infants to
her bosom, and daily marked fresh beaaties unfolding
themselves to her view. She would kneel by the
side of their cradle, watching them as they slept,
with a countenance thoughtful yet beaming with
the love she felt; and when they began to know
her, and would smile in her face, how intense was
her delight. They were considered so much alike
that their head nurse, Mrs. Golding, found it neces-
sary to tie a ribbon round the arm of one to distin-
&uish him from his brother, but in the sight of Bea~
trice there was a very perceptible difference. Both
Tesembled their father ; but while one promised to
Possess all his fire and energy, which were exhibijted
in his eagerness,when stretching out his dimpled arms
t catch at any desired object—in the other there
%ppeared & pensive softness, a placidity—a some-
thing indescribable, and so eminently superior to frail
Wortality that she almost felt, while she gazed, that a
".fing of a brighter world was before her. The disposi-
tion of this babe,as he grew older,seemed to strength-
0 this idea. No passion—no waywardness, for a
Moment disturbed the beautiful serenily that was
Stread over his whole character. He would fix his
%ol dark eyes, in astonishment, upon the various

Ngs presented to his notice, while in his smile

e Was an expression so seraphic that Sir Claude
Would playfully say: “ This can never be the child
°C'my wild and wilful Beatrice.” But from the
¥eriod of her becoming a mother a change evidently
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took place in Beatrice, who at once seemed to rise
from the thoughUess girl into the clegant woman;
graceful she had ever been, but that brusque manner
which had given offence to 80 many, was now suc-
ceeded by one both dignified and attractive. This
she may have possibly acquired by constant associa-
tion with one like Lady Brereton, and the select
friends, who, at the earnest desire of Sir Claude, were
once more admitted as guests al the Abbey, From
whatever cause, she certainly appeared a new crea-
ture, although there were times, even now, when the
errors in her mother’s education were still too appa~
vent in those sudden bursts of temper, and impatience
under disappointment which, on reflection, would
cause her the bitterest remorse. Warm and ardent in
all her feelings, her children now formed her princi-
pal happiness, and beautiful it was to behold how
entirely this interesting young creature devoted her-
sellto them, forgetting in their caresses those plea-
sures which formerly had afforded her so much de-
light.  Why was she not suffered to remain in this
tranquil abode, exempt alike from temptations and
trisls—why ? Because, alas, it was not so willed ;
her course had been marked out for her by a higher
power, and who could control or alter that,

Sir Claude having, in accordance with the ex-
pressed wishes of his dying father, given up the army,
began to long for some more active mental pursuits
than those which a country life afforded him. His
gifted mind panted to exercise itsell in a wider, no-
bler field ; and he determined to become a candidate
for a seat in Parlisment. This would of course
oblige him to have an establishment in town—that’
acmé of all Mrs. Annesley’s hopes for her daughter,
and once the desire of Beatrice herself—but now
when she was informed that the time had at length
arrived when this desire was to be accomplished, she
felt only regret and sorrow. Her long sojourn with
Lady Brereton had attached lher strongly towards
her, added to which every spot around the old Abbey
was united in her remembrance with some scene of
happinese.  Within ifs walls had she learnt to love
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him who held the highest place in her affections.
Here too had their children first beheld the llght,
and given to her joys unknown before. She beheld
them blooming in health and infantile beauty, and
she dreaded lest the change might prove injurious to
them. All the precepts of her sister Mary against
{he gaieties of fashionable life, were still fresh in her
memory, strengthened yet more by the letters she
continued to receive from her, though Mrs. An-
nesley endeavoured to counteract their impression
by setting forth, in vivid colours, the advantages she
would derive from the high and elevated society in-
to which she was going. Lady Brereton shared in
all the regrets of our young heroine, to whom she
gave many valuable counsellings ; but aware that
the superior abilities of her son were wasted in a
life of inaction, she reconciled the prospect of their
leaving her in the reflection that the line he had
chosen to adopt would bring these into full play.

It was not, however, till the spring of the second
year, aflter the birth of his children, that Sir Claude
procecded to London. The day previous to their
departure Beatrice wandered with him over the ex-
tensive grounds of Norwood, to take leave of all her
favourite haunts—the flower garden, where she had
spent 80 many hours—the lawns—the splendid
avenues, amongst the trees of which the rooks were
cawing, and the blackbird and the thrush sent forth
their melodious strains. All were visited. Innumera-
ble lovely flowers were springing into life at this de-
licious season, impregnating the air with their fra-
grance. Tears filled the eyes of Beatrice, as she
exclaimed :

¢ And must I, indeed, leave these sylvan groves—
these scencs of peace, and love, and joy. Oh!
Claude, 1 cannot express to you my sorrow, sincea
painful presentiment tells me that, in quitting them,
1 bid farewell to happiness.”

“Do not yield to such a thought, my beloved
girl,” replied Sir Claude, pressing her tenderly to
his bosom 5 ““you will but change the nature of your
happiness, and in so doing realise the wishes of
your mother—for now you will go to court, and be
introduced to all my great friends—attend the balls,
the operas, the concerts,—think how charming.”’

The last few words were spoken ironically, and
called a faint smile to the lip of Beatrice,

“ Do not compare them with the scene now spread

* before us. Can the artificial splendour in crowded
rooms equal the rich verdure of those magnificent
woods on which the setting sun now sheds his gold-
cn beams 7 Can there be musie so sweet as the song
of those dear birds ¥ Oh! no, no, I will not believe
“.”

« Still the same sweet enthusiast as ever,” replied
Sir Claude ; « but to judge the merits of each, both
taust be tried. Three ycars azo, I confess, I would
not have plunged you inlo the life you are about to
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enter, but now you are better prepared Lo resist its
temptations.”

 Ah, do you indeed think so. 1 hope you are
right, yet I cannot help indulging fears even for us
both-”

““For us both—that is capital,” returned S8ir
Claude, laughing. * What is it you fear for ME,
dear 1

“Oh! you would not understand me were I abls
to tell you,” said Beatrice, blushing decply.
‘“ Thoughts will crowd upon me like dark shadows
—hut [ am sad today, and I cannot help them.”?

While they thus conversed they were sitting be-
neath the spreading branches of an aged oak tree,
round whose vgnerable trunk twined the youthful ivy
—the clear, fine stream that rolled majestically past
them, reflected on its bosom the old Abbey with its
Norman architecture and proud battlements. ~Sir
Claude now rose and stood gazing on the scene with
folded arms, while Beatrice yielding to the romantic
feeling of the moment, cut on the bark of the tree the
initials of her own name, and underneath a heart,
transfixed by arrows. Sir Claude smiled on per-
ceiving her occupation.

¢ Come away, foolish child,” he said, taking her
hand and kissing off her tears ; *1 have half a mind
to leave you here and depart alone tomorrow.”

¢ Oh! no, no, never 2 cried Beatrice, clinging to
him. ““In a desert with you rather than in a para-
dise without you.”

You are a loving little mortal, my fairy queen,”
said Sir Claude, stroking her face. It is almost a
pity to blunt those warm, fresh leelings, yet we must
run the risk. Come, dearest, let us return to the
house, for I promised to see old Harleigh, the
steward, at this hour.>

Beatrice followed him with lingerirg steps, stoop-
ing to gather the flowers as she went along, and
forming them into a bouquet, with the intention of
carrying them with her on the morrow, to speak to
her (as she said) of dear Norwood wheh far distant.

One short week after this found Sir Claude and
the youthful Lady Brereton established in a hand-
some house in Grosvenor Square. What a new ex-
istence now opened on the still unsophisticated
Beatrice from this time, whether for weal or for
woe, remaios yet to be told. At first she felt like &
newly caught bird, whose wings have been clippeds
and she sighed for the freedom of the wide open
fields, where she could bound along in all the free-
dom of her happy childhood,regardless of those form$
and ceremonies to which she found hersell obliged
to conform. Her new home possessed every luxury
that money could purchase, and it was certainly
pleasant, she thought, to see a retinue of servants
entirely at her command, and to only wish for 3
thing and be able to obtain it in five minutes. Y¢!
the lengthened absences of Sir Claude, who, nes
cessarily much engaged in public matters, coul
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-seldom return home until their late dinner hour, was

a sad alloy, until she became more accustomed to
the foss of his society. Her children were a never
failing source of delight to her, and though their
nurseries were small, compared with the dear old ta-
pestried room at the Abbey,yet as they continued well
and lively, and perfectly unconscious of the change,
she could feel no uneasiness.

As soon after their arrival in town, as possible,
she was presented at Court in due form, by the
Countess of R——, and the effect which her beauty
and simplicity produced was quite equal to the ex-
pectations indulged in by her mother, and sufficient
to turn her young head. Then followed dinners, balls
and operas, in such rapid succession that she almost
felt bewildered § it is true there were moments when
she suffered some uneasiness at the thought of the
days and weeks which were thus entirely consumed
by pleasure. The education she had received from
Mr. Mortimer, and the advice of her sister Mary
carrying the conviction to her heart, that she was
not walking with God, while so employed ; but this
was again relieved by the remembrance that her
husband had led her into her present mode of life;
how then could sAe be to blame 1 She had just enough
religion to cast a shude over every seene of gaiety
she entered, without possessing sufficient to guard her
from their snares. The beautiful letters she received,
both from Mr. Mdrtimer and Mary, tended to keep
alive the sacred fire within her breast ; but faintly it
flickered amidst the numberless fascinations which
daily decoyed her away from the paths of peace.
8he occasionally expressed her uneasy doubts to Sir
Claude, but he could not comprehend them, or if he
did, his own pursuits engrossed him too entirely to
permit his entering into all her feelings : although he
watehed over her with sedulous care, allowing no
unsafe intimacies that could possibly be avoided,
and admitting none to his home save those from
whose society she might reap advantage and im-
provement. His success in the House had far ex-
ceeded the most sanguine expectations of his friends;
his fine decisive spirit, united as it was to so sound
& judgment, being quickly recognized, became duly
valued, while his speeches, at once manly and sensi-
ble, were adimired, and himself courted and flattered
in all the circles he entered : could pride and ambi-
lion (his two idols) desire more? He was pleased

perceive the admiration which Beatrice called
forth wherever she appeared,as it was a compliment
Paid to his taste; and a gratification afforded to his
Vanity as well as to his affection.

One morning an invitation to a balt at the Coun-
tess of C——"s, was presented to Beatrice, and as
~=— house was considered amongst the most fash-
lonable in town, she anticipated it with infinite plea-
Sure. Never had she looked 90 exquisitely lovely as
°n this night, when she entered her own drawing
Y00m, whers Sir Claude awsited her: and the affec-
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tionate pressure of his hand as he led her down stairs
expressed that he thought the same. Most gracious-
1y were they received by their noble hostess, to whom
Beatrice, as a stranger, was presented : her cheek
at the moment tinged with crimson, for she FeLT
that every eye was upon her, while the whispered
remark caught her ear: “Who is that very beau-
tiful young creature hanging on the arm of that
distingué looking man 1 The answer given in the
voice of Lady Julia Russel caused her {o start round.
“ Good heavens ! 8ir Claude and Lady Brereton, I

‘protest,” and she flew forwargd as she spoke, grasps

ing the hand of Beatrice most tenderly, and express-
ing her delight at once more meeting her. Beatrice
who was happy to see one familiar face, received her
sslutation with much cordiality—not so, Sir Claude,
who returned her address to him in his stiffest,coldest
manner, and passed on. The rooms wére already
crowded to excess, and brilliant even to dazzling.
The heart of Beatrice fluttered with pleasure, as she
listened to one of Strauss’ most beautiful waltzes.

“Now do let me waltz tonight, Claude,” she
whispered, “if not with another, at least with you.”

Sir Claude shook his head.

““Then why was I taught if it is considered inde-
corous 1 asked Beatrice, rather mortified.

“To please your mother, I imagine—certainly
not me,” replied her husband. ““ She would like to
see you in the arms of every man in the room could
she only hear your dancing praised. I confess I
have no such ambition.”

Beatrice pouted at this sarcasm, while her little
foot continued to beat time with the tempting music.
Lord Stormont at this moment advanced, offering
her his arm o lead her away.

“When I am tired of my husband I will aceept
ity she replied ; “at present I prefer to remain
where I am.”

8ir Claude smiled.

“You must pardon her country manners, my
lord,” he said. ¢ When she has spent a fow more
seasons in town she will have acquired the polish of
Lady Stormont.”

““Then T hope T may never spend a few more
seasons in town,” muttered Beatrice, colouring.

- 8ir Claude.checked her with a frown, while Lord
Stormont walked away; but as the laws of fashion
did not permit his remaining too long with his wife,
Sir Claude, after he had conducted her to a seat, left
her,when a erowd of admirers immediately surronnded
her, in whose attentions she soon forgot her vexation .
and recovered her good humour.  The first opportu-
nity Lady Julia eould obtain of getting near to con-
verse with her, was eagerly caught at.

« Now do come and sit in this quiet recess,” she
said, linking her arm within that of Beatrice ; for 1
am dying to hear all about dear, delightful, gloomy
Norwood Abbey. | am told great changes have takew
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plaee since I left it--that Lady Brereton has become
serious. Is this really the case 1” .

The question was ironically asked, and replied to
with some warmth by Beatrice.

¢ She has become extremely amiable, and I love

29
he:ﬂ:::id ! that is change the first ; and Sir Claude,
has he too become infected with the religious ma-
nia? Nay, does that offend you ; let me amend my
error 4nd enquire for les jumeauz, whose praises’]
hear so extolled.  When will you show them to
me 1)’

“ Whenever you please, I shall be delighted to do
s0,” returned Beatrice, at once appeased and grati-
fied. ¢ But tell me, Lady Julia, is not that Lord
Stepney coming towards you? If 50, I must leave
you ; how dreadfully ill he is looking.”

Lady Julia applied her glass to her eye.

“Yes, it is his lordship : but why shun him, per-
haps it is you who he wishes to speak to.”

“Oh! no, noj I must not, I dare not,” said
Beatrice, rising in confusion, as he drew nearer.
Her voice attracted a knot of gentlemen, who were
standing near her, and one advanced to enquire *“if
she had any commands,” ’

““Have the goodness to lead me to Sir Claude,”
she replied, accepting his arm, and walking quickly
away, to the evident surprise of Lady Julia, who
received Lord Stepney with a most gracious smile,
enteriug into an earnest conversation with him. After
some trouble, Beatrice found Sir Claude talking with
Lady Stormont, who appeared to be deeply interested
in his discourse. She was looking elegant and very
fashionable, but several seasons spent amidst scenes
like the present, had robbed her of her natural co-
lour, which was replaced by art, to light up a face
that had prematurely lost the freshness of youth.
Beatrice could not control a secret exuMation as she
glanced towards a glass, and contrasted her own
Young and beautiful form with the fading charms of
her still ‘hated rival, She passed on through the
crowd until she drew quite near them.

“ Well, what 4 you want,” enquired Sir Claude,
in that careless indifferent tone, which he always
assumed when addressttig hér bafore strangers. She
quickly replied to the satutation of Lady Stormont,
who had staried in sudden admiration at her lovely
appearance, and whispered u fow words in the ear
of ‘her husband, whose eye flashed indignantly as he
drew her arm within his own. Lady Stormont, in
the next moment, left them standing together to
join the gallopade.

¢ Did you say that Lord Stepney had presumed
to speak to you ?”’ enquired Sir Claude.

“Oh, no; ¥ ouly feared that he might do %0, as
he was comiog up to Lady Julia. But see, there is
Lady Stormont waltzing; if you wish me o acquire
her _palish, surely 1 m}ght to follow her excellent

7
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cxample,” she added, looking archly in his face.
““1s she not sadly changed, Claude 7”

““Poor thing,” was all the reply of Sir Claude,
who shrugged his shoulders and turned away.

A later hour again found Lady Julia Russel at the
side of Beatrice.

“You cannot think how severely you wounded
Lord Stepney, by shunning him so palpably,” she
observed; «of what dire offence can he bave been
guilty, to tempt you to do so 1

With all the ingenuousness belongiog Lo her
character, Beatrice confided to her the quarrel of
Sir Claude with Lord Stepney, and its unhappy
cause, the fate of Fanny Belson, and her maniac
grandmother. Lady Julia listened to her with deep
altention, fixing her large dark penetrating eyes upon
her as sbe narrated the story with pathos and feeling ;
but when she ceased she burst into afit of uncon-
trollable laughter. .

“Oh! Lady Julia, is this the way you receive a
tale 50 full of misery 1 exclaimed Beatrice, shocked
at her ill-timed mirth,

Lady Julia laid her hand upon her arm to support
herself, while Yielding to the impulse.

““Pardon me, my dear creature, I entreat of you;
but indeed it was irresistible. And for this you have
been commanded to shup poor Lord Stepney. How
very absurd of Sir Claude ! Pray did it never occur
to you that 46 must bave taken great interest in the
young peasant girl, whose destruction caused him
such regret, that you say he cannot even bear to hear
her named before him.”

“Oh! no, no; never,” said Beatrice, turning
very pale, and clasping her hands. “Lady Julia,
why torture me with such an idea.”

Again Lady Julia laughed.

‘ Cara mia, I shall certainly expire under the in~
fluence of your simplicity, it is so amusing. And so
you imagine him to be immacalate, do you ; that ar~
rived at his age he can have passed unseathed through
the numerous temptations that must have been cast
in his way. 1€ I did not fear to make you unhappy 1
could many atale unfold ; but that would be cruel.”” °

The beautiful countenance of Beatrice betrayed
that she had already done s0. She pressed her hand
over her eyes, while her whole frame trembled with
emotion. Lady Julia looked on her with a mali-
cious satisfaetion, then feeling that she had said
enough, and anxious to change the subjeet, she ex-
claimed :  “Ah! there is Signor Rubicani, the
Improvisatore, quanto mj gioja di vederlo,” and as
she spoke she lightly tripped away, leaving the agi--
tated Beatrice standing alone, She raised her head
and perceived the crowd thronging to one spot, but
her gaiety had vanished and she remained quite still,
unconscious of the observation of a young guegds-
man, who for some time had been gazing on her
with admiring eyes ; he now approached her and -
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asked her o advance with the vest and listen to the
Signor. In perfect indifference she acquiesced. The
lmprovisatore was a little dark man, whose foreign
aspect and peculiarly melodious voice bespoke the
Italian, while, with vehement gesticulations, which
would occasionally soften into a melting tenderness,
he recited the German tale of * the Enchantress,”
who once hud dwelt (he said) amidst the Erageberg
mountains ; and such was her dazzling beauty that
the flowers hung their heads and withered away at
her approach. On her head she wore a talismanic
diadem, that rivalled the stars in jts lustre, and clasp-
ed round her waist g girdle wrought in strange and
magic characiers; her power was unlimited ; the
desires of her heart under her own control, and yet
Zerlina was not happy. A void, an aching void, she
experienced, which she knew not how to fill. The
streams murmured past her—the winds Jent their
soothing sounds—the birds their melody—but the
voice she sighed for was not amongst them—at
length it came. One evening as she sat listless and
sad on the banks of the Elbe, her lovely head restiog
in her hand, music the most ravishing fell on her
ear. She starled—she gazed, and beheld a small
boat in which appeared a youth, on whose cheek the
sun had rarely shone, 5o fair, so beautiful it appeared.
Zerlina uttered an exclamation when his soft eyes
met hers—in another instant he had leaped on
shore. Upon this mortal the enchantress bestowed
an affection so devoted that all her supernatural gifts
Lecame as nothing, in comparison. She carried him
to her palace, and displayed to him her teasures
4nd her power—the youth was ambitious—he cast
himeelf at her feet, vowing eternal fidelity—how did
he fulfit the bond. One by one, at his earnest soli-
citation, she parted with them all; first her wand,
then her magic girdle—her talismanic diandem—last of
all her immortality—then, then it was that he faugh-
¢d her to scorn, and told her he loved another ;
the wept, she raved, but it was all too late, he de-
Serted her. She watched his departure with strain-
ing eyes until the boat became a speck upon the
Waters. The winds howled—the torrent rushed in
Taddening violence down the rock on which she
3lood—one wild look of unutterable woe she cast
Rround her—one cry of agony and then she cast her-
%I€into the abyss beneath, Lost, lost forever,”
she exclaimed, as the waters closed over her ; * ost,

t forever,”. was repeated from afar; alas, it was

™% Yaice of echo, and all became hushed.

The Improvieatore ceased and retired from the
SrOwd amidst their deafening applause. Beatrice,
"_h“e_ interest had been gradually excited by his
i tale, remained.for an instant in ag attitude of
‘%026 ang cvidently painfal thought, as the circle
m"’f”ﬂl- Nearly opposite to her, and leaning

"Euingt piller, appeared 8ir Claude ; o slight smile
:’“':f‘! bis lip while replying to some remark made
*dy Stormont, who stood near him. The ima.
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gination of Bentrice sketched a picture in which she
beheld herself as the forsaken one ; while she gazeq
upon them her feelings were wrought up to the highest
piteh of suffering, and could not be suppressed. She
rushed forward, and clasping her arms round his

'neck, she burst into a flood of tears. A titter ran

through the room, when Sir Claude, astonished and
much annoyed at this public display, hurried her into
one of the ante-rooms, followed by the.sister of their
noble hostess, the Lady Harriet Lauriston,

“Why expose yourself in this absurd manner,
Beatrice,” said Sir Claude, rather angrily, as he
placed her on a sofa. ¢ iy you never cease to be
& child 1”

Beatrice sobbed, but she could not answer him,

“Leave her in my care, Sjr Claude,” requested
Lady Harriet, in a kind tone of voice, and sitting
down by her. I can sympathise in woman’s weak-
ness far better than you can : you are byt young in
the ways of this fashionable world of ours, dear Lady
Brereton,”” she continued, when Sir Claude had
withdrawn ; “else would you be aware that the
emotions of the heart must be kept in complete sub~
jection ; any evidence that you possess one will only
meet with ridicule. You have been muych petted at
home, I should imagine.”

Beatrice smiled through her tears,

1 fear too much so for my happiness,” she re.
plied. ““TRecared by one of the most indulgent, the
most tender of mothers, I am indeed Unprepared to -
resist the indulgence of those sensibilities, which I
am quite aware must appear very foolish ; yet it wag
not the story related by the Improvisatore that affect-
ed me 20 powerfully, but other thoughts which the
catastrophe called forth.”

“Ah! my sweet young friend, waste not your
sensibilities upon imaginary misfortunes,” returped
Lady Harriet, mildly, yet impressively ; ¢ byt re.
serve them for real woes. I could introduce you
into a scene where yon would witness Penury, sick-
ness and sorrow, which would teach you thankfulness
to God for your numberless blessings : would you
fear to enter it with me 7 :

* With you I would enter any spot however deso-
late, because you remind me of my sister Mary,
replied Beatrice, looking eagerly in her face,

Lady Harriet smiled, and preseing her hand, said :
 Tomorrow, then, I will call for you ; remembey,”

Sir Claude now reentered to announce their car.
riage, which he did in a basty impatient manner, but -
when he perceived the affectionate earnestness with
which Lady Harriet was regarding the beautifyl and -
ingenuous countenance of Beatrice, he advanced
towards them, saying :

“ You perceive, Lady Harriet,
spoiled child.”

“Indulged, but not spoiled,” returned hor lady. .

that she is quite a

ship, with great kindness. ¢ You must deal gently
with her, Sir Clapde, for you will n&t find wany
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such blossoms growing in this onc gay metro-
polis.”

Sir Claude drow Beatrice tenderly towards him,
and smiled as she said this: ““Ah! I sce you need
not the caution,”” she added, rising, and waving her
hand ; she then repcated her promise to call for
Beatrice on the morrow. In paseing through the
card rooms to the crowded staircase they encountered
Lord Stepney, who cast on Beatrice a glance so full
of commiseration that she could not forbear being
struck by it.  She deeply blushed, but dared not ac-
knowledge him.  “ Sir Claude Brereton’s carriage
stops the way,” was now vociferated by the numer-
ous lackies in attendance ; and in the next mo-
ment she was handed into it, and very gladly found
herself driving rapidly with her husband through the
thronged streets towards her own home.

Lady Harriet Lauriston proved true to her ap-
pointment on the day following—and after paying
a visit to the children of Beatrice, and admiring
them as much as their fond mother could wish, she
proceeded with her on their errand of mercy, leaving
far behind them the mansions of luxury and magni-
ficence, to enter the garrets of the destitute and
miserable, where Lady Harriet was no stranger. On
arriving at the dwelling they sought, down a dark
alley, they ascended s wretched and broken staircase,
and knocked at the door of a room, which, when
it was opened, did indeed present an appearance of
the most abject distress. It was small and crowded
to suffocation, with a numerous family of children,
all clamorous for bread : their father lay stretched

on a bed of rags apparently in the last stage of 3,

consumption, while their mother harrassed and worn,
was endeavouring o satisfy the demands of her young
brood. The room had just been wetted, and on a
line hung a few old clothes to dry, sdding yet more
to its confusion and discomfort. DBeatrice started
back, painfully struck by the scenc before her, while
Lady Harriet approaching the bed of the sufferer,
asked him in kind accents how he felt : his pale ema-
ciated countenance lighted up on beholding her.

“ Oh, my dear lady,” he feebly replied, I had
such sweet dreams last night that I fecl quite
happy.”’

¢ Happy,” thought Beatrice, *‘ can such a name
be known here 7

The woman, who had stood silent.and abashedon
the entrance of strangers, now offered chairs, apo-
logising for the confusion they saw, by saying that
her husband needed her whole attention. “ He
cannot even turn himself in his bed,” she said,
¢t gnd is constantly craving for something which I
too seldom have to give him.”

«Yas he been long ill 7’ enquired Beatrice,
round whom the ragged children had flocked in
wondering admiration, one venturing to lay his
chubby hand on her bracelet.
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| “Nearly twelve months, my lady,” replied the

Ewoman, at the same time rebuking her child for his
!freedom.

! ¢ Poor little fellow,” said Beatrice, patting him
‘on the head ; ‘I love you for those deep blue eyes,
so like my boys.”

She gave him money as she spoke, and then turned
itowards Lady Harriet, who, taking up a small tes-
:tament that lay on the bed, addressed the sick man
!thus: .

i “You have derived much comfort, I trust, from
\ this precious book.”

‘[ “ Comfort, lady,” repeated the man; *that is
itoo poor a term. 1 have found life, eternal life,
| bestowed on me by the grace of God, through the
;atoning blood of Christ. I have fonnd redemption
{for my sins, which are many, but which he has
washed away forever. What matters it to me that
my soul is pent up in this miserable and suffering
body for a few short days: ‘I know that my Re-
deemer liveth, and that I shall see God.”

¢ And are you quite assured of this, my friend 1
jinquired Lady Harriet, mildly, and with solem-
 nity.

« | have fled to him for refuge, and his word tells
me that neither height, nor depth, nor any other
creature shall be able to separate me from thelove
of God, which is in Christ Jesus our Lord. How
then can I doubt 7*

A violent paroxism of his distressing cough now
seized him, and he was unable to say more. His
wife flew to his assistance, while Lady Harriet
whispered to Beatrice :

! ¢ Is not this a beautiful instance of faith, which:
can thus overcome all the horrors of the dark valley
through which he is passing.”’

‘It is indeed,” replied Beatrice, deeply moved,
““ and may I never forget the lesson he has taught
me of patience. God knows how I needed it.’ ’

A gleam of the sun now pierced through the half
broken casement stuffed with rage. A lark suspen-
ded in a cage carolled a few notes at the cheering
sight; but to Beatrice they sounded most melan-
choly.

 Nancy,” said the sick man, endeavouring to
raise himself, “listen to that poor thing singing in
his prison. Why should we detain him when he
might be soaring aloft in the skies and rejoicing in
his frecdom ?  Open his eage and give him liberty.”

The woman hesitated, but her husband waved his
hand, when she instantly obeyed him. The bird,
for a few seconds, seemed to linger in the cage,
where he had been long confined, hopping from
perch to perch.  He then approached: the door, flut-
tering his wings. Suddenly he expanded them, and
flew forth into the open air, with a note so joyouss
so thrilling, that it seemed to vibrats on: the hearts

of all who beard him,
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““ Thus will my ransomed spirit escapa from its
house of bondage and flee away,” murmured the
dying man. “Oh, Lord Jesus come quickly ! re-
leasc me from this loathsome and suffering body, 1
beseech thee !”?

Lady Harriet was much affected, while tears
streamed from the cyes of Beatrice.

¢ He will come, dear friend, at his own appointed
time : await him patiently,” said the former.

¢ Ah, Robert, and what will your poor wife and
your babes do when yuu arc taken from them 7’
asked his sobbing wife, as she cast herself on her
knees by the bedside. Her husband gazed on her
for a few moments in silence, one tear tricked down
his wasted check.

““¢Leave thy fatherless children, and let thy
widows trust in me,’ saith the Lord,” he feebly
murmured. He then raised his cyes, and appeared
offering up a prayer, after which he closed them and
spoke no more.

¢ Lady Harriet waited a little to offer consola-
tion to the poor woman, promising to call soon
again, and to send a few things which her husband
most needed. She then signed to Beatrice to follow
her, which she did after ‘placing her purse in the
hands of the' woman, who followed them to the door
with blessings and heart-felt expressions of gratitude.
While groping their way down the dark staircase,
Beatrice could not help contrasting the brilliant
scene of the preceding night with the dismal one she
had left, and on entering the carriage of Lady Har-
riet, which awaited them at the end of the alley,
she revealed to her her thoughts.

¢ Yes, my dear Lady Brereton,” replied her ami-
able friend,  those who are revelling amidst every
indulgence which wealth can purchase need to be
reminded of their heavy responsibilities, and of their
debt of gratitude to their Maker. The sight of real
sorrow is a salutary check to imaginary evils. How
often have 1 beheld a sister of affluence impatient
under the annoyauce of a smoky chimney, or a wet
day, which has disappointed some purposed pleasure.
A visit to the garret of poor Barker would surely
correct such faults 45 these.”

Beatrice blushed. * You have probed me unin-
tentionally, dear Lady Harriet,” she said, and
have displayed to me my own picture. How fright-
ful does it appear to me after what I have wit-
he"ed.”

““ If we examined our own hearls more frequently
than we do it would be well for us all,” rejoined
L}dy Harriet; “but we shrink from the test that
d"l’llyl to our view what we really are, and rest
Satisfied with what we seem to be, forgetting that
God beholds the evil within, while the world sees
nly the outward adorning of the temple.”

t was a pity that a morning 50 well spent should
not ha.ve been followed by a quiet evening, when
Nﬂecl}on would have improved the lesson, and im.

199

pressed it yet more on the mind of Beatrice; but
unfortunately an engagement to dine with Sir Claude
at the Earl of Ardrossan’s, was yet to be fulfilled ;
and in the brilliant assemblage she met there, and
the adulation paid to her beauty, the home of the
destitute faded from her remembrance.

It is not our intention to follow Beatrice into every
sccne of dissipation, to which, at this dangerous pe~
riod of her life, she was exposed, since it would be
unprofilable as it would be useless. Our object is
rather to press on to the consequences that arose
(rom such constant intercourse with that gay world,
where all serious and holy feelings must eventually
become lost. How could prayer or communion with
God be supposed o go on while thus engrossed
amidst those pomps and vanities,which at the baptism
of every Christian are nominally renounced. While
her mornings were wasted in sleep, or in languid
listless indulgence, to prepare her for the excitement
of each night, the rest of her precious time was con-
sumed in driving, visiting, and in all those frivolous '
vapid pursuits, inscparable from a woman of fashion.
And was she happy ? Far, far from it. Her natu~
rally jealous disposition was constantly roused by
the slightest attention or admiration bestowed upon
others by Sir Claude : Lady Stormont especially
called this passion into frequent exercise, from the
very cvident pleasure she always evinced when in
his society. Beatrice watched her husband in fe-
verish anxiety, annoyed to see him 50 courted and ad-
mired,not only by her ladyship, but by many beautiful
women; whose homage it would have been difficult
to receive with cold indifference, and she frequently
risked his displeasure by her remarks in their disfa~
vour, and her childish upbraidings. Lady Julia
Russel soon discovered all that was passing in the
mind of our poor heroine, and exulted in it, striving
to aggravate her jealousy by inviduous remarks,
whenever she could -obtain an opportunity to make
them ; but as Sir Claude would not permit his wife
to be on terms of intimacy with her, these happily
were infrequent. Oh, how many heart burnings
would Beatrice have been spared could she only
have learnt to regulate her affections within due
bounds, and have given to God the time she wasted
so fruitlessly ; but, alas !—

- #¢ We barter life for pottage—sell true bliss
For wealth or power, for pleasure or renown:
Thus Esau-like our fathers’ blessings miss,
Then wash with fruitless tears our faded crown.*”

The friendship of Lady Harriet Lauriston, which
might have proved so eminently useful to her, was
suddenly checked by her ladyship being called away
to attend the sick bed of a beloved mother, thus
leaving Beatrice entirely bereft of Christian counsel,
yet not forgotten by her God, who had already pre-
pared the rod to chasten this his beloved though
erring child. )
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A bitlet from Lady Julia arrived one day, request-
ing she would accompany her to Hamlet’s, as she
wished to consult her taste upon the setting of some
ornaments. Beatrice knew not how to refuse,
though she was aware that Sir Claude objected to
her associating with this designing young woman.
After a moment’s hesitation, she wrote a hurried
answer, promising to call for her at the hour she had
named. This she accordingly did, when they drove
together to the jeweller’s. While there, and deeply
engaged in the examination of some splendid gold or=
naments, Lord Stepney,with his friend, Lord Charles
Clapperton, suddenly entered. Beatrice, who was
sitting with her back to the door, and at the moment
inquiring the price of & small heart, transfixed by
arrows, which had particularly struck her faney,
from its being the devise she had carved om the tree
at Norwood, perceived them not, until Lord Charles,
- laughingly, said to her ;

“ You arc not selecling that as emblematical of
your fate, I trust, Lady Brereton 1”

Beatrice turned round, and seeing Lord Stepney,
she starled up, while the eolour rushed to her cheek,
her brow. In coufused accents she made some re-
ply to Lord Charles, then desiring the man to send
the ormament to Grosvenor-square, she whispered
her request to Lady Julia to come away.

* Presently, presently, my dear creature,” return-
ed Lady Julia, pretending not to perceive her alarm.
*‘ Spare me only five more minutes,” and she resum=
ed her oceupation, appealing to Lord Stepney for
his opinion in the choiee of a bracelet. He was
looking miserably worn, and while replying to her
question he turaed very pale, and sank into a chair,
covering his face with one hand, as if in pain.

“ G':)god God ! are you ill, Stepuey ¥ exclaimed
Lord Charles. “ Quick! bring a glass of water!”
10 one of the men who hastened to obey him, while
Lady Julia loosened his collar. Could one warm-
hearted as Beatrice remain passive on such an ocea-
sion1 No. The commands of Sir Claude were dis-
vegarded and forgotien, while with true feminine
fesling she approached with her vinaigrelte, and beld
it hersell for the fainling man to smell to. He
smiled, and ventured to detain the hand thus em-
ployed, as he said :

 This is being too kind, Lady Brereton. Iam
better now. The heat of today has been insufferable.
Pray do not let me intrude upon you. Clapperton,
give me your arm.”

He would have risen as hs spoke, but Beatrice |

detained him.

¢ Pray remain till you are more recovered,” she
snid ; «indeed you are still looking very ill. See,
here is the water, take some, it will revive you.”

How could he refuse when the glass was offered
by her. Ho cast one tender glance upon her ere he
drank off the whole contents.

“ Waas ever ncctar prescnted by such o Hebe,”
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said Lurd Charles, smiling. 1 would faint every
hour to receive so much sweet sympathy.”

Bestrice blushed ; and, drawing herself up with
some dignity, turned to Lady Julia, saying :

““If you are not ready, Lady Julia, perhaps you
will permit me to call for you presently, as I have
another place 1 wish to go to.”

“ Lam quite ready, my dear love,” replied Lady
Julia, who, giving a few more hurried orders res-
pecting her ornaments, sprang after our heroine, as
she, bending her head to Lord Stepney, entered her
carriage, which immediately dashed from the door.

“ Brdvo, my boy,” said Lord Charles to his com-
panion ; ¢ when the ice begins to thaw how quickly
it melts. By Jove, you performed your part admir-
ably, and to the fife.”

* Hush, hush, Charles. I assure you it was no
pretence. I am really not well,”” rejoined Lord
Stepney.

*“ And yet you knew that Lady Brereton would be
here when you entered.”

1 did, and I was resolved that she should speak
to me. Aye, more than this, I have vowed to hume
ble the cursed pride of that arrogant fellow, Brere-
ton, till my revenge for his insolence is fully and
most completely satiated.””

Lord Charles laughed and shook his head incre-
dulously ; they then quitted the house together.

When Lady Julia found herself alone with Bea-
trice, she rallied her upon her encounter with the
“ prohibited,” as she termed Lord Stepney.

“ Do not laugh, Lady Julia,” replied the still agi-
tated Beatrice, *“ since I consider it very unfortunate.
Under such circumstances, I could scarcely avoid
speaking to him, and yet I shall fear to tell Sir
Claude that [ have done so0.”

* There can be no occasion to tell him if you
think he would be angry,” observed Lady Julia.

“ Not to do 50 would pain me still more, who
have never yet withheld & secret from' him,” safl
Beatrice.

“ Pretty dear, how very commendable, [ hope
he is equally confiding. Trust me, ‘cara mia
silenzio” is a wise motto—take it as yours upon
this occasion. You understand me 7

Beatrice made no reply, and continued thoughtful
until the carringe stopped before Lord Morton’s
house, wherg she left her wily friend, and then pro-

.ceeded homeward, harassed by a thousand painful

reflections.

+ Shall I follow her advice or not 1* she mentally
said, on entering her room to dress for dinner ; *“ and
yet why should [ when I have done nothing of which
1 may be ashamed. No, I will not hide it from him :
[ had rather meet his anger than deceive him.”

But when she met Sir Claude in the drawigg-

‘room, he was locking so unusually grave and sb-

stracted, that she could not at that time veuture to
perform her wise determination. I will wait till
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the evening, when he will be more disposed to listcn
to me,” she thought; again was this resolution
forgotien in the winning society of her children,
with whom she was romping with all her wonted
glee, when at a later hour her husband rejoined her.
He was a proud and fond father, and as the dear
group gathered round him on his entrance, he al-
ternately pressed them in his arms. Beatrice zazed
earnestly in his face, while her confession hung on
her parted lips. Sir Claude knew not what was
passing in her mind, and he kissed her affectionately,
remarking, that she looked pale. This brought the
colour to her cheek, and she followed him to the
sofa, where he sat down, taking the babies on his
knee, while she knelt on a stool before them, endea-
vouring to summon courage to reveal her first sceret.
At this moment a servant entered, who approach-
ed her, with a small packet, which he informed
her had come from Hamlet’s. Beatrice received it
in evident confusion; but Sir Claude was now
50 entirely engrossed with his children that he did
not perceive it. YWhen she showed him the heart,
and reminded him of the similar device at Norwood
Abbey, he smiled, calling her a silly romantic girl.

“ No, I cannot tell him tonight,” thouzht Bea-
trice ; ¢ tomorrow will be quite time enough. After
2ll, of what consequence can it be: I am a fool to
think so much about a trife

When the morrow came, Beatrice found that pro~
Crastination had rendered her task still more difficult.
She suffercd this to pass also. And when another
and another came, she felt that it was too late.

A few days following brought her a letter from
her siater Mary, a part of which ran thus:

“MY DEAR BeATRICE,~—I received your last
letter with mingled feelings of pleasure and of pain.
All that it contained respecting your children caused
the first : all that it said about yourself, the latter ;

nd with this I must commence, since dear as they !

:l'e to me, still are you dearer. You tell me that
You do not think your relizious feelings have de-
tlined, though you are so constantly miging in gay
“ompany ;—that you still fove and venerate holi-
_n“'. and abhor sin.’ My beloved sister, in this
Rnorance of Yyour state lies your chief danger, since
T rush into, temptations, trusting in your own
rength, and forgetting that without God’s help you
San go uothing. Think you that He follows you
the scenes of dissipation you are entering night

W T night? Oh, no. And will you venture into
®M without his guidance and protection? Are
:0“ ot striving 10 unite what he has forevor separ-
call "~to be conformed to this world, and yet to
g e’ ourself a child of God? Beatrice, my sister,
twes At Zulf divides the two, and those who halt be-
em: ’them are only what -have beert termed ¢ bor-
o ba. T.hey are not Christians; save in name.
g, considercd one in deed and in truth you must
neist
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ently. Choose you then this day whom '
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you will serve, God or Mammon. Yet pause ero
you make the awful choice, for on that depends the
salvation of your immortal soul ! and dwell on thess
words of Scripture: ‘Be not conformed to this
world, but be ye transformed by the renewing of
your mind ; for what agreement hath the temple of
God with idols 7 wherefore come ye out from among
them, and be ye separate, saith the Lord.’ You
remind me of the words of our blessed Saviour :
‘In my Father’s house are many mansions 3’ and
You think, though you may not attain the highest,
yet would you be safe and happy in the lowest.
And ought this to satisfy her for whom Christ died 1
Is your own safety all that concerns you 7 Is there
no love, no gratitude, due to Him 7 no desire to ob-
tain the highest degree of glory he has prepared for
his faithful servants 7 If this be indeed the case,
then are you in danger of Zaining none. Reflect on
what I have said, I implore you, and do not cast my
admonition away as being too strict. You remind
me that you are only in the path of duty, while fol-
lowing your husband from one scene of pleasure to
another, that necessity, more thanfinclination, leads
you into them. I feel so convinced that our prayers
for your safety will be heard, that in His own good
time, God will rescue you from the life you are now
leading, i he has to scourge you out with a rod of
thorns.  Edward, who cannot forget that you were
once his dear pupil, has made up a small parcel of
books. Take time from your s'eep, rather than not
read them attentively ; and may the blessing.of Al-
mighty God accompany them, and imprint their
valued truths on your heart,/my own darling'sister,’>
. . . 2 . . . . .
This letter was read and re-read by Beatrice with
the deepest interest, until it made 50 great an im-
pression on her that she declined accompanying Sir
Claude to the opera that night, pleading, in excuse,
a violent headache. The selfsatis(action she expe-
rienced in making this sacrifice was, however, swept
away on the day following by Lady Julja Russel,
who kindly-informed her that Sir Claude had sat in
Lady Stormont’s box during the whole evening, and
| that indeed his attentions to her looked very particus
[lur.  The heart of Beatrice swelled almost to burst-
ing on hearing this, while hatred and Jjealousy strove
for the mastery over all her new formed resolutions.
Anger flashed from her eyes, as she inwardly ex-
claimed: ¢ Never shall he go any where without
me again, I am determined. Mary may preach as
she likes: she cannot understand tle position in
which I am placed, or how widely dissimilar are our
respective duties.” Thus, when a card was put
into her hand, announciyg = fancy ball at Mrs.
Heathcott Sutherland’s, she myde up her mind to
attend if, notwithstanding ull the warnings she hedl
received, or the convictions she felt that she was
! not acting conformably to the precepts of her Bible.
Peatrice reccived from Sir Claude s wast liheyal
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allowance for her personal expenditure ; but from
inexperience, and wanot of management, she was so
much in arrear that she was obliged to apply to him
an the present occasion for more, which, as he had
recently supplied her, drew forth a surprised remark.
His rebuke, gentle though it was, wounded her
pride, and she replied rather petulantly :

¢ Jf you think I ought not to require it, pray re-
fuse me, and I will write to mamma, who I am sure
will grant my request at once.”

¢¢ Beatrice,” returncd Sir Claude, with grave dis-
pleasure, “you have never yet found me less ready
to accede to your wishes than your mother, unless
when I have thought them unreasonable ; but for
gold T would not quarrel with you. Here is what
yau desire.”

Beatrice now repented her haste, begging him,
with tears, to forgive it, and promising to be more
careful for the future. ) )

¢ Go, go, you are the same wayward child as
ever,”! returned Sir Clayde, as she clung fondly to
him. * Disappointment ought to be more familiar to
you, to teach you patience. I see I have yet much
to do before I undo your mother’s work.”

After many consyltations and deliberations on
the character she would adopt at the fancy ball.
Beatrice resolved upon appearing as the *“Morning
Star.” The dress she ordered did not arrive until
the very day, and she was busily engaged fitting it
on with her maid, when an attendant hastily entered,
saying :

¢ Mrs, Golding begs you not to alarm yourself,
my lady, but she thinks Master George by no
means well.”’

In an instant the beautiful dress was thrown
down, while Beatrice, pale as death, hastened to
the nuesery. She found the child in his nurse’s
srma, motionless, yet not sleeping ; for his eyes
.were open, yet glazed and dull in their expression.
His little brother hung over him, occasionally stro-
king his face with his dimpled band, and lisping:
‘¢ Poor, poor Geordie |

Begtrice rushed forward in great alarm, inquiring
what was the matter,

. “ I'think it is only his teeth, my lady ; do not be
so terrified,” replied Mrs. Golding ; ¢* but perhaps
Doctor Jefferson had betler see him.”

Instantly was a note dispatched for (he physician
by the agitated young mother, 'who, unaccustomed
to the sight of illness, imagined that her baby must

die.  Sir Claude unfortunately was from home, and |

she kuew not where to send for him, but she desired
‘Antonio to seek him at his club. Fach moment
scemed an hour to her untjl the arrival of the
physician, Whp, on seeing the child, relicved her
worst fecars, by assuring her that he was not in the
slightest danger. Remedics were applied, and in &
Jitle whilc she was rcwarded for her agony, by
seeinz him sink off into a gentle slumber.  On the
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return of Sir Claude, he expressed great alarm ai
the indisposition of the babe ; but when the assu~
rances of the physician were repeated to him, this
was in a measure calmed though not removed. He
informed Beatrice that a very interesting debate
was expected to come on in the House that night,
which would prevent his attending her to the ball.
‘“ But perhaps you may not like to go yoursell
now 7 he added. :

Beatrice had not thought of this, and her counte-
nance became overcast. )

“If the slightest apprehensiog remained, of
course I would not leave him for the world,” she
returned ; ¢ but Mrs. Golding says there is none.
How very provoking that you will not be able to
accompany me, Claude. Are you quite sure that
you will be detained so long 1

‘“ Quite sure,” repeated Sir Claude, disappointed

by her answer, and leaving the room without saying
another word. )
. Beatrice stood awhile: thoughtful, after he had
closed the door, doubt and anxiety gathering on her
brow. She felt that she had not her usual excuse
for wishing to go to the ball. Since her busband
would be absent, her duty evidently was to remain
at home with her sick child. But in opposition to
this, the love of pleasure, of vanity, were to be
gratified, and she sileced the upbraidings of con-
science, by postponing her determination until her
chiid awoke, when, il he appeared recovering, she
thought there could be no earthly reason why she
should give up the promised gratification of a night.
It came—and the dear baby smiled, gnd held out
his arms to her as she knelt down by his cradle to
kiss him.

“ He is quite well now, nursc, is he not ?* she
inquired eagerly. .

“T hope so, my lady,” replied Mes. Goldings
anxiously.

 And you will not leave him
when I am gone 1”? )

¢ Oh no, my lady ; you may depend on my acting
a mother’s part by the sweet lamb. 1 Jove him 09
well to leave him.”

These words grated painfulty on the heart of Bes”
trice. : )

“ Ought not my love o prompt the same dev®
tion 1 she thought. She lingered in the roo™
until it was time to dress, when she stole away, ant
in another hour beheld herself glittering as the
“ Moring Star.”” Qnce more she entered the NV
sery (o take a last look at her baby, who was agd!"
sleeping. She hung fondly over him, gazing
his angelic beauty, while she repeated her inju"
tions to Mrs. Golding, to be careful of her Cb’"z
and to send for her immediately, should her prese?”

. n ¢
be deemed necessary. She pressed her lips ©!
infant brow again and again. . -

< Do not disturb him, my lady,” said his anxi0

for one jnstant
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nurse, as the child moved.
him quite well tomorrow.”

“ Heaven grant it,” murmured Beatrice, rising,
and going over to the bed where reposed her other
boy, blooming in all the pride of health: his arms
tossed above his head—his glossy ringlets shading
his soft and rosy cheek as it rested on the pillow,
she gently drew them back to kiss him. “ God
bless you, my darling ones; may all good angels
guard you till we meet again,” she said ere she tore
hersell’ away, and running lightly down the stair~
case, she entered her carriage and was driven off to
Mrs. Heathcott Sutherland’s. ' '

The throng of carriages detained her for a consi-
derable time, during which uneasy thoughts assailed
her; but when once she found herself amidst the blaze
of light and beauty in the glittering ball room, these
were banished. Her hostess received her at the
door, expfeuing her regret at the absence of Sir
Claude, which Beatrice did indeed feel, having never
entered so gay a scene Without his supporting pre-
sence before. And though the eye of admiration
followed her wherever she moved, and smiles, and
homage greeted her from all, yet her heart was
sad, for above the music there arose a wailing cry ;
and a sweet young voice that she could not silence.
The Countess of R—— came forward to her most
kindly, offering to become her chaperon for the
evening, an attention which Beatrice very thankfully
accepted. She was crossing the room to address
Some one she knew when she started and turned
Pale 4t the sight of Lord Stepney, attired as an Alba-
nian; who whispered to her in soft tones: Why
is that fair and radiant brow so overcast and sad to-
night 7 She made some slight and confused reply,
and immediately passed on, delighted to meet Major
Bojleau, one of Sir Claude’s most intimate friends,
to whom she extended her hand with & smile. He
Pressed it warmly, saying: *‘ How is it that Brere-~
‘Oﬁ has trusted you here alone : why i¢ he not here
to watch over you?” Beatrice told Him; adding
that she was under the charge ‘of the Countess of

~—-.  “1 am happy to hear it; you could not
have n better guardian,”” returned Major Bolleau.
.‘ But was not that Lord Stepney who I saw speak-
Ing to you just now : I was not aware that you knew
him_” .

*“‘I met him once at Norwood Abbey,” replied

Atrice, blushing at the abrupt question.

1 am surprised at his presuming on that cir-
“umstance to press himself on yout notice,” return~
& Major Boileau. ' '

; *Then whyis he here : and Wwhy do T meet him
" every fashionable house if he is so lightly esteem-

::’ e{"{ﬂirgd Beatrice. o
n beg your pardon; Lord Stepney is by no
"‘;:“"HEMy esteemed ; he is cdnsidered one of the
: -In }l:e hfghest ciyglu—ca!y, elegant, and

greeable in hid_mahners and person—what more

I trust you will find
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can society require. I knoiv of many a fdir Jady
who has laid her heart at his feet, and he Has not
even stooped to accept the prige:” .

““Then she canftot know him as he i3 said
Beatrice.

“God forbid,” murmured Major Boileau, in an
under tone.’ '

Beatrice now was urged to Waltz, which she de-
clined; to the evident mortificition of the bne who
asked her. i ' :

I thought you trere very fond of waltzihg,” said
Majét Boileau. o o

“You are right: 1 ath passionately fond of it,
but Claude will fiot allow me.”

‘And are you 30 obédient as té withstand it in
his absence %’ ’ ’ o

“Oh, yes: if he were heré I might rebel,” re~
turned Beatrice, smilihg ; < but now I am upon
honour, and jou know how satretly that ought to
be kept.” ' ‘

Mijor Boileatl gazed admiringly on her ingenu-
ous face as she sdid this hall' playfully—Kkissing her
hand to him at the same time; and running over to
the friend she wished to gpeik to.

The evening wbre quickly away, ard Beatrice,
having forgottori a1l her anxietics, was atanding near
one of the doot talking and laughing, when sudden-
ly her colour fled. She claspet her hands, End would
have fallen, had not Lord Stepuey, who happened to
be near, sprang forward and caught her, :

“ For God’s sake what is the matter ! What has
alarmed you, Lady Brereton 2 he eitquiréd. ~

#0h! the note | the note ! Will no one give me
thie note 1 cried Beatrice, in & voite of agony.

Lord Stepney looked all astonishment, until he
perceived a servant endeavourihg to press his"vay
through the threng, holding up d note, and looking
anxiously towards her. Hé snatched it from him
dnd presented it to her: she tdre it open and read,
in the hand writing of Sir Claude; these two words,
“home immediately.”. Shealmost screamed; while
Lord Stepney entreating her td compose herself,
asked what he could do 10 assist fier. * Hoine !
home! I must go home : my child is ill,” she ex-
claimed, gasping for breath, He hdrried hef down
stairs, followed@ by the servant, and 'remaihed with
her until her carriage was afthounced. She ttembled
violently, forgetting in that momient ali tauses for
avoidifg him, and only tharkful ‘for his syitipathy.
He would not leave her until he had Kimsell aspiste
ed Her into it, when he raisetl her hand to his lips,
saying; tenderly: ¢ Heaven bless yoa, beautiful
credture.” Behtrice was scarcely consclous of the
freedomi of his worlls ddd manner tifl the door was
closed upon her ; when frofii agitation anfl & thou-
sand conflicting feelings, shie burst into a food of
tears. o b

On arfiving at homé she found all in al&ft and
confusion. The physitian had : gain béen sent for,
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and was now in the house. Bcatrice flew up stairs
and into the nursery ; what afearful sight there met
her view. Her child—her beautiful child was in
strong convulsions, and in the arms of his distressed
father, who, as she entered cast on her a look of the
bitterest reproach. This was, however, softened on
perceiving her anguish, and hearing her self-upbraid-
ings for having lefl him. She cast herself on her
knees at his feet, sobbing as if her heart would break.
Every means had hitherto been ineffectually tried to
restore consciousness to the little sufferer, whose
distorted features and deathlike face struck terror
on his unhnppy molher, who covered hers with both
her hands.  Sir Claude said very litile, but sorrow
was portrayed on his manly countenance as he ten-
derly held the child to his bosom. The physician
appeared to feel for both pareuts, endeavouring to
soothe and comfort Beatrice by words of hope.
“Oh! no, no; he will die—l am sure he will
die,”” she exclaimed in piercing tones.  And noth-
ing less than this severe and terrible chastisement
could have brought me to a knowledge of myself. 1

deserve it all for my heartless, sclfish conduct. Oh !’

my child—my own—my beautiful ! and tears of
the bitterest agony fell fast down her cheeks.

“ Look up, my dear lady," said the sympathizing
Mrs. Golding ; ¢ there is consolation near; the
dear babe seems to know you ; I am sure he is re-
covering.” '

Beatrice started wildly at these words : she ven-
tured 1o raise her head, when she beheld the soft eyes
of her Loy fixed upon the brilliant star that was
glittering on her brow.

“ The fit has passed—he is out of danger,” said
the physician, confidently.

What blessed sounds were these. Sir Claude

Placed the child in the eager arms of its mother, and |

then walked over to the window to conceal his emo-
tion. A little wine wasafter this administered, when
he was laid in his cradle : they watched him until
his eyes gradually closed, and his breathing hecame
casy, and then they knew that he slept. How fer-
vent was the prayer offered up by Beatrice as she
stopd with clasped hands gazing upon him; they
would have persuaded her to retire to the rest she ap-
peared to need, but this she refused to do, and she sat
down by her sick child, determined to remajn with
him the remainder of the night—trembling each time
that he moved to behold his face again become con-
" vulsed. But [rom this misery she was happily
;pa'red for he slept on till daylight, and when Sir
Claude stole into the room to see him he found
Beatrice fast asleep in her chair, the star she had
worn laying at her feet, and her long tresses in wild
disorder falling over her shoulders. The truces of
tears were still visible on ber pale cheek ; and as he
continued 1o look all the anger he had felt ou find-
ing her gone to the ball, when he returned home
the previous night, stemed (o fade away before his
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.anxiety on beholding her so fatigued and exhausted
1 by mental suffering.

But though forgiven by her husband, Beatrice,
when she came 1o reficet on her conduct, felt hum-
' bled in the dust, unable as she was to find one sin-
gle excuse to reconcile it. For the first time in her
life she was self-abased by the discovery that, when
left to her own will how incapable she was of acting
aright—that to the guidance of the Almighty alone
she must look for help and strength to resist the sins
of her fallen nature. “ How often has Mary told
me this,” she mentally said; *but till my own
vileness was displayed to me in the present instance,
I never could have believed her, or conceived mysell’
capable of so flagrant a departure from the paths of
duty. If God only mercifully spares my precious
boy, I trust I may never forget the salutary warning
I have received, but always pray to him for grace o
vesist the evil and choose the good.”?

Beautifully did Beatrice adhere to this pious reso-
lution, and tenderly did she strive to make amends
for her past fault by her sedulous care of her child,
who was £0 much reduced in strength by the severi-
ty of his illness, that his physician strongly advised
his being sent, for change of air, into the country,
whenever he became equal to the journey,for fear of a
relapsc. ‘This was a trial, but one which his parents
found it necessary Lo submit to, if they wished (o
preserve him. It was impossible for Sir Claude to
leave town at the present time, and as Beatrice ex-
pressed great unwillingness to separate from him for
| an indefinite period, it was proposed to send little
I'George with his nurse to Norwood Abbey, while
: Harry should remain with his mother at home. But
i when the day came that her baby was to be taken
!from her—and he was brought in to bid her farewell,
she half repented her resolution, as the child clasped
his arms round her neck, saying ¢ good bye, mam-
ma—Kkiss Geordic.”” She could not answer him—
she could onfy fold him again and again to her bo-
som, while his “don’t cry, mamma—Geordie come
again,” only wrung her heart the more, When he
was gone she entered his solitary nursery, where she
found his twin brother sitting on the floor 5 his mer-
ry laugh hushed, and his face bedewed with tears ;
his nurse had offered him all his toys, but he threw
them from him, shaking his head and rcpeating, in
sorrowful tones, “no, no; poor Geordie gonc
away.” Beatrice, nearly heart-broken, lifted him i
her arms, and carried him to her own room-—but all
her efforts to console him were of no avail : he con-
tinued to repeat the name of his brother, desiring to
go to him, and impatient at her attempts to divert
his attention from the painful subject. How wss
she now reminded of all the care and trouble she
had given to her own tender mother, whose devoted
affection she had so often tried in a similat wsY*
And how deeply she regretted having caused her 50
i many anXielies by her wilful conduct when she felt
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the pain it produced; yet she shrank not from
her task, hoping, that in a few days, he would be-
come reconciled. She had his small bed removed
hext to hers, that she might keep him constantly in
her sight, refusing all engagements on his account ;
still he pined, calling for his brother to come back to
him—nor would he be comforted.

It was during this season of trial, when Beatrice
having flown for that support under it from her
Heavenly Father which the world could not give
her, remembered the poor family she had visited
with Lady Harriet Lauriston, her own anxieties
melting her heart towards those of others, and she
determined to drive one morning to see how they
fared, taking her boy and her nurse with her., She
left them in the carriage at the entrance of the alley,
desiring the footman to follow her. With some
trouble she again discovered the wretched abode,
and was preparing to ascend the narrow staircase,
when loud and angry voices made her pause.

¢ You had better return, my lady,” said the ser-
vant, respectfully ; “ this is no place for you.”

But she would not be detered. On she went till
she gained the door of the room. Just as she had
put her hand upon the lock to turn it, a fearful oath,
followed by a scream and a heavy fall, struck on
her startled senses. The door in the same moment
opened, and she beheld a ruffian looking man, dress-
cd as a sailor, standing over a woman, who too evi-
dently was in a state of intoxication. He kicked
her as she lay upon the ground, using horrible
language ; but at the sight of Beatrice he started
as if he had seen a vision, gazing in awe and asto-
nishment upon her. For an instant, fear had rooted
her to the spat, but in the next she fled aghast from
a scene 8o terrific, her servant assisting her with his
arm down the broken steps. In the lower passage
she met a woman who she ventured to accost with
an inquiry for poor Barker and his family. He had
died several weeks previous, she was informed, and
his family had gone none knew whither. Beatrice
thanked her, and with a heavy heart hastened from
an abode that inspired now only terror, so unlike
the feelings with which she had quitted it before.
So true is it, that where the spirit of God dwells a
heaven may be made in the darkest and most dreary
spot on earth. When that is withdrawn, and man
left hardened in his sins, how awful becomes the
contrast,

On’ regaining her carriaze, to her astonishment
and vexatior she found Lord Stepney there, who
Appeared to be amusing himeelf by talking to her
child. The boy had drawn a ring from his finger,
Which he refused to give back, shewing it in great
glee to his mother. Lord Stepney expressed great
Pleasure at meeting Beatrice, asking her if this was
the little fellow who had caused her such alarm.
Beatrice, confused, replied in the negative, trying at

‘the same time to recove? the ring.
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“ Do not make him ery, Lady Brereton,” said
Lord Stepney, as the wayward child held fast his
treasure. “ Dear little boy, I wish you were mine,”
he added, kissing him.

Beatrice remembered that he was a father, and
lifting her child on her knee she offered him a ring
of her own, if he wou'd only give her the stranger's.
But no: he screamed whenever she attempted to
take it from him, while Lord Stepney, who appeared
to enjoy her vexation, said, smiling :

¢ Pray keep it till we meet again. Happy is the
Jewel so guarded by you. Fare you well,” and,
waving his hand, he hurried away, leaving Beatrice,
her cheek glowing with crimson at the untoward
circumstance.

This was her fourth meeting with Lord Stepney,
unknown to Sir Claude, and she could nét but ob-
serve the increasing familiarily of his manner towards
her.  More than ever did she repent the not having
mentioned her interview with him at Hamlet’s, as
that, which at first would have been easy, seemed
now as it were hedged up with thorns. How Lo re-
turn the ring she scarcely knew ; yet 1o keep it for
a single day was most repugnant to her feelings.
After due dcliberation, she resolved upon sending it
to Lady Julia Russel, who was intimate with him,
and explaining to her how she came to have it jnr
her possession. Once determined on this, she stole
it from the hand of her child when he slept, and care-
fully sealing it up, she addresscd it to Lord Stepney,
enclosing it in a note to Lady Julia, most thankful
when once it was out of her keeping.

Sir Claude was engaged to dine on this day with
one of the cabinet ministers, and in the evening,
when Beatrice was sitting lonely and thoughtfully
in her luxurious drawing-room, listening to the nu-
merous carriages as they rolled past to some scene
of gaiety, she was startled by o vociferous knocking
at the street door, and the sound of footsteps as-
cending the stairs.

¢ Claude cannot be returning so soon !** she ex-
claimed, as she listened. In the next moment her
servant entered, announcing Lady Julia Russel.

“ My dear ereature, 1 see you are surprised at
my late visit,”” said her ladyship, advancing in the
most friendly manner towards her; ““but I knew
you were Lo be alone, and so 1 came to sit with you
for an hour.”

“ This is really being very kind,” replied Bea-
trice, who was not sorry to have her solitude so
interrupted. “* You received my note this afternoon,
1 hope.”

¢ Oh, yes, my love,” returned Lady Julia, laugh-
ing; ““and I am dying to know more than it con-
tains. 1 confess 1 could not help being highly
amused at your little embarras. 1 only hope you
have confessed to Sir Claude, and that he has given
you absolution,”

¢ Indeed no, I grieve to say, he has no idea that
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I have ever spoken to Lord Stepney, and how to tell
him now fills me with wany fears,” said Beatrice.

“ Poor child, I pity you,” rejoined Lady Julia.
% You may remember that I warned you long ago
how severe he could be, but you would not believe
me.”

« Do not imagine, Lady Julia, that any unkind-
ness on the part of Sir Claude has taught me to
fear him,” said Beatrice, earnestly. ¢ Oh no, most
ungrateful should 1 be to allow you to think so,
since I have ever found him most indulgent, and I
may add, patient under my faults.”

¢« And why should he not, when his own wear a
darker hue ? You start! Pray tell me, how is it
that you have suffered him to go so frequently into
society without you of late ? Is it wise, think you 7’ |

“ You know how deeply anxious 1 have been |
about our dear little Harry, who, since the departure
of his brother, has never ceased lamenting him. 1
could not leave him alone. Indeed 1 have had no
spirits for gaiety for many weeks past,”” and tears
filled the eyes of Beatrice as she thought of her ab-
sent child.

“1 could make a remark, but perhaps I ought
not,” said Lady Julia ; * and yet as it is not my
own, but one 1 heard made by Lord Stepney, I sce
no reason to withhold it. (How prettily you blush
at mention of his name). He met Sir Claude a few
evenings ago at Sir Hugh Goring’s, and on seeing
him in the gay waltz with Lady Stormont ——.”

“ Sir Claude waltzing with Lady Stormont ! ]
am convinced that it is untrue !” interrupted Bea-
trice, vehemently.

“ Perdoni, signora, & vero,” retorted Lady Julia,
“ for on the occasion he said, ¢ that were he blessed
with the young and lovely wife p d by Sir
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night,” she cordially returned the fond pressure of
her hand, and the kiss bestowed on her cheek, ex-
pressing her regret that they 'cou_ld meet so seldom.
After she was gone, Beatrice took up the book she
had been reading before her entrance to proceed in
it, but soon found that the light conversation sha
had indulged in with her fashionable friend rendered
it dry and distasteful, and she left it to return to her
instrument, suiting her present humour by singing
a melancholy little air, which had of late become a
favourite. When she ceased, she leant her forehead
against the music book, unheeding the approach of
Sir Claude, who had stolen in and laid his hand
upon her shoulder before she was aware of his pre=
sence. She started round, uttering an exclaxix'ation
of pleased surprise.

“ Those were sad strains you were singing, love,”
he said, drawing her tenderly towards him.

“ How can they be gay when you are absent 7
replied Beatrice, smiling. *1 had no idea it was
so late.”

* Then your evening must have passed pleasant-
ly in that case 7’

¢ Lady Julia Russel kindly came to beguile an
hour or two with me,” said Beatrice, colouring.

“ Lady Julia Russel ! I could have wished you a
safer companion. You did not invite her, 1 hope ?"*

¢ Certainly not; yet was I glad to see her, for
these solitary evenings are unsuited to me, Claude.”

“ Then why spend them ? surely it is by your
own choice. All the world are at Lady Stormont’s
soirée. T looked in there for half an hour, almost
expecting to meet you.”’

*“You did ¥ said Beatrice, biting her lip. ¢ Per<
haps you wallzed with her charming ladyship to

Claude, he would not leave her to watch alone over
her child, while he amused himself by flirting with
every aother woman.” But I vow I am making you
look sad when I came purposely to amusc you,”
added Lady Julia, rising and running over to the
piano forte, where ahe sat down and commenced
playing a beautiful gallopade, which she had seen
Beatrice dance with Sir Claude at Norwood Abbey.

“¢(h, do not play that, it recalls such melancholy
reflections !> exclaimed Beatrice, pressing her hand
quickly over her eyes. ““ Dear kind Sir George, |
fancy I see him now looking so delightedly at us.
Ah! those were very happy days, Lady Julia !

‘¢ More 8o than the present, cara?? inquired
Lady Julia, carelessly running her fingers over the
keys-. '

¢ More exempt from care, certainly,” rejoined
Beatrice, with a sigh; “ and yet I would not return
to them, or be without my darling children, (anxious

.though they make me), for worlds.”
-Coffee was now brought in, and while Lady Julia

sipped it, she exerted hersell to amuse Beatrice so0
suceessfully, that when the hour came to say “good

le yoursel( for your disappointment.”

Sir Claude looked intently at her, as she uttered
this half angrily, and then smiled :

“ Lady Julia has been amusing you with tales
out of school, has she 2 he said, throwing himsel(’
on a sofa. *“Paor Beatrice, you must come out
again to take care of me, you perceive.”

The indignation of Beatrice increasing with this
badinage, she retorted :

‘“Then it really was true~-afler refusing me 80
oflen. I owe you many thanks for your gallantry,
Sir Claude.”

““ But Lady Stormont asked me : how then ¢ould
I say nay ¥ he rejoined, luughing at her childisk
anger.

¢ What a bold creature. I wish her husband
were worth flirting with, how I would annoy her ; I
should bave liked (o hear her presume to ask youy
indeed.”

* Why, what would you have done? Boxed hef
ears, as you once did mine, do you remember that?”’
and he drew her by his side on the sofa, as he said
this, while Beatrico, instantly forgetting her anger
in the recollection he had called up, laid her faes
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upon his bosom to conceal her smiles, wishing in
that moment of brief happiness, that she had never
withheld her confidence from one so well beloved.

Daily letters were received by Beatrice at this time
from Norwood, with accounts of her child’s health, |
which Lady Brereton informed her did not rally in | ¢
proportion to their sanguine hopes. He had suffer-
ed no return of the convulsions since his arrival, but
seemed to pine in unison with his twin brother for
his society. The physician who attended him said
that he had never met with but one instance be-
fore, where such extraordinary sensibility had heen
displayed by children of their age, and he strongly
advised their no longer bemg kept separate, since
there evidently was a mysterlous sympathy between
them which none might unravel. Beatrice rendered
still more uneasy by this intelligence, as well as by
the altered appearance of Harry, whose constant
fretting had robbed the bloom from his cheeks, went
one morning in great perturbation to Sir Claude for
advice how to act.

¢ Proceed without delay to the Abbey,” was his
prompt answer ; “ you ought to have done 0 in the
first instance.”

*“You seem very anxious for my departure,” re-
plied Beatrice, wounded more by his manner than
his words. ¢ Could I have left you without regret,
I had not been here now.”

¢ Pshaw, folly 3 you must allow wisdom and your
duty to guide you in this emergency,” said Sir
Claude, who, alarmed at the unfavourable account
given of his child, spoke rather more hastily than he
ought to have done.

This the too sensitive Beatrice attributed to a
want of affection for her, and bitterly she upbraided
lum, unadvisedly repeating many things that Lady
Julia had said to her respecting his attentions to
Lady Stormont. His eyes flashed indignantly at
the charge, which he made no attempt to repel, but
lelhng her that she mwht act as she pleased, but
that his chlld should be sent with his nurse to the
Abbey forthwnth He left the room with a flushed
and angry countenance.

A party had been formed to attend the Opera on
this very evening, and Beatrice was engaged to join
it, but after this htﬂe brouillerie she could not bear
the idea of going into so vay a scene, and she re-
turned to her own room, there to dwell on all her
gnefs and many causes for anxiety. She now felt
sure that she was not beloved with the ardour her
warm nature demanded, and who can expresl the
‘anguish she endured.  As the idea strengthencd she
forgot the repeated provocuhons she had given to
Sir Claude so trying to the patience andl affection
of man, or the numberiess §ravé matters upon which,
lus mind was harrassed. 'l'he first always in her!
mother’s lhoughu to the exclusion of all clse, she
Yooked for the same devotion from him, and when'
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she met not this his faith was doubted, and herself
made miserable.

A few gentlemen were cxpected at dinner, but
 poor Beatrice being unfit, from weeping, to make her
: appearance, sent down an apology, pleading, in ex-

cuse, the indisposition of her child. She mdulged a
hope that Sir Claude might come 1o see her before
he went out, but knowing him as she now did, it
was but a faint one, which died away in despair,
when she heard his carriage drive away from the
door. She tried to find comfort in the society of her
boy, and desired that he might be brought to her,
but his wayward humour, and childish impatience,
so like her own, rather added to her distress.

““Take him away, nurse ; he wearies me with his
erying,” she said.  “Oh ? shall I ever know peace
again.”

T trust s0, my lady,” replicd the nurse, taking
the child from her arms ; “ when once the dear ba-
bies are together again, nll will come right, please
God. Sir Claude has ordered me to set out with
Master Harry tomorrow morning.”

8o soon!” exclaimed Beatrice; *alas, how
sternly resolute he is: thisnight then must 1 decide
{what 1 had better do- God in Heaven guide me,”’
and she sat down as the door closed—then starting
wildly up again, she added: “Can there be 2
doubt? Why should I wish to stay here when my
hushand desires my absence ; where is my pride that
I should thus demean myself before him? - ¥ will
2o ; I will leave him for weeks, for months, and let
him see how well, how happily I can live without
him,” and she laughed, but there was no joy in its
sound.

A message was brought to her at this moment
that Lady Julia Russel was in the drawing-room,
who wished to speak to her.

“ 1 cannot see her this evening,” replied the agj-
tated Beatrice; ““and’ yet,” she mentally added,
“have I not always found her kind, and ready to
enter into my feelings? A (riend in an hour like
the present is what ¥ mést want, Request Lady
Julia to come to me in my boudoir,” she said aloud
to the servant, who, retiring, returned immediately
condueting her ladyship.

¢ My dear Lady Brereton, I am quite concerned
to see you thus,” she exclaimed, on perceiving the
eyes of Beatrice heavy with weeping. I called at
your door on my way to the Opera, merely to en-
quire whether you were going, and learnt that you
were 100 much indisposé. I hope you have received
no it news about your dear child, pray tell me, for
you well know the interest I take in you and
yours.”

There was at all times 2 winhiag soﬂneu in the
manners of Lady Julia, most pleasing to those, who,
guilcless as Beatrice, suspected not that they were
but as the golden lcal that covers a bascr metal--~
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they harmoniscd so entirely with the present feclings
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wrong in my supposition, heaven knows how sin-

of our heroine, that as she returned her embrace, icerely I will share your joy.”

she wept on her shoulder, reveahng,.to her all that
had caused the distress she witnessed. Lady Julia
listened to her while a saidonic smile curled her lip,
when she ceased, she replied :

¢ Yoy have only coufirmed me, my love, in that
shich [ have long, long suspected, that the affec-
tions of Sir Claude are not wholly yours--others
have remarked his estranged manner as well 'as 1;
nay, do not start and gaze so wildly upon me, but
call to remembrance his coldness to you whenever
you have been in public together : his disposition, I
know, is to conceal his real feclings in the most re-
pelling way, yet would they not sometimes display
themselves in a look, a word, a smile ; but no, in-
difference has always becn stamped upon his coun-
tenance, and [ have often, often wondered at it, par-
ticularly when comparing it with the deep, nay,
affectionate interest felt for you by others who 1
might name if I did not fear Vo offend you ; but Sir
Claude has ever been fickle in his atlachments, and
I have no doubt that Lady Stormont, his present fa-
vourite, will give place to some one else soon ; there-
{ore, do not make yourself uneasy about her, ma
chére Beatrice.” !

Terrible was the emotion of Beatrice, as Lady |
Julia proceeded in her cruel and unfounded asser-
tions, yet with these came a rush of fond recollec-
dions, which secmed entirely to contradict them.

“You are wrong, Lady Julia; you must be
wrong,” she said, with great vehemence. ‘“You
have never beheld us in our own quiet home, there-
fore you can form no idea of what he really is.”’

 Well, my love, indulge the pleasing delusion ;
far be it from my wish to shake your confidence in
your husband; yet, surely facts speak for them-
selves. Has he not cxpressed an eager desire that
you should leave him 2’

“ Yes, for the sake of our children,” said Bea-
trice, pacing the room with agitated steps.

¢ Admit that, though you ought to be dearer to
him than fifty children, and defend his going out
this evening, knowing your anxiety, your sorrow,
without even attempting to soothe you—is this love
such as you feel or merit. No,no. Beatrice, give
me credit for my penetration, the heart of Sir
Clsude has been drawn aside—it is no longer
yours.”

¢ Dare not to tell yme 50 !> shricked Beatrice,
springing forward and clinging to Lady Julia’s
dress. ‘1t is false! he loves me still. Tell me
that he loves me still, and I will bless you 9”?

< If you think 80, it little matters what I think,”
ceturned Lady Julia, perfectly unmoved ; * yet if
you would like to assure yourself, come with me
10 the opera, and observe him closely: he always
sits in Lord Stormont’s box, and if you find me

Beatrice paused at the proposel, and then reso~
lutely refused compliance with it—she felt too
miserable to make the cffort ; but Lady Julia, when
she marked the hesitation, pressed it upon her, with
every argument likely to induce her, until at length
she was unfortunately won to consent. '

“ One thing promise me faithfully, Lady Julia,”
she said, as she rang for her maid to dress her,
should Lord Stepney come to your box, that you
will not admit him ? he will know your reason when
ke sces me there.”

*“ I faithfully promise you, carissima,”” repeated
Lady Julia. “ We shall be as private as you please,
save from the intrusion of my father, who said he
would mcet me.”

* She threw herself on a sofa as she spoke, tak-
ing up a book to read until Beatrice was ready.
Never had the latter dressed so unwillingly in her
lie, and heavy were the sighs she breathed as her
woman arranged her beautiful ringlets, in silent
wonder at her lady’s sudden determination to go
out, when she appeared so unfit to do so. Her
toilette being completed, and with the traces of tears
still visible on her pale cheeks, she descended with
her treacherous friend to the carrisge. Lady Julia
never ceasing talking to divert her thoughts, until
they arrived at the opera house, where they entered
by a private way to Lord Morton’s box. Beatrice
sat as far back as she could, while Lady Julia drew
forward and applied her glass to her eye to look
round the house, which was crowded to excess.
The opera was Rossini’s “Otello,” and as Beatrice
listened to the beautiful and affecting music, her
feelings became wrought up to the highest pitch of
excitement, the subject too well according with
them all—the dark passion of jealousy so fearfully
deleniated in the Moor of Venice—the mild, patient
endurance of the innocent Desdemona—and the
fiend-like Tago, severally pourtraying in vivid coe
lours every thought that was corroding her own
mind ; but her attention was not suffercd to dwell
on the stage, for Lady Julia, with a glance of cxul-
tation, suddenly turned to her, saying :

¢ There he is, I protest, sitting with Lady Stor-
mont. Come and watch them, but take care that
they do mo. discover you.”

A faint sensation stole over Beatrice, as she
moved her chair and gazed through the curtains
towards Lord Stormont’s box, where she did indeed
behold her husband, his elbow resting on the front
and his face partly concealed by his hand. He ap-
peared to be taking no part in the convcrsation
around him, but sat silent and absorbed, Imme-
diately opposite to him was Lady Stormont, talking
and laughing with another gentleman, standing by
her side, and cccasionally making a remaik to her
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lord, who was aleo present. With what intense
interest did Beatrice continue to observe the party,
%0 intense indeed that she heard not the entrance of
any one into the box, where she herself was, until
addressed by Lord Morton, when to her extreme
vexation she perceived that he had not come alone.
Who his companion was she knew not, for she
quickly turned away avoid their notice, and
again rivetted her eyes on her husband. Lady
Stormont now touched him on the arm with her
fan, whispering something at the same time in his
ear, when he raised his head and faintly smiled ;
but the whole expression of his countenance wore so
melancholy an aspect, that the heart of Beatrice
became touched with remorse. Suddenly the terri~
fic cry of “Fire! fire!” resounded throuzh the
house, followed by awful shrieks. Beatrice wildly
clasped her hands together. She had only time to
sce Lady Stormont fall forward on the bosom of
Sir Claude, who starting to his feet, threw his arm
round her, when her sight became dim, and she
sank to the ground. Some one instantly raised
her and carried ker out.

“Oh! let me die! let me die here ! do not save
me ! murmured the unhappy éreature, struggling.

“ Dearest Lady Brereton, compose yourself, I
implore you,” replicd the voice of Lord Stepney,
who supported her. “Lord Morten is on before,
leg us follow him.”

“ Ah! Lord Stepney ! leave me, I bescech you !

Where is Sir Claude % let me go to him !” and she
wildly sereamed.
- ‘¢ Most beautiful, most injured of women, another
than yoursel( engrosses the protecting arm of your
husband,” returned Lord Stepney, still impelling
her forward: ““mine I devote to you. For God’s
sake, linger not here, for the danger incrcases with
every moment.”

He pressed his way with difficulty through the
dense crowd, almost carrying the terrified Beatrice,
who, but for his support, must have been crushed
to death. He endeavoured to keep the tall figure
of the eagl in view, on whose arm hung Lady Julia,
23 with Herculean strength he forced a passage to
the private entrance, already thronged with affright-
ed females. From this, afler considerable delay,
they gaincd the street, whore the vociferated anpeals
for the earl’s carriage rose above the din of oaths,
2nd crics, and lamentations. The night was pitchy
dark, with a drizzling rain. Beatrice spoke not,
Moved not ; despair apparently having paralyzced all
her powars, Bhe clung helplesely to her companion
Until the carriage dashed up, when she was careful-
Iy Jifted into it.

*“ Take me home ! oh ! take me home 1”? she cricd,
® Lady Julia, followed by the earl and Lord Step-
1ey, entered it after her.

“ T Sir Claude Brereton’s, Grosvanor-square,”

tdered Lord Morton, who, when they drove off,
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turned towards her, attempting to soothie her distross
and alarm.

Lady Julia was too much occupied with self to
heed her friend : her dress having been torn in the
crowd, her Parisian head dishevelfed, her shoes lost,
and herself in a high state of nervous tremour,
which was increased yet more when on rapidly
turning the corner of a street one of the horses
fell down. Both gentlemen instantly alighted, while
a crowd collected round the carriage.

“ Oh giorno infelice! Oh notte sfortunata I
screamed Lady Julia ; while poor Beatrice, render~
ed desperate by the delay, could only wring her
hands and weep. When again they proceeded,
Lady Julia implored her father to allow her to be
set down in Portman-square, alleging that she
should expire with the fatigue and terror she was
suffering, This occasioned the loss of more time,
and te the unfortunate Beatrice every moment ap-
peared an hour. The earl and Lord Stepney would
not relinquish their interesting charge 3 but after
depositing Lady Julia at her own home, insisted on
escorting Lady Brerelon to hers, They had not
gone far when, in a very crowded street, the car-
riage became locked in the wheel of another.

“ Evil spirits are abroad this night, most certain.
ly,” said the earl, putting his head out of the win-
dow, whils the angry voices of the coachman struck
Beatrice with dismay. :

*“You are not alarmed Lady Brereton, I trust,”
said Lord Stepney, observing her d-athlike coune
tenance, as the passing lights gleamed upon it;
“ there is no cause I assure you ; only a trial of your
patience—grudge me not these only fleeting mo-
ments of happiness [ may ever enjoy in your sweet
society,” and he pressed her hand tenderly as he
spoke. Beatrice replied not, she scarcely heeded his
words, or comprehended their meaning, 80 lost was
she in her own uneasy reflections. She feit indeed
that he had been her preserver, and she continued to
look to him for that protection which he seemed 80
willing to afford her, yet great was her relief, her
gratitude, when, alter all the cruel delays she had
endured, they arrived at Grosvenor Square ; she
scarcely waited to thank her escort for their attene
tions ere she sprang into the hall, exclaiming
eagerly : '

*“ Where is your master, is he yet returned 2

“ Sir Claude has been here my lady,” replied the
footman, as he ushered her up stairs,  but waen he
heard that your ladyship had gone to the o-cra with
Lady Julia Russell, ho went out again, imme~
diately.”

“How unfortunate,”; said Beatrice, ¢ Jesire
Rawlins to come to me.”

On the entrance of her woman sha caquired if she
had seen Sir Claude, '

“0b yes, my lady, and he seemed so alarmed
when |k told hin where you were zose that he
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scarcely staid a moment to listen to me; but dear
me, your ladyship is Jooking dreadfully ill, you had
better not wait up, for it is very late.”

« [ am indeed far from well,”” returned Beatrice,
sheding ber eyes with Ber hands. ¢ Would to Hea-
ven that I had remained at home ; but whenever we
act against that secret monitor within us, surely
shall we be punished for our faults.”

She retired to her dressing-room as she said this in
an under tone, whither Rawlins followed to undress
her : but she refused to go to bed until the return of
Sir Claude, desiring her attendant to inform her the
moment he came in ; she then threw herself down
on the couch, and burying her face in the pillows
yielded herself up a prey to the most harrowing and
miserable reflections that can possibly be imagined.

(To be continued.)

(onicm.u.-)
LINES ON THE *“INDIAN TOILET,”

BY CHAPMAN.

Palnting and Postry have long run n race of amiceble

. op[poeidon.g Like the meous comgat of Cicero and Roacius
ogncerlnln expuaslnn.f P
the palm in the hearts of mankind.
thm?agruifylng to the Painter to find his works the aog;tl::
of inepiration in others, sven if it be deemed the most Moas:
struck or mundane ever plumed, The following "oed &0
an attempt at a * Picture ; lot not Mr. Oheposs »
disconsolate. Such mangling is Genius sver su jecs Lo,

It can be no otherwise

Deep within the forest shade,

- By a coal brook’s verdant side,

There reelines the Indian maid,
Gazing down the glassy tide.

Flowers adorn her shining hair
Graceful o’er her shoulders flung j

Fragrant flowers of beauty rare,
Cull’d the farthest groves among.

And the parti-colour’d gem,
Pendant from each waving tress,
Forms a sparkling diadem
To enhance her loveliness.

Beaded scarf, in loosen’d fold,
Round her beauteous form is seon §
And one small foot’s dainty mould
Courts the softness of the green.

Happy the romantic girl

Sits beside that fountain’s brim,
J.uring from its quiet whirl

Her resemblince faint and dim.

Yet, methinks, a pensive beam
Dares aeross her brow to stray;

As when love-lorn maidens dream
Of the false one far away !

it is still doubtful which has borne {.

LINES ON THE INDIAN TOILET.

Whence this seeming sorrow’s flush ?
Why sits grief a moment there 2

And those sighs that break a hush
Of the summer’s desert air %

Ah! the distant hills in view,
Caa the secret well disclose—
Echoing still the wild halloo
Of the hunter as he goes.

There the youthful warrior strays,
Loud the mérry chace to wind ;

While the tall hound blithely bays,
Far the timid stag behind.

But, at ev’ning’s happy hour,
Homevward shall his footsteps tend,

And, sweet maiden, in thy bower,
Al thy fears may have an end.

Then thow’lt sigh no more—no more—
When his tale of love he tells 3

But thow’lt bless the pebbly shore,
Bless the music of its shells,

H.B. W.
Luna Lodge, Prescott, 1841,

THE SCRIPTURES,

WHOEVER expects to find in the Seriptures a spe-
cific direction for every moral doubt thar arises,
looks for more than he will meet with. And to
what a magnitude such a detail of particular pre-
cepts would have enlarged the sacred volume may
be partly understood from the following considera-
tion :~The law of this country, including the acts
the legislature, and the decisions of our supreme
courts of justice, are not contained in fewer than
fifty folio volumes ; and yet it is not once in ten at-
ternpts that you can find the case you look for in
any law book whatever; to say nothing of those
numerous points of conduct, concerning which the
law professes not to prescribe or determine any
thing. Had, then, the same particularity which ob-
tains in human laws, so far as they go, been attempt-
ed in the Scriptures, throughout the whole extent
of morality, it is manifest they would have been by
much too bylky to be either read or circulated ; or
rather, as St. John says, ““even the world itself
could not contain the books that should be written.”
— Paley’s Moral Philosophy.

THE MIND, ) .
THE mind, like a bow, is sometimes unbent to pre-
serve its elasticity 3 and because the bow is useless
in a state of remission, we make the same eonclu-
sions of the human mind ; whereas, the mind is an
active principle, and naturally impatient of ease ; it
may lose indeed its vigour, by being employed too
intensely on particular subjects, but recovers itse

again, rather by varying its applications, than b¥

continuing inactive~The World,
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“RECKLESS ROBIN.”

Continued from our last Number.—Conclusion.

CHAPTER V,

——Th? dssieged castle’s ward,
Their steadfast slands, did mightily maintain.
Spenser,

As we should weary the reader, were we to drag
him through all the desultory details of this famous
siege, we will trespass no further upon his patience,
than to give a sort of outline of the principal events
that occurred, as contained in ghe rough notés,
from the very minute and circumstantial commu-
nication made to us by a real descendant of one of
Robin’s followers, whose deeds of high daring, ac-
cording to his account, were only second to those
of that reckless and renowned deader himself.

Men were despatched by Colonel Briggs to
Kendale, for scaling ladders, and several days
clapsed before they arrived ; an escalade was then
attempted, but failed, with no small loss to the assail-
ants,—and, a few days afterwards, another was
made with the same result. Approaches were now
‘commenced in form, traces of which are to be seen
to this day, but the besiegers were 80 harrassed and
annoyed by their watchful enemy, that they could
only work during the night, and then only when
there was no moon, however they managed to com-
pletc them so far as to be able itt a short time to
'open their batteries ; but their guns, as they feared,
proved two light, being only six pounders, and
‘would make no impression on the heavy masonry of
the old walls. Despatches were quently again
Bent off to Kendale, for heavier ordnance, which was
intercepted and taken by that portion of Robin's
band which had been repulsed and driven back, by
Colonel Briggs, on his arrival at the lake.

A considerable body of men, to be strongly rein-
Torced at Kendale, wad, therefore, dispatched for
another, but as the mountaineers kept a watchful eye
‘lppn them, this movement did not escape their no-
tice, and they accordingly prepared for their return,
Which they doubted not would be, a$ the event
Proved, with a much stronger force, and another
gun.

And now commenced a march, which in the an-
hels of mountain warfare is perhaps without a pa-
rallel, .

The communication between Kendale and Bow-
Dess, now a wide and beautiful turnpike road, con-
Visted, at that period, of a marrow rugged path,

winding round the foot of the hills, overshadowed
with hedge-rows of heavy timber, or else through
precipitous and dangerous passes.  Under such cir-
cumstances, we need hardly relate how a handful
of men should have so harrassed and retarded the
progress of four or five times their number ; how, to
this end, they filled up the road, with rocks rolled
down from the hill-sides, or blocked it up by throw=
ing trees acrossit; nor how Colonel Briggs, wea-
ried in waiting, and fearing the worst, at last set out
to meet them, with all his forces, except two sen-
tries for each boat, to guard the island; suffice it
to say, that that fatal gun did reach its destruction,
but not till the eagle and the raven had preyed
upon the unburied cofpses of more than half of its
original escort. '

The little garrison improved the time they were
there left in undisturbed possession of the island,
in destroying the brgut-works of their enemy ; cut-
ting down the wood, which sheltered his position ;
picking up the balls, for their own guns, which had
been innocuously fired at their little fortress ; lay-
ing in an additional stock of fuel, and, above all,
in digging a ditch deeper and wider, under the only
face of the building where a breach was to be ap-
prehended.

When the enemy reached the island & second
time, they had, therefore, to begin their works anew,
under more harrassing circumstances than at first ;
but their resolute determination, instead of being
shaken by these repeated disasters, seemed to gather
new energy from every failure ; until the great gun,
stained with the blood of many a brave soldier, was
brought to bear upon the doomed litlle fortreas ; the
first shot from which gave fearful warning of what
they might expect, as it knocked two embrasures
into one, and was succeeded by a cheer from the
assailants, whith was heard on the * main,” as dis-
tinctly as its import was understood.

Fires were seen that night, not on Ambleside-
fells, but on almost every other peak, throughout
the distant mountains as far as the eye could reach,
and men were busily employed, as it afterwards ap<
peared, in constructing rafts and floats, in order to
make what they well knew would be a despearte
altempt at the rescue of theif comrades.

As Reckless Robint #nd his subaltern were walks
ing backwards and forwards ont the beads of the
mansion, keeping wateh while the men wero at their
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suppers, thelr conversation naturally turned upon
the signals they were looking at.

¢ Strange !’ said the former, with something of
the serioits and thouzhtful air of his companien,
“strange ! that all, all, save our head quarters,
should thus be lighted up ; what can it mean 7

¢ These signals,’” observed Bowther, * are not for
us, but to muster the band, and tomorrow night we
may see one on the heights of Ambleside, when we
might hope for some diversion in our favour, if
we—-

* Well! well !”” hastily interrupted the other, ©if
the brave fellows are not in time to save, they may,
at least avenge our fall 3 but surely we can hold out
one day longer 77

“ Not an hour,” was the instant reply ; * half a
dozen shots will tymble the old house about our
ears ; that last one told a terrible tale.”

“ Fhen we must cut our way out tonight, seize
the boats and be off!*” said the reckless leader.

“Or be cut 10 pieces in the attempt ! rejoined
his companion,

‘““Even 50! Better that than be. hanged like
highwaymen.» .

A better plan, however, was adopted, and they
delermined once more to deceive, if possible, their
wily adversary ; this they conceived would be the
more easily effected, as he must now consider
them as a defenceless prey within his grdsp. From
his low position he could not have seen the signals,
and if he had, he would hardly have regarded them.

Accordingly, the next morning at daybreak, the
besiegers, to their astonishment, beheld a white flag
floating on the ramparts ;—a parley was demanded
and granted, and a treaty for their surrender set on
foot,’and prolonged by every art the most acute di-
plomatic subtlety could invent, till near sunset,
when the Oliverians, perceiving that they had been
trifled with, renewed the attack, and with such vig-
our that before it was quite dark a breach was con~
sidered practicable, thus fearfully proving the accu-
racy of Bowther’s opinion, * that the old house could
not endure such a bombardment for an hour.”’

Our hero and his little band were now anxiously
looking, as to their Jast ray of hope, for the expected
signal fire, and they were not Aisappointed, for it
suddenly blazed up for a few minutes and then dis-
appeared as if suddenly extinguished Iest it should
be scen by other eyes than those it was meant to
cheer.

That long, long night,—to0 many a sleepless one,
—to many others their last on earth ,—became
darker as it wasted away. The pale moon had sunk
below the horizon. Thick and heavy clouds ob-
ecured the sky. The cannonading, which, at long
intervals, had waked up the booming echoes of the
mountains, had ceased altogether; and all was se-
venely still save the slight murmur of the rippling
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mingled occasionally with the fitful moanings of the
night wind, as it rustled through the young foliage of
the surrounding forest, rather aiding an anxiously
listening -ear to catch any other sound, however,
slight, than rendering it less audible. ““ They come !
they come !’ was breathed, in a hurried whisper
through the band, and a moment after a loud hurrah
announced the long apprehended assault from the
enemy with all his force. This was as instantly
responded to by a wild and deafening shout from
the rear, accompanied by a well directed volley of
small arms and a shot from their own fatal gun,
which fearfully thinned their ranks. Appalled and
panic-stricken as they were, it was sometime before
they could be sufficiently rallied, either 1o repel this
new enemy, or to beat back the old one ; and when
they did succeed they had the mortification of seeing
their boats taken away and a few lumbering rafts
left in their place. ,

Robin and his men, on being driven back intg
their fortress, commenced immediately to repair the
breach, and, hopeless and useless as the task ap-
peared, by daylight they had made considerable pro-
gress in their work, when, instead of being interrupt-
ed with those irresistible messengers from the des-
tructive gun : they were saluted by a shot from the
harmless six-pounders, whose echoes mingled with
the triumphant cheer from their friends still hover-
ing on the lake, which was instantly returned by
their delighted comrades,—for the great gun was
gone!

Colonel Briggs had now no alternative but to
turn the seige into a blockade and starve them out 3
this he supposed could not require a very long time
as they had already been shut up for more than three
months without a possibility of obtaining any fresh
supplies. He had yet to learn—even yet—that the
resources of the men he had to deal with were inex-
haustible.

One incident may here be mentioned not only as
illustrative to this, but also of the belief which pre-
vailed amongst Robin’s superstilious enemies, that
he was endowed with supernatural powers, as the
name they had given him implied.

Being sorely in want of provisions, and the fish
baving failed them, (for situated as the mansion was
on the very brink of the lake, these supplies could
not be intercepted,) his (riends on the * main’’
being aware of his distress, had a large boat well
laden with provisions, which they towed out one
very dark night to where the wind was direct for the
lower end of the island, which, when they had proper-
ly trimmed the sails and lashed the helm amidships,
they sct adrift, with a pale dead white flame, such
as is produced by salt sprinkled upon burning apirits,
faintly burning in the stern sheets. The sentries
did not see it till jt was upon them when they in”
stantly hailed it, but no answer was returned ; they

wave as it dashed its tiny spray upon the rocks,! then fired a shot over it, still no answer, then a volley
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from the two boats which were closing upon it, but
no! On, on it pressed, and seemed to dash the
hissing spray from its bows with increased velocity
as it sped between the guard-boats, which they had
50 arranged to cnsure its capture; but just asa
brawny arm was stretched out on each side to seize
the prize, they both shrank back with horror, for at
that moment they caught a glimpse of the fearful
and ghastly countenance of the man at the helm,
who glared upon them with eyes of livid flame, which
cast an unearthly and deathlike hue upon the erri-
fied boatman as he laughed and grinned in mockery
at their futile attempts to stop or turn him from his
course.

The Phanton boat soon reached its destination,
when the famishing garrison, guided by the light
emitted from the grim visage of its turnip lantern,
soon had its welcome {reight within the walls of the
mansion, when 2 cheer announced to their delighted
Triends the success of their ingenuity.

As all else that is known of this famous seige, or
of the adventures of our hero, are matters of history,
we mean written history in contradistinction to tradi-
tionary, of which as it justly bears a higher charac-
ter, we shall freely avail ourselves for the principal
materials of our concluding chapter, promising by
the way that the strict resemblance they bear to each
other in this portion of our narrative, affords some
grounds upon which the degree of credit due to the
other may be awarded.

 But the spy !”* I observed to my old and cir-
cumstantial narrator, as it occurred to me that so
important a personage had not again been adverted
to, and not a little curious to learn his fate, * what
became of him 1%

“ Oh!” he said, with a contempt approaching to
disgust, ““as to him !’ laying a peculiar stress upon
the last word.

 Whither he went or how he fared,
Nobody knew and nobody cared.”

CHAPTER VI.

" All eyes upon the gateway hung,
When through the gothic arch there sprung
A horseman armed, at headlong speed—
Sable his cloak, his plume, his steed.

- . . . -« . L}

Three bounds that noble courser gave,

The first has reached the central nave,

The second cleared the chancel wide,
* .

The third d '
Sir W. Scott.

IX a nots upon the above lines, the author says :
This and what follows is teken from a real:
achievement of Major Robert Philipson, called, from |
his desperate and adventurous courage, * Robin the
Devil,” which, as being very inaccurately noticed
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in this note upon the first addition, shall be now
given in a morc authentic form. The chief plaee of
his retreat was not Lord’s Island, in Derwentwater,
but Curwen’s Island, in the Lake of Windermere :

“ This island formerly belonged to the Philipsons,
a family of note in Westmoreland. During the
civil wars, two of them, an elder and a younger
brother, served the king. The former, who was the
proprietor of it, commanded a regiment; the latter
was & major.

‘The major, whose name was Robert, was a
man of great spirit and enterprise, and for his many
feats of persunal bravery, had obtained, among the
Oliverians of those parts, the appellation of ¢ Robin
the Devil.’ »

“ After the war had subsided, and the direfu}
effects of public opposition had ceased, revenge and
malice long kept alive the animosity of individuals.
Colonel Briggs, a stcady, friend to usurpation, re-
sided at this time at Kendale, and, under the double
character of a leading magistrate (for he was a jus-
tice of peace) and an aclive commander, held the
country in awe. This person having heard that
Major Philipson was at his brother’s house on the
island in Windermere, resolved, if possible, to seizc
and punish a man who had made himself so parti-
larly obnoxious. How it was conducted, my* au-
thority does not inform us. Whether he got toge-
ther the navigation of the lake and blockaded the
the place by sea, or whether he landed and carried
on his approaches in form. Neither do we learn
the strength of the garrison within, nor of the works
without.  All we learn is, that Major Philipson en-
dured a seige of eight months with great gallantry,
till his brother, the colonel, raised a party and re-
lieved him.

¢ It was now the major’s turn to make reprisale.
He put himself, therefore, at the head of a little
troop of horse, and rode to Kendale. Here, being
informed that Colonel Briggs was at prayers (for it
was on a Sunday morning), he stationed his men
properly in the avenues, and himself, armed, rode
direetly into the church. It is said he intended to
seize the colonel and carry him off ; but as this
seems to have been totally impracticable, it is ra-
ther probable that his intention was to kill him on
the spot, and in the midst of the confusion to escape.
Whatever his intention was, it was frustrated, for
Briggs happened to be elsewhere.

¢ The congregation, as might be expected, was
thrown into great confusion on secing an armed
man on horseback make his appearance among
them ; and the major, taking advantage of their
astonishment, turned his horse round, and rode
quietly out. But having given an alarm, he was
presently assaulted as he left the assembly, and

* Dr. Burns’ History of Westmoreland.
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being scized, his girths were cut, and he was un-
horsed. ,

¢ At this instant his party made a furious attack
on the assailants, and the major killed, with hLis own
hand, the man who seized him; clapped the saddle
ungirthed as it was, upon his horee, and vaulting
into it, rode full speed through the strects of Ken-
dale, calling his men to follow him, and, with his
whole party, wade a safe retreat to his asylum on
the lake. The action marked the man. Many
knew him, and they who did not, knew as well
from the exploit, that it could be nobody but ¢ Robin
the Devil?

So grave an historian as Dr. Burns would hardly
have admitted into his matter of fact, though very
elaborate work, any thing like legendary lore, or he
might have supplicd from popular tradition, the
deficiency here complained of, as from his long
residence in almost the immediate neighbourhood of
the principal scencs, he can hardly be supposed to
have beea ignorant cither of the particulars of this
famous siege, or of many other incidents in the life
of this extraordinary man, as they are so carcfully
preserved in the annals of that wild and pastoral
district, as to form, cven to this day, the fruit{ul
source of many a winter’s evening tale.

According to this authority, Major Robert Phil-
ipson was 3 man of extraordinary muscular powers,
although in appearance rather slightly made than
otherwise. His eyes, which are particularly des=
cribed, were very dark, small and penetrating,
almost overshadowed by a profusion of thick curly
hair of the same hue. Possessed of an equanimity
of temper which nothing could rufile, cheerfulness
was the predominant characteristic of his disposi-
tion,

Whatever of military tacties he might have learned
In his early career, or whatever of gentlemanly
manners, might then have adorned and distinguished
him, we know not ; but long years of privation and
suffering, althougn they could neither tame nor
subdue his bold and dauntless spirit, might have
assimilated his habits, if not his manners, in no
small degree, to those of the simple but brave
mountaineers, the worthy descendants of those
fierce borderers of former days, who flocked to his
standard, however hopeless the cause in which it
was unfurled, surrounding at all times as with a
panoply of proof, devoted in life and limb, to do his
bidding, whether to shoot a stag on Ambleside
fells, or Colonel Briggs, in Kendale Church.

All that could be gathered by the most diligent
enquiries concerning the subsequent fate of our
hero’ may be tO]d in few words.

At the restoration he retired, with his happy
family, to his house on the lake shore, where, from
some unlmown cause, probably a pension, he lived
for many years in easy, if not in affluent eircume
stances, surrounded by his faith{ul and attached fol-
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lowers, from whom he received unremitting tokens
of respectful attention and affectionate regard.

At length, one bright and balmy summer’s even-
ing, the little skiff, in which he was in the constant
habit of amusing himself by angling on the lake, was
missed &t its wonted station, and a whispered ru-
mour of melancholy import threw a dark and sorrow-
ful gloom over the farthest recesses of the mountains,
and on the third night afterwards signal fires were
seen on every height, and the next morning had
hardly dawned, when bands of armed men came
pouring down from the fells as in days of yore, but
for a far other purpose,—to convey with military
honours to his quiet grave, all that remained, but

the long and fondly cherished memory of Reckless
Robin,

(ORIGINAL.)
THE CONVICT'S WIFE,
BY MRS, MOODIE.

Pale Matron ! I sce thee in agony steep

The pillow on which thy young innocents sleep 5

Their slumbers are tranquil—unbroken their rest,

They know not the grief which convulses thy breast;

They mark not the glance of that red-swollen eye,

Which must weep 1ill the fountain of sorrow is dry;:

They guess not thy thoughts in this moment of
dread,—

Thou desolate widow ! but not of the dead—

Ah ! what are thy feelings whilst bending o’er those

Who unconsciously smile in their balmy repose ;

The pangs, which thy grief-stricken bosom must
prove,

Whilst gazing through tears en those pledges of
love :—

Who murmur in slumber the dear cherished name

Of that sire who has covered his offspring with
shame ;

Of that husband whom justicc has wrenched from
thy side,

Of the wretch who the laws of his country defied—

Poor heart-broken mourner !—thy tears faster flow,

Time can bring no oblivion to banish thy woe ;

The sorrows of others are softened by years,

Ah, what now remains for thy portion but tears 1

Anxieties ceaseless renewed day by day,

While thy heart yearns for one who is ever away—

No hope speeds thy thoughts as they traverse the

wave,
To the far distant land of the Exile and Slave !
 —————
PREJUDICES.

Arr mankind, more or less, labour under error and
prejudice : as our conclusions are drawn according
to our education, oyr religious instruction, our as”
sociation, or the manners and customs of our eoun=

try, or of the times in which we live.—~Mentof
Recreations.
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APRIL FO
APRIL-FOOL-DAY, !

BY ARTHUR S8T. JOHN. 1
—_— i
¢ Dulce est desipere in loco.?

[——

ArRIL, with its smiles and tears, heralds in the
beauty of the year. Its breath imparts new vigor
to health, and plants fresh roses upon the cheek.
The voices of the streams fall upon the ear with soul-
subduing melody. The waters of the rivulet, re-
leased from the frosty embrace and icy thraldom of |
grim-visaged Winter, dance and gleam in joyous
ripples under the azure sky. The swallows once
more float in the air and skim gracefully over the
fields and near the reposing lake. The song-birds
which sing ere the sun mantles in the east, are
““ cheerily hymning th’awaken’d morn.” Man goes
forth from his dwelling with his soul alive to the
beauties of Spring and the goodness of jts Creator.
Nature is aroused from the rigidity of her annual
sleep, and, now robed in gladsome smiles, presents
herself before the admiring eyes of him once created
in the image of God.

The first day of the month, as all are, probably,
aware, is more especially consecrated to fun and
practical jokes. The spirit of Comus is paramount
throughout all Christendom. The precocious youth,
on this day, shew the cunning and roguery of ad-
vanced years. Many a malicious rascal sends a
letter to some lovely maid, full of dismal empti-
ness! Many a frown will be generated thereby,
and sundry speeches, perhaps not commendable,
will be uttered. Many eyes, not remarkable for
powers of vision, will gaze throngh optical instru-
menls into the heavens, for eagles which are not !
Many will stoop to pick up some valuable Jost
parcel from the walk, and stare on finding it en-
dowed with powers of locomotion. If they be phi-
losophers, and search out * causes,” they will find
at the end of a string some cunning urchin, with a
very grave and parson like countenance. Many
such lamentable pranks will be played on this holi-
day which would not be tolerated on any other.

ome luckless elder brother, for instance, will
draw his besmeared foot from his boot, wherein
have been deposited sundry oval embryos of future
chickens : golden yolks will be-picturesquely
Bttached to stockings, and smashed shells will em-
bellish the same. Laughs from sisters and bro-
thers will fall upon the ear, sounding louder and

ouder if he grumble or swear, and the hateful
“ April-fool,” then jars one of the chords of his
Memory, :

Some humorous writer, whose name 1 have for-
Bolen, or—to speak mote critically—never knew—
Yenerated the fulfilment of April-fool-day obser-
Vances, and, in his Diary, has recorded the pro~
“'eef_’inzs. doings, and so on, which for the gratifi-
“ation of some we here transcribe :
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“ April 1st.—Opened my eyes at day-break ; re-
membered it was the first of April; determined to
be brisk, and &s far as 1 was concerned, that it
should be All-Fools’Day. Woke my wife, after
much jogging; told her the nursery maid was
knocking at the door, with the infant, very poorly.
Chuckled, when I saw her jump out of bed and un-
bolt the door. ¢ Wiy, deqy Fred, there’s nobody
here ! Called her an ¢ April fool,” and laiighed like
fun, Wife, very indignant and very cloquent, put
me in mind of a locomotive letting off’ extra steam.
In the torrent of her passion, she pourcd the contents
of the water-pitcher over me, and thus emptied the
vials of her wrath—thought it no Jjoke! Got up,
Went down stairs.  Sent for Sam the servant.
Told him to go to Messrs, Gripe, Rumble, Pinch,
Twist & Co., the celebrateq chemists, get two
pounds and three 0zs. of subelayian syncopes and a
dwt. of didactics. Looked out of the window after
him and almost burst my pantaloons with laughing,
when he was hooted from the shop. Sneaked into
the kitchen, filled the pepper-castor with gunpow-
der, and placed a cartridge in the ashes. Ordered
cook to keep up a good fire, and have some beef,
steak for breakfast. Delermined my dear wife
should sce that other people could blow up as wcll
as she. Kept very dark and busy and waited for
the row. Cook peppered the steak on the gridiron,
and frightened at fizgigs, dropped pepper-castor into
fire. Both went off—gunpowder and cook— castor
into atoms—cook into hysterics. Never ha-hawed
80 much in my *born days,’ &c. &c. &e.

Leaving this diary, we will remark this is the
witching time of the year when lovelorn young men
are addicted to “fine writing ;”—when they sigh
like furnaces, and (if able to write,) indite woeful
balads to some Miss’s eycbrow ; the time when
they quote poetry and babble about ¢ running
brooks »—¢ murmuring streams > gpg < flowery
leas,” and prate of music,

“Of cowslips, butter-cups and roses,
Thyme, with dulcet dew-drops wety—
Sage and onion, pink and poses,
Cauliflowers and mignionette,”

and so forth.

But, before we close, we must brosch a mytholo-
gleal fact which it were well to consider : On the
first of April, eccording to eclassic mythus, Venus
arose from the foam of the sea,—Venus, the goddess
of love and mistress of the graces. Op this day,
the Roman matrons performed ablutions under the
myrtle, sacred to Venus, and crowning their fair
temples with its leaves, offered homage to the god-
dess whose birthday they had met to celebrate. The
marriageable maids repaired to the ¢ Fortuna
Virilis” and exposing their personal deformities
prayed for power to conceal thewn from tliose who
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wished to espouse them. This practice, I must say "of release. Bitter are the slanderer’s slime and
and it pains my gallant spirit to do 20, was the bona the traitor’s smile. Bitter are friendship scorned
fide origin of the custom of fool-making, and has ' and trust betrayed. It is bitter to lose one’s hair or
been carried to a fearful state of perfection in mo- | teeth. Bitter is a knock on the pate ; but bitterer
dern times ! Requesting the particular attention of 'rfar are tight boots ! !.

those interested, or likely to be so, to this remarka-
ble fact, 1 dismiss the subject—very reluctantly as I
am forced to admit.

(ORIGINAL).
MORNING AND EVENING BITTERS,
A MEDLEY.*®
BY ARTHUR ST. JOHN.

¢ Our bitter hours of pain when gone—
Gone !—they ne’er go ;—when past, they haunt

us still.” '
. L

. *

“ Man’s grief is but his grandeur in disguise ;
Aud discontent is immortality. |
Young’s Night Thoughts.

De omnibus rebus et de quibusdam aliis ! |

Ld L] L .

BITTER are the east wiad’s blast and the dema-
gogue’s reign. Bitter is the pelting storm that|
maddens.$ke widow and fatherless ; bitterer still is,

Bitter are manufactured music and a cat-like
voice. Bitter is swipes! Bitter is a lady’s sneer.
Bitter is the ¢ fragrance’ of the filthy weed; bitter
the ribald jest! Bitter areill manners! Bitter are
logwood port and Newark champagne ; bitterer far
is the unceremonious wind that blows a glossy wig
off flaming red hair ! !

Bitter is detection. It is bitter to be reminded of
our dishonoar. Bitter to remember our ingratitude ;
it is bitter to weep over the grave of an injured
friend. Bitter is a tattler ! *** It is bitter to hp
the town’s bye-word and laughing-stock of the im-
pertinent. Bitter are conceit and imbecility. Bitter
the public hiss and the private sneer. Bitter is de=
ception ! Bitter the bad bargain and the losing
bet. 1t is bitter to be lazy or ugly ; it is bitter to
be a “flat ;” bitter is a male bore ! Bitter is un-
requited lovc ; bitterer far is indifference ! Bitter
is an unsuccessful pop of the important question ! ! !

But bitterer far than all of these is the awakening
from our dream of wisdom,—from our life’s delu~
sion ! Then our ignorance and nothingness are bit-

the unprovokeq cruelty of man. It is bitter to fall ) ‘ .
from the proud eminence of Virtue ; bitter is the i terer than private seorn or public hate. All behind

gloomy abyss of Vice. It is bitter to taste the first! is blank, empty and dreary ! ~ All before is damp—
crumbs of poverty ; bitter is tough beefsteak !!* **) misty and cold ! !. Our guardian angel leaves us 3
It is bitter to leave our father’s hearth with a curse. Fancy weeping flies! Our imugination’_s piniong
Bitter the mother’s gnawing grief and the sister’s, droop ;—our sun of Hope goe.s down in a darkened
tearful woe. Bitter are the jockey brother and the! sky, and the murky brow of night shows only phan-
sulky daughter ; bitterer still is & step-dame’s kiss. tloms ! Our awaking from a happy delusion is
Bitter is a dun! Bitter, aye bitter, is Vanity’s rag-. frightful, and then, THEN we weep ONCE, and weep

1
ged coat!*** < Bitter are hope deferred, and tears of agony!!
# * *+ Bitter is the experience of a muscular wife’s

pounding ; bitter is too intimate an acquaintance
with the broom-handle. It is bitter to be everlastingly
tormented by a scolding—prudish—whimsical.”.....

¢ And pray, my dear sir,”” screamed a fierce-look-
ing lady, brandishing two formidable fists,— pray
tell me, sir, what is no? bitter under the canopy of
Heaven ? Tell me that, sir 1.....

“ Lord ! my good madam, how should 1 know 1

self-reproach and power unrecognized.” Bitter is
the remembrance of former innocence. It is bitter
to muse on vanished youth; bitter to lose an elec-
tion or a suit. Bitter are rage suppressed, ven-
geance unwreaked, and the hypocrite’s smirk,
Bitteris a tax if misapplied; bitter is « duty” il
embezzled. Bitter are boxed ears!!!

It is bitter to lose an only child ; bitter the stifled
sob and the mother’s tear. Bitter is a doltish doc-
tor. Bitter are the lonely home and deserted hall.
It is bitter to die alone, with unpillowed head—
without a mourner! ‘“It is very bilter to be ne-
glected ; bitterer to be misunderstood.”” It is bitter
to shave with cold water and a dull razor!!***

It is bitter to note the grief which we cannot re-
Jieve. Bitter is a small pittance for daily toil. It
js bitter to hear the winds howl when (riends are at
sea; it is bitter to hear our relations defamed. It is
bitter to lie awake in one’s coffin without the means

* A passage in one of D’Iskaerr’s beautiful ro-
mances suggested the idea of this duse of bitters.
¥ide # Young Duke.”

ke

MONEY,

MoNEY, being the common scale

Of things by measure, weight, and tale,

In all th? affairs of church and state,

’Tis both the balance and the weight ;

Money is the sov’reign power,

That all mankind falls down before :

*Tis virtue, wit, and worth, and all,

That man divine and sacred call ;

For what’s the worth of any thing,

But so much money as ’twill bring ?
Hupissas-
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THE FIRST DEBT.

A

TALE ©6F EVERY DAy,

BY SUSANNA MOODIE.

CHAPTER I.

Oh, what a tangled web we weave,
When first we practice to deceive.
Sir Walter Scotl.

“ DEAR SoPHIA ! do think what you are about 2’
said Alice Linhope, drawing her sister into the re-
-cess of the be-ribboned and be-flounced bay window
of a dashing milliner, who had lately cpened a
small shop in the litle town of B——, and whose
display of fushions, newly imported from the metro-
polis, had turned the heads of the youthful belles of
the place. ““You cannot afford to buy that expen-
sive hat; this neat genteel-looking straw bonnet
would suit you much better.”

The village beauty threw back her head disdain-
fully, and her red pouting lips curled into a con-
temptuous smile, as she replied :

It might suit you, Alice; but I will not wear
any thing so ugly and unbecoming.”

¢ Sophia, you eannot buy the hal: you have not
the money to pay for it; and it would grieve mam-
gy exceedingly if you were so imprudent as to con-
tract a debt.”

¢ Nonsense, Alice! It would only be for a few
days. You know that we shall either hear from my
uncle Richard, or see my cousin Arthur, within a
week, and he always sends us more pocket money
than would pay for the kat. Three guineas, indeed !
& mighty sum to make such a fiss about.”

“If you have not the money to pay for the hat,*

said Alice, *it little matters whether the sum you
Fequire be three guineas or thirty guineas, the prin-
ciples on which you act are the same. Take my
advice, Sophia, leave the shop, get out of the way
of temptation, and think no more about this piece
of coveted finery, until you can bring the money in
Your hand.”

*“ And let some other person purchase the hat 1

““ Why not ? the milliner can make another like
it»

“And I should lose the pleasure of being the
firat to set the fashion in B— 1

*“A small loss that,” said Alice. “For my own |
Part | should not like to buy 2 pattern hat which

ad been exhibited to all the ladies of the place,
2nd had been tried on to a score of heads at logst,
‘Ye both look very foolish. Let us go bome and |
Cuss the matter with mamma.”

“ Will you permit me, Miss Sophia, to send home
the hat 7 saig (he milliner, vho had Leen obse- |

28

SN
queously displaying her collection of finery to »
party of ladies, whom she had just curtsied ou.
“You will never suit yourself with a cheaper or
more becoming article. 1 get all my fashions from
Bond:-strect, and 1 assure you that this is the last
mode from Paris.”  The wary millicer, perceiving
that Sophia Linhope wavered between price and
duty, seconded her appeal to the Young lady’s taste,
by carelessly placing the disputed article upon th:
graceful head of the beautiful girl ; and by a move-
ment equally dexterous, suddenly turned her rourid,
and displayed her fine form and face jn g large mir-
ror that hung opposite. ‘ Well, I declare I never
saw any one loock more charmi'ngly. Dear ! what
a complexion Miss Sophia has. I go pot wonder
at her turning the heads of 2ll the beaus of B——.
Hs a thousand pities, with such a face, that she
should ever wear a shabby bonnet. Mjss Linhope,”
she continued, turning to Alice, %ﬂbcling an
intense stare of admiration, *does #ot your sister
look delightfully in that hat 17

¢ I think Sophy looks every thing but well in jt;»
was Alice Linhope’s laconic reply...

“You caunot be in earnest, Miss Linhope 1
None but an elder sister could be blind to such
beauty. Miss Sophy and I will not allow you to
to be any judge of such matters.”

“ Perhaps not, Mrs. Lawrence ; but I never was
more sincere 1 my life. Such expensive haty
may suit ladies of rank and fortune, byt they do
not become the daughters of a curate’s widow.”

‘“ Oh, to be sure: you know your own circum-
stances best,” returned the woman of caps and frills,
with g supercilious smile. “* The carpenter’s daugh-
ters, over the way, gave me an order for pelisses last
week, which cost them five pounds eadh, and it
would Lc a strange thing if young ladies could not
afford to dress as well as them.”

 Tuke off the hat, dear Sophy,” said Alice,paying
no attention to the insulting speech of the low-bred
woman ; “your own simple cottage bLonnet is far
more becoming.  Without the whole of your dress
corresponds with your hat, it wou'd give you an
immodest and presutaing air.”

‘A what !” said Sophy, turning angrily from
the glass, in which she was Lusily adjusting the
huge French pufls, into which she had with difficulty

| suceceded in torturing her hajr, You do ng pre-

sume to say that I lgok immodestly 77
“In that vulgar hut,” said Alice, calmly,
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your ¢ottage bonnet, you look a lady ; in the other,
a pretender. I do not kuow my sister in that mon-
strous canopy of silk and gauze, which displays
without improving the face it ought to shade.”

Sophia’s pride was deeply wounded : she took off
the hat and pushed it from her; but her eyes still
rested upon the coveted article, with a mingled ex-
pression of admiration and disappointment. Alice
endeavoured to braak the spell by drawing her (rom
the spot.  The quick eye of the milliner detected the
movement, and with the low cunning so common to
persons of her prolession, she determined to frustrate
her intention, and induce the young lady to buy the
hat, on which she expected to realize an enormous
profit.  Addressing herself to Sophia, whilst she in-
tended her speech as an answer to Miss Linhope’s
attack upon the use and becomingness of the article
in dispute, in which she felt her dignity, as the ma-
nufacturer, greatly insulted, she said, with an affect-
ed u'mle :

“If I werd a young lady and a lovely woman, like
Miss Sophia Linhope, no sister should dictate to me
what fashions I should wear. I would please my-
self, and dress in what' I thought most becoming.”

“ Oh, I never mind what Alice says,” returned
Sophy, making an attempt to laugh off her chagrin ;
“we all know her antediluvian notions.
tare, Mrs. Lawrence, for what women say of me.
1 do not dress to please them. You may send home
the hat: I will call and pay for it in a few days.”

‘¢ Oh, do not mention it, Miss Sophia: I wish it
were twice the sum. Your own convenience will
suit me. Aud what about the pelisse to suit your
hat 2

Alice cast a hasty look at her sister, her counte-
hance expressive of alarm and anxiety.

I will call upon you in a few days,” said Sophia,
and we can then decide upon the colour. Come,
Alice, 1 am ready.”

¢ Mrs. Lawrence,” said Alice, shaking off her fit
of abstraction, ““I have still to pay you for the
gloves and ribbon 1 purchased of you.”

‘“ A mere trifle, ma’am, which you can settle at
any time. Pray let it stand till your sister pays for
her hat.”?

“1don’t knaw when that will be,” said Alice,
putting down the money. I will thank you for a
receipt.”

With a contemptuous shrug, Mrs. Lawrence
pocketed the money.

1 am not in the habit,” she said, with a sncer,
« of giving receipts for such small sums. The
ladies who deal with me never require it. I all the

customers Who come to my rooms for a feiv yards |i

of ribbon were to make the same request we should
have nothing else to do.”?

It may bz an old-fashioned custom,™ said Alice,
carefully d.‘posnin" the vnlely scrawled slip of paper
in her reticulo, ““but it is a safe onc, and provents

'like Mrs. Lawrence.
I never ;
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all unpleasant mistakes.
Lawrence.” .

“ Good morning, ma’am,” said the milliner, care-
fully marking the difference between five o’clock in
the country and the same hour in town. Then
turning to her assistants, she said, with a contemp-
tuous smile: “ That foolish vain girl had better
have followed her sister’s advice. I dare say I shall
never get paid for the hat, but I let her have it on
purpose fo spite her shy puritanical-looking sister,

Good afternoon, Mrs.

I who, by-the-bye, if she were well dressed would be

the handsomest of the two.”

Sophy did not hear what the milliner said. She
thought that her beauty had made a very favourable
impression, and that the woman despised Alice for
her meanness. Thus the world ever deceives those
who have not sense enough to discriminate between
respect and flattery.

““ Alice !’ said Sophia, as they walked slowly up
the street ; “ how could you be so ridiculous as to
ask such a respectable woman as Mrs. Lawrence
for a receipt ; she must have thought that you en-
tertained doubts of her honesty.”

*“ She would not have been far wrong. An honest
person never objects to giving a receipt. 1 do not
Her manners are forward
and insulting, and 1 felt very little inducement to
trust to her honour. It would have been well for
you, Sophy, if you had always used the same pre-
caution ; in which case you would have been’ spared
the mortification of paying Mrs. Arkwright for your
cloak twice.”

“1 would rather incur the loss twice over than

. appear mean and illiberal.”

¢ But can you afford it 2?

This was an unanswerable argument, and the
girls continued their walk some time in silence. Like
most people who have done wrong, yet wish to con-
vince themselves that they are in the right, Sophia
was in a very ill humour, and as is often the case,
endeavoured to dissipate her own self reproaches by
quarrelling with her sister. She was angry with
herself too—but it was not that species of ‘self-con-
sideration which leads to moral i lmprovement; which,
convincing us of the folly of our conduct, makes us
anxious to amendrit. Her present feelings were the
result of pride, and she was just in that frame of
mind, in which petulant persons anticipate the re-
proaches of another, and try in brief skirmishes of
angry words to disburthen themselves of their own
unpleasant reflections, and to excite ih others the
same disagreeable feelings, #s an excuse for their
own. She wanted Alice to scold her for her late
imprudent conduct, and felt doubly irritated by her
provoking silence. Aware of her sister’s failing
Alice gave her no opportunity of using her hostile
weapons.  She knew that her late act of imprudence
would bring upon her a severe punishment, and she
forbore making any remark upon the subject, fee¥
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ag assured that in her present humovwr advice or
~emonstrance would prove alike ineffectual.

Finding there was no prospect of a quarrel, So-
phia contented herself with muttering some unintel-
ligible animadversions upon her sister’s conduct,
and commenced a mental review of her genteel, but
scanty wardrobe. She st length broke the painful
silence by suddenly exclaiming, as if totally uncon-
‘scious of her sister’s presence : I have nota single
dress that will match my beautiful new hat. I wigh
with all my heart I had never bought it "

The eyes of Alice Linhope brightened. This de-
<laration was just what she wanted to hear, and she
turned to the beautiful and erring girl with a lively
and affectionate air.

It is not too late to retract the order. Let us
-g0 back and tell Mrs. Lawrence that you have
<hanged your mind.”

€1t will look so silly—no~-I cannot do it.””

“ Never sacrifice your integrity for a look. You
Yooked far sillier, dear Sophia, when you ordered an
article you could not pay for. If you are ashamed
of doing your duty, I-am not ashamed of doing it
for you. I will take upon mysell the unpleasant
part of the business and countermand the order ; she
will only attribute it to my antediluvian notions.”

“You are very good, Alice,” said Sophy, paus-
ing, undecided how to act ; but before the important
<question could be settled to the satisfaction of either
Jparty. Sir Philip Ogilvie’s carriage drove past. His
only daughter and heiress was dressed in a hat simi-
lar to the one Sophia had just ordered. Miss Ogil -
vie was a handsome fashionable girl, and looked as
well in her new hat as any well bred woman gould
{ook.

“ How beautifully Amelia Ogilvie looks in that
-elegant hat ! exclaimed Sophia, forgetting in a
moment all her half-formed resolutions 3 ““and it is
exactly like mine. Stay, Alice! I must! [ will
“ave the hat!  Yov know I want a honnet badly.
This one I have on is so deplorably shabby, I look
a perfect fright in it.”

“ That old despised bonnet,” said Alice, with a
sigh, ““is far more "becoming to you than the new
©ne can ever be. [t shades a modest—and what
is far better, an honest face.””

“1 should hope these good qualities do not belong
to my old bonnet,” said Sophia, striving to laugh,
““You do not suspect me of harbouring any dishon-
est propensities, that you lay.such a peculiar stress
“pon that word. 1 have often been told by the zen-

Hemen,” she continued, in a livelier tone, ““that I

steal hearts. T hope you do not consider that a
<rime deserving a capital punishment.”

“I would rather wig one good heart fairly and
openly,” aaid Alice, “than reign a queen over o
thousand involuntary subjects. But this is straying

€rom the subject I had nearest my heart.

How,
dearest Sophy,

can you be strictly honest whea you
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wish to make an appearance which you cannot af-
ford, und to dress in fine clothes which you cannot
pay for 7

¢ Other young people, far below us in rank, ex-
ceed us in dress. How do they procure their smart
clothes 7’

“In the same way that you did your new hat.”

¢ Really, Alice, you view this matter in too seri-
ous a light,” said Sophia, colouring. T will not
submit to be lectured by you in this manner, though
you are my elder sister.”

“ Dear Sophia, what I said was meant for your
good. Do you imagine that the circumstance of my
being your elder sister makes me feel less interedt
in your welfare 7 What is the great difference in
our ages—two years, Have we not slept jn the
same cradle—drank from the same cup—learned
from the same books, and should we not be one in
heart and purpose ? Ok, Sophy, how little you un-
derstand me, i you think me capable of exercising
a tyrannical influence over you.” |y spite of all
her fortitude, tears filled the blue eyes of the high-
minded Alice, as she continued ; «|f yoUu persist
in your late foolish bargain you will have reason to
repent it as long 8s you live. Consider the matter
calmly over before you resign your peace of mind
for the possession of a 1oy, which must make you
appear little in your own eyes. Lct me go to Mrs.
Lawrence and beg her not to send up the hat 7°?

“You may spare yoursell the trouble, Alice ; I
will have the hat 1’ )

“ Sophy, I wish you could be persuaded.”

“Hush ! said her sister, * here is Roland Mar-
sham.”

The gentleman who joined them was a person of
singular manners end oppearance—not handsome,
but possessing a smart and dashy cxterior. His
fine tall figure was set off to the best advantage in a
naval ,uniform, and he had the frank courtesy and
manly bearing peculiar to a sailor.  After exchang-
ing the compliments of the day he attached himself
to Alice, and continued walking by her side for
some time in silence ; at length he said to her, in a
low and reproachful tone :

“ Miss Linhope, you 'have quite deserted us of
late 2 -

“1have been very much engaged,” said Alice,
in a faint voice, whilst a decp blush overspead her
generally colourless cheeks.

““Too much engaged to remember old friends 1"

“ [ never forget my friends, sir,”?

“I am glad to hear you say so : I hope you con-'
sider us as such. My poor zrandfather misses you'
much. He has no one to read to him, now you
have discontinued your visits of mercy.””

¢ Has he not you 77 .

“Me—1 hate reading—1I cannot read aloud—I
would rather hear the burst of a whole broadside of
artillery than rcad for ten minntes to a blind, cross
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old man. It requires the patience of an angel— | and speak to mamma 1" she continued, opening the

such an angel as Alice Linhope.”
“* Roland Marsham, do you wish us to remain

riends 17

ilittle gate which led into the garden,

““Not tonight; make my compliments to the

iladies. Miss Linhope, my mother is sick, will you

“ How ¢an you imagine aught to the contrary 7 [not come and see her tomorrow 7%

“ Do not insult me by flattery.”

¢ Sick I said Alice. “ Ah, why did you not tell

“Jt was the farthest from my thoughts. My | me this before 2’

mother pines for your company, She says that you
used to read aloud for two hours every day to my
grandfather whilst I was at sea, but you never come
near us since my teturn.”

“I did not think my pr was Ys
s2id Alice ; ““ snpposing, as [ did, that you would
supply my place.”

“I cannot command my thoughts,’” said the
young officer. ¢ They will wander back to you. If
you were present I might get on better. Oh, do
come and make us all happy ?”

“1 will be sincere with you, Roland Marsham ; I
cannot come, whilst you continue to gddress me in
gis strain ! Drop this subject, or I must forsake

ou altogether, and for your grandfather’s sake, I
shou'd be sorry to do thet.”

¢ Oh, why not for m‘ne 1

"It cannot be—how long do you remain on
shore.””

, ““The sooner I go the better,” said the officer,
“since my presence frightens you awsy.”

‘“ And your poor mother.”

¢ TVill soon be reconciled to my absence.”

‘“}low can you speak so coldly of a mother’s
love 3 for the sake of indulging a foolish whim, can
you consent to give pain to a bosom whose affec-
tions are all centred in you 7

“The fault is not mine,” said the young man,
with a deep sigh; “before I saw Alice Linhope, I
was a dutiful son.™

“ Forget me, Roland, and return to your duty.”

k2]

“When the small thread of life shall be severed in
twain,
Ard death receives orders to take it ;
When the soul of the brave can no longer remain
In the hull of a British blue jacket,”

'sang the young sailor in a rich deep voice, a little
trolen by the strong emotion which shook his
breast.

“You have lost your voice, Lieutenant Mar-
«him,” said Sophia, who had been tco ‘much en-
z1z+d in thinking of her hat, to take any notice
of the conversation.

" My heart you mean, Miss Sophia.”

* Perhaps you may find it on. the road,” said
Sophia, laughing, “you and Alice are looking so
sertmental.” '

“ Do not turn a subject o distressing to my
feelings into a joke,” said Alice. ““ Lct us say no
more about it ; will you not walk in, Mr. Marsham,

I was afraid it might alarm you ; she is indeed
very ill, and wishes much to see you.”

“T will step up after tea,” said Alice.

¢ Will you allow me the pleasure of accompany~
ing you ?” asked her compenion eagerly.

¢ No,” said Alice, ‘1 would prefer walking
alone.”

 Cruel girl !”” murmured the young man, *yow
seem to take a pleasure in tormenting me."”

“God forbid !” said Alice, hurrying into the
house. *“1 cannot love him, why does he persecuts
me thus 1

CHAPTER II.
IN the parlour, the sisters found a gentleman in ear-
nest conversation with their mother. He was hand-
some and young, with a most winning expression ;
and the girls rightlj concluded that in the stranger
they beheld their long expected cousin, Arthur
Fleming.

- Of this cousin they had heard much from their
infancy ; though, until this moment, they had never
before met. He was the only son of their mother’s
only brother, a wealthy merchant, who had been
settled for many years in Rotterdam ; and having
no brother of their own, or any other male relativer
besides Mr. Fleming and Lis son, they both enter-
tained the most lively feclings of affection and re-
gard for these unknown friends, to whom they were
bound by ties of gratitude as well as kindred. The
girls had corresponded for some years with their
good uncle, and the old gentleman had hinted, at
various times, to their mother, in his letters, that he |
should send his son to England, as Rebecca did
Jacob to Padan Aram, to choose & wife in his own
land, and from among the daughters of his father’s
house. These intimations had given rise to many
sanguine expectations in the breast of the prudent
tnother, as to the probability of one of her girls be-
coming Mrs. Fleming. Arthur had been reported
to her as an excellent and dutifu] son; and o
young man of high principles could searcely fail inr
making a good husband. In the old lady’s ferti's
imagination, the fortune of one of her girls was
already made ; none had been more captivated with
the character that Mr. Fleming bad drawn of his
son than Alice. He was the hero of all those iry
castles which young people will build, and Bl witl'
imaginary forms of beauty and excellence. She
had drawn such pictures of domestic happiness
united to such a man, that in moments of youthful
enthuciaem she had wished her faveurite day-dres™®
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true.  Sophia was not less sanguine ; but it was not
the moral worth of Arthur Fleming that excited her
admiration, but his wealth. The situation he was
likely to fill in England, and the consequence that
such 2 match would give her in the eyes of the
ladies of B——. She made no doubt that her great
personal attractions wou'd cffect the conquest of
his heart, and she detcrmined to leave no art untried
to accomplish this purpose. Ier rich cousin wasat
length before her. At a glance all her hopes were
realized. He was handsome and intelligent, and
though dressed with quakerlike simplicity, he looked
the gentleman from top to toe.

Alice greeted her cousin with the frankness and
cordiality of an old friend. Sophia timidly returned
the pressure of his hard, and shrunk blushing away.
Arthur followed her graceful fizure with admira-
tion, and a novice to the little wiles of woman-
kind, mistook that for extreme bashfulness, which
was only done for effect. “Ah,” thought he,
“what an interesting and lovely girl. If the
charms of her mind at all correspond with the ele-
gance of her person, my choice of a wife is already
made.”” From these reveries he was roused by Mrs.
Linhope enquiring of her daughters if they had
bought new bonnets.”.

“I made no purchase, mamma,” said Alice H
“ Mrs, Lawrence had no hats that pleased me. but I
have bought a new ribbon which will make my old
bonnet look as good as new.”

‘“ Always prudent Alice,” said her mother, © what
did my little Sophy buv 7

“ Oh, such an elegant, fashionable hat, mamma,
%0 cheap, and so delightfully becoming. It is ex-
2ctly like Miss Ogilvie’s, and she looks so well in
it 5 but Alice says, that I look immodestly in mine.
She said it too, before Mrs. Lawrence, and a room
full of people. It would make me very unhappy if
1 thought I could look immodestly.”’

Arthur cast a reproachful look at Alice, whose
‘Meek countenance expressed no angry emotion at

er sister’s false statement, while Fleming ap-
Proaching the offended beauty, said in an affection-
Ate manner, « My dear cousin, your sister could
"ot have been in earnest. It is impossible for you
% look immodestly in any hat.”

Alice would not defend hersell from this unjust
Qhafge, lest by so doing she should make her sister
:Ppear less amiable, and without uttering a word,

® Withdrew to her own chamber, and gave vent

9 her wounded feelings in a burst of tears.
‘ai;'“ice is ‘alwnys too severe upon her sister,”
e Mrs. Linhope, as the door closed upon. her
®Stdaughter. Her lectures are meant for Sophy’s
> but they are too rigorously enforced ; she
% the pregent extravagant style of dress, and
Pects Sophy to do the same. However, Alice is

3 .
f 890d girl, and bestows in charity what she spares
Tom dress.”

ate,
ex,

Arthur turned to his aunt v.ith an air of interest,
but the question which rose to his lins was inter-
rupted by the entrance of ths tea equipage.

We will leave the inhabitants of the cottage o
take tea at their leisure, while we solicit the pn-
tience of our readers until we give that general'y
dull, though absolutely necessary portion of every
tale, whether simple, natural, or romantic, viz, the
family history.

The Reverend George Linhope, the father of tho

two girls so abruptly introduced to our readcrs, died
about two years before the period at which our
tale commences. This circumstance had deprive {
his wife and children, who depended upun his exer-
tions, in the double capacity of curate and school-
lmaster, of all means of support. The interest of n
(riend obtained for them Queen Ann’s bounty. a
pension of fifty rounds per annum, settled by that
benevolent queen on the widows of poor clergymen.
This was but a scanty pittance, and for some time
. the bereaved family struggled with great poverty
!and were taught in the bitter school of adversity
"many trying things.
! Their father, an excellent and econscien:joys man,
{ had been & child of misfortune from his birth. He
!was the only son of one of those unfortunate ang
[ misguided Irish gentlemen, who paid the forfeit of
?lheir political creed with their lives. His fagher
f died upon the scaffold, and left no other heritage to
his infant son than a name blackened by the fon}
stain of treason. His mother did not long survive
her husband, and a distant relation taking pity upon
the orphan, adopted him as his son, and brought
him to England, where he was educated as his
own. This humene man, who was an old bachelor,
carefully corcealed {rom the boy, who was of 5
thoughtfol and melancholy temperament, the name
of his father, and the nature of the crime for which
he suffered death. George was lonely from hjs
childhood, an isolated being in the world, a stran-
ger among his kind. His early reminiscences were
hallowed by no kindred ties ; besides his generous
protector there was no other beinz with whom he
could claim affinity, and when other boys talked of
their family connexions, Genrze envied his light-
hearted companions, and would say with a bitter
sigh:

“ Oh, how sweet it must be to have a mother—
how T wish I had a mother.”

This craving for kindred companienship left a
void in his young heart, which the hopes and fears
and sports of childhoed cou'd never fill up. The
boy was grave and studious beyond his years, and
his mind early took a decided religious bias, which
predeliction induced his guardian to bring him up
for the church. The circumstance which gave rise
to this choice, though excecdingly simple, is not
unworthy of notice.

“One night, as Mrs. Morris, his guardian’s house-
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keeper, was putting the litlie George and her own
son, who was about a year older, to bed, William
Morris shewed George a plaything his father had
bought for him, exclaiming with the vivacity of a
happy and indulged child :

¢ Look, George! father gave me this pretty
horse—oh, how T love him !—he is always giving
me pretty things.”

George burst into tears, and the good natured
matron, grieved to see the affliction of the child,
kissed his white brow, and said in soothing accents :

Do nat ery, George, 1 will buy you a nice
horse tomorrow.”

“1 did not cry for a horse, nurse,” said the
sobbing boy. .

*¢ For what then, George 7"

¢* A father,” whispered the child, hiding his face
upon her shoulder, ard weeping afresh.

*“You have a father, my son—God is the father
of the fatherless, and if you are a good boy, you
will be his child.”

The good woman then endeavoured, in her simple
way, 1o explain to the attentive and delighted
child, the relationship which existed between him
and his Heavenly Father. George listened to his
worthy nurse in a sort of extacy—a light appeared
to dawn upon his youthful mind, and the love of
God pervaded, and filled his heart with an intense
desire to become acquainted with those sublime
truths, which formed the comfort and happiness of
after years. The next day, the melancholy child
appeared before his guardian with such a cheerful
aspect, and performed his tasks with such diligence,
that it did not escape his observation.

¢ George,” he said, ¢ what makes you so happy
today 1

 Because, sir, | have found a father,”

“ And who is this father 7

“God, sir !” replied the child, looking up with a
golemn but serene countenance; “ nurse tells me,
that if T am good, I shall go to him when I die.
Oh, teach me to hie good, that I may go to my
father !

Not a little touched by this pathetic appeal, which
produced a great change in his own character and
conduct, his guardian determined to cherish these
religious impr » and in endeavouring to make
a Christian of his adopted son, he became one him-
sell. This simple event marked the future course
of George Linhope’s life—all the energies of his
mind were directed to-the attainment of one object,
to become 2 worthy ministgr of the Gospel of
Christ.

On entering into holy orders, George Linhopes
earnest desire Was Lo become a missionary—but in
this he was prevented by the delicate state of his
health, and he thankfully accepted a small curacy
near Liverpool. It was here that he became ac-
quainted with Mr. Fleming and his family, a
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wealthy merchant, who possessed considerable
influence in the town. The Flemings had sense
enough to appreciate the talents and amiable quali-
ties of the young curate, and he became domesti-
cated in their hospitable circle, the chosen friend of
Richard Fleming, and the accepted lover of Lis
pretty and accomplished sister.

During the first six years of their marriage, all
things combined to bless and increase the happiness
of the youthful pair. Mrs. Linhope had married
the man she loved, and his want of fortune was
more than compensated by his many virtues. These
ensured her that domestic felicity, which riches
alone could never bestow. She had not formed a
splendid alliance ; but she had chosen a good man,
and weighing comfort against luxury, she found the
scale preponderate on herside. Her fortune, added
to her husband’s curacy, cnabled them, with pru-
dent management, to maintain a genteel establish-
ment, and mingle with the best society. Nor were
their poor parishionets forgotten—they enjoyed the
luxury of relieving their necessities, instructing
them in health, and administering to their comfort
in sickness. Oh, what a blessed thing it is to feel,
that life has not been bestowed upon us in vain—
that we have been instrumental in the hands of
Providence in relieving the wants and sufferings of
our fellow creatures. But no happiness is without
alloy, and Mrs. Lichope had yet to experience
the fallacy of all human hopes.

Early in the spring the measles and scarlet fever
appeared in the town, which soon became the thea-
tre of contagion. Mrs. Linhope became greatly
alarmed for the safety of her family, which consist-
ed of three fine promising boys. The anxious young
motlier was for immediately hurrying her children
from the scene of infection. Her mother and nurse
declared that they could not bave these unpleasant
complaints at a better age, and strongly advised
her to let them take their chance with the infunt po-
pulation of the town. The curate, whose parental
feelings were not less acute than his wife’s, warmly
seconded their advice, and thought it best to leave
the event to Providence. Before, however, the
council of matrons had come to a decision, the in-
fant was attacked by the dreadful evil. The fond
mother nursed him with the most devoted care ; yet
the. poor babe became daily worse, and finally ex-
pired in her arms. The tumult of anxiety which
had shaken Mrs. Linhope’s frame, while watching
beside the bed of her child, brought on an attack of
the same dangerous fever, and long before ghe re”
covered a recollection of the grief which had nearly
deprived her of life, the grave had closed over her
two remaining children. )

This was the severest trial the curate had ever
known. He bore his domestic calamities with tb°
fortitude of a Christian ; he felt the blow as a fathef
and 2 man.  What a consolation was religion 10 *
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fnind like his in an hour like this. It was his pain-
ful duty to watch by the sick bed of his afflicted
wife ; to overcome his own heart-felt sorrow, in or- |
def to administer comfort to her 5 to divert her |
mind from dwelling upon the sen she had lost, when
he knew himself chitdless ; and never did he feel
more foreibly the insufficiency of all earthly hopes
than in (hat bitter moment.

We cannot dwell upon the mother’s grief': she
wept for her sore bereavement as one without hope.
Like Rachel, her children were not; and she re-
fused to be comforted. Years rolled on; but no
smiling infant supplied her ioss, or filled up the
blank in her heart. The devoted attachment of her
excellent partner, and the tender solicitude of her
friends, could not remove the despondency which
hun'g like a cloud upon her mind, obscuring her in-
tellectual faculties, and depriving her of all spiritual
consolation. Sclomon has said, * there is g time
to mourn.”” Mrs. Linhope affixed no definite period
to this time: her sorrow appeared as if jt would
only terminate with her life,

One beautiful summer evening the poor mourner
had taken her aceustomed walk to the churchyard,
to visit the grave of her children, and overcome by
a thousand sad reflections, she sunk upon her knees,
and burst into a passion of tears.

““ My boys ! my boys !’ exclaimed the weeping
mother, “I call to you, but you do not answer me.
No voice comes up ffom the silent grave to comfort
the heart of your desolate mother 1

“ Anne ! dearest Anne!” said Linhope, who had
followed her unobserved to the churchyard, ¢ it
is not from the grave that the voice must come which
nust speak peace to your heart. Seek for it in the
blessed word of God, and your labour will not be in
vain. You weep for the dead—that will teach you
to rejoice with the living—to wait with patient
hope for the restoration of all things.”

Mrs. Linhope still continued to weep, and taking
her hand, the curate résuined his discourse :

“ Supposing a man of large fortune had offered
to bring up one of your sons, and to leave him a fine
Cstate at his death, and you knew that his benefag-
tor was a good man, and that the child would be
treated with greater kindness than he possibly could
Feceive at our hands,—how would you have acted 1

It would have been painful to part with the
child,” said Mrs. Linhope, “ but under such cir-
Cumstances, it would have been an act of duty.”?

“ Then why continye to grieve for the loss of our
dear children? Your sons bave received a betier
Inheritance at the hands of their Maker than ever

ey could havc obtained from an earthly benefac-

T You weep that ‘they aré forever exempt from
the sins and sorrows of humanity : you weep that
they were accepted without trial, and were found

‘,’:Qﬂby 10 join thoss blessed spirits who constantly
A

weep that your sons are angels in Heaven! Op,
think of your monstrous ingratitude, and dry these
unavailing tears.”

Mrs. Linhope silently obeyed, and they returned
to the house together ; nor from that hour did she
again, in the presence of her husband, give way to
the excessive indulgence of grief.

Her brother, Richard Fleming, had for many
years been in partnership with his father, and pos-
sessing a restless and enterprising disposition, he
persuaded Mr. Fleming to embark a large part of
his property in severa] great mercantile specula-
tions then afloat. The old man was not fond of
this hazardous method of realizing a fortune, but
Richard was his only son, and he yielded at length,
though rather unwillingly, to his entreaties. For
awhile they were very successful, and continued to
realize wealth beyond their most sanguine expecta-
tions. Like too many speculators, not contented
with a fortunc already made, Richard ventured a
still higher stake, in which he won over Mrs. Linhope
to unite, promising her golden returns for the small
property she risked. 'The failure of g great house
in London with which they were connected, frustra-
ted all these brilliant schemes, and involved the poor
Linhopes in their commen ruin,

M. Fleming’s health had been for some time de-
clining, and the announcement of his name in the
gazette hastened his passage to the tomb, leaving
his distressed widow and his son without provigion
for the future. The former accepted with gratitude
an asylum offered her by the Linhopes, whose loss,
though small when compared with hers, was not
less their all.

Unbaffled by his late disappointment, the energe-
tic mind of the younger Fleming rose superior to
distress. The loss of his sister’s property affected
him more deeply than his own, and he determined
that no exertion on his part should be wanting to
restore those comforts, of which, by his rash specu-
lations, she had been deprived. o

“ This heavy reverse,” he said, ““had given him
experience. He already found himself a wiser and
a better man, and he resolved to overcome his pre-
sent misfortunes by vigorously meeting them. The
world was before him. Patience and industry
would soon enable him to regain the wealth he had
lost. The curate regarded the young merchant with
feelings ‘of admiration and respect, as folding his
mother and sister in a parting embrace, he declared
himself still rich in their Yove, and with only twenty
guineas in his pocket, he bade adieu to his native
shores, and embarked for Holland. He arrived at
Rotterdam in safety, obtained the situation of head
clerk in the compting-house of an old friend and
correspondent of his father’s, and for many years
all communication, save by letters, ceased between
Richard Fleming amd his famify.

and before the throne of God; yes, Aune, you

Sborlly. after these domestic troubles, Liahope
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was offered the curacy of B——, and as the emolu- | to walk or sit upright, and was wholly confined to
wients arising from it were better than those which; a recumbent posture, which forced hiin to relinquish
he at present enjoyed, he immediately closed with | his winistcrial duties, and support his family by
the offcr, glad to remove from a spot in which they | educaling six young gentlemen for college. Thus
Lad known so much of grief. 1t was with dcep re~ | wes the pious clergyman cnabled to overcome his

gret that Mrs. Linhope consented to leave her native , bodily sufferings, and administer to the necessilies

place, to sojourn in a distant part of England among
strangers. 'The imperative call of duty, however,

was felt and obeyed ; but she often turned her tear-|
ful eyes to lake a last look of the peaccful home !
they were leaving forever. No murmer of regret

rose to the lips of her aged mother. Weary of the

world and all its fleeting vanities, Mrs. Fleming no

Tonger suffered its ills to trouble her. Confidence in

the mercy of her Redeemer had dispersed the dark

clouds which had gathered so heavily over the even-

ing of her duys. The blue heaven of hope shone

serenely above her, aud she reflected on the wealth

she had lost with the calm indifference of one whose |
treasure is in the skics.

"They had not beeu many months in B—— before
all partics were reconciled to the change, and the
Dirth of Alice, which happened within the tivelve-
month, obliterated from the mind of the delighted
mother all her past sorrows. The young child grew
and prospered, and the glance of long passed happi-
niess shed its enlivening influence round the curate’s
fireside. Two years afler Sophia was added to his
dowmestic circle, and her great beauty and vivacity
cxcited the admiration of all beholders; and in-
duced her too indulgent mother to humour her in all
her infant whims and caprices.

The girls were yet in their infancy, when a serious
accident deprived their worthy father of more than |
half his income, and left them for years to struggle
with the chilling grasp of poverty. One dark and win-
try evening as Mr. Linhope was returning through
a narrow lane from a visit to a dying man, he was
alarmed by the sound of a waggon advancing at a
furious rate, and as he rightly conjectured, without
a driver. The high trees which overshadowed the
narrow path, rendered the darkness which surround-
cd hin more intense, and while endeavouring to
climb the bank,iin order to avoid the horses, he
stumbled over the projecting roof of a tree and fell
across the road, and the heavy vchicle passed over
his body. Fortunately the wagzon was cmpty, but
the poor curate received an injury to which broken
limbs would have been, comparatively speaking, a
mercy. lle was discovered a few minutes after the
accident took place, by the owner of the waggon,
whose team had started from the public house at the
end of the lane, whilst the driver was refreshing him-
self with a drink of ale. Mr. Linhope was convey-
¢d in an insensible state to his home. Medical aid
was called in, but the skill of the surgeon could only
alleviate without removing the injury he had sustain-
ed. The crush of the wheels had so materially hurt
the spine, that [or many years he was unable cither

of those dear to him.
(To be continued.)

THE SNOW DROP.

BY MISS HELEN MATHEWS.

A sNow-FLAKE fell from the summer sky,
As though it had burst its chain,

Where it lies enthralled in the realms on high
Until winter appears again.

It chanced to fall in a garden fair,
Where every flowret grew,

Watched by a guardian angel’s care,
Who bathed them all in dew ;

It rested near a blooming rose,
That shed its fragrance round,

Folding its lcaves in soft repose
To a fountaia’s silver sound.

The ange! smiled on its resting there,
And thus addresscd the snow :—

¢ What dost thou here, fair child of air,
While the summer sunbeams glow 17

The snow-flake said, ¢ Thy flowers have died,:
“ From the scorching sun on high ;

¢ And, when above, I have often sighed
¢ To see their colours fly.

¢ Then I vowed to visit the earth, and give
¢ New life to each rosy flower,

¢ Bidding each drooping blossom live
¢ To deck the angel’s bower.”

As the snow-flake spake, the flowers that lay
All withering on the ground,

Bloomed with the blush of a new-born day,
And brightness reigned around.

Then the angel said, “ If thou’lt stay with me,
¢ Sweet pitying spirit of air,

¢ A beauteous form. I’ll give o thee,
“ Than all these flowers more fair.”

Waving her hand, there rose to view,
In the place where the snow-flake came,

A pure white flower, fresh crowned with dew ; -
And the sNOW-DROP is its name.

THINKING.

THINKING is the least exerted privilege of culti-
vatcd humanity—Evans® Sketch,



l

(ORIGINAL.)

SKETCHES OF

VILLAGE LIFE.

Continued from our last Number,

CHAPTER IT1.

THE reader has alrcady been made partially ac-
quainted with the history of Albert and Emily
Dartmouth. What more nced be said of them here
can be expressed in a few words. Born of weatthy
parents, they had neither of them been accustermed
to depend upon their exertions for a livelihood,
But, in addition to a sound education, they had
been taught all that js requisite to make the one a
good and useful citizen, and the other a virtuous
and shining ornament of her sex. Albert was now
about twenty, and Emily a couple of years younger.
Albert was tall and slenderly built, but possessed a
keen black eye, and an intelligent, expressive coun-
tenance. They loved each other with a fervent and
confiding love, which their orphan state and desti-
tute circumstances tended to heighten.

It was, therefore, with melancholy sighings after
¢he society of old and well-tried friends and ac-
quaintanees, and mo little distrust in their own abi-
lities, that they thought of undertaking to conduct
a high school in the village of G——. At the same
dime they felt that this was the only means in their
power of enabling them to gain a respectable liveli-
hood, without being dependant upon their only

. friends—the good and generous Bartels—for a sup-

port. Consequently they proposed to undertake the
school ; and, after undergoing the necessary exami-
nation before the select men of the village, they were
recommended as well qualified for the task.

Preparations were immediately made for a Jarge
«umber of scholars, which it was calculated the
character of the school would draw to it, for the
purpose of acquiring a more thorough education
than the common elementary schools of the country
had been in the habit of giving.

In less than a fortnight every thing was made
zeady, and the two orphans entered upon the dutjes
of their new situation with heavy hearts, They
applied themselves, however, with diligent and sin-
gular ability to forward the interests of the school,
and with admirable success, for in a very short time
their fame spread abroad—every mouth was full of
their praise, and the school went on under the most
flattering auspices.

Amongst their warmest supporters was James
Pestley. He entered warmly into the arrangements
f‘"‘ the establishment of the school. He lost no time
In making the intimate acquaintance of Albert
D‘lftmouth, to whom he was profuse in his offers

company, both at home and abroad, he took un-
wearied pains to acquaint him with every particular
regarding the village, its history, society, trade,and
prospective advantages ; not forgotting all the whila
to hold up to view, in the most conspicuous light,

his own acts, and artfully insinuating that Chaun-

cey Bantwick was not just such a person as would
be likely to promote his interests, or who was worthy

of his private friendship, and darkly hinting that his
sister would do well not to listen to any tender ad-
vances he might be disposed to make her, as there
were more than one young lady he knew of, who
should be nameless, but who, if they werc consulted,
could “tell a tale of wo* that the fair Ermily would
shudder to hear. AH these dark insinuations were
told with an air of friendship, and so ingeniously
wrought into the common course of conversation,
that, afthough they avoided any direct allegation,
they were explicit enough to convey to the mind of
Albert that Chauncey Bantwick was that sort of a
man, from whom female virtuc and modesty should
recoil with horror. :

Pestley’s sole object in all this was to forward
his suit with Emily Dartmouth. For he had good
reason to fear that for him to attempt to sue for her
hand, on fair and honourable grounds,with Chauncey
Bantwick, would be to result in his own discomfi-
ture and his rival’s success. He therefore resolved
on adopting bold measures to obtain his end—to
destroy Chauncey’s character with the Dartmouths,
amd while the deception should last, to drive his suit
for Emily’s hand with all possible dispatch ; and he
hoped that on the strength of his great exertions to
advance their interests, he might succeed in gaining
his point without much difficulty.

His intimacy with Albert gave him frequent op-
portunities of seeing Emily ; but at first he artfully
confined his conversation to topics which generally
had more or less bearing upon the business of the
school. By this means also he was enabled to fur-
ther his designs against his rivai, by insinuating to
her swhat he had done to ter brother, and by the
anxiety be always manifested for her welfare—his
protestations of friendship—and his bland and assi-
duous conduct towards her on all oceasions, he
completely succeeded in this part of his object.

In the mean time, Mr. Bantwick, unsuspicious of
the foul means resorted Lo by his partner to blast
his reputation in order to advance his interests with
the Dartmouths, had also been active in his en-

of assistance, and whom he endeavoured to persuade | deavours ta establish the school. He improveq

10 one eould be more devated 1o his interests than

every opportunity to set fcrth the orphan state of

© was. Improving crery opportunity to be in his | the teechers, and their charucler for amiability and
0
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capacity. Through his influence many pupile were!  Chauncey’s despondency inercased from day to
brought from a distance, and it was mainly through! day, so that he found it difficult to keep his mind
his exertions that the prosperity of the school becaine | at all upon business, and in order to hide his mel-
permanently established. iancholy from the notice of his friends, he sought
In this way did he readily benefit the Dartmouths, | solitude, frequently indulging in long walks along
though unknown to them—his nobleness of soul, | the scquestered banks of the luke, and in the thick
unlike that of the arch Pestley, preventing him from | foliage of the adjoining woods. Ife neglected his
sounding his own good deeds in' their faces, and l dress ; suffered his beard to grow to a great length;
making false declarations of friendship, which were | and became greatly altered in his personal appear-
to consist for a time in mere words, until the ac- ! ance,
complishment of some sinister views, and then,

evaporate like the morning mist before a burning ;
sun.

One eveniug, whilst on one of these solitary ram-
bles, he chanced, in turning a sharp angle of a

He, however, made several attempts to eultivate
the friendship of Albert Dartmouth ; and his love
for Emily prompted him to address her whenever
he met her ; but he was surprised at being received
by them both with cold and distant formality. At

length, perceiving that his presence gave them un-’

easiness, he discontinued his visits altogether. This
comduct on their part gave him great distress, and
it pained him still more 1o observe that Pestley was
at all times received with warmth and friendship,

- and that all their movements appeared to be influ-
enced by his advice.

It happened about this time, that Chauocey was
obliged to go to town with Mr. Colts, ta purchase
goods. Pestley scized upon the occasion to biack-
en, still deeper, his rival’s character, in the minds of
the Dartmouths, and he began now, under favour of

the great services he had rendered them, to break o

graduatly, though cautiously, to Emily, the matter
nearest his heart.

When Chauncey returned from his journey, he |

discovered from unequivocal sizns, that matlers
were grown no better, but rather worse yi}h lfim H
and he gave himself up to gloomy antwnpatmfxs.
He made no efforts to renew his acquaiutance with
the Dartmouths ; and, whenever they happened to
mest in the street, (for they met no where else), a
formal nod of the head was all the recognition ren-
wered on either hand, and the unhappy man aban-
doned in despair, all idea of ever gaining the hand
and heart of Emily Dartmoyth ; still he felt that
without her, life would be, to him, but an aching
void; 50 deeply had his affections already been
rivetted upon her.

In the meantime, Jumes Pestley was delighted
with the favorable operation of his plan. He flat-
tered himsell that he had not only forever prevented
Bantwick from becoming an accepted lover -of
Emily’s, but that he had made considerable pro-
gress towards gaining her heart to himself, 2 in
order to carry on his operalions in greater scenrity,
he concealed his condact from his intended victim,
under the most marked zood feelinz, and Chaun-
cey was surprised to find Lim o checrtul ond
friendly, when, from their relative situations, e cx-
pecud.di(ferenl feelings from him.

| copse of bushes, to encounter Calista Bartel and
{ Emily Dertmouth, who were enjoying an evening
rwalk. He was so deeply engaged with his own
igloomy reflections, that he did not discover them,
i until Calista'exclaimed, as she quickly extended her
+hand to shake his:  Why, Mr. Bantwick, where
“have you been this ong while that you have not
.called to see us?2” then starting back in alarn as
i she observed his dejected appearance, she continued,
;% Mercy on us ! what has happened to you; you
-loolk ill, Chauncey. Say, what has happened 2"

Emily Dartmouth, at first sight of ‘Chaureey,
started baek ‘half frightened, and gently - pulling
! Calista’s urm, whispered in her ear to return ; but
{ Miss Bartel stood firm, and looked with astonish-
Iment at Mr. Bantwick ; who, at her exclamation
"of surprise and alarm, had suddenly stopped and
{ was looking her mournfully in the face. A tear
" started to his eye, and he was about to- answer,
! when casting a glance upon Emily, and observing
| her evident desire to be gone, he suddenly arrested

i

!h's speech ; and turning aside, said with a falter-
ing voice as he bowed low, and then walked rapidly
away, “1 beg pardon ladies, for this interruption to
tyour welk. I did not expect to have met either
Jriends or enemies here tonight, or I should not have
intruded my presence in this place.”

There was a peculiar emph placed upon the
words ““friends > and “enemies,” which made
Calista suspect all was not right ; and when she
saw Chauncey leave them 0 abruptly, and hurry
from their sight, she remarked to Emily * that there
must be something the matter with him, for she
never before had seen him appear so 0dd.”

“Indeed, Calista,” said Emily, alter watching
Chauncey’s retreating figure until it receded from
view. “lam surpriscd you should take so mnuch
interest in that young man !’

“ How so, Emily 7

¢ Why I should think that no young lady, who
valued her reputation much, would be so eager to
i shake hands with & man of Mr. Bantwick’s charac*

ter.”?
Il “ Indced, Miss Dartmouth, I do not understand

1you ! said Calista, colouring, and looking hard in-
"t her eompanion’s face for an explanation.

i
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“ Can you be ignorant then that Mr. Bantwick is

._is —— )?

“Is what 17 ejaculated Calista, wondering ; and
impatient to know what Emily would say.

Surprised at the warmth of Calista’s manner,
Emily stil) hesitated to speak what was on her mind,
but at length she said ;

“Why I am told he has many bad faults, but 1
should judge from your manner that you must be
entirely ignorant of them.”

“ Believe me, Emily, you have been wrongly in-
formod. I have known Mr. Bantwick for more than
ten years; and I can truly say, a more exemplary
young man, or a better companion, I never knew,”
Teturned Calista, earnestly.

“ Has he never been in love 3’
Emily.

“ Not that I ever knew or heard of,” replied Ca.-
lista, smiling.

‘¢ And do you say that he never has paid his ad-
dresses to any young lady in any manner within your
knotvledge ** continueq Emily, looking into Ca-
lista’s face with an earnestness that startled her.

“No! But why pll these questions, Miss Dart-
mouth?  Surely you must have been arossly de-
ceived by some designing person,” replied Calista,
her curiosity becoming greatly excited.

1 will explain to you another time,” said Emily,
then looking searchingly into Calista’s face as if to
read her inmost thoughts, she added. ¢ Upon your
word of henour, Calista, is what You have told me
the truth 71>

“ Most certainly it s, my dear Emily. Do you
think T would lieto you 4 least of all in this instance,
wherein 1 have not the least motive for uttering a
falsehood? No! Emily, you may rely upon what
T telt you as a fact,” replied Calista, with anima-
tion,

Miss Dartmouth’s countenance brightened up;
and drawing a long breath as if relieved of a beavy
burthen, she said: “T am satisfied, I know, my

timidly enquired

dear Calista, that you at least have no motive for |

deceiving me ; and I feel that [ can rely upon you
23 a friend in all cases: and be assured what you
have told me tonight has relieved me of a great deal
Of unhappiness. T promise you shall know all soon,
tis now getting lte, so let us go home,” and the
two ladjes, locking arms, bent their steps towards
the house. .
Miss Dartmouth went immediately to her brothers

Apartment, intending to reveal to him the discoveris !

*he had made. But upon entering whom should she
hotd byt Pestley in deep conversation with Albert.
he woulg have rctired, but Pestley observing her
Ntention, aroee from his scat, and flying to her side,

®xclaimed, as he seized her hand to' lead her to a
“ My dear madam, you will not leave us 1

<hajr ;
We have

been awaiting your return for some time:
We have

& amall matter on the tapis upon which we

jown[” But, unfortunstely for him,

27

desire your opinion ;* and putting on one of his
blandest smiles, he; in the politest manner possible,
led her to a chair and seated himsell beside her ;
whilst Albert, taking advantage of the manoeuvre,
left the room to the Young couple.

Miss Dartmouth’s iate exercise had given to her
face an animated flush; which was now heightened
to a deep crimson by the marked attentions of &
man whom she had never regarded in any other
light than as a common friend, but whom she now
looked upon as an object of disgust. As she threw
off her bonnet and shawl, her hair fell in loose curls
on a neck and shoulders of snowy whiteness ; and
at this momen she 8ppeared more beautiful and
interesting o her enamoured lover than he had ever
before seen her. “ How Rappy,” thought ke,
“must that man be who can call such charms His
there wers
feelings at that moment at work jn the breast of
Emily, which indicated that those charms never
could be kis.

As she sat in her chair she scarchingly eyed him:
from head to foot ; and whilst his deformed person
underwent the strictest mental examination, she
thought how much more deformed and base must be
the mind it containéd, which eould resort 1o such
unmanly means o gdin her affections. She turned
ovel in her mind all the circumstances of hjy pre-
tended friendship : how be had suceeeded in persua-
ding her and her brother to cast off Bantwick, whose
engaging person and manly bearing appeared at
that moment in striking and agrecable contrast to
that of Pestley ; and how, under pretence of for-
warding their interests and welfare, he had artfully
insinuated his intention to apply for her hand. A4
she thought of all this she absolutely loathed hig
pr . How unlucky, therefore, wis Mr. Pest-
ley, to have pitched upon this very time for explieit-
Iy declaring his love, and demanding the fajr hand
of Miss Dastmouth in marriege. He had been
conversing with her brother during her absence, and
had laid open to him all his hymenia} schemes, and
gained his consent Lo “ pop the question.”

Possessing none of the timidity of character of
Chauncey Bantwick, and urged on by his violent
passion, he, after a few moments of thought, opened
his business, and, without any circumlocution of
language, came right to the point.

¢ My dear -Emily,” said he, drawing his chair
nearer hers and attempting to take her hand, but
which she prevented by withdrawir!g it from his
reach, ““1 ean no longer refrain from openly declars
ing my love for you. - Thia js my object here tonight,
and this is the matter upon which I am impatient to
get your opinion. I shall be miserable until I hear
{rom your sweet lips what ty fate is to be. . Speak,
dearest Emily, will you make me forever happy, by
consenting to become my wife 77

This passionate appeal again brought the erimason
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blood into tho face of Miss Dartmouth, and when
Pestley had concluded, she arose, and in all her na-
tive easc and dignity of manner, replied, as her keen
eye sparkled with indignation :

«gjr! I can no longer patiently bear with the
protestations of a man who has basely deceived me !
2 man who, under the garb of fricndship, has stoop=
ed to villify the character of an innocent persen!
What may have been your ullimate designs in ald
this, sir, I shall not pretend to inquire—it matters
not, since 1 have been enabled to find you out before
you completely succeeded in your object. Ibegyou
will trouble me no more with your hollow profes-
sions, put reserve them for some person who may
possess tastes and dispositions more congenial with
your own. Good night.”” Saying these words, she
turned on her heal, and walked out of the room,
leaving Pestley,—who had, during the delivery of
her speech, risen to his feet,—petrified with esto-
nishment, and fixed to the spot.

Pestley saw at once that his well-laid schemes
were frustrated—the possibility of gaining the hand
of his captivator forever crushed—and all his dreams
of bliss dashed to the earth at a blow.

The violence of his character, osercoming the
soft impulses of love, suddenly burst forth in invok-
ing a torrent of curses and jinprecations on the head
of her who, but a moment before, he would have
given all he possessed to call his. He stamped on
the floor iw the greatest rage, and called loudly upon
Emily to return ; but receiving no answer, he seiz-
ed his hat, and rushed out of the house, swecaring
vengeance on alb its inmates.

He flew direstly to Joshua’s chamber, oand rushing
in, without ceremeny, he threw his hat down on the
table, and tcaring opem his coat and vest, as if to
give vent 1o his laboring and almost stifling breath,
he again broke out into the most violent language
and gestures. He paced the room backwards and
forwards with rapid strides, calling down curses on
the head of Miss Dartmouth and all her friends, in
such a manner that Mr. Cotts, although familiar
with his violent temperament, for a while looked on
in silent astonishment.

At length, however, afler recovering & little from
his first shock of surprise, he exclaimed, as he laid
hold of Pestley’s shoulder and endeavoured to ¢alm
him. “For God’s sake! what is the matter now
Pestley 1 1 83y, shaking him, “stop ! you are be-
side yourself.”

« Let me alone, Cotts, I have been insulted, de-
graded! yes, degraded! and by whom, do you
think 7 continued Pestley, as he suddenly stopped
in the middle of the floor, and sternly looked Joshua
in the face, the fire sparkling from his excited eye-
bLalls, his nostrills alternately dilating snd compress-
ing with the violence of his emotion, and his whole
countenance espressing the most bitter hatred and
contempt, ¢ By that duspicable orphan girl ! whom
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1 have foolishly laboured to keep from absolite’
beggary, and to whom I have been weak enough tov
make an offer of my heart and hand! and would
you believe, Cotts 7 the ungrateful ereature has re~’
jected my honourable proposals. Yes! she has lit-
erally spurned me from her presence, as though ¥
were a dog, or a reptile! By Heavens, Colts, she
shall repent of this. The day will come, when she
will be glad to purchase my forbearance from per-
secyting her to overwhelming ruin, by prostrating
her proud self in the very dust at my feet, and beg-
ging for mercy, as she has, this day, prostrated alt
my fondest hopes of happincss to the earth,” and
the enraged man broke away from Joshua’s grasp,:
and continued frantically to stamp and rave, up-
and down the room, uatil' nature becoming fairly
exhausted, he sank into a chair gasping for breath.

*Well, well!” exclaimed Joshua, when Pestley
was at length silent, ““ this is a pretty mess of fish
you kave got yourself into. Didn’t I warn you of
it, James ? But it is no more than I expected ; there
never ean be one of your pie-nic ladies won, with-
out just 80 much fuss. ¥ knew from the beginning,
that you would have to give up to Chaunce; for,
you know, he i a right ladg-man, he has the senti-
ment, the feeling, the devil may know what, whhich
is always sure 10 take with your sentimental girls.
But you are destitute of thesé, Pesticy. Besides,
who do you expeet is going to fall in love with your
one arm, your lockjaw, and your halting gait, to
say nothing of other equally prominent qualities 2
No, no, James, you must look for a wife amongst
thoee: who regard riches and their concomitunts,
more than personal attractions ; and, by the way, ¥
have onc in my eye who will meke you a good
wife;; and, besidesy bring you a handsome dowry
in addition te her personal charms ; which is worth
all the unmeaning sentimentalism you can pro-
duce.”

Joshua saw that he had aroused his pariner’s at~
tention by these remarks, and assuming a morc
earnest manner, he continued, *I gonsider this &
fortunate occurrence for us both ; it will enable us:
te work together for our mutual advantage; and, now
hearken to my advice James, let alone Miss Dart~
mouth, and go to work like a scnsible man—court
up Miss Norvel, marry her, she will bring you a.
cool thousand ; which is no small matter these days ;
settle down, and be steady. Let Chance, if he will,
throw himself away on a poor unknown girl, 1
should like nothing better ; he will find that beauty
will mot compensate for wealth; and when the
honey meon s over, he will look back with regret
on the good offers he hasslighted. His love will
turn to hatred, disagrecment and unhappiness will
follow, then look out for breakers.”

As Joshua continued, Pestley’s attention seemed
{0 be more and more fixed. He bent forward and

eagerly devoured every word that wes uttered,
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dark smile played upon his coarse feature, a new
light seemed to have burst upon him; no longer
was he moved by the soft impulses of love,—gold
was now the ruling passion, and already he enjoyed,
in anticipation, the advantages that would accrue to
him, from the accession of fortune which was to
fall to him with the person of Miss Norvel : Joshua
proceeded :

“ I will marry the widow Comstock. Then, with
the united means thus gained by these advanta-
geous connexions, we shall be enabled to pay off
old Bantwick, and do without Chance, whom we
must get rid of as soon as possible ; for his head is
fairly turned ; and if he marry that girl, he’s done

" for. Besides,” here Joshua drew his chair nearer
that of Pestley, and in a lower tone of voice went
on, ‘* besides, between you and me, Pestley, I don’t
like Chauncey’s being considered the fairest dealer
by our customers, Haven’t you noticed James,
that they wont trade with either of us, when ke is
present, and can wait upon them? This doesn’t
look right to ine, Ill assure you ; we must work ihe
card 30 as to cure this business,” concluded Joshua
with a mysterious shake of the head, and looking
stedfastly at his partner, awaiting his opinion.

Pestley replied, ““dear Cotts, I am delighted
with your plans, you could not have hit my mind
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CHAPTERJY.
IT was all very true what Chauncey Bantwick’s
partners had said of him in regard to the partiality
of their customers for him, as related in the preced-
ing chapter. He had indeed stolen their hearts.
His warm feelings, open, frank and honest dealings
had engaged their affections. They loved him for
his good qualities, as much as they hated Pestley
and Cotts for their cold, calculating and overbearing
dispositions. They were, therefore, ever ready to
speak well of Chauncey, and do him any little fa-
vour,when they would not lift a finger for either of his
partners. In a word, Chauncey was a favourite.
Cotts had seen this, and he foresaw to what it would
lead if not checked in season ; and he had long been
studying what method to hit upon to destroy Bant-
wick’s popularity and build up his own on its ruins,
when the incidents just related furnished him good
grounds to work upon, and happily ensure him the
undivided support and coneurrence of Pcstlef.
Henceforth, therefore, the interests of this worthy
couple becamo one and the same—they thought,
spoke and acted in unison—their ultimate aim being
to acquire wealth at all hazards; and in the prose-
cution of this object to make no bones of removing
every obstacle, of whatever nature, that might op-

pose itself to their designs. As a necessary conse~

better. As it respects my marrying Miss Norvel, iquence the ruin of Chauncey Bantwick and the
I shall make no objections, seeing the money ﬂhe[involving of Miss Dartmouth in the same vortex
will bring with her.  But as for loving her, that’s | was determined on. But, as Joshua had said, it was

out of the question, I’ve no longer love for any fe- !

necessary they should proceed with great circum=~

male living ; that passion will forever remain dor- | spection. They, thereforc, shaped their measures so

mant; but let that pass! What you have noticed
about Chaunce, has not escaped my observation, 1
have, for some time, felt that we must separate, our
dispositions are not alike. He is too generous and
open hearted for a trader ; besides, after having
been rejected by the woman whom he will un-
doubtedly make his wife, if let alone, I cannot do
business with him. So, I agree with you, that
we must get rid of him as soon as possible, and I
must further stipulate, that [ am to have your assis-
tance in bringing about my revenge’on that wretch !
that————1!! for I swear, I’ll never rest, until I
am amply repaid for the wrongs she had done me ;
do you consegt ¥’ concluded Pestley, again awak-
ing into passion, at the thoughts of the rejection of
his suit.

“ Why, as to that matter,” replied Joshua, ¢ as
our interests appear to be about the same, I see no
teason why we may not safely pull at the same
string.  But, I must insist upon your not engaging
in such measures, for it bchooves us to work
Warily.”

“ Let me alone for that,” said Pestley, knowingly
thaking his head; ¢ and, 83 We now understand
‘each other, let’s to our work,” and the two friends
shaking bands as if to seal their covenant, took
deave of each other for the night.

as to appear in Mr. Bantwick’s eyes the same friends.
as ever ; and they succeeded in carrying on their
secret operations without eliciting the least suspicion
but that all was right.

Albert Dartmouth, who had heard Pestley’s vio-
lent language when he left the house, hastened to
Emily’s room and demanded the reason of her
strange conduct ; for he at once gucssed the cause
of Pestley’s anger to be a rejection of his suit.
Emily, when she had sufficiently recovered from her
agitation to enable her to relate a straight story
acquainted him with what Calista had told her in
regard to Bantwick’s character, and then sct forth,
in lively colours, Pestley’s unmanly conduct; and
concluded by saying, ¢ that were his personal at-
tractions ever so great, (and she was sure he could
not boast much on this head) she could not consent
to receive his attentions a moment after she had
found him guilty of such baseness,”

Albert felt that she ivas right, but still he could
not but feel sorry that she had been so hasty in re-
jecting the suit of a man, who, from the influence
he was able to commaund over their affairs, had itin
his power lo injure them greatly ; and from whose
vindictive disposition they could expect no mercy.

Emily noticed his embarrassment, and becoming
alarmed lest she had gone too far, raid :
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¢ Dear brother, 1 have done wrong 3

1 have been thinking, Emily, that the course
you have taken will give‘us trouble : but upon the
whole, T cannot blame you. Indecd it is better we
should suffer the consequences of Pestley’s rage than
allow ourselves to be participators in his villainy.
Our blessed parents ever taught us to pursue the
path of rectitude in all circumstances, let the conse-
quences be what they might 5 and, I know of no
better course to pursue in this instance. Let us do
right, and trust in God for protection.”

“ My dear brother,” said Emily brightening up,
and wiping a starting tear from her eye; *‘ you
make me happy by cainciding with my view of the
case.  Weshall, I am sure, be borne out in doing
right by the respectable portion of this village. At
all events, let us do our duty and hope for the best.”

 And, Enmily, I think one of our first duties is to
make due reparation to Mr. Bantwick for the injury
we have ignoranlly dotte him. Tndeed it is strange
how Pestiey succeeded in blinding our eyes so as to
induce us to refuse his offers of friendship and assis- |
tance, for he certainly always appeared like a gen
tlemanly, highminded young man ; and I even now
recoilect having heard him well spoken of by many
of his customers whilst casually overhearing their
conversstion. But really I placed so much confi-
dence in what Pestlcy told me, that [ coutd not be-
lieve him anything Lut an unprincipled man for all
that. But now our eyes are opened to the truth, we
ought to apologise.”

If there had been lookers-on present they might
have detecled a modest blush on the smiling coun-
Llenance of Miss Dartmouth, at hearing this pleasant
announcement ; but although she felf zery anxious
to second her brother’s proposition, slre merely, and
in as unconcerned a wanner as ehe could command,
Zave her consent as o malter of course. This busi-
ness being settied Emily embraced her brother and
hastened to Calista’s room to acquaint her with
what had tranepired ; as well as to explain to her

 the motives of her questions concerning Bantwick.

“Why, Emily,” cried Calista, as she entered the
room, 1 did not expeet to see you again tonight :
what has brought you here g0 late 7

““Dont be alarmed, Calista, I only want a few
words of conversation with you befose I sleep. You
know I promised you an explanation 2%

¢ Well, I am impatient to hear it,” said Calista,
putting herself into an attitude.

Emily then went on to state the course Pestley
had been pursuing, and how he had succecded in
turning her and Albert against Mr, Bantwick ; and
wound up with a full detail of her last interview
with Pestley.

“1a it possible ! exelaimed Catista, when Emily
had finished her relation, * that Sames Pestiey has |
resorted to such dishonourable measures to gain |

your hand ? That is what I should not have dresmt -
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of;; but ome does not kmosv what the heart of man is
made of until it has been tried ; and it seems Pest-
ley’s does not stand the test honourably. Heigh
day ! what will not love prompt one todo. But I
am 30 thankful, Emily, that you have found him out—
and how he stormed, poor fellow ! when he found
himself foiled. Ah! ah !’ and Calista enjoyed a
hearty laugh.

““Dont carry on so, dear Calista,” said Emily,
seriously. “For my part 1 feel more like crying
than laughing.”

“Why ! are you sorroy you have given him the
mitten 3"’

““No!” rejoined Emily, emphatieally. It is
not that I am sorry for, I assure you, but it is the
dreadful oaths and impreeations he uttered, and his.
violent manner when he heard my refasal, which
gives me uneasiness. I am afraid be will commit
some terrible erime to get revenge of me.”

“La, do not you mind his threats; you have
friends who will rally around you, and protect you
from his impotent rage,” replied Calista, endeavour-
ing 1o calm her fears. *¢ But,” she continued,
changing the conversation, I am so glad for poor
Bantwick—I now see the reason of hiw strange con-
duct of late—I could not divire why He should stay
away 50 long ; bat this news will give him new life,
and one bright smile from that face of yours will
make him himself again. Shan’t I just give him a
hint that all’s right again 2 enquired’ Calista, ro-
guishly.

“ My brother will apologise to Mr. Bantwick,”
replied Emily, endeavouring to hide another blush’
which came unbidden to her cheek.

“And you, Emily, do you think you owe Mr.
Bantwick no personal apology? Uam sure that he
will not be satisfied with any ¢ amende honourable,
that shall not proceed from your own lips.*

“1am certainly ready and willing to make all
necessary acknowledgments to one whom I am
sensible we have injured.”

““Ah! now you speak out, Emily : but tell me,
wouldn’t you feel a sort of pleasure in doing so in
this instance 7

¢ Why, certainly. Calista ; one ought always to
take pleasure in doing ones duty,” replied Emily,.
with nonchalance.

“Yes: but would not your duty in this particu-
lor instance be a very pleasant one 7’ demanded
the persevering Calista.

¢ Really, Miss Bartel, I cannot divinc what you
would have me say : you seem as eager {0 pump
me 1now as I was a short time 2go to question you,”
said Miss Dartmouth, confused.

‘¢ Ah! ah ! exclaimed Calista, tsughing ; it is
my turn now,antl I mean toimprove my opportuntiy ;
and, to come to tiie point at once, ¥ wish to know,
that if in case Mr. Bantwick should just hint—
barely hint to you whut Mr. Pestle has had the au-
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dacity to declare openly tonight, whether you would | Dartmouths had been turned against him.  This
ke plended to render him a similar answer,” and | thought rejoiced him exsceedingly, as it showed him
Calista, with an arch smile, looked keenly into Miss | that there might vet be a possibility of his gaining
Dartmouth’s face for an answer. fihe hand of Miss Duartmouth.  He therefore banish-
¢ Really, Miss Bartel, if you are determined to { ed every other thing from his mind. and with a glad-
go on in this way you will forec meto leave you: so | some heart set about. making preparations to com-
good night,™ and Emily darted out of the room, | ply with the closing pait of the letter, ““their wish
though with a sinile on her countenance, and a blush* to sce him #0on.” He shaved off his neglected
‘mantling her forehead, which cave a better answer beard, had bis hair dressed in the latest style of
toher tormentor’s enquiries than any words could | fashion, and ordering his best suit of clothes, made
have doue. I his toilette with the nicest care, then sallicd lorth,
The fact was, Linily Dartmouth was hersell noti: with a lizhtness of step and a buoyaney of spirit,
far from being in love. Ier first meeting with l strikingly in conirast with his sad walk and mourn-
Chauncey produced an impression which was great- ; {ul feetings the night Lefore.
ly increased by her second interview at the ball. |
His handsome exterior, modest deportment and:
manly bearing, did not fail to have their effeet upon
lier young &nd innocent heart ; and it had required

Arrived at Mr. Batel’s, he, with a patpitating
heart, knocked lightly at the door.  In a moment

or two he heard light footsteps tripping softly along

i the passaze way, and his heart beat still more vio-
a strong effort over her natural feelings to bring her-

lently when the door opencd. and Emily Dartmouth
sell to deny his visits, alter Pestley had succeeded : stood before him, in all the morning bloom of virgin

in making her believe that he was an unprincipled ' beanty and innocence.  With au casy grace, she
man. Now that she had learned the falsity of these | politely invited him into the purlour, and handing
representations, and Chauncey’s character again Chim a chair, said :

shone out brighter (han ever, her former feelings; *“ My brother is out just now, but he will return
returned with redoubled ardour ; and, although she 'immediately. In the mean time you can smuse
would not acknowledge 1o hersell that she was in | yoursell with this book,” putting into his hand a
love, still it was evident that the tender passion was | late annual, ¢ or 7

ingensibly stealing over her.

fired to restthat night full of pleasing anticipations |

and withal, impatient to see the day that should
bring about a reconciliation.

When Mr. Bantwick arosc the next morning after
meeting the ladies as before related, and whilst me-
chanically putling on his clothes, his mind being oc-
cupicd as usual with his gloomy prospects, a servant
entered the room and handed him a letter. Chaun-
cey examined the superscription very attentively for
a moment, then broke the seal and read as follows :
. “DEAR S1r,~-Fecling that something is duc you
from myself and sister, by way of apology for our
conduct towards you of late, I hasten to say, that,
having been grossly deccived in rezard to your

, character, by a person high in the public esteem, we
vwere led into that course of conduct towards you,
 Which you have no doubt painfully noticed, and for
which we now fecl the most unfeianed sorrow. Our
éfdent desire is to renew your acquaintance, if yon,

Mzr what has happened, can fecl free to forgive |

,_ injury we have unintentionally done your feel-
gs, and may think us worlhy your regard.—-

bping to see you soon, I remain, dear sir, your
Blledient servant,

“A. DarTMoUTH,
‘S'a.turday evening, —— 179~-."
hauncey read this leller over and over again,
d weighed well its contents in every point of view.
¥fié more he studied, the more he became comvinced
b some dark intrigue had been going on against

Wipjand that it was through this mears that the

At all events, she re- |

)

“1 thank you,” stammered Chauncey, for his
bashfulness, and the embarrassment incident, [ sup-
pose, Lo almost alf lovers when on the point of mak-
ing a first declaration of their tender passion to
their adored, ahinost choked his utterance, 1 thani
you, Emily, I did not-—that is--I was not in a hurry
[ 1o see your brother; nor am I much inclined to read
rat present.”’

Here Mr. Bantwick had to stop and get breath,
and Emily, in much confusion, said :

“ Perhaps then you would like to walk until Al-
 bert returng 77
| By no means, my dear Eanily, unless you will
[favour me with your company,”* said Chauncey,
a little recovered from his first shock.
I Miss Dartmouth made no answer, but cast her
cves to the floor and blushed decply.
{ continued :

Chauncey

“1 have just now received a note from your
brother, informing me of the cause of my being so
| coolly received by you of late.  You cannot imagine
my happiness at finding it was nothing worse that
drove me from your presence, since 1 flatter myself
there is yet a hope that I may be allowed to pay
my court to 0 much loveliness and beauty, as no
other but yoursell possesses, dearest Emily.” As
Mr. Bantwick delivered himself of this nold specech,
he summoned his courage up 1o a point which ena~
bled him to draw his chair close beside Emily’s, and
to take her hand in his, which, though not with-
drawn as it had been from Pestley’s touch on a

similai occusion, ye! trembled like an aspent Jeaf,



g;d through the instinct of sensi.tive modesty, par-
tially recoiled - from his passionate pressure.—
Mr. Bantwick continued to hold her hand whilst he
went on: ¢ You cannot imagine what pangs I have
endured whilst under the ban of your displeasure ;
and I cannot live longer withoat hearing from your
sweet lipg my doom, whether of happiness or misery.
Speak, dearest, am 1 to be happy or miserable 7"’

Miss Dartmouth, colouring deeply, put her hand-
Kkerchiel to her face with her disengaged hand, in
order to hide her emotion ; a gentle tear moistencd
her soft blue eye, as it meltingly fell on Bantwick’s
and a gentle, warm, life-inspiring pressure of the
hand that grasped hers, was the only answer return-
cd. And what mors rapturous one could man wish
for 7 Who that has cver experienced the like could
say they would exchange it for all the words that
could be uttered ¥ Chauncey was satisfied—extatic
feelings filled his breast, and a thrilling joy pervad-
ed his whole system. He clasped the lovely girl in
his arms, imprinted a burniug kiss upon her rosy
lips, and for a moment the hearts of the youthful
Jovers throbbed in umison, drowned in all the rap=
tarous emotions of that first and never to be equalled
embrace. But it was only for a moment that these
wild expressions of love were allowed to gain the
mastery over sober reason. Emily, who was the
first to feel the peculiarity of their situation, quickly
disengaged herself {rom her lover’s arms, and endea-
vouring to arrange her head dress, which had suﬂ‘e.r-
ed a partial destruction in the occurrence, said,
with a reproachful look :

< This is going too far, Mr. Bantwick. Indeed
you ought to have been satisfied with less.”

«{ ask a thousand pardons, dear Emily, but 1
could not withstand the temptation. And then,
you know, | wished to make up for time lost while
under banishment from your presence,” said Chauo-
cey, laughing. )

* You have my pardon for this time, sir, on con-
dition you acquit me of the wrong J have done you
in that disagreeable business 1”

¢ Most freely 1 do, Emily, and were your crime
a thousand times gpeater than it is, it would be
more than wiped away, by one approving smile from
that sweet face of yours.”

< Come now, have done with your flattery, Mr,
Bantwick.”

s | am ever ready to obey your eommands, ma-

N

dam but I'beg to say, you have made me one of

the happiest of men today, as you but yesterday
made me one of the most miserable.”

At tois juncture the door opened, and Albert cn-
terod, leading in Calista. They had been enjoying
a morning walk, and their smiling, blushing coun
tenancesitold that it had been one of éclaircissement.
In a wocd, they had that morning exchanged their
vows of love, and they were full of those happy
feclings cagsequent on such an occasion.  No sooncr
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did they enter the room than the two parties instants
Iy conjectured what had trauspired between them
respectively.  Albert shook Chauncey Bantwick
{warmly by the hand, and welcomed him to his fire-
iside ; whilst the ladies hied themselves to a window
to felicitate each other upon their mutual happiness.

Mr. Bantwick soon took leave, and returned home
filled with the most delighiful anticipations of future
bliss. Scarcely a day passed, after this happy re-
rconciliation, without his spending a portion of his
itime in Emily’s society ; and many were the bliss-
iful hours they enjoyed together, rambling in the
‘evening shades, through sequestercd groves, and
over romantic hills and dales, breathing into each
other’s ears the warm and glowing feelings of their
youthful love. And perhaps there never were two
spirits more congenial in tempgrament, tastes, and
disposition than theirs. The beauty and loveliness
of their persons and characters rendered them a
couple not often to be met with. Being now open
and declared lovers, it was in every one’s mouth
that they werc soon to be married, and all uttered
their heartfelt prayers for their prosperity. Even
Pestley, from whom the most bitter opposition wvas
expected, appeared to participate in the general re~
joicings ; and Mr. Bantwick was surprised to find
bim so kind, so obliging, and so good.

Would that we could end our tale here, before
this felicitous state of things should be marred by
the crosses and bitter disappointments which the
future holds in store; but our duty compels us to
proceed now, to recount the secret operations of
‘Pestley and his plotting partncr.

We will, therefore, just take the liberty to intro«
duce the reader into Mrs. Norvel’s drawing-room
where, on the aflernoon of a pleasant May day,
whose date was a short period subsequent to Pest~
ley’s last interview with Emily Dartmouth, werc col~
lected a select réunion of choice spirits, at the special
invitation"jof Mrs. Norvel, though at the instance
of Pestley and Cotts. The party consisted of those
two gentlemen, the widow Comstock, Mr. and Mrs.
Norval and their daughter.

The intermediate time between the occurrcace of
the aforesaid event and this meeting, had been occu-
pied by Pestley and Cotts in putting into a proper
train, the secret plans, for the maturing of which,
all parties interested were now met in full conclave-
A perfect understanding had already been come to,
in regard to the contemplated marriages of Pestley’
with Miss Norvel, and Cotts with the fair widow
Comstock. These points had been duly settled by
proper course of propositions and acceptances, be-
tween those parties respectively; and the sanctio?
of parents and friends had been obtained. The ob~
ject of this gathering being fo arrange as to the:
manner, the time and place, in which these happy
events should be consummated ; and more partict™
larly, to come to a general understanding in regard

2
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‘THE DEATH OF A SCHOLLBOY.

b.
#M",'km of operation it was proposed to be
10 orger 1o bring about the objects so much
tago 7 O, ¥iz: the overthrow of Mr. Bantwick,
. d,"_"’"fe on Emily Dartmouth.
% ussion which these fast mentjoned points
M"“ very animated ; and if there were not
M”‘ﬁoﬁc speeches, such as would grace a
hd‘hi hay, ‘Put forth on the occasion, it cannot
i °:?,n l.these were rare samples of the inge-
hﬂt’ *ention, and refined specimens of the de-
Uman nature, proclaimed both from
Pe'tle, \ and .manly tongues.
M 'mpatient nature prompted him to re-
ey, o the adoption of open and avowed mea-
M’:lt ¢ Was overruled by the more cool and
'mdn °‘.", who said truly, that such a coursc
igng b %nly fail to bring abodt their ultimate
K, inli,s Ut would lead to disastrous consequences.
Iy nn:d on the most secret, plausible, and deep-
M"K uf", as the only means of effectually
Uy t ?}Q" Points, and at the same time, enabling
"; !n:‘ Unsuspected, and unharmed above the
lany, Coy, , SOF peaceably the fruits of their vie-
e o 2t views were al length fallen in with by
voice of all present, and afier ex-
8ils of their measures, and allotting
her share of action, and designating
€> andmeans of operation, this noted
ourned its sittings, sine die,
™ Comy this event, the ‘marringes of Pestley
N‘ Were consummated with great pomp and
h"‘lllity 7%, and the oecasion was made the op-
'M* °f rowning all suspicion of their designs
% intendid vigtims, in the most studied
W, ,‘n 8ood feeling. Chauncey Bantwick,
f'.!u" ends, dnd the Dartmouths, and their
°T® 8éeiaily invited (o be presont. Even
O™ Caligty were honoured with a particular
) C the part of Drides® maids to the fair
Y Yoo were Chauncey and Albert assigned
e Performing corresponding services on
rpy ol‘o the bride-grooms. During the whole

ip;,
9 s

te L thy g
u,:‘“‘: his ::t

ly ag;
)
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ol ® ceremonies and of the amusements
°'f°d» the most cordial good will and the
w oty ¢ 1 please, were manifested on the

ew married people towards Chauncey
N 5:; D""mwths; amfe they expressed a desire
Ny u::l ‘f%el’_ misunderstandings in oblivion,
oy e . fture friendship with all the world.
LY 9 chﬁ_nncey and the Dartmouths lulled
& mi""‘t of perfect security, and led to believe
"’05."’ “ho were actually plotting their ruin,
 Breatest friends.
o, (To be continued.)
NG .
M%‘m call in a better physician than him-
\ !tak a1t the good adviee he gires away
ld Humphrey’s Observations.
‘ 30
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THE DEATH OF A SCHOOLBOY.
BY ROZ,

; HE was a very young boy ; quite g litile child. His

hair still hung in curls about his face, and his
eyes were very bright ; but their light was of hea-
ven, not earth. The s'ohoolmastgr‘ toaok a seat beside
him, and stooping over.the pillow, whispered his
name. The boy sprung up, stroked his face with
his hand,and threw his wasted arms around his neck,
erying out that he was his dear, kind friend.

*“I hope [ always was. I meant to be, heaven
knows,” said the poor schoolmaster.

“Who is that 1 said the boy, secing Nell. ¢«
am afraid (o kiss her, lest 1 shoud make her ill.
Ask her to shake hands with me.” ) .

_ The sobbing child came closer up, took the little
languid hand in hers. Releasing his again ofter a
time, the sick boy laid him gently down. o

““You remember the garden, Harry,” whispered
the schoolmaster, anxious to rouse him, for a dull-
ness seemed gathering upon the child, « apd how
pleasant it used to be in the evening time?. You
must make haste to visit it again, for 1 think -the
very flowers have missed you, and are less gay than
they used to be. You will come, my dear, very
800n now—wont you ?” o

The boy smiled faintly—so very, very faintly-7
and put his hand upon his (riend’s gray head. He
moved his lips too, but 0o voice came from them
no, not a sound. o . . Lo

In the silence that ensued, the hum of distant
voices borne upon the eveniug air came floating
through the open window. ¢ What’s that 7 said
the sick boy, opening his eyes.

“ The boys at play upon the green”,

He took a handkerchief from his pillow and tried
to wave it above his head ; but the fecble arm drop-
ped powerless down. .

¢ 8hall T do it ?” said the schoolmgster.

“Please wave it at the window,” was the faint
reply. “ Tie it to the lattice. Some of the may
sec it there. Perhaps they’ll thiuk of me, and look
this way.” ' o

He raised his hcad and glanced from the flutter-
ing signal of his idle bat, that lujr with slate und
bookk and other boyish property upon a table in the
room. And then- he lnid him softly down once
more, and asked if the little girl were there,_ for he
could not see her. , ’ v

She stepped forward, and presscd the passive
hand that lay upon the coverlet. The tivo old
friends and companions—for such thcy were, though
they were man and child-~held cach other in a long
embrace, and then the little' scholar turned ‘his face
towards the wall and fell aslecp. )

The poor schoolmaster ot in the place, holding
the small cold hand in his and chafing it. Tt was'
but the hand of a dcad ehild! He o1t that; and
Yot he chafed it stilly and vould not Jay it down, '
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PHILOSOPHY OF THE HUMAN MIND,

THE philosophy of the human mind (and this is not
the least of its excellences) will 1) the soul with
charity, and keep the sacred flame always alive, and
always bright. His equal and complaisant feelings
who understands it, will seldom be interrupted, and
bot for 2 moment. The errors of his fellow-mor-
tals will not’s&ver the link which binds him to all
of human kind. Willing to sacrifice on the altar of
truth all that is dear in life, and life itself, he will
deeply lament whatever obstructs his progress, and
will exert himself to the utmost of hjs ability to re-
move it ; but even the grossest and most pernicious
errors will excite in his bésom no resentment. He
will bear in mind that men’s opinions resull from
circumsiances over whick they have themnselpes little
or no conérol : that if they are really and conscjen-
tiously believers in any doctrine, they must have
such evidence of its truth, as appears to them solid
and conclusive; that they cannot believe it without
such evidence, and with it, if their discernment en-
abley them to detoct no fallacy in it, they cannot
avoid believing it ; that it is not in the power of the
mind to adopt or reject what opinions ¢ pleases ;
that the mieasure of kaowledge possessed by the
individual determines entirely, independently of vo-
Mition, the eonclusion in which he rests ; and that to

* regard him wigh aversion because he rejects or re-
ceives a particular doctrine, is as absurd as to
resent his thinking the colour of'an object red which
is red, or which, fom someé defeet in his organ of
vision, or some deception in the medium through
which be views it, appears to him' to be so. If he
perceive that his own mind is better informed than
those around him, he will avajl himself of every
means in his power, to impart the lightf which
they are destitute ; but that he should regard them
with ill will for this which is their misfortune, that
be should exclude them from his society and heart,
torture their bodies and enchain, as far as he can
enchain, their minds, is a5 impossible gs that he
should seriously propose to amputate their hands or
their feet in order to remedy a defect of their sight,
. Not even on aecount of their crimes does he

£herish the least degree of bitterness against them.
Viewing them as placed in

unfavourable circum.
stances for thy cultivation of the better principle of

their natare, either not knowing or not considering
in what their true ,dignigy, honour, and happiness

- tonsist, and accustomed to confound their immed;-
ate pratification with their ultimate felicity, and
their direct gain with their final well beinz, he re-
gards them with unfeigned compassion ; and be-
canse thess errors are productive of a deeper misery
thag any bodily maladies, he feels on their account
a more profound sorrow. Never does he think of
the prison, or the manacie,

or the lash, or of the jn~
fliction of Punishment in #ry shape, but as it ma ¥ be
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the means of correcting their evil prt{penslm
of establishing better views and forming bleggh
positions. And the influence of these el])oael.
and generous principles extends to the ¢ o
dearest connexions in life, imparting to ‘h:esr"
the husband, the (riend, the master, a l'orf g o
and benignity, which can be produced 0 ../1’"
sustained so equally by no other mean®
Soutiwood Smith.

(ORIGINAL.)
10—

THEE, the wedded of another ;

Could I know it so and live—

All the gushing feelings smot.:xer

That my love for thee doth give 1

Is it not enough to know,

To feel I am not loved by thee, ’
And could I bear the added wo,

To see thee smile, but not on me 1

In vain, in vain, my woman’s pride
Would unrequited love restrain—
The beart’s strong overwhelming ﬁ"“
Must still rush on, although it drain
The ebbing founts of life itself— )
Oh, could that life avail thee aughts
To me, the sacrifice of self, .
Would gladly seal my love unsought® _. "
MARIANFE

(ORIGINAL.)

THERE IS A STAR WHOSE BRIGHTEST BV

THERE is & star whose brightest glea®
Is borrowed from another’s beam—
The moon that shines so paly bright
Owes this too to another’s light.

There is a bow in yonder heaven,

To which prismatic hues are given ;
But they are false, and not its own,
But borrowed from another’s zone !

o

3
e

Thus all I own of peace below,
The balm that covers every wo—

The sun that brightens stormy hours,
The bow of hope, in falling showers,
Is love reflected in my breast,

Shedding around peace, joy, and rest—
Without which life itself would be

A dark eloud in eternity.

e . %
Manas®®.

He who hopes to go to Heaven for go"dm“.]g;
and he who expects to go there without.d‘:u '
may shake hands, for the onc is as deep in mj’“‘

9
3% the other s ip the mire.—Old Humphrey™

- ralions,



JUDGMENTS OF THR

JUDGMENTS OF THE DVKE OF OSSUNNA.

Tax Duke of Ossunna, viceroy at Naples for the
King of Spain, to whom the Neapolitan territory
was then subject, acquired great celebrity for the
tact and wisdom of the judgments he delivered.
This nobleman, on visiting the galley one festival
day for the purpose of liberating a captire, accord-
ing to use and wont, found all the prisoners loud in
asserting their innocence. One declared that his
condemnation was the work of enemies; another
asserted that hé had been informally and uhjustly
convicted ; a third declared that he had been mis-
taken for another person, sud soon. All declared
themselves guiltless as cradled babes. At last the
duke came to one man who took avery different
tone : I do not believe, my noble lord,”” said he,
that there is a greater raseal in all Naples than my-
self. They were too lenient with me to send me
to the galleys.” The duke, hearing these words,
turned immediately tound to the keeper of the gal-
leys and exclaimed : “Loose this scoundrel’s chain,
and turn him immediately about his business. If
he is allowed to-stay he will certainly corrupt these
honest, innocent men here. Take him away 1¥—
While his orders were being obeyed, he turned
round to the other captives, and said to them, with
the most civil air imagindble :  Gentlemen, I have
no doubt you will thank me for ridding you of this
pestilent fellow. He might have undermined your
funacence.”

The duke of Ossunna was somewhat like Haroun
Alraschid, a little despotical even in his good doings.
Forromelle, a rich merchant of Naples, whose pre-
dominant passion was avarice, chanced to lose an
embroidered purse, containing fifty golden ducats,
fifty Spanish pistoles, and a ring of the value of a
thousand crowns. This loss vexed him grievously,
and he caused a proclamation to be made, offering
Gfty Spanish pistoles to any one who should restore
the missing articles. An old woman found the
Purse, and brought it to the owner. Ferromelle, as
%00n as he saw his property, could not stand the
temptation of trying to avoid the payment of part
of the reward. In counting the fifty pistoles, he
dexterously laid aside thirty, and said to the finder:
“I promised fifty pistoles to whoever found the
Purse. Thirty have been taken out of it already by
You; here are the other tweniy, and so you are
Paid,»

The old woman remonstrated in vain against this
treatment, but she would probably have remained
tontent with her twenty pistoles had not some one
Udvised her to apply for justice to the duke of Os-
*unna. The duke knew the man well, and sent for
l,.'"“' “Is there any likelihood,"” said he to Fetro-
Dalle, ¢ that this old woman, who had the houesty

:‘l)l bring you the purse when she might have taken

) would haye been guilty of taking your thirty

DUKE OF OSSUNNA. 234

pistoles 3 No,mo. The truth is, thé purse eannot
be yourn” Tha merchant statmmered out, * My
lord, I know the purse, the ducats, the ting —~—."
* Nonsense ! exclaimed the duke ; ** do you think
there never was a purse, or ducats, or a ring, like
yours T Here, good woman, take you the purss
and its contents. Jt cannot be this good gentle~
man’s, since he says he had fifty pistoles.” This
judgment was enforced. The duke might have
been morally certain of the miser’s attempt to cheat,
but, as has been said, this was « very Haroun Ale
raschid-like kind of decision. i

The duke had one day to hear the case of Bers
trand de Solos, a proud Spanish gentleman, who
was in the habit of walking the streets with his head
erectad like a cameleopard’s. While thus marching,
a porter carrying a heavy load had run against
him, but not without firat crying * Beware 1 which
is the ordinary method of giving warning in such
cases. The porter’s load consisted of faggots, and
one of them fell off in the occasion, and tore the
Spaniard’s silk mantle. He was mightily enraged,
and sought redross from the viceroys The duks:
knew that porters usually ery ““ Beware,” and kav-
ing seen the porter in this case, he learned that he
had cried the tvord, though de Solos avouched the
contrary. The duke advised the porter (o declars
himself dumb wlien the eause came for judgment.
The porter did so through a friend, and the duke
immediately said to de Solos, * What can I do to
this poor fellow ? You see ho {4 dumb.”? Forget-
ting himself, tho enraged Spaniard eried out,
k‘Don’t believe the scoundrel, my lord; I myself

card him cry ¢ Beware!”? * Why, then, did you
not beware 1” replied the duke, and he made the
mortified Spaniard pay all expenses and a fine to the
poer.

e ———————

FEAR,

—a—s.Some; {or fear of want,

Waat all their lives ; and others &’rry day,.

For fear of dying, suffer warse than death.

Ah! from your bosoms banish if you can

That fatal guest, | mean the demon Fear;

That trembles at impossible events,

Lest aged Atlas should resign his Joad,

And Heaven’s eternal battlements rush down.

Is there an evil worse than fear iteelf 7

And what avails it, that indulgest Heav’n

From mortal eyes haa wrapt the woes to come,

If we, ingenious 1o torment ourselves,

Grow pale at hideous fictions of otr own.

Enjoy the present, nor with neudless cares

Of what may spring from blind Misfortune’s wom®,

Appal the surest hour that life bestows ;

Serene and master of yourself, prepare

For what may eome, and leave the rest to keav'n,
Armstrong.
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OUR TABLE. "

BARNABY RUDGE—TLY BOZ.

. . fo“o”‘

Master HoyPHREY’s Crock having been brought to a close, has bgen ::ntn;xidlf?::tl{’ -t d
by a new tale, under the somewhat indefinite title of < Barnaf)y Ru g;a contemplated or
which only has reached this city. From so small a portion of t ; Oy conce™®
itis of course impossible to judge what its merits may be, but as far as the s ); et it
and the opening of the plot may be discovered, we think we may Ve““;]ret .: ‘\’will eqo
popularity equally great with the last of the author’s works, though that i .
« Pickwick? or the ¢ Nickleby™ is more to be hoped for than expected. ¢ day W o

The genius of ¢ Boz?* is of a very peculiar character—ev?n at the prese; it ".;
easily find writers not inferior in the humorous—superior in .boldrlxe‘ss anh.Ch gsteal‘ _1‘
if any, who can compete with him in the eloquent and natur.al sxm'phcxtylwull's S the s’
were noiselessly into the citadel of the heart, and wholly leads it captnve.' n ‘lh i 58 .
of his success. An occasional burst of feeling, when he becomes' excited Wxth indi?
startles the reader with the wondrous power which his pen wne;slds ‘over the o,
with these rare exceptions, his tales lean for their support upon their qulet.and lmlf’su‘;c el
character, which, as it were, takes the reader unprepared for wha‘t he ﬁfxdfs in e'v:lr);s- »
ing page, to pursue which he is impelled by a fascination as pleasing as it :: Tesis :le Inﬂ’,”."

The story of Barnaby Rudge opens at a country hostelry, known as the ¢ May l')llage g
the neighbourhood of London, where, on a boisterous night in March, a party of vi  st8 if' d
are assembled, discussing the news of the day and the landlord’s best.. ‘Among the-gform’m’ E
bold, weather-beaten traveller—a stranger in the country, who inquisitively 'seeks msome W
regarding the neighbours of the inn, particularly in reference to the ownership of a i ¥
distinguished mansion, occupied by a Master Geoffrey Haredale and his niece. g P’”
maasion and its owner 2 tragic tale is connected, the telling of which is the especia tll; eﬂ'r"
of the parish clerk, one of the fireside party. Upon this tale, if we do not gfe?‘l ” 16'{
small portion of the interest hangs, the stranger doubtless being connected with it “the " &
honourable manner. We quote this short narrative, as given in the first chapler of tb® o

oA
0

“1t was Mr. Reuben Haredale, Mr. Geoffrey’s elder brother, that twenty-two years ag
owner of the Warren, which, as Joe had

N ot s
said—not that you remember it, Joe, for a boy hk?,,{:e, ""‘15’
do that, but because you have often heard me say so—was then a much larger and betu?':hl’ona cht
much more valuable property than it is now. His lady was lately dead, and he was le!} wi
the Miss Haredale you have been inquiring about—who was then scarcely a year qld._ bout this lt"‘
Although the speaker addressed himself to the man who had shown so mmech euriesity al

1l

- Iy h . : n yp‘
femily, and made a pause here as if expecting some exclamation of surprise or encouragement,

made no remark, nor

. Soiv.,
gave any indication that he heard or was interested in what was said- o'!’d‘
therefore turned to hi %

s old companions, whose noses were brightly illuminated by the deegor;dh o
the bowls of their pipes : assured, by long experience, of their attention, and resolved to s C #
such indecent behaviour, iy place 'de

““ Mr. Haredale,” sajq Solomon, turning his back upon the strange man, *left “"'_ l‘ﬁnd% w
lady died, feeling it lonely like, and went up to London, where he stopped some months : ain W ooy
place gs lonely as this—as | suppose and have always heard say—he suddenly came back ?tu! ste™
liu;e girl to the,yVmen, bringing with him besides, that day, only two women servants, and. . ot
and a gardener. fi

Mr. Daisy stopped 10 take a whiff at his pipe, which was going out, and then P"°°°?d°d:: :
snuffling tone, occssioned by keen cnjoyment of the tobacco and strong pulling at the pipe, & p
with increasing distinctness : .
“ —Bringing with him t

. . opPed::d [
W0 women servants, and his stoward and a gardener. 'The rest s who ,‘.Jo’
up in London and were to follow next day. It happened that that night, an old gentleman 0
Chigwell-row, and had |

Ive
ong been poorl;y, deceased, and an order came to me at half after twe
at night to go and toll the passing bel].

¥
There was a movement in the little group of listeners, sufficiently indicative of the 9"°"gh?cl°“ “f
any ene of them would have felt to have turned out at such a time upon such an errand. ;
and understood it, and pursued his theme accordingly,

" ‘It 'was a dreary thin,

’ .' o 4
e g, especially as the grave~dizger was laid up in his bed, from long WO {"‘
damp soil and sitting down to take his dinner on colt

er ;P"J

d tombstones, and I was consequently :lt“d p"*
tion to go alone, for it was oo late to hope 10 zet any other companion. However, I wasn 88 ‘f‘;
for it ; as the old Zentleman had often made it n request that the bell should be tolled as soo! t o’
after the breath was out of his body, and he had been expected to go for some days. ‘l-pl;.t‘d i
face upon it as I could, and muffling myself up (for it was mortal cold,) started out with a lig
in one hand and the key of the church in the other,”

At this point of tho

107,
;oelf
Narrative, the dress of the sirange man rustled as if he had turned him
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. Slightly polating over his shoulder, Solomon elevated his eyebrows and'uodded- a silent
m’:g','f,"}g,’ .,h,&‘e, J,.f was t‘l‘m case. Joe shaded his eyes with his hund and peered into the corner,
but could make out »otiing, and sv shook his head. . . o

“t was jues such a night as this; blowing a hurricane, raining heavily, and very dark—TI often think
now, deracf than I ever saw it before or since ; that may be my fancy, but the houses wers all close shut
»- the folks in-doors, and perhaps there is ouly one other man who knows how dark it really‘ wag. I
got into the church, chained the door back so that it should keep ajar—for to tell the truth, I didn’t like
to be shut in there alone—and putting my lantern on the stons seat in the litile corner where the bell-
rope is, sat down beside it to trim the candle,

%] sat down to trim the eandle, and when I had done s0, I could not persuade myself to get up again
and go about my work. I don't know how it was, but I thought of all the ghost utories I had ever heard,
even those that I had heard when I was a boy at school, and had forgotten long ago; and they didn't
come into my mind one after another, but all crowding at onee, like. I recollected one story there was
in the vitage, how that on a certain night in the year (it might be that night for anything I knew,) all the
dead people came out of the ground and sat at the heads of their own graves till morning. This made me
think how many people I had known were buried between the church door and the churchyard gate, and
what a dread(ul! thing it would be to have to pass among them and know them again, so earthly and
unlike themselves. I had known sll the niches and arches in the church, from a child j still I couldn’t
Persuade myself that those wera their natural shadows, which [ saw on the pavement, but felt sure thers
were some ugly figures hiding among ’em and peeping out. Thinking on in this way, I began to think
of the old gentleman, who was just dead, and I could have sworn, as I looked up the dark chancel, that
I saw him in his ususl place, wrapping his shroud about him, and shivering as i he felt it cold. All
this time I sat listening and listening, and hardly dared to breathe. At length I started up and took the
bell-rope in my hands. At the minute there rang—not that bell, for 1 had hardly touched the rope—but
another !

1 heard the ringing of another bell, and a deep bell too, plainly, It was only for an instant, and
oven then the wind carried the sound away, but I heard it. 1 listencd for a long time, but it rang no
more. 1 had heard of corpse candles, and at last I persuaded myself that this must be a corpse bell toll~
ing of itself at midnight for the dead. I tolled my bell—how, or how long, I don’t know—and ran home
to bed, as fast as I could touch the ground. .

1 was up early next morning, after a restiess night, and told the |tor{ to my nelghbour!. Soms were
serious, and some made light of it: I don’t think anybody believed it real. But that morning, Mr. Reu-
ben Haredale was found murdered in his bed-chamber, and in his hand was a piece of the cord attached

10 an alarm-bell, outside the roof, which hung in his room, and had been cut asunder, no doubt by the
murderer, when he seized it.

““ That was the bell I heard.

* A bureau was found opensd, and a cash-box, which Mr. Haredale had brought down that day, and
was supposed to contain a large sum of money was gone. The steward and gardener were both missing,
and both suspected for a long time ; but they were never found, though hunted far and wide. And far
enough they might have looked for poor Mr. Rudge, the steward, whose body—scarcely to be recognized,
but by his clothes, and the watch and ring he wore—was found, months afterwards, at the bottom of &
Piece of water, in the grounds, with a deep gash in the breast, where he had been stabbed with a knife.

¢ was only partly dressed ; and people all agreed that he had been sitting up reading in hu own room,
Where there were many traces of blood, and was suddenly fallen upon and killed, before his master.

‘¢ Everybody now knew that the gardener must be the murderer, and though he has never been heard
of from that time to this, he will be, mark my words. The crime was commited this day two;and—twemy
Years—on the nineteenth of March, one thousand seven hundred and thirty-three. On ll_:e nineteenth of

arch; in some year, no matter when—I kaow it, I am sure of it, for we have always, in some stran,

way or other, been brought back to the subject on that day ever since—on the nineteenth of Mmh,%;
%ome year, sooner or later, that man will be discovered.”

When the clerk brings his tale to a close, the stranger immediately leaves the inn, and,

eedless of the darkness and the weather, mounts his jaded roadster, and dashes recklessly
towards London, in his progress meeting with various adventures, to detail which would tax .
Our space too greatly. The name of the story is that of « Barnaby Rudge,” the idiot son of the
Murdered steward, and the instrument by which the destroyer’s destiny is to be accomplished.

¢ promise ourselves and our readers mach pleasure, in quoting occasionally from the numbers
of this work, as they appear. :

FUNDAMENTAL PRINCIPLES OF THE LAWS OF CANADA—BY N. B. DOUCET, X8Q.
ANY months ago, on the publication of the prospectus of these ¢ Fundamental Principles,”
® Kad the pleasure of conveying to the public an able article, from the pen of a valued con-
Tthutor, containing the happiest anticipations from their publication. Since then, the book has
Mten been anxiously inquired for by many persons deeply interested I the important subjects

ig designed to elucidate.

o t is now before us—and we confess we have found it very different from what we l}ld
. t?‘ecled. It is indeed, we take the liberty of suggesting, inaptly named—the title conv’fymg
*hismly inadequate idea of the vast range of research and thought which the compilation of
book must have required from its indefatigable and untiring author, Indeed, if this first
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wumber ba a specimen of thoss which are to follow, the whole labsur of an créinary lifetime
can scaicely have safficed to zender perfect this most laborious and emineutly patriotic undee-
taking.

The most common fault attributed to the fashionable writers of the present age is prolixny,
wad a departure from the simple rules of composition—a beaping of sentences together whers
words would enswer.. This is a fault, however, which caunot bs laid to the charge of the
anthor of these « Fundamental Principles.” 1Ils bas studiously avoided the wse of a single
word pot necessary to render his sabject ctear. ,

We bad intended to devote eonsiderable gpace to the consideration of this work, as its nam~
bers auccessively appeared, an intention we may pethaps follow up with reference to the forth~
coming portions. This number, however, has already been ably teviewed by a gentleman.
connected with the press, as eminent for his professional talents as for his literary abilities,
and we oheerfully lay our own pen aside, and avail ourselves of the more valuable matter
ready furnished to our hand, convinced that in the concluding portion alone the book is more

. lueidly and pithily commended than it could be by us, if we occupied as many pages a3 there
are lines in the extract :—

We shall conclude the present notice of the first number of Mr. Doucet’s work by remarking that, se«
cording to us, he has traced with admirable precision and conciseness the separate histories of the material,
potitical and moral werlds from the reign of Choas to the promulgation of Justinian’s eslebrated com=
pllations.  His historical positions—his rapid notices of the various religious systems, and theories of’
political soclety, which have found acceptance and prevailed among men, are sustained by the most ample
reforences to the most enlightened and philosophic writers of all nations and ages, and upon all subjests.
The mind of the reader is not wearied by long and patient javestigation to comprehend and appreciste
the meaning of the writer,—nor is it distracted by wandering and frantic episodes upon subjects uncon
mected with the main object of the work, whatever it may be. As we said above, this number is merely
introductory, and the points treated therein lead more or less directly to the fnvaﬂgltion of the first

iples of some great scienee, .

Chaos, crcation, and the deluge—the rise, progress, decay, and ruin of empires—the early history of
the children of Jsrael—tha th of Moses, and the captivity of Judah—the religious, political, and
wilitary annals of the Babylonian, , Assyrian, Egyptian, and other monarehies—the once mighty

" dynasties of antiquity—now mouldering benesth the sod—the destinjes of the most renowned republies
of ancient times—the inviolate freedom—the graceful and polished splendour of the beautiful Jonjans—
the social and political refinements of the Atheniane— severity of the Dorians and the Jompou
triumphs of the haughty Romans, the betrayers and masters of the ancient world —the decline of Roman
wirtue, Roman patriotism and Roman valor—the public and private disorders of that mighty empire, of
that sll-subduing, all-binding and universal despotism—the invasion of her dominion by thAe pasteral no-
fions—their innumerable armies—the appalling and triumphant energy of their arms—the wide extent
aad deeolation of their conquests—the rude annals of primitive communities on this and other continents
—all these, we say, pass befors the morsl eys, the loig mournful procession of dead Empires, of
broken and buried republies—a review of centurics of alternate barbarism and clvilization==of idolatry,

anism and Christianity-—of the fall, intermediate ages of degradation, and the fina!l redemption of the

man family-—surely no student of good principles and a fair education can hereafter com that he

has not an ample introduction to the laws of Canada and every place else. We carnestly recommend
the work to the patronage of our readers.

THE AMARANTH.

Wz have neglected noticing this new accession to our colonial literature, although twe nam-
bers of it have been for some time before us, It is published at Saint John, New Brunswick,
and is, we believe, the first attempt made to establish an exclusively literary publication there.
The Amaranth is principally filled with selected matter, although containing an occasional
original contribution of merit. We confidently anticipate for it a cireulation, which, notwith-
standing its cheapness, will remunerate its publishers for their outlay and trouble.

70 CORRESPONDENTS,

Wr have to retum our cordial thanks to many correspondents, for favours received during the
month, a number of which have been laid aside for insertion—some have, in the multiplicity
of business, remained unread. - ' ‘ .

¢ The Early Bereaved,”—Lires by a Lady,”— The Giant’s Fall,”—¢ The Lyre,’—ihe
tales entitled ¢ Parents and their Sons,’” and % The Magic Urn,” are respectfully declined.



