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Tay
p’ﬁc‘ 9" Passed more agreeably to Amy than the
the (’el:nli One, which had been clouded by care;
the was amongst those who strove to
%’! the krih‘PPY » and whose attentions were dictated
' Whig "dest sympathy for the peculiar situation
Uty the was placed. Mr. Martyn she looked
* father, while the affection manifested for
m‘y;mng Lord Arthur was very gratifying—
duy of she be ible to the iderate con-
Ear, who, in desiring the presence of his
“It *hown go much delicate thoughtfulness.
thaulq Ol only hear from my beloved mamma, I
g gy, MOst feel happy,” said she to Ursula, who
ful 4 0 her for the evening ; “it is so delight-
Out ®r about the grounds of this castle with-
ber Pr > 3d 40 find friends in all whom I meet—
“Pay _encg alone is wanting to render it perfect.”
ulayge, % Patience, my child,” replied her faith-
Wit u:m’ “allin good time ; you must be content
“D, . pof” old Ursula for the present.”
"y o kind Ursula,” cried Amy, throwing her
toeq fol.em"“ate]y round her, I have cause in-
Nevey kfulness in possessing you ; may we
Parted mgre.??
wa amn ule-]ime party met at dinner, Mr. Martyn
M, B:::d ’“ the account of Amy’s visit, under
“0¢ m“" auspices, to the picture gallery.
d‘“ghu, ”Urse You had the story of the miller’s
« 3" he said,
%leuafraid T deprived our worthy conductress
", , " of finishing it, replied Lord Blonde-
NS “but it was a dangerous sub-
p%nce 0{1’ ‘o commence upon, and I felt for the
m‘:”be o I‘_‘dy Amanda ; by the way, Arthur tells
of they, Ninueq, turning to her, that you are fond

boyg_, e
Amh

"rl’ and he has petitioned me to order the

oY nagy done right in so doing 1

n“‘lxt]’ "ally looked at Mr. Martyn, which he

::‘Mu,e of Tstood; ¢ we all hope to have the
Mmm‘c“mpmying you,” he, said, ““and on
A a0 evening 1 think it will do you good.”

OUr whieh had been fixed upon drew
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near, Arthur’s delight and impatience became un-
bounded ; he scarcely gave Amy time to prepare, but
taking her hand, he hurried her down the lawn, to
the side of the lake, where the boat appeared in
readiness ; six men were at the oars, accompanied
by the Earl’s private bapd. Amy was placed under
the rich awning with Arthur by her side, the Earl
and Mr. Martyn following. The evening was balmy
and soft, with scarcely a breeze to ripple the water,
and the setting sun, which cast a brilliant hue over
the rich foliage of the trees and shrubs, added con-
siderably to the beauty of the scene, rendered still
more attractive by the music. Never had Amy en-
joyed any thing like this, and her spirits, as they
glided over the stream, became gradually more
light and buoyant. In Venice, the gondola had al-
ways been a penance since Father Anselm was her
companion—but here she was surrounded by friends,
all vieing with each other to please, and she gazed
around her, charmed with every thing her eye rested
upon. Lord Blondeville looked with increasing
interest on her beautiful face, gratified to see that it
had already lost much of that anxious expression,
which he had so painfully noticed on her arrival. In
the midst of the lake, which was extensive, rose a
tiny island, covered with verdure, whose mossy banks
were decked with scented flowers. Here theypaused,
and mooring the little boat, the Earl assisted Amy to
disembark, when followed by their companions, he
led her to the interior, where, to her surprise, appear-
ed an artificial grotto, most tastefully finished, with
splendid looking-glasses, the frames of which were
entively composed of shells, and rustic seats of many
grotesque forms.

“ This is, indecd, a place of enchantment,” said
Amy, “and one almost expects to hehold some
beautiful naiad step forth and demand why we have
dared to invade her territories.”

¢ You are the only power to whom 1 will vow al-
legiance here,”” replied Lord Blondeville gaily ;
“ behold the faithful subjects of your realm—kneel,
Lord Arthur,” he continued, playfully endeavouring
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to bend the boy’s knee, ‘ knecl to your liege lady,
and vow eternal fealty.”

I would rather kiss her,” replied Arthur, spring-
ing into her arms. ¢ Dear, dear Amy, you must
stay here always, and never, ncver leave us.”> Amy
blushingly stooped to caress the child while Mr.
Martyn remarked smiling :

“ Arthur’s homage springs from the heart, it
were -well if more subjects were like him—how
peacefully would our world then be governed.
Here we are only four persons on this little island,
and yet without the restraining grace of God, how
soon would disunion spread amongst us—were we
left here even for one year to combat with our evil
naturcs alone, this sweet solitude would become a
scene of feud and discontent. You shake your
head doubtingly, Harold, but believe my words to
be true—religion only can bind the strong man ;
we may sweep and garnish the house—yet soon will
the evil spirits return to take up their abode, and
render it a dwelling of misery—how then can we
expect large provinces to remain in tranquillity un-
less this be made the basis of al] our words and ac-
tions, unless the meek and holy example of our
blessed Saviour becomes the star to guide us
through this lower vale.”

Amy drew to the side of her guardian as he ut-
tered this—there was something so winning, so
mild in his manner, and the tone of his voice was so
deep and solemn, that every word he spoke made a
lasting impression—while, from circumstances tri-
vial in themselves, he often culled a precept which
was remembered in after years with profit.

In this charming retreat they remained some
time, their ears regaled by the music from the wa-
ter, while a small collation of fruits and cakes was
spread on the soft grass by Gasper, who was in at-
tendance,

““ Haw I should like to spend hours here with my
book, or my work,”” said Amy ; it scems a spot so
calculated for meditation—is it not a favourite with
the Ladies Clarendon 1

“No, they seldom come hither,” replied the
Earl, ¢Matilda is not one of the meditative, and
poor Emily, from health, is rather u prisoner ; she is
fond of having her chair carried to the water’s edge,
under a particular elm trec. I think ker society
would suit you better than Matilda’s, who possesses
much vivacity, accompanied by a slight vein for sa-
tire, which has occasionally made her disliked.”

¢ Oh, I cannot fancy a sister of yours, being dis-
liked,” returned Amy, warmly; “1 am sure I
should love her.”

¢ And if she did not love you,” said the Earl
gazing delightedly on her eloquent face,  she
would be cold and insensible indeed.”

Mr. Martyn now called his young charge to look
at an inner chamber, or cell, which was merely
lighted by a small fissure in the rocky wall ; it was
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arranged as the abode of an anchorite, with ont
small table and chair. “ This is even better adﬂp,t’
ed for medilation than the one we have left,” 5%
he ; * would you like to dwell here, Amy 77

€ Oh, no, no,” she replicd, shuddering, as het
thoughts flew back to Father Anselm, ¢ solitude
be bencficial, must produce holy, calm, peac® u"
thoughts ; here all would be gloom, and austerity
and she hastened from its darkness into the chee”’
ful light. Was it instinct which made her d7¢
that cell 7 )

The approach of night warned this happy litde
group, that it was time to retire. i

“ We will give up our island now, to Titannia &
her fairy train,” said Lord Blondeville, as he hend
Amy once more into the boat; it is a fitting Pl“ct'
for their maonlight revels until the beautiful mOI"
ing star again returns to resume her sovereignty

Most delightful was the journey homeward, 0
the night shonc forth in splendour, as they ©
swiftly through the water. Mr. Martyn sce®
absorbed in thought, with his eyes intently fixed o
the spangled heavens, while dear Arthur, fr®
very wearincss, laid his head down on Amy’s kné”
and was soon in a profound sleep. They had P/’
cecded some way, when Amy, on turning her ey’
accidentally on one of the boatmen, perceived 'hl’
gaze rivetted on hersell, and therc was someth!
so sinister, so unpleasant in his countenance, the
she felt a cold chill creep through her. The o
ment he saw that he was noticed, he looked anod’f’
way, and plied his oar with agility—but Aﬂ}YIe
momentary happiness had fled. Lord Blondevil®”
who was looking at her, observed the change, o
on their landing, said, he was “fearful that ®
was fatigued.”

“ No, indeed,” she replied, faintly. "
¢Then you are not well,” he continued, *
more anxiously. b
“ Quite well, it is nothing, I can assure you’

not waken dear Arthur.”

The Earl lifted the child from the boat, and
ried him in his arms, while Mr. Martyn ass¥®
Amy. On entering the castle, she retired at or
to her own apartments, when she mentioned t0
sula the circumstance which had alarmed her-

# My dear lady, you are wrong, depend, and B?
allowed your fancy to overcome reason,” 7€ p
her attendant ; ¢ remember the words of Mrs- 5o ¢
erville, ¢do not anticipate evil, but place your
in God.”” o

«1 will pray for the power to do so, de?’
sula,” returned Amy, ““but ask Gasper the #°",
of the men ; T do not like to mention my f€
the Earl, as it would seem to cast a doubt 9"
fidelity of his people.” ulki‘

1 will, my child, so rest in peace; your "“
only known to Gasper and Mrs. Bennet, t0 *
others you are Miss Somerville.”
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«

4 that 1 were any one save a Manfre-

°"°“ghu 18 a3 name which has entailed sorrow

y fﬂtherp::n me and mine—and yet forgive me, oh

> ‘She continued, clasping her hands, and

wyhi::mg her head, ¢ why should I refuse the
thy hand offers.”

the g ‘;?p’e“ed her affectionately to her heart, as
eeyg “~Amy then sat down, as she had been
Bib, er ed from her earliest childhood, to read her
© she retired for the night—when soon a
OHH;t:t“.‘e over her spirit, and on laying her
™ w‘plllow, that blessed promise fear not,
e ith thee,” filled her mind with peace.
SOVereq g, days now passed, during which Amy re-
thry, om her alarm, having learnt from Gasper,
Tsula, that the boatmen were all tenants
o arl, were considered perfectly faithful, and
ey sto,-y €ould not have the slightest knowledge of
Stige dy’t O who she really was § she therefore felt
h]gme hat her own fancy had been alone to
'sei a{’d her cheerfulness returned. She never
the -: tending M, Martyn in his study, where
thay beste Many an jnvaluable lesson, culled from
be % wisest ook, The manner in which
n, c(:]’;"g minds to the solid pleasures of reli-
trutp, Dot fail to impress them with its blessed
Neay, 2 ®1d its rich mercies ; his persuasive gentle-
ey, ¢ Evangelical spirit which shone forth
l"able Word, in every action, rendered him inva-
« 2 minister, and beloved as a fricnd.

Yy, «0;' often js the mistake made,” he would
gy v Many amiable, well meaning people, that
thyy ' 2Hon depends on what we can do, rather
B oy 5 " 22t Christ has done for us—that if we ful-
pﬁrfornﬁmy 88 far as our frail nature will permit,
litge 6 all the good we can, and commitling as
Sur sav.oa’ Possible, that through the goodness of
N8 the UTs We shall be accepted—now this is alter-
Serieq plan of our redemption, rendering the
“Whiep it :ur Ijm'd made of himself an imperfect work,
Iy thldre‘l‘l,lres our poor aid to complete. No, no,
y ng Aen, ” he would continue, drawing Amy and
Per[ect ;:u""' towards him, ‘“the law requires
e g ’in"lle.u obedience, and that if we fail in one,
Y to tu,all‘ Where then are erring creatures like
ho g; " To the rock of ages, to that Saviour
:;"’e, Wy, t we might live eternally; and if we be-

eg wh, unfs" in him alone, such belief will pro-
'p'inx the, 8 termed a living faith, from which
Moy 5y ¢ 2¢tions which are pleasing in the sight
b %el;'“enly Father, and which are the result,

882 tree is known by its fruits.”’

i
Yoy, T dal

d‘)nia, 0!11

Cup,

Oly
he ca}

f()rl

on

Wh.lghtful to Amy, to listen to such rea-
M‘on h even had power to command the
bﬁ iy volatile Arthur, who, when Mr.
~ % apy 1886 them, she would lead to her bou-
®Your to impress what they had heard
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still more strongly on his memory, by giving him
tasks to learn from those portions of Scripture upon
which Mr. Martyn had descanted. R

One morning while the family were sitting round
the breakfast table, two letters were delivered to the
Earl—the first he opened enclosed one for Amy, from
Mrs. Somerville, which conveyed to her the pleasing
intelligence that she was well, and gradually ar-
ranging the business which had called her to town+
Amy handcd it to Mr. Martyn, joy sparkling in her
eyes, and then turned towards Lord Blondeville—to
her astonishment she beheld anger sternly depicted
on his fine countenance. He crushed the letter he
had been reading in his hand, exclsiming, ¢ unkind,
most unkind.”

Arthur went up to him playfully saying, ¢ what
makes you look so cross, sir; give me your letter,
who is it from 7’ but the Earl, rising from his chair,
pushed him impatiently (rom him.

¢ Blondeville,” said Mr. Martyn gravely.

‘I would speak to you two words in your stydy,”
returned the Earl as he left the room, follo by
Mr. Martyn. Amy felt her heart beat quick, but she
strove to soothe Arthur, who hastily brushed away
the tears of indignation which had risen to his eyes.

¢ Something has vexed your brother,” she said;
 come with me deariArthur; he did not intend to burt
you. Shall westroll in the grounds till Mr. Martyn
is ready for us.”’

The boy was soon appeased, and a visit to his
pony quickly restored his gaiety and good hu-
mour ; in the mean time Lord Blondeville had
shown the letter which had so discomposed him to
his friend. It was from his sister, the Lady Ma-
tilda and was couched in the following words: “It
is intpossible for me to return to you at this time,
as my mother has invited some guests for a few
weeks. We regret that we cannot enter into the
misfortunes of your Italian Princess, or approve
your knight errantry in sceking after distressed
damsels in the woods. My mother thinks it strange
that Mrs. Somerville; could so contentedly leave
her charge with 20 youthful a monitor, though per-
haps you will say the presence of Mr. Martyn,
redeems her imprudence ; yet, beware Harold, that
yours descends not into the ¢ Castle of Indolence,’
The Countess pines for her pet Arthur, and thinks
of sending Vernon for him next week. Emily is
much as usual, when she read your letter she said,
¢ poor child, I wish I could go to her, how like my
noble brother to defend the weak, to pity the unfor-
tunate,” but Emily is a strange being, and but a
child herself in knowledge of the world.” ® * * ®

Mr. Martyn smiled on returning the letter 5 he
made few comments—all he said was this, * You
must make allowances for the anxiety of a mother.
The Countess has never seen Amy, and fecling deep-
ly earnest inall that relates to your welfare; she has
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perhaps unnecessarily taken the slarm, and you
must write to soothe and reassure her.”

“Indeed, Martyn, I will not do so,” returned the
Earl; ““when I read that cold heartless letter, and
look at the innocent helpless being they refuse to
assist us in protecting, I feel tog angry ; how diffe-
rently dear Emily judges.

“Lady Emily has been taught in the school of
adversity,”’ said Mr. Martyn; ¢ her own feeble health
has led her to compassionate others. And to
sympathise in their sorrows, while it has given her
time to seek a deeper knowledge of those things
which tend to soften, and improve our hearts ; she
is truly a Christian, but I repeat my request, that
you again write to Lady Blondeville ; your letter
could have contained so brief an account of Amy’s
story, that I can easily imagine it would not satisfy
her strict notions of propriety.”

¢1 must wait a day that my ire may cool,” said
the Earl, smiling, as he retired. On the way to his
own library he met Amy, with her young compan-
ion. Arthur had quite forgotten his wrongs, and ran
affectionately towards his brother, who caught him
in his arms, and kissed him; on Amy’s looking
timidly in his face as she approached he pressed her
hand, saying :

¢ The storm has passed, and behold now the sun in
all its beauty. What have you here,” he continued
raising her hand which held a rose, * is this for me 1

1 gathered it for Mr. Martyn,” she replied; ¢ we
always take him one.”

“ It must be mine to-day—tell him I have robbed
him,” returned Lord Blondeville gaily, as he carried
off the prize, and hurried into his room.

¢ He is a saucy fellow,’ said Arthur;  shall we go
and take it from him 7’

¢“No, no, dear Arthur,” replied Amy, whose
beautiful cheek had become instantly suffused, «“ we
must not detain Mr. Martyn, as he is now disen-
gaged.”

This day proved peculiarly sultry, and oppressive,
50 much so that even the spirits of young Arthur
were subdued; he seemed listless and fatigued ;
and, in the evening, as Amy sat on a couch near the
open window, the child came and laid himself down
by her side, resting his head on her knee.

Lord Blondeville and Mr. Martyn were strolling
in the balcony. It was so unusual for Arthur to be
long silemt that Amy remarked it. ¢ Are you tired
dear boy,” she asked, bending over him.

Arthur laid her hand on his temple, saying, “I
feel 80 burning hot, I should like a draught of cold
water.”

His face was indeed flushed, and on & closer ex-
amination, Amy perceived that his eye looked heavy
——she eafled the attention of Lord Blondville to his
brother, who hasiily entering, gazed at the boy for

some moments most anxiously, and then exclaimed :
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“By heavens, Martys, Arthurls 11! he appes”
quite feverish.”?

Mr. Martyn felt his pulse,
at him.

““He is not well certainly, he replicd, but dos?
alarm yourself, the weather accounts for it very ¥
turally—he had better, however, go to bed, and “*
Mrs. Bennet.”

Arthur suffered himself to be carried away bY
Earl but, he called on Amy to follow, who lm$°rcd
at the door, she immediately sprang after him acco?
panied by Mr. Martyn.

Mrs. Bennet quickly attended the summons, o
of bustling anxiety. She very sensibly sug,-'ges"c‘l
the propriecty of a warm bath, and Arthur ¥
left under her charge until it was comple
when he was placed in bed, while Amy returned
sit by him.

¢ 1 feel better now,” said the child, as she are"
near to him ; “I shall soon be well again.”

“Y trust you may, my dear Arthur,” rerA
Amy, affectionately kissing him ; “but try to co?”
pose yourself to sleep. 1 will pray for you to-nigh
God bless you !’

Tenderly was he watched over until morning”?
dawn by the Earl, who would not be prevailed
to leave him even to the care of Mrs. Beo?
When Amy met him and Mr. Martyn at an entlf
hour, she was concerned to see them both look
grave.

“ How is dear Arthur 1 was her first inquiry*

¢ He has passed a restless night, and is far {1
well, I grieve to say,” replied Lord Blondevill bi
“ and, from what our physician tells us, you ™
not go near him.””

Amy looked fearfully and 'inquiringly ot e
Martyn. ‘It is even so, my child,” said he m0
fully ; “his complaint is, we fear, contagi?
and we cannot suffer you to run any risk.”

“But you are both attending him,’ retll"‘“‘
Amy, much distressed; ¢ then why may not 1
I cannot, cannot, stay from Arthur when he is *
fering.”

« My dear child, it is our duty to attend lﬂ“”
replied Mr. Martyn; “but confided to us 25 I’y
have been, we dare not allow you to do so. de”’
he continued, more cheerfully, “a few days, ¥
the blessing of a gracious God, will, we may b P"
see our dear patient much recovered.” "

Amy was obliged to submit, but it was with
aching heart ; and, on returning to her own 2]
ments, she threw herself into a chair, exclalﬂ““
¢ Ursula, my luckless fortunes have followed mé
this abode, where all was happiness when I ©
now, how full of care and anxiety.” M

““You are wrong to reason thus, my dear
Amy,” replied Ursula. ¢ Clouds will over!h‘:g
the palace as well as the humblest peasant’s

and attentively 100”‘

of
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hor . . , .

4 T2y we venture to eall in question His allwise
€Creey

3

% but tryst Him slike in the storm as in the
e.,)

h“;lll:ly OV\'red much to this excellent creature, whose
gTeatee Piety had frequently been a source of the
Poseq 5t comfort to her. She strove to feel com-
ioht u"d.to look brightly to the future, when she
e" "Sa‘m enjoy the cheerful society of her amia-
ea;"g‘gmg little companion ; but the hours passed
» T and slowly away. She saw little of the
ance or Mr. Martyn, who appeared in close attend-
Wheq On the sick chamber, and she felt thankful

the day had closed.
. n°thf'l’, and another thus passed. The answers
oinrecelved to all the inquiries how Arthur was
W&si ©n, were vague and unsatisfactory, for Ursula
N endm allowed to go near thelittle sufferer, for fear
0gering her young lady, and Amy now scarce-
. aw any one else. At length, unable longer to
M &xigle’ Wwith her feelings, she descended to Mr.
hag Y0’s study ; it was the fourth day after Arthur
t'embl‘n taken ill. She unclosed the door with a
bpar ng hand. Mr. Martyn was pacing the room,
st atently much agitated, while Lord Blondeville
. " 8ome little distance, his head bent down, and
. ace concealed within his hands 5 a deep sob met
ml;a" as she entered ; she clasped her hands con-
ue ;ely together, while, with a cheek whose ashy
jects :’Poke her terror, she stood gazing on the ob-
Pmach:f‘)l‘e her, unable to speak. Mr. Martyn ap-

o “hed her mournfully.
us, g ur dear little companion is passing away from
.;n Y Amy,” gaid he ; * but his Saviour is leading

8ently through the dark valley.”
™Y heard no more ; she cast herself into the ex-
ang ;‘}t‘ms of her adopted father, and wept long
eng,,.,l- ter¥y. There was something so peculiarly
ow ;:8 in Arthur, and the affection he had shown
herself, had so completely won her young
2 trj l:l that to be thus unexpectedly bereaved, was
. beyond her fortitnde. Mr. Martyn pressed
tderly, and strove to soothe her anguish ; but
V'OUIdt Moment even his reasonings failed. Nature
°llme:°t be restrained. He told her that the
wn S was expected towards evening.
% lled‘tt “l fear she will arrive too late,”” he con-
coulq ;‘ he is sinking fast from want of sleep;
saygy, e <.>nly procure that blessing, his physician
«, C Might even now indulge hope.”
himtnd will you still refuse to allow my seeing
l’h;ch:;ld Amy, in an imploring tone.
" %y Lord Blondeville as she spoke. “Am I
for u‘:““nate that I can do nothing in this hour
kingy, 5¢ from whom I have experienced so much
ess, >

h‘:’e Earl, without looking ut her, pressed her
m;.“ he mournfully shook his head, and turned

She ap-

&
You cap pray for us, my child,” said Mr. Mar-
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tyn; “return to your chamber, and there offer up
your petitions, while I strive to instil Christian for-
titude and patience into this unhappy son, who feels
doubly the present trouble on account of his mother.

T have prayed, I will ever pray for you all,”
replied the agonized girl; ¢ and willingly would I
lay down my own life to restore peace and happiness
to this afflicted house.”

Mr. Martyn now led her towards the door, and
unclosed it for her. 1 will see you in an hour,
Amy,” he said ; “at present my duty lies here—go
my child, and may God bless you.”

Poor Amy felt utterly wretched, as she retraced
her steps to her own apartments. There are few
things more painful to a well directed mind, than to
feel all the inclination to render assistance or con-
solation, without the slightest power to do so.

“But I can still pray,” she exclaimed, in bitter-
ness, as she paused on reaching the corridor, and
looked down wistfully in the direction of the sick
chamber ; * as Mr. Martyn says, that privilege is
one which can never be denied the MosT miserable.”

At this moment she beheld Mrs. Bennet approach-
ing. The good matron was in tears; Amy flew to-
wards her.  “Is there indeed no hope 2’ she trem-
blingly inquired. '

I fear, none,’’ replied Mrs. Bennet; ¢ for three
days and nights the beloved child has never -slept ;
he is constantly calling for his mamma, and asking
why you do not go to him.”

““Oh! is it possible that he has inquired for me'?
Mrs. Bennet, no one shali keep me from him another
hour—no one has a right. 1wl go to him.”

My dear lady, my lord will never forgive me ;**
cried Mrs. Bennet, ¢ndeavouring to prevent her,
¢t is typhus fever, and he has given me the strict-
est order.” .

But Amy was now resolved. She broke away
from her hold, and walked resolutely on until she
reached the door of the ante-chamber leading o the
one occupied by the little invalid. Most cautiously
did she steal across this, and enter the darkened one
beyond, which was still as death. She looked fear-
fully towards the bed, where, through the gloom,
she beheld the once blooming boy, supported by pil-
lows, his eye dull and glazed, his cheek sunken, and
his fine head shorn of all its beautiful curls. What
a change had a few short days wrought! The for-
titude of Amy had nearly failed her as she gazed on
the wreck ; but she breathed a prayer for sirength,
and it was given her. She knelt down at the bed-
side, saying, in her own sweet, soft tone, *“Arthur,
my darling Arthur.” The child turned his eyes to-
wards her, and feebly stretching forth his little atte-
nuated arms, in a mement he clasped them around
her neck. The gush of tears which now streamed
in torrents down her cheeks relieved her bursting

{ heart ; she ventured to raise her head, and again

look in his face.
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“ They told me you were gone, Amy,” said the
child, in a feeble, hoarse voice.

“ They would not suffer me to come to you, my
darling,” she replicd; “but I will never, ncver
leave you again.”

“ Come, then, and lay your head down by me,”
whispered Arthar, 1 want to talk to you; there,
that is nice,” as her lovely face rested close to his,
and she held him in her arms. ¢ Amy, do you know
Mr. Martyn says I shall soon leave this dark, dark
room, and go where it will always be light. Ob, 1
shall be glad to go, for this is a sad place. Harold
never smiles now—every thing I look on is unhappy
—the sun, even, does not shinc upon me.”

¢ But it will shine, my darling ; and where you
are going, its glory will surround you ; for has not
Christ said, ¢ Suffer the little children to come unto
me, and forbid them not, for of such is the kingdom
of heaven.’

I remember you taught me that in your pleasant
room—yes, yes, and there was another.”

¢ Though T walk through the valley of the sha-
dow of death, I will fear no evil, for thou art with
me, thy rod and thy staff support me,””’ repeated
Amy ; “and then that beautiful one, ¢ He shall feed
his flock like a shepherd, he shall gather the lambs
with his arm, and carry them in his bosom.” Such
words are precious, are they not, dearest 1

Arthur faintly smiled, and the cxpression of his
countenance was so seraphic, that Amy-felt she did
indeed look upon a being belonging not to this frail
carth. After a pause he again spoke, but even more
feebly : *“ My own mamma is coming to-night—how
1 wish it was here.”

¢ Soon, too soon will it arrive,” replied Amy,
mournfully.

“Do not go away till she comes ; I feel so quiet
with you near me, and my eyes are getting so hea-
vy.”> He nestled his head close on her bosom as he
uttered this. “Amy, he continued, after another
short silence, ¢ have you seen my poor pony lately 2

“Y saw him last evening, dearest, and he is quite
well.”

¢ Good, good,’” repeated the child.

Mrs. Bennet had been standing at the foot of the
bed, deeply affected at the scene before her. When
she looked on the youthful, beautiful Amy, radiant
in health, as she held the wasted form of dcar Ar-
thur so affectionately in her arins, she seemed to her
like a pitying angel, who had flown from heaven to
snatch him from the eruel grasp of death. She sat
down, watching, with painful anxiety, the result.
The position in which Amy was laying was con-
strained and uneasy ; but as Arthur appeared so
still, she would not have moved for the world.
Presently she saw his cye. gradually close, while
his breathing became almost inaudible. She conti-
uued to listen, with her gaze intently fixed on the
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object of her solicitude, until she felt perfectly as”
sured that he was in a profound sleep.  *

Onec full hour passcd, and still the heroic girl
stirred not. She heard the door gently open, and
beheld the Earl enter.  She marked his start of sur-
prise on sceing her—bis first look of agony, and
then his snile, as his eyes fell on the slumbering
child. Mrs. Ecnnet had risen, and whispered a few
words in his car. He turned again towards the
bed, lingered a few moments, and then retreated
with noiscless steps. Arthur was by this time in 80
decp a repose, that Amy ventured to change her po-
sition for one in which she might rest more easily
but as the child’s arm wasw still round her neck, she
dared not rise. She had tasted nothing that day
save a cup of coffee, which Ursula had brought to
her before she quitted her room ; but her mind was
so completely absorbed, that she experienced no
sensation of hunger. Insensibly, a drowsiness erept
over her,owing to the extreme stillness which reigned
around, added to want of rest, from the anxiety she
had suffered ; her thoughts became confused, till at
length they ceased—and she too slept.

Hour after hour stole away; and when AmYy
again unclosed her eyes, she thought she must be
dreaming. A lamp was burning on a table near
her, while, at the foot of the bed, stood a majestic-
looking woman, with her large dark eyes fixed on
the youthful forms before her ; the deepest melan-
choly pervaded her fine features, united to an ex-
pression of yearning affection. She was supported
by Lord Blondeville, who was nearly concealed by
the drapery from the canopy. Amy half raised her
head in alarm, when the two figures instantly disap-
peared. Mrs. Bennet then drew near, and bending
over her, told her that it was the Countess whom she
had seen. Amy found that during her slumber Ar-
thur had become more disengaged ; she, therefore,
now, with the assistance of Mrs. Bennet, gently
stole from his side ; but on attempting to stand, she
felt so weak and exhausted that she would have fal-
len had not the good housckeeper held her, and led
her to the door of the ante-chamber, where she wa$
met by Lady Blondeville—whose first salutation wa$
to press her fondly in her arms, and weep tears of
anguish, affection, and gratitude over her. She
then turned to the Earl, saying:

¢ Harold, take this noble child, and give her somé
restorative—sce, she is drooping.”

Most readily, most tenderly did he obey, as he
received the fainting girl from his mother, who im~
mediately re-emtered her beloved Arthur’s room-
There were some warm jellies standing on a salver
the Earl held one of them to the lips of Amy, who
thankfully received it; he then conducted her to-
wards her own apartment. At the door of her bou”
doir he said :

“ My more than sister, may God in heaven bles®
and preserve you. 1 shudder when 1 think to what
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¥ exposed yourself. But He will preserve

0?‘ for ay) our sakes.”
hen dear Arther wakes,” replied Amy, gently
Wor, :giﬂg hersclf from him, ¢ will you send me
« 0W he is 9
Promise—until then, fare you well.””
ers:‘];t were the reflections of Amy when she found
cast heonce more alone 7 Her first impulse was to
i tself on her knees, and, in humblencss of spi-
at‘:{’“" forth her thanksgiving for what she had
chi 2Y been the means of procuring for the adored
ving b(;f a widowed mother, and to implore the Di-
Prayer essi’.\g for a happy issue. She continued in
readiy until the entrance of Ursula, who, it may
‘“lxie{ be believed, had passed a day of feverish
new y] * Amy had no fears about infection ; she
ino 8he was in hands mighty to save, and that no-
g%; ¢ould befall her but what was ordered for her
see heryla mfzrciful Physician. Ursula trembled to
ange hOOkmg so very pale. She assisted her to
i =cher dress for a loose robe ; and as the even-
E:’aﬂ serene and fine, she drew her chair close to
ine Pen window, to inhale the air, which was reviv-
S 20 refreshing to her spirit.
llla’ ::\Y child, my child !”” said the affectionate
e .l would not have Mrs. Somerville know
rec?:"l in which you have this day placed your
ﬁshus life. Alas! if we were bereaved of you,
« 2ould then have lost all we cared for on earth.”
U only for a time, my own Ursula,” replied
Y5 “lot your lessons of fortitude, which have
M comforted me, be yours now, and cast your
Pon God, who careth for us. In such a cause
"t my own life as nothing ; even my dear mam-
uld give me to the Lord without a murmur.
. mis:mt such grief be light, compared to the ut-
Ty of falling into the hands of Father An-
m\"‘)l‘se, worse than a thousand deaths 7
the heirgolltinued *enjoying the night breeze until
elogl . | the hour of eleven chime by the chapel
I she they requested Ursula to go and inquire
“heuy‘_" #till slept, as she began to feel restless and
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8 her absence, footsteps approached the
ono;l:e rose to unclose it, in trembling emotion
Sire, d.° 2> Yet dreading to hear the answer she de-
T. Martyn stood before her.
ed child,” he said, entering, and folding
embrace, “beloved even in your disobe-
8 oy 8m sent to announce that our dear Arthur
h"'en e;) and that the hours of rest which (under
e owes to you, have removed all fearful

out l;';""- His physician has just pronounced him
da,nge

o
Beloy

her in

Bence, 1

kne::y Ultered a cry of joy as she sank on her
in Mr. Martyn raised her, and, giving her his
bed’ %: he instantly retired, saying, ‘“hasten to
Amy, for you look sadly worn. May our
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meeting be one of happiness tomorrow,—good
night.”

‘Amy was scarcely dressed on the following morn-
ing, when the Countess entered her room, full of
anxiety lest she might already have shown indica-
tions of tho fever. The family physician accompa-
nied her, who, te her infinitc relicf, assured her that
she was in perfect health.

“Then I may now be allowed the privilege of
helping you to nurse dear Arthur,” said the amiable
girl, anxiously. ¢ Oh, do not refuse me,” for the
Countess shook her head.

<1 know nol how far I may venture to promise,”
she replied, affectionately ; ““you certainly cannot
encounter greater danger than you have already
done, by your devoted forgetfulness of self; but I
scarcely think Harold or Mr. Martyn will permit
you to venture so much again ; they are both suffer-+
ing much uneasiness on your account.”

¢ Then let me go to them, and convince them 1
am well,” and Amy accomparicd the Countess to
theabreakfast room. She was struck, on her en-
trance, by the appearance of the Earl, who looked
extremely wan and pale.

1t is you, who are ill,” she exclaimed in a voice
of emotion, as he approached her. He made no an-
swer, but drew her towards the window, and gazing
for some time earnestly in her beautiful face, now
suffused with blushes, he murmured,  Thank God,
my prayer has then been heard,” and turned away.

Mr. Martyn informed her aflerwards, that the
Earl had never gone to bed the whole night, but
had passed it in his library in a statc of great agita-
tion. Gratefully did Amy receive a reluctant per-
mission from them both to visit Arthur, who she
found considerably better, and even cheerful. He
greeted her in his own engaging manner, and Lady
Blondeville was much affected on perceiving the at-
tachment which appearcd to exist between thesc
lovely children. Tn the course of the day, which
Amy chiefly spent in the chamber of the invalid, the
Countess drew from hen the principal parts of her
story, and naturally felt remorse at the coldness, and
even dislike she had cvinced when first she heard of
her, from her son.

« My poor, poor unprotected child,” said she, em-
bracing her, “may it bc our care to shield you
from the fate you dread. When Mrs. Somerville
returns, you must visit me at the Falcon’s Nest;
change of air will be very necessary to my darling
Arthur, when he has strength to travel, and from all
1 see I am sure he will not part with you.”

This was a charming proposal, which Amy re-
ceived with grateful thanks.

1 deserve them not, Amy,” returned the Coun-
tess, becoming each moment more interested in the
beautiful girl ; «in my inordinate love for Arthur,
my heart has been closed to many right feelings, and
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when I first learnt the tidings of his illness, I felt in
my aflliction that the Almighty had laid the stroke
on me to humble me, and lead me to himself.

¢ That child,” continued the weeping Lady Blon-
deville, ¢ from his birth, has been my idol—even
Harold, the noble gifted Harold, good as he is—and
beloved, has been less to me than Arthur—he has
stood between me and my God, engrossed all my
heart, all my thoughts, and as I now gaze on that
perishing lovely wreck, and reflect on what a fragile
base I have rested my hopes, and garnered up my
treasure, I shudder as I think, how just a retribu-
tion,”” and she hid her facc in her hands.

“ Dear, dear lady,” replicd Amy, knecling by her
side and mingling her tears ;  our Heavenly Father
never afflicts willingly, nor will He suffer us to re-
ceive a heavicr stroke than he enables us to bear
even now although He has permitted the billows to
flow over you, and the storm to rage, yet behind
that darkness was concealed the sun which has
again shone forth—your prayers, your contrition
have béen accepted, and your child isspared ; hence-
forth you will remember, that he is only lent to
you, that he is reserved for a holier, happier exis-
tence in that world where he will live forever, re-
decmed by his Saviour, who wills not that one
should be lost, but that all should come unto Him
to be saved.” :

The Countess gazed in astonishment on the ani-
mated countenance of Amy, as she ultered this, in
a tone of sweet solemnity.

“ Whence can such reasoning come (rom one of
your years,” she inquired, laying her hand on her
beautiful head ; “ when I look on you, a mere child,
and here words which might proceed from one who
had numbered twice as many, I marvel as I listen.”

“1 have never mixed with those of my own age,”
returned Amy; “I know nothing of their amuse-
ments, their ways, their pursuits. My time has
been spent very much alone, or with those consider-
ably older than myself. My Bible bas becn my
guide and my solace, during the five years I was in
Italy, I never read any other book, for those which
Father Ansclm gave me I dared not look into ; since
I returned to my dear mamma, she has taken great
pains with me, and our evenings were always spent
in reading thc best authors. The first young com-
panion I have known is your loved Arthur. Oh,if I
could express to you what I felt when I heard his
Jjoyous laugh, it touched a chord in my heart which
had never vibrated before, and the days I have spent
here in wandering with him over the delightful
grounds of this place, have given a charm to my ex-
istance quite new to me. Alas! this very feeling of
happiness so unknown, rendered me less able to
bear the miserable change his illness made on all
around me—and I feel that the fewer beings we
have to love, the safer and better it is for those
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whose best treasures should be laid up in I{eaveﬂ',’

The Countess pressed her lips on the snow whil?
forchead of the kneeling girl, she then seemed lost
in deep thought, for she spoke no morc for som’
time.  Arthur now called Amy to his bedside, wher®
she remained administering to his childish wish®®
until he was weary, and inclined to sleep, when she
retired to her boudoir, full of gratitude for the haf”
py turn which the last twenty-four hours had give®
in the tide of affairs, eminently intercsting to thos
who were becoming daily more dear to her heart-

In the evening she joincd the Earl, and Mr. M8!”
tyn in their walk, and a very happy one it prb'ed’
for reliecved from his worst fears, the cheerfulness ¢
Lord Blondeville had rcturncd, and all the natur®
playfulness of his character was displayed ; the SP*
rits of Mr. Martyn werc more chastened, yet fall ¢
peace ; he felt there was much to be thankful fof?
he smiled at his friend’s sallics, but his feelings wer®
too serene to be mirth{ul.

I remember once hearing the remark made by *
dear boy, only thirteen years of age, that ¢ whe?
we are very happy, we never laugh,” I was struc
at this saying at the time, and I have since found it
to be most true—happiness to be real, must proc
from hizh causes, therefore a noisy expression of it#
presence would be inconsistent.”

But Amy was still too much a child not to entéf
with her whole heart, into the frolics, between Lor
Blondeville and his favourite dog Lion, a noble an¥”
mal, which he had brought home with him from th
great St. Bernard—and who had frequently been hef
companion and young Arthur’s, in their ramble®
They had now reached that part of the lake (ro®
whence rose the fountain, flowing over a rocky em¥”
nence, and whose soothing sound, as it fell gurs’
ling into the marble bason, was peculiarly delight”
ful to Amy. A rich cluster of the water lily gre®
near this sweet spot, reposing its snowy petals op
the broad bosom of the lake.

¢ How I should like one of those lovely flowers,”
said Amy, ¢ rendered still more valuable by the dif
ficulty to obtain them—Lion I would you could u®
derstand me.”

She had scarcely uttered the wish, when Lord
Blondeville, springing from her side, was standing
on the ledge of the rock, and holding by the mo‘_‘
fragile support, as he stooped down to secure hf’
prize. Amy beheld his light graceful figure in ihit
perilous attitude only one instant, for covering
face, she turned away in terror, while a violest
plunge in the water, and an exclamation from M‘:’
Martyn succeeded—her heart beat quick, and up
her hands were gently removed by some one né
her, she ventured not to unclose her eyes—th®
rested on the Earl, who with the flowers in hif
grasp, had approached to present them—her onlf
thanks were a burst of tears.
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lha,,,l c:ng““lﬂnte you more for your gallantry
ost ﬂn: Sense, my friend,”” said Mr. Martyn, al-
- :l’lly, ““ what a pity that your harlequinade
Which, Li:mple‘cd by a good sousing in the water,
ot a“'a,rel: had nearly procured for you. I was
Moty hat you aimed at appearing in the cha-
« oo hero of romance.”
ll“ghi?,: }'E:“tyn be scvere 1 retarned the Earl,
Yoy \vis';,’ surely, you would risk more for one
5« ed to P]ease.”
ﬂfl‘ordzo?tld risk my life in a good cause; but to
Pain 2 il Pleasure, 1 would not inflict a great
€« N
Fain Would [ cast it back into the lake,” said
reven as king David threw away the pitcher
o Obtained for him by the Israelites rushing
bealilif ]ftnemy,s camp ; but oh, I cannot. Is it not
Margy, > ™ father 2 holding up the flower to Mr.
Napyg, Who she had Iearnt to call by that endeared
%y, .
Cop, N 1: l"”illti('ul, my Amy,” he replied ; ¢ all that
Map, Wo‘:lm the hands of God is perfect, and, but for
ontjp, d remain so. Oh, beautiful world !”” he
fhee fals. §azing around him, *thy Master made
i g, €%, and many a flower has he scattered
e —Mmany a well of water springs up in the
Yet, f’r fefresh us; countless are his mercics—and
da":er‘,u:he glittering joys, the fictious hopes, the
Cagy amay iHlbition, or the balcful passion, all are
« .
B
tiop ’b?t % would not have man without ambi-
“ ::k_ed Lord Blondeville.
wil) 5 ree}s 2 noble quality, call it ambition if you
2hoy, phed,Mr. Martyn, ¢ which leads us to soar
Xaliey that is mean and despicable, to all that is
% fyy o an(‘i glorious, and great ; butif it only rests
by, . IS earth is concerned, and carries not its
be“eath yond, I pity it, as altogether worthless, and
¢ desires of an immortal being.”
Yoop, o MBS to the castle, Amy hastened to the
Quengy (}ear invalid, who, she found, had fre-
Couy Muired for her during her al The
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impossible it would be that a Being so full of merey
would lay on her the weight of a feather beyond
what was really ncedful.

During this trying period, Amy proved to her as
a daughter, devoting nearly her whole time to lessen
the fatiguc and anxiety she suffered. And oh! it
was a joyful day when the beloved Arthur was suf-
ficiently recovered to be carried by his brother into
the cheerful drawing-room.  Then, indeed, the
Countess, on her Lnees, expressed her deep, her
heartfelt thanksgiving ; while Mr. Martyn, collect-
ing all the household in the chapel, offered up that
grateful incense so acceptable to God, and so proper
and natural for man.

Weeks now fleeted past, and the time drew near
when the return of Mrs. Somerville was expected.
Arthur’s health and strength were daily improving ;
he could now drive out, ride his pony, and, to Amy’s
infinite delight, once more become the companion
of her short rambles ; and snatched, as he had been,
from the very verge of the grave, he was, if possible,
more dear to her than ever.

¢ How shall I be able to part from him, from
them all?”’ she would mentally cxclaim ; “alas! I
had almost begun to forget that this is not my home
—that I belong not to any here, but am an alien
and a stranger.”

“In such moments as these, Arthur, percciving
the sad expression of her countenance, would throw
his arms round her neck, and, by his childish sym-
pethy and affection, soften the bitterness of such re-
flections.

Lord Blondeville, ever since the arrival of Amy
at the castle, had declined all invitations, and latterly
he had felt less inclination to enter into the society
of the neighbourhood, amongst which, it was natu-
ral to suppose, that one like him would be much
courted ; but now, that the Countess was his guest,
and that all anxiety for his brother had ceased, he
unwillingly admitted that he had no longer an ex-
cuse, and he felt obliged to accept the card which

requested his company at dinner at Lord —’s.

X fong . VS itting by his side, watching, with all
‘?elnbi,‘ Other’s anxiety, over her treasure, and
bleg, Sg 28 she beheld him so wasted and enfee-
Mr. M € Was goon joined both by the Earl and
ety Y03 and beautiful it was to witness the
hea,. N aﬂ:ectionate attentions of her son, and to
Partey STacious words of strength and comfort im-
Qpe,ieny the amiable minister—who, from having
L olan, 8orrow, knew so well how to soothe
r°l'te.-, by her. He did not, like the worldly com-
W on '®r cease from weeping, or tell her she
Couyy 'Mg 1 yielding to her grief—that what she
] the lugeﬁ:e]l’ she must endure ; but he led her to
W' of her Saviour—to his sympathy in
"\dtoher 8 tears at the tomb of his friend—and
dow of that exquisite, touching story of the wi-
N5 until her heart acknowledged how
20

On the morning of the day, the Countess was
sitting under the shadow of a peculiarly fine elm
tree, which grew near the water’s edge. She was
watching with interest the gambols between Arthur
and Lion, whose rough manner of showing his re-
gard called forth many a laughing reproach, parti-
cularly when his ungentle attentions were shared
with Amy, whe #as, as usual, his companion.

Presently Lord Blondeville drew near, and throw-
ing himself op the grass at his mother’s feet, he
gazed for-séme little time on the scene before him ;
then playfully laying his head back on Lady Blonde-
ville’s knee, he said :

“Is not Amy a most. lovely and loveable being 2
My mother, we must never suffer her to leave us
again.”

% She has promised to return with me into De-
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vonshire,” replied the Countess, if Mrs. Scmerville
permits her to indulge us; and I hope 1 may induce
her to remain for some time.”

““But you have not yet gained my permission,
whose charge she is,” returned the Earl, smiling.

““Or rather Mr. Martyn’s, my son. You were a
fitting counsellor and adviser for one so young.”

“You think so; now what would you say if I
were to persuade Amy to perform with me in the
parts of Benedict and Beatrice 77

The Countess started. “T would weep at the
performance, as at a deep tragedy,”” was her an-
swer.

“Can you be in carncst 2—you do not then love
Amy.7’

“Yes, my son, I do love her; and well can I
imagine that one like you could not dwell for wecks
under the same roof with such a creature, particu-
larly in the peeuliar circumstances which have
placed her here, and daily witness her engaging
qualities, without becoming warinly interested j this
is what I feared when your letter first reached me—
and cre I beheld her, the unhappiness it caused 1
cannot express 5 but remember, Harold, the wishes
of your sainted father, and the claims your country
has on your best energies. You must not remain
supinely here—other objects are, or ought to be,
your aim ; and in the senate let me hear of my son,
and that he has taken the place onee so honourably,
so0 nobly filled by him whose like we shall behold no
more.”

““All this may be accomplished, my mother,
without the sacrifice of dearcr hopes.”

““Harold, let me hear no more of this,”” said the
Countess, firmly ; “look at Amy, a mere child—
how unfit to hold so responsible a station ; and you
but twenty-two ycars. No, no—as you value my
peace, wait until a more matured judgment decides
your choice.”

Arthur now perceiving his brother, ran towards
him, followed by Amy, which put a stop to further
conversation.

““How old are you, Amy,” enquired the Coyn-
Less, a8 the unconscious girl stood smiling before
her.” !

“ I shall be sixteen next December,” she replied.

“ Would that I could add two more winters to
your young life,” said the Earl, layinz his open
hand gently on her beautiful brow.

«Time will amend the fault,” remarked Lady
Blondeville, fondly putting her arm round her waist,
as she retraced her steps to the castle.

Mr. Martyn had promised to accompany Amy
in a long walk that evening, and at the appointed
hour, she descended to his study ; but finding him
at that moment engaged, talking to some poor person,
she strolled into the park to await him, with Lion
as her protector.  She was trying to attract the at-
tention of Arthur’s pony, when she perceived an
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abject-looking woman approaching her, making
signs of distress. Amy stood still to allow her 0
draw near.

“®Oh, beautiful lady,” said the poor creatv’®
crouching at her feet, “my child, my only child,
dying, and I have none to help me.”

“YWherc, where is your child ? exclaimed A®Y’

“Ile is Iying in yonder copse,” said the womah
pointing ; oh, if you would only come with mé, he
might be saved.” ¢

When did the cry of distress reach the eﬂ".o
Amyin vain?  “ Take me to your child,” she sai®
“and we will carry him to the castle.” .

With hasty steps she followed the woman until
she found herself beyond the park, and entering
woods ; here she had never been before, and she he:
sitated. -

¢ Whither are you conducting me,” she aSkf"d’
T dare not go further.”  As she spoke, the wailing
cry of an infant caught her car. "

¢ Ah, lady, lady, follow me for the love of God'
cricd the woman, clasping her hands.

Amy sprang forward, and entered the low prust”
wood ; she had scarcely done so when she felt hef
arm rudely grasped, and on turning round in terro™
she beheld the well remembered features of the bos®
man. She uttered a piercing scrcam, while hes
throwing the child, which had been used as a dec0l*
into the arms of the woman, fiercely demanded whs
had dctained her.

<1 was not to blame,” replicd the wretched ere*”
ture ; “Oh, Ralph, Ralph, I never would have bee
guilty of such a crime but for you ; and if you },a'rﬂ‘
one hair of that lovely angel, I never will forgi?®
you.”

¢« You forgive, poor fool,” said the man, .
temptuously ; ““look on this,” he added, drawith
from his bosom a clasp knife, if you peachs ©
member,”” and he shook it in her face.

“ Alas, how could you, a mother, thus petro!
me ?7? eried the agonized Amy, struggling to
herself from the ruffian, whose tight hold of be
delicate arm, left the print of his hand; whe ”
would you take me ?—I have never harmed yOU

At this moment, Lion, leaping over a fences
secing the man, uttered a low menacing growl, &
was prepared to spring upon him, when the Wr° "
instantly darted his knife into the neck of the nob
animal, who fell, weltering in his blood. He s
bound a fillet over the eyes of the nearly ]j{elf
girl, and seizing her in his arms, dashed thro%s
the woods. A little time brought him to the ! ]
nearly opposite the island ; here he lifted his v
happy, helpless victim into a boat, and crof,
over, secured it to the bankj then hurrying ¥
her into the grotto, he pushed open the door @
cell, and removing the bandage from her eyes; "
(irst object presented to her view was the fero!
countenance of Father Anselm ! Other figures

cor”
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w"e) byt ; .
Not N such a moment she recognised them

My, .::the Whole truth now flashed upon her in
b"t,.toa '?“llty + She spoke not—breathed not—
Troyng M8 forward, she fell, with her face to the
et 2 state of inscnsibility.
Money, :t 13 the girl,” said the man, “ give me my
tha)y s:)ond let us begone—for if we linger here, we
Wae in  be discovered ; a fine time I have had in
not S 10 meet her alone ; and il my Lord had
{rop, bsent today, we should have been as far
. reend' of our plot as ever.” .
Wregy, ™ard of iriiquity was soon p3id, and as the
!Eathe Beld the shining guineas falling into his
N gp 23 he grimly smiled, forgetting the awful
“%es like unto them.
to ce Meantime, Mr. Martyn, having attended
:\'hy; b‘lms of his petitioner, went forth to meet
thay Ut not finding her on the lawn, he supposed
t . 3 returned to her apartment, and lie con-
lerggy: :o“i"g for some time, meditating on an in-
day .. COnversation which he had held that very
how bel, ord Blondeville, concerning her who was
An hourved by him s if she were indeed kis own.
den]y re thus elmp!oyed quickly passed—when sud-
hou.e °9_“ecting his engagement, he re-entered the
f h‘::q“il'e why she came not.
2y g, “0? seen the child for two hours,” said
“Bhe ¢ eville, in answer to his anxious question.
With u 10 me, saying that she was going to walk
Uy a’ and [ of course supposed that she had.”
5% W83 summoned, and, in fearful alarm, af-
<« GTQ e Same,
My, prt God, have mercy on us!? exclaimed
LN » clasping his hands, “and relieve our
N!lnc:e:i‘l:t this moment, came in haste to an-
Iji"n b‘&edil One of the shepherds had discovered
;’ed him % to death in the woods, and had car-
b mngh“h:’ the game-keeper’s house; * he also
°"'ﬂin“ >Which he found lying close to'the spot,”
“hich Urgyl. _h°1ding up a small blue silk scarf,
t°‘ y ula Instantly recognised as one belonging
i Oh g’
?"eh;r:ly child! my child! my darling! they
8 hey aerefi her 17 cried the poor creature, wring-
"o Mgy, ,,nd” “and I shall behold her angel face

Whle .

"‘_fn.,ﬁo:ole household were by this time in con-
Priety of 4, _!.«ady Blondeville suggested the pro-
:"’d, she ding for the Earl, and, with a trembling
fleet ,,,_PWNed g pote, which she despatched by
?"iﬂ, . 2er, while a carriage was ordered ‘to
0:, e_.,,,%l;e?d to bring him home. The family
. he&‘"“l ‘Eil&u'l the hall when he arrived, in a state
'}:!l;n’ it tion, Mr. Martyn entreated him to
3 “‘Wer, Was necessary to forni some plan for
Whinm Of their charge; “for there is not a

O%n mind,” said he, ““buit that she has

fallen into the power of Father Anselm—how, is at
present inexplicable.”

Mrs. Bennet now entered, saying there was a very
poor looking woman who had begged admittance,
affirming that she could give some intelligence con-
cerning the Lady Amanda.

““ Bring her here instantly,’” demanded Lord Blon-
deville ; and the wretched creature who had decoyed
the innocent Amy into the wood, was introduced
trembling, and unable to look up.

It appeared that, unable to tear the remorse she
felt for her conduct towards one whose pleading
voice, extreme youth, and surpassing beauty, had
touched a heart not quite hardened in sin, she came
to the resolution of revealing all she knew ; this she
did on her knees, accompanied by dcep sobs, saying
that Ralph, the boatman, having become acquainted
with one of the Duke’s emissaries at a neighbouring
tavern which he was in the habit of frequenting,
learnt that 2 high reward had been offered for the
recovery of a young lady of rank; whose person he
described. The moment the man beheld Amy, he
felt certain she was the one sought for, and he told
‘the stranger, who immediately communicated the
intelligence to the Duke. Ralph, in the meantime,
induced the unhappy woman to watch an opportu-
nity of meeting Amy alone ; but several weeks passed
without success, during which the Duke and Father
Anselm had taken up their abode at 2 small country
inn a few miles off. o

“Had I but known the misery it would cost me
to commit such an act, I never would have con-
serited,” continued the repentant creature, * for her
cries even now pierce my heart. But Ralph threat-
ened to take my life if I refused—and oh! he is
cruel when he is angered.”

The Earl was so exasperated while listening to
her story, that, in the excited state of his {celings,
he shook her violently by the shoulder ; but instant
contrition following on beholding her abject condi-
tion, he put forth his hand to. raise her—while
Mr. Martyn, as they left the hall, turned to Mrs.
Bennet, saying, ‘take care of that unfortunate,
I will see her again on my return.”

It was a beautiful night, as they drove furiously
down the avenue, with the intention of proceeding
to H——, a large town distant about eight miles,
and which was in the direct road to London. They
had to cross a large moor or heath, where several
gangs of gipsies usually held their encampments—a
people who-were much encouraged and protected by
Lord Blondeville, and amongst whom the exeellent
Mr. Martyn had been eminently useful as a Chris-
tian minister. On reaching these, the Earl ordered
his servants to stop—when he, springing from the
carriage, approached their camp, to enquire whether
they had noticed any travellers on the road.’ A
young woman with a baby in her arms, her elf-lockd



136

streaming over her swarthy features, came forward
instantly.

My noble Lord secks her of the raven tresses,
and the May blush on her cheek ; when the sun set
in the west she was seen by one of our tribe—men
were with her, and they passed rapidly on towards
the cross road.

“ Which did they take %’ demanded the agitated
Lord Blondeville.

“Phanuel, come hither,” said the woman to a
young gipsey, who was standing with folded arms
at some little distance ; “ the noble Earl desires to
Imow which road was taken by the strangers.”

“They passed down to the right,”” replied the
man, touching his hat respectfully ; ¢ shall Phanuel
guide his lord ?”

¢ No, no, my good fellow,” said the Earl, throw-
ing down money, and jumping into the carriage—
¢ farewell.”

“ God speed the young eagle in his flight,” said
Phacbe, gazing after them,  and bring him in safety
to the blue-eyed maiden.”’,

They had driven a considerable distance in the
direction they were shown, when they drew near to
2 small inn by the road-side, round the door of
which they perceived a crowd collected. The Earl
literally trembled with emotion. Mr. Martyn ap-
peared calm, but he felt not the less, as, with a qui-
vering lip, he enquired if any thing had happened.

A shocking accident,” was the reply; a car-
riage had been overturned, and one of the party
killed.

“ Merciful God !’ exclaimed Mr. Martyn, “in-
scrutable are thy ways.” He was obliged to sup-
port the Earl as they entered the inn together.
Here they learnt that the gentleman was not killed,
but cvidently so much injured that his recovery was
hopeless.

“1s there a lady with them 3’ enquired Mr.
Martyn.

The answer was in the affirmative ; therefore they
could no longer doubt the identity of the travellers
with those they sought. ’

The Earl desired they might be shown into the
strangers’ apartment, which was immediately obey-
ed, for his rank was at once recognised. On the
door being thrown open, & most touching spectacle
met their view. The room was dimly lighted, while,
on a miserable pallet, lay extended a man, whose
face was turned towards them ; its expression de-
noted great suffering, accompanied by a look of such
demoniac revenge, that it was impossible to look on
it without shuddering ; his glazed eyes were fixed
on a kneeling female figure, who, with clasped hands
and head bowed aimost to the ground, was removed
from him but a few paces—her long dark ringlets
entircly shaded her features. Two other gentlemen
were present—one a tall commanding-looking man,
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whose foreign appearance and remarkably hand"”,"
person at once bespoke the Duke de Manfredon®

“ Amy—my beloved Amy!” exclaimed L
Blondeville, rushing forward, and raising her in
arms.

At the sound of his voice she started, and utte’’
ing a cry of joy, her first impulse was to lay
head on his shoulder, and shut from her sight
horrors of the scene before her. o

“Seize her—drag her from the vile hereti¢’
cried Father Anselm, cndeavouring to raise hims®'

The Duke drew a short stiletto, but was held b%
by Mr. Martyn, and the stranger—who deman
angrily : ,

By what right do you thus intrude on our P
vacy in such a moment ?”’

By that right which every man of honour ha% v
protect the weak and the innocent from the pov!
of the cruel,” replied the Earl, fiercely ; ¢ this 184!
is under my protection, confided to my care, wh
you have dared to carry away against her will.” ?

% And who are you, sir, who assume such 8%
thority 7"

“1It is the Earl of Blondeville,” returned M,r'
Martyn, mildly ; ““ and, George Denison, behold
me Henry Martyn. 1 beseech you, let not an
words be heard in the presence of a dying man.”

M. Denison started as he gazed on the minis#"
He made no answer, but the violence of his feelir?
became instantly caimed; while the furious g¢
culations of the Duke were only exceeded by ",
terrific expressions of the monk—who, writhing
agony and gnashing his tecth, still poured forth
most fearful anathemas against the innocent A )

“ Behold the demons,” he cried, “ready to ¥
her and cast her into the unquenchable lake !’]°0¥~
on their long fangs spread out to grasp her s0¥”,
aye, down with her, down with her to the flame®

The Earl shuddered as he pressed his hands ©'
the ears of the beautiful creature—who, trembl!
and aghast, leant against him for support. )

< Blondeville, remove that dear child,” said M
Martyn—it is not fit that she should hear &
words—while I attempt to soften this unholy m*”

But the Earl hesitated ; he felt reluctant to 16*
his friend alone with the strangers. ,ﬁ’

I beseech you, obey me,” continucd Mr. M
tyn, waving his hand—* remove her instantly.”

Amy did, indeed, look death-like; she was &
fectly unable to give utterance to one words
stood stunned and stupified by the imprecatio?®
the monk, vociferated in a hollow, sepulchral ¥¢
Lord Blondeville was moving with her towards
door, when the Duke approached, and violent!J
posed their retreat. Mr. Denison here interf¢ &

s Suffer her to go, Manfredonia,”” he said; o
you not see that her presence only adds to the ™ :
tation of our good father.”
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Whe:-u Earl then conducted her to another room,
er ;' € used every means to calm and tranquillize
°°n’tinut for some time without much success 3 she

Ued gazing on him fixedly, until he became
ala"lned ° g Ys

€«
« DS: e:,k to me, Amy, my swect sister,” he said—
¥ e(; look thus, for it distresses me ; soon will
¢stored to all you love, never to be torn from
tion t:gain'” He endeavoured to draw her atten-
Youne ;f‘ch. one who he knew was linked in her
at le?, Aftections, mentioning all their names ; this
ppi]glh l?roduced a violent burst of tears, which
cus io{x Telieved her—and burying her face in the
fan, of the sofa, she wept and sobbed like an in-

begi‘;’d glartyn had, in the meantime, knelt by th.e
istia of .ﬂ‘le unfortupate Father Anselm% his
felloyy c:-l Spirit groaned within him on beholding a
"“Prepa cature on the brink of eternity, so totally
less w&s"e‘i for the awful change ; he felt how hope-
in the altempt, but he would not refrain from
8 One ; ang he spoke to him in a strain of meeck
must have penetrated any heart not
to good impressions. He pointed out
reve € extreme sinfulness of harbouring angry
Te Ngeful feelings, and strove to lead him to
Cayg Ance 5 that even in this eleventh hour a gra-
on’s s;:l’(d Was ready to pardon him, for his dear
fay €, if he would only cast away every other

Prop, ang trust in His all-sufficient atonement
al"ati()n‘

h?relies 3
by v,

l’iety Whj
Ich

Quite

to in:IOsed

le’ 3.
3

t, ficndish tempter, with your damnable
. > cried the infuriated monk, tearing open
o ar.rd showing a hair shirt, with small pointed
treml’)le“;h‘c?‘ penetrated the ‘flesh— behold, and
hetj ;, + Will not this expiate crimes darker than
ent —aye, you may well start; away, and
« ,, M€ not,”

lieg,» %5, my brother ! trust not to such a refuge of
Said Mr, Martyn, clasping his hands together

ludeg ga.zed in pity amounting to horror on the de-
Cagt :1“89 whose life was ebbing fast away, *but
trye w:‘ the unhallowed idol, and worship the
Piage eri ? c'an the self-punishment of sinful man ex-
thay o bm:; in the sight of Him who is of purer eyes
it 5 dr: old iniquity 2—for what did Christ suffer,
Ay ful a saerifice were incomplete 3—cast
of o 3t eruel vestment, and put on the garment
forgy,". °Ushess, the robe without scam; stand
While the, © merits of thy Saviour—turn to Him
to g, Te i3 yet time—turn in penitence, and cling
0ck of Ages ; behold yon flickering lamp—
® for a moment with increased splendbur, ere
OF ever—such a light is yours ; it may daz-
by ita-.'1 With its vain show, its outward brilliancy,
n all hollow, all false ; thy agonising and un-
lhgrt::y Penance cannot pluck one sin from thy
to oy he tear of contrition is far more acceptable
€avenly Father, who wills not the death of
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a sinncr, but who, in the words of expostulation, has
said, ‘turn ye, turn ye, why will ye dic ¥

The monk cast on the kneeling minister a look of
ineffable hatred and scorn. “ Madden me not in
this hour with your heretical doctrines,’” he hoarsely
cried.  ““ Manfredonia, listen to me—devote thy
wealth in masses for my soul, and thou thyself be-
come one of the holy brotherhood of my convent.
Spurn from thee the base scion of a hateful race,
and sce her no more.  Let my remains be conveyed
to my own country, and interred in the monastery
at Palermo ; if you disobey me in one instance, my
spirit shall rcturn to haunt you till your dying day.””

“My word is pledged to fulfil your wishes, my
father,”” replied the Duke, bowing in deep solem-
nity. .

Mr. Martyn now rose from his knees, and retired
to a distant part of the room, where he remained for
some time in earnest, fervent prayer. The lamp
waned lower and lower in the socket j it shot up one
lurid flame, which shone on the distorted features of
the dying monk, then sank for ever, and left the
chamber of death in total darkness.

Lord Rlondeville had become anxious at the
lengthened absence of his friend, and was on the eve
of returning to enquire for him, when he entered the
room, strongly agitated.

Is it all over with that unhappy man 7’ enquired
the Earl, in a low tone.

“Alas, yes ! replicd Mr. Martyn, with deep
feeling, ““ many a death-bed scene have I witnessed,
but one 8o hopeless, never—and it has stricken me
to the heart; but let us depart,” he continued—
‘“where is my child 7—doubly mine now, that her
natural guardian has forsaken her;” and Amy was
fondly pressed in his embrace.

¢ Can we be of no use to the strangers ¥’ asked
Lord Blondeville, as they “were leaving the room,
it is painful to me that the father of Amy should
remain in 50 comfortless an abode as this.”

I offcred your castle to both the Duke and Mr.
Denison, as I knew I might venture to do so,” re-
plied Mr. Martyn; “but the determined manner in
which the former opposed any conciliatory advances,
silenced me.  Mr. Denison I found more reasona-
ble, and he has promised to call on me tomprrow.”’

Amy was now lifted in a very exhausted state
into the Earl’s carriage, which immediately pro-
ceeded homewards—it was midnight when they
drove over the drawbridge and re-entered the court-
yard of the castle. The Countess, Ursula, and Mrs.
Bennet were all waiting in anxious suspense, when
the sound of the carriage met their eager, listening
attention. Tenderly did Lady Blondeville receive the
beloved Amy, from the arms of her son—and many
were the prayers of grateful joy, and of tears, shed '
by good old Ursula, when she once more held her
darling to her bosom in safety. A composing
draught was administered, and Ursula rnmaincg!
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sitting by her bedside during the remainder of the
night. Brightly did the sun shine into the windows
of Amy’s apartment on the morning following—the
first object she beheld on awaking,was Arthur, sitting
as still as possible near her, with a sclection of beau-
tiful flowers in his hand, which he told her were
sent by Harold ; he scattered them over her, saying :
My own dear, dear Amy, they told me you were ill
last night, and that wicked men had taken you
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tyn, who beholding in him the brother of Agnesr
and the pupil of his early days, forgot all his neg”
lect and long estrangement, and they parted with
mutual expressions of good feeling, and a promis®
that he would accept the invitation made by $hé
Farl, and return at no distant period on a visit at
Blondeville Castle.

How much was there to tell Mrs. Somerville off
hep arrival, and with what real unfcigned delight

away—was it indced so ? Ah! wlio bruised yourldld Amy welcome this beloved friend, whose returf®

irm 7 and he stooped to kiss it, as she held out her ‘

hand to receive his caress, and displayed the marks
of the boatman’s violent grasp on her beautiful
wrist.

had been counted upon as the achme of happiness:
Most deeply did she feel the kindness and protec
tion which had beeri skown to her adopted child;
and while listening to the details of all that had

“Then it was no dream,” returncd Amy, half | tranepired, her alternati®ns from gricf to wonder and
raising herself, and drawing aside the rich curtains; | joy were most powerfully displayed—a few day®
“ Ursula, tell me, did I indeed behold him, and hear | only sufficed to call forth exgry warm feeling of hef
those dreadful words, those fearful groans 2 and she { affectionate heart towards each individual by whom

shuddered.

“ Thirk not of them now; my child,” replied Ur-
sula, “the eye of = gracious God was upon you,
and none had power to harm—see what a lovely day,
all nature is smiling, listen to the merry notes of the
lark, soaring aloft to the heavens—behold the fra-
grant flowers sparkling with the early dew upon
their leaves—think of ail the kind hearts by whom
you are cherished ; these are sights, and sounds, and
teflections soothing and tranquillizing to the wounded
spirit. Rise, my child, and let us adore our Crea-
tor, whose merey is over all his works, who fills our
hearts with gladness, and changes the sorrow which
overshadowed us at night, into joy unspeakable in
the morning.”

How affectionately Amy was grected by the
whole family, on her again appearing amongst
them, need not be said—very pale she was, and the
excited state of her nerves was apparent by her sud-
den starts and looks of alarm each time the door
opened, but by judicious, mild treatment, and ex-
treme kindness, by degrees these distressing symp-
toms subsided, though it took many days to efface
the fearful impressions she had received.

During these, Mr: Denison, her uncle, had held
a long interview with Mr. Martyn, in which he de-
veloped the man of the world. The Duke de Man-
fredonia’s determination strictly to adhere to the
dying injunctions of Father Anseln, he said it was
impossible to shake, but that he had no controul
over the fortune of the late Duchess; which would
revert to her daughter, the Lady Amanda, and for
which he and Mr. Martyn would become the trus-
tees, provided he had no objection. The idea having
once crossed the mind of the speculative Mr. Deni-
son, that there waa greater eclat in being uncle to
the young Countess of Blondeville, (an event he

“coneeived not improbable,) than to Sister Amanda
the Nun, acted as a spell to remove they frost-work
from his cold heart, and his bland and winning man-
ners quite won the regard of the amiable Mr. Mar-

|

she was surrounded. Young Arthur she perfectly
loved, and it was with infinite pleasure she uccepbed
the invitation of Lady Blondeville to return with
her to the Falcon’s Nest, the following week. Ap-
netta, the lively French girl, was rejoiced in being
restored to her young lady, and in rapture with the
beauty and cheerfulness of the castle. On seeing
Gasper, she exclaimed, “ha, Mr. fortune-tellers
you are here I find—what a fine prophet you have
proved yourself; you promised me a husband five
years ago, and lo he has not yet come.”

“ This day behold the prophecy fulfilled,” replied
Gasper, bowing to the ground, “and in me your
willing slave,”

_“You indeed, you withered old whiskerando,”
cried Annetta, laughing, ““if all my bright dream$
were to end in such a reality, I would rather never
wake at all.” .

“ Take my advice, Annetta,” said the worthy Mrs-
Bennet, “ and do not refuse a good offer—the faceé
which may look unseemly and old at your age, wil
appear in a far more favourable light at forty.”’

““Upon my word, ladies; you descant very freely
on my physiognomy,” returned Gasper, twisting
his moustachios into form, and turning to look 8t
himself in a glass—¢ old, withered, unseemly, it
deed! you have not lost your tongue mademoiselle
Annetta, since last we met 27

““No indeed, I hope not,” said the lively girly
¢ the severest penance Father Anselm, may Heaver
absolve him, (crossing berself;) ever inflicted on me
was, that I should not utter a word for one whole
day—ch what a long day it was ; and when I made
aviends for it on the following, he threatened to
hiave my tongue cut out, and to place me'in the
nunnery for penitents—why I would even marr¥
you, Gasper, to escape such 2 fate as that.” )

“ No doubt you would, madmoiselle Annetts,”
replied Gasper, continuing to view himself with
great complacency.

““But only to prove you a truc prophet,” sh¢
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'::mﬁ{:joined; ““ah me, so we are to leave this
ch&teau? Castle next weck, to be shut up in an old
ever Sincm the country ; what a fatality attends me ;
lot ¢ Lhave lived with the Lady Amanda, my
OPe no een 1o inhabit some gloomy abode; I do
00 oy ‘;"’ however, that brighter scenes may open
ing W3 if your handsome young lord, for
o m;::;l Were to wed my beautiful lady, how
«, oY would our romance conclude.” «
ten dernd the pretty Annetta give her hand to the
o aSper,” continued he, in the softest tone.
. €r, indeed; a piece of tough old brown
gin, w’ilhpuckered and wrinkled,” and the saucy
wa 8 malicious laugh, broke from him and
Ploge, Vs ere there was time for his anger to ex-
«
" fszed her not, Gasper,” said Mrs. Bennet to
m‘me“‘fmﬁted lover ; “1 am well versed in those
Wenty u;da woman often disguises her real senti-
« ?r the cloak of abuse.”
“ drie "guises a fury !’ cried the enraged Gasper,
intg o n nd Puckered ! why she has squeezed me up
Was gy, Ut-shell, I shall not expand to the man I
agaj \:h month to come ; let her wait till I ask her
More op alis all. A French flirt—1I will think no
her.»
Toup d':‘ght natyrally be supposed that Amy, sur-
wouq no‘“ she was by all who were dear to her,
Vereys ;’1' feel perfectly happy ; but a sadness had
inexplic bel' beautiful face latterly, which seemed
Arthy, able, and which even the playful society of
She }md"olﬂd at times only partially overcome.
an rredex!lreSsed a strong wish to see the Buke de
embe, ‘:;“a once, before his departure, foi she re-
ling cD"]ed that he was her father, and so sacred a
hep senj Not be lightly severed by one passessing
of ki re:"lentsx; but when she was gently informed
the dyin Usal, and of the promise he had made to
‘di“!lpoig Father Anselm, she shed tears of bitter
. tment and regret.
siog * Martyn strove to remove the painful impres-
13 circumstance made on her mind, and
Cclionately reminded her of the many valued
"l retained, She threw herself on his bo-
#he replied, < If you ¢ould only remove one
hich oppresses me, and seems to over-
e with remorse, I should feel, oh how
. ™MOrse ! what can my dear child have to do
« © corroding 5 care 1
oq m:"n tell you—-fdark thoughts have lately haunt-
*iny, dinand have obtruded the fear, that I have
my Tot showing more deference to the will of
g inyﬂ Parent, in having cast off my obedience,
of deau. Ying from him ; which has been the cause
‘tog"n n toa fellow creature,—and such a death
Paingy she wept as her memory dwelt on the
& ene 50 recently witnessed.
’. beloved Amy, you are sufferinz under a
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temptation of the cvil one,” replicd Mr. Martyn
unhesitatingly; “such thoughts could have only
been suggested by the prince of darkness ; dismiss
them from your mind, and remember the words of
your dear Redeemer, ¢every one that hath forsaken
houses, or brethren, or father, or mother, &e. for
my name’s sake, shall receive an hunhred fold, and
shall inherit everlasting life.” And this is from
Him, whose high sense of the duty we owe to our
parents, is so great that the fifth commandment is
the only ene to which a promise is attached.”

A short silence followed, when a ray of light,
suddenly dispelling the mist which had overshadow-
ed her, she clasped her hands, joyfully exclaiming :
“1 sce it now; oh, how could I for one moment
doubt.” And from that hour, Amy became another
being. :

Mr. Marty did not forget the unhappy woman,
whose contrition for the part she had taken in de-
ceiving Amy showed, that although her mind was
fallow, and overrun by weeds, it was not altogether
depraved. He visited her frequently, nor was he
discouraged by the discovery of her extreme igno-
rance—he prayed with her, and for her, and the death
of her innocent baby at this time, added to the de-
serticn of Ralph Hewit, so bowed her in anguish to
the earth, that the blessed words of comfort impart-
ed to her by this exemplary mhiister, acted asa cor-
dial on her fainting spirit ; and ere many months were
passed, this wild despised flower of the wilderness
was transplanted to the vineyard of the Lord rejoic-
ing. i

The cvening previous to the day fixed upon by
Lady Blondeville for her departure, had arrived. It
was one of exquisite beauty ; Amy watched the set-
ting sun, brilliantly reflected on the smooth lake
from the balcony of the drawing room. Lord
Blondeville and Arthur were her companions—she
gazed on the prospect for some time in silence then

{ turning to the Earl, she said :

¢ That sun, as i faces upon our sight, seems like
the departure of a friend—we hope, we believe we
may behold it again, but who can say we shall. 1
often wish I could return to childhood—change of
scene—gvery new spot has a charm for them—they
have no regrets—the word farewell is forgotien as
soon as spoken, but to me it is full of melancholy.”

“May I understand from those words that you
feel some little sorrow at the thoughts of leaving us
tomorrow 1" asked Lord Blondeville, placing his
hand gently on hers, as it rested on the balustrade.

¢ Oh, yes, indeed, you may ; if even you and dear
Mr. Martyn were to accompany us, I could not
leave this enchanting spot without a sigh—but you
are going away for some time, are you not 2

“Yes, Amy, so the fates have decreed, and per-
haps happily, for the castle will be loncly enough
after your departure.”’

“But he will come to us at Christmass,” said



160

Arthur, looking up in her face; “so do not ery,
dear Amy ;” for her eyes had filled with tears, which
she svas endeavouring to conceal, when this unfor-
tunate remark of the child overcame her fortitude,
and they burst forth copiously. The Earl was
much distressed, but by an extraordinary cfiort he
conquercd his feelings.

¢ Come this way, Amy,” he said, leading her to
the end of the balcony, {rom the observation of
those who were in the room ; “a few months will
soon pass, when again we shall all meet—1I intend
to rcach Devon in time for your birthday, if you do
not forget me in the interval.”

Amy looked at him through her tears—her sweet,
sad smile, and the expression in her dove-like eyes,
went to his heart, and he dayed not trust himself to
say more.

Mr. Martyn at this moment joined them ; ¢ Mrs.
Somerville has just been saying,” he said,  that if
she is pleased with the neighbourhood of Falcon’s
Nest, she will fix her residence therc ; how like you
that idea, Amy 1

“If you were coming there, I should say, very
much indeed.””

“Then you do not wish to lose your guardian.
Yes, my child,” he continued, as she mournfully
shook her head ; ““it is hard to bid adieu, amidst all
the cvils of human life; the separation of friends
may be considered amongst the greatest, yet it is,
alas necessary, since it prepares us for the heavier
loss of their eternal departure, and leads our hearts
to dwell on that state of bliss where it may no more
be spoken, but when all we have loved in life shall
again be reunited ; if summer were always here, we
should ccase to value it, wisely therefore is it de-
creed that nature’s varied garden should lie waste for
a sezson, and that winter should spread her white
mantle o’er the earth ; yet, let it be remembered, that
under all this apparent desolation the germ of many
o future blossom is nourished, which, in due time,
will burst forth, and amply repay us for our tempo-
rary losses. Then cheer thee, my child,” and he
folded her in his arms § ““it is not my intention to
thus easily relinquish my interesting charge ; some
future day will again see you wandering over the
confines of Blondeville Castle, or conning many a
Jesson in the study of your preceptor, Henry
Martyn.””

¢ Or reading Metastasio with your [riend Harold,”
added the Earl, playfully, as he repeated the follow-
ing lines with much feeling :

¢ Oh, cruel hour that bids us part,
Oh cruel word adieu,

That tears my fond, and bleeding heart
From ali it ever knew 3

Where’er you go, believe that T
Ia still pnrsuing thoughts am nigh ;

1
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Sut oh, while thought would cleave to thee,
Who knows if thou wilt think of me,

Each fairy lawn, and silvan grove
How often shall I tread,

Sacred to sympathy and love
Viiere there with you I strayed ?

To those biest scenes fond memory clings,
And back the airy vision brings—

But oh, while memory dwells on thee,
Who knows if thou wilt think of me.”

“Bravo, my hero of the water lily,” said MF*

Tartyn, drawing Amy away, and endeavouring to
laugh; < your lessons in Mctastasio may be postpo™
ed with advantage.”

“But not forgotten I hope,” added the Earl in®
low tone, Amy replied not, for her heart was fully
but there was an eloquence in her silence as she
turned towards him, which addressed itself far mor
powerfully to his feelings : he beheld het re-enter the
room with Mr. Martyn, then descending from the
balcony he walked with hasty steps towards the
lake.”

To be concluded in our next.

(ORIGINAL.)
THE SOLDIER AWD HIS BRIDE.

Morn shed her glories o’cr the field of death,

And many a heart that yesterday had throbbed,
With the full tide of life and love, now lay

Stilled in its beatings there. Above—around—
The tenants of the air, which late had fled,
Afirighted from the din of war and woe,

Wooed by the stillness back, now filled the bough?
With their low warbling musie. The gentle bree?®
Playcd over the waters, and with soothing breath
Pssayed to still their billows into rest.

All Nature wore her sunniest autumn smile,

Save where the desolator’s arm had swept,

And left the trace of human rage behind—

L » * v L * * .

A wounded warrior, stooping, bent to lave

His throbbing temples in the limpid stream,

But back recoiled, as if an adder lay

Embosomed in its waters. Well might one,
With heart more skilled in desolation, turn

From scene so rich in woe. The stream that ersh
Within its glassy surface mirrored back

The golden sunbeam, while its ray enriched

The gorgeous trappings of its woodland shore,
Now ran with crimson. Noblest hearts had pol‘lf"“l
Their life-stream forth, to mingle with its tide,

The warrior’s eye
Was in its lustre dimmed—his cheek was pale

1 And the wan lip told fearfully how soon
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::: :"“h would ebb away—but while he gazed
His fegained his cheek—the fire his eye—
Ay 2y Was raised as though again he urged
Ope Y 0n 10 battle. *Twas brief—
i ll e ® instant—and the next he lay

Upon a rock, More faint he seemed

nvery Passing beart-beat—how he longed

Ory, tn‘:ml balmy words, to soothe the pangs
OF gy, 98t lonely hour—to quench the fire

that burnt within him.

Roll ™ he faintly said, “oh many an age
M Blorioys r; river, shall thy. billows rage,
n thy waters shall be washed away
%0d-stained record of these dreary hours,
1t seems but yesterday I sped,
L he"‘;! ant heart, my tiny boat o’er thee—
at thy billows, and with venturous arm
P)ayed thy bold waves aside, when whistling winds
m°n" thy foaming breakers. Well I loved
It e"“"e which thou gavest, although full oft
Byt Unheeded chiding—unheeded then—
Ang i Y 2 time recalled, with tear-filled eye,
Mo, vering lip, when she whose holy love
Wity l:d for my boyish recklessness, was laid
™ she wept—in my dead father’s grave.

Roll on )

W, en | Will any weep
Hi de have followed her —when death hath set
Oep ed seal on me. Will any mourn
Uhaye 1€ dark beq where the lone soldier slceps 2
kro 10 mother, father, sister, son,
By he,nor friend—no kith or kin have 1!
© 18 one—one loving trusty heart
%f%en leant on mine. Wil she forget ?

ltev ery No! never,no!
€art, in its affection strong
¢ e: the controul of death, hers—hers will beat
Ly 28 truth, for me, when mine no more
~ n earthly love, return its warmth.

P““!ed . Scarce had the word
A 'Om his trembling lip, ere, hurrying on,
M, Who with eager eye had scanned
re of the dead, approached the bed
Ang the lorn soldier lay. Her eye caught his,
Wﬂdl d“lg forth, her flexile arms were thrown
b‘u 2round him, and she knelt to lay
Upon her bosom.

Frg A tear-drop sprang

‘““hu Blazed eye, and trembled on his cheek,

Ihe lip moved—in vain—no sound revealed

R on of joys that stru ggled in his breast ;

To the ¢ Thir hang that lay in his, was pressed

T th ink heart that ne’er with life could ceasc
- % O her it Joved. |

o1
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Oh! it was sad
That mourning lovers’ meeting. Death had held
Revel around them——the red carth was stained
With deeds of woe and crime ; and that fair girl
Knelt by the wounded soldier, and her prayers
Arose to heaven for himn.

*T'was love in death !
The struggle now was o’er—the soldier lay
A soulless corse in that fair maiden’s arms ;
And she, the only breathing mortal, sat
Alone among the dead. She did not shriek,
She did not move—no sound
Told of the agony her spirit felt ;
But, mutely eloquent, awhile she gazed
Upon the face she loved, and then her form
Shuddered and fell—her heartstrings snapt in twain :
And they, the loving and the loved, were laid
Together in the tomb.

A military officer, who most cordially deteated the
halberds, used as a substitute for flogging to expose
delinquents upon parade with a large iron bomb-shell
attached to one of their legs. One day, when several
men were undergoing the punishment, a sailor, who
by chance had strolled near, called out to his com-
panions, * My eyes, shipmates ! only just look here ;
I’m blest if here isn’t a sodger at anchor.”

Recollect, when you are-married you are tied by
the leg, Sam ! like one of our sodger deserters, you
have a chain dangling to your foot, with a plaguy
heavy shot at the end of it. It keeps you to one place
most all the time, for you can’t carry it with you,
and you can’t leave it behind you, and you can’t do
nothin’ with it.— Sayings and Doings of Sam Slick.

THE EXISTENCE OF A GOD.

THE Mussulman writers speak of an ignorant Arab,
who, being asked how he knew any thing of the exis-
tence of a God, replied, “Just as I know by the
tracks in the sand, whether 2 man or. a beast has
passed there ; so when I survey the heavens with its
bright stars, and the earth with its productions, do I
feel the existence and power of God.”

AN Englishman lately visiting Niagara Falls was
asked his opinion :— Very neat, >pon hoenour—very
neat !”

1 would,” says Fox, " a tax devise— ,
That shall not fall on me :¥’—

“Then tax receipts,” Lord North replies,
“ For those you never see.” :
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Continued from our last

CHAPTER X.

DEAREST reader, there was but how can
we bring ourselves to say the words 1 to shape them
80 as that the avowal they must contain shall meet
thy severe eye in the form best calculated to win thy
forgivepess ? Hast thou ever, when a school-boy,
been called in from the play-ground to account, be-
fore thy master’s face, for some abominable act of
riotousness, observed by him while haply taking his
breakfast at a—by thee—forgotten window ? In
similar feelings to those thou mayest have experien-
ced on such an occasion, do we now bang down our
head before thee . Asnd yet, deavest reader,
why should we hang down our head 2 Thou mayest
complain, doubtless, when the murder is out—as out
it must surely come—that we have been guilty of an
unwarrantable imposition upon thy good sense, or
have descended into clep-trap to produce, for an in-
stant, “a thrilling interest,” or brought so closely
together the extremes of the pathos and the bathos,
or of the picturesque and the burlesque, or of the
plausible and the ridiculous, that the contact is
insufferable—is—in one damning word, is * in bad
taste.” Some of this, or afl of this, thou mayest say ;
but could we have avoided the plain truth, for the
mere purpose of writing on, according to the best
approved rules of poetical propriety ? That is our
first point of defence. Our next is a solemn declara-
tion that we never intended to impose on your sense,
good, bad, or indifferent, as it may be, but merely
to give you 2 faithful account, junt as we got it our-
selves, of how poor Rt e Moya Moore and her
athletic lover were imposed upon, ina s‘tate of feel-
ing which left them, at least, few claims, for the time,
to sense or rationality of any kind. Thlrdly, we
plead an inherent, hearty, healthy, abhorrence of
clap-trap. Fourthly, we beg to ask thee, do not
such extiemgs as thou wouldst object to, sometimes
nay often, meet, in the quiek succession and incon-
gruous linking together of the most real events of
this strange life. Hast thou never known pathos
whine itself down inte s provocation to its own
laughter ? or the absurd, in some curious, whimsical,
erabesque way, dovetail xtsell' in any instance, with
the awful 2

“ For our own parts, we know of an elopement
which, had it taken place, must have left to the

Number.—( Conclugion.)

world’s pity—that is, scorn—a father and hi# o
legal sons and daughters—hindered, and for e
hushed up, by a noise heard by the lady in 4
dressing-room, as she was putting on her bop®®
in the dark, to steal down the back stairs, bec®
she believed it to be a supernatural noise—a warni®®'
sent to awaken her conscience, (or else her b
band:) and it proied, after all, to be caused oniy :’{
a mouse gnawing at her rouge-box. We kno™
another proposed elopement—a less improper ond
one, in fact, between two devoted lovers, also ft
trated by the sudden appearance in their path
very harmless poor fellow, Billy Taylor by »
who could never have dreamed of intercepting
or pursuing them ; but who was so gencrally v0
pest in conversation, that appear whereves
wheneyer he did, merely in the hope of addressios®
worg to his fellow-creatures, the establighed ¥
was for q]l wha saw him approach to turn
backs, and grying out, “ But here's Billy 'raylﬂ"
run away from him ; and so it happened in the
of the lovers we apeak of they, too, fled from pilfr
retracing a gooﬁ portion of the road they had ¢
from the house of the Jady’s father to their carﬂ‘s
until they ran plump against that very latter m““aﬂ
gentleman, so that the lady was taken home BS"' ;
andlocked up. Nay—we have heard of a downﬂs
murderer frightened away from his victim’s thro*
by the entrance upon the midnight scene of a wit?
in the shape only of a little black terrier. But "h’:
dearest reader, overpower thee with pleasin exw‘;“o
ation of the admxss;on we are about to make ?)
the following instance of a running-in upon "“:
another, and a blurtmg together of the very distin®
lines of sqlemn and absurd, we were witnesses.

Late upon a wmter’s evening a maiden lady
alluding, in her‘mece s presence, as well as ours
an early attta;:hment, gloomed for ever by the d“w
of her lover, ARer his death, his spirit agpeared »
her, and she went on, bringing before us, with m¥
effect, the appalling circumstances, when sut‘ld““ly
her nervous niece, strangely—and for our!“
laughably, though for hersclf, painfully exci
suddenly sprang from her chair, just at the BP‘"‘
appearance, and, with a :harp, and, we thollG
spiteful tap of her extended palm, broke the spect”
cles on her aunt’s respected nose into shivers.

And so, dearest reader, hoping to have now
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Bareg

fyrg > 80mehow or other—though we are not

g Ve:ny now—mercifully to hear us, we at
re w‘“‘e to say out in full——

Zrant 33 1o apparition of a murdered maiden at

o e rock,
e
. e have asserted that the impertinent thing

;: l.:i::in and transparent to view,
\ug 20t have seen the moon shine through.”
the ::yyou might‘,—'-.(tlli:it is, ﬁz}d the mgon been in
ﬂed’ 7 =2nd n¢ wonder, when, after Moya had
Seng et cowardly companion had dropped
the sight, old Terence Q’Brien moved
. "€ paces (rom the rock’s side; and stood
O by ,.c atter, still yelling, and waving on the top
Bone 1, .© 2 New white muslin dress, which he had
Whicy he € market-town to purchase for Moya, and
And_ "eant her to wear on her marriage-day.
Withy: o00F 7 still bellowed Terence, stirring
iy Lhis prostrat'g, rival— Ahoy, you loober !
four ite Saymew in the offing, for a seventy-
U by, “t"‘)ll’i‘e only fit to be a parley-woo, an’ not
hlllk, but ,'? ‘ British‘ sayman! An’ shiver my
T belieyy !;:u to ould Davy he’s gone, sure enough,
e

elegy at
0

<
foo

u 283N stirred the lad, and soon saw him jump

Ps ho
bety, ™ever ; and then cnsued some stormy discourse
teA thep,

CHAPTER XI.

Tre
g 'i':dmg evening came, with all its guests,

bustle of preparation to receive them.
Were flesh-pots boiling, and spits turning, and
. and helpers, hired and volunteers, toiling
Cvery o 8Teat fires, at the pots and at the spits;
Qn%t::’g and every body under the superinten-
her ¢ the widow Moore, now fully reinstated in
1€t responsibility and importance of charac-
‘:‘ a tfle little parlour, alone, two pipers blew
thegy ;:' Ti¥alry, until the perspiration teemed from
o by, 8 ; while, at some distance, in the barn
mmn:“_“*ha‘h, three other professors of the same
instrument surpassed: them, if possible, in
with Melody ; and parlour and barty were crow-
Mrajn, Y‘fllthful visiters, footing it heartily to their
it leen: While the elderly and the old looked on 5
“’ho.g,ed 8 if the national sport, pursued to its
in Wemwe-m o give a keener appetite for the viands
Iti, Tation for supper.
lmhnd:""l"eﬂe at bridals such as the presént one in
by g

e Lif the bridegroom does not happen to be,
5 a

oy g
e
e, b Ouglt not; and in all proper respectable

 very shame-faced, modest person; he
allin Mis powér to'enact that character—to

“Aﬂﬂm‘md virtue if he have it not.”
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cases he does not, make his appearanee before the'
overwhelming erowd of company, until the wedding-
feast is despached, the very bride-cake cut up and the
very ceremony, which cannot well dispensé with him,
waiting his presence.

All this had Murty Meehan earnestly and often re-
prezented to his friend, Terence (’Brien, but with
little effect. The ould admiral, with one of his usual
oaths swore that he was * commodore aboard ;”’ and
his deck he would walk, fore and aft, to see that all
was trim and tight, and ready for action, upon the
eve of so momentous an engagement. So here and
there and every where he pushed and strided among
his guests, or, as he called them, *his crew,” com-
manding and ordering—few of his orders understoody
by the way—-as if he had indeed received an admi-
ralty—commission to bandy them about. And
Terence was met upon all hands with large and good-
natured allowances for his departure from the more
¢ christhen-like” usage of bridegrooms, his ocean-
life and habits being generally taken into conside-
ration ; while among every group, and in every
cornér, his outlandish phraseology occasioned infinite
hirth. And he, in turn, took the laughter of his crew
in godd part; exeusing its want of discipline, and of
respect to a der, b > of the * jovialthry”
of the 6é&asfon ; and'it was only with a pleasant bluff
ness that Me threatened to “ mast-head,” or to put
them all ifito bilbdes. .

Terente was; above every thing, delighted with tha
great ranges of tables in the barn, and when they be-
came properly freighted with the great, the enormous
heaps of food, which they were just able,and no more,
to support. And when all was ready, the ould admirsl
placed oné€ of his pipers ol a barrel, at the head of
the feast, dubbed him boatswain, and commanded
him to pipe all hands aboard:; instructing him to use
no variety of notes on the occasion, but to allow his
chanter to perform a solo, to the utmost of its power ;
which it did, keeping up one unbroken monotonous
scream, until the guests had taken their places.

If, as we have noticed is customary, the bridegroom
at an Irish country wedding is expected to demean
himself modestly, much more, with the exception of
his absence from the banquet, is anticipated of the
bride. Retiring, silent, passive, abstracted, and; ih
¢otisideration of her approaching separation from her
parents, or other friends, somewhat sorrowful she
must be. And, at these nuptials, retiring, silent,
passive, abstracted, and sorrowful, was Moya Mooré;
and somptimes more besides. Her abstraction
seemed a wandering of her mind in mazes of tefror;
hér sorrow a stupified despair. From the ¢ontinued
expostulations of her bridesthaids, and even of her
mother, she vaguely concéived that it was expected
she should now and then smile ; but when she made
an effort to do so; ber smile was dreary and chilling,
of those who bebeldd k. Unquestioned, Moya scareo
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spoke at all ; and her replies to repeated interrogato-
ries were abrupt, unmeaning, and from the point.

It became necessary that she should take her place
beside the priest at the festive board ; her bridesmaid
was obliged to lead her out of a corner where she
seemed to have become torpid ; and though she sat,
without resistance, at the clergyman’s right hand,
it might be seen that she sat without consciousness
also.

The supper went on. Moya looked around her,
and, for the first time since she had entered the barn,
became fully aware that it was a wedding feast she
saw, and that the guests were come. She turned
suddenly to her left, fixed her eyes on the clergyman,
and gazed at him for some time wildly, and in ter-
ror. But a slight relief seemed to steal over her
when she was able properly to eall to mind the per-
son whom she regarded. And then, in renewed
apprehensions, she turned to the individual at her
right; and again recognising in that of her brides-
maid a face different from the one she feared to be-
hold, partial composure calmed her brow.

Still, however, as if in the almost unallayed ap-
prehension of discovering a dreadful object, her
glance roved from one to another of the guests
ranged at the different tables, while her breath
came short and loud, her bosom panted, and spas-
my emotions worked her features. To every ques-
tion now addressed to her she anawered, hastily,
#“Yes—yes ;> and when, imputing to her maidenly
{eelings alone all this absence of manner, the loud
laugh arose at her expense, she would sometimes
echo it in a manner so hysterical that the mirthful
became chided and silent.

Her plate remained untouched before her ; she
was pressed to eat: whispering ¢ Thankee, than-
kee,” she snatched up a knife and fork, and put a
morsel to her mouth—but it fell untasted from her
lips, as she again'scrutinized the features of those
around her and near her.

Her allotted husband, while scemingly all-engross-
ed in his attentions to his erew, had kept his eye on
Moya. Now he came behind her unperceived, and
Jaid his hand heavily on her shoulder. Without her
turning to regard him, Moya suddenly put her palms
over her eyes, and shrieked so piercingly, that the
roof trec of the barn rung to the sound, and then
she hid her face in her bridesmaid’s bosom, and elung
to her in @ paroxysm of terror, The guests, after
vainly glancing here and there to discover some
cause for her agitation, exchanged looks and whis-
_pers with one another ; and, for a moment, it was the
opinion that Moya Moore was about to- become a
wife against the wish of her heart.

¢ Shiver my hulk to splinthers !*’ cried the admiral,
in explanation ; “ the little pinnace is afraid o’ the
sarvice ; but no matthersfor that ; once launched, d’ye
see me, she’ll scud, sthramers mast-high.”

And the former general surmise now seem banish-
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ed by the seaman’s words, or clse was soon forgot
ten in the resumed gratification of palate and st0”
mach. .

The wedding-feast was over—the grace was said
—the bride-cake was sliced up by the priest—he
blessed it; and then put on his stole, opened his
book, and stood up; all arising with him to yield
grave attention to the mariage ceremony.

Her bridesmaid led the pallid, shivering bride
closer to the clergyman. The poor girl went, paus”
ing at every step, and fecling the ground with hef
feet, as if she were blind. And yet her wild eye$
were distended beyond their usual compass. It
fact, just as she suffered herself to be conduc
from the table, her former unexplained terrors seem”
ed to have become tenfold confirmed upon her, and
now possessed her to extremity. At every unco
scious move towards the clergyman, she glared—ber
head turned over her shoulder—towards the remot®
and half-lighted end of the barn; and although hef
young companion held her arm, one of Moya’s fi”
gers pointed in the direction of her look. The
priest spoke to her. Without turning her eyes *
him, she waved her arm as if she would silence the
sound of his voice, or direct his attention to whal®
ever it was which so strangely absorbed her own.

“ The name, sir ? the name ?** she said, when the
priest demanded her own name, ¢ Terence—Terent?
O’Brien !’ in a voice of excessive fright and alar®

“Not yet, my good- young friend,” half-smil
the good-humoured priest—‘not yet, for a 1t
while,” and there was a general titter at poor Moy®
on account of—as was supposed—only her ﬁdgetty
mistake. She unbent her sct glare, for a mome®
as if to ascertain the cause of this mirth, which 51
felt to jar unnaturally on her present feelings ; 8%
when her eyes resumed their former bent, it becar®
evident, from their expression, that the object whic
had so long fascinated them, was not now to
seen where they had observed it. Then they wal
dered, as had before been the casc at the supp®”’
tahle, from face to face, all around her. ' o

““What is your name % asked the clergyms?
his old penitent, the admiral. )

‘Terry O’Brien, chaplain—an able-bodicd s9f
man o’ the crew i* th® ould Saint Vincent, 74.”

“ Take off your hat, Terence O’Brien—it i “e,;
cessary you should be uncovered for this ceremor?’

¢ My hulk to ould Davy, chaplain! I comm?”
the ship this cruise, and no capt’n never hauls do, ’
his sky-rattlin’ for no loober of a chaplain—b
whin there’s prayers on deck.” a ot

“ Well, sir,” again smiled the clergyman,
we are going to have prayers on deck.”

¢ Ay, ay, sir; that changes tack, d’ye 8¢
ay, ay, sir ;’* and the admiral stood uncovered-

The marriage service commenced. The icy 7
of the bride was placed in that of the Jack, M:i"
not sensible of the circumstances; for 5%

me i
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through an opening in the crowded cirele of puests
near her, she seemed to have re-discovered, at a dis-

c.e, the cause of her previous cousternation, and
2gain o finger of her disengaged hand pointed vague-
ly g’ The elergyman continued.

“Terence O’Brien, will you take Moya for your
Wedded wife, to——>

“Will he! to be sure he will ; scuttle and sink
e if he don’t 1 interrupted Terence.

'Fhe priest sternly commanded the admiral to ab-
*ain from all profane language, and further com-
Manded him to answer the question properly, in the

"8t person singular.

“ That is, chaplain, ’m to make answer to your

8il, yes or no, if 7 will take Moya Moore to be my
Wedded wife 17’

“Yes, sir, or why are you here! why are we all
here 1 Listen, man, I shall repeat the question.”
“No use, chaplain, no use; jaw an’ jabber for
"othing, d'ye see me ; got your hail plain enough
nd here’s my answer—No !” in & tremendous voice
u_‘vhich all started : while the guests stared, along
With the priest, at the disfigured, bluff, and gruff
Sountenance of the tar, not knowing whether to join
n the grave surprise of the one, or laugh outright
8 What they deemed to be the sea-cccentricity of the
Other,

“What do you say, man ?* inquired the clergy-
Qap,

““An’ you didn’t hear me, chaplain ? Here’s at
You, agsin, thin, ould boy : may ould Davy send a
Tattlin’ broadside into my hulk, if the little craft
&¥er sails undher my colours 1 And before any one
t?“]d recover from the grand amazement he occa-
Yoned, the ould admiral, now bellowing through his
. % went on 5 “Ahoy, there! namesake, ahoy!
“Ud wp my hearty ! scud up, here! aft, here, the

®ITy O’Brien! aft here, you loober ! where are
You, you skulker 7” And from the quarter in which
w:y 2 had been glaring, his young nephew made his

oy through the crowd, she shrinking down, almost
tl‘ble, from his near approach.

ap Think *tis a ghost of him, my little pinnace?

that he will bite, a-boordin’ o’ you, like the—

E?:ley‘wms in action? Never fear, howsomever ;

"0 ghost though he promised to turn himself into

.’ 3mong the crew here to-night, for your divar-

o1 say, chaplain, splice this young couple, an’
00;;"0 you! Here, my little galley; I resign
"ltherand 1o the land-jack ; for he’s the capt’n you’d
8ide th:‘:ke the voyage with, if I hard right, along-

. uld hulk-rock, t’other night. Come, chap-

> Splice *em—splice *em.”

:;o:d aside, and indeed something else, on the
°°njoim{0un~g Terence f)’Brien, went a good way,
ing Mo i with the admiral’s assurances, in beguil-
only Wi)t'h ;;he.r apprel:xensions that she had to .do
Stange . disembodied spirit in the present in-

i and a few additional sentences made her
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Funderstand the noble, l!m‘mﬁ;gr!animous part which
the poor old sailor hud adopied towards her and her
lover, as soon as, {rom their sad conversation at the
stepping-stones, and at the granite rock, mostly over-
heard by him, as well as from his subsequent cross-
raking of his nephew, after Moya’s flight from the
muslin ghost, the admiral got a clear notion of how
matters really stood.

In the first reitux of the tide of happiness round
her despairing heart, Moya drew back a step from
the uncle and the nephew, glanced quickly, twice or
thrice, from the one to the other, in a hesitating
way ; but soon taking her resolution, extended her
arms, and threw herself on the tar’s neck, crying
and sobbing, and kissing his unsightly cheeks, fore-
head—nay, lips, and hugging him tight to her reliev-
ed bosom. Her lover, instead of looking jealous,
smiled, and even shed some grateful, as well as hap-
Py tears, along with her; and the true state of the
case soon becoming known through the barn, many
an eye, among the generous-hearted male portion of
the guests, to say nothing of all the eyes of all the
womankind present, followed young Terence’s ex-
ample. .

“Avast! avast, there, you little she-pirate !
whimpered the admiral himself, tears (*‘ as big as
peas,” Murty Meehan said,) rolling through the
ugly channel across his face, and making it beauti-
ful, as doth the fresh mountain-stream the rocky
gully cleft in the mountain’s side ; * avast, there, I
say }—off wid your grapplin’ irons, or sink my ould
hulk to ould Davy, but I’ll change the sailin’ ord-
hers, and take you in tow for the cruise my own
self, afther all that’s jawed about, d’ye see me ! The
young Terry, a-hoy! chaplain, a-hoy !—here, you
loobers, free me of this craft—F’ve got enough of
her.”

Striding to the head of the supper-table, Terence
the elder counted down one hundred guineas, as his
nephew’s fortune, and then scarce allowing any one
including the priest, time enough to recover from
their many surprises, or to know what they were
doing, had him married to Moya Moore. And when
all resumed their places at the nuptial board, it was
not upon his own generous feelings and conduct that
the ould admiral grew egotistical, but upon what
he thought a great deal more of, namely, his own
unsurpassable cleverness in hoaxing the young pair
with an appearance of the ghost, which he had over-
heard them * jawin’ about ; and afterwards in keep-
ing Moya in the dark—a punishment for her having
hung out false colours when he “spoke her,” her
mother in company, on the head of their proposed
cruise—as to the real Terry O’Brien she was even-
tually to sail under.— An’ s0,” quoth our ould
admiral, * seein’ as how I never was much. a-gog
myself——not half so much as my shipmit, Murty
Meehan—for a new voyage, off 0> all the ould tacks,

an’ that all I wanted an’ all T want, is safe moorage
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for ould Fulk, till it foundhers (and be d——d to it)
an’ seciu’ how, furthermore, the young 'P'erry along-
side never done me no spite, though his commandher,
the born brother o’ me, did—why, afther all this,
’ye see me, it’s no great shakes if I gives up full
command, for the rest o’ the voyage, an’—with fair
saymagn’s allowance o’ grog, Misthress Moore, d’ye
mind me—take on vid first licutenant’s berth aboord
the ship.”

*“ Here’s your health, an’ lorg life, an’ may your
ould hulk niver foundher at all, iy poor ould admi-
ral, darlin’ ! cried Murty Mcehan, his eyes still
*unning over with admiration and love of his pro-
tegé ; an’ here’s another toast to go along vid that
one—here’s what brought the showers o’ goold dn’
good loock to the whole iv us—here’s ¢ The Bit o’
Writin® 22,

It would be doing injustice to the widow Moore
not to say that, to the hour when, notwithstanding
Murty Meehan’s bacchanalian prayer, his old hulk
did founder at last, she never infringed on the old
admiral’s ““ sayman’s allowance,” nor indeed, in any
way upon his comforts under the family roof. Of
Moya’s attentions, or of her husband’s, to their ec-
dentric benefactor, nothing need be said. So that
our excellent friend and hero lived happily many a
long year ; long enough, indeed, to instruct a very,
very Iittle Terry O’Brien in all his sca-terms—thus
ensuring them fame in his third generation—and to
build and launch for him, on a pond, formed by
damming in a corner of the brook, at the celebrated
stepping-stone, two seventy-four-gun ships. It is
recorded, however, that, upon afterwards bringing
those vessels into action, as separately English and
French, himself commanding the one, his grand
nephew the other—*‘ the lubberly Frineh flag” ad-
orning the latter, the gay and gallant union jack

flying o¥er the decks of the former—it # recorded, |

we say, that the ould admiral, forgetting in the heat
of the engagement its mimic character; and giving
way, for an instant, to all his habitual hatred and
contempt of the gallic enemies of Great Britain,
made real war on the Lilliputian ship of the line,

" and, with one Lick and one dread oath, consigned
and sent it ““to ould Davy.”

THE SAMARITANS.

IT was with no common interest that we entered
into the synagogue of these remarkable people, as a
prelude to which they required we should take off
our shoes. Their “cohen’ or priest showed usa
copy of the Pentateuch on two rollers, which they
maintain to be the oldest manuscript in the world,
saying that it was written by Abishug, the son of Phi-
nehas, the son of Eleazar, the son of Aaron. It bears
merks of very great age, and is patched with pieces
of parchment.  Some of the learned are of opinion
that it is only a transcript from Ezra’s copy; wtittes
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again in the old Hebrew or Pheenician lctter, out "{
which Ezra transeribed it into that of the Chaldean?®
then first adopted, and since commonly used by the
Jews ; others are disposed to rezard it as an indepe™
dent record which has been preserved ever since 1he
days of Jeroboam, first by the twelve revolting tribess
and subsequently by the Samaritans. In cither ca%¢
it affords & remarkable testimony to the accuratd
preservation of the books of Moses during a peri
of two thousand three hundrcd years ; for as the riv
sccts of Christianity have acted as ehecks on each
other, to prevent the corruption of any portion of th
sacred Scriptures, since the first schism in' the Apo%”
tolic Church, so the quick-sighted jeatousy of the
Jews and Samaritans has proved an infallible safe”
guard to the text of the Pentateuch since the days ©
their separation. In the earlier ages of socicty, whes
MSS. were scarce, and the knowledge of letters w33
confined to a very few, it would have been ‘easy o
an unanimous priesthood to mutilate the inspi
volume ; but even suspicion itself can have no plac®
in reference to a record of faith kept with equ
veneration and' care by men whose national an
religious antipathies have separated them in e{efy
other respeet, bu¥ who, in their agreemést ih thsh
afford incontestible evidence to its genuineness. Liké
the mountains of Ebal and Gerizim, as to which alon®
their manuscripts differ, they présent a front ©

irreconcileable opposition—but their very hostility

enhances the value of their testimony, and render
them unconscious guardians of the truth of thet
Mossic dispensation, a full belief in which neithe
party admits to be possessed by the other.— Elliot"
Three Great Empires.

— e,
ANACREONTIC.

L
Strike, strike the golden strings,
And to their glorious sound,
Fill, fill the red wine high,
_ And let the toast go round
To woman,dearest woman,
Quaff we the generous wine ;
Give me thy fiand, my brother,
Here ’s to thy love and mine,
Thy love and mine *

.

Strike, strike the harp, that ever

Thrilled to dear woman’s praise ;
Of all the themes the brightest

May win a poet’s lays:
To women; dearest woman,

Quaff the warm blood of the vine;
And hand in hand, my brother,

Drink we fo thine and mine,

To thine and mine !
Knickerdocker-
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A CAUADIAW LEGEWD,

BY E. L. C.

For thou that once didst move,

In thy still beauty, through an earthly home,
Thou know’st the grief, the love,

The fear of woman’s soul ;—to thee I come.

Many, and sad, and deep,
Were the thoughts folded in thy silent breast;
Thou too could’st watch and weep—
Hear, gentlest mother ! hear a heart opprest!

Mgzs. HEMANS.

Irjy
0bt,,i:e“ known that the attempts of the English to

4 POssession of the Canadas, were for a long
Unavailing, and that when, after repeated cf-

- s SUccegg partially crowned their arms, and they
ed i: m"fu?rs of Quebec, the French stifl maintain-
Tor tlaim to the unconquered parts of the colony,
[} ‘ered their victorious enemy to remain unmo-
> 10 his newly acquired territory. M. De Levi,

effy, c_ce“l)l' of the lamented Montcalm, made an
L°Wer“(13 the spring of 1760, to wrest the capital of
’rep“lsed @nada from the English; he was, however,
M‘"qui; and driven back to Montreal, where the
1 De Vaudreuil, Governor General of the co-
the | i fixed his head quarters ; and colleeting all
Solvey tary force of the country around him, re-
Mmake a determined stand against the far-
2 Oachments of the foe. He heard that they
that l!l::Proaching;, and conquering as they came—
e 2ux Noix, one of the most important keys
Were .w::l‘llnce, was already theirs—that their ranks
a,i thay thcn by thousands of American provincials,
Selve, i e red children of the forest had lent them-
uﬁ“‘i’ne ith all their horrid array and cruel blood-
ce ®8, to assist in the subjugation of New
Pose to" ]Yet, these tidings but strengthened his pur-
ean Po”: l.de&rly, if he must sell them, the Ameri-
‘ion’ sSII:ms of his king ; and, in silent expecta-

I a:‘anted the approach of the invaders.

1, 3 period of great excitement and anxiety,
Werg, . erY crisis of importance, gave rise to nu-
Tacte, ot e‘fting incidents, that developed the cha-
Ii"ge of Individyals, and which lent to that era a
Over Tomantic jnterest, that sheds a mellow lustre
Amgy, dry and scanty detail of the historian.
to %lig the traditions which it has been our fortune
tereyy ::t’ We remember none more replete with in-
Teade,. 0 the one which we now present to the

©r ency,

t was related to us one finc summer even- |

i

ing, in view of that singular island which is the prin-
cipal scene of the narrative,—and the pretty French
girl, who repcated the legend, often crossed herself,
as she pointed beyond the rapids to this isolated spot,
whose shore no human foot invades, and whose
slumbering echoes answer only to the music of the
birds, or to the hoarser clamour of the elements.
- - * * L4 - - -
Towards the close of a warm afternoon in the
summer of 1760, a group of gay young men, whose
lofty bearing and rich attire bespoke them of the
higher order of those who at that time filled the city
of Montreal, issued from the church of Notre Dame,
and walked Icisurely away, leaving one of their num-
ber, who voluntarily remained behind, to pursue his
way alone. He, who was thus left by his more so-
cial companions, looked after them for an instant as
they crossed the Place d’Armes, then turncd and
sauntered slowly up the strect, till arrivin‘g before
the walls of the Recollect, then a community of Je-
suits, he paused, and folding his arms, stood gazing
in a musing attitude upon the sculptured emblems of
mortality which surmounted the door of the chapel,
Suddenly his reverie was broken by the unclosing of
the gate. A monk, clothed in the long black robes
of his order, girt with the cord of discipline, ard
wearing his cowl drawn closely over his face, issued
from the portal, and passed him with the apeed of
one bound on some mission of importance. By ac-
cident he left the gate a-jar, and, tempted by the
verdure of the spacious court-yard, and the grateful
shade of those noble elms which the sacrilegious
hand of modern improvement has, within a few
years, levelled to the dust—the yodng man, touch-
ing his plumed hat, in sign of reverence to the eccle-
siastic, passed on, and entered the precincts of the
monastery. :
. The weather was oppressively warin, and lifting
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his hat from his brow, and unloosing the sword ' joys of heaven ! exclaimed Father Clement, dc""d‘
which hung idly at his side, he laid both upon the ! ly crossing himself.
grass, and was on the point of casting himself beside | There was a solemn pause of a few minut?®
them, when the figure of Father Clement, the Supc- | when the young man, taking his hat and sword fro®
rior, was seen approaching ; and, with that habitual | the grass, replaced the latter, and respectfully 3%
deference which all classes of Catholics pay to their dressing the superior :
clergy,he remained standing, in an attituds of respect, i« Father, you secm to be familiar with she histord
till the holy man should have passed. The monk,  of M. De Bourgainville,” he said, “and if ¥
however, observed him, and approached. ' deem me not presuming, 1 would gladly learn 8 for
““ Heaven bless thee, my son, and have thee in its ! particulars concerning him from your lips. 1V
holy keeping !”” he said, in a tone of fervent sincerity, | with the army of M. de Levi in the last unfortuns??
and with a countenance whose mild benignity seem- | expedition against Quebee, and it is only since ov
ed to promise the blessing which his tongue invoked. i return that I have been placed about the persoh
“I1 thank you, father,” said the young man;{ M. De Vaudreuil. Immediately after my ‘-,Ppoiift'
“but I fear I merit reproof rather than this kindly | ment, I was sent by the Marquis upon a secret
greeting, for my unauthoriscd intrusion here.” sion, and have been absent from the city till yeste”
“Thou art welcome to these quict shades, my | day ; so that all which I have heard of this most 8%
son ; Lknow thec for onc of the Marquis De Vau- : happy affuir, has been from the lips of prejudiced o
dreuil’s suite—for a defender of the true faith and } ignorant persons,—and I would fain learn the tr
holy church—and to thee, and such as thee, thesc | from one, whosc knowledge of the circumstances €%
hallowed grounds and walls shall ever offer refuge | ables him to tell it with simplicity and candour.” .
and repose. My duty calls me hcnce—but thou, |  “ Thou shalt know all that is known to me,
perhaps, art weary with the toils of council or of son, and I esteem mysell happy in being able to &

war, and thou art freely welcome to remain and
calm thy thoughts in this unbroken solitude.”

“ Nay, holy father, I am neither weary nor dis-
tressed : the tempting coolness of thesc shades in-
vited me to enter—but now I am refreshed, and will
walk hence with you.”

“1 must first await the return of brother Am-
brose, who just ndw departed to gather tidings of a

culpate the innocent, even in the estimation of 0%f
individual, from unjust suspicion. But I have *
duty to perform elsewhere, and as the fervour of
heat has abated, I will invite thee to accompany b
in my walk, that we may discourse of this matter or
our way.”

The young man assented, and they issued t08%
ther from the gate of the monastery. Passing d"‘;"n

dying man, to whom I, but an hour ago, adminis- {one of those narrow streets which every where I

tered the last rites of our religion.”

I tersect the city at right angles, they proceeded slo®

““You speak of young De Bourgainville, father 2 | Iy along the irregular pavement of St. Paul stre?

1 do, my son,—knowest thou aught of his pre-
sent state 2

I have learned nothing since the morning, fa-
ther, when it was supposed his last sands were well

cover to meet the fate which then awaits him.”

“‘ Heaven is more merciful than man,” replied the
monk, “and it kindly snatches him from the igno-
minious doom that has been pronounced against
him.”

“ Perhaps, father, you believe him guiltless of the
crimes laid to his charge 17

“ He standg convieted, in my mind, of youthful
folly and ungoverncd passion,” returned the monk—
““but of one treacherous thought or act towards his
king and country, I believe him innocent—nay

more, I think him true to both—true even as the |

brave Montcalm, who welcomed death with Jjoy,
when told that he was conqugred.”

approaching his last moments ; and it was thought
by his attendants that within an hour at farthest,
death must end his sufferings.

¢ Giod specd the parting soul, and reccive it to the

| while Father Clement, without farther prelude or ’o:
: licitation, gave the following relation of circu®

1

nigh run. But I feared lest he might, even yet, re- |

stances connected with a young man, whose unh'ﬂl’,‘
py destiny had rendered him an object of commis®”
ration to some, and of interest to all.

“ Eugene De Bourgainville had the misfortuné by
lose his parents while yet in early infancy. Th¢
were people of family and fortune, and distantly; ;
lied to the Marquis De Vaudreuil, to whom, o
last bequest, they gave the care and sole-direction
their orphan son. The Marquis received, and pr%°
mised to educate him as his own ; and faithfully
he fulfilled that promise—constantly treating #"
regarding his young charge with the tenderness ©
father. De Bourgainville repaid him with filial 9
ference and affection, and enjoyed, without intel”
missiou, the smiles of his guardian’s favour, b
after a residence of some time in this country)

iformed an unfortunate attachment, which M.
Brother Ambrose at this moment returned, with '
tidings that De Bourgainville yet lived, but was fast

Vaudreuil refused to sanction. )
“The object of this attachment was the oﬂ'sP"'v"

oi'a French officer and a native Indian. The yo!!

s .vage had been so richly gifted with beauty ol

s. »sibility, that her lover, though nobly allied, 8"

master of an ample fortune, had yielded himse!
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eaptive Lo her untutored charms—educated her—  nion of De Bourgainville. But from that hour their
converted her to his own religion, and married her. | companionship was ended—their friendship changed
Soon after their union, he was sent on military duty to deadly hatred. Du Piessis, young and impetuous,
to a-distant part of the province, and, during his | conceived & violent passion for the fair Aimée, and
absence, placed his wife under the protection of the | a stranger to those principles of honour, those ge-
nuns of the Hotel Dieu. But he shortly fell a sa- ‘ nerous and manly (eelings, which, in similar circuin-
crifice to the barbarity of the suvages—she too died, stances, would have governed the conduct of De
after a residence'in the convent of nearly three years, |
Jeaving the little girl, who afterwards becuine the

pject of De Bourgainville’s love, to the carc and
:ffeciion of tire nuns.

Bourgainville, he scdulously strove, by every art, to
win her love—and even when repulsed with angry
scorn, still persecuted her with his inportunate suit.
' He quarrelled also with his friend 5 and, to gratify
S For two years the child was a source of delight | his vevengeful feclings, sought to poison his peace,
whoie sisterhood, when suddenly she d.s.xp-‘ by insinuating doubts of the fidelity of his mistress.

1f§)ea}ed with her nurse, an old Indian, who had ever De Bourgsinville endurcd these taunts, for some
evinced a decided aversion to tie habits of civilised ' time, with tolerable furbearance ; but when, at the

life.

some motive which has never been developed, the '
squaw res tored the girl—sending her unattended to
\the door of the convent, but never appearing liersei,
to answer the questions which would doubtless have
been asked her.

¢ Aimée La Voison, for so was she called. sceined

Two yvears passed away before the nuns ayrain

saw the chill—when, prompted by caprice, or by | day uttered some unfceling sircasm, reflccting on

. perior officers,

table of the Marquis De Vaudreuil, Du Plessis one

the fair fame of Aimée Lu Veison, his indignation
burst tirough all cortroul. He started from his
“scat, and, reckless of the prescice of oider and su-
approached tic ofiender, with anger
{lzshing from his eyes, with words of bitter invective

on his lips, and raising his arm, would have struck

pot to have forgolten her former home—but its re- | the coward to the carth, had not his purpose been

straints appeared irksome to her, and it was cviden?

ing life she had led with her nurse.
remained with the nuns, till she attained her twellth
year, when she again disappeared, and roturned no |
more till about ten months since, when the nuns
found her one morning in the chapel, dressing the |
altar with flowers, and prevailed upon her azain 1o,
become an inmate of their house. It was shorlly
after this period that she attracted the attention of |
Eugene De Bourgainville ; and it was in vain that
the abbess prohibited all intercourse between the
lovers, or that M. De Vaudreuil forbade his young !

rarrested by thosc around him.
she had acquired a strong taste for the frec and rov- -
She, however, |

The voice of M. De
Vaudreuil restored him to recoliection ; but, unable
to command himself, he quitted the apartinent,
though it was only to summon Du Plessis to an-
swer, in single combat, for the falsehood he had

" dared 1o uiter.

¢ They met—and Du Plessis reccived his adver-

. sary’s sword in his hear!, acknowledging, with his
ilatest breath, that he had acted a traitor’s

and a

.slanderer’s part.  But his {riends, indignant at his

deatl, demanded the blood of his murderer, and cali-
cd upon M. De Vaudreuil, as the avenger of the in-

jured, and the dispenser of justice, to deliver up his

relative to cherish an attachment for one, who. from | kinsmaa to ¢he penalties of the law. The Marquis,
her infancy, had been designed for the cloister. | however, was spared this painful sacrifice—for De
They continued frequently to see each other, and to | Bourcainville, aware of his danger, took a hasty
exchange vows of unalterable fidelity. The abbess | farewell of Ajmée, and quitted the island.  Whither
feared to exercise severity towards Aimée—well' ke directed his course no one knew, but, by many,
-knowing she would not hesltate to flee from her care 1 it was confidently believed that he had deserted the
to the wild haunts which she dearly loved, so soon ; standard of his country, and joined that of the En-
-as an undue restraint should be placed upon her per-j clish.  This report was industriously circulated by
son.  She was, therefore, still permitted, as she had | the friends of Du TFlessis, and so many seeming
-ever been, to spend many hours in the garden, and proofs were brought forward to corroborate it, that
-to sit with her work or book in the abbess’s parlour, | even M. De Vaudreuil, who heard no tidings from

-Tather than retire tojoin the daily tasks of the nuns
in the interior of the convent. Here she beiid all
the visitors who came to the Hotel Dieu, many of |
Whom were attracted by the fame of her surpassinyg
beamy—and here she often saw De Bourgainville,
'who had a relative among the sisterhood, and under
;& pretence of visiting her, guined frequent interviews
with his beloved.

<41t was here, too, that Aimée was first scen by
1Augustine Dy Plessis, the friend and bosomn compa-

22

the fugitive, was al last induced to credit the tale of
Dc Bourgainville’s apostacy.  Neither could any
intelligenee be gathered from Aimée respecting him
—as she disappeared within a weel after her lover’s
departure, and has not since been seen ; but a light
canoc has been obscrved dancing over the tremen-
dous rapids of Lachine, and approaching unharmed
that lonely isle, which stands in the midst of their
appalling breakers. It is beliesed to be hers—for
that is known to be her dwelling-place, when absent



170

THE LITERARY GARLAND.

from the convent—and to no other human being, | matter of course, but he first stepped hastily after

except her Indian nurse, is this solitary spot acces-
sible.

“But to return to De Bourgainville. Thou
knowest that he was recently rescued by a party of
French soldiers from a band of Mohawks on the
opposite side of the river, and brought hither wound-
ed, dying, and a prisoner, and all the account that
could be gathered from the Indians respecting him,
was, that he had been wounded in an encounter be-
tween themselves and some chiefs of a hostile
tribe. But letters were found upon his person, in-
viting him to join the victorious standard of the
English, and these unanswered documents, where
not a hint of his acquiescence can be found, are
declared by his enemies to stamp him with the seal
of treachery—neither are the asseverations of his
servant, a faith{ful adherent to the fortunes of his
master, permitted to have any weight. He declares
that after quitting Montreal, in their progress to
join the French forces at Chambly, they were cap-
tured by a party of Indians, who had ever since de-
tained them prisoners, with the daily declaration
that they should shortly take them to the British
General at Quebec.

¢“ M. De Vaudreuil, indeed, believes this state-
ment ; but he is overpowered by the voice of the
multitude, and deterred from pronouncing an opi-
nion, which, under existing circumstances, would
doubtless be attributed to undue partiality. He is
stricken in heart by the misfortunes of a youth,
whom he regards with parental love, but he rejoices,
as do I, that death is soon to set him free from all
the evils of his lot. He has already seen him for
the last time, but without being recognised by the
unhappy young man, who, excepting for a brief pe-
riod this morning, has discovered no symptoms of
conaciousness since his return. The Marquis dares
not even receive him to his residence within the
city, and as the only act of indulgence in his power
to grant, permits him to die unattended, except by
his servant and physician, at Prés de Ville, his now
deserted country-house.

¢ Thus, my son,” continued Father Clement, I
have given thee 2 plain narrative of facts ; and now
that we have reiched the Chapel of the Hétel Diey,
enter with me, and offer a prayer for the forgiveness
of De Bourgainville’s enemies, and the peace of his
departing soul.”

The monk paused, and the young man, sensibly
affected by the melancholy recital to which he had
been listening, made no reply, but with a silent in-
clination of his head, turned to follow the father
through the low arched doorway of the chapel,
when his attention was arrested by the appearance
of a gentleman of M. De Vaudreuil’s household,
who had sought him to summon his immediate at-
tendance upon the Marquis. Compliance was o

Father Clement, explained to him the cause of his
sudden departure, and thanking him for the patience
with which he had answered his inquiries, craved
his blessing, and retired.

It was a festival day, and the chapel was still
filled with the odour of frankincense, mingled with
the perfume of the fading flowers that decked the
shrines of the saints, and were scattered among the
wax lights that yet burned upon the altar. Father
Clement approached the stone chalice, which held
the consecrated water, and reverently signing him-
self with the holy symbol of the cross, he knelt with
true humility of spirit to implore the mercy of God
upon the soul which was about passing into eter-
nity. Deeply absorbed by his devotions, he was un-
conscious that another suppliant knelt beside him,
till a low half stifled sigh stole faintly on his ear,
when he rose, and cast around a glance of benevo-
lent inquiry, to learn from whom proceeded this in-
dication of an oppressed heart. A twilight obscu-
rity reigned within the chapel, for the few windows
that lighted it were high and narrow, and the feeble
rays of the wax tapers illuminated only the pictures
and images around which they burned.

But through this deepening gloom, Father Cle-
ment espied a female figure, prostrate on the steps
of the altar ; her forehead touching the ground, her
face concealed in the folds of her garments, and her
deep and profound abstraction indicative of the most
humble, heartfelt adoration. The priest was a true
disciple of his divine master; he had all the mild
and heavenly benignity of a Cheverua or a Fenelon,
and his heart overflowed with tender compassion, as
he marked the emotion which, at intervals, convul-
sed the frame of the kneeling suppliant, and thought,
as his eye traced the rounded outline of her youthful
and exquisitely proportioned figure, that he recog-
nised one, in whom a concurrence of circumstances
had increased his wonted interest, even to an in-
tense and painful degree. Her costume bore no si-
militude to that worn by the peasantry of the coun-
try, neither did it resemble that of the religious
orders, but consisted of a loose black dress,Jconfined
about the waist by a girdle richly wrought, after the
manner of the Indians, though without the ususl
tawdriness that marks their taste, and fastened with
a clasp of gold. From her shoulders flowed a long
cloak or mantle of fine dark cloth, buttoned with 2
golden loop, and embroidered, in an etruscan pst-
tern, with scarlet moose hair. A transparent veil
covered her head, and partially concealed her faces
and from beneath it escaped a profusion of glossy
hair, blacker than the plumage of the raven, ,nd’
rendering more striking the dazzling whiteness
the beautiful neck and throat around which it clu#
tered. One small hand, delicate as a snow-flak®
grasped the railing which enclosed the altar, and
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n ukled the ring, which Father Clement had often
1o by Pon the finger of Aimée La Voison, and knew

( . i
Villerg lo::’" iven as the pledge of De Bourgain—;
Hisq —
Iy, il 5°uhts Wwere ended, and he stood waiting, on- ;

har, © should risc from her devotions, to adiress |
Vo € had neqsly finished them,—and as, in the
ursg auo.h"" soul, the last words of her petition

Cangy bly from her lips: ¢ Holy Father, thou

ang a::-:hhi'.ﬂ ! Blessed Virgin, intereede for me,
Cejyg i mhlm from the tomb which opens to re-
t“"led u " She rose, and throwing back her veil,
g j, Pon the priest a face, which, even in sorrow
Y. 1S, was radiant with almost seraphic heau-
by : te hafi believed herself alone with her God 3 f
Sight of Father Clement she started, and |
€ness overspread her features. But in-
for, % blood rushed back with overwhelming
hme’:f\'he beheld him who had been a father to
q r’ca"d to De Bourgainville,—she marked the
hig o somPﬂSsion of his air, the pitying kindness of
30y, Sh:and’ bursting into a passion of hysteric
sank azain powerless upon the steps of
for . The kind heart of Father Clement bled
pmachin:"guish that he witnessed, and hastily ap-
gent)y , ° tfle object of his sympathy, he strove
« auo;:“Se her from the ground.
the "lerco ter,” he said, “ thou hast cast thyself at
foul i, Y-seat of God, and there poured out thy
languave"mb’e prayer and supplication, uttering the
w, [:Bt of a meek and contrile spirit. Beware,
ary of thouy pollute this hallowed spot with the
«p. Carthly passion.”
happy o ra_l‘eproach me not,” exclaimed the un-
G pe:l'l" In accents broken by her sobs: ¢ even
e, "“dmllhl‘a my tears; it is he who has afilicted
Inkest thou he will break, with his anger,

Y th

the
« isireea which his hand has bruised 77

is " 8%dness js abundant, my daughter, and it

teng Ore I would have thee feel, if he has chas-

degy:. . °& it has been done in merey. Thou hast

hagy fors the privileges which he offercd thee ; thou

dyingm“ken the Christian community where thy

an g, Other placed thee, and hast chosen to thyself

theq of’ Whom God has doubtless smitten to remind
« &thy dependence and mortality.”

tiogg, "> God formed my heart for tender affec-

Cayg, ‘Vherefore, then, should he chastise me, be-
im 2¥¢ indulged the innocent emotions which
sy 0ted iy my nature 1

Perh, ©cannot fathom his designs, my child; but
s “}‘)U hast indulged these emotions to ex-

lep > 10 the pleasures of an earthly fove, forgot-
« Sher and holier object of thy worship.”

the Ever, father, have I been thus ungrateful to

! haye :ﬂ'_ of my being. To him, each morning,

lagg ora ered the earliest incense of praise; my
Yer, at night, has arisen to him; and he
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lias mingled with all my hopes and decams of future
happiness.””

“And yet, my daughter, thou didst voluntarily
forsake the place where he is worshipped, with all
the rites and ceremonies of our most boly faith;
thou didst desert the altars where his image stands,
renounce the ofiices aud deeds of mercy, which, as
a member of this biessed house, it was thy daty to
periorm, and hide thee in those wild and savage
haunts, where never temple rose to the Most High,
nor holy chaunt of Christian tongue awoke the echoes
of the heathen solitude.”

‘“Father, his temple is the universe ; why, then,
snould his service be confined to the narrow space
caclosed by mortal hands?  Thinkest thou the hum-
ble offering of a contrite heart will not rise with equal
acceptance to the throne of God, from the midst of
his own matchless works, as from gorgeous altars,
surrounded by adoring crowds 2

¢ My daughter,” said the monk, with somewhat
of sternness in his accent, who has taught thee to
believe that our religion is c¢ncumbered with vain
pomps and idle ceremonics ?  Hast thou hcld com-
munion with those heretics, wio have come to in-
vade our colony, to prefane our temples, to overturn
our faith, that thou speakest thus lizhtly of the ve-
nerable worship which thy fathers have instituted,
and thy God has condescended to accept 2?

¢ Forgive me, father, if T have spoken with seem-
ing irreverence of what I hold most sacred. 1 meant
but to say that God is not confined to temples made
with hands, and that, in my own sweet island-home,
I have knelt and worshipped him with as pure and
holy fervour as ever warmed my heart before this
Diessed altar, and in the presence of these consecra-
ted objects.”

Father Clement gazed upon her for a mpment in
silcnee, then said, in toncs of.sorrow rather than of
anger, ‘It is then true, my daughter, that thou hast
been dwelling in that lonely isle! Thou hast tempt-
ed the fury of those frightful {rapids, and preferred
their hideous discord to the sublime peals of the or-
gan, and the chant of those holy nuns, who have
nurtured thee in their own bosoms, as a daughter.”

¢ And I render to them, father, a daughter’s love,
and more than a daughter’s gratitude ; but my mo-
ther was a denizen of the woods, and with her milk
I imbibed a love of freedom and of nature, which are
inwrought with my very being. My ear is never
wearied by the music of those resiless rapids, of
which thou speakest with so much horror,—my de-
votion kindles when I gaze upon the ample arch of
heaven at noon-day, or at night, when glorious with
its host of stars, and my eye dwells with unsated
pleasure on the boundless landscape, with all its rich
variety of garniture.”

“ My daughter, this is the romantic enthusiasm
of early youth—time and the sorrows of earth will
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chasten these feelings, and then thou wilt look back
with regret to the peaceful asylum thou hast forsa-
ken. Come, then, now, and let me lead thee back
to the fold from which thou hast been too long a
wanderer ; come and fulil the end of thy being.
The ties which bound thee to earth are broken—it
has no longer any charm for theej but remember
that thou art a child of heaven, an heir of immor-
tality, and here thou may’st wrestle for the prize of
eternal bliss—here thou may’st fight the good fight
of faith—with God’s blessing, may’st come off con-
queror, and leave thy name, with other sisters of
this pious house, as a swect savour to those who
shall hercafter tredd in thy steps.”

““ Father, thou hast told me that God is present
every where, and I have felt that he was with me in
that island, which thou deemest desolate. Every
-shady alcove there has heard his praise, and wit-
nessed my humble supplications for his mercy. My
own hands have raised to him an altar of turf, like
that on which pious Abel offered the firstlings of his
flock, and onit fair flowers daily shed their fragrance,
and wax tapers burn before the Virgin’s shrine.
When my nurse, in early childhood, took me from
this convent, she conveyed me thither, and taught
me to love each tree and flowery dingle of that silent
spot ; she taught e, too, to navigate mjy light ca-
noe, to steer it safely through the breakers, and
guide it in the only practicable track by which the
island is accessible.”

“ But wherefore, my daughter, when she again
restored thee to us, and thou didst dwell, for so many
years, in the midst of Christian ordinances, and in
communion with Christian souls—wherefore didst
thou again desert the altars of thy God, and volun-
tarily return to that remote abode?”

“ Father,” she replied, and a vivid blush mingled
with the tears which coursed freely down her cheeks,
“ when I first knew De Bourgainville, I had begun
to love the stillness of my cloister, and to think I
might be happy in a life so unvaried and monoto-
nous. But he changed my feelings and my views.
I loved my God with greater fervour for bestowing
on me this new source of happiness, and I felt, that,
to serve him as I ought, I must serve him in con-
junction with De Bourgainville. Thou knowest,
father, the progress of our affection, and the circum-
stances which occurred so cruelly to disunite us.
When, after the death of Du Plessis, Eugene came
to bid me a hurried adieu, I urged him to fly to my
island retreat ; but he chose rather to join the French
forces at Chambly, and continue an active defender
of his country, till the appeal which he intended to
make to his king should be answered, favourably,
as he doubted not, and permit him again to appear
here in safety. In the meantime, I purposed re-
treating to my island. I was unhappy, and longed
for its silence and its solitude—where, unmarked by
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any eye, I might indulge the sorrows of my best®
De Bourgainville’s return was to be notified 0 »”
by a certain signal raised upon the mainland shor®
and for weary days.and wecks I have watche®’
vain to behold it. But this morning, when des
had nearly seized me, it was the first objec'-‘ .
greeted my waking eyes; my boat was q““‘k'
launched upon the waters, and I flew to meeb
not De Bourgainville, but his faithful servant—"
informed me of all the sad circumstances, which
sympathising looks assure me, father, arc alré?
too well known to thee.” ol
¢ And hast thou seen him, my daughter 7’ adk )
the good father, in a tone of impassionate
derness. i

“1 have, father; and I saw him dying, ®
thought. He looked upon me without knowing | !
and the anguish of that moment was more bitt
than death! But oh, the joy of the next!—™
nurse was with me ; she examined the wound, s
skilled above her race in the powers of healing, *
declares that he may recover.” 3
. “Impossible, my child ! the arrow which pie"ce,‘
him is supposed to have been dipped in deadly po*
son—and thy foolish nurse but feeds thee with f
hopes, to lull thy present fears.”

“Not so, father. She never yet deccived ‘”e;
and sure T am she would not do so now. Bu ¢
must be gone ; the day is fast declining, and I mv¥
loiter here no longer.”

““Gone ! and at this hour ? Whither, my dav
ter, dost thou bend thy course, or for what purP!
quit the shelter of this sanctuary tonight 7 .

“ Nay, father—I heseech thee, ask me nothl”gl;
and seek not to detain me. 1f Eugene lives, tho
shalt know all § but now I would not involve !
nor any one, in danger, by making thee a confid®®
of my purpose.” .

At this instant, a low chant of female voices, ¥
suing from the inner chapel of the convent, annous®
ed the commencement of the vesper service; 88
Aimée, starting at the sound, moved hastily w
wards the door. Father Clement followed her-

“ Daughter,” he said, “1 am thy spiritual dire®”
tor, and to me, even, wilt thou not impagt thy o
signs? Wilt thou, in defiance of my counsel, pe”
sist in going hence, and exposing thyself, perhﬂp”
to insult and danger, and that, too, at the very o
ment when the holy sisterhood are offering the
evening sacrifice to the Virgin 1

¢“ Father, strive not to weaken the firmness of
courage ; I must make one last effort to save him”
and if it prove vain, I solemnly vow, in the prese®
of God, the Virgin, and the blessegl saints, to retur®
hither, and take upon myself the vows of this h®
house. Speak to me, fither, for I dare not 4
thee in displeasure.”

g

Father Clement looked fixedly upon her implofi"



THE
fue

o :‘&nd 8orrow, affection and reproof were written
for YOW 5 but the entrance of some peasants,
genty s'“TOSes of devotion, forbade his reply,—and
ine &¥ing his hand, he turned from her, and
or lﬁa‘tlp '-hfi chapel, disappeared through a private

img ledinto the interior of the convent.
hiy, . e, for one moment, felt inclined to follow
2 Ut this impuise died away with the last sound
she q‘:i;:e“ﬁng footsteps, and, anxious to be gone,
she isﬂuedd the chapel without longer delay. As
from the door, she saw, with pleasure,
!u: d_"‘y had not so far declined as she supposed;
ain e,d ndeed, was near his setting, but there yet
fore Sufficient time for her to leave the city be-
she “lreadga‘es were closed—and with a fleet step
Souther, ed the narrow streets, till she reached the
B“tass gau?, through which she wished to pass.
fory, . glided gently onward, the sentincl stepped
> and stopping her roughly, demanded her
of 5 Purpase. She turned towards him a face
0] ¢ading beauty, and answered him in tones

Uch pl
ow
disgy, and 8weet, that his harshness was at once

£«
Com: (':ay thee, good soldier, do not stay me; 1
fang M the Hotel Dieu, and am bound on an er-
« gy erey to the dying.”
Ruide s, > then, maiden, and the Virgin be thy
LM %2id the man, as he stepped respectfully back
) her pase,
. l‘h' 8 look of silent gratitude, she slipped a
w"d‘l’lece of gold into his hand, and bounded for-
atye,, H“l'rying through that part of the thinly
Suburbs of St. Antoine, which now forms
Sryy, Si%e and populous part of the city, she
anq de:m"_a narrow foot-path, that wound deeper
. CPeF into the forests which then clothed that
e no‘: Tidge, whose sloping gardens and orchards
Wake 'lhe first, after the long Canadian winter,
fugng, Into life and beauty beneath the genial in-
Roy, P spring.  Gradually ascending Mount
whie T the direction of that unfinished building,
Quap,. ugh commenced scarcely more then a
Roe, ol'a century ago, the hand of time, as if in
ing, ruj of man’s ambition, is already crumbling
w) M8-—she passed on to the romantic spot,
Projector of that stately mansion chose
dyyg be, re’ting-place, and has now mouldered into
ve re“eath the pompous marble which his heirs
hop,. 2red, to tell the living of the vanity of mortal
iny, en, not even the ashes of the dead had
oy that Sequestered solitude ; the area which is
Wit 4, M around the costly monument was filled
ang Wif:’ and the cliffs were clothed with lichens
thlto t}“i‘"""(al'!r, which seldom human foot, save
Aipg, Indian hunter, crushed beneath its tread.
tri.:]mlbed to the highest pinnaele of the rocks
8 juge: behing the obelisk, and seated herself upon
bep . © ©F8Z, to recover the breath she had lost in
tpid ascent.
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The sun had set, hut the long delicious twilight
of that climate was tinging every object with ita
golden hues, and diffusing over the landscape a se-
rene and odorous calm peculiar to the hour. Ai-
mée gazed abroad with the rapt eye of an enthu-
siast, and felt its soothing influence sink into her
heart. Beneath her, stretched the city, with its ex-
tended range of low grey houses, the walls of its
convents rising above the rest—the vencrable tur-
rets of the Recollect visible through the gigantic
elms that sheltered it with their protecting arms—
and, higher than all, the glittering spire of the
church of Notre Dame, surmounted with the holy
cross, and pointing, like a beacon, towards heaven.
The French flag, so soon 1o be displaced by the co-
lours of England, waved from the citadel—a forti-
fied eminence, at the northern extremity of the city,
which has since been levelled to make way for new
strcets and buildings—and from various embattied
pointa of minor consequence. Beyond, the noble
St. Lawrence rolled its world of waters towards the
Atlantic—its bosom purpled with the tints of parting
day, and gemmed with lovely islands, that lay, like
enchanted spots, upon its peaceful surface. Aimée
looked far up the river for her own dear Isle of
Flowers—but it was hidden by intervening forests,
though the music that she loved, the tossing of the
restless rapids, fell, in that distant solitude, with
mellowed cadence ont her ear. The opposite shore
presented but a dusky and undistinguishable outline
—~but, far in the distance, towered the mountain of
Chambly, the purple summits of Beleil, and, farther
still, the eye could trace the shadowy form of that
mountainous chain which intersects Vermont.
Aimée’s devotional fervour kindled as she gazed,
till it overflowed her heart, and burst from her lips
in subdued murmurs, as she warbled the evening
hymn to the Virgin. A sudden rustling in the
shrubbery disturbed her vespers. She turned quick-
ly, and caught a glimpse of some one, shrouded in
a large cloak, who leaped hastily down the opposite
declivity, and disappeared in the thicket. She now
remembered that when she left the chapel of the
Hotel Dieu, she had seen a man thus attired, stand-
ing near the door, and that once, when she chanced
to look back in her progress through the street, she
had observed him behind her. But in a crowded
city, this circumstance seemed nothing strange, and
would never have occurred to her again, had not the
appearance of this very person, as she thought, at
such a time, and in so remote a place, recalled it to
her mind. She stood for a few moments irresolute,
and unable, if the intruder intended her harm, to ac-
count for his hasty retreat, when the mystery of his
flight was explained by the appearance of her nurse,
accompanied by a tall athletic Indian, whom the
stranger had doubtless seen, and retreated to avoid.
Aimée, as she welcomed them, forgot her moment-
ary alarm, and throwing her arm, with affectionate
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endearment, round the barbarously attired person of
Lier nursc, leancd for 2 moment on her bosem—then,
at the solicitation of the Indian, turned to cxamine
and praisc a litter, formed of the flexile branches of
the, birch, which he exultingly displayed before her.

¢ See, my humming-bird,” said the old nurse, in
toterable Freneh, and with a Took of foud aficetion,
“ Yakoo and wysclf have woven it 'of twizs of the
fragrant (eru, mixed with the young shoots of the
birch; and have lined it with moss, gathered from
the cuol stones at the fountuin’s head, and strewn
water lilies on the pillow, to revive him with their
perfumed breath.”

“ Thank thee, kind mother,” said the girl, touch-
ing with her ruby lip the wrinkled forehead of her
nurse—*“ and here, where his heart will rest, 1 place
this relic of the true cross, to shield him from unholy
spirits ; and to the Virgin I vow two candlesticks
of silver, il she will guide us safely over the rapids,
and diffuse a healing power into the balsams, which
thou shalt pour upon his wound.”

‘“ Daughter, there are plants of saving virtue,
growing around the Virgin's consecrated grot, upon
our isle ; thesey when the moon rides high in the
heavens, and the dew lies wet upon them, I will ga-
ther and distil, aud every precious drop slall extract
the venom from his blood, and fill his vecins with
life.”

“ The saints fulfill thy promise !’ exclaimed Ai-
mée, fervently, clusping her hands, and raising her
eyes, with an imploring look to heaven.

“Fear not, my daughter. But thou art faint and
weary; thine eye is dim, and minds me of thy mo-
ther’s, when thy father left her to meet our chiefs
in battle ; thy check is pale, and fadcd like the rose- |
leaves which I have scen thee wear all day upon thy ‘
breast. Beyond this rock there gushes forth a cool- |
ing stream; come, then, my drooping bird, and
quench thy thirst with its limpid waters. Ilere are
fresh fruits which Yakoo has plucked for us ; come,
and I will spread them on its brink, and thou shalt
lie there and rest thyself, while 1 feed thee with the
ripest.”

¢“ Nay, mother, leave me here ; go thou with Ya-
koo, but I will sit upon this rock, and count the
stars, as they come forth one by onc in the heavens,
and pray to the Virgin, as 1 am wont to do in the
bowers of my island-home. It will be time to de-
part when the moon shall cast the shadow of thosc
sycamores to the foot of this rock; then, if thou
comest not, I will call thee.”

Maraka knew from experience that it was vain to
oppose the will of her foster child, and too much ac-
customed to Icave her in solitary haunts to fear any
evil, she turned away, with a sign of assent, and
followed Yakoo, to share their cvening repast on
the borders of the rivulet. Aimée, left once more
to hersclf, resumed her former seat on the projecting
rock. Bhe unclosed ber cloak, and threw back the
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veil which shaded her features, to admit the coolin$
Twilight had deepened fast
around her, and already the tall tops of the for
trees were silve:ed by the beams of a full moon, (¥
was each moment shining with brighter lustre in
the cast.  Many thoughis crowded upon her heatti
many hopes for the future, many fears for the pre”
sent, which a few short hours were destined to ¢O%
firm or dissipate. She was a wild, impassion®
creature, full of fecling and romance, which hef
mode of life, the habits she had formed under th
suidance of her untutored nurse, and the whole 1€
nor of her existence had served to cherish and
heighten.  While she thus sat, watching the palll‘
way of the moon—now murmuring an Ave Maria™
now, with a softencd heart, recalling the tender 29
anxious counsels of Father Clement—then, wil
streaming cyes, reverting to her woundcd lover, o7
with hope springing in her soul, bearing him in
imagination to the silent bowers of her island, feed
ing him with the fairest fruits, and reviving hist
with the odour of her flowers—she sunk gradua“’
from her waking reveric, into a decp and peacer“
slumber.

How long she slept she knew not 5 but when sho
awoke the moon had gained the zenith, and its ver”
tical rays fell full upon the rock that she had chﬂ"’:n
for her couch. She started up ; a step sounded in
her car, and the shadow of some person moved fro®
beside her.  She believed it Yakoo or Maraka, 2"
she turned quickly around—when she beheld the
sume tall figure, which had followed her from th®
chapel of the Hotel Dieu, now standing near, 8%
regarding her with a fixed and earnest eye. Aimé®
pressed her crucifix closely to her bosom—*¢ Holf
Mother, shicld me !’ she cjaculated; and, at the
sound of her voice, the stranger moved a step ¥
wards her. Terrified by the gesture, she dart
away, and bounding over rock and erag, ran wild}y
towards the rivulet, calling aloud upon 4he name®
of Yakoo and Maraka. In an instant they were by
her side ; but, when she related the cause of he¥
alarm, they believed she had been dreaming, or b
seen a spirit.  Aimée, however, was conscious that
what she had witnessed was no delusion of the s¢?
ses, and the incident gave a sadness to her hearh
and infused into it a superstitious dread of som®
impending evil, which not even the immcdiate 7
cessity for courage and exertion could entireY
dispel.

Midnight had arrived—the time appointed for ‘h‘
commencement of their enterprise—and Aimée w8?
impatient of delay. They, therefore, began silentlf
to descend the mountain, Yakoo and Maraka bear”
ing the litter, and Aimée walking beside the?
They would fain have persuaded her to occupy it
but she steadfastly refused—and thus, without m%
lestation, and with a rapidity almost incredible, they

breeze of cvening.

traversed the ground that Aimée had pessed o7&
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Chanegi;n ::e commencement of the evening ; till,| she recognised the same figure which had thrice be-
or 50, Cir ctourse to a northerly direction,' they | fore crossed hfar path, The droopin.g fcu}hcrs of hi's
anq P&usg‘;"e distance along the skirts of the forest, icap shaded his features, but he lifted it from his
Vilke, at length before the gates of Prés de | brow, and gazed sternly upon ber. It was the bro-
e« : ) lhf:r of A‘ugustin’c Du Pless'is ! She knew him, and,
Cieng ma"s:‘eurs have passed ftway since this an~‘ zf'nh a faint slr.mclli, throwmg: her .::rms across the
Othey ave 'OIT, that ‘or?g remained to tell a tale of : litter, lcaned in sn‘lcncc f)r(-r ity as if thus hoping to
o““d:\ri;.s, Was demolished—and now, even the ‘\ protect her lover from his foe.
of “s of its cxtensive domains, the last trace; - ¢ Thy love cannot shicld him from the justice that
mann;:'::?lbnnd ('lrawbridgc,' with whicl, after the 1 pursues him,” exclaimed Du Plessis, with unfeeling
tite ity fxromal castles, it was defended, and the x harshaoess, ““and shame be to her who can glory in
Prineely avenue of elms, is lost to remem- ( her fondness for a murderer and apostate.  Aimée
Populous strects, churches and houses, "La Voison, have 1 not decp and deadiy cause to hate
L ;:wae "\"llich they‘ once o'(',cupicd, a(fd every . thee ? Woman as thou art, 1 tell thee so, and to
LT t:>3.e:1r is weakening the interest which once © thy fa(tc—l tell thee that thou ar'f, and ever will be,
'asmno its name. o “the objeet oi'.my utter detestation—that cven thy
iy, S > the aitendant of Be Bourgainville, was beauty, angelic as it is, secmns fa_\r more loathsome
Ing; ns Y €Xpecting the arrival of Aiméc and the ' in my sight than the most foul deformity—for it was
" At the first sound of their footsteps he ' that which lured my brother to his ruin ;—it was
Wate th:‘; ﬂllfl was auswercd by the p.re('onccrted thou who caused his death, apd for it I will have
an the ”' The drawbridge was hastily lowered, revenge.” ) i
imég ‘l tle c'u\'alcude passed over it, preceded hy . ¢ Reproach me with all the bitterness of thy mo.st
ong s’uﬂm’ with impatient steps, bounded up the . bitter hatred,” said Aimde, meekly, “and | will
ing . ed avenue, and in a few minutes was kneel- beflr it quietly. But spare, at least, t.hin ?elpless
deser(ed her lover’s couch. The house had been ! object of thy anger.—l' would depart with him, and
® firgg m{) all, save an old fenale domestie, since - go where he may dic in peace.” .

®nemy, ment that a gencral expectation of the ¢ (o then, 1 reck not where,” exclaimed Du Ples-

&

Cray, f‘ approach prevailed ; for all who could "sis— I have followed thee, and balked thy purpose,
its y, nto the city, had sought their safety within | and now I care not to behold thee longer.  But for

teey :’ as there was no superfluity of nen to pro-.i l.)c Bourgainville, h‘c dies with.in these walls, or
Ererorec(!untry houses of the gentry. Gaston, ® lives to meet the justice due to his oﬂ'enc'es.”' .
gy > felt himsell at liberty to choose what,  Barbarous, unfecling wretch !’ eried Aimée,
g, 0:‘::] best suited his- fancy or convenience ; ' roused from her timidity by the .brntal harshuess of
e benefit of free and wholesome air, he . his bearing ; and boldly addressing Gaston and the
haly a:%rding]y placed his master in the spacious | lnd‘ian, wluT sto@ ])an‘xlysed. by.lhis assault, “move
wrﬁppcd(}:‘m’:"co’_u“d there he was now lying,  on, ’ she said, * \\:c will dely him, and fly “hcrc.he
ed ¢ 1 his cloak, ready for removal.  He scem- - must need more aid than mortal mau can lend him,
h‘ﬂd'n.,. ¢ ﬂi.ilecp, but as Aimée leancd over him,:to pursuc us. Gaston, as thou dost love thy mas-
Which Lo hig lips one of those fragrant lilics with | ter, hesitate no longer.”
Wpearg raka had strc:wu his litter, its spicy odour . ¢ l"]e moves one t'oo!.s:f’,p 'at his peril 1"? said Du
iy e‘to arousec him. He strove to iuhale its | Plessis ; and signing to his followers, they advanced,

on he " Opened his eyes, fixed them for an instant | and strove to gain possession of the litter.  Fired at
r

fank 4, ace, and sofily rcpeating her name, again 3 this sight, Maraka interposed her aid, o repulse
With 00 Unconsciousness. Aimée’s heart glowed ' them, and in the strugzle that ensued, De Bour-

wa pe ‘:md gratlitude. She hailed this momenta- ] gainvitle awoke, and audibly repeated the name of
ang ‘Ching as gn earncst of his final restoration, ! Aimée. '

cmie:ed that heaven had interposed to reassure i ¢ am with thee, my beloved,’” she cried—<in

. l‘ °".t her. ilife or death we will henceforth he inseparable.”
da, fidians now entered 5 and, without further | At the sound of that thrilling voice, De Bour-
"hic}: ¢ Bourgainville was placed in the litter | gainville raised himself upright; his countenance
ang Ya 2d beey prepared for that purpose. Gaston | was suddenly irradiated, as that of one awaking
eny 0r°0 bore it from the ho'usc, while Marakaifrom the dead ; he leaned forward, and extending
‘hliou' Ward as a guide, and Aimée, her eyes bent | his arms, again called, with tender emphasis, upon
They PH.Z on the face of her lover, walked beside it. ' the name of Aimée.
ey, sed down the avenue, crossed the bridge in | She threw hersclf within them—“1 am here,
the o) nd were proceeding to gein the shelter of | dearest Eugene ; I will not leave thee while thon
ds, when three persons suddenly approached.lhast life—and if thou diest, T will lic ‘down and

i,
A,
b I?Oked up, and in him who stood foremost, | sleep in the grave beside thee.”
|
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For a moment he strained her to his heart ; then
his arms relaxed their hold, his head fell back, and
he sunk from her embrace, and lay a cold, insensi-
ble, and lifeless thing. upon the mossy pillow, {from
which, by a powerful effort of nature, he had arisen,
as i( to bid a last and long adieu to the chosen ob-
Jeet of his love. Aimée’s eyes were tearless, and
her air that of a maniac, as she gazed in speechless
anguish on the marble featurcs of her lover. But
shortly turning to Du Plessis :

“ Behold thy work ! she cried.  “ It is thou who
hast done this—who hast smitten me too with the
shaft of death ; and when we both lie cold beneath
the turf, thy savage vengeance may be satisfied.
Mother,” she continued, sinking on Maraka’s
breast, “ dear mother, take me with thee to our
island-home—there let me die, and there let him be
carried, that both of us may rest together in one
grave.” .

The words had scarcely fallen from her lips, be-
fore her fleeting senses left her, and she lay motion-
less upon the bosom of her nurse, as pale and cold
as he whom she deplored. There was a breathless
pause of a few moments, for all were awed by the
tragic issue of the night’s adventure. But Du
Plessis, shortly casting off these unwelcome visitings
of remorse, stepped forward, and bade his servants
lift the body of De Bourgainville from the litter, and
convey it again to the house. They met with no
resistance from the Indians in obeying his com-
mands. Gaston followed, to deplore the premature
fate of his master, and pay the last sad offices of af-
fection to his remains; and Du Plessis, without
waiting to witness the revival of Aiméc, left her to
the care of her Indian friends, and pursued his way
to the house.

Maraka no sooner saw the retreat of the adverse
party, and heard the drawbridge raised, as a barrier
between them, than, with the assistance of Yakoo,
she laid Aimée in the vacant litter—when, bearing
it between them, they immediately quitted the place
which had witnessed the defeat of their enterprise.
Secking the covert of the forest, they pursued their
way in perfect silence, still keeping a course paral-
lel to the city, till they at length emerged, secure
from human observation, at some distance above
the suburbs of St. Antoine. The moon guided them
with her unclouded light ; and continuing to choose
the most obscure paths, they left the mountain be-
hind them, and, crossing the intervening woods and
prairies, pursued an easterly direction, till they
reached the banks of the St. Lawrence. Here they
paused, and rested the litter upon the ground. Ma-
raka bent over it with fond anxiety, to learn if its
pale and silent occupant yet breathed, or if she had
followed her departed lover to the world of spirits.
Aimée’s long black hair had fallen around her face
and neck; and as Maraka gently smoothed it back,
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she started at the coldness of the cheek and b o
beneath. Plucking, with eager haste, a handful
thistle-down, she held it to her darling’s lips.
breathed—the winged seeds, wafled by her fechl?
respiration, rosc from Maraka’s hand, and flo3
away like glittering insects in the moonbeams- .

The old nursc was satisfied, and carefully dra™
ing the cloak around her scnseless charge, aross
and stood for a few minutes in a listening attitud®
bending down her ear to catch the slightest soun™
and sending her penetrating gaze far back over
long, indistinct way which she had traversed. BY
the faint whispers of the night-breeze, and the P‘“’
petual dashing of the rapids, as, with unwearyi#s
restkssness, they foamed and tumbled over hel
rocky bed, were the oniy sounds that broke up®®
the stillness of the night. 1In the distance appes
the city, calmly reposing in the moonlight, and b’
hind it rose the mountain, clothed with dense l'fr
rests, towering height above height to its summ_’t’
whose dark irregular outline stood out in hold reli
against the starry heavens. Here and there, th
low white-washed cottage of a peasant gleam
through the obscurity ; and on a declivity of
mountain was seen the grey walls of the count™
house belonging to the community of St. Sulpiciv®
with its. formidable towers of defence, which st
stand in undiminished strength, mementos of tha*
perilous times, when this continent was the abod®
of savages, and the domestic hearth was often 4%

!'luged with the blood of those who clustered in sweé

companionship around it.

Maraka gazed for a few minutes over this widelf
cxtended prospect, then forcing her way throﬂs.h
tangled copsewood down the steep bank to the "
ver’s brink, she drew forth, from among high reed$s
a birch canoe, which had been carcfully secre
there, and, speaking a few low words to Yako0s
took up the paddles, and scated herself within i
Obedicnt to her mandate, he approached the littefs
and taking Aimée in his arms, bore her down the
bank, and placed her in the bottom of the boat, fe’:’ )
ing her head, with gentle care, upon her nurse”®
lap. A short dialogue, in the language of the Ir
quois, then ensued, and, at its termination, Marak3
struck her paddles into the water, and the frail bsr¥
shot swiftly from the shore ; while Yakoo, res*
cending the bank, took up the litter, and plung
into the adjacent forest.

Opposite the point from which Maraka starteds
lie two small islands, at that time thickly woode'?'
unsought by man, and wild in all the rude Juxuri”
ance of nature. One of them has since yiclded ¢
the empire of civilisation. Human habitations, 8%
fields smiling with fertility, reward the labours 0
the husbandman. But the other, cradled by the tré”
mendous rapids of Lachine, is never visited, save bY
the winged denizens of air, and to them alone is #
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tog,
ed .
lested ecessihie, Stately forest trees, the unmo-

" the oo of ages, fringe it to the water’s edge,
aong itsr-lgs of the birds, that build their nests
O g, Mpervious shades, arc sometimes heard

Who g, PPo:;ite shore. The adventurous voyageur,
Rf) Whicj "imself and his merchandise upon the
Pids, tum; 18 borne at will over these frightful ra-
Wh iy, Wonderintr look upon this silent spot,
¢d Wate,, rried past it by the violence of the agitat-
towgrg, o The simple Indian casts a longing eye
tre el > 24 sighs as he pictures to himsclf the
ligh > ol ity hunting grounds. And the more en-
ot traveller pauses to gaze in admiration up-
ang [,. “"3tless shares, smiling with luxuriance,
Mgy & _l'ke some holy and enchanted thing, in the
foqs, an “0lence and fury—inaccessible to human
Pride, . Unpolluted by the wantonness of human
like . "ounded as it js by boiling surges, which,
head, V‘.’atchful dragons of fable, rear their crested
dmon, t0'guard it from approach. Various tra-
bug gy, 7% and still arc, current concerning it
“‘iude’ Perfecy isolation, its silence and unbroken so-
by 1) ¥ obtained for it the name of the  De-
olang,»

"ﬂalfl‘:é? ,knew it as the ““Isle of Flowers.” She
“lmo,t?h," With its secret haunts, and had learned
t*'l'ou,,h“ Mancy to guide her fairy skiff in safety
lhffd:ys € angry breakers that environed it. In
e 0fs**"’l:;e power and dominion, Maraka’s
helg '™ ®en renowned as a magician, a character
W g, DY the Indian tribes. He had discovered
he "C Passage to this forbidden island, but
“Ppn!'eng“mc“ﬂi his knowledge to no one, and the
dabjq ba ©25¢ with which he_surmounted the formi-
Mortalit "tier that protected it, exalted him above
He w. Tin the estimation of his untutored race.
orve iy "garded by them as a god; and to pre-
I thy POWer and importance, he fixed his abode
Iagy, :epe’t recesses of his island dominion, and
the 4. om _his imPenetrable retreat, only to receive
Maipy Whieh the simple natives left for him on the

Waj *hore, or the homage which they there
ing mv ©r at his approach. He died ut length,
o hiy eq ® his only child, became the depository
ang thy, r;t' She imparted it to none, save Aimée ;
Sage, notg Some daring individuals essayed the pas-
Beapey "¢ Who undertook the perilous adventure,

Towg, . UrY of the rapids, to tell of their defeat.
ber 8 this jsolated spot, Maraka now steered
Silfy; , OUr%e. The bark canoe, guided by her

P 4, danced like a creature gifted with life
™ in h‘ft’ Over the tossing billows—one moment

e}' frightful gulfs, the next riding triumph-
lln.ir Cr?sted summits, darting onward with

Magined speed, reckless of the foaming
| 4 atill more dreadful rocks that lay be-
!‘lld. ™=~{ill, at Just, unhurt, it touched the is-
iy mﬂ!;ahd Maraka, leaping ashore, fastened

O its moorings. Bearing Aimée in her
23

177

arms, she struck into a tangled path, that wound
beneath thick matted boughs, impervious to the Fght
of heaven, till she reached an open space in the cen-
tre of the island, where a fountain sparkled in the
moonlight, beside a rustic dwelling, which Aimée
loved far better than the narrow cells of her convent.
It was constructed much after the Indizn fashion,
but with rather more regard to taste and comfort
than is usual with them. Four young saplings,
which stood at equal distanees, forming a square of
thirty feet, had been chosen as the main pillars of
the habitation. This was encloscd at the sides and
top by long strips of birch bark, cach strip laid over
the other after the manner of tiles, in order to ex-
clude the rain. The roof was thatched with moss,
the sweet briar was trained over its walls, and the
hawthorn and other cdorous shrubs interwove their
flexile branches to form a verdant screen around it.
The interior was divided into two apartments, onc
of which belonged exclusively to Aimée. It was
carpetted with moas. The eouch, the seats, the ta-
ble, all were sylvan as the dvelling ; but it wore an
air of comfort and security, that one would searce
have looked for in so rude a habitation.

Maraka paused not within its shelter, but passed

on to the fountain, and laid the still senseless Aiméc
on its brink. Then stooping down, she scooped the
gushing water in her hand, and, after plentifully
sprinkling her with the cooling drops, she fanned her
with the large lcaves of the sycamore, which she
plucked from a branch that waved above her head.
Her cfforts were not unavailing. Aimée opened her
eyes, and sighed deeply ; then, raising herself upon.
her elbow, she looked with a bewildered air around
her, murmured an ejaculation to the Virgin, and,
falling back upon the turf, threw her arm across her
face, and remained profoundly silent. Maraka, for
some time, forbore to address her ; but, at length,
impatient to express her feelings, she ventured to
speak. )
- My child, knowest thou not that we are again
in our own isle,” she said—¢that it is the murmur-
of thy own fountain which thou hearest, and the
odour of thy own flowers which perfumes this balmy
air 2 Come then, my fair girl, and let me lay thee
upon thy mossy couch, that thou may’st sleep, and
be awakened in the morning by the song of thy
birds, and the hum of thy becs, as they rove from
blossom to blossom, rolling themselves in the golden
dust, and sucking honey from the flower cups.
Rouse thee, my child, for the moon is fast travelling
down the western sky, and the east is bright with
the lustre of the morning star.” .

Aimée sat upright, and looked with a fixed and
vacant eye upon her nurse, as, in tones of the fond-
est endearment, she thus strove to soothe and awaken
her ; but she made no reply, till Maraka renewed
her entreaties.

¢ Didst thou not hear mc, dearest, and wilt thou
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not come with me to the shelter of our dwelling,
where I will watch beside thee, and fun thee with
the flowers whose odour thou lovest best 7”’

‘“Mother, didst thou not say the birds would

awaken me with matin songs—but ke will not hear
them ; the murmur of the wild bee will never soothe
fis slumbers—nor these gushing waters, nor these
odorous flowers, regale him with their freshness and
perfume. Go, mother—#is heart is cold, and mine
will never more kindle with hope or pleasure. Go
thou, and rest; I will seek the Virgin’s grot, and
beseech her soon to reunite me with him whom I
have lost.”
. She rose, as she finished speaking, and Maraka
led her to the recess of a rock, at no great distance
from the fountain. It was lined with moss, and
completely canopied with trees, that drooped their
branches to the earth, enclosing a small area, which
Aimée’s piety had dedicated to purposes of devotion.
At the remote end stood a rustic altar, adorned with
flowers, and lighted by two wax tapers that burned
before an image of the Virgin. Here, where it was
Aimée’s daily wont to seek for heavenly guidance
and protection, she now prostrated herself, to pour
forth the sorrows of her bursting heart ; and here,
when the morning sun arose, it found her still kneel-
ing, looking, and longing to soar upward, now that
the tie was severed, which had bound her with so
strong a charm to earth.

She might have remained yet longer rapt in her
devotions, had not Maraka’s step disturbed her. The
anxious nurse had remained watching the kneeling
figurc of her child, till, afraid that nature would be
quite exhausted, she ventured to approach her. Ai-
mée, conscious of the motive, turned towards her—
and when she met those kind and pitying eyes, that
looked upon her with a mother’s love, the tears
sprang into her own. She rose, and leaning on
Maraka’s bosom, went with her to their dwelling—
tasted the milk and fruits with which she sought to
tempt her appetite, and then, at her solicitation, re-
clined upon her couch—where, wearied by fatigue
and sorrow, she fell into a profound sleep, from
which she did not awaken till the sun had gained
his meridian height. She arose, pale, calm, and si-
lent, the image of that hopeless grief which poisons
the vital current of existence, and withers, in its
fairest bloom, the rose upon the cheek of beauty.

Day after day passed on in lonely, dreary, solitary
woe ; no light flashed from Aimée’s drooping eye—
no dawning hope coloured the paleness of her cheek,
or lent to her languid step a portion of its wonted
buoyancy. In vain Maraka strove to beguile her
from her grief, by tender assiduities, and acts of ne-
ver wearying kindness. She led her to those shady
coverts where the music of the birds was sweetest.
She sought for her the rarest flowers and mosses of
every various hue, and brought her curious pebbles
from the shore, which were worn by the incessant
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motion of the water imto a thousand differing 'f"n"
of strange grotesqueness. She loved to stre™,
couch with the fragrant petals of the water-lilf? "
to sit beside her, as she lay upon the founts"®
brink, and wreath amidst her soft dark hair the
let blossoms of the splendid cardinal flower ; o
would strive to surprise and tempt her with the o
van dainties of their repast. She would deck
rustic board with flowers, and spread upon it all
riches that her island territory yielded—the 8% o
red plumbs of Canada, delicious berries, the milk o
her goats, and fresh honeycomb taken from the ¥
of a rock, or found in the hollow trunk of somé
cayed tree. "
Aimée repaid her love with mournful smiles:l;ﬂe‘l
there was a blight upon her heart, and she wit
like a tender flower beneath the scorching influc”
of a southern wind. Her eyes were bent upo®
earth, her step was slow and feeble, and every ¥> ]
dering vein was visible through her transparent$
She passed her days alone in the darkest recesse®
the island, and at night she stole from her sleeple®
couch, to remain till dawn, prostrate before
image of the Virgin. of
Thus wore away a month. Aimée had spoke®
her dissolution as near, and chosen her lastgesun ]
place beneath the sycamore at the fountain’s he
She already looked more like a beatified spirit
a mortal woman. She had lost none of the
scendant beauty that distinguished her—its ch8™®
ter only was changed. The dazzling glow of he?
and happiness had fled, but there was an unear v
loveliness about her, far more touching and attr®
ive—a seraphic charm, which even the stern ok
Plessis, could he have scen her now, in all her ™ g
and pncomplaining gentleness, must have void!
striveh to resist. Maraka saw, with grief, that ° ,
her care was unavailing, to save her cherished
som from the grave ; but still she strove, as wo®"
ever will for those she loveg, to comfort and 5“’"’1
her to the last. "
One evening, when the sun was sinking 10
“ golden set,” with even greater brilliancy d::
usual, Aimée rose from her couch, where, oppré®
by the heat, she had reclined throughout the 3%/
and expressed a wish to walk along the shore, #
view the western sky. Maraka, rejoicing at l‘.’
clination whicls bespoke reviving interest in objé®
once so dear, was in an instant ready to accomp’
her. Supporting her enfeebled steps, she led‘
slowly along the winding path to the river’s sid?1
which they reached in time to witness one of
most splendid sights that pature ever offered to ,"
votaries. A momentary flush passed over Aiméf”
faded cheek, and her eye kindled with a beam 0‘:“'
wonted radiance, as she sent her gaze abroad, &
permitted it to revel in the beauties of the scen¢ >
fore her. 'The sun’s golden disk appeared as if 1%
ing on the verdant summit of the mountain, and ¥
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Upoy, meglory which, like a parting smile, he poured | little vessel, strange and undefined thoughts arose

Vision o “arth, was almost too refulgent for mortal {in her heart; its pulsations became painful—she

of iy endure, Every object caught the reflectiont | trembled, and leancd against a tree for support.

\

ed 13, ‘}"ss and the foaming rapids, which encir-
that ¢ m‘s]ﬂnd, werc crested with rainbow hues,
es eged 3“\'% multipiied with the never ceasing
on i ra 33, lossing of the waves. Aimée, leaning
0 g 2’8 arm, slowly traversed the shore, till
to gy, 5°T8E0US pomp of light and colour had faded
she gy, tober tints—when, wearied by her walk,
Ftreey " herself on the soft verdure, beneath a tuft
) >™1at laved their branches in the river, and
the _°“3_ci0usly lulled by the monotonous roar of
ide % Into a tranquil sleep. Maraka sat down
f . “r5 and as her eye roved over her altered
Right, © Daturally recalled the events of that fatal
a"dhap Meh had given the first blight to the life
By l:““s of her darling.
Paingy) !l: thoughts were shortly diverted from this
the Main) bect, by the appearance of two persons on
Yeetoq wi:}:ld shore, whose regards scemed to be di-
a €arnest interest towards the island. Ma-
> and advancing from beneath ‘the trees,
r. 2 few minutes elose to the water’s edge,
\am]y to be séen by those on the opposite
ises "hen, almost immediately, she saw a signal
i’n:"d it was the same as that which, on the
S of Aimée’s unforgunate expedition, had no-
r_°f De Bourgainville’s return. Maraka
O0ished and perplexed. Yet it might, she
S, be Gaston, who, for some purpose, wished
to iy cate with them, and she resolved to go
he‘ilat; But then she feared to leave Aimée. She
ing oo ? nd approached her. , She was still sleep-
s she Y5 and assured no harm would come to
the gy *pread a cloak over her, to protect her from
Seey; Mg dews, and yielding to her anxiety re-
amug cause of this unlooked for summons,
“Deedjy Ored her boat, and in another minute was
& like a sea-bird over the billows.
We:t Aimée. awoke, she found herself alone.
Of tyrgy; t"’as still glowing with the crimson tints
Not ¢, » 30 the evening songs of the birds had
oipng & t0 echo through the forest. She looked
be‘ide " Maraka, whom she wondered not to find
the 4 o '3 and, supposing she had wandered along
In search of flowers or pebbles, she rose,
suddemyed forth to meet her. But her step was
Came WTested by the appearance of & boat, that
bogy h Unding over the rapids, as never stranger’s
it, gy, a4 Spedbefore. She gazed earnestly towards
M :"‘”’ that it was Maraka’s own canoe, and
whigy . skilful hand that directed its course. But
Wiy, her d she becn, and whom was she bringing
moﬁ%le:: the island ?2—for a tall dark figure sat
Doty beside her, and Aimée knew that no fight
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leay 4, "ould jnduce Maraka to permit, and much
Ag ;. 2 atranger’s approach to her dominions.

Continued to watch the progress of the

#

Onward came the boat—it touched the shore—and,
with a bound, the stranger leaped upon the grassy
‘strand. He advanced a few steps hastily towards
‘her—-then paused, and pressed his hands upon his
! brow—then again rushed forward with extended
| arms, and Aimée sank fainting upon the bosom of

| Eugene De Bourgainville !
§ » L4 » * »

. .

* L] .

* * - * * * » -

Aimée and her nutse, in their isolated island, had
remained as ignorant of the changes and events that
had occurred within the last few weeks, as though
they were indeed inhabitants of a world which held
no intercourse with this. They knew not that the
French power was annihilated in Canada—that an
English banner waved from the forts, and an English
governor held role over the eolony. M. De Vau-
dreuil, deeming lonlger resistance vain, had made an
unreserved surrender of the Freneh possessions in
Canada to his Britannic Majesty. Those who chose
to depart, received permission to quit the country ;
but many of tke French inhabitants remained, and
all who did so, were allowed the free exercise of
their religion, together with other privileges, which
their descendants, who form the great mass of the
Canadian population, still continue to enjoy. M.
Du Plessis was one of the first to flee from a coun-
try where, by his vindictive conduct, he had in-
curred an odium, which rendered him an object of
aversion and contempt. The history of Aimée’s
adventure had taken wing, and every circumstance
attending it was soon noised abroad. The tender
attachment and unhappy destiny of the lovers, excit-
ed sympathy in every breast; and when it was
known that De Bourgainville’s death-like swoon,
for such it proved, had passed away, and he had
awakened, as it were, from the grave, many peti-
tions for his pardon were addresscd to the governor.
Even the friends of Du Plessis, ashamed of his con-
duct, signified their willingness to bury the past in
oblivion, and consider the sufferings of De Bour-
gainville, a sufficient atonement for his offence.
The situation of public affiirs was such as to render
private wrongs, aad individual crimes, circumstan-
ces of minor consequence. M. De Vaudreuil, ac-
cordingly, thus upheld by public opinion, gladly pro-
nounced that forgiveness, which his heart had long
since yielded to his adopted son.

When De Bourgainville, after the lapse of many
days, again awoke to consciousness, he found him-
self in his own apartment at Prés de Ville, Gaston
watching by his bed-side, and his pardon, under the
governor’s hand and seal, lying on his pillow. Eve-
ry thing was quickly explained by his faithfal at-
tendant. The city, the whole country was in pos-
session of the English. Prés de Ville was at that

i

|
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moment occupied by the family of a British officer ;
many of kis (ricnds had already sailed for France,
and he himeelf was at liberly, when he recovered, to
go wherever he should choose. Of all that related
to Aimée, Gaston gave a circumstantial detail, and
as Dc Bourgainville, with a beating heart, listened
to the relation, an indistinet remembrance of having
scen and spoken with her, possessed his mnind, and
persuaded him that he had been conseious of her
presence cn the night of her unfortunatc attempt to |
rescue him from his encmics.  The certainty of her :
continucd love, the knowledze of all it had prompt- |
cd her to adventure for his sake, the prespect of a |
speedy reunion with her, acted with such salutary
power upon his debilitated mind and frame, as soon
restored him to his wonted health and vigour.

Not many days elapsed before he again went forth
beneath the free Dlue sky of heaven, and his first |
steps were directed to the bank of the St. Law- '
rence, opposite the Isle of Flowers. But in vain he
waiched to cateh a glimpse of Aimée’s figure wan-
dering on the shore; in vain he waited to behold
Maraka’s boat cleaving the billows, or at least to
sec some answering signal raised to tell him he was
recognised. Day’ after day passed on, and still he
came and went heart-sick and disappointed, till, on
the evening of the sixth, he hailed the welcome bark,
which came to bear him to his long lost, drooping
Aimée.

*

. *

- * » , * *

* - - » * . * *

A week glided swifily away after the reunion of
the lovers. Aimée’s step had regained its elasticity,
the light of hope and love beamed from her eyes,
and the bloom of the long banished rose was once
more glowing on her cheek. She had seen Father
Clement, she had opencd to him her whole heart,
and received his sanctign to its wishes. In the pre-
sence of God, and at the foot of that altar where
3he had humbly and earnestly asked for resignation
to the will of heaven, she and De Bourgainville had
plighted their marriage vows, and heard, from con-
secrated lips, a blessing pronounced upen their
union. She had consented to accompany her hus-
band to France, and had bidden adieu to all that was
dear to her in Canada. She had wandered for the
Jast time through the sweet shades of her island-
home—had drunk once more the gushing waters of
her fountain, and kneeled in adoration before the
Virgin’s solitary shrine, where, in her days of sor-
row, she had found her only consolation.

And now she stood, with her husband ard Mara-
ka, on the deck of thc vessel, which was bearing
them from the land of her birth, sending back her
tearful gaze to the spot which had been so long fa-
iniliar to her eye, and dear to her affections. It is
said that, after many years, she returned ; and that
some of her descendants are still dwelling in the

*

province. ‘There is also a tradition that her Indian
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nursc came back, and fixed her abode again “l”
her favourite island; that a female figure was®
observed, roving beneath the trecs upon its b"nb‘
and a birch canoe sometimes seen bounding over®
rapids, where none but hers would have adventV
At length, the figure disappearcd from the shore.’ A
the island—the boat was seen no more; and
supposed, she cither perished in some ungus”
moment among the tossing billows she so 72
braved, or that she died alone upon the island W )
she had so much loved to dwell. But since
time no daring foot has ever pressed its shorc™™ ’
searching cye has ever Jooked for her remain®
traced the relics which might perhaps exist of
who once abode there. And, doubtless, now ﬂ‘,
relies would be sought in vain—for time, ere !
has whelmed them all in undistinguishable ruin; 3"
left no trace of grotto, fount, or dwelling.

LINES

ON THE DEATH OF MISS A, E. O.

I. !

I saw thee but as yesterday,

In youth and beauty’s bloom—
Today, ah! sad agd mournfully,

We bear thee to thy tomb!
T saw thee but as yesterday

Young, cheerful, gay, and fair—
Today, we follow silently

Thy palled and sable bier.

II.

I saw thec but as yesterday,
A mother’s hope and care—
Today a thousand throbbing hearts
Her grief bewail and share.
1 saw thee but as yesterday
Pluck flowers in field and mead—
Today we sadly bury thee
Among the lonely dead.

IIL.

I saw thee but as yesterday,

Thy playmates’ guide and friend—
Today, how slow and solemnly

To thy last home we wend !
1 saw thee but as yesterday,

Read strain of bridal versc—
Today, this drooping garland

I place upon thy hearse.

p.C.

A man should never be ashamed of owning that ¥
has been wrong, for it is but saying, in other word®

that he is wiser today than he was yesterday.
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stk:;;‘“&dian readers doubtless bear in mind the
of |, led Eltiott’s Point, at the western extremity
¢ Eric. Some considerable distance beyond
B2in, (its intermediate shores washed by the
Waves of the Eric,) stretches a second, called
Tom the name of its proprictor, Hartley’s
Between these two necks, rise three or four

5 one of which, and adjoining Hartley’s, was,
Periog of which we treat, occupied by an indi-
‘ll'lador which, unfortunately for the interests of
to tike% t00 many of the species had been suffered
W root within her soil. For many years pre-
chie 10 the war, adventurers from the United States,
d&spey Men of desperate fortunes, and even more
Bee, :at.e characters, had, through a mistaken policy,
of WWered to occupy the more valuable portion
© country, to the exclusion of the natives
‘.es:::elveg, Upper Canada, in particular, was in-
takiy by these people, all of whom, even while
B’iﬁsi the customary ocath of allegiance to the
€rown, brought with them, and openly pro-
lh:ed’ all the partialities of American subjects. By
Engﬁs;‘“‘ldians and their descendants, I“rcnc.h and
€Je of "they were evidently looked upon with an
2 distrust, for, independently of the fact of their
been suffercd to appropriate, during pleasure,

o Valuable iracts df land, they had experienced
Meonsideryple partiality on the part of the gov-
‘here]cm‘ Those who believe in the possibility, not
Y of attaching a renegade to the soil of his
fend:n’ but in converting him into a scrvicable
T of that soil in a moment of need, commit a
©TTor in politics. 'The shrewd Cancdians

Nesg ®m better. They maintained, with bitter-
hol, ’ “‘*ft at the first appearance of awar, they would
dig e “_'Otiths of fealty as naught, or that if they
rae, A, it would only be with & view to embar-
10 g Province with their presence, and secretly
™ the cause of their own countrymen. The
Proved they knew their men. Scarcely had
g Merican Peclaration of War gone forth, when
they, ™ of these unprincipled wretches, availing
“TB8elves of their near centiguity, abandoned their

nat 5
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homes, and embarking all their disposable property
in boats, easily succecded in gaining the opposite
coast, under cover of the night. Not satisficd, how-
ever, with their double treason, they, in the true
spirit of the dog in the manger, secemed resolved
others should not enjoy that which was no longer
available to themselves, and the dawn that succeed-
ed the night of their departure, more than once broke
on scenes of spoliation of their several possessions,
that it required one to know these desperate people
well, to credit as being the work of their own hands.
Melancholy as it was, however, to reflect that the
spirit of conciliation had becn thus repaid, the coun-
try had reason to rejoice in their flight; for, having
thus declared themselves, there was nothing now,
beyond their open hostility, to apprehend. Not =0
with the few who remained. Alike distrusted with
those who had taken a more decided part, it was im-
possible to bring any charge home to them, on which
to found a plea for compelling them to quit the coun-
try, in imitation of the example of their fellows.
They had taken the oaths of allegiance to England
—and, although ninety-nine had deliberately violated
these, there was no legal cause for driving forth the
hundredth, who still kept the “ sound of promise to
the ear,” however he might break it to the hope.
Not that, on this account, the hundredth was held
to be one whit more honourable or loyal. It was
felt and known, as though it had been written in
characters of fire upon his brow, that if he did not
follow in the steps of his predec s, it was b

his interests, not his inclination, induced his purau-
ing an apparently opposite course. It is true, those
who remained were few in number; but scattered,
as they were, in various isolated parts of the coun-
try, this only rendered them greater objects of sus-
picion. If the enemy became apprised of any of our
movements, for the successful termination of which
it was neccssary they should be kept in ignorance,
it was at once taken for granted thcir information
had been derived from the traitors Canada had so
long nourished in her bosom ; and as several of them
were in the habit of absenting themselves for days
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in their boats, under the pretence of duck-shooting,
or some other equally plausible, nothing was more
easy of accomplishment. Under these circumstan-
ces of doubt, the general secession of the Yankees,
as they were termed, which had first been regarded
as a calamity, was now looked upon as a blessing ;
and if regret eventually lingered in the minds even
of those who had been most forward to promote
their introduction into the country, it arose, not be-
cause the many had departed, but because the few
remained. That they were traitors, all believed ;
but, although narrowly watched, in no one instance
could their treason be ever traced, much less brought
home in accusation. In the course of time, howe-
ver, they committed themselves in some one way or
other, and then, of \necessity, their only resource
was to flee,as their companions had fled before them,
until, ultimately, very few indeed were left of their
number. If Canada has reason to feel happy in the
late war, inasmuch as that war offered a means of
proving the devoteduess of her attachment to the
mother country, she has no less reason to rejoice in
it, as being the indirect means of purging her uare-
publican soil of a set of ruffians who were a disgrace
to any age and any country. Should she, failing to
profit by the experience of the past, again tolerate
the introduction of subjects of the United States into
her flourishing provinces, when there are so many de-
serviag families anxiousto emigrate to her from the
mother country, then will she merit all the evils which
can attach, in a state of warfare, to a people diametri-
cally opposed in their interests, their principles, their
habits, and their attachments. But we think the clo-
ven foot has been too openly displayed, to afford
much chance to the Americans on that score.

An individual of this description had his residence
near Hartley’s Point. Unlike those, however, whose
dwellings rose at a distance, few and far between,
hemmed in by the fruits of prosperous agriculture,
he appeared to have paid but little attention to the
cultivation of a soil, which, in every part, was
of exceeding luxuriance. A rude log hut, situated
in a clearing of the forest, which had been the im-
perfect work of lazy labour, was his only habitation,
and here he had for years resided without its being
knewn how he contrived to procure the necessary
means of subsistence ; and yet, in defiance of the
apparent absence of all resources, it was subject of
general remark, that he not only never wanted mo-
ney, but had been enabled to bestow something like
an education on a son who had been absent from
him upwards of five years. From his frequent voy-
ages, and the direction his canoe was seen to take,
it was inferred Ly his immedipte neighbours, that
he dealt in contraband, procuring various articles on
the American coast, which he subsequently disposed
of in the town of Amherstburgh—one of the principal
English posts—to advantage, among certain subjects
domiciliated there, who were suspected of no desire
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to benefit the revenue of the country they called M
own. So well and so wisely, however, did he cover hi$
operations, that he always contrived to elude deﬂ*
tion—and, though suspicion attached to all he did, 1
no instance had he openly committed himself.

man himsell, a tall, stout, forbidding-looking ruffis®
was of a fearless and resolute character, and if be
resorted to cunning, it was because cunning alon®
could serve his purpose in a country the laws
which were not openly to be defied.

For a series of years after his arrival, he had co%”
trived to evade taking the customary oaths of au‘f'
giance ; but this, eventually, awakening the susp”
cions of thc magistracy, brought him more imme
diately under their surveillance, when, year after
year, he was compelled to a renewal of the oath, ff
the infliction of which, it was thought, he oW
more than one of those magistrates a grudge. 07
the breaking out of the war, he still remained in 0
disturbed possession of his rude dwelling, watched
as well as circumstances would permit, it is trués
but not so narrowly as to be traced in his variou®
nocturnal excursions by water. Nothing could be
conceived more uncouth in manner and appearanc®
than this man—nothing more villainous than the
expression of his eye. No one knew from whst
particular point of the United States he had com®
and whether Yankee or Kentyckian, it would havé
puzzled one of that race of beinga, so proverbially
notorious for acumen—a Philadelphia lawyer—t0
have determined ; for so completely did he unite the
boasting language of the latter with the wary ca¥”
tion and sly cunning of the former, that he appeared
a compound of both. The balance of opinion, ho¥~
ever, seemed rather, if at all, to incline in favour of
the presumption that he was more Kentuckian the?
Yankee.

The morning was just beginning to dawn, as t7d
individuals appeared on the skirt of the rude clearing
in which the hut of the man we have just describeds
had been erected. The persons of both these, wrapt
in blue military closks, reposed upon the dark 0
liage in a manner to enable them to observe, with
out being themselves seen, all that passed withi®
the clearing, from the log hut to the sands of the
lake shore. There had been an indication on th®
part of one of these to step forth from his conceal*
ment into the clearing, and advance boldly toward$
the house ; but this had been checked by his com*
panion, who, laying his hand upon his shoulder, ar*
rested the movement, indicating, at the same times
the leisurely but cautious advance of two men fr?m
the hut towards the shore, on -which lay a canof
half drawn up on the sands. Each, on issuing fromt
the hut, had deposited a rifle against the rude exte’
rior of the dwelling, the better to enable them 0
convey a light mast, sail, paddles, several blankets,
and a common corn-bag, apparently containing pro-
visons, with which they proceeded towards the eanoc:
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0“: s that d-—d rascal Desborough setting

:xv:He of his contraband excursions. He scems

Tro, @ long absence in view, if we may judge
tyye” Contents of his provision sack.”

184, rejoined his companion, *there is more
oy, Meets the eye. In the first instance re-
Wffarg me Pistols from the case, and be prepared to

“w h: assistance, should I require it.”

0 You t the devil are you going to do, and what
OW“e:ne""l ¥ asked the first speaker, following
ine the hint that had been given him, and re-
:as: Pair of duelling pistols from their maho-
he was in the act of doing this, his compa-
» Without replying, quitted his side, and cau-
cous and nojgelessly advanced to the hut. In
Do twl:e ofa few minutes hea gain appeared atfthe

€nce he had started, grasping in either hand

€8 50 recently deposited there.
> What is the meaning of this feat ? you do
d Yankee fashion, to exchange a long shot
r Molineux, I hope—if so, my dear fellow,
°, for, upon my honour, I cannot engage in
He t}? of the sort that is not strictly orthodox.
at '-he,s “S addressed, could scarcely restrain a laugh
mm‘elfe"(’lls tone in which his companion expressed

View, 3 38 if he verily believed he had that object in

- While
higp hag
"‘%ly

&«
e, 'W‘{“ld you not like,” he asked, * to be in some
Instrumental in banishing wholly from the
Oyt arey’ 2 man whom we all suspect of treason,
his gu Compelled to tolerate from want of proof of
«N t~this same notorious Desborough ¥
bl OW that you no longer speak and act in para-
hllt, can understand you. Of course I should,
in t proof of his treason arc we to discover
mere fact of his departing on what he may
10 call o hunting cxcursion ? even admitting
Speculating in the contraband, that cannot
b cq}u‘“ 5 and if it could, we could never descend
‘ e informers.”
mo:t ing of the kind is required of us—his
Will so0n unfold itself, and that in a manner
1he t;‘:“d’ as an imperative duty, that we secure
tor.  For this have I removed weapons which
‘70:;:" 2 moment of desperation, be turned at back-
'éent]yn:m 8 odds against our pistols. ~ Let us steal
Yous . Wards the beach, and then you shall satis(ly
v ibut Y had nearly forgotten—suppose the
« TPMy should arrive !’
haye nlhen they must in their turn wait for us. They
R Log "*ady excecded their time ten minutes.”
90k,*? exclaimed his companion, as he slightly
iy rety the shoulder on which his hand rested, “he
“Mning for the rifles.”
f; v °”° of the two men now retrod his steps
W beach towards the hut, but with a more
-3¢tion than before.  As he passcd where the

Coy

> 8aid the taller of the first party, in a whis- |
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friends still lingered, he gave a start of surprise,
apparently produced by the absence of the rifles.
A moment’s reflection seeming to satisfly him it was
possible his memory had failed him, and that they
had been left within the building, he hurried for-
ward to assurc himsell. After a few moments of
apparently ineffectual search, he again made his ap-
pearance, making the circuit of the hut to discover
his lost weapons, but in vain ; when, in the fierce-
ness of his anger, he cried aloud, with a bitterness
that gave earnest of his sincerity.

By Gosh, I wish I had the curst British rascal
who played me this trick, on t’other shore—if I
wouldn’t tuck my knife into his b y gizzard,
then is my name not Jeremiah Desborough. What
the h—1’s to be done now.”

Taking advantage of his entrance into the hut,
the two individuals, first described, had stolen cau-
tiously under cover of the forest, until they arrived
at its termination within about twenty yards of the
shore, where, however, there was no outward or
visible sign of the individual who had been Desbo-
rough’s companion. In the bows of the canoe were
piled the blankets, and in the tentre was deposited
the provision bag that had formed & portion of their
mutua) load. The mast had not been hoisted, but’
lay extended along the hull, its sail loosened, and
partially covering the before mentioned article of*
freightage. The bow half of the canoe pressed the
beach, the other lay sunk in the water, apparently
in the manner in which it had first approached the
land.

Still uttering curses, but in a more subdued tone,
against “ the fellor who had stolen his smull‘bores,”
the angry Desborough retraced his steps to the
canoe. More than once he looked back to see if he
could discover any traces of the purloiner, until at
length his countenance scemed to assume an expres-
sion of deeper cause for concern, than even the loss
of his weapons.

“ Ha, I expect some d——d spy has been on the

look out—if so, I must cut and run I calculate
purty soon.”

This apprehension was expressed as he a.rnvcd
opposite the point where the forest terminated. A
slight rustling among the underwood reduced that
apprehension to cei-t;;inty. He grasped the ‘handle
of the huge knife that was thrust into the girdle
around his loins, and, rivetting his sinistcr eye on
the point whence the sound had proceeded, retreated
in that attitude. Another and more distinct crush
of underwood, and he stood still with surprise on
finding himsclf face to face with two officers of the
garrison.

“ We have alarmed you, Desborough,” said the
younger, as they both advanced- leisurely to the
beach, Do you apprchend danger from our “pre-
sence 1
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A keen searching glance flashed from the ferocious
cye of the Kentuckian. It was but momentary.
Quitting his firm grasp of the knife, he suffered his
limbs to relax their tension, and aiming at carcless-
ness, observed, with a smile, that was tenfold more
hidcous froim its being forced ¢
. “Well now, T guess, who would have cxpected
to see two officers so far away from the fort at this
cariy hour ol the mornin’.”

““ Ah,” said the taller of the two, availing himself
of the first opening to a pun— (he was a sad pun-
ster)—which had been afforded— We are merely
out on 2 skooling excursion.”

Desborough gazed doubtingly on the speaker—
“Strange sort of a dress that for shootin’, I guess—
them cloaks must be a great tanglement in the
bushes.”

“They serve to keep our arms warm,” continued
Middlemore, perpetrating another of his cxecrables.

“To keep your arms warm ! well sure-ly, if that
arw’tdroll. It may be some use to keep the pri-
mins dry, I reckon; but I can’t sec the gocd of
keepin’ the fowlin’ picces warm. Ilave you met
any game yct, officers. I expect as how I can pint
youout a purty spry place for pattridges and sich
like.”

“Thank you, my good fellow ; but we have ap-
pointed to meet our game here.”

The dry manner in which this was observed had a
visible effcct on the settler.  He glanced an cye of
suspicion around, to see if others than the two offi-
cers were in view, and it was not without effort he
assumed an air of unconeern, as he replied :

““Well, I expect 1 have been many a long year a
hunter, as well as other things, and yet, dang me if
1 ever calculated the game would come to meet me.
It always costs me a purty good chase in the woods.”

“How the fellow beats about the bush, to find
what game we are driving at,” obscrved Midale-
more, in an under tone, to his companion.

“Let the Yankee alone for that,” exclaimed his
friend—*“ I will match his cunning against your pun-
ning any day.”

“The truth is, he is fishing to discover our mo-
tive for being here, and to find out if we are in any
way connected with the disappearance of his rifles.”

During this conversation apart, the Yankee had
carclessly approached his canoc, and was affecting
to make some arrangements in the disposition of the
sail. The officers, the yhunger especially, keping a
sharp look out upon his movements, followed at
some little distance, until they, at length, stood on
the extreme verge of the sands. Their near ap-
progch scemed to render Desborough impatient :

“1T expect, officers,” he said, with a hastiness that,
at any other moment, would have called immediate
reproof, if not chastiscment, “ you will only be lo-
sin’ lime here for nothin’—about a mile beyond
Hartley’s, there’ll be plenty of pattridges at this
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hour, and T am jist goin’ to start myscli' for a Jigt?
shootin’ in the Bandusky river.”

“Then, T presume,” said the younger officers
with a smile, “you arc well provided with silve’
bullets, Desborough—for, in the hurry of departur®
you scem likely to forget the only medium throug”
which lcaden ones ean be made available ; not 3 11"
fle or a shot-gun do I sce.”

The Yankee fixed his eye for a moment, with #
penetrating expression, on the youth, as if he woult
have traced a meaning deeper than the words i
plied. His rcading secmed to satis{y him that al
was right.

“What,” he observed, with a lcer, half cunnind
half insolent, “if I have hid my rifle near the 5a%°
dusky swamp, the last time T hunted there.”

“1In that case,” observed the Mughing Middle:
more, to whom the opportunity was irresistiblés

“you are going out on-a wild goose chase, indeeds
Your prospecis of a good hunt, as you call it, ¢3"
not be said to be sure as a gun, for in regard to the
latter, you may depend some one has discove
and rifled it before this.™

“You scem to have laid in a store of provision®
for this trip, Desborough,” remarked the younge’
officer ; “ How long do you purpose being absent 7

“1 guess three or four days,” was the sulle?
reply.

“Three or four days! why your bag contains,”
and the officer partly raised a corner of the sail
“ provisions for a week, or, at least, for fwo for hall
that period.”

The manner in which the fwo was emphasised di.d
not escape the attention of the settler. He was ¥°
sibly disconeerted, nor was he at all reassured when
the younger officer, whom we shall call Granthamt
proceeded :

By the bye, Desborough, we saw you leave th®
hut with a companion—what has become of him L

The Yankee, who had now recovered his self-pos”.
session, met the question without the slightest shO"
of hesitation :

1 expcet you mean, young man,” he said, with
insufferable insolence, ¢ a help as I had from Harl
ley’s farm, to assist gittin’ down the things. He
took home along shore when I went back to the hut
for the small bores.”

‘“Oh ho, sir! the rifles are not thon t:onccnlcd
near the Sandusky swamp, I find.”

For once, the wily scttler felt his cunning hn‘l_
over-reached itsclf. In the first fury of his subdﬂed
rage, he muttered something amounting to a desire
that he could produce thcm at that moment, as he
would well know where to lodge the bullets—buts
recovering himsclf, he said aloud :

“The rale fact is, I’'ve a long gun hid, as I’
said, near the swamps, but my small bore 1 alway3_
carry with me—only think, jist as I and Hartley’®’
help left the hut, T pit my rifle against the outsid®’



THE LITERARY GARLAND.

i\
\hin;'m l"’ing able to carry it down with the other
drgy ? ‘_“d when I went back a minute or two ater,
“ ¢ 'r‘“me tarnation rascal hadn’t stole it.
hore 4 if you had the British rascal on t'other
bis Egzz % wouldn’t be long in tucking a knife into
he;ﬂ’ V::g, yould you '’ asked Middlemore, in a
1Y utge atim repetition of the horrid oath origi-
Tapt our ‘l'ed by Desborough, 1 see nothin’ to war-
Undey ¢ Interfering with him,” he continued in an
Not lnl? to his companion.
the Yan ttle surprised to hear his words repeated,
Teplieg “ee lost somewhat of his confidence as he
Noth: > ’Well now surely, you officers didn’t think
mg " that—1 expect I was in a mighty rage to
heayy, | *mall bore gone, and I did curse a little
« be syre,”
Small bore multiplied in your absence,”

Grantham ;  when I looked at the hut

9
the,
e Way two.»

«
o ™ maybe you can tell who was the particular
e‘ger]y Tascal that stole them,” said the settler

Whe l"l‘“emore laughed heartily at his companion,
o Observeg.
¢ : )
tot tole Particular d—-d rascal who removed,
Aslin thence, stands before you.”’
g, the Yankee looked disconcerted. After a
rin, ® hesitation, he continued, with a forced
oy &ave an atrocious expression to his whole
c? t;lance :
'idernble:] Row, you officers are playing a purty con-
byy Yo 8pry trick—it’s a good lark I calculate—
af, OW, as the saying is, enough’s as good as
co'dant vl')e tell me, Mr. Grantham,” and his dis-
a Olce became more offensive in its effort at
Sty of entreaty, “do tell where youw’ve hid my
ey e—you little think,” he concluded, with an
ey, then unnoticed by the officers, but subse-
\‘-iou,, « Temembered to have been perfectly fero-
«yp,_ 2t reason I have to vally it.”
N Bever descend to larks of the kind,” coolly
Ty, ity the Youth, ¢ but as you say you value your
« x *hall be restored to you on one condition.””
%, What may that be?” asked the settler,
Offiggy, t startled at the serious manner of the
€«
With, t you show us what your canoe is freighted
“ W e,l,’e in the bows I mean.”
% rejoined the Yankee quickly, but as if
Proagy .51, intercepting the officers’ nearer ap-
8 , > “that bag, 1 calculate, contains my provi-
likg fio 4 these here blankets that you see, peepin’
°f"ml: Under the sail, are what I makes my bed
«,  out huntins,»
de,%&;re Jou quite certain there is nothing yp-
‘"tw., for ets 7—nay do not protest—you cannot
™) tirneg Wwhat may have occurred while your back
"B’ s 01 your way to the hut for the rifles.”
o7 oh® oy olaimed ;:; settler, blusteringly,
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¢ were any man to tell me, Jeremiah Desborough,
there was any thin’ beside them blankets in the ca-
noe, I would lick him into a jelly, even though he
could whip his own weight in wild cats.”

“Sois it? Now then, Jeremiah Desborough, al-
though I have never yet tried to whip my own weight
in wild cats, I tell you there is something more than
those blankets; and what is more, I insist upon
seeing what that something is.”

The settler stood confounded. His eye rolled
rapidly from one to the other of the officers at the
boldness and determination of this language. Sing-
ly, he could have crushed Harry Grantham in his
gripe, even as one of the bears of the forest, near
the outskirt of which they stood ; but there were
two, and while attacking the one, he was sure of
being assailed by the other ; nay, what was worse,
the neighbourhood might be alarmed. Moreover,
although they had kept their cloaks carefully wrap-
ped around their persons, there could be little doubt
that both officers were armed, not, as they had ori-
ginally given him to understand, with fowling pieces,
but with (at present close quarters at least) far
more efficient pistols. He was relieved from his
embarrassment by Middlemore cxclaiming :

“ Nay, do not press the poor devil, Grantham, I
dare say the story of his hunting is all a hum, and
that the fact is, he is merely going to earn an honest
penny in one of his free commercial speculations—
a little contraband,” pointing with his finger to
the bows, is it not Desborough 2

“ Why now, officer,”’ said the Yankee, rapidly as-
suming a dogged air, as if ashamed of the discovery
that had been so acutely made, “I expect you
won’t hurt a poor fellor for doin’ a little in this
way. Drot me, these are hard times, and this here
war jist beginin’, quite pits one to one’s shifts.”

 This might do, Desborough, were ybur present
freight an arrival instead of departure, but we all
know that contraband is imported, not exported.”

“ Mighty cute you are, ¥ guess,” replied the set-
tler, warily, with something like the savage grin of
the wild cat, to which he had so recently alluded,
“ but I expect it would be none so strange to have
packed up a few dried hog skins to stow away the
goods I am goin’ for.”

“1 should like to try the effect of a bullet among
the skins,” said Grantham, leisurely drawing forth
and cocking a pistol, after having whispered some-
thing in the ear of his companion.

“ Nay, officer,” said Desborough, now for the
first time manifesting serious alarm—‘ you surely
dont mean to bore a hole through them innocent
skins 1"

¢ True,” said Middlemore, imitating, ¢ if he fires,
the hole will be something more than skin deep I
reckon—these pistols, to my knowledge, send a bul-
let through a two inch board at twenty paces.”
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As Middiemore thus cxpressed himself, both he
and Grantham saw, or fancied they saw, the blankets
slightly agitated.

“ Good place for @ hide that,” said the former,
addressing his pun to the Yankee, on whom how-
ever it was totally lost, ““show us those said skins,
my good fellow, and if we find they are not filled
with any thing it would be treason in a professed
British subject to export thus clandestinely, we pro-
mise that you shall depart without further hin-
drance.”

‘¢ Indeed, officer,” muttcred the settler, sullenly
and doggedly, “I shan’t do no sich thing. You
don’t belong to the custom-house I reckon, and so
I wish you @ good day, for I have a considerable
long course to run, and must be movin’.>> Then,
seizing the paddles that were lying on the sand, he
prepared to shove the canoe from the beach.

“ Not at least before I have sent a bullet, to as-
certain the true quality of your skins,” said Gran-
tham, levelling his pistol.

“ Surely,” said Desborough, as he turned and
drew himself to the full height of his bony and mus-
cular figure, while his eye measured the officer from
head to foot, with a look of concentrated but sup-
pressed fury, “ you wouldn’t dare to do this—you
wouldn’t dare to firc into my canoe—besides, ¢onsi-
der,” he said, in a more supplicating tone, * your
bullet may go through her, and you would hardly
do a fellor the injury to make him lose the chance
of a good cargo.”

¢ Then why provoke such a disdster, by refusing
to show us what is bencath those blankets 3

¢ Because it’s my pleasure to do so,” fiercely re-
torted the other,”” and 1 won’t show them to no
man.”

“ Then is it my pleasure to fire,”” said Grantham.
¢ The injury be on your own head, Desborough—
one—two—.”

At that moment the sail was violently agitated—
something struggling for freedom, cast the blankets
on one side, and presently the figure of a man
stood upright in the bows of the canoe, and gazed
around him with an air of stupid astonishment.

¢ What !” exclaimed Middlemore, retreating back
a pace or two in unfeigned surprise ; * has that pis-
tol started up, like the ghost in Hamlet, Ensign
Paul Emilius Theophilus Arnoldi, of the United
States Michigan Militia 7 a prisoner on his parole
of honor! and yet attempting a clandestine de-
parture from the country—how is this ?*

¢ Not this merely,” exclaimed Grantham, ¢ but
a traitor to his country, and a deserter from our
service. This fellow,” he pursued, in answer to an
inquiring look of his companion, “is a scoundrel,
who deserted three years since from the regiment

you relieved—I recognized him yesterday on his.

landing. Let us secure both, Middlemore, for,
thank Heaven, we have been enabled to detect the
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traitor at last; in that which will cause his final _‘"
pulsion from the soil, even if no worse befall hi®
I have only tampered with him thus long to re
his conviction more complete.””

“ Secure me ! sccure Jeremiah Desborough
exclaimed the settler, with rage manifested in
clenching of his teeth and the tension of every mu¥
cle of his iron frame, *and that for jist tryin’
save a countryman—well, we’ll see who’ll have the
best of it.”

Before Grantham could anticipate the movemef‘t’
the active and powerful Desborough had closod ¥
him in 2 manner to prevent his making use of
pistol, had he even so desired. In the next insts®
it was wrested from him, and thrown far from
spot on which he struggled with his adversary, bv
at fearful odds, against himsclf. Harry Granths™
although well and actively made, was of slight Pr”
portion, and yet in boyhood. Desborough, on
contrary, was in the full force of a vigorous ma#”
hood. A struggle, hand to hand, between two con’
batants so disproportioned, could not, consequeﬂuy’
be long doubtful as to its issue. No sooner had
formidable Yankee closed with his enemy, tha®
pressing the knuckles of his iron hand which m¢
round the body of the officer, with violence again®
his spine, he threw him backwards with force upo?
the sands. Grasping his victim with one hand o
he lay upon him, he seemed, as Grantham afte”
wards declared, to be groping for his knife with the
other. The scttler was evidently anxious to de*”
pr*:. one enemy, in order that he might fly to the
assistance of his son, for it was he whom Middle”
more, with a powerful arm, had dragged from ¥
canoe to the beach. While his right hand was stil
groping for the knife, an object which the powerfy
resistance of the yet unsubdued, though prostratés
officer rendered somewhat difficult of attainmen®s
the rcport of a pistol was heard, fired evidently by
one of the other combatants. Immediately the se”
tler looked up to sce who was the triumphant par)*
Neither had fallen, and Middlemore, if anythin$!
had the advantage of his enemy ; but, to his infinit®
dismay, he beheld a horseman, evidently attrac
by the report of the pistol, urging his noble steeds
with the rapidity of lightning, along the firm sand®
and advancing with wild cries and vehement. gest”
culations to the reseue. .

Springing with the quickness of thought from b
victim, the settler was in the next moment at the
side of Middlemore. Seizing him from behind by th
arm within his nervous grasp, he pressed the latter
with such prodigious force as to cause him to reli®*
quisky by a convulsive movement, the firm hold Lo
had hitherto kept of his adversary.

W, boy, to the cance, for your life,” he exclai®”
ed hurriedly, as, following up his advantage, he spi®
the officer round, and sent him tottering to
spot where Grantham lay, still stupified and palf

1”
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throyy
canu:l el The next instant saw him heaving the
for from the shore, with all the exertion called

Onesohi! ‘despcraw situation. And all this was
take o, fapidly, in so much less time than it will
N T readers to trace it, that before the horse-
the !:a:o Opportunely arriving, had reached the spot,
shore, 9¢, with all its inmates, had pushed from the
pr::;llt:";‘“t Pausing to consider the rashness and im-
w c;e‘llfy of his undertaking, the strange horse-
hi”,l’u cking his rein, and burying the rowels of
sent him deep into the flanks of his generous steed,
the lakm .hounding and plunging, like a decr, into
€, in pursuit of the fugitives.
Sm:ohi?\se!l“ evinced every symptom of one in a
- over by Intoxication. Brandishing a stout cudgel
rol) head, anq pealing forth shouts of defiance,
. from side to side on his spirited charger,
e labouring bark careening to the violence
i Winds, but ever, like that bark, regaining an
loy a.':“m that was never thoroughly lost. Shal-
: he lake was at this point for a considerable
f%ﬁ:ces it was long before the noble animal lost its
wi ing’ and thus had its rider been enabled to arrive
“'htn t}: f*}w paces of the canoe, at the very moment
ling 4, - Increasing depth of the water, in compel-
"';mm? horse to the less expeditious process of
Pursy, ing, gave a proportionate advantage to the
Fider ﬁn;l No sooner, however, did the centaur-like
ing his that he was losing ground, than, again dart~
SPurs into the flanks of his generous charger,
by “-fle every effort to reach the canoe. Maddzied
caln . Pein, the snorting beast half rose upon the
mg: " ment, like some monster of the deep, and,
8 two or three desperate plunges with his fore
me x::‘"R!eeded in reaching the stern. Then com-
B, in a m?mentary but extraordinary conflict.
the bolgd up his horse as he swam, with his teeth,:
the ‘eue;lder threw his left hand upon the stern of
> and brandishing his cudgel in the right,
belbt: o provoke both parties to the combat.
Ough, who had risen from the stern at his ap-
iy, » 5tood upright in the centre, his companion
a Bingu;“mg at the bows ; and, between these two,
ro""idub;u c?mbat now ensued. Armed with the
er e knife which he had about his person, the
to ’G&cl’:m-ie the most desperate and infuriated efforts
4id 1, his agsailant ; but, in so masterly a manner
2 ‘d'ersary use his simple weapon, that every
irop. :t Was foiled, and more than once did the hard
90d descend upon his shoulders, in 2 manner
Uer , from the shore. Once or twice the set-
fopw,’ OPed beneath some falling blow, and, rushing
o “:':» Sought to.sever the hand which stilt fetain-
5 ."!ﬂ of the stern; but, with an activigr ve-
Uy, l"f in-80 014 & man as his assailant, fo;i
. U8°0f sixty years of age, the hand was rem
- the settler, defeated in his object, was 'amply

ovel
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repaid for his attempt, by another scvere collision of
his bones with the cudgel. At length, apparently
enjoined by his companion, the younger removed his
paddle, and, standing up also in the canoe, aimed a
blow with its knobbed handle at the head of the
horse, at a moment when his rider was fully engaged
with Desborough. The quick-sighted old man saw
the action, and, as the paddle descended, an upward
stroke from his own heavy weapon sent it flying in
fragments in the air, while a rapjd and returning
blow fell upon the hcad of the paddler, and pros-
trated him at length in the canoe. The opportunity
afforded by this diversion, instantaneous as it was,
waa not fost sight of by Desborough. The horse-
man, who, in his impatience to save and avenge the
injury offered to the animal, which scemed to form
]apart of himself, had utterly forgotten the peril of
' his hand ; and before he could return from the dou-
ble blow that had been so skilfully wielded, to his
first enemy, the knife of the latter had penetrated his
hand, which, divided and powerless as the muscles
now were, had relinquished its grasp. Desborough,
whose object—desperate character as he usually
was—seemed now rather to fly than to fight, availed
himself of this advantage to hasten to the bows of
the canoe, where, striding across the body of his in-
sensible companion, he, with a few vigorous strokes
of the remaining paddle, urged the lagging bark ra-
pidly a-head. In no way intimidated by his disas-
ter, the courageous old man, again brandishing his
cudgel, and vociferating taunts of defiance, would
have continued the pursuit—but, panting as he was,
not only with the exertion he had made, but under
the weight of his impatient rider, in an element in
which he was supported merely by his own bueyan-
¢y, the strength and spirit of the generous steed be-
gan now perceptibly to fail him, and he turned, de-
spite of every effort of his rider to prevent him, to-
wards the shore. It was fortunate for the lafter
there were no arms in the canoe, or neither he nor
his horse would, in all probability, have returned
alive ; such was the opinion, at least, pronounced
by those who were witnesses of the strange scene,
and who remarked the infuriated but impotent ges-
tures of Desborough, as the old man, having once
more gotten his stecd into depth, slowly pursued his
course towards the shore, but with the same wild
brandishing of his enormous cudgel, and the same
rocking from side to side, until his body was often
at right angles with that of his jaded but sure-feated
beast. As he is, however, a character meriting ra-
ther more than the casual notice we have bestowed,
we may take an early opportunity of agaif intro-
ducing him to our readers. i

We nhbpld never ;lisbute if we ean fairly avoic
| it—especially with a man more than seventy year
old, or with a woman, or with an tnthusiast.
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TREAD LIGHTLY HERE!

WRITTEN BY THE GRAVE OF LIEUTENANT WEIR.

Tread lightly here !
ceping,
N No eye is near,
< ¥e His, who, vigil kecping,
aks in the moaning wind, whose murmurs say,
0 all who hitherward, in wand’ring, stray
Tread lightly here !

whei'e the lone dead is sl

Oh! lightly tread !
ding,

Might wait to shed
¢ Nature, pleading,
a voiceless tongue, whose echoes steal
heart’s centre with their sad appeal,
Oh! lightly tread !

Alover to his bridal spee

A "ea"\wher

Peaks wigy,
0 the

Tread lightly here !
r him,
1 With pitying tear,
l:‘de*_“h’s lone hour to cheer hirlx:, !
€Ireled round with foes the soldier fell,
*lang of war and arms his dying knell,
No friend was near !

No i
® kindred heart was nea

Oh lightly tread
Where his sad comrades bore him,

And mourning shed
Big tears of anguish o’cr him,
Theirs was the spirits’ woe—the bitter pang
When through the armed ranks the whisper rang,

Oh! lightly tread!

>Tis hallowed ground,
‘And a decep stillness dwelleth

On all around,
Which to the mourner telleth,
Of broken hearts and hopes—of joyless hours
Of bosoms, chilly as the scentless flowers

In churchyards found.

Tread lightly here !
Uunumbered hearts shall weep him
With grief sincere !
And shrined in memory keep him,
While Nature in her sleepless watch will ery,
In her still voice to every passer by,
! Tread lightly here !
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OUR TABLE.

THE world has for ages looked on in wonder at the
rapidity with which the Isles of Britain have won
their way to empire. Themselves scarce more than
specks upon the measurcless ocean which they
sway, and comparatively insignificant as they appear,
beside the continents of the old and new worlds, it
would seem as if their language was itself the talis-
man of conquest, as the genius of their people is the
spell to render conquest useful. With steady and
unwavering speed, they have progresacd in greatness,
until, at the present day, we may look upon them as
the nucleus around which the grandeur of the world
is clustered, and from every clime the people point
to England as to their home.

There is no more legitimate fountain of national
prosperity than the colonization of new and fertile
countries; and to this source is mainly attributable
the unprecedented splendour to which the British
empire has attained ; and in proportion to the en-
lightenment, vigour and success of her colonial po-
licy, will be the respect in which she is herself held
among the nations of the earth. Independently of
the markets which they form for the manufactures
of the parent country, and the inexhaustible mines
of wealth which they supply, in the natural and ne-
cessary produce of the earth, they will ever be im-
mense fields for the industry of the surplus popula-
lation of the metropolitan states, which, without
some such outlet, would, long ere this, have been so
overpeopled, that their inhabitants could not have
existed in their own fertile but narrow fales. In ad-
dition to this, the colonists, looking upon themselves
as part and parcel of the empire, retain through ages
the pride of birth, which particularly belongs to
those who can point to the long page of unsullied
history, .and say that their country and their fathers
stand distinguished there ; and these feelings, nursed
from generation to generation among ‘the young,
grow with their growth and strengthen with their
strength, ever preserving a phalanx of noble hearts,
which, wherever a foeman dares to strike, are ready
to assert the honour of their fatherland.

A liberal encouragement to emigration, as being ne-
cessary to the prosperity of her provinces, should ne-
ver, then, be neglected by those who frule the colonial
destinies of England, resting assured, as they may
well do, that whatever outlay is so incurred, can ne-
ver fail of securing a large return—it being, in fact,
only extending, and rendering available, the Impe-
rial dominions. It is even of comparatively little
consequence how remote the colonies which may be
8o founded-~for towns and cities will there spring
into existence, and the wilderness will learn to

“blossom as a rose.” Commerce will there find its-

way, and the parent state will derive from them all
the benefits of an unshackled trade ; and, by impart-
ing to-them her experience in arts and arms, they
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will speedily become not unworthy scions of tll‘
mighty isles to which they must look for their ns
Vity. ! rS!!
From emigration and colonization in gen® v
we shall be forgiven, should we briefly turn 10
American provinees, looking upon them as mor® ¢
pecially lying within our legitimate spherc ; ﬂ“d‘ "
would, in all sincerity, as far as our limited 30"
permits, impress alike upon government and peoP
the necessity of encouraging, by every mean®
influx of a trustworthy and industrious popul"“?m
whose energy alone is wanting to develope the d
mense capabilities of these extensive countries
to change their weary wastes into gardens of blo
and beauty. "
The magnificent seas which traverse the Canst
in particular, from the ocean to their rem®
bounds, fit them alike for agricultural industry
commercial enterprise ; and the myriads of acré®
fertile lands, yet untouched, on their shores, afe ’
themselves sufficient for all the uses of their. 0
bitants, however dense their population may 18
course of ages become. .
1o

It is indeed too true, that the events of the "
year are not calculated to add to the eet,el'l“;‘h6
which the Canadas have hitherto been held.
outrages of which their frontiers have too often be?
the scene, are, we fear, sufficient to deter mso!
from seeking in them that prosperity and happi®
which cannot be obtained unless they are sec%
from the intermeddling of their officious neight®®
This misfortune, however, can only have a very o
porary influence upon their condition. It need * )
be denied, that until very lately, (perhaps until ¥ "
the statesmen of England have never attached s
true importance to the Canadian provinces, and"h;,
have been often neglected among the manifold &
jects which demanded the attention of the lml’ef_i
Government. But this can scarcely be the ca% o
future. They have now been forced promiﬂw
forward, and the national honour demands that
sures should be taken effectually to guard
against the encroachments of those, who, W! i
falsely deeming that we require their aid, of o
aiming at enriching themselves by the spoils of o
land, must be alike taught that we are the ?’
Jjudges of our own wants, as we are able and W‘lm‘s.
to defend ourselves from outrage and aggre”‘o”
they must learn that WE ARE FREE, and ths o
know it; and that if, by a high sense of nations!
individual honour, the Canadian people have bee® g
far preserved from being betrayed into reve"g:"
the injuries and insults they have so grievously";a
they must not calculate upon & continuance of
lofty forbearance—holding themselves, as ouf
jured countrymen may mpw 'do, wherever the
gressors -are: really known, at full liberty W‘"‘i
those who wrong ‘them with the -most dire.

geance.
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E
do 2

b, ; cdn from us,to counsel this, feeling, as we
o, “}mon with the people of Canada, that it
s mpossible, in carrying the war into the
an c°“‘_m‘)', to separate the few innocent from
Vojge" aZ 8uilty ; and we would not that one whose
thoulg g0 T aised against these lawless excesses,
Oyr the wrath of an injurcd people. Besides,
Bor y; €l is not with the Americans, as a people,
We Confeg ¢ governments, general or local, although
fending ths we cannot find tenable ground for de-
Droge, y: " from covertly aiding in the outrageous
Fo 188 of their barbarian citizens.
fFon, olve us, gentle reader! we have wandercd
n Subject ; but, with many others, we have
to by Which has caused the glow of indignation
L} winter:: Our cheeks, chilled as they are with many
E¥es ¢ . ":OW- We have scen the tear dim the
Birdeg on 8. fairest ones, when those they loved
Py el their swords for battle; we have felt—
']‘“gh . t~what it is to hear the wail over the
ing thed brave ;—and none will wonder, if a
tag ¢ *U8Ht might have urged us to bring the
Uy, |, P88 to the hcarts of those who wronged
hojg g ca"yi“g desolation amoug their own house-
heg,, bﬂe . Such feelings, we thank heaven, have
h“ﬂa Tin the breasts of the people of Canada—
ltri,tegencm‘la as theirs could not long hope to al-

Woe royn OTOWs of the mourner, by spreading
Ing wo‘lnd the firesides of their enemies, and teach-
Ey M to weep over desolated and ruined homes.

‘Vhichough’ however, upon a subject such as this,

1y eonr forced upon us by associations inti-
for g fe Dnected with our theme. We now revert,

hay, diw Moments, to the subject from which we
Bresseq,
the cOI::i':mﬂges to both the Mother Country and
latte, '8 to be derived from the settlement of the
Sl 20 industrious and loyal people, are so
lodjh‘e ent, that we deem it wholly unnccessary
MWH them. The rapid advanccment of the
Pegp), - Provinees, when comparatively without

for g,> 2% at most, without an adequate population
Selg . CRtieth of their extent of territory, is of it-
tey  “®ut o show of what they are capable when

of be inhabited in a ratio equal to their
t Production. Our only wish, at,present, is

l, °0t the public mind from becoming apatheti-
$Peet % excitement of military duties, with re-
te , * Question upon which, to a great extent,
Q"'lnt,.’ i:ne‘“t welfare of their native or adopted
ed.

“temztmm' of the people of these colonies, with
Cbejpy, 20 few as scarcely to merit the distinction
Cent Called g party, is such as to render a shffi-
h“ernﬂ tee for their ultimate security against
0 thyy O0vulsion, or invasion from foreign lands,
Vet oy T8Uments, which, during the past year,
"‘ki,,s Influential in deterring emigrants from

oUr shores, will soon, by the evidence of
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facts, be proved utlerly bascless, and, with due
encouragement, we do not doubt that many whose
means would make them desirable settlers, will
be found crowding towards these fertile climes.
This is a consummation we most devoutly pray for ;
satisfied as we are, that their own condition and that
of their posterity, will be benefited by the exchange,
in at least an equal degrec to that experienced by
the colonies at large, from the settlement of such in-
habitants within their confines.

We are well aware how difficult it is for those
whose affections have become rooted by years to
their native land, to leave the scenes so well and so
dearly loved; and we would counsel none whose
day is beyond its prime, to seck for graves in, to
them, a foreign land ; unless, as is the case in thou-
sands of instances, they have stalwart and sinewy
sons, whose elastic spirits can, without parting with
their hallowed affection for their native land, trans-
fer a portion of their ““hcarts’ love” to another
clime, at the same time that their earthly prosperity
can scarcely fail to be materially increased.

We would not conceal from the agricultural emi-
grant, that he will have many difficulties to encoun-
ter and to overcome,— but he will overcome them—
and after one, or, it may be, a couple of years of
discontent, he will find himself comparatively easy
and affluent, if he is sufficiently aware of the im-
portance of his own exertions, and willing indomita-
bly to apply them. It will be understood that we
offer no hope, save to those who are constitutionally
industrious and persevering—who can good-humour.
edly laugh at the obstacles which crowd his path,
and cnjoy, with a double relish, the good things
which he has himself so nobly earned.

Upon this subject, we for the present close our re-
marks, trusting that no means will be left untried to
set the true position of these colonies before the pub-
lic in Britain ; so that thosc who are willing to come
among us may be no longer deterred by false notions
of insecurity and distrust, from bettering their own
condition, and adding to the welfare alike of their
native and adopted country.

PICCIOLA—OR CAPTIVITY CAPTIVE.

THE character of the lighter literature of France
has long been considered too lax in its morality to
answer any good end by translation into the English
tongue. This is a subject matter of deep regret,
causing, as it does, the loss or worse than loss of
much splendid talent, which might otherwise adorn
the page of tale and song, but which now too often
only blazes to destroy.

This reproach, however, which it is to be feared,
too justly attaches to French authors .in general,
renders it more delightful to meet with one whose
conceptions may be perased not only without dan-
ger, but with profit to the reader, and among this
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class may be placed, the beautiful tale of ¢ J,
Povera Puciola.”” The story is most ingeniously
written, and purports to exhibit the gradual conver-
sion to Christianity of an advocate of the debasing
doctrines of Atheism, by the developement of leaf
and flower in a lovely plant, which he has sufficient
leisure to contemplate as a lonely capfive in the
glcomy fortress of Fenestrella. This is decidediy
an interesting little volume, and abounds in gems of

natural eloquence, which will well repay the short
time required in its perusal.

WINTER STUDIES, AND SUMMER RAMBLES IN Ca-

NADA—BY MRS. JAMIESON.

WE have not as Yet seeh this work entire, but the
language of the English reviewers, as well as the
extracts we have seen in the Metropolitan maga-
zines, leed us to anticipate a rich mental banquet
from its perusal. It is said to be in every respect a
worthy successor of the splendid conceptions em-
bodied under the titile of « Characteristics of Wo-
men,” which have stamped Mrs, Jamieson as one
of the foremost writers of the age. We wait anx-
iously for its appearance among us, when we shall
revert to the subject.

) OLIVER TWIST—RY Bqz.

THis tale is now completed, and is one of those
which may be confidently recommended to the read-
er. It is true that a good deal of the character it
delineates, is not such as to impart much benefit,
except by teaching to shun those whose portraits are
exhibited ; but for interest, mirth or pathos,
surpasses that of Boz, and no production of ¢
surpasses “‘Oliver Twist.”

no pen
hat pen

———————t——————

To the courtesy of the author, we are indebted
for a’glance over some portions of the MSS. of ag
unpublished Continuation of Wacousta. The high
reputation which has already been won by the pen
which produced this thrilling tale, will be well sus-
tained on the publication of its sequel ;
it issue from the Canadian bress, we shall look upon
it as an epoch in our sty s well deserving of re-

cord in our annals; not that we deem such an event
unlikely, for we are certainly

communicating much

that is beautiful, to the world—the existence of

which might never have been known, had it not op-
Portanely offered & means of publication. There ig

an ample field for the cultivation of literature in the

THE LITERARY GARLAND.

Canadas~—let us hope that it may no longer be c‘““
a barren one. b
The chapter headed ¢ Jéremiah Desboroud
which we have obtained permission to extract, o
shew that the author’s pen has lost none of its vig?

. sterst]
since it last commanded the attention of the lite!
world. :

WE have much pleasure in returning our ﬂ":k’
to a number of patrons in town and country, i
have remitted the amount of their year’s subsc
tion with their orders for the Garland. This ”c
more gratifying, from its being wholly unexl"’s ,
and unsolicited—the terms upon which the_m
zine was issued requiring no payments until tows?"
the close of the year. It shall be our study t0 o
serve the confidence placed in us, by using e"efzind‘
ertion to render the Garland deserving of the B
ness it has universally experienced.

TO CORRESPOMDEUTS.

“The Confided,” becomes gradually more h:;
resting, To the gencrous authoress we are g7
indebted, feeling, as we do, that much of th'eed o
sure with which the Garland has been receiv !
a tasteful public, is derived from the ch'nsw o
beautiful tales of my * Aunt Mary”-—-wtucl.h o
elegant in style and diction, cannot fail to im!
the reader with admiration of the genius of ;h'e‘
thoress, and respect for the high tone of relig!
and moral feeling with which every productio®
her pen is imbued.

“A Canadian Legend,” by “E.L. c.” "id’
which our pages are enriched, is not now publi
for the first time. It appeared, about ten years
in the first volume of the ¢ Token,” an annusl P*
lished in the United States. Nothing, howere?
the charm of novelty will be lost from this cire®
stance—very few copies of that elegant prod‘f
of the press having reached the Canadian pro
and these few having, most probably, in acc
with their ephemeral character, long since bee“m
gotten and lost among the host of newer and y/oﬂd
splendid volumes, which have been given to the

. . o
s | since then. The scene of this interesting tale

particularly endear it to the Canadian reader.
““A Dramatic Sketch,” by the author of the 8
tale, will be given in our next number. o
The humorous story of * Dick Spot, or Six? ;
Four make Ten,” is postponed to another num*
“ Albert” was received too late for us to offef
opinion of it in this number.

% Junius” will find his sorry tale” at the o

of the publisher. .
“ Antony” is declined.



