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THE

VICTIM OF EXCITEME

INTEMPERANCE is a vice which is generally
the masculine sex. In the'pictured scenes of
has wrought woman is seldom introduced but:
victim of brutality, or as the admonishing angel
ing man. There are instances on record, how
reverse. Not alone in the lower classes of l
dregs of society, but in higher walks, where it
beauty, and wealth, virgin worth, wedded love,
grace, are all cast as unvalued offerings at the
of intemperance. Onn of these fatal examples
the honour of our sex be it said, there are. so fe
under the observation of the writer. Her charact
form the subject of the following sketch.

Mr. Manly first met Anne Weston in a ballro
the evening of the Fourth of July, and the fairest
country were assembled to celebrate the national
was a lawyer, and had been the orator of the day
one, and therefore entitled to distinguished attend
from an adjoining town, of which he had recen
inhabitant, and now found himself in a scene w
presented one familiar countenance. He was
man, and had the air of one who felt himself t
the multitude to mingle in the general amuseme
with folded arms, as remote as possible fro
despising those who were engaged in that exer
sultry night. In vain the obsequious master
begged to introduce him to this and that fair l
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dined the honour with a cold bow, declaring his utter dis-
inclination to dancing. He was told that his disinclination
would cease as soon as Miss Weston arrived. She was the
belle of the place, the daughter of the richest gentleman in
town--had received the most finished education, and refused
the most splendid offers. In short, she was irresistible, and
it was predicted that he would find her so. It cannot be
denied, that the fame of this all-conquering lady had pre-
viouly reached his ears, but unfortunately he had a detesta-
tion of belles, and predetermined to close his eyes, and shut
his ears, and steel his heart against her vaunted attractions.
He had never yet sacrificed his independence to woman. He
had placed his standard of female excellence very high. He
had seen no one that reached its altitude. "No," said he to
himself, "let me live on in singleness of heart and loneliness
of purpose, all the days of my life, rather than unite myself
with one of those vain, flimsy, garrulous, and superficial beings
who win the smiles, and fix the attention of the many. I
despise a weak woman, I hate a masculine one, and a pedantic
one I abhor. I turn with fear from the glittering belle, whose
home is the crowded hall, whose incense the homage of fools,
whose altar the shrine of fashion. Can sihe sit down contented
in the privacy of domestic love who has lived on the adulation
of the world, or be satisfied with the affection of one true heart,
who has claimed as her due, the vows of all? No, better the
fool, the pedant, than the belle. Who can find that woman,
whose price is above rubies? Ah ! 'tis certain I never shall
marry." He was aroused from these reflections, by a move-
ment in the hall, and he felt a conviction that the vaunted lady
was arrived. In spite of his boasted indifference, he could
not repress a slight sensation of curiosity to see one who was
represented as so transcendent. But he moved not, he did
not even turn his eyes towards the spot where so many were
clustering. "The late hour of her arrival," said he, "shows
equal vanity and affectation. She evidently wishes to be con-
spicuous-studies everything for effect." The lady moved
towards that part of the hall where he was stationed. She
held the arm of one gentleman, and was followed by some
half-dozen others. He was compelled to gaze upon her, for
they passed so near, the folds of her white muslin dress
fluttered against him. He was pleased to see that she was
much less beautiful than he had expected. He scarcely thought
her handsome. Her complexion was pal., even sallow, and

her face wanted that soft, flowing outline, which is necessary
a to the perfection of beauty. He could not but acknowledge,

however, that her figure was very fine, her motions graceful,
and her air spirited and intellectual. "I am glad she is not
beautiful," said he, "for I might have been tempted to have
admired her, against my sober judgment. Oppressed by the
heat of the apartment, he left the hall and sauntered for a
long time in the piazza, till a certain feeling of curiosity, to
know whether a lady whose bearing expressed so much pride
of soul, could be foolish enough to dance, led him to return.
The first object he beheld, was the figure of Miss Weston,
moving in most harmonious time, to an exhilarating air, her
countenance lighted up with an animation, a fire, that had as
magical an effect upon her features, as the morning sunbeams
on the face of nature. The deepest colour was glowing on her
cheek,-her very soul'was shining forth from her darkening
eyes. She danced with infinite spirit, but equal grace. He
had never witnessed anything to compare with it, not even on
the stage. "She dances entirely too well," thought he; "she
cannot have much intellect, yet she carries on a constant con-
versation with her partner through all the mazes of the dance.
It must be admirable nonsense, from the broad smiles it elicits.
I am half resolved to be introduced and invite her to dance--
from mere curiosity, and to prove the correctness of my
opinion." He sought the introduction, became her partner
in the dance, and certainly forgot, while he listened to her
"admirable nonsense," that she was that object of his detesta-
tion-a belle. Her conversation was sprightly, unstudied, and
original. She seemed more eager to listen than to talk, more
willing to admire than to be admired. She did not tell him
that she admired his oration, but she spoke warmly on the
subject of eloquence, and quoted in the happiest manner, a
passage of his own speech, one which he himself judged
superb. It proved her to have listened with deep attention.
He had never received so delicate or gratifying a compliment.
His vanity was touched, and his pride slumbered. He called
forth those powers of pleasing, with which he was-eminently
endowed, and he began to feel a dawning ambition to make
the conquest of a heart which so many had found indomitable.
He admired the simplicity of her dress, its fitness and elegance.
A lady's dress is always indicative of her character. Then
her voice wad singularly persuasive in its tones, it breathed
of feminine gentleness and sensibility, with just enough spirit
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THE VICTIM OF EXCITEMENT.

and independence for a woman. Mr. Manly came to these
wise conclusions before the end of the first dance--at the ter-
mination of the second, he admired the depth, as well as the
brilliancy of her mind, and when he bade her adieu for the
night, he was equally convinced of the purity of her feelings
and the goodness of her heart. Such is the strength of man's
wisdom, the stability of his opinions, the steadiness of his
purpose, when placed in competition with the fascinations of a
woman who has made the determination to please. In after
years Mr. Manly told a friend of a dream which that night
haunted his pillow. He was not superstitious, or disposed
to attach the slighest importance to dreams. But this was a
vivid picture, and succeeding events caused him to recall it,
as one having the power of prophecy. He lived ever again
the events of the evening. The winning accents of Miss
Weston mingled in his ear with the gay notes of the violin.
Still, ever and anon, discordant sounds marred the sweet har-
mony. The malicious whisper, the stifled, deriding laugh, and
the open scoff came from every corner. Sometimes he saw,
through the crowd, the slow finger of scorn pointing at him.
As he turned, with a fierce glance of defiance, Miss Weston
seemed to meet him still, holding a goblet in her hand, which
she pressed him to drain. Her cheeks and lips burned with a
scarlet radiance, and her eyes sparkled with unnatural bright-
ness. "Taste it not," whispered a soft voice in his ear, "it
is poison." "It is the cup of immortality," exclaimed the
syren, and she drained the goblet to its last drop. In a few
moments her countenance changed-her face became bloated,
her features disfigured, and her eyes heavy and sunken. He
turned with disgust from the former enchantress, but she
pursued him, she wound her arms around him. In the vain
struggle of liberating himself from her embrace, he awoke.
It was long before he could overcome the sensation of loathing
and horror excited by the unhallowed vision, and even when,
overcome by heaviness and exhaustion, he again slept, the
same bloated phantom presented her intoxicating draught.
The morning found him feverish and unrefreshed. He could
not shake off the impression of his dream, and the image
of Miss Weston seemed deprived of the witchery that had
enthralled his imagination the preceding evening. He was
beginning to despise himself, for having yielded up so soon
his prejudices and pride, when an invitation to dine at Mr.
Weston's, interrupted the severe tenor of his thoughts. Polite-
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ness obliged him to accept, and in the society of Miss Weston,
graceful, animated, and intellectual, presiding with unaffected
dignity and ease at her father's board, he forgot the hideous
metamorphose of his dream.

From that day his fate was sealed. It was the first time
his heart had ever been seriously interested, and he loved
with all the strength and ardour of his proud and ardent
character. The triumph, too, of winning one whom so many
had sought in vain, threw a kind of glory over his conquest,
and exalted his estimation of his own attributes. The wedding-
day was appointed. The evening previous to his nuptials,
Anne Weston sat in her own chamber, with one of the chosen
friends of her girlhood, Emily Spencer. Anne had no sisters,
and from childhood, Emily had stood to her almost in that dear
relation. She was to accompany her to her new home, for
Anne refused to be separated from her, and had playfully told
Mr. Manly, "that if he married her, he must take Emily too,
for she could not and would not be parted from her."

The thought of the future occupied the minds of the two
friends. Anne sat in silence. The lamp that partially illu-
mined the apartment, gave additional paleness to her pale and
spiritual countenance. Her thoughts appeared to have rolled
within herself, and, from the gloom of her eye, did not appear
to be such as usually rest in the bosom of one about to be
wedded to the object of her affection and her trust.

"I fear," said she at length, as if forgetting the presence
of her friend, "that I have been too hasty. The very qualities
that won my admiration, and determined me to fix his regard,
now cause me to tremble. I have been too much accustomed
to self-indulgence, to bear restraint, and should it ever be im-
posed by a master's hand, my rebellious spirit would break
the bonds of duty, and assert its independence. I fear I am
not formed to be a happy wife, or to constitute the happiness
of a husband. I live too much upon excitement, and when
the deep monotony of domestic life steals on, what will become
of me?"

"How can there be monotony," answered Emily, warmly,
"with such a companion as Manly? Oh, trust him, Anne,
love him as he merits to be loved, as you yourself are loved,
and your lot may be envied among women."

"He has awakened all the capabilities my heart has of
loving," cried Anne, "but I wish I could shake off this dull
weight from my spirits." She rose as she spoke, approached
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22 THE VICTIM OF EXITEENT. THE VICTIM OF EXCITEMENT

a side table, and, turning out a glass of rich cordial, drank
it, as if conscious, from experience, of its renovating influence.
Emily's anxious gaze followed her movements. A deep sigh
escaped her lips. When her friend resumed her seat, she drew
nearer to her, she took her hand in hers, and, while her colour
heightened, and her breath shortened, she said-.

"Anne Weston, I should not deserve the name of friend,
if in this hour, the last, perhaps, of unrestrained confidence
between us, I did not dare-"

"Dare what ?" interrupted Anne, shame and resentment
kindling in her eye.

"To tell you, that the habit you indulge in, of resorting
to artificial means to exhilarate your spirits, though now
attended with no obvious danger, may exercise most fatal
influence on your future peace. I have long struggled for
resolution to utter this startling truth, and I gather boldness
as I speak. By all our friendship and sincerity, by the past
splendour of your reputation, by the bright hopes of the future,
by the trusting vows of a lover, and the gray hairs of a father,
I pray you to relinquish a habit, whose growing strength is
now only known to me." Emily paused, strong emotions
impeded her utterance. "What is it you fear ?" asked Anne,
in a low, stern voice; "speak, for you see that I am calm."
"You know what I dread," continued Emily. "I see a speck
on the bright character of my friend. It may spread and dim
all its lustre. We all know the fearful strength of habit, we
cannot shake off the serpent when once its coils are around
us. Oh, Anne, gifted by nature with such brilliancy of in-
tellect and gayety of heart, why have you ever had recourse
to the exciting draught, as if art could exalt the original buoy-
ancy of your spirits, or care had laid his blighting hand upon
you ?"

"Forbear," cried Anne, impetuously, "and hear me, before
you blast me with your contempt. It was not till bitter dis-
appointment pressed, crushed me, that I knew art could reno-
vate the languor of nature. Yes, I, the courted and admired
of all, was doomed to love one whose affections I could not
win. You knew him well, but you never knew how my in-
effectual efforts to attach him maddened my-pride, or how the
triumph of my beautiful rival goaded my feelings. The
world guessed not my secret, for still I laughed and glittered
with mocking splendour, but, with such a cold void within! I
could not bear it. My unnatural spirits failed me. I must
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still shine on, or the secret of my humiliation be discovered.
I began in despair, but I have accomplished my purpose. And
now," added she, "I have done. The necessity of shining
and deceiving is over. I thank you for the warmth of friend-
ship that suggested your admonition. But, indeed, Emily,
your apprehensions are exaggerated. I have a restraining
power within me that must always save me from degradation.
Habit, alone, makes slaves of the weak ; it becomes the slave
of the strong in mind. I know what's due to Manly. He
never shall blush for his choice in a wife."

She began with vehemence and ended with deliberation.
There was something in the cold composure of her manner
that forbid a renewal of the subject. Emily felt that she had
fulfilled her duty as a friend, and delicacy commanded her to
forbear a renewal of her admonitions. Force of feeling had
betrayed her into a warmth of expression she now regretted.
She loved Anne, but she looked with many misgivings to being
the sharer of her wedded home. She had deeply studied the
character of Manly, and trembled to think of the reaction that
might one day take place in his mind, should he ever discover
the dark spot on the disk of his sun-of his destiny. Though
she had told Anne that the secret of her growing love for the
exciting draught was known only to herself, it was whispered
among the servants, suspected by a few discreet individuals,
and had been several times hinted in a private circle of
friends. It had never yet reached the ears of Manly, for
there was something in his demeanour that repelled the most
distant approach to familiarity. He married with the most
romantic and enthusiastic ideas of domestic felicity. Were
those bright visions of bliss realized? Time, the great dis-
enchanter, alone could answer.

* ** * * * * * *

It was about five years after the scenes we have recorded,
that Mr. and Mrs. Manly took up their residence in the town
of G . Usually, when strangers are about to become
inhabitants of a new place, there is some annunciation of their
arrival; but they came, without any previous intimation being
given for the speculation of the curious, or bringing any
letters of introduction for the satisfaction of the proud. They
hired an elegant house, furnished it rich and fashionably, and
evidently prepared for the socialities of life, as enjoyed in the
highest circles. The appearance of wealth always commands
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24 THE VICTIM OF EXCITEMENT.

the respect of the many, and this respect was heightened by
their personal claims to admiration. Five years, however,
had wrought a change in both, not from the fading touch of
time, for they were not of an age when the green leaf begins
to grow sere, but other causes were operating with a power
as silent and unpausing. The fine, intelligent face of Mrs.
Manly had lost much of its delicacy of outline, and her cheek,
that formerly was pale or roseate as sensibility or enthusiasm
ruled the hour, now wore a stationary glow, deeper than the
blush of feminine modesty, less bright than the carnation of
health. The unrivalled beauty of her figure had given place
to grosser liieaments, over which, however, grace and dignity
still lingered, as if unwilling to leave a shrine so worshipped.
Mr. Manly's majestic person was invested with an air of deeper
haughtiness, and his dark brow was contracted into an expres-

sion of prevailing gloom and austerity. Two lovely children,
one almost an infant, who were carried abroad every fair day
by their nurse, shared the attention their parents excited; and
many appealed to her for information respecting the strangers.

She was unable to satisfy their curiosity, as she had been a
member of their household but a short time, her services
having been hired while journeying to the place. The other
servants were hired after their arrival. Thus, one of the most
fruitful sources from which the inquisitive derive their aliment,
was denied to the inhabitants of (3 . It was not long
before the house of Mr. and Mrs. Manly was frequented by
those whose society she most wished to cultivate. The suavity
of her manners, the vivacity of her conversation, her polite-

ness and disinterestedness, captivated the hearts of all. Mr.
Manly too received his guests with a cordiality that surprised,
while it gratified. Awed by the external dignity of his de-
portment, they expected to be repulsed, rather than welcomed,
but it was universally acknowledged, that no man could be
more delightful than Mr. Manly, when he chose to unbend.F
As a lawyer, his fame soon rose. His integrity and eloquence
became the theme of every tongue. Amidst all the admiration
they excited, there were some dark surmises. The malicious,
the censorious, the evil-disposed are found in every circle, and
in every land. It was noticed that Mr. Manly watched his

wife with painful scrutiny, that she seemed uneasy whenever
his glance met hers, that her manner was at times hurried and
disturbed, as if some secret cause of sorrow preyed upon her
mind. It was settled in the opinion of many, that Mr. Manly
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was a domestic tyrant, and that his wife was the meek victim
of this despotism. Some suggested that he had been convicted
of crime, and had fled from the pursuit of justice, while his
devoted wife refused to separate her destiny from his. They
gave a large and elegant party. The entertainment was
superior to anything witnessed before in the precincts of
G(3 . The graceful hostess, dressed in unwonted splen-
dour, moved through her drawing-rooms, with the step of one
accustomed to the homage of crowds, yet her smiles sought
out the most undistinguished of her guests, and the most

t= diffident gathered confidence from her condescending regards.
Still the eye of Mr. Manly followed her with that anxious
mysterious glance, and her hurried movements often betrayed
inexplicable. perturbation. In the course of the evening, a
gentleman refused wine, on the plea of belonging to the Tem-
perance Society. Many voices were lifted in condemnation
against him, for excluding one of the gladdeners of existence,
what, the Scriptures themselves recommended, and the Saviour
of men had consecrated by a miracle. The subject grew in-
teresting, the circle narrowed round the advocate of Temper-
ance, and many were pressing eagerly forward to listen to the
debate. The opinion of Mrs. Manly was demanded. She
drew back at first, as if unwilling to take the lead of her
guests. At length she seemed warmed by the subject, and

.h painted the evils of intemperance in the strongest and most
appalling colours. She painted woman as its victim, till every

s heart recoiled at the image she drew. So forcible was her lan-
@ guage, so impressive her gestures, so unaffected her emotions

every eye was riveted, and every ear bent on the eloquent
mourner of her sex's degradation. She paused, oppressed by
the notice she attracted, and moved from the circle, that
widened for her as she passed, and gazed after her, with as
much respect as if she were an Empress. During this spon-
taneous burst of oratory, Mr. Manly remained aloof, but those
who had marked him in their minds as the harsh domestic
tyrant, were now confirmed in their belief. Instead of admir-
ing the wonderful talents of his wife, or sympathizing in the
applause she excited, a gloom thick as night lowered upon his
brow, his face actually grew of a livid paleness, till at last, as
if unable to control his temper, he left the drawing-room.

"Poor Mrs. Manly," said one, "how much is her destiny to
k be lamented ! To be united to a man who is incapable of
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THE VICTIM OF EXCITEMENT.

appreciating her genius, and even seems guilty of the mean-
ness of annoying her."

Thus the world judges; and had the tortured heart of
Manly known the sentence that was passing upon him, he
would have rejoiced that the shaft was directed to his bosom,
rather than hers, which he would fain shield from the proud
man's contumely, though it might never more be the resting-
place of love and confidence. Is it necessary to go back and
relate the history of those years which had elapsed since Anne
Weston was presented to the reader as a triumphant belle, and
plighted bride ! Is it not already seen that the dark speck
had enlarged, throwing into gradual, but deepening shade, the
soul's original brightness, obscuring the sunshine of domestic
joy, converting the home of love into a prison-house of
shame, and blighting, chilling, palsying the loftiest energies
and noblest purposes? The warning accents of Emily Spencer
were breathed in vain. That fatal habit had already become
a passion-a passion which, like the rising tide, grows deeper
and higher, rolling onward and onward, till the landmarks of
reason, and honour, and principle, are swept over by its waves
-a ticde that ebbs not but with ebbing life. She had looked
"upon the wine when it was red, when it gave its colour to
the cup," till she found, by fatal experience, that it biteth like
a serpent, and stingeth like an adder. It were vain to attempt
a description of the feelings of Manly when he first discovered
the idol of his imagination under an influence that, in his
opinion, brutalized a man. But a woman !-and that woman
-his wife ! In the agony, the madness oft the moment, he
could have lifted the hand of suicide, but Emily Spencer
hovered near and held him back from the brink to which he
was rushing. She pleaded the cause of her unhappy friend,
she prayed him not to cast her off. She dwelt on the bright
and sparkling mind, the warm, impulsive heart that might yet
be saved from utter degradation by his exerted influence. She
pledged herself to labour for him, and with him, and faithfully
did she redeem her pledge. After the first terrible shock,
Manly's passionate emotion settled down into a misanthropic
gloom. Sometimes when he witnessed the remorse which
followed such self-abandonment, the grace and beauty with
which she would emerge from the disfiguring cloud, and the
strong efforts she would make to reinstate herself in his esti-
mation, a ray of brightness would shine in on his mind, and
he would try to think of the past as a frightful dream. Then
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his prophetic dream would return to him, and he shuddered
at its confirmation-once it seemed as if the demon had with-
drawn its unhallowed presence, unable to exist in the holy
atmosphere that surrounds a mother's bosom.

For a long time the burning essence was not permitted to
mingle with the fountain of maternal tenderness. Even
Manly's blasted spirit revived, and Emily hoped all, and
believed all. But Anne had once passed the Rubicon, and
though she often paused and looked back with yearnings that
could not be uttered, upon the fair bounds she had left, the
very poignancy of her shame goaded her on, though every
step she took, evidenced the shame that was separating her
from the affections of a husband whom she loved and respected,
and who had once idolized her. It has been said that when
woman once becomes a transgressor, her rapid progress in sin
mocks the speed of man. As the glacier, that has long shone
in dazzling purity, when loosened from its mountain stay,
rushes down.with a velocity accelerated by its impenetrability
and coldness, when any shameful passion has melted the virgin
snow of a woman's character, a moral avalanche ensues, de-
stroying "whatsoever is venerable and lovely, and of good
report."

Manly occasionally sought to conceal from the world the
fatal propensities of his wife. She had occupied too con-
spicuous a station in society-she had been too highly exalted
-to humble herself with impunity. Her father, whose lavish
indulgence probably paved the way to her ruin, was unable to
bear himself up under the weight of mortification and grief
thus unexpectedly brought upon him. His constitution had
long been feeble; and now the bowl was,, indeed, broken at
the fountain. The filial hand which he once hoped would
have scattered roses on his dying pillow, struck the death-
blow. Physicians talked of a chronic disease; of the gradual
decay of nature ; but Anne's conscience told her she had
winged the dart. The agony of her remorse seemed a fore-
taste of the quenchless fire, and the undying worm. She
made the most solemn promises of reformation-vowed never
again to taste the poisonous liquor. She threw herself on the
forgiveness of her husband, and prayed him to remove her
where her name was never breathed; that she might begin
life anew, and establish for their children an unblemished
-reputation. On the faith of these ardent resolutions, Manly

broke his connexion with every former friend-sold all his
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THE VICTIM OF EXCITEMENT.

possessions, and sought a new home, in a place far removed
from the scene of their present unhappiness. Circumstances
in her own family prevented Emily Spencer from accompany-
ing them, but she was to follow them the earliest opportunity,
hoping miracles from the change.

Mrs. Manly, from the death of her father, came into the
possession of a large and independent fortune. She was not
sordid enough to deem money an equivalent for a wounded
reputation; but it was soothing to her pride, to be able to fill
her husband's coffers so richly, and to fit up their new estab-
lishment in a style so magnificent. Manly allowed her to
exercise her own taste in everything. He knew the effect of
external pomp, and thought it was well to dazzle the judg-
ment of the world. He was determined to seek society; to
open every source of gratification and rational excitement to
his wife, to save her from monotony and solitude. His whole
aim seemed to be, "that she might not be led into tempta-
tion." If with all these cares for her safety, he could have
blended the tenderness that once softened his proud manners,
could he have banished from his once beaming eye the look
of vigilance and distrust; could she have felt herself once
more enthroned in his heart, gratitude might, perhaps, have
completed the regeneration begun by remorse. But Anne
felt that she was an object of constant suspicion and fear; she
felt that he had not faith in her good resolutions. She was no
longer the sharer of his counsels--the inspirer of his hopes---
or the companion in whom his soul delighted. His ruling
passion supported him in society; but in those hours when
they were necessarily thrown upon each other's resources, he
was accustomed to sit in gloomy abstraction, brooding over
his own melancholy thoughts. Anne was only too conscious
of the subject of these reveries, and it kept alive a painful
sense of her humiliation. She had, hitherto, kept her promise
sacred, through struggles known only to herself, and she began
to feel impatient and indignant that the reward for which she
looked was still withheld. Had she been more deeply skilled
in the mysteries of the human heart, she might have addressed
the Genius of the household shrine, in the language of the
avenging Moor, who first apostrophizes the torch that- flares
on his deed of darkness:

"If I quench thee, thou flaming minister,
I can again thy former light restore,
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Should I repent me-but once put out thine,
I know not where is the Promethean heat
That can thy light relume."

Mr. Manly was called away by professional business, which
would probably detain him many weeks from home. . He
regretted this necessity ; particularly before the arrival of
Emily, whose coming was daily expected. He urged his wife
to invite some friends to remain as her guests during his
absence, to enliven her solitude. His request, so earnestly
repeated, might have been gratifying to her feelings, if she
had not known the distrust of her faith and strength of reso-
lution it implied. The last words he said to her, at parting,
were, "Remember, Anne, everything depends on yourself."
She experienced a sensation of unspeakable relief in his ab-
sence. The eagle glance was withdrawn from her soul, and
it expanded and exulted in its newly acquired freedom. She
had a constant succession of visiters, who, remarking the elas-
ticity of her spirits, failed not to cast additional obloquy on
Mr. Manly, for the tyranny he evidently exercised over his
wife. Emily did not arrive, and Mrs. Manly could not regret
the delay. Her presence reminded her of all she wished to
forget; for her days of triumph were returned, and the desire
of shining rekindled from the ashes of scorn, that had for a
while smothered the flame.

It wanted about a week of Mr. Manly's return. She felt a
strong inclination to renew the splendours of her party. She
had received so many compliments on the subject:-"Mrs.
Manly's delightful party !" "Her conversational powers !"
"Such a literary banquet !" &c. Invitations were given and
accepted. The morning of the day, which was somewhat
warm and oppressive, she was summoned by the kitchen
council, where the business of preparation was going on.
Suddenly, however, they came to a stand. There was no
brandy to give flavour to the cake ; and the cook declared it
was impossible to make it without, or to use anything as a
substitute.

Mrs. Manly's cheeks flushed high with shame. Her hus-
band had retained the key of the closet that contained the for-
bidden article. He was afraid to trust it in her keeping. The
mildest cordials were alone left at her disposal, for the enter-
tainment of her guests. What would her husband think if she
purchased, in his absence, what he had himself secreted from
her? What would the servants believe if she refused to pro-
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vide them with what was deemed indispensable? The fear of
her secret being detected, combined with resentment at her
husband's unyielding distrust, decided her conduct. She
bought-she tasted. The cook asserted there was something
peculiar in its flavour, and asked her to judge for herself.
Would it not excite suspicion, if she refused? She broke her
solemn vow-she tasted-and was undone. The burning
thirst once kindled, in those who have been victims to this
fatal passion, it rages with the strength of madness. In the
secrecy of the closet where she hid the poison, she yielded to
the tempter, who whispered, that, as she had been compelled
to taste, her promise had been innocently broken: there could
be no harm in a little more-the last that should ever pass
her lips. In the delirium of the moment, she yielded, till, in-
capable of self-control, she continued the inebriating draught.
Judgment--reason-at length, perception, vanished. The
approach of evening found her still prostrate on her-bed, a
melancholy instance of the futility of the best human resolu-
tions, unsupported by the divine principle of religion. The
servants were at first struck with consternation. They thought
some sudden disease had overtaken her. But the marks of
intemperance, that, like the brand on the brow of Cain, single
out its votaries from the rest of mankind, those revolting traces,
were but too visible. They knew not what to do. Uncertain
what guests were invited, they could not send apologies, nor
ask them to defer their visit. The shades of evening were
beginning to fall; the children were crying, deprived of the
usual cares of their nurse ; and in the general bustle, clung
to their mother, whose ear was deaf to the appeal of nature.
The little one, weary of shedding so many unavailing tears, at
last crawled up on-the bed, and fell asleep by her side, though
there was scarcely room for her to stretch her little limbs,
where she had found the means of climbing. As her slumbers
deepened, her limbs relaxed from the rigid posture they had
assumed: her arms dropped unconsciously over the bed, and
she fell. In her fall she was thrown against one of the posts,
and a sharp corner cutting her head, inflicted a deep wound.
The screams of the little sufferer roused the household, and
pierced even the leaden slumbers of intemperance. It was
long, however, before Mrs. Manly came to a clear perception
of what was passing around her. The sight of the streaming
blood, however, acted like a shock of electricity. She sprang
up, and endeavoured to stanch the bleeding wound. The effu-
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sion was soon stopped; the child sunk into a peaceful sleep,
and the alarm subsided.

Children are liable to so many falls, and bruises, and wounds,
it is not strange that Mrs. Manly, in the confused state of her
mind, should soon forget the accident, and try to prepare her-
self for the reception of her guests, who were already assem-
bling in the drawing-room. Every time the bell rung, she
started, with a thrill of horror, conscious how unfit she was
to sustain the enviable reputation she had acquired. Her
head ached almost to bursting, her hands trembled, and a
deadly sickness oppressed her. The visions of an upbraiding
husband, a scoffing world, rose before her-and dim, but
awful, in the dark perspective, she seemed to behold the
shadow of a sin-avenging Deity. Another ring-the guests
were thronging. Unhappy woman ! What was to be done?
She would have pleaded sudden indisposition-the accident
of her child--but the fear that the servants would reveal the
truth--the hope of being able to rally her spirits-determined
her to descend into the drawing-room. As she cast a last
hurried glance into the mirror, and saw the wild, haggard
countenance it reflected, she recoiled at her own image. The
jewels with which she had profusely adorned herself, served
but to mock the ravages the destroying scourge had made
upon her beauty. No cosmetic art could restore the purity
of her complexion ; nor the costliest perfumes conceal the
odour of the fiery liquor. She called for a glass of cordial-
kindled up a smile of welcome, and descended to perform the
honours of her household. She made a thousand apologies
for her delay ; related, in glowing colours, the accident that
happened to her child, and flew from one subject to another,
as if she feared to trust herself with a pause. There was
something so unnatural in her countenance, so overstrained in
her manner, and so extravagant in her conversation, it was
impossible for the company not to be aware of her situation.
Silent glances were exchanged, low whispers passed round ;
but they had no inclination to lose the entertainment they
anticipated. They remembered the luxuries of her table, and
hoped, at least, if not a "feast of reason," a feast of the good
things of earth.

It was at this crisis Emily Spencer arrived. Her travelling
dress, and the fatigue of a journey, were sufficient excuses for
her declining to appear in the drawing-room; but the moment
she saw Mrs. Manly, her eye, too well experienced, perceived

30

fir

lii

] ii
I,

F

3

[ 
P

5 d k

C 

Z



THE VICTIM OF EXCITEMENT. 33
82 THE VICTIM OF EXCITEMENT.

the backsliding of Anne, and hope died within her bosom.
Sick at heart, wounded, and indignant, she sat down in the
chamber where the children slept-those innocent beings,
doomed to an orphanage more sad than death even makes.
Anne's conscious spirit quailed before the deep reproach of
Emily's silent glances. She stammered out an explanation
of the bloody bandage that was bound around the infant's
head, assured her there was no cause of alarm, and hurried
down to the friends who had passed the period of her absence
in covert sarcasm, and open animadversion on her conduct.

Emily sat down on the side of the bed, and leaned over the
sleeping infant. Though Mrs. Manly had assured her there
was no cause of alarm, she felt there was no reliance on her
judgment; and the excessive paleness and languor of its
countenance, excited an anxiety its peaceful slumbers could
not entirely relieve. "It is all over," thought she, "a re-
lapse in sin is always a thousand times more dangerous than
the first yielding. She is at this moment blazoning her dis-
grace, and there will be no restraining influence left. Oh !
unfortunate Manly ! was it for this you sacrificed home,
friends, and splendid prospects, and came a stranger to a
strange land I" Absorbed in the contemplation of Manly's
unhappy destiny, she remained till the company dispersed,
and Mrs. Manly dragged her weary footsteps to her cham-
ber. Completely exhausted by her efforts to command her
bewildered faculties, she threw herself on the bed, and sunk
into a lethargy; the natural consequence of inebriation. The
infant, disturbed by the sudden motion, awakened, with a
languid cry, expressive of feebleness and pain. Emily raised
it in her arms, endeavoured to soothe its complaining; but
it continued restless and wailing, till the blood gushed afresh
through the bandage. Greatly alarmed, she shook Mrs.
Manly's arm, and called upon her to awake. It was in
vain; she could not rouse her from her torpor. Instantly
ringing the bell, she summoned the nurse, who was revel-
ling, with the other servants, over the relics of the feast, and
told her to send immediately for a physician. Fortunately
there was one in the neighbourhood, and he came speedily.
He shook his head mournfully when he examined the con-
dition of the child, and pronounced its case beyond the reach
of human skill. The injury produced by the fall had reached
the brain.. The very depth of its slumbers was but a fatal
symptom of approaching dissolution. The tears of Emily fell

fast and thick on the pallid face of the innocent victim. She
looked upon its mother-thought upon its father, and pressed
the child in agony to her bosom. The find physician was
summoned to another chamber of sickness. He had done all
he could to mitigate, where he could not heal. Emily felt
that this dispensation was sent in mercy. She could not pray
for the child's life, but she prayed that it might die in the
arms of its father; and it seemed that her prayer was heard.
It was a singular providence that brought him that very night
-a week sooner than he anticipated-urged on by a restless
presentiment of evil; a dread that all was not well. Imagina-
tion, however, had not pictured the scene that awaited him.
His wife, clothed in her richest raiments, and glittering with
jewels, lying in the deep torpor of inebriation. Emily, seated
by the side of the bed, bathed in tears, holding in her lap the
dying infant, her dress stained with the blood with which the
fair locks of the. child were matted. What a spectacle! He
stood for a moment on the threshold of the apartment, as if a
bolt had transfixed him. Emily was not roused from her
grief by the sound of his footsteps, but she saw the shadow
that darkened the wall, and at once recognised his lineaments.
The startling cry she uttered brought him to her side, where,

=.:, kneeling down over his expiring infant, he gazed on its
! altering features and quivering frame with a countenance so

pale and stern, Emily's blood ran cold. Silently and fixedly
he knelt, while the deepening shades of dissolution gathered

s= over the beautiful waxen features and the dark film grew over
the eyes, so lately bright with that heavenly blue, which is
alone seen in the eyes of infancy. He inhaled its last, cold,
struggling breath ; saw it stretched in the awful immobility
of death; then slowly rising, he turned towards the gaudy
figure that lay as if in mockery ' of the desolation it had
created. Then Manly's imprisoned spirit burst its bonds.
He grasped his wife's arm, with a strength that might have
been felt, even were her limbs of steel, and calling forth her
name in a voice deep and thrilling as the trumpet's blast, he
commanded her to rise. With a faint foretaste of the feeling
with which the guilty soul shall meet the awakening summons
of the archangel, the wretched woman raised herself on her
elbow, and gazed around her with a wild and glassy stare.
"'Woman," cried he, still retaining his desperate grasp, and
pointing to the dead child, extended on the lap of the weeping
Emily, "woman ! is this your work? Is this the welcome
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you have prepared for my return? Oh ! most perjured wife
and most abandoned mother! Yqc have filled, to overflow-
ing, the vials of indignation; on your own head shall they be
poured, blasting and destroying. You have broken the last
tie that bound me-it withers like flax in the flame. Was it
not enough to bring down the gray hairs of your father to the
grave? to steep your own soul in perjury and shame, but that
fair innocent must be a sacrifice to your drunken revels? One
other victim remains. Your husband-who lives to curse the
hour he ever yielded to a syren, who lured him to the brink
of hell !"

He paused suddenly-relaxed his iron hold, and fell back
perfectly insensible. It is an awful thing to see man fall down
in his strength, struck, too, by the lightning of passion. Anne
sprang upon her feet. The benumbing spell was broken. His
last words had reached her naked soul. She believed him
dead, and that he had indeed died her victim. Every other
thought and feeling was swallowed up in this belief; she threw
herself by his side, uttering the most piercing shrieks, and
rending her sable tresses, in the impotence of despair. Poor
Emily !lit was for her a night of horror; but her fortitude
and presence of mind seemed to increase with the strength of
the occasion. She turned her cares from the dead to the
living. She bathed with restorative waters the pale brow of
Manly; she chafed his cold hands, till their icy chill began
to melt in the warmth of returning animation. All the while
his wretched wife continued her useless and appalling ravings.

The morning dawned upon a scene of desolation. In one
darkened room lay the snowy corpse, dressed in the white
garments of the grave; in another, the almost unconscious
Manly, in the first stages of a burning fever; Anne, crouched
in a dark corner, her face buried in her hands; and Emily,
pale and wan, but energetic and untiring, still the ministering
and healing spirit of this house of grief. Yes ! darkness and
mourning was in that house; but the visitation of God had
not come upon it: Pestilence had not walked in the dark-
ness, nor Destruction, at the noon-day hour. Had Anne
resisted the voice of the tempter, her child might have still
smiled in his cherub beauty; her husband might have still
presided at his board, and she, herself, at his side; if not in
the sunshine of love, .in the light of increasing confidence.
Her frame was worn by the long, silent struggles of contend-
ing passions, hopes, and fears. This last blow prostrated her in

the dust. Had Anne resisted the voice of the tempter, all
might yet have been well; but having once again steeped her
lips in the pollution, the very consciousness of her degradation
plunged her deeper in sin. She fled from the writhing of
remorse to the oblivious draught. She gave herself up, body
and soul, irredeemably. She was hurrying on, with fearful
strides, to that brink from which so many immortal beings
have plunged into the fathomless gulf of perdition.

* Manly rose from the couch of sickness an altered man: his
proud spirit was humbled-chastened-purified. Brought to
the confines of the unseen world, he was made to feel the
vanity-the nothingness of this-and while his soul seemed
floating on the shoreless ocean of eternity, the billows of
human passion sunk before the immensity, the awfulness of
the scene. The holy resolutions, formed on what he believed
his death-bed, did not vanish with returning health. He saw

7 the bitter cup prepared for him to drain, and though he prayed
that it might be permitted to pass from him, he could say, in
the resignation of his heart, "Not my will, oh, Father ! but
thine be done." He looked upon his degraded wife rather
with pity, than indignation. He no longer reproached her,
or used the language of denunciation. But sometimes, in her
lucid intervals, when she witnessed the subdued expression of
his once haughty countenance-his deep paleness-the mild-
ness of his deportment to all around him; the watchful guard
he held over his own spirit; and all this accompanied by an
energy in action-a devotedness in duty-such as she had
never seen before-Anne trembled, and felt that he had been
near unto his Maker, while she was holding closer and closer
companionship with the powers of darkness. The wall of
separation she had been building up between them, was it
to become high as the heavens-deep as the regions of irreme-
diable woe?

Emily was no longer their guest. While Manly lingered
between life and death, she watched over him with all a sister's
tenderness. Insensible to'fatigue-r-forgetful of sleep-and
regardless of food, she was sustained by the intensity of her

} anxiety; but as soon as his renovated glance could answer her
attentions with speechless gratitude, and he became conscious
of the cares that had done more than the physician's skill in
bringing him back to life,,she gradually yielded to others the
place she had occupied as nurse-that place, which she who
should have claimed it as her right, was incapacitated to fill.
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When Manly was restored to health, Emily felt that she could
no longer remain. There was no more fellowship with Anne;
and the sympathy that bound her to her husband she could
not, with propriety, indulge. Manly, himself, did not oppose
her departure; he felt it was best she should go. She took
with her the little Anne, with the grateful consent of her
father. The opposition of the mother was not allowed to
triumph over what Manly knew was for the blessing of his
child. "Let her go," said he, mildly, but determinately;
"she will not feel the want of a mother's care."

* * * * * * ** *

It was a dark and tempestuous night. The winds of autumn
swept against the windows, with the mournful rustle of the
withered leaves, fluttering in the blast: the sky was moonless
and starless. Everything abroad presented an aspect of gloom
and desolation. Even those who were gathered in the halls
of pleasure, felt saddened by the melancholy sighing of the
gust; and a cold, whispered-mortality breathed into the hearts
of the thoughtless and gay. It was on this night that Manly
sat by the dying couch of Anne. Every one is familiar with
the rapid progress of disease, when it attacks the votary of
intemperance. The burning blood soon withers up the veins;
the fountain, itself, becomes dry. Fearfully rapid, in this in-
stance, had been the steps of the destroyer. Here she lay,
her frame tortured with the agonies of approaching dissolu-
tion, and her spirit strong and clear from the mists that had
so long and so fatally obscured it. She saw herself in that
mirror which the hand of truth holds up to the eye of the
dying. Memory, which acquires, at that awful moment, such
supernatural power, brought before her all the past-the wasted
past-the irretrievable past. Her innocent childhood-her
bright and glowing youth; her blasted womanhood, seemed
embodied to her eyes. Her father rose from his grave, and
standing by her bedside, waving his mournful locks, warned
her of her broken oath. Her little infant, with his fair hair
dabbled with blood, came gliding in its shroud, and accused
her of being its murderer. Her husband! As her frenzied
spirit called up this last image, she turned her dim eye to him,
who was hanging over her couch with a countetiance of such
grief and compassion, the dry agony of her despair softened.
into a gush of remorseful tenderness: "Oh! no-no !" cried
she, in difficult accents, "you do not curse me; you live to

pardon the wretch who has undone herself and you. Oh !
could I live over the past; could I carry back to our bridal
the experience of this awful hour, what long years of happi-
ness might be ours !

The recollection of what she had been-of what she might
have been-contrasted with what she then was, and with what
she still might be, was too terrible. Her agonies became

}= wordless. Manly knelt by her side: he sought to soothe her
j departing spirit by assurances of his own pardon; and to lead

her, by penitence and prayer, to the feet of Him, "in whose
sight the heavens are not clean." He poured into her soul
the experience of his, when he had travelled to the boundaries
of the dark valley : his despair-his penitence, and his hopes.

s He spoke of the mercy that is boundless-the grace that is
;k infinite-till the phantoms, accusing conscience calle( up,

seemed to change their maledictions into prayers for her be-
half. Her ravings gradually died away, and she sunk into a
troubled sleep.

As Manly gazed upon her features, on which death was
already fixing its dim, mysterious impress,-those features
whose original beauty was so fearfully marred by the ravages
of intemperance,-the waters of time rolled back, and revealed
that green, enchanted spot in life's waste, where he was first
gilded by her presence. Was that the form whose graceful

movements then fascinated his senses; or those the eyes,
whose kindling glances had flashed like a glory over his soul?
The love, then so idolatrous and impassioned--so long crushed
and buried-rose up from the ruins to hallow the vigils of that
solemn night.

The morning dawned, but the slumbers of Anne were never
to be broken, till the resurrection morn. In the bloom of life
-the midst of affluence-with talents created to exalt society,
and graces to adorn it; a heart full of warm and generous im-
pulses; a husband as much the object of her pride as of her
affections; children, lovely in their innocence, she fell a sacri-
fice to one brutalizing passion. Seldom, indeed, is it that
woman, in the. higher walks of life, presents such a melan-
choly example; but were there but one, and that one Anne
Weston, let her name be revealed, as a beacon, whose warning
light should be seen by the daughters of the land.

Another year glided by. The approach of another autumn,
4
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found Manly girded for enterprise. He had marked out a
new path, and was about to become a dweller of a young and
powerful city, born on one of the mighty rivers of the West.
His child could there grow up, unwithered by the associations
of her mother's disgrace. Amidst the hopes and anticipations
gathering around a new home, in a new land, his own spirit
might shake off the memories that oppressed its energies. He
was still young. The future might offer something of bright-
ness, to indemnify for the darkness of the past.

He once more sought the native place of his unhappy wife;
for his child was there, under the cherishing care of Emily
Spencer. He passed that ball-room, in whose illuminated
walls his destiny was sealed. The chamber selected for the
traveller's resting-place was the one where the prophetic dream
had haunted his pillow. His brow was saddened by the gloom
of remembrance, when he entered the dwelling-place of his
child; but when he saw the bright, beautiful little creature,
who sprang into his arms, with spontaneous rapture, and wit-
nessed the emotion that Emily strove vainly to conquer, he
felt he was not alone in the world: and the future triumphed
over the past. He unfolded all his views, and described the
new scenes in which he was soon to become an actor, with
reviving eloquence.

"Are you going to carry me there too, father ?" said the
little girl, whose earnest blue eyes were riveted on his face.

"Are you not willing to go with me, my child? or must I
leave you behind ?"

"I should like to go, if you will take Emily, but I cannot
leave her behind," cried the affectionate child, clinging to
that beloved friend, who had devoted herself to her with all a
mother's tenderness.

"We will not leave her," exclaimed Manly, a warm glow
spreading over his melancholy features, "if she will go with
us, and bless our western home."

Emily turned pale, but she did not speak-she could not,
if her existence had depended upon it. She was no sickly
sentimentalist, but she had ardent affections, though always
under the government of upright principles. Her mind was
well balanced, and though passion might enter, it was never
suffered to gain the ascendancy. From her earliest acquaint-
ance with Manly, she had admired his talents, and respected
his character; but the idea of loving the husband of her friend,
never entered her pure imagination. It was not till she saw

THE VICTIM OF EXCITEMENT. 39

him borne down by domestic sorrow, on the bed of sickness,
thrown by the neglect of his wife on her tenderness and
care, that she felt the danger and depth of her sympathy.
The moment she became aware of her involuntary departure
from integrity of feeling she fled, and in the tranquillity of
her own home, devoted to his child the love she shuddered
to think began to flow in an illegitimate channel. That
Manly ever cherished any sentiments towards her, warmer
than those of esteem and gratitude, she did not believe, but
now he came before her, freed by heaven from the shackles
that bound him, and duty no longer opposed its barrier to her
affections, her heart told her she could follow him to the ends

r of the earth, and deem its coldest, darkest region, a Paradise
if warmed and illumed by his love! The simplicity of child-

Shood had unveiled the hearts of each to the other. It was
= not with the romance of his earlier passion that Manly now

wooed Emily Spencer to be his wife. It was love, approved
by reason, and sanctified by religion. It was the Christian,

: seeking a fellow labourer in the work of duty; the father,
- yearning for a mother to watch over an orphan child-the man

awakened to the loftiest, holiest purposes of his being.
In a beautiful mansion, looking down. on one of the most

magnificent landscapes unfolded in the rich valley of the West,
Manly and Emily now reside. All the happiness capable of
being enjoyed around the household shrine is theirs-and the

- only shade that ever dims their brows, is caused by the re-
membrance of the highly gifted-but ill-fated Anne.
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TIlE BLIND GIRL'S STORY.

ALL is still and solitary-the lamp burns on the table, with
wasting splendour. The writing-desk is open before me, with
the last letter unfolded-the letter I have cherished so fondly,
though every word seems an arrow to my conscience. I can-
not solace myself by the act, yet I must give utterance to the
feelings with which my heart is bursting. On these unwritten
sheets I will breathe my soul-I will trace its early history,
and, perchance, his eye may see them when mine are veiled
in a darkness deeper than that which once sealed them. Yet
what shall I write? How shall I commence? What great
events rise up in the records of memory, over which imagination
may throw its rich empurpling dyes? Alas!, mine is but a
record of the heart-but of a blind girl's heart-and that
Being who bound my eyes with a fillet of darkness, till the
hand of science lifted the thick film, and flooded them with
the glories of creation, alone knows the mysteries of the spirit
he has made. His eye is upon me at this moment, and as
this awful conviction comes over me, a kind of deathlike calm-
ness settles on the restless sea of passion. Oh ! when I was
blind, what was my conception of the All-seeing eye ! It
seemed to me as if it filled the world with its effulgence.- I
felt as if I, in my blindness, were placed in the hollow of that
rock where Moses hid, when the glory of the Lord passed by.
Would that no daring hand had drawn me from that protect-
ing shade ! The beams that enlighten me have withered up
the fountains of joy, and though surrounded by light, as with a
garment, my soul is wrapped in the gloom of midnight. I
was a blind child-blind from my birth-with one brother,
older than myself, and a widowed father-for we were mo-
therless-motherless, sisterless-yet blind. What a world of
dependence is expressed in these few words! But, though

(40)

thus helpless and dependent, I was scarcely conscious of my
peculiar claim to sympathy and care.

My father was wealthy, and my childhood was crowned
with every indulgence that wealth could purchase, or parental
tenderness devise. My brother was devotedly attached to me,
giving up all his leisure to my amusement-for I was looked
upon as hallowed by the misfortune which excluded me from
communion with the visible world-and my wishes became
laws, and my happiness the paramount object of the household.
Heaven, perhaps, as a kind of indemnification for depriving
me of one of the wonted blessings of life, moulded me in a
form which pleased the fond eyes of my relatives, and, as it
was my father's pride to array me in the most graceful and
becoming attire, my sightless eyes being constantly covered by
a silken screen, I was a happy child. If it had not been for
the epithet, poor, so often attached to my name, I should
never have dreamed that mine was a forlorn destiny. "My
poor little blind girl," my father would exclaim, as he took
me in his lap, after his return from his business abroad-
"My poor little sister," was the constant appellation given
me by my affectionate brother, yet I was happy. When he
led me in the garden, through the odorous flowers, I felt a
kind of aching rapture at the sweetness they exhaled-their
soft, velvet texture, was ecstasy to the touch, and the wind-
harps that played amid the branches of the trees were like the
lyres of angels to my ears. Then the songs of birds, with
what thrilling sensations would I listen to these harmonists of
nature, these winged minstrels of God's own choir, as they
lifted their strains of living harmony in the dim corridors of
the woods ! They painted to me the beauty of the world, and
I believed them-but I could conceive of nothing so beautiful

-- as sound. I associated the idea of everything that was lovely
with music. It was my passion, and also my peculiar talent.
Every facility which art has furnished to supply the deficien-
cies of nature was given me, and my progress was considered
astonishing by those who are not aware of the power and acute-
ness of touch bestowed upon the sightless. I love to linger
on the days of my childhood, when sunshine flowed in upon
my heart in one unclouded stream. The serpent slumbered in
the bottom of the fountain-had no one gone down into its
depths, its venom might have slumbered yet.

My first cause of sorrow was parting with my brother-
"my guide, my companion, my familiar friend." He was

4*
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sent to a distant college, and I felt for a while as if I were

alone in the world, for my father was in public life, and it was

only at evening he had leisure to indulge in the tenderness of

domestic feeling. He had never given up the hope that I

might recover my sight. When I was very small there was
an operation performed upon my eyes, but it was by an unskilful

oculist, and unsuccessful. After this I had an unspeakable

dread of any future attempt,--the slightest allusion to the

subject threw me into such nervous agitation, my father at last

forbore to mention it. "Let me live and die under this

shade," I would say, "like the flower that blooms in the cleft

of the rock. The sunshine and the dew are not for me."

Time glided away. In one year more Henry would complete

his collegiate course. I was in the morning of womanhgood,
but my helpless condition preserved to me all the privileges
and indulgences of the child. It was at this era-why did I

here dash aside my pen, and press my hands upon my temples
to still the throbbings of a thousand pulses, starting simultane-

ously into motion? Why cannot we always be children? Why

was I not suffered to remain blind ?-A young physician came

into the neighbourhood, who had already acquired some fame
as an oculist. He visited in our family-he became almost
identified with our household. Philanthropy guided him in

his choice of a profession. He knew himself gifted with ex-

traordinary talents, and that be had it in his power to mitigate
the woes of mankind. But though the votary of duty, he
was a worshipper at the shrine of intellect and taste. He

loved poetry, and, next to music, it was my passion. He read

to me the melodious strains of the sons of song, in a voice
more eloquent, in its low lepth of sweetness, than the min-

strels whose harmony he breathed. When I touched the keys
of the piano, his voice was raised, in unison with mine. If I

wandered in the garden, his hand was ever ready to guide, and

his arm to sustain me. He brought me the wild-flower of the

field, and the exotic of the green-house, and, as he described

their hues and outlines, I scarcely regretted the want of vision.

Here, in this book, I have pressed each faded gift. I remem-

ber the very words he uttered when he gave me this cluster.-

"See," said he, "nay, feel this upright stem, so lofty, till

bending from the weight of the flower it bears. It 1s a lily-

I plucked it from the margin of a stream, in which it seemed

gazing on its white, waxen leaves. Touch gently the briars

of this wild rose. Thus heaven guards the innocence and
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beauty that gladdens the eyes of the wayfaring man. Cecilia,
would you not like to-look upon these flowers ?" "Yes, but
far rather on the faces of those I love--my father's--my
brother's. Man is made in the image of his Maker, and his
face must be divine." "Oh !" added I, in the secrecy of my
own soul, "how divine must be the features of that friend,
who has unfolded to me such unspeakable treasures of genius
and feeling, whose companionship seems a foretaste of the
felicities of heaven." It was then, for the first time, he dared
to suggest to me a hope that my blindness was not incurable.
He told me he had been devoting all his leisure to this one
subject, and that he was sure he had mastered every difficulty;
that though mie was a peculiar case, and had once baffled the
efforts of the optician, he dared to assure himself of complete
success. "And if I fail," said he, "if through my means no
light should visit your darkened orbs, then," continued he,
with an expression of feeling that seemed wholly irrepressible
"suffer me to be a light to your eyes and a lamp to your feet.
But if it should be my lot to bestow upon you the most glori-
ous of the gifts of God, to meet from you one glance of grati-
tude and love, were a recompense I would purchase with lifeitself." Did I dream? or were these words breathed to me?
-- me, the helpless, blind girl! to receive the unmeasured
devotion of one of the most gifted and interesting of createda beings. I had thought that he pitied me, that he felt for me
the kindness of a brother, that he found in me some congenialtastes-but that he loved me so entirely, it was a confession
as unlocked for as overpowering. My heart ached, rom the
oppression of its joy. Let not the cold-hearted and vain smile,
when I repeat the broken accents of gratitude, trust, and love,that fell from my lips. My helplessness sanctified the offer,and I received his pledge of faith as a holy thing, to be keptholy through time and eternity.

** * * ,* * * *
Never shall I forget that moment, when the first ray of lightpenetrated the long midnight that had shrouded my vision.It was in a darkened apartment. My father, one female friend

and Clinton, the beloved physician--these were around meFaint, dim, and uncertam, as the first gray of the dawn, wasthat ray, but it was the herald of coming light, and hailed asa day-spring from on high. A bandage was immediately drawn
over my brow, but during the weeks in which I was condemnedtoremain in darkness, the memory of that dim radiance was
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ever glimmering rcund me. There was a figure kneeling, with
clasped hands and, upraised head, pale and venerable-I knew
it was my father's-for the same figure folded me to his heart
the next moment, and wept like an infant. There was one
with soft flowing outline, and loose robes, by my side,-and
bending over me, with eyes gazing down into the mysteries of
my being, shadowy but glorious, was he, who received the first
glance of the being he had awakened to a new creation.
Slowly, gradually was I allowed to emerge from my eclipse,
but when I was at last led from my darkened chamber, when
I looked abroad on the face.of nature, clothed as she was
in the magnificent garniture of summer, when I saw the
heavens unrolled in their majesty, the sun travelling in the
greatness of his strength, the flowers glowing in the beams that
enamelled them, I closed my eyes, almost fainting from the
excessive glory. I will not attempt to describe my sensations
when I first distinctly saw the lineaments of my lover. Crea-
tion contained nothing so lovely to my sight. To see the soul,
the thinking, feeling, immortal soul, flashing with enthusi-
asm, or darkening with tenderness, looking forth from his eyes,
and feel my own mingling with his ! No one but those who
have once been blind, and now see, can imagine the intensity
of my emotions. Next to my Creator, I felt my homage was
due to him, and surely it is not impious to apply to him the
sublime language of Scripture-" He said, let there be light,
and there was light."

Our mansion was transformed. My father gathered all his
friends around him to participate in his joy. My brother was
summoned home. There seemed one continual jubilee. I
turned coldly, however, from all these festivities, occupied al-
most exclusively with one feeling. I could not feign an in-
terest in others I did not feel. I began even at this early pe-
riod to experience the first symptoms of that passion, which
has since consumed me. Clinton, though still, as ever, the
kind, devoted, and watchful guardian, hovering round my
steps, as if to shield me from every danger, Clinton, I saw,
shared in the pleasures of sociality, and returned the smiles
that kindled wherever he moved. He was a universal favour-
ite in society, and knew how to adapt himself to others, not
from a vague desire of popularity, but from a benevolence, a
sunny glow of feeling, shedding light and warmth all around.
Even then there were moments when I regretted my blindness,
and wished I had never seen those smiles and glances, which
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I would fain rivet for ever on myself. Henry, my brother,Once whispered to me, as I was turning, in a lny, manner,
the leaves of a music book nwaturng,'maanguid manner,

was not bending o k, no ' caring to play because Clintonwasno bedig over my chair, "My dear Cecilia, do noleClinton see too glarin Iy his ower er . e i s oarlet
aman in the woldwy espowr over you. There is scarcelya man n theworld who can be trusted with unlimited pwrWe are ungrateful c eaturesm se oste r, n d power.

-, know us hal a el a ,e y sweet sister, and you do notknowus alf as well as we know each other. Yuogttr love Clinton, for he merits it u ecohr You ought tolove litoo for h it, but be mistress of yourself. Dontlve him too well for his peace and you ~n. DAas
poor Henry--howitlha pecan your own-" Alas!porHny hw little have I heeded your brotherlyadonitions ? But when did pae yu bohel admo..nitionswhen whn id passion ever listen to the counsels ofreason--..when will it? When the cygnet's on rvebarrier to the tempest's breath. e cygnet's down proves a
the inmate of a home fashioned after te moel I became
taste. Everything was arranged wrthe model of myown
The curtains and decorations o h~have to my happiness.Th ocrtan n eoain of the house were all of the softsgreen, for the repose of my still feebe wees aOh the btest
factor of my life---friend o hbleyes. Oh"I thou bene-o backto tm e-friwen, lover, husband, would that I couldgbakto the hour when we plighted ouIwddd o ladlive over the past, convinced, though towedd hows aend
have wronged thee--confii ogh to late, how deeply Ihae wrnghte togtherefiding implicitly in thylove and truth,-- we might live together the life of anges! nd ew rhpfor a while. We withdrew a angels And we were hay

world. He saw that I loved retrm anpdse from the gay
feelings as far as was consistent irement, and he consulted my
sion. Might have been convince thebies of his profes-

my sspicons.I miht hnviced by this of the injustice omy suspicions. I might have knownththelveomfete
than all the world beside Dnown that he loved me better
seldom with me, as his practice gy was extensive, and often calehim to a distance from home, butathe evening as mne, and

it seemed my peculiar r' e vnmg was mine, andblazeeme my peculiTh province, for I shrunk from the full
bathe moon wasli. The tness was too intense, but when
proachable l gliding over the firmament, in her sweet, ap-
around, I could lift mynd e s glitter of the stars evaswonderful d oft my undazzled eyes, and marvel at thewonerulworks of G-od. Clinton was a devout astronome

he taught me the name of o a eotatooer---.

star known t snce ofevery planet that burned---of every
days, and his Iisc di e in irich in the wisdom of ancient
stantl and his ips isthe instruction as naturally and con-saty as the girl in the fairy tale dropped the gems of thOrient. I have made mention of a female frieges whe

. the daughter of a deceased friend o my thernd,--she s
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came under his especial guardianship. Since my marriage
she had remained with him, to cheer his loneliness, but her
health. becoming very delicate, he sent her to be my guest,
that she might receive medical aid from my husband. She
was not a decided invalid, but her mother had died of a con-
sunrption, and it was feared she had a hereditary tendency to
that disease. Alice was a pale, delicate-looking girl, with
sometimes a hectic flush on her cheek, a frail, drooping form,
and extremely pensive cast of countenance. The dread of this
constitutional malady hung over her like a death-cloud, and
aggravated symptoms slight in themselves. Though there was
nothing very attractive in the appearance of this poor girl, she
was calculated to excite pity and sympathy, and surely she
had every claim to mine. I did pity her, and sought, by every
attention and kindness, to enliven her despondency, and rouse
her to hope and vivacity. But I soon found that my father
had encroached sadly on my domestic happiness by giving this
charge to my husband. Air, exercise, and gentle recreation,
were the remedies prescribed by the physician, and it was his
duty to promote these by every means in his power. She often
accompanied him on horseback in his rides, a pleasure from
which I was completely debarred, for, in my blindness, I was
incapacitated, and the timidity which originated from my situ-
ation remained after the cause was removed. It was some time
before I was willing to'acknowledge to myself the pain which
this arrangement gave me. I felt as if my dearest privileges
were invaded. I had been so accustomed, from infancy, to be
the sole object of every attention, these daily offices bestowed
upon another, though dictated by kindness and humanity,
were intolerable 'to me. Had I seen the congregated world
around her, offering every homage, it would not have given me
one envious pang - but Clinton, my husband, he was more
precious to me than ten thousand worlds. She leaned too ex-
clusively on his guardian care. I tried to subdue my feelings
.- I tried to assume an appearance of indifference. My man-
ners gradually became cold and constrained, and instead of
greeting my husband with the joyous smile of welcome, on his
return, I would avert from his the eyes which had received
from him their living rays. Frank and unsuspicious himself,
he did not seem to divine the cause of my altered demeanour.
When he asked me why I was so silent, or so sad, I pleaded
indisposition, lassitude-anything but the truth. I blamed
him for his want of penetration, for I felt as if my soul were

bare, and that the eye of affection could read thsealed by my changing cheek and troubled b I ti e
to myself, let me say, that Alice, by her manner, justiceemotions.,stifed my

Enlightened by the sentiment in mnot but mark that the hectic flush aly nbosom, could
when Clinton approached, that her glance, kindling as it movedfollowed his steps with a kind of idolatry. Then she hunupon his words with an attention so flattery. Wn she hung

ing, reclining on the sofa, apparently languid and Wasnteread,the moment he spoke she would close boand uninterested,
ward, as-1f fearful of losing the faintest soud ofr that for-
which was the music of my life. I could hu onthat voice,
a day, a week, a month--but to be doomd avenre t for
indefinite term, perhaps for life, it was nedo endure it for an
Sred times I was on the poinAof oing t uate .Ahun-

mg him the secret of my unhappiness, entreat him to recallmy too encroachig guest, but shame and pride restrained
lled and wounded by my coldness, my usbresraedume.

learned to copy it, and no longer sought th m sand gradually
my foolish, too exciting heart, deemed he noes and caresses
Oh i blissful days of early confidence and love!ongere yed.
eere flo? Was no beam of tenderness permittedre ye for

e the cold frost-work of ceremony deepenin
It is in vain to cherish love with h pemng between us ?

een, It must be fed with daily living e ry of what has
re will wax dim and perish---then fearful is or pty estal

sues. The doom deoneduo ty-is the penalty thatwenus.the do denounced upon the virgins of the tep,
weribhey suffered the holy flame to become h ample,

terrible ice, when the mildness of the weather alealmost made her home in the garden. She muthallowed,
that shrunk from her society, and I knew she could not veo Canton. She carried her books ni ove
-she watched the opening blossoms, and gathee eitre

S akher offering at the shrine she lod My hsb
has evidently pleased with these attentions, flowing, he

tou ght, rom a gentle and grateful heart, and hiswg a
vie grew softer when he turned to addr, te glance and

forn during the absence of Alice I went into her cabbook I had lent her, which contained e iher
to recall. I took up several others, which la p ogthe tabled
There was one which belonged to my husbay upon the table.
a ded paper, embalmed with flowers, like Sone holy
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relic. It was not sealed-it was open-it was a medical pre-
scription, written by Clinton, thus tenderly, romantically pre-
served. On another half-torn sheet were some broken lines,
breathing passion and despair. They were in the handwriting
of-Alice, and apparently original, without address or signature,
but it was easy for my excited imagination to supply them.

Poor victim of passion-by the side of this record of all my
fears was the composing draught, prepared to check the con-

sumptive cough-the elixir to sustain the failing principles of

vitality. How is it that we dare to kindle an unhallowed
flame, even on the ashes of decaying mortality? I left the

chamber, and retired to my own. I knew not in what manner

to act. I endeavoured to reflect on what I ought to do. Alice

and myself could not live long under the same roof, yet how

could I bid her depart, or betray her to my husband? I could

not believe such feelings could be excited in her without suffi-

cient encouragement. I laid myself down on the bed, and
wished I might never rise again. I closed my eyes, and
prayed that the dark fillet of night might rest on them again
and forevermore. My cheeks burned as with consuming fire,
but it was in my heart. When Clinton returned, not finding
me in the drawing-room, he sought me in my own chamber.

He seemed really alarmed at my situation. He forgot all his

former constraint, and hung over me with a tenderness and

anxiety that might have proved to me how dear I was. He

sat by me, holding my burning hand, and uttering every en-
dearing expression affection could suggest. Melted by his
caresses, I yearned to unbosom to him my whole heart-my
pride, my jealousy was subdued. I endeavoured to speak,
but the words died on my tongue. Confused images flitted

across my brain-then came a dreary blank. For weeks I lay
on that bed of sickness, unconscious of everything around me.

My recovery was for a long time doubtful-but when I at last
opened my languid eyes, they rested on the face of my hus-
band, who had kept his unwearied vigils by my pillow,
and still he held my feeble hand in his, as if he had never
unloosed his clasp. He looked pale and wan, but a ray of
divine joy flashed from his eye as he met my glance of recog-
nition.

Humbled and chastened by this visitation from heaven, reno-

vated by the warm and gracious influepces exerted for my
restoration, animated by new-born hope, I rose from my sick-

bed. The vulture had unloosened its fangs, and the dove once

more returned to its nest. I could even pity the misguided
girl who had caused me so much unhappiness. , I treated herwith a kindness, of late very unwonted-but she evidently
shunned my companionship, and in proportion as my spiritsrose from the weight that had crushed them to the dust, hersbecame depressed and fitful. Let me hurry on-I linger too
long on feelings. Few events have marked my brief history
yet some have left traces that all the waves of time can never
wash out.

It was Sunday-it was the first time I had attended churchsince my illness. My husband accompanied me, while Aliceas usual, remained at home. The preacher was eloquent-the
music sweet and solemn-the aspirations of faith warm andkindling. I had never before felt such a glow of gratitude
and trust; and while my mind was in this state of devout ab-straction, Clinton whispered to me that he was obliged towithdraw a short time, to visit a patient who was dangerously
sick-"but I will return," said he, "to accompany youhome." My thoughts were brought back to earth by this in-terruption, and wandered from the evangelical eloquence of
the pulpit. The services were unusually long, and my headbegan to ache from the effort of listening. I experienced thelingering effects of sickness, and feeling that dimness of sightcome over me, which was a never-failing symptom of a malady
o the rai, I left the church, and returned home, withoutwaiting for the coming of my husband. When I crossed thethreshold, my spirit was free from a shadow of suspicion. Ihad been in an exalted mood-I felt as if I had been sitting

er e outspread wings of the cherubim, and had broughtaway with me some faint reflection of the celestial glory. Iwas conscious of being in a high state of nervous excitement.The reaction produced by the unexpected scene that presentedhalf, was, in consequence, more terrible. There, on a sofahalf supported in the, arms of my husband, whose hand she
wangrasping with a kind of convulsive energy, her hair un-
bohad and wet, and exhaling the odorous essence with whichit hd been just bathed, sat Alice, and the words that passed

ps, as entered, at first unperceived by them, were theseI-stoNever, never-she hates me-she must ever hate me."
hav so transfixed...-the expression of my countenance musthave been awful, for they looked as if confronted by anavenging spirit. Alice actually shrieked, and her pale features

5rte, as the scroll when the scorching blaze comes near it.5
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My resolution was instantaneous. I waited not for explana-

tions-the scene to my mind admitted none. The sudden
withdrawal of my husband from church, upon the pretence of

an errand of duty, the singular agitation of Alice-all that I

saw and heard, filled me with the most maddening emotions-
all the ties of wedded love seemed broken and withered, at
once, like the withes that bound the awakening giant. " Clin-
ton," exclaimed I, "you have deceived me-but it is for the

last time." Before he could reply, or arrest my motions, I
was gone. The carriage was still at the door. "Drive me to

my father's, directly," was all I could utter, and it was done.

Swiftly the carriage rolled on-I thought I heard my name

borne after me on the wind, but I looked not behind. I felt

strong in the conviction of my wrongs. It would have been

weakness to have wept. My scorn of such duplicity lifted me

above mere sorrow. It was in the gloom of twilight when I

reached my father's door. I rushed into the drawing-room,
and found myself in the arms of my brother. "Cecilia, my
sister ! what brings you here ?" He was alarmed at my sudden

entrance, and through the dusky shade he could discover the

wild flashing of my eyes, the disorder of my whole appearance.
The presence of human sympathy softened the sternness of my
despair. Tears gushed violently forth. I tried to explain to

him my wretchedness and its cause, but could only exclaim,
"Clinton, Alice, cruel, deliberate deceivers !" Henry bit his

lip, and ground his teeth till their ivory was tinged with blood,
but he made no comments. He spoke then with his usual calm-

ness, and urged me to retire to my chamber, and compose my-
self before my father's return. He almost carried me there in his

arms, soothing and comforting me. He called for an attend-

ant, again whispered the duty and necessity of self-control,
then left me, promising a speedy return. I watched for the

footsteps of Henry, but hour after hour passed away, and he

returned not. I asked the servants where he had gone? They
knew not. I asked myself, and something told me, in an

awful voice-" Gone to avenge thee." The moment this idea

flashed into my mind, I felt as if I were a murderess. I would
convince myself of the truth. I knew my brother's chamber
-thither I ran, and drawing back the bed curtains, looked for

the silver mounted pistols that -always. hung over the bed's

head. They were gone-and a coat dashed hastily on the

counterpane, a pocket-book fallen on the carpet, all denoted a

hurried departure on some fatal errand. The agony I had
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previously suffered was light to what pierced me now. To
follow him was my only impulse. I rushed out of the house-.
it as a late hour in the evening-there was no moon in the
sky, and I felt the dampness of the falling dew, as I flew,
with uncovered head, like an unblessed spirit, through the
darkness. My brain began to be thronged with wild images.
It seemed to me, legions of dark forms were impeding my
steps. "Oh! let me pass," cried I, "it is my husband and
brother I have slain. Let me pass," continued I, shrieking, for
an arm of flesh and blood was thrown around me, and held me
struggling. "Gracious heavens, it is the voice of my Cecilia !"
It was my father that spoke. I remember that I recognised
him, and that was all. My cries were changed to cries of
madness. I was borne back raving. The malady that had so
recently brought me to the door of the grave, had renewed its
attack with increased malignancy. My brain had been too
much weakened to bear the tension of its agony. For long
months I was confined within my chamber walls, sometimes
tossing in delirious anguish, at others lying in marble uncon-
sciousness, an image of the death they prayed might soon re-
lease me from my sufferings. They prayed that I might die,
rather than be doomed to a living death. But I lived-lived
to know the ruin I had wrought.s

My father was a man of majestic person, and time had
scarcely touched his raven locks. His hair was now profusely
silvered, and there were lines on his brow which age never
furrowed. It was long before I learned all that had transpired
during this fearful chasm in my existence, but gradually the
truth was revealed. All that I was at first told, was, that my
husband and brother lived--then, when it was supposed I had
sufficient strength to bear the agitation, this letter from m
husband was given me.

"Cecilia, how shall I address you? I will not reproachyou
for you have had too bitter a lesson. I would fai prave see
you before my departure, but you decline the interview, and
perhaps it is well. Should I live to return-Oh! Cecilia
what wretchedness have you brought upon us all! Ifaour
alienated heart does not turn from any memento of me, you
will read these lines, andu know you will believe them. I
have been, as it were, to the very threshold of the presence
chamber of the King of Kings, and am just emerging from
the shadows of approaching death. This is the first effort of
my feeble hand. Most rash and misjudging woman, what have
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* * * * * * ** *

And he was gone.-gone-sick, wounded, perhaps dying, he
was gone to another land, and the blood that was drained from

him on my soul. My father forbade him to see me-he was

too feeble to bear the shock of beholding me in the condition

I then was. My real situation was concealed from him. The

only means of making the prohibition effectual, was to word
it as proceeding from myself. Thus, he believed me cold and
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you done? How madly have I doted on you, how blindly
have I worshipped ! yet all the devotion of my life, my truth,
love and integrity, weighed nothing in the balance with one

moment's mystery. I leave my vindication to Alice. She

will not deceive you. She will tell you that never did the

heart of man throb with a more undivided passion for another

than mine for you. She will. tell you-but what avails it?

You have cast me from you, unvalued and untrusted. Your

poor, unhappy brother ! his avenging hand sought my life-

the life of him who he believed had betrayed his sister's happi-
ness, the wretch almost unworthy of a brave man's resentment.

In wresting the weapon from his frenzied grasp, I received an
almost deadly wound. His wrath was slaked in my blood.
He believes me innocent. He has been to me more than a

brother. He will accompany me to another clime, whither

I am going, to try the effect of more genial air on my
shattered frame. Would to God we could have met before we

parted-perhaps for ever. Your father says you have been
ill, that you fear the effect of the meeting on both. You have

been ill-my ever adored, still tenderly beloved Cecilia, I write

not to reproach you. Bitter is the penalty-paid for one mo-

ment of passion. Had I ever swerved in my affection for you,
even in thought, I should deserve all I have suffered. I recall

your sadness, your coldness, and averted looks. I now know

the cause, and mourn over it. Why did you not confide in

me? We might yet have been happy-but the will of God
be done. The vessel waits that is to bear us to a transatlantic

clime-farewell. Should I return, bearing with me some por-
tion of my former vigour, should your confidence in my love

be restored, then, perchance, through the mercy of heaven,
two chastened and humble hearts may once more be united on

earth. If I am never permitted to revisit my native soil, if I

die in a foreign land, know, that, faithful to you to my latest

hour, my last thought, prayer, and sigh, will be yours."

selfish to the last. My father talked to me of better days, of
the hope of my husband's speedy restoration, and of our future
reunion. I could only listen and weep. I dared not murmur.
I felt too deeply the justice of the judgment the Almighty had
passed against me. I had one ordeal yet to pass-an inter.
view with Alice. She also was under my father's roof, con-
fined by increasing debility to her own apartment. As soon
as my strength allowed, I made it a religious duty to visit the
poor invalid. I was shocked to see the ravages of her malady.
Her eye of glassy brightness turned on me with such a look
of woe and remorse, it cut me to the heart. I took the pale
thin hand she extended towards me, and burst into tears.
Yes ! I saw it but too clearly. Here was another victim.
The steps of the destroyer were fearfully accelerated. She had
had a profuse hemorrhage from the lungs, and her voice was so
weak and husky, it was with difficulty I could understand her.
She drew me down near to her pillow, and, placing my hand
on her heart, said, in a careful whisper--" Remorse, Cecilia
it is here. It is this which gives the sting to death." She
then drew from beneath her pillow a paper that she had writ-
ten for me, which she begged me to read when I was alone.
I did read it. It was the transcript of a warm, romantic heart,
erring and misguided, yet even in its aberrations discovering
an innate love for virtue and truth. Her whole soul was
bared before me---all her love, imprudence, and remorse.
She described my husband as an angel of light and purity,
soaring high above the clouds of passion that gathered darkly
around herself. She spoke of that scene, followed by suchirremediable woe. "Even now," continued Alice, "wasting
as I am on the bed of death, with the shadows of earthly
feeling dimly floating round me, knowing that I shall soonturn to cold, impassive clay, the memory of that hour presses
with scorching weight on my brain. I must have been mad.
Surely I had not the control of my reason. I had taken the
previous night an unusual quantity of opium, which, instead
of composing me to sleep, had excited my nerves, and strung
them as with fire. Your husband came in only a short time
before your sudden entrance, evidently on some errand; and
though he kindly paused to speak to me, his looks expressed
haste to depart. Just as he was about to leave the room, I
was attacked with one of those spasms you have sometimes
witnessed. He came to my relief--he administered every
restorative. I know not all I uttered, but when I recovered I
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remember many wild expressions that escaped my lips. It
seemed to me that I was going to die, and while his arms thus
kindly supported me, I felt as if it would be joy to die. With
this conviction, was it so black a crime to breathe forth the
love that had so long pervaded my frail and lonely existence?
Cecilia, he recoiled from me with horror. He proclaimed his
inviolable love and devotion for you-his glance was stern and
upbraiding. Then seeing me sinking in despair, the kindness
of his nature triumphed, and he sought to calm my over-
wrought and troubled spirit. He expressed the affection of a
brother, the pity of a friend, the admonitions of a Christian.
"Above all," said he, "make a friend of Cecilia. She will
always cherish you with a sister's love." "Never !" I exclaim-
ed, "she hates me, she must ever hate me." The vision of an
injured wife arrested my unhallowed accents. You know the
dreadful tragedy that followed. Never since that hour have
I had one moment's calm. Conscience, with her thousand
scorpions, lashes me-whether sleeping or waking there is no
rest. 'There is no peace,' saith my God, to the wicked.'
Yet mine was not deliberate guilt. Had I only wrecked my
own happiness !-but the wide desolation, the irretrievable
ruin ! I shudder, I weep, I lift my feeble hands to that
Power whose laws I have transgressed, and pray for pardon.
To you, whose home of love I have laid waste, dare I turn my
fading eyes, and hope for forgiveness? To him whom I have
driven from his native land, shorn of the brightness of his
manhood-Oh! sinful dust and ashes"----here the unhappy
writer broke off-the blank was stained with tears. Probably
in that broken sentence the embers of passion flashed out their
last fires, through the "dust and ashes" of withering mortality.
Poor Alice ! may'st thou be forgiven by a merciful Creator as
freely as thou art by me. Gentle be thy passage through the
valley of the shadow of death, to that country where no storms
desolate the heart, where passion and penitence are unknown.
As for me-why and for what do I live? For hope or des-
pair? I pray for tidings from the beloved exiles, yet dread to
receive them. If the night gale sweeps with hasty gust
against the window, I tremble lest they be exposed to the
stormy deep. When I gaze on the moon and stars, I ask my-
self if they are lighting the wanderers on their homeward
way, and sometimes gather hope from their heavenly bright.
ness.

The manuscript of Cecilia here abruptly closes. It has

fallen to the lot of one who afterwards became the devoted
hiend of Clinson, to relate the sequel of their melancholyhistory. qermlnhl
h "It was in the spring of the year 18-, I was sitting onhe de, watching the rapid motion of the boat as it idedover the waves, thinking earnestly of the place ofmy destin, when I first beheld Cecilia, the wife of Clinton. I w ager on board, and gazed around me with that indefinite

expression, which marks the stranger to the experienced eye.leng my glance was riveted by the appearance of a lad
leaning the arm of a gray-haired gentleman, slowly prome-
tdined to dc. They passed and repassed me, while I con-tinud dto lean over the railing, fearing, by a change of positiontoitur the slent strangers. There was something in thefigure of the lady inexpressibly interesting. She wore a
mourinhgdss, and her eyes were covered with a green shade.
Notweitiseg her face was thus partially obscured, themost exquisite beauty of outline and colouring was visible Iver in any human countenance. She wore no bonnet or
stole soft andsun as vergig towards the west, and its rays
style softgind mellow over the golden waters. Fair and meekas the virgin mother's was the brow that rose above the silkenscreen, defined with beauteous distinctness by dark, divided
h length those uriance was confined by a golden band. Atleghthey seated themselves very near meandbgnt_ converse in a low toneselesery erm, and began to

her accents and I one. There was a melancholy sweetness in
rohecet, a was sure they were speaking of some sor-
boat rocked and label were now entering the - bay, and thevolume of e ateroure as she plunged through the increased
volu of the waters. Now, just visible on the glowing hori.
full read he canv a vessel. On she came, with sailsflsprea, her canvas swelling in the brezhrmjsi

.- , outline softened by thaSusethugens te. beeze, her majesticoutlthe object y the sunset hues. The gentleman pointed
her brow, reveal is companion, who lifted the shade from
hess,. I wondered I 1ad the did so, eyes of such melting soft-the arm ofe I ught her lovely before. She pressed
which now bore d ewneman, and gazed eagerly on the vessel,
forward h eres majestically near. She rose, she bent
like the waters thtsgesures, her face kindled, and sparkledlike discers themselves. The ship approached so near weusfrom her e on the deck. The boat had divergd
fg whr pat to gve place to the nobler craft. She was sal-.

dgreat rapidity, and thene andhe

54

I

J

t4{

I ,y

II

2 II

l

TUE BLIND 
GIRL'S 

STORY.

55



3 i
7

1;

i

ii

SFi

I 111

THE BLIND GIRL'S STORY.

dashing of the waves drowned the sound of the voices near

me. I began to. feel a strange interest in the vessel on which
the eyes of the strangers were so earnestly riveted. Amid the
figures that walked her deck, I distinguished one, which was

aloof from the others, of a more lofty bearing-a cloak was

gathered round him, and from this circumstance, together with

his extremely pallid complexion, I judged him to be an in-

valid. 'From the rapid motion of both vessels, it was but a

glance I obtained, after we were near enough to trace these

lineaments. At this moment the lady sprang upon the bench

beneath the railing-she stretched forth her arms, with a

startling cry. I saw her for an instant, bending far over the
edge of the boat. I rose and rushed towards her to warn her
of her danger, but a plunging sound in the water, that closed

darkly over her sinking form, froze my veins with horror.

' Oh ! my God!' exclaimed the father, 'save her ! My daugh-
ter ! Oh, my daughter!' then fell back, almost paralyzed, on
the seat. To throw off my coat and plunge in after the ill-

fated lady, in whom I had become so painfully interested, was
an instantaneous deed. Alas ! all my efforts were unavailing.
The current was so powerful, I found it in vain to struggle
with its force. I relaxed not, however, till my failing strength
warned me that I was seeking a grave for myself, without being
able to rescue the victim for whom I had willingly periled my
life.

"II will not attempt to describe the grief of the half-distracted

father. I never left him till he reached his own home. What

a scene of agony awaited him there ! The husband and brother,
so long absent, were returned, yearning to behold once more

that beloved being, whose involuntary sin had been so fearfully
expiated. It was Clinton whom I had seen on the vessel's

deck. As he afterwards told me, the dazzle of the rays on
the water, in that direction, had prevented him from dis-

tinguishing the features for ever engraven on his heart. The

hoarse sound of the waves swallowed her drowning shriek--

onward they bore him, and he saw hot the fond arms that

would have embraced him, even over that watery chasm. I

have witnessed many a scene of sorrow, but never saw I one

like this. From the peculiar circumstances that brought us

together, I became almost identified with this unhappy family.
Clinton was the most interesting man I ever saw. He was a

confirmed invalid, never having recovered from the effects of

his wound. I never saw a smile upon his face, nor could I

ever smile in his presence. He seldom spokeandonce did he mention the name of Cecl"poke, as never but
.when he Was unusually ill, and I was sitting aone night
in his chamber- He gv etems im alone with himin is hamerliegave me the manuscript for perusal wic
is here transcribed, an act of confidenuciph Corpereu which
me, who would have been her saviour. Thronsidered due to
of that night he poured into my earth Through the watches
his grief. Never before did I kno hoarded agonies og
could be, or how holy was that love ih dep hmansorrow
of the dead.o whchngs to the memory

"Alice dwelt in 'the dark andpared the knowledge of the fatal catastrop fose She was
fore her victim. Yes- -- er victim Hasrophe, for she died be-
the first inroads of a forbidden ass'odhe guarded against
beauty for ashes, the oil of y fsion, there might have been

meant of praise for the spirit of heaviness' The angel foarmthtles low, wrapped in the widn-he of te wane, fmih
now be moving in the light of lovel l he waves, might
who shall dare to arraign the doings ofvte andioy- But

b he Amighty ?in
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MRS. WENTWORTH and Miss Hart entered the breakfast-

room together, the latter speaking earnestly and in a low con-

fidential tone to the other, whose countenance was slightly

discomposed.
"There is nothing that provokes me so much as to. hear

such remarks," said Miss Hart, "I have no patience to listen

to them. Indeed, I think they are made as much to wound

my feelings as anything else, for they all know the great affec-

tion I have for you."
"But you do not say what the remarks were, that gave you

so much pain," answered Mrs. Wentworth. " I would much
prefer that you would tell me plainly, than speak in such

vague hints. You will not make me angry, for I am entirely
indifferent to the opinion of the world."-

Now there was not a woman in the world more sensitively
alive to censure than Mrs. Wentworth, and in proportion to

her sensitiveness, was her anxiety to know the observations of

others.
"If you had overheard Miss Bentley and Miss Wheeler

talking of you last night as I did," continued Miss Hart, "you
would not have believed your own ears. They said they
thought it was ridiculous in you to make such a nun of your-

self, because Captain Wentworth was absent, and to dress so

plain and look so moping. One of them said, you did not dare

to visit or receive visiters while he was away, for that you were

as much afraid of him as if you were his slave, and that he had

made you promise not to stir out of the house, or to invite any
company while he was gone." .

"Ridiculous !-nonsense !" exclaimed Mrs. Wentworth,
"there never was such an absurd idea. Captain Wentworth

never imposed such a restraint upon me, though I know he

would rather I would live retired, when he cannot attend mhimelfin hegay world. It is not despotism, but affcin- that prompts the wish, and I udsoim u affection,thtpomthews,an I am sure I feel no pleasure indressing, shining, and mingling in society, when he s exposed
anger, and perhaps death, on the far deep sea."
I know all that, my dear Mrs. Wentworth," replied Miss

ara, insinuatingly, "and so I told them; but how little can
a heartless and censorious world judge of the feelings of the
rfthat an fe hsband Itmseems to be a general impressionthyou fear your husband more than you love him, and thatkeeps you in a kind of bondage to his will. If I were

yo, anwud ivt ag party and make it as brilliant as
be givinthe e myself as gay as, possible, and then that willg 1l at once to their innuendoes."

"It is so mortifying to have such reports in circulation," said
Msednthwort, her colour becoming more and more height..caed and her voice more tremulous. "I don't care what theysay atol, an yetIam half resolved to follow your advice if it
am not araivex them. I wdl do it, and let them know that Iam ant be mistress of my own house while its master

"That is exactly the right spirit," answered the delighted
Missurt;lin am glad you take it in that way. I was afraid
so unwilling would be wounded, and that is the reason I waso g to tell you.

Butiffn tugh Mrs. Wentworth boasted of her spirit and her
ithe breakfast felings were deeply wounded, and she sat atpieces witast-tate, cutting her toast into the most minute

pieces, without tasting any, while Miss Hart was regaling her-
sel wihan unimpaired appetite, and luxuriating in fancy on
the d elist party, she had so skilfully brought into pro-
time ofehsence, at least. She had no idea of spending the
ime ofh'er visit to Mrs. Wentworth, in dullness and seclusion,

listening in the anxieties of a fond and timid wife, andknewenig to a detail of domestic plans and enjoyments. Sheknew the weak side of her character, and mingling the all she
extracted from others, with the honey of her own flatten and
building heruinfluence on their ruined reputations, imagined it
firsandsecure on such a crumbling foundation. It is unne-cessary to dwell on the genealogy of Miss Hart. She w
bown as Miss Hart, and yet it would be very difficult for any

y to tell precisely who Miss Hart was.sea a gnr
Vister, oe o thseyoung ladies who are always ready to fill
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up any sudden vacuum made in a family-a kind of bird of
passage, who, having no abiding place of her own, went
fluttering about, generally resting where she could find the
softest and most comfortable nest. She was what was called
excellent company, always had something new and interesting
to say about everybody; then she knew so many secrets, and
had the art of exciting a person's curiosity so keenly, and
making them dissatisfied with everybody but herself, it would
be impossible to follow all the windings, or discover all the
nooks and corners of her remarkable character. It was astonish-
ing to see the influence she acquired over the minds of those
with whom she associated, male as well as female. She was
a showy, well-dressing, attractive-looking girl, with a great

deal of manner, a large, piercing, dark eye, and an uncom-
monly sweet and persuasive tone of voice. Mrs. Wentworth
became acquainted with her a very short time before Captain
Wentworth's departure, and esteemed it a most delightful
privilege to have such a pleasing companion to charm away
the lingering hours of his absence. Acting upon the sugges-
tions of her friend, and following up the determination she had
so much applauded, she opened her doors to visiters, and
appeared in society with a gay dress and smiling countenance.

"IWhat a change there is in Mrs. Wentworth !" observed
Miss Bentley to Miss Hart, as they met one morning at the.
house of a mutual friend. "I never saw any one so trans-
formed in my life. She looks and dresses like the most com-
plete flirt I ever saw; I suspect Captain Wentworth has very
good reason to watch her as F-e does."

Miss Hart shrugged her shoulders and smiled significantly,
but did not say anything.

"It must be a very pleasant alteration to you," continued
Miss Bentley, "the house seems to be frequented by gentle-

men from morning till night. I suppose you have the grace

to appropriate their visits to yourself."
"I have nothing to say about myself," answered Miss Hart,

} 3""and I do not wish to speak of Mrs. Wentworth otherwise

than kindly. You know she is excessively kind to me, and
it would be ungrateful in me to condemn her conduct. To be

sure I must have my own thoughts on the subject. She is

certainly very imprudent, and too fond of admiration.- But

I would not have you repeat what I have said, for the

world, for being in the family it would have such weight.

' Il
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Be very careful what you say, and above all, don't mention
my name."

Miss Bentley was very careful to repeat the remarks to
every one she saw, with as many additions of her own as
she pleased, and the unutterable language of the smile and-the
shrug was added too, to give force to the comments. Mrs.
Wentworth, in the mean while, unconscious of the serpent she
was nursing in her bosom, suffered herself to be borne along
on the current on which she had thoughtlessly embarked,
without the power to arrest her progress, or turn back into
the quiet channel she had quitted. The arrival of her brother,
a gay and handsome young man, gave additional animation to
her household, and company flowed in still more continuously.
Henry More, the brother of Mrs. Wentworth, was the
favourite of every circle in which he moved. With an uncom-
mon flow of spirits, a ready and graceful wit, a fluent and flat-
tering tongue, he mingled in society unaffected by its contrasts,
unwounded by its asperities, and unruffled by its contentions.
He seemed to revel in the happy consciousness of being able
to impart pleasure to all, and was equally willing to receive it.
He was delighted to find afine-looking, amiable girl, an inmate
of his sister's dwelling, and immediately addressing her in his
accustomed strain of sportive gallantry, found that she not only
lent a willing ear, but was well skilled in the same language.
Though Miss Hart was still young, she had outlived the
romance and credulity of youth. She had a precocious
experience and wisdom in the ways of this world. She had
seen the affections of many a young man, with a disposition
open and ingenuous as Henry's, won through the medium of
their vanity, by women, too, who could not boast of attractions
equal to her own. She believed that juxtaposition could work
miracles, and as long as they were the inmates of the same
house, participating in the same pleasures, engaged in the same
pursuits, and often perusing the same book, she feared no
rival. She rejoiced, too, in the close-drawing socialities of the
winter fireside, and delighted when a friendly storm compelled
them to find all their enjoyment within their own little circle.
Mrs. Wentworth, who had once been cheerful and serene in
clouds as well as sunshine, was now subject to fits of despond-
ency and silence. It was only when excited by company,
that her eyes were lighted up with animation, and her lips
with smiles. She dreaded the reproaches of her husband on
his return, for acting so contrary to his wishes, and when she
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heard the night-gust sweep :by her windows, and thought of
him exposed to the warring elements, perhaps even then cling-
ing to the drifting wreck, or floating in a watery grave, and
recollected the scenes of levity and folly in which she was now
constantly acting a part, merely to avoid the censures of the
very people she detested and despised, she sighed and wept,
and wished she had followed her bosom counsellor, rather than
the suggestions of the friend in whom she still confided, and
on whose affection she relied with unwavering trust. It
was strange, she could hear Miss Hart ridicule others,
and join in the laugh; she could sit quietly and see her
breathe the subtle venom of slander over the fairest characters,
till they blackened and became polluted under her touch, and
yet she felt herself as secure as if she were placed on the
summit of Mont Blanc, in a region of inaccessible purity and
splendour. So blinding is the influence of self-love, pampered
by flattery, strengthened by indulgence, and unrestrained by
religious principle.

One evening, and it chanced to be the evening of the Sab-
bath day, Henry sat unusually silent, and Miss Hart thought
that his eyes were fixed upon her face with a very deep and
peculiar expression-" No," he suddenly exclaimed, "I never
saw such a countenance in my life."

"What do you see so remarkable in it ?" asked she, laugh.
ing, delighted at what she supposed a spontaneous burst of
admiration.

"I don't know ; I can no more describe it, than one of those
soft, fleecy clouds that roll melting away from the face of the
moon. But it haunts me like a dream."

Miss Hart modestly cast down her eyes, then turned them
towards the moon, which at that moment gleamed with pallid
lustre through the window.

"Your imagination is so glowing," replied she, "that it
invests, like the moonlight, every object with its own mellow
and beautiful tints."

"Jane," continued he, without noticing the compliment to
his imagination, and turning to his sister, who was reading
intently, "Jane, you must have noticed her---you were at the
same church."

"Noticed her !" repeated Miss Hart to herself, in utter dis-
may; "who can he mean ?"

"Noticed who ?" said Mrs. Wentworth, laying down her
book, " I have not heard a syllable you have been saying."

I
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"Why, that young lady dressed in black, with such a sweet,
modest, celestial expression of face. She sat at the right hand
of the pulpit, with another lady in mourning, who was very
tall and pale."

"What coloured hair and eyes had she ?" asked his sister.
"I could no more tell the colour of her eyes, than I could

paint you twinkling star, or her hair either. I only know that
they shed a kind of glory over her countenance, and mantled
her brow with the softest and most exquisite shades."

"I declare, -enry," cried Mrs. Wentworth, "you are the
most extravagant being I ever knew. I don't know whether
you are in jest or earnest."

f "Oh! you may be sure he is in earnest," said Miss Hart.
I know whom he means very well. It is Miss Carroll. Lois Car-
roll, the grand-daughter of old Mr. Carroll, the former minister
of church. The old lady with whom she sat is her aunt.
They live somewhere in the suburbs of the city-but never go
anywhere except to church. They say she is the most complete
little methodist in the world."

"What do you mean by a methodist ?" asked Henry abruptly
-"an enthusiast ?"

"One who never goes to the theatre, never attends the ball-
room, thinks it a sin to laugh, and goes about among poor
people to give them doctor's stuff, and read the Bible."

"Well," answered Henry, "I see nothing very appalling
in this description. If ever I marry, I have no very great
desire that my wife should frequent the theatre or the ball-
room. She might admire artificial graces at the one and
exhibit them in the other, but the loveliest traits of her sex
must fade and wither in the heated atmosphere of both. And I
am sure it is a divine office to go about ministering to the wants
of the poor and healing the sick. As to the last item, I may
not be a proper judge, but I do think a beautiful woman read-
ing the Bible to the afflicted and dying, must be the most
angelic object in the universe."

"Why, brother," said Mrs. Wentworth, "what a strange
compound you are ! Such a rattle-brain as you, moralizing
like a second Johnson !"

"I may be a wild rattle-brain, and sport like a thousand
others in the waves of fashion, but there is something here,
Jane," answered he, laying his hand half seriously, half
sportively on his breast, "that tells me that I was created for
immortality; that, spendthrift of time, I am still bound for
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eternity. I have often pictured the future, in my musing
hours, and imagined a woman's gentle hand was guiding me
in the path that leads to heaven."

Mrs. Wentworth looked at, her brother in astonishment.
There was something in the solemnity of his expressions that
alarmed her, coming from one so gay and apparently thought-
less. Miss Hart was alarmed too, but from a different cause.
She thought it time to aim her shaft, and she knew in what
course to direct it.

"This Miss Carroll," said she, whom you admire so much,
has lately lost her lover, to whom she was devotedly attached.
He was her cousin, and they had been brought up together
from childhood, and betrothed from that period. aShe nursed
him during a long sickness, day and night, and many thought
she would follow him to the grave, her grief was so great."

"Her lover !" exclaimed Henry, in a mock tragedy tone.
"Then it is all over with me-I never would accept the second
place in any maiden's heart, even if I could be enshrined
there in heaven's crystal. Give me the rose before the sun-
beams have exhaled the dew of the morning, or it wears n'o
charms for me."

Miss Hart and Mrs. Wentworth laughed, rallied Henry upon
his heroics, and the beautiful stranger was mentioned no more.
Miss Hart congratulated herself upon the master stroke by
which she had dispelled his enchantment, if indeed it existed
at all. She had often heard Henry declare his resolution never
to marry a woman who had acknowledged a previous affection,
and she seized upon a vague report of Miss Carroll's being in
mourning for a cousin who had recently died, and to whom
she thought she might possibly be betrothed, and presented it
as a positive truth. Finding that Henry's ideas of female
perfection were very different from what she had imagined,
she was not sorry when an opportunity offered of displaying
those domestic virtues, which he so much extolled. One
night, when Mrs. Wentworth was prepared to attend a private
ball, she expressed her wish to remain at home, declaring that
she was weary of dissipation, and. preferred reading and medi-
tation. She expected Henry would steal away from the party,
and join her in the course of the evening, but her real motive
was a violent toothache, which she concealed that she might
have the credit of a voluntary act. After Mrs. Wentworth's
departure, she bound a handkerchief round her aching jaw,
and having found relief from some powerful anodyne, she
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reclined back on the sofa and fell at last into a deep sleep. The
candles burned dim from their long, unsnuffed wicks, and threw
a very dubious light through the spacious apartment. She
was awakened by a tall, dark figure, bending over her, with
outspread arms, as if about to embrace her, and starting up,
her first thought was that it was Henry, who had stolen on
her solitude, and was about to declare the. love she had no
doubt he secretly cherished for her. But the figure drew back,
with a sudden recoil, when she rose, and uttered her name in
a tone of disappointment.

"Captain Wentworth," exclaimed she, "is it you ?"
"I beg your pardon," said he, extending his hand cordially

towards her, "I thought for a moment it was my wife, my
Jane, Mrs. Wentworth-where is she? Is she well? Why
do I not see her here ?"

"Oh! Captain Wentworth, she had no expectation of your
coming so soon. She is perfectly well. She is gone to a qua-
drille party, and will probably not be at home for several hours
-I will send for her directly."

"No, Miss Hart," said he, in a cold and altered voice, "no,
I would not shorten her evening's amusement. A quadrille
party-I thought she had no taste for such pleasures."

"She seems to enjoy them very much," replied Miss Hart,
"and it is very natural she should. She is young and hand-
some, and very much admired, and in your absence she found
her own home comparatively dull."

The captain rose, and walked the room with a sailor's
manly stride. His brows were knit, his lips compressed, and
his cheek flushed. She saw the iron of jealousy was entering
his soul, and she went on mercilessly deepening the wound
she had made.

"You will be delighted when you see Mrs. Wentworth-
she looks so blooming and lovely. You have reason to be
quite proud of your wife-she is the belle of every party and
ball-room. I think it is well that you have returned." This
she added, with an arch, innocent smile, though she knew every
word she uttered penetrated like a dagger, where he was most
vulnerable. "How thoughtless I am !" she exclaimed; "you,.
must be weary and hungry-I will order your supper."

"No, no," said he, "I have no appetite-I will not trouble

you. Don't disturb yourself on my account-I will amuse
myself with a book till she returns."

He sat down and took up a book, but his eyes were fixed

q

i

F

J

t

f

l

F



,k

66 THE PARLOUR SERPENT.

c

;

z
r

r

z $

E °

i

f

ti

7

3

i

}

f

t

k

L

c

i

1 t '

j(

n

i

i 

EEjj

S t t

{

2 _

k

T

i

f

A

(

f

i

4

f.

i

'f

}

i

THE PARLOUR SERPENT. 67

moodily on the carpet, and his hands trembled as he uncon-
sciously turned the leaves. Miss Hart suffered occasional
agony from her tooth, the more as she had taken off the dis-
figuring bandage, but she would not retire, anticipating with
a kind of savage delight, the unpleasant scene that would ensue
on Mrs. Wentworth's return. The clock struck twelve before
the carriage stopped at the door. Mrs. Wentworth came
lightly into the room, unaccompanied by her brother, her cloak
falling from her shoulders, her head uncovered, most fashion-
ably and elegantly dressed. She did not see her husband
when she first entered, and throwing her cloak on a chair,
exclaimed, "Oh! Miss Hart, I'm so sorry you were not there,
we had such a delightful party-the pleasantest of the whole
season." Her eye at this moment fell upon her husband,
who had risen upon her entrance, but stood back in the shade,
without making one step to meet her. With a scream of sur-
prise, joy, and perhaps terror too, she rushed towards him, and
threw her arms around him. He suffered her clinging arms to
remain round his neck for a moment while he remained as pas-
sive as the rock on the seabeat shore when the white foam
wreathes and curls over its surface, then drawing back, he looked
her steadfastly in the face, with a glance that made her own to
quail, and her lip and cheek blanch. She looked down upon
her jewelled neck and airy robes, and wished herself clothed
in sackcloth and ashes. She began to stammer forth some
excuse for her absence, something about his unexpected
return, but the sentence died on her lips. The very blood
seemed to congeal in her heart, under the influence of his
freezing glance.

"Don't say anything, Jane," said he, sternly. "It is
better as it is-I had deluded myself with the idea, that in all
my dangers and hardships, to which I have exposed myself
chiefly for your sake, I had a fond and faithful wife, who pined
at my absence and yearned for my return. I was not aware
of the new character you had assumed. No," continued he,
impetuously, entirely forgetful of the presence of Miss Hart,
"I was not prepared for a welcome like this. I expected to
have met a wife-not a flirt, a belle, a vain, false-hearted,
deceitful woman." Thus saying, he suddenly left the room,
closing the door with a force that made every article of the
furniture tremble. Mrs. Wentworth, bursting into hysterical
sobs, was about to rush after him, but Miss Hart held her
back-" Don't be a fool," said she; "he'll get over it directly.
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-you've done nothing at which he ought to be angry; I had
no idea he was such a tyrant."

"He was always kind to me before," sobbed Mrs. Went-
worth. "lHe thinks my heart is weaned from him. Now, I
wish I had disregarded the sneer of the world! It can never
repay me for the loss of his love."

"My dear Mrs. Wentworth," said Miss Hart, putting her
arms soothingly round her, "I feel for you deeply, but I hope
you will not reproach yourself unnecessarily, or suffer your
husband to suppose you condemn your own conduct. If you
do, he will tyrannize over you, through life--what possible
harm could there be in your going to a private party with your
own brother, when you did not look for his return? You have
taken no more liberty than every married lady in the city would
have done, and a husband who really loved his wife, would be
pleased and gratified that she should be an object of attention
and admiration to others. Come, dry up your tears, and exert
the pride and spirit every woman of delicacy and sense should
exercise on such occasions."

Mrs. Wentworth listened, and the natural pride and way-
wardness of the human heart strengthening the counsels of her
treacherous companion, her sorrow and contrition became
merged in resentment. She resolved to return coldness for
coldness and scorn for scorn, to seek no reconciliation, nor
even to grant it, until he humbly sued for her forgiveness.

=. The husband and wife met at the breakfast-table without
speaking. Henry was unusually taciturn, and the whole
burthen of keeping up the conversation rested on Miss Hart,
who endeavoured to entertain and enliven the whole. Captain
Wentworth,\ who had all the frankness and politeness of a
sailor, unbent his stern brow when he addressed her, and it
was in so kind a voice, that the tears started into his wife's
eyes at the sound. He had no words, no glance for her, from
whom he had been parted so long, and whom he had once
loved so tenderly. Henry, who had been absorbed in his own
reflections, and who had not been present at their first meeting,
now noticed the silence of his sister, and the gloom of her
husband, and looking from one to the other, first in astonish-
ment, and then in mirth, he exclaimed, "Well, I believe I
shall remain a bachelor, if this is a specimen of a matrimonial
meeting. Jane looks as if she were doing penance for the
sins of her whole life, and Captain Wentworth as if he were
about to give a broadside's thunder. What has happened?
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Miss Hart resembles a beam of sunshine between two

clouds."
Had Henry been aware of the real state of things, he would

never have indulged his mirth at the expense of his sister's

feelings. He had no suspicion that the clouds to which he

alluded, arose from estrangement from each other, and when

Mrs. Wentworth burst into tears and left the table, and Cap-
tain Wentworth set back his chair so suddenly as to upset the

teaboard and produce a terrible crash among the china, the
smile forsook his lips, and, turning to the captain in rather an

authoritative manner, he demanded an explanation. ,

"Ask your sister," answered the captain, "and she may
give it-as for me, sir, my feelings are not to be made a sub-

ject of unfeeling merriment. They have been already too
keenly tortured, and should at least be sacred from your jest.

But one thing let me tell you, sir, if you had had more

regard to your sister's reputation, than to have escorted her to

scenes of folly and corruption during her husband's absence,
you might perhaps have spared me the misery I now endure."

"Do you threaten me, Captain Wentworth ?" said Henry,
advancing nearer to him with a flushed brow and raised tone.
Miss Hart here interposed, and begged and entreated, and
laid her hand on Henry's arm, and looked softly and im-

ploringly at Captain Wentworth, who snatched up his hat and

left the room, leaving Henry angry, distressed, and bewildered.

Miss Hart explained the whole as the most causeless and ridi-

culous jealousy, which would soon pass away and was not

worth noticing, and urged him to treat the matter as unworthy
of indignation. She feared she had carried matters a little too

far; she had no wish that they should fight, and H.enry, per-
haps, fall a victim to excited passions. She was anxious to

allay the storm she had raised, and she succeeded in prevent-

ing the outbreakings of wrath, but she could not restore the

happiness she had destroyed, the domestic peace she had

disturbed, the love and confidence she had so wantonly invaded.

Nor did she desire it. Incapable herself of feeling happiness

from the evil passions that reigned in her bosom, she looked upon
the bliss of others as a personal injury to herself; and where

the flowers were fairest and the hopes the brightest, she loved

to trample and shed her blasting influence. As the serpent
goes trailing its dark length through the long grasses and sweet

blossoms that veil its path, silent and deadly, she glided amid
the sacred shades of domestic life, darting in ambush her

venomed sting, and winding her coil in the very bosoms that
warmed and caressed her. She now flitted about, describing
what she called the best and most ridiculous scene imaginable ;
and the names of Captain Wentworth and his wife vere bandied
from lip to lip, one speaking of him as a tyrant, a bear, a
domestic tiger-another of her as a heartless devotee of
fashion, or a contemner of the laws of God and man. Most
truly has it been said in holy writ, that the tongue of the
slanderer is set on fire of hell, nor can the waters of the mul-
titudinous sea quench its baleful flames. One evening Henry
was returning at a late hour from the country, and passing a
mansion in the outskirts of the city, whose shaded walls and
modest situation called up ideas of domestic comfort and retire-
ment ; he thought it might be the residence of Miss Carroll
for, notwithstanding Miss Hart's damper, he had not forgotten
her. He passed the house very slowly, gazing at one
illuminated window, over which a white muslin curtain softly
floated, and wishing he could catch another glimpse of a coun-
tenance that haunted him, as he said, like a dream. All was
still, and he passed on, through a narrow alley that shortened
his way. At the end of the alley was a small, low dwelling
where a light still glimmered, and the door being partially
open, he heard groans and wailing sounds, indicating distress
within. He approached the door, thinking he might render relief
or assistance, and stood at the threshold, gazing on the unex-
pected scene presented to his view. On a low seat, not far
from the door, sat a young lady, in a loose white robe, thrown
around her in evident haste and disorder, her hair partly
knotted up behind and partly falling in golden waves on her
shoulders, holding in her lap a child of about three years old
from whose bandaged head the blood slowly oozed and dripped
down on her snowy dress-one hand was placed tenderly under
the wounded head, the other gently wiped away the stains from
its bloody brow. A woman, whose emaciated features and
sunken eyes spoke the ravages of consumption, sat leaning
against the wall, gazing with a ghastly expression on the little
sufferer, whose pains she had no power to relieve, and a little
boy about ten years of age stood near her, weeping bitterly.
Here was a scene of poverty, and sickness, and distress that
baffled description, and in the midst appeared the outlines of-- that fair figure, like a descended angel of mercy, sent down to

. console the sorrows of humanity.
"This was a dreadful accident," said the young lady
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"dreadful," raising her head as she spoke, and shading back

her hair, revealing at the same time the heavenly coun-

tenance which had once before beamed on Henry's gaze. It

was Lois Carroll, true to the character Miss Hart had sar-

castically given her, a ministering spirit of compassion and

benevolence.
"She will die," said the poor mother, "she'll never get over

such a blow as that. She fell with such force, and struck her

head on such a dangerous part too, Well, why should I wish

her to live, when I must leave her behind so soon ?"
"The doctor said there was some hope," answered the

fair Lois, in a sweet, soothing voice, "and if it is God's will

that she should recover, you ought to bless Him for it, and
trust Him who feedeth the young ravens when they cry to
Him for food. Lie down and compose yourself to rest. I will

remain here through the night, and nurse the poor little

patient. If she is kept very quiet, I think she will be better
in the morning."

"How kind, how good you are !" said the mother, wiping
the tear from her wasted cheek, "what should I do without

you? But I never can think of your sitting up the whole

night for us."
"And why not for you ?" asked Lois, earnestly. "Can I

ever repay your kindness to poor Charles, when he was sick,
and you sat up, night after night, and refused to leave him?

And now, when you are sick and helpless, would you deprive

me of the opportunity of doing for you, what you have done

for one so dear to me ?"
A pang shot through Henry's heart. This poor Charles

must have been the lover for whom she mourned, and at the

mention of his name, he felt as if wakening from a dream.

The love that bound the living to the dead, was a bond his

hand would never attempt to loosen, and turning away with a

sigh, he thought it would be sacrilege to linger there longer.
Still he looked back to catch one more glimpse of a face where

all the beatitudes dwelt. He had beheld the daughters of

beauty, with all the charms of nature aided by the fascinations

of art and fashion, but never had he witnessed anything so
lovely as this young girl, in her simplicity, purity, and gentle-

ness, unconscious that any eye was upon her, but the poor
widow's and weeping orphan's. He had seen a fair belle in

ill-humour for an hour, because a slight accident had soiled a

new dress, or defaced a new ornament, but Lois sat in her

THE PARLOUR SERPENT. 71

blood-spotted robes, regardless of the stains, intent only on the
object of her tenderness, and that a miserable child.

"Surely," thought he, as he pursued his way homeward,
" there must be a divine influence operating on the heart, when
a character like this is formed. Even were her affections free
and not wedded to the dead, I should no more dare to love
such a being, so spiritual, so holy, so little of the earth, earthy
than one of those pure spirits that live in the realms of ether.
I! what has my life hitherto been? Nothing but a tissue
of recklessness, folly, and madness. I have been trying
to quench the heaven-born spark within me, but it still burns,
and will continue to burn, while the throne of the Everlasting
endures."

Henry felt more, reflected more that night, than he had
done for five years before. He rose in the morning with a
fixed resolve, to make that night an era in his existence.
During the day the poor widow's heart was made to "sing
for joy," for a supply was received from an unknown hand,
so bounteous and unlooked for, she welcomed it as a gift from
heaven. And so it was, for heaven inspired and also blessed
the act.

Miss Hart began to be uneasy at Henry's deportment,
and she had no reason to think she advanced in his good
graces, and she had a vague fear of that Lois Carroll, whom
she trusted she had robbed of all power to fascinate hisimagination.

"By the way," said she to him, one day, as if struck by a
sudden thought, "have you seen that pretty Miss Carroll since
the evening you were speaking of her ?"

"Yes," answered Henry, colouring very high, "I have mether several times-why do you ask ?"
"No matter," said she, petrified at this information; "I sawa lady yesterday, who knows her intimately, and her conversa-

tion remmded me of ours on the same subject."
"What does the lady say of her character ?" asked Henry.
"What every one else does, who knows her-that she is the

greatest hypocrite that ever breathed. Perfectly selfish, self-
ighteous, and uncharitable. She says, notwithstanding her
sweet countenance, she has a very bad temper, and that no one
is willing to live in the same house with her."

"You told me formerly," said Henry, "that she was
over charitable and kind, constantly engaged in labours of

F love.
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"Oh, yes !" answered she, with perfect self-possession;
there is no end to the parade she makes about her good works,

as she calls them, but it is for ostentation, and to obtain the

reputation of a saint, that she does them."
"But," said Henry, very warmly, "supposing she exercised

this same heavenly charity when she believed no eye beheld

her, but the poor whom she relieved, and the sick whom she

healed, and the God whom she adores; would you call that

ostentation ?"
" Oh, my dear Mr. More," cried Miss Hart, with a musical

laugh, "you do not know half the arts of the sex. There is

a young minister and young physician too, in the neighbour-

hood, who know all her secret movements, and hear her praises
from morning till night-they say they are both in love with

her, but as her cousin hasn't been dead long, she thinks it

proper to be very demure-I must say frankly and honestly, I
have no faith in these female Tartuf-s."

C"Nor I neither," added Henry, with so peculiar a manner,
that Miss Hirt started and looked inquisitively at him, with
her dark, dilated eyes. She feared she had hazarded too

much, and immediately observed,
"Perhaps, in my abhorrence of duplicity and hypocrisy, I

run into the opposite extreme, and express my sentiments too

openly. You think me severe, but I can have no possible

motive to depreciate Miss Carroll, but as she herself stretches

every one on the bed of Procrustes, I feel at liberty to speak
my opinion of her character, not mine only, but that of the

whole world."
Henry made some evasive reply, and turned the conversa-

tion to another topic, leaving Miss Hart lost in a labyrinth of

conjecture, as to the impression she had made on his mind---

where and when had he met Lois Carroll, and why was he so

reserved upon a theme, upon which he had once bcan Aso elo-

quent?
She sat for half an hour after Henry left her, pondering

on these things, and looking at one figure in the carpet, as
if her eyes grew upon the spot, when her thoughts were

turned into another channel by the entrance of Captain Went-

worth.
She believed that she stood very high in his favour, for he

was extremely polite to her, and showed her so much deference

and attention, that she had no doubt that if Mrs. Wentworth

were out of the way, he would be at no loss whom to choose

THE PARLOUR SERPENT.

as a successor. Her prospects with Henry grew more and
more dubious-she thought, upon the whole, the captain the
finer-looking and most agreeable man of the two. There was
no knowing but he might separate from his wife, and as they
seemed divorced in heart, she thought it would be much bet-
ter than to remain together so cold and distant to each other.
There was nothing she feared so much as a reconciliation; and as
long as she could prevent Mrs. Wentworth from manifesting an
symptoms of submission and sorrow, she was sure her husband's
pride would be unyielding. She had a scheme on hand at
present, which would promote her own gratification, and widen
the breach between them.

There was a celebrated actor in the city, whom she' was
very desirous of seeing, and of whom Captain Wentworth had
a particular dislike; he disliked the theatre and everything
connected with it, and Miss Hart had vainly endeavoured to
persuade Mrs. Wentworth to go with her brother, in open
defiance of her husband. Henry manifested no disposition
himself, and never would understand the oblique hints she
gave him; she was determined to make a bold attack upon the
captain himself.

"Captain Wentworth," said she, carelessly looking over the
morning paper, "don't you mean to take Mrs. Wentworth to
see this superb actor? she is dying to see him, andyet does
not like to ask you."

"She's at perfect liberty to go as often as she pleases,"
replied the captain coldly--" I've no wish to control her in-
clinations."

"But she will not go, of course, unless you accompany her,"

replied Miss Hart, "not even with her brother."
"Did she commission you to make this request ?"
"Not precisely; but knowing her wishes, I could not for-

bear doing it, even at the risk of your displeasure."
"If her heart is in such scenes, there can be no possible

gratification to confine her body within the precincts of home."
The captain walked several times up and down the room,

as was his custom when agitated, then abruptly asked Miss
Hart if she wished to go herself.

She wished it, she said, merely to avoid singularity, as every-
body else went; but had it not been for Mrs. Wentworth, she
would never have mentioned it.

_ The captain declared that if she had the slightest desire
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it was a .command to him, and the tickets were accordingly
purchased.

Late in the afternoon, Captain Wentworth sat in the dining-
room, reading. As the sun drew near the horizon, and the
light grew fainter, he sat down in a recess by a window, and
the curtain falling down, completely concealed him. In this
position he remained while the twilight darkened around him,
and no longer able to read, he -gave himself up to those dark
and gloomy reflections which had lately filled his mind. He
thought of the hours when, tossed upon the foaming billows, he
had turned in heart towards his home,

"And she, the dim and melancholy star,
Whose ray of beauty reached him from afar,"

rose upon the clouds of memory, with soft and gilding lustre.
Now he was safely anchored in the haven of his hopes and
wishes, but his soul was drifted by storms, wilder than any
that swept the boisterous seas. The very effort of preserving
outward calmness, only made the tempest fiercer within. This
new instance of his wife's unconquerable levity and heartless-
ness, filled him with despair. He believed her too much
demoralized by vanity and love of pleasure, ever to return to
her duty and allegiance as a wife.

While indulging these bitter feelings, Miss Hart and Mrs.
Wentworth entered the dining-room, unaware of his presence.
Miss Hart, as usual, was speaking in an earnest, confi-
fidential tone, as if she feared some one was listening to her
counsels.

"I beg, I entreat," said she, "that you would rally your
spirits, and not let the world see that you are cast down by his
ill treatment. All the fashionable people will be there to-
night, and you must remember that many eyes will be upon
you; and pray don't wear that horrid unbecoming dress, it
makes a perfect fright of you, muffling you up to the chin."

"It is no matter," replied Mrs. Wentworth, despondingly,
"I don't care how I look-the only eyes I ever really wished
to charm, now turn from me in disgust; I'm weary of acting
the part of a hypocrite, of smiling and chattering, and talking
nonsense, when I feel as if my heart were breaking. Oh!
that I had not weakly yielded my better reason to that fear of
the world's censure, which has been the ruin of my happiness."

"I wouldnever suffer my happiness to be affected one way or

the other," cried Miss Hart, "by a man who showed so little
tenderness or delicacy towards me. I wonder your affection
is not chilled, nay utterly destroyed by his harshness and
despotism."

"Oh! you little know the strength or depth of a woman's
love, if you deem it so soon uprooted. My heart yearns to be
admitted once more into the foldings of his--a hundred times
have I been tempted to throw myself into his arms, implore his
forgiveness, and entreat him to commence a new life of confi-
dence and love."

Miss Hart began to laugh at this romantic speech, but the
laugh froze on her lips when she saw the window-curtains sud-
denly part, and Captain Wentworth rushing forward, clasp his
astonished wife in his arms, exclaiming "Jane, dear Jane, that
life is begun !" He could not utter another word.

When, after a few moments of intense emotion, he raised
his head, tears which were no stain upon his manhood, were
glistening on his dark cheek. Miss Hart looked on with feel-
ings similar to those which we maysuppose animate the spirits
of darkness, when they witness the restoration of man to the
forfeited favour of his Maker. There was wormwood and bit-
terness in her heart, but her undaunted spirit still saw a way
of extrication from all her difficulties.

"Really, Captain Wentworth," exclaimed she, laughing vio-
lently, "the next time you hide yourself behind a curtain, you
must draw your boots under; I saw the cloven foot peeping
out, and spoke of you as I did, just to see what Mrs. Went-
worth would say, and I thought very likely it would have a
happy result-I am sure this is a finer scene than any we shall

SY= see at the theatre."
"That you have deceived me, Miss Hart," answered the

-r captain, "I acknowledge to my shame, but my eyes are now
opened. My situation was accidental; no, I should say pro-
vidential, for I have made discoveries, for which I can never
be sufficiently grateful. Jane, I have been harsh and unjustly
suspicious, I know, and richly deserve all I have suffered; but
from the first hour of my return, this treacherous friend of
yours, discovering the weakness of my character, has fanned

77 the flame of jealousy, and fed the fires that were consuming
-: me. I despise myself for being her dupe."
= "Oh! Miss Hart," cried Mrs. Wentworth, "how could you

77 be so cruel? you whom I so trusted, and thought my best and
truest friend !"
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"I have said nothing but the truth to either," cried Miss
Hart boldly, seeing all subterfuge was now vain, "and
you had better profit by it. Everybody has a weak side, and
if they leave it unguarded and open to the attacks of the enemy,
they have no one to blame but themselves. I never made you
jealous, Captain Wentworth, nor your wife credulous; and, as
I leave you wiser than I found you, I think you both ought to
be very much obliged to me."

Thus saying, with an unblushing countenance, she left the
apartment, and recollecting the next morning that a certain
lady had given her a most pressing invitation to visit her, she
departed, and no one said "God bless her."

Henry, who hadseen full as much as he desired of her,
hardly knew which rejoiced him more, her departure or his
sister's happiness. Indeed the last seemed the consequence
of the first, for never was there such a transformation in a
household. There was blue sky for stormy clouds-spring
gales for chill east winds-love and joy for distrust and sorrow.

Henry had seen the physician and minister whom Miss Hart
had mentioned as the lovers of Lois Carroll. The young phy-
sician happened to be a bald, broad-faced man, with a long
nose, which turned up at the end, as if looking at his forehead,
and the young minister, a man whose hair was frosted with
the snow of sixty winters, and on whose evangelical coun-
tenance disease had written deeper lines than those of age.
Charles, too, the lover-cousin, proved to be an only brother,
whose lingering hours of disease she had soothed with a
Christian sister's holy ministration. Henry became a frequent,
and, as he had reason to believe, a welcome visiter, at the house.
He found Lois skilled in all the graceful accomplishments of
her sex-her mind was enriched with oriental and classical
literature, her memory stored with the brightest and purest
gems of genius and taste ; yet, like the wise men of the East, who
brought their gold and frankincense and myrrh to the manger
of the babe of Bethlehem, she laid these precious offerings in
lowliness of spirit, at the feet of her Redeemer. All at once,
Henry perceived a cloud come over the confidence in which he
was established there. The good aunt was cold and distant ;
Lois, though still gentle and kind, was silent and reserved,
and he thought he caught her melting blue eyes fixed upon
him more than once with a sad and pitying expression.

"What has occurred ?" asked he, with the frankness so
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peculiar to him--when for a moment he was left alone with her.
"I am no longer a. welcome guest."

"Forgive us," answered Lois, her face mantling with earnest
blushes, "if we feel constrained to deny ourselves the pleasure
we have derived from your society. As long as we believed
you the friend of religion, though not her acknowledged votary,
our hearts acknowledged a sympathy with yours, and indulged
a hope that you would ere long go goal for goal with us for the
same immortal prize. But an infidel, Mr. More ! Oh! my
soul I" continued she, clasping her hands fervently together,
and looking upward, "come not thou into his secret !"

"An infidelI" cried Henry, "and do you believe me such,
and condemn me as such,unheard, without granting me an
opportunity of vindication ?"

"We would not have admitted the belief from an authority
less respectable. The intelligence came from one who had
been an inmate of your family, and expressed for you the
warmest friendship. We were told that you ridicule our faith,
make the Bible a scorn and mockery, and expose us as indivi-
duals to contempt and derision."

"It must have been that serpent of a Miss Hart !" exclaimed
Henry, trembling with passion ; "that scorpion, that fiend in
woman's form, whose path may be traced by the slime and the
poison she leaves behind! The lips which could brand you,
Lois,.as a hypocrite, would not leave my name unblackened.
My sister received her into her household, and her domestic
happiness came near being the wreck of her malignant arts--.
I could give you any proof you may ask of her falsehood and
turpitude."

"I ask none," cried Lois, with an irradiated countenance,
"I believe your assurance, and rejoice in it. I cannot
describe the pain, the grief I felt that one so kind to others,
could be so cruel to himself."

Lois, in the godly simplicity of her heart, knew not of the
warmth with which she spoke, or of the vivid expression that
lighted up her eyes. Henry thought if ever there was a
moment when he could dare to address her as a being born to
love, and to be loved with human tenderness, it was the pre-
sent. He began with faltering lips, but in the intensity of
his feelings he soon forgot everything, but the object for which
he was pleading, with an ardour and a vehemence that made
the unsophisticated Lois tremble. She trembled and wept
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Her heart melted before his impassioned declaration, but she

feared to yield immediately to its dictates.
Their course of life had hitherto been so different, their

early associations, their pursuits and habits-she dreaded lest

he should mistake the fervour of his attachment for her, for
the warmth of religious sentiment, and that the temptations

of the world would resume their influence over his heart.

"Let us still be friends," said she, smiling through her tears,
"till time has more fully unfolded our characters to.each other.

We are as yet but acquaintances of a day, as it were, and if we
hope to pass an eternity together, we should pause a little

before we become fellow-travellers in our pilgrimage. The love

of a Christian," continued she, a holy enthusiasm illuminating
her face, "cannot be limited to the transient union of this

world-it soars far, far beyond it, illimitable as space, and
everlasting as the soul's existence." Henry felt, while listen-

ing to this burst of hallowed feeling, that to possess the love

of Lois Carroll here, without a hope of reunion beyond the

grave, would be a dark and cheerless destiny, compared to the

glorious hopes that now animated his being.
It was about two years after this, Miss Hart took passage

in the stage, and started for the habitation of some obscure

relative who lived in a distant town. She had gone from

family to family, indulging her odious propensity, flattering
the present, and slandering the absent, till, her character be-

coming fully known, all doors were closed against her, and she
was compelled to seek a home, among kindred she was ashamed

to acknowledge. "Whose beautiful country-seats are those?"

asked a fellow-passenger, pointing to two elegant mansions,
that stood side by side as if claiming consanguinity with each

other. "The first belongs to Captain Wentworth, and the

other to Mr. Henry More, his brother-in-law," answered Miss

Hart, putting her head from the window, as they passed-
"you must have heard of them." "No," said the stranger;
"is there anything remarkable connected with them ?" "No-

thing," replied she, with one of her significant shrugs, "only
the captain is one of your dark Spanish Knights, who lock up
their wives, and fight everybody who looks at them; and his

lady likes every other gentleman better than her husband--
and they could not agree, and the whole city were talking about

them, so he took her into the country, and makes her fast and

pray, and do penance for her sins. The other gentleman, Mr.
More, married a low, ignorant girl, who had never been accus-
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tomed to good society; so, being ashamed to introduce her
among his friends, he immured himself in the country also.
They say he is so wretched in his choice, he has turned a fana-
tic, andthere is some danger of his losing his reason." At
this moment one of the horses took fright, and springing from
the road, the stage was upset, with a terrible crash. Miss
Hart, whose head was projecting from the window, was the
only one who was seriously injured. She was dreadfully bruised
and mangled, and carried insensible into Captain Wentworth's
house. The stranger, whose curiosity was excited by the
description he had just heard, and seeing the inhabitants of
both dwellings were gathering together in consequence. of the
accident, assisted in carrying her, and lingered as long as he
could find a reasonable excuse for doing so. "I believe that
young woman's jaw is broken," said he, when he rejoined his
fellow-passengers; "and it is a judgment upon her-I know
there is not a word of truth in what she has been saying. If
ever domestic happiness, as well as benevolence, dwelt on
earth, I verily believe it is in those two families."

It was long before Miss Hart recovered her consciousness,
and when she did, and endeavoured to speak, she felt such an
excruciating pain in her jaw, as prevented her utterance. It
seemed a remarkable instance of the retribution of Providence,
that she should be afflicted in the very part which she had
made an instrument of so much evil to others. Her jawbone
was indeed broken, and there she lay, writhing in agony, inca-

' pable of speech, indebted to the beings she hated because she
had injured, for the cares that prolonged her miserable exist-
ence. She could not speak, but she could see and hear, and
her senses seemed sharpened by the bondage of her tongue.
Mrs. Wentworth, and Lois too, hovered round her, with gentle
steps and pitying looks, and the tenderest alleviations; and
for this she might have been prepared. But when, through
the shades of evening, she heard the deep voice of the once
haughty and ungovernable Captain Wentworth, breathing forth
humble and heartfelt prayers, while his wife knelt meek and
lowly by his side, when she heard the gay and gallant Henry
More, reading with reverence God's holy word, and joining
with Lois in hymns to the Redeemer's praise, she rolled her
eyes in wild amazement, and her dark spirit was troubled with-
in her. "There seems a reality in this," thought she. "The
worldling become the saint, and the lion transformed into the
lamb ! How happy they look, while I--poor, wretched, man-
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gled creature that I am !" Paroxysms of agony followed these
reflections, for which there seemed no mitigation.

She lingered for a long time speechless and in great suffering,
but at length recovered with a frightful distortion in the lower
part of the face. When she first beheld herself in a mirror,
the shock was so great as to produce delirium, and when that
subsided, a gloom and despair succeeded, from which they vainly
endeavoured to rouse her by the soothings of sympathy and
the consolations of religion. She felt that, like Cain, she must
carry about an indelible brand upon her face, and cried like
him, in bitterness of spirit, "My punishment is greater than I

can bear." It was intolerable to her to look upon the fair, serene
countenances of Mrs. Wentworth and Lois, and to see too the

eyes of their husbands follow them with such love and delight,
and then to draw the contrast between them and her own dis-
figured beauty and desolate lot. She expressed a wish to be
sent to her relatives, and the wish was not opposed. She
received from them a grudging welcome, for they had felt her
sting, and feared that serpent tongue of slander, whose ancestral
venom is derived from the arch reptile that lurked in the
bowers of Eden.

Woe to the slanderer !-To use the language of the wise
man, "her end is bitter as wormwood, and sharp as a two-
edged sword-Her feet go down to death, her steps take hold
on hell !"

THE SHAKER GIRL.

IT was on a Sunday morning, when Roland Gray entered
the village of . Though his mind was intent on the
object of his journey, he could not but admire the singu-
larpneatness and uniformity of the houses, the velvet smooth-
ness of the grass on the wayside, and the even surface of the
street, from which every pebble seemed to have been removed.
An air of perfect tranquillity reigned over the whole-not a
being was seen moving abroad, not a human face beaming
through the windows; yet far as the eye could reach, it roamed
over a vast, cultivated plain, covered with all the animated
hues of vegetation, giving evidence that the spirit of life was
there, or had been recently active. "Surely," thought Ro-
land, "I have entered one of those cities, described in the
Arabian Nights, where some magician has suddenly converted
the inhabitants into stone. I will dismount and explore some
of these buildings-perchance I shall find some man, who is
only half marble, who can explain this enchantment of silence."
lIe had scarcely dismounted, and fastened his horse to a part
of the snow-white railing which guarded every avenue to the
dwellings, when he saw a most singular figure emerging from
one, and approaching the spot where he stood. It was a boy
of about twelve years old, clad in the ancient costume of our
forefathers-with large breeches, fastened at the knees with
square shining buckles-a coat, whose skirts were of surprising
breadth, and a low-crowned hat, whose enormous brim shaded
his round and ruddy visage. Roland could not forbear smiling
at this extraordinary figure, but habitual politeness checked
his mirth. He inquired the name of the village, and found
to his surprise he was in the midst of one of those Shaker

(81)
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establishments, of whose existence, and of whose singular.

doctrines, he was well aware, but which, his own home being
remote, he had never had an opportunity of witnessing. De-

lighted with the circumstance, for the love of novelty and
excitement was predominant in his character, he determined

to avail himself of it to its fullest extent. An old man,
dressed in the same obsolete fashion, came up the path and

accosted him:
"Are you a traveller," said he, "and seeking refreshments?

If so, I am sorry you have chosen this day, but nevertheless

we never refuse to perform the rites of hospitality."
Roland confessed he had no claims upon their hospitality,

having partaken of a hearty breakfast two hours before in a

town not far distant, and he wondered within himself why
they had not mentioned the vicinity of this interesting es-
tablishment; forgetting that to those who live within the reach

of any object of curiosity, it loses its interest. It is said there

are some, who live where the echo of Niagara's eternal thun-
ders are ringing in their ears, who have never gazed upon its

foam. "If you come to witness our manner of worship,
young man," said the elder, "and come in a sober, godly
spirit, I give you welcome. The world's people often visit us,
some, I am sorry to say, to scoff and to jest; but you have an

honest, comely countenance, and I trust are led by better mo-

tives."
Roland was no hypocrite, but the good Shaker opened for

him so fair a door of excuse for his intrusion, he was unwilling
to deny that he was moved by a laudable desire to behold their

peculiar form of worship. Pleased by the sunny openness of

his countenance, the elder led the way to the house set apart
for the service of the Most High, exhorting him at the same

time to renounce the pomps and vanities of the world, and
unite with them in that oneness of spirit, which distinguished

their society from the children of mankind. No lofty, spire
marked out the temple of the Lord, nor did its form differ

from that of a common dwelling-place. They entered a spa-
cious hall, the floor of which presented such a dazzling
expanse of white, the foot of the traveller hesitated before

pressing its polished surface. The walls were of the same

shining whiteness, chilling the eye by their cold uniformity-
and benches arranged with the most exact precision on each

side of the building, marked the boundaries of either sex.

Roland seated himself at some distance from the prescribed-

K
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limits, and waited with proper solemnity the entrance of the
worshippers. He observed that the men invariably entered at
one door, the women at another, and that they had as little
intercourse as if they belonged to different worlds. The men
were all clothed in the ancient costume we have just described,
and the women were dressed in garments as peculiar and un-
becoming. A shirt of the purest white, short gown of the
same texture, a 'kerchief folded in stiff unbending plaits, a
mob cap of linen fastened close around the face, from which
every tress of hair was combed carefully back, constituted
their chill and ghost-like attire. As one by one these pallid
figures glided in, and took their appointed seat, Roland felt as
if he were gazing on the phantasmagoria of a dream, so pale
and unearthly did they seem. The countenances of the males
were generally suffused with a ruddy glow, but cold and colour-
less as marble were the cheeks of that sex he had been wont
to see adorned with the roses of beauty and health. They
arose and arranged themselves in a triangular form, while
several of the aged stood in the centre, commencing the wor-
ship by a hymn of praise. Their voices were harsh and broken,
but the devotion of their manner sanctified the strains, and
Roland felt not, as he feared he should, a disposition for mirth.
But when they gradually formed into a procession, marching
two and two in a regular line, all joining in the wild and disso-
nant notes, then warming as they continued, changing the
solemn march into the liveliest dance, clapping their hands
simultaneously and shouting till the cold white walls resounded
with the strange hosannas; all the while, those hueless, pas-
sionless faces gleaming by him, so still and ghastly mid their
shroud-like garments, his brain began to reel, and he almost
imagined himself attending the orgies of the dead, of resuscita-
ted bodies, with the motions of life, but without the living
soul. Still over the whole group there was a pervading
solemnity and devotion, an apparent abandonment of the whole
world--an anticipation of the loneliness and lifelessness of the
tomb, that redeemed it from ridicule, and inspired emotions
kindred to awe. This awe, however, soon melted away in
pity at such delusion, and this sensation became at length con-
verted into admiration for an object, at first unnoticed in the
general uniformity of the scene, but which grew upon his eye,
like the outline of the landscape through the morning mist.
There was one young girl moving in this throng of worship-
pers, whose superior bearing could not long elude the stranger's

.
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scrutiny. Her age might be fourteen or fifteen, perhaps
younger; it was difficult to decide through the muffling folds

of a dress which levelled every distinction of form and comeli-

ness. As she passed and repassed him, in the evolutions of

their dance, he caught occasional glimpses of a face, which,
though pale, betrayed the flitting colour through the transpa-
rent skin; and once or twice the soft, thoughtful gray eyes
were turned towards him, with a wistful and earnest expres-

sion, as if claiming sympathy and kindness from some con-

genial being. Fixing his gaze upon the spot where he first

beheld her, he watched her returning figure with an intensity
that at last became visible to the object of it, for the pale rose

of her cheek grew deeper and deeper, and her beautiful gray
eyes were bent upon the floor. Roland leaned from the window

near which he was seated, to see if it was actually the same

world he had inhabited that morning, so strangely were his
senses affected by the shrill music, growing louder and louder,
the shuffling, gliding motions, increasing in velocity, and this

sweet apparition so unexpectedly mingling in such an incongru-
ous scene. The breath of summer redolent with a thousand

perfumes stole over his brow--the blue sky was arching over

his head; never had creation seemed more lovely or glowing;
yet the worshippers within deemed they were offering an ac-

ceptable sacrifice on the altar of God, the sacrifice of those

social affections, which find such beautiful emblems in the

works of nature. Roland became so lost in these reflections,
he hardly noticed the closing of the exercise, or heard the mo-

notonous tones of one of the elders, who was exhorting in the

peculiar dialect of his sect. When the services were con-

cluded, he left the hall, still watching the motions of the gray-
eyed damsel, in the bold resolution of accostinghher, and
discovering if she were a willing devotee. As sheh heled
along with a light step, in spite of her clumsy hgh-hele
shoes, by the side of an ancient dame, Roland, unconscious of

the extreme audacity of the act, and hardly knowing himself

in what manner to address her, crossed her path, and was in

the very act of apologizing for the intrusion, when his arm

was seized with a sturdy grasp, and he saw the old Shaker who

had introduced him into the assembly, standing by his side.

"Young man," said he, in a stern voice-" do you come here,

a wolf in sheep's clothing, in the very midst of the flock?

what is your business with this child, whom our rules forbid

you to address ?" Roland felt at first very indignant, but a
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moment's reflection convinced him he had erred, and trans-
gressed their rigid rules. He felt too that he had placed him-
self in rather a ridiculous situation, and he stood before the re-
buking elder with a blush of ingenuous shame, that completel
disarmed his wrath. "You are young, very young," said the
old man-" and I forgive you--you have been brought up in
the midst of the vanities of the world and I pity you; et m
heart cleaves to you, young man, and when you become weary
of those vanities, as you shortly will, come to us, and you wil
find that peace which the world can neither give nor take
away."

He shook hands with Roland after he had spoken, who ac-
knowledged his offence, thanked him for his counsel and kind-
ness, and, mounting his horse, left him with a sentiment of
unfeigned respect; so true it is, that sincerity of faith gives
dignity to the professor of many a creed revolting to human
reason. Roland looked back upon the beautiful village, and
wondered at what he had just witnessed. He felt a strong
disposition to linger, that he might discover something more
of the peculiarities of this singular and isolated people. Had
he known their incorruptible honesty, their unwearied industr
their trusting hospitality, their kindness and charity-had he
seen the pale sisterhood extending their cherishing cares to the
children of orphanage and want, he would have been con-
vinced that warm streams of living tenderness were flowin
beneath the cold forms of their austere religion.

Roland Gray was very young, and had seen but little of the
world. He had led the secluded life of a student and but
lately freed from collegiate restraints, he had been trying his
wings, preparatory to a bolder flight across the Atlantic. He
was now on the way to his sister, who, with himself, was placedunder the guardianship of the excellent Mr. Worthington for
they were orphans, left with an independent fortune, but singu
larly destitute of kindred, being the last of their race.
invalid gentleman, one of his father's early friends, was aboutto travel in foreign climes to try the benefit of a milder atmo-
sphere, and he urged Roland to be his companion. Such a
proposal was accepted with gratitude, and Roland, with buoyant
spirits, returned to his sister, to bid her farewell, before launch-ing on the "deep blue sea." Lucy Gray was older than her
brother, and from childhood had exercised over him the influ-
ence with which a few additional years, joined to a strength
of mind far beyond her years, investeds he He wasst gth
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ject no less of her love than her pride. She looked upon him

as the last representative of a family, honoured among the
most honourable, and destined to transmit to posterity his
ancestral name, with unblemished and still more exalted lustre.

She resolved he should ennoble himself by marriage, and
would have scorned, as degrading, the thought that love might
make the youth a rebel to her will. She believed the affections

entirely under the control of the reason, and looked upon the

passions as vassals to be dragged at its chariot wheels. Lucy
was not loved by her friends, but she was respected and es-

teemed for the firmness of her principles, and the strength of

her mind. But Roland loved as much as he revered her. His

heart was a fountain of warm and generous affections, and it

flowed out towards her, his only sister, in the fulness of a cur-

rent, that found no other legitimate channel. Accustomed to

yield his rash and ardent impulses to the direction of her

cooler judgment, he looked up to her as the mentor of his

follies, rather than as the companion of his youthful amuse-

ments, and now, after an absence of several months, partly
from pleasure and partly from business, he looked forward to

meeting her with something of the feelings of a son, blended

with the affection of a brother. His arrival at Mr. Worthing-
ton's was hailed with a burst of joy, for Roland had a face of

sunshine and a voice of melody, that shed light and music

wherever he went. In relating his adventures, he failed not

to give due interest to his interview with the Shakers, and
laughed over the Quixotism that exposed him to so stern a

rebuke. The pretty little Shakeress did not lose any of her

attractions in his romantic description, and he dwelt upon her

dovelike eyes, melting beneath the snows of her antiquated

cap, her sweet, appealing countenance and spiritual air, till

Mr. Worthington's childless heart warmed within him, and

Lucy listened with apprehensive pride lest her brother's excited

imagination should convert this obscure unknown into a heroine

of romance. It was but a transient alarm, for she knew that

the waves of the Atlantic would soon roll between them, and

Roland, surrounded by all the glorious associations of an elder

world, would cast aside every light and ignoble fancy, and fit

himself for the high station in society she felt he was born to

fill.
* * * * * * * *

After an absence of four years Roland Gray appeared once
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more in the family circle of Mr. Worthington. His hair had
assumed a darker shade, and his cheek a darker glow, but the
same sunshiny spirit lighted up his brow and animated his
lips; it was Roland Gray still, only the bloom of boyhood
was lost in the sunniness of manhood. Lucy's handsome, but
severe countenance was so irradiated with joy, it was almost
dazzling from the effect of contrast: and as she sat by his side
and gazed in his face, she felt that all her affections and her
hopes were so completely centered in hin, they could be
separated only with the breaking of her heart. Happy as
Roland was in being reunited to his sister, his attention was

Q not so engrossed as to forget the kindly greetings due to the
other members of Mr. Worthington's household.

"I have an adopted daughter to introduce you to," said Mr.
Worthington, drawing forward a young girl who, on the en-
trance of Roland, had retreated behind a stand of geraniums,
and busied herself in picking off the faded leaves. Roland
had become too familiar with beauty in foreign climes, to be
surprised into admiration of a face however fair but there
was a sweetness, a modesty and simplicity diffused over the
young face before him, that interested his feelings and dis-
armed his judgment. He could scarcely tell the colour of her
eyes, for they were downcast, but there was something in the
play of her features, that implied she sympathized in the
, pleasure his coming had excited. "Roland," continued Mr.
Worthington, evidently delighted with the reception he hadgiven his favourite "tgen has favouri, "this is my daughter Grace, whom Provi-
dence has kindly given to cheer a widowed and childless heart.
$ You know I look upon you almost as my son, so you will find
in her, I trust, another sister to love." Roland held out hishand with great alacrity to seal this new compact, but the
pretty Grace drew back with an embarrassment he was un-willing to increase, seeing it was entirely unaffected; and
there was something in Lucy's glance that told him she re-
sented the idea of such a partnership in his affections. He
could not but marvel where good old Mr. Worthington had
found such a fairy gift, but believing the mystery would be ex-
plained in due time, he promised himself no slight gratification
in studying a character, concealed under such a veil of bash-
fulness and reserve. The twilight hour found the brother and
sister walking together towards their accustomed seat under
the sycamore boughs, the scene of many of Lucy's former
counsels, and Roland's high resolves. She wanted to be alone
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with him-to guard him against a thousand dangers and
snares, visible only to her proud and jealous eye. "Oh! Ro-
land," said she, taking his hand and looking earnestly in his
face-" do you return unchanged ?-may I still, as wont, pre-
sume to counsel, to direct, and to sustain ?" "Unchanged in
everything as regards my affection for you, my dear sister,"
replied he--" be still my mentor and my guide, for I fear, with
all the worldly wisdom I have acquired, I am often the same
impulsive being you have, so long tried in vain to bring under
the square and compass of reason and right. Now, I feel at
this moment an irresistible impulse to know who is this pretty
God-send of Mr. Worthington's; did she drop down from the
skies, or did she come on the wings of the wind ?"

"I am glad you have opened the subject, Roland, for I
brought you here to warn you of that girl's influence. Do not
laugh, for, knowing you so well, I feel bound to prevent any
imposition on your open, generous nature. I do not know who
she is, probably some poor child of shame and desertion, whom
Mr. Worthington discovered and educated, for it is but a year
since he brought her from school, and introduced her as his
adopted daughter. He made a long visit to his relatives, since
you left us, and found her, I believe, in the family of his
brother, ina dependent and perhaps menial situation. Charmed
by her beauty and beguiled by her arts, the good man con-
ceived the romantic design of educating her as his own, and
now he is felicitating himself with another project, that of se-
curing for this nameless foundling the heart and the fortune
of Roland Gray." Roland had heard too much about gentle
blood and honourable parentage, and been too much under the
influence of his aristocratic sister, not to shrink from the sup-
position of such an union, but he protested against the word
arts, which Lucy had used in reference to Grace, for she looked
the most artless of human beings; and he accused her of
injustice towards Mr. Worthington, who in his singleness of
heart was incapable of making a project of any kind. "You
must not think it strange," said Lucy, "that I, a woman,
should not be blinded by the beauty of one of my own sex,
and I know I am superior to the weakness of envy. With an
insight into character which has never deceived me, I know
that girl to be vain, selfish, and calculating. Mr. Worthington
may claim her as his daughter, but he shall never impose her
on me, by the 'name of sister." Those who have witnessed the
empire an elder sister of commanding mind and manners is
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capable of obtaining over a younger brother's judgment, will
not be surprised that Roland learned to look upon Grace with
distrustful eyes, though he could not believe in the duplicity
Lucy ascribed to her character, and he invariably treated her
with that consideration due to the situation she held in Mr.
Worthington's family. It was impossible, however, to be do-
mesticated with her, to be seated at the same table, parties in
the same amusements, near each other in the evening circle,
and the moonlight walks, notwithstanding the unsleeping vigi-
lance of Lucy, not to feel the reality of her loveliness, her sim-
plicity and truth. There was something about her that haunted
him like a dream, and whenever she turned her eyes towards
him, he experienced a sudden thrill of recollection, as if he
had seen that fair face before. In the evening Mr. Worthing-
ton often challenged Lucy to a game of chess, for though not
a skilful performer, he was extravagantly fond of the game,
and Lucy had no rival in the art. She now regretted this ac-
complishment, as it threw her brother more immediately into
companionship with Grace, whose conversation, when unre-
strained, was perfectly bewitching, from a mixture of bright
intelligence, quick sensibility, and profound ignorance of the
vices and customs of the world. It was evident she felt op-
pressed by Lucy's scrutinizing gaze, for when she was con-
scious of its withdrawal, her spirits rebounded with an unob-
trusive gayety, that harmonized admirably with the life and
vivacity of Roland's disposition.

One evening, as Lucy was absorbed in the crisis of the
game, Grace was busily plying her needle, making some gar-
ments for a poor woman, whose house and wardrobe were com-
pletely consumed by fire, the previous night; all the ladies in
the neighbourhood were contributing their part towards reliev-
ing her wants, and a very pretty little girl, with a basket half-
filled with her mother's offerings, was waiting till Grace had
put the last stitches into a cap, whose fashion seemed to fix the
particular attention of Roland. The child, who was a petted
favourite in the family, caught up the cap the moment it was
completed, and drawing it over the soft brown locks of Grace,
laughingly fastened the linen bands. Roland uttered so sudden
an exclamation, it made Lucy start from her seat, upsetting
bishop, knight, and royalty itself. The mystery was revealed,
the pretty little Shakeress stood before him. The close linen
border, under which every lock of hair was concealed, trans-
formed at once the fashionable and elegant young lady into
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the simple and humble Shaker girl. A scene, which the lapse
of years and the crowding events of a transatlantic tour had
effaced from his memory, returned vividly to his recollection.
He wondered he had not recognised her earlier, but the hue
of the soft gray eye was darkened, and its light more warm
and shifting, her complexion had a richer colouring, and
shadows of bright hair relieved the fairness of a brow where
intelligence and sensibility now sat enthroned. Then her
figure-now revealed in all the graces of womanhood, was it
the same he had seen muffled in the stiff starched shirt and 'ker-
chief, moving on'high-heeled shoes with large shining buckles?
Grace blushed deeply beneath his riveted gaze, and hastily
snatching the cap from her head, folded it with the other gar-
ments she had made into the basket, and bade the little girl
hasten to her mother. "What is the meaning of all this
bustle ?" said Lucy, looking at Grace with so much asperity it
made her involuntarily draw closer to Mr. Worthington. "It

means," said Roland, delighted and excited'by the discovery
he had made, and forgetting his sister's daily cautions-" it
means that I have found my pretty Shakeress at last. Ah !
Mr. Worthington, why did not you tell me that your adopted
daughter and my fair unknown were one ?" Mr. Worthington
laughed, and taking the hand of Grace drew her upon his
knee. "Because the world is full of prejudice, and I did not
like to expose my girl to its influence. I always wanted to
tell you, but Grace insisted I should allow you to find it out
yourself, for she told me about the bold youth, who almost
stared her out of her devotion and her wits. Nay, Grace, I
owe him a thousand thanks, for had he not warmed my old
heart by a description of your loveliness, I never should have
gone so far out of my journey to visit your village, begged
you of the good people for my own, nor would I now have
such a sweet blossom to shed fragrance over my declining
years."

"And how," exclaimed Roland with irresistible curiosity,
"how came she amongst them ?" Before Mr. Worthington
could reply, Grace clasped her hands earnestly together, and
cried, "I was a stranger, and they took me in; I was an or-
phan and they clothed me, sheltered and-" Previously much
agitated, Grace here entirely lost her self-command, and lean-
ing her head on the shoulder of Mr. Worthington, she wept
audibly. Lucy actually trembled and turned pale. She saw
that her empire was tottering from its foundation. Accustomed

to interpret every change of her brother's countenance, shy
read with terror the intense expression with which his eyes
were fixed on Grace. She was willing he should marry from
ambition, but not for love. She had never for a moment
admitted the idea that another should supplant her in his affec-
tions-a jealousy far more dark and vindictive than that
excited by love, the jealousy of power, took possession of her
soul, mingled with a bitter hatred towards the innocent cause
of these emotions. Through life she had bowed the will
of others to her own, and as long as no opposition roused
the strength of her passions, she maintained a character of
integrity and virtue, that bid defiance to scandal and reproach.
She did not know herself the evil of which she was capable,
but now the lion was unchained in her bosom, and chafed and
wrestled for its prey. Too politic to attempt checking too
suddenly the tide of feeling, yet too angry to hide her own
chagrin, she left the room, and meditated in what manner she
could best arrest the evil she dreaded. She failed not, how-
ever, to breathe a warning whisper into her brother's ear as
she passed out. Here Mr. Worthington entreated Grace to
tell Roland all she knew of herself, assuring her, in his sim-
plicity, that no one, next to himself, felt so deep an interest in
her, as he did. Roland felt no disposition to contradict this
assertion, and joined his own entreaties so earnestly to Mr.
Worthington's, Grace hesitated not to relate her simple his-
tory. It could be comprised in a few words. She told of
her sad and almost desolate childhood, of her dwelling in a
little cottage deep in the woods, remote from neighbours or
friends; of a dark and cruel man she called father-here
Grace's voice grew low and husky-of a pale, sick, and dying
mother, who was found by a good Shaker, on the bed of death,
and who committed her orphan child to the care of the kind
Samaritan. The man who had deserted her mother, in the
extremity of her wants, never appeared to claim his child.
She was cherished in the bosom of that benevolent society,
where Roland first beheld her, grateful for their kindness,
though yearning after freedom and the fellowship of youth,
till Mr. Worthington came, and offered her the love and
guardianship of a father, if she would occupy a daughter's
place in his heart and home. Her father's name was Gold-
man, which she had willingly resigned for that of Worthing-
ton, for the memory she ha4 of him, was like a dark and
terrible dream-fearful to remember. The dread that he might
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appear some day to claim her, often made her shudder in the

midst of her happiness; but as so many years had passed
away, it was more natural to suppose he had expiated his

cruelty with his life.
Had Mr. Worthington conceived the project that Lucy had

suggested, and been aware at the same time of Roland's family
pride, it is not probable he would have induced her to reveal
to him the sad events of her childhood; and had Grace been

the artful being described, she would never have told with such

straightforward simplicity and deep sensibility of her father's
brutality and vices, nor expressed the startling fear, that he
might still assert the forfeited rights of nature, and tear her
from the arms of her benefactor. Such thoughts as these
filled the breast of Roland, as Grace continued her affecting
recital, where truth was attested by her blushes and her tears.
She unclasped from her neck a golden chain, from which a

miniature was suspended, the sole relic of her mother. The

chain was beautifully wrought, and indicated that however
abject was the condition to which the owner had been reduced,
she had once been accustomed to the decorations of wealth.
The miniature was that of a gentleman in the prime of life,
with a dark, but interesting countenance, and dignified bearing.
Grace knew not whether it was her father's picture, for she had
but a faint recollection of his features, and the Shaker who
discovered it around her mother's neck, after she was speech-
less in death, could give her no information.

Here was mystery and romance, innocence, beauty, and
youth ; and Roland felt as if he would gladly twine them
together, and bind them around his heart, as all "he guessed
of heaven." But while his imagination was weaving the gar-
land and revelling in its fragrance, the vision of

"A sister's jealous care,
A cruel sister she,"

rose before him, and the wreath faded and the blossoms fell.
With a stinging sensation of shame, he admitted the convic-
tion, that he feared his sister. He had long worn her fetters
unconsciously, but now, when for the first time they galled
and restrained him, his pride and his heart rebelled against
the hand that bound him in thraldom. Grace retired that
night, with a thousand bright hopes hovering round her pillow.
Roland then was her first benefactor. It was he, who had
awakened the interest of Mr. Worthington, and directed him
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to her retreat. lIe, the handsome and noble-looking youth,
whose dark piercing eyes had kindled in her such yearnings
after the world from which she was excluded, and who for
four years had been the morning and evening star on the
horizon of her memory. She knew something of this before,
but she had never realized it so fully as now; for he had
himself confirmed it, by words, which, though simple in them-

'. selves, were unutterably eloquent, accompanied by such looks
-she blushed even in the darkness, as she caught herself in-
voluntarily repeating, "and have I found my pretty Shakeress
at last ?" For two or three days, Roland avoided being alone
with Lucy, but to his surprise, she did not seem to desire an
opportunity to renew her warnings. On the contrary, she
was more kind and affectionate towards Grace than she had
ever been before, who, in the confidingness of innocence, relied
on her unwonted testimonies of favour, as the harbingers of
her dearest wishes. "Grace," said Lucy--they were alone
and secure of interruption, for Mr. Worthington and Roland
were both absent on business-" Grace, are you willing to tell
me of what you are now thinking ?" Grace started-she had
fallen into an unconscious. revery, and her work lay idly in
her lap; her cheeks glowed painfully, but with that habitual
reverence for truth which always distinguished her, she an-
swered, "I was thinking of Roland." Unprepared for such
perfect ingenuousness, Lucy hesitated a moment, and con-
science upbraided her for the part she was about to act, but
again fixing her keen eye on a countenance as transparent as
crystal, she continued : "Has Roland ever told you that he

%' loved you ?" Grace crimsoned still more deeply from wounded
modesty and shame, while she answered in a low voice,
"Never !" "Then," said the inquisitor, drawing a relieving
breath, "Grace, your task is easy, and I rejoice that he has
made it so; you must not think of Roland, you must not love
him, for he never can be to you anything more than he now
is." Grace turned deadly pale, but she did not speak, and
Lucy went on-" My brother was my father's only son, and
is sole heir of a name long conspicuous for its honours. Our
parents died when we were both young; but I, as the elder,
became the guardian and guide. To me, on his death-bed,
my father committed my young brother, charging me with
the solemnity of that awful hour, to guard his honour from
stain, and his name from degradation. My father was proud
and haughty man, and he has transmitted to his children a
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portion of his own spirit. Grace, you have told me all the
circumstances of your life; you know there is mystery, but
you may not know in your extreme simplicity, that there may
be disgrace in your birth. The golden chain that wreathes
your neck, shows that your mother was not born to poverty.
Why then did she flee from her friends, to bury herself in
solitude with the dark and cruel man you called father; and
why are you an alien from your kindred? You ought to
know these truths, which the mistaken kindness of your
friends conceals from you, and I reveal them to you, that you
may not encourage hopes that never can be realized; to con-
vince you, you can never be the wife of Roland. For myself,
hear me, Grace, to the end-if Roland could forget himself so
far as to think of such an union, I would for ever disown him
as a brother, and load with maledictions the being who had
brought such misery on us both." All the strong passions
at work in Lucy's bosom, sent their baleful lustre to her eyes,
and poor Grace shrunk from their beams as if they were with-
ering her very heart. Brought up in the midst of that gentle
and subdued sisterhood, in whose uniform existence the pas-
sions seemed cradled into unbroken slumber, she had almost
forgotten their existence. The terrible dreams of her child-
hood were brought back to her. The curses of her father again
rung in her ears-the helpless cries of her mother. She
clasped her hands despairingly over her eyes-she knew she
had been poor and wretched; but benevolence and charity had
administered to her wants, and the very remembrance of po-
verty had faded from her mind; but disgrace-that there was
a disgrace attached to her that made it sinful in her to love
Roland Gray, that debarred her from an union with the
honourable and good-that was the thought that crushed her,
that chilled her blood, and turned her cheeks to marble and
her lips to ashes. Lucy paused, and attempted to soothe the
agony she had excited. Cold herself to the softer emotions,
she had no faith in the eternity of love. Grace, like a child
robbed of its plaything, now wept and refused to be comforted,
but she would soon smile animated by some new-born hope.
Thus Lucy tried to reason, while she held her chill grasp on
the heart of Grace, and bound her still more closely to her
will. "Promise me," said she, "that you will not reveal to
any one the conversation of this morning-Mr. Worthington
has deceived you, and you would not meanly appeal to the
compassion of Roland-promise this, and you shall find in me

a friend who will never forsake you in weal or woe. Deny it,
and you will create an enemy whose power can make you
tremble." Grace, with all her woman's pride rising to her
relief, at the idea of appealing to the compassion of Roland,
gave the desired promise, and still more-she voluntarily de-
clared she would rather die than think of Roland, after what
Lucy had just uttered. Lucy, satisfied with her promise, for

_, she knew her truth, embraced her with commendations which
fell heedlessly on poor Grace's paralyzed ears-she withdrew
to her chamber, "for her whole head was pained and her
whole heart sick;" and when Mr. Worthington and Roland
returned, Grace was said to be unable, from indisposition, to
join the circle, where she was wont to preside an angel of light
and joy. The sympathy and sorrow excited by so common an
event, reconciled Lucy more than anything else, to her sel-
fishness and cruelty. But was she happy in the success of her
operations ! She had planted thorns in the bosom of another
-but were there none rankling in her own ! Could she, a
daughter of this land of republicanism, shelter herself under
the cold shadow of family pride, from the reproaches of her
own conscience? Ah ! no ! the heart is its own avenger, and
for every drop of sorrow wilfully wrung from the eyes bf
another, shall be doomed to give only tears of blood.

Roland wondered at the change that had come over Grace,
and sought by every means to ascertain the cause, but she
seemed wrapped in a cloud of impenetrable reserve. She
avoided him, but in so quiet a manner, it appeared to him
more the result of sudden indifference or aversion, than unex..
plained resentment. The sunshine of her smile was gone, and
an expression of calm apathy settled on her brow, where the
alternations of feeling had lately flitted, like the lights and
shadows of a moonlight landscape. Roland sometimes had a
painful suspicion of his sister, but she had always been so open
in all her actions, so undisguised in her least amiable traits,
that notwithstanding all the prejudice she had manifested to-
wards Grace, he believed her incapable of any mean or dark
designings. Mr. Worthington was anxious and alarmed. He
was sure some incipient and insidious disease was the cause of
her pale and dispirited appearance. He was constantly feel-
ing her pulse, and inquiring her symptoms, and insisting upon
calling in a physician, till poor Grace, really glad to shelter
herself from observation, under the pretext held out, acknow-
ledged herself ill, and passively submitted to a course of
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medicine, which reduced her soon to a state of real debility
and suffering. They applied blisters to her forehead to still
its hot throbbings; they drew blood from her veins to reduce
her feverish pulse, and Lucy sat by her bedside and adminis-
tered to her unweariedly, and discussed the nature of her
malady, and talked of its different stages; while all the time
she knew it was herself who had coldly and deliberately dried
up the fountain of hope and joy, and love, which had sent such
roses to her cheek and sunbeams to her eye. She sometimes
trembled in the darkness of night, at the possibility that
Grace might die, under the regimen of this imaginary disease;
and then a voice whispered in hollow murmurs, in her ears,
"Thou shalt sleep no more, for thou hast murdered sleep."
But in day's broad light a witness to Roland's abstraction,
anxiety and gloom, shesteeled her conscience, in reflecting on
the necessity of the act. Let not Grace be condemned, as too
weak and yielding, as too blind an instrument in the hands of
another. Her education had been peculiar, and her natural
disposition was extremely sensitive and timid. The first years
of her life had been passed in terror and sorrow-terror for
her father's cruelty, and sorrow for her mother's woe. Every-
thing around her was tumultuous and fearful, and she learned
to shudder at the awful manifestations of evil passions, before
she knew them by name. Transplanted to a scene, where
everything breathed of peace and silence, where industry,
neatness, and order were heaven's first laws, where the voice
of dissension was unheard, and the storms of passion unfelt,
her spirit had been so hushed and subdued, her sensibilities so
repressed, and her energies held down, she moved along her
daily path a piece of beautiful and exquisite mechanism, but
whose most powerful springs had never been touched. It is
true she loved the kind and gentle Shakers, but it was with a
tranquil feeling of gratitude and trust. The visit of Roland
Gray acted as an electrical communication between her and the
world to which he belonged. It seemed to her it must be
inhabited by angels; and when Mr. Worthington came and
induced her benefactor to resign her to his care, she welcomed
the change as into the garden of Eden. In the seclusion of a

school, her timidity still induced her to shrink within herself;
in 'the companionship of Lucy, she felt awe-struck and abashed;
but Roland came, and then she realized the paradise of her
imagination. Everything around her was music and beauty
and love-flowers sprang up in the waste places, water gushed
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from the rock, and melody filled the air. To be forbidden to
think of him, to be commanded to wrench him from her heart,
to be made to think of herself as a low and disgraced being-.
Grace would have shuddered at the idea of impiety, but when
she laid her head on her pillow, willing to be thought sick,
rather than wretched, she certainly wished to die. But the
strength of youth, though prostrated, rebounded from the
pressure. She was not doomed to the curse of a granted
prayer. The Providence that had so long watched over her
destiny, still kept its unseen but slumbering vigils. Grace
remembered her old friends, the Shakers, and yearned once
more for their still and passionless existence. She prayed Mr.
Worthington to take her there so earnestly, he did not hesitate
to grant her request, believing the journey would invigorate
her constitution and change of scene animate her mind. She
spoke not of remaining, and the wish was so natural and grate-
ful, it could not excite surprise or censure.

"You see," said Lucy to her brother, the night before
Grace's departure, "the influence of early habits. Perhaps
all this time Grace has been pining after the Shakers. She
has been suffering from a kind of calenture, and when she
sees their green plain, and quiet village, she will be happy."
"Impossible !" cried Roland, completely thrown off his guard
by Lucy's sudden insinuation. "She is strange and unac-
countable, but I never will believe anything so preposterous.
She, that sweet, lovely, spiritual creature, to be immured again
in their cold walls, and to wish it, and pine after it ! By
heavens ! Lucy, if I could believe such a thing, I would go
this moment and prevent the immolation. I will not deceive
you; I do not care any longer for pride and empty sounding
names, and birth and parentage. It is ridiculous to think of
such things in this republican country. Grace is equal to the
highest; for she claims her birthright from the Almighty him-
self, and carries on her brow the signet of heaven." "Stop,
Roland, for heaven's sake, and hear me." "I will not stop,"
continued Roland, a spirit of determination flashing from his
eyes she had never seen in them before; "shall I sacrifice my
happiness to a shadow, a bubble? No ! I have hesitated too
long; I love. Grace; I love her with all my heart and soul,
and I will go this moment and tell her so." He laid his hand
upon the latch, but Lucy sprang forward like lightning, and
seized it in her own. "One moment, Roland, only one mo-
ment; I, your only sister, ask it." Roland saw she was very
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pale, and he felt her hand tremble as it grasped him. She

was indeed his only sister, whom he had so much loved, and
he felt he had met her prejudices with too much impetuosity ;
they might yield, perhaps, to softer measures. "What is it

you would say, Lucy? you asked for one moment, and I have
given you more."' "Only promise to wait till her return;
that is all I ask; I spoke in jest; you knew she would not re-
main ; Mr. Worthington will never leave her. Promise me

this, dear Roland, and I will not oppose my pride to your
happiness." Lucy knew that she was uttering a falsehood, for
she herself had confirmed Grace in her resolution to remain;
but she had begun to weave the tangled web of deceit, and
she wound herself deeper and deeper in its folds. All she

wanted now was to gain time, and she then felt she should be

safe. Roland promised, for delay was not sacrifice, and he

was surprised and grateful for Lucy's concession.
"Grace," whispered Lucy, as she embraced and bid her

farewell, "you are acting right; you will find peace and happi-
ness in the path you seek. Be assured of my friendship and
also my gratitude." Grace was mute, but she gave Lucy a
look that might have melted a heart of stone.

"Grace," said Roland, "come back to us soon." He kept
his promise to his sister, but his voice trembled, his hand
lingered as it pressed hers in parting, and his eyes spoke a
language she must have understood, had not her own been
blinded with.tears. She met a warm reception from the friends
of her early days. The kind Susan, who had taken the first
charge of her, and acted toward her a mother's part, opened
her arms to receive her, and when she saw her faded colour
and drooping eyes, she felt as the patriarch did when he took
in his weary dove to the ark, for she knew the wanderer
brought back no green olive branch of hope and joy. Susan
had once known the gayeties of the world, and tasted its plea-
sures, but her heart had been blighted and her hopes betrayed,
and finding all was vanity, to use her own expressive language,
she had "taken up her cross and followed her Saviour." . The
seal of silence was placed on the history of her heart, and
Grace dreamed not that one of that tranquil tribe had ever
known the tumult of human passions. By some mysterious
communion, however, between soul and soul, Grace felt an as-
surance of Susan's sympathy, and clung to her with increased
affection. It was long before Mr. Worthington would consent
to leave her behind. "Only a few months," pleaded she, "and
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then I shall be well and strong again; all I need is quiet."
"The child is right, added Susan; "she is weary of the
world, and wants rest. She shall dwell in my tabernacle, and
share my pillow, and I will nourish and cherish her as my own
flesh and blood. She will not be compelled to join our wor-
ship, or follow our rites, for we now look upon her as our guest,
our daughter in love, but not our sister in the spirit of the
Lord." Satisfied with this promise, Mr. Worthington blessed
Grace, embraced her, and left her, bidding her be ready to re-
turn when the first leaf of autumn fell. She did not sit down
and brood over the blighted hopes of her youth. She interested
herself in all their neat and regular occupations, assisted them
in gathering the leaves of the medicinal plants, in spreading them

.:on piecesof pure white linen to dry; in collecting the garden
seeds and shelling them out of their shrunken capsules, with
as much readiness and grace as if she had never learned to
touch the keys of the piano, or to school her steps by the danc-
ing master's rule. Dressed in the plainest robes the fashions of
the world allow, so as not to offend the austerity of their taste,
with no other ornament than her shining hair, simply parted
on her brow, she looked the incarnation of sweetness and hu-
mility; and Susan, seeing her dawning colour, believed she
had found peace. "Thus will I live," thought Grace, "till
Roland marries, and then if my adopted father claims me, I
will try to find happiness in administering to his."

One evening, just as the sun had set, she returned from the
garden, her white apron gathered up before her, full of damask
rose leaves, while exercise and a bending position had givenJ<: her cheeks a hue, warm as the twilight's glow, and calling
eagerly to Susan, to present her offering for distillation, she
crossed the threshold and stood before-Roland Gray. Elec-
trifled at the sight, she let go her apron, and the leaves fell in
a rosy shower around her. "Grace, dear Grace !" exclaimed
Roland, and both hands were clasped in his own. Now she
had been called dear Grace, and sweet Grace, and pretty Grace,
a thousand times in her life, but never in such a tone, and
with such eyes looking down into her heart. It is easy to
imagine why Roland came, and how eloquently he proved to
Grace that he loved her better than all the world beside, and
that he could not, and would not live without her. For a mo-
nient a flood of rapture, deep and overwhelming, flowed in upon
her heart from the conviction that she was thus beloved; the
next, a cold and freezing thought shot through it and turned
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the current to ice. Lucy-her threatened curse, her withering
enmity, her own promise of never thinking of Roland, and of
never revealing what had passed between Lucy and herself--
all was remembered, and suddenly withdrawing her hand from
his, she turned away and wept, without the power of self-
control.

Roland was amazed. She had met his avowal with such a
radiant blush and smile-such love and joy had just lighted
up her modest eye, and now he witnessed every demonstration
of the most passionate grief. "Oh, no !" she cried, "it never
can be-I had forgotten it all; but I must not listen to you-
oh, no !" and she repeated the interjection in such a plaintive
accent, Roland was convinced there was no deception in her

woe. In vain he entreated her for an explanation. She could

not give any consistent with her promise to Lucy ; she could
only declare her unworthiness, her poor and perhaps disgrace-
ful origin; and this only called forth a more impassioned assur-

ance of his disinterested love, and his disdain of such scruples.
He endeavoured to soothe and caress, till Grace felt her resolu-

tion and her truth fast yielding before his influence. If she

could see Lucy, and be released from her rash promise, all
might yet be well. Perhaps Lucy herself, finding her brother's
pride had yielded to his love, would sanction the union. This

idea once admitted, changed despair into hope. "Wait," said
she, "till I return, and then, if the obstacle I fear no longer
exists,"-she paused a moment, and her truth-telling lips con-

strained her to utter-" I shall be the happiest of human

beings." Roland, now believing the obstacle to be-Lucy, re-
solved she should not stand any longer in the way of their

happiness, pressed for no further explanation. He had departed

unknown to her, for he dreaded her violence. When Mr.

Worthington returned alone, he dreaded Grace might sacrifice

herself, as Lucy insinuated, and determined to bear her away
ere it was too late. Grace poured into Susan's calm but
sympathizing ear the story of her love and the obstacles that

opposed it. Her single heart was too narrow to contain the
fulness of her emotions. Susan applauded her integrity, but
trembled at her idolatry. She reminded her of the mutability
and uncertainty of all earthly things, and strengthened her in
the resolution never to accept the vows of Roland, with the
threatened vengeance of Lucy hanging over her love. "Oh,

she will relent !" cried Grace ; "Roland's sister cannot be such

a monster." Had the chastened Susan witnessed her parting
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* * * * * * * * *

Grace was standing in a lighted saloon, leaning on the arm
of Mr. Worthington, and an unwilling partaker of the gay
scene. A tall and majestic-looking man passed the spot where
she stood, whose appearance excited her interest and curiosity,
for he was evidently a stranger in the throng of fashion and

£ wealth, th ,en gathered together. The suns of warmer climes
had darkened his face, and added gloom to features of a fine
and noble expression. As Grace lifted her mild gray eyes,
his somewhat stern countenance relaxed, and turning round he
gazed earnestly in her face. Abashed by his scrutiny, she
moved into another part of the room; still the tall stranger
followed, with his melancholy eyes, pursuing her figure. Ro-
land, never far from the object of his apparently hopeless
devotion, now jealous and irritated, drew to her side. "Oh,
Roland," said she, suddenly agitated by a new emotion "there
is something in that stranger's face, resembling this !"-and

9*

with Roland, she would have read a still more solemn lesson
on the sinfulness of earthly affections; but she only saw the
consequent sorrow, which she was too gentle to reprove.

The leaves of autumn soon fell, and then everything was
changed in the destiny of Grace. Mr. Worthington claimed
his child, and when Susan resigned her, her last words bid her
pray for strength to keep her virtuous resolution.

,. It would be difficult to describe the passions that struggled
. for mastery in Lucy's breast, when she learned from her brother

'the part he had acted. Incapable of concealing them at first,
" and believing she had lost the affection of Roland, she no
j longer disguised the bitterness of her heart. She hated Grace

still more, since she was conscious she had injured her, and
when she, appealing in behalf of Roland's happiness as well
as her own, entreated her to free her from her promise, she
turned a deaf ear to the prayer, and claimed the fulfilment of
her word, renewing the same fearful penalty-" Unless," she
added, with a scornful smile, "you can prove your family
equal to our, and that your alliance will bring no disgrace."

Strange paradox of the human heart ! Had Lucy taken
scorpions into her bosom, she could not have suffered keener
pangs than the consciousness of Roland's alienated affection
caused her; yet she refused to bend her stubborn pride, and
wrapped herself up in the sulliness of self-will, feeling a kind
of stern joy that she had made others as wretched as herself.
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she drew from her bosom the miniature suspended from the

golden chain. There was indeed a resemblance, only the face

of the picture was younger, and the sable locks unbleached.

The stranger observed the motions of Grace, and pressed for-

ward, while the miniature was still open in her hand. "Par-

don me, madam," said he, earnestly, "I must be pardoned

-but allow me to look at that picture." Griace with trem-

bling fingers unloosed the chain, and gave it into the stranger's

hand. "It was once my mother's," said she, in a faltering
voice, "and her name was Grace Goldman.' "Was"-said

the stranger-" and yet how could it be otherwise ?-she was

my sister-my only sister-and you"-he became too much
agitated to finish the sentence, and entirely forgetting the
throng that surrounded them, he clasped Grace to his bosom,
as the living representative of his lost and lamented sister.

Yes ! in Mr. Maitland, the rich merchant, just returned from

the East Indies, Grace had found an uncle, which proved her

lineage to be such, that even the proud Lucy must acknowledge
to be equal to her own. His sister, the mother of Grace, had
eloped, when very young, with a handsome but profligate man,
and being cast off by her parents, she was soon doomed to eat

the bread of poverty, in consequence of her husband's ex-

cesses. Her brother, as soon as he learned her situation, offered

to support her through life, declaring his intention never to

marry, if she would leave her unprincipled husband. But
she, in the strength of that passion which hopes all, believes

all, and endures all, refused to leave the man she still loved,
and whom she still trusted she might reclaim. Her brother,
finding her wedded to her fate, left her with a purse of gold
and his own miniature as a parting pledge of love, and depart-
ed for a foreign land. Forced to fly from the clamours of his

creditors, Goldman removed his wife from place to place, till

she was far out of the reach of former friends, when, plunging
deeper and deeper in the gulf of inebriation, he left her to

die, as we have described, of a broken heart. For himself, he
died a drunkard's death by the wayside, and was buried by
the same humane society that protected his orphan child. This

circumstance had been concealed from Grace, nor did she learn

it, till her subsequent visit to the Shaker village. Mr. Mait-

land, who had dwelt long in other lands, accumulating wealth,
which his generous heart longed to share with the friends of his

early youth, returned to mourn over the graves of his parents,

and to seek in vain intelligence of his lost sister, till he saw

p

THE SHAKER GIRL. 103

in the crowd the lovely form of Grace, such as her ill-fated
mother was in the days of her beauty and youth. Lucy could

y_ with sincerity offer her congratulations and welcome as a sister
the niece of Mr. Maitland, though she had scorned the alliance
of the humble Shaker girl. But she felt she was degraded in
her eyes, and this was a punishment to her proud spirit, keener
than the task-master's lash. Mr. Maitland's gratitude to Mr.
Worthington was boundless as it was warm; but he longed to
see the kind Samaritans, who had soothed his sister's dying
hours and guarded her orphan child.

' It was a happy day for Grace, when, as the bride of Roland
she accompanied her husband and her uncle to the home of
her early youth. She introduced with pride the noble-looking
stranger to all her true and single-hearted friends. "But
here," said she, throwing her arms round Susan "here is m
mother and my mother's friend." Mr. Maitland would gladly
have lavished wealth upon them, in remuneration for their
cares, but they steadfastly refused his gifts, asserting therhad
only done their duty, and merited no reward. "IDo unto
others, as we have done towards yours," replied these follow-
ers of our Saviour's golden rule. "When you hear us reviled
by the world, and our worship scorned, and our rites ridi-
culed, defend us if you can; and if one of the disciples of our
creed should be in need of succour, be unto him as a brother,
and we ask no more." "Dear Susan," said Grace, when the-parting hour arrived, as she lingered behind to bid her fare-
well, "am I not the happiest of human beings ?" "I bless
God that you are happy, my child," answered Susan, laying
her hand solemnly on her head--"and long, long may you
remain so; but forget not, days of darkness may come, that
the bridal garments may be changed for sackcloth, and ashes
be scattered over the garlands of love. Remember then, 0
Grace, there is a refuge from the woes and vanities of the
world, where the spirit may wait in peace for its everlastin
home." Grace wept, but she smiled through her tears, and,
seated once more at Roland's side, she felt as if darkness and
sorrow could never be her portion.

t



A RAINY EVENING.

A SKETCH.

A PLEASANT little group was gathered round Uncle Ned's
domestic hearth. He sat on one side of the fire-place, oppo-
site Aunt Mary, who,'with her book in her hand, watched the

children seated at the table, some reading, others sewing, all
occupied, but one, a child "of larger growth," a young lady,
who, being a guest of the family, was suffered to indulge in
the pleasure of idleness without reproof.

"Oh ! I love a rainy evening," said little Ann, looking up
from her book, and meeting her mother's smiling glance, "it

is so nice to sit by a -good fire and hear the rain pattering
against the windows. Only I pity the poor people who have
no house to cover them, to keep off the rain and the cold."

"And I love a rainy evening, too," cried George, a boy of
about twelve. "I can study so much better. My thoughts
stay at home, and don't keep rambling out after the bright
moon and stars. My heart feels warmer, and I really believe

I love everybody better than I do when the weather is fair."

Uncle Ned smiled, and gave the boy an approving pat on

the shoulder. Every one smiled but the young lady, who,
with a languid, discontented air, now played with a pair of scis-

sors, now turned over the leaves of a book, then, with an ill-

suppressed yawn, leaned idly on her elbow, and looked into

the fire.
"And what do you think of a rainy evening, Elizabeth ?"

asked Uncle Ned. "I should like to hear your opinion also."

"I think it over dull and uninteresting, indeed," answered
(104)
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she. "I always feel so stupid, I can hardly keep myself awake
-one cannot go abroad, or hope to see company at home; and
one gets so tired of seeing the same faces all the time. I can-.
not imagine what George and Ann see to admire so much in a
disagreeable rainy evening like this."

"zSupposing I tell you a story, to enliven you ?" said Uncle
Ned.

"Oh! yes, father, please tell us a story," exclaimed the
children, simultaneously.

Little Ann was perched upon his knee as if by magic, and
even Elizabeth moved her chair, as if excited to some degree

-ofinterest. George still held his book in his hand, but his
bright eyes, sparkling with unusual animation, were riveted
upon his uncle's face.

"I am going to tell you a story about a rainy evening,"
said Uncle Ned.

"Oh! that will be so pretty !" cried Ann, clapping her
hands; but Elizabeth's countenance fell below zero. It wasLr an ominous annunciation.

"Yes," continued Uncle Ned, "a rainy evening. But
though clouds darker than those which now mantle the sky
were lowering abroad, and the rain fell heavier and faster, the
rainbow of my life was drawn most beautifully on those dark
clouds, and its fair colours still shine most lovely on the sight.
It is no longer, however, the bow of promise, but the realiza-
tion of my fondest dreams."

George saw his uncle cast an expressive glance towards the
handsome matron in the opposite corner, whose colour per-
ceptibly heightened, and he could not forbear exclaiming--

"Ah! Aunt Mary is blushing. I understand uncle's meta-
phor., She is his rainbow, and he thinks life one long rainy
day."

"Not exactly so. I mean your last conclusion. But don't
interrupt me, my boy, and you shall hear a lesson, which,
young as you are, I trust you will never forget. When I was
a young man I was thought quite handsome--"

"Pa is as pretty as he can be, now," interrupted little Ann,
passing her hand fondly over his manly cheek.

Uncle Ned was not displeased with the compliment, for he
pressed her closer to him, while he continued--

"Well, when I was young I was of a gay spirit, and a great
favourite in society. The young ladies liked me for a partner
in the dance, at the chess-board, or the evening walk, and I
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had reason to think several of them would have made no ob-
jection to take me as a partner for life. Among all my young
acquaintances, there was no one whose companionship was so
pleasing as that of a maiden whose name was Mary. Now,
there are a great many Marys in the world, so you must not
take it for granted I mean your mother or aunt. At any rate,
you must not look so significant till I have finished my story.
Mary was a sweet and lovely girl-with a current of cheerful-
ness running through her disposition that made music as it
flowed. It was an under current, however, always gentle, and
kept within its legitimate channel; never overflowing into
boisterous mirth or unmeaning levity. She was the only
daughter of her mother, and she a widow. Mrs. Carlton,
such was her mother's name, was in lowly circumstances, and
Mary had none of the appliances of wealth and fashion to
decorate her person, or gild her home. A very modest com-
petency was all her portion, and she wished for nothing more.
I have seen her, in a simple white dress, without a single orna-
ment, unless it was a natural rose, transcend all the gaudy
belles, who sought by the attractions of dress to win the admi-

ration of the multitude. But, alas ! for poor human nature.
One of these dashing belles so fascinated my attention, that
the gentle Mary was for a while forgotten. Theresa Vane was,
indeed, a rare piece of mortal mechanism. Her figure was
the perfection of beauty, and she moved as if strung upon
wires, so elastic and springing were her gestures. I never
saw such lustrous hair-it was perfectly black, and shone like

burnished steel; and then such ringlets ! How they waved
and rippled down her beautiful neck ! She dressed with the
most exquisite taste, delicacy, and neatness, and whatever she

wore assumed a peculiar grace and fitness, as if art loved to
adorn what nature made so fair. But what charmed me most

was, the sunshiny smile that was always waiting to light up
her countenance. To be sure, she sometimes laughed a little
too loud, but then her laugh was so musical, and her teeth so

white, it was impossible to believe her guilty of rudeness, or
want of grace. Often, when I saw her in the social circle, so
brilliant and smiling, the life and charm of everything around

her, I thought how happy the constant companionship of such
a being would make me-what brightness she would impart
to the fireside of home-what light, what joy, to the darkest

scenes of existence !"
"Oh! uncle," interrupted George, laughing, "if I were
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Aunt Mary, I would not let you praise any other lady so
warmly. You are so taken up with her beauty, you have for-
gotten all about the rainy evening,"

Aunt Mary smiled, but it is more than probable that George
really touched one of the hidden springs of her woman's heart,
for she looked down, and said nothing.

"Don't be impatient," said Uncle Ned, "and you shall not
be cheated out of your story. I began it for Elizabeth's sake,
rather than yours, and I see she is wide awake. She thinks
I was by this time more than half in love with Theresa Vane,
and she thinks more than half right. There had been a great
many parties of pleasure, riding parties, sailing parties, and
talking parties; and summer slipped by, almost unconsciously.
At length the autumnal equinox approached, and gathering
clouds, north-eastern gales, and drizzling rains, succeeded to
the soft breezes, mellow skies, and glowing sunsets, peculiar
to that beautiful season. For two or three days I was con-
fined within doors by the continuous rains, and I am sorry to
confess it, but the blue devils actually got complete possession
of me-one strided upon my nose, another danced on the top
of my head, one pinched my ear, and another turned somersets
on my chin. You laugh, little Nanny; but they are terrible
creatures, these blue gentlemen, and I could not endure them
any longer. So the third rainy evening, I put on my over-
coat, buttoned it up to my chin, and taking my umbrella in
my hand, set out in the direction of Mrs. Vane's. 'Here,'
thought I, as my fingers pressed the latch, 'I shall find the
moonlight smile, that will illumine the darkness of my night
-the dull vapours will disperse before her radiant glance, and
this interminable equinoctial storm be transformed into a mere
vernal shower, melting away in sunbeams in her presence.'
My gentle knock not being apparently heard, I stepped into
the ante-room, set down my umbrella, took off my drenched
overcoat, arranged my hair in the most graceful manner, and,
claiming a privilege to which, perhaps, I had no legitimate
right, opened the door of the family sitting-room, and found
myself in the presence of the beautiful Theresa-"

Here Uncle Ned made a provoking pause.
"Pray, go on." " How was she dressed ?" "CAnd was

she glad to see you?" assailed him on every side.
"How was she dressed ?" repeated he. "I am not very

well skilled in the technicalities of a lady's wardrobe, but I
can give you the general impression of her personal appear-

I-
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ance. In the first place, there was a jumping up and an off-

hand sliding step towards an opposite door, as I entered ; but
a disobliging chair was in the way, and I was making my
lowest bow, before she found an opportunity of disappearing.
Confused and mortified, she scarcely returned my salutation,
while Mrs. Vane offered me a chair,, and expressed, in some-

what dubious terms, their gratification at such an unexpected

pleasure. I have no doubt Theresa wished me at the bottom

of the Frozen Ocean, if I might judge by the freezing glances
she shot at me through her long lashes. She sat uneasily in
her chair, trying to conceal her slipshod shoes, and ftu'tively
arranging her dress about the shoulders and waist. It was a

most rebellious subject, for the body and skirt were at open
warfare, refusing to have any communion with each other.

Where was the graceful shape I had so much admired? In vain I

sought its exquisite outlines in the folds of that loose, slovenly
robe. Where were those glistening ringlets and burnished

locks that had so lately rivalled the tresses of Medusa? Her

hair was put in tangled bunches behind her ears, and tucked up
behind in a kind of Gordian knot, which would have required

the sword of an Alexander to untie. Her frock was a soiled

and dingy silk, with trimmings of sallow blonde, and a faded

fancy handkerchief was thrown over one shoulder.
" 'You have caught me completely em dishabille,' said she,

recovering partially from her embarrassment ; 'but the even-

ing was so rainy, and no one but mother and myself, I never

dreamed of such an exhibition of gallantry as this.'
"She could not disguise her vexation, with all her efforts to

conceal it, and Mrs. Vane evidently shared her daughter's

chagrin. I was wicked enough to enjoy their confusion, and
never appeared more at my ease, or played the agreeable with
more signal success. I was disenchanted at once, and my
mind revelled in its recovered freedom. My goddess had

fallen from the pedestal on which my imagination had en-

throned her, despoiled of the beautiful drapery which had

imparted to her such ideal loveliness. I knew that I was a

favourite in the family, for I was wealthy and independent,
and perhaps of all Theresa's admirers what the world would

call the best match. I maliciously asked her to play on the

piano, but she made a thousand excuses, studiously keeping
back the true reason, her disordered attire. I asked her to

play a game of chess, but 'she had a headache; she was too

stupid; she never could do anything on a rainy evening.'
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."At length I took my leave, inwardly blessing the moving
spirit which had led me abroad that night, that the spell which
had so long enthralled my senses might be broken. Theresa
called up one of her lambent smiles as I bade her adieu.

"'Never call again on a rainy evening,' said she, sport-
ivel; 'Iam always so wretchedly dull. I believe I was born
to live among the sunbeams, the moonlight, and the stars.

:j Clouds will never do for me.'
1 "' Amen,' I silently responded, as I closed the door. While

I was putting on my coat, I overheard, without the smallest
intention of listening, a passionate exclamation from Theresa.

"'Good heavens, mother ! was there ever anything so un-
lucky? I never thought of seeing my neighbour's dog to-night.
If I have not been completely caught!'

"'I hope you will mind my advice next time,' replied her
mother, i a grieved tone. 'I told you not to sit down in
that slovenly dress. I have no doubt you have lost him for
ever.'

"Here I made good my retreat, not wishing to enter the
penetralia of family secrets.

"The rain still continued unabated, but my social feelings
were very far from being damped. I had the curiosity to make
another experiment. The evening was not very far advanced,
and as I turned from Mrs. Vane's fashionable mansion, I saw
a modest light glimmering in the distance, and I hailed it as
the shipwrecked mariner hails the star that guides him o'er
ocean's foam to the home he has left behind. Though I was
gay and young, and a passionate admirer of beauty, I had very
exalted ideas of domestic felicity. I knew that there was
many a rainy day in life, and I thought the companion who
was born alone for sunbeams and moonlight, would not aid me
to dissipate their gloom. I had, moreover, a shrewd suspi-
cion that the daughter who thought it a sufficient excuse forshameful personal neglect, that there was no one present but
her mother, would, as a wife, be eqm fly regardless of a hus-
.and's presence. While I pursued these reflections, my feet
voluntarily drew nearer and more near to the light, which

had been the loadstone of my opening manhood. I had con-
tinued to meet Mary in the gay circles I frequented, but I had

y become almost a stranger to her home. 'Shall I be a
welcome guest?' said I to myself, as I crossed the threshold.
'Shall I find her en dishabille, likewise, and discover that
feminine beauty and grace are incompatible with a rainy even-10
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ing?' I heard a sweet voice reading aloud as I opened the

door, and I knew it was the voice which was once music to m-y
ears. Mary rose at my entrance, laying her book quietly on
the table, and greeted me with a modest grace and self-posses-

sion peculiar to herself. She looked surprised, a little embar-

rassed, but very far from being displeased. She made no

allusion to my estrangement or neglect; expressed no astonish-

ment at my untimely visit, nor once hinted that, being alone

with her mother, and not anticipating visiters, she thought it

unnecessary to wear the habiliments of a lady. Never, in my
life, had I seen her look so lovely. Her dress was perfectly
plain, but every fold was arranged by the hand of the Graces.

Her dark-brown hair, which had a natural wave in it, now
uncurled by the dampness, was put back in smooth ringlets

from her brow, revealing a face which did not consider its

beauty wasted because a mother's eye alone rested on its bloom.

A beautiful cluster of autumnal roses, placed in a glass vase

on the table, perfumed the apartment, and a bright blaze on

the hearth diffused a spirit of cheerfulness around, while it

relieved the atmosphere of its excessive moisture. Mrs. Carl-

ton was an invalid, and suffered also from an inflammation of

the eyes. Mary had been reading aloud to her from her favour-

ite book. What do you think it was? It was a very old-fash-

ioned one, indeed. No other than the Bible. And Mary was
not ashamed to have such a fashionable young gentleman as I

then was to see what her occupation had been. What a con-

trast to the scene I had just quitted ! How I loathed myself

for the infatuation which had led me to prefer the artificial

graces of a belle to this pure child of nature ! I drew my
chair to the table, and entreated that they would not look upon
me as a stranger, but as a friend, anxious to be restored to the

forfeited privileges of an old acquaintance. I was understood

in a moment, and, without a single reproach, was admitted

again to confidence and familiarity. The hours I had wasted

with Theresa seemed a kind of mesmeric slumber, a blank in

my existence, or, at least, a feverish dream. 'What do you

think of a rainy evening, Mary?' asked I, before I left her.

" 'I love it of all things,' replied she, with animation.

'There is something so home-drawing, so heart-knitting, in its

influence. The dependencies which bind us to the world seem

withdrawn ; and, retiring within ourselves, we learn more of

the deep mysteries of our own being.'
"Mary's soul beamed from her eye as it turned, with a tran-
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sient obliquity, towards heaven. She paused, as if fearful of
uisealing the fountains of her heart. I said that Mrs. Carl-
ton was an invalid, and consequently retired early to her cham-
ber; but I lingered till a late hour, nor did I go till I had
made a full confession of my folly, repentance, and awakened
love; and, as Mary did not shut the door in my face, you may
imagine she was not sorely displeased."

" Ah ! I know who Mary was. I knew all the time," ex-
claimed George, looking archly at Aunt Mary. A bright tear,
which at that moment fell into her lap, showed that though a
silent, she was no uninterested auditor.

"You haven't done, father ?" said little Ann, in a disappoint-
ed tone; "I thought you were going to tell a story. You
have been talking about yourself all the time."

"I have been something of an egotist, to be sure, my little
girl, but I wanted to show my dear young friend here how
much might depend upon a rainy evening. Life is not madeall of sunshine. The happiest and most prosperous must havetheir seasons of gloom and darkness, and woe be to those from
whose souls no rays of brightness emanate to gild those dark-
ened hours. I bless the God of the rain as well as the sun-
shine. I can read His mercy and His love as well in thetempest, whose wings obscure the visible glories of His crea-
tion, as in the splendour of the rising sun, or the soft dewsthat descend after his setting radiance. I began with a meta-
phor. I said a rainbow was drawn on the clouds that loweredon that eventful day, and that it still continued to shine withundiminished beauty. Woman, my children, was sent by Godto be the rainbow of man's darker destiny. From the glowing
red, emblematic of that love which warms and gladdens hisexistence, to the violet melting into the blue of heaven sym-
bolical of the faith which links him to a purer world, herblending virtues, mingling with each other in beautiful har-
mony, are a token of God's mercy here, and an earnest offuture blessings in those regions where no rainy evenings evercome to obscure the brightness of eternal day."

I
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THREE SCENES IN THE LIFE OF A BELLE.

THERE was a rushing to and fro in the chamber of Ellen
Loring, a tread of hurrying feet, a mingled hum of voices, an
opening and shutting of doors, as if some event of overwhelm-
ing importance agitated the feelings, and moved the frames of
every individual in the house. A stranger, in the apartment
below, might have imagined an individual was dying, and that
all were gathering round to offer the appliances of love and
sympathy. But Ellen Loring, the object of all this commo-
tion, was in all the bloom and beauty of health. She sat in
a low chair and in front of a large mirror, half-arrayed in the
habiliments of the ball-room, her head glowing with flowers,
and streaming with ringlets, her feet encased in silk cobweb
and white satin, her face flushed with excitement, her waist
compressed into the smallest possible compass, while the
strongest fingers the household could supply, were drawing to-
gether the last reluctant hook and eye, which fastened the rich
and airy mixture of satin blonde, that fell in redundant folds
round her slender person. "I am afraid, Ellen, your dress is
rather too tight," said Mrs. Loring, who was superintending
the process with a keen and experienced eye; "you had better
not wear it, it may give you a consumption." "Ridiculous !"
exclaimed Ellen, "it feels perfectly loose and comfortable; I
am sure it fits delightfully. Look, Agnes," addressing a weary-
looking girl who had been standing more than half an hour
over her, arranging her hair in the most fashionable style.
"Look, Agnes, is it not beautiful ?"

"Very beautiful," answered Agnes; "but I think it would
look much better if it were not so very low, and the night is so
cold, I am sure you will suffer without something thrown
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over your shoulders. These pearl b dbut they will not give warmth," lifting them up as she spoke,from a neck that "rivalled their whiteness." Ellen binto a scornful laugh, and declaredrshe nesu-" r Eren burst
death-cold, than look so old-fash Wouldad their catch her
Mrs. Loring here interposed,oand insist o anish

- wear a shawl into the ,an ased that Ellen shouki
ar a hal ihn the -room, and to be sure to put itarond erwhen she was not dancing, "fr yumsremember," added she, " t deadful, for you must

winter; when you caught cold, Iwsreally cogheu oad last
consumption." , was really apprehensive

"T do think, mother, you must be haunted by the ghost of
osumption--.I am not afraid say begins and ends with con..sumtto.....I a nt arad of the ghost, or the realitwhlsuch roses as these bloom on my cheeks, ndr uh reality, while

as these bear me through the dance", an such elastic limbs
Mrs. Loring looked with admiring fondness on her dauter, as she danced before the o n cled dgh-

wild, thoughtless thing," and thought wgl caled her a
pity to muffle such a beautiful neck in would be indeed a
The carriage was announced and Ages a clumsy 'kerchief.
hundred directions for the embrgned aderpched in a
scented gloves, and all the et ceoideredh handkerchief, the
memory at the last moment A s, fw ich crowd on the
form of Ellenit.alog Andwgnfes followed the retreatnfomofEln with a long and wistful gazte, te undwta sigh to collect the scattered article fie, that trned th
room. "H appy Ellen !" said she do hfiers f ha ppy,, bthe

. tiful Ellen ! favoured by nature and foerself, "happy,beau
of her heart is gratified. She mos bt rtune averydesire
termed, and caressed. W hile I va e uo dependen m red, flat-

s compelled to admninisterto'e poor, dependent _relative, amcopledt dmnser to her vanity and wait upn'ecaprices--oh ! if I were on rihvmyadwt upon herworiuld .h i Iweemny rich and beautiful like Elentwould willingly walk over burnin g be aiful btaEllen the
happiness that is in store for her o-nhtthe

While the repining Agnes followed Ellen, in imainationto
scenes which appeared to her fancy like the dazzlingpicturesdescribed in the Arabian Nights, let u en the alg p resand follow the footsteps ofhe ht s enter the ball-roomant olohefotsteps of her, whose favoured lot le-eS through the enchanted land. T e hals bvrilla t led her
the music was of the most animating kind,ai ry logted,
on the gaze, most elaborately and elegantly ai orms adthe midst of these Ellen shn tra dnt. orned, and in
her enjoyment realized even the dreams of Agnes.onscie
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of being admired, she glided' through the dance, gracefully
holding her flowing drapery, smiling, blushing, coquetting and

flirting. Compliments were breathed continually into her ears.
She was compared to the sylphs, the graces, the muses, the
houris, and even to the angels that inhabit the celestial city.

Yes; this daughter of fashion, this devotee of pleasure, this

vain and thoughtless being, who lived without God in the

world, was told by flattering lips, that she resembled those

pure and glorified spirits which surround the throne of the

Most High, and sing the everlasting song of Moses and the
Lamb-and she believed it. Perhaps some may assert that
the daughters of fashion are not always forgetful of their God,
for they are often heard to call upon his great and holy name,
in a moment of sudden astonishment or passion, and were a

saint to witness their uplifted eyes and clasped hands, he might
deem them wrapt in an ecstasy of devotion.

Ellen in the midst of almost universal homage, began to

feel dissatisfied and weary. There was one who had been in

the train of her admirers, himself the star of fashion, who was

evidently offering incense at a new shrine. A fair young
stranger, who seemed a novice in the splendid scene, drew him

from her side, and from that moment the adulation of others

ceased to charm. She danced more gayly, she laughed more

loudly, to conceal the mortification and envy that was spread-

ing through her heart; but the triumph, the joy was over.

She began to feel a thousand inconveniences, of whose existence
she seemed previously unconscious. Her feet ached from the
lightness of her slippers, her respiration was difficult from the
tightness of her dress; she was glad. when the hour of her
departure arrived. Warm from the exercise of the dance, and
panting from fatigue, she stood a few moments on the pave-
ment, waiting for some obstructions to be removed in the

wa of the carriage. The ground was covered with a sheet

of snow, which had fallen during the evening, and made a

chill bed for her feet, so ill defended from the inclement sea-

son. The night air blew damp and cold on her neck and

shoulders, for her cloak was thrown loosely around her, that

her beauty might not be entirely veiled, till the gaze of admi-

ration was withdrawn.o
Agnes sat by the lonely fireside, waiting for the return of

Ellen. For a while she kept up a cheerful blaze, and as she

heard the gust sweep by the windows, it reminded her that

Ellen would probably come in shivering with cold and reproach
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her, if she did not find a'glowing hearth to welcome her. She
applied fresh fuel, till, lulled by the monotonous sound of the
wind, she fell asleep in her chair, nor waked till the voice ofEllen roused her from her slumbers. A few dull embers were
all that was left of the fire, the candle gleamed faintly beneath
a long, gloomy wick-everything looked cold and comfortless.
It was long before poor Agnes could recall the cheering
warmth. In the mean time, Ellen poured upon her a torrent
of reproaches, and tossing her cloak on a chair, declared shewould never go to another ball as long as she lived-she had
been tired to death, chilled to death, and now to be vexed to

'y w death, by such a stupid, selfish creature as Agnes. It was too
much for human nature to endure. Agnes bore it all insilence, for she ate the bread of dependence, and dared not
express the bitter feelings that rose to her lips. But she no
longer said in her heart "happy, beautiful Ellen;" she
wished her admirers could see her as she then did, and be dis..enchanted.

"Take off this horrid dress," cried Ellen, pulling the rosesfrom her hair, now uncurled by the damp, and hanging in
long straight tresses over her face. What a contrast did shenow present to the brilliant figure which had left the chamber
a few hours before ! Her cheeks were pale, her eyes heavy,her limbs relaxed, her buoyant spirits gone. The terrible mis-
fortune of not having reigned an unrivalled belle, completely
overwhelmed her ! He, whose admiration she most prized,
had devoted himself to another, and she hated the fair, un-
conscious stranger, who had attracted him from his allegiance.
The costly dress which the mantuamaker had sat up all night
to complete, was thrown aside as a worthless rag; her flowers
were scattered on the floor; every article of her dress bore wit-
ness to her ill-humour.

"I cannot get warm," said she; "I believe I have caught
my death-cold;" and throwing her still shivering limbs on the
bed, she told Agnes to bury her in blankets, and then let hersleep. Can we suppose that guardian angels hovered over thecouch, and watched the slumbers of this youthful beauty?There was no hallowed spot in her chamber, where she wasaccustomed to kneel in penitence, gratitude, and adoration,
before the King of Kings and Lord of Lords. Perhaps, when
a mere child, she had been taught to repeat the Lord's Prayerat her nurse's knee, but never had her heart ascended untoHim, who created her for his glory, and breathed into her
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frame a portion of his own immortal Spirit. She had been
educated solely for the circles of fashion, to glitter and be

admired-to dance, to sing, to dress, to talk, and that was all.

She knew that she must one day die, and when the bell tolled,
and the long funeral darkened the way, she was reluctantly
reminded of her own mortality. )3ut she banished the dreadful
and mysterious thought, as one with which youth, beauty, and
health had nothing to do, and as suited only to the ifirmities

of age, and the agonies of disease. As for the judgment be-

yond the grave, that scene of indescribable grandeur, when

every created being must stand before the presence of un-

created glory, "to give an account of the deeds done in the
body," she deemed it shocking and sacrilegious to think of a

subject so awful; and, to do her justice, she never heard it

mentioned except from the pulpit (for there are fas hionable

churches, and Ellen was the belle of the church as well as of

the ball-room). Thus living in practical atheism, labouring to
bring every thought and feeling in subjection to the bondage
of fashion, endeavouring to annihilate the great principle of

immortality struggling within her, Ellen Loring was as much

the slave of vice as the votary of pleasure. Like the king of
Babylon, who took the golden vessels from the temple of the

Lord, and desecrated them at his unhallowed banquet, she had

robbed her soul, that temple of the living God, of its sacred

treasures, and appropriated them to the revelries of life. But

the hour was approaching, when the invisible angel of con-

science was to write on the walls of memory those mystic

characters which a greater than Daniel alone can interpret.

'IC * 'I**C

It was the afternoon of a mild summer's day, a lovely,
smiling, joyous summer day, when two female figures were
seen slowly walking along a shaded path, that led from a neat

white cottage towards a neighbouring grove. One was beau.

tiful, and both were young, but the beautiful one was so pale
and languid, so fragile and fading, it was impossible to behold

her without the deepest commiseration. She moved listlessly on,
leaning on the arm of her less fair, but healthier companion,
apparently insensible of the sweet and glowing scenery around

her. The birds sung in melodious concert, from every green

bough, but their music could not gladden her ear ; the air

played softly through her heavy locks, but awaked no elastic

spring in her once bounding spirits. It was the late blooming
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Ellen Loring, who, according to the advice of her physician,
was inhaling the country air, to see if it could not impart an
invigorating influence. She had never recovered from the
deadly chill occasioned by her exposure, the night of the ball,
when she stood with her thin slippers and uncovered neck in
the snow and the blast, in all the "madness of superfluous
health." It was said she had caught a "dreadful cold," which
the warm season would undoubtedly relieve, and when the

= summer came, and her cough continued with unabated violence
and her flesh and her strength wasted, she was sent into thek country, assured that a change of air and daily exercise would
infallibly restore her. The fearful word consumption, which
in the days of Ellen's health was so often on the mother's
lips, was never mentioned now; and whenever friends inquired
after Ellen, she always told them, "she had caught a bad
cold, which hung on a long time, but that she was so young,
and had so fine a constitution, she did not apprehend an
danger." Ellen was very unwilling to follow the prescriptions
of her medical friend. She left the city with great reluctance
dreading the loneliness of a country life. Agnes accompanied
her, on whom was imposed the difficult task of amusing and
cheering the invalid, and of beguiling her of every sense of
her danger. "Be sure," said Mrs.. Loring, when she gave
her parting injunctions to Agnes, " that you do not suffer her
to be alone: there is nothing so disadvantageous to a sick per-
son as to brood over their own thoughts. It always occasions
low spirits. I have put up a large supply of novels, and when
she is tired of reading herself, you must read to her, or sing
to her, or amuse her in every possible manner. If she should
be very ill, you must send for me immediately, but I have no
doubt that in a few weeks she will be as well as ever."

Poor Agnes sometimes was tempted to sink under the weary
burden of her cares. She wondered she had ever thought it
a task to array her for the ball-room, or to wait her return at
the midnight-hour. But she no longer envied her, for Ellen
pale and faded, and dejected, was a very different object front
Ellen triumphant in beauty and bloom. The kind lady with
whom they boarded, had had a rustic seat constructed under
the trees, in the above-mentioned grove, for the accommodation
of the invalid. As they now approached it, they found it
already occupied by a gentleman, who was so intently reading
he did not seem aware of their vicinity. They were about te
retire, when lifting his eyes, he rose, and with a benignant
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countenance, requested them to be seated. Ellen was exhausted

from the exercise of her walk; and, as the stranger was past the

meridian of life, she did not hesitate to accept his offer, at the

same time thanking him for his courtesy. His mild, yet
serious eyes, rested on her face, with a look of extreme com-

miseration, as with a deep sigh of fatigue she leaned on the

shoulder of Agnes, while the hectic flush flitting over her
cheek, betrayed the feverish current that was flowing in her
veins.

"You seem an invalid, my dear young lady," said he, so
kindly and respectfully, it was impossible to be offended with
the freedom of the address; "I trust you find there is a balm
in Gilead, a heavenly Physician near."

Ellen gave him a glance of unspeakable astonishment.
and coldly answered, "I have a severe cold, sir-nothing
more."

The dry, continuous cough that succeeded, was a fearful

commentary upon her words. The stranger seemed one not
easily repulsed, and one, too, who had conceived a sudden and

irrepressible interest in his young companions. Agnes, in

arranging Ellen's scarf, dropped a book from her hand, which
he stooped to raise, and as his eye glanced on the title, the
gravity of his countenance deepened. It was one of * * ****

last works, in which that master of glowing language and im-

passioned images, has thrown his most powerful spell around

the senses of the reader, and dazzled and bewildered his percep-
tions of right and wrong.

"Suffer me to ask you, young lady," said he, laying down

the book, with a sigh, "if you find in these pages instruction,

consolation, or support? anything that as a rational being you
ought to seek, as a moral one to approve, as an immortal one

to desire ?"
Ellen was roused to a portion of her former animation, by

this attack upon her favourite author ; and, in language warm

as his from whom she drew her inspiration, she defended his

sentiments and exalted his genius--she spoke of his godlike
mind, when the stranger entreated her to forbear, in words of

supplication, but in accents of command.
"Draw not a similitude," said he, "between a holy God,

and a being who has perverted the noblest powers that God

has given. Bear with me a little while, and I will show you
what is truly godlike, a book as far transcending the produc-
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tions of him you so much admire, as the rays of the.sun excel
in glory the wan light of a taper."

Then, taking from his bosom the volume which had excited
the curiosity of Ellen, on account of its apparent fascination
and seating himself by her side, he unfolded its sacredSpages.
She caught a glimpse of the golden letters on the binding,
and drew back with a feeling of superstitious dread. It seemed
to her, that he was about to read her death-warrant, and she
involuntarily put out her hand, with a repulsive motion. With-
out appearing to regard it, he looked upon her with sweet
and solenin countenance, while he repeated this passage from
a bard who had drank of the waters of a holier ountai than
Grecian poets ever knew:

"This book, this holy book, on every line
Marked with the seal of high divinity,
On every leaf bedewed with drops of love sDivine, and with the eternal heraldry
And signature of God Almighty stamped
From first to last; this ray of sacred light,
This lamp, from off the everlasting throne,
Mercy took down, and in the night of time,
Stood, casting on the dark her gracious bow ;And evermore, beseeching men, with tears
And earnest sighs, to read, believe,and live."

Ellen listened with indescribable awe. There was a ownerand sensibility in his accent, a depth of expression in his occa-
sional upturned glance, that impressed and affected her as shehad never been before.

"Forgive me," said he, "if, as a stranger I seem intrusive;
but I look upon every, son and daughter of Adam, with thetenderness of a brother, and upon whom the Almighty haslaid his chastening hand, with feelings of peculiar interest. IfI were wandering through a barren wilderness, and found afountain of living water, and suffered my fellow-pilgrim toslake his thirst at the noisome pool by the wayside, without
calling him to drink of the pure stream, would he not havereason to upbraid me for my selfishness? Oh! doubly selfishthen should I be, if, after tasting the waters of everlasting
life, for ever flowing from this blessed Book, Ishould not seekto draw you from the polluted sources in which you vainlyendeavour to quench the thirst of an immortal spirit. Dear
young fellow-traveller to eternity, suffer me to lend you aguiding hand."

:
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Ellen Loring, who had beeti famed in the circles of fashion
for her ready wit and brilliant repartee, found no words in

which to reply to this affectionate and solemn appeal. She

turned aside her head, to hide the tears which she could no
~longer repress from flowing down her cheeks. As the polished,
lbut darkened Athenians, when Paul, standing on Mars Hill,
explained to them "that unknown God, whom they ignorantly
worshipped," trembled before an eloquence they could not

comprehendshe was oppressed by a power she could not

define. Agnes, who began to be alarmed at the consequences

of this agitation, and who saw in perspective Mrs. Loring's

displeasure and reproaches, here whispered Ellen it was time
to return, and Ellen, glad to be released from an influence to
which she was constrained to bow, obeyed the signal. Their

new friend rose also; "I cannot but believe," said he, "that

this meeting is providential. It seems to me that heaven

directed my steps hither, that I might lead you to those green

pastures and still waters where the Shepherd of Israel gathers

his flock. You are both young, but there is one of you whose

cheek is pale, and whose saddened glance tells a touching
history of the vanity of all earthly things. Take this blessed
volume, and substitute it for the one you now hold, and believe

me you will find in it an inexhaustible supply of entertainment

and delight, a perennial spring of light, and love, and joy. You

will find it an unerring guide in life, and a torch to ilumme

the dark valley of the shadow of death. Farewell-the bless-

ing of Israel's God be yours !".
He placed the book in the hand of Agnes, and turned in a

different path. They walked home in silence. Neither ex-

pressed to the other the thoughts that filled the bosom of each.

Had an angel from heaven come down and met them in the

grove, the interview could hardly have had a more solemnizing

influence. It was the first time they had ever been individually

addressed as immortal beings, the first time they had been

personally reminded that they were pilgrims of earth, and

doomed to be dwellers of the tomb. The voice of the stranger

still rung in their ears, deep and mellow as the sound of

the church-going bell. Those warning accents, they coulddnot
forget them, for there was an echo in their own hearts, and an

answer too, affirming the truth of what he uttered. That nig ,

when Ellen, unusually exhausted, reclined on her restless

couch, she suddenly asked Agnes to read her something from
that book, so mysteriously given. It was the first time she
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had addressed her, since their return, and there was something
startling in the sound of her voice, it was so altered. There
was humility in the tone, that usually breathed pride or discon-
tent. Agnes sat down, and turned the leaves with a trembling
hand.

"What shall I read? where shall I commence ?" asked she
fearful and irresolute, in utter ignorance of its hallowed con-
tents.

"Alas! I know not," replied Ellen, then raising herself on
- her elbow, with a wild and earnest look, "see if you can find

where it speaks of that dark valley, of which he told-the dark
valley of death."

By one of those unexpected coincidences which sometimes
occur, Agnes at that moment opened at the twenty-third Psalmand the verse containing this sublime allusion met her eye
She read aloud--" Though I walk through the valle of the
shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for thou art with me-
thy rod and thy staff, they comfort me."

"Strange," repeated Ellen, and making a motion for her tocontinue, Agnes read the remainder of that beautiful Psalm,and the two succeeding ones, before she paused. Dark as wastheir understanding with regard to spiritual things, and deepas was their ignorance, they were yet capable of taking insome faint glimpses of the glory of the Lord, pervading thesestrains of inspiration. Agnes was a pleasing reader, and hervoice, now modulated by new emotions, was peculiarly impress-ive. Ellen repeated again and again to herself, after Agneshad ceased, "Who is this King of glory? The Lord strong
and mighty ?" She had never thought of God, but as of aBeing dreadful in power, avenging in his judgments and awfulin his mystery. She had remembered him only in the whirl-wind and the storm, the lightning and the thunder, never in
the still small voice. She had thought of death, but it was of thewinding sheet and the dark coffin lid, and the lonely grave---
her fears had rested there, on the shuddering brink of decay-
ing mortality. Oh! as she lay awake during the long watchesof that night, and conscience, aroused from its deadly lethargy,
entered the silent chambers of memory and waked the slum-bering shadows of the past--how cheerless, how dark was theretrospect ! Far as the eye of memory could revert she couldread nothing but vanity, vanity ! A wide, wide blank, onwhich a spectral hand was writing vanity, and somethin told
her, too that that same hand would ere long write this great11

,_
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moral of life on her mouldering ashes. She cast her fearful gaze
upon the future, but recoiled in shivering dread, from the vast

illimitable abyss that darkened before her. No ray of hope
illumined the dread immense. The Star of Bethlehem had

never yet shed its holy beams on the horoscope of her destiny;
not that its beams had ever ceased to shine, since that me-

morable night when, following its silvery pathway in the

heavens, the wise men of the East were guided to the cradle

of the infant Redeemer, to offer their adoration at his feet;
but her eyes had never looked beyond the clouds of time, and
in its high and pure resplendence it had shone in vain for

her.
"I will seek him to-morrow, this holy man," said she, as

hour after hour she lay gazing, through her curtains, on the

starry depths of night, "and ask him to enlighten and direct

me."
The morrow came, but Ellen was not able to take her ac-

customed work. For several days she was confined from de-

bility to her own room, and had ample leisure to continue the

great walk of self-examination. As soon as she was permitted

to go into the open air, she sought her wonted retreat, and it

was with feelings of mingled joy and dread, she recognised

the stranger, apparently waiting their approach. This truly

good man, though a stranger to them, was well known in the
neighbourhood for his deeds of charity and labours of love..
His name was M * * * *, and as there was no mystery in his
character or life, he may be here introduced to the reader,
that the appellation of stranger may no longer be necessary.
He greeted them both with even more than his former kind-

ness, and noticed with pain the increased debility of Ellen.

He saw, too, from her restless glance, that her soul was dis-

quieted within her.
" Oh, sir," said Ellen, mournfully, "you promised me joy,

and you have given me wretchedness."
"My daughter," replied Mr. M * * * *, "before the sick

found healing virtue in the waters at Bethesda, an angel came

down and troubled the stillness of the pool."

Then, at her own request, he sat down by her side, and en-

deavoured to explain to her the grand yet simple truths of

Christianity. And beginning with the law and the prophets,
he carried her with him to the mount that burned with fire

and thick smoke, where the Almighty, descending in shrouded

majesty, proclaimed his will to a trembling world, in thunder
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and lightning and flame; he led her on with him, through
the wilderness, pointing out the smitten rock, the descending
manna, the brazen serpent, and all the miraculous manifesta-
tions of God's love to his chosen people; then, taking up the
lofty strains of prophecy, from the melodious harp of David to
the sublimer lyre of Isaiah, he shadowed forth the promised.
Messiah. In more persuasive accents he dwelt on the fulfil-
ment of those wondrous prophecies. Gently, solemnly he
guided her on, from the manger to the cross, unfolding as he
went the glorious mysteries of redemption, the depth, the
grandeur, the extent, and the exaltation of a Saviour's love.
Ellen listened and wept. She felt as if she could have listened
for ever. At one moment she was oppressed by the greatness
of the theme, at another melted by its tenderness. Those who
from infancy have been accustomed to hear these divine truths
explained, who from their earliest years have surrounded the
household altar, and daily read God's holy word, can have no
conception of the overpowering emotions of Ellen and Agnes;
neither can they, whose infant glances have taken in the
visible glories of creation, comprehend the rapture and amaze-
ment of those who, being born blind, are made in after years
to see.

From this hour Ellen and Agnes became the willing pupils
of Mr. M * * **, in the most interesting study in the uni-
verse; but it is with Ellen the reader is supposed most strongly
to sympathize; the feelings of Agnes may be inferred fromher going hand in hand with her invalid friend. Ellen lin..
gered in the country till the golden leaves of autumn began
to strew the ground, and its chill gales to sigh through thegrove. What progress she made during this time in thelore of heaven, under the teachings and prayers of her be-
loved istructor, may be gathered from another, and the lastscene, through which this once glittering belle was destined to
pass.

The chamber in which Ellen Loring was first presented to
the reader, surrounded by the paraphernalia of the ball-room,
was once more lighted--but what a change now met the eye!
She, who then sat before the mirror to be arrayed in theadornments of fashion, whose vain eye gazed with unrepressed
admiration on her own loveliness, and who laughed to scorn
the apprehensions of her fatally indulgent mother, now lay
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pale and emaciated on her couch. No roses now bloomed in
her damp, unbraided locks, no decorating pearl surrounded
herwan neck, no sparkling ray of anticipated triumph flashed
from her sunken eye. Pride, vanity, vainglory, strength,
beauty-all were fled.

Come hither, ye daughters of pleasure, ye who live alone
for the fleeting joys of sense, who give to the worldthe homage

that God requires, and waste in the pursuits of time the ener-

gies given for eternity, and look upon a scene through which

you must one day pass ! There is more eloquence in one dying
bed, than Grecian or Roman orator ever uttered.

The dim eyes of Ellen turned towards the door, with a wist-

ful glance. "I fear it will be too late," said she; "mother,
if he should not come before Ii die-"

"Die "almost shrieked Mrs. Loring; "you are not going to
die, Ellen. Do not talk so frightfully. You will be better

soon-Agnes, bathe her temples. She is only faint."
"No, mother,"tanswered Ellen, and her voice was sur-

prisingly clear in its tones, "I feel the truth of what I utter,

here," laying her wastedhand on her breast, as she spoke.

"I did hope that I might live to hear once more the voice of
him who taught me the way of salvation, and revealed to my
benighted mind the God who created, the Saviour who redeem-

ed me, that I might breathe out to him my parting blessing,
and hear his hallowed prayer rise over my dying bed. But

oh, my dear other, it is for your sake, more than mine, I

yearn for his presence--I looked to him to comfort you, when
IY am gone." Mrs. Loring here burst into a violent paroxysm
of tears, and wrung her hands in uncontrollable agony.

" Oh ! I cannot give thee up," she again and again repeated,
" my beautiful Ellen, my good, my beautiful child t"

Mournfully, painfully did these exclamations fall on the

chastened ears of the dying Ellen.
"Recall not the image of departed beauty, oh my mother !

I made it my idol, and my heavenly Father, in infinite

mercy consumed it with the breath of his mouth. Speak
not of goodness--my life has been one long act of sin and in.

gratitude. I can look back upon nothing but wasted mercies,
neglected opportunities, and perverted talents. But blessed
be God, since I have been led in penitence and faith to the
feet of a crucifiedSaviour, I dare to believe that my sins are

forgiven, and that my trembling spirit will soon find rest in
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the bosom of Him, who lived to instruct and died to redeem
me."y

Ellen paused, for difficult breathing had often impeded her
utterance ; but her prayerful eyes, raised to heaven, told the
intercourse her soul was holding with One "whom not having
seen she loved, but in whom believing, she rejoiced i v
unspeakable and full of glory." At this moment, the door
softly opened, and the gentle footstepstof him, whom on earth

w;she most longed to behold, entered the chamber. A h
caught a glimpse of that benign, that venerated countenance,
she felt a glow of happiness pervading her being, of which she
thought her waning life almost incapable. She clasped herfeeble hands together, and exclaimed, "Oh! Mr. M * *:

It was all she could utter, for tears, whose fountains she had
thought dried for ever, gushed into her eyes and rolled down
her pallid cheeks. Mr. M * * * * took one of her cold bands
in his, and looked upon her, for a time, without speaking.

"My daughter," at length he said, and he did not speak
without much emotion, "do you find the hand of God laid
heavy upon your soul, or is it gentle, even as a father's
hand ?"

b"Gentle,most gentle," she answered. "Oh! blessed, for
ever blessed be the hour that sent you, heaven-directed, toguide the wanderer in the paths of pae Had it no ,be

for you, I should now be trembling on the verge of a dark
eternity, without one ray to illumine the unfathomable abyss.Pray for me once more, my beloved friend, and pa too for

my earmotertha sh my be enabled to seek Him in
faith, who can make a dying bed 'feel soft as down pillows

Ellen clasped her feeble hands together, while Mr. M * * *
kneeling by her bed-side, in that low, sweet solemn tone forwhich he was so remarkable, breathed forth one of those deep

fervent prayers, which are, as it were, wings to the souland bear it up to heaven. Mrs. Loring knelt too, by the
heping Agnes, ut her spirit, unused to devotion, lingered

mbelow,and her eyes wandered fromthe heavenly countenance}of that moan of God, to the death-like face of that child, whose
beauty had once been her pride. She remembered how shorta time since, she had seen that form float in airy grace before

themirorclohedinfai ad flowing robes, and how soon she
should 'see it extended in the awful immobility of h
wrapped in the still winding-sheet, that garment whose folds

11*
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are never more waved by the 'breath of life. Then, conscience
whispered in her shuddering ear, that, had she acted a mother's
part, and disciplined her daughter to prudence and obedience,
the blasts of death had not thus blighted her in her early
bloom. And it whispered also, that she had no comfort to
offer her dying child, in this last conflict of dissolving nature.
It was for this world she had lived herself, it was for this
world she -had taught her to live, but for that untravelled
world beyond, she had no guiding hand to extend. It was to
a stranger's face the fading eyes of Ellen were directed. It
was a stranger's prayers that hallowed her passage to the tomb.
The realities of eternity for the first time pressed home, on
that vain mother's heart. She felt, too, that she must one day
die, and that earth with all its riches and pleasures could yield
her no support in that awful moment. That there was some-
thing which earth could not impart, which had power to soothe
and animate the departing spirit, she knew by the angelic ex-
pression of Ellen's upturned eyes, and by the look of unutter-
able serenity that was diffused over her whole countenance
The voice of Mr. M *** * died away on her ear, and an un-
broken silence reigned through the apartment. Her stormy
grief had been stilled into calmness, during that holy prayer.
The eyes of Ellen were now gently closed, and as they rose
from their knees they sat down by her side, fearing, even by a
deep-drawn breath, to disturb her slumbers. A faint hope
began to dawn in the mother's heart, from the placidity and
duration of her slumbers.

"I have never known her sleep so calm before," said she,
in a low voice, to-Mr. M * * * . Mr. M * * * * bent forward
and laid his hand softly on her marble brow.

"Calm indeed are her slumbers," said he, looking solemnly
upward ; "she sleeps now, I trust, in the bosom of her Saviour
and her God."

Thus died Ellen Loring-just one year from that night
when Agnes followed her retreating figure, with such a wistful
gaze, as she left her for the ball-room, exclaiming to herself,
"Happy, beautiful Ellen !" and Agnes now said within herself,
even while she wept over her clay-cold form, "Happy Ellen !"
but with far different emotions; for she now followed, with
the eye of faith, her ascending spirit to the regions of the
blest, and saw her, in imagination, enter those golden gates,
which never will be closed against the humble and penitent
believer.
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Aofewo evenings after, a brilliant party was assembled in one
of those halls, where pleasure welcomes its votaries.--." Didyou know that Ellen Loring was dead ?" observed some oneto a eautead girl, the very counterpart of what Ellen oncewas. Dead . exclaimed the startled beauty, for one momentarmed to reflection; "I did not think she would haveso soon. I am sorry you told me-.it will throw a damver my spirits the whole, evening--poor Ellen !" It wasbut a moment, and the music breathed forth its joyous strains.

foroenl in haste to the dance, and Ellen Loring wasforgotten.g

THREE SCENES IN THE LIFE OF A BELLE.



THE FATAL COSMETIC.

CHARLES BROWN sat with Mr. Hall in a corner of the
room, apart from the rest of the company. Mr. Hall was a
stranger, Charles the familiar acquaintance of all present. The
former evidently retained his seat out of politeness to the latter
for his eyes wandered continually to te other side of the
room, where a group of young ladies was gathered round a
piano, so closely as to conceal the musician to whom they
were apparently listening. The voice that accompanied the
instrument was weak and irregular, and the high tones exces-
sively shrill and disagreeable, yet the performer continued her
songs with unwearied patience, thinking the young gentlemen
were turned into the very stones that Orpheus changed into
breathing things, to remain insensible to her minstrelsy.
There was one fair, blue-eyed girl, with a very sweet counte-
nance, who stood behind her chair and cast many a mirthful
glance towards Charles, while she urged the songstress to con..
tinue at every pause, as if she were spell-bound by the melody.
Charles laughed, and kept time with his foot, but Mr. Hall bit
his lips, and a frown passed over his handsome and serious
countenance. "What a wretched state of society !" exclaimed
he, "that admits, nay, even demands such insincerity. Look
at the ingenuous countenance of that young girl-.-would you
not expect from her sincerity and truth? Yet, with what
practical falsehood she encourages her companion in her odious
screeching !"

"Take care," answered Charles, "you must not be too severe.
That young lady is a very particular friend of mine, and a very
charming girl. She has remarkably popular manners, and if
she is guilty of a few little innocent deceptions, such, for in-
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stance, as the present, I see no
ka; self, and they certainly e possible harm in them to her-sel?,andthy crtiny give great pleasure to others. Sh

makes Miss Lewis very hapb he apasuret adir She
and I do not see that she ipy her apparent admiratio

Mr. Hall sighed. jures any one ese."
"I fear," said he, "I am becomingI have very peculiar view suchig a misanthropist. I find

me from my fellow beings. a t e apart and isolate
of s c ey . 1 consider truth as the c r e stoe f th gratesocial fabric, and where this cornerstaoneotantlyrealook

ing for ruin and desolation. Theant dg, I aciconstant vork-
however fair and fascinating, is no more tofmetan ths vitedsepulchre and painted wall." than the white

You have, indeed, Peculiar vircolouring with a vexation he was too o answered Charle
other way;o "and if you look upon the ne press inany
1ons practised in oityatale hd e necessary disiuatio s ratiedin society as falsehoods, and brandt e s such,I can only say, that you have created a standard of morality

mo e exalted and pure than human nature can ever rea ry
Cannot claim the m erit of creating e e r d which.

the divine Moralist gave to man e standard whi s

duties from the sacred mount in chae s marked out his

that the very blind might see and aracters so clear an deessr.o ear of deafness
Mr. hall spoke with warmth Thwere directed towards him, Te a eyes of the,gained silent. Miss Lewis'rose t isconoerted, and re-

wards the fire.erom the piano, and drew

am getting terribly tired of th -don t think it suits my voice at all. e piano," said she. u 
on the guitar and the harp-n h a going to take lessons
them; andr hn they arp muone has so much more scope with

; You are perfectly arigh ore graceful instruments."
"You are perecty right," replied M iss iEllith yo nady with the ingenuous countenance is h s the youngwould excel on either, and your sinng, have no doubt you

appreciated. Don't you think so, Mgag would be mch btur.

g to a young lady, who had hithergaret added she, turn-
rently unobserved, e en silent, and appa-

You know I do not," answered sh
a dressed, i a perfectly quiet m anner a, an was her ptly
serenely on her face; "I should be r, andfiMing her ws
o do anything disadvantageous to hr d ss Lewis

painful to her friends." herself, and consequently
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"Really, Miss Howard," cried Miss Lewis, bridling, and
tossing her head with a disdainful air, "you need not be so
afraid of my giving you so much pain-I will not intrude my
singing upon your delicate and refined ears."

Mr. Hall made a movement forward, attracted by the un-
common sincerity of Miss Howard's remark.

"There," whispered Charles, "is a girl after your own heart
-Margaret Howard will speak the truth, however unpalatable
it may be, and see what wry faces poor Miss Lewis makes in
trying not to swallow it-I am sure Mary Ellis's flattery is a
thousand times kinder and more amiable."

Mr. Hall did not answer. His eyes were perusing the face
of her, whose lips had just given such honourable testimony
to a virtue so rarely respected by the world of fashion. A
decent boldness lighted up the clear hazel eyes that did not
seem to be unconscious of the dark and penetrating glances at
that moment resting upon them. She was dressed with re-
markable simplicity. No decoration in colour relieved the
spotless whiteness of her attire. Her hair of pale, yet shiningbrown, was plainly parted over a brow somewhat too lofty formere feminine beauty, but white and smooth as Parian marble.
Her features, altogether, bore more resemblance to a Pallas
than a Venus. They were calm and pure, but somewhat cold
and passionless-and under that pale, transparent skin, there
seemed no under current, ebbing and flowing with the crimson
tide of the heart. Her figure, veiled to the throat, was of fine,
though not very slender proportions. There was evidently no
artificial compression about the waist, no binding ligatures to
prevent the elastic motions of the limbs, the pliable and grace-
ful movements of nature.

"She has a fine face-a very handsome face," repeated
Charles, responding to what Mr. Hall looked, for as yet he
had uttered nothing ; "but to me, it is an uninteresting one.
She is not generally liked-respected, it is true, but feared--
and fear is a feeling which few young ladies would wish to
inspire. It is a dangerous thing to live above the world-at
least, for a woman."

Charles availed himself of the earliest opportunity of intro-
ducing his friend to Miss Howard, glad to be liberated for a
while from the close companionship of a man who made him
feel strangely uncomfortable with regard to'himself, and well
pleased with the opportunity of conversing with his favourite,
Mary Ellis.

' -I fe quite vexed with Margaret" -sdgirl, "for spoiling my compliment to 'IMiss Leis thou l

gve one of my little fingers to catch her would

lie."oronce white

"Ask her if she does not thinkanerself handsome," saidCh rls " woman ever acknowleded thattr t, aho g
none be more firmly believed." g at truth, though

e le expected she would act upon h
coary was too much delighted at the thouhtis suggestion but
compromising Margaret guilty of a -er eing the un..
to pass unheeded. prevarication to sufferit

rxinlagaret," cried she, approaching her unawed bpiminy of the majestic stranger-"Mr. Br a y yothe
will deny that you think yourself handsome. Tel m tyou

u I will tellyou believe yourself very handsome ?"
In wl t you the truth, Mary," replied

isg so rightly, as to give an actual radiance to her face, "thatopinion eak at all. But I would rather decline fging any
Ahoi myse.g"any

say th argaret," persisted Miss Ellis "I have heard yousa o conceal the truth, when it was required o yu
hood ome moral duty were involved, was equivalent ofs-

hood. Blear w itness, C harles, here is on eq u je c to a false

even Margaret Howard dares not speak the trsubect on which

force me tare mistaken," replied Miss Howard; n
in m o speak, by attacking my principe, asinceyou

g to say, I do think myself handsome; but not s am spey ..
just o allow me to claim a superiority o so conspicu-

justify so singular and unnecessary a quover my sex or to

Aess of thed--een the grave Mr."Hall smiled
ees o the avowal--all but Miss Lewis h atthe frank

eyes and risnher Lws htriode raise g hands, exclaimed "R ally tur a pher
besty is equal to her politeness.' I thou s Howard's
beauty."Potees 1thuta Tsh g e despised

howarde gifts of God are never to be despised," answer
showd, mildly. "If he has graced the outered Miss
pue. only be more careful to keep the idellepritwe

pure." ingSpirit
ce dw thback, as if pained by the observation s h
citek e deep and modest colour radually fe had ex.

cheek. Mr. Hall had not been an gu y faded from
ofa sa a and disappointed manHuiteetd listener.e woman a erfid faed -an He had been the victimp awdy and falsehood--adwas consequently

TIlE 
FATAL 

COSMETIC.

7 O 
7

n



132 THE FATAL COSMETIC.

distrustful of the whole sex ; and his health had suffered from

the corrosion of his feelings, and he had been compelled to

seek, in a milder clime, a balm which time alone could yield.

He had been absent several years, and was just returned to his

native country, but not to the scene of his former residence.

The wound was healed, but the hardness of the scar remained.

One greater and purer than the Genius of te Aaia~n
Tale, had placed in his breast a mirror, whose lustre would
be instantaneously dimmed by the breath of falsehood or dis-

simulation. It was in this mirror he saw reflected the actions

of his fellow beings, and it pained him to see its bright surface
so constantly sullied. Never, since the hour he was so ftlly
deceived, had he been in the presence of woman, without a

melancholy conviction that she was incapable of standing the
test of this bosom talisman. Here, however, was one, whose

lips cast no cloud upon its lustre. He witnessed the marvel-

lous spectacle of a young, beautiful, and accomplished woman,
surrounded by the artifices and embellishments of fashionable

life, speaking the truth, in all simplicity and godly sincerity, as

commanded by the holy men of old. There was something in

the sight that renovated and refreshed his blighted feelings.
The dew falling on the parched herbage, prepares it for the
influence of a kinder ray. Even so the voice of Margaret
Howard, gentle in itself and persuasive, advocating the cause

he most venerated, operated this night on the heart of Mr.

Hall.thedwell-
For many weeks the same party frequently met at dwell-

ing of Mrs. Astor. This lady was a professed patroness and

admirer of genius and the fine arts. To be a fine painter, a

fine singer, a fine writer, a traveller, or a foreigner, was a direct

passport to her favour. To be distinguished in any manner 1,n
society was sufficient, provided it was not "bad eminence"
which was attained by the individual. She admired Mr. .ai
for the stately gloom of his mien, his dark and foreign air, his

peculiar and high-wrought sentiments. She sought an intimacy
with Margaret Howard, for it was a distinction~ to be her friend,
and, moreover, she had an exquisite taste and skill in drawing

and painting. Mary Ellis was a particular favourite of hers,

because her own favourite cousin Charles Brown thought her

the most fascinating young lady of his acquaintance. Mrs.

Astor's house was elegantly furnished, and her rooms were

adorned with rare and beautiful specimens of painting and
statuary. She had one apartment which she called her Gallery
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of Fine Arts, and every new guest was duly ushered into thissanctuary, and called upon to look and admire the glowing
canvas and the breathing marble. A magnificent pier-glass
was placed on one side of the hall, so as toareflect and multiply
these classic beauties. It had been purchased in Europe, and
was remarkable for its thickness, brilliance, and fidelity of re-
flection. It was a favourite piece of furniture of Mrs. Astor'
and all her servants were warned to be particularly careful
whenever they dusted its surface. As thi
importance in the story, it deserves a minute description. Mrs.
Astor thought the only thing- necessary to complete the fur-
nishing of the gallery, were transparencies for the windows.
Miss Howard, upon hearing the remark, immediately offered
to supply the deficiency, an offer at once eagerly accepted and
Mrs. Astor insisted that her painting apparatus should be placed
in the very room, that she might receive all the inspiration to
be derived from the mute yet eloquent relics of genius, that
there solicited the gaze. Nothing could be more delightful
than the progress of the work. Margaret was an enthusiast
in the art, and her kindling cheek always attested the triumph
of her creating hand. Mrs. Astor was in a constant state ofexcitement, till the whole was completed, and it was no lighttask, as four were required, and the windows were of an extrasize. Almost every day saw the fair artist seated at her easelwith the same group gathered round her. Mary Ellis admired
everything so indiscriminately, it was impossible to attachmuch value to her praise; but Mr. Hall criticised as well asadmired, and as he had the painter's eye, and the poet's ton
Margaret felt the value of his suggestions, and the interest
they added to her employment. Above all things, shefelt
their truth. She saw that he never flattered, that he dared toblame, and when he did commend, she was conscious thtribute was deserved. Margaret was not one of those beings,who cannot do but one thing at a time. She could talk andlisten, while her hands were applying the brush or arrangingthe colours, and look up too from the canvas, with arlance
that showed how entirely she participated in whatg
around her.

"I wonder you are not tired to death of that everlasting
easel, said Mary Ellis to Margaret, who grew every da more
interested in her task. "I could not endure such confine-nent." 

-

"Death and everlasting are solemn words to be so lightly12s o
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used, my dear Mary," answered Margaret, whose religious ear
was always pained by levity on sacred themes.

"I would not be as serious as you are, for a thousand

worlds," replied Mary, laughing; "I really believe you think
it a sin to smile. Give me the roses of life, let who will take

the thorns. I am going now to gather some, if I can, and

leave you and Mr. Hall to enjoy all the briers you can find."

She left the room gayly singing, sure to be immediately fol-

lowed by Charles, and Mr. Hall was left sole companion of the

artist. Mary had associated their names together, for the pur-

pose of disturbing the self-possession of Margaret, and she

certainly succeeded in her object. Had Mr. Hall perceived

her heightened colour, his vanity might have drawn a flatter..

ing inference; but he was standing behind her easel, and his

eyes were fixed on the beautiful personification of Faith, Hope,
and Charity-those three immortal graces-she was delineat-

ing, as kneeling and embracing, with upturned eyes and celes-

tial wings. It was a lovely group-the last of the transparen-

cies, and Margaret lavished on it some of the finest touches

of her genius. Mary had repeated a hundred times that it

was finished, that another stroke of the pencil would ruin it,

and Mrs. Astor declared it perfect, and more than perfect, but

still Margaret lingered at the frame, believing every tint should

be the last. Every lover of the arts knows the fascination

attending the successful exercise and development of their

genius-of seeing bright and warm imaginings assume a colour-

ing and form, and giving to others a transcript of the mind's

glorious creations; but every artist does not know what deeper
charm may be added by the conversation and companionship
of such a being as Mr. Hall. He was what might be called

a fascinating man, notwithstanding the occasional gloom and
general seriousness of his manners. For, when flashes of
sensibility lighted up that gloom, and intellect, excited and
brought fully into action, illumined that seriousness-it was
like moonlight shining on some ruined castle, beauty and

grandeur meeting together and exalting each other, from the

effect of contrast. Then there was a deep vein of piety per-

vading all his sentiments and expressions. The comparison of

the ruined castle is imperfect. The moonbeams falling on

some lofty cathedral, with its pillared dome and "long-drawn

aisles," is a better similitude, for devotion hallowed and elevated

every faculty of his soul. Margaret, who had lived in a world

of her own, surrounded by a purer atmosphere, lonely and
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THE FATAL COSMETIC. 135
somewhat unapproachable, felt as if she were no longer solitary
for here was one who thought and sympathized with her; one,
too, who seemed sanctified and set apart from others, by a kind
of mysterious sorrow, which the instinct of woman told herhad its source in the heart.

"I believe I am too serious, as Mary says," cried Margaret
first breaking the silence; "but it seems to me the thoughtlessalone can be gay. I am young in years, but I began to reflectearly, and from-the moment I took in the mystery of life and
all its awful dependencies, I ceased to be mirthful. I am doomedto pay a constant penalty for the singularity of my feelings.:like the priestess of the ancient temples, I am accused of utter-ing dark sayings of old, and casting the shadows of the future
over the joys of the present."

Margaret seldom alluded to herself, but Mary's accusationabout the thorns and briers had touched her, where perhaps
alone she was vulnerable; and in the frankness of her nature
she uttered what was paramount in herthoughts.

"Happy they who are taught by reflection, not experience,to look seriously, though not sadly on the world," said Mr.Hall, earnestly; "who mourn from philanthropy over its folly
and falsehood, not because that falsehood and folly have'blighted their dearest hopes, nay, cut them off, root and branch,
for ever.

Margaret was agitated, and for a moment the pencil waveredin her hand. She knew Mr. Hall must have been unhappy-...
that he was still suffering from corroding remembrances-and
often had she wished to pierce through the mystery that hungover his past life; but now, when he himself alluded to it, sheshrunk from an explanation. He seemed himself to regretthe warmth of his expressions, and to wish to efface the im-pression they had made, for his attention became riveted onthe picture, which he declared wanted only one thing to make
it perfect-" And what was that ?"--" Truth encircling thetrio with her golden band."

"It may yet be done," cried Margaret; and, with great ani-mation and skill, she sketched the outline suggested.
It is delightful to have one's own favourite sentiments andfeelings embodied by another, and that too with a gracefulreadiness and apparent pleasure, that shows a congeniality ofthought and taste. Mr. Hall was not insensible to this charmin Margaret Howard. He esteemed, revered, admired, hewished that he dared to love her. But all charming and true
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as she seemed, she was still a woman, and he might be again
deceived. It would be a terrible thing to embark his happiness

once more on the waves which had once overwhelmed it ; and

find himself again a shipwrecked mariner, cast upon the cruel

desert of existence. The feelings which Margaret inspired

were so different from the stormy passions which had reigned

over him, it is no wonder he was unconscious of their strength,

and believed himself still his own master.'h
"Bless me," said Mary, who, entering soon after, banished,

as she said, Mr. Hall from her presence, for he retired; "if

you have not added another figure to the group. I have a

great mind to blot Faith, Hope, and Charity, as well as Truth

from existence," and playfully catching hold of the frame, she
pretended to sweep her arm over their faces.

"Oh! Mary, beware !" exclaimed Margaret; but the warn-

ing came too late. The easel tottered and fell instantaneously

against the magnificent glass, upon which Mrs. Astor set such

an immense value, and broke it into a thousand pieces. Mary
looked aghast, and Margaret turned pale as she lifted her

picture from amid the ruins.
"It is not spoiled," said she; "but the glass ."
"Oh! the glass !" cried Mary, looking the image of despair;

whatt shall I do? What will Mrs. Astor say? She will

never forgive me !"i
"She cannot be so vindictive !" replied Margaret; "fbut

is indeed an unfortunate accident, and one for. which I feel

particularly responsible."
"Do not tell her how it happened," cried Mary, shrinking

with moral cowardice from the revealing of the truth. "I
cannot brave her displeasure !-Charles, too, will be angry
with me, and I cannot bear that. Oh! pray, dearest Margaret,

pray do not tell her that it was I who did it-you know it

would be so natural for the easel to fall without any rash hand
to push it. Promise me, Margaret."

Margaret turned her clear, rebuking eye upon the speaker,

with a mingled feeling of indignation and pity.
"I will not expose you, Mary," said she, calmly; and, with-

drawing herself from the rapturous embrace, in which Mary

expressed her gratitude, she began to pick up the fragments

of the mirror, while Mary, unwilling to look on the wreck she
had made, flew out to regain her composure. It happened that

Mr. Hall passed the window while Margaret was thus occu-

pied; and he paused a moment to watch her, for in spite of

s
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himself, he felt a deep and increasing interest in ever action
of Margaret's. Margaret saw his shadow as it lingered bu
she continued her employment. He did not doubt that shehad caused the accident, for he had left her alone, a few mo-
ments before, and he was not conscious that any one'had enteredsince his departure. Though he regretted any circumstance
which might give pain to her, he anticipated a pleasure inseeing the openness and readiness with which she would avowherself the aggressor, and blame herself for her carelessness.

Margaret found herself in a very unpleasant situation. Shehad promised not to betray the cowardly Mary, and she knewthat whatever blame would be attached to the act, would restupon herself. But were Mrs. Astor to question her upon the
subject, she could not deviate from the truth, by acknowledg-
ing a fault she had never committed. She felt an unspeakable
contempt for Mary's weakness, for, had she been in her place,
she would have acknowledged the part she had acted, unhesi-tatingly, secure of the indulgence of friendship and benevo-lence. "Better to leave the circumstance to speak for itself,"
said Margaret to herself, "and of course the burden will restupon me." She sighed as she thought of the happy hours she
had passed, by the side of that mirror, and how often she hadseen it reflect the speaking countenance of Mr. Hall, thattablet of "unutterable thoughts," and then thinking how hishopes seemed shattered like that frail glass, and his memories
of sorrow multiplied, she came to the conclusion that all earthlyhopes were vain and all earthly memories fraught with sadness.Never had Margaret moralized so deeply as in the long soli-
tary walk she stole that evening, to escape the evil of beingdrawn into the tacit sanction of a falsehood. Like manothers, with equally pure intentions, in trying to avoid onemisfortune she incurred a greater.

Mrs. Astor was very much grieved and astonished whenshe discovered her loss. With all her efforts to veil her feel-ings, Mary saw she was displeased with Margaret, and would
probably never value as they deserved, the beautiful transpa.
rencies on which she had so faithfully laboured.

"I would not have cared if any other article had been bro-ken," said Mrs. Astor, whose weak point Mary well knew;" but this can never be replaced. I do not so much value thecost, great as it was, but it was perfectly unique. I neversaw another like it."
Mary's conscience smote her, for suffering another to bear12 *
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the imputation she herself deserved. A sudden plan occurred
to her. She had concealed the truth, she was now determined
to save her friend, even at the cost of a lie.

"I do not believe Margaret broke it," said she. "I saw

Dinah, your little black girl in the room, just before Margaret

left it, and you know how often you have punished her for

putting her hands on forbidden articles. You know if Margaret

had done it, she would have acknowledged it, at once."

"True," exclaimed Mrs. Astor ; "how stupid I have been I"

and glad'to find a- channel in which her anger could flow, un-
checked by the restraints of politeness, she rung the bell and

summoned the unconscious Dinah.
In vain she protested her innocence. She was black, and

it was considered a matter of course that she would lie. Mrs.

Astor took her arm in silence, and led her from the room, in
spite of her prayers and protestations. We should be sorry
to reveal the secrets of the prison-house, but from the cries

that issued through the shut door, and from a certain whizzing
sound in the air, one might judge of the nature of the punish-

ment inflicted on the innocent victim of unmerited wrath.

Mary closed her ears. Every sound pierced her heart. Some- .

thing told her those shrieks would rise up in judgment against

her at the last day. " Oh! how," thought she, "if I fear the

rebuke of my fellow-creature for an unintentional offence,
how can I ever appear before my Creator, with the blackness

of falsehood and the hardness of cruelty on my soul ?" She

wished she had had the courage to have acted right in the first

place, but now it was too late. Charles would despise her,
and that very day he had told her that he loved her better

than all the world beside. She tried, too, to soothe her con-

science, by reflecting that Dinah would have been whipped for

something else, and that as it was a common event to her, it
was, after all, a matter of no great consequence. Mrs. Astor,
having found a legitimate vent for her displeasure, chased the

cloud from her brow, and greeted Margaret with a smile, on
her return, slightly alluding to the accident, evidently trying
to rise superior to the event. Margaret was surprised and
pleased. She expressed her own regret, but as she imputed

to herself no blame, Mrs. Astor was confirmed in the justice

of her verdict. Margaret knew not what had passed in her

absence, for Mrs. Astor was too refined to bring her domestic
troubles before her guests. Mary, who was the only one
necessarily initiated, was too deeply implicated to repeat it,
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and the subject was dismissed. But the impression remained
on one mind, painful and ineffaceable.

Mr. Hall marked Margaret's conscious blush on her entrance,
he had heard the cries and sobs of poor Dinah, and was not
ignorant of the cause. He believed Margaret was aware of
the fact--she, the true offender. A pang, keen as cold steel
can create, shot through his heart at this conviction. He had
thought her so pure, so true, so holy, the very incarnation of
his worshipped virtue--and now, to sacrifice her principles for
such a bauble-a bit of frail glass. He could not remain in
her presence, but, complaining of a headache, suddenly retired,
but not before he had cast a glance on Margaret, so cold and
freezing, it seemed to congeal her very soul.

"He believes me cowardly and false," thought she, for she
divined what was passing in his mind; and if ever she was
tempted to be so, it was in the hope of reinstating herself in
his esteem. She had given her promise to Mary, however,
and it was not to be broken. Mary, whose feelings were as
evanescent as her principles were weak, soon forgot the whole
affair in the preparations of her approaching marriage with
Charles, an event which absorbed all her thoughts, as it involved
all her hopes of happiness.

Margaret finished her task, but the charm which had gilded
the occupation was fled. Mr. Hall seldom called, and when
he did, he wore all his original reserve. Margaret felt she
had not deserved this alienation, and tried to cheer herself
with the conviction of her own integrity; but her spirits were
occasionally dejected, and the figure of Truth, which had such
a beaming outline, assumed the aspect of utter despondency.
Dissatisfied with her work, she at last swept her brush over
the design, and mingling Truth with the dark shades of the
back ground, gave up her office as an artist, declaring, her
sketches completed. Mrs. Astor was enraptured with the
whole, and said she intended to reserve them for the night of
Mary's wedding, when they would burst upon the sight, in one
grand coup d'ceil, in the full blaze of chandeliers, bridal
lamps, and nuptial ornaments. Margaret was to officiate as
one of the bridemaids, but she gave a reluctant consent. She
could not esteem Mary, and she shrunk from her flattery and
caresses with an instinctive loathing. She had once set her
foot on a flowery bank, that edged a beautiful stream. The
turf trembled and gave way, for it was hollow below,, and
Margaret narrowly escaped death. She often shuddered at
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the recollection. With similar emotions she turned from Mary
Ellis's smiles and graces. There was beauty and bloom on the

surface, but hollowness and perhaps ruin beneath;

A short time before the important day, a slight efflorescence

appeared on the fair cheek and neck. of Mary. She was in

despair, lest her loveliness should be marred, when she most

of all wished to shine. It increased instead of diminishing,
and she resolved to have recourse to any remedy, that would

remove the disfiguring eruption. She recollected having seen

a violent erysipelas cured immediately by a solution of corro-

sive sublimate ; and without consulting any one, she sent Dinah

to the apothecary to purchase some, charging her to tell no one
whose errand she was bearing, fir she was not willing to con-
fess her occasion for such a cosmetic. Dinah told the apothe-

cary her mistress sent her, and it was given without questioning
or hesitation. Her only confidant was Margaret, who shared

her chamber and toilet, and who warned her to be exceedingly
cautious in the use of an article so poisonous; and Mary pro-
mised with her usual heedlessness, without dreaming of any
evil consequences. The eruption disappeared-Mary looked

fairer than ever, and, clad in her bridal paraphernalia of white

satin, white roses, and blonde lace, was pronounced the most.
beautiful bride of the season. Mr. Hall was present, though
he had refused to take any part in the ceremony. He could

not, without singularity, decline the invitation and, notwith-

standing the blow his confidence in Margaret's character had

received he still found the spot where she was, enchanted

ground, and he lingered near, unwilling to break at once the
only charm that still bound him to society. After the short
but solemn rite, that made the young and thoughtless, one by
indissoluble ties, and the rush of congratulation took place,
Margaret was forced by the pressure close to Mr. Hall's side.

He involuntarily offered his arm as a protection, and a thrill
of irrepressible happiness pervaded his heart, at this unexpected

and unsought proximity. He forgot his coldness-the broken

glass, everything but the feeling of the present moment.
Margaret was determined to avail herself of the tide of re-

turning confidence. Her just womanly modesty and pride pre-
vented her seeking an explanation and reconciliation, but she

knew without breaking her promise to Mary, she could not

justify herself in Mr. Hall's opinion, if even the opportunity
offered. She was to depart in the morning, with the new-

married pair, who were going to take an excursion of pleasure,
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so fashionable after the wedding ceremony. She might never
see him again. He had looked pale, his face was now flushed
high with excited feeling.

"You have wronged me, Mr. Hall," said she, blushing but
without hesitation; "if you think I have been capable of
wilful deception or concealment. The mirror was not broken
by me, though I know you thought me guilty, and afraid orashamed to avow the truth. I would not say so much tojustify inyself, if I did not think you would believe me, and
if I did not value the esteem of one who sacrifices even friend-
ship at the shrine of truth."

She smiled, for she saw she was believed, and there was
such a glow of pleasure irradiating Mr. Hall's countenance, it
was like the breaking and gushing forth of sunbeams. There
are few faces, on which a smile has such a magic effect as on
Margaret's. Her smile was never forced. It was the inspi-
ration of truth, and all the light of her soul shone through it.
Perhaps neither ever experienced an hour of deeper happiness
than that which followed this simple explanation. Margaret
felt a springtide of hope and joy swelling in her heart, for there
was a deference, a tenderness in Mr. Hall's manner she had
never seen before. He seemed entirely to have forgotten the
presence of others, when a name uttered by one near, arrested
his attention.

"That is Mrs. St. Henry," observed a lady, stretching
eagerly forward. "She arrived in town this morning, and
had letters of introduction to Mrs. Astor. She was the beauty
of -- , before her marriage, and is still the leader of fashion
and taste.

Margaret felt her companion start, as if a ball had penetrated
him, and looking up, she saw his altered glance, fixed on the
lady, who had just entered, with a dashing escort, and was
advancng towards the centre of the room. She was dressed
in the extremity of the reigning mode--her arms and neck
entirely uncovered, and their dazzling whiteness, thus lavishly
displayed, might have mocked the polish and purity of ala-
baster. Her brilliant black eyes flashed on either side, with
the freedom of conscious beauty, and disdain of the homage it
inspired. She moved with the air of a queen, attended by her
vassals, directly forward, when suddenly her proud step faltered,

er cheek and lps became wan, and uttering a sudden ejacu-
lation, she stood for a moment perfectly still. She was op-
posite Mr. Hall, whose eye, fixed upon hers, seemed to have the
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effect of fascination. Though darkened by the burning sun
of a tropical clime, and faded from the untimely blighting of
the heart, that face could never be forgotten. It told her of

perjury, remorse, sorrow-yes, of sorrow, for in spite of the

splendour that surrounded her, this glittering beauty was
wretched. She had sacrificed herself at the shrine of Mam-

mon, and had learned too late the horror of such ties, unsancti-

fled by affection. Appreciating but too well the value of the

love she had forsaken, goaded by remorse for her conduct to.
him, whom she believed wasting away in a foreign land-she
flew from one scene of dissipation to another, seekingin the

admiration of the world an equivalent for her lost happiness.

The unexpected apparition of her lover was as startling and
appalling as if she had met an inhabitant of another world.

She tried to rally herself and to pass on, but the effort was in

vain--sight, strength, and recollection forsook her. 2

"Mrs. St. Henry has fainted ! Mrs. St. Henry has fainted 
.- was now echoed from mouth to mouth. A lady's fainting,
whether in church, ball-room, or assembly, always creates a

great sensation; but when that lady happens to be the centre

of attraction and admiration, when every eye that has a loop-
hole to peep through is gazing on her brilliant features, to be-

hold her suddenly fall, as if smitten by the angel of death,
pallid and moveless-the effect is inconceivably heightened.

When, too, as in the present instance, a sad, romantic-looking
stranger rushes forward to support her, the interest of the

scene admits of no increase. At least Margaret felt so, as

she saw the beautiful Mrs. St. Henry borne in the arms of Mr.

Hall through the crowd, that fell back as he passed, into an
adjoining apartment, speedily followed by Mrs. Astor, all
wonder and excitement, and many others all curiosity and ex-

pectation, to witness the termination of the scene. Mr. Hall

drew back, while the usual appliances were administered for
her resuscitation. He heeded not the scrutinizing glances bent
upon him. His thoughts were rolled within himself, and

"The soul of other days came rushing in."

The lava that had hardened over the ruin it created, melted

anew, and the greenness and fragrance of new-born hopes were

lost under the burning tide. When Mrs. St. Henry opened

her eyes, she looked round her in wild alarm; then shading her

brow with her hand, her glance rested where Mr. Hall stood,
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pale and abstracted, with folded arms, leamng against the
wall-" I thought so," said she, in a low voice, "I thought
so ;"-then covered her eyes and remained silent. Mr. Hall
the moment he heard the sound of her voice and was assured
of her recovery, precipitately retired, leaving behind him
matter of deep speculation. Margaret was sitting in a window
of the drawing-room, through which he passed. She was alone
for even the bride was forgotten in the excitement of the past
scene. He paused-he felt an explanation was due to her,
but that it was impossible to make it. He was softened by
the sad and sympathizing expression of her countenance, and
seated himself a moment by her side.

"I have been painfully awakened from a dream of bliss,"
said he, "which I was foolish enough to imagine might yet be
realized. But the heart rudely shattered as mine has been,
must never hope to be healed. I cannot command myself
sufficiently to say more, only let me make one assurance, that
whatever misery has been and may yet be my doom, guilt has
no share in my wretchedness-I cannot refuse myself the
consolation of your esteem."

Margaret made no reply-she could not. Had her exist-
ence depended on the utterance of one word, she could not
have commanded it. She extended her hand, however, intoken of that friendship she -believed was hereafter to be the
only bond that was to unite them. Long after Mr. Hall was
gone, she sat in the same attitude, pale and immovable as astatue ; but who can tell the changes and conflicts of her spirit
in that brief period?

Mrs. St. Henry was too ill to be removed, and Mrs. Astor
was unbounded in her attentions. She could hardly regret a
circumstance which forced so interesting and distinguished a
personage upon the acceptance of her hospitality. Margaret
remained with her during the greater part of the night, appre-
hensive of a renewal of the fainting fits, to which she acknow-
ledged she was constitutionally subject. Margaret watched
her as she lay, her face scarcely to be distinguished from the
sheet, it was so exquisitely fair, were it not for the shading of
the dark locks, that fell unbound over the pillow, still heavy
with the moisture with which they had been saturated; and, as
she contemplated her marvellous loveliness, she wondered not
at the influence' she exercised over the destiny of another.
Mr. Hall had once spoken of himself as being the victim of
falsehood. Could she have been false--and loving him, how
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could she have married another? If she had voluntarily

broken her troth, why such an agitation at his sight ? and if
she were worthy of his love, why such a glaring display of her
person, such manifest courting of the free gaze of admiration?
These, and a thousand similar interrogations, did Margaret

make to herself during the vigils of the night, but they found

no answer. Towards morning, the lady slept ; but Margaret
was incapable of sleep, and her wakeful eyes caught the first.
gray tint of the dawn, and marked it deepening and kindling,

till the east was robed with flame, the morning livery of the

skies. All was bustle till the bridal party was on their way.
Mrs. St. Henry still slept, under the influence of an opiate,
and Margaret saw her no more. Farewells were exchanged,

kind wishes breathed, and the travellers commenced their

journey. Margaret's thoughts wandered from Mrs. St. Henry

to Mr. Hall, and back again, till they were weary of wander-

ing and would gladly have found rest; but the waters had not

subsided, there was no green spot where the dove of peace

could fold her drooping wings. Charles and Mary were too

much occupied by each other to notice her silence; and it was

not till they paused in their journey, she was recalled to exist-

ing realities. Mary regretted something she had left behind-

a sudden recollection came over Margaret.

" Oh! Mary," said she, "I hope you have been cautions,
and not left any of that dangerous medicine, where mischief
could result from it. I intended to remind you of it before

our departure."
"Certainly-to be sure I took especial careof it, I have it

with me in my trunk," replied Mary, but hcr conscience gave
her a remorseful twinge as she uttered the white ie, for she

had forgotten it, and where she had left it, she could not re-

member. As Margaret had given her several warnings, she

was ashamed to acknowledge her negligence, and took refuge

in the shelter she had too often successfully sought. Had she

anticipated the fatal consequences of her oblivion, her bridal

felicity would have been converted into agony and despair.

She had left the paper containing the powder, yet undissolved,

on the mantelpiece of her chamber. The chambermaid who
arranged the room after her departure, seeing it and supposing

it to be medicine, put it in the box which Mrs. Astor devoted

to that department, in the -midst of calomel, salts, antimony,

&c. It was folded in brown paper, like the rest, and there

was no label to indicate its deadly qualities. Mrs. St. Henry
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continued the guest of Mrs. Astor, for her indisposition as-sumed a more serious aspect, and it was impossible to removeher. She appeared feverish and restless, and a physician wascalled in to prescribe for her, greatly in opposition to her wishes.She could not bear to acknowledge herself ill. It was the heatof the room that had oppressed her-a transient cold, which
would soon pass away-she would not long trespass on Mrs.Astor's hospitality. The doctor was not much skilled indiseases of the heart, though he ranked high in his profession.His grand panacea for almost all diseases was calomel, which
he recommended to his patient, as the most efficient and
speediest remedy. She received the prescription with a very
ill grace, declarig she had never tasted of any in her life,and had a horror of all medicines. Mrs. Astor said she had
an apothecary's shop at command in her closet, and that shekept doses constantly prepared for her own use. After thedoctor's departure, Mrs. St. Henry seemed much dejected, andher eyes had an anxious, inquiring expression as they turned
on Mrs. Astor.

"You say," said she to her, in a low tone, "that friends
have bcen kid i their inquiries for me? Most of them arestrangers, and yet I thank them."

"Mr. Hall has called more than once," replied Mrs. Astor;"he, I believe, is well known to you."
"He is indeed," said Mrs. St. Henry-" I wish I couldsee him--but it cannot be; no, it would not answer."
Mrs. Astor longed to ask the nature of their former acquaint-

ance, but a conviction that the question would be painful, re-strained the expression of her curiosity.
"'Would you not like to send for some of your friends ?"inquired Mrs. Astor-" your husband? My servants shall

be at your disposal."
"You are very kind," answered Mrs. St. Henry, quickly--

"but it is not necessary-my husband is too infirm to travel,and believing me well, he will suffer no anxiety on my account
-- I think I shall be quite well, after taking your sovereignmedicine. Give it me now, if you please, while I am in avein of compliance."

She turned, with so lovely a smile, and extended her hand
with so much grace, Mrs. Astor stood a moment, thinking whata beautiful picture she would make; then taking the lamp
n her hand, she opened her closet, and took down the medi-cine casket. It happened that the first paper she touched was
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that which Mary had left, and which the servant had mingled
with the others.

"Here is one already prepared," cried she-" I always keep
them ready, the exact number of grains usually given, as we

often want it suddenly and at night."
She mixed the fatal powder with some delicious jelly, and

holding it to the lips of her patient, said with a cheering

smile---" Come, it has no disagreeable taste at all."
Mrs. St. Henry gave a nervous shudder, but took it, uncon-

scious of its deadly properties; and Mrs. Astor, praising her
resolution, seated herself in an easy chair by the bedside, and

began to read. She became deeply interested in her book,
though she occasionally glanced towards her patient to see if
she slept. She had placed the lamp so that its light would

not shine on the bed, and the most perfect quietness reigned
in the apartment. How long this tranquillity lasted it is im-

possible to. tell, for she was so absorbed in her book, time

passed unheeded. At length Mrs. St. Henry began to moan,
and toss her arms over the covering, as if in sudden pain.
Mrs. Astor leaned over her, and took her hand. It was hot

and burning, her cheek had a scarlet flush on it, and when

she opened her eyes they had a wild and alarming expres-

sion.
"Water," she exclaimed, leaning on her elbow, and shading

back her hair hurriedly from her brow-" Give me water, for
I die of thirst."

"I dare not," said Mrs. Astor, terrified by her manner-

"anything but that to quench your thirst."
She continued still more frantically to call for water, till

Mrs. Astor, excessively alarmed, sent for the doctor, and called
in other attendants. As he was in the neighbourhood, he
came immediately. He looked aghast at the situation of his

patient, for she was in a paroxysm of agony at his entrance,
and his experienced eye took in the danger of the case.

"What have you given her, madam ?" said he, turning to Mrs.
Astor, with a countenance that made her tremble.

"What have you given me ?" exclaimed Mrs. St. Henry,
grasping her wrist with frenzied strength-" You have killed

me-it was poison-I feel it in my heart and in my brain !"

Mrs. Astor uttered a scream, and snatched up the paper
which had fallen on the carpet.

"Look at it, doctor-it was calomel, just as you prescribed
-- what else could it be !"

A
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The doctor examined the paper--there was a little powderstill sticking to it.
"Good heavens, doctor," cried Mrs. Astor, "what makes

you look so ?-what is it ?--what was it ?"
"Where did you get this ?" said he, sternly.
" At the apothecary's-I took it from that chest--examine

it, pray."
The doctor turned away with a groan, and approached his

beautiful patient, now gasping and convulsed. He applied
the most powerful antidotes, but without effect.

"I am dying," she cried, "I am dying--I am poisoned--
but oh, doctor, save me-save me-let me see him, if I must
die-let me see him again;" and she held out her hands im-
ploringly to Mrs. Astor, who was in a state little short of dis-traction.

"Only tell me, if you mean Mr. Hall."
"Who should I mean but Augustus ?" she cried. "Perhapsin death he may forgive me."
The doctor made a motion that her request should be com-

plied with, and a messenger was despatched.
What an awful scene was presented, when he entered that

chamber of death.! Was that the idol of his young heart, the
morning star of his manhood; she, who lay livid, writhing and
raving there? Her long, dark hair hung in dishevelled massesover her neck and arms, her large black eyes were fearfully
dilated, and full of that unutterable agony which makes the
spirit quail before the might of human suffering. Cold sweat-
drops gleamed on her marble brow, and her hands were damp
with that dew which no morning sunbeam can ever exhale.

"Almighty Father !" exclaimed Mr. Hall, "what a sight
is this !"

The sound of that voice had the power to check the ravings
of delirium. 'She shrieked, and stretched out her arms towards
him, who sunk kneeling by the bedside, covering his face withhis hands, to shut out the appalling spectacle.

"Forgive me," she cried, in hollow and altered accents--
"Augustus, you are terribly avenged-I loved you, even when
I left you for another. Oh! pray for me to that great anddreadful God, who is consuming me, to have mercy on mehereafter."

He did pray, but it was in spirit, his lips could not articu-
late; but his uplifted hands and streaming eyes called downpardon and peace on the dying penitent. The reason, that
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had flashed out for a moment, rekindled by memory and pas-
sion, was now gone for ever. All the rest was but the striving
of mortal pain, the rending asunder of body and soul. In

a short time all was over, and the living were left to read one

of the most tremendous lessons on the vanity of beauty, and
the frailty of life, mortality could offer in all its gloomy
annals.

"This is no place for you, now," said the doctor, taking
Mr. Hall's arm, and drawing him into another apartment,
where, secure from intrusion, he could be alone with God and

his own heart. There was another duty to perform-to in-

vestigate the mystery that involved this horrible tragedy. The

apothecary was summoned, who, after recovering from his first

consternation, recollected that a short time before, he had sold

a quantity of corrosive sublimate to a little black girl, accord-

ing to her mistress's orders. The servants were called for

examination, and Dinah was pointed out as the culprit-Dinah,
the imputed destroyer of the mirror, whose terror was now

deemed the result of conscious guilt. Mrs. Astor vehemently
protested she had never sent her, that it was the blackest false-

hood; and Dinah, though she told the whole truth, how Mary
had forbid her telling it was for her, and she merely used her

mistress's name on that account, gained no belief. The cham-

bermaid, who had found the paper and put it in the chest,
withheld her testimony, fearing she might be implicated in the

guilt. Everything tended to deepen the evidence against Dinah.

The affair of the broken looking-glass was revived. She had

been heard to say, after her memorable flagellation, that she

wished her mistress was dead, that she would kill her if she
could; and many other expressions, the result of a smarting
back and a wounded spirit, were brought up against her. It
was a piteous thing to see the fright, and hear the pleadings
of the wretched girl: "Oh! don't send me to jail-don't hang
me-send for Miss Mary," she. repeated, wringing her hands,
and rolling her eyes like a poor animal whom the hunters have

at bay. But to jail she was sent--for who could doubt her

crime, or pity her after witnessing its terrific consequences ?-

a damp, dreary prison-house, where, seated on a pallet of straw,
she was left to brood day after day over her accumulated

wrongs, hopeless of sympathy or redress. Let those who con-

sider a white lie a venial offence, who look upon deception as

necessary to the happiness and harmony of society, reflect on

the consequences of Mary Ellis's moral delinquency, and
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tremble at the view. She had not done more than a thousand
others have done, and are daily doing; and yet what was the
result? The soul of the lovely, the erring, and the unprepared
had been sent shuddering into eternity, a household made
wretched, the innocent condemned, a neighbourhood thrown
into consternation and gloom. Had Mary confessed her negli-
gence to Margaret, instead of telling an unnecessary and un-
tempted falsehood, a warning message could have then been
easily sent back, and the wide-spread ruin prevented. There
is no such thing as a white lie; they are all black as the
blackest shades of midnight; hind no fuller on earth can whiten
them.

When Mrs. Astor had recovered from the shock of these
events in a sufficient degree, she wrote to Mary a detailed
account, begging her and Margaret to return immediately, and
cheer the home which now seemed so desolate. The letter
was long in reaching her, for the travellers were taking a devious
course, and could leave behind them no precise directions.
Mary was in one of her gayest, brightest humours, when she
received the epistle. She was putting on some new ornaments,
hich Carles had presented to her, and he was looking over

her shoulder at the fair image reflected in the glass, whose
brow was lighted up with the triumph of conscious beauty.

"I look shockingly ugly to-day," said she, with a smile that
belied her words.

"You tell stories with such a grace," replied her flattering
husband, "I am afraid we shall be in love with falsehood."

"I A letter from our dear Mrs. Astor; open it, Charles, while
I clasp this bracelet; and read it aloud, then Margaret and I

bohcan hear it."
Before Charles had read one page, Mary sunk down at his

feet, rending the air with hysterical screams. Her husband,
who was totally unaware of the terrible agency she had had in
the affair, raised her in indescribable alarm. Her own wild
expressions, however, revealed the truth, which Margaret's

"Oh! had you told me but the truth," cried Margaret, rais-
ing her prayerful eyes and joined hands to heaven--" how
simple, how easy it had been--Charles, Charles," added she,
with startling energy, "praise not this rash, misguided girl,for the grace with which she les-I will not recall the word.
By the worth of your own soul and hers, teach her, that as
there is a God above, he requires truth in the inward heart."

13*
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Charles trembled at the solemnity of the adjuration; and
conscience told him, that all the agonies his wife suffered,
and all the remorse which was yet to be her portion, were just.

Margaret sought the solitude of her chamber, and there, on
her knees, she endeavoured to find calmness. The image of

Mr. Hall, mourning over the death-bed of her once so madly
loved, the witness of her expiring throes, the receiver of her

last repentant sigh rose, between her and her Creator. Then,
that radiant face, that matchless form, which had so, lately
excited a pang of envy, even in her pure heart, now blasted

by consuming poison, and mouldering in the cold grave; how
awful was the thought, and how fearful the retribution! She,
whose vain heart had by falsehood endangered the very exist-
ence of another, was the victim of the very vice that had
blackened her own spirit. Yes ! there is retribution even in

this world.
Maryreturned, but how changed from the gay and bloom-

ing bride! Her cheek was pale, and her eye heavy. She

hastened to repair the only wrong now capable of anyremedy.
The prison doors of poor Dinah were thrown open, and
her innocence declared: but could the long and lonely days
and nights spent in that weary, gloomy abode be blotted
out? Cotild the pangs of cold, shuddering fear, the dream of
the gallows, the rope, the hangman's grasp round the gurgling
throat, the dark coffin seat, the scoffing multitude, be forgotten?

No !--Dinah's spirit was broken, for though her *in was
black, there was sensibility and delicacy too beneath her ebon

colouring. Could Mary bring back the gladness that once per-
vaded the dwelling of Mrs. Astor? Everything there was

changed. The room in which Mrs. St. Henry died was closed,
for it was haunted by too terrible remembrances. Bitterly
did Mary mourn over the grave of her victim; but she could

not recall her by her tears. No remorse could open the gates
of the tomb, or reclothe with beauty and bloom the ruins of

life.
Margaret, the true, the pure-hearted and upright Margaret,

was not destined, like Mary, to gather the thorns and briers

of existence. Long did the fragrance of her roses last, for she

had not plucked them with too rash a hand. She and Mr.

-Hall again met. The moral sympathy that had drawn them
together, was not weakened by the tragic event that had inter-

vened; it had rather strengthened through suffering and sor-

row. Mr. Hliall could never forget the death scene of Laura
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St. Henry. The love expressed for h'
all earthly dissimulation was over had inexpressibly affected
him. Her unparalleled sufferings seemed an expiation for her
broken faith. It was at her grave that he and Margaret first
met after their sad separation, when the falling ades of
evening deepened the solemnity of the scene. Sorrowsym
pathy, devotion, and truth form a holy groundwork for love;
and when once the temple is raised on such a foundationte
winds and waves ma betasrieo uhafudto, thewind an wavs my beat against it in vain. Mr. Hall found
by his own experience, that the bruised heart can be healed,
for Margaret's hand poured oil and balm on its wounds. Hecould repose on her faith as firmly as on the rock which ages
have planted. He knew that she loved him, and felt itadueto her happiness as well as his own, to ask her to be the com-
panion of his pilgrimage. If they looked back upon the cloudsthat had darkened their morning, it was without self-reproach,
nd remebance gradually lost its sting. Who will say she

was not happier than Mary, who carried in her bosom, throughlife, that which "biteth like a serpent, and stingeth like anadder ?"



TIlHE

ABYSSINIAN NEOPHYTE.

ADELLAN, an Abyssinian youth, approached one of those

consecrated buildings, which crown almost every hill of his

native country. Before entering, he drew off his shoes, and

gave them in charge to a servant, that he might not soil the

temple of the Lord, with the dust of the valley ; then bend-

ing down, slowly and reverentially, he pressed his lips to the
threshold, performed the same act of homage to each post of
the door, then passed into the second division of the church,
within view of the curtained square, answering to the myste-
rious holy of holies in the Jewish temple. He gazed upon

the pictured saints that adorned the walls, long and earnestly,

when, kneeling before them, he repeated, with deep solemnity,
his customary prayers. He rose, looked towards the mystic

veil, which no hand but that of the priest was permitted to
raise, and anticipated with inexplicable emotions the time

when, invested with the sacred dignity of that office, he might

devote himself exclusively to Heaven. From early childhood,

Adellan had been destined to the priesthood. His first years

were passed mid the stormy scenes of war, for his father was a

soldier, fighting those bloody battles, with which the province

of Tigre had been more than once laid waste. Then followed
the dreadful discipline of famine, for the destroying locusts,

the scourge of the country, had followed up the desolation of

war, and year succeeding year, gleaned the last hope of man.
The parents of Adellan fled from these scenes of devastation,
crossed the once beautiful and fertile banks of the Tacazze,

and sought refuge in the ample monastery of Walduba, where
andsught(152)

THE ABYSSINIAN NEOPHYTE. 153
a brother of his father then resided. Here, he was placed
entirely under the protection of his uncle, for his father,
sickened with the horrors he had witnessed, and loathing theties which were once so dear to him, recrossed his native
stream, became a gloomy monk in another convent, where,
with several hundred of his brethren, he soon after perished a
victim to those barbarities, which had robbed him of all that
gave value to life. Adellan had never known the joys of
childhood. The greenness and bloom of spring had been
blotted from his existence. Famine had hollowed his boyish
cheek, and fear and distrust chilled and depressed his young
heart. After entering the convent of Walduba, where all his
physical wants were supplied, the roundness and elasticity of
health were restored to his limbs, but his cheek was kept
pale by midnight vigils, and long and painful fastings. The
teacher, whom his uncle placed over him, was severe and ex-
acting. He gave him no relaxation by day, and the stars of
night witnessed his laborious tasks. He was compelled to
commit lessons to memory, in a language which he did not
then understand, a drudgery from which every ardent mind
must recoil. Yet, such was his thirst for knowledge, that he
found a pleasure, even in this, that sweetened his toils. All
the strains of the devout Psalmist were familiar to his lips,
but they were in an unknown tongue, for in this manner are
the youth of those benighted regions taught. Often, when
gazing on the magnificent jewelry of a tropical sky, shining
down on the darkness and solitude of night, had he uncon-
sciously repeated the words of the royal penitent -" The
heavens declare the glory of God. The firmament showeth
his handy work." He understood not their meaning, but the
prmciple of immortality was striving within him, and every
star that gemmed the violet canopy, seemed to him eye-beams
of that all-seeing Divinity he then darkly adored.

Adellan left the enclosure of the church, and lingered
beneath the shade of the cedars, whose trunks supported the
roof, and thus formed a pleasant colonnade sheltered from
the sun and the rain. Beautiful was the prospect that here
stretched itself around him. All the luxuriance of a moun-
tainous country, constantly bathed with the dews of heaven,
and warmed by the beams of a vertical sun, was richly un-
folded. Odoriferous perfumes, wafted from the forest trees,
and exhaled from the. roses, jessamines, and wild blossoms,
with which the fields were covered, scented the gale. Borne
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from afar, the fragrance of Judea's balm mingled with the
incense of the flowers and the richer breath of the myrrh. A

cool stream murmured near, where those who came up to

worship, were accustomed to perform their ablutions and

purifying rites, in conformance with the ancient Levitical

law. Wherever Adellan turned his eyes, he beheld.some

object associated with the ceremonies of his austere religion.
In that consecrated stream hehdbte, he had ad a
altar beneath every spreading tree, and every rock had wit-

nessed his prostrations. He thought of the unwearied nature

of his devotions, and pride began to swell his heart. He

knew nothing of that meek and lowly spirit, that humiliation
of soul, which marks the followers of a crucified Redeemer.
He had been taught to believe that salvation wasto be foundin the observance of outward forms, but never ha een le
to purify the iner temple so as to make it a meet residence

for a holy God.
Near the close of the day, he again walked forth, meditating

on his contemplated journey to Jerusalem, the holy city, where

he was not only to receive the remission of his own sins, but
even for seven generations yet unborn, according to the Su-
perstitious belief of his ancestors. He was passing a low,

thatched dwelling, so lost in his own meditations, as scarcely
to be aware of its vicinity, when a strain of low, sweet music,

rose like a stream of "rich distilled perfumes." Woman's

softer accents mingled with a voice of manly melody and
strength; and as the blending strains stole by his ear, he
paused, convinced that the music he heard was an act of
adoration to God, though he understood not the language in

which it was uttered. The door of the cabin was open, and
he had a full view of the group near the entrance. A man,
dressed in a foreign costume, whose prevailing colour was
black, sat just within the shade of the cedars that sheltered
the roof. Adellan immediately recognised the pale face of the

European, and an instinctive feeling of dislike and suspicion

urged him to turn away. There was something, however, in
the countenance of the stranger that solicited and obtained
more than a passing glance. There was beauty in the calm,

thoughtful features, the high marble brow, the mild devotional
dark eye, and the soft masses of sable heir that fell somewhat

peace,tan elevation diffused over that pallid face, which was

reflected back upon the heart of the beholder : a kind of moon-

I
f
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light brightness, communicating its own peculiar swt
and quietude to every object it shone upon. Seated near him,
and leaning over the arm of his chair, was a female, whose
slight delicate figure, and dazzlingly fair complexion, gave her
a supernatural appearance to the unaccustomed eye of the
dark Abyssinian. Her drooping attitude and fragile frame
appealed at once to sympathy and protection, while her placid
eyes, alternately lifted to heaven and turned towards him on
whose arm she leaned, were expressive not only of meekness
and submission, but even of holy rapture. A third figure
belonged to this interesting group : that of an infant girl
about eighteen months old, who, seated on adstraw matting, atthe feetof her parents, raised her cherub head as if in the act
of listening, and tossed back her flaxen ringlets with the lay-
ful grace of infancy. P

Adellan had heard that a Christian missionary was in the
neighbourhood of Adorva, and he doubted not that he now
beheld one whom he had been taught to believe his most
dangerous enemy. Unwilling to remain longer in his vicinity,he was about to pass on, when the stranger arose and addressed
him in the language of his country. Surprised at the saluta-
tion, and charmed, in spite of himself with the mild courtesy
of his accents, Adellan was constrained to linger. The fair-
haired lady greeted him with a benign smile, and the littlechild clapped its hands as if pleased with the novelty andgrace of his appearance; for though the hue of the olive dyedhis cheek, his features presented the classic lineaments ofmanly beauty, and though the long folds of his white robe
veiled the outlines of his figure, he was formed in the finest

' model of European symmetry. The missionary spoke to him
of his country, of the blandness of the climate, the magnifi-
cence of the trees,athe fragrance of the air, till Adellan forgot
his distrust, and answered him with frankness and interest.Following the dictates of his own ardent curiosity, he ques-
tioned the missionary with regard to his name, his native
country, and his object in coming to his own far land. Helearned that his name was M-, that he came from t
banks of the Rhine to the borders of the Nile, and following
its branches, had found a resting-e a o

beatifl Tcaze. un retmgplace near the waters of thebeautiful Tacazze.
"And why do you come to this land of strangers ?" askedthe abrupt Abyssinian.
"I1 came as an humble servant of my divine Master," replied
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the missionary, meekly; "as a messenger of 'glad tidings of

great joy,' to all who will receive me, and as a friend and

brother, even to those who may persecute and revile me."

"What tidings can you bring us," said Adellan, haughtily,
"that our priests and teachers can not impart to us in

"I bring my credentials with me," answered Mr. M--,
and taking a Testament, translated into the Amharic language,
he offered it to Adellan; but he shrunk back with horror, and

.. el n u refused 
to open it.

"I do not wish for your books," said he; "keep them.

We are satisfied with our own. Look at our churches. They
stand on every hill, far as your eye can reach. See that stream

that winds near your dwelling. There we wash away the
pollution of our souls. I fast by day, I watch by night. The

saints hear my prayers, and the stars bear witness to my
penances. I am going to the holy city, where I shall obtain

remission for all my sins, and those of generations yet unborn.

I shall return holy and happy."
Mr. M- sighed, while the youth rapidly repeated his

claims to holiness and heaven.
"You believe that God is a spirit," said he; "and the wor-

ship that is acceptable in his eyes, must be spiritual also. In

vain is the nightly vigil and the daily-fast, unless the soul is

humbled in his eyes. We may kneel till the rock is worn

by our prostrations, and torture the flesh till every nerve is

wakened to agony, but we can no more work out our own

salvation by such means, than our feeble hands can create a

new heaven and a new earth, or our mortal breath animate the

dust beneath our feet, with the spirit of the living God."

The missionary spoke with warmth. His wife laid her

gentle hand on his arm. There was something in the glance

of the young Abyssinian that alarmed her. But the spirit

of the martyr was kindled within him, and would not be

quenched.
"See," said he, directing the eye of the youth towards the

neighbouring hills, now clothed in the purple drapery of sun-

set; "as sure as those hills now stand, the banner of the cross

shall float from their summits, and tell to the winds of heaven

the triumphs of the Redeemer's kingdom. Ethiopia shall

stretch out her sable hands unto God, and the farthest isles

of the ocean behold the glory of his salvation."

Adellan looked into the glowing face of the missionary, re-
membered the cold and gloomy countenance of his religious
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teacher, and wondered at the contrast. But his prejudices
were unshaken, and his pride rose up in rebellion against the
man who esteemed him an idolater.

"Come to us again," said the missionary, in a subdued
tone, as Adellan turned to depart; "let us compare our dif-
ferent creeds, by the light of reason and revelation, and see
what will be the result."

"Come to us again," said the lady, in Adellan's native
tongue; and her soft, low voice sounded sweet in his ears, as
the fancied accents of the virgin mother. That night, as he
sat in his lonely chamber, at the convent, conning his task in
the stillness of the midnight hour, the solemn words of the
missionary, his inspired countenance, the ethereal form of his
wife, and the cherub face of that fair child, kept floating in
his memory. Ie was angry with himself at the influence
they exercised. He resolved to avoid his path, and to hasten
his departure to Jerusalem, where he could be not only secure
from his arts, but from the legions of the powers of darkness.

* * * * * * * * *

Months passed away. The humble cabin of the missionary
was gradually thronged with those who came from curiosity,
or better motives, to hear the words of one who came from
such a far country. His pious heart rejoiced in the hope,
that the shadows of idolatry which darkened their religion
would melt away before the healing beams of the Sun of Right-
eousness. But he looked in vain for the stately figure of the
young Adellan. His spirit yearned after the youth, and when-
ever he bent his knees at the altar of his God, he prayed for
his conversion, with a kind of holy confidence that his prayer
would be answered. At length he once more presented him-
self before them, but so changed they.could scarcely recognise
his former lineaments. His face was haggard and emaciated,
his hair had lost its raven brightness, and his garments were
worn and soiled with dust. He scarcely answered the anxious
inquiries of Mr. M , but sinking into a seat, and covering
his face with his hands, large tears, gathering faster and faster,
glided through his fingers, and rained upon his knees. Mary,
the sympathizing wife of the missionary, wept in unison; but
she did not limit her sympathy to tears, she gave him water
to wash, and food to eat, and it was not until he rested his
weary limbs, that they sought to learn the history of his suf-
ferings. It would be tedious to detail them at length, though
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he had indeed experienced "a sad variety of woe." He had

commenced his journey under the guidance and protection of

a man in whose honour he placed unlimited confidence, had

been deceived and betrayed, sold as a slave, and, though he
had escaped this degradation, he had been exposed to famine

and nakedness, and the sword.
"I have been deserted by man," said Adellap ; "the saints

have turned a deaf ear to my prayers; I have come to you to

learn if there is a power in your Christianity to heal a wounded
spirit, and to bind up a broken heart."

The missionary raised hiis eyes in gratitude to Heaven-.
"The Spirit of the Lord God is upon me," cried he, repeat-

ing the language of the sublimest of the prophets: "because

the Lord hath anointed me to preach good tidings unto the

meek; .he hath sent me to bind up the broken-hearted, to pro-

claim liberty to the captive, and the opening of the prison to

them that are bound.",
" Blessed are they that mourn, for they shall be comforted,"

repeated Mary, softly; and never were promises of mercy

pronounced in a sweeter voice. Afflictions had humbled the

proud spirit of Adellan. But his was not the humility of the
Christian. It was rather a gloomy misanthropy, that made

him turn in loathing from all he had once valued, and to doubt
the efficacy of those forms and penances, in which he had
wasted the bloom of his youth, and the morning strength of
his manhood. But he no longer rejected the proffered kind-
ness of his new friends. He made his home beneath their

roof. The Testament he had formerly refused, he now grate-

fully received, and studied it with all the characteristic ardour

of his mind. Persevering as he was zealous, as patient iu

investigation as he was quick of apprehension, he compared

text with text, and evidence with evidence, till the prejudices

of education yielded to the irresistible force of conviction.

When once his understanding had received a doctrine, he
cherished it as a sacred and eternal truth, immutable as the

word of God, and immortal as his own soul.

He now went down into the hitherto untravelled chambers

of his own heart, and, throwing into their darkest recesses

the full blaze of revelation, he shuddered to find them infested

by inmates more deadly than the serpent of the Nile. Pas-

sions, of whose existence he had been unconscious, rose up

from their hiding places, and endeavoured to wrap him in
their giant folds. Long and fearful was the struggle

.;
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Adellan opposed to their power the shield of Faith and the
sword of the Spirit, and at last came off conqueror, and laiddown his spoils at the foot of the cross. The missionary wept
over him, " tears such as angels shed." "Now," exclaimed
he, "I am rewarded for all my privations, and my hitherto
unavailing toils. Oh ! Adellan, now the friend and brother

of my soul, I feel something like the power of prophet come
over me, when I look forward to your future destiny. Thetime will shortly come, when you will stand in the high placesof the land, and shake down the strong holds of ancient idolatryand sin. The temples, so long desecrated by adoration of sense-
less images, shall be dedicated to the worship of the living God.
Sinners, who so long have sought salvation in the purifying
waters of the stream, shall turn to the precious fountain of theRedeemer's blood. Oh! glorious, life-giving prospect! !The
who refuse to listen to the pale-faced stranger, will hearken to
the accents of their native hills. Rejoice, my beloved Mary!
though I may be forced to bear back that fading frame ofyours to a more congenial clime, our Saviour will not be leftwithout a witness, to attest his glory, and confirm his power."

To fulfil this prophecy became the ruling desire of Adellan's
life. He longed to liberate his deluded countrymen from thethraldom of that superstition to which he himself had servedsuch a long and gloomy apprenticeship. He longed, too, forsome opportunity of showing his gratitude to his new friends.But there is no need of signal occasions to show what is passing in the heart. His was of a transparent texture, and itsemotions were visible as the pebbles that gleam through theclear waters of the Tacazze. The beautiful child of the mis-sionary was the object of his tenderest love. He would carry
it in his arms for hours, through the wild groves that sur
rounded their dwelling, and, gathering for it the choicest ro-ductions of nature, delight in its smiles and infantine caresses.
Sometimes, as he gazed on the soft azure of its eyes and felt
its golden ringlets playing on his cheek, he would clasp it tohis bosom and exclaim, "Of such is the kingdom of heaven."

Mary idolized her child, and Adellan's great tenderness for
it, inexpressibly endeared him to her heart. She loved to seethe fair face of her infant leaning against the dark cheek of
Adellan, and its flaxen locks mingling with his jetty hair.
One evening, as it fell asleep in his arms, he was alarmed atthe scarlet brightness of its complexion, and the burning heat
of its skin. He carried it to its mother. It was the last time
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the cherub ever slumbered on his bosom. It never again

lifted up its head, but faded away like a flower scorched by a

noonday sun.
ay and night Adellan knelt by the couch of the dying

infant, and prayed in agony for its life; yet even in the in-

tensity of his anguish, he felt how sublime was the resignation

of its parents. Theywept, but no murmur escaped their lips.
They prayed, but every prayer ended with the submissive
ejaculation of their Saviour, "Not our will, 0 Father ! but

thine be done." And when the sweet, wistful eyes were at

last closed in death, and the waxen limbs grew stiff and cold,

when Adellan could not restrain the bitterness of his grief,

still the mourners bowed ther heads and cried, "The Lord

gave the Lord taketh away-blessed be the name of the

Lord."
Adellan had witnessed the stormy sorrow of his country-

women, whose custom it is to rend their hair, and lacerate

their faces with their nails, and gravel, shrieking, in the dust;

.but never had his heart been so touched as by the resignation

of this Christian mother. But, though she murmured not,

she was stricken by the blow, and her fragile frame trembled

beneath the shock. Her husband felt that she leaned more

heavily on his arm, and though she smiled upon him as wont,

the smile was so sad, it often brought tears into his eyes. At

length she fell sick, and the missionary saw her laid upon the

same bed on which his infant had died. Now, indeed, it
might be said that the hand of God was on him. She, the
bride of his youth, the wife of his fondest affections, who had

given up all the luxuries of wealth, and the tender indulgences

of her father's home, for the love of him and her God ; who
had followed him not only with meekness, but joy, to those
benighted regions, that she might share and sweeten his
labours, and join 'to his, her prayers and her efforts for the

extension of the Redeemer's kingdom; she, whose presence

had been able to transform their present lowly and lonely

dwelling into a place lovely as the Garden of Eden-could he
see her taken from him, and repeat, from his heart, as he had
done over the grave of his only child, "Father, thy will be

done ?"
Bitter was the conflict, but the watchful ear of Adellan

again heard the same low, submissive accents, which were so

lately breathed over his lost darling. Here, too, Adellan

acted a brother's part; but female care was requisite, and this
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his watchful tenderness supplied. He left them for a while,
and returned with a young maiden, whose olive complexion,
graceful figure, and long braided locks, declared her of Abys-
sinian birth. Her voice was gentle, and her step light, when
she approached the bed of the sufferer. Ozora, for such wasthe name of the maiden, was a treasure in the house of sick-
ness. Mary's languid eye followed her movements, and often
brightened with pleasure, while receiving her sympathizing
attentions. Jn her hours of delirious agony, she would holdher hand, and call her sister in the most endearing tone, andask her how she had found her in that land of strangers.
Sometimes she would talk of the home of her childhood, andimagine she heard the green leaves of her native bowers rus-
tling in the gale. Then she thought she was wandering through
the groves of Paradise, and heard the angel voice of her child
singing amid the flowers.

Ozora was familiar with all the medicinal arts and cooling
drinks of her country. She possessed not only native gentle..

t kill and experience as a nurse. She was an orphan,
and the death-bed of her mother had witnessed her filial ten-derness and care. She was an idolater, but she loved Adellan,
and for his sake would-gladly embrace the faith of the Euro-
pean. Adellan was actuated by a twofold motive in bringing
her to the sick-bed of Mary; one was, that she might exer-
cise a healing influence on the invalid, and another, that she
might witness the triumphs of Christian faith over disease,
sorrow, and death. But Mary was not doomed to make her
grave in the stranger's land. The fever left her burning veins,
and her mid recovered its wonted clearness. She was able
to rise from her couch, and sit in the door of the cabin, and-feel the balmy air flowing over her pallid brow.

She sat thus one evening, supported by the arm of her hus-
band, in the soft light of the sinking sunbeams. Adellan and
her gentle nurse were seated near. The eyes of all were simul-
taneously turned to a small green mound, beneath the shadeof a spreading cedar, and they thought of the fairy form that
had so often sported around them in the twilight hour.

"Oh! not there," cried Mary, raising her glistening eyesfrom that lonely grave to heaven-"gNot there must we seekour child. Even now doth her glorified spirit behold the faceof our Father in heaven. She is folded in the arms of Him,
who, when on earth, took little children to his bosom andblessed them. And I,' my beloved husband-a little while
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and ye shall see my face no more. Though the Almighty has
raised me from that couch of pain, there is something tells

me," continued she, laying her hand on her heart, "that my

days are numbered; and when my ashes sleep beside that
grassy bed, mourn not for me, but think that I have gone to

my Father and your Father, to my God and your God."

Then, leaning her head on her husband's shoulder, she added,
in a low trembling voice-" to my child and your child."

It was long before Mr. M- spoke; at length he turned

to Adellan, and addressed him in the Amharic language:
"My brother ! it must be that I leave you. The air of her

native climes may revive this drooping flower. I will bear

her back to her own home, and, if God wills it, I will return

and finish the work he has destined me to do."
Mary clasped her hands with irrepressible rapture as he

uttered these words ; then, as if reproaching herself for the

momentary selfishness, she exclaimed, "And leave the poor
Abyssinians !"

"I will leave them with Adellan," he answered, "whom I

firmly believe God has chosen, to declare his unsearchable

riches to this portion of the Gentile world. The seed that

has been sown has taken root, and the sacred plant will spring

up and increase, till the birds of the air nestle in its branches,
and the beasts of the forest lie down beneath its shade. Adel-

lan, does your faith waver ?"
"Never," answered the youth, with energy, "but the arm

of my brother is weak. Let me go with him on his homeward

journey, and help him to support the being he loves. I shall

gather wisdom from his lips, and knowledge from the glimpse
of a Christian land. Then shall I be more worthy to minister

to my brethren the word of life."_
A sudden thought flashed into the mind of the missionary.

"And would you, Adellan," asked he, "would you indeed

wish to visit our land, and gain instruction in our institutions

of learning, that you might return to enrich your country
with the best treasures of our own? You are very young,
and might be spared awhile now, that you may be fitted for
more extensive usefulness hereafter."

Adellan's ardent eye told more expressively than words

could utter, the joy which filled his soul at this proposition.
"Too happy to follow you," cried he ; "how can I be suffi-

ciently grateful for an added blessing ?"
Ozora, who had listened to the conversation, held in her
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own language, with intense interest, here turned her eyes uponAdellan, with a look of piercing reproach, and suddenly sing,
left the cabin.yrismg,

"Poor girl!" exclaimed Mary, as Adellan, with a saddenedcountenance, followed the steps of Ozora; "how tenderly hasshe nursed me, and what is the recompense she meets? We
are about to deprive her of the light that gladdens her exist
ence. She has not yet anchored her hopes on the Rock of
Ages, and where else can the human heart find refu h
the wild surges of passion sweep over it !"

" Adellan is in the hands of an all-wise and all-controllingpower," answered the missionary, thoughtfully; "the tof Ozora may be necessary to prove the strength of his reso
tion; if so, they will not fall in vain."

A few weeks after, everything being in readiness for the
departure of the missionary and his family, he bade fare1lto the Abyssinians, who crowded round his door to hear hisparting words. He took them with him to'the hillside andunder the shadow of the odoriferous trees, and the covering ofthe heavens, he addressed them with a solemnity and fervouradapted to the august temple that surrounded him. His deep
and sweet-toned voice rolled through the leafy colonnades andverdant aisles, like the rich notes of an organ in some ancient
cathedral. The Amharic language, soft and musical in itselfderived new melody from the lips of Mr. M -..

"And now," added he, in conclusion, "I consign outo the guardianship of a gracious and long-suffering God
Forget not the words I have just delivered unto you for
remember they will rise up in judgment against you in thatday when we shall meet face to face before the bar of eternal
justice. This day has the Gospel been preached in your ears
Every tree that waves its boughs over your heads, every flowerthat embalms the atmosphere, and every stream that flows
down into the valley, will bear witness that the hallowed nameof the Redeemer has been breathed in these shades, and pro-mises of mercy so sweet that angels stoop down from heaven
to listen to the strains that have been offered, free, free as thevery air you inhale. I go, my friends, but should I neverreturn, this place will be for ever precious to my remembrance.
It contains the ashes of my child. That child was yielded upin faith to its Maker, and the spot where it sleeps is, there
fore, holy ground. Will ye not guard it from the foot of thestranger, and the wild beast of the mountain? Let the flower
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of the hills bloom ungathered upon it, and the dew of haven

rest untrodden on its turf, till he, who is the resurrection and

the life, shall appear, and the grave give back its trust.".
He paused, overpowered by the strength of his emotions,

and the sobs of many of his auditors attested the sympathy of
theseuntutored children of nature. He came down from the
elevated position on which he had been standing, and taking
the hand of Adellan, led him to the place he had just occu-

pied. The people welcomed him with shouts, for it was the

first time he had presented himself in public, to declare the

change in his religious creed, and such was the character he
had previously obtained for sanctity and devotion, they looked
upon him with reverence, notwithstanding his youth. He

spoke at first with diffidence and agitation, but gathering con-

fidence as he proceeded, he boldly and eloquently set forth

and defended the faith he had embraced. That young, enthu-

siastic preacher would have been a novel spectacle to an Euro-

pean audience, as well as that wild, promiscuous assembly.
His long, white robes, girded about his waist, according to the

custom of his country, his black, floating hair, large, lustrous

eyes, and dark but now glowing complexion, formed a striking
contrast with the sable garments, pallid hue, and subdued

expression of the European minister. They interrupted him
with tumultuous shouts, and when he spoke of his iended
departure and attempted to bid them farewell, their excite~-
ment became so great, he was compelled to pause, for his voice
strove in vain to lift itself above the mingled sounds of griefS

and indignation.' t
"1 leave you, my brethren," cried he, at length, "only to

return more worthy to minister unto you. My brother will

open my path to the temples of religion and knowledge. He

needs my helping arm in bearing his sick through the lonely
desert and over the deep sea-what do I not owe him? I
was a stranger and he took me in; I was naked and he clothed
me; hungry and he fed me, thirsty and he gave me drink;
and more than all, he has given me to eat the bread of heaven,
and water to drink from the wells of salvation. Oh ! next to

God, he is my best friend and yours."
The shades of night began to fall, before the excited crowd

were all dispersed, and Mr. M-, and Adellan were left in

tranquillity. Mary had listened to the multitudinous sounds,
with extreme agitation. She reproached herself for allowing
her husband to withdraw from the scene of his missionary
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labours out of tenderness for her. She thought it would be
better for her to die and be laid by her infant's grave, than
the awakened minds of these half Pagan, half Jewish eople
be allowed to relapse into their ancient idolatries. When th
clods of the valley were once laid upon her breast, her slumbers
would not be less sweet because they were of the dust ofeaforeign land.

Thus she reasoned with her husband, who, feeling that her
life was a sacred trust committed to h a adg tat her

r his first duty to guard it from danger, was not moved from his
purpose by her tearful entreaties. They were to depart on the
following morning.

That night Adellan sat with Ozora by the side of a fountain
that shone like a bed of liquid silver in the rising moonbeams.
Nature always looks lovely in the monlighris n seemedms.

the imagination of Adellan he had never seen her clothed with
such resplendent lustre as at this moment, when ever star
shone with a farewell ray, and every bough, as it sparkled in
the radiance, whispered a melancholy adieu.,

Ozora sat with her face bent over the fountain, which latel
had often been fed by her tears. Her hair, which she had
been accustomed to braid with oriental care, hung dishevelled
over her shoulders. Her whole appearance presented theabandonment of despair. Almost every night since his con.
templated departure, had Adellan followed her to thatspot,
and mingled the holiest teachings of religion with the purest
vows of love. He had long loved Ozora, but he had struggled
with the passion, as opposed to that dedication of himself to
heaven, he had contemplated in the gloom of his conventual
life. Now enlightened by the example of the missionary,
and the evangelical principles he had embraced, he believed
Christianity sanctioned and hallowed t1ie natural affections of
the heart. He no longer tried to conquer his love but tomake it subservient to higher duties.

Mary, grieved at the sorrow of Ozora, would have gladly
taken her with her, but Adellan feared her influence, He
knew he would be unable to devote himself so entirely to the
eternal truths he was one day to teach to others, if those soft
and loving eyes were always looking into the depths of his
heart, to discover their own image there. He resisted the
proposition, and Mr. MN-applauded the heroic resolution.
But now Adellan was no hero; he was a young, impassioned
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166 THE ABYSSINIAN NEOPHYTE.

lover, and the bitterness of parting pressed heavily on his

sou"Promise me, Ozora," repeated he, "that when I am gone,

you will never return to the idolatrous worship you have

abjured. Promise me, that you will never kneel to any but

the one, invisible God, and that this blessed book, which I

you as a arting pledge, shall be as a lamp to your feet

and aligtto your path. Oh ! should you forget the faith

you have vowed to embrace, and should I, when I come back
to y outry find you an alien from God, I should mourn,

I shou weep tears of blood over your fall; but you could
never be the wife of Adellan. The friend of his bosom must

be Christian."
e "I cannot be a Christian," sobbed the disconsolate girl,

"for I love you better than God himself, and I am still an

idolater. Oh! Adellan, you are dearer to me than ten thou-

sand worlds, and yet you are going to leave me."
The grief she had struggled to restrain, here burst its

bounds. Like the unchastened daughters of those ardent

climes she gave way to the wildest paroxysms of agony.

She threw herself on the ground, tore out her long raven

locks and startled the silence of night by her wild, hysterical

screams. Adellan in vain endeavoured to soothe and restore

her to reason; when, finding his caresses and sympathy worse

than unavailing, he knelt down by her side, and lifting his
hands above her head, prayed to the Almighty to forgive her
for her sacrilegious love. As the stormy waves are said to
subside, when the wing of the halcyon passes over them, s~o
were the tempestuous emotions that raged in the bosom of this

unhappy maiden, lulled into calmness by the holy breath of
prayer. As Adellan continued his deep and fervent aspira-
tions, a sense of the omnipresence, the omnipotence and holi-

ness of God stole over her. She raised her weeping eyes, and
as the moonbeams glittered on her tears, they seemed but the

glances of his all-seeing eye. As the wind sighed through
the branches, she felt as if His breath were passing by her,

in mercy and in love. Filled with melting and penitential

feelings, she lifted herself on her knees, by the side of Adel-

lan, and softly whispered a response to every supplication for

pardon.
"pOh ! Father, I thank thee for this hour !" exclaimed

Adellan, overpowered by so unlooked-for a change, and throw-

ing his arms around her, he wept from alternate ecstasy and
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sorrow. Let not the feelings of Adellan be deemed too refined
and exalted for the region in which he dwelt. From earl
boyhood he had been kept apart from the companionship of
the ruder throng; his adolescence had been passed in the
shades of a convent, in study, and deep observation, and more
than all he was a Christian; and wherever Christianity sheds
its pure and purifying light, it imparts an elevation, a sub-
limity to the character and the language, which princes, un-taught of God, may vainly emulate.

The morning sunbeam lighted the pilgrims on their way.
The slight and feeble frame of Mary was borne on a litter by
four sturdy Ethiopians. Seven or eight more accompanied to
rest them, when weary, and to bear Mr. M- in the same
manner, when overcome by fatigue, for it was a long distance
to Massowak. Their journey led them through a desert wilder-
ness, where they might vainly sigh for the shadow of the rock,
or thedmurmur of the stream. Adellan walked in silence bythe side of his friend. His thoughts were with the weeping
Ozora, and of the parting hour by the banks of the moon-

ed fountain. Mary remembered the grave of her infant,
and wept, as she caught a last glimpse of the hill where shehad dwelt. The spirit of the missionary was lingering with
the beings for whose salvation he had laboured, and he madea solemn covenant with, his own soul, that he would return
with Adellan, if God spared his life, and leave his Mary underthe shelter of the paternal roof, if she deed lived to behold
it. On the third day, Mr. M was overcome with such
excessive languor, he was compelled to be borne constantly bythe side of his wife, unable to direct, or to exercise any con-
trolling influence on his followers. Adellan alone, unweariedand energetic, presided over all, encouraged, sustained, and
soothed. He assisted the bearers 'n upholding their burdens,
ar whenever he put his shoulder to the litter, the invalids
immediately felt with what gentleness and steadiness they
were supported. When they reached the desert, and camels
were provided for the travellers, they were still often obliged
to exchange their backs for the litter, unable long to endure
the fatigue. Adellan was still unwilling to intrust his friends
to any guidance but his own. He travelled day after day

rough he burning sands, animating by his example the ex-
hausted slaves, and personally administering to the wants of
hef sufferers. When they paused for rest or refreshment,

before he carried the cup to his own parched lips, he brought
i:k.
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it to theirs. It was his hand that bathed with water their

feverish brows, and drew the curtain around them at night,

when slumber shed its dews upon their eyelids. And often,

in the stillness of the midnight, when the tired bearers and

weary camels rested and slept after their toils, the voice of

Adellan rose sweet and solemn in the loneliness of the desert,

holding communion with the high and holy One who in-

habiteth eternity.
There was a boy among the negro attendants, who was the

object of Adellan's peculiar kindness. He seemed feeble and

incapable of bearing long fatigue, and at the commencement
of the journey Adellan urged him to stay behind, but he ex-
pressed so strong a desire to follow the good missionary, he

could not refuse his request. He wore his face muffled in a

handkerchief, on account of some natural deformity, a circum-

stance which exposed him to the derision of his fellow slaves,

but which only excited the sympathy of the compassionate

Adellan. Often, when the boy, panting and exhausted, would

throw himself for breath on the hot sand, Adellan placed him

on his own camel and compelled him to ride. And when

they rested at night, and Adellan thought every one but him-

self wrapped in slumber, he would steal towards him, and ask

him to tell him something out of God's book, that he, Adellan,

had been reading. It was a delightful task to Adellan to pour

the light of divine truth into the dark mind of this poor negro

boy, and every moment he could spare from his friends was

devoted to his instruction. . -
One evening, after a day of unusual toil and exertion, they

reached one of those verdant spots, called the Oases of the

desert;- and sweet to the weary travellers was the fragrance

and coolness of this green resting-place. They made their

tent under the boughs of the flowering acacia, whose pure

white blossoms diffused their odours even over the sandy waste

they had passed. The date tree, too, was blooming luxuriantly

there, and, more delicious than all, the waters of a fountain,

gushing out of the rock, reminded them how God had pro-

vided for the wants of his ancient people in the wilderness.

The missionary and his wife were able to lift their languid

heads, and drink in the freshness of the balmy atmosphere.

All seemed invigorated and revived but the negro boy, who

lay drooping on the ground, and refused the nourishment

which the others eagerly shared.
"What is the matter, my boy ?" asked Adellan, kindly,
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and taking his hand in his, was struck by its burning heat."You are ill," continued he, "and have not complained."
He made a pallet for him under the trees, and they broughthim a medicinal draught. Seeing him sink after a while ina deep sleep, Adellan's anxiety abated. But about midnight
he was awakened by the moanings of the boy, and bendingover him, laid his hand on his forehead. The sufferer openedhis eyes, and gasped, "Water, or I die !" Adellan ran to thefountain, and brought the water immediately to his lips.Then kneeling down, he removed the muffling folds of thehandkerchief from his face, and unbound the same from hishead, that he mght bathe his temples in the cooling stream.The moon shone as clearly and resplendently as when itbeamed on Ozora's parting tears, and lighted up with an in-tense radiance the features of the apparently expiring negro.Adellan was astonished that no disfiguring traces appeared onthe regular outline of his youthful face; his hair, too, instead

of the woolly locks of the Ethiopian, was of shining lengthand profusion, and as Adellan's hand bathed his brow withwater, he discovered beneath the jetty dye of his complexionthe olive skin of the Abyssinian.
"Ozora !" exclaimed Adellan, throwing himself in agonyby her side; "Ozora, you have followed me, but to die !"
"Forgive me, Adellan," cried she, faintly; "it was deathto lve without you; but oh! I have found everlasting life,in dying at your feet. Your prayers have been heard in thedesert, and I die in the faith and the hope of a Christian."
Adellan's fearful cry had roused the slumberers of the tent.Mr. M-, and Mary, herself, gathering strength from terrordrew near the spot. What was her astonishment to beholdher beloved nurse, supported in the arms of Adellan, and

seemigly breathing out her last sighs ! Every restorative
was applied, but in vain. The blood was literally burning upin her veins.

This last fatal proof of her love and constancy wrung theheart of Adellan. He remembered how often he had seen
her slender arms bearing the litter, her feet blistering in thesands; and when he knew, too, that it was for the love of him
she had done this, he felt as if he would willingly lay downhis life for hers. But when he saw her mind, clear and un-
dimmed by the mists of disease, bearing its spontaneous testi-
mony to05the truth of that religion which reserves its most
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170 THE ABYSSINIAN NEOPHYTE.

glorious triumphs for the dying hour, he was filled with re-

joicing emotions.
"My Saviournfound me in the wilderness," cried she, "while

listening to the prayers of Adellan. His head was filled with
dew, and his locks were heavy with the drops of night. Oh,
Adellan, there is a love stronger than that which has bound

my soul to ours. In the strength of that love I am willing

to resign you. I feel there is forgiveness even for me." -.

She paused, and lifting her eyes to heaven, with a serene

expression, folded her hands on her bosom. The missionary
Sthat her soul was about to take its flight, and kneeing

over her, his feeble voice rose in prayer and adoration. While

the holy incense was ascending up to heaven, her spirit winged

its upward way, so peacefully and silently, that Adellan still

clasped her cold hand, unconscious that he was clinging to
dust and ashes.

They made her grave beneath the acacia, whose blossoms
were strewed over her dying couch. They placed a rude stone

at the head and the hand of Adellan carved upon it this

simple, but sublime inscription, "I know that my Redeemer

liveth." The name of Ozorc, on the opposite side, was all
the memorial left in the desert, of her whose memory was im-

mortal in the bosom of her friends. But there was a grandeur

in that lonely grave which no marble monument could exalt.

It was the grave of a Christian:

"And angels with their silver wings o'ershade

The ground now sacred by her relics made."

It would be a weary task to follow the travellers through
every step of their journey. Adellan still continued his un-

wearied offices to his grateful and now convalescent friends,

but his spirit mourned for his lost Ozora. When, however,

he set foot on Christian land, he felt something of the rapture

that swelled the breast of Columbus on the discovery of a new

world. It was indeed, a new world to him, and almost

realized his dreams of Paradise.
The friends of Mary and her husband welcomed him, as

the guardian angel who had watched over their lives in the

desert, at the hazard of his own; and Christians pressed for-

ward to open their hearts and their homes to their Abyssinian
brother. Mary, once more surrounded by the loved scenes
of her youth, and all the appliances of kindred love, and all
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the medicinal balms the healing art can furnish, slowly re-
covered her former strength. All that female gratitude and
tenderness could do, she exerted to interest and enliven the
feelings of Adellan, when, after each day of intense study, he
returned to their domestic circle. The rapidity with which
he acquired the German language was extraordinary. He
found it, however, only a key, opening to him treasures of
unknown value. Mr. M- feared the effects of his exces-
sive application, and endeavoured to draw him from his books
and studies. He led him abroad amongst the works of nature,
and the wonders of art, and tried to engage him in the athletic
exercises the youth of the country delighted in.

Whatever Adellan undertook he performed with an ardour
which no obstacles could damp, no difficulties subdue. Know-
ledge, purified by religion, was now the object of his exist-
ence; and, while it was flowing in upon his mind, from such
various sources, finding, instead of its capacities being filled,that they were constantly enlarging and multiplying, and the
fountains, though overflowing, still undrained: and knowing
too, that it was only for a short time that his spirit could

k in these immortal influences, and that through them he
was to fertilize and refresh, hereafter, the waste places of hiscountry, he considered every moment devoted to relaxation
alone, as something robbed from eternity.

One day, Adellan accompanied a number of young men
belonging to the institution in which he was placed, in an ex-
cursion for the collection of minerals. Their path led themthrough the wildest and most luxuriant country, -through
scenes where nature rioted in all its virgin bloom; yet, wherethe eye glancing around, could discern the gilding traces ofart, the triumphs.of man's creating hand. Adellan, who be-held in every object, whether of nature or of art, the mani-
festation of God's glory, became lost in a trance of ecstasy.
He wandered from his companions. He knelt down amid therocks, upon the green turf, and on the banks of the streams.
In every place he found an altar, and consecrated it with theincense of prayer and of praise. The shades of night fellaround him, before he was conscious that the sun had declined.
The dews fell heavy on his temples, that still throbbed withthe heat and the exertions of the day. He returned chilled
and exhausted. The smile of rapture .yet lingered on his lips,but the damps of death had descended with the dews of night,
and from that hour consumption commenced its slow but
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172 THE ABYSSINIAN NEOPHYTE.

certain progress. When his friends became aware of his
danger, they sought by every possible means to ward off the

fatal blow. Mr. M- induced him to travel, that he might
wean him from his too sedentary habits. He carried him

with him, through the magnificent valleys of Switzerland,
those valleys, embosomed in hills, on whose white and glitter-

ing summits Adellan imagined he could see the visible foot-

prints of the Deity. "Up to the hills," he exclaimed, with

the sweet singer of Israel, in a kind of holy rapture, "up to
the hills do I lift mine eyes, from whence cometh my help."
When returning, they lingered on the lovely banks of the

Rhine, his devout mind, imbued with sacred lore, recalled

"the green fields and still waters," where the Shepherd of

Israel gathered his flock.
The languid frame of Adellan seemed to have gathered

strength, and his friends rejoiced in their reviving hopes; but
"He who seeth not as man seeth," had sent forth his messenger
to call him to his heavenly home. Gentle was the summons,
but Adellan knew the voice of his divine Master, and prepared
to obey. One night, as he reclined in his easy chair, and Mr.

M- was seated near, he stretched out his hand towards

him, with a bright and earnest glance: "My brother," said

he, "I can now say from my heart, the will of God be done.

It was hard to give up my beloved Abyssinians, but I leave

them in the hands of One who is strong to deliver, and mighty
to save. You, too, will return, when you have laid this wasted

frame in its clay-cold bed."
"I made a vow unto my God," answered Mr. M ," that

I would see them, again, and that vow shall not be broken.
When they ask me the parting words of Adellan, tell me what

I shall utter."
"Tell them," exclaimed Adellan, raising himself up, with

an energy that was startling, and in a voice surprisingly clear,
while the glow of sensibility mingled with the hectic fires that

burned upon his cheek ; "tell them that the only reflection
that planted a thorn in my dying pillow, was the sorrow I felt

that I was not permitted to declare 'to them once more, the
eternal truths of the Gospel. Tell them, with the solemnities

of death gathering around me, in the near prospect of judg-
ment and eternity, I declare my triumphant faith in that

religion your lips revealed unto me, that religion which was
sealed by the blood of Jesus, and attested by the Spirit of

Almighty God; and say, too, that had I ten thousand lives,
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and for every life ten thousand years to live, I should deem
them all too short to devote to the glory of God, and the ser-
vice of my Redeemer."ga

He sunk back exhausted in his chair, and continued in a
lower voice, "You will travel once more through the desert,
but the hand of Adellan will o g er,

he lves emeber 1 no longer minister to the friendhe loves. Remember him when you pass the grave of Ozora,
and hallow it once more with the breath of prayer. She died
for love of me, but she is gone to him who loved her as man
never loved. Her spirit awaits my coming."

The last tear that ever dimmed the eye of Adellan here fellto the memory of Ozora. It seemed a parting tribute to the
world he was about to leave. His future hours were gilded
by anticipations of the happiness of heaven, and by visions ofglory too bright, too holy for description. He died in thearms of the missionary, while the hand of Mary wiped from
his brow the dews of dissolution. Their united tears em-
balmed the body of one, who, had he lived, would have beena burning and a shining light, in the midst of the dark places
of the earth; one, who combined in his character, notwith-
standing his youth and his country, the humility of the Pub
lican, the ardour of Peter, the love of John, and the faith and
zeal of the great Apostle of the Gentiles. Perhaps it should
rather be said, with the reverence due to these holy evangelists
and saints, that a large portion of their divine attributes ani-mated the spirit of the Abyssinian Neophyte.
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VILLAGE ANTHEM.

"WHAT is that bell ringing for ?" asked Villeneuve of the

waiter, who was leaving the room.
"For church," was the reply. .
"For church'! Oh ! is it Sunday? I had forgotten it. I

did not think there was a church in this little village."
"Yes, indeed," answered the boy, his village pride taking

the alarm, "and a very handsome one, too. Just look out at
that window, sir. Do you see that tall, white steeple, behind
those big trees there? That is the church, and I know there

is not a better preacher in the whole world than Parson Bland-

ford. He was never pestered for a word yet, and his voice
makes one feel so warm and tender about the heart, it does

one good to hear him."
Villeneuve cast a languid glance through the window, from

the sofa on which he was reclining, thinking that Parson
Blandford was very probably some old hum-drum, puritanical
preacher, whose nasal twang was considered melodious by the

vulgar ears which were accustomed to listen to him. Dull as
his resent position was, he was resolved to keep it, rather

than inflict upon himself such an intolerable bore. The boy,
who had mounted his hobby, continued, regardless of the un-

propitious countenance of his auditor.

"Then there is Miss Grace Blandford, his daughter, plays
so beautifully on the organ ! You never heard such music in

our life. When she sits behind the red curtains, and you

can't see anything but the edge of her white skirt below, I
(174)
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can't help thinking there's an angel hid there; and when she
comes down and takes her father's arm, to walk out of church,
she looks like an angel, sure enough."

Villeneuve's countenance brightened. Allowing for all the
hyperbole of ignorance, there were two positive things which
were agreeable in themselves-music and a young maiden. He
rose from the sofa, threw aside his dressing-gown, called for
his coat and hat, and commanded the delighted boy to direct
him to the church, the nearest way. His guide, proud of
ushering in such a handsome and aristocratic-looking stranger,
conducted him to one of the most conspicuous seats in the
broad aisle, in full view of the pulpit and the orchestra, and
Villeneuve's first glance was towards the red curtains, which
were drawn so close, not even a glimpse of white was granted
to the beholder. He smiled at his own curiosity. Very likely
this angel of the village boy was a great red-faced, hard-handed
country girl, who had been taught imperfectly to thrum the
keys of an instrument, and consequently transformed by rustic
simplicity into a being of superior order. No matter, any
kind of excitement was better than the ennui from which he
had been aroused. A low, sweet, trembling prelude stole on
his ear. "Surely," thought he, "no vulgar fingers press
those keys-that is the key-note of true harmony." He lis-
tened, the sound swelled, deepened, rolled through the arch
of the building, and sank again with such a melting cadence,
the tears voluntarily sprang into his eyes. Ashamed of his
emotions, he leaned his head on his hand, and yielded unseen
to an influence, which, coming over him so unexpectedly, had
all the force of enchantment. The notes died away, then
swelled again in solemn accompaniment with the opening
hymn. The hymn closed with the melodious vibrations of
the instrument, and for a few moments there was a most pro-
found silence.

"The Lord is in his holy temple; let all the earth keep
silence before him :" uttered a deep, solemn voice.

Villeneuve raised his head and gazed upon the speaker. He
was a man rather past the meridian of life, but wearing un-
marred the noblest attributes of manhood. His brow was
unwrinkled, his piercing eye undimmed, and his tall figure
majestic and unbowed. The sun inclined from the zenith, but
the light, the warmth, the splendour remained in all their
power, and the hearts of the-hearers radiated that light and
warmth, till ark intense glow pervaded the assembly, and the
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opening words of the preacher seemed realized. Villeneuve
was an Infidel; he looked upon the rites of Christianity as
theatrical machinery, necessary,.perhaps, towards carrying on
the great drama of life, and when the springs were well ad-

justed and oiled, and the pulleys worked without confusion,
and every appearance of art was kept successfully in the back-

ground, he Was willing to sit and listen as he would to a fine
actor when reciting the impassioned language of the stage.
"This man is a very fine actor," was his first thought, "he
knows his part well. It is astonishing, however, that he is

willing to remain in such a limited sphere-with such an eye
and voice-such flowing language and graceful elocution, he
might make his fortune in any city. It is incomprehensible
that he is content to linger in obscurity." Thus Villeneuve

speculated, till his whole attention became absorbed in the
sermon, which as a literary production was exactly suited to

his fastidiously refined taste. The language was simple, the
sentiments sublime. The preacher did not bring himself down

to the capacities of his auditors, he lifted them to his, he ele-

vated them, he spiritualized them. He was deeply read in
the mysteries of the human heart, and he knew that however
ignorant it might be of the truths of science and the laws of
metaphysics, it contained many a divine spark which only
required an eliciting touch to kindle. He looked down into

the eyes upturned to him in breathless interest, and he read in

them the same yearnings after immortality, the same reverence
for the Infinite Majesty of the Universe, which moved and

solemnized his own soul. His manner was in general calm
and affectionate, yet there were moments when he swept the

chords of human passion with a master's hand, and the hectic

flush of his cheek told of the fire burning within.
"He is a scholar, a metaphysician, a philosopher, and a

gentleman," said Villeneuve to himself, at the close of his
discourse. "If he is an actor, he is the best one I ever saw.
He is probably an enthusiast, who, if he had lived in ancient
days, would have worn the blazing crown of martyrdom. I
should like to see his daughter." The low notes of the organ
again rose, as if in response to his heart's desire. This tine
there was the accompaniment of a new female voice. The
congregation rose as the words of the anthem began. It was
a kind of doxology, the chorus terminating with the solemn
expression-" for ever and ever." The hand of the organist
no longer trembled. It swept over the keys, as if the enthu-
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siasm of an exalted spirit were communicated to every pulse
and sinew. The undulating strains rolled and reverberated
till the whole house was filled with the waves of harmony.
But high, and clear, and sweet above those waves of harmony
and the mingling voices of the choir, rose that single female
voice, uttering the burden of the anthem, "for ever and ever."
Villeneuve closed his eyes. He was oppressed by the novelty
of his sensations. Where was he? In a simple village church,
listening to the minstrelsy of a simple village maiden, and he
had frequented the magnificent cathedral of Notre Dame, been
familiar there with the splendid ritual of the national religion
and heard its sublime chantings from the finest choirs in the
Universe. Why did those few monotonous words so thrill
through every nerve of his being? That eternity which he
believed was the dream of fanaticism, seemed for a moment
an awful reality, as the last notes of the p can echoed on his
ear.

When the benediction was given, and the congregation was
leaving the church, he watched impatiently for the foldings
of the red curtains to part, and his heart palpitated when he
saw a white-robed figure glide through the opening and imme-
diately disappear. The next minute she was seen at the
entrance of the church, evidently waiting the approach of her
father, who, surrounded by his people, pressing on each other
to catch a kindly greeting, always found it difficult to make
his egress. As she thus stood against a column which sup-
ported the entrance, Villeneuve had a most favourable oppor-
tunity of scanning her figure, which he did with a practised
and scrutinizing glance. He was accustomed to Parisian and
English beauty, and comparing Grace Blandford to the high-
born and high-bred beauties of the old world, she certainly
lost in the comparison. She was very simply dressed, her
eyes were downcast, and her features were in complete repose.
Still there was a quiet grace about her that pleased him-a
blending of perfect simplicity and perfect refinement that was
extraordinary. Mr. Blandford paused as he came down the
aisle. He had noticed the young and interesting looking
stranger, who listened with such devout attention to all the
exercises. He had heard, for in a country village such things
are rapidly communicated, that there was a traveller .at the
inn, a foreigner and an invalid-two strong claims to sympathy
and kindness. The pallid complexion of the young man was a
sufficient indication of the latter, and the air of high breeding
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which distinguished him was equal to a letter of recommenda-

tion in his behalf. The minister accosted him with great be-

nignity, and invited him to accompany him home.

"You are a stranger," said he, "and I understand an

invalid. Perhaps you will find the quiet of our household

more congenial this day than the bustle of a public dwelling."
Villeneuve bowed his delighted acceptance of this most

unexpected invitation. He grasped the proffered hand of the

minister with more warmth than he was aware of, and followed

him to the door where Grace.yet stood, with downcast eyes.
"My daughter," said Mr. Blandford, drawing her hand

through his arm. This simple introduction well befitted the

place where it was made, and was acknowledged by her with
a gentle bending of the head and a lifting of the eyes, and
they walked in silence from the portals of the church. What

a change had the mere uplifting of those veiled lids made in
her countenance ! Two lines of a noble bard flashed across his
memory-

"The light of love, the purity of grace,
The mind, the music breathing from her face."

Then another line instantaneously succeeded-

"And oh ! that eye is in itself a soul."

There was one thing which disappointed him. He did not

notice a single blush flitting over her fair cheek. He feared

she was deficient in sensibility. It was so natural to blush at

a stranger's greeting. He did not understand the nature of

her feelings. He could not know that one so recently engaged
in sublime worship of the Creator, must be lifted above fear
or confusion in the presence of the creature. Villeneuve had
seen much of the world, and understood the art of adapted-

ness, in the best sense of the word. He could conform to the

circumstances in which he might be placed with grace and

ease, and though he was too sincere to express sentiments he

did not feel, he felt justified in concealing those he did feel,
when he knew their avowal would give pain or displeasure.

It was a very singular way for him to pass the Sabbath. The

guest of a village pastor, breathing an atmosphere redolent of

the sweets of piety, spirituality, and holy love. The language
of levity and flattery, so current in society, would be considered

profanation here; and a conviction deeply mortifying to his
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vanity forced itself upon him, that all those accomplishments
for which he had been so much admired, would gain him no
favour with the minister and his daughter. He could not
forbear expressing his surprise at the location Mr. Blandford
had chosen.

"II would not insult you by flattery," said Villeneuve,
ingenuously, "but I am astonished you do not seek a wider
sphere of usefulness. It is impossible that the people here
should appreciate your talents, or estimate the sacrifices you
make to enlighten and exalt them."

Mr. Blandford smiled as he answered-." You think my
sphere too small, while I tremble at the weight of responsibility
I have assumed. If I have the talents which you kindly
ascribe to me, I find here an ample field for their exercise.
There are hundreds of minds around me that mingle their
aspirations with mine, and even assist me in the heavenward
journey. In a larger, more brilliant circle, I might perhaps
gain a more sounding name and exercise a wider influence, but
that influence would not be half as deep and heartfelt. I was
born and bred in a city, and know the advantages such a life
can offers but I would not exchange the tranquillity of this
rural residence, the serenity of my pastoral life, the paternal
influence I wield over this secluded village, and the love
and reverence of its upright and pure-minded inhabitants,
for the splendid sinecure of the Archbishops of our mother-
land."

Villeneuve was astonished to see a man so nobly endowed,
entirely destitute of the principle of ambition. He wanted to
ask him how he had thus trampled under his feet the honours
and distinctions of the world. "You consider ambition a
vice, then ?" said he.

"You are mistaken," replied Mr. Blandford, "if you believe
me destitute of ambition. I am one of the most ambitious
men in the world. But I aspire after honours that can resist
the mutations of time, and partake of the imperishability of
their Great Bestower."

There was a silence of some moments, during which Mr.
Blandford looked upward, and the eyes of Grace followed her
father's with kindling ray.

"But, your daughter," continued Villeneuve, "can she find
contentment in a situation for which nature and education have
so evidently unfitted her ?"

"Let Grace answer for herself," said Mr. Blandford, mildly;
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"I have consulted her happiness as well as my own, in the

choice I have made."
Villeneuve was delighted to see a bright blush suffuse the

modest cheek of Grace-but it was the blush of feeling, not of

shame.
"I love the country rather than the town," said she, "for

I prefer nature to art, meditation to action, and the works of

God to the works of man; and in the constant companionship

of my father I find more than contentment-I find happiness,

joy." .
Villeneuve sighed--he felt the isolation of his own destiny.

The last of his family, a traveller in a strange land, in pursuit

of health; which had been sacrificed in the too eager pursuit

of the pleasures of this world, without one hope to link him

to another. Affluent and uncontrolled, yet sated and despond-

ing, he envied the uncorrupted taste of the minister's daugh-
ter. He would have bartered all his wealth for the enthusiasm

that warmed- the character of her father. That night he was
awakened by a singular dream. He thought he was alone in
the horror of thiok darkness. It seemed that he was in the

midst of infinity, and yet chained to one dark spot, an im
movable speck in the boundless ocean of space. "
remain here for ever ?" he cried in agony, such as is only
known in dreams, when the spirit's nerves are all unsheathed.

"For ever and ever," answered a sweet, seraphic voice, high
above his head, and looking up he beheld Grace, reclining on.
silver-bosomed clouds, so distant she appeared like a star in

the heavens, yet every lineament perfectly defined. "Am I

then parted from thee for ever ?" exclaimed he, endeavouring
to stretch out his arms towards the luminous point. "For

ever and ever," responded the same heavenly accents, mourn-

fully echoing till they died away, and the vision fled. He was

not superstitious, but he did not like the impression of his
dream. He rose feverish and unrefreshed, and felt himself
unable to continue his journey. Mr. Blandford came to see

him. He was deeply interested in the young stranger, and
experienced the pleasure which every sensitive and intellectual

being feels in meeting with kindred sensibility and intellect.
The intimacy, thus commenced, con inued to increase, and
week after week passed away, and Villeneuve still lingered
near the minister and his daughter. His health was invigo-
rated, his spirits excited by the novel yet powerful influences

that surrounded him. It was impossible, in the course of this
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deepening intimacy, that the real sentiments of Villeneuve
should remain concealed, for hypocrisy formed no part of his
character. Mr. Blandford, relying on the reverence and affec-
tion Villeneuve evidently felt for him, believed it would be an
easy task to interest him in the great truths of religion. And it
was an easy task to interest him, particularly when the father's
arguments were backed by the daughter's persuasive eloquence;
but it was a most difficult one to convince. The prejudices
of education, the power of habit, the hardening influence of a
worldly life, presented an apparently impenetrable shield against
the arrows of divine truth.

"I respect, I revere the principles of your religion," Vil.
leneuve was accustomed to say at the close of their long and
interesting conversations. "I would willingly endure the
pangs of death; yea, the agonies of martyrdom, for the pos-
session of a faith like yours. But it is a gift denied to me. I
cannot force my belief, nor give a cold assent with m yi s to
what my reason and my conscience belie y

Mr. Blandford ceased not his efforts, notwithstanding the
unexpected resistance he encountered, but Grace gradually
retired from the conflict, and Villeneuve found to his sorrow
and mortification that she no longer appeared to rejoice in his
society. There was a reserve in her manners which would
have excited his resentment, had not the sadness of her coun-
tenance touched his heart. Sometimes when he met her eyeit had an earnest, reproachful, pitying expression, that thrilled
to his soul. One evening he came to the Parsonage at a later
hour than usual. He was agitated and pale. "I have received
letters of importance," said he; "I must leave you imme-
diately. I did not know that all my happiness was centered
in the intercourse I have been holding with your family, tillthis summons came." Grace, unable to conceal her emotions
rose and left the apartment. Villeneuve's eyes followed her
with an expression which made her father tremble. He anti-
cipated the scene which followed. "Mr. Blandford," con-
tinued Villeneuve, "I love your daughter. I cannot live
without her-I cannot depart without an assurance of her love
and your approbation."

Mr. Blandford was too much agitated to reply-the blood
rushed to his temples, then retreating as suddenly, left his
brow and cheek as colourless as marble. "I should have fore-
seen .this," at length he said. "It would have spared us all
much misery."

1.6



182 THE VILLAGE ANTHEM.

"Misery !" replied Villeneuve, in a startling tone.

"Yes," replied Mr. Blandford, "I have been greatly to
blame--I have suffered my feelings to triumph over my judg-
ment. Villeneuve, I have never met a young man who won

upon my affections as you have done. The ingenuousness,
ardour, and generosity of your character impelled me to love

you. I still love you; but I pity you still more. I can never

trust my daughter's happiness in your hands. There is a gulf
between you-a wall of separation-high as the heavens and

deeper than the foundations of the earth." He paused, and
bowed his face upon his hands. The possibility that his

daughter's happiness might be no longer in her own keeping,
completely overpowered him. Villeneuve listened in astonish-

ment and dismay. He, in all the pride of affluence and rank

(for noble blood ran in lineal streams through his veins), to be

rejected by an obscure village pastor, from mere religious

scruples. It was incredible-one moment his eye flashed
haughtily on the bending figure before him; the next it
wavered, in the apprehension that Grace might yield to her

father's decision, and seal their final separation. "Mr. Bland-

ford," cried he, passionately, "I can take my rejection only
from your daughter-I have never sought her love unsanctioned
by your approbation-I have scorned the guise of a hypocrite,
and I have a right to claim this from you. You may destroy

my happiness-it is in your power--but tremble lest you
sacrifice a daughter's peace."

Mr. Blandford recovered his self-command, as the passions

of the youngiman burst their bounds. He summoned Grace

into his presence. "I yield to your impetuous desire," said

he, "but I would to Heaven you had spared me a scene like

this. Painful as it is, I must remain to be a witness to it."

He took his daughter's hand as she entered, and drew her

towards him. He watched her countenance while the first

vows of love to which she had ever listened were breathed

into her ear with an eloquence and a fervour which seemed

irresistible, and these were aided by the powerful auxiliary of
a most handsome and engaging person, and he trembled as he

gazed. Her cheek kindled, her eye lighted up with rapture,
her heart panted with excessive emotion. She leaned on her

father's arm, unable to speak, but looked up in his face with

an expression that spoke volumes.
"You love him, then, Grace," said he mournfully. "Oh,

my God ! forgive me the folly, the blindness, the madness of

which I have been guilty !
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Grace started, as if wakening from a dream. Her father's

words recalled her to herself-one brief moment of ecstasy had
been hers-to be followed, she knew, by hours of darkness
and sorrow. The warm glow faded from her cheek, and throw-
ing her arms round her father's neck, she wept unrestrainedly.

'"She loves me," exclaimed Villeneuve ; "you yourself
witness her emotions--you will not separate us--you will not
suffer a cruel fanaticism to destroy us both."

"Grace," said Mr. Blandford, in a firm voice "look up.
Let not the feelings of a moment, but the principles of a lifedecide. Will you hazard, for the enjoyment of a few fleeting
years, the unutterable interests of eternity? Will you forsake
the Master he abjures for the bosom of a stranger? In one
word, my daughter, will you wed an Infidel?"

Grace lifted her head, and clasping her hands together,
looked fervently upward.

" Thou art answered," cried Mr. Blandford, with a repelling
motion towards Villeneuve. "The God she invokes will give
her strength to resist temptation. Go, then, most unhappy
yet beloved young man-you have chosen your destiny, and wehave chosen ours. You live for time. We, for eternity. AsI said before, there is a deep gulf between us. Seek not to
drag her down into the abyss into which you would madly
plunge. My soul hath wrestled with yours, and you haveresisted, though I fought with weapons drawn from Heaven's
own armory. Farewell-our prayers and our tears will fol-low you."

He extended his hand to grasp Villeneuve's for the last
time, but Villeneuve, with every passion excited beyond thepower of control, rejected the motion; and, snatching the handof Grace, which hung powerless over her father's shoulder,
drew her impetuously towards him. "She loves me," exclaimed
he, "and I will never resign her; I swear it by the inexorable
Power you so blindly worship. Perish the religion thatwould crush the dearest and holiest feelings of the humanheart ! Perish the faith that exults in the sacrifice of nature
and of love !"

With one powerful arm Mr. Blandford separated his daugh-
ter from the embrace of her lover, and holding him back withthe other, commanded him to depart. He was dreadfully
agitated, the veins of his temples started out like cords, andhis eyes flashed with imprisoned fires. Villeneuve writhed
for a moment in his unrelaxing grasp, then, reeling backward
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sunk upon a sofa. He turned deadly pale, and held his hand-

kerchief to his face.
"Oh! father ! you have killed himt!" shrieked Grace, spring-

ing to his side; "he faints! he bleeds, he dies !"

Even while Grace was speaking, the white handkerchief was

crimsoned with blood, the eyes of the young man closed, and

he fell back insensible.
"Just Heaven ! spare me this curse !" cried Mr. Blandford.

"Great God ! I have killed them both !",
They did indeed look like two murdered victims, for the

blood which oozed from the young man's lips not only dyed
his own handkerchief and neckcloth, but reddened the white

dress of Grace and stiffened on her fair locks, as her head

drooped unconsciously on his breast. All was horror and
confusion in the household. The physician was immediately
summoned, who declared that a blood-vessel was ruptured,,

and that the life of the young man was in the most imminent

danger. Grace was borne to her own apartment and con-

signed to the care of some kind neighbours, but Mr. Blandford

remained the whole night by Villeneuve's side, holding his
hand in his, with his. eyes fixed on his pallid countenance,
trembling lest every fluttering breath should be his last.

About daybreak he opened his eyes, and seeing who was

watching so tenderly over him, pressed his hand and attempted
to speak, but the -doctor commanded perfect silence, assuring
him that the slightest exertion would be at the hazard of his

life. For two or three days he hovered on the brik of the

grave, during which time Mr. Blandford scarcely left his side,
and Grace lingered near the threshold of the door, pale and

sleepless, the image of despair. One night, when he seemed
to be in a deep sleep, Mr. Blandford knelt by his couch, and
in a low voice breathed out his soul in prayer. His vigil had

been one long prayer, but he felt that he must find vent in

language -for the depth and strength of his emotions. H~e
prayed in agony for the life of the young man; for his soul's
life. He pleaded, he supplicated; till, language failing, sighs
and tears alone bore witness to the strivings of his spirit.

"Yet, not my will, oh! God !" ejaculated he again, "but

thine be done."
"Amen !" uttered a faint voice. The minister started as

if he had heard a voice from the dead. It was Villeneuve

who spoke, and whose eyes fixed upon him had a most intense
and thrilling expression. "Your prayer is heard," continued

I

he. "I feel that God is merciful. A ray of divine lightillumines my parting hour. Let me see Grace before I die,that our souls may mingle once on earth, in earnest of theirunion hereafter."
The minister led his daughter to the couch of Villeneuve.

He joined her hand in his, "My daughter," cried he, "rejoice.I asked for him life. God giveth unto.him long life; yea, life
for evermore."

Grace bowed her head on the pale hand that clasped herown, and even in that awful moment, a torrent of joy gushed
into her soul. It was the foretaste of an eternal wedlock, anddeath seemed indeed swallowed up in victory. Mr. Blandford
knelt by his kneeling daughter, and many a time during thatnight they thought they saw the spirit of Villeneuve about totake its upward flight; but he sunk at length into a gentle
slumber, and when the doctor again saw him, he perceived afavourable change in his pulse, and told Mr. Blandford there
was a faint hope of his recovery. "With perfect quiet and
tender nursing," said he, looking meaningly at Grace "he
may yet possibly be saved."

The predictions of the excellent physician were indeed ful-.filled, for in less than three weeks Villeneuve, though stillweak and languid, was able to take his seat in the familcircle. Mr. Blandford saw with joy that the faith which he
had embraced in what he believed his dying hour, was notabandoned with returning health.; He had always relied onthe rectitude of his principles, and now, when religion strength-
ened and sanctified them, he felt it his duty to sanction his
union with his daughter. The business which had summonedhim so unexpectedly to his native country still remained un-settled, and as the physician prescribed a milder climate, heresolved to try the genial air of France. It was no lightsacrifice for Mr. Blandford to give up his daughter, the soletreasury of his affections, and doom himself to a solitary home-but he did it without murmuring, since he hoped the blessing
of heaven would hallow their nuptials. Villeneuve promisedto return the ensuing year, and restore Grace again to herbeloved parsonage.

The Sunday before their departure, Grace accompanied herfather and husband to the village church. Villeneuve sawthe boy who had guided him there the first time, standing atthe portal. He returned his respectful salutation with a warm
*m
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grasp of the hand. " He led me to the gate of heaven," thought

he "he shall not go unrewarded."
"She will be too proud to .play on the organ any more,

said the boy to himself, "now that she has married a great man

and a foreigner ;" but Grace ascended the steps as usual, and

drew the red curtains closely round her. What the feelings

of the musician were, within that sacred sanctuary, as she

pressed the keys, probably for the last time, could only be

jutlged from a trembling touch ; but at the close of« the
services, when the same sublime anthem, with the burden "for

ever and ever," was sung by the choir, Villeneuve recognised

the same clear, adoring accents which first fell so thrillingly

on his ear. He remembered his dream. It no longer filled

him with superstitious horror. It was caused by the workings o i akadtobe id o vr huh lwdihofith perk nirubled mind. No waevery thought fowed i
a new channel; he seemed a new being to himself.

"Are we indeed united ?" said he, while his soul hung on
the echoes of that sweet strain, "and shall we be united for

ever ?
"For ever and ever," returned the voice of the worshipper ;

and the whole choir, joining in, in a full burst of harmony,
repeated again and again, "for ever and ever."
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THE BOSOM SERPENT.

"I HAVE something to tell you, Rosamond," said Cecil
Dormer, taking Rosamond Clifford on his knee and seating
himself in a corner of her mother's sofa-" Don't you want tohear a story to-night ?"

"Is it a sure enough story ?" asked Rosamond, "or a fair
tale, like the Arabian Nights Entertainment ?"

"Every word of it truth," answered Cecil-" though some
portions of it may 'freeze your young blood.' It is of a little
girl, about your own age, and a woman who I verily believe
is Lucifer himself, dressed in woman's clothes."

"You have excited my curiosity," said Mrs. Clifford closing
her book, and taking a seat on the sofa-"for as every story
must have a hero, I suspect you are the hero of your own."

"Please tell it," cried Rosamond, with the impatience of a
petted child--" I want to hear about the little girl."

"Well," said Cecil, "you recollect how bright and beautiful
the moon shone last night, and how peaceful and lovely every-
thing looked. As I was returning to my lodgings, rather
later than usual, I passed through a lane, which shortened the
distance, though the walk itself was rough and unpleasant. As
I was indulging in my old habit of building castles by the moon-
light, I heard the most piercing shrieks issuing from a low
building to which I was directly opposite. There must be
murder going on, thought I, and like the giant, I imagined I
could 'smell the blood of an Englishman.' I rushed to the
door, almost shook it from its hinges in opening it, and found
myself in the narrow, dark passage-but, guided by the cries
I soon reached another door, which I opened with as little
ceremony, and what do you think I saw ?"

(187)
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"Were they killing the poor little girl ?" cried Rosamond,
drawing a long breath, her eyes growing larger and darker.

"You shall hear. In the centre of the room, there was a

large, iron-framed woman, with her right hand extended,
brandishing a leathern thong over the head of a pale, shrinking
girl, whom she grasped with her left hand, and from whose

bare shoulders the blood was oozing through grooves that

thong had cut. You may well start and shudder, for a more

hideous spectacle never met the eye. She was just in the act
of inflicting another lash, when I arrested her arm with a force

which must have made it ache to the marrow of the bones, and
caused her involuntarily to loosen her hold of her victim, who
fell exhausted to the floor. The woman turned on me, with

the fury of a wolf interrupted in its bloody banquet."
"Did she look like the picture of the wolf in little Red

Riding Hood ?" asked Rosamond.
"Yes, a most striking resemblance. Her cap was blown

back to the crown of her head by the barbarous exercise in

which she had been engaged, her tongue actually protruded

from her mouth, in the impotence of her rage, and her hard,
dull-coloured eyes glowed like red-hot stones in their deep
sockets."

"'What do you want?' cried she, in a voice between a

growl and a scream-' and who are you, and what is your
business? You had better take care, or I'll make your back

smart, in spite of your fine coat.'
"I could not help smiling at the idea of being whipped by

a woman, but I answered as sternly as possible-' I want

humanity, for I am a man. My business is to snatch this

child from your clutches,, and to give you up to the city
authorities for disturbing the public peace.'

"'It is her fault, not mine,' replied she, a little intimidated

by my threat-'she always screams and hollows when I whip
her, as if I were murdering her, if I but scratch her skin. I

gave her a task to do, and told her if she did not do it I would

whip her-a good-for-nothing, lazy thing !-mope, mope from

morning to night, nothing but mope and fret, while I'm

drudging like a slave. I'm not going to support her any
longer, if I have to turn her out of doors. She thinks

because her mother happened to die here, I must give her a

home, forsooth, and she do nothing to pay for it, the ungrate-
ful hussy:!'"

" Oh! don't tell any more about that horrid old woman,"
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interrupted Rosamond-" I want to hear about the little -girl.
What did she do ?"

"Why, she wept and sobbed, and said she did all she could
but that she was sick and weak, and she wished she was in
the grave, by her poor mother's side, for there was nobody in
the world to take care of her, and she knew not what would
become of her. I told her impulsively that I would see she
was taken care of, and if that vile woman but lifted her
finger against her once more, she should rue it to her heart's
core."

"There, Cecil, you have made a rhyme, so you must wish
before you speak again," said Rosamond, laughing.

"Well, I wish that poor, desolate child had a home like
this, and a mother like Mrs. Clifford, and a companion like
Rosamond-or I wish that I had a kind mother and sister, to
whose care I could intrust her, or a sweet gentle wife-and it
is the first time in my life I ever breathed that wish-who
would be willing to protect and cherish her for my sake."

"Is she a pretty child ?" interrogated Mrs. Clifford, feelings
best known to herself prompting the question.

"Yes !" repeated Rosamond, eagerly, stealing a look in the
glass at her own bright eyes, fair complexion, and curling locks
-" is she pretty, and was she dressed nice ?"

"No !" answered Cecil, "the only emotion she could excite
is that of the deepest pity. She is thin to emaciation, sallow
to cadaverousness, and her eyes occupy the greatest portion of
her face, they look so large and hollow and wild. She might
sit for a miniature representation of famine, disease, or woe.
There is something about her, however, that speaks of gentle
blood and early gentle breeding. Her name at least is
aristocratic, and bespeaks a French extraction-Eugenia St.
Clair."

Rosamond was delighted with the name, and wondered how
she could help being pretty with such a beautiful name.

"Poor child !" said Mrs. Clifford, "it is a pity she is not
handsome, it would add so much to the romance of the adven-
ture."

"She is helpless and oppressed," cried Cecil warmly, "and
if she had the beauty of a cherub her claims would not plead
more eloquently than they do in my heart. I should think I
were guilty of murder, if I left her in the hands of that virago.
It is true I put a douceur in her hand, terrifying her at the
same time with the threatenings of the law, but this will only
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purchase the child's security for a short time. I made a vow

to myself, when she clung to me convulsively, as I attempted
to leave her, that I would place her in some situation where

she could find kindness and protection, till fitting arrangements

can be made for her education."
"You are indeed romantic," said Mrs. Clifford, seriously,

"and know not what you may entail upon yourself."
"I am sorry if you think me so," said Cecil, with a look

of mortification and disappointment-" I see I have as usual

drawn too hasty conclusions. You have been so vei y kind to

me, so kind as to make me forget in your household the

absence of domestic ties. I dared to hope you would assist me

in my design, and perhaps receive for a little while, under your
own roof, this neglected child of orphanage and want. I have

no other friend of whom I could ask a similar favour, and if I

find I am presuming too much on you, I believe I must try to
fall in love and get married, so that I can take my protege to

a home of my own."
Mrs. Clifford had not the most distant idea of permitting

him to do so preposterous a thing, for she had long since ap-
propriated him to Rosamond, whom as a child he now petted

and caressed, and whom, if he continued as he now was, fancy
free, as a woman he must inevitably love. When he first

mentioned the girl, and expressed such a strong interest in

her behalf, she began to tremble in anticipation, fearing a
future rival in her views; but the lean, sallow face, half eyes
and half bone, just delineated, tranquillized her fears, and as

her fears subsided, her pity strengthened. And Rosamond,
though too young to enter into her mother's speculations, felt

her sympathy increased tenfold since she had learned that

nature had gone hand in hand with fortune, and been equally
niggard of her boons. She was unfortunately an only child,
and accustomed to be an object of exclusive attention in the

household, from her idolizing mother down to the lowest

menial. The guests too easily understood the way to Mrs.

Clifford's heart, and as Rosamond was pretty and sprightly,
they derived amusement from her little airs and graces. But

what flattered her vanity and elated her pride more than any-
thing else, Cecil Dormer, so distinguished for wealth and

accomplishments, so courted and admired, seemed to prefer her

company to the society of grown ladies, who had often declared

themselves jealous of her, and threatened, when she was a few

years older,to shut her up in some convent or cell. Thus imper-
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ceptibly acquiring an exaggerated idea of her own consequence,
and believing the love and admiration of all her inalienable
right, had Cecil represented the orphan Eugenia as beautiful
and charming, it is more than probable she would have regarded
her as a dreaded encroacher on boundaries which nature had
prescribed and fortune guarded-but for the ugly Eugenia all
her sympathies were enlisted, and she pleaded her mother so
warmly to bring her there directly, and take her away from that
dreadful woman for good and all, that Cecil was delighted
with her sensibility and benevolence, and rejoiced in such a
juvenile coadjutor.

The next morning Mrs. Clifford accompanied Dormer to
Mrs. Grundy's, the woman of the. leathern thong, of whom
she requested the history of Eugenia. Mrs. Grundy was sul-
len, and but little disposed to be communicative. She declared
she knew nothing about her mother, only that she came there
as a boarder, with barely sufficient to pay the expenses of her
lodgings; that she fell sick soon after, and died, leaving the
little girl on her hands, with nothmg i the world but a grand
name for her support. She expressed no gratitude or plea-
sure at the prospect of being released from the burthen under
which she groaned, but grumbled about her own hard lot, in-
sinuating that idleness and ingratitude were always sure to be
rewarded. Eugenia's appearance was a living commentary on
the truth of Dormer's story. Her neck and shoulders were
streaked with swollen and livid lines, and her large, blood-shot
eyes spoke of repressed and unutterable anguish. When told
of the new home to which she was to be transferred, that she
was to be placed by Dormer under the protection of Mrs. Clif-
ford, and that if she were a good girl, and merited such ad-
vantages, she should be sent to school, and be fitted for a
respectable station in society-she stood like one bewildered,
as if awaking from a dream. Then, after taking in the truth
of her position, she turned towards Dormer with wonderful
quickness and even grace of motion, and clasping her hands
together, attempted to speak, but burst into a passionate fit of
weeping.

"There !" cried Mrs. Grundy, "you see what an ungrateful
cretur she is. Do what you will for her, she does nothing but
cry. Well, all I hope, you'll not be sick of your bargain, and
be imposing her on me, before the week comes round again.
But I give you warning, when once she gets out of my doors,
she never darkens them a second time."
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Dormer cast upon her a withering look, but, disdaining to
reply to mere vulgarity and insolence, he took the hand of

the sobbing child, and motioning to Mrs. Clifford, they left

the room, while Mrs. Grundy's voice, keeping up a deep
thorough bass, followed them till the door of the carriage was

closed and the rumbling of the wheels drowned accents which
certainly " by distance were made more sweet."

Eugenia had not been an hour under the roof of Mrs. Clif-

ford, before a complete transformation was effected, by the
supervising care of the proud and busy Rosamond. Her wait-

ing-maid was put in active employment, in combing, brushing,
and perfuming Eugenia's neglected hair, her wardrobe was ran-

sacked to supply her fitting apparel, her mother's medicine chest
was opened to furnish a healing liniment for her lacerated

neck, which was afterwards covered by a neat muslin apron.
"Now look at yourself in the glass," said Rosamond, leading

her to a large mirror, which reflected the figure at full length;
"don't you look nice ?"

Eugenia cast one glance, then turned away with a deep
sigh. The contrast of her own tawny visage and meagre
limbs with the fair, bright, round, joyous face and glowing
lineaments of Rosamond, was too painful; but Rosamond
loved to linger where a comparison so favourable to herself
could be drawn, and her kind feelings to Eugenia rose in pro-
portion to the self-complacency of which she was the cause.

It was a happy little circle which met that evening around
Mrs. Clifford's table. Mrs. Clifford was happy in the new
claim she had acquired over Cecil Dormer, and the probable
influence it might exert on her future plans. Rosamond was
happy in enacting the character of Lady Bountiful, and being
praised by Cecil Dormer ; and Cecil himself was happy in the

consciousness of having performed a benevolent action.
Eugenia's spirits had been so crushed by sorrow and unkind-
ness, it seemed as if their elastic principle were destroyed.
She was gentle, but passive, and appeared oppressed by the
strangeness of her situation. Yet, as she expressed no vulgar
amazement at the elegancies that surrounded her, and had
evidently been taught the courtesies of society, Mrs. Clifford
became convinced that Dormer was right in his belief that
she was of gentle blood, and the fear that Rosamond's manners
might be injured by contact with an unpolished plebeian
subsided. When Eugenia was somewhat accustomed to her
new situation, Mrs. Clifford questioned her minutely with
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regard to her parentage and the peculiar circumstances of her
mother's death. She gathered from her broken and timid
answers, that her father was wealthy, and that the first years
of her life were passed in affluence; that as she grew older
her mother seemed unhappy and her father stern and gloomy,
why she could not tell; that one night, during her father's
absence, her mother had left her home, accompanied by herself
and one servant girl, and taken passage in a steamboat for
that city. They boarded in obscure lodgings, never went
abroad, or received visiters at home. Her mother grew paler
and sadder. At length the servant girl, who seemed greatly
attached to them, died. Then she described her mother as
being much distressed for money to pay her board, being
obliged to part with her watch and jewels, and when these
resources failed, thankful to obtain sewing from her landlady,
or, through her, from others. As they became more wretched
and helpless, they were compelled to go from house to house,
where her mother could find employment, till she was taken
sick at Mrs. Grundy's, and never lifted her head again from
the pillow so grudgingly supplied. A diamond ring, the most
valued and carefully preserved of all her jewels, procured for
her the sad privilege of dying there. Over her consequent
sufferings Eugenia only wept, and on this subject Mrs. Clifford
had no curiosity.

It was about six years after these events, that Cecil Dormer
again was seated on the sofa in Mrs. Clifford's drawing-room,
but Rosamond no longer sat upon his knee. The rosy-checked
child, with short curling hair, short frock, and ruffled pan-
talettes, had disappeared, and, in her stead, a maiden with
longer and more closely fitting robes, smoother and darker
hair, and cheeks of paler and more mutable roses. Cecil was
unchanged in face, but there was that in his air and manner
which spoke a higher degree of elegance and fashion, and a
deeper acquaintance with the world. He had passed several
years at Paris. Rosamond had been in the mean time at a
distant boarding-school, where Eugenia still remained.

"What are you going to do with Eugenia," asked Mrs.
Clifford, "when she returns? Will you not find a young
femaleprotegee rather an embarrassing appendage to a bache-
lor's establishment ?"

"I have just been thinking of the same thing," replied
Cecil. "I believe I must still encroach on your kindness as
I was wont to do in former days, and request you to receive

17-
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her under your protection, till some permanent arrangement

can be made for her home."
"That permanent arrangement must be your own marriage,

I should presume," said Mrs. Clifford; "and indeed, Cecil,
I wonder that with your fortune and rare endowments, you
do not think seriously of assuming the responsibility of a

household."
"What! the sensible Benedict a married man ?" cried

Cecil, with a theatrical start. "I shall lose all my consequence
in society-I shall dwindle down into complete insignificance.
No-I am not quite old enough to be married yet. I must act,
too, as protector and elder brother to Rosamond, on her entrance
into the world, an office which I promised to perform, when I

dandled her a child in my arms."
"I am sure Rosamond would not wish to interfere with

your personal arrangements," replied Mrs. Clifford, in a tone

of pique-she was vexed and astonished at Cecil's coldness
and indifference. She could not imagine the stoicism which

could resist the influence of Rosamond's blooming beauty. She

had looked forward to their meeting, after an absence of years,
as the moment which should realize her long-cherished hopes,
and nothing could be more provoking than the nonchalance
of Cecil, unless it was the warm interest he manifested in

everything respecting Eugenia.
"No, indeed," said Rosamond, laughing, "I willingly re-

linquish every claim on your protection, for Eugenia's sake.,
Perhaps some one else will take pity on my forlorn condition,
and volunteer as my champion." Rosamond laughed, but
her voice was unsteady, and a bright blush suffused her

cheek.
Cecil noticed the vibration of her voice, and the sudden

crimson rushing even to her temples. Her emotion surprised-
interested him-was it possible, his marriage was an event
capable of awakening such visible agitation? He looked at her

more intently. Sensibility had added wonderful charms to

her features. His vanity was flattered. He had been much
admired in the world, and the language of adulation was
familiar to his ear. But here was a young girl, in all the
freshness and purity of life's vernal season, incapable of arti-

fice, unpractised in the blandishments of society, one too whom
he had known and loved as a beautiful child, and caressed
with the familiarity of a brother, who was paying him an in-

voluntary homage, as unexpected as it was fascinating. It was
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surprising what a long train of images swept over his mind,
rapid and dazzling as lightning, called up by that deep maiden
blush. How delightful it would be to secure the possession
of a heart which had never yet known the pulsations of passion,
whose master chords were waiting the magic of his touch to
respond the deep music of feeling and love ! How happy
Eugenia would be in the constant companionship of her
juvenile benefactress, her schoolmate and friend ! Mrs. Clif-
ford, too, had always shown him the tenderness of a mother,
and was so interested in his future establishment. Strange,
what slight circumstances sometimes decide the most solemn,
the most important events of life ! The opportune blush of
Rosamond sealed her own destiny, and that of Cecil Dormer.
In less than one month the "sensible Benedict" was indeed a
married man, the husband of the young and happy Rosamond.
Seldom indeed was there a prouder and happier bride.-ambi-
tion, pride, vanity, love--all were gratified, and could she
have purchased the lease of immortality on earth, she would
have asked no other heaven. But, even in the fulness of
love's silver honeymoon, a dark cloud rose. The mother, who
had lived but for her, and who was basking in the blaze of her
daughter's prosperity, without one thought beyond it, was
stricken by a sudden and fatal disease, and Rosamond's bridal
paraphernalia was changed to the garments of mourning. It
was her first felt misfortune, for her father died in her infancy;
and the blow was terrible. At any other time it would have
been so, but now this sudden and startling proof of mortality,
in the morn of her wedded felicity, was chill and awful.
Still there was a consolation in the sympathy of Cecil, that
disarmed sorrow of its keenest pang, and there were moments,
when she felt it even a joy to weep, since her tears were shed
on the bosom of a husband so passionately loved. The arrival
of Eugenia,_a few weeks after this melancholy event, turned
her feelings into a new channel. Cecil had often asked of her
a description of Eugenia, whose letters, breathing so eloquently
of gratitude and affection, and so indicative of enthusiasm and
refinement of character, had been a source of pleasure and
pride to him. "If her person has improved only half as much
as her mind," he would say, "she cannot be ugly." Rosamond,
who had been her daily associate, was hardly sensible of the
gradual transformation that was going on in her external ap-
pearance. The strength of her first impression remained, and
whenever she thought of Eugenia, she remembered her as she
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stood, pale and hollow-eyed, by her side, before the mirror,
which gave back the blooming image of her own juvenile

beauty. Still, though she felt her immeasurable superiority
to this poor, dependent girl, she was agitated at her coming,
and regretted the commanding claims she had on her husband's
kindness and protection.

"Can this indeed be Eugenia ?" exclaimed Cecil, in a tone

of delighted surprise,'when, unbonneted and unshawled, she
stood before him, tearful, smiling, and agitated. "Rosa-

mond, are we not deceived? Tell me, can this indeed be our

Eugenia "
"It is indeed that Eugenia whom your bounty has cherished,

the child whom you"-Eugenia paused in unconquerable emo-

tion, and clasped her hands together with characteristic fervour

and grace. Cecil was deeply affected. He recollected the

little girl whose emaciated features told a tale of such un-

utterable woe, whose shoulders were furrowed with bleeding
streaks, whose cries of agony had pierced the silence of his

evening walk. He contrasted the image drawn on his remem-

brance, with the figure of exquisite symmetry, the face moulded
into the softness of feminine loveliness, the eyes of such rare

beauty and lustre, that they actually illuminated her whole

countenance. His heart swelled with the consciousness of
rewarded benevolence, it softened into tenderness towards every
human being, and overflowed with a love for Rosamond, such

as he had never felt before. So true it is that the exercise of

every kind and generous affection increases the soul's capacities
for loving, instead of draining and impoverishing them. "You
must henceforth be sisters," said he, taking a hand of each,
and seating himself between them. "I need not tell you to

love each other as such. I am sure that injunction is unneces-

sary. But there is one task I must impose upon you, Rosa-

mond. You must teach Eugenia to look upon me as a brother,
a friend, not as a benefactor, for I feel repaid a thousand times
over, for all I have done for her, in the happiness of this

moment. Let the idea of obligation be banished for ever, and
we can be the happiest trio in the universe, bound together by
a threefold and indissoluble cord."

"My mother I" ejaculated Rosamond, and drawing away
her hand from her husband, she covered her face and wept.
He reproached himself for his transient oblivion of her sorrow,
and in endeavouring to soothe it, Eugenia was for a while

forgotten. But he little dreamed of the fountain of Rosamond's
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tears. It would have been difficult for herself to have ana-
lyzed the strange feelings struggling within her. The bosom
serpent, of whose existence she had been previously unconscious,
then wound its first cold coil in her heart, and instead of
shuddering at its entrance, and closing its portals on the deadly
guest, she allowed it to wind itself in its deepest foldings,
where its hissings and writhings were no less terrible, because
unheard and unseen. Rosamond from earliest childhood had
been the object of exclusive devotion from those she loved.
She had never known a sharer in her mother's love, for un-
happily she was an only child. The undivided fondness of her
husband had hitherto been all that her exacting heart required.
Now, she must admit an acknowledged sharer of his thoughts
and affections, not as an occasional visiter, but as an constant
inmate, an inseparable companion. The hallowed privacy of
the domestic altar was destroyed, for the foot of the stranger
had desecrated it. She could no longer appropriate to herself
every look and smile of him, whose glances and smiles she be-
lieved her own inalienable right. If she walked abroad,
another beside herself, must henceforth lean upon his arm.
Ifshe remained at home, another must also be seated at his
side. And this invasion of her most precious immunities, was
not to be endured for a short season, for weeks or months,
but years, perhaps for life. These new and evil anticipations
swept darkly across the troubled surface of Rosamond's mind,
as she gazed on the varying countenance of Eugenia, and
wondered she had never thought her handsome before. The
gratitude and sensibility that beamed from her eyes whenever
they turned on her benefactor, seemed to her diseased imagina-
tion the harbingers of a warmer emotion, and the constitu-
tional ardour and frankness of her expressions were indicative
of the most dangerous of characters. It was well for Rosamond
that the recent death of her mother was a legitimate excuse
for her pensiveness and gloom, as the incipient stage of the
malady that was beginning to steal into her soul must other-
wise have been perceived. Cecil, frank, confident, and un-
suspecting, never dreamed that every attention bestowed on
Eugenia was considered as a robbery to herself. Eugenia,
warm-hearted, impulsive, and grateful, as little imagined that
the overflowings of her gratitude were construed into feelings
she would have blushed to have cherished. Cecil was passion-
ately fond of music. Since her mother's death, Rosamond
could not be prevailed upon to touch the keys of the instru-

17*



198 TILE BOSOM SERPENT.

Inent, and he was too kind to urge upon her a task repugnant

to her feelings. But when Eugenia discovered that she pos-
sessed an accomplishment capable of imparting pleasure to him

who had given her the means of acquiring it, she was never

weary of exercising it. She sang too with rare sweetness and

power, and never refused to sing the songs that Cecil loved
to hear. Rosamond could not sing. She had never mourned
over this deficiency before, but now she could not bear to think

that another should impart a pleasure to her husband, she had
not the means of bestowing. She forgot that she had selfishly

denied to gratify his taste, in the way she had the power of

doing, because it would have interrupted the indulgence of her
filial grief. Another thing deeply wounded Rosamond's feel-
ings: always accustomed to being waited upon by others, to
have all her wishes anticipated, she never thought of showing
her love by those active manifestations which most men love

to receive. She would have laid down her life for her hus-

band, if the sacrifice were required, but she never thought of

offering him a glass of water with her own hand, because it

was the office of the servants to supply his recurring wants.

Never till she saw these attentions bestowed by another who

was not a menial, did she imagine that affection could give an

added relish, even to a cup of cold water, when offered to the

thirsty lip. One warm, sultry day, Cecil entered after a long
walk, and throwing himself on a sofa exclaimed, "ive me
some drink, Titania-for I faint-even as a sick girl." Rosa-

mond smiled at his theatrical assumption of Caesar's dignity,
and reaching out her hand, rang the bell. Eugenia flew out

of the room, and returned long before a servant could answer

the summons, with a glass of water, and bending one knee to

the ground, with sportive grace she offered it to his accept-
ance.

"Eugenia 1" cried Rosamond, colouring very high, "we
have no lack of servants. I am sure there is no necessity of
your assuming such a trouble."

"Oh! but it is such a pleasure 1' exclaimed Eugenia,
springing up, and placing the empty glass on the sideboard.

C It is all I can do. You would not deprive me of the privi-

lege if you knew how dearly I prize it."
Had Cecil observed the heightened colour of Rosamond, he

might have conjectured that all was not right in her bosom,
but she sat in the shadow of a curtain, and her emotion was
unperceived. A few evenings afterwards, they were walking
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with her arm a-kimbo, and an air of boldness and defiance
that spoke the determined Amazon. Eugenia clung closel
to Cecil's arm as she approached, and turned dead ale
she recognised in those stony eyes and iron features the dreaded
Mrs. Grundy, the tyrant of her desolate childhood, and she
felt as if the thong were again descending on her quivering
flesh, and the iron again entering into her soul. Such a rush
of painful recollections came over her, she was obliged to lean
against a railing for support, while Cecil, who saw what was
the cause of her agitation, gave a stern glance at the woman
who had stopped, and was gazing in her face with an, undaunted
stare. -

'-' Heyday !" cried she, "who's this? 'Tisn't Giny, sure
enouc-h? I never should have thought of such a thing, if it
hadn' been for the gentleman. Well! can't you spea to a
body, now you have got to be such a fine lady? This is all the
gratitude one gets in the world."

"Gratitude !" repeated Cecil "how dare you talk of
gratitude to her, before me? Pass on and leave her, and be

.thankful that your sez shields you a second time from m
indignation."

"Well you needn't bristle up so, sir," cried she with a sneer.
"I'm not going to kill her. I suppose you've got married to
her by this time. But you'd better look sharp, lest she getsinto a rambling way, as her mother did before her." With amalignant laugh the virago passed on, delighted to find that
she had drawn quite a crowd to the spot where Eugenia stillleaned, incapable of motion, and Rosamond stood, pale as astatue, brooding over the words of the woman, as if, like a Del-
phian priestess, she had uttered the oracles of fate.

"Why should she imagine her to be his wife," whispered
the bosom serpent, subtle as its arch prototype in the bowers
of Eden, "if she had not witnessed in him evidences of tender-
ness, such as a husband only should bestow? That random
sentence spoke volumes, and justifies thy fearful suspicions.
Alas for thee, Rosamond ! The young blossoms of thy happi-
ness are blighted in the sweet springtime of their bloom. Thereis no more greenness or fragrance for thee-better that thou
hadst died, and been laid by thy mother's side, than live to
experience the bitter pangs of deceived confidence and unre-
quited love."

Cecil, unconscious of the secret enemy that was operating
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so powerfully against him in the breast of Rosamond, wondered
at her coldness to Eugenia; a coldness which became every
day more apparent, and was even assuming the character of
dislike. It seemed so natural in one so young and affectionate
as Rosamond, to wind her affections round a being of corre-

sponding youth and sensibility, so foreign to her gentle nature
to treat one entirely dependent on her kindness, with such

reserve and distrust-he wondered, regretted, and at length
remonstrated. Eugenia had just anticipated a servant's move-

ments in bringing him a book from the library, which he

expressed a desire to see, and he had taken it from her hand
with a s ' e of acknowledgment, when the instantaneous
change in t e countenance of Rosamond arrested his attention.

It was so chilling, so inexplicable, he dropped the book to the

ground in his confusion, which Eugenia, with her usual grace-
ful readiness, again lifted and laid upon his knee. In raising
her face from her bending position, she encountered the glance

of Rosamond, which seemed to have upon her the momentary
effect of fascination. She stood as if rooted to the spot,
gazing steadfastly on her, then with a check as hueless as

ashes, turned and precipitately left the apartment. Cecil and

Rosamond looked at each other without speaking. Never had

they exchanged such a look before. "Good heavens !". he

exclaimed, rising and walking two or three times across the

apartment, with a resounding tread. "Good heavens ! what

a transformation ! I must know the cause of it. Tell me,
Rosamond, and tell me truly and unreservedly, what means

your mysterious and unkind behaviour to one who never can

have offended you? What has Eugenia done to forfeit your
affection as a friend, your consideration as a guest, your respect
to the claims of your husband's adopted sister ?"

"It were far better to subject your own heart and conscience
to this stern inquisition, than mine, Cecil," replied Rosamond

bitterly. " Had you informed me sooner of the length and

breadth of my duties, I might have fulfilled them better.
I did not know, when Eugenia was received into our house-

hold, how overwhelming were her claims. I did not know

that I was expected to exalt her happiness on the ruins of my
own."

"IRosamond! Rosamond !" interrupted Cecil, vehemently
-" Beware what you say-beware lest you strike a death-

blow to our wedded love. I can bear anything in the world

but suspicion. Every feeling of my heart has been laid bare
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before you. There is not a thought that is not as open to your
scrutiny as the heavens in the blaze of noonday. How unworthy
of yourself, how disgraceful to me, how wounding to Eugenia
this unjustifiable conduct !"

Every chord of Rosamond's heart quivered with agony atthis burst of indignant feeling from lips which had neverbefore addressed her but in mild and persuasive tones. Had
the wealth of worlds been laid at her feet, she would havegiven it to recall the last words she had uttered. Still in the
midst of her remorse and horror, she felt the overmastering
influence of her imagined wrongs, and that influence triumphed
over the suggestions of reason and the admonitions of pru-dence.

"It is ungenerous--it is unmanly," she cried "to force
me into the confession of sentiments which you blame me for
declaring-I had said nothing, done nothing-yet you arraignme before the bar of inexorable justice, as the champion of the
injured Eugenia. If the sincerity of my countenance offendsyou, it is my misfortune, not my fault. I cannot smile on theboldness I condemn, or the arts I despise."

"Boldness! arts !" repeated Cecil. "If there was ever anunaffected, impulsive child of nature, it is she whom you so
deeply wrong; but you wrong yourself far more. You letyourself down from the high station where I had enthroned
you, and paid you a homage scarcely inferior to an angel oflight. You make me an alien from your bosom, and nourish
there a serpent which will wind you deeper and deeper in itsenvenomed folds, till your heart-strings are crushed beneath itscoils."

"I am indeed most wretched," exclaimed Rosamond;- "and
if I have made myself so, I deserve pity rather than upbraid-
ing. Cecil, you never could have loved me, or you would not
so lightly cast me from you."

Cecil, who had snatched up his hat, and laid his hand oithe latch of the door, turned at the altered tone of her voice.Tears, which she vainly endeavoured to hide, gushed from hereyes, and stole down her colourless cheeks.
"Rosamond," said he, in a softened tone, approaching her

as he spoke, "if you believe what you last uttered, turn awayfrom me, and let us henceforth be strangers to each other;
but if your heart belies their meaning, if you can restore methe confidence you have withdrawn, and which is my just due
if you are wilhng to rely unwaveringly on my integrity, my
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honour, and my love, come to my arms once more, and they
shall shelter you through life with unabated tenderness and
undivided devotion."

Poor, foolish Rosamond ! she had wrought herself up to a
state bordering on despair, and the revulsion of her feelings
was so great that she almost fainted in the arms that opened
to enfold her. Her folly, her madness, her injustice and
selfishness stared her so fearfully in the face, she was appalled
and self-condemned. Like the base Judean, she had been
about to throw away from her "a gem richer than all its tribe,"
a gem of whose priceless worth she had never till this moment
been fully conscious. She made the most solemn resolutions
for the future, invoking upon herself the most awful penalties
if she ever again yielded to a passion so degrading. But pas-
sion once admitted is not so easily dispossessed of its hold.
Every self-relying effort is but a flaxen withe bound round the
slumbering giant, broken in the first grasp of temptation.
Jealousy is that demon, whose name is Legion, which flies
from the rebuking voice of Omnipotence alone. Rosamond
did not say, "If God give me strength, I will triumph over
my indwelling enemy."' She said, "The tempter shall seek
me in vain-I am strong, and I defy its power." Rosamond
was once more happy, but she had planted a thorn in the
bosom of another, sharp, deep, and rankling. No after kind-
ness could obliterate the remembrance of that involuntary,
piercing glance. It was but the sheathing of a weapon.
Eugenia felt that the cold steel was still lurking in the scab-
bard, ready to flash forth at the bidding of passion. A few
evenings after the scene just described, when she had been
playing and singing some of Cecil's favourite songs, at the
magnanimous request of Rosamond, she turned suddenly to
Cecil and said-

"I think I overheard a friend of yours say to you the other
day, that I might make my fortune on the stage. Now,"
added she, blushing, "I do not wish to go upon the stage, but if
my musical talents could give me distinction there, they might
be made useful in the domestic circle. I have been told of a
lady who wishes an instructress for her daughters. Suffer me

to offer myself for the situation. If through your bounty I am
possessed of accomplishments which may be subservient to
myself or others, is it not my duty to exercise them ? I should
have done this sooner-I have been too long an idler."

" NG, no, Eugenia," said Rosamond, warmly, every good
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and generous feeling of her heart in full and energetic oera-tion-" we can never sanction such a ' . Is tic pr
your home as well as mine? Are propositionIs not this
member the threefold cord that neve asto beroker She
pressed Eugenia's hand in both her own, and continuetrembling voice-" If I have ever seemed cod cornked, in a
give me, Eugenia, for I believe Tam a strain fitfulueng.d Yor
found me a sad mourner Over the ange, ftubeing. Youfoun mea sa corner ov er the grave of my mother, withweakened nerves and morbid sensibilities. My mind is getting
a healthier tone. Remain with us--we shall be hpi g
and by."appier by

Completely overcome by this unexpected and candid avowalEugenia threw her arms round Rosamond's neck, and claimed
-- " I shall be the happiest being in the world, i eedlove me. I have no one else in the world torl, if you indeed

my benefactor."ovby
Cecil felt as if he could have prostrated h'

mound's feet, and thanked her for her noble and generous con-duct. He had waited in trembling eagerness for herreply.
It was more than he expected. It was alles her re-
quired.he wished or re-

"Be but true to yourself, my beloved Rosamond," said he,when he was alone with her, " and yoan dveb usti e
to me. Continue in the path you have ow avre unjust
you shall be repaid not only with myv now marked out, and i
my respect, my admiration, and my gratitude."

Thus encouraged, Rosamond felt new life'fiowin in herveis. Though she could not sing accoi og s e
rules, her buoyant spirit burst forth inalrding to scientific
moved about her household duties, with light, unbstshe

rejoicig in the consciousness of recovered reaon epafter week glided away, without anyrecu son . n eek
remind them of the past. Indeed all secirc stance arisgto
that anything had ever disturbed their domestic eace.

"Oh! what beautiful flowers !" elmedstinpac
riding with her husband, on a lovely autumnalevenin, as,passed a public garden, ornamented tenasvening, they
the season. "I wish I had some of them. ast flowers of
emblems of love, constancy, and devotion. If I had re are the

would bnd them on my heart, in remembrance of thisenchanting ride.",en-
"You shall have them speedily, dear Rosamond,"replied he,
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"even if, like the gallant knight who named the sweet flower

Forget-me-not, I sacrifice my life to purchase them."
Rosamond little thought those flowers, sought with such

childish earnestness, and promised with such sportive gallantry,
were destined to be so fatal to her newly acquired serenity.
As soon as they reached home, Cecil returned to seek the

flowers which Rosamond desired, and selecting the most beau-

tiful the garden afforded, brought them with as much enthusiasm

of feeling as if it were the bridegroom's first gift. When he

entered the room Eugenia was alone, Rosamond being still en-

gaged in changing her riding apparel. .
"Oh! what an exquisitely beautiful nosegay," cried Euge-

nia, involuntarily stretching out her hand-" how rich, how
fragrant !'

"Yes!'I knew you would admire them," he replied-"fI

brought them expressly for " Rosamond, he was just

going to add, when he was suddenly called out, leaving the
flowers in the hand of Eugenia, and the unfinished sentence

in her ear. Not knowing anything of their appropriation,
Eugenia believed the bouquet a gift to herself, and she

stood turning them to the light-in every direction, gazing on
their rainbow hues with sparkling eyes, when Rosamond en-

tered the apartment, with a cheek glowing like the roses before

her.
"See what beautiful flowers your husband has just given

me," cried Eugenia-" he must have been endowed with second

sight, for I was just yearning after such a bouquet."
Had Rosamond beheld the leaves of the Bohon-Upasinstead

of the blossoms she loved, she could not have experienced a

more sickening sensation. She had begged for those flowers

-she had pointed out their emblematic beauties-had pro-

mised to bind them to her heart, and yet they were wantonly

bestowed on another, as if in defiance of her former wretched-

ness. She grew dizzy from the rapidity of the thoughts that

whirled through her brain, and leaning against the mantel-

piece, pressed her hand upon her head.
"You are ill, dear Rosamoud," cried Eugenia, springing

towards her-" lean on me-you are pale and faint."

Rosamond recoiled from her touch, as if a viper were

crawling over her. She had lost the power of self-control, and

the passion that was threatening to suffocate her, found vent

in language.
"Leave me," cried she, "if you would not drive me mad.
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You have destroyed the peace of my whole life. You have
stolen like a serpent into my domestic bower, and robbed me
of the affections of a once doting husband. Take then openly,
if you will, and triumph in the possession of your ill-gotten
treasure."

"Rosamond !" uttered a deep, low voice behind her. She
started, turned, and beheld her husband standing on the
threshold of the door, pale, dark and stern as the judge who
pronounces the doom of the transgressor. Eugenia, who had
dropped the flowers at the commencement of Rosamond's
indignant accusation, with a wild, bewildered countenance
which kindled as she proceeded, now met her scorching
glance, with eyes that literally flashed fire. Her temple veins
swelled, her lip quivered, every feature was eloquent with
scorn.

"Rosamond," said she, "you have banished me for ever.
You have cruelly, wantonly, causelessly insulted me." She
walked rapidly to the door, where Cecil yet stood, and glided
by him before he could intercept her passage. Then suddenly
returning, she snatched his hand, and pressed it to her fore-
head and to her lips.

"My benefactor, brother, friend !" cried she, "may Heaven
for ever bless thee, even as thou hast blessed me"

"Stay, Eugenia, stay !" he exclaimed, endeavouring to detain
her-but it was too late. He heard her footsteps on the stairs
and the door of her chamber hastily close, and he knew he
could not follow her.

"Rash, infatuated girl !" cried he, turning to Rosamond
"what have you done? At a moment too when my wholeheart was overflowing with tenderness and love towards you.

Remember, if you banish Eugenia from the shelter of my roof,
I am bound by every tie of honour and humanity still to protect
and cherish her."

"I know it well," replied Rosamond; "I remember toothat it was to give a home to Eugenia you first consented to
bid yourself by marriage vows. That home may still be hers.
I am calm now, Cecil--you see I can speak calmly. The cer-
tainty of a msfortune gives the spirit and the power of en-durance. Those flowers are trifles in themselves, but theycontain a world of meaning."

These worthless flowers !" exclaimed Cecil, trampling
them under his feet till their bright leaves lay a soiled andundistinguishable mass--" and have these raised the whirlwind
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of jealous passion? These fading playthings, left for a mo-

ment in another's keeping, accidentally left, to be immediately
reclaimed -"

"You gave them to her-with her own lips she told me-

rapture sparkling in her eyes."
"It was all a misunderstanding-an innocent mistake. Oh,

Rosamond ! for a trifle like this you could forget all my faith

and affection, every feeling which should be sacred in your
eyes-forget your woman's gentleness, and utter words which

seem branded in my heart and brain in burning and indelible

characters. I dare not go on. I shall say what I may bitterly
repent. I wish you no punishment greater than your own

reflections.-
Rosamond listened to his retreating footsteps, she heard

the outer door heavily close, and the sound fell on her ear

like the first fall Qf the damp clods on the coffin, the signal of

mortal separation. She remained pale as a statue, gazing on
the withering flowers, counting the quick beatings of her lonely
heart, believing herself doomed to a widowhood more cruel

than that the grave creates. Cescil's simple explanation,
stamped with the dignity of truth, had roused her from the

delirium of passion, and seeing her conduct in its true light,
she shuddered at the review. Her.head ached to agony-one

moment she shivered with cold, the next the blood in her veins

seemed changed to molten lead. "I feel very strangely,"
thought she-" perhaps I am going to die, and when I am

dead, he will pity and forgive me." She had barely strength
to seek her own chamber, where, throwing herself on the bed,
she lay till the shades of night darkened around her, conscious

of but one wish, that her bed might prove her grave, and
Cecil, melted by her early fate, might shed one tear of forgive-

ness over the icy lips that never more could open to offend.

The bell rang for supper--she heeded not the summons. A

servant came to tell her that Mr. Dormer was below. Her

heart bounded, but she remained immovable. Again the

servant came.
"ShallaIemake tea for Mr. Dormer ?" she asked. "Miss

Eugenia is gone out."
ERosamond started up, and leaned on her elbow. "Gone !"

repeated she, wildly-" wien ? where ?"
"I don't know, ma'am," replied the girl; "she put on her

bonnet and shawl an hour ago and went out through the back

gate."
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"Does Mr. Dormer know it ?" asked Rosamond faintly.
"I don't know, ma'am-he has just come in," was the reply.
-"I saw him reading a note he found on the table in the

hall, and he seemed mightily flustered."
There was an insolent curiosity in the countenance of the

girl, who had hitherto been respectful and submissive. She
placed the lamp near the bedside and left the room; and
almost simultaneously, Cecil entered, with an open note in his
hand, which he threw upon the bed without speaking. She
seized it mechanically, and attempted to read it, but the letters
seemed to move and emit electric sparks, flashing on her
aching eyeballs. It was with difficulty that she deciphered
the following lines, written evidently with a tremblin
hand:-

"Farewell, kindest, noblest, and best of friends! May the
happiness which I have unconsciously blighted, revive in my
absence. I go, sustained by the strength of a virtuous resolu-
tion, not the excitement of indignant passion. The influence
of your bounty remains, and will furnish me an adequate
support. Seek not, I pray you, to find the place of my abode.
The Heaven in which I trust will protect me. Farewell-
deluded, but still beloved Rosamond ! Your injustice shall
be forgotten, your benefits remembered for ever."

Rosamond dropped the letter, cast one glance towards her
husband, who stood with folded arms, pale and immovable, at
the foot of the bed, then sinking back upon her pillow, a mist
came over her eyes, and all was darkness.

When she again recovered the consciousness of her exist-
ence, she found herself in a darkened chamber, the curtains
of her bed closely drawn, saving a small aperture, through
which she could perceive a neat, matronly figure, moving with
soft, careful steps, and occasionally glancing anxiously towards
the bed. She attempted to raise herself on her elbow, but she
had not strength to lift her head from the pillow; she could
scarcely carry her feeble hand to her forehead, to put back the
moist hair which fell heavily over herfbrow.

"How weak I am !" said she faintly. "How long have Islept ?".
"Bedcomposed," said the stranger; approaching her gently,

"and do not speak. You have been very ill. Everything
depends on your keeping perfectly quiet."

Rosamond began to tremble violently as she gazedrup in
the stranger's face. Why was she committed to her charge?
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Was she forsaken by him whom awakening memory brought
before her as an injured and perhaps avenging husband?

"Where is he ?" cried she, in a voice so low, the woman

bent her ear to her lips, to hear.
"The doctor ?" replied she. "Oh, he will soon be here.

He said if you waked, no one must come near you, and you
must not be allowed to speak one word. It might cost you
your life."

Rosamond tried to gasp out her husband's name, but her

parched lips were incapable of further articulation. Her eyes
closed from exhaustion, and the nurse, supposing she slept,
drew the curtains closer, and moved on tiptoe to the window.

At length the door slowly opened, and the footstep of a man

entered the room. Rosamond knew it was not her husband's

step, and such a cold feeling fell on her heart, she thought it

the precursor of death. She heard a whispered conversation

which set every nerve throbbing with agony. Then the cur-

tains were withdrawn, and she felt a stranger's hand counting
the pulsations of her chilled veins. "I am forsaken," thought
she, "even in my dying hour. Oh God ! it is just." Again
the chamber was still, and she must have fallen into a deep

slumber, for when she again opened her eyes, she saw a lamp
glimmering through the curtains, and the shadow of her nurse

reflected in them, seated at a table, reading. She was reading
aloud, though in a low voice, as if fearful of disturbing the
slumbers she was watching. Rosamond caught the sound,
"I the Lord thy God am a jealous God." She repeated it

to herself, and it gave her an awful sensation. The com-

manding claims of her Maker upon her affections, for the first

time rose before her in all their height, depth, power, and
majesty. "A jealous God 1" How tremendous, how appalling
the idea. If she, a poor worm of the dust, was so severe and

uncompromising in her demands upon a fellow being, what

. terrible exactions might a neglected Deity make from the crea-

ture he had formed for his glory? She remembered the com-

mand from which that fearful sentence was extracted. She

had broken it, trampled it under her feet. She had bowed

down in adoration to an earthly idol, and robbed her God, her
jealous God, of the homage due to his august name. The

light that poured in upon her conscience was like the blazing
of a torch through a dark mine. She had felt before the

madness of her bosom passion, she now felt its sin and its

sacrilege. "I am forsaken," again repeated she to herself,
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"but I had first forsaken thee, 0 my God ! Thou art draw..
ing me home unto thee." Tears gathering thick and fast
fell down her pale cheeks, till the pillow they pressed was wet
as with rain-drops. She wept long, and without one effort
to restrain the gushing forth of her melting heart, when
exhausted nature once more sought relief in sleep. Her first
consciousness, on awakening, was of a soft hand laid gently on
her brow, a warm breath stealing over her cheek, and a trem-
bling lip gently pressed upon her own. Had she awakened in
the abodes of the blest, in the midst of the hierarchy of heaven
she could hardly have experienced a deeper rapture than that
which flooded her breast. Slowly, as if fearing to banish by the
act the image drawn on her now glowing heart, she lifted her
eyes, and met the eyes of her husband looking down upon her,
no longer stern and upbraiding, but softened into woman's
tenderness. The next moment he was kneeling by the bed-
side, his face buried in the covering, which shook from the
strong emotion it concealed.

When Rosamond learned that Cecil, instead of having left
her to her bitter consequences of her rashness, in just and un-
appeasable resentment, had never left her in her unconscious-
ness, and since her restoration to reason had hovered near the
threshold of her chamber day and night, forbidden to enter
lest his presence should produce an agitation fatal to a frame
apparently trembling on the brink of the grave, she again re-
proached herself for believing he could have been capable of
such unrelenting cruelty. When she was assured too that
Eugenia was safe under the protection of an early friend
whom she had most unexpectedly encountered, and only
waited a passport from the physician, to come to her bedside
her soul swelled with gratitude that found no language but
prayer.

"I have sinned against Heaven and thee, my husband !"exclaimed Rosamond, from the depth of a penitent and chast-
ened spirit-" I am no more worthy to be called thy wife."

"We have both erred, my beloved Rosamond; we have lived
too much for the world and ourselves, regardless of higher
and holier relations. Never, till I feared to lose thee for
ever, did I feel the drawings of that mighty chain which links
us inseparably to Him who created us. Let us both commence
life anew-awakened to our responsibilities as Christians, and,
profiting by the sad experience of the past, let us lay the
foundations of our happiness too deep and broad for the storms
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of passion to overthrow. Let us build it on the Rock of

Ages."
And who was the friend whom Eugenia had so providen-

tially discovered? When she left the dwelling of Cecil Dormer,

to seek the lady who wished for an instructress for her

daughters, one of the first persons who crossed her path was

the terrific Mrs. Grundy. This woman, whose hatred for her

seemed implacable as the injuries she had inflicted were deep,

seeing her alone and in evident disorder of mind, began to

revile and threaten her. A stranger, observing the terror and
loathing with which a young and attractive-looking gir shrunk

protection. The remarkable resemblance which Eugenia

bore to her ill-fated mother led to a discovery as unexpected

as it was interesting. The melancholy stranger was no other

than her own father, who believed his wife and child had

perished in their flight, having heard of the destruction of

the boat in which they fled. Thus mysteriously had Providence

transmuted into a blessing, what seemed the greatest misfor-

tune of her life.
The history of Mr. St. Clair and his unfortunate wife,

which he subsequently related to Cecil and Rosamond, was

fraught with the most intense interest. Like Rosamond, he

had cherished a bosom serpent, remorseless as death,"cruel as
the grave;" but he had not, like her, found, before it was too
late, an antidote for its deadly venom.

MY GRANDMOTHER'S BRACELET.

WE v,-'re all seated in a piazza, one beautiful summer's
night. The moonbeams quivered through the interlacing vinesthat crept fantastically over the latticework that surrounded
it. My grandmother sat in an arm-chair in the centre of the
group, her arms quietly folded across her lap, her hair white
and silvery as the moonbeams that lingered on its parted folds.
She was the handsomest old lady I ever saw, my revered
grandmother, and in the spring of her years had been a reign-
ing belle. To me she was still beautiful, in the gentle quietudeof life's evening shades, the dignity of chastened passions,
waiting hopes, and sustaining religious faith. I was her favour-
ite grandchild, and the place near her feet, the arm laid across
her lap, the uplifted eye fixed steadfastly on her face, constant
as the recurrence of the still night hour, told a story of love
and devotion on my part, which defied all competition. As Isat this night, leaning on her lap, I held her hand in mine,
and the thought that, a few more years, that hand must be coldin the grave, incapable of answering the glowing pressure ofmine, made me draw a deep inspiration, and I almost imagined
her complexion assumed an ashen hue, prophetical of death.
The weather was warm, and she wore a large loose wrapper
with flowing sleeves, left unconfined at the wrist. As I movedher hand, the folds of the sleeve fell back, and something pure
and bright glittered in the moonlight. She made a movement
to draw down the sleeve, but the eager curiosity of childhood
was not to be eluded. I caught her wrist, and baring it tothe gaze of all, exclaimed-.

"Only think-grandmother has got on a bracelet--a pearl
(211)
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bracelet! Who would think of her indulging insuch finery?
Here are two sweet pearl lilies set together in a golden clasp,
with golden leaves below them. Why, grandmother, you must

be setting up for a bride !"
"It was a bridal gift," replied she, sliding the bracelet on

her shrunken arm; "a bridal gift, made long ago. It was a

foolish thought, child. I was looking over a casket, where I

have deposited the choicest treasures of my youth, and I

clasped it on my wrist, to see how my arm had fallen from its

fair proportions. My mind became so lost in thinking of the

story of this gem, I forgot to restore it to the place where it

has so long lain, slumbering with the hoarded memories of

other days."
"A story !" we all eagerly exclaimed,--" please tell it-you

promised us one to-night."
" Ah ! children, it is no fairy tale, about bright genii, and

enchanted palaces, and ladies so beautiful that they bewitch

every one who comes within the magic reach of their charms.

It is a true tale, and has some sad passages in it."

"Grandmother," said I, in a dignified manner, "I hope
you don't think me so silly as not to like anything because it

is true. I have got over the Arabian Nights long ago, and I

would rather hear something to make me feel sorry than glad
-I always do feel sad when the moon shines on me, but I

can't tell the reason why."
"hush ! Mina, and let grandmother tell her story-you

always talk so much," said little Mitty, who sat on the other

side of her venerable relative.
The old lady patted with one hand the golden head of the

chider, but the arm clasped by the magic bracelet was still im-

prisoned by my fingers, and as she proceeded in its history,
my grasp tightened and tightened from the intenseness of my
interest, till she was compelled to beg me to release her.

"Yes," said she, in a musing tone, "there is a story de-
pending on this, which I remember as vividly as if the events

were of yesterday. I may forget what happened an hour ago,
but the records of my youth are written in lines that grow
deeper as time flows over them."

She looked up steadily for a few moments, appearing to my
imagination like an inspired sibyl, then began as follows:

"When I was a young girl, I had no brothers or sisters, as
you have, but was an only, I might say a lonely child, for my
father was dead and my mother an invalid. When I returned
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from school, I obtained permission to invite a sweet young
cousin of mine, whose name was Eglantine, to be my com-
panion. We were affluent, she was poor; and when my mother
proposed to make our house her home, she accepted the offer
with gratitude and joy. She was an interesting creature, of
a peculiar temperament and exquisite sensibility. She was
subject to fits of wonderful buoyancy, and ecjual despondency;
sometimes she would warble all day, gay and untiring as the
bird perched on yonder spray, then a soft melancholy would
sit brooding on her brow, as if she feared some impending
misfortune. This was probably owing to the peculiar circum-
stances of her infancy, for she was born during her mother's
widowhood, and nursed by a mother's tears. A poetical friend
had given her the name of Eglantine, and well did her beauty,
sweetness, delicacy, and fragility justify the name. In our
girlhood we grew together, like the friends of the Midsum-
mer's Night, almost inseparable in body, and never divided in
heart, by those little jealousies which sometimes interpose their
barriers to young maidens' friendships. But I see little Mitty
has fallen asleep already. My story is too grave for the light
ears of childhood. I shall be obliged, too, to say something
about love, and even you, Nina, are entirely too young to
know anything of its influence."

"Oh! but I do know something, grandmother," exclaimed
I, impulsively; "that is, I have read--I have thought"-I
stammered and stopped, unable to express my own vague
ideas.

"You may not be too young to sympathize, but certainly
too young to feel," said my grandmother, mildly; "but,
ardent and sympathizing as your nature is, it will be hard for
you to carry back your mind to the time when all the warm
passions and hopes of youth were glowing in my bosom. It
is enough to say that there was one who came and rivalled
Eglantine in my affections, one to whom I was betrothed, and
to whom I was to.bie shortly wedded. It was on such an eve
as this, so clear and bright, that he gave me the pledge of our
betrothal, this bracelet of pearl, and clasped it on an arm which
then filled the golden circlet. Perhaps you wonder that the
first token of love should not have been a ring; but Ronald
did not like to follow the track of other men, and even in
trifles marked out for himself a peculiar and independent
course. That night, when I retired to my chamber, I found
Eglantine seated at the open window, apparently absorbed in
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the contemplation ,of the starry heavens. She sat in a loose

undress, her hair of paly gold hung unbound over her shoul-

ders and her head, being slightly thrown back, allowed the

moonlight to flood her whole face with its unearthly radiance.

"'You look very beautiful and romantic, dear Eglantine,' said

I, softly approaching her, and throwing my arms round her

neck 'but come down from the stars a little while, my sweet

cousin, and share in my earthborn emotions.' My heart was

too full of happiness, my spirits too excited, not to overflow

in unreserved confidence in her bosom. She wept as I poured

into her ears all my hopes, my recent vows, and future schemes

of felicity. It was her usual manner of expressing deep sym-
pathy, and I loved her the better for her tears. 'All I won-

der at and blame in Ronald is,' and I spoke this in true sin-

cerity, 'that he does not love you better than me. Never,
till this evening, was I sure of his preference.'

"Eglantine withdrew herself from my arms, and turned her

face to the shadow of the wall. There was something inex-

plicable in her manner that chilled, and even alarmed me. A

thought, too painful t® be admitted, darted for a moment to

my mind. Could she be jealous of Ronald's love for me?

Was my happiness to be built on the rdin of hers? No ! it

could not be. She probably feared my affections might be-

come alienated from her in consequence of my new attach-

ment. Such a fear was natural, and I hastened to remove it

b the warmest professions, mingled with covert reproaches for

her doubts and misgivings.
"Ie had a young waiting-maid, who, next to Eglantine,

was the especial object of my regard. She was the daughter

of a gentlewoman, who, from a series of misfortunes, was re-

duced to penury, to which was added the helplessness of dis-

ease. To relieve her mother from the pressure , of immediate

want, the young Alice offered herself as a candidate for a state

of servitude, and I eagerly availed myself of the opportunity
of securing the personal attendance of one so refined in man-

ner and so winning in appearance. Alice now came forward,
as was her custom, to assist me in preparing for my nightly
rest. She was about to unclasp the bracelet from my wrist,
but I drew back my arm. 'No, no, Alice,' said I, 'this is

an amulet. Sweet dreams will come to my pillow, beckoned

by its fairy power. I cannot sleep without it. See how beau-

tifully the lilies gleam in the moonlight that gilds my couch.'

Alice seemed as if she could never weary in admiring the
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beauty of the ornament. She turned my arm to shift the rays,
and catch the delicate colouring of the pearls,,and looped up
the sleeve of my night-dress in a fantastic manner, to display
it fully to her gaze. Once or twice I thought I saw the eyes
of Eglantine fastened upon it with a sad, wistful expression,and the same exquisitely paiful thought again darted to my
mind. I struggled against its admission, as degrading both to
myself and her, and at last fell asleep, with my arm thrown
on the outside of the bed, and the bracelet shining out in the
pure night-beams. Alice slept i a little bed by the side of
mine, for I could not bear that a creature so young and deli-
cate, and so gentle bred, should share the apartments devoted
tohthe servants, and be exposed to their rude companionship.
She generally awoke me with her light touch or gentle voice,
but when I awoke the next morning, I saw Alice still sleep-
ing, with a flushed cheek and an attitude that betokened ex-
citement and unrest. Eglantine sat at her window, reading,
dressed with her usual care by her own graceful fingers. Inthe school of early poverty she had learned the glorious lesson
of independence, a lesson which, in my more luxurious life,
I had never acquired. 'Alice must be ill,' said I, rising, and
approaching her bedside; 'she looks feverish, and her brows
are knit, as if her dreams were fearful.' I bent down over
her, and laid my hand upon her shoulder, to rouse her from
her uneasy slumbers, when I started-for the precious bracelet
was gone. Eglantine laid down her book at my sudden ex-
clamation, and Alice, wakening, looked round her with a be-
wildered expression. 'My bracelet!' repeated I-' it is gone.'
I flew to my couch; it was not there. I looked upon the carpet,
in the vain hope that the clasp had unloosed, and that it had
fallen during the night. 'Alice,' cried I, 'rise this moment,
and help me to find my bracelet. You must know where it is.
It never could have vanished without aid.' I fixed my eyes
steadfastly on her face, which turned as hueless as marble.
She trembled in every limb, and sunk down again on the sideof the bed.

"'You do not think I have taken it, Miss Laura ?" saidshe, gasping for breath.
"'I do not know what to think,' I answered, in a raised

tone; 'but it is very mysterious, and your whole appearance
and manner is very strange this morning, Alice. You must
have been up in the night, or you would not have slept so un-usually late-.
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"'Do not be hasty, Laura,' said Eglantine, in a sweet,
soothing voice; 'it may yet be found. Perhaps it is clinging
to your dress, concealed in its folds. Let me assist you in

searching.' She unfolded the sheets, turned up the edges of

the carpet, examined every corner where it might have been
tossed, but all in vain. In the mean while Alice remained like
one stupefied, following our movements with a pale, terrified

countenance, without offering to participate in the search.
" 'There is no use in looking longer, Eglantine,' said I,

bitterly. 'I suspect Alice might assist us effectually to dis-

cover it, if she would. Nay, I will not say suspect-I believe

-I dare to say, I know-for conscious guilt is written in

glaring characters on her countenance.'
" 'Do not make any rash accusations, Laura,' cried Eglan-

tine; 'I acknowledge appearances are much against her, but
I cannot think Alice capable of such ingratitude, duplicity,
and meanness.'

"Alice here burst into a passionate fit of weeping, and de-

clared, with wringing hands and choking sobs, that she would

sooner die than commit so base and wicked a deed.

" 'Oh! Miss Eglantine,' she exclaimed, 'didn't you take

it in sport? It seems as if I saw you in a dream going up to
Miss Laura, while she was asleep, and take it from her wrist,
softly, and then vanish away. Oh'! Miss Eglantine, the more

I think of it the more I am sure I saw you,-all in sport, I
know,--but please return it, or it will be death to me.'

"The blood seemed to boil up in the cheeks of Eglantine,
so sudden and intense was the glow that mantled them.

'I thought you innocent, Alice,' said she, 'but I see,
with pain, that you are an unprincipled girl. How dare you
attempt to impose on me the burthen of your crime? How

dare you think of sheltering yourself under the shadow of my
name?'

"The vague suspicions which the assertion of Alice had

excited, vanished before the outraged looks and language of

the usually gentle Eglantine. Alice must have been the trans-

gressor, and in proportion to the affection and confidence I had

reposed in her, and the transcendent value of the gift, was my

indignation at the offence, and the strength of my resolution

to banish her from me. .n.
" ' Restore it,' said I, 'and leave me. Do it quietly and

immediately, and I will inflict no other punishment than your
own reflections, for having abused so much love and trust.'
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"'Search me, if you please, Miss Laura, and all that be-

longs to me,' replied Alice, in a firmer tone, 'but I cannot
give back what I have never taken. I would not, for fifty
thousand worlds, take what was not mine, and least of all from
you, who have been so kind and good. I am willing to go
for I would rather beg my bread from door to door, than liv
upon the bounty of one who thinks me capable of such guilt:'
with a composure that strangely contrasted with her late vio-
lent agitation, she arranged her dress, and was walking towards
the door, when Eglantine arrested her-

'Alice, Alice, you must be mad to persist in this course.
Confess the whole, return the bracelet, and Laura may yet
forgive you. Think of your sick mother. How can you go
to her in shame and disgrace?'

"At the mention of her mother, Alice wept afresh, and
putting her hand to her head, exclaimed-

" 'I feel very, very sick. Perhaps we shall die together,
and then God will take pity on us. The great God knows I
am innocent of this crime.'

"Grandmother," interrupted I, unable to keep silence any
longer, "tell me if she was not innocent. I know she must
have been. Who could have taken it ?"

"Do you think Eglantine more likely to have stolen it fromher cousin, who was to her, as it were, another soul andbeing ?"an
"Oh! no," I replied, "but I shall feel unhappy till I dis-

cover the thief. Please, grandmother, go on. Did Alice
really go away ?"

" Yes, my child," answered my grandmother, in a falteringvoice, "she went, though my relenting heart pleaded for her
to lnger.Her extreme youth and helplessness, her previous
simplicity and truthfulness, and her solemn asseverations ofinnocence, all staggered my belief in her guilt. It was a mys-
tery which grew darker as I attempted to penetrate it. If
Alice were innocent, who could be guilty-Eglantine? Sucha thought was sacrilege to her pure and elevated character,
her tried affection for me, her self-respect, dignity, and truth.
Alice returned to her mother, in spite of our permission forher to remain till the subject could be more fully investigated.

"When the door closed upon her retreating form, I sat
down by the side of Eglantine, and wept. The fear that I
had unjustly accused the innocent, the possibility, nay, theprobability that she was guilty, the loss of the first pledge of
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lighted love, indefinite terrors for the future, a dim shade of

superstition brooding over the whole, all conspired to make me

gloomy and desponding. We were all unhappy. Ronald tried
to laugh at my sadness, and promised me 'gems from the
mine, and pearls from the ocean,' to indemnify me for my loss,
yet I watched every change of his expressive countenance, and
knew he thought deeply and painfully on the subject. The

strange suspicion which had risen in my mind the preceding
night, with regard to Eglantine's feelings towards him, revived

when I saw them together, and I wondered I had not observed

before the fluctuations of her complexion, and the agitation of

her manner whenever he addressed her. He had always treated

her with the kindness of a brother-that kindness now made

me unhappy. I was becoming suspicious, jealous, and self-

distrustful, with a settled conviction that some strange barrier

existed to my union with Ronald, a destiny too bright and too

beautiful to be realized in this world of dreams and shadows.

My mother was firm in her belief of the guilt of Alice, who
had never been a favourite of hers. Perhaps I lavished upon
her too many indulgences, which displeased my mother's so-

berer judgment. She forbade all intercourse with her, all
mention of her name, but she was ever present to my imagina-
tion; sometimes the shameless ingrate and accomplished de-

ceiver, at others the eloquent pleader of her outraged innocence.

One day Eglantine came to me, and laid her hand on mine,
with a look of unspeakable dismay--

" 'I have heard,' said she, 'that Alice is dying. Let us

go to her, Laura, and save her, if it be not too late.'

"What I felt at hearing these words I never can tell,--
they pressed upon me with such a weight of grief-her inno-

cence seemed as clear to me as noonday-my own unkindness

as cruel as the grave. Quickly as possible we sought the cot-

tage where her mother dwelt, and a piteous spectacle met our

eyes. There lay Alice, on a little bed, pale, emaciated, and
almost unconscious; her once bright hair dim and matted;
her sweet blue eyes sunk and half closed; her arms laid list-

lessly by her side, the breath coming faint and flutteringly
from her parted lips. On another bed lay her poor, heart-
broken mother, unable to relieve the sufferings of her she would

gladly have died to save. Frantic with grief, I threw myself

by the side of Alice, and disturbed the solemn stillness of the
death-hour with my incoherent ravings. I declared her inno-

cence; I called upon her to live, to live for my sake, and
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throwing my arms wildly round her wasted form, struggled to
hold her back from the grave yawning beneath her. It was
in vain to cope with Omnipotence. Alice died, even in the
midst of my agonies, and it was long before I was able to
listen to the story of her illness, as related by her disconso-
late mother. She had returned home sick and feverish, and
sick and feverish she evidently was on her first awakening,
and that wounded spirit, which none can bear, acting on a dis-
eased frame, accelerated the progress of her fever till it settled
on her brain, producing delirium, and ultimately death. During
all her delirium, she was pleading her cause with an angel's
eloquence, declaring her innocence, and blessing me as her
benefactress and friend."

Here my grandmother paused, and covered her eyes with
her handkerchief. I laid my head on her lap, and the ring-
lets of little Mitty's hair were wet with my tears. I felt quite
broken-hearted, and ready to murmur at Providence for placing
me in a world so full of error and woes.

"Did you ever feel happy again, dear grandmother ?" asked
I, when I ventured to break the silence,-.-.curiosity was com-
pletely merged in sympathy.

"Yes, Mina, I have had hours of happiness, such as seldom
falls to the lot of woman, but those bright hours were like the
shining of the gold that comes forth purified from the furnace
of fire. The mother of Alice soon followed her to the grave,
and there they sleep, side by side, in the lonely churchyard.
Eglantine soothed and comforted me, and endeavoured to stifle
the self-upbraidings that ever sounded dolefully to my heart.
Alice had been the victim of inexplicable circumstances, and
so far from having been cruel, I had been kind and forbearing,
considering the weight of evidence against her. Thus rea-
soned Eglantine, and I tried to believe her, but all my hopes
of joy seemed blighted, for how could I mingle the wreath of
love with the cypress boughs that now darkened my path?
Ronald pressed an immediate union, but I shrunk with super-
stitious dread from the proposition, and refused the ring, with
which he now sought to bind my faith. 'No, no,' I cried,
'the pledges of love are not for me--I will never accept an-
other.'

"My mother grew angry at my fatalism. 'You are nursing
phantasies,' said she, 'that are destroying the brightness of
your youth. You are actually making yourself old, ere yet
in your bloom. See, if there are not actually streaks of gray
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threading your jetty hair.' I rose and stood before a mirror,
and shaking my hair loose from the confining comb, saw that

her words were true. Here and there a gleam of silver wan-

dered through those tresses which had always worn that pur-
ple depth of hue peculiar to the raven's plumage. The chill

that penetrated my heart on the death-bed of Alice, had thus

suddenly and prematurely frosted the dark locks of my youth.

My mother became alarmed at my excessive paleness, and pro-
posed a journey for the restoration of my spirits and health.

Ronald eagerly supported the suggestion, but Eglantine de-

clined accompanying us. She preferred, she said, being alone.

With books at home, and Nature, in the glory of its summer

garniture, abroad, she could not want sources of enjoyment. I

did not regret her determination, for her presence had become

strangely oppressive to me, and even Ronald's manners had

assumed an embarrassment and constraint towards her very
different from their usual familiarity. The night before our

departure I felt more melancholy than ever. It was just such
a night as the one that witnessed our ill-starred betrothal. The
moon came forth from behind a bed of white clouds, silvering
every flake as it floated back from her beauteous face, and dif-

fusing on earth the wondrous secret of heavenly communion.

I could not sleep; and as I lay gazing on the solemn tranquil-

lity of the night heavens, I thought of the time when 'those

heavens should be rolled together as a scroll, and the elements

melt with fervent heat,' and I, still thinking, living, feeling,
in other, grander, everlasting scenes, the invisible dweller of

my bosom's temple assumed such magnitude and majesty in
my eyes, the, contemplation became overwelming and awful.

The sublime sound of the clock striking the midnight hour-

and all who have heard that sound in the dead silence of the

night, can attest that it is sublime-broke in on my deep ab-
straction. Eglantine, who had lain wrapped in peaceful slum-

bers, here softly drew back the bed-cover, and rising slowly,
walked round with stilly steps to the side where I reclined,

and stood looking fixedly upon me. ' Eglantine !' I exclaimed,
terrified at her attitude and singular appearance. ' Eglantine,
what is the matter?' She answered not, moved not, but re-

mained standing, immovable, with her eyes fixed and expres-

sionless as stone. There she stood, in the white moonlight,
in her long, loose night-dress, which hung around her, in her

stillness, like the folds of the winding-sheet, her hair 'stream-

ing down her back in long, lifeless tresses, and lighted up on
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her brow with a kind of supernatural radiance-and then those
death-resembling eyes ! I trembled, and tried to draw the sheet
over my face, to shut out the appalling vision. After a few

, moments, which seemed interminable to me, she bent over me
and taking my right hand, felt of my wrist again and again. Her
fingers were as cold as marble. My very blood seemed to con-
geal under her touch. 'It is gone,' murmured she, 'but it
is safe-I have it safe. It fits my wrist as well as hers.' Ter-
rified as I was at this unexpected apparition, my mind was
clear, and never were my perceptions more vivid. The mys-
tery of the bracelet was about to be unravelled. Poor Alice's
assertion that she had seen Eglantine standing by my side,
and taking the bracelet from my wrist, came back thundering
in my ears. 'It is gone,' replied Eglantine, in the same low,
deep voice, 'but I know where it is laid; where the bride-
groom or the bride can never find it. Perhaps the moon shines
too brightly on it, and reveals the spot.' 'Thus saying, she
glided across the floor, with spirit-like tread, and opening the
door, disappeared. In the excess of my excitement I forgot
my fears, and hastily rising, followed her footsteps, determined
to unravel the mystery, if I died in the act. I could catch
the glimpses of her white garments through the shadows of
the winding staircase, and I pursued them with rapid steps
till I found myself close behind her, by the door which opened
into the garden. There she stood, still as a corpse, and again
the cold dew of superstitious terror gathered on my brow. I
soon saw a fumbling motion about the keyhole, and the door
opening, she again glided onward towards the summerhouse
my favourite retreat, the place where I had received this mys-
terious bracelet---the place where Flora had collected all her
wealth of bloom. She put aside the drooping vines, sending
out such a cloud of fragrance on the dewy air, I, almost fainted
from their oppression, and stooping down over a white rose-
bush, carefully removed the lower branches, while the rose-
leaves fell in a snowy shower over her naked feet. 'Where is
it?' said she, feeling about in the long grass. 'It isn't in the
spot where I hid it. If she has found it, she may yet be abride, and Ronald still her own.' She stooped down lower
over the rose-bush, then rising hastily, I saw, with inexpressi-
ble agitation, the lost bracelet shining in the light that quivered
with ghostlike lustre on her pallid face. With a most un-
earthly smile she clasped it on her wrist, and left the arbour,
muttering in a low voice, 'I will not leave it here-lest she
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find out where it lies, and win back her bridal gift. I will
keep it next my own heart, and she cannot reach it there.'

Once more I followed the gliding steps of Eglantine, through
the chill silence of night, till we ascended the stairs, and en-

tered our own chamber. Quietly she laid herself down, as if

she had just risen from her knees in prayer, and I perceived

by her closed lids and gentle breathing, that a natural sleep
was succeeding the inexplicable mysteries of somnambulism."

"She was walking in her sleep, then, grandmother !" I ex-

claimed, drawing a long breath. "I thought so all the time;
and pdor Alice was really innocent ! And what did Eglantine

say the next morning, when she awaked, and found the brace-

let on her arm
"She was astonished and bewildered, and knew not what to

think; but when I told her of all the events of the night, the
truth of which the bracelet itself attested, she sunk back like

one stricken with death. So many thoughts crowded upon
her at once in such force, it is no wonder they almost crushed

her with their power. The conviction that her love for Ronald

could no longer be concealed, the remembrance of the accusa-

tion of Alice, which she had so indignantly repelled, the ap-
parent meanness and turpitude of the art, though performed

without any conscious volition on her part, the belief that
another had been the victim of her involuntary crime, all united

to bow her spirit to the dust. My heart bled at the sight of

her distress, and, every feeling wrought up to unnatural strength
by the exciting scenes I had witnessed, I promised never to

wed Ronald, since the thought of our union had evidently
made her so unhappy. Eglantine contended against this reso-

lution with all her eloquence, but, alas ! she was not destined

long to oppose the claims of friendship to the pleadings of

love. Her constitution was naturally frail, a fragility indicated

by the extreme delicacy and mutability of her complexion, and
the profusion of her pale golden hair. Day by day sli4 faded

-night by night she continued her mysterious rambles to the

spot where she had first deposited the bracelet, till she had

no longer strength to leave her bed, when her soul seemed to

commune with the cherubim and seraphim, which, I doubt

not, in their invisible glory surrounded her nightly couch. As

she drew near the land of shadows, she lost sight of the phan-
tom of earthly love in aspirations after a heavenly union. She

mourned over her ill-directed sensibilities, her wasted oppor
tunities, her selfish brooding over forbidden hopes and imagin-
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ings. She gave herself up in penitence and faith to her Re-
deemer, in submission to her Father and her God; and her
soul at last passed away as silently and gently as the perfume
from the evening flower into the bosom of eternity."

"Oh! grandmother, what a melancholy story you have
told," cried I, looking at the bracelet more intently than ever,
the vivid feelings of curiosity subdued and chastened by such
sad revealing; "but did not you marry Ronald at last ?"

"Yes," replied she, looking upward with mournful earnest-
ness; "the beloved grandfather, who has so often dandled you
in his arms, in this very spot where we are now seated whose
head, white with the snows of threescore years and ten, now
reposes on the pillow all the living must press,--who now awaits
me, I trust, in the dwellings of immortality, was that once
youthful Ronald, whose beauty and worth captivated the affec-
tions of the too sensitive Eglantine. Many, many years of
happiness has it been my blessed lot to share with him on
earth. The memories of Alice and Eglantine softened b
time, were robbed of their bitterness, andb only served to en
dear us more tenderly to each other. The knowledge we had
gained of the frailty and uncertainty of life, led us to lift our
views to a more enduring state of existence, and love hallowed
by religion, became a sublime and holy bond, imperishable asthe soul, and lofty as its destinies. I have lived to see my
children's children gather around me, like the olive branches
of scripture, fair and flourishing. I have lived to see the
companion of my youth and age consigned to the darkness of
the grave, and I have nothing more to do on earth but to fold
the mantle of the spirit quietly around me, and wait thecoining of the Son of Man."

I looked up with reverence in my grandmother's face as
she thus concluded the eventful history of the Pearl Bracelet,
and I thought what a solemn and beautiful thing was old age
when the rays of the Sun of Righteousnessgthus illumed its
hoary hair, and converted it into an emblematic crown ofglory.



THE

MYSTERIOUS RETICULE.

"I OWN," said Fitzroy, "that I have some foolish preju-
dices, and this may be one. But I cannot bear to see a lady
with a soiled pocket-handkerchief. I never wish to see any-
thing less pure and elegant than this in the hand of a beauti-

ful maiden." He lifted, as he spoke, a superb linen handker-

chief, decorated with lace, that lay carelessly folded in the lap
of Mary Lee.

S.h, yes," exclaimed her cousin Kate, laughing, "it looks

very nice now, for she has just taken it from her drawer. See,
the perfume of the lavender has not begun to evaporate. But

wait till to-morrow, and then it will look no nicer than mine."
"To-morrow !" cried the elegant Fitzroy, with an expression

of disgust; "surely no lady would think of using a handker-

chief more than once. If I were in love with a Venus de

Medici herself, and detected her in such an unpardonable act,
I believe the spell would be broken."

"I would not give much for your love, then," cried Kate,
"if it had no deeper foundation-would you, Mary ?"

Mary blushed, for she was already more than half in love
with the handsome Fitzroy, and was making an internal reso-
lution to be exceedingly particular in future about her pocket-

handkerchiefs.
Fitzroy was a young man of fashion and fortune, of fine

person, elegant manners, cultivated mind, and fastidiously re-
fined taste. He had, however, two great defects--one was,
attaching too much importance to trifles, and making them the

criterion of character; the other, a morbid suspicion of the
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sincerity of his friends, and a distrust of their motives, which
might become the wildest jealousy in the passion of love. He
had a most intense admiration of female loveliness, and looked
upon woman as a kind of super-angelic being, whose food
should be the ambrosia and nectar of the gods, and whose
garments the spotless white of vestal purity. He had never
known misfortune, sickness, or sorrow, therefore had never
been dependent on those homely, domestic virtues, those tender,
household cares, which can alone entitle woman to the poetical
appellation of a ministering angel. He was the spoiled child of
affluence and indulgence, who looked, as Kate said, "as if he
ought to recline on a crimson velvet sofa, and be fanned with
peacocks' feathers all the day long." He was now the guest
of Mr. Lee, and consequently the daily companion of the
beautiful, sensitive Mary and her gay cousin. With his pas-
sionate admiration for beauty, it is not strange that he should
become more and more attracted towards Mary, who never
forgot, in the adornments of her finished toilet, the robe of
vestal white and the pure, delicate, perfumed handkerchief,
which Fitzroy seemed to consider the ne plus ultra of a lady's
perfections. The cousins walked, rode, and visited with the
elegant stranger, and never did weeks glide more rapidly away.
Mary was happy, inexpressibly happy, for life began to be in-
vested with that soft, purple hue, which, like the rich blush
of the grape, is so easily brushed away, and can never be re-
stored.

Fitzroy had often noticed and admired, among the decora-
tions of Mary's dress, a beautiful reticule of white embroidered
satin. One evening, on returning from a party, Mary's brow
became suddenly clouded. "Oh, how could I be so careless.?"
exclaimed she, in a tone of vexation; "I have left my reticule
behind. How unfortunate !"

Fitzroy immediately offered his services, but Mary persisted
in refusing them, and dispatched a servant in his stead.

"You must have something very precious in that bag," said
Kate. "I have no doubt it is full of billetdoux or love-let-
ters.s 'intend to go after it myself, and find out all Mary's
secrets."

"How foolish !" cried Mary. "You know there is no such
thing in it-nothing in the world but " She stopped, in
evident embarrassment, and lowered her eyes, to avoid Fitz-
roy's searching glance.
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The servant came without the bag, and again Fitzroy renewed

his offers of search in the morning.
"No, indeed," said Mary; "I am very grateful, but I can-

not allow you to take that trouble. It is of no consequence ;
I insist that you do not think of going. I am very sorry I
said anything about it."

Mary's ill-concealed embarrassment and flitting blushes

awakened one of Fitzroy's bosom enemies. Why this strange
anxiety and confusion about a simple reticule? It must be the

receptacle of secrets she would blush to have revealed. Kate's

suggestion was probably true. It contained some confessions

or tokens of love which she was holding in her heart's trea-

sury, while her eye and her lip beamed and smiled encourage-
ment and hope of him.

The next morning he rose from his bed at an early hour

with a feeling of restlessness and anxiety, and resolved to go
himself in search of the lost treasure. He found it suspended

on the chair in which he remembered to have seen her last

seated, leaning against the window, with the moonbeams shining
down on her snowy brow. The soft satin yielded to his touch,
and the exquisite beauty of the texture seemed to correspond
with the grace and loveliness of the owner. lie was begin-
ning to be ashamed of his suspicions, when the resistance of

a folded paper against his fingers recalled Kate's laughing as-
sertions about love-letters and billetdoux, and jealous thoughts
again tingled in his veins. For one moment he was tempted
to open it and satisfy his tantalizing curiosity, but pride and

honour resisted the promptings of the evil spirit.

Poor Mary! had she known what sweeping conclusions he

brought against her during his homeward walk, she would have

wished her unfortunate bag in the bottom of the ocean. She

was false, coquetish, and vain! He would never bestow an-

other thought upon her, but bid adieu, as soon as possible, to
her father's hospitable mansion, and forget his transient fasci-

nation. When he entered the room where Mary and Kate

were seated, Mary sprang forward with a crimsoned cheek and

extended her hand with an 'eager, involuntary motion. "I

thank you," said she, coldly; "but I am very, very sorry you
assumed such unnecessary trouble."

She thanked him with her lips, but her ingenuous counte-

nance expressed anything but gratitude and pleasure. Fitzroy
gave it to her with a low, silent bow, and threw himself wea-

rily on the sofa.

I
I
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"I will know what mystery is wrapped up in this little
bag !" exclaimed Kate, suddenly snatching it from her hand.
"I know it contains some love talisman or fairy token."

" Ah, Kate, I entreat, I pray you to restore it to me,"
cried Mary.

"No-no--.no," answered Kate, laughing, and holding it
high above her head.

Mary sprang to catch it, but Kate only swung it higher
and higher with triumphant glee. Fitzroy looked on with a
scornful glance; Mary's unaffected alarm confirmed all his
suspicions, and he felt a selfish gratification in her increasing
trepidation.

"Kate, I did not think you could be rude or unkind be-
fore," said Mary, looking reproachfully at Fitzroy, for notassisting her in the contest.

"Since Miss Lee evidently endures so much uneasiness lestthe mysteries of her bag should be explored," cried Fitzroy,
with a sarcastic smile, "I am sure her friends must sympathize
in her sufferings."

"Oh, if you are in earnest, Mary," cried Kate, tossing the
reticule over her head, "I would not make you unhappy for
the world."

There was a beautiful child, about two or three years old
a little sister of Kate's, who was playing on the carpet with
the paraphernalia of her dolls. The bag fell directly in her
lap, and she caught it with childish eagerness. "I got it---I
got it 1" cried she, exultingly; and before Mary could regain
possession of it, she had undrawn the silken strings, aid
emptied the contents in her lap-a parcel of faded rose-leaves
scattered on the floor, from a white folded paper that opened
as it fell. Fitzroy beheld it, and his jealous fears vanished
into air; but another object attracted his too fastidious gaze-
a soiled, crumpled pocket-handkerchief lay maliciously dis-
played in the little plunderer's lap, and then was brandished
in her victorious hand. Mary stood for a moment covered
with burning blushes, then ran out of the room, stung to the
soul by the mocking smile that curled the lip of Fitzroy.

"Cousin Mary been eating cake," said the child, exposing
the poor handkerchief still more fully to the shrinking, ultra-
refined man of taste and fashion.

Thespell was broken, the goddess thrown from her pedestal
-the charm of those exquisite, transparent, rose.scented hand-
kerchiefs for ever destroyed. Kate laughed immoderately at
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the whole scene. There was something truly ridiculous to her

in the unfathomable mystery, Mary's preposterous agitation,
and Fitzroy's unconcealed disgust. There was a very slight
dash of malice mingled with the gayety of her character, and
when she recollected how much Fitzroy had admired and Mary
displayed her immaculate and superb handkerchiefs, pure from

all earthly alloy, she could not but enjoy a little her present
mortification. She ridiculed Fitzroy so unmercifully that he

took refuge in flight, and then the merry girl sought the

chamber of Mary, whither she had fled to conceal her mortifi-

cation and tears.
"Surely you are not weeping for such a ridiculous cause ?"

said Kate, sobered at the sight of Mary's real suffering. "I

had no idea you were so foolish."
Mary turned away in silence; she could not forgive her for

having exposed her weakness to the eyes of Fitzroy.
"Mary," continued Kate, "I did not mean to distress you;

I did not imagine there was anything in the bag you really
wished concealed, and I am sure there was not. What induced
you to make such a fuss about a simple pocket-handkerchief?
It looks as nice as mine does, I dare say."

"But he is so very particular," sobbed Mary, "he will
never forget it. I have always carried a handkerchief in my
bag for use, so that I could keep the one which I held in my
hand clean and nice. I knew his peculiarities, and thought
there was no harm in consulting them. He will never think
of me now without disgust."

"And if he never will," cried the spirited Kate, with flash-
ing eyes, "I would spurn him from my thoughts as a being
unworthy of respect or admiration. I would not marry such
a man were he to lay at my feet the diadem of the East. For-

give me for having made myself merry at your expense, but
I could not help laughing at your overwrought sensibility.
Answer me seriously, Mary, and tell me if you think that if
Fitzroy really loved you, and was worthy of your love, he
would become alienated by a trifle like this ?"

Mary began to be ashamed of her emotions -in the presence
of her reasonable cousin ;-she was ashamed, and endeavoured
to conceal them, but they were not subdued. She was con-

scious she must appear in a ridiculous light in the eyes of the

scrupulously elegant Fitzroy, whose morbid tastes she had so

unfortunately studied. When they met again, it was with

feelings of mutual estrangement. She was cold and con-
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strained-he polite, but reserved. Mary felt with anguish
that the soft, purple hue which had thrown such an enchant-
ment over every scene, was vanished away. The realities of
existence began to appear.

Fitzroy soon after took his leave, with very different feel-
ings from what he had once anticipated. He blamed himself,
but he could not help the chilled state of his heart. Mary
was a mortal, after :all; she ate cake, drank lemonade, and
used her handkerchiefs like other ladies, only she kept them
out of sight. Her loveliness, grace, and feminine gentleness
of manner no longer entranced him. He departed, and Mary
sighed over the dissolving of her first love's dream; but not-
withstanding her weakness on this subject, she had a just esti-
mation of herself, and a spirit which, when once roused, guided
her to exertions which astonished herself. Her gay cousin,
too, departed, and she was thrown upon her own resources.
She read much, and reflected more. She blushed for her past
weakness, and learned to think with contempt upon the man
who had so false an estimate of the true excellence and glory
of a woman's character. "Oh," repeated she to herself a
hundred times, as, interested in domestic duties, she devoted
herself to the comfort of her widowed father, "how misera.
ble I should have been as the wife of a coxcomb, who would
desire me to sit all day with folded hands, holding an embroi-
dered handkerchief, with fingers encased in white kid gloves!
How could I ever have been so weak and foolish ?" Mary
generally concluded these reflections with a sigh, for Fitzroy
was handsome, graceful, and intellectual, and he was, more-
over, the first person who had ever interested her'young
heart.

The following summer she accompanied her father to a
fashionable watering-place. She was admired and caressed,
but she turned coldly fBom the gaze of admiration, and cared
not for the gayety that surrounded her. While others hurried
to the ball-room, she lingered over her book, or indulged in
meditations unfamiliar to the lovely and the young. One even-
ing, when she had been unusually dilatory, she heard her father
call, and taking a lamp, began to thread the passage, which
led through a long suite of apartments occupied by the visiters
of the spring. As she passed by one of the rooms, the door
of which was partially opened, she heard a faint, moaning
sound, and paused to listen. It returned again and again, and
she was sure some stranger was suffering there, probably for-

20
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gotten in the gay crowd that filled the mansion. Her first

impulse was to enter, but she shrunk from the thought ofi
intruding herself, a young maiden, into the apartment of a
stranger. "My father will go in and see who the sufferer is,"

cried she, hastening to meet him on the stairs.

Mr. Lee required no entreaties from his daughter, for his

kind and humane feelings were immediately excited by the
idea of a lonely and perhaps dying stranger, in the midst of a

heartless crowd. Mary gave the lamp into her father's hand,

and stood in the passage while he entered. A sudden excla-

mation, echoed by a faint low voice, made her heart palpitate

with vague apprehensions. Who could this lonely stranger
be whom her father evidently recognised ? She stood hold-
ing her breath painfully, fearing to lose the sound of that

faint voice which awakened strange emotions within her, when

her father suddenly came to the door and beckoned her to

him. "I do believe he is dying," said he, in an agitated tone.

"It is Fitzroy himself! You must come to him, while I call

a physician."
Mary almost mechanically obeyed the summons, and stood

the next moment, pale and trembling, by the bedside of the

man she had once loved. Could that, indeed, be the elegant
Fitzroy ?-with disordered hair, half-closed eyes, parched and

trembling lips, which now vainly endeavoured to articulate a

sound ?-the pillows tossed here and there, as if in wrestling
with pain; the white counterpane twisted and tumbled-were
these the accompaniments of this fastidious exquisite?. These
thoughts darted through Mary's mind, as the vision of her

soiled handkerchief came ghost-like before her. But she was

no longer the weak girl who wept tears of bitter agony at the dis-

covery that she was made of mortal mould; she was a woman

awakened to the best energies and virtues of her sex. She

found herself alone with the sick man, for her father had flown

for the assistance he required, and left her to watch till his

return. She saturated her handkerchief with cologne, and
bathed hir' burning temples and feverish hands. Her heart

'softened over the invalid in his prostrate and dependent state.

" Ah, proud Fitzroy," thought she, "this handkerchief is

now more soiled and defaced than the one which alienated your
fancy from me, and yet you shrink not from its contact. No

pride or scorn now flashes from those dim eyes, or curl those

pallid lips. Alas ! he is very, very ill-I fear even unto

death." The tears gathered into her eyes at this appalling
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idea, and even mingled with the odorous waters with which sheembalmed his forehead.
Her father soon came in with the physician, and Mary re-

signed her watch by his bedside. She withdrew to her own
apartment, and waited with intense anxiety the tidings which
he promised to bring her. She was surprised at her own emo-
tions. She thought Fitzroy perfectly indifferent to her---nay,
more, that she disliked him; but now, when she saw him insuffering and danger, she remembered the charm with which
her imagination had once invested him, and accused herself
of harsh and vindictive feelings.

"Yes," said Mr. Lee, in answer to her earnest inquiries,
"he is very ill-dangerously ill. Imprudent exposure to the
burning mid-day sun has brought on a sudden and violent
fever, the consequences of which are more to be dreaded ashe has never been sick before. Could he have commanded
immediate attention, perhaps the disease might have beenarrested. But in this scene of gayety and confusion--though
got up for the express accommodation of invalids--Heaven
save the sick and the dying."

"Who will take care of him, father? He has no mother orsister near. Oh, surely we must not let him die for want ofthese !"
"I know what you are thinking of, Mary," said Mr. Lee

shaking his head; "but I cannot consent to it. The fevermay be contagious, and you are too young and too delicate forsuch a task. Besides, there might be remarks made upon it.No; I will remain with him to-night, and to-morrow we willsee what'can be done for him."
"But to-night may be the crisis of his fate," pleaded Mary;

"to-morrow it may be too late. You are very kind, father,
but you are not a woman, and you know there are a thousand
gentle cares which only a woman's hand can tender. I am astranger here; I don't care if they do censure me. Let meact a true woman's, a kind sister's part. You know b ourown experience, what a skilful nurse I am."

Mary pleaded earnestly, and wound her arms caressingly
around her father's neck, and looked up into his face with such
irresistible eyes, that he could not refuse her. The pallid faceof Fitzroy seemed to be leaning beside her own, clothed withthat authority which sickness and approaching death impart.
So Mary twisted up her shining ringlets, and took the ringsfrom her jeweled fingers, and donned a loose, flowing robe.
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Behold her, one of the loveliest nurses that ever brought the

blessings of Hygea to the chamber of disease. There is a

great deal said in romances of the interesting appearance of

invalids, of a languor more lovely than the bloom of health,
of a debility more graceful than the fullness of strength; but
this is all romance. It has been said by one of the greatest
moralists of the age, that the slow consuming of beauty is one

of the greatest judgments of the Almighty against man for

sin. Certainly a sick chamber is not the place for romantic

beings to fall in love, but it is the place where love, once

awakened, can exert its holiest influences, and manifest its

death-controlling power; it is the place where religion erects

its purest altar, and faith brings its divinest offerings. Yea,
verily, it is hallowed ground. Thus Mary thought through
the vigils of that long night. She had never been danger-
ously sick herself, but she felt the entire dependence of one
human being upon another, and of all upon God. She felt,
too, a kind of generous triumph, if such an expression may
be used, in the conviction that this proud and over-sensitive

being was so completely abandoned to her cares. Fitzroy lay
in the deep lethargy of a burning fever, unconscious whose

soft footsteps fell "like snow on snow" around his bed. "He

never shall know it," said Mary, to herself. "He would pro-
bably feel disgust, instead of gratitude. If he saw this hand-

kerchief, all impregnated with camphor, and stained with

medicine, he might well think it unfit for a lady's hand.

Shame on me, for cherishing so much malice against him-he

so sick and pale !"
For more than a week Fitzroy languished in that almost

unconscious condition, and during that interval Mary conti-

nued to lavish upon him every attention a kind and gentle

sister could bestow. At length he was declared out of dan-

ger, and she gradually withdrew from her station in the sick

chamber. Her mission was fulfilled, and an angelic one it had

been. The physician, her father, and a youthful, unimpaired

constitution accomplished the rest.
"What do I not owe you ?" said Fitzroy, when, liberated

from confinement, he was slowly walking with her through
one of the green, shady paths of the enclosure. Now he, in-
deed, looked interesting. The contrast between his dark brown

hair aid pale cheek was truly romantic. That dark hair once

more exhaled the odours of sweet-scented waters, and his black

dress and spotless linen were as distinguished for their elegance
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as in former days. "What do I not owe you ?" repeated he,
with more fervour.

Mary smiled. "You were sick, and I ministered unto you.
I only obeyed a divine command. A simple act of obedience
deserves no reward."

"Then it was only from a sense of duty that you watched
over me so kidly ?" repeated he, in a mortified tone. "You
would have done the same-for any stranger ?"

"Most certainly I would," replied Mary; "for any stranger
as helpless and neglected as you appeared to be."

"Pardon me," said he, evidently disconcerted, "but I thought-I dared to think--that--"g
Mary laughed, and her rosy lip began to curl with a slight

expression of scorn. She was a woman, and her feelings had
once been chafed, humiliated through him, if not by him.
Her eyes sparkled,-not vindictively, but triumphantly. "You
dared to think that I was in love with you! Oh, no; that isall passed-long, long ago."

" Passed ? Then you acknowledge that you have loved ?"
"Yes," replid she, in the same laughing tone, though sheblushed deeply all the while; "I did love you, Fitzroy, and

I could have loved you with a life-long passion. To win your
affection I tried to pass myself off as an angel, to whose gar-
ments the dust of mortality never adhered. You discovered
my folly, and turned from me in contempt. It was a bitter
lesson at first, but I thank you for it now. I am not the fool-
ish girl that I was when I first knew you, Fitzroy. You must
not think that I am-"

"And lam not the fool I was then," interrupted he. "I
know now what constitutes the perfection of a woman's charac-
ter. You only captivated my fancy then, now you have won
my whole heart."

"Better lost than won," cried Mary, in the same careless
accents. "I could not keep the treasure, and I cannot take
it. You think you love me now, but I might fall sick, you
know, and people do not look so pretty when they are sick
and you might not like the scent of camphor and medicine
and then one's handkerchiefs get so terribly soiled !"

She stopped, and looked archly at Fitzroy's clouded coun-
tenance.

"I understand it all," cried he, bitterly; "you pitied me in
sickness, and watched over me. But I must have looked

20 *
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shockingly ugly and slovenly, and you became disgusted. I
cannot blame you, for I deserve such a punishment.'

"No, no-not ugly, Fitzroy, but helpless, weak, and de-
pendent, proud man that you are. But, oh ! you ought to
know that this very helplessness and dependence endear the
sufferer ten thousand times more to a fond woman's heart than
all the pride of beauty and the bloom of health. I have had
my revenge; but believe me, Fitzroy, the hours passed in
your chamber of sickness will be remembered as the happiest
of my life."

The tone of playful mockery which she had assumed, sub-
sided into one of deep feeling, and tears gathered in her down-
cast eyes. Fitzroy-but it is no matter what Fitzroy said-
certainly something that pleased Mary, for when they return-
ed, more than an hour afterwards, her cheeks were glowing
with the roses of Eden.

It was about six months after this that Cousin Kate visited
Mary-but not Mary Lee-once more. Fitzroy, who now
often complained of a headache, was leaning back in an easy
chair, and Mary was bathing his temples, which she occasion-
ally pressed with her linen handkerchief.

"Oh, shocking !" exclaimed Kate ; "how can you bear to
see Mary touch anything so rumpled and used, about your
elegant person ?"

"The hand of affection," replied Fitzroy, pressing Mary's
gently on his brow, ",can shed a beautifying influence over
every object. Mary is a true alchemist, and has separated the
gold of my heart from the worthless dross that obscured its
lustre. She put me in the crucible, and I have been purified
by the fires through which I passed."

LOVE AFTER MARRIAGE.

A STRANGER was ushered into the parlour, where t'7o young
ladies were seated, one bonneted and shawled, evidently a
morning visiter, the other in a fashionable undress, as evidently
a daughter or inmate of the mansion. The latter rose with a
slight inclination of the head, and requested the gentleman to
take a chair. "Was Mr. Temple at home ?" " No ! but he
was expected in directly." The young ladies exchanged mirth-
ful glances, as the stranger drew nearer, and certainly his ex-
traordinary figure might justify a passing sensation of mirth,
if politeness and good feeling had restrained its expression.
His extreme spareness and the livid hue of his complexion
indicated recent illness, and as he was apparently young, the
almost total baldness of his head was probably owing to the
same cause. His lofty forehead was above the green shade
that covered his eyes in unshadowed majesty, unrelieved by a
single lock of hair, and the lower part of his face assumed a
still more cadaverous hue, from the reflection of the green
colour above. There was something inexpressibly forlorn and
piteous in his whole appearance, notwithstanding an air of
gentlemanly dignity pervaded his melancholy person. He
drew forth his pocket-book, and taking out a folded paper,
was about to present it to Miss Temple, who, drawing back
with a suppressed laugh, said-" A petition, sir, I suppose ?"
-- then added in a low whisper to her companion-" the poor
fellow is perhaps getting up a subscription for a wig." The
whisper was very low, but the stranger's shaded though pene-
trating eyes were fixed upon her face, and the motion of her
lips assisted him in a knowledge of their sound; he replaced
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the paper in his pocket-book--" I am no petitioner for your
bounty,r madam," said he, in a voice, whose sweetness fell
like a reproach on her ear, "nor have I any claims on your
compassion; save being a stranger and an invalid. I am the

bearer of a letter to your father, from a friend of his youth,
who, even on his death-bed, remembered him with gratitude
and affection; will you have the goodness to present to him
my name and direction ?"

Then laying his card upon the table, he made a low bow
and retreated, before Miss Temple had time to apologize, if
indeed any apology could be offered for her levity and rude-
ness. She approached the table and took up the card-
"Gracious Heavens !" she exclaimed-" it cannot be possi-

ble ? -Sydney Allison4-that bald, yellow, horrid-booking
creature-Sydney Allison ! they described him as the per-
fection of manly beauty-I never will believe it-he is an
impostor-the wretch !"

The young lady who was with her, beheld with astonish-
ment, the passion that lighted up Miss Temple's face, and
her looks besought an explanation. "Have you not heard,"
said Miss Temple, "since you came to this city, that I was
betrothed; that I had been so from a child, to a young gentle-
man residing in Cuba, whose uncle was the bosom friend of
my father? You must have heard it, for my father has
always taken pains to circulate the report, so that no one
might presume upon my favour. And this is the delectable
bridegroom ! the one who has been represented as clothed in

every grace calculated to fascinate a female heart-and I,
fool that I was, I believed it, and looked forward with rapture
to the hour of our first meeting." Here she paused, and
throwing herself back in her chair, burst into a passion of
tears.

Mary Manning, her more rational companion, endeavoured
to soothe the excited feelings of her friend, and suggested to

her, that whatever disappointment she might feel with regard
to his personal appearance, his character might be such as to
awaken a very ardent attachment. "Indeed," added Mary,
"I thought there was something quite interesting in his
address, and his voice was remarkably persuasive in its tones.
He has evidently been very ill, and his bad looks are owing
to this circumstance. He will become handsomer by and by.
Besides, my dear Augusta, what is mere beauty in a man?

It is the prerogative of a woman, and you are so highly gifted
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in that respect yourself, you should be willing that your hus-
band should excel in those qualities which men generally arro-
gate to themselves."

"Husband !" repeated Augusta; "I would as soon take a
death's-head for my husband. I care nothing about mere
beauty, provided there is intelligence and spirit. But with
such a bald, livid-looking wretch at my side, such a living
memento of mortality, I should sink into my grave in a fort-
night. I never will marry him, unless I am dragged to the
altar." Here Mr. Temple entered the room, and interrupted
her rash speech. Miss Manning too retired, feeling that her
presence might be an intrusion. He looked astonished at
the agitation of his daughter, who handed him the card, and
turning away leaned against the mantel-piece, the image of
woe.

"Sydney Allison arrived i" exclaimed Mr. Temple; "where
is he? when was he here? and why is he gone ?-why--what
is the matter with you, Augusta.? The first wish of my heart
seems accomplished, and I find you weeping. Tell me the
meaning of all this ?"

"Oh! father," sobbed Augusta, covering her face with her
handkerchief, "he is so ugly, and you told me he was so very
handsome."

Mr. Temple could not forbear laughing at the piteous tone
in which Augusta uttered this melancholy truth, though he
immediately resumed, in an accent of displeasure, "I am
ashamed of your folly-I have always given you credit for
being a girl of sense, but you talk like a little fool ;-ugly!
if a man is not ugly enough to frighten his horse, he is hand-
some enough. Besides, it is nothing but a whim; I saw him
when a child, and he was an uncommonly beautiful boy. I
hope you did not behave in this manner before him-why did
you suffer him to go away ?"

"Why, I did not know him," said Augusta, in considerable
trepidation, for she feared her father's anger; "and he looked
so thin and woe-begone, I thought he was some foreigner ask-
ing charity, and when he took out a paper I thought it a peti-
tion, and said something about one-so he was angry, I believe,
and went away, saying he had letters for you, from a friend.
who was dead."

"And is he dead !-the good old man !-the best, the
earliest friend I ever had in the world-dead and gone !"
Mr. Temple leaned his face over on his hands, and sat in
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silence several moments, as if struggling with powerful emo-
tions. After a while, Mr. Temple lifted his hands, and fixed
his darkened eyes upon his daughter. He took her hand
with affection and solemnity. "Augusta, you are the child
of affluence as well as of indulgence; you are my only child,
and all the wealth, which now surrounds you with luxury,
will be at your disposal after my death."

"Oh! father, do not speak of such a thing."
"Do not interrupt me. Mr. Allison, the uncle of this

young man, was my benefactor and friend, when all the world
looked dark upon me. He extricated me from difficulties
which it is unnecessary to explain-gave me. the means of
making an ample fortune, and asked no recompense, but a
knowledge of my success. It was through his influence I was
united to your now angel mother-yes! I owe everything to
him-wealth, reputation, and a brief, but rare portion of
domestic bliss. This dear, benevolent, romantic old man, had
one nephew, the orphan child of his adoption, whom he most
tenderly loved. When commercial affairs carried me to.Cuba,
about ten years ago, Sydney was a charming boy,"--here
Augusta groaned-" a charming boy; and when I spoke with
a father's pride of my own little girl whom I had left behind,
my friend gladdened at the thought, that the union which
had bound our hearts together would be perpetuated in our
children; we pledged our solemn promise to each other, that
this union should take place at a fitting age; you have long
been aware of this betrothal, and I have seen with great
pleasure, that you seemed to enter into my views, and to look
forward with hope and animation to the fulfilment of this con-
tract. The engagement is now doubly binding, since death
has set his awful seal upon it. It must be fulfilled. Do not,
by your unprecedented folly, make me unhappy at a moment
like this."

"Forgive me, my dear father, but indeed when you see
him, you will not wonder at the shock I have received. After
all you had said of him, after reading his uncle's letters so
full of glowing descriptions, after dwelling so long on the
graceful image my fancy drew, to find such a dreadful con-
trast."

"Dreadful contrast ! why surely he cannot be transformed
into such a monster."

"You have not seen him yet," said she mournfully.
"No! you remind me of my negligence. After the strange

reception you have given him, it is doubly urgent that I should
hasten to him. Have a care, Augusta, you have always found
me a very indulgent father, but in this instance I shall en-
force implicit obedience. I have only one fear, that you have
already so disgusted him with your levity, that he may re-
fuse, hinmself, the honour of the alliance."

"lie refuse me !" murmured Augusta, in a low voice, as
she glanced at herself in a mirror that shone above the mantel-
piece. As the nature of her reflections may be well imagined,
it may be interesting to follow the young man, whose figure
had made so unfortunate an impression on his intended bride,
and learn something of the feelings that are passing through
his mind.

Sydney Allison returned to his lonely apartment at the
hotel with a chilled and aching heart. The bright day-dream,
whose beauty had cheered and gilded him, even while mourn-
ing over the death-bed of his uncle, while languishing himself
on the bed of sickness, and while, a sea-sick mariner, he was
tossed upon the boisterous waves-this dream was fled. She,
who had always risen upon his imagination as the morning
ser of his destiny-this being he had met, after years of
romantic anticipation--what a meeting ! He was well aware
of the sad ravages one of the violent fevers of a tropical clime
had made upon his beauty, but, never attaching much value
to his own personal attractions, he could not believe that the
marks of a divine visitation would expose him to ridicule, or
unkindness; of an extremely sensitive disposition, he was
peculiarly alive to the stings of satire, and the sarcastic whis-
per of Miss Temple wounded him to the quick.

"What !" said he,. to himself, as he folded his arms in
melancholy abstraction, in the solitude of his chamber, "what,
if the dark luxuriance of waving hair which once shadowed
my temples, is now gone, is not thought and intelligence still
lingering on my brow ? Are there no warm and animated
veins of feeling in my heart, because the tide of health no
longer colours my wan and faded cheek? These enfeebled
eyes, which I must now shelter from the too dazzling light,
can they not still emit the rays of tenderness, and the beams
of soul? This proud beauty ! May she live to know what a
heart she has wounded !"

He rose and walked slowly across the floor, pausing before
a large looking-glass, which fully reflected his person. He
could not forbear a smile, in the midst of his melancholy, at
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the ludicrous contrast to his former self, and acknowledge it
was preposterous to expect to charm at first sight, under the
present disastrous eclipse. He almost excused the covert
ridicule of which he, had been the object, and began. to pity
the beautiful Augusta for the disappointment she must have
endured. It was under the influence of these feelings Mr.
Temple found him.

"My dear fellow," said the latter, warmly grasping his
hand, and gazing earnestly at him-" My poor boy ! how ill
you must have been !-your uncle, too"-the warm-hearted
man was incapable of uttering another syllable, not more
moved at that moment, by the recollection of his friend, than
affected by the transformation of the blooming boy, whose
waving locks were once so singularly beautiful.

His sympathy was so unaffected, his welcome so warm, and
his affection expressed in so heartfelt a manner, that Sydney,
who had just been arming himself with proud philosophy
against the indifference and neglect of the world, melted into
woman's softness. He had been so long among strangers,
and those of rougher natures-had experienced so cold a dis-
appointment in his warmest hopes-he had felt so blighted, so
alone-the reaction was too powerful, it unmanned him. Mr.
Temple was a remarkable instance of a man who retained a'
youthful enthusiasm and frankness of character, after a long
and prosperous intercourse with the world of business. The
rapid accumulation of wealth, instead of narrowing, as it too
often does, enlarged his benevolent heart. When, in a long
and confidential conversation with Sydney, he learned that
Mr. Allison had left but a small fortune for his support, in-
stead of the immense one he had been led to expect, he was
more than ever anxious to promote his union with his daughter.
However mysterious it seemed that Mr. Allison's property
should be so diminished, or have been so much overrated, he
rather rejoiced at the circumstance, as it gave him an oppor-
tunity of showing his gratitude and disinterestedness. But
Sydney was proud. He felt the circumstance of his altered
fortunes, and, though not a poor man, was no longer the heir
of that wealth which was his in reversion when Mr. Temple
had plighted his daughter to him. In his short interview
with her he had gained such an insight into her character,
that he recoiled from the idea of appearing before her as her
betrothed lover.

"Receive me as a friend," said he to Mr. Temple; "let
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your daughter learn to look upon me as such, and I ask no
more; unless I could win her affections, nothing would induce
me to accept of her hand--under existing circumstances, I
believe that impossible. Much as I feel your kindness, and
sacred as I hold the wishes of the dead, .I hold your daughter's
happiness paramount to every other consideration. This must
not be sacrificed for me. Promise me, sir, that it shall not. I
should be more wretched than words can express, if I thought
the slightest force were imposed upon her sentiments."

"Be satisfied on that score; say nothing about it; only let
her get fally acquainted with you, and there will be no occa-
sion to employ force. You must forget the mistake of the
morning. This yellow fever makes sad work of a man when
it gets hold of him, but you will soon revive from its effects."

* * * * * * * * * *

Sydney Allison became a daily visiter at Mr. Temple's.
Had he assumed the privileges of a lover, Augusta would
have probably manifested, in a wounding manner, the aversion
she felt for him in that character; but it was impossible to
treat with disdain one who never presumed to offer any atten-
tions beyond the civilities of friendship. Though rendered
vain from adulation, and selfish from indulgence, and though
her thoughtless vivacity often made her forgetful of the feel-
ings of others, Augusta Temple was not destitute of redeeming
virtues. Nature had gifted her with very ardent affections,
and opened but few channels in which those affections could
flow. She had the great misfortune to be the only child of a
rich, widowed, and doting parent, and from infancy had been
accustomed to see every one around her subservient to her
will. She had reached the age of womanhood without know-
ing one real sorrow, or meeting with a being who had excited
in any degree the affections of her heart. Her warm and
undisciplined imagination had dwelt for years on one image.
She had clothed it in the most splendid hues that fancy ever
spread upon her palette; and had poor Sydney appeared be-
fore her in his original brightness, the reality would probably
have been dim, to the visions of ideal beauty by which she
had been so long haunted. In the greatness of her disappoint-
ment, she became unjust and unreasonable, violent in her pre-
judices, and extravagant in the manifestations of them. But
after the first ebullition of her grief, she grew more guarded,
from the dread of her father's anger; and as Sydney continued
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the same reserved and dignified deportment, she began to think
her father's prediction was fulfilled, and that their aversion
was mutual. She did not derive as much comfort from this
supposition as might be anticipated. She had dreaded his im-
portunity, but she could not endure his indifference. It was
in vain Mr. Temple urged his young friend to a different course
of conduct; he always answered, "Let her cease to dread me
as a lover, then she may learn to prize me as a friend."

One evening, there was a concert at Mr. Temple's. Sydney,
who was passionately fond of music, forgot every cause of in-
quietude, while abandoned to its heavenly influence. He stood
near the fair songstress of the hour, keeping time to the har-
mony, while in a pier-glass opposite, he had a full view of the
groups behind. Augusta was a little in the rear, leaning on
the arm of Miss Manning. He could gaze on her image thus
reflected, without her being conscious of the act, and he sighed
as he paid involuntary homage to her brilliant beauty. Her
figure was of superb proportions, her features formed on the
model of oriental symmetry, while her eyes glittered through
their dark sweeping lashes, like sunbeams through the forest
foliage. She stood with her head a little averted, and her pro-
file presented the softened outline of the lineaments ascribed
to the beautiful daughters of Judah. He forgot himself
entirely, in the contemplation of her loveliness, when he saw
her turn, with an arch smile, and hold up her hands in a
whimsical attitude in the direction of his head, as if in the
act of warming them; for the full blaze of the chandeliers
seemed concentrated in that point, and all eyes, lured by Au-
gusta's gesture, were turned upon his illuminated skull. For
one moment Sydney lost his self-possession, and the angry
spot was seen distinctly burning on his sallow cheek. The
next, he smiled superior to such weakness, and retreating a
few steps, bowed for her to pass forward. She had relied on
the shade that covered his eyes, for security from detection,
unconscious of the piercing glances that were darting beneath.
Her conscience now upbraided her for her folly, and she felt
with bitterness how low she must- be in the opinion of the
man whose admiration she secretly coveted, notwithstanding
the ridicule she dared to throw upon his person. After the
company dispersed, she remained alone in the drawing-room,
dissatisfied with herself and sickening at the pleasure that
surrounded her. The door softly opened. It was Sydney,
who had returned for his gloves, which he had left on the
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mantel-piece. It was the first time she had found herself
alone with him, and she felt excessively embarrassed. In
that tone, which even she acknowledged to be irresistibly
sweet, he apologized for his intrusion, and taking his gloves,
was retiring, when she, ever impulsive, arrested his motions.

"Stay one moment, Mr. Allison-you have great reason to
despise me-I have treated you with unpardonable levity and
rudeness. Though I can hardly hope your forgiveness, I can-
not withhold this acknowledgment of my errors ; your calm
forbearance has done more for my reformation, than a thou-
sand reproofs."

Surprised and softened by this unexpected avowal from
the cold sarcastic Augusta, whose fluctuating complexion and
agitated voice bore witness to her sincerity, Allison was at
first incapable of replying.

"Your present candour,"' at length he said, "would in-
demnify me for much greater suffering than you have ever
inflicted on me. Allow me, Miss Temple, to take advantage
of this first moment of confidence, to disarm you of all fear
on my account. The relative situation in which we have been
placed by others, has given us both much embarrassment;
but be assured my only wish is to be looked upon as your
friend. Consider yourself as entirely unshackled. In brighter
hours I might have aspired to the distinction our parents de-
signed for me; but, worn down by sickness, the shadow of my
former self, I feel but too sensibly, that the only sentiment I
can now inspire in the female heart, is that of compassion."

Augusta was so much impressed by his delicacy and gene-
rosity, she began to hate herself for not having more justly
appreciated his worth. She raised her eyes to his face and
sighed-" Ah !" said she to herself, "I must respect and
esteem, but I can never love him." Mr. Temple, who had
been absent the whole evening, returned at this moment, and
his countenance expressed his pleasure in finding them thus
alone, in apparently confidential conversation with each other.

"Do not go, Allison," said he; "I have been oppressed
with business to-night, and I want a little social enjoyment
before I sleep. Besides, I do not feel quite well."

They now observed that he looked unusually pale, and
pressed his hand upon his head, as if in pain.

"Father," said Augusta, "you do indeed look ill; you
have fatigued yourself too much. A glass of wine will revive
you."
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She brought him the glass, but just as he took it from her
hand with a smile, a sudden spasm came over him, and he
fell back in his chair, speechless and convulsed. Augusta's
piercing shriek alarmed the servants, who, rushing in, beheld
their master supported in the arms of Allison, gasping for
breath, while Augusta was trying to loosen his cravat with
hands nerveless from terror. A physician was directly sum.
mnoned, who bled him profusely, and after a few hours con-
sciousness was restored. He was removed to his chamber,
and Allison remained with him during the remainder of the
night. Augusta sat by her father's bedside holding his hand,
almost stunned by the suddenness of the calamity. Never,
since her recollection, had her father known an hour's sick-
ness; and now to be prostrated at once, in the midst of florid
health, it was awful. She dared not ask the physician if
there was danger, lest he should confirm her worst fears.
She looked at Allison, and, in his pale and anxious counte-
nance, she saw a reflection of her own anxiety and sorrow.
Towards morning Mr. Temple opened his eyes, and looked
earnestly round him.

" My children," said he, "come near me-both-both."
"Father," cried Augusta, "we are near thee-oh! my

father, say that you are better-only say that you will live."
As she uttered the last word she bowed her head upon the

bed cover, and sobbed as if her heart were breaking.
"My child," said Mr. Temple, faintly, "you must call upon

God to sustain you, for there is need. I feel that the hand
of death is on me. Sudden and awful is the summons-but
it must be obeyed. Doctor, I would see my minister. Not
to give peace to my parting soul-for all is peace here," said
he, laying his hand feebly on his heart, "peace with God and
man--but there is one thing I would witness before I die."

Sydney, who stood at the bed's head, trembled at the im-
port of these words; Augusta in her agony comprehended
them not.

"Sydney, my son, give me your hand; Augusta, is this
your hand I hold? My children, if you would bless my last
hour, you must let my dying eyes behold your union. It
will gladden my friend, when I meet him in another world,
to tell him his last wishes are consummated. Do you con-
sent, my children ?"

He looked up to Sydney, with that earnest expression which
is never seen except in the eye of the dying, and pressed their
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hands together in his, already cold and dewy with the damps
of death. Sydney sunk upon his knees, unutterably affected.
All the happiness of his future life was at stake, but it seemed
as nothing at that moment.

"Your daughter, sir ?" was all he could utter.
"Augusta," repeated Mr. Temple, in a voice fearfully hol-

low, "will you not speak ?"
"Oh! my father," she murmured, "do with me as you

will, only take me with you."
The reverend figure of the minister was now added to the

group that surrounded that bed of death. Strange and awful
was the bridal ceremony, performed at such a moment, and
attended by such solemnities. Sydney felt that he was mys-
teriously and irresistibly impelled on to the fulfilment of his
destiny, without any volition of his own; and he supported,
with a firm arm, the sinking form of her he was now to call
his own. It was with bloodless lips and deadened perceptions
Augusta repeated her vows; but low as they were, they fell
like music on the ear that was so shortly to close to all earthly
sound.

"There is a blessing above, mingling with mine," faintly
articulated the dying man. "I bless you, my dear children,
and ye will be blessed."

These were the last words he ever uttered. Augusta fell
almost lifeless on her father's bosom, but what was a moment
before the temple of an immortal spirit, was now but dust and
ashes. At the same moment an orphan and a bride, she was
incapable of comprehending the startling realities of her situa-
tion. The images that flitted through her mind, were like the
phantasmagoria of a dream-a vague impression of something
awful and indescribable having occurred, a wild fear of some-
thing more awful still impending, filled her imagination and
paralyzed her frame. But Allison had a full and aching sense
of the responsibilities so unexpectedly imposed upon him.
He mourned for the venerated and generous friend so sud-
denly snatched away; but he grieved most of all, that his last
act had placed in his keeping that to which he felt he had no
legitimate right. No selfish repinings filled his heart-but to
find himself married, joined irrevocably to a woman who had
given him so many proofs of personal aversion; who never,
till that evening, had evinced towards him the slightest sensi-
bility-a woman whom he did not love, and whose superior
fortune burdened him with a painful sense of obligation--
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there was something inexpressibly galling and humbling in
these circumstances, to the sensitive and high-minded Allison.

Tenderness, however, mingled with the bitterness of his re-

flections; and even then, he could have taken her to his heart,
and wept over her tears of sympathy and sorrow, had he not

dreaded that she would recoil from his embraces. He did not

intrude on the sacredness of her grief, and for days she buried

herself in the solitude of her chamber. She admitted no one

but her chosen friend, Miss Manning, who represented her as
inconsolable, either sunk in a torpor, from which nothing could

arouse her, or in a state of nervous excitement still more dis-

tressing. He waited, hoping that time would restore her to

comparative composure, and that she would be willing to re-

ceive from him the consolations of friendship. Finding, at
length, that she persevered in her system of solitary grief,
and that time, while it must, according to its immutable laws,
soften her anguish for her father's death, probably increased

her dread of the shackles that bound her, his resolution was

taken. In a short time everything was arranged for his de-

parture to a foreign land. The ship, in which he was bound
a passenger, was ready to sail, when he requested a parting
interview with Augusta. A parting interview !-Augusta was

roused at that sound, from the selfishness of her grief. He

was going into banishment, and she was the cause. For the

first time since the bridal ceremony, the thought forced itself

into her mind, that he too might have cause for sorrow, and
that his happiness might be sacrificed as well as her own.

Allison was greatly shocked, to see the change wrought in her
radiant face. He was so much agitated, he forgot everything
he purposed to say, and remembered only the strangeness of
their situation. He endeavoured to repress his own emotion,
that he might not increase hers; while she, unused to self-con-

trol, abandoned herself to a passion of tears. He approached

her with tenderness and solemnity, and entreated her to listen

to him, as a friend, as one willing to promote her happiness

by any sacrifice she might require. "I go," said he, "Au-

gusta, to another .clime, whose genial influence may restore

me again some portion of my former vigour. I go, too, in the

hope, that in my absence you will learn submission to a destiny
which my presence renders insupportable. If you knew the

anguish that fills my heart, when I think of myself as the

involuntary cause of your wretchedness, you would pity me,
even as much as you abhor. Hear me, Augusta, while I re-
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peat with all the solemnity of the vows that bound us to each
other, that I will never claim the name of husband, till your
own free affections hallow the sacred title. In the mean time
I leave you with one who will be to you as a loving sister, in
whose father you will find a faithful and affectionate guardian
-will you not part from me, at least in kindness ?"

Augusta sat, with her arms thrown around Miss Manning,
weeping, yet subdued. All the best impulses of her nature
were wakened and active. She would have given worlds to
say something expressive of her remorse and regret for her
selfishness and waywardness. Clasping her hands together
she exclaimed, "Oh! forgive me, Sydney, that I cannot love
you ;" then, conscious that she was only wounding more deeply
when she wished to heal, she only uttered, "what an unfor-
tunate wretch I ama"

" We are both unfortunate," said he, moved beyond his
power of control-" but we may not be always miserable.
Something whispers me, that we shall meet again with
chastened feelings, capable of appreciating all that is excel-
lent in each other, and both earnest in the endeavour to merit
the blessing that hallowed our nuptial tie. I leave you that
you may be restored to tranquillity-I may never return-I
pray to God, that he may find me a grave in that ocean to
whose bosom I am about to commit myself, if I am only to
live for the misery of others."

"No, no," cried Augusta, "this must not be, you must not
become an exile for me."

"Listen to her," said Miss Manning, earnestly, her whole
soul wrought up into the most painful excitement, at the sight
of their mutual distress-" indeed, sir, you are doing what is
rash and uncalled for-oh! why, with so much to bind you
together, with qualities capable of inspiring the strongest
attachment in each other, will ye close up your hearts in this
manner, and resolve to be miserable ?"

"I cannot now remain if I would, as I have taken steps
which cannot well be recalled-your father, Miss Manning,
knows and approves my intention. He is the delegated guar-
dian and protector of Augusta. I will not, I cannot prolong
the pain of these moments. Farewell, Augusta ! think of me
if possible, with kindness-should I live to return, I will be
to you friend, brother, or husband, as your own heart shall
dictate."

He pressed her cold and passive hand in his-turned, and
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was gone. Augusta would have spoken, but she seemed as
if under the influence of a nightmare. Her faculties were

spell-bound; she would have returned the parting pressure of

his hand, but her fingers seemed icicles. She shuddered with
superstitious dread. Uer father's upbraiding spirit appeared
to her imagination, armed with the terrors of the grave, and
threatening her with the retribution of heaven. Poor Au-

gusta ! her mind required the stern, but salutary discipline of

adversity, and that discipline was preparing. How she pro-
fited by the teachings of this monitress, whose lessons, however
hard, have such high and celestial bearings, the events of after

years may show.

* * * * * * * * *

Augusta and her friend are once more presented to the
view of the reader, but the destiny of the former is changed.
They are seated in a parlour side by side, but it is not the

same, rich in all the adornments of wealth and fashion, that

Augusta once occupied. It is in a neat rural cottage, in the

very heart of the country, embosomed in trees and flowers.

A few words will explain the past. Mr. Temple's open,
generous, uncalculating disposition had exposed him to the

designs of the mercenary and treacherous. He never could

refuse to endorse a note for a friend, or to loan money when
it was asked with a look of distress. He believed his resources
as exhaustless as his benevolence; but by the failure of several

houses with which he was largely connected, his estate was
involved in ruin, and his daughter left destitute of fortune.

Mr. Manning suffered so much himself in the general loss, he
was obliged to sell all that he still possessed in the city and
retire into the country, with limited means of subsistence.
But, though limited, he had sufficient for all the comforts of
life, and what he deemed its luxuries-books, music, the
socialities of friendship, and the exercise of the kindly chari-

ties. A cherished member of this charming family, Augusta,
no longer the spoiled child of fortune, but the chastened dis-

ciple of sorrow, learned to estimate the true purposes of her

being, and to mourn over her former perversity. With such

ennobled views of life and its enjoyments, she began to think

she might be happy with a husband, with such irreproachable
worth and exalted attributes as Sydney Allison, even though
he had the misfortune to be bald and sallow. But him she

had banished, and when would he return? He had written
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to her once or twice, in the most affectionate manne as a
brother would write; he had spoken of amended health and
reviving spirits, but he spoke of his return as of something
indefinite and even remote. She too had written, and her
letters were transcripts of the progressive elevation of her
character, and expressed with candour and warmth the just
appreciation she now had of his own. She was uncertain
whether they had ever reached him. It was long since she
had received any tidings, and she felt at times that sickness
of the heart, which suspense unfed by hope creates.

"I bring you a messenger, who I trust is the bearer of glad
tidings," said Mr. Manning, entering, with a benevolent smile,
and ushering in a young gentleman, whom he introduced by
the name of Clarence. "Augusta, you will greet him with
joy, for he comes with letters from Mr. Allison, your hus-
band."

Augusta sprang forward, scarcely waiting to go through the
customary form of introduction, and took the letter with a
trembling hand. "Tell me, sir, do you know him, and is he
well ?" The stranger bent his dark and lustrous eyes upon
her face, with a look of undisguised admiration.

"I know him intimately, madam; when I last saw him,
he was in perfect health, and animated by the prospect of a
speedy return."

Augusta waited to hear no more, but retired to her own
chamber, to peruse the epistle she had so anxiously antici-
pated. It was in answer to her last, and breathed the lan-
guage of hope and confidence. There was a warmth, a fervour
of sentiment, far different from his former cold, but kind com-
munications. He rejoiced in the knowledge of her altered
fortune, for he could prove his disinterestedness, and show
her that he loved her for herself alone, by returning and de-
voting himself to the task of winning her affections. "Say
not, my Augusta," said he in conclusion, "that I cannot win
the prize. All the energies of my heart and soul are enlisted
for the contest. I could look on your beauty, all dazzling as
it is, without much emotion; but the humility, the trust, the
gentleness and feeling expressed in your letter has melted me
into tenderness. Dare I indulge in the blissful dream, that
even now gilds this page with the hues of heaven? Augusta,
the sad, reluctant bride, transformed into the fond and faith-
ful wife, cherished in my yearning bosom, and diffusing there
the life, the warmth, the fragrance of love !"
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Augusta's tears rained over the paper. "Oh! Allison,"
she cried, "the task shall not be in vain; I will love thee for
thy virtues, and the blessing my dying father called down,
may yet rest upon us." She was about to fold the letter,
when a postscript on the envelope met her eye. "Receive
Clarence," it said, "as my friend-he knows all my history,
and the peculiarity of our situation-he is interested in you,
for my sake--as a stranger and my especial friend, may I ask
for him the hospitable attentions of Mr. Manning's family ?"

When she descended into the room, where Clarence was
seated, she could not repress a painful blush, from the con-
sciousness that he was familiar with her singular history.
"He must despise me," thought she; but the deference, and
respect of his manner forbade such an impression. Gradually
recovering from her embarrassment, and finding him directing
his conversation principally to Mr. Manning, she had leisure
to observe one who possessed strong interest in her eyes, as
the friend of Allison. And seldom does the eye of woman
rest upon a more graceful or interesting figure, or a more
expressive and glowing countenance. There was a lambent
brightness in his eyes, a mantling bloom upon his cheek, that
indicated indwelling light and conscious youth. His hair
clustered in soft waves round his temples, relieving by its
darkness the unsunned whiteness of his forehead. Yet the
prevailing charm was manner, that indescribable charm, that,
like sunshine in the summer landscape, gilded and vivified
the whole. The acquisition of such a guest gave life and ani-
mation to the domestic circle. Mr. Manning was a man of
varied information, and the society of this accomplished travel-
ler recalled the classic enthusiasm of his earlier days. Mary,
though usually reserved to strangers, seemed fascinated into
a forgetfulness of herself, and found herself a partaker of a
conversation to which at first she was only a timid listener.
Augusta, while she acknowledged the stranger's uncommon
power to please, was preoccupied by the contents of her hus-
band's letter, and longed to be alone with Mary, whose sym-
pathy was always as spontaneous as it was sincere. She was
not disappointed in the readiness of Mary's sympathy; but
after having listened again and again, and expressed her hope
and joy that all would yet be for the happiest and the best,
she returned to the subject next in interest, the bearer of this
precious document. " Ah ! my dear Augusta," said she, "if
Allison's noble spirit had been enshrined in such a temple,

r3

i

you had not been parted now." Aodious. It brought before er thugusta felt the co ari
melancholy a contrast with the engi' r of-Allison in too
it was Mary Manning," answeredaghinarae. "I thought
once reproved me for attaching he in a grave tonel"who
beauty--I never thought you foolish o portance to malmfent." or unkind tillhmo-

"Forgive me," cried Mar th - t-" foolish I may be, indeed Iyknow i irresistible frankness;
ybideIknwIaunkid to you--.never---nee~"I ddm ; but intentionallyunktiondo l nvr It did not require the eclelection of all Mary's tried friendship and neqrty, recol..

to accord her forgiveness. Mary was more gr frArdsin the expression of her admiration, guardeduu atewa rimagination, had drawn the horoscope Agst, In her
Clarence shone there, as the star ta of Mary destiny a and
A constant guest of her father's shew togve it radiance.
for him to witness Mary's mild, y etegt impossible
feeling their influence. She was energetic virtues, Without
beautiful, and Clarence evidently deliegred n wihoutbeing
tion. To her, he was always more res her wasa
deference, an interest, a constantoreferved, yet there was a

inons, that was as delicate as it was toaerwisHes and
the companion of their wakfnlntsattering. He wastheaoain o f hi walks, and nature, never morelvythan in this delightful season, acquired new chvrm orelovely
enthusiasm with which he sought out and expahatd on tsbeauties. Mr. Manning a siuadepatiated on itsbeauies.Mr. annig was Passionately fond of music, anevery evening Mary and Augustaonatelyallnd poforsicnd
favourite songs. Now the music were called upon for his
Clarence accompanied them with his flue, tan ever,for
with his voice, which was uncommonlswute, and sometimes
One evening Augusta was seated at thepiand melodious.
an excelng performer, but she played withase was no,
and she had endeavoured to clipaewt taste and feeling,anie hddaored to cultivate her talent, for she reem
bered that Allison was a lover of music he he remem..

thi. Mannig's songs, and turned over the leaves, alo
king of any particular tune when Claeaeswithout

at one, which he said was Allison's fauarence arrested her
play and sing that," said he, repeating ate wor. "yLet us

band loves t, we were together when he first heard it; i ws
sung by an Italian songstress, whom uhea ot 1was
me as resembling.The manne in°wch ave often struckmertas resmbig. The manner in which your hair is noparted in front, with those falling curls behind, ireas tw
resemblance; it is very striking at this moment."
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Augusta felt a strange pang penetrate her heart, when he
asked her for her husband's favourite. There was something,
too, in his allusion to her personal appearance that embar-
rassed her. He had paid her no compliment, yet she blushed
as if guilty of receiving one. "I cannot play it," answered
she, looking up, "but I will try to learn it for his sake." She
could not prevent her voice from faltering; there was an ex-
pression in his eyes, when they met hers, that bowed them
down, in shame and apprehension. It was so intense and
thrilling-she had never met such a glance before, and she
feared to interpret it.

"Shall I sing it for you ?" asked he; and leaning over the
instrument, he sang in a low, mellow voice, one of those im-
passioned strains, which the fervid genius of Italy alone can
produce. The words were eloquent of love and passion, and
Augusta, charmed, melted by their influence, could not divest
herself- of a feeling of guilt as she listened. A new and
powerful light was breaking upon her ; truth held up its
blazing torch, flashing its rays into the darkest corners of her
heart; and conscience, discovering passions, of whose very
existence she had been previously unconscious. She saw re-
vealed in prophetic vision, the misery of her future existence,
the misery she was entailing on herself, on others, and a cold
shudder ran through her frame. Mary, alarmed at her exces-
sive paleness, brought her a glass of water, and asked her if
she were ill. Grateful for an excuse to retire, she rose and
took Mary's arm to leave the room; but as she passed through
the door, which Clarence opened and held, she could not avoid
encountering again a glance so tender and impassioned, she
could not veil to herself the language it conveyed. Augusta'
had thought herself miserable before, but never had she shed
such bitter tears as bathed her pillow that night. Just as
she had schooled herself to submission; just as she was
cherishing the most tender and grateful feelings towards her
husband, resolving to make her future life one long task of
expiation, a being crossed her path, who realized all her early
visions of romance, and who gently and insidiously had en-
twined himself into the very chords of her existence; and
now, when she felt the fold, and struggled to free herself from
the enthralment, she found herself bound as with fetters of
iron and clasps of steel. That Clarence loved her, she could
not doubt. Enlightened as to the state of her own heart, she
now recollected a thousand covert marks of tenderness and
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regard. He had been admitted to the most unreserved icourse with her, as the friend of her husba e hnter-
he had been cherishin - rhsband. Like herself,he abeend chishing sentiments of whose strength he wasunaware, and which, when revealed in their full force, would
He hmnnes ree Sh now constantly avoided his society.Her manners were cold and contandadhr"osiu
eyes sought the grun Btonstramied, and her consciouseesgtte ground. But Clarence, thoughh a hchange, and could not be -gn lan cethogh e saw the

buked or chilled by b ignorant of the cause, was not re-with or chiled by her coldness. He seemed to call forth,
thusiasm was more , ric resources of his mind, his en-hismile more glowing, his voice had more music, and

happy; whatever were his ft was evident she alone was un-
She begat e e his feelings, they inspired no remorse.
he only looked uon her own vanity had misled her, and thatmistaken the lupnoher as the wife of his friend. She hadisaen the luminousness of his eyes foehefreo aon
Her credulity abased e no see for the fire of passion.ercreuliy aasd her in her own estimation.One afternoon Clarence found e alon .
accompanying Mary and her father alone. She had decline
thought' Clarence was to be th em a waik, because she
to find oualne"sad withthem. "I did not epc

"but since I have ained e taking a seat by her side-.-"ut incesig have gd such a privilege, may I ask, with-ou nraigyour displeasure, in what I have offede?You shun my society-- eouravert looks, I halffended 
---- he pasd, for e eYbravred looks, your altered mien"-epaused, for her embarrassment was contgosan thsentence remained unfinished. T wa contagious, and the,
but as a friend he had a right to make it.one,

" You have not offended m"omae"t

you know the pha ecui o me," at length she answered, "butyonow if peculiar circumstances of my life, and cannot
misery of the ps sometimes droop, when reflecting on their " af the t, and the uncertainty of the future."
unhappy as it here uof the future makes you
of uneapyuasii t ars iyorself, you may perhaps have causeofnesiens, bt has te r cts Allison, as far as I know hissentiments, he has the fullest confideneadthbrgcs
hopes of felicity. I once lookeconice, and the brightest
fortunate, but I now view him as the moss o n.
When he told me the circumstances of his exile, how loneand hopeless seemed his lot! Nowcen I s al howoe
him to return, nglm h when I see all that wooeshm to retrangels might covet his destiny.""You forget yourself;" cried Auutno aig-otkin the full men ,o 1ci Augusta, not daring to takeS meaning of his words-" it is not the office of a22 o h fieo

LOVE AFTER. M A DnY i .



254 LOVE 'AFTER MARRIAGE.

friend to flatter-Allison never flattered-I always revered
him for his truth."

"Yes !" exclaimed Clarence, "he has truth and integrity.
They call him upright, and honourable, and just; but is he
not cold and senseless to remain in banishment so long,
leaving his beautiful wife in widowhood and sorrow ! and was
he not worse than mad to send me here the herald of himself,
to expose me to the influence of your loveliness, knowing that
to see you, to be near you, must be to love, nay, even to wor-
ship."

"You have driven me from you for ever !" cried Augusta,
rising in indignant astonishment, at the audacity of this
avowal. "Allison shall learn in what a friend he has con-
fided,"

"I am prepared for your anger," continued he, with in-
creasing impetuosity, "but I brave it ; your husband will
soon return, and I shall leave you. Tell him of all my bold-
ness, and all my sincerity; tell him too all the emotions that
are struggling in your heart for me, for oh! you cannot deny
it, there is a voice pleading for my pardon, in your bosom
now, and telling you, that, if it is a crime to love, that one
crime is mutual."

" Then I am indeed a wretch !" exclaimed Augusta, sinking
down into a chair, and clasping her hands despairingly over
her face; "but I deserve this humiliation." Clarence drew
nearer to her-she hesitated-he trembled. The triumphant
fire that revelled in his eyes was quenched; compassion, ten-
derness, and self-reproach softened their beams. He was in
the very act of kneeling before her, to deprecate her forgive-
ness, when the.door softly opened, and Mary Manning entered.
Her step was always gentle, and she had approached unheard.
She looked at them first with a smile, but Augusta's counte-
nance was not one that could reflect a smile; and on Mary's
face, at that moment, it appeared to her as a smile of derision.
Clarence lingered a moment, as if unwilling to depart, yet un-
certain whether to remain or go-then asking Mary for her
father, he hastily retired, leaving Augusta in a state of such
agitation, that Mary, seriously alarmed, entreated her to ex-
plain the cause of her distress.

"Explain l" cried Augusta. "You have witnessed my
humiliation, and yet ask me the cause. I do not claim your
sympathy, the grief I now feel admits of none ; I was born
to be unhappy, and whichever way I turn, I am wretched."
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"Only tell me one thing, dear Augusta, is all your grief
owing to the discovery of your love for Clarence, and to the
sentiments with which you have inspired him? There is no
humiliation in loving Clarence-for who could know him and
not love him ?"

Augusta looked in Mary's face, assured that she was utter-
ing the language of mockery. Mary, the pure moralist, the
mild, but uncompromising advocate for duty and virtue, thus
to palliate the indulgence of a forbidden passion ! It could
only be in derision; yet her eye was so serene, and her smile
so kind, it was impossible to believe that contempt was lurking
beneath. "Then you do love him, Mary, and I am doubly
treacherous !"

Mary blushed-" with the affection of a sister, the tender-
ness of a friend, do I regard him; I admire his talents, I
venerate his virtues."

"Virtues ! oh ! Mary, he is a traitor to his friend; what
reliance is there on those virtues, which, having no root in the
heart, are swept away by the first storm of passion ?"

"Passion may enter the purest heart," answered Mary ;
"guilt consists in yielding to its influence. I would pledge
my life that Clarence would never give himself up to the in-
fluence of a guilty passion."

"Talk not of him, let me forget his existence, if I can; I
think of one, who will return from his long exile, only to find
his hopes deceived, his confidence betrayed, his heart broken."

Here Augusta wept in such anguish, that Mary, finding it
in vain to console her, threw her arms around her, and wept
in sympathy; yet still she smiled through her tears, and again
and again repeated to her, that heaven had long years of hap-
piness yet in store.

Augusta, in the solitude of her own chamber, recovered an
appearance of outward composure, but there was a deadly
sickness in her soul, that seemed to her like a foretaste of
mortality. The slightest sound made her tremble, and when
Mary returned to her, softly, but hurriedly, and told her her
father wished to see her, she went to him, with a blanched
cheek and trembling step, like a criminal who is about to
hear her sentence of doom.

"I have something to communicate to you," said he, kindly
taking her hand, and leading her to a seat. "But I fear you
will be too much agitated."
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"Is he come ?" cried she, grasping his arm with sudden
energy; " only tell me, is he come ?"

"Your husband is arrived; I have just received tidings
that he is in the city, and will shortly be here."

Augusta gasped for breath, she pressed her hands on her

bosom, there was such a cold, intolerable weight there; she
felt the letter of her husband, which she had constantly worn

as a talisman against the evil she most dreaded. That tender,
confiding letter, which, when she had first received it, she had

hailed as the precursor of the purest felicity.
"It is all over now," sighed she, unconscious of the pre-

sence of Mr. Manning. "Poor unhappy Allison, I will tell
him all, and then I will lie down and die."

"I hear a carriage approaching," said Mr. Manning; "the
gate opens-support yourself, my dear child, and give him the

welcome, he merits." Augusta could not move, her limbs

were powerless, but perception and sensibility remained; she
saw Mr. Manning leave the room, heard steps and voices in

the passage, and then the door reopen. The shades of twilight
were beginning to fall, and a mist was over her eyes, but she

distinctly recognised the figure that entered-what was her
astonishment, to behold, instead of the lank form, bald brows,
and green shade, marked in such indelible characters on her

memory-the graceful lineaments, clustering looks, and lus-
trous eyes of Clarence? She looked beyond in wild alarm
for her husband. "Leave me," she exclaimed, "leave me,
or you drive me to desperation !"

But Clarence eagerly approached her, as if defying all con-

sequences, and reckless of her resentment. He clasped her

in his arms, he pressed her to his heart, and imprinted on her
brow, cheek, and lips, unnumbered kisses. "My bride, my
wife, my own beloved Augusta, do you not know me? and

can you forgive me for this trial of your love? I did not mean
to cause you so much suffering, but I could not resist the
temptation of proving whether your love was mine, through
duty or inclination. I have been the rival of myself, and I

have exulted in finding, that love in all its strength has still

been mastered by duty. Augusta, I glory in my wife."
Augusta looked up, in bewildered rapture, hardly knowing

in what world she existed. She had never dreamed of such a

transformation. Even now it seemed incredible-it could not

be true-her present felicity was too great to be real-" Can
Allison and Clarence be one ?"

!'
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"Yes, my Augusta, these arms have a right to enfold thee
or they would not clasp you thus. No miracle has been
wrought, but the skeleton is reclothed with flesh, the locks of
youth have been renewed, the tide of health has flowed back
again into the wasted veins, lending a glow to the wan cheek,
and a brightness to the dim eye; and more than all, the worn
and feeble spirit, always sympathizing with its frail companion,
has replumed its drooping wings, and been soaring in regions
of hope, and joy, and love."

Without speaking metaphorically, Augusta's heart actually
ached with its excess of happiness.

"II have not room here," she cried, "for such fulness of
joy," again laying her hand where that precious letter was de-
posited, but with such different emotions. "My friends must
participate in my happiness, it is selfish to withhold it from
them so long."

"They know it already," said Allison, smiling; "they have
known my secret from the first, and assisted me in concealing
my identity."

Augusta now understood Mary's apparent inconsistency,
and vindicated her from all unkindness and wilful palliation
of guilt. 'I am not quite an impostor," continued her hus-
band, "for my name is Sydney Clarence Allison-and let me
still wear the appellation you have learned to love. It was
my uncle's, and he left a condition in his will that I should
assume it as my own. I find myself, too, the heir of sufficient
wealth to be almost a burden; for my uncle, romantic to the

- last, only caused the report of the failure of his wealth, that
I might prove the sincerity of your father's friendship. My
wife, my own Augusta, is not his blessing resting on us. now ?"

Mr. Manning and his daughter sympathized largely in the
happiness of their friends. Their only sorrow was the ap-
proaching separation. Mary, whose disposition was naturally
serious, was exalted on this occasion to an unwonted vein of
humour. When she saw Augusta's eyes turning with fond
admiration towards her husband, she whispered in her ear-
"Is it possible, that bald, yellow, horrid-looking creature is
your husband? I would not marry him, unless I were dragged
to the altar."

And Allison, passing his hand over his luxuriant hair, re-
minded her, with a smile, of the subscription and the wig.

TIlE END.



The Best Illustrated Works at 50 Cents a Volume.
ww~ww-

CAREY & HART'S

Library of Humorous American Works,
With Illustrations by Darley.

Price 50 Cents. (Cbmplete.) Price 50 Cents. (Complete.)

THEATRICAL APPRENTICESHIP STREAKS OF SQUATTER LIFE
AND AND

Anecdotal Recollections FAR-WEST SCENES.
OF A SERIES OF HUMOROUS SKETCHES D*-

SOL. SMITH, Esq. SCRIPTIVE OF INCIDENTS AND CHA--

CoMEDIAN, LAWYER, ETC. ETC. RAFTER IN THE WILD WEST.

WITH EIGHT ORIGINAL DESIGNS. BY "SOLITAIRE,"
CONTENTS. (JOHN S. ROBB, of St. Louis, Mo.)

Early Scenes-Wanderings in the West- AUTHOR OF "SWALLOWING OYSTERS ALIVE.
Cincinnati in Early Life-" One Man in his With Eight Humorous Illustrations by Dar1e.
Time plays many Parts"-Expedient to gain CONTENTS.
a Livelihood-Early Days of Edwin Forrest- The Western Wanderings of a Typo-" Not
The Manager in Distress-Pittsburgh Thea- a Drop more, Major, unless it's sweetened"-tricals-Philadelphia Gardens in 1824-The Nettle Bottom Ball-A Cat Story--A Spiritual
Old Chatham Theatre-Star-gazing in New Sister-floss Allen's Apology-Natural Act.
York-Concerts in New Jersey-Getting thro ing-A Canal Adventure-The Standing Can-
a Winter-Strolling in Canada--The Murder- didate-An Emigrant's Perils-Fun. with aous Alleghanians-Dawning of the Drama in "Bar"-Telegraphing an Express-The Pre-Lewistown-Floating down the Stream-The- emption Right-Yaller Pledges-GeorgeMun-
atricals in Kentucky-Anecdotal Recollec- day,the Hatless Prophet-Courting in French
tions since 1827-A Theatrical Dentist-The Hollow-The Second Advent-Settlement
Rival Vocalists-Pettifogging in St. Louis~ Fun-" Doing" a Landlord-Who is Sir
A Friendly Game of Poker-Tom the Curtain George Simpson ?-Letters from a Baby-
Man-The Manager and Planter, Signor Mat- Seth Tinder's First Courtship-The Beath
thieu-Letter to Rev. A. Ballard-My First Struggle-"Who are They ?"
and Last Sermon-Tennessee Door-keeper- "Mr. Robb is better known probably asThe Player and the Phrenologist-Interview 'Solitaire,' under which name he has writtenwith an Editor, &c. &c' . some very broad, farcical sketches of Western"A very whimsical apprenticeship it is, manners for the Reveille, of St. Louis. Somemaking it impossible to preserve, while read- of the sketches in tgis volume are spirited
lug it, the slightest approach to gravity. In- and cleverly written, and they are all livelydeed, we have seldom met with a book so and full of animal spirits; but they are tooirresistibly provocative of a perpetual 'broad brief to contain a development of character.
grin.' It is as good as a play, and a play of The best sketch is the story of 'Old Sugar,'the richest comedy."-Jefersonian. which is illustrated by an exceedingly fine

drawing by Darley. We feel, after inspecting
the designs in this book, that we have here-

Price 50 Cents. (Complete.) tofore underrated the comic powers of this
,OJ Eadmirable artist; there are evidences in some

MAJOR JONES' of these designs of a very high order of ge-

SKETCHES OF TRAVEL. nius."-N. L Mirror.

COMPRISING THE SCENES, INCIDENTS AND Price 50 Cents. (Complete.)

ADVENTURES IN HIS MA.TOR JONES' COURTSHIP.
TOUR FROM GEORGIA TO CANADA. TweUfi. .Edition, unth Two Additional Letters,

With Eight Original Engravings,from AND THIRTEEN HUMOROUS PLATES.
Designs by Darley. CONTENTS.

T HI R D E D i T I O N. Major Jones' Courtship detailed, with other
"Not only fun. but information is to be Scenes and Adventures, in a Series of Letters

gained from them."--&sturday Post. by himself.
"It contains palpable and amusing hits "Messrs. Carey & Hart have published the

on the people and customs of different drollest of the droll books of the season. It is
places.' -Baltimore Patriot. a strange production, but so brimful of fu,

" The wit is of the ' Sam Slick' sort."-N that half a drop would make it run over."--
Y. Cmmerial., U.2 Gaette



A. HART'S HUMOROUS LIBRARY.

Price 50 Cents. (Complete.) "Down-east" Original-Somebody in my Bed
-A Day at Sol. Slice's-Cupping on the Stan

IHE DRAMA AT POKERVILLE, num-A Bear Story-Playing Poker in Ari

The Bench and Bar of Jurytown, kats-illustrted with original engravings
from designs by Darley. The 'Quarter Race

AND OTHER in Kentucky' i3 one of the best stories that
STORIES AND INCIDENTS. was ever penned, and the volume contains a

number of others, that have from time to
BY "EVERPOINT,"

(7. M. FIELD, ESQ., OF THE ST. LOUIS REvEILLE.)

CONTENTS.
The Drama in Pokerville-The Great Small

Affair Announcement-Feeling in Pokerville
-- The Great Small Affair Opening-The
(heat Pokerville Preliminaries-The Great
Small Affair Mystery-The Great Pokerville
Re-union-The Great Small Affair Dinner-
The Great Pokerville "Saw"-The Great Small
Affair Scandal-The Great Small Affair Chas-
tisement-The Great Small Affair Duel-
What was built on the Great Small Affair
Foundation-The Bench and Bar of Jury-
town-A Sucker in a Warm Bath-An "Aw-
ful Place"-The Elk Runners-" Old Sol" in;
a Delicate Situation-The "Gagging Scheme,"
or, West's Great Picture-Establishing the
Science-Ole Bull in the "Solitude"-How;
our Friend B---'s Hair went-A Fancy Bar-;
keeper-" Mr. Nobble 1"-" Honey Run"-A
Hung Jury-Paternal Gushings-A Werry
Grave Exhortation-"Your Turn next, Sir"-
Stopping to "Wood"-Death of Mike Fink--
Establishing a Connection-A Night in a
Swamp-Steamboat Miseries--A' Resurrec-
tionist and his Freight.

"When we say that it is entirely worthy of
him, in design and execution, our readers
'had better believe it,' we could not pay the
work a higher compliment."-N. Y. Spirit of
the Times.

Price 50 Cents. (Cbmplete.)

A QUARTER RACrIN KENTUCKY,
AND

OTHER STORIES.E
BY W. T. PORTER, ESQ.

EDITOR OF THE " BIG BEAR OF ARKANSAS," ETC.

CONTENTS.
A Quarter Race in Kentucky-A Shark

Story-Lanty Oliphant in Court-Bill Morse
... ~ ~ ~ ~~sF +n~ ~nrnPVavRlht with

time appeared in the Spirit of the Times,
which are hard to beat."-V 0. Picayune.

Price 50 Cents. (Complete.)

THE YANKEE
AMONGST THE MERMAIDS,

BY W. E. BURTON, COMEDIAN.

WITI ILLUSTRATIONS BY DARLEY.
CONTENTS.

The Yankee amongst the Mermaids; a
Yarn by a Cape Codder, with an illustration
-Leap Year; or, A Woman's Privilege-The
Two Pigs, a Swinish Colloquy-Thaumatur-
gia; Part First, The Yankee in Hell, with an
ilaustration; Part Second, The Resurrection-
ists; Part Third, The Canal-boat; Part Fourth,
The Last and the Least-My First Fight, with
an illustration-Immiscible Immigration, a
petty Peter Pindaric--Sam Weller, a Solilo-
quy in Verse-The Pic-Nic Party, with two
illustrations-The Poetry of Niagara-A Wet
Day at a Watering Place-My First Punch,
with an illustration-The Scapegrace and the
Scapegoat, a Matter-of-fact Sketch-The Old
Dutchman and his Long Box, with an illus-
tration-The Man in the Big Boots-Dickey
Doddicombe, with an illustration-Philadel-
phia in the Dog-days-&c. &c..

"The drollest specimen of waggery that
ever emanated from that drollest of men,
Burton."-The City Item.

Price 50 Cents. (Cbmplete.)

ODD LEAVES FROM THE LIFE
OF A

LOUiSIANA "SWAMP DOCTOR."
BY MADISON TENSAS, M.D.

EX V. P. M. S. U. KY.
on Le Cty,'y axes--le ne easy g -

Reub Sessions-The Fastest Funeral on Re- CONTENTS.
cord-Going to Bed before a Young Lady OTNS
A Millerite Miracle-Old Singletire-" Run-1  The City Physician versus The Swamp Doo
ning a Saw" on a French Gentleman-Break- 'tor-My Early Life-Getting acquainted with
ing a Bank-Taking the Census-Dick Har- the Medicines-A Tight Race considerin'-

lan's Tennessee Frolic-" Falling off a Log" Taking Good Advice-The Day of Judgment
in a Game of " Seven up"-The "Werry Fast -A Rattlesnake on a Steamboat-Frank and

Crab"-" Freneh without a Master"-A Rol- the-Professor-The Curious Widow-The 10is-

licking Dragoon Officer-The Georgia Major sissippi Patent Plan for pulling Teeth-Vale

in Court-Uncle Billy Brown "Glorious"- rian and the Panther,---Seeking a Location
Old Tuttle's Last Quarter Race-Bill Dean, Cupping an Irishman--Being Examined for

the Texan Ranger-The Steamboat Captain my Degree-Stealing a Baby-The "Swamp

who was averse to Racing-Bob Herring the rDoctor" to Esculapius-My First Call in the

Arkansas Bear-hunter-McAlpin's Trip to Swamp-The Man of Aristocratic Diseases-

Charleston-Indian Rubber Pills-A Murder The Indefatigable Bear-hunter-Love in a

Case in isssippi-Kicking a Yankee-A Garden--How to cureFitas- .A Struggle forLifey

A. HART'S HUMOROUS LIBRARY.

Price 50 cents. (Complete.)
TIHE

WiDOW RUGBY'S HUSBAND,
AND OTHER STORIES.

By JOHNSON J. HOOPER, Esq.
Author of "Adventures of Captain Simon

Suggs."

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS BY ELLIOTT.
"A collection of humorous stories well cal-

culated to provoke laughter. We advise the
immediate purchase of the book, but a tem-
perate use of it--one story at a sitting will
be sufficient; a greater indulgence might
result seriously. The very pictures have
set us in a roar, and we can scarce compose
our nerves sufficiently to make our words
intelligible to the compositor."-Pilada,
4dvrtiser.

"This is, of course, quite full of fun-'all
sorts' of fun; and those who want a good
laugh, should take a peep at Elliot's very
original comic illustrations."-Aim. Courier.

"This book is by the favorite and witty;
author of 'Adventures of Simon~Suggs,' with:
original designs by the inimitable Darley.
It is a capital illustration of the laughable
side of Western and Southern life. If you
would enjoy a broad laugh, buy it."--City

tem.n
"There is enough 'fun' in this volume to

'spice' a magazine for a twelvemonth."-
Southern Literary Gazette.

"Excellent for dispelling care are the hu-
morous works with which Mr. A. Hart, Chest-
nut and Fourth streets, is supplying the
lovers of mirth. His is the only 'library' of
the kind in the country, where genuine hu-
mor is measured out in periodical doses, and
always warranted to make a man 'laugh
and grow fat.' That is the motto, and a
capital one it is. The last lot is labelled
'Widow Rugby's Husband,' divided into a
number of the most comical and amusing
stories imaginable. The illustrations of 'A
Ride with Old Kit,' 'A Night at the Ugly
Man's,'.' Captain McFadden,' and the 'Poor
Joke,' are among the richest provocatives to
a hearty laugh."-American Courier.

Price 50 cents. (Complete.)

Polly eablossomi's Wedding,
AND OTHER TALES ANDl SKETCHES,

BY THE HON. J. LAMAR, THE HON. R. M. cHARL-
TON, AND

By the Author of ",Streaks of Squatter Life,"
"Atajor Jones's Courtship," 'cf.

With Engravings from Original Designs by
Elliott.

"A mirth-provoking book, well calculated
to enliven an evening and put to flight ennui,
melancholy, and all the gloomy humors
'flesh is heir to.' "-Philadelvhia Advertiser.

Price 60 cents

MISSISSIPPI SCENES:
OR, SKETCHES OF

SOUTHERN LIFE AND ADVENTURE.
BY JOS. B. COBB.

"The peculiar manners and odd customs,
the curious ways, and still more curious peo-
ple who reside, live, or float on the great
river, are passed in review, and pleasant
stories are told about them."-Boston Even-
ing Gazette.

"The stories are well told, and some of
the sketches of character are well drawn."-
Savannah News.

"We have here a neat 'olume of sketches
by one of the contributors of the Gazette; a
gentleman of fine abilities and finished edu-
cation, who resides in Mississippi. The pre-
sent volume is confined entirely to scenes of
Southern Life, all of which are told with
spirit and naturalness."--Saturday Gazette.

"This is a pleasant book, and interesting
from the circumstance of the sketches, as the
author tells us in his preface, being chiefly
drawn from real scenes and characters, illus-
trative of life in Mississippi; and, happily,
for the most part, not the low comic life af-
fected by so many of the recent painters of
Southern manners and adventures."-Korth
American.

"The sketches before us are full of capti-
vating and amusing incidents ; and to the
Mississippi reader, they are peculiarly in-
teresting, from the fact that many of the
'Scenes' are laid within the borders of our
own State. To all who would enjoy an enter-
taining volume, we commend this work."-
The Mississippian.

"A graphic description of the peculiarities
of people in a new country, in which curious
relations are blended with satire and broad
humour, cannot fail to amuse. Such is the
character of this agreeable volume."-Bat-
more American.

NOBODY'S SON:
OR'

Adventures of Percival Maberry.
WRITTEN BY HIMSELF.

Price 50 cents.
"Nobody's Son' will interest and please

everybody. It is a delightful book- -a no-
velty in its way, and full to overflowing with
curious and absorbing events. Those who
read the first chapter will not lay it down
until the story is mastered entire."--City
Item,.

"A well-written story of adventure, bor-
dering somewhat on the marvellous, but an
agreeable and interesting book."-Savannah
News.

"This is a well-written book, by an author
from whom we hope to hear again. It is full
of incident and adventure, while Maberry
himself is exceedingly well drawn."--Satur.
day Gazette.
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A. DART'S STANDARD WORKS.

STANDARD WORKS.
LORD BACON'S WORKS. Price Reduced to $2 50.

Price Reduced to $7 50. THE WAVERLEY NOVELS
;n 3 Royal 8vo. Volumes,.Cloth Gilt. COM PLETE.

~L+ WORKS OF LORD BACON, 3340 Pages for Two Dollars and a Half.

WITH A MEMOIR, AND A TRANSLATION CAREY & HART, have recently published

OF HIS LATIN WRITINGS, A NEW EDITION OF

BY BASIL MONTAGU, ESQ. THE WAVERLEY NOVELS,
In Three Volumes, Octavo. BY SIR WALTER SCOTT,

The American edition of the works of With all the Author's latest Notes and Addi-
Lord Bacon, now offered to the public, is tions, Complete, without the slightest
reprinted from the most approved English Abridgment.
edition, that of Basil Montagu, Esq., which n Roy$al8vo.volumeswardsof
has recently issued from the celebrated In Five Rylv.voue, upwrso
press of Pickering, (the modern Aldus,) in 650 Pages in each volume.

seventeen octavo volumes. It contains the CONTENTS.
complete works of the illustrious philoso- Waverley, Guy Mannerin, Antiquary,
pher, those in Latin being translated into Rob RoyBlack Dwarf OdlMortality,
English. In order to render the publica- Heart of Mid-Lothian, B-ride of Lamrier
tion cheap, and therefore attainable by all oor Legend of Montrose, Ivanhoe, The
our public and social libraries, as well as mMonastery, The Abbot, Kenilworth, The
by those general readers who study econo- Pirate Fortunes of Nigel Peveril of the
my, the seventeen octavo volumes have Peat Quentin Durwardi, PRonan's Well

obeen comprisedinthe from the most accu- Redgauntlet, The Betrothed, The Talisman,
rate as well as complete English edition, Woodstock, The Highland Widow, Two
and carefully revised, the American edition Drovers, My Aunt Margaret's Mirror,
will possess greater advantages for the cri- Tapestried Chamber, The Laird's Jock,
tical scholar as well as the general reader. Fair Maid of Perth, Anne of Gierstein>
In typography, paper and binding, it will Count Robert of Paris, Castle Dangerous,er.be recognized as a brilliant specimen of Th Sugo' agtr
the products of the American book trade. The object of the publishers in thus re-

"We may safely affirm, that, by giving ducing the price of the Waverley Novels,
the Inductive Philosophy to the world, is to endeavor to give them a greatly ex-
Lord Bacon has proved one of its most sig- tended circulation, and they have, there-

nal benefactors, and has largely done his fore, put them at a price which brings them
part towards promoting the final triumph within the reach of every family in the
of all truth, whether natural, or moral and country. There is now no fireside that
intellectual, over all error; m and towards need be without a set of the most charming
bringing on that glorious crisis, destined works of fiction ever issued from the press:
bringinoneatgorcrisswdestned'cfor there is no one that can't afford two
we doubt not, one day to arrive, when, ac- dollars and a half-T WO DOLL ARS
cording to the allegorical representation of AND A H f -fvOfDSiR
that great poet, who was not only the Ad- AND A HALF for twenty-five of Sir Wal-
mirer of Bacon, but in some respects hispte Novel ten cents foranhoe,"
kindred genius-TRUTH, though 'hewn like plete Novel!! ten cents for dIvanhoe,"
the mangled body of Osiris, into a thousand which was originally published at a guinea
pieces, and scattered to the four winds, and a half!!! It seems impossible, and yet
shall be gathered limb to limb, and mould- it is true. In no other way can the sae

ed, ithevey jintandmemerint anamount of amusement and instruction be
ed, with every joint and member, into an obtained for ten times the money, for the
immortal feature of loveiness and perfec- Waverley Novels alone form a Library.

"'We are more gratified than we can The publishers wish it to be distinctly
find words to express, to find a publish n understood, that, while the price is so great-

house in this country, putting forth a pub- ly reduced the N.ork is in no way abridged,
lication like the Complete Works of Lord but is CAREFULLY PRINTED FROM, AND CON-
Bacon, in a form at once compact, elegant T AINS EVERY WORD IN TEE LAST EDINBURGH
and economical." Brother Jonathan. EDITION, in forty-eight volumes, which sells

for seventy-two dollars.
Now is the time to buy ! Such an oppor-

WALTER SCOTT'S COMPLETE WORKS, tunity may never again occur. Let every
In 10 vols., Royal 8vo, Cloth gilt, for one, then, who wants the Waverley Noves

only $10!! or two dollars and a half, now purchase, for

Including the Waverly Novels, Poetical and if the publishers do not find the sale greatly

nlieorks, wvh herl Author's latest increased, by the immense reduction in
Prose Wors, with the At price, they wilt resume the old price of

Corrections, twenty-five cents for each Novel, waiebh
ALso, ulieboundZ Library 2tyle Price $12.50. was considered wonderfully heap.

A. HART'S STANDARD WORKS.

THE THE

Stast Writtis f Smerita, g ist rittis f ttmag.
WITH A SURVEY OF THE INTELLECTUAL BY F' H. HEDGE.HIsTORY, CONDITION, AND PROSPECTS .''

TOF THE COUNTRY. ILLUSTRATED WITH PORTRAITS.
BY RUFUS WiLMOT GRISWOLD.

FOURTH EDITION, REVISED. The work mentioned above comprises a
illustrated with Portraits from Original list of the most eminent writers of Germany,

illPrd ittogether with copious extracts from theirPictures. works, beginning with LUTHER and reaching
Complete in one volume octavo-$3 50. up to the present time. For those who are

CONTENTS. interested in the literature of Germany, it
presentss a valuable aid in becoming moreIntellectual history, Condition, and Pros- intimately acquainted with the German

Jefferson, Madison, Dwight, Marshall, Il mind and even to the curious it offers an
onAntes, J. Q. Adams, C. B. Brown, Wirtexcitement which will grow stronger in pro-ton, Aeso, toyAdasdC.gB.Bron, Chnirtprinas their taste is cultivated.

Quincy, Allston, Story, Paulding, Flint, Cha In the present volume we find valuable ex-
ning, Wheaton, Webster, Audubon, Walsh, tracts, given from their prose writings. Al-Irving, Buckminster,Verplanck, Norton, San- though the writers follow in chronologicalperson, Dana, Wilde, Cooper, A. II. Everett, order, and LUTHER stands at the head of his in-BantSEdoolcvardEereySpenksJohnNealtellectual brethren, the longest space is allow-Bryant, Edward Everett, Kennedy, Bush, ed to those who claim our greatest attention;Sedgwick, Wayland, Prescott, Edward Robin- and GOETHE therefore occupies the most con-son, Leslie, Legare, Ware, Bancroft, Marsh, spicuous position both in the specimens givenHooker, Brownson, Child, Bird, Emerson, and the selection of the pieces. GOETHE is aFay, Cheever, Hoffman, Kirkland, aw- writer who requires most of all to be studied;thorne, Willis, Longfellow, Simms,Joseph while others, as ScHILLER, in his passionateC. Neal, Poe, Tuckerman, Fuller, Headley, mood and ideal longings, requires no silentMathews, Thorpe, Whipple. and incessant reflection, because he works"Mr. Griswold's book has been executed his effects immediately by rousing the depthhonestly, ably, and welt, and is a valuable of our nature. Next to GOETHE, SCHILLERcontribution to the literature of the coun- appears in an article upon Naive and Senti-try.-Knickerbocker. mental Poetry, a bold effort of him, the sue-"We deem the book by all odds the best cess of whichis however yet very disputed,of its kind that has ever been issued; and we to classify every produce of Art according tocertainly know of no one who could have the impressions made upon the reader, andmade it better."-N. Y. Courier and Enjuirer. to dispense with the various and cumber-

-some forms of the departments into which

SNtu anr Qtfap iton we have been accustomed hitherto to ar-
range all subjects bearing upon poetry. The

OF THE HISTORY OF THE department upon which SCEiLLER enters
here, belongs properly to the philosophy ofFRENCH REVOLUTI O Art; to the aesthetics, the investigation of
the beautiful.

BY M. A. TRIERS, Foremost stands LESSING, the first critic of
LATE PRIME MINISTER OF FRANCE. his time. Next to him comes HERDER, a de-

Franslated from the French, with Notes and vout philosopher, and a clear-sighted intel-
Additions.' lect, with the eyes of a child ; curious to

penetrate the maze and noisy market of theThe Four Volumes complete in Two. world, the variegated life among the ancients
Price only $1 50. and the moderns in search for that beautiful

The edition of the History of the French humanity which he had sketched in his own
Revolution now offered to the public is mind, and which he would fain proclaim the
printed on VERY L ARGE TYPE, on good order of an otherwise mysterious providence.
paper, and contains upwards of The two brothers ScHLEGEL-William, the

noble interpreter and translator of Shaks-Eighteen Hundred Large Octavo Pages, peare, and Frederic, known best by his in-
and is unquestionably the cheapest book ever vestigations of the language and wisdom of
published. It forms a necessary introduction the Indians-follow him, and MoSES MEN-
to THE LIFE OF NAPOLEON, by M. A. DELSSOHN, a Jewish philosopher, closes the
TIE RS, NOW1VN COURSE OFPUBLICA- series of these writers. The treatise of the
!lION, and the etwo works present a complete >latter on the Sublime and Naive will he read

H IS T ORY O F F RA N CE | withinterest by everybody who has only an
fr ordinary reading of ancient and modern

fm the commencement of the French Re- poetry. Distinct from all the rest stand Wra-
Voution, down to the death of-Napoleon. LAND and JEAN PAUL RICHTER, best known20 ls a fine Edition with 13 steel En- in this country by the appellation of JEANI

'rvns 2 ' vl.Exra Gl, $3. PAUL.



A. HART'S NEW WORKS.

RECENTLY PUBLISHED,

Ji TWO VOLUMES, POST 8V0., WITH PORTRAITS, CLOTH, EXTRA GILT, $2.

MEMOIRS OF THE

COURT OF VA I ATONTTE
(QUEEN OF FRANCE.)

BY MAfDAMfE CAMPAN.

First Lady of the Bed-chamber to the Queen.

With a Biographical Introduction from "The Heroic Women of the

French Revolution." r

BY M. DE LAMARTINE.

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.

"THz book is a noble defence of Marie An- that ever shared the honours of royalty.
toinette against the many calumnies breathed Compiled by one every way competent by
against her. Moreover, as a picture of man- talent and education, and qualified by per,
ners during the latter years of Louis XV., sonal familiarity, the facts are entitled to the

and the entire reign of his successor, it has confidence of the reader, while the style is
no superior; it is at once more decent and piquant and graceful. The work is got up
more veracious than the 'Life of Dubarry,' in a very superior style of mechanical exe-

and the thousand other garbled memoirs of cution."-oBaltioore Sedn.
that period. A large number of notes, ex- "We have seldom perused so entertaining
planatory and otherwise, accompany the a work-it is as a mirror of the most splendid

volume, and add materially to its value, court of Europe, at a time when monarchy
Mr. Hart has published the book in a style had not been shorn of any of its beams, that

of great elegance, and illustrated it with it is particularly worthy of our attention."--

portraits, on steel, of Marie Antoinette and Morning Ch/ronicle.

Madame Elizabeth. It is a book that should "There is not a page of the work which is

find a place on every lady's centre-table."--- not deeply or amusingly interesting. The
.Meal's Gazette. position of the author at the court of Louis

"Two very interesting volumes, which the XVI. gave her extraordinary opportunities

reader will not be likely to leave till he has for looking behind the scenes for the causes
finished them."--Public Ledger. of much that was entirely inexplicable to

"The material of this history could not the public. Indeed, there can be no ques-

have emanated from a more authentic or of- tion of her knowledge, while of her truthful.
ficial source, nor have been honoured with a ness, as far as she goes, there is abundant

more distinguished or capable god-father evidence in the volumes themselves. We

than De Lamartine."-Saturday Courier. (cannot believe Marie Antoinette to have

"These elegant volumes are a reprint from been as immaculate as she is painted by
the third Londoti edition of this very delight- Madame Campan. Young, giddy, inexper-
ful work. The vicissitudes depicted in the enced and wilful, she was cast headlong into
volumes, and scarcely less the charming the most profligate court of Christendom.

style of the author and the entire familiarity Surrounded by pleasures and temptations,
of her theme, make the work one of the most amid a set of beings to whom gallantry was
Interesting that has recently issued from the so habitual that it ceased to be remarked
American press, and no less instructive and with an impotent husband, and with all
entertaining."-N. . Commercial Advertiser. around him corrupt, venal, and licentious,

"This delightful work, abounding with we cannot believe that all the scandalous
historical incidents connected with one of the stories respecting the queen were entirely

most stirring periods of French history, pre- without foundation, that she was alwayS

sets the reader with the personal annals of misconstrued and maligned."-Boston Norm'
one of the most amiable and excellent women Iing Post-.
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A. HART'S STANDARD WORKS.

THE MODERN BRITISH ESSAYISTS
At less than Half Price.

The great success that has attended the publication of
THE MODE flTN ESSAYISTS,

Comprising the Critical and Miscellaneous Writings of the Most Distinguished Authors
of Modern Tunes, has induced the publishers to issue a New. Revised and very CheapEdition, with Finely Engraved Portraits of the Authors; and while they have added tothe series the writings of several distinguished authors, they have reduced the price morethan

ONE HALF.
The writings of each author will generally be comprised in a single octavo volumewell printed from new type, on fine white paper manufactured expressly for this edition.

The series will contain all the most able papers that have EVER APPEARED IN
THE.EDINBURGH REVIEW,

Ebe lonbon uavtely 3ebie.t , at3 _33achioob's aya fne,
and may indeed be called the CREAM of those publications.

It is only necessary to mention the names of the authors whose writings will appear. T.
BAEBINGTON MACAULAY, A RCHIBALD ALISON, REV. SYDNEY SMITi, PROFESSOR WILSON
JAMES STEPHEN, ROBERT SOUTHEY, SIR WALTER SCOTT, LORD JEFFREY, SIR JAMES MACK.
iaroti, T. NoON TALFOURD, J. G. LOCKHART, REG KALD HEBER.

The popularity of the authors and the extreme moderation of the price, recommend
THE vIODERN ESSAYISTS,

To HEADS OF FAMILIES for their Children, as perfect models of style.
To MANAGERS OF BOOK SOCIETIES, Book Clubs, &c.
To SCHOOL INSPECTORS, SCHOOLMASTERS AND TUTORS, as suitable gifts and prizes, oradapted for School Libraries.
TRAVELLERS ON A JOURNEY will find in these portable and cheap volumes something toread on the road, adapted to fill a corner in a portnanteau or carpet-bag
To PASSENGERS ON BOARD A SiiIP, here are ample materials in a narrow compass forwhiliig away the monotonous hours of a sea voyage.
To U

5
FFICERS IN THE ARMY AND NAVY, and to all Economists in space or pocket, who,

having limited chambers, and small book-s'elves, desire to lay up for themselves a concen.tred Library, at a moderate expenditure.
TO ALL WHO HAVE FRIENDS IN DISTANT COHNrRIES, as an acceptable present to sendout to them.
THE MODERN EsSAYISTs will yield to the Settler in the Backwoods of America the most

Valuable and interesting writings of all the most distinguished authors of our time at less
than one quarter the price they could be obtained in any other form.

TIE STUDENT AND LOVER oF LITERATURE at Home, who has hitherto been compelled
to wade through volumes of Reviews for a single article, may now become possessed of
every article worth reading for little more than the cost of the annual subscription.

I.'Ranke's History of the Popes, Cowley and
EAf C&UAr. Milton, Mitford's History of Greece, The

Athenian Orators, Comic Dramatists of the

CRITICAL AND MISCELIANEOUS ings, Frederic the Great, Lays of Ancient
RI T N G S OF Rome, Madame D'Arblay, Addison, Ba-

rere's Memoirs, Monigomery's Poems, Civil
THOMAS BABINGTON MACAULAY. Disabilities of the Jews, Mill on Govern-

in One Volume, with a finely engraved ment, Bentham's Defence of Mill, Utilita-
portrait, from an original picture ran Theory of Government, and Earl Chat-

by Henry Inman. Cloth Gilt, ham, second part, &c.
$2 00. "it may now be asked by some sapient

Contents. critics, shy make all this coil about a mereContents.periodics .l essayist? Of what possible con-
Milton, Machiavelli, Dryden, History, cern is it tc any body, whether Mr. Thomas

flallam's Constitutional History, Southev's Babington Macaulay'be, or be not, overrunColloquies on Society, Moore's Life of By- with faults, smrce lie is nothing more thanron, Southey's Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress, one of the three-day immortals whorcontri-Croker's Boswell's Life of Johnson, Lord Bute flashy an? 'taking' articles to a Quar-Nugent's Memoirs of Hampden, Nare's Me- terly Revin w? What great work has liemoirs of Lord Burghley, Dnmoit's Recol- written? Such questions as these might beelections of Mirabeau, Lord Mahon's War of put by the same men who place the Specta-the Succession, Walpole's Letters to Sir H. tor, Tattler and Ramb:er among the Britth
Mann, Tliaearay's History of Earl Chat- classics, yet judge of the size of a cotempo-
ham. Lord Bacon, Mackintosn-s History of rary's mind by that of his book, and whothe Revolution of.England. Sir John Mat- can nara y recognize amplitude of compre.colm's Life of Lord Clive, Life and Writings hension, unless it he spreao over the si
of S'r WV. Temple, Church and State, hundred pages of octavos aid quartos.--



A. HART'S STANDARD WORKS.

&aeh men would place Bancroft above Web- '
ster, and Sparias above Calhoun, Adams and.
Everett-deny a posterity for Bryant's Tha-
natopsis, and predict longevity to Pollok's
Course of Time. It is singular that the sa-
gacity which can detect thought only in a
state of dilution, is not sadly graveled when
it thinks of the sententious aphorisms which
have survived whole libraries of folios, and
the little songs which have outrun, in the
race of fame, so many enormous epics.-t
While it can easily be demonstrated that
Macaulay's writings contain a hundred-fold
more matter and thought, than an equal
number of volumes taken from what are
called, par eminence, the 'British Essay-
ists,' it is not broaching any literary heresy
to predict, that they will sail as far down
the stream of time, as those eminent mem-
bers of the illustrious family of British clas-
tics."

II.
AR IDAD ALISO

TiE CRITICAL AND 1MISCELLANEOUS
WRITINGS OF

ARCHIBALD ALISON,
AUTHOR OF "'THE HIsTORY OF EUROPE,

In One Volume, Svo. with a portrait.
Price $1 25.

CONTENTS.
Chateaubriand, Napoleon, Bossuet, Po-

land, Madame de Stael, National Monu-
ments, Marshal Ney,_RobertBruce, Paris

IV-

PROFESSOR WILSON.
THE RECREATIONS OF

CHRISTOPHER NORTH.
In One Volume 8vo., first American Editio*

with a Portrait. Price $1 00.

CONTENTS.
Christopher in his Sporting Jacket-A

Tale of Expiation-Morning Monologue-
The Field of Flowers-Cottages-An Hour's
Talk about Poetry-Inch Cruin-A Day at
Windermere--The Moors-IHighland Snow-
Storm-The Holy Child-Our Parish-May-
day-Sacred Poetry-Christopher in his
Aviary-Dr. Kitchiner-Soliloquy on the
Seasons-A Few Words on Thomson--
The Snowball Bicker of Piedmont-Christ-
mas Dreams-Our Winter Quarters--Strol'
to Grafsmere-=L'Envoy.

Extract from Howitt's "Rural Life'
" And not less for that wonderful series

of articles by Wilson, in Blackwood's
Magazine-ia their kind as truly amazing
and as truly glorious as the romances o
Scott or the poetry of Wordsworth. Far and
wide and much as these papers have been
admired, wherever the English language is
read, I still question whether any one man
has a just idea of them as a whole."

V.
Carlyle's Discellanies.

in 1814, The Louvre in 1814, iTyroi. France -

In 1833, Italy, Scott, Campbell and Byron,' CRITICAL AND~MISCELLANEOUS
Schools of Design, Lamartine, The Copy- AI
right Question, Michelet's France, Military ESSAYS OF
Treason and Civic Soldiers, Arnold's Rome, THOMAS CARLYLE.
Mirabeau, Buiwer's Athens, The Reign of

'error, The French Revolution of 130, In one 8vo. volume, with a Portrait.
Fhe Fall of Turkey, The Spanish Revolu- PRIcE1 75.
:on of 1820, Karamsin's Russia, Effects of PRIE N$1 7.
she French Revolution of 1830, Desertion of C 0 N T E N T S.
Portugal, Wellington, Carlist Struggle in Jean Paul Friedrich Richter-State of
Spain, The Affghanistau Expedition, The German Literature - Werner - Goethe's

Future, &c. &c. -- Helena-Goethe--Burns--Heyne-German
III. Playwrights-Voltaire-Novalis-Sgns of

SYDE $ TE. the Times-Jean Paul Friedrich Richter
again-On History-Schiller-The Nibel-

THE WORKS OF THE lungen Lied-Early German Literature-.
Taylor's Historic Survey ofGerman Poetry

REV. SYDNEY SM[ITH. -Characteristics-Johnson--Death of Go-
Fine Edition. In One Volume, with a ethe-Goethe's Works-Diderot-On his-

portrait. Price $1 00. tory again-Count Cagliostro-Corn Law

"Almost every thing he has written is so Rhymes-The Diamond Necklace-Mira-

characteristic that it would be difficult to beau-French Parliamentary history-
attribute it to any other man. The marked Walter Scott, &c. &c.
individual features and the rare combina-
tion of power displayed in.his works, give VI.
them a fascination unconnected with the TALPOURD & STEPEN
subject of-which he treats or the general cor-
rectness of his views. He sometimes hits THE CRITICAL WRITINGS
the mark in the white, he sometimes misses - oF
it altogether, for he by no means confines T. NOON TALFOURD
his pen to theories to which he is calculated AND
to do justice; out whether he hits or misses,
he is always sparkling and delightful. The JAMES STEPHEN
charm of his writings is somewhat similar WITH A FINELY ENGRAVED PoRTRAIT.
ta that of Montaigne or Charles Lamb "--- R
North American Review. In One Volume, Svo. Ptice $1 2.

I
A. HART'S STANDARD WORKS.

contents of 66 Talfourd."
Essays on British Novels and Romances,

trttroduetory to a series of Criticisms on the
Living Novelists--Mackenzie, The Author
of Waverley, Godwin, Maturin, Rymer on
Tragedy, Colley Cibber's Apology for his

ife, John Dennis's Works, Modern Pe-
tiodical Literature, On the Genius and
Writings of Wordsworth, North's Life of
Lord Guilford, Hazlitt's Lectures onkthe
Dratma, Wallace's Prospects of Mankind,
Nature and Providence, On Pulpit Ora-
tory, Recollections of Lisbon, Lloyd's
Poems, Mr Oldaker on Modern Imorove-
ments,'A Chapter on Time, On the Profes-
sion of the Bar, The Wine Cellar, Destruc-
tion of the Brunswick Theatre by Fire,
First Appearance of Miss Fanny Kemble,
On the intellectual Character of the late
Win. Hazlitt.

contents of C Stephe..'
Life of Vilherforce, Life of Whitfield and

Froude, D'Aubigne's Reformation, Life and
Times of Baxter, Physical Theory of Ano-
ther Life, The Port Royalists, Ignatius Loy-
ola, Taylor's Edwin the Fair.

"His (Talfourd's) Criticalwritings mani-
fest on every page a sincere, earnest and
sympathizing love of intellectual excel-,
tense and moral beauty. The kindliness
of temper and tenderness of sentiment with
which they are animated, are continually
suggesting pleasant thoughts of the author."
-North American Review.

VII.
LORD JEFPREY.

THE CRITICAL WRITINGS
OF

FRANCIS LORD JEFFREY.
In One Volume 8vo., with a Portrait.

From a very able article in the North
British Review we extract the following:

"It is a book not to be read only-but
studied-it is a vast repository; or rather
a system or institute, embracing the whole
circle of letters-if we except the exact
sciences-and contains within itself, not ina desultory form, but in a well digested
scheme, more original conceptions, bold
and fearless speculation and just reasoning
on all kinds and varieties of subjects than
are to be found in any English writer with
whom we are acquainted within the pre-
sent or the last generation. * * * His
choice of words is unbounded and his feli-
city of expression, to the most impalpable
shade of discrimination, almost miraculous.
Playfu., lively, and full of illustration, no
subject is so dull or so dry that he cannot
invest it with interest, and none so triiing
that it cannot acquire dignity or elegance
from his pencil. Independently however,
of mere style, and apart from the great
variety of subjects embraced by his pen,
the distinguishing feature of his writings,
aud that in which lie excels his cotempo-
rary reviewers, is the deep vein ofpractical
ought which runs throughout them all " S

VIII
SIR JAIES BIACKINTOSH,

SIR JAMES MACKINTOSH'S
CONTRIBUTIONS TO TIIE -EDIN-

BURG II REVIEW.
collected and Edited by his son.
In One Volume Svo., with a Portrait, $1 75.

THE POEMS
OF

FRANCES SARGENT OSG00D.
)IIu, xfaitb bi tb t tz arit.

In one volume octavo, uniform with Carey di
Hart's illustrated Bryant, Willis, c.

The following exquisitely finished line en-
gravings are from original designs, by our
most celebrated painters, and are executed in
the highest style of art :---Portrait of the Au-
thoress; Hope; A Child playing with a
Watch; The Reaper; Ida; Old Friends; The
Child's Portrait; Little Red Riding Hood;
The Life Boat; Twilight Hours; The Arab
and his Steed ; Zuleika.

"There is nothing mechanical about her;
all is buoyant, overflowing, irrepressible vi-
vacity, like the bubbling up of a natural
fountain. In her almost childish playful
ness, she reminds us of that exquisite crea.
tion of Fouque, Undine, who knew no law
but that of her own waywardness. The great
charm of her poetry is its unaffected simpli-
city. It is the transparent simplicity of truth,
reflecting the feeling of the morr'nt like a
mirror."-Rev. Dr. Davidson.

"In all the poems of Mrs. Osgood, we find
occasion to admire the author as well as she
works. IIer spontaneous and instinctive effu-
sions appear, in a higher degree than any
others in our literature, to combine the rarest
and highest capacities in art with the sincerest
and deepest sentiments and the noblest aspi-
rations. They would convince us, if the
beauty of her life were otherwise unknown,
that Mrs. Osgood is one of the loveliest cha-
racters in the histories of literature or so-
ciety."-Pennsylvania Inquirer and Courier.

"The position of Mrs. Osgood, as a graceful
end womanly poetess, is fixed, and will be
enduring. To taste of faultless delicacy, a
remarkable command of poetical language,
great variety of cadence, and a most musical
versification, she has added recently the high-
est qualities of inspiration, imagination, and
passion, in a degree rarely equalled in the
productions of women.... The reputation
which Mrs. Osgood enjoys, as one of the most
amiable, true-hearted, and brilliant ladies in
American society, will add to the good for-
tune of a book, the intrinsic excellence and
beauty of which will secure for it a place
among the standard creations of feir-ele ge-
nis "-home Journal.
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A. HART'S STANDARD WORKS

POETICAL LIBRARY.

THE POETS AND POETRY OF

EUROPE, ENGLAND, AMERICA, Etc.

CAR EY & hART have just published in four splend d volumes, beautifully illustrated,

end uniform in size wil their new edition of "THE MODERNESSAYISTS," and

forming a suitable companion to that delightful series:-

TIHE

POETS AND POETRY OF AMIERICA:
EMBRAcING

Selections from the Poetical
Literature of the united

States, from the Time of
the Revolut ion,

WITH A

Preliminary Essay on the Progres and
Condition of Poetry in th isCoun-

try, and lBiograph irl and Cri-
tical Notices of the most

eminent Poets.

By RUFUS W. GRISWOLD.
EIGHTH EDITION, REVISED AND ENLARGED.

Elegantly bound in Col'd Calf and Morocco.
Price 55 00, or in Cloth Gilt, 53 00

"We think in the 500 pages of this oeau

tiful volume, the reader will fitx nearly a,
that is worth reading i American Poetry.-
-Boston Post.

"Mr. G. has done a service to our litera-

ture which eminently entitles him to the re-

gard and favor of a discerning and impartial

public."-National Intelligencer. 4

" No better selection from the poetry of
our native bards has ever been mae, and
no person could do better withte tnate-
rials than Mr. Griswold has done."-Boston
Transcript.

THE

POETS AND POETRY OF EUROPE:
WITH

Biographical Notices and
Translations, 4

From the Earliest Period to the Present
Time.

By HENRY W. LONGFELLOW.

In One Large 8vo. Volume, 750 Pages.
Morocco, elegant, $5 50, or cloth gilt, $3 75.

Which comprises translations from the fol-
lowmig: Anglo-SaxonI celandic, Swe-;

dish, Dutch. German. French, Ita-
lian, Spanish, Portuguese, &c.

&c.7

"It is the most complete work of the kind;
mn English literature "-Boston Courier.

"A more desirable work for the scholar
or man of taste has scarcely ever been is-
sued it the United States."--N. Y. Tribune

10

ILLUSTRATED POEMS.
BY MRS. L. H. SIGOURNEY.

With Designs by F. 0. C. Darley,
ENGRAVED BY DISTINGUISHED ARTISTS.

With a Portrait of the Authoress by Cheney
after Freeman.

LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS.
The Divided Burden-A Landscape-One.

ka-The Ancient Family Clock-Eve-The
Scottish Weaver-The Indian Summer--
Erin's Daughter-The Western Emigrant-.
The Aged Pastor-The Tomb-The Drooping
Team-The Beautiful Maid.

"The volume is a most luxurious and gor-
geous one, reflecting the highest credit on
its 'getters up;' and we know of nothing
from the American press which would form
a more acceptable gift-book, or a richer otna-
ment for the centre-table. Of the Poems
themselves it is needless to speak."-.Blade.

"In the arts of typography the volume is
unsurpassed; the illustrations are numerous
and beautiful, and the binder's skill has done
its best. We shall speak only of the exter-
nals of the volume. Of its contents we will
not speak flippantly, nor is it needful that
we should say any thing. The name of Mrs.
Sigourney is familiar in every cottage in
America. She has, we think, been more
generally read than any poetess in the coun-
try, and her pure fame is reverently cherished
by all."-N. O. Picayune.

"It is illustrated in the most brilliant
manner, and is throughout a gem-volume."-
Pa. inquirer.

"In this production, however, they have
excelled themselves. The illustrations are
truly beautiful, and are exquisitely engraved.
The entire execution of the volume is a proud
evidence of the growing superiority of book-
making on the part of American publishers."
-Dollar Newspaper.

"This work, so beautifully embellished,
and elegantly printed, containing the select
writings of one of the most celebrated female
poets of America, cannot fail to be received
with approbation."--ewburyport Paper.

"The illustrations are truly beautiful, and
are exquisitely engraved. They are from
designs by Darley, who has risen to high
eminence in his department of art. The en-
tire execution of the volume is a proud evi-
dence of growing superiority in book-making
on the part of American publishers. And
this liberality has not been displayed upon a
work unworthy of it."-NY CnmmercialtAV

NEW.BO OK S

RECENTLY PUBLISHED BY

A.HART, late CAREY & HART,

No. 126 Chestnut iStreet, Pliladelpict.

hISTORICAL AND SECRET MEMOIRS PROSE WRITERS OF GERMANY,
OF THE BY FREDERICK H. HEDGE.

EMPRESS JOSEPHINE,
(Marie Rose 'Taseher de la Pagerie,) ILLUSTRATED WITH EIGHT PORTRAITS AND AN

FIRST WIFE OF NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. ENGRAVED TITLE-PAGE, FROM A DESIGN

BY MLLE. M. A. LE NORMAND. BY LEUTZE.

Translated from the French by .Tacob M. Complete in One Volume Octavo.
Howard, Esq. Contents.

In 2 vols., 700 pages, muslin extra gilt. Luther, Bohme, Sancta Clara, Moser,
"It possesses great intrinsic interest. It Kant, Lessing, Mendelssohn, Hamann,Wie,

is a chequered exhibition of the undress life land, Mussus, Claudius, Lavater, Jacobi,
of Napoleon. All the glitter and pomp and Herder, Gothe, Schiller, Fichte, Richter,
dust of glory which bewilder the mind is A. W. Schlegel, Schleiermacher, Hegel,
laid; and we behold not the hero, the em- Zschokke, F. Schlegel, Hardenberg, Tieck,
peror, the guide and moulder of destiny, Schelling, Hoffmann, Chamisso.
but a poor siccly child and creature of cir- "The author of this work-for it is wellcumstance-affrighted by shadows and tor- entitled to the name of an original produc-
tured by straws."-Philada. City item. tion, though mainly consisting of transla-

"This is one of the most interesting works lions-Frederick H. Hedge of Bangor, is
of the day, containing a multiplicity of in- quailed, as few men are in this country,
cidents in the life of Josephine and her re- or wherever the English language is writ.
nowned husband, which have never beforetor the Engishulanguagis wit-
been in print."-N. O Times. efo e gten, for the successful accomplishment of

"This is a work of high and commanding the great hlterary enterprise to which he has
interest, and derives great additional value devoted his leisure for several years.
from the fact asserted by the authoress, that "Mr. Hedge has displayed great wisdom
the greater portion of it was written by the in the selection of the pieces to be trans.
empress herself. It has a vast amount of lated; he has given the best specimens of
information on the subject of Napoleon's : the best authors, so far as was possible in
career, with copies of original documents his limited space.
not to be found elsewhere, and with copious "We venture to say that there cannot be
notes at the end of the work."-N. O. Com. crowded into the same compass a more
Bulletin, faithful representation of the German mind,

"Affords the reader a clearer insight into or a richer exhibition of the profound
the private character of Napoleon than he thought, subtle speculation, massive learn-
can obtain through any other source."- ing and genial temper, that characterize the
Baltimore American. most eminent literary men of that nation."

"They are agreeably and well written; -- Harbinger.
and it would be strange if it were not so, "What excellent matter we here have.
enjoying as Josephine did, familiar colloW The choicestems of exuberant fancy, the
quial intercourse with the most distinguish- most polishedsproductions of scholarship,
ed men and minds of the age. The work the richest flow of the heart, the deepest
does not, apparently, suffer by translation." lessons of wisdom, all translated so well by"Baltimore Patriot. Mr. Hedge and his friends, that they seem"It it the historyo-in part the secret his- to have been first written by masters of thetory, written by her own hand with rare English tongue "--The City Item.
elegance and force, and at times with sur-
passing pathos--of the remarkable woman "We have read the book with rare plea
who, by the greatness of her spirit was wor- sure, and have derived not less information
thy to be the wife of the soaring Napoleon. thaim enjoyment."--Knickerbocker.
It combines all the value of authentic his- "The selections are judicious ar d tasteful,tory with the absorbing interest of an auto- the biographies well written ana enpre-biography or exciting romance."-Item. 'hensive."--Inquirer
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NEW BOOKS PUBLISHED BY A. HART.

NA POL EON the charm of the narrative continues un'
brokento the end."--City Item

AND "The publishers have spared no pains or

TIlE MARS1ALS OF TiE EMPIRE. expense in its production, and the best aleit
Complete in 2 vols. l2mo., rious histories. The style is plan and gra-

With 1i Steel Portraits in Military Costume. phic, and the reader feels that he is perusing
true history rather than the ramblings of a

Contents. romantic mmd."- Lady's Book.
Napoleon, Jourdan, Serrurier, Lannes, "The result of these joint labors is a series

Brune, Perignon, Oudinot, Soult, Davoust, of narratives, in which the events succeed
Massena, Murat, Mortier, Ney, Poniatow- each other so rapidly, and are of so marvel-
ski, Grouchy, Bessieres, Berthier, Souchiet, ous a cast, as to require only the method in
it Cyr, Victor, Moncey, Marmont, Mac- arrangement and the good taste in descrip-
donald, Bet uadotte, Augereau, Lefebvre, tion which they have received from the
Kellermann. hands of their authors. The inflated and

The biographies are twenty-seven in the Ossianic have been happily avoided."-
number - Napoleon and his twenty-six Colo nation herald.
marshals, being all those created by him- Their historical accuracy is unimpeach-
and therefore these pages have a complete- able, and many of them.(the biographies)
ness about them which no other work of a are stamped with originality of thought and
similar design possesses. opinion. The engravings are numerous and

The style is clear aid comprehensive, very tine. The book is well printed on fine

and the book may be relied upon for histo- white paper, and substantially bound. It
rical accuracy, as the materials have peen deserves'a place in all family and school
drawn from sources the most authentic. l - - .
The Conversations of Napoleon, with Mon- "It abounds in graphic narratives of bat-
tholon, Gourgaud, Las Cases and Dr. O'- ties, anecdotes of the world-famed actors,
Meara have all been consulted as the true and valuable historical information."-Rich-
basis upon which the lives of Napoleon mood Inquirer.
and his commanders under him should be "We receive, therefor.,, with real plea-
founded. sure, this new publication, having assurance

"The article on Napoleon, which occu- that great pains have been taken in the pre-
pies thc greater part of the first volume, is paragon of each individual biography, and
written in a clear and forcible style and- especially in collating the various authori-
displays marked ability in the author. Par- ties upon the early history of the Emperor.
ticular attention has been paid to the early There appears to be nowhere any attempt
portion of Napoleon's life, which other wri- to blind the reader by dazzlmg epithets, and
ters have hurriedly dispatched as though the accuracy of construction throughout is
they were impatient to arrive at the opening highly creditable to the editor."-Commer-
glories of his great career."-N. Y. Mirror. czal Advertiser N. Y.

"The lives of the Marshals and their "The style is simplicity itself, wholly free
Chief, the military paladins of the gorgeous from the amusing pomposity and absurd in-
modern romance of the 'Empire,' are given flatioi that distinguish some of the works
with historic accuracy and without exag- which have gone before it-"
geration of fact, style or language."-Bal-
timore Patriot.

"We have long been convinced that the B RYA N T'S POEMS.
character of Napoleon would never receive
'even handed justice' until some impartial ILLUSTRATED DY TWENTY SUPERB ENGRAVINGS,
and intelligent American should undertake Fror Designs by E. LEUTZE,
the task of weighing his merits and deme-
rits. In the present volume this has been Expressly for this Volume,
done with great judgment. We do not
know the author of the paper on Napoleon, ENGRAVED BY AMERICAN ARTISTS,
but whoever he may be, allow us to say to Andprinted on fine Vellum paper.
him that he has executed his duty better than 7
any predecessor."-Evening Bulletin. COMPLETE IN ONE VOLUME OCTAVO.

'' The style of this work is worthy of com-
mendation-plain, pleasing and narrative, Sixth Edition. (Tust ready.)
the proper style of history and biography
in which the reader does not seek fancy Prce $5.00 bound in scarlet, ilt edges; or
sketches, and dashing vivid pictures, but beautifully bound by S. Moore in calf
what the work professes to contain, biogra- or Turkey morocco, $7.00.

phies. We commend this as a valuable "This is really a splendid book, and one of
tibrary )ook worthy of preservation as a the most magnificent of Carey & Iart's collee-
work of reference, after having been read." tion of "The Illustrated Poets.'"-U. S. Gas
-Balt. Ameri an. "The 'getting up' of this edition is credit.

"This is the clearest. most concise, and able in the highest degree to the publishers
most interesting life of Napoleon and his and the fine arts of the country. The paper
marshals which has yet beein given to the binding, and the engravings are all of th
public. Tne arrangement is judicious and (very best kind."'.-Inquirer and (burier-.
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NEW BOOKS PUBLISHED BY A. HART.

PETER SCHLEMIEL.

PETER SCHLEMIIL IN AMERICA.
Complete in One Volume, l2mo.

"The object of this work is to 'catch the shown up, and the morals of the book am
manners living as they rise' in connection unexceptionable. The author cannot long
with the antagonisms of the present day- escape detection, in spite of his shadowy
'novelties which disturb the peace'--as Swe- concealment, and if a new practitioner he
denborgianism, Transcendentalism, Fou- wilt jiunp to the head of his profession at
rierism, and other isms. The author has , unce."-Godey's Lady's Book.
made these pages the vehicle of valuable "We a e prepared to say, that Peter
information on all the topics of which he e anexedinay thar and
has treated." Schilemihl is an exceedingly clear and

has reatd."well-written work--that the author has
"Peter, as our readers may reco1tect, snd displayed a considerable amount of book

his shadow to a Gentleman in Black, and lore in its composition-that the story is in-
upon this fable the American adventures teresting and instructive-that we have
are founded. The author, whoever ne may been entertained and edified by its perusal,
be, has read much, and been at least 'a and that it possesses merits of more than
looker on in Venice,' .f not a participator ordinary character. We cordially recoin-
of the follies of fashionable life. mend it to the reading community, since we

" The theological and political criticism are sure that they will coenefitted as well
is inwoven with a tale of fashionable life, as entertained by the revelations containedand the reader becomes not a little interest- in the pages of Peter.-The National Era.
ed in the heroine, Mrs Smith, who certainly a
must ha ve been a remarkable woman. It "A strangely conceived and ably executed
is neatly published, and will be extensively work."-N. O. Con. Times.
read."-Bulletia. "The work forms a consecutive tale, all

"We shall be greatly mistaken if this along which runs a vein of severe satire,
book does not kick up a whole cloud of and which at eveiy step is illustrated by a
dust."- 2e City Item. vast deal of valuable information, and the

"The work is characterized by much inculcation of sound principles of morality
learning and sincere feeling."-N.Y. Mirror. and religion. It is a work which is adapted

"One of the most entertaining works we to do good, suited to all intelligent general
have read for many a day, as well as one readers, and a pleasant companion for the
of the best written. Who the author is we scholar's leisure hours."-N. Y. Recorder.
know not; but we do know that the 0book "This is a very remarkable production,
will meet with a rapid sale wherever an and unless we are greatly deceived, it is
inkling of its character leaks out. For from a new hand at the literary forge. We
watering places, or anywhere, during the have read every page of this thick volume,
hot weather, it is worth its weight in-gold and have been strongly reminded of South-
we almost said. It is full of everything of ey's great book, The Doctor. The author of
the best, and you can scarcely open it at this work must be a maji of close observa-
random without striking upon some sketch tion, much research, and if we are accurate
or dialogue to enchain the attention."-Ger- in our estimate, he is a layman. * * * *
mantoiwn Telegraph. This same book will make a sensation ia

"His stock of knowledge is large; and as many quarters, and will unquestionably
his conscience is rectified by Christian create a name and reputation for its author,
principle, and his heart beats in unison who forthwith takes his place among the
with the right and the true, he uses his trea- best and keenest writers of our country. e *
sures of information only for good purposes. We commend it to the gravest and gayest o!

"The book belongs to that class of novels our readers, and assure them that our own
which make an interesting story the me- copy will not go off our table until another
dium for the communication of important winter has passed away."-N. Y. Alliance
truth. In many respects it is a peculiar and Visitor.
work, differing from all others in both de- "The volume cannot fail to be read exten-
sign and execution, and leaving the impres- sively and do good. The popular 'isms' of
sion that it is the product of a mind of no the day, their folly and injurious tendency,
ordinary power. * * * * are descanted upon with mingled gravity

"Those who love to think andfeel, as the and humor, and considerable talent and
resultof truthful thought, will read the book truthful feeling are shown in the discus-
with interest and profit."-Refectcr 4- Watch- sion. Whether the book have an immediate
tnan. ruen or not, the soundness of its views, deti-

"A rare book. Who it the world wrote vered with some quaintness of style, will
it? Here are nearly five hundred pages insure it permanent popularity."--N. York
with gems on every one of them. The Commercial Advertiser.
satire is equal to that of Don Quixote or "Light, sportive, graceful raillery, ex-
Asmodeus. The hits at society in this pressed with terse and delicate ease. * * P
country are admirable and well pointed. "It is a novel of fun, with grave notes 1 y
The humbugs of the day are skillfully way of ballast."-Christian Ex~amincr
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PUBLISHED BY A. HART.

Now ready, in 1 vol. post Svo., price $1 25, with Portraits,

WASHINGTON AND THE GENERALS 01'
THE REVOLUTION.

BY VARIOUS EMINENT AUTHORS.

CONTAINING

Rtographical Sketches of all the .7ltajor and Brigadier Generals
who acted under commissions from Congress during

the Revolutionary W'ar.
WE hail these beautiful volumes with name of any author, because it is the joint

undisguised delight. They supply, in a dig- production of many of the most eminent
afified and comprehensive form, valuable writers in the country, resident in various
information, which will be sought with avi- states in the Union, and having, from the
dity not only by the American public, but circumstance, access to original materials
by tie world at large. The want of a work in private hands, and to public archives not
of positive authority on this subject has long accessible to any one individual without
been felt and deplored. The enterprise and long journey and much consumption of
good taste of Messrs. Carey and Hart have time. The result, however, is a complete
given us two handsome and reliable vo- and authentic work, embracing biographi-
lumes, betraying industry and talent, and cal notices of every one of the Revolution-
replete with facts of the deepest interest. ary Generals. The amount of fresh and on-
There is no idle romancing-no school-boy gnaal matter thus brought together in these
attempts at rhetorical display; on the con- moderate-sized volumes, is not less sur-
trary, the work is written in a clear, un- prising than it is gratifying to the historical
affected business-like, yet beautiful man- reader. This will become a standard book
ner. The authors had the good sense to of reference, and will maintain is place in
think that the stirring events of "the times libraries long after the present generation
that tried men's souls," needed no embellish- shall have enjoyed the gratification of pe-
ment. It is a complete, impartial, and well rusing its Interesting pages, exhibiting in a
written history of the American Revoiu- lively style the personal adventures and
tion, and, at the same time, a faithful bio- private characters of the sturdy defenders
graphy of the most distinguished actors in of American Independence.-Scott's Weekly
that great struggle, whose memories are Newspaper.
enshrined in our hearts. The typographical The author's name is not given, and front
execution of the work is excellent, and the what we have read, we presume that va-
sixteen portraits on steel are remarkably rioustpenhave eenempoeduin these i-
well done. The first volume is embel- rous pens have been employed in these in-
lished with a life-like portrait of Washing- teresting biographies. Tis is no disadvan
ton mounted on his charger, from Sully's tage, but, on the contrary, a decided benefit,

uneonthe WIskyRiots." This for it insures greater accuracy than could be
picture, "Quelling tehistlooked for in such a series of' biographies
is, we believe, the first engraving7 taken writtenby one person in a few months.
from it. There are biogrhi"the Father The volumes are published in a very hand-
eight Generals, beginning with"teFer some style. The first sixty pages are oc-
of his country," and closing with General cupied wt h igah fWsigo,

Mawl.To accomplish this task, we whpich with the biography of Washington,
Maxwell. to tac sisetas which is written with force and elegance,
are assured that "the accessible published and illustrated by an original view of the
and unpublishedmemoirs, correspondence, character of that great man. * * * The
and other materials relating to the period, number of the biographies in these volumes
have been carefully exammed and faith-

ismc rae hnta fM.fully reflected." We earnestly commend s iuj retrttn hto r. Headley's
fuly wrlItewilc . he efoundati cmend work. There are eighty-eight distinct sub-
this work. Iwilbfonanunerring jects.-N. Y. Mirror.
record of the most interesting portion ofY
fur history.-The City Item. We have read a number of the articles,

This work differs from Mr. Headley's, find them to be written with ability, and to

having nearly the same title, in many im- possess a deep interest. The author has

portant particulars; and asanhistorical book manifested excellent judgment in avoiding

is much superior.-N. Y. Corn. Advertiser. all ambitious attempts at what is styled
fine writing; but gives a connected recital

Certainly the most comprehensive and of the important events in the lives of his
inoividualized work that has ever been heroes. The work will be highly interest-
phblished on the subject-each member of ing and valuable to all readers-particu-
the great dramatis persona-e of the Revolu- larly so to youth, who are a-ways attracted
tionary tragedy, standing out in bold and by biographies. If a father wishes to pre-
"sculptured" relief, on his own glorious sent to his sons noble instances of uncor-
deeds.---Saturday Courier. )rupted and incorruptible patriotism, let him

This work is a very different affair from place this work in their hands. It should
the flashy and superficial .ook of the Rev, have a place in every American library,
J. Tr. Heaidley, entitled " Washington and and is among the most valuable books of the
the Generals," It appears without the season.-Baltmore American.
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I NEW BOOKS PUBLISHED BY A. .fIART.

EDERAL ADMINISTRATIONS. p E T E R S' D I GE ST.
MEMOIRS A FULL AND ARRANGED

OF THE DIGEST OF THE DECISIONS
A DM INISTR ATIONS OF In Common Law, Equity, and Admiralty

WAS1IINGT6N AND JOIIN -ADA]1S' OF THE COURTS OF THE UNITED STATES
EDITED FROMt THE PAPERS OF Fron the Organization of the Government in

OLIVER WOLCOTT, 1789 to 1847:
SECRETARY OF THE TREASURY. IN THE SUPREME, CIRCUIT, DISTRICTS AND

By GEORGE GIBBS. ADMIRALTY COURTS;
"Nunlius addictus jurare in verba magistri." Reported in-Dallas, Cranch, Wheaton, Peters,

In 2'wo Vols. Octavo,1000 Pages, Cloth Gilt, and Howard's Supreme Court Reports; in1
Price $5. ' Gallison, Mason, Paine, Peters, Washington,

"Books of this character best illustrate Tallace, Sumner, Story, Baldwin, Brocken-
brough, and McLean's Circuit Court Re.

the history of the country. The men who ports; and in Bees, Ware, Peters, and Gil-
have acted important parts are made to pin's District and Admiralty Reports.
speak for themselves, and appear without
any aid from the partiality of friends, or any BY RICHARD PETERS.
injury from the detraction of enemies."-- With an Appendix-containing the RulesProvidence Journal.

".The materials of which these volumes and Orders of the Supreme Court of the United
"he omosedials of whichathe valu'ey States in Proceedings in Equity, establishedare composed are of greatly the Supreme Court. Complete in two

consist of correspondence, now first given large octavo volumes, law binding, raisedto the world, of Washington, the elder bands, at a low riceAdams, Ames, John Marshall, Rufus King, ' P
Timothy Pickering, Wolcott, &c. There
are thirty-seven original letters from Alex-
ander Hamilton, many of them of the highest 1EMOIR S
interest; one in which the writer with keen OF THE
sagacity and all the splendor of his elo- Q U E E N S 0 F F R A N C Equence, gives a character of Mr. Burr upon
which his own fate was destined to put the BY MRS. FORBES BUSH.
seal of truth, is read now with singular FROM THE SECOND LONDON EDITION.emotions. Mr. Gibbs has performed his
task extremely well. His preface is modest in Two Volumes 12mo., with Portraits, $2.
and dignified. The passages of narrative "Mrs. Forbes Bush is a graceful writer,
by which the letters are connected are ac- and in the work before us has selected the
curate, judicious and agreeable; they illus- prominent features in the lives of the Queens
Irate, and do not overlay the principal ma- with a great deal of judgment and discrimi
terial of the work."-North American. nation. These memoirs will be found not

"Here we meet, illustrated in something only peculiarly interesting, but also in
like forty important letters, the blazing intel- structive, as throwing considerable light
ligence, the practical sagacity, the heroic upon the manners and customs of past
generosity, the various genius, which have ages."-Western Continent.
made Hamilton the name of statesmanship "We have looked over the lives of some of
and greatness, rather than the name of a the Queens, presented in Mr. A. Hart's new
man. Here we have the piercing judgment volumes, with great interest. While none
of John Marshall, unsusceptible of error, are devoid of some degree of attraction, the
whose capacity to see the truth was equalled most of them have a charm about their per-
only by his power of compelling others to son or character exceeding any thing we find
receive it; in the light of whose logic opi- in the most popular romances. They are full
nions appeared to assume the nature of of sentiment and romance, rendered all the
facts, amid truth acquires the palpableness more touching from the graceful drapery in
of a material reality; the bluntness, force which they are adorned, and by the truth-
and probity of Pickering; the sterling ex- fulness of which the reader is strongly im--
cellences of Wolcott himself, who had no pressed. It is of course doubly attractive,
artifices and no concealments, because his in reading the strongly marked characters
strength was too great to require them, and of history, to feel a conviction of the truth
his purposes too pure to admit them; and with which ever the wildest and most thrill-
sounding as an understrain through the ing incidents are invested. The Lives of
whole, the prophet tones of Ames."-- U. S. these fair ladies are full of instruction, a
Gazette. merit that mere romance seldom possesses.

"An important and valuable addition to The author, Mrs. Forbes Bush, commences
the historical lore of the country."-N. Y. with Queen Basine, in the reign of Childeric
Evening Gazette. I., or about four hundred years after the
- "We look upon these memoirs as an ex- commencement of the Christian era. The
ceedingly valuable contribution to our na- volumes close with the late Queen of the
ional records."-N. Y. Comn. Advertiser. French, Marie Amelie "--Saturday C'ourier.
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NEW BOOKS PUBLISHED BY A. HART.

MORFIT'S APPLIED CHEMISTRY.

A TREATISE UPON CHEMISTRY
IN ITS APPLICATION TO THE MANUFACTURE OF

SOAPS AND CANDLES.
BEING A THOROUGH EXPOSITION OF THE PRINCIPLES AND PRACTICE OF THE TRADE

IN ALL THEIR MINUTIA, BASED UPON THE MOST RECENT DISCOVERIES IN

SCIENCE.

BY CAMPBELL MORFIT,
PRACTICAL AND ANALYTICAL CHEMIST.

With 170 Engravings on Wood.
This work is based upon the most RECENT DISCOVERIES IN SCIENCE AND IMPROVEMENTS

I Aitr, and presents a thorough exposition of the principles and practice of the trade in
all their minutiae. The experience and a-bility of the author have enabled him to produce
A MORE COMPLETE AND COMPREHENSIVE BOOK upon the subject than any extant. The whole
arrangement is designed with a view to the scientific enlightenment, as well as the in-
strucion of the manufacturer, and its contents are such as to render it not only A STAND-
ARD GUIDE BOOK TO THE OPERATIVE, but also an authoritative work of reference for the
CuEaIST AND THE STUDENT.

An examination of the annexed table of contents will show the invaluable usefulness
of the work, the practical features of which are illustrated by upwards of ONE HUNDRED
AND SIXTY ENGRAVINGS ON WOOD.

The following synopsis embraces only the main heads of each Chapter and Paragraph.
CHAP. 1. Introductory Remarks. Spermaceti, Deiphinine, Neats

" 2. The Dignity of the Art and its Re- feet Oil.
lations to Science. CHAP. 17. The Constituents of Fats, their

" 3. 4ffinity and Chemical Equiva- Properties and Composition:
lents :-Explanation of.' Stearine, Stearic Acid and

" 4. Alkalies.-Lime, Potassa, Soda, Salts; Margarine, Margarie
Ammonia. Acid and Salts; Olem, Oleic

u 5. Alkalimetry. Acid and Salts; Cetine, Cetylic
" 6 Acids.-Carbonic, Sulphuric, Hy- Acid; Phocenine, Phocenie

drochioric, Nitric, Boracic. Acid and Salts; Butyrine, Bu-
Acidimetry. tyric Acid and Salts; Caproic,

u 7. Origin and Composition of Fatty Capric Acid; Hircine, Hircie
Matters. Acid; Cholesterine.

" 8. Saponifiable Fats.-Oils of Al- " 18. Bai Constituents of Fats:--
mond, Olive, Mustard, Beech, Glycerin, Ethal.
Poppy, Rapeseed,Grapeseed; " 19. Theory of Saponification.
Nut Oil' Linseed Oil, Castor " 20. Utensils :-Steap Series, Buga'
Oil, Palm Oil, (processes for dier'or LeyVats, Soap Frames
bleaching it;) Coco Butter, Cairons, &c.
Nutmeg Butter, Galum Butter, " 21. The Systemized arrangement for
Athamantine. a Soap Factory.

" 9. Adulteration of Oils. " 22. Remarks,- Preliminary to the
" 10. Action of Acids upon Oils. Process for Making Soap.

11. Volatile Oils.-The Properties of, " 23. Hard Soaps: - " Cutting Pro-
and their applicability to the cess;" Comparative Value of
Manufacture of Soaps. Oils and Fats as Soap ingredi-

a 12. Volatile Oils :-Their Origin and ent, with Tables; White, Mot-
Composition; Table of their tied, Marseilles, Yellow, Yan-

- Specific Gravities. kee Soaps; English Yellow and
u 13. Essential Oils:-- The Adultera- White Soap, Coco Soap, Palm

tions of, and the modes of de- Soap, Butter Soap, English
tecting them. Windsor Soap, French Wind-

" 14. Wax:--ts Properties and Coin- sor Soap. Analyses of Soaps.
position. 24. Process for Making Soap :-Pre-

15. Resins : - 'heir Properties and paration of the Leys, Empa-
Composition ; Colophony and tage, Relargage, Coction, Mot'
Gallmpot. tling, Cooling.

a 16. Animal Fats and Oils:-Lard, " 25. Extemporaneous Soaps: -- Lard,
Mutton Suet, Beef-tallow, Beef- Medicinal, " Hawes," "Ma
marrow, Bone-fat, Soap-grease, quer," and ""Darcet's" Soaps
Oil-lees, Kitchen-stuff, luman- " 26. Silicated Soaps:- Flint, Sand,
fat. Adipocire, Butter, Fish-oil, " Dunn's," " Davie's" Soaps.
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NEW BOOKS PUBLISHED BY A. HART.

Terms.-The book is handsomely printed, with large type, and on good thick paper,
in an octavo volume of upwards of five hundred pages, the price of which is $5 per
copy, neatly bound in cloth gilt, or it will be forwarded by mailfree of postage in flexible
covers, on receiving a remittance of $5. (A limited number only printed.)

TWO VOLUMES, TWELVE HUNDRED PAGES, EMBELLISHED WITH NUMEROUS

ENGRAVINGS. NEW EDITION. PRICE $4, CLOTH, GILT.

WATSON'S ANNALS OF PHILADELPHIA AND
PENNSYLVANIA IN THE OLDEN TIME.

BEING A COLLECTION OF MEMOIRS, ANECDOTES, AND INCIDENTS OF THE CITY
AND ITS INHABITANTS.

AND OF THE

Earliest Settlements of the Inland part of Pennsylvania, from the days of the
Founders.

INTENDED TO PRESERVE THE RECOLLECTIONS OF OLDEN TIME, AND TO
Exhibit Society in its Changes of Manners and Customs, and the City and Country

in their Local Changes and Improvements.
BY JOHN F WATSON,

.ember of the Historical Society of Pennsylvania, and Honorary Member of the Historical
Societies of New York and Massachusetts.

REVIEW NoTICEs.-" This is a great curi-
osity. Such a book has never before been;
produced in the United States. The Annalist,
will enjoy a peerless fame-we trust his work
will be universally bought andread." "No
American who can read should be without a
copy of this invaluable contribution to our
early American history." "it seems to con-
vey us back to other times-we see things as
they were-minutely and particularly, and
not as presented in stately and buskined

history, in one general view-vague, glim-
mering, indistinct." "This is in truth a work
without example for its imitation, and with
equal truth it is in execution a work su;
generis." "It is a museum that will never
cease to attract. It deserves the gratitude
of the country and the patronage of the
reading community. It will furnish the
historian,.the biographer, and the patriotic
orator, with matter to adorn and beautify
their productions."
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CHAP.27. P'etent Soaps.-Dextrine, Salina-
ted Soaps, Soap from Hardened
Fat.

" 28. Anderson's Improvements.
" 29. Soft Soaps:-Process for Making,

Crown Soaps, "Savon Vert."
" 30. The Conversion of Soft Soaps into

Hard Soaps.
"' 31. Frauds in Soap Making and

Means for their Detection.
" 32. Earthy Soaps, Marine Soap, Me-

tallic Soaps, Ammoniacal Soap.
K 33. Soap from Volatile Oils:-Star-

ky's Soap, Action of Alkalies
upon Essential Oils.

" 34. "Savons Acides," or Oleo-acidu-
lated Soap.

" 35. Toilet Soaps:-Purification of
Soaps, Admixed Soap, Cinna-
mon, Rose, Orange.- flower,
Bouquet, Benzoin, Cologne,
Vanilla, Musk, Naples, Kasan
Soaps, Flotant Soaps, Trans-
parent Snaps, Soft Soaps, Sha-
ving Cream; Remarks.

" 36. Areometers and Thermometers:-
their use and value.

" 37. Weights and Measures.
u 38. Candles.
" 39, Illumination.
" 40. Philosophy of Flame.
" 41. Raw Material for Candles: --

Modes of Rendering Fate,
"Wilson's Steam Tanks.

CHAP. 42. Wicks : - Their use and action.
Cutting Machines.

" 43. Of the Manufacture of Candles.
" 44. Dipped Candles :-Improved Ma-

chinery for facilitating their
Manufacture.

« 45. Material of Candles:-Process
for Improving its Quality.

" 46. Moulded Candles:- Improved
Machinery for facilitating their
Manufacture.-" Vaxeme," or
Summer Candles.

", 47. Stearic Acid Candles:-Adamant-
ine and Star Candles.

" 48. Stearin Candles : -Braconnot's
and Morfit's Process.

« 49. Sperm Candles.
" 60. Palmine, Palm Wax, Coco Can-

dies.
" 51. Wax Candles :-Mode of Bleach-

ing the Wax, with drawings of
the apparatus requisite there-
for; Bougies, Cierges, Flarn-
beaux.

" 52. Patent Candles: -"Azotized,"
Movable Wick and Goddard's
Candles; Candles on Continu

- ous Wick; Water and Hour
Bougies, Perfumed Candles.

" 53. Concluding Remarks. Vocabu-
lary.



A. HART'S STANDARD MEDICAL WORn.S.

ILLUSTRATED MEDIAL LIBRARY.
CAREY & HART have recently published the following valuable Medical and Si-

gleal works, superbly illustrated-to which they beg leave to call the attention of the
profession. This splendid series now forms siX ROYAL QUARr" VOLUMES, containing
FOUR HUNDRED AND EIGHTY QIUARTO PLATES, betmtitully executed; and
the price at which they are offered is infinitely less than any similar works have here-
tofore been published.

QUAIN'S ANATOMIUAL PLATES,
PANCOAST'S OPERATIVE SURGERY

DIOREAU'S GREAT WORK ON MIDWIFERY,

GODDARD ON THE TEETH,

RICORD ON EXTREME CASES OF VENEREAL, DISEASES

AND PRAYER ON DISEASES OF THE SKIN.

I. -

A SERIES OF

ANATOMICAL PLATES,
With References and Physiological Com-

ments, illustrating the structure of the
different parts of the Human Body.

EDITED BY

JONES QUAIN, M. D., AND

W. J. ERASMUS WILSON.
With Notes and Additions by

JOSEPH PANCOAST, M. D.,
Professor of Anatomy in the Jefferson Me-

dical College of Philadelphia.
THIRD AMERICAN EDITION.

The Plates are accompanied by letter-
press, containing detailed references to the
various objects delineated. But with a
view to render them intelligible to a greater
number of persons, a running commentary
on each plate is given, stating in general
terms, and divested, as far as can be, of all
technicality, the -uses and purposes which
the different objects serve in the animal;
economy.

T HE WORK CONSISTS OF THE FOLLOWING

DIVISIONS :

THE MUSCLES OF THE HUMANf
BODY, Fifty-one Plates.4

THE VESSELS OF THE HUMAN
BODY, Fifty Plates.e

THE NERVES OF THE HUMAN
BODY, Thirty-eight Plates.;

THE VISCERA OF THE HUMAN
BODY, including the Organs of Digestion,
Respiration, Secretion and Excretion,
Tltirty-twc Plates.
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TRE BONES AND LIGAMENTS,
Thirty Plates.
Complete in One Royal Quarto Volume of

nearly 500 pages, and 200 plates,.compris-
ing nearly 700 separate illustrations. Be-
ing the only complete system of Anatomi-
cal Plates, on a large scale, ever published
in America.

Price only $15, cloth gilt, or.
$30 colored after nature.

II.

OPERATIVE SURGERY;
OR,

A DESCRIPTION AND DEMONSTRA-
TiON OF TIlE VARIOUS PRO-

CESSES OF THE'ART;
INCLUDING ALL THE NEW OPERATIONS,

AND EXHIBITING THE STATE OF SUR-
GICAL SCIENCE IN ITS PRESENT

ADVANCED CONDITION.
BY JOSEPH PANCOAST, M. D.,
Professor of General, Descriptive and Sur-

gical Anatomy in Jefferson Medical
College, Philadelphia.

Complete in One Royal 4to. Volume of 380
pages of letterpress description and eighty

large 4to. plates. comprising 480 Illustra-
tions, and being the only complete
work on the subject in the English

Language. Price, full bound
in cloth, only $10.

Second Edition, Improved.
"This excellent work is constructed oil

the model of the French Surgical Works
by Velpeau and Malgaigne ; and. so far as
the English language is concerned, we are


