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THE

VICTIM OF EXCITEMENT.

INTEMPERANCE i3 a vice which is generally considered of
the maseuline sex. In the pictured scenes of the ravages it
has wrought woman is seldom introduced but as the patient
victim of brutality, or as the admonishing angel of transgress-
ing man. There are instances on record, however, of a sad
reverse. Not alone in the lower classes of life, amid the
dregs of society, but in higher walks, where intelligence, wit,
beauty, and wealth, virgin worth, wedded Jove, and Christian
grace, are all cast as ynvalued offerings at the beastly shrine
of intemperance. Onp of these fatal examples (of which, to
the honour of our gex be it said, there are so few) once came
under the observation of the writer. Her character and history
form the subject of the following sketch.

Mr. Manly first met Anne Weston in a ball-room. It wason -
the evening of the Fourth of July, and the fairest ladies of the
country were assembled to celebrate the national jubilee. He
was a lawyer, and had been the orator of the day; an eloquent
one, and therefore entitled to distingunished attention. He came
from an adjoining town, of which he had recently become an
inhabitant, and now found himself in a scene which secarcely
presented one familiar countendnce. He was a very proud
man, and had the air of one who felt bimself too superior to
the multitude to mingle in the general amusement. He stood
with folded arms, as remote as possible from the dancers,
despising those who were engaged in that exercise on such a

- sultry night. In vain the obsequious master of ceremonies
begged to*intrt)duce him to this and that fair lady. He de-
: D) :
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18 THE VICTIM OF EXCITEMENT.

clined the honour with a cold bow, declaring his utter dis-
inclination to dancing. He was told that his disinelination
would cease as soon as Miss. Weston arrived. She was the
~ belle of the place, the daughter of the richest gentleman in
town—nhad 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 2 weak woman, I hate a masculine one, and a pedantic
one I abhor. T 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 she 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. e 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 Iess beautiful than he had expected. IIe scarcely thought
ker handsome. Her complexion was pals, even sallow, and
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her face wanted that soft, flowing outline, which is necessary
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. 1 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 sanntered for a
long time in the piazza, till a certain feeling of curlosity, 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 effeet 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 econstant 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 introduetion, 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 delle. Her conversation was sprightly, unstudied, and
original. She seemod 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 ligtened with deep attention.
He had never reccived 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
cudowed, and he began to feel a dawning ambition to make
the conguest 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 wag singularly persuasive in its tones, it breathed
of feminine gentleness and sensibility, with just enough spirit
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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 ag the
brillianey 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 thé 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 o
vivid pieture, and succeeding events caused him to recall it,
as one having the power of prophecy. He lived over 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,
Asg he turned, with a fierce glance of defiance, Miss Weston
scemed to meet him still, holding a goblet in her hand, which
she pressed him to drain. Her checks 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 fow
moments her eountenance 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 draunght.
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 wag
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 aceept, 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 sesled. 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,
Anpe 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 ier, he must take Emily too,
for she could not and would not be parted from her.”’

The thought of the future oceupied 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 truss. J

¢T 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 selfindulgence, to bear restraint, and should it ever be im-
posed by a magter’s hand, my rebellions spirit would break
the bonds of duty, and assert its independence. I fear L am
not formed to he 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 P’

“ How can there be monotony,” answered Emily, warmly,
“ with such a companion as Manly? Oh, trust him, Anue,
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 1 could shake off this dull
weight from my spirits.”” She rose as she spoke, approached
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a side table, and, turning out a glass of rich cordial, drank

it, as if conseions, 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 youwr 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,
1 pray you to relinquish a habit, whose growing strength is
now only known to me.”
impeded her utterance. ¢ What is it you fear ?”” asked Anne,
in a low, stern voice ; “speak, for you see that I am calm.”

“Youn 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 onee its coils are around
us. Oh, Anne, gifted by nature with such brilliarey 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-
aney? ?f your gpirits, or care had laid his blighting hand upon
o’

¢ Forbear,” cried Anne, impetuously, ¢ and hear me, before
you blagt me with your contempt. It was not till bitter dis-
appointment pressed, erushed me, that I knew art could reno-
vate the languor of nature. ¥es, 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 langhed and glittered
with mocking splendour, but with such a cold void within! I
could not bear it. My unnatural spirvits failed me. T must

Emily paused, strong emotions °
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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 besomes the slave.
of the strong in mind. T 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 Znown 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. 1t 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.

® 3k K E S 3 *® ® *x *

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 wesalth always commands
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the respect of the many, and this respect was heightened by
their personal elaims 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 lineaments, over which, however, grace and dignity
still lingered, as if wnwilling 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 ker for information respecting the strangers.
She was unable to satisfy their curiosity, as she had been a
member of their houschold 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
was denied to the inhabitants of G=——— It was not long
before the house of Mr. and Mrs. Manly was frequented by
those whose society she most wished to eultivate. 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.”

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 serutiny, that she seemed uneasy whenever
his glance met hers, that her manner was at times hurried and
disturbed, as if some secret cauge of sorrow preyed upon her
mind. It was seftled in the opinion of many, that Mr. Manly

fruitful sources from which the inquisitive derive their aliment, -
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was 2 domestie tyrant, and that his wife was the meek victim
of this despotis. 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 - _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 songht
out the most undistinguished of her guests, and the .most
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 betraye(i
inexplicable perturbation. In the course of the ¢vening, a
gentleman refused wine, on the plea of belonging to the Tern-
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, 23 if unwilling to take the lead of her
guests. At length she seemed warmed by the subject, and
painted. the evils of intemperance in the strongest and ‘most
appalling colours. She painted woman as its victim, till every
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 eioquené
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
auch respect as if she were an Empress. During this gpon-
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. TInstead 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, ag
if unable to control his temper, he left the drawing-room. ’
“Poor Mrs. Manly,” said one, *“ how much is her destiny to

be lamegnted! To be united to & man who is incapable of

[
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appreciating her genius, and even seems guilty of the mean-
ness of annoying her.” _

Thug the world judges; and had the tortured heart of
Meanly known the sentence that was passing upon him, he
would have rejoiced that the shaft was direoted to A¢s bosom,
rather than Aers, 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
goul’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, til! the landmarks of
reason, and honour, and principle, are swept over by its waves
—a tidg that ebbs not but with ebbing life. She had looked
“wupon the wine when it was red, when it gave its colour to
‘the cup,” till she found, by fatal experience, that it hiteth 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 l—and that woman
—his wife! In the agony, the madness off 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 east 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 hergelf in his esti-
mation, a ray of brightness would shine in on hig mind, and
he would try to think of the past as a frightful dream.” Then
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hig prophetic dream would return fo 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. Evyen
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.”’ A

Manly occasionally sought to conceal from the world the

fatal propensities of his wife. She had ocecupied 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, tndeed, broken at
the fountain. The filial hand which he once hoped would
have seattered roses on his dying pillow, struck the death-
blow. Physicians talked of a chronic disease; of the gradual
deeay of mature; but Anne’s conscience told her she had
winged the dart. The agony of her remorse seemed a fore-
taste of the quenchlesy 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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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 équivalent for a wounded
reputation ; but it was scothing to her pride, to be able to fill
her hushand’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 bim in society; but in those hours when
they were necessarily thrown upon each other’s resourees, he
was accustomed to sit in gloomy abstraction, brooding over
his own melancholy thoughts. Anne was only too eonscious
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 hig deed of darkness:

¢«If T quench thee, thon flaming minister,
I can again thy former light restore,
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Should I repent me—but once put ous 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. e 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 heen gratifying to her feelings, if she
had not known the distrust of her faith and strength of reso-
lution it implied. The lagt 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 oblogquy 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 foli 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!”
“ SBuch a literary banquet ! &e. 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 asa
substitute.

Mrs. Manly’s cheeks flushed high with shame. Her hus-
band had retained the key of the closet that contained the for-
hidden 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? \gfhat would the servants believe if she refused to pro-

e :
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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 conduet. 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 wundone. 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
intomperance, 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 busile, 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 sereams of the little sufferer roused the househeld, 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 aceident
of her child-—but the fear that the servanis 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 mireor, and saw the wild, haggard

countenance 1t 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 eostliest perfumes conceal the
odour of the fiery liquor. She called for a glass of cordial—
kindled up a smile of weleome, and descended to perform the
honours of her houschold. She made a thousand apelogics
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.

1t was at this erisis 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 experiencod, perceived
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the backsliding of Armne, 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 epirit 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 sareasm, and open animadversion on her conduct.

Emily sat down on the side of the bed, and leaned over the 1

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 ig 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 prospeets, and came a stranger to a
strange land!” 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, distirbed by the sudden motion, awakened, with a
langnid cry, expressive of foebleness 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 relies of the feast, and
told her to send immediately for a physician. Tortunately
there was one in the neighbourhood, and he came speedily.
He shook hig 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
gymptom of approaching dissolution. The tears of Emily fell
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fast and thick on the pallid face of the innocent vietim. She
looked upon its mother—thought upon its father, and pressed
the child in agony to hér bosom. The kind physician was
gummoned to another chamber of sickness. He had done all
he could to mitigate, where he could not heal. XEmily felt
that this dispensation was sent in merey. She could not pray
for the child’s life, but she prayed that it might die in the
arms of its father; amd it seemed that her prayer was heard.
It was a singular providence that brought him that very night
-~ 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, ag 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 ery 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 aud stern, Emily’s blood ran cold. Silently and fixedly
he knelt, while the deepening shades of dissolution gathered
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, eold,
struggling breath ; saw it stretched in the awful immobility
of death; then slowly rising, he turned towards the gandy
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 ag 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 abandongd mother! You 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 mn 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 I -
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
wprang 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 Aer 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 ! it 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, #ill 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; Aunne, crouched
in a dark corper, 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 net 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

gmiled 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
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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. Bhe 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
fioating 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
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 langnage of denunciation. But sometimes, in her
lueid intervals, when she witnessed the subdued expression of
his cnce haughty countenance—his deep paleness—the mild-
ness of his deportment to all around him; the watehful 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 ghe 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 tofatigue—forgétful 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 be became conseious
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 23 nurse—that place, which she who
should have claimed it as her right, was incapacitated to fill.
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Wkhen ‘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 félt it was best she should go. She took
with her the little Apne, 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.”

ok ox ok k% *  x ow %
Tt was a dark and tempestuous night. The winds of antumn

swept againgt the windows, with the mournful rustle of the
withered leaves, fluttering in the blast: the sky was moonless

and starless. Kverything abroad presented an aspeect of gloom -

and desolation. Hven those who were gathered in the halls
of pleagure, felt saddened by the melancholy sighing of the
gust ; and a eold, 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 scon 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
go 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
g:aast—the irretrievable past. Her innocent childhood—her

right 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 littlé 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 countehance 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
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pardon the wretech who has undone herself and yon. Oh!
could I live over the past; could I earry back to our bridal
the experience of this awful hour, what long years of happi-
ness might be ours I’

The recollection of what she had been—of what she mighs
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
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.
He spoke of the mercy that is boundless—the grace that is
infinite—till the phantoms, accusing conscience called up,
seemed to change their maledictions into prayers for her be-
half. Her ravings gradually died away, and she sunk into a
troubled sleep.

Ag 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 bis 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 buricd—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 ereated to exalt society,
and graces to adorn it; a heart full of warm and generous im-
pulses; a hushand 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.
L T I T

Another year glided by. The approach of another automn,
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 indernify 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 hLe 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 conguer, 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 7’ 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 7’ ‘

T 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, a2 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. IHer mind was
well balanced, and though passion might enter, 1t was never
suffered to gain the ascendaney. I'rom her earliest acquaint-
ance with Manly, she had admired his talents, and respected

- his character; but the idea of Joving the husband of her friend,

. “never entered her pure imagination. It was not till she saw
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him borne down by domestic sorrow, on the bed of sickness,
thrown by the negleet of his wife on her tenderness and
vare, 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 hLome, devoted to his child the love she shuddered
to think began to flow in an illegitimate channel. That
Mauly 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
of the earth, and deem its coldest, darkest region, a Paradise,
if warmed and illumed by his love! The simplicity of child-
hood bad unveiled the hearts of each to the other. It was
not with the romance of his earlier passion that Manly now
wooed Emily Spercer to be his wife. It was love, approved
by reasom, and sanctified by religion. It was the Christian,
secking 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 beautifal mansion, looking down on one of the most
magnificent landseapes unfolded in the rich valley of the West,
Manly and Emily now reside. All the happiness capable of
being enjoyed around the household ghrine iz theirs—and the

- only shade that ever dims their brows, is caused by the re-

membrance of the highly gifted—but ill-fated Anne.




THE BLIND GIRL’S STORY.

Axr ig 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 uiterance 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. Yetb
what shall I write? How shall I commence? What great
events rige 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. Jis eye is upon me at this moment, and as
this awful conviction eomes 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 Allsceing eye! It
seemed to me as if it filled the world with its effulgence.” 1
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, 2s with a
garment, my soul is wrapped in the gloom of midnight. I
was a blind ehild—Dblind 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 expregsed in these foew words! DBut, though

(40)
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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 exeluded 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 mname, 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, wag 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 straing of living barmony in the dim corridors of
the woods! They painted to me the beauty of the world, and
I helieved them—but I could conceive of nothing so beautiful
as sound. T associated the idea of everything that was lovely
with music, It wag my passion, and also my peculiar talent.
Fivery facility which art has furnished to supply the deficien-
cies of mature 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 heartin one unclonded 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—

;. £% . » T .
. “my .g;u;cie, my companion, my familiar friend.” He was
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sent to a distant college, and X 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 bad leisure to indulge in the tenderness of

domestic feeling. He had never given up the hope that 1
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 sny fature 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. Tho 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 womanhood,
but my helpless condition preserved to me all the privileges
and indulgences of the child, It was at this era—why did 1
here dash aside my pen, and press my bands 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 7—A young physician came
into the neighbourhood, who had already acquived some fame
as an ceulist, He visited in our family—he became almost
identified with our household. Philanthropy guided him im
his choice of a profession. He knew himself gifted with ex-

traordinary talents, and that he had it in his power %o 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 musie, it was my passion. Ile read
to me the melodious strains of the sons of song, in a voice
more eloguent, in its low depth 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. If1
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 vigion.
Here, in this book, T 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 is a lily—
T plucked it from the margin of 2 stream, in which it seemed
gazing on its white, waxen leaves. Mouch gently the briars
of this wild rose. Thus heaven guards the innocence and

. 1o remain in darkness,
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ever glimmering rcuind me.  There was a figure knceling, 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 mysterics of
my being, shadowy but glorious, was he, who received the first
glance of the being he had awakened to 2 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. 1 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 sce 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 Seripture—¢ He said, let there be light,
and there was light.” : :

Qur mgnsion 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 watehful guardian, hovering round my
steps, as if to shield me from every danger, Clinton, 1 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
suuny glow of feeling, shedding light and warmth al! around.
Hven then there were moments when I regretted my blindness,
and wished I had never seen those smiles and glances, which

s

- for a while, Wew
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came under hig 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 gucst,
that she might receive medical aid from my husband. She
was not a decided invalid, but her mother had died of a con-
sumption, and it was feared she had a hereditary tendency to
that disease. Alice was a pale, delicate-looking girl, with
sometimes & 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

agpravated symptoms slight in therselves. Though there was
nothing very attvactive in the appearance of this poor girl, she
was caloulated 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 recrcation,
were the remedies preseribed by the physician, and it was his
duty to promote these by every meang in his power. She often
‘accompanied him on horseback in his rides, a pleasure from
which T was completely debarred, for, in my blindness, 1 was
incapacitated, and the timidity which originated from my situ-
ation remained after the cause wasremoved. 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 cnvious pang — but Clinton, my husband, he was more
precious to me than ten thousand worlds. She leaned too ex-
clusively on his gnardian care. I tried to subdue my feelings
—1 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 bim 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, lassitade—anything but the truth. I blamed
him for his want of penectration, for I felt as if my soul were
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relic. Tt 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 o sustain the failing prineiples 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. 1 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 feclings eonld be excited in her without suffi-
cient cncouragement. 1 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 vest 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. e
gat 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. Tor weeks I lay
on that bed of sickness, unconscious of everything around me.
My recovery was for a long time doubtful—but when T 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 wam, bub 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 valture had unloosened its fangs, and the dove once

avenging spirit.
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My resolution was instantaneous. I waited not for explana-
tions—the scene to my mind admitted nome. 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, ab
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—T1 thought I heard my name
borne after me on the wind, but I looked not behind. 1T felt
strong in the eonviction 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. T tried to explain to
him my wretchedness and its cause, but eould only exelaim,
« 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 nsual 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, hig
arms, soothing and comforting me. e 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— Grone to avenge thee.”” The moment this idea
flashed into my mind, I felt as if I were a murderess. I would
convinée 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 bung over the bed’s
head. They were gonc—and a coat dashed hastily on the
counterpane, a pocket-book fallen on the earpet, 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 whs a late hour in the evening-—there was no moon in the
sky, and I felt the dampness of the falling dew, as T flew
with uncovered head, like an unblessed epirit, 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 hushand and
brother I have slain. Let me pass,” continued T, shricking, for
anarm of flesh and blood was thrown around me, and held me
struggling. ¢ Gracious heavens, it is the voice of my Cecilia I’
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 1 lived—lived
to Iﬁlovv; t};le ruin I had wrought.
y father was a man of majestic person, and i

scarcely touched his raven locks. : His }fair was nofv 1;£§u51;z11d
silvered, and there were lines on his brow which age neve;z"
furr_owed._ It was long before I learned all that had transpired
during this fearful chasm in my existence, but gradually the
truth was revealed. Al that I was at first. told, was thay;; m
husband and brother lived—then, when it was sﬁppo;ed I hafl

- sufficient strength to bear the agitation, this letter from my

hu‘s‘bémdlwas given me.
ecilia, how shall T address you? I will
for you have had too bitter a lesz;on. I Wou?gtfzﬁgrﬁzg; gg;lri-
you before my departure, but you decline the interview, and
perhaps it is well. Should T live to return—Oh! Cecilia
wi!mt wretchedness have you brought upon us all! If youx"
alienated heart does not turn from any memento of me, you
Kﬂl read these lines, and I know you will believe then;l.y I
eg;rrc; }la)een,fashlt_ were, to the very threshold of the presence-
b heé of the King of Kings, and am just emerging from
e shadows of approaching death. 'This is the first effort of
my feeble hand. ~ Most rash and migjudging woman, what have

-
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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. 8he
will not deceive you. She will tell you that mever did the
heart of man throb with a more undivided passion for another
than mine for you. She will tell you—but whas 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 & brave man’s resentment.

Tn wresting the weapon from his frenzied grasp, 1 received an

almost deadly wound. Iis wrath was slaked i my blood.

Ile belicves 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 bave
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 dome. 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 heayen,
two chastened and humble hearts may once more be united on
carth, 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 lagt thought, prayer, and sigh, will be yours.”

* % * # # * % ¥ %

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 wyself. Thus, he believed me cold and
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selfish to the last, My father talked to me of bette ‘
the hope of my husband’s speedy restoration, and of (fu(f'aglf’éugi
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, T made it a religious duty to visit the
poor invalid. I was shocked to see the ravages of her malad
Her eye of glassy brightness turned on me with such a iocﬂs'
of woe and remorse, it cut me to the heart. I took the pale
thin hand she extended towards me, and burst into te};rs
Yes! I saw it but too clearly. Here was another vietim.
The steps of the destroyer were fearfully accelerated. She had
had & profuse hemorrhage from the lungs, and her voice was so
weak and husky, it was with diffienlty 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. 1Tt is this which gives the sting to death.””  She
Ehenf drew from beneath her pillow a paper that she had writ-
Ieg_ or me, which she begged me to read when I was alone
. id read it. It was the transcript of a warm, romantic heart,
erring and misguided, yet even in its aberrations discovering
?)n i(lima.te love for virtue and truth. Her whole soul wa%
Sire p before me—all her love, imprudence, and ‘remorse
¢ described my husband as an angel of light and purity;

~ . soaring high above the clouds of passion that gathered darkly

?rr;aeundd_heliself. She spoke of that scene, followed by such
n In::n m;)ne twlloe'b (;‘Efyedn -now,” continued Alice, ¢ wasting
' : e bed of death, with the shadows of
ff](;hntg dxiznly' floating round me, knowing that I shaﬁar;cl;lc}g
Witllll 0 €0 }jl., Impassive clay, the memory of that hour presses
v 1.'~:.corc Ing weight on my brain. I must have been mad
urely I had not the eontrol of my reason. I had taken the
}D)Eegé%lgogilghﬁ ant unlusual quantity of opium, which, instead
ng me to sleep, had excited m
them as with fire, Your L o hors
: r husband came in onl ime
before your sudden ent i o e e
; rance, evidently on some ervand:
f};{;ﬁf?oh‘;e};xlly gaused tg speak to me, his looks exp;esasgg
art.  Just ag he was about to leave th
g?ts atta(;zked with one of those spasms you haye s(;;lzzinx;’eg
nessed.  He came to my relief—he administered every

restorative. [
e 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 T 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 borrer. He proclaimed his
inviolable love and devotion for you—bis glanee 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. e 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, ¢“ghe 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 tha
~ stormy deep. 'When I gaze on the moon and stars, I ask my-
gelf if they arc lighting the wanderers on their homeward
way, and sometimes gather hope from their heavenly bright.

ness.
The manuscript of Cecilia here abruptly cloges. = It has
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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 $o be an in-
valid. 'From the rapid motion of both vesscls, it was but a
glance T obtained, after we were near enough to trace these
lincaments. 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 V' then fell back, almost paralyzed, on
the seat. To throw off my coat and plunge in after the ill-
fated lady, in whom 1 had beeome s0 painfully interested, was
an instantancous 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 T was seeking a grave for myself, without being
able to rescue the vietim for whom I had willingly periled my
life.

« T will not attempt to describe the grief of the half-distracted
father. I never left him till he reached his own home. What
a seene of agony awaited him there! The husband and brother,
50 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 dig-
tinguishing the features for ever engraven on his heart. The
hoarse sound of the waves swallowed her drowning shriek—
ouward they bore him, and he saw not 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-

liko this. From the peculiar circumstances that brought us
togetler, T beeame almost identified with this unbappy family.
(linton was the most interesting man I ever saw. ke was a
confirmed invalid, never having recovered from the effects of
his wound. I never saw a smile upon his face, nor could I
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THE PARLOUR SERPENT.

Mrs. WENTWORTH and Miss Flart 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 fo hear
such remarks,” said Miss Hart, ¢ I have no patience to listen
to them. Indeed, T 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
s0 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 consure than Mrs., Wentworth, and in proportion to -

her zensitiveness, was her anxiety to know the observations of
others,

«If you had overheard Miss Bentley and Miss Wheeler
talking of you last night as T did,” continued Migs 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 %o
plain and look so moping. One of them said, you did not dare
1o 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 | —mnonsense I”  exclaimed Mrs. Wentworth,
¢ there never was such an absurd idea. Captain Wentworth
never imposed such a restraint upon me, though I know he

(58)
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up any sudden vacunm 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, ard
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 wus
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 hefore 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 applanded, she opened her doors to visiters, and
appeared in society with a gay dress and swiling eountenance.

“ What a change there is in Mrs. Wentworth I’ observed

Miss Bentley to Miss Hart, as they met one morning at the.

house of a mutual friend. “1 pever 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 e does.”’ - o

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

« Tt 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.” ]

¢« have nothing to say about myself,” answered Miss Hart,
¢«and T 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 conduet. To be
gure T must have my own thoughts on the subject. She is
certainly very imprudent, and too fond of admiration.. DBut
T would not have yon repeat what 1 have said, for the
world, for being in the family it would bave such weight.

2
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Be very careful what you say, and above all, don’t mention
my name.” ‘

Miss Bentley was very carcful 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, unconscions 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 cirele in which he moved. With an uncom-
mon flow of spirits, a ready and graceful wit, a fluent and flat-
tering tongue, e mingled in society unaffected by its contrasts,
unwounded by its asperities, and unruffled by its contentions.
He seemed to vevel in the happy consciousness of being able
to impart pleasure to all, and was equally willing to receive it.
He was delighted to find a fine-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
experienee 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 conld 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 mo
rival. Bhe 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 cirele.

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 lier eyes were lighted up with animation, and her lips

with smiles. She dreaded the reproaches of her husband on

his return, for acting 50 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 eling-
ing to the drifting wreck, or floating in a watery grave, and
recollected the scenes of levity and folly in whieh 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 uwnwavering trust. I
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 faivest characters,
till they blackened and became polluted under her touch, and
yet she felt herself as secure as if she were placed on the
sammit of Mont Blane, 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 unnsually 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 7"’ asked she, laugh-
ing, delighted at what she supposed a spontaneous burst of
admiration.

1 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 I”” repeated Miss Hart to herself, in utter dis- -

may; ‘““who can he mean 7’
. ““Noticed who?” said Mrs. Wentworth, laying down her
book, “I'have not heard a syllable you have been saying.”

THE PARLOUR SERPENT. 63

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

¢ What coloured hair and eyes had she?” asked his sister.

«T eould no more tell the colour of her eyes, than I could
paint yon 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.”

T declare, Henry,” ecried Mrs. Wentworth, ¢ you are the
most extravagant being T ever knew. I don’t know whether
you are in jest or earnest.” ) -

“Qh! you may be sure he is in earnest,” said Miss Hart.
T 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 2’ asked Henry abruptly
—¢“an enthusiast ?”’ :

«ne 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 beauntiful woman read-
ing the Bible to the afflicted and dying, must be the most
angelic objeet 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!” ]

«T 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




64 THE PARLOUR SERPENT.

_eternity. T 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 if.

“ 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.  She 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 2 mock tragedy tone.
“Then it is all over with me—1I 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 wo

~ eharms for me.” .

Migs 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 2 previous affection,
and she seized upon a vague report of Miss Caxrroll’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., IFinding 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. Sheexpeected Henry wounld 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 spacions 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. '

“(faptain Wentworth,” exclaimed she, “is it you ?”’

¢T beg your pardon,” said he, extending his hand cordially
towards her, <1 thought for o momeunt it was my wife, my
Jane, Mrs. Wentworth—where is she? Is she well? Why
do I not see her here 7’

«“(Oh! Captain Wentworth, she had no expectation of your
coming so goon. She is perfectly well. She is gone to a qua-
drille party, and will probably not be at home for several hours
—1I will send for her dircctly.”

“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 scems 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
Lis sonl, and she went on mercilessly deepening the wound
she bad made.

“You will be delighted when you see Mrs. Wentworth—
she looks so blooming and Jovely. You have reason to be
quite proud of your wife—she is the belle of every party and
ball-room. 1 think it is well that you have returned.” Thig
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 I’ she exclaimed ; ¢ you_
must be weary and hungry—1I will order your supper.”

% No, no,” said he, “ 1 have no appetite—I will not trouble
you. Don’t distarb 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

G

et g

ek

T

LR,

SEcoo




66 THE PARLOUR SERPENT.

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 bad 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 hushand

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.” IHer 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 ber clinging arms to
remain round his neck for a moment while he remained as pas-
sive ag 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 sackoloth and ashes. She began to stammer forth some
excuge 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 gay anything, Jane,” said he, sternly. It is
better as it is—1 had deluded myself with the idea, that in all
my dangers and hardships, to whieh 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 yon had agsumed. No,” continued he,
impetuously, entirely forgetful of the presence of Miss Hart,
1 was not prepared for a weleome like this. I expected to
have met a wife—not a flirt, & 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. ¢ He thinks my heart i3 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, 41 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 ohject of attention
and admiration to others. Come, dry up your tears, and exert
the pride and spirit every woman of delicacy and sense should
exercize on such occasions.” ‘ :

Mrs. Wentworth listened, and the natural pride and way-
wardness of the human heart strengthéning the counsels of her
treachcrous 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, wntil he humbly sued for her forgiveness.
The husband and wife met at the breakfast-table without
speaking. Henry was unusuvally 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 ypoliteness of a
sailor, unbent his stern brow when he addressed her, and it
wag in g0 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 loeking from one to the other, first in astonish-
ment, and then in mirth, he exclaimed, «Well, I belicve 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
abous 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
teahoard and produce a terrible erash among the china, the
gmile forsook his lips, and, turning to the captain in rather an
authoritative manner, he demanded an explanation. ,

« Agk 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 nearcr 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 Henry, 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 desirve it. Tncapable hersolf 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 sweeb
Plossoms that veil its path, silent and deadly, she glided amid
the sacred shades of domestic life, darting in ambush her
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venomed sting, and winding her coil in the very bo

warmed and caressed her. She now flitted ab{ﬁlt flzlslziil:t)?na:
what she ealled the best and most ridiculous scene ijmaginable?
and the names of Captain Wentworth and his wife were handied
from lip to lip, one speaking of him as a tyrant, a bear, a
domestic tiger—another of Aer as a heartless devotes of
fashion, or a contemner of the laws of God and man. Most
traly has it been said in holy writ, that the tongué of the
slanderer is set on fire of hell, nor can the waters of the mul-
titudinous sea quench its baleful flames. One evening Henr,
was returning at a late hour from the country, and passin g
manston in the outskirts of the city, whose sh’aded walls zad
modest situation cal}ed 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 forgotteli
her.  He passed the house very slowly, gazing at one

* illuminated window, over which a white muslin curiain softly

floated, and wishing he eould catch another glimps
tenance that haunted him, as he said, like agdreal,)ri Oanlclm\:;:s;
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 partiallj;
open, he heard groans and wailing sounds, indicating distress
within, He approached the door, thinking he mi ghtrender relief
or assistance; and stood at the threshold, gazing on the unex-
pected scene presented to his view. On a low seat, not far
fr:am the door, sat a young lady, in a loose white robe, thrown
around her in evident haste and disorder, her “bair partl
knotted up behind and partly falling in golden waves on he'¥
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 gnowy dress—one hand was placed tenderly under
the wouuded 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
Euiferer, whose pains she had no power to relieve, and 2 little
; on about ten years of age stood near her, weeping bitterly.
: ?gledwas a scene of poverty, and sickness, and distress that
: Eatefaigegozguﬁ; anczi in th;el I{Iilidsli appeared the outlines of
g ike a desc
mnsole.theb sorrows of hlfme;lnigy. wngel of merey, sent dOWn *
“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
benevotence.

«She will die,” said the poor mother, ¢ she’ll never get over
guch a blow as that. Sbe fell with such force, and strack 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 ery to
Him for food. Lie down and compose yourself to rest. 1 will
remain here through the night, and nurse the poor little
patient,  If she is kept very quiet, X think she will be better
in the morning.”

« How kind, how good you are!”” said the mother, wiping
the tear from ber 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, carnestly. ¢ Can I

ever repay your kindness to poor Charles, when he was sick,
and you sat up, night after night, and refused to leave bim ?
And now, when you are sick and belpless, 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.
8till he looked back to eatch one more glimpse of a face where
all the beatitudes dwelt. ITe 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 gir], in her simplicity, purity, and gentle-
ness, unconscious that any eye was upon her, but the poor
widow’s and weeping orphaw’s. He had seen a fair belle in
ill-humour for an Lour; because a slight aceident had soiled a
new dress, or defaced a new ornament, but Lois sat in her
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blood-spotted robes, regardless of the stains, inte
Lobject of he1; tenderness, and that a miserable cl?iidc.mly o the
. “Burely,” 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. Fven were her aﬂ'ectim’::s free
and not wedded to the dead, I should no more dare to love
such a bemg, so spiritual, so holy, so little of the earth, earth
than one of those pure spirits that live in the realms of ethe;IY"
I! what has my life hitherto been? Nothing but a tissué

: of recklessness, folly, and madness. I have been tryine
o

to quench the heaven-born spark within m it sti
! 2 e, but it still butn
d will i ’ in
gﬁduy:ést,?ontmue to burn, while the throne of the Everlastmg,
Henry felt more, reflected more that ni
night, than h
done for five years before. He rose in th% n;orning v(;i’flliai
fixed resolve, to make that night an era in his existence.
fll)ur%ng ’Ehe day the poor widow’s heart was made to siné
or joy,” for a supply was received from an unknown Land
io bounte(Xs &md unlooked for, she welcomed it asa gift from
eaven. i ingpi :
heaven, nd so it was, for heaven inspired and also blessed
Miss Hart began to be -

g uneasy at Henry’s deportme
an‘d she had no reason to think she advanc}gd inphis go?Jti
g}mces, and she had 2 vague fear of that Lois Carroll, whom
sie trusted she had robbed of all power to fascinate his

- imagination,

“ By the way,” said she to him, one day, as if struck by a
sudden thought, ¢ have you seen that pretty Miss Carroll sigce
th?‘%}reni?g you W?ire speaking of her 7"’ '

es,” answered Henry, ¢ ing igh, T ks
helf"i%veral times—why dc‘? ,yocl)fo;sll-;l‘.]?% very high 1 have met
o matter,” said she, petrified at this information : ¢
f:‘ lady yesterday, who knows her intimately, and he(;'néonvlef‘::
102 reminded me of ours on the same subject.”
. ‘;Tgha,t does the lady say of her character ?” asked Henry.
‘ hat every one else does, who knows her—that she is the
g}eﬁttesh hypocrite that ever breathed. Porfectly selfish, self-
righteous, and uncharitable. She says, notwithstandiné her
sweeb countenance, she has a very bad temper, and that no on
is :mllmg to live in the same house with her.” °
‘You told me formerly,” said Henry, “that she was

over chari . . i
o aritable and kind, constan{?ly engaged in labours of
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%(Qh, yes!” answered she, with perfect self-possession ;
¢ there is no end to the parade she makes about her good works,
as she ealls them, but it is for ostentation, and to obtain the
yeputation of a saint, that she does thew.”

¢ But,” said Henry, very warmly, «supposing she exercised
this same heavenly charity when she believed mo eye beheld
Ler, but the poor whom she relieved, and the sick whom she
bealed, and the Gtod whom she adores; would you call that
ostentation "’ ‘

¢ Oh, my dear Mr. More,” cried Miss Hart, with a musieal
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 seeret 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 dcad long, she thinks it
proper to be very demure—I must say frankly and honestly, I
have no faith in these female Zartuffes.” '

¢« Nor I neither,” added Henry, with so peculiar a manner,
that Miss Hart 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, 1
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 topie, 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 bten.so 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 wers
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 mueh 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
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as a successor. Her prospeets with Henr

more dubious—she thoﬁght{l upon the wholg tghr: W;a;ﬁi at?lg
finer-looking and most agreeable man of the two. There was
no knowing but he might separate from his wife, and as the
seemed divorced in heart, she thought it would be much bety:
ter than to remain together 8o cold and distant to cach other.

e .
There was nothing she feared so much as areconciliation; and as

long as she could prevent Mrs. Wentworth from manifesting any

symptoms of submission and sorrow, she was sure her hughand’s

pride would be unyielding. She had a scheme on h
. and at
present, which would promote her own gratificati i
th?l‘ breach between them. gratiieation, and widen
here was a cclebrated actor in the city
_ : whom she

very desirous of seeing, and of whom Oapta'iyxi Wentworth ;;v;g
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 d}isposition
.h1msel¥', am}1 ncverdwould understand the oblique hints she
gave him ; she was determined to mak :
B ns she w ske a bold attack upon the

“ Captain Wentworth,” said she, carel i -

‘¢ , carelessly looking over th
gglﬁlpg pap%;‘, “« dor;’t you mean to take Mrs, WVengtworth tg

18 superb actor 7 she is dying t i 1 ye

ot 1ike 10 mak wors 18 dying to see him, and yct does

“Bhe’s at perfect liberty to go as often as she pleases,”

replied the captai - j i
cligatious.’? captain coldly—“I've no wish to contrql Ler in-

13 -
But she will not go, of course, unless you accompany her,”

1‘6}::]{.18(?. Miss Hart, “not even with her brother.”
y Did she commission you to make this request 7"’
Not precigely; but knowing her wishes, I could not for-
bezﬂ' 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 precinets of home.”
N 'i.‘vl;z ‘i?ptamtwalke% several times up and down the r‘ami],
18 custom when agit i
Hagfl if Shﬁ wished to go l?egrlgglffd-’ then abraplly asked Miss
e wished it, she said, merely to avoid singularit 7
body else went ; but had i b : worth, sbo
wou}{d never ha;r(}) meﬁ?o:xi:ll (;i;.been for Mos. Wentworth, sho
The ;aptain declared that if she had the slightest desire,

T b e O
SR oo St

S

esnaleii iy ity

R e BT B

e




74 THE PARLOUR SERPENT.

it was a command to him, and the tickets were accordingly
purchased. : ‘ o

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 2 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, cver 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 tome, as if she feaved some one was listening to her
counsels.

T beg, [ entreat,” said she, “that you would rally your
spirits, and not let the world see that you are cast down by his
ill treatment, Al 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.”

¢ Tt ig no matter,” replied Mrs. Wentworth, despondingly,
«T don’t care how I look—the only eyes I ever really wished
-0 charm, now tarn from me in disgust; I'm weary of acting
the part of a hypoerite, of smiling and chattering, and talking
nonsense, when I feel ag if my heart were breaking. Oh!
that I bad not weakly yielded my better reason to that fear of
the world’s censure, which has been the ruin of my happiness.”

“ I would never suffer my happiness to be affected one way or
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the other,” cried Miss Hart, “by a2 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.”

«QOh! you little know the strength or depth of a womhn’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 romantie 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 intonse emotion, he raised
his head, tears which were no staln upon his manhood, were
glistening on his dark cheek. Miss Hart looked on with feel-
ings similar to those which we may“suppose 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; L 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
see at the theatre.”

“That you have deceived me, Miss Hart,” answered the
captain, “ [ 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, T 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
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
be g0 eruel 7 you whom I so trusted, and thought my best and
truest friend !’ : '
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T have said nothing buf the truth to either,” cried Miss
Hart boldly, seeing all subterfuge was now vain, “aund
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. 1 never made you
jealous, Captain Wentworth, nor your wife credulous ; and, as

1 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 recolleeting the next morning that a certain
lady had given her a most pressing invitation to visit her, she
departed, and no one said “ Grod bless her.”

Henry, who had seen full ag much ag 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—Ilove and joy for distrast and sorrow.

Henry had seen the physician and minister whom Miss Hart
had mentioned as the lovers of Lois Carroll. The young phy-
* steian happened to be a bald, broad-faced man, with a long
nose, which turned up at the end, as if looking 2t 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 aceomplishments of
her sex-—her mind was enriched with oriental and classieal
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

S
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peculiar to him—when for a moment he was left alone with her.
#T am no longer a welcome guest.” .

“ Forgive us,” answered Lois, her face mantling with carnest
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 infidel I cried Henry, ““and do you belicve me such,
and condemn me as guch, 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.”

“ Tt 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 sistor received her into her household, and her domestio
bappiness came near being the wreck of her malignant arts—
I could give you any proof you may ask of her falschood and
turpitude.”

“I ask none,” cried Lois, with an irradiated countenance,
“I believe your assurance, and rejoice in it. I cannot
deseribe 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 uns;phisticated Lois tremble. She trembled and wept
*




78 THE PALLOUR SERPENT.

Her heart melted before his i‘mpassioned declaration, but she
to vield immediately to its dictates. . o
feafll'?(iliiro gourse of life hay(;. 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 seutiment, and that the temptations
of the world would resume their influence over his heart.
¢ et us still be friends,” said she, smiling through her tears,
¢+ili time has more fully unfolded our characters to each other.
We are as yet but acquaintances-of a day, as it were, and if wlre
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. iransient union of this
world—it soars far, far beyond it, illimitable as space, and
everlasting as the soul’s existence.”” Heary felt, while listen-
ing to this burst of hallowed feeling, that to possess the love
of Tiois 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.
Tt 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 ashamgg.
to acknowledge. “ Whose beautiful country-seats are those?
asked a fellow-passenger, pointing to two elegant mausions,
that stood side by side as if claiming consanguinmity 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 wmdo’\:v, as_they passed—-‘-:
¢you must have heard of them.” ¢ No,” said the g}t}ra?‘gm ;
«is there anything remarkable connec.ted_ 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 busband—
and they could not agree, and the whole city were talkmg abou&
them, so he took her into the country, and makes her fast ;il
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, and there 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 serionsly injured. She was dreadfully bruised
and mangled, and carried insensible into Captain Wentworth’s
house. The stranger, whose curiosity was exeited 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 & 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, T 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 5o 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 becanse she
had injured, for the cares that prolonged her miserable exist-
ence. She eould not speak, but she could see and hear, and
her senses seemed sharpened by the bondage of her tongue.

3 - 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 Gtod’s holy word, and joining
with Lois in hymns to the Redecmer’s praise, she rolled her
cyes 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-
: l
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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 eried like
him, in bitterness of spirit, # My punishment is greater than I
can bear.” Tt was intolerable to her to look upou 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 Ler 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 I”

A3
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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-

lar neatness 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 magieian has suddenly converted
the inhabitants into stong. I will dismount and explore some
of these buildings—perchance T shall find some man, who ig
only half marble, who can explain this enchantment of silence,”
He 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
fore,father_s-:—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
kis mirth. He inquired the name of the village, and found
to his surprise be was in the midst of one of those Shaker

@b
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establishments, of whose existence, and of whose gingular .

doctrines, he was well aware, but which, his own home being
remote, he had never had an opportunity of witnessing. De-
lighted with the circumstanee, 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 interes. 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-ity
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 hypoerite, 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 n common dwelling-place. They entered a spa-
eious hall, the floor of which presented such a dazsling
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 preeision on each
side of the building, marked the boundaries of either sex.

Roland seated himself at some distance from the prescribed
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limits, and waited with proper solemnity the entran
worshippers. He observed that the menyinvariably eg?;eggdﬂ;:
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 an’
becoming. A shirt of the purest white, short gown of the
game texture, a "kerchief folded in stiff wnbending plaits, a
mob cap of linen fastened close around the face, from whi,ch
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 colotr-
less as marble were the cheeks of that sex he bad been wont
to see adoreed with the roses of beauty and health. The
arose and arranged themselves in a triangular form Whﬂ’;
several of the aged stood in the centre, commencing the wor-
ship bya hymn of praise. Their voices were harsh' and broken
but the devotion of their manmer sanctified the strains, and
' .”]l;oland felt not, as he feared he should, a disposition for mirth.
! ut when they gradually formed into a procession, marching
wo and two in a regular line, 2ll joining in the wild and disso-
nant notes, then warming as they continued, changing the
solemn march into the liveliest dance, clapping their hands
stmultaneously and shouting till the cold white walls resounded
“'qt}i the strange hosannas; all the while, those hueless pas-
SLOH ess faces gleaming by him, so still and ghastly mid ’their
shroud-like garments, his brain began to reel, and he almoss
magined himself attending the orgies of the dead, of resuscita-

~ted bodies, with the motions of lifs, but without the living

soul.  Still, over the whole group there was i
solemnity and .d?vot_ion ,an appa%ent%baudonment zf szlzvi%l(ig
;Y;)(;lll*%;i—-ilan anticipation of the loneliness and lifelessness of the
jomb, that redeemed it from ridicule, and inspired emotions
indred fo 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 i
lginera,l uniformity of the scene, i{mt ‘which grew upocfc}]ils? e?:ae
’_{l‘he the outline of the landscape through the morning mist,
eré 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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gerutiny. Her age might be fourteen or fifteen, perhapa
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 eycs
were turned towards him, with a wistful and earnest expres-
sion, as if claiming sympathy and kinduess from some: con-

enial 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 heat upon the floor.  Roland leaned from the window

near which he was seated, to sce 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 shuflling, gliding motions, increasing in velocity, and this
sweet apparition so unespectedly mingling in guch 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-
coptable sacrifice on the altar of God, the sacrifice of those
gocial affections, which find guch beautiful emblems in the

works of nature. Roland became so lost in these reflections,
he hardly noticed the elosing 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 accosting her, and
discovering if she were a willing devotee. As she walked
along with a light step, in spite of her clumsy high-heeled
shoes, by the side of an ancient dame, Roland, unconscious of
“the extreme audacity of the act, and hardly knowing himself
in what manver 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 floek?
what is your business with this child, whom our rules forbid

you to address 7”7 Roland felt at first very indignant, but a

e b i R

O

THE SHAKER GIRL. 85

moment’s reflection convinced him he had err
gressed their rigid rules.  He felt too that he h:g,p?ar:idtﬁﬁ-
self in rather a ridieulous situation, and he stood before the re‘
buking elder with a blush of ingenuous shame, that complete]--
disarmed his wrath.  «You are young, very young,” said thJ;
old man—*and I forgive you—yon have been brm;ght up in
the midst of the vanities of the world, and I pity you; eﬁpm
heart cleaves to you, young man, and when you becom’eyweary
ff)ig 3!12;3 tivambles, as you shortly will, come to us, and you vﬁﬂ
ﬂway-”a peace which the world can neither give nor take
He shook hands with Roland after he had
knowledged his offence, thanked him for his co?ﬁs]z‘in;nghlgigg-
nesfs,_ and, mounting his horse, left him with a sentiment of-
g_n eigned respect; so true it is, that sineerity of faith gives
d ég:;fly toRtgxlzngr%fes]jo(xi %f 1]1£1any a creed revolting to human
. ooked back upon the beautiful villa
g{;n?ﬁ:}*ﬁd at what he had just witnessed. He felt ag:{;rigg
& I:hm 1on to linger, that he might discover gomething more
of & ¢ peculiarities of this singular and isolated people. Had
t }? kuown their incorruptible honesty, their unwearied industr
eir trusting hospitality, their kindness and charity—had gé
s;:;an the pale sisterhood extending their cherishing cares to the
ek 11d1&en of orphanage and want, he would have been con-
;mce that warm streams of living tenderness were flowin
e]ifgith ghé cold forms of their austere religion. 8
and bray was very young, and had seen but litt
;vct)rlld.f. He had led the secluded life of a student a?zc?fltaltll?;
ately freed from collegiate restraints, he had been t’rying,- his
g;l;gs, preparatory to a bolder flight across the Atlantic. He
s ;‘or}; on the ;ay to his sister, who, with himself, was placed
s Werg g;‘;aga :;n?lafl%) o.f; I:;he qxgallent& Mr. Worthington, for
larly destitute of ,kindr‘.:é ]:)a(:i}nlol'1 tfg)enl b of e butsingu-
wrly, st of their . A
Invalid gentleman, one of ,his fa?her’e abf Of i was '
to travel in foreigﬁ climes to try th Sbearg o e Shout
sphere, and he urged Roland i{) b: h?: ee{fn?f oS
: anion.
E;ggg:al v:as accepted with gratitude, and Rolagd, with btslg;ilni
o s, ;‘Ifla u‘:{;necl to his sister, to bid her farewell, before launch-
o e ; g?ep blue sea.”  Lucy Gray was older than her
onother, ]im h.l om childhood had exercised over him the influ-
o m°W1d fw ich a few additional years, joined to a strength
in : ar beyond her years, invested her. He was the ob-
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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 dograding, the thought that love might
make the youth a rebel to her will.  She believed the affections
cntirely 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 fuiled not
to give due interest to his interview with the Shakers, and
Jaughed 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 vomance. 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. :
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After an absence of four years Roland Gray appeared onoce

THE SHAKER GIRL.

more in the family cirele of Mr. Worthingt is haji
assumed & d_a.rker _shade, and his cheek 3 oigax?lﬁér gﬁ@ hﬁf;t %ﬁd
same sunshiny spirit lighted up his brow and anin;ated h.'e
lips; it was Roland Gray still, only the bloom of boyh 1(;3
was lost in the sunniness of manhood. * Lucy’s handsom}(; %ot
severe countenance was so irvadiated with joy, it was alm ut
dazzling irom the effect of contrast: and as she vat by his sigs
and gazed in his face, she felt that all her affections and h e’
hopes were so completely centered in him they could gr
separated only with the breaking of her heart. © Ha ae
Roland was in being reunited to his sister, hig attentiggyw ;
not so engrossed as to forget the kindly greetings due t t1=11 X
ot]:{t‘e; 1}nembers Ef Mr. Worthington’s householdg o e
have an adopted daughter to introduce t0,” sai
:fi(])lrcténonfgfigni dx('iawling forward a young girly;lli;,o ,onsilli 1\;'-
anco of koland, had retreated behind a stand of fams,
ixllig E:s;cﬁeli(;rsefl‘f 1%' plckinhg boﬂ' the faded leavefer;llggigsé
ecome too familiar with beauty in forei I
surprised into admiration of a faeey hovfr‘zlw‘reelxg nfagilll}lafé i?]@?:
;v(?sni El;\;ze%leeés;eahxpodfztjg and simplicity diffased over the
oung fice im, that interested his feelings and dis-
armed his judgment. He could scarcely te olout of b
e{;s, f%r }fhey were downeast, but thereywas:su stglnelgt(ﬁ?;g frf i}?l?;
giezsu?-e h?g (fng;;r:si] aiglat i}ilpéied“sﬁelsympathized in the
easur ing excited. oland,” conti /
;Vc;rlfli?sgg:g ue\;f;der?‘tg.de.lighteg with the ;eceptl;zﬁmfg 1}‘3131('1
avourite, “this is my daughter Grace, w i-
%30111;391{ Llas kImldIy given to cheera wic%owed and c’hilgl(:sns E:g;;
o1k E“; ook upon you almost as my son, so you will find
 her, it![lrnst, another sister to love.” ~ Roland held out his
ety 6 great alacrity to seal this new compact, but the
pred ,f:, race drew back with an embarrassment he was un-
- ow;zo Increase, seeing 1t was entirely unaffected; and
e t,hs ggmethmg in Luey’s glance that told him she re-
ponted ! te ]; ea of such a partnership in his affections. He
o 1 :f 3 u; “marvel where good old Mr. Worthington had
plaine i(:) da airy gift, but believing the mystery would be ex-
plamed i ue i}:;me, he promised himself no slight gratification
fale ).nndg a character, eonc'ez?led under such a veil of bash-
e wﬁl reserve. The twilight hour found the brother and
her alking together towards their accustomed seat under
be .)Jflcamore boughs, the scene of many of Luey’s former
nsels, 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 f—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 hdve 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 ?”

«] am glad you bave 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

jmposition on your open, generous nature. I do not know who .

 ghe 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, in a 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 pameless foundling the heart and the fortane
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,” sald Luecy, “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 caloulating. 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 aseribed to her character, and he invariably treated her
with that consideration due to the situation she held in Mr.-
Worthington’s family. It was impogsible, 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 vigii
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 Luocy to 2 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-
gtrained, 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-
prossed 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 ecvening, 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 Girace
langhingly fastened the linen bands. Roland uttered so sudden
an exclamation, it made Lucy start from her seat, upsctting
bishop, knight, and royalty itself. The mystery was revealed,
the pretty little Shakeress stood before him. The close liner.;
border, under which every lock of hair was concealed, trans-
formec‘l851:;c 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.
Ho 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
fisure—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 bencath 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 weaning of all this
bustle 7’ said Lucy, locking at Grace with so much asperity it
made her involuntarily draw closer to Mr. Worthington. ¢ 1t
means,” said Roland, delighted and excited by the discovery
he had made, and forgetting his sister’s daily cautiong—“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 I’ Mr. Worthington
laughed, and taking the hand of Grace drew her upon his
knee. ¢ Becanse 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 bad 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 cnriosity,
“hLow came she amongst them ?” Before Mr. Worthington
could reply, Grace clasped her hands earnestly together, and
oried, “ I was a stranger, and they took me in; [ 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
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to interpret every change of her brother's countenance, she
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 politie 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 & warning whisper into her brother’s ear ag
she passed out. Here Mr. Worthington entreated Grace to
tell Roland all she knew of herself, assuring her, in his sim-
plictty, 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. 1t could be comprised in a few words. She told of
her sad and almost desolate childhood, of her dwelling in a
litle 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 danghter’s

_ place in his heart and home. Her father’s name was (old-

man, which she had willingly resigned for that of Worthing-
ton, for the memory she had of him, was like a dark and

terrible dream——fearful to remember. Thedread 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 Luey 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
wmight 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 Graee 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.
(irace 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, ecould give her no information.

Here was inystery 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 gister’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 convie-
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
pight, with a thousand bright hopes hovering round her pillow.
Roland then was her first benefactor. Tt was he, who had
awakened the intercst of Mr. Worthington, and directed him
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to her retreat. e, the handsome and noble-looking youth
whose dark piercing eyes had kindled in her such yea-rningé
afier the world fromi which she was execluded, 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 bad 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 7”7 For two or three days, Roland aveided being alone
with Luey, 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 dearcst wishes. ¢ Graco,” said Luey-—they were alone
and secure of interruption, for Mr. Worthington and Reland
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
ker lap; her cheeks glowed painfully, but with that habitual
reverence for truth which always distinguished her, ghe an-
swered, “I was thinking of Roland.” Unprepared for such
perfect ingenuousness, Lucy hesitated a moment, and con-
sctence upbraided her for the part she was about to act, bus
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
“NeverI” ¢«Then,” said the inquisitor, drawing a re_lie\ring’-
breath, ©Grace, your task is easy, and 1 rejoice that he has
made it s0; yow must not think of Roland, you must not love
%llt’l’l, for he never can be to you anything more than he now
i3’ Grace turned deadly pale, but she did not speak, and
Lucy went on—¢ My brother was my father’s only son, and
15 sole heir of a name long conspicuous for its honours. Qur
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 solemmity of that awful hour, to guard his honour from
stain, and his name from degradation. My father was aproud
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 crucl 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 Luey’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 toher. The curses of her father again
rung in her ears—the helpless cries of her mother. She
clasped her hands despaivingly over her eyes—she knew she
had heen poor and wretched; but benevolence and charity had
administered to her wants, and the very remembranee 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 erashed her,
that chilled her blood, and turned her checks to marble and
her lips to ashes. Lucy paused, and attempted to scothe the
agony she had excited. Cold herself to the softer emotions,
ghe had no faith in the eternity of love. (race, 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 clogely 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
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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,
gavo 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
foll 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 eirele, 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, DBut was she happy in the success of her
opcrations ! She had planted thorns in the bosom of another
—but were there none rankling in ber 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 gorrow wilfully wrung from the eyes of
another, shall be doomed to give only tears of blood. ]
Roland wondered at the change that had eome 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 Iately 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 ber 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
ghe 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 2 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, she steeled her conscience, in reflecting on
the necessity of the act. Let not Girace be condenned, as too
weak and yielding, as too blind an instrmment 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. Kvery-
thing around her was tumultaous and fearful, and she learned
to shudder at the awful manifestations of evil passions, before
ghe 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 Qissension was unheard, and the storms of passion unfelt,
her gpirit had been so hushed and subdued, her sensibilities 0
repressed, and her energies held down, she moved along her
daily path a piece of beautiful and exquisite mechanism, but
whose mogt powerful springs had never been touched. It 13
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 Iiden. In the seclusion of a
school, her timidity still induced her to hrink within herself’;
in the companionship of Luey, 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 implety, but when
she Jaid 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 ceusure. :

“You see,” said Lucy to her brother, the night before
Grace’s departure, “the influence of early habits. Perhaps
all this time Girace 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 I” eried Roland, completely thrown off his guard
by Luey’s sudden insinuation. ¢ She is strange and unae-
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. T 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 ecountry. Grace is equal to the
highest ; for she elaims her birthright from the Almighty him-
self, and carries on her brow the signet of heaven.” ¢ Stop
Rol:n:ud, for heaven’s sake, and hear me.”” 1 will not stop 2
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 s0.” ~ He laid his hand
upon the Iatch, but Lucy sprang forward like lightning, and
seized it in her own. “One moment, Roland, only one mo-
ment ; I9, 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 iz if
you would say, Luey ? you asked for one moment, and I have
given you more.” - ¢ Only promise to wait till her return;
that iz all T ask; T 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 hé
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 Luocya
look that might have melted a heart of stone.

¢ Grace,” said Roland, ¢ come back to us soon.”” Te 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 $o 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
(race 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.. ¢ Qnly a few months,” pleaded she, ““and
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then I shall be well and strong again; all T need is quiet.”
“The child is right,” added bSusban; “eahe is We:.n"quf;afIl e:fle
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 wpon her as our guest"
our daughter in love, but not our sister in the spirit of the
Lord.” * Satislied with this promise, Mr. Worthington blessed
(irace, 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 ga‘thermg. the leaves of the medicinal plants, in spreading them
on pieces, of pure white linen to dry; in eollecting 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, 50 as not to offend the austerity of their taste
with no other ornament than her shining hair, simply parte(i
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 Graee, “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 given
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-

 trified at the sight, she let go her apron, and the leaves fell in

arosy shower around her, ¢ Grace, dear Grace!” exclai :
Roland, and both hands were claspéd in his own. Nov?r n;ﬁli
had been called dear Grace, and sweet Grrace, and pretty Grace
o thousand times in her life, but never in such a tone and
with such eyes looking down into her heart. It is ea,sy to
Imagine why Roland came, and how elogquently 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. TFor  mo-
ment a flood of rapture, deep and overwhelming, lowed in upon
her heart from the conviction that she was thus beloved ; the
bext, a cold and freezing thought shot through it and tu,rned |
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the current to ice. Ymey-—her threatened curse, her withering

enmity, her own promise of never thinking of Reland, and of
never revealing what had passed between Lmey 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 T 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 Lmey; she could
only declare her unworthiness, her poor and perhaps disgrace-
ful origin ; and this only called forth a more impassionedassur-
ance of his disinterested love, and his disdain of sueh scruples.
He endeavoured to soothe and earess, 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 T return, and then, if the obstacle I fear no longer

exists,”—she paused a moment, and her truth-telling lips con-
strained her to ufter—¢ 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 ealm but
sympathizing ear the story of her love and the obstacles that
opposed it. Her single heart was too parrow 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 Luey hanging over her love. ¢« Oh,
she will relent *’ cried Girace; ¢ Roland’s sister cannot be such
a monster.”” Had the chastened Susan witnessed her parting
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with Roland, she would have read a still more solemn lesson
on the sinfulness of earthly affections ; but she ounly 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.

1t would be difficult to deseribe 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 10
longer disguised the bitterness of her heart. She hated Grace
still more, since she was conscions 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 i;amily
equal to ours, and that your alliance will bring no disgrace.”

Strange paradox of the human heart! Had Lueay 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 selfwill, feeling 2 kind
of stern joy that she had made others as wretched as herself.

* #* * * * * # # *

Grace was standing in a lighted saloon, leaning on the ar
of Mr. Worthington, and an unwilling i)arta,kel{iI of the gal;
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, then 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 serutiny, 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
devotml}, now jealous and irritated, drew to her side. ¢ Oh
Roland,” said she, suddenly agitated by a new emotion, ¢ there
15 something in that stranger’s face, resembling this "’ —and

g *
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she drew from her bosom the miniature suspended from the
olden 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, ¢1 must be pardoned
—but allow me to Jook at that pieture.” Grace 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 f—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 unele, 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 east 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. er 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 frony the clamours of his
ereditors, Goldman removed his wife from place to place, till
she was far out of the reach of former friends, when, plunging
decper and deeper in the gulf of inebriation, he left her to
die, as we have described, of & broken heart. For himself, he
died & drunkard’s death by the wayside, and was buried by
the same humane sociefy that protected his orphan child. This
cireumstance 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 hiz parents,
and to seck in vain intelligence of his lost sister, till he saw
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in the crowd the lovely form of Grace, such ill-£;
mother was in the days of her beauty and youtﬁ? hﬁxcl;}c%ﬁg
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% i
ho;z‘g and ghlmrdlec'([i her orpban child. T
was & happy day for Grace, when, as the bri
she accompanied her husband,and h’er uncleb;;dfhgfhlzgnlzu(;iff
her early youth. 8he 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 gladl
have lavished wealth upon them, in remuneration forgtheg
cares, but they steadfastly refused his gifts, asserting the had
ouly done their duty, and merited no reward. Do yuntﬂ
others, as we have done towards yours,” replied these follow-
f:‘S of our Saviour’s golden rule. "¢ When you hear us reviled
yl the world, and our worship scorned, and our rites ridi-
euled, defend us if you can; and if one of the disciples of our
creed should be in need of suceour, be unto him as a brother
and we ask no more.” ¢ Dear Susan,” said Grace, when the
xpartm‘gcg hour arrived, as she lingered behind to bid her fare-
(w}eg,ﬂ am I not the happiest of human beings?’ ¢ T bless
¢ 0 : 1at you gre happy, my child,” answered Susan laying
er hand solemnly on her head—¢¢and long, long m’ay you
gﬁmz}tjquo ; but forget not, days of darkness may come, that
! ¢ bridal garments may be ehanged for sackeloth, and ashes
Fe scattered over the garlands of love. Remember then 0
‘;rgif;, tlLere is a ref:uge from tl.le woes and vanities of %he
o W are the spirit may wait in peace for its everlasting
home, race wept, but she smiled through her tears, and
ated onee more at Roland’s side, she felt as if darkness and
sorrow could never be Zer portion.




A RAINY EVENING.

A SEETCH.

LEASANT little group was gathered round Uncle Ned's
doie;?cf ﬁearth. He}'sgat 011)1 one side of the fire-place, OppI:)..
site Aunt Mary, whe, with her book in her hand, watched t ﬁ
children seated at the table, some reading, otEers sewm%, (1a
occupied, but one, a child « of larger growth,” a young lady,

who, being a guest of the tf’am.:.‘ily, Wasf suffered to indulge in
of idleness without reproot. o
th?‘%???%ove a rainy evening,” said little Ann, looking ‘:J_p
from her book, and meeting her mother’s smiling glance, ‘16
is so mice to sit by a-good fire and hear the rain pa,ttehrmg
against the windows, Ounly I pity the poor people who have
no bouse to cover them, to keep off the rain and the cold. .
« And I love a rainy evening, too,” cried {teorge, & boy 1:-)
about twelve, I can study so much hetter. My thoug ht;s
stay at home, and don’t keep rambling out after the bright
moon and stars. My heart feels warmer, and I really be-he’\,re
T love everybody better than I do when the weather 1s fair.
Uncle Ned smiled, and gave the boy an approving patlon
the shoulder. Xvery one smiled but the. young lady, who,
with a Janguid, discontented air, now played with a pair of sqtﬁ-
sors, now turned over the leaves of a book, then, with an'lt-
suppressed yawn, leaned idly on her elbow, and looked into
thi‘f:&{‘:l‘d what do you think of a rainy evening, Elizabeth ?:‘:
asked Uncle Ned. ¢ I should like to hear your opinion also.

1 think it over dull and uninteresting, indeet(ii’é r)nswered
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she. T always feel so stupid, I can hardly keep myself awake
—one eannot 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 1magine what Gteorge and Ann see to admire so much in a
disagreeable rainy evening like this.”

¢ Bupposing I tell you a story, to enliven you ?”” said Uncle

ed. o

“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
of interest. Gieorge still held his book in his hand, but his
bright eyes, sparkling with unusual snimation, were riveted
upon his uncle’s face. 1 : ' '

“lLam going to tell you a story about a rainy evening,”
gaid UnelegN e(%_. Y d d %

“0Oh! that will be so pretty ! eried Ann, clapping her
hands; but Elizabeth’s countenance fell below zero. 1t was .
an ominous annuneiation. :

“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.”

Greorge 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 blusking, I understand uncle’s meta-
ghor. She is his rainbow, and he thinks life one long rainy

ay.”’

. ““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
4 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 signifieant 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. Tt 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 cireumstances, and
Mary had none of the appliances of wealth and fashion to
decorate her persen, or gild ber 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, transecend all the gandy
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, ag if art loved fo
sdorn 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
waunt-of grace. Often, when I saw her in the social cirele, so
brilliant znd 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!”’
«Qh! uncle,” interrupted George, laughing, «if 1 were
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Aunt Mary, I would not let you praise any other lady so
warmly. You are go taken up with her beanty, you have for-
gotten all about the rainy evening.” ‘
- Aunt Mary smiled, but it is more than probable that Georee
really touched one of the hidden springs of her woman’s healgt
for s%e loo]ic)e& down, and said nothing, : ’
“Don’t be impatient,” said Uncle Ned, ¢and you shal
be cheated out of your story. I began it for Elizjrlbeth’s slsaxlizt
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 unconseic;usly.
At length the autumnal equinox approached, and gathering
clouds, north-eastern gales, and drizzling rains, sncceeded o
the soft breezes, mellow skies, and glowing sunsets, peculiar
to that .beautlful season. For two or three days I,wa,s con-
fined within doors by the eontinuous 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 Nauny; but they are terrible
creatures, these blue gentlemen, and I could not endure them
any longer. - 8o the third rainy evening, I put on my over-
coat, buttoned it up to my chin, and taking my umbrellz in
my hand, set out in the direction of Mrs, Vane’s. ¢ Here?
thought I, as my fingers pressed the latoh, ¢I shall find the
mooulight 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 & privilege to which, perhaps, I had no legitimate

right, opened the door of the family siiting-room
myself in the presence of the beaut{ful Thgres:———,”and found
Here Uncle Ned made a provoking pause. '
“Pray, go on.” “How was she dressed 7’ ¢ And was
she glad to see you?” assailed him on every side.
“Ilow was she dressed?” repeated he.” “I am not very
well skilled in the technicalities of a lady’s wardrobe, but I
®n give you the general impression of her personal ;ppear-
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. Tn the first place, there was a jumping up and an oft
?12?131 sliding step togmrd’s an opposite door, as 1 entex};e.d ; but
a disobliging chair was in the way, and I was ma mg_mg
Jowest bow, before she found an opportunity of disappearing.
Coufused and mortified, she scarcely returned my salutation,
while Mrs. Vane offered me a chair, and expressed, in nsomeUi
what dubious terms, their gratification at such an unexpecte

leasure. I have no doubt Theresa wished me at the bottom
of the Frozen Ocean, if I might judge by the freezing g}_z;nc_es
she shot at me through her long lashes. She sat uneasily 11n
her chair, trying to conceal her slipshod shoes, and furtively
arranging her dress about the shoulders and waist. It was a
most rebellious subject, for the body and skirt were lat o};}»er}
warfare, refusing to have any communion Wl?h eae I1 Ot'eli‘
Where was the graceful shape I had so much admired? In vam}
sought its exquisite outlives in the folds of that loose, slm_reln ﬁ
robe. Where were those glistening ringlets and bur?ms I-IIG
locks that had so lately rivalled the tresses of Medusa ! : er
hair was put in tangled bunches behm@ her ears, and tucked ug
behind in a kind of Gordian knot, which would have requ:_lie&
the sword of an Alexander to untie. Her frock was a ?‘?ii ed
and dingy silk, with trimmings of sallow blonde, and a fade
fancy handkerehief was thrown over one shoulder. ;g
«¢ You have caught me completely en déshabiile, said she,
recovering partially from her embarrassment; ¢but the even-
ing was 8o rainy, and no one but mother and mzse}f’, I never
dreamed of such an exhibition of gallantry as this. ot
¢ 8he could not disguise her vexation, with all her reﬂ'ol ts to
conceal it, and Mrs. Vané evidently shared her daughter 3
chagrin. I was wicked enough to enjoy their confusm}n, a’ih
never appeared more at my ease, or played the agreeab edvn
more signal success. 1 was dlsepchanted at once, an 1?%
mind revelled in its recovered‘ freedom_. My godd;}ssd a
fallen from the pedestal om which my 1magmatmnh_1alm ;n(i
throned her, despoiled of the beautiful dra.pery‘ which ha
imparted to her such ideal loveliness. 1 knew that I was a

favourite in the family, for I was wealthy and independent, F.

all Theresa’s admirers what the world would
2:1% t};lfli)aégi gfatch. I maliciously asked her to play on the
piano, but she made a thousand excuses, studiously keeplrLg
back the true reason, her disordered attire. I asked hert 0
play a game of chess, but ‘she had a headache ; she was 00
stupid ; she never could do anything on a rainy evening.

A RAINY EVENING. 109

“ 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-
ively; ‘T am always so wretchedly dull. I helieve I was born
to live among the: sunbeams, the moonlight, and the stars.
Clouds will never do for me,’ :

¢ Amen,’ I silently responded, as I closed the door. While
' was putting on my coat, I overheard, without the smallpst
intention of listening, a passionate exelamation from Theresa,

“ ¢ (Gtood heavens, mother! was there ever anything so un-
Jucky? Inever thought of seeing my neighbour’s dog to-night.
If T have not been completely caught I '

“ ¢1 hope you will mind my advice next time,’ replied her
mother, in a grieved tome. *I told you mot 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
penctralia 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. 'f'he evening was not very far advanced,

~and as T turned from Mrs. Vane’s fashionable mansion, I saw

a wodest 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 T was

gay and young, and a passionate admirer of beauty, I had very
cxalted ideas of domestic felicity. I knew that there was
many a rainy day in life, and T thought the companion who
was born alone for sunheams and moonlight, would not aid me
to dissipate their gloom. I had, moreover, 2 shrewd suspi-
cion that the danghter who thought it a sufficient excuse for
shameful personal neglect, that there was no one present but
her mother, would, as a wife, be equ: lly regardless of a hus-
band’s presence. While T pursued these reflections, my feet
involuntarily drew nearer and more near to the light, which
had been the loadstone of my opening manhood. T had con-
tinued to meet Mary in the gay circles I frequented, but T had
lately become almost a stranger to her home. ¢Shall I be a
weloome guest? said T to myself, as'1 crossed the threshold.
‘Shall T find her en déshabille, likewise, and Qiscover that
eminimlaobea.uty and grace are incompatible with a rainy even-
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ing? T heard a sweet voice reading aloud as I opened the
door, and I knew it was the voice which was once music to my
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.
Ier 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 hecause a mother’s eye alone rested on its bloom.
A beautiful cluster of autumnal roses, placed in u 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? 1t 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
races 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, withont 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 T, before 1 left her.
« ] love it of all things,” replied she, with animation.
¢There is something so home-drawing, so heart-knitting, in its
influence. The dependencies whick 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 pan i
_ 1 . sed, as if fearf
msealing t%le fo]mtams of her heart. pI said thsaz Bf';'er(:lrﬁga:lf
ton was an invalid, and consequently retired carly to 'her'eha,m-
ber ; buﬁ I lingered till a late hour, nor did I go till T had
iuade.a a full confession of my folly, repentance, and awakened
love; and, as Mary did not shut the door in my face, you m
1mf,‘gme!she was not sorely displeased.” 7 v
. A(Iix ! T know who Mary was. I knew all the time,” ex-
claimed George, looking archly at Aunt Mary. A brighi: tear.
which ab that moment fell into her lap, showed that though
811?‘11;;{, Shﬁ was 10 uninterested auditor, | s
ou haven’t done, father 7 said little Ann, in a & i
ed tone; “1 thought you were going to tell ::,l :m;sapp%lgnt-
hazel.b{laen t;lkmg about yourself all the time.”” oA
. ave been something of an egotist, to he sure i
ig;;léhbi:rtné lrza:i]ted :iso show my dear yo:mg friend ’h?i Iiﬂ;{;}
U depend upon a rainy evening. Life i
all of sunshine. The happi y PORPETOUS st e
_ . ppiest and most pros
th];alr seasons of gloom and darkness, andgvoepﬁgoiisggg:; fl‘:ri‘;g
:;1 eczlsehsool;x:: uoIr%;Iys of; hbrléh::lness emanate to gild those dark-
_ . o88 the Grod of the rain as well as t -
shine. I can read His mercy and His love as wgllhiiszl?e

+ tempest, whose wings ébscure the visible glories of His erea-

tion, as in the splendour of the risi
) _ e riging sun, or th
ﬂIl]at des](:zengl after his setting radiance:g I l;egan W(;tlioitl;}::ﬁ
Enozimt esfégt? iaénbow v‘;ashdrawn on the clouds that lowered
that ul day, and that it still continued to shine wi
‘ _ e with
Eon%tan};fésfaﬁb%?‘?fy. V\,Tmélari{, mg children, was sent by God
man’s darker destiny, IFrom the glowi
red, emblematic of that love whi . Tdows big
: ) which warms and gladdens hi
existence, to the violet melting int reaven, sym.
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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. T am afraid, Ellen, your dress is
rather too tight,” said Mrs. Loring, who was superintending
the process with & keen and experienced eye; ¢ you had better
not wear it, it may give you a consumption.” ¢ Ridiculous!”’
exclaimed Ellen, “it feels perfectly loose and ecomfortable; I
am suare 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 7’

¢ 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
(112)
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over your shoulders, Thege
. ; pearl beads are ve :
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of being admired, she glided through the dance, gracefully
holding her flowing drapery, smiling, blushing, coquetting and
fiirting. 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
Lambi~—and she believed it. Perhaps some may assc;i't that
the danghters of fashion are not always forgetful of their God, *
for they are often beard to eall 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 inconvenicnces, of whose existence
she seemed previously unconscious. Her feot ached from the
lightuess 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
way of the carriage. The ground was covered with a sheeb

of “snow, which had fallen during the evening, and made & - F°

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. ,

Agnes sat by the lonely fireside, waiting for the return of
Fllen. For a while she kept up a eheerful blaze, and as she
heard the gust sweep by the windows, it reminded her tha
Ellen would probably come in shivering with cold and reproach
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her, if she did not find a’glowing hearth
applied fresh fuel, till, lulled b;;rg the moxfgtxiﬁzlzgui? fSlﬁe
Eﬁad, she fell asleep in her chair, nor waked til! the voi.;et f?
Bl iﬁa?fvizdl ff%ro??ﬁ; lfaiir silﬁmber::i.l A few dull embers we(;e
) €, the candle gleamed faintly b
a long, gloomy w1ek—~—ever’ythin lo kgd “and comfortiacs.
It was long hefore poor A ngs cc;ueld T o i
::;-mimth' In the mean time, gElIen pouredr?f;i; Itlléi acl;germ%'
reproaches, and tossing her cloak on 'n chair, declar (;mlrl1
;jvould_never g0 to_another ball as long as she li’ved—-—slfe l? 3
Zee?h'mged to death, chilled to death, and now to be vexedat
;n ea. b fy szch & stupid, selfish creature as Agnes. Tt was ¢ o
B;f;f] cf)'r uman nature to endure. Agnes bore it all n
ce, for she ate the bread of dependence, and dared ot
ie;}pr:ss tl:gta bitter feelings that rose to her li;’)s. But zhenlftf
Wislgle;[(}. Em in her heart “happy, beautiful Ellen:” gh
W er admirers could see her as she then dj b dis,
mished o en did, and be dis-
“Take off this horrid dress,”” cried i
_ A ed Elle
lfggm Iie.r_ I{l:nr, now uncurled by the dan?;g,p;ﬂgnl%a;h?nmsfs
Lo vg straight tresses over her face. What a contrast %idgshe
- fewp{](:)se?t btofthe‘brxlhant figure which had left the chamber
ki limbms 1 efore! Her cheeks were pale, her eyes heav
por lim c'sfre 1a:.xifd,_her buoyant spirits gone. The terrible mizi
overwhelmn&) . av!mg reigned an unrivalled belle, completely
prersl tlfi h.er. He, whose admiration she most prized
Gonseiow:lo et imself to another, and she hated the fair, un.
s tfls 8 dranger, who had attracted him from his allegi:;.nce
- SI y dress which the mantuamaker had sat up all ni ht
complete, was thrown aside as a worthless rag; her ﬂow%ra

- were scattered on the floor; every article of her dress bore wit-

nessIto her ill-humour.
“I cannot get warm,” said i ‘
¢ , said she; «T believe I
gle{l dsﬁ,thgei)éd ;7 and throwing her still shivering Iil?}%es (i)al‘lu%;::
» 8he told Agnes fo bury her in blankets, and then let her

* sleep.  Can we suppose that guardian angels hovered over the
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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. But 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 infirmities
of age, and the agonies of disease. As for the judgment be-
yond the grave, that scene of indeseribable 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 faghionable
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 descerated 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.

* * * * * * *®

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-
tifal, and both were young, but the beautiful one was so pale
and languid, so fragile and fading, it was impossible to bekold
her without the deepest commiseration. She moved listlessly on,
leaning on the arm of her less fair, but healthier compagion,
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 ici
was inhaling the country air,gto see if it coulotf If:ftr ipnl:g:u;?a;x;
invigorating mﬂu:ence. 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 820w and the blast, in all the “madness of superfinous
health.” It was said she had caught a ¢ dreadful cold,” which
the warm season wounld undoubtedly relieve, and when the
summer eame, and her cough continued with unabaied violenee
and her flesh and her strength wasted, she was sent into the
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 inguired
after Lillen, she always told them, “she had caught%‘ bad
eold, which hung on a long time, but that she was so youn
311(1 haﬂ so fine a constitution, she did not apprehend ang,
?rlllger. Hllen was very unwilling to follow the prescription‘z
~of her medical friend. She left the city with great reluctance
dreading the loneliness of a country life. Agnes aecompanieéi
hf:l‘, on whom was imposed the diffieult task of amusing and
fl eex{-img the 1‘qva‘l1d, and of beguiling her of every sense of
her angor. ‘“Be sure,” suid Mrs. Loring, when she gave
telij parting 1njunctions to Agnes, ¢ that you do not suffer her
0 be alone: there is nothing so disadvantageous to a sick per-
]son as to brood over their own thoughts. It always occasions
.Scl)lw spirits. I have put up a large supply of novels, and when
: (;1 18 tired of reading herself, yon must read to her, or sin
bo er, or amuse her in every possible manner. If she should
de very ill, you must send for me immediately, but I have no
o;}k;to :Iﬁt in a few weeks she will be as well as ever.”
gnes sometimes was tempted to sink under the
Eutgd;;n of her cares. She wondered she had ever thoug}fﬁ{
u sk to array her for the ball-room, or to wait her return at
(i: rfudmght-hour. But she no longer envied her, for Ellen
%{;Ie and faded, and -dejected, was a very different object frotn
Wh;z:;l ttrﬁumphant in beauty and bloom. The kind lady with
o ey bgarded, had had a rustic seat constructed under
& thee‘?, in 11:,de above-mentioned grove, for the accommodation
s mmvalid. = As they now approached it, they found it
acy occupied by a gentleman, who was so intently reading

I he did not scem aware of their vicinity. They were about to

retire, when lifting his eyes, he rose, and with a benignans
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countenanee, requested them to be seated. Kllen 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, g0
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, ¢ 1 have a severe cold, sir—nothing
more.”’ ‘

The dry, continuous cough that sucoeeded, was a fearful
commentary upon her words. The stranger seemed one not
easily repulsed, and one, too, who had conceived a sudden and
jrrepressible 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 #% ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥g
Jast 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 agk you, young lady,” said he, laying down
the book, with a sigh, ¢if you find in these pages instruetion,
congolation, or suppert? anything that as a rational being you
ought to seek, as a moral one to approve; as an immortal one
to desire I’ :

Tllen 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 hig
sentiments and exalted his genius—she spoke of his godlike
mind, when the stranger entreated her to forbear, in words of
supplieation, but in accents -of command.

« Draw nob a similitude,” said be, “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 transeending the produc-

k. young fellow-traveller
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tions of him you‘so much admire
_ a
in %Lm'y the wan light of a taper.”’ ® the rays of the.sun exeel
en, taking from his bosom the volum i
1, taking e which had exci
the curiosity of Ellen, on aceount of its apparent f:scii};:;zj}d
2

and seating himself by her side, he unfolded its sacred pages

Sli]; gaughbt, Ei; glimpse of the golden letters on the bindin

2,0 ! re:s}r1 . ach with a feeling of superstitious dread. It seemfci

. i:r, ag ¢ Was about to read her death-warrant, and she

:3111;031;1;)2&1 ily pl;t out heg hand, with a repulsive motion, With
aring to regard it, he looked u it :
2 ] pon her with

and solemn eountenance, while he repeated this pass;ge Sggﬁf ‘

3

a bard who had drank of ¢ i i
Greaian pocts aver baelt. he waters of a holier fountain than

¢ This book, this holy book, on ev i

g{arked with the seal of ﬁigh di\?ilr‘ﬂtl;'ne

Dp every leaf bedewed with drops of l,ove \

Alvc;nq, and with the eternal heraldry “\\\

F:omsli;g;%t:r? oi' Gg}(ﬂi Almighty stamped

) 3t to last; this ray of sacred l

I%‘fll.? lamp, from off the evbérlasting gbilfg,

Stel (ij took down, and in the night of time

An(::? , ca}stmg on the dark her gracious bo;v ;

ond evermore, beseeching men, with tears ’
nd carnest sighs, to read, believe, and live.”

4

Eilen lstened with i i
_ indescribable awe. There w
Y - - ) as
and sensibility in his accent, a depth of expression in hispggg

sional upturned glance, that i
had never been Eefor?, at impressed and affected her as she

“ Forgive me,” said he
bat T look upon every son
tenderness of a brother, a
laid his chastening hand,-’w
I were wandering
fountain of living water,

““if, as a stranger, I seem intrusive ;
and daughter of Adam, with Eﬁé
nd upon whom the Almighty has
X ith feelings of peculiar interest. If
rough a barren wilderness, and found a

. » of and suffered my fellow-pileri
iﬁz gh;lssi Iflhﬁ;st& f,it; ﬁh{:af Iilsﬁisome pool by tge wa;;;rdle);]%vrilio;?;
1 e pure stream, would he °
:ﬁaeiorsxhto ?c%)bmld me for my selfishness ? Oh! doiblll;tselllg:g ‘
oy for%u' ; be, if, after tasting the waters of everlastin
ot for ;Oe;:- f:(:vuilngthfrom l1'ihns (llolessed Book, I should not seel%
_ e polluted scurees in which i

endeavour to quench the thirst of an immortaicspiiﬁzu vaﬁgg

suiding hand.” to eternity, suffer me to lend you a
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Ellen Loring, who had bee 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 mo

Jonger repress from flowing down her cheeks. As the polished,

but darkened Athenians, when Paul, standing on Mars Hill,
explained to them ¢ that unknown (fod, whom they ignorantly
worshipped,” trembled before an eloquence they could not
comprehend, she 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,” sald he, ¢ that
thiz meeting is providential. It scems to me that heaven
directed my steps hither, that I might lead you to those green
pastures and still waters where the Shepherd of Isracl 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 illumine
the dark valley of the shadow of death. Farewell—the bless-

ing of Tsrael’s God be yours ”

He placed the book in the hand of Agnes, and turned in a
different path. They walked home in gilenee. 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
the interview could hardly have had a more solemnizing
Tt was the first time they had ever been individually
addressed as immuortal 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 ehurch-going bell. Those warning accents, they could not
forget them, for there was an echo in their own hearts, and an
answer too, affirming the truth of what he uttered. That wight,
when Ellen, unusually exhausted, reolined on her restless
couch, she suddenly asked Agnes to read her something from
that book, so mysieriously given. 1t was the first time she

grove,
influence.
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haqt?_.ddrgssed her, sinee their return, and there was somethin
star hmg_ip the sound of her voice, it was so altered. Ther§
;ﬁ uzu :;ys I:l tﬂclie tone, that usually breathed pride or discon
. a i bling
fent, g o:wn, and turned the leaves with a trembling
¢ What shall T read ? where shall T 1
gy o shall T ! shall I commence 7"’ asked she
fearf ute, in utter ignorance of its hallowed con.

“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 t .
va%ey of geath_r? hat' dark valley, of which he told—the dark
y one of those unexpected coincidenc i
es which i
gf](‘:iu:il é&gnes at that.m.oment.opened at the twent;?thi?dmﬁzﬁn?
Sho readvei'sedcorit‘;almng this sublime allusion met her e e’
shadow of? ?lgatz- ITvi;ﬁlngfh I walk tihrough the valley of t)lr]e
’ ear no evi "
th{ Iéotd and :;hy staff, they comforz lll,mfgr thou art with me—
- dtrange,” repeated Ellen, and making a moti :
oo ae, Agnes read the remainder of Hat beautifal Poclor
their uidzr(; t:!:l%ciizim% };mes, bsfore she paused. Dark as waé
: Stal with regard to spiritual thi
as was their ignorance, the P mngs, and deep
int oli , they were yet capable of taking i
zgg?ngagt .ghn}pse.s of the glory of the LozI'Jd, pervadiiigige;g
el Esﬁlrﬁmn' Agnes was a pleasing reader, and her
ive. s Bl 2 ulated by new emotions, was peculiarly’impress-
had coased “epeatefl again and again to herself, after Agnes
ond misit, ?”Who is this King of glory? The ,Lord ;tlgon
Bein d%'e ﬁf i Sho had never thought of God, but as of fi
in bis my;ser;' " She had Vex;gmgbin his judgments, and awful
: Y ad remembered him only j i
:]r;?gtﬁlnd thle storm, the lightning and the thu{;d]gr tl:éilill:l-
winding Sﬁiitvgfs'tllshfihaf thé’a“ghﬁ of death, but it was of the
her fears had rested tfxera'r toffin lid, and the lonely grave—
; . ere, on the shuddering brink of
Ing mortality. Oh! as he 1o ring brink of decay-
- ‘oas v awake during the !
of that night, and conscience, aroused from i%s deadcl);gle?l?;gg;s
2

entered the silent chambers of memory and waked the slum-

berd
r;l:;lsg s&ardogs of the past—how cheerless, how dark was the
pect . Kar as the eye of memory could revert, she could

-Tead nothing but vamery, vanity! A wide, wide blank, on
E

which a spectral hand iti ;
o g poctral b Was Writing vamity, and something told
) tooy . at same hand would ere long write this great
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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 Hast were guided fo 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
;.ln its high and pure resplendence it had shone in vain for
er.

«Y 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-
customoed 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 leve. |

His name was M ¥ ¥ % % and as there was no mystery in bis
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 ber. _

¢ Oh, sir,” said Ellen, mournfully, ¢ you promised me joy,
and you have given me wretchedness.”

« My daughter,” replied Mr. M * * * % thefore 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 traths of
Christianity. And beginning with the law and the prophets,
be 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 thonder
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and lightning and flame; he led h i i |
i 1 flame; er on with h
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pale and emaciated on her couch. No roses now bloomed in
her damp, unbraided locks, no decorating pear]l surrouvnded
her wan neck, no sparkling ray of anticipated triumph flashed
" from her sunken eye, Pride, vanity, vainglory, strength,
beauty—all were fled. :

Comme hither, yo daughters of pleasure, ye who live alone
for the fleeting joys of sense, who give to the world the 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-
fal olance. T fear it will be too late,” said she; ‘“mother,
if he should not come before I die—"

«Die!” almost shricked Mrs. Loring; ¢ you are not going to
die, Ellen. Do not tall so frightfully. You will be better
soon—Agnes, bathe her temples. She is only faint.”

¢ No, mother,” answered Ellen, and her voice was sur-
prisingly clear in its tones, «I feel the truth of what I utter,
here,” laying her wasted hand on her breast, as she spoke.

«T 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 T might breathe out to him my parting blessing,
and hear his Jallowed prayer rise over my dying bed. Dut
oh, my dear mother, it is for your sake, more than mine, I
yearn for his presence—I looked to him to comfort you, when

1 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,
“1mny beautiful Ellen, my good, my besutiful child !”

Mournfully, painfally 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
foet of n erucified Saviour, I dare to believe that my sins are
forgiven, and that my trembling spiris will soon find rest in
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the b f Hi i i i
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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 daughier to prudence and obedience,
the blasts of death had not thus blighted her in her ecarly
bloom. And it whispered also, that she had no comfort to
offer her dying child, in this last eonflict of dissolving nature.
Tt 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 gpirit, she knew by the angelic ex-
pression of Ellen’s upturned eyes, and by the look of unutter-
able gerenity that was diffused over her whole countenance
The voige 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 distarb her slumbers. A faint hope
began to dawn in the mother’s heart, from the placidity and
duration of her slumbers.

“J have never known her sleep so calm before,” said she,
in a low voice, to- Mr. M % * %% Mr, M * * % * hent 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 wist{ul
gaze, as she left her for the ball-room, exclaiming to herself,
& Happy, beautiful Ellen I’ and Agnes now said within herself,
even while she wept over her elay-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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A few evenings after, a brilli
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THE FATAL COSMETIC.

OmArLES 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 tﬁe other side of the
room, where a group of young ladids 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 inginoerity. Look
ab 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
sereeching 1”7 :

“Take care,” answered Charles,  you must not be oo severe,
That young lady is a very particular friend of mine, and a very
charming girl.  She has remarkably popular manners, and if

she s guilty of a fow little innocent deceptions, such, for in-
(128)
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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 upen 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 nof to swallow it—I am sure Mary Ellig’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
scem to be unconscious of the dark and penetrating glances at
that moment resting upon them. She was dressed with re-
markable simplicity, No deeoration in colour relieved the
spotless whiteness of her attive. Her hair of pale, yet shining
brown, was plainly parted over a brow somewhat too lofty. for
mere 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
secemed no under current, ebbing and flowing with the erimson
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.

‘““Bhe has a fine face—a very handsome face,” repeated
Charles, responding to what Mr. Hall %ooked, 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 2 dangerous thing to live above the world—at
least, for a woman.” R

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 cowpanionship 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 Elhis. :

82y that to coneeq? the truth
less some mora] duty were i
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distrustful of the whole si{?x ; .anddhlils lilzaéﬂtéleid il;ﬁe;g%@fé-oﬁ
the corrosion of his feelings, and he h: : o il
seek, 1 ilder clime, a balm which time alone -
i;(;kflalg %e?r; absent sé\;era,l years, and was just returned dtfnléf
native country, but not to the sceune of his former resi once.
The wound was healed, but the hagdneés of the f?cgﬁerej&n:;biar;
ter and purer than the Genius o

Tagm]amg; (iaaiaced in Illjis breast a mirror, whose hjlr.lstr?i ;:'0:11113
be i!istantaneously dimmed by the breath of falsehoo

. gimulation. It was in this mirror he saw reflected the actions

of his fellow beings, and it pained hi;Iﬁ tc;l i(:g 1}2,1 ]:;';gé,h;‘,os{;ﬁ)ﬁ;
i e
so constantly sullied. Never, since our b s e
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ﬁ:f;gehély conviction that she was incapable of staz;hl;rgh’g}gg
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i lished woman,
‘ f a young, beautiful, and accomp !
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life, speaking the truth, in all simplicity and godly sincerity, as
»

commanded by the holy men of old. There was something in .;
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s he dwell
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Wld ' gbver she had an exquisite taste and skill in ragyb
5md’ mqfﬁtin , Mary Ellis was a particular favourite oiI;l h eif;
?Jrécatfsa; hergc;wn favourite cousin Charles Brovqntthogg T
the most fascinating young lady of his aequz];m anocm;lg M
Astor’s house was elegantly furnished, and ffzr afintin' ers
adorned with rare and beautiful specimens o gh Ggallery
statuary. She had one apartment which she called her
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of Fine Arts, and every new guest was duly ushered into this
sanctuary, 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, 5o as to reflect and multiply
these classic beauties. Tt had been purchased in Burope, and
was remarkable for its thickness, brilliancy, and fidelity of re-
flection. 1t was a favourite piece of furniture of Mrs, Astor’s,
and all her servants were warved to be particularly careful,
whenever they dusted its surface. As this glass is of some
importance in the story, it deserves a minute description. Mrs,
Astor thought the enly 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 deficieney, 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 miute 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 band.  Mrs. Astor was in a constant state of
excitement, till the whole was completed, and it was no light
task, as four were required, and the windows were of an extra
size. Almost every day saw the fair artist seated at her easel,
with the same group gathered round her. . Mary Ellis admired
everything so indiscriminately, it was impossible to attach
much value to her praise; but Mr. Hall criticised as well ag
admired, and as he had the painter's eye, and the poet’s tongue,
Margaret felt the value of his suggestions, and the interest
they added to her employment. Above all things, she felt
their #ruth, She saw that he never flattered, that he dared to
blame, and- when he did commend, she was conscious the
tribute was deserved. Margaret was not one of those beings,

‘who cannot do but one thing at a time. She eould talk and

listen, while her hands were applying the bru
the eolours, and look up too from the canvas
that showed how entirely
around her.

“I wonder you are not tired to death of that everlasting -
easel,” gaid Mary Ellis to Margaret, who grew every day more
Interested in her task. “I could not endure such confine-
ment.”?

“Death and everlasting are solemn words o be so lightly
12 ‘

sh or arranging
, with a glance
she participated in what was passing
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used, my dear Mary,” answered Margaret, whose religious ear
was always pained by levity on sacred themes.

«T 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. (ive 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 genins. Mary had repeated a handred times that it
was finished, that another stroke of the peneil 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 mot know what deeper
charm may be added by the conversation and companionship
of such a being as Mr. Hall. He was what might he called
o fascinating man, notwithstanding the occasional gloom and
general seriousness of his manners. Tor, 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
offect 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,” isa 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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himself, he felt a deep and increasing interest in every action
of Margaret’s. Margaret saw his shadow as it lingered, but-
she continued her employment. He did not doubt that she
- had caused the accident, for he had left her alone, 2 few mo-
ments before, and he was not conscious that any one had entered
since his departure. Though he regretted any eircumstance
which might give pain to her, he anticipated a pleasure in
sceing the openness and readiness with which she would VoW
herself the aggressor, and blame herself for her carelessness,
Margaret found herself in a very unpleasant situation. She
had promised not to betray the cowardly Mary, and she knew
that whatever blame would be attached to the aet, would rest
upon herself. But were Mra. Astor to question her upon the
subject, she could not deviate from the truth, by acknowledg-
ing a fault she bad never committed. She felt an unspeakable
contempt for Mary’s weakness, for, had she been in Aer 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 eourse the burden will reat
upon me.”  Bhe sighed as she thought of the happy hours she
had passed, by the side of that mirror, and how often she had
seen it reflect the speaking countenamce of Mr. Hall, that
tablet of ““unutterable thoughts,” and then thinking how hqs
hopes seemed shattered like that frail glass, and his memories
of sorrow multiplied, she came to the conclusion that all earthly
hopes 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 being
drawn into the tacit sanction of a falschood. Like many
others, with equally pure intentions, in trying to avoid one
misfortune she incurred a greater. |

Mrs. Astor was very much grieved and astonished when
she 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 besutiful 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 the
cost, great as it was, but it was perfectly unique. I néver
saw another like it.”

Mary’s conscience smote her, for suffering another to bear
12
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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,

1 do not believe Margaret broke it,” said she. ¢TI 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 ariicles. You know if Margaret
had done it, she would have acknowledged it, at once.”

¢« Tyye,” exclaimed Mrs. Astor ; ¢ how stupid I have been [
and glad to find & channel in which her anger could flow, un-
checked by the restraints of politeness, she rung the bell and
summoned the unconscious Dinah.

Tn 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 eries
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 vietim of unmerited wrath.

Mary closed her ears. Kvery sound pierced her heart. Some- .

thing told her those shrigks 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 coramon event to her, it
was, after all, a matter of no great consequence. Mrs. Astor,
having found a legitimate vent for ber 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 hergelf 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 i i i

on one mind, painful and ineffaceable. Inprossion xematned

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, 5o 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 ealled, and when
he did, he wore all his original reserve. Margaret felt she
had not desex:ve_d this alienation, and tried to cheer herself
with the convietion of her own integrity ; but her spirits were
oceasionally 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. ~ Mry. Astor was enraptured wi '
wE;ol«a’, and said she intended to reserve thempfor tﬁezliglhttgi?
Mary’s wedding, when they would burst upon the sight, In one
grand coup d'wil, 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 efliorescence
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 imstead 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, for 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 unsoughs proximity. He forgot his coldness—the broken
glags, 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 secking sn 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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effect of faseination.  Though darkened by the burning sun
of a tropical clime, and faded from the untimely blighting of
the heart, that face eould 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’ saerificed herself ab the shrine of Mam-
mon, and had learned too late the horror of such ties, unsancti-
fied 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, secking in 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 foracok her.
¢ 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
reat 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
- gtranger rushes forward to support her, the interest of the
geene admits of no increase. At least Margaret felt so, as
ghe 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 sorutinizing glances bent
upon him., His thoughts were rolled within himself, and

17*
!

« The soul of other days came rushing in.”

The lava that had hardened over the ruin it ereated, 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 jnwild alarm ; then shading her
brow with her hand, her glance rested where Mr. Hall stood,
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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. Tarewells 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 somothing she had left behind—
a sudden recollection came over Margaret.

«Qh! Mary,” said she, “1 hope you have been cautious,
and not left any of that dangerous medicine, where misehief
could result from it. I intended to remind you of it before
our departure,”

« Certainly—to be sure I took especial care of it, T have it
with me in my trunk,” replied Mary, but her conscience gave
her a remorseful twinge as she uttered the white e, 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 ashamod 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,
&o. 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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call‘e 1in to ppear pd feverish and restless, and a physician ve
She could npiegcrlbe for her, greatly in opposition to her Wi&tl?iaaS
of the I'OOmOth eali] to acknowledge herself ill. Tt was the he:i';
would somn aat ad oppressed her—a transient cold, which
Astor’s hos P tsi" away—she would not long trespass on Mys
diseases of tﬁl 5;]1"'37 - The doctor was uot much skilled in
His grand e heart, though he ranked high in his profession
he recox1mﬂpm<lf{&(zlea for almost all diseases was calomel, which
speediost refx? de to his patient, as the most officient and
M grace, do 1e y. She received the preseription with a ver
and had s hc aring she had never tasted of any in her lify
N, orror of all medicines. Mrs. Astor gaid she h?i
keptdeSe :ary § shop at command in her closet, and that sg
dos constantly prepared for her own uge. After fhe
her cyes ﬁggr;irz,n l}\f_rs. Sy. H913_1~y scemed much dejected ang
on Mre. Astor, 10us, Inquiring expression as they turned
“You say,” said sh i
h o 8 she _to I;.\e.r’ in a low tone, “t .
! ﬁ've been kind in their nguiries for me? Mést olf)'ai?h Tiends
inl\gfers’}fnf hy et I thank them.” 2h them are
r. Hall has called more than ” i
« hc?’;% b elieve, is well known thyO?II.J’?e, replied Mrs. Astor;
. ni fbllid'eed,” said Mrs, St. Henry—u—“]: wish T could
Mrs Astu 11h cannot be; no, it would not answer.”
anc, - aoero gxi%sg ;Otis}i t}fle nature of their former acquaint
. & e i . -
strﬁl%;d tlh e expression of her efrlig:ité;fl would be painful, re-
.iHQuirefiu I(\llr);OHA];i?cfr hk‘? v Se]ild for some of your friends ?”
becatYyﬂur digposal.” your husband? My servants shall
* You are very kind,”
“hut it i ) answered Mrs. St. Henry, quickly—
1% 1s not necessary—my hushand is too iuﬁ{z; qtolir:gel
b

" and beliew: .
believing me well, he will suffer no anxiety on my account

medizlilll:xx;k I él'aaﬂ be quite well, after taking your sovereign
medicine. 1ve.1t me now, if you please, while I am i y
o e, I
s mll'lmi1 » With 50 lovely a smile, and extended her hand
Y som lc grace, Mrs. Astor stood a moment, thinkine what

2 heants ud preture she would make; then takin theg 1
and, she opened her closet, and took doan the maeﬂip

cine casket. Ith
e appened that the first paper she touched was




146 THE FATATL, COSMETIC.

that which Mary had left, and which the servant had mingled

- thers. .
WIE%}Ifilclaieois ?)1;189 already prepared,” cried she— T always keep

them ready, the exact number of grains usually given, as we .

it snddenly and at night.”’ o
| oftg?lgv 1?11;;;3 S’;lie fatzafwir powder with some delicious ‘}el}lly, and
holding it to the lips of her patient, said w1t111”a, cheering
smile—¢ Come, it has no disagreeable taste at all.

Mrs. St. Henry gave a nervous shudder, but took it, uncon- .

" seious of its deadly properties; and %llr‘s. %sicl)fé gzaéis;cr{eg ;153
: i i air s
resolution, seated herself in an easy ch D e ar book,
o read. She became deeply interested m h k
?telgﬁghtshz occasionally glanc}fd ltowards 5}1;31; 1:331«311;; ];::]) S:geuig
g0 -tha
she slept. She had placed the lamp s - ould
i t perfect quietness reigr
not shine on the bed, and the mos e
i artment. How long this tranquiibty i
;%;;}Elzpto. tell, for she Wa}i ;(I) a.bgtt)r‘kﬁd il; ll)lsé-al‘iycgk;n t:;::
 unheeded. At length Mrs. St. Henry )
Ez?lse&sl;nheei arms over the co;ermg,has ;f 13 Su%t?i?a Eaﬁgé
' and.
Mrs. Astor leaned over her, and took her and. b W8S o
ing, her cheek had a scarlet flush on 1t, then
:ﬁg gfgséggﬁer eyes they had a wild and alarming expres
Smﬁ.Water,” she exclaimed, leaning on he? el}aow, and St}:?;?'dli%%
back her hair hurriedly from her brow— (Give me water,
ig of thirst.” - _
! d‘l‘elodar;rnot,” gaid Mrs. Astor, tel}‘]l:lﬁ(thq’ by her manner
“« hing but that to quench your thirst.”. .
aéag; g(l)%ti;lued still 01lnc)re frantically to call for wa(iiegéﬁélé
Mrs. Astor, excessively alarmed, sent for the doetor, m;;ood o
in other attendants. As he was in the ne1g}1bou_r of,his
came immediately. He looked aghast at the Slt;:?tmitrance
patient, for she was in a paroxysm of agony at ;‘s 131 ! casef
and his experienced eye took in t’l’le danger of o o
“What have you given her, madam ?”” said he, tt}rmng
Astor, with a countenance that made her tremble. 84, Heor
«What have you given me?”’ exclalmed“ Mra.h ] killgci
grasping her wrist with frenzied str;ngt?—nd ?;m:l1 yalfrain e
——it was poison—I feel it In my heart &
me1\’.[rlss. WA:tgr uttered a sercam, and snatched up the paper
ich had fallen on the carpet. ] )
Wh‘l‘cLoo?{ a,tait, doctor—it was calomel, just as you prescribed
~-what else could it be !’
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The doctor examined the paper—there was a little powder
still sticking to it, ,

“Good heavens, doctor,” eried Mrs, Astor, ¢ what makes
you look so?—what is it *—what was it 7’

““ Where did you get this ?”” said he, sternly.

“ At the apothecary’s—1I 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.

“Iam dying,” she cried, “I am dying—I am poisoned—
but oh, doetor, save me—save me—let me see him, if T 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. ¢ Perhaps
in 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! Woas 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 masses
over 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 I exclaimed M. Hall, “what a sight
is this I’

The sound of that voice had the power to check the ravings
of delirium, -She shricked, and stretched out her arms towards
him, who sunk kneeling by the bedside, covering his face with
his hands, to shut out the appalling spectacle. '

“ Forgive me,” she eried, 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 and
dreadful God, who is consumi

ing me, to have mercy on me
hereafter.,”

He did pray, but it was in spirit, his lips could not articu-
late; but his uplifted hands and streaming eyes called down

Pardon 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 wag but the striving
of mortal pain, the rending asander 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, securc 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 trath, 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 bad found the paper and put it i the chest,
withheld her testimony, fearing she might be implicated in the
guilt. Fverything tended to deepen the evidence against Dinah.
The affair of the broken looking-glass was revived. She bad
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. 1t
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—gend for Miss Mary,” she repeated, wringing her hands,
and rolling her eyes like a poor animal whom the hunters have

at bay. DBut 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 ¢on-
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 BEllig’s moral delinquency, and
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tremble at the view. She had not do
. . ) ne more than a th
Othell s?have done, and are daily doing; and yet tht v?;l: 3);!111(:
11;(;?1'1 % : enT:;niouLof(; (tihe.lovely, the erring, and the unprepared
1t shuddering into eternity, a household
:;vietched, the innocent condemued, a ngighbourhio?l thi%afg
wnto consternation and gloom. Had Mary confessed her negli-
tgence to Margaret, instead of telling an unnecessary and un-
4eﬁ3%)ted falsehood, a warning message could have then been
eastly sent back, and the wide-spread ruin prevented. There
i)sla,glc;esiuclli ‘;hing a8 a white lie; they are all black as the
ack ‘shades of midnight ; and no fuller on earth can whiten
‘When Mrs. Astor had recovered fi
: . Ast rom the shock of th
.events tn;) a sufficient degree, she wrote to Mary a detaii’fg
aﬁcoun 1 egging her and Margaret to return immediately, and
¢ eelr the home which now seemed so desolate. The letter
was long in reaching her, for the travellers were taking a devious
g/.([)m:se, and could leave behind them no precise directions
! ary vga,s 1n one of her gayest, brightest humours, when she
eﬁglﬁe  the epistle. She was putting on some new ornaments
E ic hCharles had presented to her, and he was looking over
b?r shoulder at the fair image reflected in the glass, whose
1?‘w:r[ ‘iv:gfkh%hte]?' u}} with the triumph of conscious be‘:mty '
’J - . - .
beliog 1ok :v 0(;% Sl.ng y ugly to-day, sa;d she, with a smile that
“You tell stories with such a ” i
) grace,” replied-her flatteri
hui}oznii, «T am afraid we shall bo in love with falschaad
I éhgp f}f?srbfliroml our dear Mrs, Astor ; open it, Charles, while
bt D this b aifs,.et ; and read it aloud, then Margaret and I
Before Charles had read one
. had rea page, Mary sunk down at hi
feﬁt, rending the air with hysterical ’screagas. Her hus%a.i?és
?}fn 0 ga_s totally unaware of the terrible agency she had had in
exgra(;s:}r, rallsled her in’ indescribable alarm.” Her own wild
pressions, however, reveal i
shl‘v‘%ﬂzrghli’p Jhowere m,edfavea ed the truth, which Margaret’s
) ! had you told me but the truth,” cried Mar i
. t i
ing lllerhprayerful' eyes and joined hands to heavgeil;e—:‘ﬁz:v
:;_r?}}l) e,‘ ow easy it had been-—Charles, Charles,” added she
) 1 thstdrthng-c-anergy,‘ “praise not this rash, misguided girl’
I(;)r 1;}e grace with which she Zies—I will not recall the word,
¥ tho worth of your own soul and hers, teach her, that as

there islag Ek}od above, he requires truth in the inward heart.”
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Charles trembled st 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.

Mary returned, but how changed from the gay and bloom-
ing bride! Her cheek was pale, and her eye héavy. 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? Could 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 seoffing multitude, be forgotten?
No —Dinal’s spirit was broken, for though her dkin 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? Fverything ‘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 tesrs. No remorse could opon the gates
of the torb, 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
bad 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 bad rather strengthened through suffering and sor-
row. Mr. Hall could never forget the death scene of Laura
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St. Henry. The love expressed for him at a moment when

all earthly dissimulation was over had inexpressibly affocted

him. Her unparalleled i A
broken faith. pIt WaseatsEgerlngs seemed an expiation for her

] grave that he and M
‘1;(:;!]:1 igfg’tegezhelr 3&3} sepzltration, when the f;lllinga;%a;?;sﬁgsft
pened the solemnity of the scene, S
Eﬁ&hz;,hgzvgtmni ﬁmci trutlh, form 2 holy groundwox?grf?cz,lso%?:
_ onee the temple is raised on such a fi i 4
winds and waves may beat against it i e M fhe
by his omn ooy bead tgamst 1% 1n vain. Mr. Hall found
: : the bruised heart
for Margaret’s hand ured of o its s 51
poured oil and balm on it 4
could repose on hier faith ag firm] st vrien
havo piveq ™ her faith ag I'm'y as on the rock which ages
d. t she loved hi i
to her happiness as well as h?s o t0 bt oo
L iness as own, to ask her to b com-
ﬁ?;tmﬁa C(1:-.{'(5[1113 pﬂgrlmage. If they Tooked back uponiﬁi]ilg?llgs
ad darkened their morning, it was without self-reproach
b

and remembrance gradually lost its sting. Who will say she

was not happier than Mary, who carried in her bosom, through

life, that whi i :
e ??) which “biteth like a serpent, and stingeth like an
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ABYSSINIAN NEOPHYTE.

ADEBLLAYN, an Abyssinian youth, approached ‘oni ilolf 0?1?52
consecrated buildings, which crown almost eﬁ_velll y o
native country. Before entering, he drew 0 htls s se;i,l nd
gave them in charge to a servant, that he might n

. . i
temple of the Lord, with the dust of the valley; then ben

i ressed his lips to the
i lowly and reverentially, he presse
;tilll%egﬁgg; i)erfozmed the same act of homage to each post of
then passe ; ’
ﬁih@;ﬁiew- of ghe curtained_square, answerln% 10 te}ml:e énly;si;
rious holy of holies in ﬂ&e Je:ivxsﬁ te;illglel.o " ;n fearnesgly,
i d saints that adorned the walls, lor t
?ﬁegmligzeeling before them, he repeated, with deeptsholemn:ﬁé
his m;stomary prayers. He rose, looked towards 1;}3 iﬁ;lgd o
veil, which no hand but that of tlil-e %IileSt Hiv;g;og:rthe d o
i ' ic) ith inexplicable e he 1
raige, and anticipated wi x e be might
invested with the sacred dignity o ; I
zlve}ifec?t,e IE;;Zelf exclusively to Heaven. From ea%y eﬁh;étdh%(;f;
Adellan had been destined to the priesthood. . 1; st zv oars
were passed mid the stormy scencs of war, ford }113 k l? ¥ s o
soldier, fighting those bloody battlels,_ ;mhszzhm Theg If)ollowed
i n more than once laid waste. ;
glﬁg h%-reeac}llﬁﬁ 1:ileit:;cil')line of famine, for the (fiestrf,):ymg1 lgmflszs%,
the scourge of the courntry, had followed up the SGSO s:) i}oman.
war, and year succeeding year, gleaned the last fc(:ipe | Ton
The parcnts of Adellan fled from these scenes of devastation,

crossed the once beautiful and fertile banks of the Tacazze,

i alduba, where
and sought refuge in the ample monastery of Wd(lg:Z) y

d into the second division of the chureh, -
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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 the
ties 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
vietim to those barbarities, which had robbed him of all that
gave value to life. Adellan bad 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 painfal 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 langnage which he did not
then wnderstand, 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 straing of the devout Psalmist were familiar to his lips,
but they were in an wunknown tongue, for in this manner are
the youth of those benighted regions taught. Often, when
gazing on the magnificent jewelry of a tropieal 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

~ principle of immortality was striving within him, and every

star that gemmed the violet canopy, seemed to him eye-beams

 of that all secing 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 luxariance of a moun-
tainous country, constantly bathed with the dews of heaven,
and warmed by the beams of a vertical sun, was riehly 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.
Tn that consecrated stream he had bathed, he had made an
altar beneath every spreading tree, and every rock had wit-
nessed hig 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 was to be found
in the observance of outward. forms, but never had been led
to purify the inger temple so as to make it & 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 scarcel y
to be aware of its vicinity, when a strain of low, sweet musie,
rose like a stream of “rich distilled perfames.” 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 Gtod, 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 wag
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
neglected over his lofty temples. There was a tranquillity, a
peace, an elevation diffused over thab pallid face, which was
reflected back upon the heart of the beholder : a kind of moon-
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light brightness, eommunieating i i
. g 1ts own pecul
:Eg ({:;itil;de to eveiy object it shone upon.P Sea::fi i::f %]iiis
: g over the arm of his chair, was a femal ;
slight delicate figure, and dazzlin ir xion, g e
gly fair complexion
3 sEpigatu;m.l appearance to the unaceustopmed e}f acff? ?If;
aare ; dyismlan. Her drooping attitude and fragile frame
ppea ei at once to sympathy and protection, while her placid
;yheséea t:,rnaiiflyl hfteg. to heaven and turned towards him on
arm she leaned, were expressive not only of
and submission, but even of hol X Third S
belonged to this interestin op s That of an afent G
¢ g group : that of an infant gi
:El)ot}t ilgléteen months old, who, seated on a straw m;;]:inglgi,;
'ofel is:gni?n ghgr gl)a;irents(i Eals!idhher cherub head as if in the act
nd toss i i
ful‘ﬁi‘me % o ed back her flaxen ringlets with the play-
ellan had heard that a Christian missi
- n mission i
Eg}llgelllgog;l;oodh of %dOIl;V? ai)nd he doubted nogrfh;aiznn?;
waom he had been taught to beli i
dangerous enemy. Unwillin ; o s ety
. g to remain longer in his vicini
]ﬁf n;wzitg z;lb;céult; Eog 1Il)as_s 01;, ;v:hen the stranger algose and a;&?ezz?‘ci_
! age of hig country. Surprised at the sal
tion, and charmed, in spi i i P
_ pite of himself, with the mild
of his accents, Adellan was ine inger. The oy
) trained to 1 T i
haired lady gl"eeted him ith 5 beni oo the ol
1 with a benign smil d i
child clapped its hands as if F oith. she oy e
I pleased with the novelt
ﬁ;‘:cﬁhii ]inshzilgp;al;ance ; for though the hue of the ?i?vey d?rgg
) eatures presented the classic Iine
manly beauty, and though the long folds of his ;Il?iigtio%i

. veiled the outlines of his figure, he was formed in the finest

model of European s issi

: ymmetry. The missionary spoke to hi

gef'nilésogotllx:;tgréegf t1};1hefbl.el.ndness of the clim'ats;, i)he em:glrll;gf

enee. e Iragrance of the air, till Adell

his distrust, and }answereﬁ him wi fone 1 ey

Following b e v him with frankness and interest.

f of his own ardent curiosi

tioned the missionary wi s matne, iz
58 ry with regard to his name, hi i

feo;‘ntrgr, ?lnd his object in coming to his own far lalr?dnatg:

ban][;: (')fttﬁt ﬁtﬁl- namie was M , that ho came from the

its branchese hadmf? to dfhe borders of the Nile, and, following

bt o, had ound a resting-place near the waters of the

“ And why d .
the abrupt Abyseinian, this land of strangers P’ asked

11
I 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 we, and as a friend and
brother, even to those who may persecute and revile me.”

« What tidings can you bring us,” said Adellan, hanghtily,
¢ that our priests and teachers can not impart to us [t

¢ T bring my credentials with me,” answered Mr. M—y,
and taking a Testament, translated into the Amharie language,
he offered it to Adellan; but he shrunk back with horror, and
- refused to open it. .

“I do not wish for your books,” said he; ‘keep them.
We are satisfied with our own. Took 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
gaints hear my prayers, and the stars bear witness to my
penances. Iam going to the holy city, where I shall obtain
remigsion 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. o

¢ 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 & 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
entle 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; “ag 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
strotch 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, Te-
membered the eold and gloomy countenauce of his religious

i
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teacher, and wondered at the contrast. Bub his prejudice
were unshaken, and his pride rose up in rebellion a ai‘:lst ths
man Cx‘rvho eiteemed bim an idolater. g °
ome to us again,” sald the missionary, i
tone, as Adellan tt?rne:i to depart; “151210111‘181'%,0]11‘1113;&8:&)3 ?lf?
ferent creeds, by the light of reason and revelation, and 5
what will be the result.” ’ e
N n“ Sgr.nzngo 11113 again,” seid the lady, in Adellan’s native
bo gf‘ ;. er soft, low voice sounded sweet in his ears, as
:.dri]qmd aceents of the virgin mother. That night as he
isi m‘Hls lonely cham_berz' at the convent, conning his fask in
e stillness of the midnight hour, the solemn words of the
m'li?smnary, his jnspired countenance, the ethereal form of hig
lvlvlls e;n and the cherub face of that fair child, kept floating in
they é&;l:rzlgy.d H& was angry with himself at the influence
phey, exer se . e resolved to avoid his path, and to hasten
; ﬁ)_c ure to Jerusalem, where he could be not only secure
rom his arts, but from the legions of the powers of darkness.

% * * * * % % * * %

Months passed away. The humble cabin of Tssi

was gradually thronged with those who came f’f;mngi?izgiry
or l})letter motives, to hear the words of one who eame fro';[r;
:{m a far country. Ilis pious heart rcjoiced in the hope

1at the shadows of idolatry which darkened their religion
would melt away before the healing beams of the Sun of Right-
cousness.  But he looked in vain for the stately figure ofgthe
young AdeHan: His spirit yearned after the youth, and when-
i}\jez he bent bhis knees at the altar of his God, he’prayed for
s conversion, with a kind of holy confidence that his prayer
WCl)fl‘lld be answered. At length he once more presented bim-
self before them, but so changed they. could scarcely recognise

gg

his hair had lost its raven brigl i
: _ ghtness, and his garm
;EOM' and soiled with dust. He sea,r.cély answeregd thgnatsxv;g;:
higlfl}rles 9fi Mr. M , but sinking into a seat, and covering
o H.&?th\iﬂt 1 his hands, large tears, gathering faster and faster
tghe e ro;g].l his fingers, and rained upon his knees. Mary,
e scﬁglpatt 1izl1ng wife of the missionary, wept in wnison ; but
b did no : }r'mt ‘her sympathy to tears, she gave him water
o sk, ag ood to eat, and it was not until he rested nis
o y limbs, tha@ they sought to learn the history of his suf-
rmgs.HIt would be tedious to detail them at length, though
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be had indeed expericriced “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 béen exposed to famine
and nakedness, and the sword.
t1 have been deserted by man,” said Adellan; the saints
have turned & deaf ear to my prayers; I have come to you to-
Jearn if there is a power in your Christianity to heal a wounded
spirit, and to bind up a broken heart.” ,
The missionary raised his eyes in gratitude to Heaven.
«The 8pirit of the Lord God is upon me,” cried he, repoat-
ing the langnage 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 mever 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 in
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. FPas-
sions, of whose existence he had been unconseious, rose up
from their hiding places, and endeavoured to wrap him in

their giant folds. Long and fourful was the struggle, but

i
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. }iiigagfoz)}?eosgldﬁ :,lot t:e(iir l;o'lwer the shield of Iaith and the
: ] , and ab last came off o i
;Iggvnlj}xs sgoﬂs at the foot of the cross. T;en?n?gi%rﬁainfd -
ov r“Iun, tears such as angels shed.” ¢« Now,” exc?ai‘z?p;
be, Vail'am :e_warded fqr all my privations, :md,my hither?c
upas mgi' Ioﬂs. Oh! Adellan, now the friend and broth ;
of yms:u “:henfe;l lsorﬁetfl'ung like the power of prophecy cou?:
‘ 2, ook forward to your future dest]
glfringewlﬁi shg:;tgys E:};I;eawhex;hyou will stand in thesh]ilé{. plz;I(;l;:
: , own the strong holds of ancient i
i:i ?:r?z;g ihsehﬁinl?elgecsl , g;) I(;n(% tdez;:;}alcra.i:ed by adomﬁgﬁtolf('i giﬁg
St o & all b cated to the worship of the living God
g have sought salvation in th ifying
I\ﬂ{zge;res n?f Ph(i) 1stre.mn, shall turn to the preeiousnfouﬁtzgzr:fgégg
Rad refsr St ;).od. Oh! glorious, life-giving prospect ! The
o S;:e o listen to the pale-faced stranger, will hearken ty
fhe 0(.3;:01]]: s;n oai tl};eu;f natlge hills. - Rejoice, m)’r beloved Mary(:
g y be forced to bear back that fadi -
zv?tllfgu{;:o a more congenial cljme, our Saviour Wiﬁl gn:;'agge]é)fg
e fulzlwgpess, to attest his glory, and confirm his power.”
it il ;nge (Iigré)opllli?o%y btec:]lll}:ledthle guling desire of Adellan’s
rate his deluded
thraldom of that su iti foh o Bimontt had o e
perstition to which he hi
such a long and gloomy: iceshi To Tongan b
: ¥y apprenticeship. He longed
%Olﬁet l?sfoytumty of showing his gratitude to his x%zwj f?lgg,ng‘;r
e e I(: 1shno need of signal oceasions to show what is ass.
g In ¢ heart. His was of a transparent texture antli} ity
ot Waiev::rffv:ﬁ;blg‘ ad the p%bbles that gleam thr:mgh the
¢ -  Tacazze. The beautifal child ¢ i
sionary was the object of his tenderest lov:: cl—ij v?gégec:?:f-

‘1t Tn_his arms for hours, through the wild groves that sur

v . .
dcl)llzlzie(l)ici ‘;l:ft,em tdlvwrellmg,:, and, gathering for it the choicest pro-
Sctions of 1:; Ex(;e,g gzeelgglét; 131 its s%niles and infantine earesses.
ometimes, e T, e ]fP t azure of its eyes, and felt
il %)osorﬁ ringlets a}:;my ‘1:‘1% fon- 13 cheek, he would clasp it to
D an ;. such is the kingdom of h ”
" Ii\fla,el;{y ld?l}ﬁ‘;d her child, and Adellan’s gr%at tenderggz: }};n'
i me pr:BbSl y endeared him to her heart. She loved to see
oo & :;] Liecgdof. her infant leaning against the dark check of
o dcllan, and its flaxen locks mingling with his jetty hair
goe e ]nmg,_as 1t fell asleep in his arms, he was alarmed 6
the scarlet brightness of its eomplexion, and the burning he:t

. of its skin. MHe carried it to its mother. It was the lasf time
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i Tt never again
b ever slumbered on his bosom.
){iljf':e;]:fggts head, but faded away like a flower scorched by a
no%f;iyasgnﬁight Adellan knelt by 1121:{1.6 cou:h gf] t&etgglﬁlg-
inf: ed in agony for its life; yet ev  the
?fa;?tf, i?%igr:nyguish, hg felt how sublime was the re?g'naltiwsn
oefnitsyarents. They wept, but no murmur escaped t %er;ri sst :
They Iiyragred, but every praye& ended w%{] tOherltlher* Vo
] i ir Saviour, ¢ Not our will, !
e on t,},len‘ h the sweet, wistful eyes were at
thine he done.”” And when the sweet, g S
: in death, and the waxzen limbs grew nd eo
hii?iﬁ%ﬁ?u eoul& not restrain the bitterness 0£ rjl}l}l)s gﬁgf(’i
:svtill the mourners bowed ther heads and eried, eof ord
gave, the Lord taketh away-—Dblessed be the name
Loj&dcieilan had witnessed the stormy sorrow of his{_}1 6{)1;2:;%’;
women, whose custom it I8 to repd their hair, an thac{ust°
their faces with their nails, and grovel, shricking, in 'ena,tio 5
.but never had his heart been so touched as by the rzs;gd tior
of this Christian mother. But, though she murm wed oty
he was stricken by the blow, and her fragile fraine rd ibled
%eneath the shock. Her husband felt that she leane

hesvily on his arm, and though she smiled upon him ag wont,

: into his eyes. At
il s so sad, it often lqropght tears in *
ijgsgi}flnsiewfzfe 11 sick, ’a,nd thefmlsSIEH(aiT%_iz‘tiW h%‘og,l&iggg:dfbii
d which hig infant bad died. W,

fﬁﬁitbﬁe sg,tild that the hand of God was on him. SE?), ﬁ?g
bride of his youth, the wife of Ifii fong@ﬁf ﬁﬁ;ﬁ? d‘;}gems,

i 11 the luxuries of wealth, and the 18
%E‘v?lxéruga:her’s home, for the love of him and her GOSO; tl?ro];g
had followed him not only with meekness, bugl? Joyéetenl‘ his
benighted regions, that she might shareh?m ﬂ?o‘:ts for the
labours, and join to his, her prayers and her e}el o ono
‘ extensi;n of the Redeemer’s ku}gdom; she, Wl 0 £ Tonoly
had been able to transform their present %ol\fdy ff-could o
dwelling into a place lovely as the Garden o }; EI; kol
gee her taken from him, and repeat, _from‘his ear t,l' el
done over the grave of his only child, ¢ Father, thy

) ‘ ,
dmfifif:ter was the conflict, but the watchful earhg)fhi:%ilf;g
again heard the same low, subtgla?lve a.ccffetfé Wto](;} Adollan
{=) + y
: thed over his lost darhng. y U .

] o brethor's past; but feruale caro was requisite and this
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his watchful tenderness supplied. He left them for g 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 was
the 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. Tn her hours of delirious agony, she would hold
her hand, and call her sister in the most endearing tone, and -
ask her how she had found her in that land of strangers.
Sometimes she would talk of the home of her childheod, and
imagine 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-
ness, but skill 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 Eurc.
pean. ' Adellan was actuated by a twofold motive in bringing
ber to the sick-bed of Mary; one was, that she might exzer-
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 mind recovered its wonted clearness. She was able
to rise from her eouch, 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 shade
of a spreading cedar, and they thought of the fairy form that
had 50 often sported around them in the twilight hour.

“Oh! not there,” cried Mary, raising her glistening eyes
from that lonely grave to heaven—¢« Not there must we seek
our child. Hven now doth her glorified spirit behold the face
of our Father in heaven. She is folded in the arms of Him,
who, when on earth, took little children to his bosom and

blessed them. And I, my beloved husband—a little while
14+ B
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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
» 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. 1 will bear
her back to her own home, and, if God wills'it, I will retur
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 !’ ‘

T will leave them with Adellan,” he answered, ¢ whom 1
firmly believe Good has chosen, to declare his wunsearchable
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 increasé, 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 7"

« 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. T shall
gather wisdom from kis lips, and knowledge from the glimpso

' of a Christian land. 'Then shall I be more worthy to minister
to my brethren the word of life.” -
Asudden 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 gratefal for an added blessing ?”
Quora, who had listened to the conversation, held in her

me,
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own Tanguage, with intense interest, her
A lguage, v e 1nterest, here turned her eyes upon
pecian, with ook of piercing reproach, and suddenly rising,
“ Poor girl 1"’ exclaimed Mar 1’
¥; as Adellan, wit
chgx;}ts;l&t‘lice, foIloged ]:he steps of Ozora ; “,h‘c?)v\:v l;eici:l(-llt;e?lzg
me, and what is the recompense sh
are about to deprive her of the lich it gladdons her exi
t that gladdens h i
cnce. She has not yet anehoredgh " 0 Rock of
er hopes o
Ages, and where else can the human hearf ﬁndn igf?]ggofhgﬁ
?

~ the wild surges of passion sweep over it I”?

“ Adellan i3 in the hands of i
d ands of an all-wise and all- i
6pfclniv)ezr(;m a;?;;veg-gd the missionary, thoughtfullya; 211!111;:0?;3.!;%
: . necessary to i
tmi ; f}f 80, th]iy will not );all ill)lr:r;?nt.]’]’e Firength of his rosolu-
¢w weeks after, everything being in i
er, readin
;i:;;gt;tuAr% V?Sf; iil;:n;msslllonary agdd his fa%zily, he llaagzsf;.ggv::l?
h ) who erowded round his door to h i
parting words. He took them with hi the billside. wet
‘ ' 1m to the hillside, a
:]?ed?e ;bgnzhaildowd?if the gd?:lferous trees, and the Loirlgrei,n;nt%
e addressed them with a solemnit
adapted to the august tem i g
) ple that surrounded him. i
xddsweet_-toned. voice rolled through the leafy clé?onngfsda?sg
ca:h :{1}:11: f.lsltas‘, like the rich notes of an organ in sowe ancient
cth Cll'a, + The Amharic langunage, soft and musical in itsclf
er‘x‘xX dnew melody from the lips of Mr. M—— ’
nd now,” added he, in’ conclusion, « T consi
;?Ortg];i ﬁg:rgﬁanshipd ofIahgraeious and I’c)ngusuﬁ'g?isriin G‘?oo(;l
e words ave just delivered unto :
Ezr;ﬁj;ir v:EZ{i a,vl?ljln rm;efup in f_judgment against yotf ci):ll’ﬂfgg
lay w g eet face to face before the bar of :
Justice. This day has the Gos n yome e
ustice. _ pel been preached
ﬁ;v? y tr ge that waves its boughs over onIJJ.r hea:ls lgvgl?_;rl 11‘133::1:
at embalms the atmosphere, and every stream that flows

“down into the valley, will bear witness that the hallowed name

of the Redeemer has been b 1
- reathed in these shades
Elffsst eoxf :sill'lcy io§§Wee1§1 that angels stoop down fro,ma]lllzagrz;
¢ strains that have been offered, free, f
> : A ree as th
very air you inhale. I go, my friends, but should T nevele'

- return, this place will be for ever precious to my remembrance

It contains the ashes of my chi i

It cor 1 y child. That child was yi ‘

lfgrgallt]lglgog;? I‘/éake% gtlrlld the spob where it sleispgli?sl,dfl?e:g
, ho und. Wil ye not guard it from th

stranger, and the wild beast of th% 11101.11115&11:1.;:l thfzﬁg (f)lf(.)v{;téi
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it, and the dew of htaven
ills bloom ungathered upon it, an  dew of
gsthlfn};ll*osden on itsgturf, till he, who is the resurs eci‘:(’)ll and
the life, shall appear, and d,thg g:ﬁve %;zﬁg‘xiialz Eti igu:n;otions,
He paused, overpowered by the 8 ) ohons,
: ditors attested the sympathy
and the sobs of many of his au thested the sympathy o
these untutored children of nature. e ame, from
; iti ' had been standing, and taking
clevated position on which he ot oo
the hand of Adellan, led him to the p iad Just ocen-
i le welcomed him with shouts, for 1
B e e hud d himself in public, to declare the
firat time he had presented him hp ¢ to declare tho
in his religious creed an.d such was the
fl?m?lmgje:’?ouéfy obt%xinecl for safnctltjil and (ii_evot;lqn, tlcl):algtrhlookﬁ(z
i 1 twithstanding his y .
upon him with reverence, notwitnstal B ot cone
fidence and agitation, but g
B ot dly and eloquently set forth
he proceeded, he boldly an q
gggnggfgsded t%e faith he had embraced. That young, eﬁthu—
siastic preacher would have been a povel spectacle 0 an a{;xl-o-
pean audience, as well as that wﬂ?f prom;scuzﬁjdzasge& t ﬁre
is 1 i i bout his waist, ac
His long, white robes, girded a ; waisk, according f0 the
is country, his black, floating bair, iarge, stre
gu:goﬁngfdgicgut ngv,v glowing éomplex_lon, formed a st;;éimg
cgnt;ast with the sable garments, pallid hue, and subdue

expression of the European minister. They interrupted him

f his intended
i s shouts, and when he spoke o ) _
g;;grii%ul:gauattemptéd to bid thcmd farewell, tfhen}; .:xveolitg‘;
lled to pause, for h
t became 0 great, he was compelled fee
zf:)lve ien vain toglift ttself above the mingled sounds of grief
indignation. o )
ant‘i‘ iﬂn?éfgz ;ou, my brethren,” cried he, at li}ngt{:, ‘t‘hczt;lgv itl({
[ e worthy to minister unto you. My bro ]
z;if%;u%gth to thye temples of rehglou,la{n%hknowﬁegﬁg:.l Ong;
i i aring his sie roug ‘
needs my helping arm in bearing sickthrongh the Jonely
d over the deep sea—what do ‘ |
gve:: ;ts?;nger and he took me in; I was naked and he clothed

me ; hungry and he fed me, thirsty and he gave me drink; -

he has given me to eat the bread of heaven,

:Eg $§§:rt;égr?£1,§ from tl%e wells of ’ ,salvation. Oh ! next to
i jend and yours. .

GO%JS esﬁzdtgg ol%eiti;ll;ﬁ began tg fall, before the excited frft?“:d
were all dispersed, and Mr. M , and Ad_ellzx'l WerescfJl [t: dxsn
tranquillity. Mary had listened to the mulmtu1 f{nfous; sounds,
with extreme agitation. She reproached herself for allow rg
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 people,
be allowed to relapse into their ancient idolatries. When the
clods of the valley were once laid upon her breast, her slumbers
would not be less sweet because they were of the dust of a
foreign land. :

Thus she reasoned with her husband, who, feeling that her
Iife was a sacred trust committed to his care, and that it was

* his first duty to guard it from danger, was not moved from hig

purpose by her tearful entreaties. They were to depart on the
tollowing morning. '

That night Adellan sat with Ozora by the sido of a fountain,
that shone like a bed of liquid silver in the rising moonbeams,
Nature always looks lovely in the moonlight, but it seemed to
the imagination of Adellan he had never scen her clothed with
such resplendent lustre as at this moment, when every 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 lately
had often been fed by her tears, Her bhair, which she had
been accustomed to braid with oriental care, hung dishevelled
over her shoulders. Her whole appearance presented the

- abandonment of despair. Almost every night since' his con-

templated departure, had Adellan followed her to that spot,
and mingled the holiest teachings of religion with the purest
vows of love. He had long loved Ozora, but he had strugoled
with the passion, as opposed to that dedication of himsclf to
heaven, he had contemplated in the gloom of his eonventual
life.  Now enlightened by the example of the missionary,
and the evangelical principles he had embraced, he believed
Christianity sanctioned and hallowed tfie natural affections of
the heart. He no longer tried to conguer his love, but to
make it subservient to higher duties. o
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 goft
and loving eyes were always looking into the depths of his
heart, to discover their own image there, He resisted the
proposition, and Mr. M applanded the heroic resolution.
But now Adellan was no hero; he was a young, impassioned
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lover, and the bitterness of parting pressed heavily on his
SOU:}!I-)romise me, Qzora,” repeated he, ¢ that when I am gﬁ;l‘?é
you will never,retum to the idol.ﬁ:rous ch;rsgf:» tzo;} S
jur ise me, that you will never kn 7
T coaiuibls Giod, and that this blessed book, which 1
v ou, a3 A parting - pledge, shall be as a lamp to {ﬁurfaith
gn&e yli ht to your path. Oh! ghould you forget the faith
a(-;u z];av% vowed to embrace, and should I, w'lfenhI cl?im; Oua; !
{0 my country, find you-an alien from Gog,u. % u%uyou ourn,
tears of blood over your lail; | ‘
ﬁesjle(;ullg S;zegvif:a;‘f Adellan, The friend of -his bosom rust
i - - ’? I ) ]
be ‘?IC]::ZI]:E:? be & Christian,” sobbed t}lfe dISCOInSOIMSﬁI%H;h
4 " 2 better than God himself, and I am still !
;:igﬁt:ir.l ov%ﬂ‘(; Adellan, you are dearer to me t,},m.n ten thow
sand worldg, and yet you are going to leave mel.1 st its
The grie,f she had struggledd t(cl) reit:::;’of e:}c:ose rsh, lts
bounds. Like the unchastened daug so ardent
i the wildest paroxysms gony
e e o o th d, tore out her long raven
She threw herself on the ground, ub her long raved
d the silence of night by her wild, by :
L{;i]ézinasnd i?:lll:h in vain endeavoured to Zoothe iﬁﬁ;ﬁg{:‘;i
. . when, finding his earesses and sympathy 56
ill:ntou;e;x?;ﬁi,ng, he knelt down by her side, aﬂdfhlft{ng 1111;;-
hands above her head, prayed to the Almighty to for gli:e_d or
for her saerilegious love.f .%s ;lh(; st%rrggszzaéviieirihi% o
subside, when the wing of tae ha eyo passcs cer thon e
the tempestuous emotions that raged 1 ;
?ﬁg p; éaigen, lulled into calmness by the holy breath o;'
prayeg' As Adellan continued hlshdeep and tferv:gt; calls]p;gli-
i : 1 the omnipotence ar -
tions, a sense of the ommnipresence, 20 O e ani
d stole over her. She raised her weeping eyes,
'zgsfhzfniznbeams glittered on her tears, they sgae}in%d tl})lut ihg
Jances of his all-seeing eye. As the wind sighe hrohgr
%he branches, she felt as if His br}ejath g_ere pg,sém;gni% nt(iaai
i i illed with melting a
in mercy and in love. Fi g el
1 lifted herself on her knees, by > of
Eflh];%?i Ss]zz'tl; whispered a response to every supplication for
L
parg%lllﬂ Faiher, I thank thee for this hour!” exalz;]lmed
Adellan -overpow:ared by so unlooked-for a change, and t row‘i
ing his arms around her, he wept from alternate ecstasy an

I
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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 early
boyhood he had been kept apart from the companionship of
the ruder throng; bis 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 the murmur of the stream. Adellan walked in silence by
the side of his friend. His thoughts were with the weeping
Ozora, and of the parting hour by the banks of the moon-
lighted fountain, Mary remembered the grave of her infant,
and wept, as she caught a last glimpse of the hill where she
had dwelt. The spirit of the missionary was lingering with

the beings for whose salvation he had laboured, and he made
a solemn covenant with, his own soul, that he would return
with Adellan, if God spared his life, and leave his Mary under
the shelter of the paternal roof, if she indeed lived to behold

it. On the third day, Mr. M was overcome with such

- excessive languor, he was compelled to be borne constantly by

the side of his wife, unable to direct, or to exercise any con-
trolling influence on his followers, Adellan alone, unwearied
and energetic, presided over all, encouraged, sustained, and
soothed. ~He assisted the bearers ‘n upholding their burdens,
and 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 fatigne. Adellan was still unwilling to intrust his friends
to any guidance but his own. He travelled day after day
through the burning sands, animating by his example the ex-
bausted slaves, and personally administering to the wants of
the sufferers.  When they paused for rest or refreshment,
before he carried the cup to his own parched lips, he broughs

"
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it to theirs. Tt 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,
kolding 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 commencenment
of the journcy Adellan urged him to stay behind, but he ex-
pressed so strong a desire t0 follow the good missionary, he
could not refuse his request. e wore his face mufiled 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 compelied him to ride. And when
they rested at night, and Adellan thought every one but him-
gelf wrapped in slumber, Lie would steal towards him, and ask

him to tell him something out of Grod’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 gould spave 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 Ouses 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 huxuriantly
there, and, more delicious than all, the waters of a fountain,
gushing out of the rock, reminded them how God had pro-
“:ded for the wants of his ancient people in the wilderness.
The missionary and his wi
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 mourishment
which tho others eagerly shared.

« What is the matter, my boy !’ asked Adellan, kindly,

"

fo were able to lift their languid
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and taking his hand in his, wa i
a bis ) , was struck by it i
Hz?:::a(;;e ﬂl’H continued he, ““and hau;rey nt)st bclgl;g]lplifin}:azaf;
1o made da,l G}:i)a ftdfor him under the trees, and they brouwl.]t
him & mod xdlzd ralzght. Seeing him sink after a while i
2 dec 3}; awa};{, dellan § anxiety abated. But about midni h%
ho tras ]aignf:' ]IJ)y the moanings of the boy, and bendign
pyer him, laf is an‘d on his forehead. The sufferer o eneg
ps e t}z; 2 zndgégped, “Water, or I die!” Adellan ran 11323 the
poDiain, e liroughi: the water immediately to his lips
handkerchielfn%‘ own, he removed the muffling folds of tgle
pomkerchie Jz'ni1 his face, and unbound the same from his
o ’meon :h_m ght bathe his temples in the cooling stream
ey 00D ane’ as clearly and resplendently as when it
tense radia.ncezﬁz Sfeﬁ?;?eggoftf 'e:ise, :nd Hg%md oD e o In-
- aren iri :
fﬁgeia?l lzms as;sgmshed_that no disﬁigjgring tgagsf :;?)ga;{&gi)?l.
h thegwo ;'lloui: mke of his youthful face; his hair, too, instead
o o woo ¥ locks of the Ethiopian, was of shininé; length
wa,tels,,he d?;},oii:i da.sbeﬁdeﬂlm;}’f hand bathed his brow w%th
th?‘(give slt{in_ of the Abyizinian.e ety dye 'Of his complexion
zora !” exclaimed Adellan, throwing hi i
by“h]f}z‘l(') :,uiie 5 “Ogzora, you have f,'ollowed r%le?;;ﬁieg 3?e z:;gony ‘
o Ty “gi t\;leo lﬁw, At%ellan,” cried she, faintly; it was .death
in dyion ot ygu, but oh! I have found everlasting life
oty o 1 b e s v e o 1t
L - e hope of a Christian.”
" fg’fllan 8 iia(f%/l[l cry had roused the slumberers oii; 111?2 ‘tent
G tary,, herself, gathering strength from terror,
oot hoax £ spot. What was her astonishment to behold
cor belo b'nml'ls_e, supported in the arms of Adellan, and
sect ap%l%; ] lgiﬁ; ilrrllg out her last sighs! KEvery restorative
S appa s;. vain. The blood was literally burning up
This last fatal proof of her love an i
d constanc
ﬁgirjle?lfd(;&deﬂan. He remembered how often gewg:élgé:ilg
cor slond df all'lms bearing the litter, her feet blistering in the
snds; an w e!jll be kuew, too, that it was for the love of him
pio ba foroxfle this, he felt as if he wquld willingly lay down
dimake for tils. But when he saw her mind, clear and un-
om to 1;)}2 : frﬁftsfef Slsease! bearing its spontaneous testi-
s of that religion which reserves its most
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glorious triumphs for the dy
joicing emotions. o . - whilo
Y M?,r Saviour found me in the wilderness, (:i'uad :};ﬁied vhilo
Listening to the prayers of Adellan. His hea vfa:a Sled vt
dew, and his locks were heavy with the drops 1?' 111:\ %as.boun s
'Ade’lla,n, there is a love stronger tihar% :%:E ﬁ)vlecI s il
rs. In the strength o L am Wil
iiyr:s?iu lnt;oylf.u T feel there is forgiveness even for :Eez; ¢ ne
Shegpaused, and lifting her eyes to heaven{i };ﬂmissiouary
expression, folded her h%ndi ;m t]:u]a; bi?:imi]ili'ght a; et
t her soul was about to fal , 8D n
Za::ftl}::r hiesr feeble voice rose in prayer und agoratl?g.t v:i?;e 3
the holy’incense was ascending up to he:wen,b e: fﬂfdellan e
its upward way, so peacefully and gilently, tha ollan. st
glasped her cold hand, unconscious that he was cling iy
du?lfhaéndrﬁ:}cigs-her grave beneath the acacis, whose lgossfoil:
ere sti'.rrewed over her dying couch. They placed a ru qt one
:;3 the head, and the hand of A(%li;}.n ca:geg I;l;)(%le &eemer
1 ime inscription, I know that mjy
gimple, but sublime inscripilon, O O e awas
i 7 The name of Ozora, on the opp 2
1;1}:: iﬁemorisﬂ left in the des;;t, Ef heﬁ ﬁht(ﬁ:rfgiozyg?aasdzﬁr
i som of her friends. DBu
;ltioflﬁilt l?oi};?ybgizi which no marble monument could exalt.

It was the grave of a Christian :

ing hour, he was filled with re-

i ir &l i ‘ershade
¢ And angels with their silver wings o'er: e
'I'lr;e grogund now sacred by her relics made.

‘ ' ravellers through
weary task to follow the frave rough
I: Ws?zgldofb e;;]?eir jogrney. Adellan still continued t}l}snlzf;
ev;ged (I))ﬁlces to his grateful and now convaleicenth I‘lee nds,
gut his spirit' mourned for dhii‘a1 li‘sftozﬁi‘:éhingogzia ! zzvpfur ;
t on Christian land, he felt so :
?ﬁaie:;:ﬁegnthe breast of Go,lumbus on the discovery (ff ai ng:;
world. It was, indeed, a new world to him, and alm
ized hi of Paradise. )
rea%ﬁ:dfrlilgdd;eg? ?\iary and her husband welcomed h;_m,t]z;:
the guardian angel who had Watche%l %wi;ar_ :%xe;; ;i‘vegse:in tho
i ; ristia
desert, at the hazard of his own; an ang PR
i t3 and their homes to their ADY
ward to open their hearts an e 10 i s
' once more surrounded by
ggoﬁi‘:‘r&oufﬁ?aﬁd all the appliances of kindred love, and all

- cursion for the collection of minerals,
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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 eould
drink in these immortal influences, and that through them he
was to fertilize and refresh, hereafter, the waste places of his
country, he considered every moment devoted to relaxation
alone, as something robbed from eternity.

One day, Adellan accompanied 2 number of young men
belonging to the institution in which he was placed, in an ex-
: Their path led them
through the wildest and most luxuriant couniry, through
scenes where nature rioted in all its virgin bloom ; yet, where
the eye glancing around, could discern the gilding traces of
art, the triumphs of man’s creating hand. Adellan, who be-
held in every object, whether of nature or of arf, the mani-
festation of God’s glory, became lost in a trance of ecstasy.
e wandered from his companions. He knelt down amid the
rocks, upon the green turf, and on the banks of the streams.
In every place he found an altar, and consecrated it with the
incense of prayer and of praise. The shades of night fell
around him, before he was conscious that the sun had declined,
The dews fell heavy on his temples, that still throbbed with
the 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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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,
thoge valleys, embosomed in hills, on whose white and glitter-
ing summits Adellan imagined be could see the visible foot-
prints of the Deity. “Up to the hills,” he exelaimed, with
the sweet singer of Israel, in a kind of holy rapture, “‘up to
the hills do I lift mine eyes, from whenee 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 -

Tsrael 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 2s man seeth,” had sent forth his messenger
to call him to his heavenly home. Gentle was the summons,
but Adellan knéw 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, “1 can now say from my heart, the will of God be done.
Tt 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.” -

¢ ] made a vow unto my God,” answered Mr. M , ¥ that
T 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 kectic fires that
burned wpon his cheek; ¢ tell them that the only reflection
that planted a thorn in my dying pillow, was the sorrow I felt
that T 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 T ten thousand lives,
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~and for every life ten thousand years to live, I sb
them all too short to d  od oot tho e
vicﬁ et Redeemer.”ewte to the glory of God, and the ser-
e sunk back exhausted in his chair, and conti i
lower voice, % You will travel once more througlltltiléeg;;;ta
but the hand of Adellan will no longer minister to the friend
he loves. Remember him when you pass the grave of Qzora
and hallow it onee more with the breath of prayer. She died
for love of me, but she is gone to him who loved her as m
nez&fﬁ' lcivef.t He;‘ Spirit awaits my coming.” -
€ last tear that ever dimmed the eye of Ade '
to the memory of Ozora. - Tt seemed aypa.rting tlrliablixtl;eicer fil;
world he was about to leave. His future hours were silded
by anticipations of the happiness of heaven, and by visiogns of
glory too bright, too holy for deseription. IHe died in the
arms of the missionary, while the hand of Mary wiped from
his brow the dews of dissolution. Their unifed tears em-
batl)med_ the body of one, who, had he lived, would have been
af urning 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 humnility of the Pub-
lican, the ardour of Peter, the love of J ohn, and the faith and
zeal of the great Apostle of the Grentiles. Perhaps it should
rather be said, with the reverence due to these holy evangelists
and saints, tl_l&:ﬁ a large portion of their divine attributes ani-
mated the spirit of the Abyssinian Neophyte, -

15 *




THE

VILLAGE ANTHEM.

« WHAT is that bell ringing for ?” asked Villeneuve of the

waiter, who was leaving the room. ,

« Tor church,” was the reply.
«Jor church! Oh! is it Sunday? I had forgotien it. 1

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 th
ford. - He was never pestere
makes one feel so warm and
one good to hear him.”
Villeneuve cast a languid glance thro
the sofs 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 aceustomed to listen to him. Dull a8

his present position was, he was resolved to kecp it, rather

than inflict upon himself such an intolerable bore. The boy,

d for a word yet, and his voice
tender about the heart, it does

ugh the window, from

who had mounted his hobby, continued, regardless of the un--

ropitious countenance of his auditor.

& Then there is Miss Grace Blandford, his daughter, plays
so beautifully on the organ! You never heard such music in
When she sits behind the red curtaing, and you
thing but the edge of her white skirt below, I

(174)

your life.
can’t see any

e whole world than Parson Bland-
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can’t help thinking there’s an angel hi ‘ sh
el hid there;
-comes down and takes her father’s arm, to v(:r;‘lalé ;tl?tdo?hﬁn e
shs% l%jks like an angel, sure enough.”’ chareh,
Hleneuve’s countenance brightened. Allowing fi
; d. owing fo
hyperbole of ignorance, there were two positive t%in rsavlvlhi_:hg
r;)eslt;e Fgreez:gle in f!:henﬁselve:;-;—«-lrrlusic and a young mai(%en Ee
roge from the sofa, threw aside his dressing-go '
0 -ZOW
Iﬁ:fn cc;z{m)t 2,];13 hﬁt, al?d tl(iommanded the de]ig]%tgd I;Iéyci})ledirggi
to the church, the nearest way. His guide d
ushering in such a handsome and aristocratic-lgokin,gI;zggnggf
r

. conducted him to one of the most conspicuous seats in the

broad aisle, in full view of the i
A ¢ pulpit and th
Vﬂ]e[éeuve s first glance was towards the red eﬁf:ﬁi?%}fiﬁﬁ
:geiﬁe %aevﬁglgo 010;% not fv&en a glimpse of whito was ’granted
. er. He smiled at his own curiosit :
this angel of the village b osity. Very likely
o, ge boy was a great red-faced, hard-h
country girl, who had beon taught smporfectly fo throe tra
keys of an instrument, and con 8 pertectly fo thrum the
s Foltw 3 sequently transformed b i
simplicity into a beiﬁg of superi de ¥y rustic
kind of excitement was bett pevior order. No matter, any
er than the ennui £ J
had been aroused. A low, s ennul from which he
. : . weet, trembli
?ﬁisg‘fi'éys“%ﬁrily,’ 1’: . thlgujght he: ““ng, vllli%gal?: eglndgeersstoi)er;];
—that 18 the key-note of true har 7 He b
tened, the sound swelled, deepened mony.”  He lis-
oy, ‘ lled through th
of the building, and sank a aip n?tﬁ ro gh the arch
the tears involu,nta,ril gain with such a melting cadence
¢ : y sprang into bis eyes. Ashamed -
emotions, he leaned his head on his h hamed of his
: . ' d, and vielded
to an influence, which, coming ove Sh'au ) S0 yioned mseen
all the foroe of enc h’antmengt ovcétl"h im so un_expectedly, had
swelled again in solomn acc. e notes 5hed away, then
hymn.  The hymn closed companiment with the opening
. - with the melod ibrati
the ingtrument. and £ . ous vibrations of
found silence. nd for a few moments there was a most pro-
“The Lord is in hig holy |
: : y temple; let all
Sll%l:?e before hgm ¢’ uttered a degp, ’solemz. vgﬁ carth keep
wa Hleneuve raised his head and gazed upon the Sl;eaker He
mairidmzﬁer?i]ﬁf ]iasi; tu'll(: meridian of life, but We&rin.g un
> oblest: attributes of manhood. His b .
unwrinkled, his piercing e . . iy brow was
. ye undimmed, and hig tall fi
majestic and unbowed. The sun inclined all agure
the light, the warmth, th inclined from the zenith, but
y the splendour remained j ; ;
power, and the hearts of the hearers radiated tha‘inlia;ll]tt};?&'

warmth, till an 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 xites 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 be 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
germon, 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 hig, he ele-
vated them, he spiritualized them. e 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, 1t 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 sonl. Iis manner was in_general calm
and affectionate, yet there were moments when he swept the
¢hords of human passion with a master’s hand, and the hectio
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. 1
ghould like to see his daughter.” The low notes of the organ
again rose, as if in response to his heart’s desire. This time
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 swopt over the keys, as if the enthu-
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siasm of an exalted spirit were communicated t

and sinew. The undulating strains rolled andorgzgigefzﬂlsg
t;‘ll the whole house was fiiled with the waves of harmon
But high, and clear, and sweet above those waves of harmony'
and the mingling voices of the choir, rose that single femal;g
voice, uttering the burden of the anthem, “for ever and éver.”
Villeneuve closed his eyes. He was oppressed by the novel;;y
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 rel’igion
and heard jts 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
23rawful reality, as the last notes of the paan echoed on his

When the benediction was given, and the congregation

leaving the chu_rch, he Watchgd in;pat-iently forgthge f(?ldiﬁég
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 acoustomed 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 ‘he
exercises, He had heard, for in a country village such things
?11;2 rai?ml_y commgnicated,l ?at ‘there was a traveller at the
» & foreigner and an invalid—two strong claims to sympath
and kindness. The pallid complexion of ighe young mj.;n Evass:;
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 bohalf, The minister accosted him with great be
nignity, and invited him to accompany him home. :

“ You are a stranger,” said he, “and 1 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 yeb stood, with downeast 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 graece,
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 go 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 gentiments he
did not fecl, he felt justified in concealing those he did feel,
when he knew their avowal wonld give pain or displeasure.
Tt 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 congidered
profanation here; and a convietion decply mortifying to his
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vanity foroed itself upon him, that all those accomplishments

 for which he had been so much admired, would gain him no

favour with the minister and hi
; s daughter. He could
P I J ghte could not
fort Zaﬁozexg'ressmg his surprise at the location Mr. Blandford
“TI would not insult id Vi

. you by flattery,” said Vill
mienuously, “but I am astonished you{i,o not see]; va?il;;l{
S£ ei's: of usefulness. It is impossible that the people here
shouid appreciate your talents, or estimate the sacrifices you -

. make to enlighten and exalt them.”

Mr. Blandford smiled as he an
A ! swered—¢ You think
;p]iere too small, while I tremble at the weight of responsibilri[g
:.zge assumed. If T have the talents which you kindly

z&‘sli-,n e to me, ¥ find here an ample field for their cxercise.

cre are hundreds of minds around me that mingle their
asplrations with mine, and even assist me in the heavenward
Journey. In a larger, more brilliant circle, I might perhaps
tgl?ng 2 more sounding name and exercise a wider influence, but
’ at influence would not be half as deep and hoartfels. I’was
com g‘nd. bred in 4 eity, and know the advantages such a life
‘anf er; bub I would not exchange the tranquillity of this
}uEa residence, the serenity of my pastoral life, the paternal
in duence I wield over this secluded village, and the love
?;:xr . ﬁ'eew;exie:;%gdof _1ts upright and pure-minded inhabitants,
for thy piendic sinecure of the Archbishops of our mother-

Villeneuve was astonished to s

v ¢ € see a man 80 nobly end
enltlre_ly destitute of the principle of mubition. Heywan:egegé
:i ((1 h‘;gﬁ};mg he ha*ffi t1:}];1113 trampled under his feet the honours

ctiong of the .o« i ition

e, tonctions of world. ¢ You consider ambition a

“ You are mistaken,” replied i

) n,” replied Mr. Blandford, “if you beli

me destitute of ambition. I am one of the’mostyambitigl‘;:
E{;n mlitgtlf worltfi.t- But Idaspire after honours that can resist

_ ons of time, an 7 i ishabili
e tuations of timo, partake of the imperishability .of
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&7 have consulted- her happiness as well as my own, in ﬂle,
choice I have made.” ek safuso the
Villeneuve was delighted to see a bright blus suifuse the
modest cheek of Grace—but it was the blush of feeling,
Sh?‘lrl)[eiove the country rather than the ﬁown,” said she,‘ k“ f(?fl:
T prefer nature to art, meditation to action, and the wor Sh'
G‘rpd to the works of man; and in the constant companions ip
ofomy gather I find more than contentment—I find happiness,
% s : isolation of his own destiny.
i sighed—he felt the isolatio : y
Thglllaltggﬁvﬁis J;"%’l,mily, a traveller mda str;ng;}e 1andé ;13 gﬁ;:ﬁig
ich ificed in the too eag
of health ; which had been sacriil foo eagar pursuls
' ures of this world, without one hop ‘ !
gg ;gitlﬁgis Affluent and uncontrolled, yot sated a,nd, do;})onltll
ing, he envied the uncorrupted taste of the minister’s daugh-
¥

ter. Ile would have bartered all his wealth for the eﬁthﬁsias;x;
that warmed the eharacter of her father, Thﬂt nig talo?n :ril.l
awakened by a singular dream.ItHe thoggﬁl};t; : eh;w::as one n
the horror of thick darkness. lt seeme hat, bo was 1n 4@
i infinity, and yet chained to one dark spot, ¢
Elc?;bfl)g lgp:cky’in they boundless ocean of space. ¢ Must L

ied 1 uch as 1§ only
remain here for ever?” he cried in agony, s .
i{in;‘a;;l in dreams, when the spirit’s nerves are aﬁl un(?illczatil;;gﬁ
red t, geraphic volce,
« Tor ever and ever,” . answered a sweet, oc, lugh
i i he beheld Grace, reclining
bove his head, and looking up he ) 0
Zﬂgr-bosmned’clouds, so distant she appeaéieg 11[]119 a‘fifn1§
the heavens, yet every iinea.me‘g,t perfepﬁézd ﬁenzn.d riog
' ai 3 /
then parted from thee for ever!” exclaimed e, en vouneg
i : the lumincus pomnt. .
to stretch out his arms towards or
‘ heavenly accents, mo
r and ever,” responded the same nly "
?’Zfly echoing il they died away, and the vision ﬂed..on}{;; vﬁs
not superstitions, but he dlddnot hfl«':e l?elg 1;113rei§§11t  of 1
dream. He rose feverish and unreireshed, mset
i is j Mr. Blandford came to
unable to continue his journey. i  to see
1 i d in the young stranger,
him. He was deeply intereste yo sirangen, o
cperi hich every sensitive and 1n
experienced the pleasure w oh ot ire and e ellct.
1 i i ed sensibility an
Dbeing feels in meeting with kindred se ility and ttellet
intimacy, thus commenced, con inue crease,
?VESklifltera vz::ak passed away, and Vﬂlenriuwlat ﬁt}llqll&%ixé%d
in is His health was -
v the minister and his daughter. _
?;ild his spirits excited by the novel yet powerful mﬂx;gaiﬁi
that surrounded him. Lt was impossible, in the course ;
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deepening intimacy, that the real sentiments of Villeneuve
should remain concealed, for hypoerisy formed no part of hisg
character. Mr. Blandford, relying on the reverence and affec.
tion Villeneuve evidently felt for him, believed it would be an
eagy 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 eloguence ;
but it was a most difficult one to conviance. 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. 7

“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 gitt denied to me, I
cannot force my belief, nor give a cold assent with my lips to
what my reason and my conscience belie.”

Mr. Blandford ceased not his efforts, notwithstanding the
unexpected resistance he encountered, but Grace gradually
retired from the conflict, and Villeneuve found to hig SOrrow
and mortification that she no longer appeared to rejoice in his
soclety. There was a veserve 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 eye
it 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, till
this summons came.” Grace, unable o conceal her emotions,
vose 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 check as colourless as marble, T should have fore-

scen -this,” at length he said. < It would have spared us all
much misery.” '

16
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¢« Misery !”” replied Villeneuve, in a startling tone.

«Yes” replied Mr. Blandford, “I have been greatly to
blame—1I have suffered my feelings to trinmph 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. T can never
trust my daughter’s happiness m 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 1o longer in her own keeping,
completely overpowered him. Villeneuve listened in astonish-
ment and dismay. He, in all the pride of affiuence and rank
(for noblée blood ran in lineal streams through his veins), to be
rejected by an obscure village pastor, from mere religious
seruples. 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, 1 can take my rejection only
from your daughter—I have never sought her love unsanctioned
by your approbation—I have scorned the guise of & hypocrite,
and I have & 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 young man burst their bounds. Ile summoned Grace
into his presence. I yicld to your impetuous desire,” said
he, “but I would to Heaven you had spared me a scenc 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 bad 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 leancd 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. ¢ Ok,
my God ! forgive me the folly, the blindness, the madness of
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which I have been guilty!
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Grace started, as if wakenin
5 g from a dream. H ’
Eve(;r;ls ﬁ'grc;tlleg hﬁr tfo llllerseéf—-—one brief moment of ezgtgz;hfl;;
| ~—to be followed, she knew, by hours of
i};:d }?g;r;:ﬁ . lhe-&vzﬁrm fglfﬁw faded from h:gr chee%k,oanga:;}l](foevis
g rouna her father’s neck, she wept unrestrai .
.g‘Shehloves me,” exclaimed Vil’leneuveﬂ “ ymi ?cl)ﬁiggf
witness her emotions—you will not separate us—you will
Suf}:ea a GI‘L}?I far‘liatwlsm to destroy us both.” you wil mot
race,” said Mr. Blandford in & firrm voi
I voice, ¢
ﬁ;eecti (llaé)t t]%%ifl'?e;?gi of a,d n}omen;:, but the priuc(i};ies 33(;'0]; Eage
. | u hazard, for the enjoyment of, a f. i
zr}f:ri,l ;;:ru?uttg?able }nterests of etern}ity? Wiﬂ ;c:; %ﬁ;ﬂz
7 te abjures for the bosom of
woad, m}’lfifau[%hli;er, will you wed an Illf'uai[(alﬁg’a reort In e
race lifted her head aspi :
lookelglhfervently upwa,rg. , and clasping her hands together,
“Thou art answered,” cried Mr. Rl i
i . *. Blandfor in
lrlﬁ otion towards Vlll?ne’uve. “The (}03 sﬁtedi’nvzr;tlile: ::i};f pei-
eif I;St;'ength to resist temptation. Go, then, most m:xha:g:lve
ﬁzve Z };)g;ii J’;;O;-l;g mzlt;:l—?_rou ?ave chosen your destiny, andptI:rZ
: ) .« Xou live for time. We, for eterni
I said before, there is a dee If 55, Soek not
: between us. 8
drag her down into the abp s i - ot ot
ys8 into which you would
plunge. My soul hath wrestled with y “you e
: ; ours, and
ﬁftﬁ; thoughPI fought with weapons d};awn’ frtl)lm }i{ogmgﬂg
ory. Ha —our
o e ¥ wrewell—our prayers and our tears will fol-
timlgebiit%(llfei elai:e haq&i to grasp Villeneuve’s for the last
) ¢, With every passion excited beyond
power of control, rejected the motion 3 and g the Lan
Tt Grace, which I ; and, snatching the hand
. powerless over her father’
ggetzr‘];er11}[1pqtﬁlously towards him. ¢ She lovez 1?121,.’?’ esxl;cf:ilgzg
, ‘“ana 1 will never resign her; I awear it b i
Porver aom o hoter, T ; Lawear it by the inexorable
y worship. Perish the religi
would crush the dearest and holi i i B
Bty poh. the dear nd ho test feelings of the human
poart L Poris ¢ faith that exults in the sacrifice of nature
With one powerful arm My, Bl
| ‘ - Blandford separated hi
:lelz f:) 2;112 the embrac; gf Eer lover, and hold?ngahfi}m ]ﬁ:cdka:v%?l::
: r, commanded him to depart. He d
agitated, the veins of his templ : ko condn, oa
: o1 his temples started out lik
113()1!3' eyes flashed with imprisoned fires. .VilIeneivzoﬁiitigg
& moment in his unrelaxing grasp, then, reeling backward
i)
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sunk upon a sofa. He turned deadly pale, and held his hand-
kerchicf to hiz face. A

«Oh ! father! you bave killed him " shrieked Grace, ¢pring-
ing to his side; “he faints! be bleeds, he dies !”

Tiven while Grace was speaking, the white handkerchief was
crimsoncd with blood, the eyes of the young man closed, and
he fell back insensible.

¢« Just Heaven ! spare me this curse I cried Mr. Blandford.
« (ireat God ! I have killed them both X
. 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 seckeloth, but reddened the white
dress of Grace and stiffened on her fair locks, as her head
drooped unconsciously on his breast. All wag 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
watehing 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 brink of the
grave, during which time Mr. Blandford searcely left his side,
and Girace lingered near the threshold of the door, pale and
sleepless, the image of despair. One night, when he seemed
to be in a deep slecp, Mr. Blandford knelt by his couch, and
in @ 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. He
prayed in agony for the life of the young man; for his soul’s
life. He pleaded, he supplicated; till, langunage failing, sighs
and tears alone bore witness to the strivings of his gpirit.

«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 Villencuve
who spoke, and whose eyes fixed upon him had a most intense
and thrilling expression. , ¢ Your prayer is heard,” continued
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he. T feel that God i i
he. . - s mercifnl. A ray of divige Ii
iil:én;nuis ;21{1 q})artmg h.oull'. Let me sec GI{LGZ I‘)it:;gl?: I] lc%i};t
4 3 ma i
ok o mouls X y mingle once on earth, in earnest of thei;
Tho minister led his dan ‘
he his daughter to the couch of Vi
%{:S‘I)ggefgrhﬁxigaﬁ% in l(]}ts.d “ My daughter,” orieé: he,l‘lf il;;:izz
f,oxed for his » bod giveth unto him long life; yea, life
owgrm ’xzaowed.her head on the pale hand that clasped her
into,her an in that awful moment, a torrent of joy gushed
into he soud. ] It was the foretaste of an eternal Wedlocgk ed
Jeath beegﬁ:e 1nde_ed swallowed up in victory. Mr ]31.51.11&5'l nd
knclt t]{e 1ihknee1mg daughter, and many a time (iurin tg;t
talgce o uy o:llgh_t they saw the spirit of Villeneuve abgout %
take i pwdar flight ; but he sunk at length into a ge tlo
pumb Ii;lanh when the doctor again saw him, he percei%elcll ,
favou g . etchange in his pulse, and told Mr. ’Bla.ndford th o
s a;eri ope of .}&lshreeovery. “With perfect quiet ;Ifg
ng,” sai i I
maTyhyet podssiﬁiy Ny Savegf,}ookmg meaningly at Grace, “he
e predictions of the excellent physici i
d physician we
gizi, i'c:]rd 1;1anl§i§dthan thllﬁe weeks Villeneuvemti:z(tlzegel;i ;:[ﬁi
/ id, was able to take his seat i i
}cll;glzm er. dBl.eu:xdford saw with joy that the lea,rilthﬂlvehi{?limill
bad e rgce. in Whﬂ.t. he believed his dying hour, wa ¢
abs reo‘?g, dmth Iietur.mn_g health. . He had always ,rel'sdnoij
the : 2 xidu o of _hls principles, and now, when religion sbr;i tc1)1n
ened withsﬂl‘mgﬁed them, he felt it his duty to sanctiongh'—
pion with | ;:ctsgﬁrh:er.h' The business which had sumn:mnelf;l
0 his native country still remai
igg:}lﬁ%&a?d as the physzplan preseribed g mildef n;ﬁﬁ;:fe ul?-
rosolved foc; %IK %? g;fx.na;il air of France. It was no li’ghi
sac ..a:nortoiveuh'd
Ez;f:shu;)é 10; 21s f_mtﬂ;fcmtons, and do%m hirﬂéei? toa:%i:ltﬁ:;;;hﬁo;{;le
1t without murmuring, since he b ing
E(i)‘ il:tal,]\;in :;;ould hallow their nu{)tials. Vill?z)l?a?n:él epEi?.lslsi;gg
e en
be}f‘wed parsonagzl'nng year, and restore (Grace again *o her
he Sunday before their de
. parture, G- i
{ﬁthf)r and husband. to the village c,hurl;aalf.e a%?ﬁ?:}}t}lamed hor
e boy who had guided him there the first time wding a6
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the portal. r i
p laG . He returned his respectful salutation

standing a
with a warm
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grasp of the hand. ¢ He led me to the gate of heaven,” thought
3 L]
+ ¢ he shall not go unrewarded. .
he{,{ She will be toog proud to ,glay I?Hhﬂ;em g;g;:i deﬁoffén
i to himself, ¢ now that she ha
ialtllc(li ;hf?o?:i)éner i but’ Grace aseengeg the gég}ﬁstaihtmﬁl,ﬁirg;
| i )
drew the red curtains closely round her. 1 b tho feelngs
ician were, within that sacred sanctuary,
;f'eggi I1[;1]:1113S keys, proi)ablyfor flhe éait t:m:ﬁeco‘ggeog}ytgg
j bling touch; but at
e hon the same subli ith the burden ¢ for
ices, me sublime anthem, wi ‘fo
2%2?3?&222? ’f h\::: sung by the choir, V:lli‘nialuve :iiglgl?ssgtig
: 1 : hich first fell so thn
the same clear, adoring accents W T o il
on hig ear. He remembered his dream. O ins
sm with superstitious horror. It was caused by :
lc:;.'nl]li::iark £nd troubled mind. Now every _thoxi%ht flowed in
a new channel; he seemed a new being to himself. . o
« Ave we indeed united 7’ said he, while his gou "in(% o
the echoes of that sweet strain, ¢ and shall we be unite
?’) . ] .
ev?fﬁ‘or ever and ever,” returned the voice of the Woxl;shlpper H
and the whole choir, joining in, in a full burst of harmony,

. * 13 3

THE BOSOM SERPENT.

“1 HAVE something to tell you, Rosamond,” said Cecil
Dormer, taking Rosamond (lifford on his knee and seatin
himself in a corner of her mother’s sofa—¢ Don’t you want to
hear a story to-night ?”’ :

“1Is it a sure enough story 7’ agked Rosamond, “or a fairy
tale, like the Arabian Nights Eatertainment 72

“ Every word of it truth,” answered Cecil—¢ though some
portions of it may ¢ freeze your young blood.” It is of  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 baok, and taking a seat on the sofa— for ag 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 ehild—“1 want to hear about the little girl.”

“ Well,” said Cecil,  you reeollect 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 tke
distance, though the walk itself was rough and unpleasant. Ag
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.” T 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 ?”
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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 2 leathern thong over the head of a pale, shrinking
girl, whom she grasped with her lefs 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 foree
which must have made it ache to the marrow of the bones, and
caused her involuntarily to loosen her hold of her vietim, who
foll 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 Zed
Riding Hood 2" asked Rosamond.

“Yes, a most striking resemblance. Ter eap 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 hor rage, and her hard,
dull-coloured eyes glowed like red-hot stomes in their deep
sockets.”

«¢What do you want? cried she, in a voice between a
growl and a seream-—and wlio are you, and what is your
business? You had betier take eare, or I'll make your back
smart, in spite of your fine coat.’

«] 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 gnatch this
child from your clutches, and to give you up to the city
authorities for disturbing the public peace.” :

¢¢Ttis 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 seratch 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 l—mope, mope from
morning to night, nothing but mope and fret, while T'm
drudging like a slave. I'm ot 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 V" ,

«Oh! don’t tell any more about that horxid old woman,”
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" 4 ] -
;V%fif;iu(ﬁiéeihlzodsgtggnd ‘I want to hear about the little girl.
“ Why, she wept and sobbed, and said she di
~but that she was sick and Wez;k, and she wislfegnsi}cleevgg: 1(iq]ri
the grave, by her poor mother’s side, for there was mobody in
the world to take care of her, and she knew not what Wguld
become of her. I told her impulsively that 7 would see she
;ims taken care of, and if that vile woman but lifted her
cgfji againgt her once more, she shou]t?l? rue it to her heart's
‘“There, Cecil, you have made a rh me, s i
bei:?re you speak again,” said Rosamon{i, Is’mghij;ogu. st wish
“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
WO}.:Id be willing to protect and cherish her for my sake.”
- “Isshe a pretty child 7”7 interrogated Mrs. Clifford feelings
beff. knorz',n to herself prompting the question. e :
: Yes! repeated Rosamond, cagerly, stealing a look in the
glass at her own bright eyes, fair complexion, and curling locks
— i\? :B? g);setty, znél vgizs :?hﬁ dressed nice I
] ! wered Cecil, “the only emotion she could excit
;s thzzlt of the deepest pity. She is thin to emaciation, sallo;
ho cadaverousness, and her eyes occupy the greatest portion of
er face, they look so large and hollow and wild. She might
?EE for a miniature representation of famine, disease, or w%e.
= ere Is something about her, however, that speaks of gentle
f)(;d and carly gentle breeding. Her name at least is
gli;si:f?}'atlc, and bespeaks a French extraction—Eugenia St.
Rosamond was delighted with the name, and wonde .
sh?‘could help being pretty with such a boautiful namliae.d how
Poor child ” said Mrs, Clifford, “it is a pity she is not
ilj}id,s,ome, it would add so much to the romance of the adven-
__“She is helpless and oppressed,” eried Ceeil «
if she had the beauty of a,pcherub her claims WoTxaltgm;g% plaf;gg
more eloquently than they do in my heart. I should think T
}veye guilty of murder, if I left her in the hands of that virago.
t1s 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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ase the child’s security for a short time. I made a vow
%);1 I;fll;'lef, when she clung {o me convulsively, as I z_tttemﬁted
to leave her, that I would place her in some situation where
she could find kindness and pro’fiactlon, till fitting arrangements
for her education. ) )
03%‘]’}801? tﬁi indeed romantic,” Sai‘% Mrz. Cllffor{]f,’?emously,
s not what you may entail upon yoursel.

a‘?(% Eioil-ry if youythink me so,” said Cecil, with a loo]i
of mortification and disappointment—“1I see I have as“ugu?
drawn too hasty conclusions. You have been 8o very klg hO
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 perbaps receive for a little while, ,unde; %rlour
own roof, this neglected child of orphanage and want, 1 :azgr%
no other friend of whom I could ask a similar favour, and 1 t
find T am presuming too much on you, I believe I must tzy i:o
fall in love and get married, so that I can take my protegée to

own,” o

) hl\?[T: (()lfiilﬁng;-d had not the most distant idea of permitting
him to do so preposterous a thing, for she had long smcet:pdj
propriated him to Rosamond, whom as a child he now pfg e

and caressed, and whom, if he continued as he now was, agc;tr}
free, as 2 woman he must inevitably love. When he firs

mentioned the girl, and expressed such a strong m;ere_st. in
her behalf, she began to tremble in anticipation, ea?ng a
ffure rival in her views; but the lean, sallow face, hal c«iyess
and half bone, just delineated, tranquillized her fears, an Es
her fears subsided, her pity strengthened." And Rqsamﬂ? ,
though too young to enter into her mother’s Spe(31113.13101:;;,t };3 !
her sympathy increased tenfold since she had learne 1?

nature had gone hand in hand with fortung, and been cq%zgl dy
niggard of her boons. She was unfortunately an only ¢ 1h )
and accustomed to be an object of exclusive attention 11n t fé
household, from her idolizing mother down to the olv{r&es
menial. The guests too easily understood the way to ht{s.

Clifford’s heart, and as Rosamond was pretty and sprig Byi’;

they derived amusement from her little airs and graces. bu

what flattered her vanity and elated her pride more tharﬁ anyé—
thing else, Cecil Dormer, so distinguished for wealtf in

accomplishments, so courted and admired, seemed 1_:0 prg ei‘ e;

company to the society of grown ladies, who had often dec ail:e

themselves jealous of her, and threatened, when slge 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 Fugenia as beautiful
and charming, it is more than probable she would have regarded
her 2s a dreaded encroacher on boundaries which nature had
preseribed and fortune guarded—but for the ugly Eugenia all
her sympathies were enlisted, and she pleaded her mother so
waraly to bring her there directly, and take her away from that
dreadful woman for good and ail, that Cecil was delighted
with her sensibility and benevolence, and rejoiced in such a
juvenile coadjutor. o
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 & 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 nothing in 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. Kugenia’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
€yes 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 soclety—she stood like one bewildered,
as if awaking f