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In the year 1812, shorlly after the declaration of

war with Great Britain, I made an excursion, part]

on business, partly of pleasure, into that beautifu
and romantic section of Pennsylvania, which lies
along its north-eastern boundary. One morning,
while pursuing my journey, I heard at a distance

the sound of martial music, which gradually became -
more distinet as 1 ascended the Iilue Ridee, and
seemed to proceed from a humble village, situated |

in the deep valley beneath, on the bank of the De.
laware. Nothing could exceed the splendour of the
scene that lay below.  The sun was just rising; his

fiest beams were gradually stealing through the kreak .
-ar gap in the distant mountains, which seemd to have -

been burst open by tlie force of the torrent; and as
they gilded the dark green foliage of the wilderness,
presented a view which might well awaken the genius
of art, and the speculations of science, but was far
too pure to be estimated by those, whose {aste had

been corrupted by adiniration of the feeble skill of

man.

There are indeed throughout the globe various
features which the most plausible theories are scarce
sufficient to account for, and among them way truly
be classed that to which we have alluded, where the
Delaware has cut its way through the rugged bosom,
.of the Kittatinny mountain. The scene is indeed
sublime, and while raising the eye from the surface
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2 PREDICTION.

of the water to the blue summit of the ridge, & per-
pendicular height of twelve hundred and fifty feet,
the question forcibly occurs, was this wonderful
work the effect of an inward convulsion of nature,
or was it occasioned by the irresiatible pressure o
water, ages before the European dremmed of the
existence of & western wo:)rld;a .

After gazing and reflecting for some time on the
wonders of rature, thus suddenly spread before me,
I resumed my journey. The music which still con-
tinued, procecded, as I found, from a band of sol-
diers drawn up in the main street of the village,
surrounded by their friends and families, who had
evidently assembled for the purpose of taking a me-
lancholy farewell. 1 descended the mountain by
the circuitous path, and rode up to the inn before
which the erowd had gathered, but they were all too
busily engaged with their own feelings to nofice the
arvival of & stranger. Wives were %':astening to the
last injunction of their hushands, the widowed mo-
ther to the voice of her valued son, the prop of her
declining years, and many a bashfal maiden lent her
ear to tge protestations of cternal affection which,
at that time, sounded tenfold sweeterus the{ flowed
from the lips of the warlike lover. The shill fife
was playing, the drum beating, and amid the jargon
of voices, the corporal was heard swenring like &
trooper, in order to keep up the dignity of his sta-
tion. 'The lit{le bandy-legged drummer beat with
uncommon earnestness: it was uncalled for at the
time, and I was at a loss {0 account for his makinﬁ
such & deafening noise, when I perceived & shrewis
looking beldame at his elbow, whose shrill voice
satisfied me that he would find comparative {ran-
quillity in the field of battle, to being within its ap-
palling influence. The fifer, out of compassion, lent
the aid of his shrill music to relieve his friend from
this last unpleasant lecture,

Removed from the crowd, I observed a young
man, an officer of the corps, ina conversation with &
young woman, who did not sirive to conceal her sor-

-



) PREDICTION. oL, 5 ,
row on the occasion. Health, beauty, and inno-
cence were ‘strongly depicted in her countenance,
and her rustic garb concealed a form, even thus de-
corated, far more attractive than many who move for
a season the constellation of a ball-reom, and ima-
gine tl'n’.q1 have attained the extent of worldly ambi-
tion. ‘The young man’s face was animated, yet, in
the entliusiasm of the moment, he could not conceal
the sadness of his heart, while gazing on the lovely
being standing in tears beside himj the order was
given to marcﬁ; he embraced her, tmprinted a fer-
vent kiss upon her pale forehead, placed her in the
arms of an aged woman, who stood hard by, and
hurried to the ranks. The soldiers left the village,
followed by a troop of little urchins, who were either

leased with the parade, or were desirous of pro-
onging the melancholy moment of separating from
a parest or brother. The women remained in the
street watching them as they slowly ascended the
mountain path until they were out of sight, and then
returned to their lenely cottages: one only linﬂered
on the spot.until the last sound of the distant drum
was no longer repeated by the echo of the moun-
tains. _ .

I inquired of the innkeeper concerning the young
woman just mentioned, who informed me that her
name was Lucy Gray, the only child of a poor
widow, who in former days had been in more pros-
perous circumstances: that she had been betrothed
to Hugh Cameron, the young soldier, from their
childhood, and that their nuptials were to have been
celebrated in a few weeks, but as he was draughted
for the frontiers, prudence obliged them to post-
poue the ceremony unti]l the campaign should be
over. :

Mine host was as loquacious as most village land-
lords, and as he waa familiar with the life, birth, and
parentage of every individual in the village, it was
not long before I received a full account of the youn,
officer, who, to use the narrator’s own words, “ha

. LR



4 . PREDICTION. .

ined the will of all the heads and green
E::rts on ﬂ?::gide of the Blue g:mtain.” &

Hugh Cameron had been protected from his in-
fancy by his grandmother, who was a native of the
Highlands of Scotland, and whose mind was sirongly
imbued with the numerous superstitions of the ua-
educated of her country. He was the child of her
only daughter, who had fallen a victim to unfimited
confidence in him she loved, and finally expiated
her offence by a hroken heart. Hugh soon learnt
the history of Kis mother’s shame from his playmates,
who, upon the slightest offence, would remind him
of it, in derision, For man appears determined most
religiously to adhere {o the law, as laid down in
Deuteronomy, where it s writien, that the unfortn-
nafe in birtg, “oven to his fenth generation, shall
not enter inte the congregation of the Lord.”

The taunts of his school-mates, preyed upon the
mind of the boy; he avoided them and sought secltu-
sion. What fhme was sllowed from study, was
passed in the deepest recesses of the mountain, or
ot the giddy precipice, where the cagle made his
eyry. Often was he seen by the astonished villagers,
apparently hanging in mid air, by some projecting
rock, hitherto untrodden by mortal foot, shouting
with joy at the affrighted birds of prey, as they wildly
daslhed in circling flight around his head. ‘They had
nothing to fear from the approach of the daring boy,
for his was not a heart wantonly to inflict a wound
upon the humblest of God’s creatures, Ilis feelings
were acute, and his imagination vivid. For hours
he would listen to the tales of his grandmether, of
warlocks, witchcraft, omens, and prognostics of
death. With her, not a breeze agitated the woods
or the river; not a drop of rain fell, nor an insect
maoved, but for a special purpose. He never became
weary of listening to her, nor she of relating the
wonderful legends with which her mind was stored.

'The village schoolmaster was also every way cal.
culated to give a freshness of colouring to the rude
narratives of the old crone, and increase their fasci-
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nation with the semblance of reality. He had lived
long and scen much of the world: & Hungarian, &
classical scholar, and fond of that lore which too fre-
uently destroys the worldly hopes, and enervates
the mind of d-ae possessor. He fed on thyiftless
verse until his mind sickened at the realities of life.
His reading had been various and profound, but that
which was speculative and visionary, possessed more
charms for his mind, than that which partook of
earthly matter. He was an accomplished musician,
and many a time at midnight was his solitary fute
heard in the deep recesses of the moantain, and on -
the surface of the river, ' .

He was an isolated man, and imagined no earthly
being possessed a feeling in unisen with his own
When he discovered the wildncss and delicate tex-
ture of his pupil’s mind, they became almnst inse-
parable companions. ‘I'he youth improved rapidly
under his puidance, not only in literature and musie,
but in the facility of creating theories, which, at the
fime they expanded and enlarged his mind, involved
it in an ecean of difficulty and doubt, without £ com-
pass to guide it to a haven.

With years the feclinga of the youth became more
sensibly alive to the charms of nature. For hours
he would contemplate the rolling river, and as wave
succeeded wave, the Hungarian would discover some
analogy to human life, which served to illustrate his
visionary theories. The hollow moan of the forest,
at midnight, which foretold the coming storm, was
music to their ears, and those hours which the
wearied villagers devoted to repose, were passed by
the old man and his pupil in gazing st the stars.
The Hungarian fancied he had ascertained the star
of his nativity, and for years whenever visible, he
regularly rose at the hour of twelve, to note its sta-
tion in the heavens. He had made his calculations
and predicted the day of bis death, He communi-
cated the time to his pupil, who, though a convert
to his opinions, and fear{lu] that the prediction would
be verified, treated it lightly, and esdeavoared to

1.
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remove the impression from his mind. The attempt

was fruitless.  The night ing his death, st
i the hour of twelve, he called at :ldu C;meron’s

: cottage, awoke him, and the 2 to the grave-
! : )nr:i&gtzgether in silence, fog gxr:cﬂun i n’ss:ind
wan so engroased with thought, that Hugh did not
venture to break the chain of reflection. :

They paused beneath the tall cypress that stood
in the eastern corner of the yard: the old man ex-
amined the position of the star upon whose move.
ments he said depended his destiny, and then tura-

. ing to his co:ianion, added—

“]It is & weakness to feel any concern shout the
disposition of the body when life is extinct, for thosuesll
the dust of which this frail tenement is composed,

' be scattered to the four corners of the earth, there
ie that magnetism inseparable from each particle
which at one day will cause re-union; yet it is natu.
ral that the mind at parting from the body, should
feel some interest in ifs future destiny, and I have
often marked spots where I fancied the sleep of the
dead would be more undisturbed than in others; and
this is.one of them, 1 make but one request; when
the few sands which yet linger of my life are run,
see that my remaine be decently interred beneath
the cypress tree. This is all I ask of yow in this
world.”

Hugh replied that he hoped he would live long (o

. command many a service of a less melancholy na-
ture.

The old man continued in a sclemn tone: “Do you
see that star; it is already low in the west, and its
rays are fitful and feeble. When the first gray light
of the morning shall have extinguished it, my light
will alsc be exiinguished. I have predicted it for
¥ears, and at this moment there are too many omens
concurring to leave a doubt of the accuracy of my
calculaticn. At times the mind is so delicately af-
tuned as to shrink instinctively from unseen ap-
proaching danger, without the slightest sound or
touch to communicate it to the outward senses, and

-
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PREDISTION, 7.

such is the present state of my feeliugs. My life
has been a long one; not sltogether unprofitably, and
I humbly trust, hermlessly spent.  *My basket and
my store’ are not quite empty, and to you I bequenth
the gleanings of my life. Among my papers you
" will tind one to this effect. I have not much to leave,
but what little there is will be of consequence to ene
whose mind is constituted like yours.” He struck
his cane into the earth, and added: «“Remember this
spot, Hugh Cameron; here let my head lie. Come,
my last request is made.” _ N
He left his stick where he had planted it, and they
returned in silence to the village. When they came
in front of Hugh’s cotiage, they parted. It wesa
rting under & full covviction of meeting no more
mn this world, Much time elapsed before Cameron
could compose his troubled inind to sleep, and when
finally exhausted, he slumbered in & state of uncon-
sciousness. He arose about two hours after the sun,
and hurried towards the residence of his friend. Iis
heart felt like o lump of lead in his bosom, as he dis-
covered at a distance the shutiers of his chamber
window bowed. The chamber was on the groand
floor of the cottage, and opened into a little Hower-
garden, the cultivation ot which, was the Hunga.
rian’s chief delight. He was curious in flowers, and
had acquired the art of varying their colours by the
:l‘:plication of wminerals to the root. Hugh crossed
e parden, and with trembling hands, putled open
the shuiters He stood for a moment transfixed
with grief, then shyunk from the sight that presented
itselfs
On & broad board supported by chairs, lay the
morial remains of his friend, already clad in the par-
ments of the prave. “He silently closed the wimE:;.
and on entering the house, learnt, that as the Hun-
garian had not appeared &t his usual hour of risi
the family had entered the room, apprehensive that
he was ill, and discovered him lying in bed, his bedy
already stiff and cold. Upena smaﬁi table, near the
head of the bed, s lamp was still burning, though
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bread d alrlight, and his clenched hands stil]l held hie
bible, which rested upon his bosom; the book still
open at the page he was last reading. Every cir-
cumstance proved that his death was as calm as the
sleep of the spotless infant. He was buried in the
place pointed out the preceding night, and all the
villagera from infancy to age, followed him jn sor-
row to the grave. On examininE his papers bis will
was found, in which he bequeathed his iittle posses-
sions exclusively to his pupil, Hugh Cameron,

'This is briefly the substance of the prolix narra.
tive of mine host. My horse being refreshed, I
mounted and pursued my journey, reflecting upon
liow frail a thread luman happiness depends.” As 1
passed along the street, all was silent and dejected;
not even a 30g stirred to bark at me, but as the vil-
lage gradually receded from my view, other thoughts
engrossed my mind, and the lovely Lucy Giay and
her sorrows were forgotten, :

Shortly after the peace, business obliged me to
take 4 similar journey. The sun was about setting
a3 I found myself upon the summit of the Blue
Mountain, and the welcome village in the deep val-
ley, again presented itself. My jaded horse lei-
surely descended, carefully kicking evely stone out
of the way that lay in bis rugged path. "When half
way down the height, k paused to rest the weary ani-
mal. A young woman suddenly emerged from a
cluster of bloomingt;hlaurels and wild honey suckles,
which grew round the base of a large projecting rock.
Her dark hair was luxuriant, and bound with neat-
vess and simplicity; her face lovely and blooming,
yet slightly overcast with sadness, and the matchless
symmetry of her small and elastic frame, was height-
ened by the uncommon neatness of her rustic appa-
rel. On one arm hung & basket, well stored with
rich and various mountain flowers, while the other
was extended, to assist a young man to rise who was
seated at a short distance from the rock, and upon
whose enfeebled frame the hand of death pressed
heavily., He was a cripple, deprived of his right
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arm, and his manly forehead was dishigured by a
wound. He rose with difficulty, and stood silent;
absorbed ir thought.
] fear,” said Lucy, for it was the widow’s child,

t‘we have extended our walk too far. The mountain

ath was too rugged for you yet. You are fatigued,

ut in a few wee oy will be strong etiough to ree
visit the haunt you loved se when a boy.”

© “No, Lucy, no,” he replied in a bollow, tremu.
lous voice, “I shall never again clamber to the rug.

ed brow of yonder yidge, wpon which the beams of
the setting sun are now dancing. It would give a
new impulse to my heart to be %or a moment there,
and the flagging stream of life would flow more free-
:]; but I shall never again gaze on the setting sun
rown that loved spol; never again listen to the rosr
of the torrent that dashes down that precipice.”

They disappeared behind the rock and atruck inte

apother path; I urged my horse forward, and as |
descended, the drowsy tinkling of bells was heard,
a3 the sheep-boy, whistling, leisurely followed his
charge to the fold. The village boys were driving
the herds to water; some were paddling the light
canoe across the river, while others, more idle, were
busied with their childish sports upon the lawn.
Several women were at work with their wash-tubs on
the bank, and, as I drew nigh, a momentary cessa-
tion from labour ensued. One of them in particular
was calculated fo attract wotice. She was tall and
meagre; her visage was sharp, swarth, 2ud wrinkled,
and ‘every line of it denoted that the family into
which it was the fate of Socrates to wed, had not be.
come extinct even to the presest age., My eyes
were turned upon her, and { recognised her counte-
nance. I accosted her, and she no sooner gave looss
to her inharmonious tongae, than my doubts vanish-
ed. It was impossible to forget the sound having
once heard it. 1t was the voice of the village shrew,
the bandy-legzed drummer’s wife.
. "And are you the stranger,” she exclaimed, draw-
ing her skinny arms from the suds in which they
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were immersed, and placing them a kimbo, Are you
the stranger, who baited at our village years agone,
when our husbands and our sons were marching to
the wars in the Canadasi®?

“] am the same.” :

“Well my old eyes have not failed me yet, in
spite of all my sorrow. That was a woeful day te
many of us, and many a woeful day did it bring after
it.” I inquired after the fate of her husband. “Guood
man,” she continued, “he has gone to a more peace-
ful world than this. He was a hard-working. msn,
and well to do, and never wronged another of the
value of that suds, and that is more than some can
say that ride in their gilt-coaches. But he is now
gone where honesty will turn to better account, than
all the gold and dross of this world. If he were but
back again, I should not be slaving here like a galley
clave as I am, to find bread for hia Poor dear orphan
boy. Gilbert!" she cried in a shrill {one, and con-
tinued: “but I will train him up in the right path,
and he will not depart from it.  Gilbert!” she again
cried with increased energy. “Ie is the comfort of
my age, the joy of my widowed heart. Gilbert, you
Gilbert,” she shrieked, *“which way can the brat
have goner”. She espied the luckless little rngﬁ:.'d
urchin hard by, laughing aloud and wrestling with a
water dog, dripping wet from the river. «1’l] change
your note, you undutiful hound, take that,” she ex-
claimed, at the same time suiting the action to the
word. The boy made a hasty retreat, crying, and the
dog ran after him, barking, and rubbing his wet skin
on the green sward, in the fulness of joy, which can
hardly %‘; atiributable to the 1ad’s misfortune,

1 inquired of the virago how her husband, the
drummer, died. :

«Like a soldier on the frontiers. He was shot with
o musket ball, and fell by the side of Hugh Came-
ron, who, Heaven bless him, was at the same time

maied, and made a cripple for life, Hee, yon he
: ;,?:es, leaning on the arm of Lucy Gray. Poor souls,
their only joy is to be together, hut that joy will not
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last long. T have lived & goodly time, and have seen
many, but never & pair like them. Their troth was

lighted before the wars; he loved Lucy more than
Fife, from the time he was a boy, and used to break
the hush of the mountains with the sound of his flute”
at midnight, with him who now rests under the big
cypress tree. Yet when he found himself a cripple,
and unable to support his Lucy by the labour of his
hands, he sent a I;e-tter from the hospital where be
was lying, many a long mile from this, releasing Lu-
cy from Eer vows, and making her quite free to mar-
ry another if she fancied him.”

It was nobly done on his part: what answer re-
turned Lucy?”

*Blie wrote to him, that as Hugh Cameron was no
longer able te wark for Lucy Gray, she was able and
wilfing to work for Hugh Cameron. He no sooner
received the letter than he left the hospital,and tra-
velled homewards, for he was impatient to see her
that he now loved more than ever. e travelled far
and fast, night and day, which brought on a fever,
and when he arrived at last, he looked like the sha-
dow of what he was. He lay on his sick bed for
weeks; the fever was cured, but it left behind a dis-
ease which no medicine can cure.”

Lucy acd the invalid had by this time entered the
village; I felt a curiosity to see more of them, and
taking an abrupt leave of the loguaciocus widow, 1
rode up éo the inn, and was cordially welcomed by
my quondam host. I lost no time in directing my
steps towards the widow Gray’s cottage: As I ap-
proached the unceasing hum of the widow®’s wheel
denoted that she was at her station. 1 entered, and

on making myself known as an early acquaintance

of her hushand, she recognised me, though her fea-
tures had escaped my memory. The room was un-.
commonly neat.  The fragrance of Lthe wild flowers,
culled by Lucy, was perceptible. They were placed
in water upon a bureau, in front of a looking glass,
in a well polished mahogany frame. Lucy and the
Young soldier were in the garden. 'We passed into
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it through the back door of the cot&ige, shaded by an
arbour, over which the vines were already gradually
stealing. The lovely girl was at the extremity of
the little garden, bending over a flower that required
her attentiotw . :

«Every evening it ia thus,” said the widow,
«whenever she can spare an hour from her labour,
she devotes it to the garden, and really the care she
tzkes adds much to the appearance of our dwelling.”

“Truly,” I observed, “her labour has not been
idly spent.”

“A blessing,” continued the widow, *appears to
attend all she does,”

The invalid appeared intent upon what Lucy was
doing, but the praise which escaped the widow’s
liEsd, did not escape him. He turned towards us and
said— .

«True, mother, even the drooping narcissns re-
vives at her touch, your aged heart grows glad in her
presence, and the weight of years is forgotten; nay,
even § dream of coming happiness when 1 see her
smile, but the narcissus wiﬂJ bloom only for a few
days longer, then wither and gink to the earth.”

“But the flower will revive again in spring,” said
Lucy, *'more beautiful than at the time it faded,”

«+All things look glad in spring,” he continued,
*the notes of the various birds are more meledious,
the buds burst forth, the mountain trees put on their
rich attire, the flowers of the valley dispense their
hidden fragrance, the ice-bound brook is freed from
its fetters, and every breeze is fresh with fragrance;
but I, amid this general revival, must fade and die
alone. T would the autumn were already arrived,
and the leaves were falling, for then to die would be
natural, and T should leave the werld with less re-

ret.>” . .

We returned to the cottaze, and the widow re-
sumed her station at the wheel, while Lucy prepared
the tea-table, which was covered with fine Eleached
linen, which the widow mentioned with an air of
pride, was the product of her hands. The humbls -
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meal was soon ready, and was eaten with thankful-
ness and delight by the cottagers; a joy unknown
to those who have not by their own labour first pro-
duced the sustenance of life. :

The meal being over, the widow returned to her
wheel, and recounted the occurrences of former days,
until the sadness of the present was forgotten in the
remembrance of the past. ‘The brow of the invalid
becamne more cheerful, and Lucy®s spirits resumed
their natural buoyancy from the fransient gleam of
sunshine that lit up the face of her tover. She sang.
Her voice was sweet, and there was a heart-thrilling
wildness in it, seldom to be found in those more re-
fined and cultivated. It was powerful and spirit-
stirring, Hugh Cameron dwelt upon each note with
infense interest. His features became animated,
and he mingled his voice with her’s. The widow

stopped her incessant wheel and lifted her head to

listen. The invalid suddenly raised his voice, and
cried, *That note apgain, Lucy, that note again*

She repeated it with so full atone, and so clearly,
that the glasses in the window, and on the cupboard,
vibiated with the sound. -

sHush; that is the note, I know it well, Now
listen.” He attempted to imitate the note, but he
failed, for his voice was too feeble. He then added,

. “Not yet, Lucy, not yet; mny time is not come yet.”?
The cheerfulness of thic poor girl was suddenl
changed to sadness; she ceased to sing; the widow’s
countenance fell, and she resumed her labour in
silence. : '

The evening was now considerably advanced, and
I arose to take my departure. The invalid accom-
panied me towards the inn. ] expressed my cari-
osity to knew what he meant by his observation,
when he failed to imitate the note.

*That,”” said he, "was the note to which the
heavenly spheres were attuned, when concord pre-
vailed throughout the creation; when the plan was
first set in motion, and God pronousced all goed,”

I looked at him with astonishment. He continu._

VOL. Io—9
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ed: «I have heard that note, at midnight, proceed
from the voice of my dog, as he howled beneath m
chamber window at the moon. It was ominous,
have heard it in the voice of the screech-owl, while
perched on the large cypress tree in the church-
yard; 1 have heard it in the echoes of the moun-
tains when I have shouted; in the howling of the
tempest, in the murmuring of the waters, and the
rustling of the trees; for every thing, animate and
inanimate, retzins that sound, to which universal
harmony will again be atiuned by the masterhand.
And when that sound proceeds trom this voice, I
shall cease to think of earthly matters. I perceive
you doubt the truth of m{ theory. If you suspend
a piece of metal or glasa by a thread, and strike the
note which lies dormant therein, upon a musical in-
strument, you will draw it forth; lﬁ: substance will
respond; and when the heavenly harps are attuned,
and their notes are permitted to extend to the num-
berless spheres, all created things, both animate and
inanimate, will join in the concord, the discordant
particles will be reconciled and all be harmony again.
All things partake of heaven. Even the daisy of the
valley and the wild flowers of the mountain, retain
and diffuse a portion of the aromatic atmosphere,
which prevails in purer regions than this. As we
approach death, the sense of smelling becomes more
acute and delicate; so much so, that I can already
discover in the flowers of the season, that fragrance
which belongs to this world, and that which is ethe-
real. There are numberless omens in nature, which
warn the wise man of approaching change, and they
are not to be idly slighted.” ith these remarks
we arrived at the innj he pressed my hand at part-
ing, and slowly retraced his steps to the widl:w’s
cottage. : :

I arose early the succeeding morning, and conti-
nued my journey towards the border line of New
York. 1 was absent about two weeks from the vil-
lage, and it was a calm evening as I again approach-
e?eit. through the valley formed by the Delaware.
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Before the village appeared, T heard the selemn
tolling of a church belt, which grew londer and
fainter, as the breexe that swept up the valley rose
and died away. Every hill resgon ed to the knell,
I quickened my(race, and as I drew nigh to the vil-
lage, it appeared quite deserted. I rode up to the
tavern, but my attentive host did not make his ap-
rance. I remained seated on my horse, with m
ace towards the Blue Ridge. The winding roa
which led across i{he mountain, thnugh nearly con-
cealed by the towering trees, was at intervals to be
seen, perfectly bare, from the village. A long refi-
nue arpeared crossing one of those interstices; it
maoved slowly along, and was lost in the shades of
the forest. ¥When the last had disappeared I alight-
“ed, and discovered at a short distance a lad with
hig eyes fixed intently on the spot, over which the
mournful train had passed. It was little Gilbert,
the drummer’s child. T inquired the reason of the
village being deserted, and he sobbed, “Hugh Came-
ron i3 dead, and they are now burying him where
he wished to be buried.”” The boy, still weeping,
led the way to the atable, and supplied the horse
with food.
‘What are the promises of this world! There was
a time when fancy whispered to Hugh Cameron,
the ceascless hum of the widow’s wheel would be
silenced; her chair would occupy the most con-
spicuous place around his fire-side, and clambering
on her knees would be seen, a little image of his
lovelj Lucy. The dream was a joyous one, and
life is but & dream. He whose fancy can paint the
hopes of to-morrow in the most vivid colours, attains
the summit of all earthly bliss; for there js much,
very much in anticipation, but little, very little in
fruition. '
In the evening I went to condole with the mourn-
ers. Lucy had already retired, for her’s was a nor-
row to obtrude upon which, would add to its poig-
nancﬁ; .
*The day you left us,” said the widow, “the de-
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ed crossed the river with Lucy and little Gilbert.
They strolled up the cypress hollow until they arriv-
ed at his favourite retreat, where the torrent dashes
impetuously down the side of the moontain, and the
surrounding precipices send back numberless echoes.
He seated himselE and listened intently to the roar
of the waters. Not a sound escaped him, and eve:
note was tried by his ear.  He stooped by the stream
where the water gurgled over its pebbly bed, and
discovered notes imperceptible to any ear less acute
thau his own. A sudden gust of wind agitated the
tall pines; he stood erect, paused, and pointing to
the bending tops of the trees, exclaimed, ‘it is there
too, Lucy; even in that hollow moan of the monarch
of the forest I detectit.’ He shouted, and the valley
rung with echos he repeated it, listened to every
sound, and his face became animated as he caught
the faint return made by the most distant hill. His
dog raised his ears and barked. ‘It is there too,
Lucy,” he esclaimed, ‘even the voice of poor Carlo
is full of melody, and your voice, Lucy, even when
you first told me that you loved, sounded not so
musically, so heavenly sweet.” He directed Gil-
bert to gather for him the mountain honey-suckle,
the cypress branches, the laurel, and such flowers
and blossams as were putting forth. The boy scon
came with his arins fulil, and laid them at the feet
of the invalid. My sense of smelling,” he said,
*was never so acute. The fragrance nrisinf from
these branches almast overpowers me. Yet eujO{
it, and although widely difterent in their odours,
can perceive a portion of the same subduing fra.
grance proceeding from each. Their colours are
more vivid, sounds are more distinct, and my fouch
more sensible than formerly, These changes tell
me that I shall never visit this valley again.’ He
rose from the rock upon which he was seated, took
Lucy by the arm, mu])o roceeded towards the vill
in silence. Carlo walked closely and dcjectedly
by his master’s side, and even the reckless Gilbert
did not venture fo break the silence, until he had
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safely paddled them across the river, and was left *
alone to secure the cance. *

«From that day,” continued the widow, “he grew
worse, and it was evident to all that the dear boy
would not be long with us. The even'mf }:reced.in
his death, he was lying on the bed, and Lue
myself were taking cur solitary meal with little :5- :
petite, for he who dispensed joy around cur boa
was unable to take his wounted place. He turned
in hig bed, and said in a voice scarcely above hia
breath, ‘Mother, what time does the moon go down?
I told him the hour, and inquired why he asked.
*Nothing,’ he added, ‘only this, mother, say all
have to say to me before the moon down.’ His
voice was scarcely articulate. Lucy burst inte
tears, and removed her chair to the head of his bed,
He perceived her grief, and pressing her hand to his
feverish lips, said, *De noF weep, Lucy, indeed 1
have more cause togrieve than you, though my heart
feels little of sorrow at present’ She asked him
his cause of grief. ‘It ie this, Lucy, that [ cannot
repay your matchless love and unwearied care of
me.” The poor pirl’s tears flowed afresh, and her
heart sobbed as if it would break. Theevening was
spent in reading such passages of the scriptures to
him as he pointed out. Iis mind continued firm
and clear. About midnight he desired that the case-
ment of the window mwight be throwa open. It
opened apon a full view of the river. The night
was sultry, and almost as bright as dzy. An owl
was hooting from the grave-yard, and the whip-poor-
will was ﬁyin low and screaming. Poor 8::10
howled sorrowfully. The sounds did not eacape the
notice of the dying man. Two or three canoes were
in the middle of the river, with a bright blazing fire
kindled in the stern of each. He said in a low
voice, ‘The villazers are preparing to s the
salmon trouf; 01:?1 the moog mpl.?st tEa nearll;eg;wn.’
His bed lay beside the window, and he desired to
he removed to the extremity that he might logk out
upon the sky. He did so. His face became ani-

g'
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mated, and 23 we replaced him in his former posi.
tion, he said, *The works of God never before ap-
peared to me so exquisitely beautiful;’ and yet his
whole life had been passed 1n admiring the works of
God. He whispered to me, that it was time for us
to take our last farewell. My heart, in the course
of a loug life, met only once with so trying a mo-
ment a3 that of parting with the boy; but my Luc
—amy poor Lucy; I thought her heart would brea
outright.  He then desired the window to be closeds
the hight to be removed into the next room, and not
to be disturbed. At a short distance, 'we listened
to the rattling in his throat, for about an hour, when
it suddenly ceased, Lucy imagined he slept, and
softly approached the i put my hand under
the bed cover, and felt his feet. They were stone
cold, Animal heat had forsaken his extremities, and
the chills of death were fast invading his heart.
induced my child to retire to her chamber, under
the belief that he elept, and she did not learn his
fate until she arose in the morning.” Thus ended
the widow’s simple narrative.

Poor Lucy Gray! No being is more deserving
of commiseration, than an amiable female brooding
over the sorrows of hopeless love. If her afflictions
are occasioned by the trcachery of man, the bitter-
ness of thought poisons the very sources of life, and
works a sure and rapid decay. Even a deviation
from the path of rectitude, may be philosophised into
a virtue, when occasioned by one beloved, but it will
rise up in judgment when passion has lost its influ-
ence, and t'Ime fatal conviction flashes vpon the mind,
that ihe object was unworthy of the sacrifice. Bnt
she who has watched by the death-bed of him she
doated on, and by her angel presence drawn his
thoughts ta heaven, and faught him resignation;
who kissed his soul when parting from his lips, and
watched the glazed eye that even in death express.
ed his tenderness, until she fancied that he lingered
still, and paused to hear him breathing—such a one
may mingle in society, and pass along unnoticed
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with the rest of the crowd; she may join the spor-
tive dance, and scem to partake of its merriment;
the wound may apparently be healed, and the smile
of cheerfulness ma{ enlighten her countenance; but
still her midnight thoughts are working in the grave,
and straining near to madness {o picture the being
that is mouldering there. She fades, without bei
canscious herself of gradual decay, and like the tu-
lip, becomes more lovely, in consequence of disease
engendered at the root. Such has been the fate of
myriads of the fairest and best of creation; and such
was the destiny of Lucy Gray.
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MAN WITH A NOSE!*

#Phat need’st thou run so many miles aboul,
When thou may’st tell thy tale the nearest way.”
.

——————

Ox stepqing into a stage coach, we all feel &
greater or less degree of curiosity respecting our
travelling companions. We immediately inquire
of ourselves, «“Who can they be, and whither are
they going?*>—though, had we met them elavwhere,
we wcmldg not have given five straws lo have been
put in possession of their history from the time of

. their birth, and to bave a revelation of their future

«This sketch was first published in January, 1830. Another,
and it is presumed the true, version of the same ancedote,
hes since appeared in Mr. Dunlap’s entertaining work, en-
litled “The History of the Aris of Desitgn." his fact is
referred to in order to avoid the charge of plagiarism, {rom
an author who has done so much for American Jiterature,
in his ‘Eiet way, and without the customary flourish of tram-
pets. Hia Jiterary talents are ncknowledged;—he stands at
the head of the little band of native dramatists—and it is to
be hoped that the time is not far distant, when he may be en-
couraged to lay before ihe public a collection of his dramatie
pieces, which jostly entitle him to  Jasting and enviable re.
putation.
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destiny thrown into the bargain,  Woere I disposed
to moralive, I would say that a stage coacli is your
only true leveller; and to be squeezed into one, and
jolted over a turnpike, for sixteen hours in succes-
sion, at the rate of eight miles an hour, is the surest
way to awaken the sensibilitics, in spite of cushions,
belsteving, and a scat between the axletrees,

I was catled to the interior of Pennsylvania last

spring. ‘llhe stage was {ull, and, as we left Phila-

elphia before day, the passenpgers could not see
cach other’s visages. A profound silence prevailed
for the first ten iniles, which may have been in con-
sequence of the difficulty of making an observation
in the dark; but, no sooner had the !?rst golden tints
of the sun appeared, than the drowsy travellers, une
and all, rubbed their eyes, and the talent of Lavater
was called in requisition,

We rode a few hundied yards farther in silesce,
when a fat, pursy pentleman, who occupied about
two-thirds of the back seat, broke the spell by say-
ing,— '

“We are packed like fizs in a drum, and every
jolt onl{ serves to settle us more compactly.”

«If that be the case, my dear, we shall be well
seftled by the tine we arrive at our journey®s end,”
abserved a young weman on the same seat. A
simper accompanied the remark, which denoted
that she intended to be witty; and perhaps she was
50, for her husband chuckled at the idea until the
low, prowling chuckle was changed into an asthmatic
cough. When he had recovered sufficient breath,
lie said, *Your wit will be the death of me yet.?

vAnd that,” anid she, lovking tenderly, “would
be the death of my wit.” I judged from the look
that they had been recently married; and, if 80, the
Erinciple which prevails in preparing fowls for mar-

et had been observed in the present instance—fat
and lean together. - ‘

Immediately after thie sally, another exclaimed,

in a theatrical tone, "Sdeath, I undergo more cramps -

and pains than ever Prospero inflicted on Caliban.
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The scoundrel of a driver must have stowed move

.than his complement into the vehicle.”

*‘Let us count noses,” cried the young woman.

“That I must beg you to underiake, madam,” re-
plied the other, bowings “for, if I hegin with you, I
shall never get to the end of m tasE" He wasa
little dapper fellow, of about five feet five, with a

rofusion of hair on his head, which was surrounded *
¥ & fravelling cap, stuck on with a rakish air. He

ware a rusty frock coat, with military collar, but-
toned tight up to the neck, around which was swath-
ed a large cravat, which made up in quantity what
it wanted in cleanliness. The collar of his shirt
had modestly retired—perhaps ashamed to be seen
in such come . His right hand was thrust in his
hosom, and his left arm was placed akimbo, to the
great annoyance of his next neighbours but then it
gave the little fragedian an air of impoertance, such
as became the representative of kings and princes of
the blood. He determined to be “every inch a king,”
though riding in a stage coach. When he paid the
lady the foregoing compliment, he bowed, and en-
deavoured to throw a vast deal of meaning into his
countenance, by way of elucidating what he would
be at; but it was unnecessary. Leta woman alone
{o ferret out a compliment, even though it be spoken
in high Dutch. She archly replied, “If that be the
cage, sir, begin on the other side of the stage, and
you will count more rapidly.” The little fellow
with the bushy head bowed and smirked, while the
pursy pentleman growled, and moved his mass of
mortality as if his seat had become rather uncom-
fortable, Hisbetter half—better, perhaps, in quality,
but not in quantity—observed his uneasiness, and
enquired what ailed him.

<'The road is rough, my pet bird, and if secms 23
if every stone were & load-stone, and aftracted the
wheels to it.” .

«0h! is that all?** said she, and smiled more
sweetiy than ever Hero smiled upon Leander, or
Eurydice upon her fiddling husband, after having
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defied the devil and ail his works to get possession
of her,

“All, quite all!” replied the pursy gentleman,
and smiled aleo; but his smile was not quite as
sweet a3 that of his bewitching companion.

“When shall we proceed to count noses?” in.
uired the bushy-headed tragedian, at the same time
rawing hia chin within bis military collar and enor-

mous cravat.

v At once,” said the Iady. ¢So, begin.”

«Bhall T trouble yous*

*Since you insist. One, two, three.”—She paused.

“Go on? :

“One, two, three.”—She paused again.

#Zounds! there are more than three in the stn.%e,
or is that the extent of your arithmetic, madam?”?
said the tragedian, smiling.

The lady made no reply, but kept her eyes bent
towards the opposite part of the stage. He compli~
mented her again, but she seemed not to hear him,
and her eyes were immovable. Could she have heen
shocked at the complexion of his cravat, or did she
imitate the retiring modesty of his dickey?—Nei-
ther! A lady will receive a compliment from &
dirty beau as the pearl fisher takes his prize, withe
out regard to the rouch and dirty shell of the oyster.

“One, two, three!”—She could no further.
The tragedian furned to see what object thas ep-

" grossed her attention, and rendered her deaf even to

a compliment. He beheld it, and his lower jaw fell
with astonishment. When somewhat recovered, he
exclaimed,

“Bardolph, by af} that’s wonderful P

18lawkenbergius was & fool to him,” cried the
lady. The pursy pentleman looked in the same di-
rection, and grumbled something like **Heaven pro-
tect us!® half chuckle, half earnest.

The object of their admiration was a man of about
fifty. He was dresscd in a rusty black coat, of the
Lord Townly cut, which gave incontrovertible marks
of having belonged to a former age. The wearerhad
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increased in size since the time of first putting iton;
8o much 20, that the button holes could now scarcely
squint at each other, around a certain protuberznce
which shall be rameless, but which adds more to the
dignity of a justice, in his chair, than a knowledge
of the statutes. A degree of relationship was, how-
ever, stifl kept up between the buiton holes, by
means of picces of tape. His rusty coat had been
carefully brushed, and, though a piece of antiquity.
it had nothing of the dust of furmer azes about it.
His linen was as white as snow, and his small cra-
vat, in all respects unlike that of the tragedian, was
twisted inte !Rc dimensions of a rope, and tied as
tight ag a halter round his neck. He wore a foxy
scratch, which was surmounted by o hat, which ap-
peared not 1o have had a nap since the days of tl?e
seven slecpers, but which had been brushed with the
accustomed care from {ong habit.—His hands were
locked in cach other before himng he sat erect, and
looked out with evident delizht upon the surround.
ing landscape. ‘There was an air of gentility about
him that could not be mistaken, and yet the spright-
Iy woman found it impossible to pet g’ond: ia ob-
ject in her enumeration. And why so?—His face,
in longitude, would have correspondeld with that of
a horse, and was of a wmahogany complexion. His
forehead was elevated and wrinkled. His eyebrows
were long, pray and bushys and his eyes small,
black, and protruded like those of a lobster. Iiis
nose i~—how can I possibly deseribe that nese!l—In
its formation, as little regard had been paid to the
line of beauty as in the growth of a potato. It was
studded with warts, which added to its magnitade,
and the skin covering the whole stronzly resembied
a fig turned inside outwarda; and yei he exhibited it
to public vicw with apparent unconsciousness. How
frequently is & man’s face the most repulsive part of
him; and yet, in consequence of the custom of the
times, that, and that alone, is he compelled to expose
toEubﬁc scrutiny.

eside the man with a nose was seated an old
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lady with a bandbox, whose face was & mere cariex-
ture upon that of the gentleman. It was but little
more than half a span frum the tip of the chin to the
top of the foreheag? Her mouth was toothless, and
her nose—if it deserved the name—was unequal, in
point of size, to one of the protuberances that(frcw
spontaneously upon the proboacis just described. A

air of spectacles rode astride of this mere apulogJ
or a nasal organ, and were kept tn their position by
means of a piece of riband fastened to her cap. An
old Izdy of this cast of countenance generally proves
1o he an annoyance in a stage coach, more especinlly
if she travels with a bandbox.

Women will talk, at home or sbroad, whether
they have sny thing to say or not; and I have ob-
served that in a stage, an old woman is never at a
loss for a subject. She feels an irresistible desire to
know the business of her fellow travellers, and pro-
pounds questions as confidently as if she had a right
to interrogate. I was, therefore, not asionished when
I heard the old lady with an apology for & nose, com-
mence her battery upon the gentleman with the un.
earthly probosciv.

“Where did you come from this morning, Sirf”
daid she abru tf , at the same thne adjusting her

lasses, and, bending forward, pecred up into his
ce.

“From the Boar’s Head, in Eastcheap,” replied
the tragedian, in alow tone, to the young lady, who
smiled approbation; and even the pursy gentlaman
gave a low growl, as if he relished the jeat,

«From home; madam,” said the man with the
nose, bowing praciously. Hisinquisitive companion,
who took a deliberate survey of the wonderful work
of nature, shook Ler head knowingly and said, »It’s
tmpnssible all that can e veal flesh and blood!?

The stage now stopped at an inn, and the passen-

evs alighted for breakfast. Inbred politeness never
eaves & man, no matter in what situation he may be
placed. A gentleman, from the caudle-cup upwards,
maintains the same character at home and abroad;
VOL. 11—3 ’
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he neither puts it on with a new coat, nor lays it
down when his coat becomes thin at the elbows. It {
is his birth-right, and the world cannot deprive him s
of it. But ihis remark does not hold good with your &
ntleman of yesterday. He may be compared with NS
the’ poor player who assumes. the part of royaliy, I !
struts an hour upon the sfage, and feels himself a TS
kings but is no sconier divested of his pasteboard o
crown and mantle, than his dignity leaves him, and R
he reverts to the original blackguord again. But P
while 1 am moralizing, 1 lose the thread of my g
story. 1
A{ the stage drove up to the door of the inn, the '
little tragedian assisted the witty lady to alight, and !
ercorted her to the breakfast room, leaving her over-- i
grown helpmsie fo get out a5 he conld. One after
another the travellers jumped out and entered the
tavern; and, finally, ¢he gentleman with the maho-
gany face alighted, and steod at the door and assisted :
- the pursy gentleman and the old lady to come to !
2 landing. 'This was the true touch-stone of good '
feeling and politeness., Had the lady been young,
handswme and witty, all might have accounted for
- his aitention; but she was old, toothless and dis-
sreeable; but it was cnough for him that she appear-
:ﬁ invested with petlicoats. Had he lived in the age
of chivalry, for that act alone he would have been -
knighted, and called the knight of the brazen pro-
boscis. Iie entered the breakfast room supporting
the purs% gentleman and the old lady with the band- :
box. ‘They took sents at the table, and she sat be- R
side him. B
The man with a nose was a perfect Chesterfield at E
table. While the rest of the compeany ate as though T
they were eating for 2 wager against fime, he pressed &
them to partake of various dishes, fearing they might i
not help themselves without being invited. All was B
hurey end bustle; and there was a constant clatter- . | i
ing of knives and forks, and a whisking of scrvants : A
in and out of the room. P
The gentleman with the noze had not yet tasted
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a mouthful. He had been attending to others instead
of minding his own business. “A cup of coffee, Sir,”
cried a servant, aud thrust it beneath his proboscis.
He raised his head, and turned his face towards the
waiter, The servant started—his hand shook, and
the cup of coffee wan deposited in the lap of the tra-
veller, His face became of & darker mahogany hue.
«—=He made use of such an exclamation s any gentle-
man would have given vent to on such an occasion,
and rose from his seat as nimbly as if Gammer Gur-
ton’s needle had been aticking in his small clothes.
The scrvant handed him a towel to rub himself
down, and, after making an awkward apology, left
the room, muttering, *“Why the devil does he travel
with such & nose?”

Now, the gentleman wore white cassimere sma}l
clothes, and, though they were thread bare, and darn-
ed across the rig'ﬁt knee, there was not a speck of
g0il upon them when he frst stepped into the s
in the morning. But of what avail was their primi.
tive purity? A dish of muddy coffee had been slush-
ed over them, and they presented & convineing proof
that even the cleanest unmentionables, like every
other mortal production, are liable to be sullied in
this world. “The traveller restmed his seat, after
being rabbed down with a tow towel; the old indy
of the bandbox adjusted her spectacles, and leaned
forward to take a survey of the afflicted premises,
The distressed traveller did the same. His nose had
assumed all the colours.of the rainbow, and his face
seemed to have extended to twice its usual dimen.
sions. After a careful examination of the damage
done, the old lady looked her companion in the face,
and shaking her head sorrowfully, said, “What a

ity !
g ‘?A great pity,”” replied the other, and shook his
head too. There is some comfort in being comrmise-
rated in our misfortunes.

“Tara, tars, tars, tara,” went the horn of the stage
driver, «The stage is waiting, gentlemen,” cried
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the landiord, bustling info the room with an air of
importance. '

“Waiting! let it wait,” cried the ian, with
his mouth filled after the fashion of Sancho Panza—
«I have not half finished my breakfast yet.”” ‘The
man with the nose had not yet .

«Tara, tara, tara,”” again went horn.

. *Bilence that dreadful homn, it frightens the inn
from its propriety,” exclaimed the little Roscius,
with a tragedy awell.

«Waiter, a cup of coffee,” exclaimed the distress-
¢d traveller. ‘The bar maid handed it to him, and
smiled as she did so. But why did she smile? She
was & blooming girl, and perhaps had been told that
a 6mile added to her beauty. Be this as it may, I
have observed that few pretty girls can look a man
full in the face without smiling. 1 leave it io phy-
siologrista to find out the reason.

=Gentlemen, the stage is waiting,” again cried the
landlord. The man with the nose swallowed his
coffee, and scalded his throat in the hurry—the tra-
gedian rose from the table swearing that he had not
made half a wmeal, though all the dishes were empty
within arm’s reach of him—and the pursy gentleman,
a8 he waddled out, grumbled something like an in-
sinuation that there was an understanding between
the driver and the landlord to distarb the fravellers
as soon as they were comfortably seated, in order to
save the victuals. The reason of this dissatisfaction
was a plain one—They were now called on to dis-
charge their bills, and some folks make it arule never
fo pay money without first gefting into a passion,
1fow different the deportment of the mahogany faced

ntleman. He had had his clean white cassimeres

renched with muddy coffee, and his throat scalded
with the slops of the pot three times replenished and
concocted, and yet he paid hia bill without a com-
plaint, and bowed to the landiord as he deposited his
change in the right hand pocket of his hapless small
clothes, He left the breakfast room escorting the
lady with the bandbex to the stage. : .
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As they left the room, there was a spontaneous
exclamation among the inmates of the inn, *What a
nose!”
The landlord shook his head mysteriously, and
rotested that he had never seen any thing like it be-
onging to either fish, flesh or fowl, The girls came
rushing from atl parts of the house titterings they
gathered together, and had their joke to themeelves.

omething tickled them mightily—what it was I do
not pretend so0 say. ‘The landlady bounced inin a
fluster, exclaiming, *“Where ia it?—which way has
it gone?” Bhe would have hurried out to the stage,
but her husband interfered, by saying.—

“Remember you are not in a situation now, my
dear, to look upon a sight of- that nature.””

“sFiddle de dee,”” cried the hostess, snapping
her fingers— I must have a look at it, if I die by
it.” .

“It may cost you iour life,” replied mine host,
again shaking his hea

«Well, I might as well die that way as from cu-
riosity,” said the hostess, and made for tha door;
but the landlord was an athletic man, aod catching
her in his arms, in spite of her struggles, fairly car-
ried her to her chamber and turned the key on her.
The landlord entertained certsain old womanish no-
tions, and had a proper regard for the personal ap-
pearance of his progeny. As the atage drove off,
the landlady was seen at her chamber window,
looking out with all the eyes that nature had given
her. The whole inn was in an uproar--the dogs
barked after us, and, as we passed along, the team-
stmc'ls stood staring vacantly in the middle of the

‘The passenger who had occasioned all this con-
sternation looked out and enjoyed the beauties of
nature, apparent:g unconscious that nature had been
to him so miggard of her gifts. The lady with the
bandbox was still next to him, for she now consi-
dered herself as having a kind of legal right to his
protection, having commiserated with him on the fate

a»
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of his breeches. It is astonishing apon how slighta
foundation stage coach friendships are built, N

““Where are you travelling to?” asked the old
woman, as the stage turned upon the soft road.

«To Gedshill, %’II vouch for him,” replied the
tragedian. :

“Or to the Promontory of Noses,” added the
witty lady.

“To the end of my journey,” replied the gentle-
man, making & bow that would have served es a
model for Sir Charles Grandison.

Nothing occurred worthy of-note until the stage
drove up for dioner. The mysterious gentleman
hail scarcely opened his lips during the morning,

~ but kept his eyes constantly fixed on the passing

scenevy. This may be accounted for by his having
a toothless old woman seated at his opposite elbow.

Dinner was on table as we alightedli‘ An experi-
enced traveller avoids the post of carver as he would
the seat of famine. It is diverting to see the com-
pany seated, with their hands before them, and look-
ing znxiously for some one possessed of sufficient
courage to attack the eatablea and cut them out em.
ployment.  As I said before, the man with a nose
was Chesterfield revivified. He assumed the post
of henour, and, after whetting his knife, he com-
menced operations on a roasted goose, displaying a
knowledge of the science that would bave done
credit to the 4 carver of an eastern monarch.
He was skilful, but the govse was obsfinate; turning
10 the waiter, he said—

“Had you lived in the Jays of ancient Rome,
they would have hurled you from the Tarpeian
Rock for this.”

“Anani” said the servant.

“You have roasted one of the sacred geese that
cackled in the capitol,” continued the other, gravely,
This was the first attempt at a joke that the man
with the nose had made during the day, and it was so
good that the servant left the room ready to split his
sides with laughter. I do not pretend 1o say that he
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snw clearly through the remark, but he saw the gen.

tleman’s nose clear enough, and that of itsell was

worth the best jest in Joe Miller. The traveller

continued the dissection with renewed vigour, and

finally succeeded in dismembering the goose; but

during this undertaking his fellow travellers had”
each despatched a plate full from another dish, and

were pow ready to reap the harvest of his labour.

He helped them all round, and consulted the palate

of each in his equitable distribution.

«Shall T treuble you for a side bone,” grumbled
the pursy %entleman, without raising his chin from
his plate, but kept his gastronomic powers in full
operation until such time as more grist should be
ready for his grinders. The carver complacently
undertonk the task, and, bracing every nerve, labour-
ed until large beads of perspiration stood on his
forehead, aod his nose .

“Dropp’d tears as fast as the Arabian trees
Their med'cinable gums.”

Alcides, it is said, cleansed the Augean stable, but
it is no where to be found on record that he ever
severed the back bone of & goose similar to that
under consideration. The carver was & man of re.
solute spirit; he persevered—and what will not per-
severance accomnplish? His labour done, he wi
the sweat from lis brow with a white linen hand-
kerchief, which still retained the marks of its folds,
and then helped the pursy gentleman to his favour.
ite part. The carver had not yet tasted & mouth.
ful. ‘The goose had flown hefore the incessant fire
kept up by the travellers; not a particle remained
on the dish but the parson’s nose, and that was a
favourite mouthful with the patient gentleman. Ha
understood every branch of the science of carving,
and the least important is by ne means that whic
teaches the carver how to help the company satis.
factorily, and still retain his favourite part upon the
dish, ‘This will account for the parson’s noss
having survived the general havoc. 'The traveller

!
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now rested from his labour, and casting a compla-
cent glance upon the dish, stuck a fork into the de-
licate morsel.  He raised it, and was about to trans-
late it to his own plate, when the lady of the band-.
box, who was seated close at his left elbow, watched
his motions like a cat, and thrusting her plate im-
mediately beneath the sorry remnant of the goose,
exclaimed, #I’l] thank you for that.” The gentle-
man bowed, the morsel dropped from the point of
his fork, and the next moment it was mumbled be-
tween the nose and chin of the old woman. 'The
carver dropped his knife and fork in despair, and
the stage driver’s horn now informed him that the
time he had devoted to politeness should have been
devoted to eating. He took a mouthful of bread
and a glass of brandy and water, and returned to
his seat in the stage. The little tragedian was in
an ill humour at being disturbed before he had emp-
tied more than half[;ie dishes—and the pursy gen-
tleman %rowled something about the extortionate
charges, but his veice stuck by the way, unable to

ss through the quantity of dinner he had swal-
owed. :

‘The lady with the bandbox resumed her seat beside
the man with a nose, and the rest of the compan
being packed as before, the driver flourished his
whip, and we left the inn at a brisk , which
promiaed mach, but promises are not always real-
ized. Any one who is at all acquainted with the
pature of man, mus{ have remarked that, if there be
any thing like good nature in his composition, it will
be sure to show itself shortly after dinner, provided
the dinner was a pood oue. If you have 2 favour
to ask, never ask 1t of a man while his stomach is
empty. Shakspeare aa{s something about a jud
hangtng a prisoner lest his dinner should grow cold;
and Shakspeare, it is acknowledged, understood
something of human nature. Now, though the mys-
terivus gentleman had not dined on any other than
the chaineleon’s dish, his countenance brightened,
either from long habit of being better satisfied with




THE MAN WITH A NOAE, 33

human affairs at that hour of the day, or from the
aforesaid glass of brandy and water, which be swal.
towed with a mouthful of bread, on the summons
of the stage driver. Be this 2s it may, he surveyed
the surrounding country, as they roge along, with
increased delight. : -

When Eve was turned out of Paradise, she still
retained that unquenchable thirst after knowledge
which has entailed such countless woes upon her
progeny; and all her daughters, even to the present
day, are sure to inherit that treit of character, which
may be the reason of the impossibility of regsining
Eden on this side of the grave.

The lady of the bandbox had made some progress
in her second half century, and doubtiess had drunk
deep of the fuuntain of knowledge, but still her
thirst was unallayed. One would naturally suppose
that ladies of her age, who had seen so much, would
vest satisfied with their stock of information; but,
on the contrary, the appetite becomnes insatiable with
years; and, while there is any thing {o be learnt,
ithey are on thorns until they zet at the bottom of it.
Speaking figuratively, such was the case with the
Jady of the bandbox. 1 do nof mean to say that
she was actually seated on thorns in the stage coach.

The old lady was not what may be cailed a wo-
man of. feww words—ithey are scarce, and the was
not of the number—but she was a blunt woman, and
came to the point without circumlocution. With
her compressed face, bution nose, and projecting
chin, Lavater would not have read her character
without the aid of spectacles.

“What trade may you follow for a livelihood?*
aaid she to her companion, adjusting her spectacles,
and looking him full in the face. Not a word had
been spoken during the preceding half hour.

«I sometimes make shoes,” replied the gentle-
man, and took a pinch of snuff. It was the first
r_inch he had taken; but if every man wore a nose

ike his, and took but such a pinch once in 2 day,

L3
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Crozses himself would be denied admittance into
the compan g of our tobacco planters.

“Impossible that you should be a shoemaker,”
exclaimed the old lady. The geutleman bowed,
smiled, but returned po answer.

“That’s an odd fish,” said the tragedian; *1 won.
der who he can be!?

The witty lady made a reply, which was intended
to be witty, but as it proved an abortion, I refrain
fromn putting it on record. Her husband, however,

owled something like a laugh of approbation. I

eard it rumbling its way upwards, like distant
thunder, but it was smothered in the intricate pas-
sage before it could find its way to his lips.
‘l ?dy this time no small degree of curiosity pre-
 vailed among the passengers to know who the mys-
terious pentleman actual?y was, but the old lady was
decidedly the most curous. How fo gratify her
thirgt after knowledge in the present instance was 8
difficult question, for her companion was not dis-
posed to be more communicative than an oyster at
ebb tide. Silence again prevailed, but waas broken
this time by the strange gentleman. Ie was not
talkative, as I have just remarked, but when he did
_ speak it was to the purpose.
| +“Madam !’ said he, bowing to {he old lady; but
a3 she was rather dull of hearing, he was obliged to
repeat his salutation and bow alse. She caupht the
! sound, and, adjnsting her spectacles, thruat her apo-
lozy for 2 nose within the shade of his proboscis,
that not & word might escape her ear in the rattliog
of the siage wheels.
++Did !ou speak, sir?”?
“} did, madam.”
+ *And what did you say, sir?”

1 believe your bandbox has got between my knees,
that's all,”

. He was right in his conjectare; the bandbox was
: nctuslly there. Now, though a bandbox is not only
- a necessary but indispensable appendage to & tra-

velling lady, yet all must allow that it can very

—— 1 R won T e e et
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readily be dispensed with when it gets between s

genfleman’s knees in & stage coach, for it does nat
at all accord with the fitness of things to have it
there, and this was the opinion entertzined by the
man with the nose. The old lady removed the box,
and as she did so, resumed the attack.

~Well, really, now I should like {0 know what
business you fullow.’*

«! sometimes make 8 coat,” replied the other,
smiling.

<Oh, la! impossible that so polite s gentleman as

ou should be a tailer,” exclaimed the old lady.
Che gentleman bowed, and made no reply. :

s A mysterious fellow, that,” said the tragediang
“and 1 should nof be astonished if he were some
German prince in disguise.”

«In disguise! In a mask, you mean,” said the
witty lady.

“'No, it is real flesh and blood, every inch of it,”
replied the trapedian, looking askance at the travel-
ler's nose.

“Perhaps so; but then it must be of forel
growth.  Such fruits are not indigenous to our soil.”

The stage now ng)?roached a village, “] believe
1 shall get out here,’”’ said the gentleman. The old
lady became fidgetty at the prospect of losing her
companion before her curiosity should be gratifed.
She repeated her question. )

“] sometimes make noses,”” replied the perse-
cuted gentleman, with a contertion of muscles that
appreximated a smile. .

“Make noses!” exclaimed the old lady, and inve-
luntarily applied her hand to her own apology for a
nose, and looked as though she would say, «Is this
beyond your skill to remedy?” :

“Make noses!”™ cried the witty lady; and after
casting a suspicious glance at his proboscis, turned
to the tragedian and said, with an air of triumph,
=1 knew I could not he mistaken.” :
© “Make noses!” gaid the tragedian doubtingly.

“*Make noses!”” growled the puray geutleman, in
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a tone that seemed to be a distant echo of the irs.
Fedian’s voice.

The mysterious gentleman aat erect, apparently
indifferent to what was passing. e muscles of
his rigid countenance were immovable, and by his
twinkiing black eyes alone did he betray that he
enjoyed the consternation into which he had thrown
his fellow travellers. _

“Yes,” repeated he, “make noseas™ and took an-
other pinch of snufl. I described the first pinchy
it i3 unnecessary fo describe the second, further
than to etate that it was such & pinch as no other

- mortal hreathinﬁ could have taken. It made him
t

eneeze, and as he sneezed every passenger started
electrified from his seat,

“Angels and ministers of grace defend us! ex.,
claimc&% the tragedian, - |

+*What strange noise was that?” asked the pursy
gentleman, who was rather dull of hearing.

Every one turned an eye of suspicion (owards the
man with the nuse, but not a word was uttered, for
they imagined that the devil hitmsell was ensconsed
within that brown coat and white cassimere breeches.
‘They looked at each other in silent astonishment.
The stage driver blew his horn sgain, to announce
his approach to the village.

s0h! is that all P? they cried simultaneously.

=All, Yassure you,” said the gentleman, bowing,
They laughed heartily at their ridiculous mistake,
but the Iaﬂy with the bandbox could not even amile,
for they now rapidly approached the village, and her
curiosity had not yet been pgratified. ¢ stage
drove up to the iun, and (he passengers unpacked
themselves and alighted. The important moment
had arrived, when the old lady’s curiosity must be
gratified or never. 'Why she was so desirous of
ascertaining his Fursuit. is & difficult question to
answer. It may have been nothing more than a na-
tural impulse, or she may have mistaken his marked
attention for something inore than common courtesy.
Women are, at all stages of life, subject to delu-
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sions of this mature. The steange gentleman rose
from his seat, and was about leaving the stage. The
impilee, no matter from what cause it originated,
now became too strong to be controlled. e lad

of the bandbox now lzid violent hands upon the tail
of the black coat of the Lord Townly cut mentioned

in an early part of this narrative. ‘'The wearer of it .

turned-—an inconvenicnce that he would not have
been subject to had nature provided him with #n

eye in the back of his head. "Theold lady assumed '

a girlish air, which dowagers of a certain, or rather
uncertain age are in the habit of assuming, though
quite as unseasonable a8 green peas at Christmas,
until [ have ggined my point.’

“What point, madam?” inquired the gentleman,
bowing gravely. .

“You must tell me by what means you makes
livelihood.” _

“By making faces,” exclaimed the gentlernan,
The lady shrieked, and let go of his coat. The
persccuted traveller still retained his politeness, but
the expression of his conntenance was such as [ shall
not attempt to describe. There is nothin'i on record
to be compared with it, unless, indeed, that myate-
rious picture mentioned b Washir’tﬁ:;on Irving in
his story of the young Italian. e gentleman
walked off, like the honourable Dick Dowlass, with
his wardrobe tied up in a pocket handkerchief.

“Who can he be!” exclaimed the travellers, look-
ing after him with astonishment, as he slowly pro-
ceeded along the street. My curiosity was also ex-

and simpering, cried.“ReaII’y, you shall not atir

cited, and, on examining the way-bill, I discovered -

that the man with a nose had adhered to the truth
in his various accounts of his means of making &
living. He was a portrait painter. :

VOY. IL——q
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AN APOLOGUE.

Uron & time, Love, Death and Reputation entered
into a compact to traverse the world together. They
came heside a smoothly-flowing river, where they
paused, for Love had already become weary of hus
companions, znd he discovered a shepherdess tend-
ing her flocks, or the sunny side of a grassy knoll,
on the opposite bank of the stream.

«Here let us part for & time,” said Love, *and
X will tarry with that simple girl and her sheep, until
you seek me there.,’

She is & favourite of mine,” replied Reputstion,
“and I shall certainly soon be there.”

- I mark the spot well, said Death, “and trust me,
ere long you shall find me there.””

I shall await your coming,’ said Love to Death,
and leaped into a Ii§ht skiff on the shore of the
stream, and laughed aloud as he spread his rainbow
wings fo the breeze. 'The shepherdess played mer-
rily on her rural pipe, while from the high hills be-
yond the grassy knoll, the shrill notes of a hunts.
man’s horn were heard, and suddenly » stag, par-
sued by the full-mouthed pack, broke cover. ose
in the rear, followed the eager huntsman. Yove
clapped his little wings and shouted, a3 he beheld
the wearied stag shape his course towards the spot
where the peaceful sheep were browsing,

Death and Reputation pursued their journey,
They had not proceeded far when they were over-
taken by a warrior, ormed fur the fght.—He was
clad in royal robes; his turban was over-shadowed
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by flowing plumes, and his gallant steed foamed rnd
champed the bit with impatience, -

*Ho! ho!” cried Deathy *thou lookest like my
emissary.  Whither in such haste?”

“The Monguls and the Persiang are in the field,”
replied the warrior, “and I must be there.” -

«And what canst thou do without my aidi" said
Death, and leaped behind the warrior, and they
dashed madly onward,

«I will meet you there,” said Reputation, meeklys
but her voice was lost in the clatter of arma, and the
neizhing of the steed. :

s the sun was descending in the west, Repula-
tion arrived weary and dejected at the field of battle.
Every thing denoted that Death had not been idle.
The Monguls and the Persians were strewed in in-
discriminate masses over the plain; and as she pur-
sued her search for the pIumeH warrior, ghe touched
scarcely one of the many thousand human carcasses
who had fallen to minister to his ambition. Atlength
she found him surrounded by heaps of slsin. His
white plumes aud costly robes were torn and soiled
with blood. The gallant steed and his rider lay a
ﬁhastl y spectacle in the pale moonlight, and the

gure of Death bestrode them with his fatal spear
upraised, still dripping with humazn gore.

“'Where have you loitered so long?™ cried Death.
“Behold, my work is done, and I 'am impatient to
be gone.” :

1 am permitted,” replied Reputation, **to remain
with but few that you ﬁave not first visited. ‘This
gallant warrior long courted my favours, but the
clamorous voices of whole nations drove me ¥iolentl
away. ‘Those voices are now hushed in eternel si-
lence, and I will now fulfil my promise, and linger
with him as long as [ may.”

+*The hyenas and the birds of pre{) will pay little
respect to thy watchfulness,” cried Death, “Buat 1
must see the simple shepherdess on the grassy knell,
where Love awaits my coming. When you have
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become weary of making a Golgotha your dwelling-
place, meet us there.”

He arose and departed, and Reputation seated
herself ¢n the breast of the dead warrior. YYhen the
mortt came, she was still there, aad and disconsolate,
and ghe continued throughout the following dayj
but as night again approached, she became sickened
at the scenes of horror, and arose and fled, convinced
that she could not long exist in & field of carnage.
She had many thousand times visited similar acenes,
and endesvoured to remain, but her stay had inva-
riably been but a few short days, and no more.—
How brief is the stay of Reputation with both the
living and the dead!

Death sought the shepherdess, and he found her
alone. Her flock was straying without protection,
and her rural pipe 1ay by her side, silent and ne-
giecled- - * ' .

“Where is Reputation?” demauded Death.—
“She promised to meet me here.”

The shepherdess hung her head, and replied, “I
have not seen her since Love first came, though, till
then, she had been my constant companion- from
chitdhood.”

“And where is the huntsman whose jocund horn
made the hills speak as if with a voice of lile, as we
passed by bat & few days sinced”?

+Heis pone, and 1 know not whither.”

s+ And where is Love, with his rainbow wings? He
has not flown too?—He promised to remain in this
peaceful spot until Death should arrive.”

“He made the same promise to me over and
over.”

“And where is the truant boyi”

«f have endeavoured to conceal him,” replied the
shepherdess, blushing, “eversince the huntsman de.
serted me.”

eIt is well,”™ said Death., ¢Their promises are
lightly made and as lightly broken; but I never de-
cetve.”

He 1aid his bony hand upon the pale brow of the
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ahepherdess. and she faded and shrunk like the
spring-flower, when the wight frost tonches it, and
with her last sigh she said—*<When Love and Repug-
tation have both left me, what can be more welcom
than the touch of Deathi* . R

Death now espied on the opposite side of the
stream his two former companions, and immedi;::g
jc;';‘ned them, and found they weve reproaching
other. .

+1:How often,” said Reputation, *have you, in &
moment of levity, driven me with shame from those
who have been my choicest care; and by {:ur bland .
ishments and promises, never designed to be fulfilled,
destroyed, in one ipstant, the labour of my hands for

earsd”’

“And how often,” replied Love, Iauﬁzﬁng, hare
your prudish precepts imposed on me the labour of
gears, when my task, otherwise, would have been

ut the sport of an hour?”

“And [,”* cried Death, ~too frequently thwart the
views of both. 8o forbear your mutual reproaches,
and I will take my leave of you. But before I gn,
I would recommend to you, young Love, quit not
Reputation; for if she once leave you, she is so coy
a damsel, no woning on earth will win her back againg
and rest assured, wherever you visit without her, {1
soon shall follow your footsteps. Away, both of
you,” he continued, “and take up your abode with
the young poet Selim, and the dark-haired Biribi.
Years, many years, shall elapse before I molest your
repose there: and even then, when I call to summon
the virtuous couple to their last repose, Repotation
will have become so enamoared of their society, that
long will she continue to hover with affection over
their graves. Foriny part, the Sophi of Persia awazita
my coming—Neither of you ever crossed his palsce-
gate, nor can you reproach me with having deprived
you of a votary in him. Farewell.”

Love and Reputation, hand in hand, seuzht out
the f,oet Selim, and Death hastened to the palace of
the Persian monarch, where every thing Jdenoted his

. 4 -
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arrival was expected. Many years after he sought
out his former companions, and he found them still
in the humble cottage of the happy Selim and Biri-
bi. As they reluctantly led the aged pair to the grim
visitant, he opened his arms to receive them, who
smiled upon each other as he pressed them together
to his bosom. The prediction of Death was verified
for Reputation for hovered around the peacefu{
grave of the poet St?ie::.



THE

APPARITION.

Iubeo-;—maque exire sepulchris,—~Owin.

Tue question whether the incorporeal essence,
after its departure from this terrestrial sphere, has
in any instance been permitted to resume the shape
of mortality, and appear to the outward senses of
its former associates, has agitated the minds of the
most enlirhtened for centuries, and we are stil] as
much in the dark as we were the hour speculation
beran. There are, it must be allowed, many well
an?henticated circumstances, calculated to fix the
belief of the credalous; nay, more, to stagper the
cooler judgment of the sceptic. Some, it 15 true,
may be traced to natural causes, while others defy
the sublilty of human reason to elucidate—for in-
gtance, the preternatural visitation, which ennounced
to Roscommon the poet, while Jret a boy, the death
of his father, and that which indicated to Miles Pe.
ter Andrews the sudden dissolution of Lord Little.
ton, if we admit their authenticity, put all theories
at defiance, and the sceptic must shield himself b
placing them to the zccount of remarkable coinei-
dence. For the fruth of the fact which I am shout
to relate, 1 vouch without hesitation. I knew the
hero of the event, and place the most implicit reli-
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ance on his statements, though in reaking the avowsl,

1 may be charged with superstition, ridiculous in the
enlightened sge in which we live. In the sutumn
of 1810, returning from the western part of Penn-
sylvania, I closed my day®s journey at Clark’s ferry,
on the Susquehanna, at that time one of the most
romantic abd picturesque spots that ever delighted
the eye of the lover of nature. Immediately in front
of the tavern rolled the expanded and nogie river,
from the surface of which was heard the horn of the
passing boatman, =8 he bore slong the product of
the wealthy country, through which the river and
its tributaries flow. On the opposite side rose a
lofty 2nd extended mountain, ?rowning in all the

- wildness of nature, save thaf midway appeared a

hut, and a small clearance, though the spot seemed
inaccessible to the foot of man, s place where the
eagle might build his eyry, without fear or molesta-
tivn. Looking up the river, on the point of an island,
the eye was presented with a building of a better
order of architecture, which proved that refinement

-had alrendy made considerable progress, while the

extended view down the river, which pursued its
course through the bosom of the lofty and unculti-
vated mountaing, waa such as bade defiance to the
art of man to heighten. Considerable innovations
have since been made upon the wildness of the scene.
Turnpike ronds and canals are merciless destroyers
of primitive scenery and romantic feelings; but as
it appears they can be converted fo more practical
use than the latter, our good citizens of the west
will have but little reason to complain of the inne-
vation.

Asl ali%hted from my horse, a group of farmers
and fravellers were seated beneatEnt)he piazza. I
saluted them, and took & seat among them. Their
conversation had been interrapted by my approach,
but, on my being seated, several voices desired Mr.
Jones to proceed with his story.

Mtr. Jones was & portly Eersonase. with a jolly
red counfenance, which plainly indicated that he
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did not belong to that school of philosophers whe
despise the flesh pots of Egypt, or that class of poli-
ficians who advocate an excise on strong waters.
He was dressed in plain drab apparel, and wore s
" slouched hat of the same colour, and from the meal.
dust about his person, I at once put Mr. Jones down
for a thrifctly miller. After a preparatory hiem, he
commenced his parrative, nearly in the following
words. _ .
“Neighbours, most of you remember farmer
Grimes, who lived on Wild-cat Run, and who hung
himself about five years age, out of spite at baving
lost five hundred d):)llars, that he loaned Job Wor-
son on usury

“I knew him bruvely,” replied one of the com- .

any. *“He sued Worson before the court at Car-
isle, and though he had David Watts for his attor-
ney, and where could he have found a better? he
was cast, which took a cool fifty more from his ill-

tten gains, to ?ay the costs, besides another &ft
or his [awyer's fee. Il you had scen old Grimes’s
face when the jury brought in & verdict against him,
you would have thought it enough to frighten even
an usurer back to honesty. He could not stand this
blow; so he weat home, and hung himself in his
orchard the next day. Remember Grimes? bless
you, Mr. Jones, I remember him as well as I do my
own father.”

“Very well,”” continued the miller, “you ms
alse remember, if you were ever in Wild-cat cree
settlement, that his farra adjoined mine.” This im-
portant fact betng also within the knowledge of the
other, Jones proceeded: = After the burisl of neigh-
bour Grimes, many strange stories were circulated
through the country, as how that he had been seen
walking about hie farm at midnight, with & ro
around his neck, and then of a sudden, he would
start towards the orchard, and quick. as lightning he
would suspend himself from the bough of an apple
tree, where he would hang until the cocks crewin
the morning, when he would vanish.”

!
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*] have heard as much,* replied the other, “and
more too, that Job Worson could not sieep at nights
for months afterwards, for the old man, a3 soon a8
Job would fal! into a doze, was heard dancing in
his voom, rattling his money-bag. This I heard
straight from the fips of Job’s brother’s wile’s sister,
and may therefore be relied on for truth. It made
a prodigious talk at the time.”

“These stories,’? continued the miller, «had very
little effect on me, for though [ was his next neigh-
bour, and gat on the coroner’s jury when he was cut
down, yet he had not appeared to me, and [ found
that the people of Millerstown, Carlisle, and those
about the ferry here, knew more about his apreaﬁng
than we of the Wild-cat settlement. Seo [ putit
down to the account of humbug aud gossip. But my
day was to come,”

“And I’l] warrant you it did come.”

it did.” :

] knew it would: you were always a scoffer, Mr,
Jones, but you have {enrnt that it is a dangerons
thing to scoff at the devil and his doings.” This
remark was made by a small personage, whom I
took for a tailor, from the skein of threadaround his
neck, and thimble on his finger.’

»About six months after the death of Grimes,’*
continued the miller, +*husiness called me up to Shir-
Ieiysburg. and, by the way, it was to settle an account
of long standing with that very Job Worson, who,
you know, while he lived in these parts, had the
name of being stow at wiping off old scores. Well,
he seemed to thrive at Shirley, for weeds, as the
saying is, flourish in a poor soil, and Shirley is poor
enocugh fur that matter, though it is & somewhat noted

lace, on account of the old fort that stood there

uringoﬁle Indian wars. Those were piping times,
neighbours, and bullets may be picked up at this
day in the road as you descend the hill & short dis-
tance north-west of the village. Worson spoke of
Grimes, and made sport of the old usurer having
bung himself out of vexation. He also told me many
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stories that were current about Shirley, as how that
he could not rest in peace in his grave. 1 had now

heard these fales so often, and from so many differ-.

ent sources, that I began to think that there might be
some truth in them, though we of the Wild-cat aet-
tlement, who should have known most, knew less of
the matter than other people.’

It is not unfrequently the case,” observed a
sober looking personage, “that a man has to travel
abroad to learn the occurrences of his own fireside.”

Mr. Jones nodded assent to the remark, and pro-
ceeded in his narrative:

“Having closed my business with Worson, I left
Shirley to return home, and having a long dreary

ride without company, 1 turned over in my wind

all the different stories I had heard respecting neigh-
bour Grimes. My mind began to waver, and some-
how, when I entered the Shades of Death, which
was after night-fall, snd you know, even at mid-day
it is a gloomy part of the road, I did not feel alto.
gether as bold as & man ought to feel on such an
occasion. I fancied there was an unusual sound in
the wind a8 it moaned through the old pines, and
more than once my blood crawled chilly through my
veins, at the indistinct view of a projecting rock, or
the moss covered trunk of some tree that the storm
had sr:F 4 and riven. Even the tread of my horse
sound ollow on the earth; hia steps were short,
and in quick succession; his ears were raised; he
shyed at every object, and moved more brigkly at
every sound. ~ He evidently partook of the fears of
his rider.””

] have often heard,” said the tailor, *sthat a horse
can see a Fhost as gcon a3 a man can, unless as how
the man be born with a caul before his eyes, and
then they say he can see the very air as 1t blows.
But I should not wonder if he saw spooks, or some-
what of the kind in the Shades of Death, foritisa
frightful place to pass at the lone hour of niﬁh!, and
wever shall I forget the first time I travelled that
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road. It was a stormy night in the month of No-
vember—" ce -

«Don't interrupt Mr. Jones’s story,’”” cried one,
whose leather apron and sooty visage proved him to
be the blacksmith, and whose curiosity was already
stretched on tenter hooks.

‘The milter resumed the account of his adventure:

“The alarm which evidently possessed my horse
increased my own. ‘The acuteness of my senses
became more than naturzl. The moon had not yet
risen, yet I imagined my sight could penetrate the -
darkness that surrounded me, and that sounds which,
&t any other time would have been inaudible, were
now clear and distinct. 1 was all eye, and all ear
for every part of my body seemed to be endowed
with the sence of seeing and hearing. I felt lighter
than I had ever felt before, and my horse moved
with wnusual freedom, yet the sound of his tread
was heavy and appalling. It was the only mortsl
sound to heanf, and that circumstance gave it an
indescribable influence over my imagination. 1t
proved to me that ¥ was alone, and in such a spot as
superstition and credulity would delight to people
with beings the most fearlul and inimical to our na~
ture, and if roused, I alone was responsible to them,
I urged my horse forward, hoping to outstrip my
fears, but the repeated echoes of his hoofs increased
my terror. I had now rode some distance, and be-
lieved I was about emerging from the Shades, when
a frightful noise, between a groan and a yell, startied
me, and suddenly a white %igure darted across my
path and disappeared. My horse stopped; he was
goi::l':r at full speed, and the sudden shock threw me
to the ground. I was more dead than alive with
fright, and when I regained my horse, I found the
poer animal still standing in the same spof, and
trembling like an aspen leaf.”

«P’ll wartant you,” replied the tailor. +Did you
not say that the figure that startled him wag white?”?

wNearly white; rather of a drab colour.””

»I would have sworn to as much,” continued the

e e e
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tailor, *for old Grimes always dressed in a drad
suity bot what could he have been doing so far from
his orchard, passes my learning.”

#And I myself was at 2 loss how o resolve the
difficulty,” continued the miller, “unless, indeed,
that gloomy and lonely place was selected to pro-
duce & more lasting im;iression on my mind. Hev.
ing regained my horse, leaped into the saddle, and
lied the lash without mercy, until T had passed the

hades. I then rode more moderately, and endeay-
oured to account for the sound I had heard, and
the object of which I had had but a momentary
glance, Speculation was unsatisfactory, I became

wildered, and yet neither before nor since that
hour have I ever experienced such & vividneas of
imagination, combined with quickness of corporeal
perception. New tiea between the bodf and the
wmind appeared to have been created. Sfill I rode
on, but all idea of {ime and space had vanished,
The horse was left to his own guidance, for my mind
was wandevings when suddenly [ was awakened by
the shrill neiiﬁ of the animal. The moon was just
rising. I looked around, and to my no small satis.
faction, heheld {hat [ was on the border of Grimes's
farm, which adjoined miv! own. I checked my horse
a moment {o reflect. By crossing my neighbour's
farn, I should save a circuit of nearly a mile. It
was an object at that late hour, for I was weary and
feverish both in body aod mind. 1 pulled down the
fcnce, and entered the field,”

+*Rather than have done as much,” exclaimed the
tailor, I would have crawled:ten miles on my hands
and knees, at any hour in the four and twenty, It
was little else than challenging the devil and his
works. ‘What do you say, neighbour Sledge?”

«For my part,”” replied the smith, ©*I should have
considereg the highway the safest, for, mark you,
the moon was just risiag.” .

«And Mr. Jones would have found it the safest
too, 1 reckon,” remarked the tailor, which was ac-
companied by & Lord Burleigh nod.

vOL. n.—3
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«You are perfectly right,” continued Jopes, “for
after crossing the first field, X found myselt in the
very orchard in which the usurer had put an end to
his existence. The whole scens of the coroner’s ﬂ
came fresh upon my mind. His pale and disto
countenance, and stiffened form, were again before
me. I strove to banish the image, but it was impos-
sible: and its appalling power increased as I drew
nigh the spot wEere he had fulfilled his dreadful de-
termination. The wind was high, and the dark clouds
that were rapidly flying indicated an approaching
storm. The I;ig,ht of the moon was occasionally ob-
scured by the passing clouds. I drew nigher to the
fatal spot, and I found it impossible to twrn my gaze
in an opposite direction. My eyes searched eager]
to single that tree out from the rest. At length
discovered it, and standing beneath it, the outline of
a human figure. I at first doubted my senses, but
a3 the nioon gleamed forth, Y was convinced that
there was no delusion. Cold drops of perspiration
drenched my limbs. T shook as if an ague fit had
been on me. Still I could not remove my eyes from
the fearful object. I gazed until it assumed the ap-
pearance of the suicide. Yes, he stood before me in
ghape as palpable to the sight, as either of you at

resent.’” ‘L'he miller’s voice became husky at the
recollection, and his rude auditory listened in breath.
less suspense. He moistencd his lipsand proceeded,
«[ ejaculated & prayer for mercy. The figure was
stitl before me; to remove iy eyes from it was im.
ssible; my facullies were pal*ajyzed, and 1 felt as
if desperation were coming over me. 1 made one
desperate effurt; it was for life or death. I lashed
the horse; he darted off, and speedily bore me be-
yond the dreaded influence of the spectre. When 1
arrived at the door of my house, iy horse was white
with foam, and I was trembling and pale as ashes,”

«I was thinking,” said the tailor, “that it would
have been hetter to bave kept to the highway.”

Jones nodded assent, and continued.

«The noise [ made on entering the yard, awoke
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my son.  He dressed himgelf and descended: Ihad !

not yet diamounted. He saw my confusion, and the -

state of the horse, and inquired into the causes but
1 had resolved to keep that night’s adventure tomy- .
aelf, and accordingly evaded his question. I gave the
horse to his care, and hurried to my bed more dead
than alive. I soon slept, from nbsolute exhaustions
but the fearful events of the night assumed a thon-
sand cifferent shapes, and were not an instant sbsent
from my imagination. I arose sbout noon, faint and
feverish, having been but slighily refreshed by my
sleep. My son was curious to know what bud thas
affected me, but | touched not on the subject to any
one of the family, secretly determining to sift the
mystery myself. The day closed, and I went to bed
a3 usunl, but as the hour approached at which the ob-
ject had appesred to me on the preceding night, I
quietly arose, descended, and directed my steps to-
wards my neighbour’s orchard. ‘The moon waa just
rising as I came within a handred yards of the weli-
known tree. I looked about, but perceived nothing,
I advanced more than half the distance, when [ agmin
beheld the figure. I endeavoured to be as collected
as man conl?be under such circumstances. she?
heart throbbed violently, and my fears increased;
til] the desire to aatisfy my doubts rooted me to the
spot. Every moment the resemblance of the spectre
to Grimes become stronger. I had folly satisfied
myself of the identity, w%?en it waved a red cloth
extended in its right hand, as if it wished me to de-
part. I saw the bloody cloth, and heard it Rap in
the breeze. It would have been madness longer to
have proveked my fate. I obeyed the warning, snd
fled.  Would you not all have done the same.”

“Certainly, 1f I had pot been spell-bound,” re-
plied the tailor, -

“I hastened to my bed, and arose as usual the fol-
lowing morning, but did not oEen my lips tom
family concerning the events of the night. My wife
amt son perceived that there was something unusual
on my mind, and endeavoared to find it ont, but 1
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evaded their inquiries. I was reserved and abstract-
ed during the day. My mind was occupied with one
engrossing subject, | viewed it in all its various
aspects, and reproached myself with weakness and
cowardice, for not speaking to the spectre, and as-
certaining the cause of this Fearﬁ:l vigitation. ‘What -
 had I to dread from an interview? 1 had neither
wronged him living, nor cast obloguy on his memory.
On the contrary, P had always conducted myself as
became = neighbour.  These reflections em-
boldened me to siff the matter, and accordingly I
in sallied forth at midnight with wy rifie on my
shoulder.”*

“This was the third time ! exclaimed the tailor
in a tremulous voice, “and I have never heard of a
%l:ost yet that would not spesk after seeing a man
three times.”

O «Unless, indeed,” said the blacksmith gravely,
*it was the ghost of & dumb person, and such, lor
the most part, I take it, continue silent forever.”

““That admits of an argument,” rejoined the
other,’” and if so be as how you will Iisten to me for
five minutes, I will elearly prove to you, that by the
laws of nature, the ghost of 2 dumb man may talk
as glibly as the ghost of a lawyer.”

“Very well, neighbour,” replied the blacksmith,
“but as old Grimes was not dumb, we will hear Mr.
Jones out before we setile that there matter.”

The miller continued:—«Asa [ approached the or-
chard, I breathed with increased difficulty; there
was an unnatural weight about my heart, and mz
brain was in a whirl, Ftrembled in every joint, an

- could scarcely drag one limb after the other. Was
the cauge of this change within myself, or was I la-
bouring under external influence? 1 dreaded the
latter; still T moved on, for my determination was
fixed. The object atlength appeared to me again.
T will not attempt to describe my sensations at that
moment. I stoed as if all the functions of vitality
had forsaken me. My eyes were fixed on it, but for
a time 1 was deprived of the power of vision. When
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my sight returned, it was still there. I summoned
resolution to speak to it, but such was my agitation
that my voice died in & whisper; I again exeried my-
gelf, and cried, “In heaveu’s name, speak”—it
waved & red cloth—#il I can be of service—if there
be any thing you would impart to mortal ear”’—ibe
cloth still waved me from it—My limbs becams
stifened with desperation—my whole mind was
centred in one cbject—r By heaven!” I cried—
#You should not have sworn on such an oces-

. sign,” gravely observed the tatlor.

oTrue, I should not, but I did swesr that I would
not stir until I learnt the purport of that mysterious
visitation. “Spesk,” 1 continued, “what 1» it dis-
turhs your rest, and calls you back from the eternal
world to the world of time?” It still waved me to
depart. I am not 10 be baffled now.—msreak. ors
rifle ball shall quickly end all my doubts.”—1t still
remained silent, and the red cloth was wavedins
more agitated manner—“Speak”—-no answer was
returned—1I raised my rifle to my shoulder, took de-
libarate aim;—*speak or perish,” | cried; the bloody
cloth was waved in defiance—] fired; the spectre
fell, and my ears were saluted with & demoniac
laugh. I sunk senseless upon the earth.”

-+T would not have been in your place for 2ll old
Grimes died possessed of,* saigl the tailor.

«YWhen 1 revived,” continved the miller,” *the
first object that struck m{ gight was a figure bend-
ing over me.— Avaunt! ack to your native hell,? I
shrieked. 1t clasped me in its arms, and raised me;
I shuddered, and every instant expected tobe flown
away with.” .

+sAnd did it remain silent all this whilep?

*Yes; but at length it apoke.”

«And what did itsay?? inquired the tailor, every
feature of his fox-like countenance indicative of im-

tience.

+'Father, what the devil ails you?” -

“Ha!” .

“It was my son, who, observing my abatraction -

5.
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duri’?g the day, determined to keep an eye upon’
me.
“And the ghost?” -
“Was a suit of Grimes’s clothes, stuffed with
straw to frighten the crows from the cornfield.”
“Bot the object you saw in the Shades qf Death?”
«“Was a large hog belonging to a shingle-maker,
who had recently built himself a cabin smong the
hemlocks”
- “You are & wag, Mr. Jones, but, mark me, your
day will come.” '
“Perhaps so. I have seen many similar ghosts
gince, but have never been so much frightened as on
this occasion.” :

LY
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EMIGRANT'S DAUGHTER.

-

Ox the margin of Lake Erie, on the Canada side,
stands a neat village, every way calculated to induce
those who are perplexed with the turmoils of a city
life, to believe that there is no paradide on earth to
compare with such a place of retirement. The spire
of the church, which is reflected on the glassy sur.
face of the lake, seems to extend s protecting care
over the humble cottages beneath, each of which
stands in a neatly planned and fruitful garden. The
surrounding country presents a number of well cul-
tivated farms, some of which are tilled by the villa.
gers, and others bi French emigrants and their de.
scendants, who in eriting a portion of the manners
of their ancestors, combined with the primitive sim-
plicity and rzdeness of their native border, compose
almost an anomaly in the humaa race.

Among the farms in the vicinity of the village was
one cultivated ll:_y Jean Baptiste, a native, whose father
had emigrated from Normandy, and being of a family
once in affluence, he bequeatged to his son u proper
sense of his im ce; but, as is too frequently the
case, neglected to bestow the means to support the
dignity. This is an awkward predicament for a
man to be in: to look upon mmself and family
through a prism, by which they are decorated in the
gaudiest colours, while their associates view them

”~
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with the naked eye, or through glasses that are far
from placiog their tiefec!s in a pleasing light, or mag-
nifying their merits. -

aptiste was foally awakened.to a g:}per sense
of the worth of his inheritance. While beggary was
staring him in the face, he found it impossibie to
obtain & single sous upon the credit of his dead
ancestors, aud that a man may thisk of himself as
favourably as he pleases, but unless the world coin-
cides in opinion with him, it all amounts to less than
nothing. His pride coutd not support him, nor would
it suffer him te support himself, so in good time they

ted. Baptiste cast his eyes around him, sud they
ell upon the pretty daughter of an emigrant to
whom the little farm then belonged, where our
worthy subsequently resided.

Baptiste was the beau of the village; a ragged one
we admit, but as he led & life of idleness, played
well on the flute, &nd knew the name of his great-

ndfather, no one ventured to' dispute his claims
to gentility and family. He lost no time in making
the customary protestations of eternsl love, an
considered it as a matter of course, that the charm-
ing Louise would be highly flattered with the over-
tures of a persosage of his distinction; but he was
received with a degree of coolness calculated to
chill even those hardened by a Canadian winter.
Mortified 2t this discomfiture, he consoled himself
with attributing it to her rustic ideas and want of
discernment. .

There was enough of the raw material about onr
lover, to make, if properly worked up, a very clever
and useful man. 'This the father of Louise soon
discovered, and accordingly told Baptiste that the
girl should be his on two conditions, which the im-
patient lover eagerly demanded, confident that in
such a cause he could readily surpass the dangers
:ngountzred in days of old to obtain the Hesperian

ruit : i
*Louise shall be your wife,” said the father, ‘as
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soon 28 you have satisfied me that you can supporta
wife, and that she is willing to marry yow.™ ~ - =~

The latter difficulty, thought Baptiste, mag be
s{Jeedil surmounted, but the former was 3 stumbling
block, fur she could not feed on air, and there was
nothing within his reach of a more substantial nature
to offer her. If lovers could only dispense with
that terrestrial practice of eating, no poet could pre-
sent a more glowing picture of Mahomet’s paradise
than this world would be; but many a rapturous
dreame of connubial bliss has been put*to flight by
the obtrusive spectre of & chine of beef or a shoulder
of mutton. Baptiste, like Othello, s*was perplexed
in the extreme,” and his ho;l::a were daily approach-
ing despair, when at length the old farmer again
spoke to him:— o

“You say you love my daughter.” .

“More dymn life, or even meat in lent fime,” ex-
claimed the lover. '

“What proef can you give me of your affectionp

#] will inzyry her to-morrow; if that is not con-
clusive, I will undergo the agony of waitinga month
longer.”

“Very fine; but what assurance have I of its con-
tinuancep”

«Oh, let her alone for that, she will keep me as
true as the needle to the pole, I warrant you.”

“Keep you! but how will you kee’p her?”

“Now that is a pretty question,” exclaimed the
single-minded lover; “look at me and be satisfied.”

“Right! she may feast her eyes upon you, but I
am inclined to think that such a least will not satisfy
her hunger. When poverty stulks in at the door—
you know the proverb.”

“Eh!” ejaculated Baptiste, his lower jaw falling
at least an inch from the other.

“Remember, she is no angel yet, though you fancy
her such; she must have bread and meat, man” =

«0h, curse the realities of life! DBread and meat!
There is nothing of the kind in Cupid’s calendar
from the title page to the last chapter)” -
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34l Cupid has no objection to a plentiful larder,
and if you expect to marry my daughter, you must

" come over to my way of thinkmg.”

«I am not prepared to e againet you, if that is
{:nr manner gf r};:rsonin T:F:ep?ibed Bagﬁste. “You

ve made me & convert already.” :

«“Then come to my farm to-morrow by sunrise,”
replied the other, “and the truth of your conversion -
shall be fested.”

They parted; the old-emigrant to pursue his daily

labour, and Daptiste to dream of future bappiness.

Before sunrise the following morning he rose and
dressed himself in his heat apparel, which had de-
scended like an heir-loom ﬁ}-)om -the great-grand.
father already mentioned, and which, in our lover’s
opinion, wouﬁi have done credit to the court of Louis
le Debonnair. The auit consisted of a yellow
levantine coat, a sky-blue silk waistcost, with enor-
mous flaps at the pockets, and a pair of acarlet satin
small.clothes, &ll of which bore conclusive testimony
to the uncommon magnitude of the aforesaid greaf-
grandfather, and the degeneracy of his present repre-
sentative. They hung around the slender figure of
Baptiste like 2 surplice on a broomstick; yet it
would have been worse than sacrilege to have made
the slightest alteration; such an act, in his imagina.
tion, would have disturbed the endless repose of his
ancestors, for every thread in those scarlet breeches
was more highly treasured, and possessed as much
magic as that fatal handkerchief which was died with
the “conserve of maidens’ hearts.” How wayward
and inexplicable are the affections of the human
heart! Here we see one entrusting his happiness
upon the uncertain existence of another; there we
behold the miser locking up his whole soul with his
gold and jewels; that fashionable fair loves nothing
on earth like a splendid equipage; this sportsman
despises the human race, when compared with his
horses and dogs; that primitive dameel dotes upon
her tabby and Jap-dog, and our hero views with feel-
ings bordering on-veneration, the old scarlet small-
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clothes worn by his progenitors. But enough of
moralizing, and to resume ouy story. :
Baptiste having made his toilet, and buckled a
rusty rapier by his side, which had descended from
the same distinguished personage, took his flute in
his haad, and sallied forth to the place of appoint.

ment. He had ruminated for t{welve hours on the -

foregoing conversation, and could not by any course
of reasoning arrive at any other conclusion, than that

the old man having discovered his merits had de--

termined to_yield his daughter without further op-
position, His heart beat wildly, and hope was on
tiptoe a3 he drew near the emigrant®s romaatic cot-
tage. The neatness of all about the house did not
escape his notice. Against the southern side of the
cottage was au arbour overshadowed by the rose
tree, jasmine, and honeysuckle. He drew near to
it, and the fragrance of the flowers scemed to in-
crease, as he reftected by what hand they had been
planted. All was silent, for the family had not yet
risen. He pazed with a wistful eye upon the small
window just above the arbour, and into which the

vines were creeping, for well he knew who sancti- -

fied that chamber by her presence. Heasished as he
gazed, and envied the jasmine fower that was slyly
peeping through a broken pane of the window.

\Efit throbging heart he breathed a plaintive air
on his flute, while the birds fiitting among the trees
and shrubbery, swelled their little throats te ema-
late the serenade. It was not long before the case.
mett opened, and a amiling face peered among the
green folinze, with lips that might have been mis-~
taken for buds of the vine, and cheeks for full-blown
flowers, It was too much for 2 lad of Baptiste's
temperameut.  His flute was suddenly silenced, and
without loss of time he called in the aid of words, as
being more expressive than music. He poured forth
his {eelings with ardour and eloguence, for leve
works mirzcles, and had made even Daptiste elo-
quent, and as he proceeded in his declaration, the
smiling face among the folisge became brighter; the
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change did not escape the quick perception of the

“lover: ~the victory is gnined zlready,” thought he,

+*ghe can never resist & personage of my family, .
and figure”—on the instant the window closed, the
smiling face disappeared, and Baptiste’s ears were
saluteg with a sound that too nearly resembled
laughter to be agreeable zt that moment. He atood
——not thunder-struck—for the morning was perfectly
clear, snd there was no thunder; but an electric
shock would not bave astonished him more than did
the closing of the window, and the laughter that sue-
ceeded. -

“¥What are you doing there, dressed off like a new-
fledged popinjay?”’ exclaimed s hoarse voice. He
turned and beheld the old emigrant, who repeated
his question.

«Serenading Lovise,” replied Baptiste.

wSerenading! very pretly, by Saint Anthooy!
Henceforwanl, as you value my opinion, never Jet
me hear & fune from your lips, unless it is whistled
between the ploughshafta. And what is the mean-
ing of this tawdry dress? Silks and satins, and of
all’ the colours in the rainbow! Yery well for a
clown in a playhouse, but not altogether the thing if
‘J;OH ’i’ntend driving my cart, or digging in my gar.

en.

] came to make myself agreeable to Louise,” re.
plie’ti Baptiste, *aund therefore put on my best appa-
n L

*Arreeable to Louise indeed! Do you think it was
for this I asked you to my cottage! No: it was to
make yourself useful to me. Butin doing the one
you may possibly do the other; so begone, strip off
your fool’s dress, and come in homespun, and you
will be welcome. Make haste back, or my breakfast
will grow cold.”

Baptiste bowed in acquiescence, started off with
unusual alacrity, and the farmer entered his barn-

ard to attend to his stock. In the course of half an
our Baptiste returned dreased in a more appropriate
suit, the old man met him with a smiling counte-
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nance, and led him jnle the cotla.%e. where Louise
had already spread the plain but clean and inviting
breakfast-table. .

From that hour the prospects of Baptiste under.
went &n entire revolution, From being the most idle
and worthless young fellow of the village, he became
the most industrious and most respected, After un-

dergoing a twelvemonth’s probation, the farmer con- - - -

sented to his marrisge with Louise, who by this time
was nothing loath, and as Baptiste was a wag, the
maddest charevari ever known in Canada, before or
since, tosk place on this occasion. Baptiste was no-
torious for playing a conspicuous part in frolics of
this kind, and accordingly many a rustic Benedict
came far and near to retaliate. A mad scene ensued,
compared to which, the sufferings of the redoubtable
Tieutenant Lismahago on his wedding night were as
paradise to purgatory. Baptiste discountenanced
charevaris from that day, and it is now looked upon
as a custom **more honoured in the breach than the
observance.” We omitted to remark that on the
wedding night the splendid family dress, which had
lain perdu ever since Baﬁﬁsle entered the cottage,
was again displayed, and his rusty rapier suspended
by his side. Thus equipped, he imagined the sn-
cient glory of the Baptistes regenerate. His flute
was again brought forth, and was often listened to
with delight by the little family circle when the la-
bours of the day were over.

Human 2ffairs are but transitory. In the courne
of time Baptiste buricd his father-in-law, and his be-
loved wife, who had brought him s dgughter and a
son, of whom more will be learnt in the subsequent
narrative.

‘There resided in the village s wealthy advocate,
who valued himself not only upon his forfune, but
that his father before him bad lived by his wits, and
not by the labour of his hands. Counsellor Martin,
as the rustics called him, had a son about twen
years of age, who had early imbibed all the preju.
dicesol his father, and entertained an exalted opinion

voL. i~ '
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of his own inherent importance. He made but little
progress at achool, for he was too lofty a person

to be under the control of one who had neither wealth
nor pride of ancestr{‘ to boastof. "T'he village school- -
master was a preacher alse, and verily Frank Mar-
tin called inte practice during six days of the week,
the precepts olP medevation and lorbearance duly de-
livered from the pulpit on the sabbath. Frank, as he
approached the state of manhood, was seldom seen
abroad without his rifle on his.shoulder, ur his angle
in his hand, He was dexterous at hooking a trout,
and seldom failed to put out the eye of a squire] at
the distance of filty paces.

Frank hed from his childhood watched the grow-
ing beauties of Claudine, the danghter of Baptiste,
as they were gradually developed, and daily became
more sensible of their influence; his pride, however,
shrunk from the suggestion that the%est feelings of
his nature had beco awakened by a rustic girl: he
called to his aid what casuistry he ¢ould command
to define his sentimeunts; he reasvned like another
Locke to satisfy himself that he was notin tove; he
anztomised his mind; new-christened his feelings by
the names of regard, respect, esteem, but even under
their new titles they remained as irresistible as be-
fore, and still were as sensibly alive in the presence
of Claudine, as though he had deigped to call them
by the name of love.

‘Towards the close of a day in autumn, as Frank
was returning home from 2 ramble through the hitls,
with his gun on his shoulder, he chanced to crossa
nieadow where Baptiste®s little herd of cattle was at
that time grazing. He had not proceeded far before
he met a femazle a}:pmaching the meadow. It was
Claudine. Frank’s heart throbbed, and it flew to
his lips as he accosted her—

“Good evening, Rretly Claudine; which way do

‘you go at this hour?

1*No farther than the meadow, sir.??
sAnd why to the meadow, child:”
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“¥ictor has gone {o the village, and I have come
to drive the cattle to the cottage.”

«I'hat must not be while I am with you."”

“You will not prevent me, Mr. Frauncis,” inquired
Claudine, half jest, hall earnest.

sCertainly; [ will do it for you.”

“You, sir] Thatindeed would be a strange #ight,”
she exclaimed, laughing.

“Then we will do it together, Claudine, and the
eddity will not appear so glaring.”

She rallied bim on his gallantry, snd as her lovely
features became animated, Frank gazed with increas-
ed delight, and doubted whether csteem or re
was a_term wann enough to describe his feelin
Clawiline was possessed of much beauty, and arch.
ness mingled with stinplicity, and Frank felt more
forcibly their influence, as he walked by her side to-
wards her father’s cottage. The succeeding evening,
as the sun was declining, Frank unaccountably found
himself lounging near?]aptiste’a mezdow; the herd
was still grazing there; he felt overjoyed at the
sight, but was at a less fo fell why a few cows
peaceadbly grazing occasioned such a thrubbing at
the heart. He remained quite restless for half an
hour, with his eye constantly bent in the direction

of the farm-house, the smoke from which was seen

curling zbove a hill at a distance, when a shout was
heard, and winding around the hill, little Yictor ap-
peared, running gfter 2 huge watch-dog in the direc-

tion of the meadow. One look was enough for

Frauk, for he felt little interest in the gambols of the
boy and the dog. His heart beat twenty pulsations
less in a minute, and ashe slowly retraced his steps,
he had time enough to investigate philosophically his
feelings and motives,

Frank’s intimacy with Baptiste increased from
that day forward, and his visits at the cottage be-
came so frequent, that it was a question with the cu-
rious whether he resided there or at his father’s man-
sion. His field sports had given place to a love of
agriculture, and few were more active than Frank
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in the hay-field or at harvest time, for on these occa-
sions the females left their housewifer{ to nssist,
and it was remarked that Frank was always near
Claudine, and preferred doing her ghare, to his own,
of the labour. '

Claudine had now completed her seventeenth year,
and the day that ushered in the eighteenth, was &
day of hilarity beneath her father’s humble roof.
‘The aficctionnte old man arose in the morning ear-
lier than usual, and whes Claudine descended, she
beheld his face dressed with smiles, and his person
in the pride of his wardrube, the legacy of his great-
grandfather. To have started any objection to the
:mtiquated cut of ihia dress, would have been to
Baptiste conclusive proof of barbarous taste, for it
was the standard by which he tested every modern
faghion, and he lovked upon it with reverence, as
the connecting link between the present humble
state of the family and its former consequence. At
times when Baptiste was riding his hobby of family
distinction, in the presence of somo incredulous rus-
tic, the scarlet breeches and rusty rapier were pro-
duced, and invariobly closed the contest triumph-

antly,

'I{e countenance of Claudine as she entered the
room was overshadowed with grief, which in vain she
endeavoured to conceal as her father rose from his
seat to greet her,

*Ilow is this, my child, you ook sad, but are not
ill, I hope?™*

“I digenot rest well, and my head aches in conge-
quence.” )

“The truth is you are pale, but cheer ur, it will
never do for the pride of the village te be il on this
day; your birth-day, and that of your happy old
father too, Claudine.”

Every nation has soine pecular custom, which is
religiously upheld by the peeple as a birth-right, and
looked upon as a spot of verdure in the waste of life.
In Canada, from the carliest settleinent, it has been
the practice on the birth-day of any person, for his
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friends to assemble and present a bouquet {o the in-
dividuaf, whose birth-day is commemorated. If &
man, the present is usually a pipe decorated with
flowers; and if a female, a cake similarly adorned,
if it is the scason for flowers, otherwise artificial
flowers are substituted.

Atan carly hour the villagers began to assemble
on the lawn In front of Baptiste’s cottage. Amon
them were gray heads and light hearts; dimple
fzces and elastic feet, for the companions of Bap-
tiste’s early days were seen among the young and
gay friends of his charming daughter. 'The farmer

. soon espied them from his window, and went out'to

meet themn, leading Claudine by the hand. it ap-
peared as if they had changed the time and condi-.
tion of life, for as they approached (he crowd, they
were greeted with strains of eulivcning music, to
which Baptiste’s heart beat time, and his feet indi-
cated the same lprt)pensity. but Claudine looked as if
she were in a place of mourning, rather than of fes-

tivity, ’

A{ no time of life had Baptiste felt prouder than
on 1his eccasion. As he approached, he frequently
cast a glance of delight upon his child, and then rais.
ing his'eyes to his ofd friends, gave them an inguisi.
tive Jook, which seemed to ask, 18 she not indeed the
Eridc of the village? Many & hearty greeting passed

etween the old man and the villagers, among whom
were some who were conspicuous in the charevari,
on the night of his marriage, thirty years before,
Baptiste recalled that memorable event, and enjoyed
the recollection much more than lie had the circure-
stance.

A seat intended as a sylvan throne was speedily
constructed, and Baptiste and his child were escort-
ed to it with no little *pomp and circumstance.”
Frank was officious on this occasion, and, though an
hour of general joy, his countenance was evidently
troubled. Little eictor was delighted,’ as also was
Ijis favourite watch-dog, and in the fulness of their
joy, the one laughed and ﬁee olher barked and turned

-
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somersets on the green together. During the cere-
mony a simple air was sung by the villagers. There
was one voice distinguished from the rest by the rich-
ness and wildpess of its melody. It proceeded from
a young woman, who, in spite of both mental and
bodily suffering, still possessed no ordinary share of
beauty. Her tall and slender fizure was covered by
a shapeless, black gown, which descended so low
that her feet were concealed, but still the perfect
symmetry of her person was discernible. From her
siately neck was suapended, by a esiring of large
black beads, a little silver crucifix, with-the image
of our Saviour on it. Her dark hair hung in profuse
curls around her neck, snd rested in the hood of hey
dress, which at that time was thrown from her head.
There was a nervous quickness in her motions; her
eyes were wandering, the expression wild, and on
her lips, which were still beautiful, an uwnmeaning
smile seemed to be constantly playing,

The ceremony of presenting the pipe and cake be-
ing over, the assemblage was about to adjourn to the
cottage, when Frank inquired of the female just al-
luded to, who was at the time in a state of mental
abstraction, :

«Ninon, have you not your usual offering to make
to Claudine#” 'IFhe sount of his voice recalled her
wandering thoughts; she hastened to Claudine, and
presented her with a small cake, and a rich bouquet,
and said—

+If you have been an apt scholar, Claudine, you
may read my regard in this bunch of flowers; it has
been carefuﬁ culled. There is the amaranth, that
crowns all, the emblem of virlue; the budding rose
will stand for constancy, and the sprig of rosemary

- that peeps between, bids you remember me. Here

is a cluster of heart’s-ease——"" she was going on
to illustrate the flowers, when Claudine interrupted
her—

«But where ia the yellow jonquil?”

«The emblem of sorrow?’

M St ot e
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“Ninon, my bouquet should have been componed

of the jonquil alone.” :

She descended; DBaptiste invited his friends to
partake of an entertainment, and they moved to~
wards the cottage.

Ninon Leclair was the only daughter of & wealthy
merchant of Quebec, and, on arriving at marriage-

able state, her father destined her to become the wife

of his partner in trade, who was at least three times
her age, and whose ruling passion was avarice. Ni-
nou was accomplished both in mind and person, con-
sequent{y such an unequal match could not fail to
be revolting to her feelings, even if her affections had
not been pre-engaged. The object of her Eusion
was well calculated to please a woman’s eye, but not
to realize the golden dreams of her father, wha soon
discovered the bias her sentiments had veceived. Hae
now strenuously urged a speedy marriage, with his
old friend and partner, which she as obstinately re-
siated, and worde losing their eflect, Ninon was
finally consigned to the walls of a nunnery.

She bore her seclusion from the world with resig.
nation, for she looked upoen herself as a martyr in the
cause of virtuous love, and was consoled with the
hope that the day would arrive when )er constancy
would be rewarded. Her ewain belonged to that
numerous class, who care not at what shrive they
bend, or in what creed they worship, and Ninon be-
ing out of sight, she was soon out of mind alse, and
he married a friend of the lovely creature be had for-
saken. She bitterly mourned ﬁis faithlessness, and
as afllictions usnalfy
father died shortly after, without forgiving her dia-
cbedience. The bulk of his property was bequeathed
to his partner, and a certain sum to his daughter, on
condition she married hiin, otherwise she wag left

destitute. ‘The old man made an offer of his hand,’

which was rejected with scorn, and he left the heart-

broken novice to console himself with his legncy.
Ninon still continued in the nunnery, and as her

earthly affections had been blighted, she devoted her

y crowd upon the stricken, her
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whole heart to heaven, but doubts constantly arose
whether the offering would be accepted, as she had
not inade it until this world had lost all charms for
her. She dwelt upon the fearful irials undergoue by
the several saints in her calendar, and felt her own
unworthiness when compared with their purity, forti-
tude, and resignation.. Her doubts incressed with
study, and her distempered imagination clothed her
God in terrors.  He appeared a jezlous God, who -
created but to punish, and weighed not the frailties
that his own hand had implanted in the bosom of his
creature. The atability of her mind was shaken,
and as she had not taken the veil, she left the nun-
nery to lead the life of a mendicant, and encounter
suffering, for she felt assured that our joys hereafter
will be in proportion to the severity of our trials
liere. Since her arrival at the village, by her amia-
bitity, piety, and sorrow, she had acquired the re-
3pect and compassion of all, and to none was she

earer than to Claudine, who profited much by her
instruction.

During the entertainment, which Baptiste had pre.
ared for the villagers in his garden, Fraok, who sat

{:eside Claudine, urged lier fo taste of the present of
her favourite, Ninon, as her feelings might be wound-
ed by apparent neglect. She re{:ﬁ‘ied—~

“Ninon knows that I too highly value the giver to

sligxt the gift.? :

inon bowed her head in acknowledgment. Clau.
dine broke the cake, and added, in a tone which only
reached Frank's ear— : :

«And as a proof of the value [ set onit, I give one

half fo him whom most 1 value.” :

Frank slightls recotled as she presented it, and re-
died in a-hurried low tone, accompanied with a
erced smile—

“True, the evil and good we should share alike,
Claudine, but the good be wholly thine.”

She gighed in a voice scarcely above her bresth—

«The evil we have shared indeed, and it is right
we also ghare this foken of unmerited regard.”
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Fravk remained silent; received one half of the
cake, and Claudine ate the other, ¥rank’s counte.
nance became distorteds his eyes were kindling with
fierceness, and his mind was evidently racked with
contending passiona. Claudine perceived the change
without surprise, for ghe had of late been accustomed
to these sudden and ‘viclent transitions in his moody
disposition, from one extreme to the other.

“What is it ails you?” she inquired tenderly.

“Nothing.*

4] fear you areill.”

«Slightly; but what troubles me will speedily be
removed.”” Me smiled, and Claudine would bave
shuddered, had she not been accustomed to his smile.
She again pressed him to partake of Ninon's pre-
sent

«No!” he replied, it would but increase my ill-
ness, DBut farewell, Claudine.” He rose and left
the table: she followed him.

©:Do not leave me yet. Remember it ia my birth-
day, and it rests with you to say whether I should
bless it or curse it.”

“Bless it, Clandine, bless it; though it has cursed
my earthly prospects, bless it.”

“That thought is a curse heavy enough te out-
weigh every bﬁassing this world could bestow,” she
replied, and wept. )

“Forgive me, Cleudine, I am a selfish wretch, un-
worthy of your luve. But the next time we meet
your mind shall be at rest.”

. *You have promised me that 80 often!”

] now swear it: I will place it beyond your power
ever to reproach me again.” -

+#And have ] ever reEroacherl you! If so, it was
not intended, and | as
have troubled you with my griets, but if I may not an-
barthen my fieart to you, in whom else on earth may
I confide?”

“1n none; for if our secret were dival you
would be cut off from all the world but me.”

] acknowledge the dreadlul truth, but at times

your forgiveness. ‘[Lrue, I-
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when you are kind to me, I feel, that great a8 m
loss is, you are even more than all the world to me.”

She fell on Frank’s neck, and the plaintive tone
of her voice touched a chord that had seldom been
awakened. Tears stoed in his eyes, which he hastily
wiped off, and said in a hurried voice—

#Farewell, Claudine, for the present, and look for-
ward to happier hours.” ;

[ do, [ do—in the grave.”

The Jast words, thoush scarcely audible, did not
escape Frank’s ear, and he echoed them in the same
tone; “Yes, ju the grave.”® He pressed her to his
bosom and hurried away. Claudine stood gazing
after him until out of sight, then returned dejectedly
to the company, and resumed her seat at the table.
Bhe had not been long seated before she became as
pale as death, and trembled violently. Ninon vb-
served the change in her countenance, and ioquir-

«Are you ill, Claudinep”

*“Deadly sick,” she faintly replied, and supported
ll:erself on the shoulder of the other who sat beside

er.

#What has occasioned itP

«I know not: sometling I have eaten, T fear. I
arose with a headache this morning, and now it feels
as if it would burst. My sizht fails me, and I trem.
ble., Water, or I ghall faint.” .

She drank, und Ninon bathed her temples.

« feel revived,” continued Clandine, “but still
deadly sick. While I have strenglh, pray assist me
to my chamber.”

They retired from the table, and the company dis-

rsed in consequence of Clandine’s sudden illness.
Joy wasan inmate in Baptiste’s cottage in the morn-
ing, but sorrow had driven her thence (before the
close of the day. Claudine’s illness increased, and
the fears of her doting father were wrought to the
highest pitch. Medical assistance was resorted to.
Dags and weeks passed away, still she was confined
to her betd, and her recovery was doubtful. Ninon
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seldom left her bedside, and by the most assiduous
attentions proved the affection she entertained for

the invalid. She read to her, and was the most ten~ -
der and watchful nurse. Frank visited the cottage

but twice during the illnesa of Claudine. Finally,
her constitution surmounted the ravages of disease,
and she again rose from lier bed, but was now little
else than the shadow of the beautiful creature, once
admitted to be the pride of the village. 8he had
not smited since the commencement of her iliness,
ot in such sort as indicated more forcibly; the utter
hopelessuess of her affliction. She became fond of
solitary walks, and seclusion in some rustic bower.

‘Shortly after her recovery she went on an errand
to the village. Night closed in, and yet she returned
not. As (he darkuess increased, her father’s impa-
tience changed to alarm, for he could not assign any
satisfactory cause for her absence. It was pot pro-
bable she was detained at any of the neighibours, for
she had not expressed such an intention, and know-
ing her father’s affection, she was too considerate to
occasion hiin unnecessary anxiety.

The old man went to the village in search of her;
he called at every house she was in the habit of
visiting, but could gain no tidings of the stray one.
Some had seen her the day preceding, others a week
before, and others on that morning. ‘This was all
he learnt, and he hastened towards his cot with
a heavy heart, trusting, however, that she had re-
turned during his ahsence. He opened the door
with a tremulous hand, eutered, and looked anxiously
around the room.

*Has she not returned® .

«Not yet,” replied Victor, who was there await-
ing the result of his father’s search. Baptiste sunk
into a chair, and said, in a tone mingled with grief
and despair—

“Light the lantern, my son-—sorrow has overtaken
me in my old days.”

'The lantern was speedily brought; the boy whis-
tled for his dog, who slowly crawled from his kennel,
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and they directed their course towards the margin
of the lake, for the fears of Baptiste suggested the
worst. The boy hurried on with the ligﬁf, and the
father followed in silence, which was oaly broken
by his sighs. They walked near a inile along the
. beach, the boy stopping at intervals, and raising the
lamp above his head to throw a light upon the sor-
face of the water. The anxious father luoked and
strained his eyeballs, until the intensity of his gaze
ﬁlave to every obscure object the outline of the image
at engrossed his mind. He remained for come
monients silent in this attitude, and at length cried—-
¢sShe is not here!*? and turned away with feelings
partaking of disappointment; for dreadful as even
such a discovery would have been, it could scarcely
have surpassed his agony of suspense. As the en-
joyment of pleasure seldom equals the anticipation,
s0 the pang of dreaded sorrow, when endured, is
often found to be less acute than the apprehension.
‘They again moved on in silence; again paused and
raised the lantern. Baptiste gazed and (rembled.
“Father of mercies, wﬂat isthat! Raise the light,
my son; higher yet; my old eyes are dim.””
«What is it you ses, fathers™
“Look there. Your eyes are young. Tell me, is
it my child; m{ dear CI{udiner”’
“Qh! no, fathers your eyes deceive you aﬁain. It
is bu’t’ the white-surge. Cheer up, I soon will satisfy
Fau,
He called th‘e dog to his side, at the same time
throwing & stick into the lake. The dog plun
in and swam through the froth which had there ac-
cumulated,
“Thank God! she is not here,” exclaimed Bap.
tiste. We will search the meadow next.”
They turned to execute this determination, when
2 fiure was indistinetly seen receding at a distance,
‘They hailed it, but no answer was returned. Bap-
tiste conjured the person to stay and assist their
search, but he hurried on, and soon disa ed in
the obscurity of the pight. The mastfl growled
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and daried off in pursuit, He seized hold of the
fugitive, whe fled with increased speed. The

became furious, and as the person fled he in vain
strove to beat the animal from him. He was now

closely beset, and, in his fear, called several times

to the dog by name. The dagkthen desisted; the
wman patteﬁ him, made himself known, and hurried
awa{;"_h A -

“Whose voice is thati”” inquired Baptistes «I
know that voice as well as the voice otP my cwn
child.*

«As I live, father, it was Frank Martin.?

] thought so. Bat why should he avoid us, and
what does he out at this time of night?*

«You ktiow, father, he i3 abroad at all hours,
ping and huntings whick I would not be if I were
rich a3 he is,”

[ now remember he was absent when I called at
his father’s house in search of my poor Claudine,”
said Baptiste. «But why did he not answer when I
hailed him? Impossible it could have been hel”

] know his voice well,”? re]glied Yictor, “and do
not think I am mistaken now.’ '

Baptiste’s heart felt like lead in his bosom; his
fears were increased, but the cause was andefined,
'The fact that Frank had notanswered them, if it were
ke, was inexplicable; it wrought his apprehension
to the most fearful pitch; he knew not why he feared
or what he dreaded, but he knew encugh of human
nature, and the course of human events, fo
nounce the depression of his mind the infallible pre-
cursor of approaching sorrow. Baptiste implicitly
believed, 28 many others believe, that there are
times wher the mind is permitted-slightly to raise
the dark curtain which conceals the future, and
ascertain whether light or shade is to prevail. His
feelings on this occasion, proved truer to him than
the weird sisters to the thane of Cawdor,

The dog, with his nose alternately close to the
earth, and raised in the sir, made a wide and rapid
circuit as if he were on the scent of some object.

YOL, [hm7 :
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He frequently gave tongue, and after traversin
the ground for some time, came to Baptiste, how!
pitcously,-appeared restless, and darted off againin
the direction of the meadow.

.*Father, what ails Rover’--he is on some strong
scent.” :

“He acent’s blood!” exclaimed the Father, in an
agony of fear. :

The ‘yel ping of the dog continned at a distance:—
“Hark! the scent becomes strongery he is on the
trail. Come, my son, let us follow him.”

“Do not give way to your fears, father, Afoxor -
a rackoon may have occasioned all this.”

-:’I‘:’-’ue, boy, true; but see, the dog is already back

n»® .

The dog came to his feet, looked up into his face,
howled, wmade a short and hurried circuit aromnd .
them, and darted off again.

sHe would have us follow him: come on, Victor,”

They moved rapidly in the direction of the meadow;
the dog kept far ahead, but at intervals gave a short
bark, which served to guide them. They crossed the
meadow, and paused in their progress; for the dog
had not been heard for some time, and they knew
not which direction te take. A few moments of
doubt elapsed, when several short, hurried yelps
were given by the dog, as if he were close upon-a
fresh scent.

“Where is he now, my soni”

#As | judge from the echo, in the cypress hollow,
near the l‘alla of the creek.”

“A wild and dreary place,” sighed the fathers
aud the obtrusive thought flashed across his mind-—w
“a place fit for munler.” .

piteous and protracted howl from the dog now
reached them: the sound was in unison with Bap-
liste’s feelings.

+His search is done,” said Baptiste. “Whatever
it is, the faithful brute has found it. Listen, Victor.
Do you know the spot

-
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«He cannot be more than a quarter of a mile from
us. Hasten, father, and we will soon be there®

“Your limbs are young and light, but mine are
old, and my heart is heavy. DBut move on, my son,
I will keep pace with you.”

They hurried forward; the plaintive moan of the
dog continued, and as they entered the mouth of the
deeply overshadowed ravine, the faithful creature
appeared, and crouching at his master’s feet, whined
and licked the hand extended to caress him.

«L,ead on Rover, and we will follow you,* said
Baptiste. The dog contimzed to whine, but stirred
not. Victor urged him on the scent, but be was
spiritlesa,

*“Why Rover, do you not know me, Rover? See,
father, how he looks. - What is it ails the dog™

«[ fear the worst; move on, Victor, this is the
path he came,” ;

A little higher up, father, and we can cross ths
stream more easily.”

They followed the margin of the creek a short
distance, and having crossed it, entered inte the
depths of the ravine. The dog preceded them,
slowly and dejectedly. The aged pines towered lofti-
l{y. and added their shade to the almost impenetrable
darkness of the night. The lantern carried by
Victor, served to discover the intricate path. Hav-
ing walked some distance in silence, Baptiste in-
quired, in a voice scarcely articulate, and hollow
with anxiety, “Do you know where we now are, my
soni”? :

*Oh yes, sir, and Rover knows right well too; we
are on the way to the deer-liiﬁ.” Iy o

+Raise the lanterns the is nearly overgrown
with laurel bushes.” B 7 g

“The walking will become better when we pass
this rising, and draw near the basin of the creek.”

“What a wild and frightful place it is!”

“Even in day time, for seldom a single ray of the
sun reaches it, and at night it is indeed a fearful
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place. They must love venison who venture here
at night to watch the licking.”
They proceeded some distance farther, and havi
crossed a slightly elevated piece of ground, ente
a dell where the creek had extended into a basia,
"This spot was free from the underwood which hed
heretofore obstructed the path of Baptiste and bis
son. The old man paused: “Hark! do I not hear
musie, or have my-senses already become distem-
red?’ - '

*I hear nothing but the raven and her young on
the pine tree* )

vAgain!l It sounds like a hymn for the rest of
the departed.”

sFather, g:u frichten me.? .

«Listen, boy. Ihearit yet. What can it mean?
Are there spirits in the air, or does it proceed from
5 human voicei”

Yictor trembled, and drew close to his father; the
dog did the same, and they observed a profound
silence until the voice ceased, when Baptiste hurried
towards the spot whence it proceeded. It came
from the margin of the basin, and as he drew near,
he indistinctly beheld a human figure seated on the
earth; he heard it sob; and when he called to it, a
shriek of terror was returned. The figure stood
erect; the light of the lamp fell upon it, and dis-
covered a female form, which glided rag:itll y forward,
and disappeared in the intricacies of the wilderness.

“What does all this mean®'* exclaimed the father,

] think,* said Victor, it was Ninon Leclair.”

«I think so too, but she vanished from the glare
of the lantern before my old eyes could distinctly
see. The dog has left us.”

“He has not gone far: I hear his moan.® :

They were guided by the sound to the spot where
the dog slood’,; mourmng over the object of their
search. ‘The light of the lamp fcll full upon the
pale features of the lovely Claudine, prostrate on

the earth,¥
iy
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#God of mercy, my child}” exclaimed Baptiste,
and sunk beside her. :

«My sister Claudine dead! Ob, father, who has
done thisp” : '

s#Her cheek is cold as ices her limbs are sfiff.
See how her glossy hair is entangled, and her clothes
tre bloody. Oh! my child, my child!” He groan.
ed a3 if his heart were breaking, and sunk upon the
corpse and kissed it repeatedly. - .

“Raise her, father, from the cold earth; some-
thing may yet be done to save her.”

Xot {uthis world! From the cold earth! fo that
she ynust soon return, for she is as cold ry the earth
upon which she lies.”

His voice was lost: his son koelt beside him, and
their tears mingled together on the body. The dog
whined, as if he participated in their aéiction.

“See here where the murderous wretch has stab-
bed her,” exclaimed Baptiste, pointing to & rent in
the left side of her garment, which was stained with
blood as it speuted from the wound. “And see, her
right hand is all cut! God! what a fearful struggle
she has had! My child, my child, why was I not
near you in your time of needi”

Baptiste raised the body in his arms, Victor pre-
ceded with the light, and the dopg followed deject-
edly a3 they retraced their steps to the cottage, The
stricken father did not quit the body for an instant
during the night. The human heart will cling to
the excess of grief with even greater temacit 518.0
to the excess of juy. The following moming,{ﬁnon
Leclair was srrested on suspicion of having commit.
ted the murder. )

The day of bural having arrived, the mourners
slowly ascended the hill where were deposited the
remaing of the first settlers of the village. Their
narrow abodes were designated by rough slate
stones, on which the names of the fenants were
rudely chiseled, while here and there might be
seen a polished marble slab, with a fulsome epitaph
upon it, as if the grave admitted of distinction, and

e
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ride might be gratified even afler the porials of
geath h ciosed.gn-

The meurners drew near to the newly-dug grave,
and the bier was placed beside it. o preacher
commenced his functions; the father listened to his
voice, and strove 1o subdue his feelings, but conso-
lation administered at the grave, by those whose
affections have not been equally braised, rather ag-
gravates than allays the poignancy of grief.

At Baptiste’s feet stood his dog, a mute but not
unconcerned spectator of what was passing. The
discourse being over, preparations were made to de-

sit the cofin. Baptiste and his son sobbed alond.

ntil the mument when the body is about to be taken
from the sight of the mourner for ever, he is uncon.
acious of the full extent of his heart’s desolation.

Baptiste bent forward and rested his hand npon
the colfin; Victor did the same, while the severest
pang they had yet experienced rent the heart of each.
A half-subdued groan indicated their deep mental
suffering. It was audibly responded by one of the
crowd, at some distance, who hurried towards the
grave. His looks were pale and haggard; his dress
veglected; his eyes inflamed and rorlmg wildly, and
the mnuscles of lus face were in motion, ~ He was the
picture of despair. As he approached, Baptiste
shrunk instinctively; the dog rave a warning growl,
and Frank, for it was be, locked at the dog, and hesi-
tated whether to proceed or not. He paused but for
a moment; the dog kept his eyes fixed on him, and
coutinued to growl. Frank was sensible of his dan.
ger, yet advanced and stretched out his right hand .
to touch the coffin. The dog seized him; s struggle
ensued, and Frank fell to the ground. The %og
continued the attack, and it was with dificulty that
he way torn from the affrizhted youth. During the
contest, a wild laugh was heard o proceed from one
of the spectators, which was fullowed by an exclama-
tion— .

+(ld Rover knows him well, I know him, and the
world shall know him too!” The words were utter-
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ed by Ninon Leclair, who stood near the grave in
the custody of the jailer. She continued to laugh,
and as the dog worried the prostrate youth, she burst
forth in & shout of trimmph—

«“Well done, old friend? you are the true and surs
avenger! You wait not on the dull perception of
man, nor the tedious ceremonies of his courts of jus-
tice, but act b& never-failing instinct, and punish
on the spot.  Well done! well donel?

8he sti!] laughed and pointed at Fyank, who writh-
ed beneath the wild glare of her eye, more than he
had while under the fangs of the masiif. Silence
prevailed in the assemblage, and he felt that ail eyes
were fixed on him. He heard nothing but the tri. -
umphant laugh of Ninon, and the silence was dread-
fuls every moment seemed an age. Ninon called
the dog to her, and patted him; he fondied on her:
she looked him full in the face, laughed, and pointed
at Frank. The dog growled and darted towards him,
but was driven back by those present.

“He knows him, and justice will yet be satisfied,
and the guilty punished.”

+#What does the idiot meant” exclaimed Frank.

«That Claudine’s murderer is known; that he will
be condeinned before God and inan; be punished in
this world and in the world to come.”

The young man trembled like an aspen leaf, as he
said,

“True, Claudine’s murderer is known; you are
accused of the inhuman deed, and if not guilty,
where is the wretch?”?

“There!” exclaimed the other, deliberatety point.
ing her finger at Frank, at the same time erectin
her tall and stender form. #There,” she reputed?
“stands the trembling, conscience-stricken, merci-
less murderer!”

Frank averted his face, toftered, and his limbs
could scarcely suppert him. '

«She raves!” exclaimed several voices at the same
time. Frank’s love for Claudine was known to all
the viliage, and his deep afliction, occasioned by her
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death, was plainly indicated by his haggard and woe-
WOrn countenance.

sNo, no, I am not mad,” continued Ninon,
ssthough 1 have experienced enough to make me so,

and he and the rest will pronounce me mad, yet T am

not mad.”

After 2 pause, Frank said, in a faltering voice—

#Who is my accuserp??

*Ninon Leclair.”

“The accused the accuser!”

He endeavoured to assume a smile of contempt,
but the woman fixed her pesetrating eye upon him,
and the conflicting passions which rent her bosom
were partially depicted in his countenance, but no-
thing fully expressed; combined they presented an
object painful fo look upon. Frank was conscious
of this, and averted his face. Ninon appealed to the
bystanders, and deliberately said, .

*Look there and judge; innocent or guilty?”

“Enocugh of this, neighbours,” exclaimed one of
the villagers; “it is not for us fo listen to such a
shocking charge against one of the weazlthiest, made
by one of the Bumblest among us.”

“True, 1 am the lowliest among ye, yet God
makes no such distinction, theugh man in his wis.
dom Permits it to influence every thought and ac.
tion.”

«She is crazed,” sald another, *:and knows not
what ghe says.” . .

“Those who obsﬁnatel;closc their eyes, and those
who were borp blind,” replied Ninon, *possess
equally the powers of perception.”

Jailer, lead her to her prison,” said the man who
firsf spoke. <

| return to my prison with a light heart. Mf
limbs are shackled for a time, but my soul is free;”
then casting a look at Frank, she exclaimed, #Th
limbs are free, but thy soul is shackled with bonds
which time cannot eat away—they Izat for ever.”
She then moved towards the coffin, and bending

. over it, murmared,
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“Unhappy, murdered Claudine! the grateful tears
of her you cherished are shed over you; receive
them, ‘{!r they will shine more brilliantly than dia-
monds or pearls on your garment, in that world
where we shall soon meet agzin.”

Ninon was taken back to the prison, the coffin
was deposited, the grave was closed, and the riila-
Eers returned fo thetr homes. How changed was the

ome of Baptiste! She who had made it all sunshine,
was shrouded in the gloom of the grave; her gentle
voice was hushed, and the cheerinﬁ light of her eye
extinguished for ever; but she still retained her in-
fluence over the little circle of which she was the -
centre, though that influence partook of her altered
condition. :

At the next assizes Ninon Leclair was arrzipned
and tried for the murder of Claudine, it having been
decided that she was of sufficiently sound mind to
be placed on her trial. Old Martin conducted the

rosecution. ‘The evidence against her was strong,
th circumstantial and positive. Frank testified to
frequent evidences of marked dislike betrayed by
the prisoner towards the deceased; recalled to mind
the circwmstance that Claudine was taken deadly
pick, 4nd continued so, immediate!{ after eating the
cake presented by Ninon on the birth-day of the
former, aud suggested that the effect might have been
occastoned by poison. -

«Oh! monstrous!” exclaimed the prisonery *he
knows that the cake was made af his father’s honses
that his mother gave me the ingredients; nay, assist-
ed in the making. But I know not—*" she pauseds
*if poison was In it, he can best tell who placed it
there.”

Frank shrunk at the implication, and proceeded in
his testimony with a faltering voice. He stated that
he was out on the night of the murders that aboutx
mile from the village he had met the prisonery that
sometime after he had heard a violeuf scream, but
sought in vain to ascertain whence it proceeded.

+1t is false,” cried Ninon, “you did not meet me,




s —mibie- i S

82 TRE EMIGRANT'S DAUGRTER.

though I had a faint glimpse of your figure. 'True,
you heard a seream, but well you knew the cause,
and from whom it proceeded. "You heard a second
shriek, which you could not account for, and it
frightened you from your vicim. Ihastened to the
spot you had lteft, and found Claedine bleedings she
was speechless; I raised her; her head reclined upon
my shoulder, and she breathed her last, My situa-
tion was fearfuly my miod became a hurricane; the
rush and vividness of thought were t30 mauch for my
braiug » liﬁht suddenly flashed upon me, figures ap-
peared, and | instinctively fled from the scene of hor-
ror. But mark, he confesses he was out at tite hour
the murder was doing, and now let hira state what it
was tock him from the village at that hour.”
»1 went to the licking,” sald Frank, «to kill a

deer”

~ «To kill & deer! true, and you did so, but one
mors innocent than the spotted fawn.”

Frank’ father arose and asked the protection of

the court for the witness, -

-Baptiste inquired of Fraok why he returned no

:;:swer when called to, the night the dog puraved

m. - TR
“The _q’nestion is irrelevant to the nstter before
the court,” replied his father, “nor do we admit that
the individual pursued by the dog was the witnesa,”

They proceeded in the examination. Baptiste and
his son testified as to their having found the prisoner
alone, with the dead body, and while it was still
bieeding, snd fhat her garments were stained with
blood when apprehendecﬁa”

“The old man’s voice against me, and the boy’s
too,” exclaimed Ninon, and laughed; it was the un-
meaning laugh of &n idiot. She sank upon the bench
in the prisoner’sbar; and from that moment took no
nofe oF what was passing. The elder Martin argued
the cause, and gave to the testimony such & colour.
ing, that an immediate conviction was the conse- .
quence. The verdict being rendered, Ninon was
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called to stand up. She looked about vacantly, and
the command was repeated.

#Oh?! I had forgot; I crave your pardon. I am in
a court of justice to answer to.a charge of murder
I now remember well.” :

#Ninon Leclair,’” said the judge, *after a patient’
and impartial ¢rial, you have been convicted of the
crime of murder’”

«“What, is it all over? I did not think they would .

have been so speedy. Murder! I that would not
harm an insect knowingly!?

“Due weizht has been given,” continned the judge,
«tg all advanced in your defence by your learned
counsel; and after mature deliberation your crime is
menifest, and so says the jury.”’

*Then 80 it needs must be,” said the prisoner,
without appearing conscions of what she was saying.
«If they insist on it that I am guilty, be it so, Er it
will only anger them in me to ﬁ:ny i R

«Have you any thing to offer why sentence should
not be passed upon your? :

«Nothing—but let me think.” )

*'Fake time to reflect, for after this hour we may
not hear you*

“] have nothing. ‘The meekest and the purest
that ever was on earth, suffered by the blindness and.
iniquity of man, without complaint and without re-
sistance; and I am ready and willing to suffer too.”

Sentence of death was pasaed upon her, and as the

words coldly fell from the lips of the judge, she ap-
peared unconscious of theiv import. He coucluded
with the pious wish, expressed for all ¢rimirals, but
frequently in such a manner, o8 if it were nothing
more than 2 mere legal form-— .

“God have mercy on your ginful soul, for there is
no hope for you in this world.” :

*Amen!”’ responded the stricken woman. +God
have mercy on me, for there is none among men.”

Her countenance was placid and she was resigned
to her fate. The court broke up, and as the prisoner
was led from the bar, she passed near Frank Mar-

L
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tin. He was absorbed in thought. She touched
hfm. and he shrunk as if he bad been sfung by a
viper. : : -
l:'e)?ear vot, young man,” she said, T have not the
power to harm you. You have triumphed before this
tribunal, where wealth is conclusive evidence of in-
nacence and povertiy of guilt: but remember, we shall
again be heard Lefore a court, where the dross of
this world may not enter, and every thought is read
gz t'he searching eye of the Eternal Judge. Remem-

r"’

She was led away, and Frank leaned on his father
for support, as they retired from the court-house.

The day fixed for the public execution of Ninon
at length arrived. The crowd assembled early to
witness the fearful exhibition. Ninon was conducted
to the gallows, and while beneath it she asserted her
innocence, but expressed no regret at leaviag a
world, which for years had been one unbroken scene
of sorrow, and entertained but little fear as to her
future destiny. There was not an eye to shed a tear
for her, though there was not & more deserving and
less harmless being in the whole concourse present.
The executioner was about to perform his last office,
and the crowd was in breathﬂ:ss suspense, when a
horseman at a distance was seen riding at full speed
towards the spot. He shouted, and the executioner
paused. The horseman rode up to the gallows, and
cried aloud—

+She is pardoned, she is innocent, and here is the
governor’s warrat {o set her st liberty.”

Ninon fainted at the shock occasioned by this
sudden chenge. Her mind was ]‘:repared to meet
death, but not to encounter again the ills of a life of
hopelessness. She was removed to Baptiste®s cottage,
amidst the fruitless conjectures of the crowd, at the
manner in which the fact of her innocence came to
his knowledge who had never heard of her existence
until he signed her death warfant. The mystery
increased on returning to the village, and seein
placards offering a reward for the apprehension 07'
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Frank Martin, as the murderer of Claudine. Search
was made for him, but he had fled the country, and
no trace could be found of the course he had taken.

Baptiste lived to sec his son Victor arrive at man.
hood, but seldom smiled after the death of his
daughter. Among the best and purest feelings which
pature has implanted in the human breast, there. is
not one so sublimaied, partaking so exclusively of
heaven, as that which a fond father ectertaios for &
lovely and deserving daughter. He looks upon her

as the ver‘y essence of all that is good in him; even
¥

more lovely than her who won his early affections,
when romance threw the richest colouring upon the
things of this world.

Ngmon continued an inmate of Baptiste's cotlage
until her death, which occurred about fwo yexrs
after the events just related. The Eride of the
Martin family was humbled by the public disgrace
of Frank, for like & baneful disense, disgrace, if it
touch but one member, extends fo the whole body.
They removed to a remote part of the province,
where it was not probable the name of the fogitive
would ever be heard.

Thirty years after these events, on & fine summer
evening, while the village boys were playing among

_the tombe in the grave yard, an old man suddenly
appeared, aud approached the spot where Claudine
was buried. His figure was covered with & black
cloak, and his beard was gray apd fell over his
bosom. He supported himsell with. & staff, and
trembled and wept as he bent over the grave.  The
bo{ls suspended their sports and timidly drew nigh
to him. One bolder than the rest, approached and

* accosted him.

“You appear tired, old man, and in sorrow.® -

“Indeed { am both, my won, for I have travelled-

far to-day.” o a
*“Then come with me to my father’s house, where
You may rest for the night and be comforted,”
*Bless you, my child, the poor man’s blessing be
on you. Where is your father’s house?* .
voL. 1.—8
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“Not far from this. At the foot of yon hill on
which the cattle are grazing.” :
#+Ah!"the old man trembled. *Your names”
“Victor Baptiste.” -
#God of heaven!” His agitation increased as he
asked, “Know you whose grave this igt”
*“Who in the village does not know! Itis the
rave of my aunt Claudine, who was murdered by
i‘nnk Martin, many years ago, in the cypress hol-
low; and this beside it is the grave of my prand-
father, who, I am told, never smiled after her
death.” -
+Generations may pass away,” si%hed the old
man, “but crime is never forgotten. It is perpetu-
ated from father to son, and tradition proves as im-
mutable as recorded histor{.” He turned to the
boy—+Your father is still alives”
«0h, yes: come with me and you shall see him in
a few minutes,” .
«sNot for the wealth of the world!~Look at me;
‘describe me to him as I am; fechle, broken dovm in
body and in spirit—tell him where you found me
mourning, then give him this? He extended a
aper to the boy. *God bless you, my childi—I
eave you in a state of things where a pebble may -
turn the whole current of your life awry, but as for

"myself, old as I am, 1 return to the wilderness to

find my grave.”

After a mental struggle which agitated his feeble
frame, he tottered from the yard and struck into the
most unfrequented path that led to the forest. Ina
few moments he disappeared, and the boys returned
to the village. - The paper on being opened, was to
this effect:— : -

~Providence has implanted in the human breast
passions which the wenkness of our nature cannot
subdue, and which it is eternal death to the soul to
indulge; and as if our earthly career had not been
sufficiently prescribed and straitened by the divine
law, society has created distinctions, which, if ob-
served, literally verify the poet’s dream, and render
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the path to heaven through pur&atory. even before
we have passed the confines of this world,
+“Why should man make distinctions which God
will not acknowledge! If intrinsic worth alone
were the standard of the human race, what a multi~’
tude of evils should we escape, since all would stud
to become more worthy; but as it is, the best feel-
ings of our nature are debased to acquire that which
slone elevates man in the estimation of the world.
Bat it is not for the %uilty to arraign the decrees
of Providence, or call in question the justice of
human laws. .
I was the victim of false pride. Having inflicted
a lasting injury on one of the best of God’s crea-
tures, I feared to redress it, for the eyes of the world
were on me, and rather than encounter the judgment
of man, and be humbled in his sight, I trampled on
the laws of God, and became a devil,—Oh, Clau.
dinel—I attempted to poison her who loved me
most, and failing in this, inhumanly murdered her.
To screen my guilt, another was convicted through
my instrumentality. 1 calculated much on the pre-
judice created by the absurd distinctiona amon,
men, and matters terminated as I foresaw, I
the mind to plot and the hand to execute, but my
load of guilt already weighed like a mountain on
my soul. [ dreaded an increase of the weight.
“My brain became wild, and as the day aﬂpointed
for the death of my second victim approached, the
fever of my mind increased. I had already sacri-
-ficed every hope of happiness in this world, and
every hope in the next. The thought pursued me
night and day. The suffering and injured Ninon
was constantly before my sight. I resolved to save
her, but wavered, and when the time had nearly
elapsed, 1 wrote to the povernor, confessing my
crime, and fled from justice—but let it not be sup-
posed from punishment;—an outcast on the face of
the earth, the never-dying worin was in my bosom:
death on the instant had been mercy, for cut off
from communion with my race, 1 held it with my
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offended God alone in the wilderness. 'What punish-
ment o a{;ﬂalling could be inflicted on a wretch so
guilty as 1'had been! But I trust a life of sincere
contrition may have atoned for an act, the recollec-
tion of which, even at this distant day, sinks my
soul in despair. Thus much I have written that you
may know I am still in existence, and to beseech
that your curse may be recalled before I die. Let
me quit the world reconciled, at lenst, with those
who are still living, I shall visit Claudine’s grave
once more, that my slumbering feelings may be
roused to agony, and then in the wilderness await
the fearful day, which I feel is not far distant.”
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A PLAY, IN THREE ACTS.

-

DRAMATIN PRESON.A.

Corwt Rosenuere, Husbond of Exphemia,
VaLMonre, Eyenck Ambassader.

MonTaLBAN, supposed fathker of Clara.

Peren, Marcelle's Som, .
Eueress, siser of the Grand Duke of Lithkuania.
CrLana, under the name of Olympia. ]
MarcenLe, 6 Collager.

Pcasém, Servants, Guards.

—

ACT L

Scese [e—Rural Prospect—Front of Marcelle’s cot-
tage—View of a chalears in the distance.

Enter Clara, followed by Marcelle.

Marcelle. Dear Olympis, do you still persist in
uitting the farm? Can you abandon without regret
&ose who so cordialg received yon?

Clara. No, Yarcelle, never shall I forget
your kindness in protecting a stranger to J‘ou; a
wretch without parents—destitute and friendless.

Mareelle. Say not so—you have two sincere
friends—in the first place, there’s myself.

Clera. Generous woman,

g
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« Mareelle. And in the next, the princess Fuphe-
mia. Heaven bless her!—No station in life is ex-
empt from sorrows, aud she has had her share
Though the sister of our sovereign, the grand duke
of Lithuania, for fifteen years was she secluded in -
a convent; but since the death of her father, she has
returned to the world, and at present inhabits yon-
der chateau. She visits her vassnls more frequently
of late; and it is to you, my child, that we are in-
debted for this honour, for I plainly see she has seri-
ous views in relation to your welfare.

Clara” Ah! if you love me, frustrate a project so
contrary to my wishes.~~What shall I do?

Mareelle. You will not reject her friendship?

Clara. Not that—0O! not that! But I shall resist
with firmness all attempts to draw me back to a
world where I again may never appear,

Marcelle. Always the same language! Js it natn.
ra} at your age to entertain such aversion to society?

Clara. Society has cast me from its bosom !

Marcelle. So young, and yet so wretched! What
has occurred to call forth so severe a destiny?

Clara. 0! cease!l—My soul sickens at the bare
recollection.

Marcelle. Speak to me, Olympia.—Lock upon me
a3 & mother, and do not reject the consolation my
love may afford you.

Clara. Yes, yes—I will confide in you. Your
attachment merils my confidence. Hear, then, a
secret that should perish with us in the eternal dark-
ness of the grave, Olympia, whom you treat so
affectionatel y—whom you love as your own child—
is no other than the wretched Clara, whose supposed
crime is known to all Europe, and who may yet be
condemned to a death of infamy, to save a wretch
whom her conscience will not permit her to de-
nANCce.

Marcelle. What is it 1 hear?—

Clare. Spurn me,—cast me from you—imitate the
rest of the world!—

Marcelle. Never! Poor unfortunate, procecd.

-
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Clara. I was on the eve of being married to the
most worthy of men,—the Count de Valmove. Ha
had a child, called Julian, by a former wife. I loved
them both—=God knows how truly J did love theml
My father was apprised that the whole of the
count’s fortune was entailed upon his son, which
induced him to withhold his consent to our union.

ﬁ{arceﬁe. *T'was ever the way with the calcalating
world. . .

Clara. T was at that time at de Valmore®s chatean
with his sister. My father was at Paris, and, pro-
fiting b{ circumstances that detained de Valmare at
court, he wrote, directing me to hold myself in
readiness to quit the chateau, and fixed the day and
hour when he would himself come for me. I re.
solved to submit, though obedience drove me to de-
spair. At length the fatal day arrived. Awmidat

mly Jpreparaﬁons to depart, I had given the governess .
1]

ulian a commission, that reguired her absence.
The dear child stept in a pavilion apart from the
chateau. [ arose with the dawn, wishing to caress
him for the last time. The governess had already
departxd. As 1 approached the pavilion, I per-
ceived 2 man entering the door. [ recopnised him,
in spite of his disguise, and followed, but he was
too intent upon the crime he meditated, to observe
any thing else than his victim. I trembled, and,
fearing to be seen, concealed myself beneath a table
covered with a cloth; but was scarcely there, when
he returned from the chamber, his manner wild, and
his eyes darting fire. He fled, without perceiving
that any one was near him, and as he passed, me-
chenically threw a bloody poniard under the table,
and left the pavilion. .
ﬁgarcdlc. Gracious heavens! he did not kill the
child!

Clara. The bloody weapon fell upon m -
ments—at that sight{ny hezgt recoiler’ with o&g'r::'.
¥ rushed to aid the poor boy, but my strength failed
me, and I fell senseless in the middle of the apart-

- ment. .
”
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Mareelle. Unheppy Clara!

Clara. The governess returned, and her shrieks
soon attracted the domestics to the spot. They dis-
covered Julian sssassinated—the poniard by my
side,—and my garments stained wi!r) blood. 1 was
recalled to life Dy their maledictions, and the inju-
ries they heaped upon me. 1 was accesed; and, G,
God! even Valmore himself, deceived by appear-
ances, was among my sccusers. 1 was arraigoed,
tried, and condemned, and should have suffered by
the hand of the Eubiic executioner, had not power-
ful friends, who did not deign to recognise me in my
shame, succeeded in changing my sentence to per-
petual imprisonment.

Barcelle. And how did you escape from prison?

Clara. 1 know not. The uwnseen hend that had
my sentence commuted removed me to my father’s
chateau of Rosmzal on the Rhone, where 1 was kept
in close confinement.

Barcelle. You have said that you recognised the
assassin of Julian. Why not denounce I1lim, and
save yourseif?

Clarg. Never!-—They may tear me piecemesl on
the rack, but never shail his name escepe my lips.
Neveri—

Murcelle. You say your father wasnot at the cha-
teall

Clura. He did not appear at the day and hour
appointed.

Murcelle, 1 see it all. You are the victim of filial

tety, for it is not in nature to underge such suffer-
ngs but in a parent’s cause.

Clara. Marcelle, what a thoughti~be careful not
to divulge a suspicion so ferrible. - .

Alareeile. T know enough to sympathise with you,
but too little to hazard an accusation. Depend on
my prudence. Your heroismr, dear Olympia, towsrds
a%ather whom I believe guilty, endears you to me
more than ever. 'The oaly request I have to make
is, il you persist in rejecting the protection of tiu
princess Euphemia, that you will still remain with me.

~
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Clarg., Can you ask it, in spite of the prejudice
againat mep .

Marcelle, 'Where the heart is concerned prejudice
loses ita influence.—You will remain® .,

Clara. I will remain. - .

Enter a Peasant. .

Peasant, News, Marcelle, news. The Count
Rosenberg is hourly expected at the chateau, from
Paris.

Marcelle, And my son Peter? ‘

- Peasant. Has already arrived, and brings the
news, '

Mureelle. 1s it possible!-—How is it I have not
seen him yet?—I flattered myself I should have been
the first.

Peasunt, Here he comes, as gay and lively as
ever,

Enter Peter, foliowed by peasunis.

Peter. What a sto rid pump you are. I would
have finished my travels with theatrical effect; taken
them by surprise, and all that. But by your con-
founded hurry, you have made my arrival as flat as
my old mother’s atale beer, and be d—d to you,

Mareelle, Do I see you at last, my dear Peter?
Come to my arms. embraces him.

Peter. That’s right. Another hug, old lady.
Here I am, fresh from Paris, and with a budget of
stories that will amaze you for the rest of your days,
I prowmise you. Ancther hug, Bless your old heart.

Marcelle. 1 am glad to ses you so happy; and no
doubt you have many fine things to tell us about
Paris.

Peasants. O! let us hear all about Paris.

Peter. To the girls who crowd: around him.)
Be quiet, girls, dow’t pester me. Paris! bless your
ignorance, [ have been at Madrid, Naples, Venice,

me,—saw the pnse‘s holy toe,—in & word, have
run over Europe and Asia,

Marcelle. And Africa and America,
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Peter. Not exactly—] was satisfied with seeing
those places on a map., But of all places, France
is the place for spirit, tun, and folly. "Ah! there are
fine fellows in ce! They do nothing all da
long but laugh, dance, and chatter like nt%e devil.
In Paris you may see men of all complexions—cos-
tumes of all nations. It’s a menagerie of sirange
animals. There are honest men dressed as ragged
as knaves, and pickpockets as gay as princes; beaux
as proud as peacocks, and damsels as tender as tur-
tle-doves; hushands devoid of curiosity, and wives
who have a vast deal.  But the cooks! God bless
the cooka! They will dress you a dish fit for an
emeemr*s palate out of & pair of postilion’s boots,
and no epicure could tell arat from a rabbit when it
has passed through their hands, 0! delicious! God -
bless the couksl—that’s my maxim,

Marcelle. 'The count’s departure was sudden.
What occasioned jt2

Peter. A terrible business! Don’t exactly know
what; but it relates to the daughter of a certain
Montalban.  Shocking affair! .

Clara, (aﬁarl.) My father!

Peter. She was in love with a {young gentleman,
who had an infant child by a former wife. She
liked the young man well enough; but the child was
not altogether to her fancy, and so to get rid of it
she killed it.  That was hér maxim.

Marcelle, Seriousliy! '

Leter, Tobe surel Zounds! youdon’t think she
would stick a dagoer in its heart merely by way of
a joke? No jokein that.

Clara, (apart.} 1 mustretire. My grief will betray
me, . [ Going.
Marcelle, Stay, dear Olympia.

Clara. 1am unwell. Fermit me to withdraw.

Marcelle. (te Clara.}) Imprudent girl, conceal
your agitation. %it down.

E:CIam sits—peasants range around her,

Peter. Faith, mother, that's a confounded pretty
creature. Eh! but what ails her?
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- Mureelle. Your recital has made heriil; she is
80 senaitive, . - o _

LPeter. Well, well, I’il say no. more about it. 1.
wouldn’t distress so sweet a girl for the best dinner
in Paris. Now, mother, I would bet my life that
she could never be guilty of the crime of that wrelch-
ed Clara. .

Marcelle. Held your tongue, babbler. (7o Cla-
ra.) Be calm.

eter. And do you know, they say she was as
beaufiful as—as—a haunch of venison, or & rpasted
pig with apple sauce.

Muarcelie. Beautiful, I believe; but culpable, im.
iaossible! { To peasants. } Am 1 not right, my friends?

8 it in nature that one so lovely should be 80 wick-
ed? What say you, Olympiad (Apart fo Clare.)
Courage, courage. :

Clara. 1 think—as you do.

Marcelle. Then 1 am certain. And I must say
to you Peter, if you have nio other news to tell us,
ﬁou have travelled to little purpose, and had better ~

old your tongue. -

Peter. Why how you fly cut, motheri—Hold my
tongue! I will until dinner time. But what’s the
matter? ' :
i Blarcelle. I defend the truth and honour of my sex.

Peasant. Make way for the Princess.

Marcelle. Go, and render to her the honours which
her benevolence and protection merit.

[ Exeunt Pensants and Peler.

Stay, dear Clympia.—

Clara. Permit me to retire.

Marcelle. Nay, pay remain, and assume an zir
more calm and collected in the presence of the prin-
cess, :

Enter Euphemia and atlendants, followed by Peter and
Peaeants. :
Euphemia. Thanks my friends. I am flattered

by the reception you give me—You repay with
usury the benefits | have conferred upon you.—Still

Y e e =
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you are under no obligation to me for this visit. It
was intended less for you than for the amiable Olym-
pia. 1 wish the pleasure of being alone with her.
Peter, %Wa’ahmi to speak and Marcelle prevent.
ing Aim.’] Mother be quiet~—1If my lady the prin-
cess would permit 2 faithfil servant of her husgan
to present his respectful homage before he retires,
there would not be a happier dog unhung in Lithua-
nis.
Euphemia. And where is this faithful servant?
Peler. [to kis mother.] Can’t you be guiet, old
woman.—] am the mam, your highness.—The
count’s coufidential groom in chief, and principal
postilion in particular.
Euphemia. And above all son of Marcelle~—Itis
well; 1 shall not forget you.
Peter. My business is settled. True, I may live
& poor devil, but I shall die a great man at last—
Girls, you see how it is.—Permit me to honour you.
EE:n’r Peier, strutting; peasants following,
Murcelle. {to Clara.] Suppress your feelinga,
Euphemia, Leave us, goocr Marcelle, and see that
no one approaches to interrupt vs. ”
[ Exit Marcelle, regarding Clara.
Euphemia. 1 am at o loss, dear Olympia, to define
the sentiments I entertain for you. T&e first mo-
ment 1 beheld you, you inspired me with the most
lively interest, and every succeeding interview has
tended to incresse my attachment for you. We
must not
Clura. Ah! madam, I am sensible how much |
am honoured by your kindness, but I would aveid
the brilliant sphere to which you would remove me.
A court is no place for one so humble as I am.
hemia. You were formed to adorn any sphere
in which fate may place you. But you would so-
journ at court but 2 short time: it is with me I would
ave you pass your days, at the chateau, devoted to
retirement and friendship,
Clara. What Eﬁgeros’lty! But madam you de not
perceive all the difficuities—all the dangersi=- -




Euphemia. Listen, while I make known to.you

my source of ﬁrief, after which mark of confidence .

you may be induced to accept my offer. It is now
twenty years since [ was secretly married to Count
Rosen{oerga—Six months had passed in a deliriam of
joy, whena prince demanded my hand of my father.
—The Count despairing of ever obtaining the con-
sent of my fa.mir;, proj a secret ‘marri 1
hesitated—trembled—but finally consented. = His
chaplain, one of my maids, and a friend of the
Count’s were the only witnesses to our union—I re-
fused the prince who solicited my hand, and my
father became indignant at my refusal.-—An infant

daughter, the fruits of m{;tihl 1ance with the Count,

betrayed my secret.—My father, exasperated, issued
orders that my husband shonld be arrested, my child
taken from me, and that I should be immured in a
cloister for the rest of my days. '
Clara. And had they the mhumanity to separate
you from your babe. -
Euphemia. They had. My hasband disgnised
himaelf for a long time, less for the purpose of evad-
ing his pursuers, than to discover where our infant
was concealed. He waa successful, and escaped
with our little treasure into France. 1 remained
alone to encounier the resentment of an irritated
father. My prayers, my tears availed nothing; he

would neveér approve of my martiage, and until his

death, I continved ignorant of the fite of my hus-
band and my child.
Clara. My heart bleeds for yon. -

Euphemia. The Count then went to Paris, Alaal

what bitter disappointment awaited him there! He
apprised me by a letter, blotted with his tears and
dictated by despair, that he had arrived just in time
1o receive the dying breath of our child—1 had be-
held her but once, and but once had embraced this
precious pledge of 20 altachment so ardent yet so
cruelly tried.

Clura. You indeed have cause to moura.

Euphemia. The first act of my brother, on being

¥OL. 11~9
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invested with my deceased father’s power, was to
approve of my marriage, and at the same time he
appointed the Count to terminate certain differences
with the ¢ourt of ¥rance. This negotiation detain-
ed him six monthe, which has at length been crown-
ed with success, and 1 now await his return—but he
comes without my child. This is the source of my
aosrow; this iz the reason why I indulge in soh-
tude.

- Enter Marcelle.

Marcelle. A stranger who appears fatigned by a
long journey, hearing at the chatesn that you were
here, begs permission to ap roach you.

Euphemia. Astranger! Did he tell you his name?

Marcelle. No madam. His figure is enveloped in
a cloak; and his hat is drawn over his eyes, so that
I could not perceive his countenance, but he assures
me that you know him.

Euphemia. 1 cannot receive him here, at this
time, :

Clazra. He is a stranger, worn down with fatigue.
—Perhaps some unfortunate who stands in need of
immediate succour.—T.et me not for an instant delay
your charity.—-Permit me to retire.

FEuphemia. Marcelle, bid him approach.—{ Exit
Marcelle.] Always kind and compassionate, Olym-

ia, our interview has redoubled the interest I feel
or you.—Reflect upon the propositiona I have made.
I would share with you what felicity is left me, and
henceforth let me possess your entire confidence.—

Clara. 1 can refuse you nothing.

Enter Marcelle and Montalban at the back of the stage. -
—Clara takes Evphemia’s hand and kisses it —Eu-
phemia kisseg her on the forehead—Marcelle ap-
proackes Clara.—~Montalban recogrisee her, maker
a gesture of surprise, and exclaims apart—

Montalban. Good heavens, Clara here )

[Clara makes an obeisance to Euphemia: Mentalban

menaces her with gestures.)

Marcelle. Come, my dear Olympia.
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Mpntalban. (opart.} Olympia! 1 breathe again.
She has disguised her name, and the Princess knows
nothing.— - :
Exit Clara with Marcelle, Euphemia makes a s,
t tfl Monta?b;oi; to a;;f-ga::h. I?e’ t:kme?qﬂ' his ka:m

throws his cloak on a bench, - .

Euphemia. Is it possible! Montalban!
. Montalban. Yes, madam; that wretched father,
known {o & scoffing world by hia shame and his mis-
fortunes. .

Euphemia. What service can I render you, .

Montalban. Learning thit Count Rosenberg has
returned from Paris, I wonld ask of his humanit
assistance to enable me to pass over .info England,
as a last refuge from the opprobrium thst pursues me
here.

Euphemis. Your claim upon m‘y kindness is not
forgotten. You were the fiiend of my husband and

the witness to our marriage, and I hear that the ven-

geance that Heaven poured upon us has not escaped

L1]1 39 . .
Montalban. Ah! madam, if it was & crime to hare

assisted at your nuptials, Heaven has indeed punish-

ed me severely for it.—More o than yourselves.—
Your dau%:cr was cut off in the flower of her youths
she lived beloved and diéd deplored; but mine, b
her crimes, has brought ceaseless agony tomy h
eterpal shame upon my hesd.—No resting place is
left to me.—J mourn her, living, blackened with o

robrium never to be effaced;—I would that it had

en granted to me to weep for her in the tomb
where her virtues were recorded.

Euphemia. Yes, Montalban, I have learnt your
griels from my husband, and acknowledge that they
are far greater than my own.

zlﬁm!alban. (apart.] 8o, the Count has kept his
word, :

Euphemia. You were acquainted with my dangh.
ter: Do you not know to whom her father entrusted
her during his absence?

Montalban. (apart.] Invention aid me.——He
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placed her in one of those religious asylums where
infants are protected. -

EBuphemia, And did you see her at times?

Montalban. But seldom. The war occasioned my
absence from Paris for years. -

Euphemia. Did she ever learn the name of her
mother? ' B

Montalban. Never.—Neither that of her father
not her mother.—1t would not have been prudent to
have eotrusted a secret of such importance to one so

" young.

Euphemia. Poor child? Poor child!-

Montalban. Her father saw her only in her tender
infancy, and were she now alive, it is more tham pos-
sible he would not recognise his own child.

Luphemia. What a destiny!—Retorn to the cha-
teau, and you will there see the Count. Explain to
him the motives of your voyage, and we will devise
means to serve you. I have some orders to leave in
this cottage and must part from you for the present.
~Montalban depend upon my friendship.

[VE:n't into tre cotlage,

Montalban. How embarrassing is my situation!

* Clara here! and [ behold her receiving a kiss from

the lips of her mother! Fortunately I possessed suf.
ficient presence of mind to conceal my confusion at

this unexpected interview.—But how 1 it that I find -
her here, and whence arises this affection that En-
hemia entertains for herf~—~When the Count, the
tter to conceal the myster')" of her birth required
that she should pass for my child, he exacted an oath
that I should never hint, evep to her, that she was
otherwise . —Still Clara is with her mother; and if
Rosenberg, surﬁrised by the weakness of his nature,
should betray the secret, I am irretrievably lost—
She saw me commit the crime for which she sulfers.
—«My fate hangs by a single hair..They come.-—I

must find some pretext to speak to her.—

[Drawa hitcloak around him.
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Enter Marcelle from the coltage, and Peter by the back
enirance. .

. Peter, Homu. I feel the elementa ofa t man

strong within me. [ shall magnify the family yet.,
If you desire a place at court, say so, and a word
from me will do the business, Speak quick.

Marcelle. Peter, you’re a fool. .

Peter. 1 knowit, end have heard so daily for these
twenty years; but that’s no stumbling block to &
man’s preferment. A fool for luck {ou know, mo-
ther.—That's my maxim.—But who have we here?

AMarcelle. [to Moni.] 1hope sir you wers satisfied
with the reception the princess gave you. CL

Peter. Hal a petitioner to the princess!--I am
your man in that quarter~—We are all going 1o the
chateau with the lovd( Olympia, and we shall have
rare sport there, I tell yoa.—Y¥ou had better make
one of the party—Consider yourself invited.

Montalben. Tabstracted.] True, true, I should
retorn there. .

Peter, To be sure you should.—There will be a
grand fete in honour of my arrival and the Count’s.
—And such eating and drinking!—You must come.
along if it is for the pleasure of seeing what sleight of
hand I have in playing with a knife and fork.

Marcelle. Hold your tongue, blockhead! I be.
lieve you only live to eat. L

Pefer, 1T am a Lithuanian fo the very gizzard,
mother, and love good living, It is natural. A man
you know, must eat to live, and when he finds gootf
sauce to his food, it is as well to reverse the order
of things and live to eat.—That's my maxim.

Marcelle. (1o Mont.] If you are so disposed, join
the villagers, and they will conduct you to the cha-
teau. In the meantime I must assist Olympia in ar-
ranging the handsome dresses with which the prin-
cess presented her, '

Bontafban. It appears that she entertains & lively
friendship for that young woman,

Marcelle. And deservediy.

9.
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Montalban. She is apparently an orphan, and yet -
you treat her with the al?‘ection due to a child.

Peter. My old mother has a heart of pure gold—
a real jewell—but *tis n’t every one has !heﬁy to

it :
Mareellr. Olympis has gained the affection‘of ail.
She is geodness personified. :
Montelban. &‘with Joy.] Providence then has con-
ducted me fo this spol. DA :
Mareetle. How! Explain, -
Montalban, 1 have made a fong journey to solicit
a favour from the princess, Sheias neither granted
it, nor denieds but if my petition were seconded by
one so younz and innocent as Olympia, I might
Ry sight; but if she fails, apply to
- Peter. You are right; but if she fails, a
me, and the busine;lsg?s settled, . i
Montalban. Might [ with confidence entrust a
secret of importance fo her?
Marcelle. I can answer for her. She has given me
proofs of her discretion.
Montalban. Will you afford me an opportunity of
speaking a few moments with her, alone.
HMarcelle. Alone! And wh_!' alone!
Peter. Curse his impudence! As independent as
a turnspit in the kitchen. ’
Montalbar. 1 have secrets to impart that I would
be leath to make known in the presence of & third
on. What has she to fear? You will be nearus.
Murcelle, Your wishes shall be complied with, -
Come slong, Peter. :
Montalban. [apart.] So far success attends me!
Peter, But, mother, what are you about? Noman
should ever be left alone with = pretty woman.
That’s my maxim.
Marcelle. Come along. I will call Olyml?ia, and
in a moment she will be with you. Comne Peter.
Peter. 1 don’thalf like that{lack muzzled fellow.
_ {Exeunt Marcelle and Peter inta cotlage.
Montalban. This interview is of vital importance
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tome, She comes, and alone! Let me gusrd aguinat
too sudden a surprise. : :

Enfer Clara.

Clara, I3 it true, sir, that you require my interest
with the princess? Speak without restramnt, She
has honoured me with her friendehip, and I shall
esteermn it a happiness if the first favour I ask shall
prove tu the adgrantage of the unfortunate.

Montalban. Her presence troubles me, in spite of
nayeelf! [aside. : :

Clura. Say, in what manner can I serve youi

Montolban. ‘They have giver me po touching &
picture of 'ﬁmr seppibility—

Clara. at voice f—
Montalban. That1 could not resist the desire of
being kirown to you. {discovers himaelf.]

Clara. My father! O! heavens, I am lost!

Montalban. Collect yourself, my child, and think
of the fatal consequences that wust foflow this
interview, if they suspect the canse that leads to
it.

Clara. Open earth, and bury mef

Montalban. Collect yourself, { say, and apswer
my questions. When I obtained from the French
government the favour to remove you from the prison
to which you were condemned for the reat of your
days, amf transfer lzva:m to my chateaw at Rosmal,
. under a pledse fo keep you m close confinement,
wherefure di !ou escape from those who had. you
in custody, and by what means?

Clara. By the assistance of a man whose heavenly
example is my greatest consolation in- the midst of
™Y S0rrows. o

Montalban, And that man was Father Anselmo?

Clara. It was.

Montalban. Do you know to what your flight has
exposed you, and me also? You cannot be ignorant
that even here [yon' are liable to- be dragped amin
before the dreadful tribunal of justice.

Clara. Againt Q! not agin, great God®
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Montalban. But there is still a way to escape
their severity, The means are in my power.

Clara. Name it. O, pame it.

Montalbun. Consent to follow me,

Clara. {shrinking.] Ah! follow you!

Montalban. Your safety depends upon it.

Clarg. Never! Death sooner!

Montalban. 'What! in a loathsome prison!

Clara. Aye, in a prison, or on the rack; in any
shape, stitl I say death sooner!

ontatban, Misguided girl, do you forget the
duty that you owe me?
lare, Duty! Ytis for that, and that only. Re-

gpect for a father’s name has compelied me to endure
with patience this dreadful weight of opprobrium
and wrong, But thanks to your barbarity, yon heap
no more upon me. Rest satisfied.  You have sacri-
ficed me yourself, and I know it. 1 am degraded
encugh to ensure your safety; but urge me no
farther, for the ties by which nature bound us to-
gether at length are broken forever,

Montalban. 1 sacrificed you! What can you
mean? :

Clara. Ask your own heart, and it will answer

" you. :
_y Montalben. And can you suppose e guilty of

the frightful crime for which you suffer?

Clura. Had I ever doubted it, that question would
have convinced me. : :

Montalban. Horrible! a child to accuse a father! -

Clara. Had you not been conscious of the dan
of such an accusation, you would never have taken
so much care to prevent my escape. Alas! I had
the weakness to attempt to awaken your sympathies,
belicring that overwhelmed with  remorse, and hu-
miliated by your crime, you would at least have
given those tears to my misfortunes, that even a
stranger would not refuse to suffering humanity.
But no; F1;0u were as insensible as stone, and in
spite of the sacrifice I had made, you are fearfnl
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that my courage at length may fail, and now medi-
tate my total ruin.

Montalban. Have 1 merited this!

Clara. True, you obtained my enlargement from
the prison where I was doomed to perish; but not
out of compassion for my sufferings, but thn:dyou
might the wmore readily secure your own safety
by poison, which was prepared for my lips at the

ateau of Rosmal, i

Montalban. O, my child! What monster has made
you credit a tale 8o horrible! :

Clara. The confidant whom you selected to fulfil
your purpose. Fortunately that wretch, still retain.
ing some feeling of pity, not wholly extinguished by
your bribes and promises, acquainted me with your
design. 1 contrived to acquaint Father Apselmo,
and by the means of money, so potent in the hands
of villains, that good man succeeded in saving the
innocent, ’

Aentalban. And have you suffered yourself to be
duped by an artifice so gross! It is plain that this
mercenary wretch excited your terrors in order to
make you pay dearly for a service that he would not
render gratuitously.

Clara. | admit that his motives were mercenary,
still fatal experience satisfies me of the probability
of his story, shocking as it appears,

Montalban. 1 pity your sulferings, and on a
suspicion that your fears have created. ve you
decided what course to take? .

Clerg. 1 have told you my resolution, and shall
persist jn it till death.

- Montalban. Your character is changed. -

Clara. Not changed, but strengthened by adver-
sity.

;Ioma}ban. Father Anselino is in his graves on
what do you depend? : :

Clara. My innocence and the princess.

Montalban. The princess! But when she hears

your story——




106 THE DATGHTER.

Clara. And how will she hearit? Will you betray
mel : .

Montalban. Never! But how can it be concealed
when every passing breeze is tainted with it.

Clara. Then, sir, it witl become your duty to do
me justice. But, alas! thatis an act oo noble for
such & heart as thine.

Montalban. Do you forget to whom you apeak?

Clara. No, sirj nor do I forget the advantage that
my knowledge pives me over you. Be advised in
time, lest you weary out my J:atience by your per-
secutions, and, driven to madness, I point out the
proper victim for the axe of justice.

fontalbin, Clara!—My childi—

Clara. That word, which should not escape a

father’s lips but with tenderness, can only awaken
in your bosom recoliections the most terrible. Man,
what a frightful picture have you created, and }ret
appear insensible to the magnitude of its horrorl—w
A guilty father, who, by the blackness of his crimes,
has poisoned the holy fountain of affection, and filled
the bosom of his child with bitter hatel—A father,
aware that his dreadful secret’s known, and that he
is dependent on the forbearance of a persecuted

child to save him from a death of infamy; and yet

you have the boldness to confront me even here.
Again ) caution you; be advised in time.
Montalban. And dare you thus brave my authori«

" oty!

" Clara. I owe you no obedience—nothing but a
life of wreichedness and shame; and, in saving you
from a death of shame, I have heavily repaid the
debt. Hear me, and reflect well upon what I say,
before you adopt any course in relation to me. A
woman who has the courage to suffer hersel! to be
conducted even to a scaffold to save & guilty father,
may summon sufficient fortitude to resist olp?ression.
In immolating myself for you, I have fearfuily exer-
cised the depTorab!e right of disposing of my fate; I
shall continue to exercise it to the last,—it depeuds
on you whether I crush others jn my ruin, or fall

-
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slone. Farewell. Live happily if you can, and for-
geta wretched being who has renounced all on earth
to save her father, (exit.
Montulben. Do I dream!—eo changed !—There's
.nothing more to hope from her submission }—I tread
upon an earthquake!—Something must be done,and
vickly., The count!—They must be separated a»
ar as this world will admit—I’ll seck the count—
seas, seas must flow between them! (exit.

ACT IL

Sceww 1.—A gallery at the chateaw:

Enter Euphemia and Count Rosenberg.

Rosenberg, My dear Euphemia, how sensibly am
I tozched by these marks of your affection! Every
thing breathes new life at my appearance, and seems
to be animated by your sentiments for me.
Euphemia. Yes, my lord, even the humblest vil-
lager participates in the happiness I find in your re-
turn after so long an absence. '
Rosenberg. 1 revel in delights. But if you would
indulge me, postpone your preparations for z fete
until the arrival of the Marquis de ¥Valmore, He
is on his way to France, with a treaty recentl{‘ rati-
fied by our sovereign,and is unwilling to quit Lithu.
ania without first paying his respects to you. He
may be hourly expected. . )
uphemia. Alas! if our child were still living,
that I might have the joy of dividing between you
the tenderness that fills my heart at this moment.
Rosenberg. 0! harrowing thought! Banish & re-
flection o distressing. Your child is ne more.
Look upon her death as the last punishment that
Heaven will inflict upon us .
KEuphemia. The severest, though it may not be
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the last. ‘That blow has prepared me for whatever
else may follow.

Rosenberg. Your griel is natural, but your tears
awaken in my heart thoughts that time can never
obliterate, and such as I have not the courzge to lay
open to your eyes. Spare my feelings, cease to che-
rish your own sorrows, and thank Heaven that you
were distant from the wretched scene of which I
was 3 witbess,

Euphemia. Were her 1ast moments then so awful.

Rosenberg. For heaven's sake change the dis-
course. Tell me who is that young person whom
you have mentined to me so frequently io your let-
ters? Do you know any thing respecting her birth?

Euphemia. Nothing more than that she i3 of
French origin.  She has been three months at Mar-
celle’s cotiage, where, by accident, I first met her.
Her noble and modest demeanour interested me,
and every succeeding interview tended to deepen
the impression. Her image is constantly in m
mind; ﬁer virfues have penetrated my heart; and,
with the exception of the love I bear you, there is
no feeling more powerful than my attachment for
this lovely orphan.

. Rosenberg. 1 trust she may prove worthy of your
good opinion.

Euphemie. 1 do not doubt that you will approve
of my predilection. Y wish a friend, who can re-
ciprocate my regard, and in some measure supply
the place of the unfortunate we have lost.

osenberg. Your wishes shall always be & law to
me.

Enter a Page. .

Page. A strmqer desires to speak fo the count.

Euphemia, Ahl show him in. It is Montalban
your old friend. _ -

Rosenberg. Montalban!

Euphemia, 1 recoramend this unfortunate father

to your sympathy.
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Rosenberg. He has it. 1 feel for him—O! God,
how exquislbel'ﬁl

Euphemia. The féte shall be delayed until the
arrival of de Valmore, and I will give orders that
ke may be received in a manner worthy of his rank.
As goon as Olympia arrives, I shall take occasion
to present her ts you.

[ Going ont meets Montalban, and makes  sign to him
to approach her husband.] [exit,

Rosenberg, You here! :

Abortalban. 1 came to tax your friendship for the
last time, and was far from thinking that my pre-
sence here would be se essential to your peace.

Rosenberg., What have you dote with that wretch-
ed being who has occasioned me so many tears?

Montalben, Should I not rather ask you that
question, when I find her here.

Ttosenberg. Here! Explein. )

Blontalban. Conceale(f under the name of Olym- -
pia, she has practised on the feclings of the prin-
cess, until she has gained her affections,

Rosenberg. Ah! Is it possible!

Montalban. Have you not seen her yet?

Rosenberg. 1 see herl—Could I, without over-
whelming her with reproaches; without treating her
as one who wmerits any thing but pity.

Afontalbun. Be prudent, or you will yourself di-
vulge the shame you dread to encounter. .

Tosenberg. Ak! Montalbani—Nature is strug-
gling in her behalf in my bosom, but in vain. Her
crime will admit of no extenuation; she is unworthy
even of compassion. I cannot see her. Frame some
Eretext to bear her from this place, and free me from

er sight for ever.

HMontalban. That may be readily done. I intend
to pass the seas to some distant land where preju-
dice may not reach me. Condescend to aid me in
the execution of this project, and I shall soon re®
move from your presence that guilty ene, whose
existence only tends to your dishonour,

VOL. IL-~=10
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Rasenberg. Be it so. 1 approve your plan, and
will forward it to the extent of my power.

Montalban. #dpart.] Success is mine!

Rosenberg. You must above all things be cautious
to keep the secret of her pa.rentnge concealed from her.

Montalban. Depend on my discretion. You see,
count, how highly I prize your esteem! By disa-
vowing Clara as my child, I might return with he-
nour to society; but gratitude for the services you
have rendered me, seala my lips. Self-interest
never been the motive of my actions. I gave con-
vincing proof of that when Cfm’s marriage with the
Count de Valmore was projected. In the zeal of
the moment, you wrote me that if I succeeded in
effecting the union, you would pay any debts, and
bestow a pension of six thousand florms upon me
for my services. Another, less ecrupulous, to have
enjoyed your bounty, would have concealed the situa-
tion of Je Valmore; but I preferred your esteem to
wealth acquired by deception, and informed you of
all, 'The result was, you changed your opinion, and
directed me to break off the overtures. I did not
hesitate to obey, and, renouucing the brilliant for-
tune you had irnmised me, required Clara to quit
the chateau of her lover. Then came the fatal reso-
lution that destroyed her,

Roambe:-ig. Be calm.  Your services are not for-

tten, and you shall soon have substantial proof
that there is no need to excite my gratitude, Count
de Valmore is momentarily expected here,

Montalban. De Valmore! if they should meet!

Rosenberg. I dread it. It is necessary toaccele-
rate your departure, to avoid the fatal results of such
&1 interview,

Montalben. It is .doubtful whether she will con.
sent to (ollow me. She repards me as 2 severe judge,
whose presence is a constant and painful reproach;
and I fear that the friendship with which the prin.
cess honours her may encourage her to resist my
authority.

Rosenberg. Will she have the zudacity?
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Montalban. She is capable of any thing.

Rosenberg. True; we have bitter proof of that—
but still she looks upon you as her father.

Montalban. Doubtless. Butif the princess op-

se her departure, it may lead to explanations that
1t would be prudent to aveid, .

Rosenberg. Should she commpel us to that, we must
make known her crime.

Montalban. Fatal expedient! Is there no one
here upon whose prudence you can depend?

Rosenberg. Explain.

Afontalbun. If reason fail to have influence over
Clara, we must have recourse to stratagem. She
may be secretly abducted.

osenberg. And rust be, rather than be permit.
ted to remain here. :

Montalban. Some one approaches. Dismiss this
intrader, and let us hasten to form a plan that will
relieve you from all your anxiety.

Enter Marcelle and Petey.

Peter, M{“lord, I have come to report myselfl
You see I have arrived safe and sound after all.
Slow and sure. That?; My MATim.

Rosenberg. 1t i3 well, Peter; you come in
time, [Tog}!oruafban.} This {impleton mlfo::-
swer your ?urpose.

Peter. Allow me {0 offer a continuation of m
services, my lord. T am very well satisfied witg
both you and your cook, and if you are equally so
with me, there needs but {wo words to the%a.rglin.

Rosenberg. 1 will still retain you.

Marcelle. This kindness, my lord, to my poor

boy—e

%aamberg. Yes, Marcelle, he shall enter upon his
duties from this hour; and, to commence, I enjoin
upon him to obey whatever orders he may receive
from this gentieman.

Peter, Obey orders if you break ownersy thats
my maxim,

FRosenberg, Have you, Marcelle, brought with yon
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the young woman to whom you gave an asylum at
your cottage?

Marcelle, She is with the princess, who loves her
so fondly that, previous to presenting her to you,
she wished her to appear in a manner worthy of her-
self. :

Rosenberg, Go, and tell the princess to send
Olympia to me, as 1 would speak to her a few mo-
ments alone. Mark you, alone. [Marcelle hesitates.

Peter. Deyilish strange! Every body wishes to
have a téte-a-téte with pretty Olympia. Shouldn’t
ohject myself,

Rosenberg. You have heard me. You may add
that T ask it as a favour, and await her compliance.

Mareelle. But, sir, if the princesg——

Rosenberg. No remarks, but obey.

Peter. Shut your fly trap, mother, when the big
bug are abroad. That's my maxim. [exit Mercelle.

osenberg. [To Peter.] Follow this gentleman,
and obey without hesitation whatever he may com-
mand, [ 7o Monfalban,] See that the horses are
ready, and depart the first favourable moment. I
shall see you within an hour, and give you unequivo-
cal proofs of my gratitude.

ontalban. 1 go to afford additional evidence of
the value 1 set on your friendship, Come along,
Peter. Courage, Montalban! [exit.

Peter. What the devil does he want with me!—
If his heart now should be as black as his muzzle!
1 begin to feel rather nncomfortabie.

Rosenberg. Well, what are you doing there. Be-
ane. Be obedient and discreet, and trust to me
or your rewacd.

eter. 0! I smell a palley business here. Par-
don, my lord, 1 obey. IHere I go, neck or nothing;
that’s my maxim., [exit Peter,

Rosenberg. Dreadful duty! To tear the daugh-
ter from the mother’s arms, and break the hearts of
both. But tyrant honour rules the lofty mind with
whips and scourges, and I must trinmph over mi
own feelings, lest her opprobrium fall upon my hen
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and ¢crush me. Ah! they come! Euphemia with her!
This I feared, and foresee that it will be a difficalt
task to separate them.
Enter Euphemia and Clara, splendidly dressed.
Euphemia. I8 it true, my lord, that you would
have deprived me of the pleasure of presenting my

Glympis to you?
Rosenberg. Her presence agitates me, and ¥ am
interested in spite of myself. {aside,

Euphemia. L could not believe it, and imagined
that Marcelle had misunderstood your words.

Rosenberg., She faithfully communicated my
wishes. I would interrogate the young stranger,
and discover whether she is deserving of the favour
you have bestowed upon her.

Clara. I firm attachment and profound respect
for that virtue of which the princess is 8o bright &
model, are sufficient title to the bounties her kind-
ness proposes, [ will be bold to say, there is no one
more worlhy thao rn:lyself of her regard and confi-
deace. Baut, my lord, though I am young, and des-
titute of experience, vanity has not yet assumed
such an ascendancy over reason as to induce me to
accept so rashly an honour for which I was never
destined.

Rosenberg. [apart.] She does herself justice.

Fuphemia, [fo the Couni.] 1 have not deceived

od. She is as diffident as sheis Jovely~{'to Clara.]

ou fear the court and ita deceitiul splendour.
That salutary fear will save you from danger. Your
indifference to grandeur will excite no jealousy, and
zll hearts will be ready to parv on homage.

Rosenberg. [aside. 1 feel for her. :

Clara. 1 only aspire to your friendship, and in-
stead of the many proffered favours, I would ask
you to grant but one~—Did I not fear to displease
the Count ] would beseech him to use his influence
in obtaining it .

Rosenberg. A favour; name it.

LEuphemia. An extravagantidea. She would re-

10
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tire from the world.—Why deprive society of one
of its most lovely ornaments! What haa the world
done to one so young and innocent that you should
manifest such an aversion?——Yuu are distant from
your parents; the courtand myself will supply their
places, and we shall love you as our child..

Rosenberg. E'cm'de.:] Love her as our child!—

Euphemia. You will recall to our hearts feelin
that have been rudely crushed, and consale us l%:'
the heavy loss we have sustained.

}?osengerg. No, madam, that idea can never be
effaced from my memory. The image of my expir-
ing child will pursue me to the grave.—I see her—
I hear her still.~~Her voice clings to my aoul.—She
is overwhelmed with trouble and des ir, and in vain
I strive to cast a veil over the fearful catastrophe!—
Urge this no farther, but permit Olympia to follow
her own inclinations, She wishes to renounce the
world and I approve of her decision.

Euphemia. 'Bou fill me with surprise.

Rosenberg. One of her youth-and beauty, desti-
tute of parents and fortune, cannot better escape the
snares of a corrupt world, thau by fiying to a place
of refuge where sin may not enter.

Euphemia. Strange rcasons! Have I not said that
1 would be as a mother to her.

Rosenberg. Persist Olympia in your resolution.—
I will aid you to the extent of my power.-——~Make
choice of your asylum, and this hour, if you desire
it, I will see that you are conducted there, and that
you receive all the comforts becoming your new con-
dition,

Clara. This kindness overwhelms me.

Euphemia. Can it be possible, that you, my lord,
who possess a heart o noble and compassionate—

Rosenberg. Still does it sympathise in the afflic-
tions of athers, though in itself it is but a gloom
record of a life of sorrows. But let us break off this
interview; it distresses me. She doubtless has not
adopted this conrse without imperative reason, to
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explain which might embarrass her.’ Let us respect
her motives and applaud her resolution.
Clara. [aside.] Ahl whither does this tend?
Rosenberg. Retire, Olympid. They wait to con-
duct you to Marcelle’s cottage, and to-morvow all
your wishea shall be realized.
Euphemia. "What haste! Do you think Count,
.that I can 80 readily renounce the happy illusion
that my imagination had formed. We cannot be
separated, at all events not so abruptly.~Whether
my partiality is the result of an excited imagination,
or of a sentiment that I 2m unable to define, I have
not sought to discover, but the source is a pure one
and my project merits your approbation. -
Clare, A{‘n! madam, my ‘g)nefs have been suffi-
cient; do not let me reproach myself with being the
cause of misunderstanding Letween yourself and

husband.
Enter Monialban,

Montalban. Count, the Marquis de Valmore has
this moment arrived. :

Clarg. [aside) Valmorel— [ Shouts without,

Montalban. The shouts of your vassals announce
his presence.

osenberg. My love, let us #o and bid him wel-

come.—[apurt to Clara.] Olympia, I prohibit you
from appearing in his presence.

Clara. [asi e.? What neans that injunction?

Euphemia. Glympia, I trust you will not leave
the chateau without first sceing me.—Lembraces her.]
You promise—Why do you tremble childi—

Clgra. 1 promise.—

Montalban. {apart to Resenberg.’] All is ready.

Rosenberg. (to Montalban.} Conduct her to Mar-
celle’s dwelling; to night I will meet you there.
Olympia, remain not here.—Montalban, conduct
her into the adjeining apartment, and keep & vigi-
laut eye upon her.

[Euphemia expresses aurprise, Clara horror. Euphe-
mra tnkes Rosenberg's hand with impatience, and ap-
pears to quil Clara with regret.) ' .

[E.ranulgosmberg and Euphemia.
»
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BMontalban. You have heard the orders of the
Count. ,

Clara. [too much agitoted to hear him.] Valmore
beneath the same roof with me!—-I have not seen
him since that day of ceaseless agony..—Chance has
conducted him to this spot; another opportunity may
never occur on earth, and I will seize the occasion
to Jlusﬁfy myself—That thought inspires my heart
with renewed egergy.

Montelbar. "What madness do you contemplate?
Can you imagine thatde Yalmore will remain for an
instant in ﬁrour presence. .

Clara. He shell remain. During the course of my
fatal trial 1 in vaio endeavoured to see him. He re-
fused —But since the hand of fate has at length
brought us together, he shall hear me, until his heart
confesses now deeply I’ve been injured.

Montalban. 1 will not consent to so distressing an
interview.

Clara. He believes me criminal. Doubtless de.
tests me!—and I sink beneath the burthen of his
hate.—Alas! ¥ do not aspire to his love, I renounce
that hope forever; but still I may regain his esteem,
and when be knows how cruelly I have suifered he
may accord to me a tear of pity..—Convinced of my
innocence, hz will cease fo curse a pame once 8o
dear to him, and perhapy, strive to soothe a lacerated
heart where his :m?Fe is indelibly engraved.

Montalban. {aside.] Dangers are gathering fast,
—Retire my child.

Clara. No— I will not retire.

Bfontalban. Do not cblige me to step beyond the
character of a fatlter to enforce ubedience.

Clara. Nor me, beyond the duty of & child to vin-
dicate myself.—Here I remain.

Montalban. Audacious girl!

Clara. Banish your fears. I shall justify myself
in his eyes without accusing vou. Your secretis
buried in my bosors, and I have already given suffi-
cient prouf, that even the rack cannot extort it from
me.—Rest satisfied.
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Montalban. You count too much upon your reso.
lution.—They come.—This way; follow me.Re-
sistance is useless,—Clara, I beseech you leave this
place, ere you encounter a man whose presence ex-
cites so much apprehension.

Clard, Go, and leave me. I am resolved to meet.

bim.

Montalben. For the last time I bid you withdraw.
—{seixes fwr;‘] I will not hear you.—Nay, then,
if persuasion fail force must be resorted to.

Clara. Monster! Is this then the reward for all
my sacrifices.

[She breaks from him and runs to the door, Montalban

Jollows and closesit.  She returne and shricks in des
pair.

Help, help, for the love of Heaven!
{Montalban seizes her by the arm and forces her off by a

door in the side wing."

Montalban. You strugzle in vain, And thus ¥
avert the fearful destin ymﬁsat you would madly eall
down upon us both, (exeunt.

Enter in procession, pages and guards preceding Eus
{ phem:‘a.p Then Rosguger amﬁe Vaﬁrrore. tofohom
Euphenia gives her hancf They are foliowed by vas-
sals of both seres, with Marcelle at their head.)
Euphemia to Valmore. llustrious cavalier, in
whom loyalty and valour so happily conjoin, behold
in the homage of my people, the esteem of the Li-
thuanians for the powerful nation you represent.
Palmore. These voluntary tributes are grateful to
the recciver, and eulogi ia doubly Rattering from
the lips of a princess such as you are.

[Euphemia gives siﬁnal, and the fete commences. Du-
ring the prelude she perceives Marcelle, and whispers
to her. Alarcelle manifests joy and goes onl, Valmore
and Rosenberg condiict L{'tpham‘a to Aer place—~
Dance—After the ballet, Marcelle enters in haste and
says—

Marcelle, Madam, hasten to the aid of Olympia

’I'hez have borne her away, and her resistance proves

that it is contrary to your wishes and her own.

S
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Euphemia. Borne her away! Quick, fly my friends
and restore her to me. [Exeunt varsals.
Marcelle. Luckily, madam, my son Peter drives
the carriage, and when he heard my voice he refased

to go on.

gxp}aemfa- What sudacious wretch hag committed
this outrage within the very precincts of m{ palace.

Rosenberg. Notbing has been done without my
orders, :

ZLuphemia. Your orders! Count, you amaze me.

Rosenberg. 1 cannot longer conceal from you that
Olympia is unworthy of your bounty. She is here
under an assumed name, and the person who has
borne her away has claims upon her of a more sa-
cred nature than yours.

Vassals. [behind.] She is here, she is here,

Enter Clara, Montalban, and Vassals.

Marcelle. [ goes to Clara.] My dear Olympia, let
me conduct you to the arms of your benefactress,
There no danger can approach you.

Clara, [apart.] Valmore! I'tremble in his pre-
sence. :
[Throws herself into the arme of Euphemia, who re-

ceives her with transports,

elmore. O! heavens! Do my eyes deceive me,

or i3 it Clara that | beholdt o

Montalban. Yes, signor, it is my wretchied dangh-
ter, whom I in vain endeavoured to keep from your
presence.

Euphemia. Your Jaui!:;er'.

{ Looks with korror upon her.

Clara. [to Vubnore, throwing herself at his feet.}
Ah! signor, stay, stay I beseech you. “Moderale the
indignation with which you behold me. Hear the
aﬁupeal of persecuted innocence, for it is perhaps
the last time you will be allowed to hear it.

Valmore, Innocence! Wretched girl, withdraw—
the sight of you is horror!

Clara. No, ro, 1 will cling to your knees until
you deign to hear me. I have more than life at
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stake. You may spurz and trample on me, but you
shall hear me.
Velmore. Too many proofs attest your crime. In

return for love the most devoted, you assassinated
my child. You, whom he adored—called by the

tender name of mother, and clung te as his support
and guide. s it for a father to pardeon an outrage
0 horrible!

Clara. {rising.] 1 answer, no! But the more
atrocious the crime the less reason you have to im-
pute it to me.

Valmore. Who else had an interest in doing it?
Sele possessor of the wealth of my ancestors, his lifs
defeated the ambition that inflamed your soul, and

ou wished to open to your children 2 source of
ortune, of which his existence would have effectn-
ally deprived them.

Clara. God, what s thought! Where is there
safety on earth, when the pure in heart can imputs
the blackest motives te the innocent, and upon their
bare knowledge of human frailty convict the accused
of crimes too horrible even fur fends to contem-
plate.

Valnore. What other motive could exist?

Clarg. Again! Say then it did exist—that idea
alone should draw the veil from your eyes;—still
think me capable of a crime so atrocious; helieve
me the calculating fiend you have pictured, in spite

of all that has passed between us, and then answer

me whether it would have been in character to have
selected the time we were about to be united, for the
performance of such a deed. No. Once your wife,
and the step-mother of Julian, would I not have had
2 thousand occasions to have destroyed him without
leaving the slightest vestige of my crime.

Faimore. These thoughts are {he result of after
reﬂ;;ﬁon& : 0 "
 Marcelle. regardin ont. with indignation.
He hears it agl, and is iilent. Not even gr?rown?
Defend her, sir.

Montalban. [manifests rage] Away!
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Euphemia. What means this, Marcelle?

Mareelle, 1s he not her father?

Valmore. What can he urge in her defence? She
was condemned before her judges, 1t was there he
should have spoken.

Marcelle. And did he not speak-—not even there?

Valmore. What could he allege against truth
which overwhelmed her with shame and dismay. .

Marcelle, What could not a parent allege in de-
fence of a child! O!ifhe had l‘;een a father, nature
would have furnished him with voice and argu-
ment, though truth had flashed like a stream of light
from heaven.

Rosenberg. [aside.] That thought!

Clara. You speak of my judges. They were but
mortals, liable to be deceived, and took appearances
for veality.

Roseng;rg. It was for you to enlighten their con-
sciences. Why did you not do ité 'The situation
in which you were surprised admitted of but twe
constructions. You were either the author or the
witness of the assassination.

Fahnore. Reply to that.

Marcelle, [apert.] O! that I dare,

Clara. Fatal duty!

Euplemia. Answer, Clara., 'We all desire that
you should appear innocent.

Clara. I am innocent., I asserted it before my
judges—I proclaim it to the whole world—I repeat
it with the-accents of despair-—I1 swear it in the
presence of Him who reads the inmost thoughts of
all hearts——I am innocent! Dut such is the horror
of my destiny that I dare not cite the guilty wretch
before a human tribunal to meet the heavy punish.
ment imposed on me,

Valmore. 1 have listened to you too long. Hence,
from my sight forever.

Clura. What! you still refuse to credit me? Ah!
Valmore do not turn from me~—donot crush the last
hope I have on earth, [approaches him.

Valmore. [recoiling.] Approach me not. I still
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see your hands stained with the innocent blood of

my child; and his death remains unavehged..  Fly,

fly from my presence. Hate and disdain havetaken
the place of love in this wounded heart.”  Away—
lest in my agony I curse you. LomE

Clarga. Curse me! ) : T

Palmore, If there is justice in heaven it will yet
inflict all the angunish on your heart that you have
heaped on mine. ' P

lara. [wildly.] 'What!—wherefore do you pur-
sue me? Is there no hiding place on earth?—no
eafety this side the grave! e :
wlmore. Montalban, free me from her odious
resence. . _

Clara. 8till, still they follow me! That voice!
Men are changed to fiends, and hunt me down. Sill
I care not though all on earth were open-mouthed
against me, if that voice were not in the fearful ery,
urging them on. O! that voice! Coe

fontalban. Come, come, my child.

Clara. [in despair.i] 0! God, if it is your will o
try me, I will bear all. Give me but strength, but
strength! '

Montalban, Clara, we must begone. '

Clara. Not yet, it is not time, Hark! they fol-
low, and I am too feeble to move. Hide me! Hal
darkness surrounds me. That is well. IHist!—my
heart throbs with pain—my head is bursting—my
cyes grow dim! A%l’s_dar —dark—dark—
[Sk;&acea her hands on her forehead, and stands stu-

Pi

Rosenberg. Painful sight.

Euphemia. My heart bleeds for her.

Clara. [ Looks wildly around, and bekolde Montal-
ban. She fixes her eyes steadfastly on him, then re-
cotly with horror.} Where am 1! ‘Qlou here! Where-
fore are you here? Speak, where am I?

Montalban. With your heart-broken father.

Clara. My father! Youmy father! O, mockez!

[ Gesture as 1f she would repulse him.

¥OL. IL—11
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. Montalban. s it possible that in her frenzy she
£an spurn even me! - , [epproaches her.
- " Clara.. Go, %o",'.go—l ask but thatt - .

.. Euphemia. YWhat means this terror at the sight of
her father? oo : N
[Clara again casts her eyes over the scene. She ap-

roaches ff“ nberg, who points out Montalban toker.

recotls,

Clara. 0! no, no, no! Not even a tear bedims his
eyes, rlthough heis my fether! Youm would not have
me follow him? You caunot mean it!

[Rosenberg trrns from her; she tremb!ing!g.approac?la
de Valmore, who points to Montalban.  She excluims

- in a lone of despatr—

Send me to the grave. I will meet death cheer-
fully, if it is your will, but save me from that man,

Roaenberg.” Montalban, do your dutt'.

‘Clara. 1 have said I would die. Will not that
content ye! Ye can but have my life, and T will
yield it :

Rosenberg. Moutslban, I say!

Clara. They are not haman! [ Turns fo Euphe-
mia.a 1 appesl to you. Amgel of light! do not
abandon me! They are not human! How have
they treated mne! ‘They charge me with the worst
of crimes—yet 1 am innocent! Pursue me as a
wretch unfit to live—yet will not let me die? |,

T [Euphemia averts her face.
Do not turn from me! Not one look l—one word!
abandoned at last by you—cven you! 'Tis well,
*tis well! 1 now can die!

{Faints, supported by Marcelle.

Euphemia. ‘This trial has been too severe. I will
protect her until the truth’s discovered!

" TaBLEAD,
[Curtain falls.
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* Sosnx L—n gpartment in lhe'c}ia!wu.ﬁ '
Enter Marcelle and Pc!er "

Peter, Well mother, what th\nk you of ;ll tbeu‘
sirange doin v

A{Erceﬂc. Tam enraged that I dare not apeak my
min :

Peter. That’s enoth to enrage any woman, . -

Marcelle, [to herself.] But what will come
out of accusinz Montatban? They wilt punish him,-
but his daughter will not be less unhap y‘ There is
nothing but grief and despair on all s

Peter. Very true, mot er. Our fete’s knocked
on the head.—Olympia is in afliction, every body’s
in the dumps; no more dancing—and to crown our
misfortues, I fear the dinner will be overdone be-
fore they have an appetite to eat it—But grin and
bear it, that’s my maxim.

Marcelle. Poor Clarai—

Peter. How refreshmF it smells.—Delicicus per-
fume! They may talk of their Arabian gums, but to
wy taste there ts ao odour half as ﬁagrant as the
steam of & Kitchen, .

Murcelle. Have you observed how thonghtful‘
Montalban appears? -

Peter. Goos Lord, potL I have been talkmg with
the cook on the phtloaophy of roastmg venison.—.
He’s a magnificent creature; formed when nature
was in one of her most bountiful moods? They ma
talk gf Alexander the Great and Juln}s Casar, but .
would wager my appetite to a mess of porridge, be
would beagtethen{ algp}?ollow in basting apt.;xrkegea—lf‘
I were not Peter, I would be that cook.- .

Marcelle, 5 stractedly.] I must see hxm. for I
have & preat desire to speak to bim. - .o

Peter. You shall see him, mother,~and you aha!!‘
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speak to himj but have & care how you interrupt
bim while he i3 roasting the wild bosr, for then he is
hot and ]peppery, and snaps one up as short a8 a gris-
kin. All great men are irritable; passivnate myself
at times. -

Marcelle. OF whom are you speaking?

Peter, Of whompP—My friend the cook!

Marcelle. [impatiently.] Insatiable glutton, you

should blush to think of nothing but eating, at a time
we are all overwhelmed with grief. .
« Peter. Am 1 the cause? Am ] exempt from dis-
sppointment? 'Was not I to be the cock of the walk
i the amusements; and is not the whole affair
knocked on the head, and my comb cutaa smooth
as your chin®—Answer me that, mother, and then
handle me with gloves on, | beseech you. Disap-
pointments indeed!—There’s my speech!—What
use can | make of it now!—And such & epeechi—
Listen, mother.—%1llustrious Princess—""

Marcelle. T have no time to listen to your fiddle
faddle.

Peter. Don’t interrupt me,—5lilustricus prin-
cess, on this momentous occasion—"*

: Mareelle. Po, po, hold your tongue, you siily fel-
ow, : g

Peter. Zounds! | say, mother, you shall hear my
speech. Sit down; I am charged to the muzzle,
and you may expect to hear & pretty loud report.—
+Illustrions—"’ [ forcing Aer info & chair,

Marcelle. Come, it is time for us to be going home.

Peter. Home!—what!—withoutdinnert~—are you
mad?. :

Marcelle. What should we do here?

Peter. Eat' the dinner if we die by it—Victory
or death,—that’s my maxim,

Marcelle. Grief is depicted in every countenance.
Clara is so distressed that no one can speak to her.
«~The princess is disconsolate.—Valmore pensive
and taciturn, and the count, which most astonishes
me, is still more affected than the others.—Montal-
ban is sullén, ind appears more like one who medi-
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tates a crime, than one oppressed by sorrow. He
comes. Observe him. - Has he not the -step of &
criminal? KT
Peter. Yes, mother, on the way to-ihe gallows.
: . T T '
Enter Montalban. - - AR
Montalban, How does my daughter find herself?
Beareelle, 111 at ease. Tt
Montalban, Can Iseeherd .. . -, .- | :
Marcelle. For what purposef . .. .,
Montalban. Am 1 not her father? . ot
Mareelle. Her father! True, to her sorrow she has
a father. : T o
Deter. [apart to Marcelle.] Sofily, you tread
upon his kibea, o
Montulban. What mean you by that remark? -
Marcelle, Ask Yourown heart. . . .,
e[}'l{onmlban betrays passion, but suddenly checks liim-
& *, N [ s .'n.“-
Peter. [apart to Myreelle.] You’ll have al] the fat
in the fire presently, mother. . T .
Marcelle. Your presence makes a strange jmpres-
sion on her., N . .
Alonlfalban. With reason, since she is so highly.
culpable, S . N
arcelle. Culpable! And do you accuse her? . .
Montalban. Is it in my power to defend her? -
Marcelle. Wl lins it more in his power than your-
self? I
AMontalban, [regarding her sternly—apart.] O

rage! : Lo, "
%e[arcelle. Bhe has related her misfortunes to mes
and thou%l she appears to the world in the light of
a criminal, if I were but allowed to €Xpress my sus-
picions, I would wager, my life that you know better
than any other that Clara is inriocent.- S
Peter, [apart.] Softly.—You fickle him till he
ns. ; N T
Montalban.” Ave you' aware of what you 22y omm
What an absurd idea!——Can you suppose a father
11+ -
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could be so debased as to see his child perish if he
had it in his power to save her? You are a parent,
Marcelle. Lo
Marcelle, 'We sometimes see a_child more worthy
than his father, and who would encounter even a
death of ignominy, for his sake. -
Leter. True, mother, that is my maxim. I would
even forego tasting the wild bozr to gratify you.
Montalban, Unworthy woman, are you aware of
the barbarity of your calumnious imputations, and
the punishment that you may invoke upon yourself,
But hear and mark iny worda. If you breathe a
(s{yiiabie by which ahotf’:er may entertain the most |
istant idea of your odious suspicion, I swear I shall
call down vengeance on your head equally justand
tersible.
- Peter. O that tongue of yours, mother! I knew
how it would be, Out of the frying-pan into the
fire, that’s my maxim. ., -
Marcelle. Bah! bah! T don’t fear his menaces.
Peter. Ha! the count is coming.—I"1 go take a
turn in the kitchen and meditate on the vanity of
humsn wishes. [exit.
Marcelle. 1 leave you to go and confer with your
daughter. She is happy in the midst of her misfor-
tunes in finding hearts more capable of feeling than
your ewn. [exit.
Montalban. (looking after her.] What 2 woman!
—s it possible she has become acquainted with
Clara’s secret'—If I supposed so.—But the Count
is here.—Now to ascertain whether his suspicions
have also been aswakened.

Enter Rosenberg.

Well, Count, "' -

Rosenberg. 1 am 'in degpair. Clara persists in
disclosing nothin%. Until this day I was disposed
to believe her guilty, but now my soul is divided be-
tween hope and fear.—Ah! Montalban, whata dread- -
ful state for a father! -~ '

Montalban, Calm your feelings. Think of the
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honour of your family, 2ad do not in a moment of
weakness expose yourself to the scorn of the world,
Rosenbery. Barbarous prejudice! '
Montalban, It is unjust, still it exists, and the
bigh-born have as much to fear from it as the lowly.
osenberg, § admit it.—But since she has re-

turned to her country, even to our presence, should .

she not find aa esylum, where without fear of the
future she may await her justification.—An event
difficult to imagine, but perhaps not impossible.

Montalban. What a mﬂecum—’rhis ope ap
chimerical. Certainly f should be the last to natil
doubt in your mind, but since she has constantly re-
fused to make a confession even to me, which I have
solicited with tears and prayers, to what other cause
can we attribute her silence, than to a full convic-
tion of the impossibility of affecting the solersn judg-
ment that condemned her. -

Rosenberg. True, tiue, but still she is my child,

Afontalbun, Remember that vne accused—dtrem.
bling between life and death, has little regard for the
safety or feelings of others. 1f he had the power be
would overturn nature itself to put aside d‘::sword
of justice, and create suspicions, which of them.
gseives should condemn him to breathe his last sigh
. upon the scaffold.

Rosenberg. Still we have had examples of the in-
nocent perishing in the place of the guilty.

Montolban. Granted. But when oneis connected -
by blood even with the throne itself, he should rise -

superior to the weakness of nature, rather than run
the chance of an experiment so wncertain and dan-
gerous.  The wounds of the heart heal of themselves,
but hunour once lost is never to be recovered,

Rosenberg. But where is the danger in permitting
Clara to remain in her country?

Mentalban. Should she be recognised—
“Roacnberg. I will conceal her from the eyes of
ail. :

Montalban, Impossible!—Your vassals already
know that she is here. This news passes from

]

-
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mouth to mouth, and we mxg expect the French tri.
bunals will soon despatch their agents in pursuit of
her.~—That they will reclaim her ia certain; what
then will be your feelinga!  You will be reduced to
the cruel necessity of delivering her to her execu-
tioners, or of declaring yoursell to be her father,and .
it is still doubtful wheLg'er even such a declaration

would be sufficient to save her, .

Rosenberg., Your conjectures are fiightful, but
cannot destroy in my heart the sentiment that speaks
in her favour, The presumption of her innocence
presents an image so seductive, and creates so ex-
alted an idea of her courage and virtue, that I re.
proach myself for the rigour of my proceedings
against her. Judge of my despair should my de-
sertion be the cause of her death, and her innocence
be one day made manifest! Ah! Mostalban, save
e from the remorse that would follow!

Montalban. [aside.] He is not to be shaken.

Rosenberg. Place yourself in my situation. Since
your heart i3 so Jeeply affected even by friendship,
you can readily judge what it must cost me to
renounce the sacred title by which nature has bound
me to her.

Montalban, [laside.] T must try what fear will do.
Nao, count, I will not place myself in your situation.
I have felt too long the curse that attaches to it, and
now I am resolved to return to my own humble but
honouarable station in society.

Rosenberg. What mean you? :

Montalban. Friendship has blinded me, but reason
at length awakens me to honour. Protect in your
busom a daughter whose crime will stamp upon your
name a blot never to be effaced. Cover her with
caresses, though nature recoils while caressing her;
but for me, I prefer the csteem of my fellow men,
to your fruitless and dangerous benefactions. '

Rosenberg. You would not divulge the secret of
her birth?

Montalben. Should it be divalged without my par-
ticipation, in what light would 1 stand before the

T e e b e e e s s UL
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ublic? Malignity would calumniate my intentions.
hey shun me for having a daughter so guilty, bat
if another’s lips were to publish that she is your
child, I should be execrated as a mercenary wretch,
willing to traffic his sacred honour for gold., 'The
pity 1 inspire would be converted to scorm, and
ii'_log!d forfeit all claims to the protection of man-
ind. -

Rosenberg. What proofe wonld you have from
me? Express your wishes, and I will accomplish
them on t‘I‘w inatant.

BMontalban. 1have done. Follow your own reso-
lution, and I will accomplish mine. But abould
Clara perish in_disgrace, her mother become dis.
tracted in despair, you may, perhaps, when too late,
reproach yoursell with tze tragic result of your
hagty determination. After having been disgraced
by your prince for a marriage that he condemned,
should you now encounter the hate of his successor,
from the monstrous results Produced by that alliance,
you can reproach yoursell alone for all your dis-
asters. When abandoned by your friends, and hum-
bled by malignity, you will have reason toregret not
having followed the councils of a mas who has
given you so many fruitless proofs of his devotion.

Rosenberg. Ah! cease to wound a heart alread
tormented by its own sorrows. Still let us awamt
until the close of the dey. "We will again see Clars,
and make & last effort to draw the truth from her,
and should i€ not prove successful, I promise to
abandon her to your guidance.

AMfontalbun. 1 dare not trast your courage.

Rosenberg. Your presence will sustain me.

Montalban. I would be more prudent to renounce
this interview. :

Rosenberg. | have promised it at the solicitation
of the princess. :

Montalban. You can evade the promise. Hal
they come! No, ’tis de Valmore alone. Collect
yourself, lest your agifation swaken his suspicions.
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_ Enter Palmore. .

Falmore. Clara is more composed. The prin-
cess, who is unwilling te leave her for an instant, is
about to conduct her to us. -

Montalban. ‘What can you hope from another in-
terview? Why annoy her with useless questions?
If she has discoveries to make, would she have
waited until this time to justify herself?

Vahnore. This language is extraordinary from
your lips. Instead of being grateful for the interest
we manifest, you seem disposed to throw ohstacles
in our wa,y. .

Montalban, 1, signor!  Such an intention is dis-
tant from my thoughts. Still T would spare her
feelings, knowing that no good can arise from the
torture to which you would subject her.

Valmore. [ ﬁ:x:edly.? Do you assist in the exami-
nation about to take place?

Montalban. Who should interrogate her, if not
her father? L

Pulmore. [observing him.)] The princess has re-
marked that your presence—nay, tﬁe bare mention
of your name, agitates her in a manner beyond her
control.

Montalban, Qught not a daughter who has entajl- |
¢d deathless shame upon her family to shrink at the
sight of the father she has dishonoured?

Palmore. So we imagined. But that woman,
Mareelle, who appears so fondly attached to Clars,
and with whom she has lived for three months on
terms of the closest intimacy, attributes these senti-
ments to apother cause.

Rosenberg. Then there is still hope, thank heaven!

Montalban. [apart to Rosendberg.] Count, you
will betray yourself, And this cause; pray hasshe
explained it to youd

Valmore. No; hut in spite of »l1, she believes
Clara’s heart to be spotiess, and her courage beyond
all praise. ‘

ontalban. [observing Rosenberg,) Count, be
prudent, ‘The prejudice of a weak mind in favour
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of the nnfortunate. Address and hypocrisy have
secured her friendship. -

Falmore. 13 it not possible that in & moment of
confidence Clara has made her the depository of her
secret?

Montalbar. You suppose then that a secret existe?

Palmore. Should you be displeased if it were so?

Montalban. Be careful how you credit it; thouqh
heaven is my witness I woul({ abandon al) earthly
hopes to know it. )

Valmore, Why then have you all along rejected
the idea? )

Montalban. | fear to indulge in it. The disa
Eointment would be a3 severe as the first dreadful

low. But I am not astonished at your credulity.
You love Clarm. Your fatal passion has perhaps
been rekindled by her presence, and it is pamful to
hate when the heart is burning with love. - So far
from blaming your effurts, I will second them with
all my power. Endeavour to discover that inno-
cence in my daughter that I have so frequently
sought for in vain, and with transports I will bless
the hand that restores me to honour and happiness.

Valinore. The attempt shall be made.

Montalban. She comes. Interrogate her. I will
hear all without interfering; but thisis the last time,
T trust, that you will compel her to appear before
you.

Enter Euphemia, Clara, Marcelle.

[Clare adrances alowly, supported by Marcelle, Eu-
Ehemm C?recedcs them, and should have time to speak
efore Clara descends.)

Euphemia. Gentlemen, in order 1o obfain her
consent to appear again before you, I have promised
that she shall be treated with that delicacy which

her situation is entitled to. Inspire her with confi-

dence by the mildness of your 'proceedings, for it is
the only way to obtain her confession.

Ii!ontafban. [«part.] This, X hope, is my last
tl'ia ] )

Clere. O! temper with mercy the power thai my

R T R T
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misfortune has given you, and without renewing
those questions that I am resolved never to anewer,
deign 10 point out an asylum to me where 1 may
terminate in peace a life, the moraing of which pro.
mised a close less fatal. :

Valmore. Listen to me, Clara, We wish to be-
hold you receiving that homn?e and respect due to
beanty and virtue. If possible, restore you to the
world.

Clara. 1 a8k not that. Rather draw a veil as
inky as midnight between me and this world. That
would be an act of mercy; the other, punishment.

Valmore. Nay,nay. Allow me but one question.
From all that you have said, we presume that you
beheld the murderer.

Clara. Not again—O0, not agsin!

Valmore. Clara, pardon me. If you have not de-
nounced him, is it I'l:om motives of fear or affection,-
or that you could not at the time mark him suffici-
ently toestablish an accusation precise and positive?

Clara. [ Her eyes wander fromone to another, and
Jinally fizing on Montalban, she says with effort.
That’s tt—I could not. The Inst motive has kept
me gilent, -

Valmore. You are not now before inflexible judges,
who will tax as artifice the assertions of one accused
should lie be unable to establish their truth. Name
the person you suspect. Measures shall be taken to
verily this important fact, and every circumspection
used that the delicacy of the case requires.. No-
thing shall be Jivulged, unless we obtain sufficient
proaci', and then with what ardour shall I not enter
upon your defence, if we have the pood fortune to
unmask the wretch who has thrown upon you the
burthen of his crime.

Clera. Viain hope~—A rampart, impasssbie, pro-
tects him from the blow.

Rosenberg. The preater reason that he shoold not
be spared.—1f he has nothing to fear from our re-
sentment, whence arises this concern that you have
for him? '
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E:sphe;‘nfa. Reflect upon the happy change that

this confession would make in your own situation,—
In sceing another denounced, your friends would
examine the actions of his life, and the circumstances
of the crime; and though the veil of mystery in which
it is enveloped should fmve too dark for truth to
appear, still a doubt will be created {hat must re-
sult in your favour. . . .

Clara. Ah! cease fo assail me with arguments so
powerful.

Montelban. Courage my child. Al our hearts
are open to you. If there i a criminal, deliver him
without remorse to our vengeance—~Surrender him,
1 say, to the scafiuld, and return him torment for
torment,—Triumph, my child, whilst he expires
amidst tortures that justice rescrves for the guilty,
and bears to his felon prave the public execrations
he would have entailed upon you.

Clarg. Ah! horrible thought!

Marcelle, [apart.] 1lis heartlessness shocks me.
0! that I were allowed to ask her a question.

Valmore. YWhat would you ask?

Euphemia. Speak, Marcelle.

Rosenberg. Go on. [ allow you.

Montatban. What!—Count!

Rosenberg, Let her cxplain herself,

Clara, Marcelle be careful that you commit no
imprudence.

furcefle.. The wretch, then, has in your eyes a
title so sacred that you prefer your own'death 1o his
degradation? ' o

Clara. [troubled.] Marcelle!—I will speak no
more.

HMarcelle. The thing is plain.. You are innocent;
you have said so, and your tears attest it, Still the
crime was comnmitted,—vyou heheld the assassin, and
rather than name him, heroically submit to the worst
conjectures. So fearful a sacrifice could only be
proinpted by the strong feclings which nature or
profound love implants in a magrnimous heart, and

VOL. IL~=12 .
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1 see here but two persons upon whom that suspi-
cion could rest.

Palmore. What a strange supposition,

Montalban. Urge no farther Sns audacity and im-
prudence.

- Bfarcelle. "'Why this passion.—Be cautious.—
True, I have been guilty of presumption, but I have
not accused you.

Clara. Marcelle, excess of friendship carries you
too far~——Imitate my reserve, and cease to bring in
question those who have suffered already too much
by my misfortune.

Marcelle. Yes, doubtless, here is one who has suf-
fered, and has reason to grieve—[ pointing at Val-
more. T~ But the other 13 a monster who deserves
to be strangled.

Euphemia. What lanpuage!

Montalban, Count, will you oot impose silence
on that slanderous woman.

Marcelle. Do you wish it>—DBut the count has
allowed me to speak, and X will speak in spite of

ot .

Clura. You can affirm nothing.—Your conjectures
are false, fearfully falsel—It is useless to propagate
the error by which you are deluded.~1 protest
agaigst alt that you have said-—all you have conjec-
tured.

Marcelle. Holynature! and yet bis lips were sealed
in the midst ol your fiery trial’—1 cannot bear the
itlea of ¢rime triumphing over persecuted virtue.—
You beheld the crintinal—youn recognised him, and
though nature may prevent you from breathing his

_name, there is nothing to compel me to that gene-

rous silence.
Rosenberg. Well.
Euphemia. Go on,
Va;more. Do you know the wretch?
Marcelle. [Pointing at Montalban.] Behold him
there! -
Euphemia. Her father! -
Montulbar. What madness!
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Valmors. Have you any proofs! :

Clara. Proofs!~—0! ng, she has no proofs!—And
you would not credit such & charge as this without
the clearest proof.

BMarcelle. She herself told me that she was going
te embrace your child when she recognised the mon-
ster who preceded her into the apartment. Sur-
prised ang trembling, she concealed herself, and
was not apprised of ﬁis crime, until she beheld the
bloody dagzer which he threw upon her without be-
ing aware of her presence. y

Rosenberg., What new light is this that breaks
wpon me! :

Clara. {with energy.) X deny it all.—~These are
mere svspicions, vague, unsubstantisted, and before
you oll I deny the guilty imputation.

Rosenberg. Courageous girl! I now divine the
motive that influences your magnanimous conduct.

Clara. [ Vit increased energy.] No,—1 say to
you, they accuse him wrongfully~—He is innocent.—
Come my father~—Let us quit this place, and seek
an asylum where calumny cannot reach us.—Come,
come! You have a daughter still.—{ Leads Montal-
ban aw(:g.]

Rosenberg. Hold!—Guarde arrest him.

Euter Guards, Peter and Vasaale,

Montalban. What! Count, are you aware what
you are about to do?—Arrested!

Rosenberg, Think how to defend yourself.—Clara,
approach, : '

Clara. I remain with my father. His fate is
mine.

Roeenberg. I sce it all—It is to the sacred title
Montalban bears, that you would immolate yourself
so penerously. Satisfy me of your innocence, and
I will instantly prove to you that he is mot your
father. :

Clara. Gracious heavens! not my father!

Valmore. What do 1 hear!

Montalban. [apart.] I am lost!
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Rosenberg. (takes Claras hand.] O! Clars, cease
to appear criminal from excess of virtue. Behold
the contending feelings by which my bosom is agi-
fated.—Witness these tearse—'l‘heirim ntain is both
joy and grief.—8till if you doubt my transports are
sincere, turn to your fond mother’s arms, and there
full'f enjoy the blessing that has so long been with-
held from you.

Clara. My mother! Do ¥ dream! My mother!?

FBuphemia, Count, what fabrication ia this?

Rosenberg. No, madam. Behold your child,
whom I was about to sacrifice to the miserable pride
that {yrannizes over man. But, innocent or guilty,
she is ours, and as such must be acknowledged to

-the world.

. thl'fumia. {embracing Clara.] Unlooked for hap-
iness!

Montalban. [apart.] The thunderbolt hns fallen!

Clara. {embraces Rosenberg.] O, my father!—
And he, for whom I have endured so much! 0!
away!

elmore. Wretched villain!

Clara., Yes, Valmore, beliold the murderer of
Julian?!

Valmore. Hell has not suflficient tortures to punish
you for your wicked deeds.

Montalban. Spare me your fruiticss reproaches,
I might, by a positive dental, prolong my life, and

rhaps escape the punishment that awaits me.

ut what is existence in a world like this! Desth
is preferable, and I approach his reeking altar with.
out fear. The heroic conduct of that virtuous girl
has awzkened feelings that have long been buried,
and tiendlike as I have been, I will vet make one
sacrifice to virtue. ¥ am the criminal!

Valnore. VWhat motive could impel you to sucha -
deed?
- Monlalbun. A motive, capable of rending ever
human tie asunder, and for which man will forfeit
even his inheritance in hcavep—avarice! I it
astonishing that the lowly and the oppressed shonlid
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ield to its allurements, when we behold the high-

i and the prosperous its votaries and its victims?
Clara’s father had promised me a liberal recompense
if 1 should effect a union between you and his
daughter. One cbstacle interposed,—a fatal one to
his views,~—and ! removed it, believing that by one
blow 1 should become disenthralled from the hea
load an oppressive world had heaped upon me.
have done—lead me to my prison,

(Led off by guarde,

Eupkemia. 0, my child! The mystery is at last
unveiled that ro long deprived us of each other’s
love.

Polmore. Noble minded Clara! ‘What mortal
could believe himeelf worthy of possessing a heart
such as yours! .

Rosenberg. We have found him, Valmore, and
when we have restored this courageous victim of
error, we promise not to dispose of her without first
consulting you, Geed Marcelle, you shall never
quit my daughter; her happiness and mine are
owing to your friendship. o vassals} And you,
my fnends, recognise in Clara the child of your be-
nefactress, and participate in the happiness of a
father, who offers you in this virtuous pledge of his

love, a heart to solace you in your mistortunes.
{The Curtain falls.

b
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A TALE OF HARD SCRABBLE.

""Believe it, there's ne’er a mistress in the world
Can mislike it.”
Cynthia's Repels.

Tux sttorney and the apothecary, by prescriptive
right, belong to the aristocracy of every village;—
by aristocracy is meant that class of the commuaity
who live by doing nothing—a laborious kind of life,
certainly, and by no means profitable, still many
adopt it of choice, and believe 1t conclusive evidence .
of their gentility, iv spite of & seedy coat and pock-
ets to let.

There is & little village called Hard Scrabble,
somewhere is New Jersey—true, several places in
that state are justly entit(d to the same cognomen,
but, in order to prevent all geographical mistakes, the
Hard Scrabble referred to frouts upon the Atlantic,
while behind extends the deserts ot Arabia in liitle,
and i3 justly celebrated for blue-fish and oysters,
white sand and black mosquitoes; all of which are
considercd staple coinmodities, except the laat.

There is scarcely a spear of grass growing for
many miles around Hard Scrabble. It is so barren
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that & whip-poor-will would not By over it, and it ia
on record that a flock of crows, in making the
attempt, fell dead when they spied out the nakedness
of the land. Notwithstandingall this, it is a place of
. resort in the sunimer season, by such as imagine that
they can find pleasure in any other place than their
own homes. It is astonishing how much privation
and annoyance some people can undergo, if it be
only christened by the name of pleasure,
ur village, like every other villege, could boast *

of an atftorney and apothecary, and if the fact of
doing nothing be & legitimate claim to aristocracy,
their caste was an elevated one, for Capias, the attor-
ney, had not issued a writ for a twelve-month, and
the same length of time had elapsed since death had
released the last patient of little T?lPioca by writ of
habeas corpus—still our worthies did not espond.
Hope feeds her votaries on the chamelion®s dish; &
rattle is sufficient to amuse us through life, and if
we' unfortunately break the toy, and discover the
tinsel of which it is coniposed, we sit downand weep
like children.

It would have been a handsome speculation to
have purchased our village worthies gt their real

“value, and to have sold them again for what they
imagined they were worth. 'They were on excellent
terms with themselves, were both bachelors, and
looked forward to the day when Hymen and For-
tune would combine to meke them happy. The
non-productives, whenever abandoned by d{a latter,
have implicit farth in Hymen working ‘miracies in
their favour. Every prudent man should have two
strings to his bow, and the ladies say it is not amiss
to have two beaux to your string.

Hard Scrabble, as already observed, was resorted
to in the summer season, by those who fancied that
mosquito phlebotomy would benefit their health, and
while the other watering places were as crowded
aud uncomfor{able as the Black Hole of Calcutts,
the few who visited here had ample room to battle
with the swarms of iosects that every breeze from
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the sea brought upon them. This is no small ad.
vantage to those who object o being bitten, and do
not consider the meonotonous hum olshis little trum-
lﬁf’ 23 one of the pleasures of a watering place.

¢ sting of a mosquito may be compared to clives,
tomatoes, #nd the condiments used in French cook-
ery—we must be accustomed to them before they
become palatable, and a man must be stung very
often by a mosquito before he likes it

Miss Deborah Nightshade visited Hard Scrabble
for the benefit of her health, 1t was so retired, and
there was such & delightful view of gray sand all
around, particularly when the sun was Eating on if,
and it was so charmingly romantic to see the fisher-
men and the wreckers &t their labour, and the sea-
breeze was s0 bracing even in the dog-days, that
Miss Nighishade felt convinced that her health
would be specdily reinstated and her beauty reno-
vated. The latter is seldom the work of time.

Miss Nightshade belonged to that mach-injured
class of society, in vulgar parlance styled old maida.
Having refused, according to her own account, six
advantageous offers, in the bloom of youth &nd
beauty, she ultimately found herself on the wro:
side of matrimony, and reluctantly despaired o
ever warming her chilled bosom at the torch of
Hymen, TFor a few years it was her sole delight to
retate to her friends her former conquests; and &
Elow. something of & brickdust hue, would return to

er withered cheeks, when she dwelt upon the entire

control she at one time had over her heart-stricken
admirers—Hac est vivere bis,” says Martial, but as
this, by continual repetition, gradually ceased to af-
ford gratification, Miss Deborah sought for amusement
in censuring the imprudence gnd tmmodesty of the
belles of the present age. By this fime she bad
purchased a pair of spectacles, and consequently
very few follies of this nature passed under her
nose without the closest observation. Whena cynic,
in gpite of his satire and reproof, observes sll around
him enjoying their pleasures, without showing any

A o — et i . e n A & B b r
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disposition to mend their follies, he svon becomes
weary of growling, and though his disguat is height-
ened by having Been treated with indifference, he
swallows his spleen, and suffers the world to work
its own salvation. After Miss Deborsh had ceased
to take any amuscinent in censuring the foibles of
the rising generetion, finding she had but little grati.
fication In society, she fancied that there would be
a pleasure skill remaining, if she could only appear
the most miscrable meinber of it. She was net
peculiar in this particular,

The aivival of Miss Nigzhtshade created quite &
sensation in Hard Secrabble. 'True there was no
military parade, discharge of ordnance, nor was she
invited to a public dinner by the functionaries of the
village, in conformity with the fashion of the dey on
great occasions; still there was neither man, woman,
nor child in Hard Scrabble who was not full of the
important arrival, within ten minutes after its faking
place. Itigastonishing how rapidly news circulates
in a village.

Among those who felt most deeply interested in
the new comer were Counsellor Capias and Dr.
Tapioca. The former was moved thercunto 2s he
prided himself upon being a man of gallantry, the
cock of the village, and the lady would naturally
expect numberless littie attentions which he alone
was calculated to perform; while on the other hand
the apothecary looked forward to having a profitable

tient, for he already heard that the lady was an
invalid, and had visited that distinguished watering
place, lard Scrablle, for the béncfit of her health.

Miss Nightshade imagined hersell afflicted with
more complaints than physiologirts have touched
upon, and she protested that her feelings were, at
times, such ay were not to be paralleled by those of
any cascon record.  Her physicians were amazingly
puzzled. They avoided naming any dJisease in her
presence, as she was sure to have it the next day,
though she was systematic in appropriating a day to
each disorder, and was careful not o have two com.
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plaints at the same time, lest the shock should be
too violent for her constitution, Mondsys she ap-
propriated to the rheumatism, Tuesdays to palpita-
tion of the heart, Wednesdays to the ague, ‘Thurs-
days to dyspepsia, and so on throughout the week,
by which prudent arrangement she grestly facilitated

e practice of her medical advisers, who usually
prescribed, in all cases,

k. l;ani? micar. 3ss.
. fontan,
M? . pil. x.“u‘
Sumat, 1, pro re natl
Which hieroglyphics Champollion, after intense sta-
fhy, has deciphered to mean neither more nor less

au ten pills made up of bread and pure waler, a
medicine fully as efficacious as Dr. Last’s chalk and
vinegar, which if it could do no good, could do ne
harm. Strange it is that the acience of medicine
should be so mystified as to give a frightful aspect
even to the staft’ of life,

Such being the constitution of Miss Nightshade,
she was no sooner warm in her chamber at Hard
Scrabble than she inade inquiry for the physician of
the village. Dut our watering place, in one respect,
resembled Gilead, “sthere was no physician there,”’
and accordingly little Tapioca was summoned to
her bedside as the most available succedaneum in
the emergency. His heart dilated with hope as he
seized his ivory-headed cane to visit his new patient,
and he felt satisfied that there was no place that held
out such encouragement to & young practitioner as
Hard Scrabble. e had on ¥ been ten years in
practice, and alread‘r had had ten patients, without
including the parson’s cow.

He patd his firat visit on Monday, and accordingl
found Lis patient labouring under a violent attac{
of fancied rheumatism, in ?murly expectation of her
npproaching dissolution. A short time before his
arrival, as ier nurse was assisting her to rise, the old
lady, groaning mwost piteously, exclaimed, “Gently,
gently, I beseech you;—do you think I am made of

NS L .- e
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iron !—be careful how you touch that arm,—Oh! it
will certainly drop off with pain-—dear me, unless |
obtain relief very soon, I cannot last much longer,”
with a hundred similar exclamations; but they sue-
ceeded in supporting her to a sofa, into which she
fell, exhausted with pain and weakness. Her tem-
ples were immediate?y bathed, smelling bottles ap-
plied, and the house was in a bustle from the garret
down to the cellar. The cockles of Miss Night-
shade’s heart warmed as she beheld the anxiety of
all around her. She had not remained long in this
happy situation, before Tapioca was announced as
ascending the staircase. What was to be done in
this emergency? Scarcely half drest,—her clothes
had been opened during {er fainting fit,—~and too
weak to reach the bed, if they had tine to support
her to it-—must she be detected in this dishabille?
Maiden modesty forbid. She rose from the sofa,
made but one spring, and “swift as Camilla over the
bending corn,” she regained the bed, huddled her-
self beneath the covering, and overturned the old
nurse in her rapid passage. When Tapioca entered,
the fainting scene was again enacted with considera-
ble effect, and after applying every remedy, appa-
vently to little purpose, he left her, with a doleful
countenance ang an ominous shake of the head,
Our disciple of Galen had no seoner departed than
his patient recovered sufficiently to give instructions
to her nurse. “To-morrow she said. I feel that [
shafl be deprived of the use of speech, and yon must
relate particularly the different stages of my sick.
ness ta the Doctor, that he may be enabled {o treat
my case corvectly.’”” Here followed a long and mi-
nute statement-—at such an hour she was taken with
a viclent chill, which was succeeded lg a ragin,
fever—after 1ying in a delirious state for three hours,
she fell into a short and restless sleep, and awoke
with the most excruciating head-ache——and much
more, of a similar nature, which occupied the old
nurse the whole afterncon to comuit to memory.
The first person that Tapioca met when he
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emerged into the slreet was his friend Capias, to
whom he related all that had transpired, and was
full of golder drecams as to the future. He looked
upon his palient as the true Eldoradoe, and he as-
sumed an air of superiority over the bricfless attor-
ney, which did not escape his notice, and it mortified
his pride. How strangely constituted is the wmind
of man!—The one was clated at the prospect of
physicking an old woman to death, and l?ad already
reached the zenith of his ambition, while the other
was sunk to the nadir of despondency for the lack
of an opportunity of presccuting some poor devil for
robbing a hen.roost.—A cause like that, ye Gods!
would lave enabled him to eclipse the reputation of
Cicero and Demosthenes, and though the Jury might
sleep and the judges snore, still fame, with her
brazen trump would blow a blast that would be
heard even to the four corners of Hard Scrabble,—
And what is lile witheut fame?

Poor Capias was in fhe slough of deapond s he
contemplated the air of imnportance assuined by his
friend the apothecary; for as long as they continued
upon the same fuoting, he considered himself at the
head of the village; true, he maintained but a divided
empire, but now his rivat had fearfully outstripped
lim in the race for glory, and the consequeuces
were fo be deprecated.” Morcover Tapioca ?timse]f
had wnilergone an alarming metamorphosis.  He
was no lenger the slouchy, quicscent creature, will.
ing to yield his opinions to the dogmatisms of his
fricndl Capias.  On the contrary, e felt his import-
ance and was determined that others should feel it
alse; he accordingly pulled up his fiill, drew his hat
wver his forcheud, applied the ivory head of his cane
te his nose, and paraded tie mmn strect of Hard
Scrabble for two hours, knee deep in sand, and over
head and ears in 2 brown study,—The dogs barked
at him, the vagzed urchins followed in his wake,
and the old women threw up their arms in amaze.
ment, still the apothecary stalked on, and felt him.
self like Setkirk, ¢sthe monarch of al} he surveyed.”
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Capiss watched his movement, for one hour, and
finally, overpowered by his feelings, shut himself up

in his office, and dropped into his arm chair the pic- )

ture of incurable despair.

It is said that the night is darkest as the morn
approaches, and so it proved to the desponding xt-
torney, for just a3 he had concluded to pull up stakes
and abandon Hard Scrabble for ever to the victori-
ous Tapioca, he was awakened from his gloomy re-
flections by a violent knock at the door, and on
opening it a messenger from Miss Nightshade stood
before him, with & sammons to appear in her pre-
sence without delay.—It was sometime before the
attorney recovered sufficiently from his astonish-
ment to demand the nature of the lady’s business

“She wishes to employ you professionally,” said
the messenger.

«Ha! What! How!”—cjaculated the atiorney.
It had been 50 long since the poor fellow had been
employed professionally that he had slmost forgot
the meaning of the phrase.

«“She wants you to draw up her will,”? continued
the other, *for she thinks she is agoing fo die.”

“Make her willl-——Going to die!—I knew how it
would be when she called 1n that d—d cow doctor
Tapioca.—He’ not fit to physic & pig with the
measles.””

Tapioca was still wading through the sand, with
hiis cane applicd to lia nose, unconscious of the illi-
beral remarks of hia friend the attorney.—The mes-
senger proposed informing hitn of the desperale state
of his patient, but Capias objected, protesting that a
secoudp visit fron the apothecary would effectnally
supercede the necesaily of his awn services, for be
inoked upon him as Death’s catch-pole, thatin every
pill and potion was & Capias ad respondendum, from
which there was not even a temporary escape by eny
species of bail or mainprize. How a single drop of
envy will curdle & whole pail full of the milk of
human Kindness! .

¥oL. 1113




146 - A TALE OF HARD SCRAPDLE. ~

The attorney took from his shelf a book of forms,
and a quire of paper, then cocking his hat fiercely,
and assuming an air of pravity, becomin%la man of
business, he proceeded to the dwelling of his client,
and as he passed his triumphant rival, he did not
even condescend to bestow 2 look of recognifion
upon him.~Tapioca checked his perambulation, and
with amazement beheld the attorney enter the resi-
dence of his patient, and though he had been plum-
ing himself for the last two hours, it was now a dif-
ficult matter for him to conceal the white feather.

Capias was solemnly ushered into the chamber of
the invalid, and introduced to her, bolstered up in
an easy chair, an old nurse refreshing her ollactories
with a bottle of hartshorn.—Prelininaries being set-
tled, the attorncy seated hinself at a table, spread
his papers, and commenced taking down the heads
of the instrument. ,

“This is a solemn business, Mr. Capias,” ob-
served Miss Nightshade, in a faint voice.

*“Very, madam, but one which it is the duty of us
all to perform sooner or later. Now for my part 1
regularly make my will on the Sist day of {)ecem—
ber.—1I settle up my affairs, and am always prepared
at & moment’s warning, Lile is uncertain.”

«Then you do not tﬁink, Mr. Capias, that making
one’s will, is likely to hasten one’s death?”

A vulgar error, madam—On the contrary, it is
calculated te rencw our lease—I inay call it our
lease for life, for we are all nothing more than mere
tenants for life, here; no fee simple;——an estate tail
with remainder to the worms. Making one’s will is
calculated to tranquillize the mind, and there is
nothing so conducive to long life as a tranquil mind.
Mens conscia recti—as the poet says—you under-
stand, madain,

“1Well the thoughts of making my will always
shattered my nerves to that degree!~Nurse, that
battle of salts~—But since it must be done-—and’you
are sure it will not hasten my eml, Mr. Capiagi—

“Positive. Ten years apv, old gquire Polywog
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wes considered in arficulo mortis, and T was sent
for post-haste to make his will. Now the squire
wag & bachelor, and when he came to look over the
large estate he was about to bequeath to a parcel of
thankless relatives, who wished%im out of the way,
he protested that it would be very disagreeable to
die under such circumstances, se he plucked up
courage, pulled off his night cap, got out of bed, got
married, lived like an emperor, spent his estate, and
inundated Hard Scrabble with a shoal of tittle Poly-
WO L

'%, shocking ! exclaimed Miass Nightshade, “you
do¢ not mean to recommend the same course of con-
duct to me, Mr. Capias??

““Much better than dying, madam,” responded the
- aitorney, bowing, ‘and & safer remedy than taking
‘Tapioca’s physic.”

*Dear, v.rear, I should never live to go through
with it!—Some hartshern, nurse.—"The bare jdes
shocks my nervous system to-that degree!—You
can't think, Mr, Capias!”—

The nurse bathed her temples, applied the salts
to her nosirils, and the invalid finally recovered suf-
ficiently to give Capias the heads of the manner in
which she wished to dispose of her worldly posaes-
sions, as follows:—

**To my brother Jeroboam, and his heirs, Mr.
Capias, I zive all my farm in Crane Neck Valley.
It was gl:xe family homestead, end it is but riglt
that brother Jerry should have it, as he is my elder
brother.?

“Perfectly right”—responded Capias, making
memorandum. *“We do not pay sufficient reganl
to the continuance of old families among us. Yew
are so fortunate as to survive two penerations.—
YWhat shall Crane Neck farm be rated at, madam#”

“Ten thousand dollars,” replied Miss Deborah,
refreshing her drooping spirits with the hartshorn,
*It has been valued at twelve thousand, but as Jer-
ry is a favourite brother, put it at ten.”

“Yery well, madam, pray proceed.”
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«Hia little soun Joktan, I should like to provide
for, dear little cherubl~—the hartshorn nurse—so I
will give him the graxing meadows in Muck Slush
Swamp; they may be a handsome estate by the time
he comes o el ~

+Suflicient, no doubt, madam, to keep him from
being awamped in this dirty world,” responded Ca-
pias, noting little Joktan’s tegacy.

“Women, you know, Mr, Capisg, are always im-
posed upon in the maragement of real estste, so X
will give all my stock in the five per cents. to my
dear sister Lucretia,” : '

++Al] the stock in the five per cents.”—muttered
Capias, writing-—*How much, madam!*?

*“Only cight thousand dollars,” replied the other,

 with a sigh of regret that it was not more.

“Only eight thousand! what an eternity of prac-
tice in Hard Scrabble!” ejaculated the attorney.

'The invalid proceeded to make handsome bequests
to uncles and aunts, nephews and nieces, and con-
cluded by nominating the favourite little Joktan as
residuary legatee, by which time she was completely
exhausted by the exertion, and Capias withdrew. teo
put the instrument in form, but not before he had
received instructions to have it ready to be executed
the fullowing dey.

Capias on the way to his office encountered hia
friend Tapioce still standing in the same position an
when they last parted. His curiosity was wrought
to the pitch of agony to ascertain what business the
attorney could possibly have had with his patient.
But that he had business was evident, for he waded
through the sand with an unusual swell, his law
book in one hand, and ostentatiously displaying the
rall of paper in the other.—The children ran away,
abashed, and even the whiffets were afraid to bark
at him. ‘Tapioca followed in his wake, as crest fallen
and dejected as Rolla when kneeling to the haughty
Spaniard. Capias entered his office and the apothe-
cary followed,

Adversity is s2id to be the school of virtues but
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this is questionable; for in some minds the worst
feelings take deepest root when fortune frowns, like
poisonous weeds that become more rank in the shade,
while in the sunshine of prosperity Howers alone
would bud and blossom in the same soil.—When a
man is on good terms with himself he usually looks
with an eye of complacency upon the whole world,
and so it was with Ba ias. Finding himself in the
ascendent, the bitter t}t:elin that had annoyed him
a few hours before were no longer remembered, and’
he looked upon his rival with a smile of complacency,
at the same time assuming a sort of patronizing air—
Thia conslant siming at superiority is happily illus-
trated in one of S?xerida.n’s comedies, where an
ervand boi' having been cuffed by the footman, ex-
claims *Master kicks Tag, Tag kicks me, and I’il
Eo kick the dog."—He is & poor devil indeed who
a8 not even & cTog to kick. :

Tapioca encouraged by the smile aforesaid, ven-
tured to ask in a faltening voice, what it was had
called him to Miss Nightshade’s lodgings.

“I Professionsl business,’? replied Capias, pomp-
ousiy.

"{rejoice 1o hear it”—that was a white lie.—<0f
what nature, pray? -

“To make the old lady’s will.—8he already
smokes that you are not a regular practitioner and
she thinks it well to be prepared for the worst.”

“Bless my soull You did not hint at such a
thing$”

«Dr, Tapioca you must be aware that I am supe.
rior to such & pitiful act of treachery~—You are my
friend, and to prove that { think you so, I will let
you into a secret.” .

“A secret! I am all impatience.®

*You have read of the mines of Peru?” said Ca-
pias, with an air of mystery.

“I have.”

“You bave xlso heard of the polden fleece of
Jasoni”?

*Certainly,”

13
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1¢And of Sinbad’s cavern of diamonds?*

o] have read of that alao.”

*I'hen, my dear fellow, ﬁmu will be astonished,”
continued Capias, tapping him gently on the shoul-
der, “*when I inform you that the wealth of all these
is united in that old woman. Zounds, man, she’s
the only true philosopher’s stone.”

«I am amazed! But how do you know all thisp?

“How do I know? I am her legal adviser, and
we gentlemen of the law are entrusted with import-
ant secrets at times. See here,’* he continued, spread-
ing open the sheet of memoranda he had taken, as
deliberately as if he had been ol;::ning Pandora’s
box—+'See here is abrief outline of her possessions.”

Tapioca cast his eye over the several bequests,
and ejaculated, with uplified hands, "*Bless my
goul ! ' :

#Now answer me one queslion, upon the honour
of a medical man,” continued Capint—-+Is she seri-
ously ill{” .

“Ye .,’

«What is her complainti”

“Can’t say—all sorts—a complication of disor-
ders; sometimes one, sometimes another,”™

“You are of opinion she can’t last long#>?

**A month at farthest.” .

«You are her physician, and no doubt will see
your prediction venfied. Now, my friend, I have
another secret to impart. 1 have been a long time
at the bar, and wish to retire from practice.”

“That would be repaying practice in its own
coin,” replied the apothecary, with a sardonic grin.

“You may laugh, sir, but there’s no joke in that,”
continued the other, gravely. <Businessis becomin
too fatiguing, and it is time that I should thiuk o
gettling myself comfortably for life. I have an idea
of making the old lady Mrs. Capias.”

“And at the same time making yourself comforta-
ble with the golden fleece”” '

“Precisely so. 1shall then, my dear friend, leave
to you the undivided throne of Hard Scrabble, and
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retive to my plantation in Crane Neck Valley; and
while I sink into the obacurity of private life, I
must endeavour to console myself with the ten
thousand .in the five per cents., brother Jerry®s con-
sternation, and little Joktan’s residuary legacy.
What think you of my plan?”

4 Ad mirabﬂ:! nothing could be better.”

“Do what you can to forward it, and we shall
have rare sport, snipe shooting in Muck Slush mea-
duws. I know you are fond of snipe shooting.”

«Always was.”

. ¢l 2in to see her to-morrow, at foor o’clock, with
the will, and I shall change her thoughts from death,
or my tongue has lost the power of persuasion.
Now go, and let me finish the will. Business, you
know, is paramount to all other considerations.

“Certainly. "To-morrow at four?”?

*At four precisely, I shall make an openiug into
the mines of Peru.’ .

“And bear off the Hesperian fruit, in spite of the
draron,’* said Tapiocca.

“'i)ragon and arl," tdded Capias, as Tapioca left
the office, and the attorney commenced the last will
and testament of Miss Nightshade.

The following day, about two o’clock, Tapioca
was seen slowly walking along the street of Hard

Scrabble towards the lodg ings of his patient, in deep -

thought, with his ivory-headed cane applied to his
thin proboscis, The reader is already aware that
Miss Deborah had foreiold that at this time she
would be specchless, and a.ccordingﬁy she lay in
state, as mute as-an oyster awaiting the tide, at the
same time enjoying the commiseration of the village
gossips, who had assembled on the momentous occa-
sion. This is a custom which regular practitioners
prutest against, as the incessant clatter which half a
dozen old women necessarily must occasion, is con-
sidered even more injurious to the patient than the
ph{sic which the established routine of science com-
pels him to swallow. )

The windows were all darkened, and not & word
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was spoken shove a whisper, although the conclave
was composed of the most loquacious gossips of
Hard Scrabble. DBut then the whisper was as un-
broken as the hum in a bee-hive, when its inmates
are preparing o swarm. ‘The invalid overheard .
their whispering with inwerd satisfaction, and slily
witched their motions without the apprehension of
being scen, as the bed curtains were carefully closed
to prevent the light from incommoding her.

t length Tapioca arrived. On passing the thresh-
hold, his under jaw suddenty fell, his cadaverous
countenance became distended, and he assumed the
mock solemnity of a verger at the head of a funeral
precession. He approached the bed, felt the patient’s
pulse, and after a few significant interjections, such
as, hum! ha! delightful pulse! moist skin! changes
for the better, &e. he seated himaelf and inquired
of the nurse the progress of the complaint since his
last visit, as he found it impossible to elicit an
answer from Miss Deborah. '};'(!)'ne oid nuree began
her story:—

“:She was taken with a fever, sir, shortly after
you Jeft her,”

« A chill, a chill you mean,” exclaimed Miss Debo-
rah, petalantly.

«*True, true, ] remember now. She was taken

- with & violent chill, which was succeeded by a raging
fever.”

«That’s righ!,” interrupted the specchless patient,
at the same fime raising herself upon her elbow, to
attend to the interesting relation.

«She then fell into & restless sleep,” continued
the nurse.

*Not 50,” cried the old maid, “your memory is
very treacherous. After lyingin a delirious state—"

“Oh! yes, that’s it. After lying in & delirions ~
state for three hours, she awoke with the most ex-
cruciating head-ache.”

“No, no—you_stupid old what’s to become
of the restless slee g Get out of the room, and I
will relate it to the doctor myself, although the exer-
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tion may occasion & relapse;”—which she accord-
ingly did, in a narration interspersed with a few
interesting episodes, which occupied a full hour.
‘[apicca histened like a lineal descendant of Job,
occasionally throwinz in a “hum,’ or a *ha!”? by
way of keeping up the dialogue, or enlivening the
cunversation. )
‘When the invalid had finished, the gossips began

to deplore the state of the sick woman, and to ex.-

press their doubts ns to the propriety of the course
of trentment the apothecary had adopted.  One con-
tended that the medicine ?e had prescribed was too
active for her feeble system, and that 2 second dose
would be the death of her.  Another was positive
that there was marcury in the pills, and there was
nothing worse in cascs [ike the present than mar
pilts. A third had lost her husband in two hours
after taking » dose of pills, and she could never
abide the sight of a pill since, for they were all rank
pisen.  She put on her speclacles, opened the box,
and protested that they were the same pisenous thin
that her husband had taken, for they locked as mug
alike a3 two peas. Miss Nightshade herself, besought
“Tapioca not to prescribe any more of those pills, for

they bad occastoned such vielent spasms that she -

was cerfain she could not survive a return of her
sufferings. Tapinca was astounded; for in com-
pounding the pills he had most scrupulously follow
cd the mystical recipe already adverted to, with {he
addition of a little liguorice powder, in order to give
his boluses of bread a legitimate aspect.

Seeing the practitioner confounded, the gossips
benevolently undertook to prescribe for the patient
themaselves.  One was certain she could cure her,
and was for <drenching her with yarb tea, for her
complaint lay on her énnards and should be brought
out by presperation thgough the pores.  Another
thought the complaint was narvous, and that the
patient should have nourshing food, so she recom-
mended clam soup, for every body knows there’s
nothing so strengthening as clam soup; and the oid
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lady with the spectacles, who had peeped into the
pill box, was pesitive it was a fit of the agy, and
there was nothing better for the agy than brandy and
black pepper. She had cured even the dumb agy
with aix doses, when the patient had become too
lazy even to shake. Another old woman contended
that it was the cholera, and she was for applying
bags of hot sand to the patient’s stomach, and inject-
ing her vcins with boiling sea water. This, she con-
tended, was the most approved and speedy method
of relieving the patient, and that the experiment
might be made without expense, as Hard Scrabble
abounded with both the remedies.

When doctors disagree, then comes the tug of
war. 'We occasionally see whole colleges of physi-
cians going to logmerheads about matters of as little
imporiance as herb fea, clam soup, brandy and
[;Zﬁp]e&*, and hot sand and salt water, and then we

0 :

Corruptivn boil and bubble
Till it o'errun the stew,

and peace is not to be restored until the advocate of
herb tea is dethroned, and he of the clam soup y
elevated to his place; and as the lights of true
science become more effulgent, we behold the clam
soup champion, in his turn, “whistled down the
wind, to bray at fortune,” while the triumphant
champion of hot sand and salt water mounts the
throne, and, flushed with victory, “cries havoc, and
let’s slip the dogs of war.”  All things in this mun-
dane sphere are subject to the mutations of fashion,
and he is indeed a skilful iicentiate, and beyond
reproach, who makes it his business to dispose of
alrhis patients in the most recent and fashionable
manner, without distinction of ies. It would
be exceedingly mortifying to the humblest and best-
tempered man in the worhl: te be slovenly despatch.
ed by phlebatomy, at a season whea blistering is all
the rage. )

The practitioners of Hard Scrabble, after voting,
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neqt. con., that Tapioca would kill his patient, if he
continued {o administer the active remedies he had
resorted to, commenced dissertations on the virtues
of herb tea, clam soup, &c. each advocating her
favourite panacea, with that zeat peculiar to village
matrons who have brooded over one cherighed ides,
undil it stands ss prominent and fixed in the waste
of mind ag Chimborazo in the map of South Ame-
rica.  As they were all talkers and’no listeners, the
Jjargon seon became a3 deafening as was the confu-
sion of tongues at the building of Babel. Tapioca
looked on in silent amazement, while his patient
peeped from behind the curtains and evidentlg enjog-
ed the cominotion her case had occasioned. The
disputants, finding words to be weak weapons, having
thoroughg rung the changes upon yard. tea, clam
soup, and salt water, finally fell to ;])ull'mg each
other’s caps, when Tapioca thought it high time to
interfere, and endeavour to dislxlge the invaders,
which he succeeded in doing, but not until the skirt
of his coat, and his cnormous fiill, had received
tristful tokens cf the fierceness of the struggle.
Disciples of the healing art in a village have much
to encounter from rivals of this description.

Qur hero, having possession of the field, sdjusted
his discomfitted apparel, then seated himself beside
the bed to tranquillize the agitated nerves of hix

tient, and in order to pruwduce this result, took her -
1and and gave it a gentle squeeze, at the same time
lovking as tender! K as the Macedonian upon Statirs, *
or Antony upun the crocodile of - the Nile, True,
this was a strange prescription for excited nerves,
but we all know that country apothecaries occasion-
ally administer a wrong medicine, still as the present
did not appear to be disngreeable, and was perfectly
harmless, the mistake was excusable. Like 2 cau-
tious practitioner, he close:‘y watched the effects,
and finding the symptoms favourable, he repeated
the dose, which actetf as a charm, aud like Othello,
“upon that hint he spake.”

“F understand your system, radam, thoroughly,
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and take my word for it, there is but one remedy
can restore you.” .

«And what is that, doctori”?

«Matrimony, madam,” he replied, in a tone of
decision that would have becoine Esculapius him. -
self-—“Matrimony is a radical cure.”

+Do not mention it. The bare idea shocks my
nerves to that deggree you canuot think??  She cov-
ered her face, to conceal her confusion, or rather
that she might eppear to be confused.

It is the only prescription that will avail, I assure
you,” he continued, gravely-—You might swallow
my whole shop, madam, and still not recover. ‘There
i3 more virtue in matrimony than in antimony,
though-at times they operate in the same manner—a
little nausea, which tends to keep up a wholesome
excitement, and renews the enerjnes of life.”

“Mr., Capias hinted at something of the kind,”
replied Miss Nightshade, in a bashful tone.

“He did! And what does that pettifogger know
about the healingact?  An impudent fortune-hunter,
and so poverty-stricken that even Lazarus himself
wauld blush to claim kindred with him.”

“A fortune-hunter! You shock me!”

A desperate fortune-lunier, madam, and I assure
you, on the hanour of a medicel man, that he has
already fixed his eye upon the farm in Crane Neck
Valley, and little Joktan’s legacy.”

“Dear little Joktan!~—And could he be so0 cruel
as to deprive the poor child of its inheritance?”

“Furtune-hunters have no more bowels than a
chameleon; maoreover he’s an attorney, a dull and
muddy mettled rascal,” who manages to keep body
and soul together by shooling smipe and catching
oysters, which he calls practising law.~—~You know
him now, madam, so be on your guard.”

«1t is to he deplored that such are suifered fo
go at large and prey upon the credulous and unsus-
pecting,” said Miss Deborah, with a sigh.

“Greatly to be deplored,” responﬁed Tapioca
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vely, “for if there is any thing L heartily despise
ﬁ?s _ﬂi{lﬂ' idle, worthless fortune-hunter™ e

N | 1

“Destroyers of the peace and happiness of fami-
lies,” responded Tapioca. '

+Should be shunned as a pestilence,” added Miss
Nightshade. '

sHunted as beasts of prey,” continued the apothe-
cary,—and should be deomed to drink of the bitter
waters of disappointment.”

“[ am delighted to hear such correct sentiments,”
suid the lady,

A man without sentiment, may be compared to
«to—a bitter ghaddocks tempting without, gall
within,” added Tapioca.—But may I ask what it
was Mr, Capias presumed to say to you?”

“He incidentally referred to the casc of a certain
8quire Polywog, who was restored to. health by
matrimony, and though he did not speak plainly,
the conclusion was irresistible.” :

“Sly dog!—Well T must say the case of the old
squire was miraculous;—he was under my hands
for six months; went through the whole pharmaco-
poeia, and was beginning anew, when to the astonish-
ment of all, he insisted on the parson saying the
marriage ceremony instead of the funeral service,
and is now the merriest man in Hard Scrabble,”

- ] should like to sec him,” exclaimed the jnvalid,
her eye sparkling like a pewter button.

«It would do your heart good,™ continued the
man of drugs, “‘and then the dear little Polywogs
paddling in the puddles!*

«+Q, don’t name it!—Shocking! Y can’t think of
such a thing!"”

ey are the bane of society,” said Miss Dé‘f’?f’i )

“Think of what, madam?” asked the apothecary

in a tone as insinuating as a seton.

“1 can never consent tn be restored to health on
those conditions,” replied the patient with a {an--
guishing air,

voi. m——}4
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«Self preservation is the firat law of nature,” re-

lied the apothecary, gravely. :
P “True, g?ar’y true: 8‘} ha{re heard as much from

brother Jerry.”

“No one should wantonly abandon the post as-
signed him,? continued Tapiaca, applying his ivory
headed cane to his nose.

«() dear! you shock my nerves to that 4

“Desperate means are resorted to by bold practi-
tioners 1o desperate cases.”

“And do you really think my case so desperate,
doctori™ :

“Very.* He felt her pulse, which was attended
with a grest squeeze of the hand, as he added, rand
unless you follow my prescriptions implicitly, I will
not answer for the consequences.™

«It’s a shocking thing to die, doctor.” .

«Terrible.—It 19 a step, that once taken camnot
be recalled.—Tlo die, to sleep no more,* s Shak-
gpeare has it.”

«To sleep no morve l—Nay, doctor, one does noth.
ing but sleep.”

“Frue; you are right; Shakspeare’s wrong., To
sleep! Rerchnnce to dream! ay, there’s the rub.”

¢ And such frightful dreams, doctor!”

«Worse than the nightmare, no doubt.”

“Do you think soi” :

“Upon the veracity of a medicnl man,” replied
Tapioca, spreading bhis broad hand upon his bosom.
sTrue, I never died myself, but m{ paticnts have,
and 1 have consequently a right to know something
sbout it.”

“Dear, dear, it is shocking to that degree, that I
must susbmit to olur prescii t}:on. But I should like
to see Squire Polywog and his interesting pro
before lc\lrenture.’: d & Progeny

She desired Tapioca to withdeaw, and await her
appearance in the parlour, He bowed profoundly
and obeyed, and before a quarter of an hour had

elapsed, he was gratified in finding that his preserip-

1124
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tion had operated like the wand of Marguino,* for
his Katient came tripping in and smiling as the month
of May after a hard winter, s smart bunchk of ri-
bands sticking in her cap, like the red flag of &
Eirale. indicating slaughter to all who might fall in

er way. A bunch of pink riband should operate
as & caution to all old bachelors, for when it is hung
out on the maintop, they may rest assured that ne
quarter will be shown, when they come to boarding,

The delizhted couple sallied forth through the
sand to visit the Nestor of the village, Squire Poly-
wog. What were the topics of their conversation
on the way history has fatled to record, and never
having attémpted the character of Pyramus to a
Thisbe in her grand climacteric, even imagination
affords no c¢lue fo supply the interesting hiatus.
1¥hat was said can never be known, but doubtless
all that could be said on such a trying occasion, was -
said by the litile apothecary, for Miss Nightshade
n}:peared at the s«iu:re’s office, ““with a blush on her
cheek and a smile in her eye,” while her whole
face wne dimpled tike a basin of cream. The man
who can sudd}:anl ¥ produce such astonishing results,
must be intimately acquainted with all the secret
avenues to the human heart.

"Fhe portly squire was seatcd in his curule chair,
looking out wiﬂ: a placid and benign countenance
upon a swarmn of little breechless P:ﬂy wogs playin
in the hot sand before the door- Jle was in one o
those happy moods when a man thinks he thinks,
and the lonker-on might Jabour under the same de-
lusion, and place him on the list of philost:lphern,
when in fact he was only sleeping, and Jacked suffi-
tient energy even to close his eye?lids. Village jus-
tices are subject to this disease, especially after
dinner in the dox days.

The entrance of Tapioea and the lady recalled
the wandering senses of the squire from the land of

* A hecromancer in Cervantes’ trapedy of Numantis, who
possessed the power of raising the dead, _
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dreams, He rubbed his eyes, grunted out some-
thing like an apology for being caught dozing in the
seat of justice, as if an occurrence of that nafure
required an apology, when Tapioca interrupted him, -
by introducing Miss Nightshade, who was delighted,
for there was such an air of comfort, and the sweet.
pretty little Polywogs, looked so healthy and happy,

- and ragged and dirty, and the old justice gave such

a hearty paternal chuckle, &s they boxed each other
heels over hend in the sand, that the spinster could
not restrain her feelings, and she ejaculated, «Well,
this is indeed a rural felicity” .

+'Them ere chaps, ma’am, are the rale bone and
sinner of the nation,” exclaimed the deIithed father.
“Tough twigs from the genwine tree of democracy;
and if they live long enough they’ll all be congress-
tmen or militia colonels, I warrant *em. TheaPoly-
wogs were never born to stick in the mud.”

The old squire had a proper share of that family
pride and ambition, inseparable from your true re-
publican, who is disPose to look upon all mankind
a8 “free and equal,” though he inwardly feels him-
self a leetle superior to the general batch, and ac-
cordingly our justice had twice dreamed that ke was

. President of the United States, but unfortunately

for the destinies of the nation, he could not dream
it the third time. Others have had a similar dream,
but did not come 29 near the mark as Squire Poly-
weg, for he dreamt twice, :

Tapioes desired the squire to show them into a
more private apartment, when the retailer of law in
(tlhe small way, cried to his progeny in front of the

oor,

“Washington, tell Lafayette, to call Napoleon,
to run round the house, and open the back wisdow
of the little parlour.”

The mandate was passed from one to the other,
and the little bareheaded Napoleon was promptly
seen turning the corner to obey orders, as ragged as-
a _colt, and with his right hand twitching up a psir
of razeed galligasking, which had descended like an

AL e e
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beir-loom from his worthy progenitor, to Washing.'
ton, from Washington to Lafayette, and from La.
fayette to the present possessor, Sach is the state
of man! :

**You perceive there is discipline in my family,
doctor,” remarked the squire, witha signi&csnt nod..
“A word is sufficient. Obedient children are a
great bless'm%. ” -

*“Dear little pets they must be & great source of
comlort to you,” said the spinster, as they entered
the parlour together, and closed the door. -

A few minutes after they had disappeared, Ca-
pis entered the office, giving evidence of the ex-
citement of the moment, by wiping the perspiration
from his forehead. He had been at Miss Night.
shade’s lodginzs agrecably to sppointment, and
learning {rom fhe nurse that she hacf gonie to take &
walk with her physician, he started in pursuit, and
succeeded in tracing them to justice Polywog's
office. He was allowed sufficient time te cool him.
self before the parties returncd from the parlour,
and on their entrance, he said, addressing the spin-
ster,

«] am amazed, inadam, at yvour speedy restoration
to health.” 7 peecy

<A skilful practitioner, can at times work mira-
cles, Mr. Capias,” responded the lady. _

«Especially when he understands the constitution
of his patient,”” added Tapioca,

#1 have drawn up your will, madawm, agreeably to
your instructions,” continued the attorney.

+1 am sorry to have given you so much unneces-
sary teouble,” replied the lady, “as I shall now be
under the necessity of altering my will in favour of
another.”

«sAnother!~Jerry and Joltan cut off with & shil-
ling!  And who is the favourite nowd”

«My husband, sir.**

+Your hushand! I am all smazement!” :

“Allow me, Mr. Capias, to introduce you to Mrs.

14°
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Tapiocs,” said the apothecary, with a pompous air.
Squire Polywog had made them flesh of one flesh.

“Ha! Mrs. Tapioca! Unheard of treachery!”
exclaimed the attorney.

“Practice is becoming too burdensome, and 1
thought it time to settle for life,” whispered the
apothecary. :

*To be outwitted by a quack!*

“You shall go snipe shooting on Muck Slush
meadows,” continued Tapioca—<You “are fond of
snipe shooting?”?

. *Blood and thunder!” : .

«“Never mind; I will leave you the undivided
throne of Hard Scrabble, while I lie stiug in the
golden fleece® -

This ia beyond endurance. Madam, thereis the
will, and theugh you have thought proper to change
your mind, I expect to be paid for my service. Dr.
"Tapioca, I shall find a time to punish this breach of
friendship.”

“You :;rilll1 find me delvin inhthe mines of Peru,”
exclaiined the apothecary, lauphing, as Capias quit
the office in a g:ge. ’the hagpy%ouple bl:mt t(llleir
way towards the dwelling place of the man of

dmlfs-_
efore the honey moon had elapsed, Tapioca was
desirous of seeing his farm in Crane Neck Valley,
Muck Slush meaa‘ows, and the ten thousand in the
five per cents., but he might as well have searched
for the elixir of life, for they were all in ferra incog-
nifa. He asked his helpmate for information, but
she could afford him none. He reproached her with
having deceived him, and she charged him with
having deceived himself, as she never told him she
possessed any thing,

“And after all it appears, my dear, yon married
-we for my fortune.” '
_ “Damn your fortune,” exclaimed peor pilgarlic,
ina

“Remember, love, a fortune-hunter should be shan-
ned as a pestilence,”

- L T e s
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“Ha "

“The destroyer of the peace and happiness of

families.”

«Ha!? His lower jaw fell, and he stared va-
cantly. :

“Hunted as & beast of prey.”

#You hunted me,” he SIEhed, dolefully.

¢‘Should be doomed to
of disappointment. ‘Those, I think, lovey, were
your very words.”

sDoomed to drink optum!" he exclaimed, 29 he
left the room to escape E-om her irony.

Tapioca’s mortification did not terminate here.
As Capirs could not get paid for his trouble in
making the will which had seduced our worthy into
all hia difficulties, he sued him before Justice Poly-
wog, for eervices done his wife, and “judgment, ac-
cording to custom, went for the plaintiff. Tapioca
never paid money with eoill a grace. It is scarcely
necessary to add that he could never get out of Hard
Scrabble, and that all he gained by hg matrimonial
speculation, was a2 constant patient, who imagined
hersell afflicted with more ct;ﬁ};laints than ma{ be
found in an hospital, and who afforded our disciple of
Galen regular practice—a decided advantage toa
young beginner. ‘This veracious narrative will tend
to illustrate the xmverbs which t2ll you to “look
before you leap,” and *never to buy a pig in a
Poké‘”

rink of the bitter waters




THE

PAUPER AND HIS DOG.

The short and simple annals of the poor.

No funeral rights, ner man in mournfol weeds,

Nor mournful bell shall ring Ais burial
i SHAKIPEARE.

There is something peculiarly sweet of & summer
evening, in a country village, when the heat and
bustle of the day are over, and smiling clusters are
assembled before each door to enjey the gossip of
the day, or hear the news that the post has lately
brought. There is certainly witchery in this hoar,
for no heart, however rugged, can resist its infla-
eace—ihe tender wife clings withincreased fondness
£o her husband, and though her tongue had sounded
its fearful alarm, through the honae since breakfast
time, she is now prepared to greet his return with
smiles and caresses. Every glance of the young
lover, seems to make an impression, and the de-
lighted heart of his mistress most religiously believes
aﬁ the solt nonsense that he whispers to her. The
children have changed their rongh amusements for
those of s softer nature. The tongue is licensed.
Every faint attempt at wit or humour, is greeted
with a hearty welcome, and the rude jest that at any
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other time might have provoked a frown, is treated
as innocent, aad lurneg off with a hearty burst of
Jaugliter; and even the rough house dog slowly wags
his tail, as il he participated in the good humour,
One evening, as I was taking my accustomed
walk, I directed my steps, by chance, towards the

grave.yard, which 15 a lonely and romantic T_pot. .
rom

somewhat more than a quarter of a mile distant
the village. ‘The last rays of the siun were just seen

above the horizon. The universal calm that pre.

vailed, was broken alone by the tinkling of the bells,
and the occasional lowing of the herd that was
slowly winding home, intermingled with the shout
and whistle of the cow-boy as he gambolled with his
watch-dog. A few stray birds were flying Yow, and
hastily to their nests, while one or two remained to
t}vit;er their vespers of gratitude, before they re.
tired. : : i

I apFroached the yard, and in the most remote
part of it, discovered the old sexton preparing a

grave, whilst his little son, seated on a tomb stone, -

was conning aloud, the fulsome epitaph that was
chiselled on it; the old man interrupted him at every
line, to comment o5 the virtues and errors of the
departed. «A tender husband*—rtis very strange’
said the old man, leaning on his spade, <that I never
found it out sooner—he beat his wife once a week
to my certain knowledgg. and she, poor soul, is
weeping for him now.-—But go on boy.’ **An af-
fectionate father and brother.” +Stop there—he
suffered his only son to wander a vagabond, without
a cent in his pocket, and he cheated his brother.
¢Jlis heart was ever alive to charity.”” ‘Humph!
just as much so as it is now—it was as hard as the
stone that my pick strikes against’® A zealous
Christian.” “Irue, he attended meeting regnlarly,
I cannot blame him there’ «And an honest man.”
<Rizght, I believe he never stele. We must remove
that stone, boy, and place it at the head of this
grave; the poor fellow that is to rot here, is much
more deserving of the epitaph, though he died too
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miserably poor to purchase one—well, at &ll events,
that stone should be removed, and not replaced,
until the being who now moulders beneath it lives
in the memory of no one.> I intecrupted them, and
discovered that this eulogium was !P;eswwed upon
the remsins of & wealthy villager, whose funeral 1
attended a few weeks before. The old sexton was
somewhat abashed at my having overheard his re~
marks; but a life of the strictest virtue is no pro-
tection against calumny of this kind—every little
error rises in judgment against us here, while each
d action rematns buried in the grave, or is re-
membered alone where it can never be forgotten.
The shallow grave was soon finished—the setting
sun had now quite disappeared, and the old man
expressed some displeasure that the corpse had not
yetarrived. [mentivncd that the grave was scarcel
decp enough—he coolly replied, It is deep enou,
for Davy.® For whom? For old Davy, the vil-
lage pavper.”” My lips began to quiver, and I felt
& sudden tug at the heart; a tear was stealing from
it—T turned awgf, ashamed to discover my weak-
ness, and suffered the foolish drop to be congealed

on the lid of compassion, by the cold ivdifference of .

the person near me—the first Eer!mps to follow
himI—-What smote my heart, I know not—was it
the death of the poor old soldier, or **tis deep enough

Jor Davy?  But this is of little moment—there are

many avenues to the humao heart, that the most
skilful anatomists have been unable to discover— |
many that are never travelled a second time, and I
envy not that man his feelings, who has not shed
full ‘many a tear, withoat being able to assign a
rezson. _
Scarcely ten days before this, 1 had seen poor
Davy, wandering about in perfect health, and though
destrtute of both home and kindred, he had the grace
not to murmur, but strived to appear satisfied with
his condition. At length he has found a home, and
is now ugon a par with the weslthiest monarch since
the world began! On inquiring of the sexton about




. f
THE PAUPER AND HIS DOG. 167

his death, I tearnt thatin consequence of frequently
lodging in the open air, he had contracted a violent
fever that deprived him of life in the short space of
three days. He had died that morning at the hut of
an old woman, who has the reputation of being a
witch throushout the village; l;m_t what degree of
beliet should be attached to these reports, I cannot
take upon myself to decide. Certain it is there are
man‘{ wonderful storiea in circulation, and all the
accidenta that take place in the country for ten miles
round are attributeg to her mischievous disposition.
Not long since, Jenkins, the schoolmaster, was
thrown from his horse and broke his arm; and the
old wuman at the same time was discovered crossing
the road with a bundle of sticks upon her head. The
sexton had the misfortune to quarrel with her, and
the next morning, when business called him to &

neighbouring village, his nag was taken with 2 atring

halt. And Betty the milk-maid tells me, that once
having churned for three hours without any sign of
butter, she looked into the lid of the churn, and saw
old mother T'anner’s face at the bottom of it, laugh-
ing at her. But this was entrusted {o me on pro-
mise of secrecy, as she would not have it come to
the ears of the old woman for the world.

We now observed the hearse approaching at a
brisk pace, through the dark lane of thick cedars
that led to the grave yard. The driver whistled
carelessly on his seat. The retinue consisted of
four or five ragzed urchins, without hat or shoes,
who ran almost%reathless beside the hearse, to see
old Davy buried,” each striving to be at the pgrave-
yard first. Dut there was one mourner whose sorrow
was sincere—he appeared as if’ he had lost the only
friend that he had in this world, for he had been
the only friend and constant companion of the pauper
through afl his wanderings. It was his dog! whe
trotted dejectedly beneath the hearse, with tail hang-
ing, and head bent to the earth. 'Was this reason?
Was the poor animal conacious of his loss?—or did
he follow his master to the grave merely from the
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habit of being with him? Man, in his wisdom, Ho
doubt will ca.ﬁ it powerful instingt—well, be it so;
the name is of little weight, for the warm tear of
instinct, I humbly trust, may plead as eloquently at
the gates of heaven as thai which is shed by cold
calculating reason.

The hearse was drawn fo the grave, and the
remsaine of the pauper, enclosed in a rough board
coffin, were faken from it. The boys crowded
together on the brink of the grave, to witness the
performance of the last sad ceremony, but not a tear
wes shed. The dog was driven back repeate;igg.
for being in the way, until he came to where I stood,
and seemed to beg protection. The coffin waadepo-
sited, and they were proceeding to cover it, when I
interrugted them, by commencing the funeral ser-
vice—they paused and heard me patiently to the
end, The mourner, during the whole time, stood

2ing intently where his master lie, and when the

ret shovel-full of earth rattled on the coffin, he
lespt acrosa the grave, and violently bit the sexton
on the lez—the old man smote him with his spade,
for his heart was not framed to value the affection
of a dog. The earth being hastily closed, the driver
remounted his hearse, and drove off rapidly through
the dark Jane of cedars, followed by the raggamuftin
boys, who ran away delighted at having seen “old
Davy buried® The sexton shouldered his pick.
axe and spade, and slowly bent his way towards the
village, repeating to his little son the faults of the
wealthy villager. The dog and myself remained
alone.

The Iast glimpse of twilight now was vanishing—
a few light clouds, made nearly transparent by the
beams o% the moon, hung wnotionless in the air, The
shriek of the whip-poor-will, s he darted his rapid
flight, and the whirl of the beetle were the onl
sounds now heard. The lofty pines that cast their
deep shadows over the tenements of the dead, slow!
waved their tops in the gentle breeze, and seeme
tu sleepin the calmness of the evening. By caresses
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and attention at length I induced the dog to leave

the grave of his master; he licked my hand and

reluctantly followed me, but stopt repeatedly aud

looked back in expectation of poor Davy. Imagina..
tion can flatter the strongest reasoning mind with

such a hope, when leaving the last remains of those
we love——then do not smile that instinet was de-

luded. I had not proceeded more than half way

through the solitary lane of cedars, when I discov-

ered that the dog had left me. 1 called him several

times, but as he did not return, I pursued my way,

reflecting most bitterly how very few men 1 have

met with in the course of my life, posseasing henrts

&s sincere and affectionate as the pauper’s dog.

The next evening, in the course of my walk, 1
visited the grave of Davy. All wan as still as the
night precedin%—-a solifary crow was cawing snd
rocking himself upon the blighted top of an aged
oak that stood beside the Enwe yard. The dog was
there lying upen the earth that covered his master,
keeping a flock of sheep at bay that was pasturin
ell around upom the tombs of those who had fu
meny a tear of friendship shed for them. One
mourner only attended the pauper’s bural, but the
sorrows of that one speak more plainly the virtues
of his master’s heart, than if a Jong train of sabled
mourners had bewailed his loss, Reason may easily
be deceived and cheated into love—the blackest
heart, from interested motives, may assume the face
of virtue, and blind all rezson—instinct never errs,
for man has here no motive for deceit, and every
caress must spring from the innate virtues of his

heart. Farewell, poor wanderer—thy sufferings are -

over. ‘The close of thy life was a solitary one, and
shows the vanity of human prediction. - 'l{ere was s
time—but whose life is exempt from a close like this?
Notone. It may be your fate, and it may be mine;
but be that as it may, I very much question whether
either of us shall have a9 sincere a mourner as poor

-

Davy’s dog. Well, he had but one!—and may the -

tears shed by the humble pariaker of his tenderness
VoL, 1l.—15
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have due weight in that place where everﬁ drop
from the heart’s sincerity ia recorded, I will evect
a stone to the pauper’s memory—not in ostentation,
nor the vanity of human pride, but to teach a lesson
to mankind.  One short line will include all his
virfues—he needs no looger epitaph, for it speaks
volumes:— :
" He was beloved by his dog”
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CHAPTER L

OLp maids, at times, have singular notions of me-.
taphysics, and why should they not; since the remark
is equally applicable to some able professors, who
receive large salaries to declaim in colleges,

Penelope Singleton, early imbibed the idea that
there was no family ag free from alloy as the Sin-
gletuns on thia side of the Atlantic. ‘There was
not a tradesman or mechanic to be found even
among the most distant branches of the genealogical
tree. ~ All the Singletons were either gentlemen or
ladies;—born to consume, not to produce. Ornamen-
tal, but not useful. Panoplied with these notions, Miss
Penelope was unapproached, and unapproachable,

Her brother, Reginald Singleton, of Singleton Hall,
was the magnus Apoilo of the family. Every fami)
has its magnus Apollo. ‘There is a white bird in lﬁ
flocks, no matter ﬁow black the rest may be. Re-
ginald had been a colonel in the militia, before it
was customary to appear os parade armed with
corn-stocks and broom-sticks, and as he had been
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called colonel fime out of mind, it was generally
believed that he had served snder Washington.
This opinion he deemed it unnecessary fo rectify,
and whenever the question was too closel pressei.
be would evade it by saying, *t was unpleasant to
falk abont the services he had rendered his coun-
try.”? Like the rest of the family, the colonel wan
a great stickler for gentility, and that he might mmin-
tain his pretensions to the last, he died oneday with
& fit of the gout in his stomach. ‘There needs no

_ other proof that he was & gentleman; for as Galen

Iy remarks, the gout is the most aristocratic of
all diseases, and Galer was tolerable authority be.
fore panaceas and catholicons came in fashiop.

The colonel, like non-productives generally, died
involved. He had made a nice calcnlation that
Singleton Hall would supply his wants for a certain
number of years, and when that time elapsed the
accuracy of his arithmetic was fully tested, The
colonel died, having spent his last Jollar, and his
property was found to be mortgaged for its full
value. It requires talents of no ordinary grade to
make a calculation of this description; for if he had
rccidentally slipped a figure, and the gout in his
stomach had not come to his relief, at the precise
moment his resources had left him, it is no difficult
matter to conceive how the colonel would have been
astonished. Itias the lot of many to play their part
through life with credit, but few have the knack lo
time a happy exit, and that to the ambitious is all
important, for we are remembered only as we were
when we died, and not as when we lived.

The colonel, besides a host of creditors, left two
daughters to mourn his loss. The elder, whose
name was Isabel, was about twenty, and her sister
Mary two years younger. They were both lovely
girls, thou%h the elder had been partially deprived
of reason for several years, ‘The girls at the time
of our atory resided in Singleton Hall, 2 spleadid
mansion unh the hanks of the Delaware, without soy
other means of support than the interest of what
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their father owed. Many live in & similar manner.
and keep their coaches,

The time having arrived when auot Penelope feit
that ehe was about to be gathered to her fathers, she
Erepared to set her house in order; and though she

ad herself doce but little to perpetuate the Single-
ton family, she imagined that the world would come
to an end, should it become extinct. "What would
after ages do without them! Noj Mary must be
married “to give the world assurance of a man,”
But who was worthy to receive the hand of the sole
heir of all the pride of the Singletons! No one but
& Singleton! Fortunately Mary had a cousin Ar-
thur, & lieutenant in the navy, otherwise her worthy
aunt woeuld have condemned her to the Malthusisn
life she had led herself. .

Arthur was fixed upon for this important daty.
But he was at sez, and as the young couple had not
seen each other for four years, possibly in this world
of disappointments something might occur to thwart
her latest wishea,  Accordingly, she framed ber will
in such a way as she imagined would bring about
what she most desired. If there was any thing on
earth to be relied upon, # was the generosity of the
Singletons. There was not a <elfish bone in the
body of one of them. Taking this position for
granted, she bequeathed all her fortune to Arthur
and Mary, but the one who should first refuse to
accept the other in marriage should be entitled to the
whole legacy. This was working by the rule of
contraries, but then she knew that neither would be
s0 selfish as to refuse for the purpose of enriching
himself.

‘Fhere was a certain Mr, Jenkina living in the
vicinit,y of Singleton Hall, Joseph Jenkins, a cot-
tou spinner, who was as full of motion and bustle as
cne of his own jennies. He belonged to that class
of men who appear to have been sent into the world
for no other purpose than to spin cotton, and make .
money. He possessed the chaiin of Midas, and he
cared pot & rush for bigh tarifl or low tariff, for

15
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whatever he touched was promptly converted into .
gold.  Your undistinguished Joseph Jenkins is the
right fellow to travel prosperonsly through this dicty
world. Your high sounding Mortimers and Fitz-
hughs, too frequently sink dejected by the way-side;
but who ever heard of a Jenkins, Smith or Jones
sticking in themire. Andifsuch an accident should
chance to befall them, they have the conselation of
not being identified in the myriads of the same cog-
pomen, and shortly you see them brushing the dirt
from their heels, and travelling on as spruce and
impudently as ever. 'The name of Jones or Smith
is about as convenient an inheritance as a man’s
father can bestow upon him.

Joseph Jenkins was a good fellow in the smain.
He was as industrious as a brewer’s horse, and at
the same time as liberal as a prince.  Colonel Sin-
Fleton was charmed: with his company, for Jenkins
ent him money freely, without examining too closely
into the secunity, and the cotten spinner was equall
charmed with the company of the colonel, as it af-
forded -him frequent opportunities of seeing the
fair face of Mary. And many a long yarn he span
with her, until she began to look upon him with
much favour in spite of his plebeian calling.

Our veracious history commences in the month of
May, in the year 18—, The colopel and his sister
Penelope had resolved themselves into their primi-
tive clements, and notwithstanding the large space
they had cccupied in their passage through this
world, they now remained per?gstl quiet in a very
narrow compass, and in spite of t{mr Fride, their
posscssions were upon an equality with the meanest
of their neighbours. Death is your only true radi-
<al; he reduces all to the same level; a heap of
ashes;—nothing. more! 'We occasionally meet with
men, loth to believe this fact, though solemnly pro-
claimed every Sabbath from the pucipit.

It was the smiling month of May; the fields had
put on their livery of green; the blue birds were
singing on the budding trees, and old Delaware
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rolled as freely and as majestically as though he had
never been subject toice-bound fetters. Phabuswas
spurring his fiery footed steeds over the Jersey hills,
with such speed, 3 though he had over slepthis time in
the rosy arms of Tethys, or in common parlance, it
was about twohours after sun rise, when a gallant, well
mounted, and gay as a hird in spriog, mﬁz up to the
lofty piazza in front of Siogleton Hall. He dis+
mounied, deliberately fastened his finé bay hackney

to a post, there planted for the purpose, set his dress .

in order, and then knocked at the door, with an air
that spoke, as plainly a8 a knock could speak, that be
was confident of receiving & cordial welcome, Hav.
ing waited some time and no one arpean'ng. he re-
peated the knock, rather impatiently, when an old
negro man unlocked the door, opened it, and stood
in the door-way. He was dressed in & drab frock-
coat, of the fashion of that described in the celebrated
ballad of Old Grimes; the cuffs and collar of which
were of tarnished.scarlet, as an evidence {hat he be-
Jonged o & family of distinction. There is nothing
like your nexro in livery, for settling the trme caste
of a family, from Maine to Georgin.

“Gool morning, Cate; charming morning this,” .

said the gentleman, as the old black stood in the
door-way.

#<Fine day, Massa Jenkins,” replied Cato, for the

new comer was no other than the veritable Joseph
Jenkins, of cotton spinning celebrity,

#lg your Mistress stirring yet, Cato?”

+“Yes, sar.  She rises with the lark, every mom.
ing, sar. We study {o prescrve our health at Sin-

leton Hall, sar.”?

«'That’s right, Cato. There is no wealth like
heaith. ‘The sun seldom catches me with my aight-
cap on.  We were not born to sleep out our exist-
ence. Now, Cato, announce my arrival to Miss
Singleton, for I must be st the factory again in &
‘couple of hours. Business, business, you know,
must be attended to. Eh! Cato”

Javiisinghad S
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“Yes, sar. And you had better lose no time, sar,
for you cannot see my young mistress, sar.’?

“Cannot see her!” exclaimed Jenkins, ®I, her
friend, lover—almost husband! to be denied an
interview! Come, come, old ebony, you are jesting.”®

. *No joke, sar. Miss Isabel charged me to give
you your dismissal in as polite a manner as pos-
sible.”

My dismissal ! exclaimed Jenkins, startiog like
a goung tragedian in the ghost scene in Hamlet—
My dismissal 1"’

éYes, gar; no joke, sar,” continued Cato, with

hilosophic phlegm, “as you will perceive by this
Fctter, written by Miss Singleton’s own little white
hand. We do every thing according to etiquette at
Singleton Hall, sar.l
ato handed Jenkins a letter, at the same fime
slightly bending his erect body, and shaking his
curly gray head, which he considered the onl yaiegi—
timate avistocratical bow, being modelled upon that
of his master, the colonel. Jenkins received the
letter, and with some apitation breaking the seal,
read as follows:
My pear JENKING ——

Circumstances that it is impossible for me to ex-
plaic to-day, compel me to postpone our union for
the present, and perhaps forever. If I have any
influence over you, pray suspend your visits at Sin-
ﬁleton Hall, until such time as ! may deem it pru-

ent to recall you.
Maxry SiNGLETON.
©It is plain; plain 88 noon day!" ejaculated
Jeukins.

“¥Yery true, sar. Nothing could be plainer,”
responded Cafo, bowing. «There is no mistake at
Singleton Hall, sar,”* .

“Here is a pretty Eiece of caprice! It was bat
yesterday she partook of 2ll my joy, and now—no
matter!  Let those explain woman who can; for my
pert, I would sooner attempt to unravel the riddle
of the Sphynx, or find out the philosopher’s stone.”
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1]t would ba an easier task, sar,” replied Cato.
] am now sixty, and never attempted to unravel &
worman in my life; and strange to say, the older [
grow, the less am I inclined to undertake it.”

Jenkina heard nothing of the interruption of Cato,
for his mind was engrossed with reflections which
arose in too rapid succession even to give them utter-
ance. What was it had created this sudden revola-
tion in his matrimonial prospects? Had femily
pride, which, sccording to his notions, was “vox et
preterea uihil,” made his bank stock, s innil:g;

ennies, cotton stuff, and rail.rcad scnp kick
frcam? Had she taken a sudden dislike to his per-
gon?—or had some one made a more advantageous
offer? Had he been slanderedi—aor had he done
any thing to offend her delicacy? Various queries
of this kind arose in the mind of Mr. Jenkins, not
one of which could he answer satisfactorily; but on
one Koint he was perfectly satisficd, and that was
that he had been very shabbily treated, for it occurred
to Mr. Jenkins that he had already lent more money
on Singleton Hall than he ever expected to see
again, and its inmates had for years past, in all cases
of emergency, first applied to him for advice, and
never fatled to receive assistance, Such reflections,
in a moment of irritation, might have occurred to a
less matter of fact mind than that of Mr. Jenkins,
and the obligation might have been cancelled b

iving them utterance; for it is somewhere lai

own, that as soon as you advert to a favour cone
ferred you deserve to be repaid with ingratitade—a
cheap and common mode, by the way, of repaying
an obligation-——but Mr. Jenkins did nothing of the
kind; he kept his thoughts between his teeth, walked
silently and deliberately to the post where he had
hitched his horse, mounted, and retraced his steps
ot a brisk canter,

“Good morning, sar, and a pleasant ride to"you,”
exclaimed Cato, bowing; but Mr. JenKins returned
:1: :inswer, and Cato entered the house and closed

e door,
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CHAPTER II.

»

Miss Mary Singleton had witoessed the foregoing
interview from the parlour window, and thongEo she
had overheard nothing she had seen enough to con~
vince her that her lover had depnrted in a less plea-
sant humour than he approached the house. She
arose from the breakfast table as Cato entered.

“Well, Cato, has Mr. Jenkins gonei”

*“Yes, Miss, as fast as his horse can carry himg
and a very fine horse dat too of Mr. Jenkin
bit of flesh for a factory man te ride, but not to be
compared to old master’s Nicodemus. Han’t got
the blood no how.”?

“I hope you acquitted yourself of your message
with all delicacy.?

0, certainly, Miss—old Calo never loses sight of
the family dignitg;I no how. But my politeness was
thrown away. Massa Jenkins has gone off in &
furicus passion. Only see how he pufs the spur
to his Dag. Hard life that, to be a factory man's
hackney.”

Miss Singleton looked out of the window, and
beheld her lover riding along the avenue 2s if he
had studicd the art of Eorsemanship in the school of
the celebrated John Gilpin.

“Poor fellow !’ she sighed, #he loves me very
much !

*Never saw a man so much in love in &il my life,”
responded Cato,

“Ah!  Why do you imagine sop”

“Thing’s very plain, missus. Only see how he
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rides. Your true lover always goes ahead as if old
Nick were driving him.”

The young lady, perfectly satisfied with the con-
clusion of Cate, withdrew, while the old max’ con-
tinued watching the progress of the manufacturer,
inwardly congratulating himself upon the diplomatic
manner in which he had upheld the dignity of the
Singleton family, Indeed, since the death of his
master, he bepan to Jook upon himeelf as one of the
Corinthian pillars of the ancient honse—in fact
the onldv one to sustain the magnificent ruin.

Old Cato’s meditations wereinterrupted by a hand-
some vehicle dashing along the avenue, which drove
up to the house and stopped at the door. A hand-
some young fellow dressed in a naval uniform,
alighted and rang at the bell. Cato immediately re-
cogmised in the new comer, Arthur Singieton, and
hastened to receive him in due formj but before
opening the door, he was heard crying ouf, #John,

illiam, Thomas!? but neither of (hese imaginary
personages making his appearance, after growling at
their negligence he opened the door, and with an air
of importance proceeded to ring a betl, which extend-
ed to the back buildin ‘

«‘Never mind distuﬁ:?i-ng yourself, old map,” said
Arthur, “my servant can attend to the horses.”

_ “These fellows, sar, are always out of the way,
since the death of the colonel, But they shall all be
discharged. Uscless varment! And you shall not
see one of them under this roof to night.”” He could
make that assertion with safety.

_*Come, come, be pacified, and don’t make so mach
disturbance oo my acconnt.” '

“For whom should I make it, if not for Captain
Sin%eton?"

*So, you know me, it seems, old fellow.”

“Yes, sar.  You are the only son of Marmaduoke
Singleton, who was the brother of my old master the
colonel, peace to his remainders, who married a
Howard of Howard Park in Virginny, whose mother
was & Talbot, whose grandmother was a Calvert,—
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“Stop, 80P, Cato, why you are a living record; and
the genealopical tree, though long since reduced to
ashes is stil? een in your memory.”

#Ah! sar, these matters are too important to be for.
gotten; and we who belong to good familiea should
set a proper value on our birthright, even when
there’s nothing else mmnini:f » .
I“;'?And are you also tinctured with family pride, old

L) R .
«Yes, sar,” replied the old black, standing more

-erect, “Thank heaven, I can boast that the Catos

have been born and bred in the Singleton family for
two centuries. No low black puddle in these veins.
My great grandfather was old Cudjo, who married
Quashee, whose father was a king in Guines. Their
eldest son was Sambo, famous in his day for playing
on the banjo. Sambo he married Phillis, then come
the first Cato—"

#1 will hear the remainder when I am more at lei-
sure, 86 show me into the parlour, 2nd announce my
arrival.”?

Cato, with many bows, ushered the young officer
into the parlour, then returned to the piazes, and
again rang lustily at the bell; but no one appearing,
he calied over the roll of imaginary servants, and
then showed the coachman the way to the stable, all
the time wuttering at the want on attention on the
part of the “useless varment.”

Mary Singleton, upon whom the care of the
family had almost exclusively devolved, in con-
sequence of the mental aberration of her sister,
was of a tall and stately figure, though agile as &
sylph in her movements. Her eyes and Juxn.
riant hair were jet black, and her beautiful and
delicate features, had an expression of masculine
firmpess, thet denoted more decision of charac-
ter than might have been expected from so fragile
and lovely a being, educated in seclusion. Still this
very seclusion may have produced the results refer-
red to, a8 from her childhood she had been taught to
respect herself, and to believe that her family eccu-
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pied a large space in the public eye. When opinions of
this kind have taken root, even the harshest collision
with the world pravesinsufficient to dissipate the de-
lusion. Noone can patiently bear even a sprig tobe
taken from the tree of his sell-esteem. It germinates
in childhood, and too frequently in our progress
through this world, we find thatit is all that the
world has left us. Well, let the world take all but
that, for it is heaven’s own legacy—a green spot in
the desert,

Arthur had examined the pictures, with which the
room was decorated, over and over again, with the
eye of a connoisseur, not that he had 2 taste for the
arts, but for the lack of something to do, when his
fuir cousiv Mary entered; her cheeks were flushed,
and her manner somewhat eisbarrassed, as she said,

# A thousand }:a.rdons, cousin Arthur, for having
made you wait?

«Nay, cousin, I should rather ask to be excused,
as I arrive a day sooner than my letter announced.
But my impatience was natural, and now I have seen
you, I'regret we had not met earlier,”

This compliment only tended to increase the em-
barrassment of Miss Singleton, which doubtless will
appear very strange to my fair reader; but it should
be borne in mind that my heroine was born and edu-

cated in the country. Arthur, who had not the gift -

of ornamental fourish In conversation, proceeded, it
must be allowed, not in the most diplomatic manner,

- to explain the object of his visit.

“Cousin, you are aware we are destined for each
other. Under these circumstances it is natural on
our first interview to feel some embarrassment, but
I beseech you to banish all restraint with me. Speak
frankly, and act frankly.”

zld iss Singleton msking no reply, Arthur contic
rued—

“As for myself, I acknowledge without hesitation
that I find you even more lovely than I anticipated;
and faith coz, [ expected much too, for well I remem-
bered what & little aylph you were when we were

vorL. 11.—~16
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playfellows. I have thought of you many a fime,
when the ocean rolled between us, and taxed my
imagination to present me with the full development
of your early promise.”

“And are you not disappointed, Arthur?” de-
manded Mary, in a tone that denoted any thing but
satisfaction at the favourable impression she had
produced. This may appezr strange, but still not
the less true.

“Disappointed :—I am but too happ{y that our
names have been joined together in the last will of
our aunt, and for myself I will undertake that there
shall be no lapse of the legacy.”

“Ycu increase my embarrassment. I know not
how to answer.”

“Come, come, I am zot that coxcomb to imagine
that my merit on a first interview could make as
favourable an impression us your’s has dope. But
to-morrow—7"* :

“To-morrow! Shall I discover all your merit in
twenty-four hours:”’ replied Mary, arcgl ¥. “Really,
cousin, you must acknowledge the term is rather
short for such a labour.”

«Not to an apt scholsr, Mary, with a good pre-
ceplor. But there’s a clause in the will which forbids
my giving you longer time. To-morrow we must
demand each other's answer, and I forewarn vou
that you will obtain no delays for it would be dan-
gerous for me to prolong my sfay near you, when
with a single word you can destroy all my lhopes,”

“Pray be seated, and explain.”

«The will in question is one of the strangest acts
that can be imagined, even in an age resolved to be
sstonished at nothing, Our aunt has laid down twe
principles as incontestible truths; the first, that you
are the most accomplished woman on this side of the
Atlantic, and that the posscssor of your hand will
be the happiest creature in christendom.”

«The jest pleases me. Pray go on”

*On the firat point I confeas I am entirely of her
opinion, but as to the second—"
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“Well, well—why besitate? Let us hear the
second.” ST

#Pardon my coufusion-—she pretends that I am
exactly such a man as you are a woman.”

It appears that she had not a bad opinion of the
family,” veplied Mary, laughing.

#(, she was a woman of discernment, coz, and
notwithstanding her modesty, out of respect to her
memory we must admit that she was right. So,
these two principles being taken for granted—"

+It i easy to foresee the consequences.”

“Plain as noonday,” continued Arthur. “We are
absolutely fortned for each other—there is no escape
for either, and in marrying we shall make & match
of both convenience aad inclination.” :

“And have we but twenty-four hours {o make up
our minds?”’ demanded Miss Singleton.

“That’s all. The will is positive.”

1% appears, notwithstanding the perfection which
otr aunt supposed us 1o be possessed of, that she did
not believe us capable of standing a very long ex-
amination.’

#She rather presumed an examination {o be alto.
gether unnecessary.  But this is not all; she has
taken other means te insure our union. She leaves
all her fortune between us, in case we fulfil her
wishes, but, on the contrary, should one be refused
by the other—2

#She leaves that one all, no doubt, a3 a conscla-
ton,” exclaimed Miss Siogleton. **Consin, I have
a great mind 10 make you rich. What say yon”

*Make me rich! ]'Fow?-——-by rejecting me?”

“Certainly. True, you will lose the most accom-
plished woman on this side the Atlantic; but then

ot will receive a handsome fortune, without the
Incumbrance of a wife.”

«Zounds! Have a care, or vou will ruin me,”
exclaimed the young sailor. *The better to insure .
the success of her plan, she makes that one her
sole legatee who shall first refuse the other,”
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#Ah! that alters the case. 1 capnot reject you
on those terms, Arthur.”” .
" oAud she forbids zll kind of collusion, on the
penalty of the estate passing to distant relations”

They were interrupted by an exclamation at the
door:—*I tell you I will goin. Itisuseless. I will
see him agning I will.” sabel entered the spart.
ment with a hurried step. Her lopg auburn hair
was straying in confusion, her gentle and lovely
countenance was animated and suffused with blushes,
and an unnatural wildness kindled in her deep blue
eyes. Her sylph.like form would have servedasa
model for a poet when he peoples his ideal world
with all that 15 delicate and beautiful, and ber gentle
mind might be likened to the colean harp, that
discourses most eloquent music when wooed by the
summer breeze, but the first rude blast jars every
string and turns all the harmony to discord.

Isabel, locking around wildly, continued:—t1
wished—I came—I know not now why Icame—but
there was something! Assist me sister. I tremble
and I blush as when you sometimes scold me. But
for all that you are very good to me, sister, very

od. Ah! hide me! I'm afraid”—she concealed
er face in Mary®s bosom.

#Recover yourself, dear Isabel,” said Mary, aud
turning to Arthur, continued, *You see, cousin, the
situation of this poor unfortgnate,”

“] am distressed that my presence hes caused
this apprehension,” he replied, and at the sound of
his voice Isabel raised herl;xea.d, but did not turn her
face towards him.

“Mary, I believe he spoke to me. Did he not
apeak?

“He did.”*

Q! how sweet his voice is! I remember that
voice.”

"M{ presence, 1 fear, offends her; I had better
retire.” _

Isabel turned to him, her face illuminated with
smiles, and exclaimed hurriedly— '
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«Q! no, no, no! Do not leave us.  Stay, ats;." .
- I

She paused and looked a¢ him jntently—“Ah
have it. Stay—Arthur”

«You have not forgot my vame, thend?

«) just this moment recollected it. Arthari—
Arthur?® ghe repeated, and laughed. «Is it not
strange I had forgotten it! ‘When I spoke of you
to my sister, and said *Ae, he Joved me much, he
was very good to me, she always asked me, what he?
She could not understand me.  Nevertheless it was
very clear. He—that meant Arthur. And you have
not forgotten m‘r name, I hopet*?

“Dear Isabel!?

«Right, that is my name. I knew you would net
forget it. But years ago you used to call me your
litle Bell. 'We were children then. Still call me
80, and [ shall feel Jike & happy child again.*

My pentle little Bell.”

“Tg
in my ears since we parted. I always hear it at
night, but pever in the day time. But, Arthur—
you see 1do not forget—I have two names nowj
they have given me another since I last saw you,
and a very terrible one it is. Yhenever I go to the
village, the little children follow me, and pomnt their
fmFers at me, crying ‘the silly girl, there goes the
silly girl.? My sister is very to me—very-—-—
she aF
you see—will you not call me Isabel? :

“1 will call iyt‘m my little Bel), as in the days of
our childhood.™ '

Do, O! do! end then I shall dream of the n
fields and the flowers, and shall hear the %i':!s
sing again as sweetly as they sang in our cﬁ?ﬁlhwd.
1tis strange that the birds no longer sing as blithely
as they nsed to.” :

The major domo of Singleton Hall, cld Cato,
now entered, and with mony bows announced that.
Avthur's chamber was now veady for him. That
the room assigned to him was that in which Lafay-
ette had slept the night ag:er the battle of Brandy-

16

at’s it.  The same gentle tone. It has rung -

ays calls me 1sabel; and you too, Arthur—-

.
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wine, which would account for the furniture bein
somewhat antiquated, as, for the honour of the famr.
Jy, nothing had been changed since that memorable
e .

P?‘c'l‘hat’s well, Cato,” replied Arthur, **a seaman
is not difficult to please. Give him but sea room
and & hammock, and he is satisfied,”

«Then, sar,” continned Cato, ‘there is & fine view
of the river, the green meadows, anda garden of
flowers under your window.”

«A fine view, and a garden of Sowers! nothing
more is wanting. 1 love flowers:”

“Farewell,sister. Gond-by, Arthur,” exclaimed
Tsabel, gailys and was about hurrying out of the
oo, .

*“Where are you going, childi”

Tsabel approachecﬁ:er sister, and said, with a mys-
terious air—¢T will return presently; but do not be.
tray me. Say nothing to any one. It is a secret.
Gaod-by, Arthur.” She raiged her finger to Mary,
as if she would impose secrecy, and ran smiling out
of the room.”?

“Where is she going in such haste??

“] know not,” replied Miss Bingleton. #Some
idea has struck her, ‘;mt the light of reason Ko soon-
er breaks upon her than she becomes crazed again.
Your pardon, cousin, you are fafigued. Cato, con.
duct Lieutenant Singleton fo his chamber.”

She was about to retire, and Arthur handed her
to the door of the apartment. Old Cato placed his
fore-finger beside his ebony proboscis, and thus gave
vent to his cogitations:—

“Well, all goes right. ‘The captain will carry the
day. T was h'ﬁ? afrard of that cotfon spinning Massa
Jenkins; but Q! these women! An officer’s coat,
with & handsome man in it, is a good excuse for
changing her mind.”

Arthur returned, and clapping the old philesopher
an the shoulder, awakened him from his revene, and
said, '
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* #'Well, Cato, you have not shown me the La Fay.

ette chamber.”

“Pardoun me, captain. Iwaitonyou. This way,
this way, sars” and he showed him out with all
ceremony of the grand chamberlain of the court of

France, or any other court where flummery is in .

fashion.

CHAPTER 1.

Colone! Singleton had been twice married; Ioabel
was the daughter of the first wife, and Mary of her
successor. There exists & vulgar prejudice against
step-mothers; and the conduct of the colonel’s hel
mate towards Isabel, did not form an exception to tg;
prevalent opinion. She was a haughty, selfish wo-
man, and ambitious that all the honours and wealth
of the family should descend to her own daughter, to
the exclusion of Isabel; and when she heard that
aunt Penelope purposed making her nephew Arthur,
and the colonel’s eldest daughter her heirs, she de.
termined that her own child’s name should be insert-

ed in the will, in the place of that of her sistery and -

what cannot woman accomplish when she devotes all
her enerpies to one cbject.

Isabel’s life became one series of annoyances her
step-mother’s dislike was manifested on all occasions,
amr finally the poor girl perceived that even the af-
fection of her father was in some degree alienated
from her. In order o make assurance dogble sure,”
her step-mother Sroposed that she should be married
to a penurious old man, who, attracted by her beauty,
had solicited her hand, and the colone] was tempted
by the proposal. as the suitor was wealthy, which
encouraged his helpmate to press the matier zealons-
ly, and at the same time enabled ber to cloak her
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sinisier motives. Persuasion failing, force was
threatened, and the poor gitl whose mind had been
enfeebled by a series of persecutions, Ending herself
about to be consigned to the arms of an old man she
despised, fell into convulsions, from which she nar-
rowly escaped with life; and when she was restored
to health her tears ceased to flow; her countesance
wes changeds and the vacant glare of the eye de-
noted an alienated mind. About a year after this
event, desth issued his summons for her step-mother;
but in the mean time aunt Penelope had made her
will, 89 already recited.

Early in the morning, following the arrival of Ar-
thue, Isabel was alone in the parlour, arranging a
begutiful bouquet of spring flowers. She performed
her task with an air of caution, as if she wished to
avoid being detected, and her blushing countenance
was illuminated by a smnile of satisfaction. When
her task was completed, she murmured as she stoed

zing at it, “I love Sowers—those were his words.
?his will afford him pleasure, and 1 shall be very

happy.” Arthur entered the apariment without per--

ceiving her—she ran to him and seid,
*“Arthur—yes, it is you. I knew your step.”
tsIsabe] I~—what, here alone!*
srtAlone! oh, no; you are herel” she replied,
placing her hand upon her heart.
»#My charming cousin.”
*And you—have you thonght about poor Isabel,
since we parted last evening?

“Have 1 thought of your Indeed have I, inces-’

santly.” :

«am glad of that. Thave thought of you until I
dreamt that you bad returned. Tell me, you have
been far distant, and have at length returned.”

“Yes, Jaahel.”

“Heavens! If she should also return!*”

*“Whom do you meani”

*'My mother, Hark! do you not hear her,” she
exclaimed wildly. #She comes—that is her voice!
—there—there! Ah! she threatens me.” She

T Bt e e W
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clasped her handa in an imploring attitude”? Mo-
ther, mercy, mercy, I beseech you. Do not force
me,~—1 cannot marry him. My heart’s anvther’s.
. Ah! appruach me not,™ she continued with increased
violence. «I cannot, will not—death sooner.” She
recoiled and threw herself, trembling, into the arms
of her cousin,

“Dear [sabel, recover yourself.” .

“Where am I! "Who calls me, in that kind and
ﬁentle voice! Ah—is it you, Arthur, is it dyon!

Vhat has hapPeued? How I burn here,” she added,

touching her jorehead.

““You suffer.”

«0, no;” she replied in a voice of tenderness, and
smiling fondly on him, «0, nol—I have seen yow
once again, and that re(lnys me for all, Buf who
was it told me you had gone away—-forsaken me.

- Itis not true, is it? You would not give me pain.
You love me too much for that, Arthur?”

“Indeed do L"

“Take care,” she continued with an air of mys-
tery, +4f you deceive me, I shall scon discover it.”
Bhe ran smiling to the vase of Sowers, and taking
one of them, carefully stripped it of its leaves, one
by one. You remember, this is the way I tested
your love in our chitdhood.” .

They were interrupted b[V Mary, who now entersd
the parlour, followe(F by ofd Cato, who stood erect
at the door. She spoke to him as they entered-w

It is well, Cato; if he returns, let me know. For-
tunately he has gone without seeing Arthur,” she

added, in a low tone.

The bustling My, Joseph Jenking, early as it was,
had zlready been at Singleton Hall, and this time
he determined to have an interview with his dul-
cinea, for Joseph was as systematic in his love af-
fairs as he was in business, and he succeeded. The
interview was a briefl one, and abruptly terminated
in the cotton spinner leaping on his hackney in a
huft, and starting off at a%ri:k trot, after bidding &
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hasty and cold adies to bis mistress. Cato with-
drew. .

#Good morning, cousin. How do you like Bin-
gleton Hall?? said Mary. .

*]t is a charming spot, and ite inmates render it
more 80, Ihave been conversing with Isabel. “What
& strange existence. So young, so beautiful, and
for ever deprived of reason.  But let us quit ao pain-
ful a subject. 1 thenk you Miss, for the delicate
atiention you have paid me.”

»How!in what manner?”

1 yesterday by chance, spoke of my taste for
Rowers, and 1 find the parlour decorated with them.”

“No, cousin, it is not to me, but doubtless to old
Cato, that you are indebted for this sttention.”

» At all events, allow me fo present you this,” be
said, selecting a bouquet and presenting it to Mary,
Isabel, who watched him in silence, darted forward
and snaiched the flowers from her sister, saying,

“That must not be. That bouquet is for me, me
only, It was I who gathered them.”

“You!” exclaimed Arthur.

“Yes. Why should that astonish you. T heard
ou say that you loved Howers, and I remember a
ittle flaxen hended boy who used to gather the wild

flowers in the meadows with mes he Joved them
tnuch, and he loved me also.”

“Jt wag for me then. Pardon me [sabel, T will
repair the wrong.” He took the bouquet and pre-
sented it to her; sbe received it with & smile, and

ressed it to her heart, saying, **Now it shall never
eave me, but wither and fade there.,”

“Truly, dear Arthur, you work miracles,’ said
Mary. «8ince your anival she seems at times to
have some recollection.”

“Ah! look at her now. She has agoin fallen into
the reverie from which she escaped for 5 moment.”
Tsabel stood motionless, her eyes fixed on the ground,
Cato entered, and said to Miss Singleton in an un.
der tone,

“Massa Jenkins cowe back again, Missum.”
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#Tell him, I will sce hiin presently.’” She apolo-

gised to Arthur for abruptiy leaving him, and weot ~

out of the room with the old servant.

1 am glad they are gone,” said Isabel, "We can
now talk together. ‘Fell me, Arthur, what were
we speaking of when my sister interrupted wa.
Help me to recall my thoughts. How terrible it is
to furget, and to know that one forgeta!”

“Dear Isabel, do not dwell vn this subject, it in.
jures you much.” '

«1t has injured me; it injures me still, 1t was of
my step-mother we were speaking.”

“You have been very unhappy in my absence,
have you nat?"?

©Q, yes; for I was fearful. But that is over; you
have returned, and my fears are gone. You will
defend me, will you not?”

“Certainly, I will protect you, and be ever near

ou.>
7 “How you encourage me! My good sister also
often strove to cncourage me, but she did not auc.
ceed so well. Your presence, your looks, the tone
of your voice inspire me with confidence. Speak,
speak, I love to hear you speak.”

«Dear [sabel, listen to me. Let us try to reason
together,”

‘() yes, yes, let us reason,” she exclaimed, laugh-
ing and rubbing her hands.

“There is one thing ] must premise, and that is,
il you relapse into Jour terrors, 1 shall believe that
you don’t love me. .

«Q, don’t believe any such thing. I no longer
fear, and as a proaf of it, I am now thinking of my
step-mather, speaking of Ler, and scarcely tremble.’

1'Since that is the case, let us dwell on the sub-
ject, and you shall see that it will cease to alarm
you. Itis long since you behell herd?

“1 have not forgot that. One day she slept so
rofoundly that they could not awaken her. Her
ace was as pale as the vestments in which they
wrapped her, and they bore her 1o the church and
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sung & long time around her, but she still slept.
My sister Mary wept much, and I also wert, because
she grieved. ~Then they clothed me ali in black,
and since that time I have beeu very happy, except
when she comes back {o threaten me.”

. «But she will never threaten you again.”

»Ah! do you believe s0?”

#] am sure of it.” o

«If you are sure, then I am satisfied, What a
weight Iyou have taken from my mind, Iam now
tranquil; breathe freelf. and it 1s to you that I owe
this happiness. How 1 love you!”

s«Dear Isabel!?

«sBut if you should sgain leave me!*

«Be composed, [ am coming, perhaps, to remain
here always—to marry your sister.”

«Marry, marry my sister! Then who will marry
me?” she said dejectedly, and her mind suddenly
;elapsed. as she continved, without recognising

im—

»You know not how constant I sm. I was once
to have been married formerly, to one of my cousins
named Arthur—but this is & secret, which I have
told to mo one except yourself. 'We were both very
young, and I loved him more than a brother, he was
80 good, so gentle and generous. Howw happy I was
when he was near me.  All the marvellous stories
and old legends of the country, were related to me
by him, and we had bright visions of the future,
Iﬁ;t alas! owve day he was forced to leave us; he
went on board his ship, and 1 saw him no more, but
I have always thought of him—always.”

«You saw him no more, Isabel? 'z{'ou do not_re-
collect me, then?"* demanded Arthur in a tone of in-
creased interest. ’

“How! not recollect you,” she replied with an air
of gaiety, “thou art Arthur; 1 recollected thee im.
mediately”® :

*I have been unconsciously guilty; each word ren-
der?n”me more criminal still, Can you ever pandon
me
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«Pardon thee! Ah, yes! I always forgive when
I am supplicated; it would be so cruel to refuse.”
She drew nigher to him, paused and fondly in
his face, as she added, #To prove 1 haven’t forgot
you, I will search for the ring you sent me from the
sea gide, I have presecved it carefully, and no per-
son has seen it. ait for me here, and I will return
directly. Arthur, I love thee,—do not forget that
I am your betrothed.” She ran away smiling, and
kissed her hand to him as she cloged the door.

QOur hero was as much perplexed as most heroes
are, when they get two women into their heads at
the same time. %e was amazed to discover that the
silken web, that he had unconsciously woven in hig
boyhood, had been so closely intertwined with the
thread of that fair creature’s life, as to serve asa
clue to lead her wandering mind even through the
mazes of her madness; and was the sole idea to
which she fondly clung in the general wreck and
ruin. He was at a loss how to act; by ing
the one, he would disinherit the other; and by ful-
filling the conditions of the will, he would for ever
extinguish the returning spark of reason, in the mind
of the delicate Leing so long and devotedly attached
to him. At length, he resolved to ascertamn the true
state of Mary’s Jortune, and should it prove ample,
he would reject her, and enrich her sister with
his hand and aunt Penelope’s legac{. Old Cato en-
tered opportunely, to throw some light on the sub.
ject. :

] «My mistress begs you to excuse her absence,
captain,” said the old man bowing, “she will be dis-

enga, resently.”
“Sgedcr on Bo geremony with me. Fine property
this, old Cato?”
““’S,plendid egtate; none better on the Delaware,
T
«Still affords a very handsome livingp”
“None better, sar. A fortune might be made
from this farm; but the Singletons are above selling
VoL IL~—17
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their produce,—consutne all. Then there’s bank
stock, and leans, and mo

“‘Enough, I am satisfied; and with this assurance
I can no longer hesitate not to marry your mis-
tress.” ) .

“Not m her, sar? Pardon me, capiain, you
misundersiand me,” exclsimed the old servant,
somewhat discopcerted. . :

*tNo, no, I understand you perfectly., Your mis-
tress is at least in easy circumstances™

“Better than that, sar,—veryrick. ‘The greatest
fortune in these 2?  The old fellow knew this
to be a lie; but felt satisfied that it ought to be true.

Mr. Joset‘ﬁh Jenkins happened to busile into the
parlour at this critical moment, and overhearing Ca-
to’s boastful speech, exclaimed,

- oRich! A great fortune! they deceive yon, sir,
she is ruined, totally ruined.”

“Ruined, sir!”* exclaimed Arthur,

“Will you be silent, sar! He don’t know what
he says, sar,” exclaimed the old man in confusion.

“Examine for yourself, sir,” continned Joseph
Jenkins, producing papers. “Read these documents,
and you will perceive that Singleton Place belongs
to me. I am the master here.?

‘Arthur cast his eyes over the papers and return.
ed them saying, #Itis true. I cannot recover from
my purprise. Miss Singleton reduced to a state of
poverty.”

“If you longer doubt, behold the confusion of this
old domestic,” continued Jeukins. «That speaks
more plainly than sll my words.”

My poor cousin in distresa!* sighed Arthar, “In
that case I will marry her.”

«How! you wmarry her! What the devil do you
mean?** exclaimed Jenkins with increased restless.
ness. :

“Go and inform your mistress, Cato, that I am
ready to make her my wife this evenin;;[‘r if she con-
sents,” said Arthur. The faithful old fellow’s ebon

visage, “creamed and mantled like a standing pool,”
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and as he left the room, he was hesrd to ejaculate,
«This now is, just like a Singleton. Gem’man all
over!” Yeokins, after making & few nervous circuits
around the parlour, suddenly stolg , and said,
«How! warry her this evening! Do yoa intend to
insult me, girr*

“’Ensult you? X was not thinking about you st

uNot thinking about me! But you shall think
about me. 1 will be thought about in this ‘matter,
sir; and 1 demand the motives of your condact,”
replied Joseph, testily,

Indeed. ButI amn not in the habit of answering,
when interrogated in so gentle a manuer,” replied
the other, codlly.

+Then there may be a mode of making you speak,” ‘

said Joseph, with increased irvitation.

“Pray, name it."”

«Pistols,” exelaimed the cotton spinner.

#Precisely. 'Chatis & branch of my business, and
I never neglect business.”

o} Jike you the better for that,” continued Jen-
Kins. «I Iymve a pair of bull dogs in the next room;
I used to practise shooting at a mark with the old
colonel. « cah jump inte a boat, and be on the
Jersey shore in hall,an our.” .

«That’s unnecessary trouble. You ave at home
here, you know, and we can just step out behind the
stable, and settle the afiair quietly. We shall avoid
both delay and trouble,”

«Zounds! you are right again!* exclaimed Jen-
kins. “Do you know that you have risen fifty per
cent. in my esteem, and if I drill a hole through you,
I shall grieve for you, and do the decent tﬁing by

ourY remains.,”

“You are very Rid

] give you mys:'?rd and honour, sir.”

+#Thank™ you; but [ shall endeavour to dispense
with your grief.”

A spirited young fellow !” exclaimed Jenkins. #1
begin to like him. A business man. I will go for
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the pistols, sir, and shall expect you behind the sta.
ble in five minutes.” '

Jenkios bustied out, and at the same instant Jse-
bel rushed into the room, and threw her arms about
the neck of her cousin, who was about to follow him,
and exclaimed, _

“Stay, stay, you shall not go. 1 know your fear.
ful purpose; but you shall not leave me. I'Il hang
upen you.”

“Unfortunate! would you drive me to disho.
nour” '

+Would you drive me to deopair?”

#]sabel, you will see me again in five minutes.”

“Yes, | shall see you amin, as | saw my brother,
gerha s, brought back, pale and covered with blood.?

he shrieked and fainted in his arms. 'We omitted
to state in the proper place, that a son of Colonel
Singleton had been killed in a duel, and that Isabel’y
aberration of mind was in some degree attributed to
the shock received on the occasion.” It is of import-
ance to every familg that one member, at least,
should be killed in a duel, ag that circumstance alone
is sufficient to establish the courage and gentility of
all the survivors.

The shriek brought Miss Siogleton and her major
domo into the parlour. Arthur consigned the uncon-
scious Isabel to the arms of her sister, and without
saying a word, burrded from the room. Isabel
glowly recovered; the expression of her countenznce
wag calm, and she zssumed an air of gaiety, as she
said,

»Sister, if you only knew the good news I have fo
tell you. She will never come back,—never! Then
there’s going to be a wedding; do you know the
bride? I know her. And there will be a splendid
ball. 1 ought to open it with him. I love dancing
so much

‘The report of ]_ﬁstols was now heard, and Isabel
starting from her sister’s arms, stood motionless for &
moment, then pressed her forehead with both hands,
and shricked, “Ah! I remember now! Death is at
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work! Let go your hold; I ly to save him!"* She
violeotly disengaged herself from Mary, who at-
tempted to restrain her, and rushed from the room.
Her sister and the old servant alarmed and amazed,
hastily followed her. . '
Isabel reached the spot where the combatants
stood opposed to each other, pistols in hand, resdy
to fire a second time. She rushed between them,
her hair dishevelled, wildness in her looks, and
gummeoning al! her energy, she shrieked, +Hold!
Forbear your murderous intent, I implore yonm, I
command you!? and fell senseless to the ground.
Our worthies forgot their angry feelings, in their
amazement at this singular interruption, and mutu-
ally bastened to her assistance, and supported her

to the house. She was conducted to her chmnber, -

and the next noment the prompt and active Joseph
Jenkins was seen hurrying along the avenue, upon
his bay hackney, in pursuit of medical assistance,
wilhout having intimaled to any one his errand.

‘The doctor, like all prudent practitioners, could
not pronounce with certainty,—he was of opinion
that the fearful iinpressions she had received from
the duel, would have 2 decisive influence over her
wmind; that a crisis had ariived, that would either
bring azbout a complete restoration to reason, or de-
stroy all hope of her vecovery. This was considered
a sound, and certainly a sate opinion.

Joseph Jenkins returned to Singleton Hall, shortly
after the physician, and on enlening the parlour, he
found Miss Singleton aloue. She arose as he entered
and exclaimed in evident alarm-—<‘Good heavens!
What is it brings you back after the scene which
has just passed? ﬁ‘my cousin should meet you!”

#Have no fear, Miss; I shall not be here long,”
replied Joseph, taking a stride or two across t
room. .

*Ah! why speak to me se coolly. Can you be.
lieve”— -

Now Joseph was any thing but cool, and he hastily
interrupted Eer with saying,

P
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“No more of that, Miss. You have no need to
justily yourself to me. I came not here to reproach
you. If I have failed to please you, the fault is
mine, and not yours. You are handsome and lively,
—your_cousin is & dashing, brave and generous
youny fellow, but as for me, I am rough, plain and

_ without address. He is entitled to the preferencey

but perhaps the future may prove that with all my
abruptness, I loved you as tenderly as he does. But
1 do not wish that”—he tursed his face to conceal
a starting tear. “I hope you may always be bappy.
‘We are now about to part, but belore we separate,
we have some affairs olP importance to settle together.
Your father, st his death, ewed to John Jones five
thousand dollars—here sre the bonds; to me ten
thousand on mortgare—ihis is the instrument,” he
deliberately tore the papers into fragments, and
added, “now those debts are settled.”

*“What are you doing?”’ .

: “Nothin%. I restore the property to you unen-
cumbered, for I would not have your future hushand
reproach the woman whom I have loved, with her
want of fortune.”

*Ah! Joseph, so much generosity.”

*Neo_ thanks, Miss, I only ask one thing from
you. If ever you should experience any reverse,
which is very possible, then think of your old friend.
‘Write to me, and the next mail will bring you a
satisfactor{ answer, Farcwell, Miss, farewelf.”

He bustled out of the room, and even Mary”s ten-
der exclamation, of #Dear Joseph, listen to me,” i
no measure retarded his impetus. Finding he re-
turned no answer, and was already out of hearing,
she called aloud for Cato, who promptly obeyed tge
summons, followed by the young lieutenant. She
turned to the old servant, and said in a low voice,
“Casto, hasten after Mr. Jenkins, who has just gone,
and tell him to defer his departure fur an hour. [
wigh to speak to him—must speak to him. Go.”

Cato lelt the room muttering, “what de devil sig-
nify, running first after one, den afier toder, and
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cotch no body at last.” Jenkins and his poney

were now seen from the parlour windows, scuddin
along the avenue, at even a brisker gait than wsuai,
Possibly the horse felt that his master was several
thousand dollars lighter than when he came.

The young couple, finding themselves slone, sgain
attempted to broach the delicate subject of the will,
each feeling the impossibility of complying with its
conditions, and yet from generosity afraid to reject
the other. After much manceuvring and finesse on
both sides, without success, each came to the con-
clusion that the other wished for nothing so ardently
as fo have Aunt Penelope’s will carried into effect,
and heaved a sigh of regret for the sudden and hope-
less passion. 816 Cato entered at this critical junc.
ture, to inform Miss Singleton that he had despatch-
ed 2 man on horseback after Mr. Jenkins, which
timely interruption relieved them from their mutual
embarrassment. '

“What news have you of your mistress Isabel?
demanded Arthar.

“You maust see her directly, sar. She is looking
for you, and desires to speak to youn.”?

#To speak to me! Has she left her chamberi”

«“Yes, sar. 'The doctor ordered that we should
obey her in every thing, and not conmtradict her.
Here she comes, sar.”

Iscbel entered the apartment. Her manner had
undergone a stiriking change; it was now serious,
collected, composed, She calmly said:—

«Sister, 1 have caused you much trouble; is it not
s0? But | am better at present—much better. I
thank you for all your attentions to me, but I have
a favour fo askj retire, for I would speak with my
- cousin, alone.”

“Cousin, I leave you, and in & little time ex
to receive your answer,” said Mary, and left the
room, followed by Cato. -

“What can she want with me? 'What is passing
in her mind? That singular air!? said Xrthur,
mentally—¢Isabel, my dear Isabel.,”
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«8ir>
':_'Why this reserve?—why this coldness towsrds
me ¥ -

+{t becomes the position in which I find myself.”

“What do I hear! You, who seemed but yeater-
dni“” st .

She proceeded, with slight emotion—+]f my words
have oot been mlways what they ought to be, it
would be generous on your part to forget the past,
as 1 shall study to forget it myself.”

#Unhappy that I am!* he exclaimed——+She no
longer reco]% ecis me, ne longer Joves me! Thisa Ea«
rent flash of reason may be only a new feature oF er
madness. My dear Isabel, in the name of heaven
listen tome—look at me. I am Arthur, your cousin,

our friend,—in one word, he who has chosen you for -
is betrothed.”

She became more deeply affected as she replied,
#] recollect you perfectly, Arthur; but this word
betrothed recalls {o me the cbject of this interview,
I was your betrothed, it is true—J bave net forgotten
that; but I come to give you back your promise,
and the ring with which you sealed it. Take it—
be henceforth free; marcy wy sister, and receive
every wish that 1 can form for your ha?piness. »

““Heavens! What say you, Isabell Can you
imagine”—

++1 know all, have heard all—even at a time when
I could not comprehend its meaning, But singular
changes have taken place. It seewms that until now -
1 have not lived. Even yesterday 1 spoke without
reflection; I answered without listening, or listened
without understanding; but now the cloud has
vanished, ideas crowd upon me, words rush to ex.
plain my thoughts, and 1 am no longer an object of
Eity. This happiness | oweto Arthur. When near

im I am animated, exalteds but without him 1 feel
that 1 should relapse into my former state, Ah,
stay, stay always near me—never leave me—be my
support, my guide, my husbend. 1 live only in thee,
for thee, and shall be nothing without thee.”™
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“Dear Ysabel, you are once more restored to me.
Do not repent of the avowal that insures my happi-
ness, Speak, will you be my wife. You cannot
refuse mef” ) :

“How, refuse what I so much desire,” she replied,
artlesaly. - o

*You no longer believe that I love your sister?”

“(, mo, no. I rely on you. You would not de-
ceive me; it would render me so unhappy.”

“"Butreflect. Iam r, without resources.’?

*Poor! I scarcely know what that means.”

“I cannot swround you with luxuries.”

I shall not love you the less—and ask no other
lexu :;

#No dress—uo equipage.” -

«Shall I appear llss attractive in your eyes? If
not, I care not.” :

*“I can no longer resist,” he exclaimed, and fall-
ing on his knees, passionately kissed her hand. Mary
entered at the same instant.

“Ah! cousin, you refuse me then. I cmme for
Four answer, but you bave anticipated a reply to all
my questions.”

“No, coz, I don’t refuse you,’” said Arthur,
rising. I love you very much, but will marry
Isabel. T don’t want to ruin you——keep the fortune.””

“You will marry her, ¢oz? Then I will hays
nothing to do wi(h%is legacy, which constrains us
both, and thank you for having laid it at the feet of
my sister.*

“This generosity—? :

“Is mived up with a little gelfishness, Arthur, as
you will see in the end,” replied Mary.

There was a noise at the door, and Joseph Jenkins
bustled in, followed by Cato. He entered just as
Arthur was in the act of gallantly kissing Mary’s
hand, in gratitude for her Fenerosity.

*Death and the devilD” exclaimed Joseph—rtand
was it for this that you brought me back?”

“Dear Joseph, be & witness"'—aaid Mary.

- ¥ .
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“«Damn it, I have seen too much already,” exclaim-
ed Jenkins. :

" Arthur commenced—<Mr. Jenkins, I wish you to
understand—"

=1 don’t want o undersiand any thing more,”*

Isabel ran to him, and placed her sister’s hand in
his, saying, “There, understand that. She is yours—
Arthur is mine. 'Will you kill him nowi”

“Ha! What! How! Bless my soul! Mary, is it
soi”* gjaculated Jeukins. Mary smiled and blushed
in a manner plain to be undersiood by the dullest
l:hysioguomisf, and the cotton-spinner whirled about -
ike one of his jenuies,

+All very strange! Don’t understand I muttered
Cato.  «Captain, will you marry—"

“Linve has restored her to reason.,” .

““More strange still. You told me love usually

turns young ladies’ heads. Can’t understand, no

how I can fix him.?
Arthur and Jenkine became fast friends, and the
fallen family was once again restored to its former

-consequence, thmufj-,h the exertions of the worth

and unpretending Joseph Jenkins, He called his
eldest son Regin:ﬁ » after his old friend, the colonel;
but he protested against christening his danghter
alter Aunt Pecelope, as he could not forget the an.
noyance that her absurd legacy had occasioned,

THE END.
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