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THE SNOW

FEATHER;

A TALK.

——

T'0 the woods—to the woods, gentle reader. Re-
lease your lips from their polished smile. Omr path is
not on the crowded pavement, nor through the gleam
and glitter of stately halls. Nor legend of chivalry,
nor tale of fashion is mine. We are going out into the
solemn and beautifal woods;—by your patriotism, my
lady reader, frown not; for where else should a theme
of the olden time be found in the lovely land of our
birtht Why marvel that the old world hath her sons
of song, and hordes of gifted spirits, who weave from
the dark threads of history, the brilliant web of ro-
mance? Why should they not, where the eye opens
among the ivied relics of other ages, and the past is
ol a mine of rich materiel? But for us, nor moulder-
ing wall, nor antique tower clusters its sacred me-
mories. The past—two centuries, and all beyond is
mystery. Nor frowning tarret of old renown, nor
tourney, nor tented field, looks out from its lonely
depths. There is a wilderness—a vast dim wilderness,
and men turn from its solemn secrets, to the splendid
themes of other climes. Yet they who love those
Ionely wastes, find their reward; the step that would
Alter on a forcign strand, grows free and strong among
their hidden mazes, and now and then there gleams up
to the searching eye, some sacred relic of those mys-
terious ages, whose records of heroic deeds were writ-
ten on the glowing fancies of each passing generation.
8ach is our tale. It hath been registered, too, else-
where, on a sterner page. '

It was a summer noontide, but there was no village
hum, or din of cities. The music of the wild old
woods was going up alone to heaven. The merry
brooks laughed out loud and clear as they leaped from
rock to rock in their green depths; the voice of the river
came like a deep murmur of delight, as it stole on-
ward to the distant sea; while the glad and beautiful
language of the woods, rung and thrilled through their
green arches, from the thousand nestlers in those leafy
shades. Far down, deep among the clustering hills,
there lay one little nook of sweet and rare beauty. It
was dark with verdure, for the boughs of the lordly

oak were laced above it, and only patches of the Lright
Blue sky shone down through the twinkling leaves;
@ven the lustre of that warm noonday as it found its
way through those masses of waving green, grew $o-
A

lemn and dim, like a clear twilight. But the waters
that came dripping, foaming and silvery, down the
angle in the rock, to the basin below, shone up from
its pictured and shadowy depths, like living crystal,
and gliding out a glossy rivulet, it half circled with its
sportive sweep the whole area, breathing through the
lonely little glen a glad and sparkling beauty. And
yet, at that hour it wore the charm of a brighter pre-.
sence. Thero was a light among those clustering
leaves, without which palaces are dim, and which can
make the lone desert beautiful; the light of thoee liv-
ing, mysterious fountains that link the material, to the
world of intellect, giving to the deep and subile
thought, a visible existence. Nor bird's nor gazelle's
were the wild dark eyes that looked out from that
shady recess. A thing of life and thought, a_glorious
young creature of the woods sat drinking in the music
of the wind, as it played in the canopy above. The
crimson berry mingled with the fresh oak leaves on
that dark young brow, and the rich hair floated down
free and beautiful, half hiding with its glossy clusters,
the girdle of shells and gold that gathered the rude
robe beneath, and gave, with a slight clasp, to its
unfashioned folds, the haughty grace, the rich and
breathing shape of beauty.

She gazed on the fountain. Sweet violets and
clumps of richest moss grew on the low turf at her
feet, and purple blossoms, and a thousand nameless
flowers sprung all around on the shady bank; and the
waters, as they poured out from the still depths of the
basin, went talking low and sweet, among the stones’
and mossy roots, that curled and braided their currents,
while ever and anon some strange, wild tone came
ringing out from the far depths of the wood, and echo-
ing loud and sweet through its lofty chambers—and
yet she gazed on those pebbly depths as though all
sights and sounds of beauty had lost their charm. But
something in the deep, unquiet eye, and now and then
a sudden and brilliant smile told that the spirit was
scarching out its own hidden fountains.

But they whose thoughts and feelings are prisoned
in the channels of the cultured mind, may but ill
amlyze the gladness, or trace the imaginings, that

sparkle over the chaos of an untaught intellect. And
she was one whose fine perceptions had been moulded
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among the beeutiful influences of the woods. The
shadow on the sunny turf had disled her young hours.
Nature had been that wild Lady’s Book. She had
learned her music from the leaves and birds, and
fashions from every simple flower that brightened her
path. That lone wilderness had opened to her the
pages of an exhaustless romance, and she had read the
language of the stars, and learned devotion from every
page in earth or heaven, that whispered of wisdom
or might They had poured their imagery into her
young mind, till it needed but a touch to flash forth
in song; they had nurtured there the lofty and poetic
feeling that, developed into action, might resound in
distant lands, and go down through all ages, a bright,
undying record of womanly deed. But alas! the genlle
inflaence that had nursed the brilliant flowers of that
lonely dell into their rare and perfect beauty, had onl

tanght them to lavish a richer perfume on its solitud

“Then why came ye not hither before!” rejoined
the priest in the same elevated tone. “Is it for him,
who bears the message of a mighty Sachem o loiter
on his path?”

“ Father, yo wrong me—I did the bidding of my
chief. There came a wild tale to the council house
of the nation, from the tribes who dwell on the bor-
ders of the great Salt Water Lake.”

“And what said the Werowanee!” inquired the
priest, after some minutes earnest conference.

“ He laughed at their tale, father, and he bade me
go thither on my path homeward, that I might shame
them with their false words. And—but father, hark!
The leaves are rusiling in the glen again. If ye
would hear my strange tidings, come hither at least to
the ledge above.” It was evident that the intimation
!mdhbe:n obeyed, for the voices were soon insudible
in the dist

She who eat among them, wasting the light of her
young being on the unlettered woods, was only sharing
the destiny of those myriads of the bright and beautiful,
whose memory scarce lives in the dream of the poet—
even his, whose hearth is on their graves.

There were human tones on the rock above.
“Soow Feather,” muttered a low voice. The young
savage lifted her drooping eyelids, for a light slumber
had weighed them unawares; she sprang from her
listless attitude, and gazed eagerly among the bushes
that grew to the edge of the summit above. But the
voice went on, and she knew from its low half-whis-
pered tone, that the name which had broken her dream
was spoken for another listener.

“ Hush father,” said another voice; “let us go to
the temple;—she sleeps in the glen below, for I flung
an offering to the Manitou as I passed, and I saw her
asleep by the fountain. Let us go to the temple,
father; my strange tale is not for a woman'’s ear.”

“ Nay, Vattamatomae,” replicd the first, “ what
careth the priest for thy wild tale? Let me hear the
message of the Werowanee. For the maiden fear not
—if such a tread as thine roused her not, her rest is
deep. Say on, Vattamatomae; we have no listener,”
and the prophet did not know how the faint whispers
of a name interlinked with our memories, our fears
and hopes, are mightier than the tread of a conqueror.

The young maiden had sunk on the mossy stone,
and her eyes were closed again, but the gorgeous links
of fancy were broken, and something sadder than
dreams wrought the smile on her lip. The voice of
Vattamatomae still sounded above, but his cautious re-
cital was heard only in the glen like an unmeaning
murmur.

«1 say, father,” he repeated, his elevated tone sud-
denly breaking its restraint, “ the Monocan hath pro-
mised to bury the tomahawk forever, and he will yield
too the blue of the and the rich
hunting grounds beyond. The wampum is woven,
and the Werowanee hath but to give’’— and he check-
ed his voice again, 8o that the name of the sacrifice
which might purchase these national advantages was
only audible to him for whom it was spoken.

« As ye will, father,” rejoined Vattamatomae; in re-
ply to the whispered interrogation of the other, “ by
dream, by spell, or token, as ye best may; so the We-
rowanee bade me tell you—but, be it done quickly,
for ere this moon is old, he will stand by his own
council-fire again, with the Monocan for his guest.”

«'This moon!” repeated the voice of the elder
speaker. “ These are crooked words,” he added, in-
dignantly; “ you said but now, that he had gone to the
great fight, where the canoes of the Mingoes cover the
mighty waters of the north.”

“ Nay, father,” replied the other; “two moons are
fled since the council fire was buried on the Lenape
Whittuck, and ere this the chief is towards his own

bluehills again.”

The young maiden still sat by the fountain—she
had covered her face with her hands. At last a heavy
step marred the sweet melodies in the thicket above.
“ Snow Feather,” muttered a harsh tone, and the same
voice which had dispelled her slumbers, now broke
in on her waking dreams. A rude path wound along
the less precipitous descent beyond the stream, and
the eye of @ modern heroine might have shrunk from
the form of the wild old man, who was slowly winding
his way down the crag, with his wolf-ekin mantle ga-
thered about him, and the gray hair floating on his
brow and shoulders. But the glance with which the
maiden regarded him betrayed no nervous disquietude,
though there stole over her proud features a slight
shade of reverence. .

“The priest found a white token in the temple,
when he came home from the mountain,” said the
intruder, as he seated himself on the mossy trunk that
crossed the brook, while his glance expressed the in-
terrogation, which neither the tone nor the language
had intimated.

“ Father,” began the maiden—she lifted her down-
cast eye—something in the face of the priest checked
her words. Some powerful excitement burned in the
small wild oye that was fixed on hers; and the myste-
rious allusions of the m to his sub com-
munication, seemed invested with fresh mystery, from
its visible effecct on one not wont to be moved with
tales of wonder.

“The young Snow Feather is at sport with the gray-
haired prophet,” said the old man, scornfully, at last
interrupting the protracted silence.

“ Father,” repeated the maiden, and the voice that
rung through the glen was clear and birdlike, « the
Snow Feather sat in the door of the Werowanee to-
day and wept. Who but the prophet can brighten a
heavy spirit? So she sought the temple.”

The priest muttered an exclamation of surprise.—
“ Why should the daughter of the mighty Werowanee
be sad? She who speaks, and her will is done. She
who roams with her train of maidens all the day, as
idly as a warrior? Why art thou sad, daughter?”

The maiden waited a moment in evident embar-
rassment.

« [ had gathered flowers with my maidens, till the
mats were covered; we had braided wreaths till the
walls were all hung with garlands; we had spread
nets for the blue-birds till we were weary, and still it
was not noon-day. Then they brought out shells and
feathers, and braided a coronal, and wove it with the
bright blue and crimson the Eagle-Eye loves best, and
that too was done—and yet the sun was only going
up the sky—his path down to the blue trees looked
long and weary, and the shadows scarce moved upon
the turf. Then I thought how to-morrow would come
creeping up the hills as to-day, and another, and ano-
ther, till the days were all fled so wearily }—the young
girls had gone out to braid their hair by the stream,
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and their laugh rung among the trees, but the heart of
the Snow Feather was like a weary bird, and she sat
in the door and wept.”

“ And why went ye not out with them? There is
gladness among the leaves and waters, even when the
spirit of man is bowed with sadness!”

¢ Father, I have roamed through these woods, till
all their bright places lie in my heart like the shadow in
‘the fountain. I have listened to the birds, till I know
every voice from the red-breast’s to the dove's, and 1
am weary of these flowers and streams. 1 thought of
the Werowanee and the Eagle-Eye, and I wished 1
were a warrior, or a chief, that I might sail in my
canoe up the blue river. Oh! I would find out some
new land, where the shadows never linger; and, father,
I came to hear that wild legend ye told me once in
the temple of Oppamit. But the prophet was gone—
‘#0' I strung a white garland for the Manitou of the
fountain.”

The young speaker paused; her earnest eye drooped
beneath the keen gaze of her listener.

“ Say on, Snow Feather,” said the old man, as he
glanced towards the slanting sunbeams that played on
the rock. “’Tis but a little while since the shadows
crept so lazily. Do they travel swifter because they
are turned? Say on, Snow Feather, for by the light
in your eye, your tale is not done. You came to the
prophet’s home, sad and weary—you are neither sad
nor weary now.”

“1I have told you all,” replied the maiden, lifting
again her sparkling eye, and checking the rich smile
that wreathed her lip. It was only a dream, a
beautiful and glorious dream; but, father, you worship
not the fair-browed spirit of the glen. When I came
to the temple to ch my Manitou, ye told me le-
gends of every bright divinity but him, and when I
breathed his name, ye warned me of his snowy mantle,
and his fearful brow of light.”

“Your dream, your dream,” repeated the prophet
impatiently. “Even though it were of him, daughter,
by that will I unfold the doom the Great Spirit hath
ordained for you.”

“ Many moons have fled,” continued the maiden,
“since I chose the fair spirit of the waters for my
guardian; since then, ye know, 1 have worn this fea-
thery token on my brow, till the warriors know me
afar, by its snowy light, and my own name is scarce
remembered. I have worshipped him at the gray
dawn, and evening twilight, but never a glimpse of
the white mantle, or wreath of snow has peid my de-
wvotion; . for when I thought I saw them glistening
among the leaves, it was only the feathery foam of the
waters. And to-day when I came down the glen, I
flung my wreath on the rock, with a sad and scornful
heart, for I had loved the Manitou better than my
father, or the Eagle-eye, and I was weary of serving
one who scorned my worship. And while I gazed
sadly on the waters above, till they seemed like thou-
sands of beautiful feathers, falling over the mossy
petches of the gray rock, there stole a heavy slumber
on my eyelids. And still I seemed to gaze as before;
I heard the murmuring of the brook, the sunshine
Played on the moss as ye see it now, but father,” and
the thrilling tones of the speaker' were half subdued;
“ there, beyond the fountain, leaning against the rock,
his feathery mantle all dripping and sparkling with
light and foam, I thonght there stood a glorious crea-
ture. His lips were like the living roee, his eyes like
stars, 80 large and clear, and he smiled with a fearful
and glorious smile. Then I thought he came and
etood beside me here, all glistening with light and
beauty, and the arrows in his girdle glittered like the
moonlight, but I was not afraid, for he took the daz-
aling wreath from his brow, and flung it on mine.
He bade me say my wish, for he said, and his fearful

smile grew deeper as he spoke, ¢ That mortal maiden

blnd never yet served in vain, the Manitou of the
glen.’

The prophet frowned. «Then, father,” continued
the maiden; “I told him how I was sad, I knew not
why, and weary of roaming through the forest, with
none to love me, and none to love. His smile grew
deep again, as he asked me of my maidens, and my
father's noble warriors, and the chief of the Wabin-
goes, and the great Werowanee of the south, who had
sent presents to my father to win me for his bride.
He spoke of my father, and the Eagle-Eye. Then I
told him my maidens were true and gentle, and the
warriors of the guard were brave, but their thoughts
were not like mine, and for the fierce stranger chiefs,
what cared I The Werowanee, indeed, loved me
better than all things else, and I would have died for
him, but he came not often to his tent, and then his
soul was at the hunt, or the far council-fire ; and little
time for the mighty chief of thirty tribes to care for a
simple maiden. But when he spoke of the Eagle-Eye,
I thought I wept; and I told him how our hearts had
grown together, when we roamed of old through the
sunny glades, but the Eagle-Eye had grown stern and
brave, and gone to the great waters of the north, to
win him a name that should live like the stars; and
left the Snow Feather to string shells, and gather
flowers, and be forgotten ere the dead leaf fell on her
grave. The Manitou gazed on me a moment with a
glistening eye, and I thought I heard his low voice
singing, ¢ Maiden, thou shalt have thy wish” Then
he caught the token from my brow with his bright
and snowy fingers, and threw it high above the trees,
and upward it sailed, higher and brighter, away and
away, till at last it hung in the blue heaven, like a
large and beautiful star. The bright spirit shook his
plumes, and laughed loud and joyously, and his laugh
was clear like the music of the waters as he pointed
me to it, and said, ‘ Will the Eagle-Eye win him a
higher name than that?” And then I was sailing
with him alone in a fair canoe; the glen was gone,
the wooded shores were all behind us, and nothing
was left but the sky and the waters. I thought of the
spirit-land that lies beyond the Great Salt Lake, for
there rose a beautiful strand before us; I saw groves,
and temples, and palaces of snow, and spirits like the
fair-browed Manitou roamed among them. He leaned
upon his oar, and pointed through the trees to his home
of light, and told me I shbuld dwell with him forever.
Why did he mock me with that blessed vision? For
when I would have sprung upon the strand, and the
music of a thousand reeds floated on my ear, another
voice repeated my name above. Prophet it was thine.
And now doth not my weary life seem sadder than
before? Father, can ye unfold my dream? Say, was
it not too beautiful and glorious for mortal destiny 1”

“ Listen, maiden,” said the old man, solernly. “ The
bright-browed Manitou has thrown his enares for you.
To-morrow the spell shall be broken, and even in that
wild vision 1 will trace the shadow of thy fate. The
Snow Feather shall indeed go to another land,” he
added, in tones of studied emphasis; “ she shall find
another home, and another people, but not beyond the
waters. To-morrow, maiden, at noon-day, in the home
of the priest, the dream shall be revealed.”

The prophet moved onward as he spoke. The
Snow Feather turned with a hasty step; she gave a,
single glance at the fountain as she wound around its
tufted edge to the path beyond. That glance arrested
her step. There is a principle of human natnre which
has been considered peculiarly incident to savage
minds, as well as those of the gentle sex for whom
this tale is written, and it will not be deemed impro-
bable that an appeal to the curiosity of one who com-
bined in her own intellect the peculiarities of both,
should not have failed of its effect, even in the present
moment, of high-wrought feeling. The Suow Feather
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brought that day to the glen, an offering of bril-
Yiant shells, that the Eagle-Eye had gathered for ber,
from the sands on the mighty waters of the north, and
as she dropped the sacred” mementos of her brother’s
Jove down the shining waters of the basin, she had
smiled to see that, instead of passing to the dim depths
below, they had settled, one by one, on a small ledge
of the curved rock, where the falling waters had no
power to displace them. To this point that passing
glance had been directed, but she paused—the glance
‘grew o a stedfast gazo—she uttered a low, wild mur-
mur. The shells were still lying in the hollow of the
xock, but not as before she slept. Then she remem-
bered well they lay alone on the stony shelf of the
basin. Was it a token she now saw from him who
dwelt, far down, deep in the sunless home of the foun-
tain? They had told her its crystal walls were stud-
ded with gold and gems, and well she knew of all the
bright and costly treasures, the daughter of 8 Wero-
‘wanee might claim, the best and brightest had gone
down to deck that silent dome. Had he who sat on
its jewelled floor, moulding the pearly drops of the
deep, had he remembered his worshipper at last, and
‘wrought her a token while she slept? A strange and
brilliant object lay on the stone among the shells, a
small bright orb, most curiously wrought, and the rich
string lay coiled on the stone beside it. It was surely
a childish thought—but to the dazaled eye of the
masiden, as it shone through the clear liquid, it all
seemed of gold, the chain, and the orb—pure massive
gold. Yet, what but the fancy of a child, would pic-
ture masses of that rare and rich material, larger than
those that shone like specks, in her own princely
girdle? The Snow Feather kneeled on the edge of
the basin, and after a few moments of careful and
breathless effort, the strange object of her curiosity lay,
wet and glistening, on the turf before her. And some-
thing of awe chastened the deep and keen delight that
sparkled on her features, as she shook out the rich
chain, while her finger carelessly pressed the knob of
gold beneath.

In a moment, she had sprung to the other side of
the fountain, with a wild deep cry—her face was bu-
vied in her robe—the rich gift lay flung on the turf

. Was it a dream? That shining thing had
epened to her touch—a haughty lip, a strange amd
beautiful eye, had looked out upon her from within.
‘Was it indeed illusion, or had her hand unlocked the
oell of eome fair and living spirit? The faith of the
yourg pagan, though deep and enthusisstic, bad hi-
therto found its home in her imagination. It bad
been roused with legends and dreams, and the waking
reverios of her girlish fancy, but till now it hed held
adistinct and sep exist from the dull realities
of her being, nay, the experience of her whole life,
bad formed as it were a dictory evidence, to
thaet gorgeous ideal of her hopes. But it was no illu-
sion. She sat in that still summer air; the birds were
singing above her, the softened and shadowy light that
played around her, was the light of life and day. It
‘was no dream; and yet, there lay the mystery on the
turf beyond, glittering, and mocking her very reason,
with a reality wilder than dreams. Yet, even then,
there shone a slight development of the decision of
thought and feeling, which, one learned in the lan-

the moming sunlight. The rich hair lay gathesed on
the brow in brilliant curls, deep as the hue of the
ripened chesnut, and the tints of the fresh violet shone
in the full eyes like a beautiful and vivid painting.
They wore too a gleam of high and chastened thought,
that no flight of an unlettered intellect might picture,
and worlds of knowledge lay in their calm depths,
undreamed of even in the lore of the prophet.

The Indian maiden gazed on the fair features, of the
jewelled picture, till ell fear was gone. She remem-
bered her dream. The secrets of some high and so-
lemn destiny seemed opening before her. A dim light
was straying through the dark and tenantless chambers
of the soul; new thoughts were thronging there; and
there sprung up then a wild proud hope, such an one
as the human heart will sometimes seize in its hour
of weariness and yearning sorrow, and lean on through
long years, till all its noble wealth, the lofty aspiration,
the dim longing for its high inheritance, are clustered
on some reed-like promise.

The maiden went out from the shady dingle to the
homes of men with a light and springing step, for the
Joyless future had grown beautiful—the picture was
in her girdle, its image had been reared already in the
holy places of her heart, and every idle thought and
affection came thronging to the worship. From that
hour a wild and splendid dream of hope brightened

her existence.

* x* > L] * - =

Midway down the slope of a noble river, rose the
princely hunting lodge of Werocomo. The painted
mats that covered the royal dwellings, looked out
among clumps of stately trees in the midst of the long
line of warrior tents, but the gentle slope that frented
them was smooth and verdant, down to the water's
edge, with only here and there some lordly relic of the
dim thicket above.

Two moons had fled since the messenger of the
Werowanee had borne his secret tidings to the dwell-
ing of the priest, and it was still summer. The hour
was beautiful. Brilliant masses of vapour lay floating
above the rich plumes of the western hills ; the mellow
light had faded from the bosom of the broad river
below, but it still played strong and clear on the tops
of the forest that crowned the summit, brightening the
gorgeous dyes on the low, arched roof of that ancient
palace.

The hunt was done. It was an hour of rest. Little
feet pressed the rich, shadowed turf befure the dwell-
ing; voices of childhood’s frolic rung among the trees;
the wife had left her unbraided mast in the tent; the
young bright-eyed girls who were weaving their bas-
kets in the door, had flung aside their unfinished toil.
There was rest for all, from her, whuse bowed shoul-
ders and scanty robe, revealed her stern lot among the
rude labours of the field, to thase who moved gaily
under the trees, with the beautiful tokens of rank em
their brows; while the small hand, the idle step, and
the delicate ancle, with its beaded chain, showed no rest
was needed. Wild sounds rung from the shore below,
fantastic forms danced on the slope, thrilling laughs
and muttered tones echoed among the fierce groups
without the trees; but they marred not the quiet of the
scene: 1o those whd sat in the doors on that calm
evening, they were old remembered toncs—sounds that
came loaded with the dim ies of childhood:

guage of human features, might have seen beautifully
written on the lip of the ruyal maiden.

She knelt again, with the beantiful shell on the turf
before her; slowly and fearfully she lifted the lid from
its mysterious inhabitant. There it lay, like a beau-
tiful shadow, in that small ring of glittering stones,
gazing up as with a glance of gentle recognition, with
the still curl, on the bright, unbreathing lips; and the
brow was like the sowy brow of her Manitou, yet
she saw not the wild creature of her dream. They
svere young and nobls features, all bright and fair like

the fierce oyes and painted faces, the robe of skins
with the crimson glare of the Pocone were only linked,
in those wild minds, with foarles and untroubled
thoughts, or dreams of gladness.

But there was one whose haughty step rming on
the turf below, before whom the eye of priest and
warrior sunk with reverence. The king whose glory
is the legacy of his ancestors, may need the gemned
crown, and the robe of purple 10 point bim from his

fellow men; but he who meved among thoee warnor
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gooupes  had wrought out his own high destiny, and
the wyally was in his withering eye; the chief of a
few mighty warriors, who had stretched his demains
in the far hunting grounds of his fathers, from hill to
hiM, and river to river, till from the blue mountains
to the blue sea, his hunting honse was in every tribe,
and every king paid him tribute. Ah, there needed
not the feathery diadem, and the gorgeous hues of his
regal mantio, to mark him the ruling spirit of the
realm. And yet it was told that one gentle hand held
the strong reins of that mighty heart, that one low
woice could hush its loud passions, moulding at plea-
sure its sternest purposes. But the Werowanee strode
with a haughty step; the bold light of triumph was in
his eys. He had finished in that hour a great victory.
He had flung the idol from his heart, and ambition sat
on her throne again. The young creature of his wor-
ship had knelt before him, in all her rich dream-like
beauty; that low voice had rung on his car, startling
anew the sweet memories of tho dead, she had knelt
with the tear in her beaming eye, and words of strange
eloquence on her lip; nay, she had prayed him by the
name of one whose home was in the far spirit land, but
be had called back the dew from his eye—he had
choked his voice till it was cold and calm—he had an-
awered—/ No”'~—was he a woman now? Yet there
was high passion on his brow, and the pressed lip and
hasried tread told that the victory was not all his
owa.

There was mirth mdmusxcabova. The beanties

hashed wvoices, and went whispering onward, and a
wof wild-eyed maidens stood without, gazing om
looks of awe and sadness. She sat alone,
in her rich garment, with a single snow-fea-
bound among her braided hair, and the proud
head was buowed in sorrow; the whole attitude
was one of desp and utter hopelessness.

« Princees,” said a low timid voice, “ ie it meet that

intrusion was evidently painful. The royal
maiden lifted her brow with a quick and haughty
movement, but her cold glance softened as she met the
timid gaze that was fastened on her. The gentlest
amd best boloved of her favourite train had ventured
within the tent, and stood beside her with a freshly
weven garland. “ Let me call the maidcns,” she con-
timued, “ the pnnccu must be decked for her bridal.”

« No—no,” replied the other, with a slow and angry
emphosis, “ ye may sooner deck me for my burial,” and
she covered her face and wept.

The young savage knelt beside her mistress; she
flang ber arm around her with the untaught grace of
feeling. She would have soothed her.

“ Nay, Motehora, let me weep. Am I not going
frem my fathor's tent, and my. own broad land, to
dwell with the wild Monocan by the dark streams
beyond the hills? I thought there was one who loved
me. Hath he not sold me with all my love for the
range of a goodly river? did I not kncel to him but
new, in mine agony, and he flung me from him, even
with my mother's namo on my lips? And oh! my
dream, my dream,” she murmured with a new, and
deeper tone of anguish, “my beautiful and blessed
dreamm, is it not all fled forever? Go away, Metehora,
 will weop till my heart is broken.”

« Bat, princess,” rejoined the other, “so the priest
told you your dream two moons agone, and you bave

moved: ameng us ever since, wish a strange light im
your eye. ‘The maidens said you rejoiced in pous:

“ Listen, Metehora. I believed not the word of the

" An expression of horror rose to the lip of

her auditor, but the maiden continued. “I knew he

had leamed that warning from mortal lips, and then

had never knelt in vain to him who sent it, and' my

fair Manitou had left me a memorial that told of ano

ther meaning. Metehora, I' have hipped ome:

higher and brlghter than the stars, and | deemed my

destiny was linkod with his—he hath mocked me with
a vain promise. See here, maiden.”

The louk of eagoer curiosity with which the young
attendant had watched her movements as she drew:
the rich chain from the folds of her robe, displaying
its beautiful appendage, at that moment deepened into
something more than the startled gaze of wonder, as
the lid opened before her. Her face grew solemn with
emotion. “ I have seen him, I have seen him,” she.
repeated in fervent tones. “The Great Spirit forbid
the doom of the Snow Feather should be mingled with
his.” .

*“ Thou hast seen him!” exclaimed the pri her
oye darkening with strong passion. “ Hath he mocked
theo too with dreams and shadows?”

* Nor dream, nor shadow”—but Metchora checked
her voice, and gazed around the apartment with &
timid and startled air.

The princess murmured with impatience. “ Say

; | on, Motehara. Where saw you the fair-browed Mani-

tou? Say om, maiden.”

“ I may not, princess,” replied the attendant. « Ask
me no mare, if you would not see the fresh sod trodden
above me,"” and the high excitement of her feoml.
showed it was no idle language.

“ Metehora,” and she spoke reproachfully; «
were the daughter of an humble warrior, and | made
you first of all my train, and the sister of my love.
Must the Soow Feather pray to you, to0, in vain f~w
Speak, maiden, what of the Manitou?”

“ And is it for a simple maiden %o reveal the coun~
cile of the Werowanee! Princess,” continued Mete
hora, “ it is a light thing for you to die. For you are
of a kingly line, and a high and glad home is waiting
for you in the hunting grounds of the dead, but yom
remember well, for you said it but now, that I am of &
lowly race, and my lifo is all hcre; there is no home
for me in the land of shadows. And, princess,” she
continued, in a lower tone, “ is it a light thing for me
to draw on my brow the wrath of the mighty Wero~
wanes?”

“ And who hath given you a seat in the councils off*.
the Werowanee?” replied the young princess, proudly.

But her attendant seemed scarce to heed her im-
quiry. She stood for a moment with her thoughtfuk
eye fixed on the floor of the tent, and then walked
rapidly to the entrance. Tho shadows were deepen=
ing without, and only a faint russet tinge above the
hills, still showed where the sun had been. Her eye
ran rapidly along the narrow level before the dwells
ings, and she glanced for a moment through the open-
ings in the boughs, to the rude forms on the slope be-
low. There were no listeners. Her companions had
indeed withdrawn but a slight distance, for they wera
grouped beneath the boughs of the chesnut whose
shadows fell an the building, but she knew from the
close ring in which they sat, and the earnest tones
among them, that the curiosity which had led them to
the door of the tent, was wholly diverted from. its ob
ject: She spoke with a subdued voice as she retreated
a few steps within the entrance.

“Hear me—~—the hunters who eame yesterday ﬁm
the chase, brought home living game—they smared &
strange deer in their path. Princess, I passed the
treasure house to-day. If you weuld know more, yeu
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must go thither before to-morrow's sunset. But at the
dawn, if the Monocan comes not ere then, they will
send you and your train to the dwelling of the priest.
I heard the Werowanee say to him, as I passed the
glen, ‘ The Snow Feather hath a woman’s heart—she
loves not blood!” They little dream an humble maiden
hath their secret” But her voice suddenly dropped
to a whisper; “I see the mantle of the Werowanee
among the leaves,” and she uttered rapidly the wild
names of her companions, till the whole of the savage
train stood gathered around their mistress

The alarm was needless. The Werowanee had
only glanced within the tent as he passed, but from
that moment the lip of Mectehora was sealed. A mai-
den who had lingered without, soon brought the ru-
mour that the Monocan had not yet arrived within
two days’ march of Werocomo; and ere the groupes
without had darkened in the gathering twilight, there
came a messenger from the priest, to bid the princess
and her attendants to his dwelling, with the earliest
dawn of the morning.

It was night. The broad moonlight strayed through
the crevices of the walls, into a darkened room of the
palace, revealing the outline of its objects. Aching
brows pressed the rich furs of the low couch in its
centre; the Snow Feather lay on her princely bed
with sleepless eyelids. The young forms on the mats
around drooped silent and motionless, as though the
chisel had wrought them there, and through the mat

moonlight that glared among the stately trunks shove,
anneunced an opening in the thicket. But any inde-
cision, which some sudden view of her daring enter-
prise might have produced, seemed soon to have van-
ished in other and more exciting emotions. She stood
the next moment on the brow of the hill. There was.
a day-like brightness in the broad circular valley be-
low; for the trees were few and scattered, and that
lone, ancient house stood like a vast arbour in its
centre, while every shadow lay on the lawn-like sur-
face about it with a vivid and perfect outline. And to
the eye of the young Indian there was more of gloom
than the outward loneliness. Fearful legends came
thronging to her memory, as she glanced towards the
huge inanimate forms, that stood with bow and arrow,.
guarding that desolate abode. And where was the
promise that had led her thither? Was the daughter
of the Werowanee the one to be mocked with an idle
tale? And as she recalled once more the dark language
of her maiden, the undefined expectation that had
quickened her stcp was remembered only as the illu-
sion of a dream.

A shadow moved below; something like the wild
tone of an Indian sentinel rose, and thrilled through the
woods with a clear and startling shrillness. A few
steps along the circular summit placed the astonished
maiden opposite the entrance of the dwelling. Then
she knew that the words of Metehora were no un-
meaning fable. Rude garments lay on the turf, at that

that divided the dwelling came the ed breath-
ings of the Werowanee, as he lay in the room without,
with his guard of chosen warriors. It was midnight,
for the sentinels at each angle of the house, had twice
repeated their alternate calls. Two more rounds of
that wild cry, and those sleeping forms would rise
again to the life and bustle of day. Once on her way
to the temple and it were vain to dream of unravelling
that tissue of mystery. She rose from her couch and
stole with a noiseless tread towards the wall where the
crevices of light marked the entrance. She lifted the
edge of the curtaining mat. The stars looked pale in
the white shower of moonlight that fell, bathing wood
and turf, and strewing the shadows of the dark river
a8 with snow; while the dim nooks of the distant shore
seemed touched with a new gloom. A low, constant
note trilled from the chesnut boughs—even the soft
murmur of the river rose on that still air.

The Snow Feather recalled the words of her mai-

den. " Thero was but one clue to their mystery. A
weary mile from Werocomo, in the heart of the dim
shicket that stretched along the shore above, stood a
dark and lonely building, the treasure house of the
‘king, that even in the broad daylight men passed with
quickened movements, for it was gnarded with wild
forms, not fashioned in the semblance of things earthly,
and there lay those untold riches of gems, and beads,
and royal garments the Werowanee had gathered in
store for the day of his burial. But a single point
concentrated the bright hope that had filled her ex-
istence. What would not a young heart dare at such
a crisis?

In a few moments a light tread was on the turf
without, and ere the sentinels had lifted their heavy
eyelids, the form of the Snow Feather went stealing
liko a spirit along the bank of the river. There was
no faultering in that rapid step, and yet, os she wound
into the dim embrasures of the wood, something like
its own chilling shadow fell on her excited feelings.
The beautiful radiance of the night streamed but
faintly through the solemn arches above, and her own
gliding tread was the only sound or motion in all that
solitude. But it was not for the daughter of a Lenni
Lenape to shrink from the shadows of the forest, and
her weary path around marshy beds and over hills and
dales was wiftly trodden. And she paused at last
e the ascent that was 1o terminate her path; for the

ge hour; in the shade of those lonely and desolate
walls, she saw a group of armed warriors. The vague
fearfulness was subdued; she moved slowly down the
bank. A nearer survey revealed the chosen warriors
of her father’s guard. They lay in the attitude of
listless slumber, but her stesling tread had not been
unperceived. A human form emerged from the angle
of the building, the eyes of the warrior were fastened
boldly on her. But her own perplexity at the sudden
encounter was evidently reciprocated. He had started
back, his brows were lifted, and some loud exclamation
seemed waiting for utterance; but the Snow Feather
placed her finger on her lip, and pointed to the reclin-
ing warriors. * Rouse not these sleepers, and I will
give you the gold in my girdle. Listen, Vattamato-
mae,” she continued, suddenly recalling her clue.
“ Thou art a cunning warrior; the hunters anared a
strange deer on their path, and brought home living
prey. Now Vattamatomae, unfold my errand.”

“ Then the Werowanee hath betrayed his own
council,” muttered the warrior, with evident surprise ;
but he smiled, as he added, “ The Snow Feather hath
come through the forest to gaze on the victim.”

The heart of the maiden throbbed audibly as she
signified her assent, and the sentinel obeying her
caution, stole carefully towards the entrance of the
building. He lified the mat, and the clear light
streamed within: it fell on a human figure. The wild
cry that parted the lips of the princess died away un-
uttered ; but she knew at a glance that he whose noble
form lay revealed before her was not of the children
of the Lenape. She saw tho strange attire and the
pale brow of that mysterious one, whose voiceless
imago had filled her soul with a dream of beauty too
high for earth; and there, wrapped in the same close
and gorgeous array, in the full proportion and majesty
of life, lay that lofty stranger. The sentinel still held
the mat but she passed him unheeding, and ere he
could check her rapid movements, she was kneeling on
the floor within, to gaze and to worship. Ah! then
she knew it was not her heart’s idol; she saw not the
bright face of youth that was graven on every hope.

The warrior lay asleep, but it was a hero's slumber,
for though the pale cheek was worn with long vigils
and suffering, but for the lids on the full orbe, he might
have seemed in that pallid light a warrior nerved for

the battle. He slept, but there was no relazing of the
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hanghty features; the brow wore its contracted frown,
the stern lips were bent, and the hand on his girdle
rested with clenched fingers, as though it had grasped
& weapon. The white forehead lay uncovered in the
moonlight; it was bold and high, and every feature
wore the perfect outline of the chisel. The high
courage, which no extremity of danger and suffering
might bow, the dauntless genius that had roamed the
world, and won a name among her heroes, had left
their traces even in the slumbers of that savage prison.

The maiden gazed in silence; there was no lan-
guage for that wild delight. She shook back her flow-
ing hair, she bent her eyes to his, and still the illusion,
if such it was, had not faded. Lightly and timidly she
laid her hand on his forehead, it was no shadow, for
the warm touch of life thrilled her fingers, but the
stern lips of the warrior relaxed with a mournful
smile, and words of a strange language were mur-
mured on her ear. Oh! had that gentle hand re-
minded the dreaming captive of some fairer, in the far
home of his birth?

A familiar voice broke painfully on the rapt
senses of the maiden; it recalled the singular circum-
stances that surrounded her, for the hour, the place,
the undefined purpose of her visit, had all vanished in
that gaze of admiration.

“ No—no, wake him not,” said the sentinel. “ You
know he dies at to-morrow’s sunset, but he hath been
a brave warrior—break not his last repose.”

Had the poisoned arrow of the Mingo pierced her
heart, it could not have drawn a wilder, sadder cry.
“ Die, Vattamatomae!” and she fixed her eye upon the
sentinel with a glance that thrilled his nerves, as she
slowly approached him; “who dies at to-morrow’s
sunset?”’

“The Snow Feather must surely know,” replied the
‘warrior, “ that yonder is the chief of the strange tribe
~—the pale men who have come up from the dwellings
of the sea, with the lightnings for their arrows”—but
he paused, for his listener was drinking in his words
with an eagerness which sent to his mind a sudden
suspicion. “ But who knows of the hunters’ prey that
was not of yesterday's council?” he muttered hastily,
and the princess turned from his scrutinizing look.
The language of wild and passionate sorrow broke
from her lips; she saw the strong cords that bound the
limbs of the victim, and she knew that he was doomed.
“Thou to die! No—no,” and the rousad energies, the
whole might of a high heart lingered in her tones.
But they died suddenly away—a full hazel eye met
hers.

. 'The noble stranger was gazing on her, and the
pleasant sounds on his lip were the words of her native
tongue. They were few and broken; but there was
a language in the eye that had no pauses, and his ra-
pid and eloquent gestures needed no interpretation.
Well did that stranger know the avenues of womanly
pity.- He told her of a land towards the rising sun, of
gentle eyes that would be weeping for him there, and
watching for his coming, even when the leaves of that
lone forest were gathered above him. Arnd, ere the
Snow Feather went out from the shadows of his prison,
she had promised him, on the fuith of the Lenni Le-
nape, that he should not die.

The morn was breaking when the young princess
stood with her train of maidens before the door of her
father's dwelling, and the light of some lofty and
beautiful enthusiasm kindled her eye as she lingered
a moment under the chesnut boughs to wait the com-
ing of the golden orb whose edge just brightened above
the woods. There was a momentary unbending of
that wild and singular expression, as the form of the
‘Werowanee appeared in the door. *“ But no, no,” she
murmured, “last night he fluug me from him—not
aguin, the glory must be my own,” and yet her eye
melted with a look of strange sadness as she stood for

& moment gazing afler him, but it passed swiftly away,
and when she turned again and moved onward with
her savage train, there was a lightning in its liquid
depths, and a majesty i her mien that fastened the
glances of those wild gazers in silent awe and asto-
nishment.

The day was bright and peaceful, the sun went
down his western path as swiftly as though he bore no
death on his wing, and the temple above the glen
already stood in the long shadows of the western rock.
The tread that rung on that sacred floor was hurried
with agony. .

Among the rude forms that adorned the temple,
there sat a bevy of young, light-hearted girls. Two or
three, whose forms appeared partially concealed behind
the images, were eagerly employed in fastening the
loose beads on an embroidered garment, whose loose
folds, as they opened with every movement, revealed
a workmanship of singular and splendid beauty, and
others sat with folded arms lazily watching the sha-
dows, and there were others whose sullen and restless
glances seemed to scorn the narrow walls that con-
fined them. Worlds of merriment lay in the wild
black eyes that now and then peered up among those
ungathered (resses, but some spell of silence seemed
breathed within the walls: every gay lip was mute,
and now and then a stealing glance at the beautiful
young figure that glided through the temple, evidently
deepened the restraint. The priest reclined on the
large stone without the door ev that none might pass
unperceived.

“ Will he never go " murmured the princess impe~
tiently, as she passed the maidens who were toiling in
the corner. “ Go on, go on, Metehora,” she continued,
for she had met the troubled glance that was lifted to
hers. “ There is no time for idle gazing; see the sha-
dows—how long they grow—the sun is almost to the
rock.”

“ Many suns must hide beneath that rock ere the
Snow Feather wear this garment—eay, princess, why

hould I h ?”” and Meteh Mlglinonlh”
proud features with a glance that sought their inmost
meaning. But the princess tumed away in silence,
and with a fearful look that till that day she had
never worn—a strange flashing smile, that mocked all
scrutiny.

“Ye must stay in the temple till 1 come again,”
said the voice of the priest without. “ Snow Feather, I
will tell you a true tale, and wilder than the legend
of the Allegewi ye love so well, if you wait for me
here. See, maiden, the sun is low; if I come not when
its light is faded, you need tarry no longer.” The
word the maiden uttered in reply was low and
scarcely articulate, but it was interpreted as a murmur
of assent, for his eye caught a smile on her lip, and he
lingered not to analyze its meaning.

* Bring hither the baskets, Metehors,” said the prin-
cess, as she turmed egain within the temple; “ nay,
linger not, now I must be decked gloriously.”

“ Not those,” replied the maiden, shuddering; « prin-
cru, I saw beautiful flowers as I passed through the
glen"—

« No, no, Metehora; the flowers would fade on that
long journey—I will have gems—bring hither the
sacred baskets, the robe is ready, and ye must braid
my hair for a great festival.” .

Metehora came and stood by her mistress; her voice
was low, so that none other could hear, and she spoke
in the tone of earnest remonstrance. ¢ Princess, will
you profane the robe and the coronal that were
wrought for your burial”

“ Pmfane them, maiden! Ere this day’s light is gone,
I will shed a glory on them that shall not fade even
among the suns of the spirit-land. Look at that sun,
Metehora; when he sinks behind those trees, [ may be
on the beautiful shores where he sleeps;” and her voice
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olted t0 ¢ low murmur, g8 she gazed sadly towards
the hills. “ My mother hath hong her home with

she stands in the door and listens for my tread;
spread the mat, and gathered the fruit. Me-
1 must sleep with her to-night.” But the wild
ight faded from her eye. * Yet, maiden, it is & dark
way, and what if that shore be a dream at last! Oh!
shere is anguish and blood!” and she turned away, and
Bid her face in her robe, shuddering.

Metehora threw herself at the feet of the royal
maiden; heor face was solemn with anguish. “ What
would you do, princess? Take away this fearful
darkness.”

“ I must go, maiden,” replied the princess. “I may
met linger. Can the daughter of a Werowanee break
her kingly word? Metehora, hear me. The glorious
one I eaw last night—they have doomed him to the
death—the warriors, and the chiefs, and the Wero-
wanse have all said it. Yet, tho word of the Snow
Featbher hath gone—hear it again, maiden, ke shall not
a"

“Then you have prayed the Werowanee,” replied
Metehora with a troubled look.

“ No, that were vain, then; but I will, Metchora,
and he shall not scorn my request again. The Wero-
waenee doth love the language of high deeds, and so
shall my prayer be made, I will wait till the blow is
lifted, and when it hath fallen on my brow, when the
blood of his daughter hath been given for the blood of
the stranger—will he say no again. The noble being
I saw last night, he is like the beautiful one I worship;
® live with him long years of light and blessed
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hesuty and the might of women's tesm prevailed at
last, even when hope was gone, and the lified head was
bowed to die. Even then thero eame a beautiful and
glorious maiden, all decked for her bower in the spiris
land, and insteed of the crash of agony, the captive falt
a soft band on his head, a light breathing form was
bowing by him, and the Werowanee saw, instead of
the pale brow of his fearful victim, the beautiful head
that had slept on his boeom in childhood. Well had
that fearful blow been checked—a moment more amd
he had quenched the light of his home forever. The
bowed head was lified—the deep eyes that had bees
the stars of his wanderings were looking into higem
there was triumph in her glistening eye, a low, rich
murmur trembled on her lip, « Strike! ye may eurike
now, my father, but the white man must not die.”

The weapon fell powerless; fierce eyes were glistens
ing all around; the Great Chief gave to his victim the
hand of a brother as he mised him from the turf; bhe
lifted up his voice, and blessed the Great Spirit that
his own hand had not slain his child.

But the wale is old. Why write a legend that has
been told in every place, from the farthest streams of
the Powhattan to the great waters of the Mengwee?
And surely there is no hearth of their pale conquerors,
it has not enlivencd already.

* t » [

L] * L

She stood in a high hall of England—her smel foot
pressed the flowers of Turkish looms in silken hose,
and slipper of damask; the crimson of her rich bro-
cade was flowered with gold; there were pearls om
her broidered vest, and jewels in her hair; the knots of

that were too high for mortal destiny—~—but I will die
for the pale stranger that wears his robe~better to
shield his bright brow with mine, and poar out my
life for his; better one moment of glory and gladness
than long years with the Monocan. Bring me my
burial robes, Metehora.”

Slowly and timidly the startled maidens gathered
sround that charmed one. Trombling hands wrought
the dark clusters of her fleating hair, yet it lay in
shapes of strange beauty; they braided it with ame-
thysts and emerelds, and showers of pearl lay among
i waving blackness. The robe they fastened around
her wes like the bow of the sun, and she stood at last
in the door of the temple, like some dazzling and gor-
geous thing from the spirit-land ; yet, human fecling
softened that solemn eye, and mournfully it lingered
on each of those young faces.

“ To-morrow ye will roam through the sunny glades
again—who will lead you then? And thou, Metchors;
we played together in the far home of the Powhattans,
and now where my home must be, thy beautiful oyes
mey never come.”

“Thou wilt not die,” whispered that gentle one,
“the Great Spirit will shield thy brow, and to-morrow
there will be music and gladness again,” as she
moved forth from that murmuring throng in the wild
and beautiful array of the dead.

The sun had touched the western hills when she
stood again on that wooded summit. Trees, and clouds,
and sky were all tinged most gloriously; it had bright-
encd the mist in the valley, and the rich groen of its
turf, and glancing leaves shone up as through a shower
of living gold, A vast wild crowd were gathered
around that loncly dwelling, but all was silent. The
stranger had heen led forth to die. His calm bold eye
was lified sadly to the heavens, for he was of a race
whose hopes had climbed tho skies, and found their
spirit-land among the stars. The might of woman's
heart that had turned the bloody sabre in the far
climes of his wanderings, had he trusted it now in
vain? and Ie whose love had been as tho shadow of a
yock in every weary land, was that to fuil now!

But why tell the tale! Is it not written even on

the page of childhood's lore, how the eloquence of

its dark folds that were gathered on her brow, the
heavy curls that fell on her neck, and every fold of
that splendid costume, wore the charmed mould of
fashion. 'The noon-day sun melted through damask
eartains, on the rich furniture of that lofty room; it fell
like the light of roees over the deep brunette of those
exquisitely moulded features, and dark diamond-like
eyes lighted their bloom with she gleams of high and
chastened intelloct.

A noble dame, the mistress of thet princely hall, sat
in & neat recess, tracing the fair pattern of the em-
broidery on her frame, and music and voices from &
groupe of the gifted and high-born, flosted flom a
distant room of the spacious suite, that opened like &
long, dim avenue of magnificence. She sank om a
crinmon sofa, & gentle damscl came and sat by her
side, with a page of thrilling ramance for her ear; the
beautiful young boy who had climbed from the cushions
below, stood on the sofa beside her, playing with the
silken tassels of her boddice; there were fairer faces,
but every glance that rested on that, grew to the stolen
gaze of admiration.

Oh! there are some whose high destinies do mock
the dim picturcs of hope with their brightnees,and yet
in every pause of that gentle tone, the dark eye of the
lady drooped as though there were some hidden esad-

‘ness; the deep and beautiful sinile the laughing child

now and then won from the lips of his young mother,
seemed to lcave it in sorrow. Ah, why doth joy
breatho over on the human heart as though it were an
untuned instrument, waking its richest chords with
tones of trembling! Yet what hath joy to do with the
glitter of rank and fashion; is it not tinsel when the
golden dream of the heart has perished? There was
somcthing in the eontour of that noble brow, and the
princely curve of the lip, that often marks the thirst
for glory as it is stamped on woman's features; and
sometimes the dark eyes were lifted snddenly reveal-
ing, as through a glass, the restless search of high in-
telligence for new and hidden knowledge; and there
werc traces of another nature, the revealed beauty of
thoee strong and rich aflections that better become
a woman's destiny. Oh! she who dreams of glory,
must count the cost, and throw away the troasures of
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her. gentlar feelings; and if bew heart hath not lost all its
deop and bely tonea, she will know in the hour when
@ha laurel ia o her hrow it hath been dearly paid for.
Waa it thus that high spisit had been saddened, that
she sat in the aplendour of those -stately balls, among
muosic and gay voices, and tones of kindness, a crea-
sure of beauty and renown that all eyes gnzed upon;
ar, had all the hopes of her young heart perished, that
she sat evan there with a drooping and ungladdened
eye!

“ Your gentle lady is sed to-day,” eaid the noble
damwel by her side; she lifted her eye as she apoke to
a gentlcman in the costume of a cavalier, who had just
entered the apartment.  “ My poor eflorts to entertain
ber ladyship have proved somcwhat fruitless,” and she
2086, as if 10 yield her place w the person she address-
ed; but her companion at the same moment deserted
the sofa, and leaning on the arm of the gracelul cava.
lier, they moved together towards tho recess of a dis-
tant window.

“In good faith, the Lady Mary hath not spoken
idly!” exclaimed the gentleman, a shade of sorrowful
oconcern darkening the pride of his handsome features,
as he regarded the splendid young being by his side.
« In Heuven's name, why is this, Rebecca! Now, when
your name is ringing in coltage and palace, and all are
Joading you with gitis and reverence, from the 1.ady
De La War to the queen on her throne, thero must be
some hidden cause of sadness.”

“ No, it is nothing, dearcst.” replied the lady; “and
 yet I may mourn for this,” she added, in a tone that
seomed to recall her first assertion. *“ As I sat there
but now, ‘gazing on all these strange and splendid
things, the fair brows and the rich garents that flitted
by me, I thought of one who first told me of them all.
And how can I stand here, in his own beautiful coun-
ary, with a glad faco and a toue of mirth, while he
hath only the fearful and narrow home of the dead?”

The gentleman fixed hie finc blue eyes earnestly on
her features. “ And what if my countryman had tald

you faleely, Rebecca—what if he were not dead? I

leaned just pow,end I came to tell you"—But he
pansed; the lady seemed utterly regardliess of hie
worda; her ear only caught the tonee of a deep, mguly
voice that sounded in the next apartinent.

A fresh arrival of visitors had been announced, and
& small groupe of them were now slowly approaching
wish the Lady De la War, to pay their devoirs to the
Indian princess. But the most acute observer would
soarce have marked more than the polished manners
of a high born English woman, in the simple clegance
with which the lady received their grectings, and her
proud lips seemod to wesr the smile of courtesy as
gracefully as though it were their birthright. A thrill
of astonishment passed suddenly among thuse who were
gazing on her, s0 unlooked for, so entire was the
change at that instant wrought on her features. The
calm eye, darkened with a wild flashing gleam—the
decp, inarticulate cry of a savage language broke from
her lip, and only the strong arm on which she leaned,
withheld the light bound of that fawn-like movement.

“ Rebecca,” murmured a low, reproachful tone in
her ear—it was enough; she leaned again in the atti-
tude of studied grace, the wild cry was hushed on her
lip—nay, the sudden revulsion of feeling bad left a
haughty, but unconscious coldness, as she received the
noble oflicer who now approacked the recess. Its in-
flucnce was evidently not lost on the unconscious
cause of her emotion, and his own mien secmed to
bave caught something of the same statelinces, and the
sstonished, admiring gaze of doubtful recoguition was
nminglcd with regret, as he uticred the laugunge of
eourtdy greeting.

The cold worda fell as & harsh sound on that lady’s
eor, but she pressed Bor grieved lip silontly. Her
Gmid .h;oe waa lifted. A fll basel oyo gleamed

A .

0ldly on her—ab, was it thus it leoked in the moon-
light of the lonely valley beyond the waters! She
saw the stermn brow, the bent lips of that pale sleeper,
angd they wore the same look of mingled haughtjness
and sorrow, 88 when she kneeled beside him, a wild
uncultured being, in the lone treasure-house of the
woods; but, was it thus he looked upon her in the
light of that long past sunset, when he rose from the
turf with the fresh life her prayer had given himlwe
The large tears were gathering in her eyes.

* Methinks the Lady Rebecca would scarcely be
recognised in the halls of Werocomo?” said the officer;
he spoke in a tone of respectful courtesy; but, beyond
the seas, he had only called her daughter. It wgs but
the drop in a full cup, yet it was too much. Oh! what
cared she for all the splendour and the courtly faces
that floated through the dimming tears; she flung away
the arm she leaned o, she sunk by the window, and
wept lond and wildly.

Stately forms gathered around her; toncs of polite
concern, and words of great soothing melted on her
ear; but she turned from them all; the wild murmurs
of her native tongue broke from her lip, “ Let me
weep—let me weep; 1 will wear that weary mask no
longer. Oh! for the shadows of my father's dwelling.
Go away, I will not smile when ray heart is breaking.’””

She lcaned nlone on the crimson cushions—they had
loft her to the loneliness she prayed for. Beautiful
sounds came through the open windows from the
winding avenues of those classic grounds. The mus-
muring of waters in marble fountains, the prison songs
of foreign birds, fair siatues and Grecian temples rose
among those clustering trees, and the breath of tropic
flowers was on the air; but to her who leaned weeping
there, it was all as though it had not been. The
sounds of a far wilderness were in her soul; she heard
the wild cry of the hunters, and the voice of her own
gay blue-bird thrilled again; there was & amell of wild
violeta around her, and faint sweet perfumes of the
woods; the dark rivers of her ngtive wildcrness wegt
rolling by, and she gazed down the clear and pictured
fountain by the feathery waters of the glcn; long, loud
tones of laugl rich bered ton. and
echoed on her ear; the gay mat of the royal tent rus-
tled 10 her tread, and light framed maidens with bead-
od garmcnts, and long, dark hair, floating on the wind,
fistened thoir wild glances on hey.

“ Rebecca,” said & low, calm voice, and the dream-
ing lady lifted her eye among the gleaming mirvars,
and old rich pictures threw around her the sunshine of
ancient days, and young and sniling faces of the dead
of other ages; that voice had called her back, from the
sweot and blessed haunts of memory, and she wept
again.

“ Rebeeea,” repeated the cavalier, and he evidently
curbed some strong cmotion as he slowly paced the
foor; “ methinks the unlooked-for presence of one you
Just now mourned as dead, should scarcely have occa-
sioned grict like this.  But, baply ] owe moro to the
rumour of his dcath than I }ad counted on,” and there
was something painful in the expression with which
he regarded her; “ perchance a simple cavalier like
mysell might otherwise have sought in vain the hand
of a princess. No, lady, I blame you not,” he cop-
tinued, as he watched the slow kindling of her eye;
“ he hath a long list of brave achievements with which
to win a lady's ear; and was he not the first of our
race that ever cluiined your sympathy? You, yourself
told me you deemed him somo high divinity—and if
it were 8o, indeed, it is not the first heart the noble
captain hath won in foreign lands:—the young Frayg-
bigzanda, the Lady Callamata, he boasts § noble Lat.
‘True, it were better that one who has deigned to a¢-
copt of my poor name should not se have graced it, byt
I bad heard the tgle before I crogsed the seas; and if I
construed falsely, the seeming emotion with which the
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Indien princess first met my eye, it was surely no fault
of hers.”

Several times, the lady had sought to interrupt the
hasty and bitter language of her companion; but, now
she waited calmly as it that torrent of stern emotion
were not yet exhausted ; the cavalier was silent.

« My husband hath wronged me,” she said at last,
« but Vattamatomae is dead, and 1 am released from
my vow—you shall know all.” She drew a golden
case from her boddice, and slowly approached the ca-
valier. “ See, hero is one I worshipped, aye, wor-
shipped, before even he had crossed my path, or my
ear had caught the faintest whisper of the pale
strangers.” The lady opened the lid of the miniature,
and leaning on her husband’s shoulder, she watched
his eyes, as they bent eagerly to catch the first glimpse
of one so mysteriously designated.

Tt was only a bright face of youth and beauty, richly
set in gold and jewels, but the cavalier lified his face
with a quick, loud tone of astonishment. The glance
of a passing stranger might have detected there, in a
moment, the breathing original of the portrait in his
hand. The bright chesnut curls of the picture, were
deepened to brown, on the living brow, and the check
wore a darker hue, but there was the same classic
mould of feature, the same intellectual and elevated
cast of expression, save that the blue eye of life was
like a star to its dim image; and the smile, the glad,
beautiful smile that had won and fastened the heart of
the young Indian in her native wilds, wreathed his lip
at that moment, gloriously.

“It is all mystery, Rebecca,” he murmured, “in-
comprehensible!  Surely this is the self:same picture,
my mother gave our gentle Anna, when she followed
her husband’s fortunes even to the shores of the new
world; and I remember now, when two years after I
crossed the sea, she told me herself it had been stolen
from her—but—"

« Listen to me,” interrupted the lady. *“ Vattama-
tornae was the first of my father’s court who saw the
English people. A faint rumour of the setlement had
reached the ear of the Werowanee, and he sent him
thither to prove its meaning. He took the picture
from your sister’s dwelling, but he deemed it only a
rich mass of gold, and when the hidden spring flew
open to his touch, he was afraid of the bright spirit of
thine eyes. He told me, love, you watched him with
that fearful, silent gaze, through all his lone journey,
and at last he threw the picture for an offering to the
fair-browed Manitou of the glen, as he pessed to the
temple above—even while I lay sleeping by the shrine,
1 dreamed of my chosen spirit, and when I woke, and
found something like his own fair beauty in the waters
—why should I not worship it? You may smile, my
loved one, but it was a solemn worship I peid you
then. You were with me in the temple and the glen,
T saw you among the shadows of the tent, and in the
Jonely wood path—everywhere. Oh! could I have
dreamed that I should ever be thine idol, and yet
weep? I did dream, and hope that I might one day
dwell with the fair Manitou, in his home beyond the
waters, and many high and bright imaginings daily
grew around that dream. But, higher and brighter a
thousand times hath been my destiny; and yet—I
wept when I roamed with my wild maidens in the
beautiful woods beyond the sea, for my soul was a sad
and vacant thing, till that high hope filled it with
gladness, and 1 wept, oh, most wildly, when my father
would have given me to the dark Monocan, and that
hope seemed all a mockery—but they were sadder
tears I shed to-day. Ah! there is no new world of
light and beauty for me now, there is no better love
than thine; I have reached the point that was highest
and brightest,” and she hid her face on his shoulder,
shuddering, as she added, “ and now my path is down-
“'d ”

“ Rebecca,” said her companion, and es he gazed on
his young and beautiful wife, something of her own
sadness, unconsciously deepened his tones. It is
wrong to trifle thus with happiness. What if you build
no hopes upon the future, is not the present enough 1

* But my life is floating on, like a dim and splendid
dream,” replied the lady, mournfully, « and will it not
flec away at last, even like the vision of the glen.
Oh! there is one step you cannot stay; it steals as
swifily here, as among the shadows of the wilderness.
Nay, the years of this gay land are like the days of
my father's tent.” Her voice grew low and solemn,
and her eye rested on her husband with a strange
meaning as she added, “ Did you never dream that I
might die, even here, amid all this mirth and splen-
dour? Did you never dream that I should stand no more
in the shadows of the chesnut boughs, the sweet shades
of Werocomo!”

“ You are dreaming, indeed,” replied her husband,
hastily ; « that was an idle thought, Rebecca,” and he
led her towards the open windows, to the marble
colonnade without.

“ No, no,” murmured the lady, and she turned from
his words of soothing. “It is no idle though, for it
follows me like a presence, it darkens my dreams;
there is no tone of deep music that doth not bear it to
my thoughts; I read it in the smiles I love best; it is
around me every where, like a chilling shadow, and
you, my own beloved one, even you cannot tell me I
shall stand again by the streams of my native land.
Oh! to die here!” and in all that worshipped beauty,
in jewels and splendid robes, among the marble pillars,
and leaning on the arm of her living idol, the high-
born lady wept in agony.

L * » - » L *

The hangings of a damask bed were lifted, the win-
dows of a lofty chamber were opened towards the
setting sun—a noble lady was lying there to die.
One was there whose brow was pale with sadness;
and gentle forms were bowing by the couch, with the
whispered tones of love and sorrow; a fair, laughing
child sat on the bed, pressing now and then his rosy
lips on that unconscious brow, while his sportive
fingers tumed among the long dark hair that fell un-
gathered on the dying pillow.

It is sad to die, even when the heart is old, and its
spring-tide hopes and feelings lie blighted like the
leaves of autumn; it is sad to die even when the soul
hath no fellowship, but with the mute and lovely things
of nature; but it was not thus with her who lay there
on that gorgeous couch, gazing towards the setting sur.
She was dying in the freshness of life; the beauty had
not faded from that young brow; no shade had passed
over the brightness of her deep and fervent feelings;
she was dying amid all the light and splendour her
highest hope had asked for. The dream was fading
now:—Oh! what to her, in that hour, was all its fleet-
ing glory; the high fame, the new paths of knowledge,
the deep worship of human hearts—oh, now were
they all indeed “ as a dream when one awaketh.”

But the lady gazed towards the setting sun with a
faint smile on her lip; « He is going now,” she mur-
mured, “ I shall see him no more; to-morrow he wiil
rise again; but not for me:—Oh! glorious one, thow
art shining now on the woods and streams of another
shore. Now, it is noonday in the land of the Pow-
hattans; the shadows are straight in the tent. Bright
one, art thou shining as of old, on the mossy rock by
the fountain? dost thou see the wild deer and the
painted hunters? and, oh, dost thou see”—Her tones
grew slow and sad as slie continued—* Dost thou see
a groupe of wild maidens roaming and laughing among
the trees? Oh, for a wreath of the flowers they are
gathering—no, lady, take away those damask ones; I
long for the blue flowers, the little blue flowers of the
glen, and Metehora must twine them for me—it is
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Jong since I felt her light fingers on my brow. Will
no one tell them the Snow Feather is dying, far from

She had spoken truly. The" blessed waters of the
sacred fount hud been sprinkled on her brow, their

her country and kindred, and Meteh
one, shall I meet the love of thy dark eyes no more ?”
She peused a moment, for her voice was faint and
weary. “Oh! there will be walling in the tents of
the Werowanee,” she murmured hastily; « the Eagle-
Eye will remember the long days when we played on
the sands together; and my father, shall 1 see him no
more?” Her voice grew clear. “ Away, maiden, the
Snow Feather must go to her people—I cannot die
here,” and even amid the weakness of coming death,
she rose from her pillow with the power of that strong
anguish.

The arm of a young and noble maiden supported
her—she whispered low words of holy comfort, though
her cheek was wet with burning tears. The laughing
lip of the child quivered with a grieved look, as he
gazed fearfully on that changed eye—there was a
hurried step on the floor, and a tone of smothered
agony.

But that wild gleam had faded ; the light of higher,
holier feelings kindled the dying eye with gladness.
“ Nay, grieve not, dearest,” she said, in a low, broken
voice, “ my soul was wandering then—but, that is
past, and now the dream is coming on from which
there is no waking. Oh! it is a dream of glory; I hear
the murmuring of waters afar; yet it is not the living
streams, nor the gold, nor the jewelled gates; they
have told me, dearest, of the pillared temples, in that
high, strange land where there is no sun by day, nor
moon by night; yet it is not that, the light and the
gladness is in my own soul,” but her voice sunk to a
whisper, and her head drooped on the maiden’s
shoulder.

, thou blessed | syml

bolled purity was in her heart, and a spirit of love
had been breathed on all its selfishness; the pride that
might weep in heaven was gone; a well of living
water had been wrought out in its thirsty depths, to
spring up into everlasting life; she was athirst no
more.

“I know the sun is shining,” said the lady, faintly;
“ but dark mists are floating around me. Is it death?
Oh! my way is through the shadows of a sunless vale,
and even thou wilt leave me now.” But a holy
name was on her lip, and low, faint words of prayer.
“There is one to lean on, even there,” she whispered;
“I gave him my heart in the hour of healih and safety;
I loved him better than all others, even than thee.
He will not leave me now,” and her eyo shone, even
through the dull haze of death, with peace and glad-
ness. One moment the dying arms wreathed the
child, with such love as hath no language, and ere the
light bad faded from the clouds, the lips of the beau-
tiful Indian were hushed in the long sleep, and the
boy was weeping by his dead mother.

Oh! lady, lady, the tale is for thee; there is a dream
of hope in thy heart, be it high, or humble—be it of
wealth, or love, or glory, that dream may one day
be reality; nay, the dark folds of the future may
hide pictures, which its boldest sketches have never
equalled. Even then, thou wilt need svmething
brighter.

That dream may flee away, that hope may be
crushed in its blossom; there may be anguish and fear
around thee, the darknesgs of death may dim thine eyes;
there is a dream that will grow brighter then, and
forever.

THE ORANGE FLOWER.

All things have their season—and thine sweet flower!
Comes with the guests at the Bridal hour—

"Tis thine to adorn the fair young Bride,

‘When she steps forth in her joy and pride—

Thy buds must mix with the snow-white pearls
She twines amid her clustering curls; .

Thy perfumed breath is borne on the air,

When she speaks the vow, and breathes the prayer;
‘The vow which binds, amid smiles and tears,

Her lot to one through all coming years—

In youth and in age, in good and in ill—

While life shall endure—unchanging still—

The prayer that calls on Heaven to bless

The object of her heart's tenderness—

*Tis an hour of joy! yet gaze in her eyes'—

A mist of tears o’er their brightness lies;

And her voice is low, and her cheek is pale

As the light folds of her floating veil—

Does she weep because she must bid adieu

To the home where her happy childhood flew?
Does she mourn that her girlhood's glee is gone,
And that sterner tasks must now come ont

Does she send her spirit through coming years,
When the joy of this hour will be quench’d in tears?
Does her fancy paint that mournful day,

When one fond heart shall be torn away;

When bitter drops from eyes must flow—

Or else be herself in the grave laid low?

Yes! such feelings will come, unbidden guests—
When all secems gay to human breasts!

But thou, fair Flower! in thy beauty bright—
Bloom'st fairer still in Beauty's light:—

Thou baskest in the sun’s warm ray,

And smilest thy little life away,
Pr A m. 'y o

by care,
‘Who made thee in thy beauty there.

HOPE,

Hore, frail but lovely shadow! thou dost come
Like a bright vision on our pathway here,
Making the gloomy future beautiful,
And gilding our horizon with-a light,
The fairest human eye can ever know.
Fav'rite of Heaven! ‘twas thine to pledge the cup
Of Pleasure’s sparkling waters undefil'd;
But, oh! the draught was fleeting! scarce the lip
Touch’d the clear nectar ere ‘twas vanished.
The soul of youth confides in thee; thy voice
Is love’s own halcyon music; it is thine
To colour every dream of happiness.
I've pictur'd thine a soft ethereal form,
Like to some light creation of the clouds—
Some bright aerial wonder; o’er thy cheek
The rose has shed its beauty; on thy brow,
The golden clusters play, enwreath’d with flowers,
Gay with a thousand transitory hues;
The rainbow tints are gleaming in thy wings;
Thy laughing eyes are blue—not the deep shade
Worn by the melancholy violet,
But the clear sunny blue of summer skies;
And in thy hand a glass, wherein the eye
May gaze on many a wonder—all is there
That heart can pant for; many a glorious dream.
Meets the rapt sight, no sooner seen than gone.
False as thou art, O moet illusive Hope!
Reproach is not for thee: what, though the flowers-
Which thou dost scatter o’er our pilgrimage,
Are evanescent, yet they are most sweet.
Who would not revel in thy witchery,
Tho’ all too soon the spell will be dissolved!
The moments of thy reign are blees’d indeed;
They are the purest pleasures life can boast—
Reality is sadness.

Miss Landon’s * Fate of Adelaide,” &c-



- THRE REXEGADE ROVER.

THE RENEGADE ROVER.

—

THE last rays of the summer smn had tinged with
crimson and gold the surface of the unruffied Medi-
terranean, when Diego de Monteverde, absorbed in
deep and gloomy thought, landed on the shore of
Orun, in the dominions of the Pacha of Algiers. As
he watched the return of his boat to the ship, he
exclaimed, “Farewell, 8pain! farewell, land of my
fathers! I loved you once, but henceforth I chase all
foolish, tender thoughts of you from my bosom, and will
requite your ingratitude with deeds of vengcance !—
Despoiled of my birthright for another's cnme, I will
now dedicate my life to one of reprisal for the affec-
tions you have despiscd, and closc my heart to pity or
remorsc.”

The father of Monteverde had fallen a victim to
yolitical intrigue; his titles had been attainted, his
wealth confiscated, and even the most remote branches
of his fumily banished to a certain distance from the
capital. All his relations had suficred more or less
from the persccutions of unrclenting cnemies. His
mother had early fallen a victim to grief of heart.
His paternal uncle, a man of imscible temper and
implacable feelings, had withdrawn himself to Algicrs,
where Omar Pacha was waging fierce war against the
8paniards. There, having adopted the Mohammedan
faith, he soon placed himself at the head of the Moor-
ish marine, a profession in which Ke had been edu-
cated, and at the beginning of the cighteenth century,
became, under the name of Mohammed el Bengali,
one of the most formidable Corsairs that ever infested
the Mecditerrancan scas, and to the Sjaniards in par-
ticular, so drcaded an enemy, that he was generally
designated by them as Mohammed the extirpator!

Under these disadvantages of parontage and rela-
tionship, the youthful Monteverde was foiled in every
scheme of honourable ambition he preferred at the
court of Madrid. Disgusted with repuises, and the
cold and heartless conduct of an unfeeling world,
he resolved to follow in the footsteps of his uncle;
and, having cscaped from a country which he bad so
much reason to dislike, he sought employment for an
ardent spirit in the dangerous and turbulent life of the
pirate warfare, made at that time by the Moors upon
Europe.

The first person Monteverde met on landing, was
a weather-beaten, grey-bearded Mussulman, whose
richly-embroidered drees, splendid yatagan, and highly-
‘wrought pistols, bespoke him a personage of more than
common rank. He was anxiously ranging the whole
expanse of ocean through his telescope, in search of
some wished-for sail, whose lazy pace the profound
calm, which searecly crisped the surface of the sleep-
ing waves, seemed to account for.

Monteverde watched an interval of withdrawing
the glase from the eye of the sumptuous Moor, and
thus accosted him, ¢ Friend! can you tell me where 1
shall find the corsair Guzman de Monteverde "

"“Who's he that dares ask that question? That
name, young man, lies buricd in the deep! I rammed
down the charge of my first fire against & cowardly
Spanish Guarda Costa with my ccrtificate of baptism :
—my name is now Mohammed el Benguli!”

“ What, atc you he " cried Monteverde, with sur-
prise. ‘

“Yes, prowided you have nothing to say against it.”

“I am then your brother’s eon, Diego de Monte-
verde !”

As a single ray of the stm sometimos pierces a
thickly-clouded atmosphere, so did a smile of pleasure

oar holy prophet, if your heart and head but agree,
the knaves shall rue the day you quitted their shoves.
Come, sit down herc on the beach, and tell me what
you meen to do in Africal”’

“Revenge my father's death!” cried the yowng
Monteverde, with wild enthusiasm; “show haughty
noblee, and fools in office, that blows are the remedy
for eontumely! Teach my unjust persecutors, thet
they may guad to madness the spint they sought so
wound or break.” |

“Alas! alan! the old song that 1 have heard so
often, your father sang it 100, and with so strong &
voice, that all Madrid echocd with the strain. He
copsequently perished.—No ! the fixed and determined
mind indulges not in sorrowful declamation. it pursues
a steady quiet path to retribution, strikes home, and so
destroys.  ‘T'hat path has been mine, otherwise T had
not been here to listen to your wrongs; but if you are
steeled as I would have you be, I promise you prefer-
ment, and a full payment of all the arrcars your coun-
try owes you.”

The rover chief led the wav to a cabin not far from
the beach, where seweral of his Mohammedan sailore
were preparing his rupper.  « Things will not appear
to you as cleeant here,” said he, * as in Spain; nor
have we Val de penas, or Agnardiente to offer you,
but thirst will teach von to rclish pure water, the
drink commanded by the prophet; and hunger will
enable you to help eat a joint of ment, though it be
divided with the fingers. When worn with toil, you
will repose as soundly on a lcopard’s hide, as on a
mattress of dried rose leaves. Should you feel in-
clined to change the scene. we will land you on the
opposite shore of Europe, where you may drink your
fill without any fear of the pruphet’s examining the
colour of the liquid with which you slake your thirst,
and where you may help yourself 10 every thing you
mcet, be i gold or beauty, without the fear of being
dragged before ermined rascals, to give an accoumt of
the manner or occupation in which it pleasss you %o
pass yeur time.”

Monteverde, te whom this conversation was peg-
fectly new, heaved a deep sigh at its recital, but pra-
denually repressed any explanation of his feelings.
Having partaken of the supper set before him, he re-
tired to rest, with an assurance from his uncle, that, if’
well disposcd, he would soon have an opportunity of
proving his mettle. '

Farly on the following morning, rude unrestrained
shouts of joy resounded through the rover’s tents; the
vessel of the Rai, the “ Houri,” hed arrived, bringisg
in a handsome Spanish yacht, above whose colours
tloated the pimte’s crescent flag.  This was the prise
for which Mohammed had been so anxiously looking
out on the preceding evening, and in quest of which
he had sent liis own vessel, in coramand of one of his
sub-officers, whilst he remained on shore to direct the
accomplishment of an annament then preparing for
some part of the coast of Spain. The corsair, with ber
prize, had just come to an anchorage in the offing,
which the fresh morning brecze had facilitated, and
it was this arrival which bestirred, at an early hour,
the whole encampment, who came with wild and
eager cries to tho beach, ready to divide the booty of
their fortunate comrades. To the numerous guestions
of the greedy multitude of inquirers, the answems of
the captain, with regard to the value of the prise,
were perfectly satistactory, both as to riches, and pri-
soners, whoso rank promised glorious rarsom; buz alf
d disappointed when they were told there were

illuminato the rugged features of the reneg 2
“Welcome! thrice welcome!” cried he; “ have they
driven you, too, my boy, from your father-land? By

no females on board except a biack girl, of which mce
it appeared they had siready more than suflicient.

.
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The cango of the yacht wns evon unlonded ; it cam-
sisted of some beles of rich merchendize, but it chief
wles wes the dismonds, pearls, snd jewels belonging
%o the pamangers, whose cossume bespoke them pet-
some of high mak. Theso were carefully guarded ;
bwt the mest poisenous articles of the yacht's lading,
were sowe few barrels of wine, which had found their
way on shore, and which no authority, nor religious
feeling, eould preveat the Mussulmen ssilors from
euwsuming. The consequence was soon scen in the
speody ebriety of those who had druok of the unac-
cwstamed boverage. The beach became a scene of
almost general intoxication, which displayed itself in
the fast sleep of some, the ill-poised cquilibrium of
others, and the disputing, with naked swords, different
shares of plunder, from which some subtle and sober
philosopbers had contrived o pilfer some article, whilst
the unconscious owners accused each other of the
theft.

Amidst this confusion and turbulence, the negro
girl was disembarked. Scascely had she landed, ere
the unruly Arsbe asssiled her with mcnaces and in-
sult The poor timid creaturc stared wildly around,
aud gave herself up for lost. Instantly, however, she
escaped from those who had brought her on shore,
and fled, followed by several of the pirates, o & pre-
eipitous rock, which, al no great distance, overhung
the sea. Terror lent her wings; but Monteverde, who
had witnessed her helpless and pitiable situation, flew
sfter her, and levelled one or two ot her pumsucrs to
the ground. The girl guined the most elevated point
af the rock; here, wringing her hunds in despair, she
addresiod a pruver to llcaven, and was about to
plunge herself into the waves, when Monteverde
seized her dress, and prevented the catastrophe.
“ Unbappy girl!” cricd he, “ what would you do? all
is Dot 6o savage here, that you should thus rashly seek
destruction.” The girl raised hersparkling biack eyes,
and in the features of Monteverde, saw at once those
traits (which womcen only see) which spoke a soul of
feeling for the sox. A beam of confidence broke upon
Jor mind. * You would not, then, save me,” said she,
“ 80 sacrifice me to the brutality of these pirates 7"

“ No! by my soul!” seid Mouteverde, looking about
him t0 see with whom he might yet have to contend;
« they shall first trample over my corpee.”

# Alas! they come, they come! now, corsair, I take
yom 8t your word; let me plunge myself quickly into
the sea, and die am honourable death, or protcct me to
the last”

The freebooters had arrived at the oot of the rock,
to which Monteverde, with his drawn sabre, descend-
ed. With despicable jests they implored the black
lady to come down from her perilous position, and
place herself in security with theni. v

«“This girl has put hemsclf under my protection,”
said Monteverde, “and whoever would dispute the

of her, must do so at the point of the
sword.” Weapons leaped from their scabbards, and
Monteverde for some ume maintained an unequal
conflict agninst three adversarics: he was upon the
point of yielding, when the Rais Mohammed arrived
an the spot.

“Three to one!” eried he, “ and do you dare to call
yourselves men! Stand back, or I'll cleavo the first
in halves who dares 10 strike a blow.”

« We were about todraw lots for the black beauty,”
said the pirates, “ when her ladyship ran away, and
this simpleton, who pever shared in our troubles, ran
afior her to take her to himself, which you'll allow,
Rais, is quite cnough to cause a mutiny amongst the
best regulated crew.”

“The girl was about to plunge hemelf into the
sea,” said Monteverde, with indignation, “to escape
foom these monsters; I only tumed ber aside from her
faia] purpose, by the promise to protect her, and there-

fome snzely I have a right to the lifa I have saved-
Judge, therefoce, between us chief; will you award
ber to we, or drive to her undoing ane ¥ whom ho-
nour is dearer than life? Behold where she stands!
on your decision depends her safety.”

The threatened determination of the girl, and the
autborily of the rover, who promised some additienal
share of booty to the angry disputants, pacified them ;
they soon dispersed, woudering at their folly in quas-
relling about a black woman. Mobammed now turned
an angry losk towards his nephew.  “ 1 thought,” said
be, “you came here divested of the leaven of com-
passion; you may depend on it 'twill not suit our
trade; this is a bad beginning, another such a fray will
bring certain ruin on your head. It is as well for
the lady is black, else my cloquence would little have
served your turn; however, for this time you are gra-
titied, but mind, be this the last of such follies.”

Monteverde was now left alone with his black
prize, “ You appecar so brave aud honourable,” said
she, « that I dare hope you will continue your efforts to
shelter innocence in misfortune ;"—and tears trickled
down her well-formed, though hatcfully-coloured
checks. Her high forchead, aquiline nose, pearly
teeth, and long gloesy black hair, formed a strange
contrast to the general traits of tho black race. Mon-
teverde felt an unspeakable intcrest in the girl, and
tried every persuasion w attach her to him for life.
She related to him the history of the capture of the
yachtin which she had been taken, which, it appeared,
had become a prize to the comair, from the convoy,
with which it sailed, having becn becalmed; she en-
treated Monteverde, by the nobleness of soul he had
already manifested, not to press the explanation of her
history any farther than she pleased 0 disclose, and
prowising him, if ever circumstances should place it
in her power to return his generosity, her life should
be the willing sacrifice of her gratitude. She threw
hersclf at his fect, and, clinging to his knees, implored
him to send her back to Spain, on which her anly hops
of happiness depended. Mouteverde, afier 8 scvers
struggle with himsclf, raised the negress fram the
ground, and promised her, on his word of honour, to
fulfil her utmost wish. But for this purpose, “ my
lovely prategee,” said he, “ I must banish myself from
your sight” Ile pressed the girl to his bosom, kissed
away her tears, and proceeded w take measures o ep-
sure her safe departure.

The means werc soon prepared; he lent her a dress
in which to disguise herself, and conveyed her the
same evening on board a mistick, bound for the Spanish
coast, the patron of which he engaged to take especial
care of his charge. Wiih a falicring voice, and heavy
heart, be once morc embraced the crcature he had
preserved, and bade her adieu! thanking Heaven for
the triumph achieved over himself in completing his
diflicult task.

Months tolled on, during which time Monteverde
made several cruises with his uncle, the Rais Me-
hammed; but his heart sickened at the wanton cruelty
and brutal conduct of the Moorish pirates, whose only
care or humanity towards their captives arose from the
bopes of profit to be derived from their ransom. The
youth often strove to mitigale the horrors of the war-
fare in which he was engaged, by interposing to spare
unneccssary bloodshed; but his tconder-heartedness only
obtained him the ridicule and hatred of his comrades,
who regarded him with an eyc of contempt and dis-
trust. ‘The thoughts of what Monteverde had done
for the beautiful negress somctimes came to afford him
coneolation, for this life of uniform distaste; her image
was, indeed, scarcely ever shsent from his mind,
which dwelt more on it, than on any of the beautiful
caplives they bad subeequently taken. They d:::l’:
made easy terms for their relcase with Monteverde,
whose generosity was perhaps partly to be ascribed o
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the total indifference with which the memory of the
negress had caused him to regard all other women.

The Rais himself began to get tired of what he
termed his nephew's sentimentality; and, calling him
one morning into his cabin, he told him the time had
arrived for putting his fidelity and abilities to the test.
“The Governor of Malaga,” said he, “ is my most de-
termined and persevering foe; a grudge he owes me
from times long gonc by, makes him, under pretence
of zeal for his king and country, keep a flotilla on those
seas, which perpetually mars my projects, and keeps
me forever on the watch; even now, he is busied
arming a formidable squadron, to attack us in our very
port of Oran; to counteract which, some stratagem, as
well as the force I now prepare, must be employed.
For this purpose, nephew, I have chosen you, and on
your address will depend the making of your fortune.
The opportunity is an excellent one for a young-man
of spirit and enterprize; it requires less of the warrior's
courage, than wariness and presence of mind, qualities
which you will find essentially neccssary here, where
high-flown notions of chivalry are derided or unknown.
For my purpose I require a person prudent, faithful,
and bold, and have therefore pitched upon you!”

“ Me?” stammered Monteverde, who guessed at the
required office, “ you seem to forget, uncle, that be-
sides the qualities you mention, experience is also ne-
cessary for this business, and in that I am entircly
wanting.”

“ You possess that which richly supplies its place,”
replied Mohammed; “as far as [ have observed, you
are totally free from self-interest, and are above a
bribe; whilst all around, even the best, are false, and
have venal minds; venal, perhaps, at a high price, but
if they were once to be convinced that there was
more to be gained by betraying, than serving their
masters; ay, their own fathers, they are capable of
sacrificing all to that end.”

“If such be your situation, uncle, I heartily pity
you,” said Monteverde, who now saw the desperate
nature of the people with whom he had formed an
alliance.

“The few, however,” continued Mohammed, “in
whom I might perhaps confide, bear on their faces the
marks of their Arab origin, as well as those of their
long-practised profession, which will not at all suit my
present purpose. Your features are European, and
yet bear something of the stamp of innocence and
purity, and honourable principle; no malignant feel-
ings seem yet to have furrowed your cheek, you will
be therefore very useful to me in this business.”

“ What,” said Menteverde, forgetting himself, “ shall
I then make use of these features but as a mask to
betray and sacrifice my fellow creatures? have I then
only preserved a look of justice amongst this foul
crew, to turn it in the end to dishonourable purposes?
No! even to punish my persecutors, [ will not do it.
Let me meet them in open and honourable fight; there,
hurling defiance in their teeth, you shall see what I
am able to do; but, on the unguarded and defenceless,
never shall the sword of Monteverde be unsheathed.”

that project from the bastions of our city’s fortifications;
therefore let us not trouble each other with long and
unnecessary speeches. I shall prepare your instructions,
and the papers which will legitimate your presence
at Malaga, which will leave no possibility of detection.
I cannot force you to fulfil this embassy; but, say no!
and your penetration will easily conjecture the re-
sult.”

Agitated with shame and remorse, Monteverde re-
mained fixed to the spot where the Rais left him at
the conclusion of this speech; nor did he recover, til
a messenger brought him a packet of papers, when he
rushed distracted from the apartment.

* * * *® * * » L

The governor of Malaga, Don Juan de Mondega,
was sitting at table, in his superb summer palace,
whose extensive gardens stretched along the sea-shore.
In vain did all the delicacies of the two hemispheres,
served in massive silver dishes of elaborate workman-
ship, invite his lost appetite. The rich wines of the
peninsnla, which covered the board, stood before him
untasted. He contemplated with horror, the ravages
of the Moorish pirates along the whole of the southern
coast of Spain, and shuddered at the treatment those
prisoners must have met with who were captured in
the yacht which the rovers cut off from the convoy in
a calm. He was deaf to the cheerful conversation
that buzzed around on this day of rejoicing (for such
it was) and was engaged in serious conversation with
the commander of the expedition (then fitting out at
Malaga to scour the Mediterranean seas) on the most
effectual means of annihilating the marauders who
50 harassed the commerce of the country, and stole
human beings, to sell them like cattle to the best
bidder.

The daughter of the governor, Donna Vincentia, was,
by her mirth-lighted countenance, much more agreeably
entertained than her father. The confessor of the family,
a Carmelite friar, was endeavouring to prove to her
that the Moorish rovers were not human beings, but
monsters sprung from the centaurs, to which argument
Donna Vincentia had nothing to advance but a laugh.
The monk was preparing to be angry, when a messen-
ger was announced with dispatches from the governor
of Barcelona. A tall, noble-looking youth, splendidly
attired in a stafl’ uniform, was ushered in. Don Juan
de Mondega read his letters; they contained intelli-
gence that the Moorish squadron, under Rais Moham-
med el Bengali, had appeared off the coast, and medi-
tated a descent. They urged the governor to hasten
the departure of the expedition from Malaga, whose
sudden appearance would most probably place the
whole enemy at the mercy of the Spanish admiral.
The governor promised to prepare his answer as soon
as poesibly, and in the mean time invited the envoy
to partake of the festivities that were going forward.
He offered him a seat by his side, and conferred with
him on the subject of the governor of Barcelona’s com-
munication. The conversation of the youth was highly
interesting, and seemingly roused the governor from
his melancholy h r, for he poured out two goblets

« Listen, my boy!” said Mohammed, with ironical
politeness; « 1 am accustomed to be obeyed, and when
1 am not, know how to enforce my orders—wherefore
came ye hither? We are all here plain unvarnished
rogues, and for you to be honest would unfit you for
our society. Did yon come to Africa to preach mora-
lity? If s0, your mission is & uscless one, for here,
there is no virtue, therefore there can be no dupes.
Don’t let your comrades laugh at the fool of honour
they have amongst them, and make me ashamed of my
own blood. Recollect the compact to which you have
sworn, and the unpardonable crime of which you have
alrcady been guilty in facilitating the cscape of a
female, 1o mention which offence, would in ten mi-
nutes cause your body to decorate one of the spikes

of wine, and invited the stranger to pledge him in
drinking « destruction to the pirate crew!” 'The young
man's face became deeply tinged ns he raised the
goblet to his mouth, which was long held there to hide
an emotion that might have been otherwise very diffi-
cult to conceal; yet did it nevertheless not escape the .
notice of the prying monk, who kept his eyes fixed on
the stranger, from the first moment he entered the
room. The governor arose from table, consigning the
visitor to the care of his daughter, and requesting her
to prevail on him to witness the fete prepared for that
evening in the palace gardens.

The eyes of the envoy had not, till now, met those
of Donna Vincentia. A at this t arose
in his bosop, which seemed to strike him speechless;




THE RENEGADE ROVER.

15

= mist was gathering round his brain; he stood like

one half roused from a confused dream. The beautiful

Spanish maiden appeared some beatification, before

which he could have knelt, and have scarcely thought

nl ldolatry nor did her courteous and affable mapner
i "“‘ hm emwl

The fears and jealousies of the confessor were
greauy increased by the attentions Donna Vincentia
bestowed on the new comer. He regarded their looks
with a significant shake of the head,and uttering some
indistinct sentences, with a look in which a funeral
pile seemed to blaze, hurried from the room to the
cabinet of the governor.

‘The sun had for some hours sunk to repose on its
ocean bed, the small silver crescent of the moon hung
in the clear deep azure of a star-spangled sky, whose
coruscations lent a magic lustre to the night. There
prevailed a silence that sank deep into the soul; it
was broken alone by the soft cadences of harmonions
instruments, whose dying echoes reverberated along
the foliaged avenues of the palace gardens. Thousands
of festooned lamps shot their coloured rays on lawns
where beauty and grace displayed in the mazy dance
their more than seductive charms. At a late hour,
the stranger, in whom may be recognised Monteverde,
entered a remote part of the grounds, on the dark,
fearful mission of the corsair. The sight of the lovely
Malaguenas, whose voluptuous forms he contemplated
through the long vista, checked his half-formed reso-
lution, and, spite of himsclf; retarded his nearer ap-
proach.

“ Alas!” said he, “ into what desperate career have
T plunged?  Shall these yet unstained hands be dyed
in innocent blood, or shall they bear the incendiary
torch to lay waste, with fire, this scene of pleasure
and festivity? Shall I deliver into the hands of fierce
barbarians these unsuspecting beings? Never! wit-
ness ye heavens, a portion of whose tranquillity I
covet, and of which my soul deems itself not all un-
worlhy. never shall Monteverde's eye be turned to thy
light in guilt. The moon and stars shine out to pro-
claim the baseness of my errand here, and show how
loosely the garb of spy hangs on me. The task is
foreign to my nature—I cannot join yon festal band to
betray it; I will retrace my steps, and so count amidst
my sins one crime the less.”

Monteverde was about to hurry from the garden,
when the thought of the destruction which hung over
the heads of all within the palace walls, made him yet
ponder on the part he should act to prevent the corsair's
ripened plan of rapine and violence, which might
succeed, notwithstanding his desertion of the cause.

His course was, however, decided by the governor's
daughter, who at that moment stood by his side.
“ Signor,” said she, “ we have long expected you; I
came in search of our pensive visitor, and am not
mistaken, in thinking you would prefer these solitary
shades to indulge your melancholy, to the amusement
of the concert and th® dance.”

“ Dearest lady, far other thoughts than those of
mirth occupy my bosom at this moment, Your safety
is my only meditation now.”

“My safety! Heavens, where is the danger you
apprehend—surely it is not from you?! Fear not the
suspicious monk, whose poisonous tongue is now at
work to instil a tale of falsehood into my father’s ear,

. T have a connter-charm for his machinations.”

“ Hah! does the monk then suspect me! am I be-
trayed!” said Monteverde; “ what crime does he lay
to my charge? what counter-charm do you speak of?”

“ Fear not,” said Vincentia, “tis I alone know that
this costume does not belong to you, none else have
penetrated your secret.”

“ Then, welcome death! for all is over now! Yes,
I will proclaim myself villain, and demand to be led to
instant execution 1”

“ What can this mean! By that rash step,” said
Vincentia, “ you might perlmpu compromise more hap-
piness than you desire.”

“ Incomprehensiblo woman! if then my purpose is
no secret to you, whence this regard for a life, intent
upon your destruction? By what prescience you have
discovered nugh' that concerns me, I know not, but
your suspicions are too well founded. Yet shall my
close of life be marked with one act of justice, and
you, lady, at lcast, shall not judge harshly of the—"

The arrival of the governor, led to the spot where
stood Vincentia and Monteverde conversing, put an
end to this colloquy. The monk pointed to the parties,
and asked the governor, if his discovery were not
correct?

The confusion of Monteverde on drinking destruction
to the pirates, as well as his subsequent bearing, had
left an impression on the monk’s mind that all was not
right; and some subsequent inquiries on the manner of
the stranger’s arrival, convinced him he was nothing
more than a spy, or a seducer. This idea was im-
parted to the governor, who formed a deliberate and
unfailing plan for the stranger’s arrest. Guards were
quietly stationed throughout all the avenues of the
garden, and troops in an outer line of circumvallation
hemmed in the palace grounds. The guests were se-
cretly apprized that circumstances rendered it neces-
sary that they should not enter the distant avenues,
and that at a given signal, they should retire within
the palace walls. These precautions taken, the go-
vernor himself, in company with the monk, went in
search of the delinquent, and thus, unexpectedly, in-
terrupted the conversation between his daughter and
Monteverde.

Fired with rage and vexation to see his daughter'd
hand clasped by that of a traitor, the governor drew
his sword, and was about to pierce Monteverde'’s bo-
som, when Vincentia intercepted the blow. This was
beyond endurance. Monteverde saw the governor's
impatience, and putting Vincentia gently aside, pre-
sented himself, undefended, to her father’s assault.

“ Withhold, proud Sir!” said he, with a_dignified
and calm air, “ withhold for a few moments that
sword, till I have done you some service, and then £
care not how speedily it commences its work. You
may suspect my presence here, but the extent of my
mission, you can never guess. That which neither
rack, nor dungeon could, dying, extort a single pang to
guess at, I will willingly proclaim. Know, then, that
I am Diegn de Monteverde, the renegade corsir's
spy! With that name is associaied a story of wrong,
familiar to the public ear, with the one under which
you know me here;—the tale is short, but may be
interesting to you.”

“'The spy of the rover Benguali! the renegade! the
extirpator!” exclaimed the governor, with horror.

“The same, but I must be brief; dangers encompass
you on every side. Some long arrears of hatred, of
which you will know more than I can tell, and certain
active steps for the annihilation of the pirates, which
you have induced the gover to undertake, have
long marked you as a special object of the vengeance
of Mohammed. He forced me to put on the contemp-
tible disguise in which you now behold me, in order
to pave his approach here, and facilitate the seizure of
you and all your guests; he proposes to fire your villa,
and subsequently the shipping in the harbour.”

The governor's lip quivered with emotion, and the
monk drew back in fear and trembling. Monteverde

ded—« In of this scheme, I brought
you simulated dmpatches from the governor of Barce-
lona, and succeeded in causing myself to be invited
to this fete—eo far has the design prospered. Now,
Sir, you are on the verge of hearing that which
shall make you wonder; but when heard, let your
means of defence be prompt, and remember he who
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csmmscliad you to resistance, abhorved the plotters of

the deed, and refused to consummate the wark he

began. Know, then, at this very hour, the rover and
Ais erew, like bloodhounds in the slips, lie but a short
distance from tho shore in their well-manned galleys,
ready, at the call of this bugle—thrice sounded, to
dart upon their prey, and bear all here off to their
boats. On their ransom has the rover reckoned to
build his fortune; but vourself once within his power,
q fear no gold will freo you. Now, Sir, is the sccret
told—~For myself I have no choice but to perish; on
the one hand the ban of offended power is on my head,
oa the other, the corsair's fury is my certain portion!
—~But let my destruction scal your safety, and I am
content.”

No sooner had Monteverde finished, than the pirate
Mohammed darted from a leafy nook, and presented
himself to the astonished group. He had listened to
the whole of the convemation which had passed. A
demoniac smile played upon bis lip, whilst all the firc
of hell blazed in his eye. “Impotent traitor!” said he,
4 thinkest thou that the corsair’s slumbering confidence
yields him a sacrifice to thy soft folly? No! Mobam-

. med trusts not to drivelling enthusiasts, who melt at
woman’s tears, the lofty enterprizes on which depend
his fortune and his fame.—Think ye that he would
suffor a weak fool 10 share his glory who would shrink
from its dangers? My followers, close at haud, shall
show how speedily justice is done on the traitor who
wrould sacrifice them to his fears.”

The rover chief applied the bugle which hung by
his side, to his mouth; he blew three distinct loud
blests—it was presently answered from the beach,and
wild infuriate shouts at the same time rent the air.
Vincentia clung to Monteverde for safety. The go-
wernor'’s countenance bore the marks of intense anxi-
aty. “Thank Heaven!” exclaimed he, after a few
smoments’ pause, “’'lis well” The corsair's signal
trapped him in his own lair; it was precisely that

which the governor had agreed to give, in ceder @@
disperse his guests, and assemble the traops 1o seise
the apy. From every bush and hiding-place, armed
men now sallied forth. Wild emazement

aerces the rover's features; he quickly drew his pistols
from his belt, and aimed a fatal shot at Montevesde,
who sank upon the ground. A hundred bayonets in-
stautly pierced the corsair's breast; with a dcep and
hoavy groan he surrendcred up his life.

His tollowers but hurried on to their destruction;
they wero overpowcred by numbers, and made little
resistance ; thoy who fell not, placed themselves at the
mercy of their conquerors.

Montevende's life was ebbing fast. The lovely
Vincentia was on her knecs bending over him. “ Bat
a few minutes more,” said he, with expiring voice,
“and mine shall be e story of the past. Oh! let me
think that my namo will live in your romembrance,
Vincentia, and 1 will die satisfied.”

“ Preserver of my honour and my life!” exclaimed
the frantic girl, “ to you I owe my frccdom and my
country, and shall you be snatched away in the moment
of triumph? Oh! live but to let me prove to you my
gratitude!”

“ Quick! quick!” said Monteverde, unravel this
mystery, whilst 1 yet may hear; it grows late—very—
very late!”

“ Behold in Vincentia, the negress whoso life you
prescrved from the fierce assaults of savages. My
colour was a deception suggested by terror. 1 had
prepared a happy surprise for you, sceing that you
knew me not.”

The dying youth gazed carnestly on the features of
Vincentia. «“True! true!” said he, “and now, one
kiss, though it be the last I lay upon thy lips!”

*T'was the cold embrace of death! Vincentia held
the lifeless corse within her arms. The governor
melted into tears, and even the heart of the austere
monk himself was fillod with pity and regret.

THE KIss.
Give me, sweet maid, one gentle kiss,
To my fond heart ’twill nectar prove—
Not tamely thus, devoid of bliss—
No—this is not the kiss of love!
8o, gentle sisters calm embrace,
So kiss the placid waves the shore,
8o zephyrs kiss the flowret’s face,
With baby fondness—nothing more.
Noj; this is not the kiss that wakes
The boiling blood in every vein,
Tlat every nerve with rapture shakes,
Till ecstacy’s alive with pain.
Not 80 did Psyche’s fervid lip
Press on the glowing check of love,
Nor this the way that roses sip
‘The dews descending from above;
Not 80 the quivering ivy grasps,
With clinging arms, the oak her gpouse,
Whose form with bridal warmth she claspe,
Just such as bashfulness allows!
Go, lovely lce!—go, frigid maid!
You know not Love, nor feol his fires,
When all the scnses are betrayed,
In new-born, undefined desires!
Stay—stay—forgive, that burning kiss,
That trembling pressure speaks the whole,
‘Thou didst but feign—and this, and this,
Is nectar to my thinty soul!
Unhecded now the lightnings flash,
Unfelt the whirlwind raging by,
Unheard the thunder's loudest crash,
Life knows but thun—aund ecstacy!

I THINK OF THEE.

BY MRS. BRUNTON.
WaEN thou at eventide art roaming
Along the elin-o’ershaded walk,
Where, past the eddying stream is foaming
Beneath its tiny cataract—
Where I with thee was wont to talk—
‘T'hink thou upon the days gone by,
And heave a sigh!

When sails the moon above the mountains,
And cloudless skies are purcly blue,
And =parkle in the light the fountaing,
Aud darker frowns the lonely yew—
Then be thou melancholy too,
When musing on the hours I provd
With thee, belov'd!

When wakes the dawn upon the dwelling,
And lingering shadows disappear,
And soft the woodland songs are swelling
A choral anthem on thine ear—
Think—for that hour to thought is dear—
And then her flicht remembrance brings
‘T'o by-past things.

To me, through every scason, dearest,
In every scenc—by day, by night—
Thou present to my mind appearest
A quenchless star, for ever bright!
My solitary, sole delight!
Alone—in grove—by slhore—at sea—
I think of thee!
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«Wgid, my dear Harry, I declare you're hand-
somer thas even your fathor was at your age; if Kate
deas not lase her heart to you at first sight, I shall be
mmch surprised.”

Such were the words addressed by the widow of
Calonel Bouverie to her only gon; and, as she closed
the sentence, she dropped the eyc-glass through which
she bad attentively considered bis features, and gave a
sigh of regret, partly to the memory of her husband,
amd partly to the recollection of her own past loveli-
ess, which a mirror opposite told her had sadly faded
during the three and twenty years which had matured
the rosy infant into the young man by her side.

41 hear Kate is rather odd, mother.”

“ What do you mean, my dear boy 1 she is a charm-
img girl, with a large fortune, and you have been en-
gaged © ber these twelve yeans: what do you mean {”
and again the eyeglass assisted the perception of the
fair widow. Harry Bouverie did not explain what he
wmeeant; but he bit his lip and looked out of the win-
dow, and then his eycs wandered to his two sisters,
the younger of whom, Pamela, was lying half asleep
on the sofa, her long black eyelashes all but closed on
the pinkest cheek in the world ; while the elder, An-
pette, sat apparently reading, but occupied less with
her book than the subject of conversation; of which,
hewever, she took no further notice than by meetmg

keeping the property in the family, looked forwasd
with eager satisfaction to their arrival. Kate, 00, ame
ticipated with tranquil joy the fate which had beem
chalked out for her in mmncy, and which appeared to
all b She was already in
love with Mrs. Bouveric's descriptions of her cowsimg
and forgetting that he was but a liule fair shy boy
when she had last seen him, believed the ideal Hu!y
to be the counterpart of the object of her affections.
Lady Catharine Bouverie, the General's wife, ran
away from him soon after her marriage. and heg huse
band was, for a length of time, inconsvlable. He gave
up all society, shut himself up in a wild and romantic
place he had in Northumberland, and devoted his
whole time to his little girl. Kate Bouverie becams,
in consequence, at a very carly age, the compenien
and friend of her father. She would sit with him
when he had letters to write, and copy, in a clear, neat
hand, dry directions respecting farm business omd
show catile, without ever wearying, or appearing 60
consider itas a task. Latin, geography, and arithmetic,
were the studics pointed out o her by her father; she
had no governess, (General Bouverie cursed accoms
plishments, as the couse of a woman's ruin;) but she
was an excellent French scholar, and took sketches
from nature, without any other assistance than what
was afforded by intuitive talent. Such studies, howe

pr

ber brother's glance with a meaning and espieg

emile.

« We shall start for Scotland next week,”" said Mrs.
Bouverie, in & displeased tone; fixing her eyes on the
piquent countenance of her rebollions daughter. “So
soon, mamma ¥’ murmared Pamela; and opening her
wide blue eyos in astonishment at the ides of any
Shing being performed in a week, she again resigned
hemelf 1 a state of drowsy enjoyment, strongly resem-
bling that in which an Angola cat passcs its summer
dsy. Annettse made ne reply, but the smile which
bad offended still lurked and quivered round the cor-
mers of her mouth. “] wonder how Gertrude has
tarned out,” thought the widow, as she withdrow her
glamce. “ She was handsomer than either of her sis-
ters: no—nothing can be handsomer than Pamels,”
amd the eye-glass was allowed complacently to rest on
the exquisitely proportioned form and beautiful face of
ber youngost daughter, while a vague and rapid calcu-
Iation of the different sort of match she might expect
for each of the girls passed through her mind. Pamela
was already a duchess, when & visitor arriving turned
ber thoughts into another channel. When Mrs. Bou-
verie ran away with her pennyless husband and mar-
sed bhim at Gretna Green, as much from love of the
faolie as from love of the man, she acted upon impulse;
bt having her own reasons, in later life, for disprov-
img of such & motive of action, she had vowed that she
never would, and it was her boast that she never did
« do eny thing without a plan.” She had saccessfully
formed and executed a number of small plans, but her
expected masterstroke was to marry her son to his
cousin Kate, who was to inherit the whole of the
Bouwerie property. In furtherance of this plan she
had sent her daughter Gertrude to stay with General
Bouverio and his daughter, during her own residence
im Italy, for Pnmela’s health; in furthcrance of this
plan, her letters w0 her absent child had always con-
tined the most miraculous accounts of Harry's swoet
temper, talents, and anxiely to return from the conti-
tinemt; and, in furtheranco of this plan she was now
sbowt to vieit Scotland, for the treble purpose of re-
elaiming her daughter, introducing her son, and paying
& visit 10 the old General, who, pleased with the pros-
post of marrying his child to & Bouverie, and thus

ever, ,‘huamllponionofheru’mon-
Slightly formed, but well kni¢t and vigorous in limd,
her naturally good constitution, strengthened by com-
stant exerciee, and the enjoyment of Heaven's pureais,
she would follow her father, with a light step and &
merry heart, in most of his shooting exeursions; and
when that father caught her glowing cheek and fear-
less eye, he felt as much tenderness and pride in hee
beauty as ever monarch in his newly d child.
Kate was also an incomparable horsewoman: no read
was 100 dangerous, no sieed too spirited, for her nervea
The risk was to her a source of wild and intense en-
joyment. With this being, strange and eccentric i
her habits, romantic and enthusiastic in her dispositien,
Mrs. Bouveric's second daughter, Gertrude, had spent
the four last years of her girlhood. Taken from
among veryworldl people, at an agowbn‘o
youthful heart is most susceptible of strong impressions,
no wonder if Gertrude, whoee feelings were naturelly
warm, became ardently attached to this strangely fas-
cinating being, the first she had ever seen who was
perfectly natural. ‘T'he merits of Kate Bouverie—and
she had many—were perfections ; her faults were not
such in the eye of her youthful companion. Indeed,
the latter became gradually es much the objects of
imitation us the more worthy pointe of her character;
for Gertrude, with the same degree of ardent feeling,
had few of her cousin’s hetter qualities; headstrong,
rebellious, gifted with intense vanity, and with some-
thing peculiar of harshness and coarseness in her ill-
trained mind, she copied the habits, without being able
to seize the virtues, of Kate Bouverie; and the eonse~
quenee was such o8 might be expected. The seme
words and actions, which acquired a wild charm from
the native sweetness and originality of Kate, became
perfectly odious, when copied by Gertrude ; and the
utter want of tact she displayed, joined with her
strange munnere, made her conversation as galling to
the feelings, as it was revolting to the delicacy, of
those who were her occasional nssociates. Even Kate,
who hed sighed for a female companion, to share her
tasks and her sports, could scarcely be said to be fond
of her present associate. Before Gertrude had been &
formight at Hectheotolodge, Kate heartily wished
herself alone eguin, in spite of flattery, open and ex-
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pressed, and the more silent and more gratifying flat-
tery of imitation. What did Kate care whether others
thought her handsome, when her father's eyes silently
told her how much rather he would look on her coun-
tenance, than on any other in the universe? What
did she care that her horsemanship was edmired, as
long as her little Arab, Selim, carried her over the
wild moor with the speed of lightning—the blue arch
of heaven over her, and the free air of heaven round
her head?

At length, the day of meeting arrived. Mrs. Bou-
verie and her family (after being twice overturned)
drove up the long avenue, and never, perhaps, did so
uncongenial a party ble round the dinner table
as met that night. The affected, worldly mother; the
conceited, talkative, half-French, half-English Annette;
the foolish, languishing beauty, Pamela; and, oppositc
to these, the wild, but graceful and kind-hearted Kate,
the shy, handsome Captain Bouverie, and Gertrude,
half-contemptuous, and half-jealous, as she looked at
the manner and attire of her sisters. Every day in-
creased the mutually repellant nature of the qualities
each was endowed with, by making them more known
to each other; and it was with difficulty that Mrs.
Bouverie concealed her dislike in order to forward a
marriage so much to the advantage of her son. Her
daughters were not so cautious: Annette, with a keen
perception of the ridiculous, and iderable talent,
occupied herself daily, almost hourly, in ridiculing—
not Kate—she had tact enough to see that it would be
& dangerous attempt—but the clumsy imitation of Ger-
trude she visited with unsparing satire; and the con-
sequent ocoldness between the sisters drew the two
cousins more together, and opened Kate’s heart more
towards the faulty Gertrude than four years of con-
stant companionship. The unheard of insolence of her
niece, who christened the younger Miss Bouveries
“ the squirrel and the dormouse,” made their affection-
ate mother ill for two days; and the ejaculation of the
old General, who said, on seeing Annette and Pamela
enter the apartment in their batiste dresses, I wish
30 God, Mrs. Bouverie, you would put something decent
on those girls,” at length determined the crafty widow
on making her own escape, at least, and leaving her
son to pay his court to his eccentric bride at his leisure.
To Captain Bouverie she spoke of the errors of her
niece in a kind, indulgent, motkerly way, assuring him
she was convinced that time and instruction, and her
own valuull: society, would make his wife all he
could wish. Captain Bouverie's only reply was a
deep sigh; and they parted. It was agreed, after
much entreaty, that Gertrude should still remain at
Heathcote-lodge, and return under her brother's escort.
Mrs. Bouverie comforting herself with the reflection,
that, when once Gertrude was at home again, she
should be able to re-model her manners.

After the departure of the trio, the party at Heath-
cote-lodge were more happy, more companionable; but
Harry Bouverie was disappointed, and he could neither
conceal it from himself nor from his sister, nor even in
a degree from Kate herself. Shy, vain, and with an
insupportable dread of ridicule, the impression made
by the beauty, warm-heartedness, and evident affection,
of his cousin, was always painfully contrasted in his
mind with what others would think and say of her.
He figured her introduced to the world—his world—
as his wife. He imagined to himself the astonished
stare of his well-bred friends, the affected disgust of
his fine female acquaintances, and at such moments he
loathed the sight of Selim, hid his face from the sun-
shine and the breeze, and groaned when Kate past her
fingers through the short curls of her distinguished-
lJooking head—though that hand was small and white,
and her hair bright and gloesy. Annette’s letters were
by no means calculated to improve his feelings in this
respect. “I see her,” zaid this amiable sister, “ en-

tering the rooms at D——e House; all eyes bent upon
her; all tongues murmuring her praise; I see her in
the Park, Selim not quietly entering the ride by the
posts intended for that purpose, but franchissant les
bornes (as his mistress does) at one free leap, from
long habit, which, as you know, is second nature. ¥
am practising the song, ¢ Mien schatz ist ein reiter, as 1
doubt not it will become a great favourite of yours, and
only beg of you to be careful not to go more than forty
miles a day, as it will be sadly injurious to your health
and looks, frere Adonis; and you know that any altera-
tion in the laiter would bring the (grey? hairs of my
mother with sorrow 1o the grave.”

The slave to the opinions of others retired to rest,
full of recollections inspired by that letter. “From
the force of habit, which is second nature,” muttered
he, as he turned for the twentieth time on his restless
pillow. He fell asleep, and dreamed that he was
married, and that his brother officers rose from the
mess-table to drink Kate's health. Just as he was
lifting the glass to his lips, he saw Kate enter; she was
dressed in a long green riding-habit; she passed her
taper fingers rapidly through her hair: he remon-
strated; he entreated her to leave the mess-room; but
she only laughed: he rose from his place, and, walking
to the spot where she stood, endeavoured to persuade
hertogo. Suddenly, he thought she turned and kicked
him, and the little well-turned, firmly-knit ancle, was
unaccountably transformed into Selim’'s hoof He
started in violent pain and woke.

Full of mingled irritation and sadness, Harry Bou-
verie sat alone that day in his uncle’s librery, leaning
his aching head on his hand, and gazing listlessly from
the window on a long avenue of lime trees, which
opened on the moor. He was interrupted by the en-
trance of Gertrude, who, tapping him lightly on the
shoulder with her whip, exclaimed, “Why, Harry,
what are you musing about? Come, come, and take
a ride with us.” Harry shook his head. “Oh come,
there's a good fellow, cheer up, drive away black
thoughts, end let Romeo be saddled quickly; for my
horse and Selim will take cold standing so long.”
“For God’s sake,” said Captain Bouverie, impatiently,
“do strive to be less like that anomalous being they
intend for my wife.” Then suddenly tuming, he
added, “Oh, Gertrude, if I marry that girl, we shall
both be miserable!”

There was a breathless silence; for, as Harry tumned,
he beheld, standing within two paces of him, his cou-
sin Kate. The eloquent blood rushed as rapidly to
that glowing cheek as if the sun had never tonched
and mellowed its original tint of pure rose, and the big
tears stood for a moment in those clear, kind, blue
eyes; then a deadly paleness overspread her face, and
Captain Bouverie thought she would have fainted. He
sprang forward, but the moment his hand touched hers
she started from him, and before they could follow her
to the door, the fleet foot of Selim had borne his mistress
far over the wild moor which was her favourite ride.

For long weary miles she galloped on at full speed,
till even the little Arab relaxed its exertions, and, un-
checked by the bridle, slackened its pace. The altera-
tion recalled Kate Bouverie to herself. She stopped
and dismounted, and gazing far round on the barren
heath, as if to assure herself that no human eye could
witness her weakness, she flung herself on the ground,
and wept bitterly. “My God!” exclaimed the un-
happy girl, as she clasped her hands and raised her
eyes to heaven, “ What have I done to make him hate
me 1" and as the speech she had heard again rung in
her ears, she contrasted the affection she had borne
him, ever since she could r by the pl
with which she looked forward to sharing his home—
the many resolutions never to suffer her past liberty to
tempt her to dispute his will, and 10 keep a careful
watch over that rebellious heart, which waes his alone
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=—with the sentiments of dislike, almost of disgust,
which he had openly expressed towards her. Aguin
she repeated to herself, “ What Aave I done!” and
again she wept, till, weary and exhausted, she sunk
into a profound slumber.

. When she woke, the calm glow of sunset was on the
moor, and Selim was feeding quietly at a little distance.
She mounted her favourite, for the first time without
s caress, and for the first time she turmed towards
home with a slow step and a heavy heart.

At dinner, Kate Bouveric was in wild spirits, and
though her cheek was pale and her eyes dim, her
manner repelled all attempt at explanation or consola-
tion evén from Gertrude. She retired early to rest,
pleading a bad headache to her anxious father.

The next morning, the following note was brought
to her by her maid:

“My DEAR KaTE—For God's sake see and hear
me patiently for a few minutes, and be to me what—
except in my hours of madness and folly—I have
always hoped to see you. Harry Bouverie”

She was just struggling against the temptation of
once more conversing with her beloved cousin, when
a tap at the door announced Gertrude. “Come in,”
said she, in a low voice. Gertrude obeyed the sum-
mons. “ Heavens, Kate, how ill you look,” exclaimed
she, “ and you have not been to bed last night. Oh,
Kate, how can you be so foolish for a little quarrel.”

« A liule quarrel, Gertrude,” said her companion;
and a slow, bitter smile, crept round her mouth—* but
sit down, and say what you came to say, for I must go
to my father.”

Gertrude came as her brother’s ambassador, and ear-
nestly did she endeavour to promote peace, for she
Joved Harry, and almost worshipped his betrothed
wife; but she had none of the tact necessary for the
performance of such a task. While she wounded the

feelings of the sensitive girl she addressed, by the con- | a

stant allusion to her brother's distaste for her manners
and habits; she also bluntly reasoned upon the impos-
sibility of his feeling otherwise, when he looked for-
ward to presenting her to the world; because he knew
that the world would judge bamshly of her; and with
natural coarseness of mind she seemed to suppose that
nothing more than a mutual conceesion of certain
points, an apology on the part of Harry, and a sort of

“kiss-and-be-friends” ceremony, was necessary to es-
tahlish them exactly in the situation they were before.
But she spoke a language Kate Bouverie did not un-
derstand. What could it signify to Harry what the
world, that strange world thought of her, as long as he
himeelf was satisfied of her affection and pleased with
her society! What had the opinions of others to do
with the comfort of his home?! The opinions of
others, too, none of whom he appeared to respect, and
many of whom he openly avowed to be worthless?
No, that could not be the reason of his dislike—and
she resented the supposed attempt to impose on her
understanding.

Had Gertrude had to deal with one of her own dis-
position, the task would have been comparatively easy.
Had her cousin been angry, she could have soothed
her; but vanity had no place in Kate Bouverie’s heart
—it is the vice of society, and she had lived alone
almost from childhood. It was her heart that was
crushed, and it would have Jequired a tenderer and
far more skilful hand to have healed the blow.

By his sister’s hands, Harry received an answer to
his appeal; it was as follows:

“ After what pamed yesterday, dear Harry, it can
serve no good purpose 1o comply with your request,
bat will only give great pain 1o both of us. I shall
tell my father I cannot marry you, us it would grieve

—

him were he to know how differently others can think
of his only child. Iumanlo-toknowhowlh%
forfeited your good opinion; but of this I am very sure,
that I have never voluntarily given you a moment's
displeasure. We are not likely to meet often again,

but I shall always be glad to hear good news of you,
and always feel an interest in all that concerns you. I
would not wish to end with a reproach, but 1 would
fain you had told me what chance discovered to me.
Did you intend to marry me under the conviction that
our union would tend to the misery of bothl If it is
because you are attached to another that you have
dealt thus strangely by me, I will hope your present
freedom may conduce to your future happiness. If it
is really and truly for the reasons Gertrude gave me,
may that world, dear Harry, of which you are a wor-
shipper, be able to repay you for your submission to ita
opinions.” \

It was with tolerable composure that Kate Bouverie
wrote'and despatched this note, but with her father the
fountain of ber tears again burst forth. The General
was electrified—he had never seen her weep before;.
for in that happy home she had had no cause for sor-
row, and her tears made an impression on him that
erased from his memory the long-cherished plan of
continuing the property in the family by this much-
desired union. He himself informed Capsain Bouverie
of his daughter’s decision, and that information was
accompanied with expressions of regret.

Years rolled on. Kate Bouverie continued unmar-
ried, in spite of the offers of more than one suitor for
her hand. Gertrude remained at home, under the
auspices of her careful parent. But though self-love
and vanity did what her mother's advice would most.
assuredly not have done, and she soon began to con-
form in some degree to the tastes of the people she
was amongst; still her real and acquired faults were.
not indicated, and “as odd as Ger Bouveric,” became-
-word by no means pleasing to the rest of the
family. Taunted and reproached at home, alternately
caressed and sneered at abroad, Gertrude always en-
tered a ball-room with a vague spirit of defiance against
uncommitted injuries. At once affecting to scorn, and
making faint endeavours to conciliate the world ; beau-
tiful in person ; harsh in manner; fearless by nature;
she said every thing, and did every thiog that came
into her head, and the consequence was as might be
expected. She was flattered by those she amused;
courted by those to whom her notice gave a sort of
notoriety; admired by many; and sbused by the whole
of her acquaiatance.

Pamela’s drowsy existence was by no means inter-
rupted or disturbed by her sister's strange ways ; but
Annette, while, by dint of mocking, she unconsciously
caught something of the gesticulating manner and au-
dible tone of voice, which accompanied Gertrude's
speeches, resented as an injury the notoriety she thus
obtained, and visited it with the whole force of her
wit; while forgetting how far different the copy was
from the original, Harry Bouverie never ceased to
congratulate himself on his escape from the matrimo-
nial snare prepared for him.

While things were in this state, Mrs. Bouverie re-
ceived a letter one morning, which forced an ejacula-
tion even from her little, cold, compressed lip, and
sent a momentary flush of emotion to her faded cheek.
« Your cousin Kate is dead,” said she, tumming to her
daughters; and then, as if seeking to excuse her own
emotion, as she felt the rush of tears to her eyes, she
added “ but—sbe is dead in such a shocking way.”
The letter was read, and it was with bitter feelings
that Harry Bouverie listened to its contents.

Since the departure of her cousin, poor Kate's whole
character seemed to have changed. Wild with a sort
of delirious guiety at one time—dejected and incapable
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of cocwpying horself at ansther, she seemed always the
alave of some wmintelligible caprice. Her eye grew
dimmer, her figure thinner and less graceful ; her very
wvoiee—that low, laughing voice which had given a
charm to all she said—acquired a sharpness and shrill-
ness which was foreign to it. Gloom sate on her brow
like shadows in a sunny place. and while her father
merely remarked that Kate’s temper was not so good
as it had been—the old nurse declared that her child
'was dying of a broken heart. But it was not by slow
degrees—by the sapping and mining of grief—by the
wasting away of the body's strength under the souls
‘weakness, that one so full of life and energy was to
die. Suddenly, in the flower of her yonth, she was
to be cut off;, as if it were vain to wait till decay
should creep into so light a heart, and within so bright
a form. Amongst other changes, Kate had become
very absent; frequently she forgot she was in the pre-
sence of others, and with a low, moaning exclamation,
would hide her head and weep: frequently she would
romain out on the suniy moors for hours, and wander
home, unconscious that the day was drawing to a close,
and that her father wes waiting her return. At such
times she would fling her arms around his neck, and
give way 1o an hysterical burst of mingled tears and
laughter at her own thoughtlessness, and then put en
the wild gaiety of a child. There came a day when
Mer father waited in vain; when the look that pleaded
for pardon—the voice that soothed—the laugh that
cheered him—were lost to him for ever; and that
hurrying step, which was the signal for the old man to
Tise, and advance w0 fold his daughter in his arms, was
silent in the desolate corridors of his house. AH that
‘was over known of Kate's death was told by a peasant
. girl, who, while waiting for her young sister to croes
she moor, saw a horse, with a lady on it, flying at full
. Wpeed down the narrow roed which ekirted it. She
- yanas fast as she was able to the foot of a little bridge,
which made a sudden and short angle from the road.
She stood still and listened, but the dashing and mur-
muring of the waters prevented her hearing the ap-
proach of the horse’s heofs. She called, but nothing
exeept the faint echo, muffled, as it were, by the
brenches which shadowed the wild and rocky stream,
answered her ery. She waited, knowing that the
308d had no other tum, but all remained sleeping in
the quiet sunshine as before. Suddenly a sick and
horrible fear crosscd the girl’s heart—she turned, and
Jooked far down into the bed of the stream, and there
among the broken granite and white stones, she dis-
tinctly saw somo dark object; and while her heart
beat so loud as almost to stifle the sound, she fancied
. that a faint wailing cry swept past on the wind.
Slowly, and with cautious steps, she crept down round
by the bridge, over the bank, swinging by a branch, or
letting herself slip down the stecp and broken ground.
At length she descended into the torrent, which ran
meagre and half dried up by the summer sun—strug-
gling over and under and round the stoncs in its
course, murmuring and complaining as it went. There
lay the little Arab, Selim, with the last life-pulse
faintly quivering through its limbs—and there, with
her face hidden, and the stream rippling through the
curls of her golden hair, lay poor forsaken Kate. The
girl stopped ; a natural and unconquerable horror made
her pause befure she would venture to turn round and
1ift what she doubted not was the face of a corpse,
bruised and horrible. At length she approached, and
with shuddering hands raised the head of the unhappy
girl from the waters.  No bruise was there—pure and
calm, with closed eyes and parted lips, and the glis-
tening drops hanging on the still fresh pink of her
cheek—she lay—but death was in her face!
Years rolled on; Annette’s more successful plan for
her brother’s advancement was put into execution, and
Harry became the easy husband of the all-accomplished

and beautiful Lady Sareh Davenel, the chosen com-
panion and confidante of the sprightly Miss Bouverie.
Lady Serah was a duke’s daughter; she therefore
thought hemelf entitled to treat her hushand as herig~
ferior. She was a beauty and a spoilt child, and she
therefore conceived herself at liberty to accept the
homage of those around her, and to show off sundry
little airs of wilfulness and vanity, just as if she had
not married the handsomest man in England, as she
was in the habit of calling Harry. She was head-
strong and violent; and the same adherence to her
own fancies, which led her to oppose her doting father
on the subjcot of her marriage, led her now to oppose
herhusband  She was frivolous and heartless, but she
was a strict observer of the rules of ettiquette. Mara.’
don Carcon made her dresses, Cavalier drest her hair,
and the world declared she was a charming woman.

Five years after his marriage, accident brought
Harry Bouverie to the spot where his young cousin,
with whom from his infancy he had expected to pass
his life, bad died unseen, alone, without one to hear
her last word. He was with a party of pleasure, and
their loud laughing voices rang in his heart, as he bent
over the little bridge, and with straining eyes looked
downwards, as if he could still see the light form
which for ycars had mouldered in the grave.

“ s that a good trout stream, Bouverie{” asked one®
of the gentlemen. )

Harry turned hastily away, and catcbing Lady
Sarah by the arm, he muttered, “ Come away—it wes
here that Kate died—they will drive me wild.”

«“You are always sentimentalising about that girl,®
said his wife, pettishly; 1 em sure it is no great com=
pliment to me, the way you regret her.” She moved
on, and joining the perty, walked forwards.

«Oh! Kate, Kate,” exclaimed Harry Bouverie, a8
rushing tears dimmed his view of that death sceas,
“was it for such a heart ¥ scorned yout”

SE——————
USA OF PERFUMES,

Loox wpon it ever es a sign of masculine inteliees
and e strong understonding to neglect the volaptaous
gratification of this sense (of smell) This is a folly
which should be left altogether to the maeculine imi-
tators of the weaker sex. 'They are shameless slaves
to it, whose chambers are filled with wasteful odoureg
who expend on vials of expensive perfame that wealth
which is committed to them for the advantage of their
fellow-creatures, and whose study appears to be that
they may leave no breath unpoisoned or unpolluted of
the fresh and wholesome air that surrounds them. A
man that is wrapped up in perfumos is surely a pitie-
ble creature. ‘This fashion which was once disgust-
ingly prevalent, is now coufined, in a great measure,
to persons of vulgar and mean habits, who are not only
heedless of their religious obligations, but ignorant of
the customs of good society. Still, however, the fully
is not wholly banished from even the better informed
classes of mankind; and it is a hidcous cruelty, that &
gentleman of moderate fortune will keep in his deek,
for tho purpose of perfuming note-paper, a vial of pers
fume, the price of which would pay the house-rent of
a poor peasant, in our provinces for a whole year.
There is, besides, a manifest rudeness in the use of
artificial odours, which no well cducated person ought
to offer to society. Predilections in this sense aro ae
various as in that of taste; and it seeins as unreason-
able, that a man should compel every person he mects
to inhalo that single odour which he thinks agreeable,
(but which to many may be quite the reverse,) as if &
host should mcasuro the tastes of his company by his
own, and oblige them all to partake of a certain dish
because it happened to be his favourito.~ Tules ilius-
trative of the Five senscs.
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Bo mute who will, whe can,

Yet [ will praise thes with impassioned voico

Me didst thou constitute a priest of thine

In such a temple as we now bebold,
Rear'd for thy presence; therefors am I bound
‘To worship here and every where.—Wordswoorth,

Tz blue, deep, glorious heavens'—1 lift mine eye,
And bless thee, O my God! that I have met
And own’d thine image in the majesty
Of their calm temple still!—that never yet
There hath thy face been shrouded from my sight,
By noontide binze, or sweeping storm of night:
1 bless Thee, O my God!

That now #till clearer, from their pure expanse,
1 see the mercy of thine aspect shine,
Touching death’s features with a lovely glance
Of light, serenely solemn and divine,
And lending to each holy star a ray
As of kind eyes, that woo my soul away:
I bless Thee, O my God!

That I have heard thy voice, nor been aftaid,
In the earth’s garden—'midst the mountains
Avd the low thrillings of the forest-shade,
And the wild sounds of waters uncontroll'd,
And upon many a desert plain and shore,
«=No solitude—for therc I felt Thee more:
1 bless Thee, O my God!

od,

And if thry Spirit on thy child hath shed
The gift, the vision of the unseal'd eye,
To pierce the mist o’er life’s deep moanings spread,
To reach the hidden fountain-urns that lie
Far in man’s heart—if T have kept it free
And pure—a consccration unto Thee:
I bless Thee, O my God!

If my soul’s utterance hath by Thee been fraught
With an awakening power—if Thou hast made
Like the wing'd seed, the breathings of my thought,
And by the swift winds bid them be convey'd

To lands of other lays, and there become
Native as early melodies at home:
I bless Thee, O my God!

Mot for the brightness of a mortal wreath,

Not for a place 'midst kingly minstrels dead,
But that, perchance, a faint gale of thy breath,
A still small whisper in my song hath led

One struggling spirit upwards to thy throne,
Or but one hope, one prayer!—for this alone
I bless Thee, O my God!

That I have loved—that [ have known the love
‘Which troubles in the soul the tearful springs,
Yet, with a colouring halo from above,
Tinges and glorifies all earthly things,
Whate’er its anguish or its woe may be,
8till weaving links for intercourse with Thee:
1 bless Thee, O my God!

That by the passion of its deep distress,
And by the o'erflowing of its mighty prayer,
And by the yearning of its tenderness,
Too full for words upon their stream to bear,
1 have been drawn still closer to thy shrine,
Well-spring of love, the unfathom’d, the divine:
I bless Thee, O my God!

That hope hath ne’er my heart or song forsaken,
High hoal:' which even from mystery, doubt, or
dread,
, rejoicingly, the things hath taken,
Whereby its torch-light for the race was fod;

That passing storms have only funned the fire,
Which pierced them atill with its triumphal spire! *
I bless Thee, O my God!

Now art Thou calling me in every gale,
Each sound and token of the dying day!
Thou leav’st me not, though earthly life grows pale,
I am not darkly sinking o decay;
Bat, hour by hour, my soul's dissolving shroud
Maolts off 10 radianoe, as a silvery cloud.
I bless Thee, O my God!

And if this earth, with all its choral streams,
And crowning woods, and sofi or solemn skiew,
And mountain-sanctuaries for poets’ dreams,
Be lovely still in my departing eyes; °
"Tis net that fondly I would linger here,
But that my foot-prints on its dust appear:
1 bless Thee, O my God!

And that the tender shadowing I behold,
The wacery veining every leaf and fower,
Of glories cast in more consummate mould,
No longer vassals to the changeful hour:
That life’s last rvees to my thoughts can bring
Rich visions of imperishable spring:
I bless Thee, O my God!

' Yes, the young vernal voices in the skies |

‘Woo me not back, but
&m h. 14, d‘ t‘w Y
The spirit-music, unperturb’d and clear:
The full of soul, yet passionate no more—
—Let me 100, joining those pure strains, adore!
I bless Thee, O my God!

wandering past mine ear,
1 Ll s

Now aid, sustain me still'—To Thee I come,
Make Thou my dwelling where thy children are!
And for the hope of that immortal home,
And for thy Son, the bright and moming Star,
The Sufferer and the Victor-king of Death!
I bless Thee with my glad song’s dying breath!
I bless Thee, O my God!

—
SPRING,

‘WneN the wind blows
In the sweet rose-tree,
And the cow lows
On the fragrant les,
And the stream flows
All bright and free,
*Tis not for thee, 'tis not for me;
"Tis not for any one here, I trow:
The gentle wind bloweth,
t  The happy cow loweth,
The merry stream floweth,
For all below!
O the Spring! the bountiful Spring!
She shineth and smileth on every thing.

' Where come the sheep?
To the rich man’s moor.
Where cometh sleept
To the bed that’s poor.
Peasants must weep,
And kings endure;
That is & fate that none can cure;
Yet Spring doth all she can, I trow:
She brings the bright hours,
She weaves the sweet flowers,
She dresseth her bowers,
For all below!
O the Spring! thoboamlﬁllSprin‘!' .
She shineth end smileth on every thing.

'



COUSIN MARY.

COUSIN MARY;

A CHARACTER.

Arout four years ago, passing a few days with the
highly educated daughters of some friends in this
neighbourhood, I found domesticated in the family a
young lady, whom I shall call as they called her,
Cousin Mary. She was about eighteen, not beautiful
perhape, but lovely certainly to the fullest extent of
that loveliest word—as fresh as a rose; as fair as a
lily; with lips like winter berries—dimpled, smiling
lips; and eyes of which nobody could tell the colour,
they danced so incessantly in their own gay light.
Her figure was tall, round, and slender; exquisitely
well proportioned it must have been, for in all attitudes,
(and in her innocent gaiety, she was scarcely ever two

- minutes in the same) she was grace itself. She was,
in short, the very picture of youth, health, and happi-
ness. No one could see her without being prepos-
sessed in her favour. I took a fancy to her the moment
she entered the room: and it increased every hour in
spite of, or rather perhaps, for certain deficiencies,
which caused poor Cousin Mary to be held exceed-
ingly cheap by her accomplished relatives.

She was the youngest daughter of an officer of rank,
dead long ago; and his sickly widow having lost by
death, or that other death, marriage, all her children
but this, could not, from very fondness, resolve to part
with her darling for the purpose of acquiring the com-
mmonest instruction. She talked of it, indeed, now and
then, but she only talked; so that, in this age of uni-
versal education, Mary C. at eighteen, exhibited the
extraordinary phenomenon of a young woman of high
family, whose acquirements were limited to reading,
writing, needlework, and the first rules of arithmetic.
The effect of this let-alone system, combined with a
careful seclusion from all improper society, and a per-
fect liberty in her country rambles, acting upon a
mind of great power and activity, was the very re-
verse of what might have been predicted. It had
produced not merely a delightful freshness and origi-
nality of manner and character, a piquant ignorance of
those things of which one is tired to death, but know-
ledge, positive, accurate, and various knowledge. She
was, to be sure, wholly unaccomplished ; knew nothing
of quadrilles, though her every motion was dancing:
nor a note of music, though she used to warble, like a
bird, sweet snatches of old songs, as she skipped up
and down the house; nor of painting, except as her
taste had been formed by a minute acquaintance with
nature into an intense fecling of art. She had that
real extra sense, an eye for colour, too, as well as an
ear for music. Not one in twenty—not one in a hun-
dred of our sketching and copying ladies could love
and appreciate a picture where there was colour and
mind, a picture by Claude, or by our English Claudes,
Wilson and Hoffland, as she could—for she loved
landscape best, because she understood it best—it was
a portrait of which she knew the original. Thén her
needle was in her hands almost a pencil. I never
knew such an embroideress—she would sit “ printing
her thoughts on lawn,” till the delicate creation vied
with the snowy tracery, the fantastic carving of hoar
frost, the richness of Gothic architecture, or of that
which so much resembles it, the luxuriant fancy of old
point lace. That was her only acoomplishment, and
a rare artist she was—muslin and net were her can-
vas. She had no French either, not a word; no Ita-
lian; but then her English was racy, unhackneyed,
proper 10 the thought to a degree that only original
thinking could give. She had not much reading, ex-
cept of the Bible and Shakspeare, and Richardson's

novels, in which she was learned ; but then her powers
of observation were sharpened and quickened, in a
very unusual degree, by the leisure and opportunity
afforded for their development, at a time of life when
theyvare most acute. She had nothing to distract her
mind. Her attention was always awake and alive.
She was an excellent and curious naturalist, merely
because she had gone into the fields with her eyes
open; and knew all the details of rural management,
Gomestic or agricultural, as well as the peculiar habits
and modes of thinking of the peasantry, simply because
she had lived in the country, and made use of her
ears. Then she was fanciful, recollective, new; drew
her images from the real objects, not from their sha-
dows in books. In short, to listen to her, and the
young ladies her compani who, plished to
the height, had trodden the education-mill till they all
moved in one step, had lost sense in sound, and ideas
in words, was enough to make us turn masters and
governesses out of doors, and leave our daughters and
grand-daughters to Mrs. C.’s system of non-instruction.
I should have liked to meet with another specimen,
just to ascertain whether the peculiar charm and ad-
vantage arose from the quick and active mind of this
fair Ignorant, or was really the natural and inevitable
result of the training; but, alas! to find more than one
unaccomplished young lady, in this accomplished age,
is not to be hoped for. So I admired and envied; and
her fair kinswomen pitied and scomed, and tried to
teach; and Mary, never made for a learner, and as full
of animal spirits as a school-boy in the holidays, sang,
and laughed, and skipped about from morning till
night.

1t must be confessed, as a countcr-balance to her
other perfections, that the dear Cousin Mary was, as
far as great natural modesty and an occasional touch
of shyness would let her, the least in the world of ®
romp! She loved to toes about children, to jump over
stiles, to ble through hedges, to climb trees; and
some of her knowledge of plants and birds may cer-
tainly have arisen from her delight in these boyish
amusements. And which of us has not found that the
strongest, the healthiest, and most flourishing acquire-
ment has arisen from pleasure or accident, has been in
a manner self-sown, like an oak of the forest? Oh, she
was a sad romp; as skittish as a wild colt, as uncertain
as a butterfly, as uncatchable as a swallow! But her
great personal beauty, the charm, grace, and lightness
of her movements, and above all, her evident inno-
cence of heart, were bribes of indulgence which no
one could withstand. I never heard her blamed by
any human being. The perfect unrestraint of her atti-
tudes, and the exquisite symmetry of her form, would
have rendered her an invaluable study for a painter.
Iler daily doings would have formed a series of pic-
tures. I have seen her scudding through a shallow
rivulet, with her clothes caught up just a little above
the ankle, like a young Diana, and a bounding, skim-
ming, enjoying motion, as if native to the element,
which might have become a Naiad. I have seen her
on the topmost round of a ladder, with one foot on the
roof of a house, flinging down the grapes that no one
else had nerve enough to reach, laughing, and garlapd-
ed, and crowned with vine leaves, like a Bacchante.
But the prettiest combination of circ tances under
which I ever saw her, was driving a donkey cart up
a hill one sunny windy day, in September. It was a
gay party of young women, some in open carriages of
difforent descriptions, bent to see & cclebrated prospect
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from a hill called the Ridges. The ascent was by a
steep narrow lane, cut deeply between sand-banks,
crowned with high feathery hedges. The road and its
picturesque banks lay bathed in the golden sunshine,
whilst the autumnal sky, intensely blue, appeared at
the top as through an arch. The hill was so steep that
we had all dismounted, and left our different vehicles
in charge of the servants below; but Mary, to whom
as incomparably the best charioteer, the conduct of a
certain nondescript machine, a sort of donkey curricle,
had fallen, determined to drive a delicate little girl, who
was afraid of the walk, to the top of the eminence.
She jumped out for the purpoee, and we followed,
watching and admiring her as she won her way up
the hill: now tugging at the donkeys in front with her
bright face towards them and us, and springing along
backwards—now pushing the chaise from behind—
now running by the side of her steeds, patting and
caressing them—now soothing the half frightened child
—now laughing, nodding, and shaking her litile whip at
us—till at last she stopped at the top of the ascent,and
stood for a moment on the summit, her straw bonnet
blown back, and held on only by the strings; her brown
hair playing on the wind in long natural ringlets; her
complexion becoming every moment more splendid from
exertion, redder and whiter; her eyes and her smile
brightening and dimpling; her figure in its simple
white gown, strongly relieved by the deep blue sky,
and her whole form seeming to dilate before our eyes.
There she stood under the arch formed by two meet-
ing elms, a Hebe, a Psyche, a perfect goddess of youth
and joy. The Ridges are very fine things altogether,
especially the part to which we were bound, a turfy
breezy spot, sinking down abruptly like a rock into a
wild foreground of heath and forest, with a magnifi-
cent command of distant objects; but we saw nothing
that day like the figure on the top of the hill.

After this I lost sight of her for a long time. She
was called suddenly home by the dangerous illness of
her mother, who, after languishing for some months,
died; and Mary went to live with a sister much older
than herself, and richly married in a manufacturing
town, where she languished in smoke, confinement,
dependence, and display, (for her sister was a match-
making lady, a manceuvrer) for about a twelvemonth.
She then left her house, and went into Wales—as a
governess! Imagine the astonishment cansed by this
intelligence amongst us all; for I myself, though ad-
miring the untaught damsel almost as much as I loved
her, should certainly never have dreamed of ber as a
teacher. However, she remained in the rich baronet’s
family where she had commenced her employment.
They liked her apparently—there she was; and again
nothing was heard of her for many months, until, bap-
pening to call on the friends at whose house I had
originally met her, I espied her fair blooming face, a
rose amongst roses, at the drawing-room window—and
instantly with the speed of light was met and em-
braced by her at the hall-door.

There was not the slightest perceptible difference in
her deportment.  She still bounded like a fawn, and
laughed and clapped her haunds like an infant. She
was not a day older, or graver, or wiser, since we
parted. Her post of tutoress had at least done ker no
harm, whatever might have been the case with her
pupils. The more I looked at her the more I won-
dered; and after our mutual expressions of pleasure
had a little subsided, I could not resist the temptation
of saying—* So you are really a governess 7"'— Yes.”
— And you continue in the same family 7"—* Yes.”
~—+ And you like your post I"—+ O yee, yes !"—* But
my dear Mary, what could induce you to go?"—
“ Why, they wanted a governees, so I went.”— But,
what could induce them to keep you!” The perfect
gravity and eamestness with which this question was
put, set her laughing, and the laugh was echoed back

from a group at the end of the room, which I had not
before noticed—an elegant man in the prime of life
showing a portfolio of rare prints to a fine girl of
twelve, and a rosy boy of seven. “Why did they
keep me?! Ask them,” replied Mary, turning towards
them with an arch smile. “We kept her to teach
her ourselves,” said the young lady—“We kept her
to play cricket with us,” said her brother—* We kept
her to marry,” said the gentleman, advencing gaily to
shake bands with me. “ She was a bad governess,
perhups; but she is an excellent wife—that is her true
vocation.” And so itis. She is, indeed, an excellent
wife; and assuredly a most fortunate one. I mever
saw happiness so sparkling or so glowing; never saw -
such devotion to a bride, or such fondness for a step-
mother, as Sir W. 8. and his lovely children show to
the sweet Cousin Mary. .

Original
THRE OID.

RopriGo Diaz pE Rivar, surnamed the Cid, famous
for his amour with Chimena, and his duel with Coung
Gormas, has been the subject of various poems and
romances. Although we should refuse faith to the
wonderful stories which romance has propagated con.
cerning this hero; yet, it is certain from the testimony
of historians, that the Cid was not only the bravest
knight of his age, but the most virtuous and generous
of men. He had already signalized himself by his
exploits, in the reign of Ferdinand the First, King of
Castile. When, in tho year 1050, Sancho Second,
son to that prince, sought to deprive his sister Urraqua
unjustly of the city of Zamora; the Cid boldly remon-
strated against the injustice of the deed; representing
it as a violation equally of the rights of consanguinity
and the laws of honour. The haughty and pessionate
Sancho banished the Cid, but was soon after obliged
1o recall him. When, by the death of Sancho, who was
treacherously slain before Zamora, the crown devolved
to his brother, Alfonso VI., the Castilians required
their new monarch to declare by a solemn oath, that
he had no concern in his brother's death. None other
durst propose the oath to the monarch; but the Cid.
made him swear it at the very altar before which be
was crowned; intermingling with the appeal to God
the most dreadful imprecations upon perjurers. Al
fonso never forgave him. The Cid was soon after
sent into banishment, on pretence that he had entered
the territories of Almamon, King of Toledo, with
whom Alfonso was then at peace; Rodrigo had indeed
pursued some fugitives beyond the boundary between
the two kingdoms. The time of this banishment
turned out the most glorious period of the Cid's life.
It was then he made his greatest conquest from the
Moors, aided only by those brave knights whom his
reputation had attracted to join his standard. Alfonso
recalled him, and seemingly restored him to favour;
but this monarch’s favour could not long be preserved
by a man of Rodrigo’s open dignity of mind. Being
again banished from the court, he went upon the con-
quest of Valencia. Making himself master of that
strong city, and of many other towns, with an extensive
territory; he might have assumed sovereign honours;
bnt he never would: continuing still the faithful sub-
ject of Alfonso, although Alfopso had often injured and
offended him.

The Cid died at Valencia in 1099, full of yearsand -
glory. He had only one son who was slain, young, in
a single combat. His two daughters, Donna Elvira
and Donna Sol, married two princes of the house of
Navarre; and through a long train of alliances, are
among the ancestors of the Bourbons.— Hixoire ' Es-

| pagne, Mariana & Garibai.
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THE BURIAL OF THER MNIGHTY.
SY NRS. WERNANS.

Many aa cye
May wail the dimming of the morming stas.—SAeAspesre.
A GLORIOUS Voice hath ceased '
, reverently—the funeral chant
Breathe reverontly—Thcre is a dreamy sound,
A holiow murmur of the dying year,
In the deep wouds—Let it be wild and sad!
A more Zolian melancholy tone
“Than ever wail'd o'er bright things perishing!
For that is passing from the darken’d land,
Which the green summer will not bring us back—
Though all her songs return.—The funeral chant
Breathe reverently'—They bear the mighty forth,
The kingly ruler in the realms of mind—
They bear him thro' the houschold paths, the groves,
Where every tree had music of its own
To his quick ear of Knowledge taught by Love—
And be is silent'—Past the living stream
They bear him now; the stream, whose kindly voice
On alien shores his true heart burn'd to hear—
And he is silent! O’er the heathery hills,
Which his own soul had mantled with a light
Richer than Autumn’s purple, now they move—e
And he is silent!—he, whose flexile lips
Were but unseal'd, and, lo! a thousand forms,
From every pastorul glen and forn-clad height,
In glowing life upsprang —Vassal and chief,
Rider and steod, with shout and bugle-peal,
Fast rushing through the brightly troubled air,
Like the Wild Huntsman's band. And still they live,
To those fair scones imperishably bound,
And from tho mountain-mist still flashing by,
Startle the wandercr who hath listen'd there,
To the Scer's voice: Phantoms of colour'd thought,
Sarviving him who rised —O, Eloquence!
0, Power, whose breathings thus could wake the dead!
‘Who shall wake T'hee? Lord of the buried past!
And art thou there—to those dim nations join'd,
Thy subject-host so long !—The wand is dropp'd,
The bright lamp broken, which the gifted hand
Touch’d and tho Genii came!'—Sing reverently
_ 7The funeral chant'—Tho Mighty is bome home—
And who shall be his mourners!—Youth and Age,
For each hath felt his magic —Love and Grief,
¥or he hath communed with the heart of each:
‘Yes—the free spirit of humanity
May join the august procession, for to him
Its mysteries havo been tributary things,
And all its accents known:—from field or wave,
Never was conqueror on his battle-bier
By the veil'd banner and the muffled drum,
And the proud drooping of the crested head,
More nobly follow'd home.—~The last abode,
The voiccless dwelling of the Bard is reach'd:
A still majestic spot! girt solemnly
With all th’ imploring beauty of decay;
A stately couch midst ruins! meet for him
‘With his bright fame to rest in, as a king
Of other days, laid lonely with his sword
Beneath his head.  Sing reverently the chant
Over the honour'd grave'—the grave!—oh! say
Rather the shrine'—An altar for the love,
The light, eoft pilgrim-stcps, the votive wreaths
Of years unborn—a place where leafl and flower,
By that which dies not of the sovereign Dead,
Shall be made holy things;—where every weed
Shall have its portion of th’ inspiring gift
From buried glory breath’d.  And now what strain,
Making victorious melody ascend
High above sorrow’s dirge, befits the tomb,
‘Where He that sway'd the nations, thero is laid,
The crown’d of men!
A lowly, lowly song.

Lowly end sclerm be

Thy ehildrens’ ery to thee,
Father divine!

A hymm of suppliant bresth,

Owning that Life and Death
Alike are thine!

A spirit on its way,
Sceptred the earth to sway,
From thee was sent:
Now call’st thou back thine sWhee
Henoe is that radiance flowne
To earth but lent.

Watching in breathless awe,

The bright head bow'd we saw,
Beneath Thy hand!

Fill'd by one Hope, one Fear,

Now o'er a brother’s bier,
Weeping we stand.

How hath he pass'd}—the Lord
Of cach deep bosom-chord,

To meet thy sight,
Unmantled and alone,
On thy biest mercy thrown,

O Infinite!

So, from his Harvest Home,
Maust the tired peasant come ;
8o, in our trust,
Leader and king must yield
The naked soul, reveal'd
To thee, All-Just!

The sword of many a fight—

What then should bo its might?
The lofty lay,

That rush’d on eagle-wing—

What shall its memory bring!
What hope, what stayt

O Father! in that hour,

When Earth, all succouring power
Shall disavow;

‘When spear, and shield, and crown,

In faintness are cast down—
Sustain us, Thou!

By Him, who bow'd to take

The death-cup for our sake,
The thorn, the rod;

From the last dismay

‘Was not to pass away—
Aid us, O God!

Tremblers beside the grave,

We call on Thee to save,
Father divine!

Hear, hear our suppliant breath,

Keep us, in Life and Death,
Thine, only Thine!

E———

TO JULIET.

A THOUGHT AT NIGHT.

In yonder taper's burning light,
An image of my heart I see;
1t burns amid a lonely night—
Its life the love of thee.
The steadfast light its passion takes,
But slowly wastes while it illumes;
And while my very life it makes,
My life itself consumes.

.
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LEEDS OCASTLE. .

Asovut three miles from the village of Lenham, in
the county of Keant, (England,) stands Leeds Castle.
It is & turreted and magnificent stone structure, but
having been erected at various periods, and under the
direction of various tastes, it exhibits different styles of
architecture. Its situation is delightful ; standing in a
well-wooded park plentifully supplied with deer, and
commanding a prospect of the far-stretching fields and
undulating hills which terminate the horizon. It is
surrounded by a sp moat, supplied with running
water which rises at Lenham, and empties its current
into the river Medway. This current abounds with
fish, particularly the pike, which thrives here remark-
ably well, and is frequently taken weighing from
thirty to forty pounds. At the principal entrance to
this castellated pile are the remains of an ancient gate-
way, razed to within about one yard of the ground ;
these ruins, together with the grooves formed for the
portcullis, which are still to be seen there, indicate its
original strength and importance. At a short distance,
in a northerly direction, are the vestiges of a very an-
cient structure, supposed, and with much probability,
to be that portion of the castle where Robert de Cre-
voquer established three chaplains when it was origi-
nally built.

The approach to the castle is by a bridge of two
arches, after crossing which you pass under a second
gateway, which, with the part already described, ap-
pears to have constituted a portion of the ancient for-
tress raised by the Crevequers, and suffered to survive
the demolition under which the residue of the fabric
was scattered to the ground. After passing the latter
gate you arrjve at a quadrangular court-yard of a very
handsome appearance; to the right of which stands a
building which the style of its architecture leads us to
suppose it to be of the period of William of Wickham,
and most probably part of the pile erected by that ce-
lebrated ecclesiastic. The portion at the further side
of this quadrangle contains the principal, or state
chambers, with the more recent addition of a hand-
some uniform front of rustic stone-work : the windows
are arched in the Gothic style, and the parapet is em-
battled. Behind this edifice, over a bridge composed
of arches, there is a large fabric, constituting the ex-
tremity of the castle; it is now, however, built upon
and enclosed as a passage-way. It presents a very
handsome pile of excellent workmanship, combining
beauty and strength, and seems of the period of Henry
the Eighth ; in which case it was, most probably raised
by Sir Henry Guildford, who acted in the capacity of
constable of this fortress under that monarch, and
beautified the castle at the direction and expense of
the crown ; from the strength and situation of the place
we would here believe the ancient keep of the castle
to have once stood.

Sir Thomas de Colepeper was Castellan of Leeds
Castle, under the famous Lord Bladesmere in the time
of Edward the Second; but, in the fificenth year of
that monarch’s reign he was hanged to the chain of
the drawbridge, for having refised admission to Isabel,
queen of that monarch, when in the act of performing
a pilgrimage tn the shrine of St. Thomas a Becket at
Canterbury. Upon that occasion Leeds Castle and its
manor were forfeited to the crown, but, either by the
royal indulgence or by family entail, were subse-
quently restored to the son of the unfortunate Sir
Thomas. In this castle, Ivan of Navarre, second con-
sort of Henry the Fourth, being accused of having
conspired against the life of her son-in-law, was held
captive under Henry the Fifth; and here also Arch-
bishop Chichely presided, during the process insti-
tuted against Eleanor, Duchess of Gloucester, accused
of sorcery and wi

ent of the historical amociations established
by ancient records connected with this grand structure,
]

George the Third and his consort Queen Charlotte,
after reviving the grand encampment at Cocksheath,
honoured Leeds Castle with their presence on the 3d
of November 1799: and on the following day received
the congratulations of the nobility, general officers,
and leading personages of the county of Kent, with the
mayor and corporation of the neighbouring town of
Maidstone. This famous and picturesque residence is
now in the possession of Frickham Esqr., but the
venerable line of the Colepepers seems to assert some
dormant claim to this beautiful estate and castle,
which is said to arise from a matrimonial union be-
tween a female of that family and the celebrated par-
liamentary general Fairfax, who, in her right, enjoyed
the estate, which would bave reverted to the male
line of the Colepepers, had not the loes of the marriage
settlement prevented it. The pleasure grounds attach-
ed to the castle are, as may be inferred from our ac-
companying plate, very extensive, but sufficient exer-
tion is not given to the preservation of the pile; which
would be the more desirable, as the immediate and
distant scenery is luxuriant end picturesque in the ex-
treme ; and capable of such improvements as would
render it one of the most enviable residences in Great
Britain.

Original,
CORRILLA, IMPROVISATRICE,

THis celebrated female was born in Italy; her pe-
culiar talent developed itself at an early age: she had
cultivated it by a close, and regular course of study,
not confined to literature, but embracing every branch
of human knowledge.

Her splendid success throughout Italy induced the
Emperor, Francis the First, to solicit her to visit Vi-
enna. She was there received with every mark of
distinction, and returned to her country overwhelmed
with honours and wealth, lavished upon her by the
Emperor.

The Empress of Russia, Catherine the Second, who
gave great encouragement to the arts and sciences of
every description; and who wished every thing great
to be attached to her court, proposed to Corrilla to
visit St. Petersburgh; but her dread of encountering
the severity of such a climate, her own private attach-
ments, and tastes, prevented her from accepting the
flattering and magnificent offers made her by the
Empress.

In 1776, Corrilla visited Rome, where the highest
honours that can be bestowed upon poetic talent,
awaited her. She was received by the Academy des
Arcades under the name of Olympica: where having
spoken upon a given number of subjects—after twelve
examinations, appointed by the Academy—she was
judged worthy of the laurel; before she was ¢ d,
the Roman Senate declared her, nobile cittadina.®
After this event, the first subject proposed for the
dieplay of her eloquence, was her thanks to the Se-
nate; the second, a refutation of the doctrine that
Christian humility has a tendency to destroy courage,
and the enthusiasm necessary to the advancement of the
fine arts. The next subject given her was, the superi-
ority of modern philosophy over that professed by the-
ancients. She spoke on all these subjects with a faci~
lity, a perspicuity, a brilliancy of ideas, a warmth of
imagination, that excited the utmost enthusiasm in
her audience; but this wonderful success laid her
open to the malignant attacks of jealousy and malevo-
lence.

Corrilla published some of her small poems; but
like most impromptu pieces, they do not enbance the
repusation of their author. ’

* Noble citizen.



® THE CAPTIVE SCHEIK &c.

THE CAPTIVE SCHEIK,

“Ricbuhr relates the history of a captive in Yemen who seeing a bird through
2% prisoa gnte, was inspired to make lies, which, being beard by his
‘sepur, sl epreading from ome to another tifl they reached the ears of the

Alas! since then a life of pain

Has proved their worth ; but proved in vain;
Oh.! that 1 could recall the past ’
Hoars, days, and years, I dared to waste—

Suaam who bt ceséived bim, procured his liberty.

River! whose waters murmuring stray,
Oh! could I by thy side,
Mark, how like joys that steal away,
Thy waves in music glide ;
Oh! might I watch thee glittering by,
Without these bars that mock my eye,
As welcome, and as blest to me,
Thy cool and sparkling waves woald be,
As those which lead 10 Aden’s* shore,
‘Where he who drinks shall thirst no more.
Thy course is onward, wide and free,
‘When will such course retumn 10 me!
At liberty '—how blest art thou,
Whilst I, in fetters bound,
Preess 'gainst these bars my fever'd brow,
And listen for a sound
That stills one moment's space the sigh
Of hopeless, sad captivity.
And thou, fair bird, whose notes arise
Sweet as the bells of Paradise,t
That chase the slumbers of the bleet,
Or soothe his soul to dreams of rest ;
What art thou —from what pleasant home
Of ceaseless music dost thou come ?
Say, if amidst the Sudru’s shade}
Thy nest of perfumed leaves is made ¢
Art thou of those of spotless wing
That round the throne of glory sing ;$
Or art thou come a messenger
To bear me tender news of her,
‘Whose truth no absence can impair,
Who loves, like me, amidst despair!
The dew of pearl on Yemen's wavesi|
Tt sparkles pure and bright,
Ere yet in fost'ring ocean’s caves
Its gems are form'd of light,
Ts not eo pure, #0 fair, as she,
8o precious as ber heart to me.
But what am [—my mem'ry now
‘Would cloud the sunshine of her brow;
My fame is past—my glory fled—-
My name enroll'd among the dead——
Forgot by all I ever knew,
‘Why should not she forget me too!
Go, soaring bird! thy lays are vain—
They add new torture to my chain ;
Auendant on thy notes appear
The shades of many a buried year,
‘Whose glitt’ring colours charm my sight
Then fade and leave me deeper night.
They show when from my desert home
Free as my steed, I used to roam;
How, even then, the future’s dream
Made present good of no esteem ;
By custom wo familiar grown
I slighted joys that were my own;

* Al Aden or Jannat, the garden of Paradise. See
Koran.

t The trees in Paradise will be hung with bells,
which will be put in motion by the wind, proceeding
from the sacred throne, as often as the blessed wish
for music.

1 The Sudru is a tree of Paradise.

$ The souls of the good dwell in the form of white

birds under the sacred throne. See Koran.

Il The Matta es Seif is 8 rain which is believed in
Perzia to ripen the pearls in the oyster, when it de-

scends on the waters.
Nizsusz.

It falls in the month Nisan~

But vain repemntance, vain regret,

My only task is o forget!

No more I'll seek my prison grate

With straining eye and heart elate,

To weloome stream, and wood, and plain,
Which never may be mine egain:

T turn from scenes so bright, so dear,
And find my omly world is here!

THE SHIPWRECK.

BY B. B. THATCHER.

A NoBLE ghip, all gallantly,
Ove