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EDUCATION IN THE NAVY."

“Non omnia possumus omnes.”
“You can’t do every thing, and go to mill too!"”

“Placed by their profession in connexion with
the world, visiting in their career of service every
climate and every leading people, the officers of
the American Navy, if they gain but opportunity
for scientific instruction, may make themselves
distinguished for culture as they have been for
gallant conduct.” This idea, expressed by the
Hon. George Bancroft, as Secretary of the Navy,
in a letter addressed by him, August 7th, 1845,
to Commander Buchanan of the Navy, has been
long entertained by all who have seriously con-
sidered the wants and interests of the Navy of
the United States.t It has been generally con-
ceded that the opportunities of systematic edu-
cation afforded to navy officers have been too
limited for the demands of their vocation. The
first plans to extend such opportunities consisted in

*1. Plan and Regulations of the Naval School at Annapo-
lis. 12mo, pp. 20. Washington. 1846.

2. Rules and Regulations for the government of the Naval
Academy at Annapolis, prepared by a board of Navy
Officers, and approved by WM. BaLLarRD PrEsTON,
Secretary of the Nary. 8vo,pp.31. Washington. C.
Alexander, printer.  1850.

t“The propricty of establishing Naval Schools has
frequently been submitted to the courideration of Con-
gress. I again respectfully bring it to your notice, as a
subject of increasing interest to the Navy. The use of
steam vessecls in war will render necessary a different or-
der of scientific knowledge from that which has been here-
tofore required. If our navy should be increased by the
addition of any consideruble number of steam vessels,
engineers will forin an important class of naval officers.
It will be necessary to assign to them an appropriate
raok, and to subject them to all the luws of the service.
Great care should be used in the sclection of them, be-
cause a great deal will depend on their skill and compe-
tency ; hence itis necessary that they should pass through
a prescribed course of instruction, and that the Govern-
meunt should have the proof of their competency, which
an examination conducted under their own rules would
afford. This important object can be best attained by the
establishment of naval schools, provided with all neces-
sary means of uniting practice with theory. The advan-
tages which the Army has derived from the Academy at
West Point, afford a sufficient proof that a similar institu-
tion for the navy would produce like results.””—Report of
the Seeretary of the Navy, (A. P. Upshur,) Dec. 1841,
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the employment of teachers on board of ships-of-
war, and to assemble the midshipmen six months
prior to their examination for promotion at the
Naval Asylum near Philadelphia, where they
were taught some branches of mathematics and
the elements of the French and Spanish langua-
ges. The course of instruction was based upon
the novitiate or apprenticeship of midshipmen
being limited to five years, prior to examination;
and that the greater portion of this period should
be speunt at sea in the study of seamanship prac-
tically. At the suggestion of Mr. Bauncroft, Fort
Severn at Aunapolis, Md., in 1845, was transfer-
red to the Navy Department, to be used as a
Naval School, for which a system of discipline
and instruction was devised by Commanders
Buchanan, McKean and Dupout. Under this
plan the school has been in operation since Au-
gust, 1846.

The course of studies included, * English
Grammar and Composition; Arithmetic, Geog-
raphy and History; Navigation, Gununery, and
the use of Steam ; the Spanish and French Lan-
guages ; and such other branches, desirable to
the accomplishment of a naval officer, as circum-
stances may render practicable,” among which
were embraced the elements of physics and
chemistry.

Alluding to the naval school, in his first annual
report, Mr. Preston says: * Experience had dis-
closed many defects in its organization, and sug-
gested many improvements which might be
readily effected without materially increasing the
expenditure for the institution. In the month of
October, (1849) a board of officers was directed
to revise and amend the regulations, with a view
to re-organize the school—conforming it, as
nearly as the two branches of the service would
permit, to the West Point Academy. The board
discharged the duty in a manner highly accepta-
ble and satisfactory to the Department; and the
hope is entertained, that, under the system thus
provided, the future discipline, iustruction, and
management of the School will be promoted and
advanced, and its beneficial influence on the effi-
ciency and usefulness of the service greatly in-
creased. In the education, discipline, and pro-
fessional experience of a corps of officers, can
we alone evince a just and proper appreciation
of the maxim that we should ‘in time of peace
prepare for war.””

The revised plan of the * Naval Academy”
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But grieve not, lady! on the past,
T was all too beautiful to last ;
Thy future’s lines may yet be cast
In ¢places’ quite as ‘ pleasant’ :
And others seek, with friendship’s wile,
Thy gentle sorrows to beguile,
As tenderly as they whose smile
Makes glad the fleeting present.

’T is sad to leave the haunted glade,
The homestead where thy presence made
A mellow sunshine in the shade,

Like WoRrDswoRTH'S highland beauty ;
But he whose arm thy footsteps stays
Shall lead thee through the coming days
Along the green and quiet ways

Of holy faith and duty.

And thus with all that love endears,
With him to share thy hopes and fears,
May’st thou live on, till added years

Of age give timely warning:
Then be it thine on joys to muse
That still around thy path diffuse
A radiance softer than the hues

Of life’s unclouded morning.

J. R. THomPsON.
Richmord, Va.

JUDITH BENSADDI:
A TALE.

Second edition, revised and enlarged by the author.

Prefuce to the Second Edition.

Ten years ago, the author heard, at bed time, some ex-
traordinary incidents that had befallen a young friend of|
his. The romantic character of these incidents excited
his fancy so, that he could not sleep until a tale was fab-
ficated out of the materials, and the mind had unburdened
itself by putting its conceptions on paper. After a hasty
Tevision, this eflusion of a restless imagination was sent to
the press. It was published in a literary periodical of
Philadelphia, and, to the author’s mortification, a good
deal blurred by a foul typography. It was copied, errors
endall,into several country papers; and in spite of defects,
whether in authorship or typography, the natural interest
of the story caused it to be considerably read and admired.

After some two or three years, the author’s name ucci-
dentally leaked out, and became generally known among
his acquaintances; and it has been from that time sent
abroad ionally, in ¢ tion with this sole specimen
of Lis literary fancy-work. Feeling some regard for his
reputation as a writer, even in this unusual line, he has
been induced now, after so long a time, to employ some
of his leisure hours in preparing acorrected and enlarged
edition. He has given more development to the chief in-
cidents and characters, added some of a subordinate kind
that are new, and interwoven some descriptions of natural
objects with the narrative. Thus he has more than
doubled its size, and, he presumes to think, greatly in-

that are desirable, even in the smallest work of taste and
fancy. Forremaining defectsof whateverkind, the author
can offer no apology, but either the want of genius for
such compositions, or what is certainly true, the want of
sufficient uninterrupted leisure amidst weighty cares and
occupations, to polish a work of literary amusement: He
has found an agreeable relaxation from severer labors of
the mind, in this exercise of the imagination. Should
any of his acquaintances think that the composition of a
tale, however innocent in its tendency or serious in its ef-
fect, minbecomes the gravity of his office, he begs to be
excused for this once; and to be indulged in treating the
only child of his fancy so far like & pet, as to be allowed,
after such long neglect, to give it a new dress, and thus
to let it go forth with better hopes to seek its fortune in
the literary world.

CHAPTER I.

INTRODUCTORY REFLECTIONS.

Sometimes a single incident at the outset of &
man’s career, may determine the course and color
of his after life. He may find himself placed,
unexpectedly in such critical circumstances, that
by a decision which cannot be delayed, he has
the prospect of making, yet the apprehension of
marring, his fortune during life.

An unlooked-for tide in his affairs may seem
ready to bear him away to the islands of the
happy; but he fears by the way some hidden
rocks and quicksands by which all his hopes are
in danger of being wrecked and engulphed for-
ever. He stands upon the shore in trembling
perplexity, strongly tempted yetafraid to embark.
The tide of fortune begins to ebb; warning him
that time and tide wait for no man; and that
procrastination will be the death of opportunity.
He still hesitates, painfully suspended between
the attractions of hope and the repulsive sugges-
tions of fear. The tide is gone: the happy op-
portunity has fled: he discovers, too late, that
the danger was imaginary and the offered good
inestimable. Then does he bewail hisindecision,
and reproach himself through life for the neglect
of that golden opportunity. A bright and lovely
object had, like a heavenly meteor, flashed upon
hissight and kindled his feelings to a glow. Asit
shone upon his enraptured vision, it invited him
over the waters to its region of felicity ; but
when he delayed to answer the call, it vanished
forever from his sight, and left him weeping upon
the desolate shore. His only consolation was,
that the result, though unfortunate, was not fatal,
and still left open to him the humble path of ex-
ertion and the ordinary prospects of life, to which
be bad formerly looked. Reflection teaches him
the salutary lesson, that the accidental opportu-
nity was an act of Divine Providence, throwing
rare circumstances into conjunction, to show

creased the interest of the story. There is still in some
parts & want of the careful finish, and strict correction,
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man that his way is not in himself: and that his
own conduct in so extraordinary a case, is

o
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evidence of weakness and fallibility, which should
humble him beneath the mighty hand that sways
the destiny of man.

Such a critical tide of fortune once occurred
in the affairs of my life. It gave occasion to
these reflections ; and was of so rare and striking
a character, as to make a story somewhat in-
reresting and instructive. 1 proceed to record
it, not ouly for the eutertainment, but the admo-
nition of the youug reader; who should learn
from it to act promptly as well as prudently, in
critical conjunctures, and never to indulge any
feeling in regard to human aflairs to such excess.
as to disqualify himself for the exercise of a cool
and dispassionate judgment. This is the lesson
which I would now teach him, from the most
affecting portion of all my experieuces.

CHAPTER II.
A STUDENT'S JOURNEY TO THE SOUTH,

I was born and educated in Rockbridge, a
county that lics in the great valley of Virginia,
and derives its name from that famous curiosity,
the Natural Bridge. My parents were respecta-
ble, but in such moderate circumstances, that
they could afford me nothing more than a good
education. Our residence was on the North
River side, near Lexington, the seat of Washing-
ton College, an institution which has never made
an ostentatious display of its claims to public
notice, but which has nevertheless produced a
largo number of good scholars and excellent men.
Here, of course, I pursued my liberal studies.
We lived so near the village that I could attend
all its schools without boarding away from home.
This prevented in my case, what often happens
in others, a breach of domestic attachments by
early absence and long association with scenes
and persons at a distance from the parental dom-
icil. All my pleasures during the freshness and
ardor of youth, were associated with home and
kindred and the heautiful scenery of my birth-
place.

Having by years of diligent application, obtain-
ed a distinguished place among the graduates of
my college, which does not bestow its honors
with a lavish hand, I betook myself ambitiously,
and I may add, success(ully, to a course of pro-
fessional studies, under a learned gentleman of
the village, whose office I frequently visited while
I kept my lodging at home. My industry was
the more energetic, because my worldly hopes
depeuded on my personal exertions : and I was
resolved to make up for my want of fortune by
meantal accomplishments and professional ability.
Before I had finished the extensive task allotted
to myself, I suffered a disheartening check upon

my exertions. Excessive application to books
gradually brought on me the symptoms of coo-
sumption—the penalty often paid for literary
ambition. Still, though aware of danger, [ wa
loathe to quit my books. But the frequent eough
and the hectic spot on a pale cheek. alarmed my
friends so much that they called in a physiciaa
to aid them with his authority in persuading me
to desist. His warning voice added to their anr-
ious remonstrances, at length overcame my re-
luctauce to quench the lamp of study: yet I dd
it reluctantly, even when I knew that persistance
would extinguish the lamp of life; 80 treache-
rous a guide is even the noblest passion, and %
needful of control. I consented however to fy
from the sharp air of the mountains and to spend
the approaching winter in the warm plaios of the
south. 1 promised also to abstain from allstudy,
and to apply myself wholly to the social plea-
sures and amusements, which might cheer oy
drooping spirits and promote the restoration of
my health.

When the chill winds of November admonish-
ed me to depart; I prepared to travel alone o
horseback. My simple preparations beiog so
completed, I bade a sorrowful adieu to my friesds
and to the homestead of my youth, where every
object was ploasaut and dear to my soul. Never
had I felt so melancholy. My previous absences
from home had been only short excursions for
amusement: my local attachments were stroif
and unbroken; my little circle of kindred a2
friends was nearly all the world to me. My
journey was a solitary one to a strange land; 8f
disease I knew to be always insidious and ot
fatal. I was constitutionally subject to fus of
mental dejection. How could I be otherms
than sad? I was in fact plunged into the deey
est gulf of despondency. When I reached the
top of the Blue Ridge, a lonely fugitive o2
home, breathing short from obstructed luogh
going far away for the firet time, to live aod
improbably, to die among strangers, I turned @
take what might be my last look over the woody
hills and the cedar cliffs, that beunt the river hlf
round my paternal home. I saw the smoke @
bluish wreaths ascending from the peaceful nook:
I began to weep—yes, though a man grovm
wept like a child, when I waved my hand tobid
the unutterable adieu to my native land,
turned my horse’s head down the southern de-
clivity of the mountain. )

I pursued my journey moping and somelin®
despairing, but occasionally interested, and g
more so as I went farther on, with the 0¢¥
scenes through which I passed, and the ew ¥
pects of human life that occurred to my obser®
tion. I arrived safely, though still in lowbc‘idj
and spirits, at a village near the Savapoahme:
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where I purposed to sojourn during the winter.
The location was suitable in every respect; the
climate was mild, the society good, and one of my
former college mates was the most popular physi-
cianin the place. By him I was soon introduced
into some of the most agreeable families in the
town and neighborhood. Now I learned by ex-
perience, what I had heard from the reports of
travellers, how engaging are the charms of south-
ern hospitality. My case seemed to excite as
much sympathy among these benevolent strang-
ers, as if I had been of their own flesh and blood.
They ministered to my diseased mind a thousand
delicate and consoling attentions. My rustic
backwardness in strange company was quickly
subdued by their easy and open simplicity of man-
ners—that true politeness which is not an imita-
tion of conventional forms, but an agreeable
manifestation of kind feelings. New scenes,
cheerful conversation, pleasant rides in the soft

* winter air, and all the nameless appliances of

watchful benevolence to a drooping invalid, soon
tarned the ebb of my health and spirits into re-
vivingflow. My appetite was restored, my cough
ceased, my respirations became free, the purple
tinge of health revisited my cheek, and all the
world again brightened around me: And what
Was not a recovered good, but a positive and a
delightful acquisition, I began to relish in a high
degree the pleasures of society, and was daily

* learning to act my part in company witha better

grace, and a more ready communicativeness than
formerly. During my studious life, I took no

- Pleasure in social parties, but preferred to ramble

alone for amusement in the green woods, or on
the wild cliffs and shady river banks about home,
or over the high mouutains that border my na-
tive valley; from whose forest crowned summits
I could look out, and see finer sights than ¢the
cloud-capped towers and gorgeous palaces” of the
artificial world. But now the experience of
three months, devoted to the enjoyment of mixed
tociety, had completely tapped a new fountain
of pleasure in my soul; and the stream that
flowed from it, if not so deep as some others,
was yet so sweet and sparkling, that I was re-
solved no more to neglect its pleasantentertain-
ments. My new circle of hospitable friends had
gained such a hold upon my affections, that I
felt much less than I had anticipated the weari-
ness of a long absence from home. But still I
did not forget my dear native mountains. In the
solitude of my chamber, I often longed for their
whispering shades and mossy rivulets; but I
could bear my absence without repining now,
because I hoped, ere long, to see them again, as
I'bad often seen them with delight, raising their
#reen heads aloft in the vernal air, and bathing
them in the cerulean light of heaven.

CHAPTER IIl.

THE STUDENT'S NEW STAGE ACQUAINT-
ANCES.

To confirm my health and to enlarge my scanty
knowledge of the world, I resolved to visit
Charleston on my way home, and thence to take
a sea-voyage round to the Chesapeake. Ac-
cordingly, when spring began to smile over the
woods and fields, I bade my southern friends an
affectionate farewell, and took a seat in the
Charleston stage, which left the village two hours
before sun-rise. I found two other passengers
within; but discovering by the starlight only, that
they were a man and a woman, I said nothing to
them, and they said nothing to me, until day-
light. We seemed on both sides, to feel a diffi-
dence of venturing to address a stranger in the
dark, when we could not see even the color of
his face. They once in a while spoke a few
words to each other in a low and remarkably
sweet tone of voice. This awakened in me a
curiosity to see what manner of persons they
were, whose half whispered words sounded mu-
sically. When the dawn began to disclose the
personal appearance of my fellow travellers, I
was struck with their beauty. They were evi-
dently brother and sister; the one being a mas-
culine likeness of the other. They were in the
bloom of youth, with complexions between
brown and fair, raven black locks, and eyes
moderately large, not quite jetty black, but star-
brightinterpreters of intellect and feeling. Their
faces were roundish oval, all the features in just
proportion, and the expression of the whole, vi-
vacious and benign. In person, they were well
shaped, the limbs plump and rounded, their sta-
ture of the middle height, and the body inclining
to fulness. Nothing else in their personal ap-
pearance struck me as remarkable, until I saw
them walk, and then I noticed an easy and grace-
ful agility of movement, indicating muscular elas-
ticity, sprightliness of mind, and, as I thought, a
cultivated taste.

The young lady struck me at once, and indeed
at all times, as the most beautiful gem of human-
ity that I had ever seen. At first I considered
her, but rather doubtfully, as a brunette—a sweet
pretty brunette—but when I looked at her in the
open air, and the full light of day, the ebon black of
her flowing hair, and the mild black of her lustrous
eyes, contrasted so strongly with the delicate hne
of her complexion, that I pronounced her so fair,
as to be only not florid. I endeavored to criti-
cise every partof her person and features—but,
except what I have mentioned, I discovered
nothivg in the superlative degree—herround fore-
head was not very round; her nose had no very
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marked character; her mouth was neither wider
nor narrower than common; her lips neither
thick nor thin. The only striking circumstance
about her mouth, was a sort of tremulous vivacity
of muscle, ready to catch and to express the
slightest movements of the soul. Asto her chin
and cheeks, I could not say that they were or
were not dimpled ; for the play of her features
made dimples appear and vanish alternately.
Nor could I call her neck long and arched, asthe
necks of beauties are usually described—this
young lady’s was neither long nor short, though
it tapered a little. Her foot was not very small,
not a withered Chinese foot, but in good propor-
tion to the person which it had to support. As
to other first appearances, my fellow passengers
were genteelly but not showily dressed, and had
all the air of good breeding.

After several glances of curiosity had passed
between us, we gave token of a willingness to try
each other’s conversation. We began with due
caution, feeling our way with a short remark ata
time on the weather, the road, and othersuch trivial
matters. This foretaste proving satisfactory, we
extended our remarks to subjects less trite—such
as the features of the country and the condition
of its inhabitants. Here too, we mutually elicit-
ed observatious, good in themselves and savoring
of better yet in store. Encouraged by our pro-
gress thus far, we promptly advanced another
degree, and launched forth our thoughts into a
bolder strain ; making, in turn, little discourses
on the effects of climate and geographical cir-
cumstances, in modifying the character and pur-
suits of the population around us. Here we at
least bordered upon the philosophical, or got per-
haps within its confines; yet none of us failed,
not even the lady, young and beautiful and bright-
eyed though she was. Her speeches thus faron
in the conversation, were neither many nor long;
but they were music to the ear, intelligence to the
understanding, and to my heart they were—I
knew not the nature of the impression—it was
something undefinable—it can only be suggested
by comparison; and yet I am in doubt whether
to say that it was refreshing as a chrystal foun-
tain in the shade, when the fields glow with sum-
mer heat; or rather a genial warmth like thatof
the April sun, when the zephyr breathes softly
and the flowers are springing.

We soon dismissed all caution and reserve.
Woe had found ourselves to be mutually agreea-
ble, and in a short time understood one another
8o well, as to feel assured that nothing would be
said or taken amiss; 8o we poured ourselves forth
without measure, and were soon flowing on with
a full current of loquacity. My fellow travellers
delighted me more than strangers had everdone—
theirspeech was so intellectual, yet so modest—

was set off with such a eparkling vivacity, yet
with such a kindliness of maanner, that it raised
in me the highest tide of social animation, thatl
had experienced since my melancholy departore
from home ; or perhaps the highest that I bad
ever experienced.

But who were my new acquaintances? 1had
a great desire to know, but not the impert-
nence to ask. They spoke English with the
perfect ease and idiom of well-educated ns-
tives of Iingland or America; but in their pe~
sons differed from my notion of the Anglo-Saxea
race. The course of our conversation, however,
soon led us to speak of the people of differem
couatries. I alluded to my Virginia mountai-
eers—they, to their fellow cockneys, and to Loa-
don as their native city. Their name, Bevsaddi,
soon afterwards mentioned, sounded in my ears
like an Italian name; and 1 shrewdly conjec-
tured that their dark eyes and hair, with ther
brunettish complexion, were due to the iufluesee
of an Italian, perhaps of a Sicilian sun, upm
their ancestors.

I was now curious to know the object ad
course of their travels. As if he had perceived
my curiosity on the subject, the open-bearied
young gentleman took occasion to tell me the
following particulars. The father haviog some
business with a planter in the West Indies, bad
sent his son to attend to it; the sister tooka far
cy to accompany him, and had aftermuch plesd-
ing, obtained their father's consent, that the
might see the curiosities of nature in the tomd
zone, and *“the black man in the miseries of
West Indian bondage, and the white maa io the
highest state of freedom, as he is in your happy
country,” said the young gentleman politely.

 Miss Bensaddi sces man in the extremes of
slavery and freedom here,” said I candidly.

“Not so far gone in the dark extreme o
slavery, (said he,) for West Indian bosdage ¥
worse than yours; though I confess that the
mildest form of slavery is a degradation bitter®
the feelings of mankind.”

 Yes, sir, to us it would be intolerably gdlhg'
because we have the birth-right and the sest
ment of freedom. But happily for the poor n¢-
groes, they have never known the state of free
dom, nor imbibed its sentiments; hence they 17
not aggrieved by a sense of degradation sod
wrong. Born to slavery, they grow up wil
minds conformable to their condition, and rarelf:
if left to themselves, brood over the hardships
of their lot; but finding their parents, themul“'ﬁ-
and nearly all their race, placed in it by Divioe
Providence, their only thought is to make th
hest of a condition which is not without its con
forts and advantages.”

«True, sir, you have accounted for a fuch
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which is little known in England, and which
both surprised and gratified us, when we observ-
ed it in America. The slaves, in general, seem
to be as contented and merry a set of beings as
any in the world. They laugh, and sing, and
dance, not to ‘drive dull care away,’ for dull
care seems mever to visit them: they seem to
think that, as they themselves belong to their
master, he is bound to take their cares into the
bargain; so they throw the vexatious pack upon
his shoulders, and leap for very lightness of heart
at their deliverance.”

* Now, brother, (said the younglady playfully,)
did not I tell youn when we left Savannah, that
if you staid much longer among these merry
slaves, you would renounce abolitionism, and de-
fend slavery as the best condition of poor labo-
rers. You know what care-worn wretches most
of our hireling laborers and small jobbers are at
home, especially the mechanics and manufactu-
rers, how hard they must work for ascanty subsist-
euce, while they are healthy and strong; how
precarious their resources, and how little they can
bope to lay up for their future support; and con-
sequently, what a miserable prospect they have
for the coming days of sickness and old age—
baviog nothing better to rely on than the cold
comfort of the parish hospital, with a stinted dole
of public charity often grudgingly administered.
What a contrast to your light-hearted slaves, who
are sure of a competency without care on their
part, a provision which they look to as their
right, and enjoy without the mortification of be-
ing dependants on charity. Thus released from
the cate of providing for themselves and their
families, their only remaining care is how te get
easily through the hours of labor, and merrily
through all the rest. Now, brother, have you uot
proved that we ought to renounce abolitionism 1"

“Not yet, my sister. You have made an in-
genious web of my argument, and thrown it dex-
terously over my owa head ; but you have not
80 fastened the loop-holes, but that I can escape
its entanglements. Every thing that has length
and breadth has two sides, you know. So has
slavery, and so bas free labor. I turned up the
bright side of slavery, and you showed the dark
side of free labor. The contrast was strikingly
advauntageous to slavery—so you clapped, with-
out further ceremony, this inference upon me, as
the conclusion of the whole matter. That was
not fuir—was it, sir1”

“You need not appeal, brother, forI acknowl-
edge that I was too hasty. But sir, (said she,
addressing me,) we are sincerely gratified at one
result of our observations thus far in America.
We have discovered that negro slavery is not on
all sides so dark and doleful as we had imagined.
It has, indeed, some cheerful, sunny spots, de-

lightful to look upon. Brother, tell Mr. Garame
of the pleasant scenes that we witnessed at Col-
onel P '8, where we saw the negro wedding.
That sight would have convinced any one that
slaves might be happy in their slavery. It was
an example in point—or, whatI have heard Doc-
tor Magruder call, an ocular demonstration.
Do tell it, brother.”

“Tell it yourself, Judith, for you enjoyed the
sight fully as much as I did, and you probably
remember the circumstauces better.”

A slight tinge of rose-colored modesty suf-
fused her cheek, as she hesitated a moment to
answer.

I fear that 1 should make a wearisome story
of it—for, after all, it was but an humble scene
of joy, felt by untutored hearts, and manifested
in a way so unrefined, as to afford little scope for
entertaining description; especially when told to
one who is so familiar with incidents of the kind
as I suppose Mr. Garame is. Such pleasant
passages in the experience of slaves often occur
in this country, I presume—but they are almost
unheard of in England—and I shall carry this
one home in my memory for the edification of
some friends there, who have been lately filled
with dismal ideas of American slavery, and al-
most raging indignation against all slaveholders.
We were fast catching the same dark colored
views and feelings when we embarked for Amer-
ica. Oune object of our voyage was, that we
might see how the poor slaves lived and fared,
and what could or ought to be done for their re-
liecf—and we rejoice to find, that in some cases,
nothing better can be done for them, than to
leave them in the undisturbed possession of their
blessings.”

«J am glad that you have found it so—but,
Miss Bensaddi, I beg that you will faver me with
an account of the negro wedding. I know that
the slaves in my part of the country have as light
a task of labor, and enjoy as many comforts, as
common laborers can well experience in any
country or any condition; and that they have
both hearts aud leisure to frolic as much as their
white fellow-laborers; but I am a stranger in
these Southern parts, and have had very limited
opportunity of observing the condition of the
slaves. You will, therefore, gratify me by giving
a sketch of the wedding scene.”

“ Well, sir, animperfect sketch is all thatI can
promise. We went by invitation to the hospita-
ble mansion of Colonel P——. Onapproaching
the house, we observed a large party of slaves,
before one of the quarters, by the yard fence, and
we were struck with their tidy apparel aod joy-
ous looks. Seeing us regard them withinterest,
Col. P remarked that they were to have a
wedding among them that evening. When we
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expressed our pleasure at their appearance, and
our curiosity to observe their manuners and cus-
toms. he told us that we could have the oppor-
tunity of witnessing the whole affair, if we
pleased, as some of his family always attended
their marriage ceremonies ; and that we could
look in upon their supper and ball, after the cer-
emony wasover. We gladly embraced the offer,
and were much gratified with more than the nov-
elty of the sight. These slaves had more com-
fortable accommodations. and were more civi-
lized than the West India slaves; and we
thought, more also than the generality of slaves
that we had scen in this couutry.  The reason
was, that they had an exccllent master. I never
anywhere saw so gladsome a wedding party.
There was, of course. nothing elegant or re-
fined—but there was enough of finery in their
dresses—indeed, a profusion of gay colors and
flaunting ribhons, and gewgaws in their bushy
curls; with all which their simple fancies were
mightily pleased. I was, myself, excecdingly
gratified with the full hearted joy that sprang up
in them, and sprang out of them too, when the
fiddle and the dance gave free vent to the fouu-
tains of feeling within them. Merry jests started
forth every instaut, and jovial laughter burst in
claps of delight from their souls. We looked
through a window upon this scene of harmless
mirth and of joy, that gushed light and free from
the hearts of nature’s children; and we could
but cousider these outpourings of pleasure as a
reward—if not a full one, still a real reward—be-
stowed peculiarly on them for their submissve
toils at a master's bidding; and while I looked
and reflected on what I saw, I felta strange inix-
ture of emotions; tears trickled down my face—
for what I could not tell—they might be tears of
joy or tears of compassion, or buth together—
and while the tears came, I sometimes found
myself laughing—but whether out of diversion
at their oddities, or out of sympathy with their
merriment, I do not know; for I seemed to have
all sorts of incongruous feelings at the same time.

s« The next day an incident occurred that gave
us a still more touching proof of their happy
condition. News arrived that their ‘dear massa
was 'lected to Congress.” Perhaps they did not
exactly understand what this was, but they un-
derstood at least that it wae some high honor,
and they triumphed as if the houor were all their
own. They could not contain their gladness—
they shook each other by the hand—they came
in a crowd to the door, and sent in a request to
see their master. When he came out, and asked
them kindly whether they wanted any thing, their
spokesman answered : ¢ Nothing, massa, only to
tell you how we thank God that you be ’lected
to Cougress.” * Woll, boys, (said he, with emo-

tion,) I am gratified to find that you are zo re-
joiced at it—and, boys, you need not go to work
to-day; you must have an infair for the bride
and bridegroom; so make ready for that.' *Yes,
massa, thank'ee : but we lef’ a little to do indat
field; we'll go finish it—then we'll dress for the
infair.”  When they were retiring, one of them,
as he passed near the window where we stood,
said aloud to himself: *God bless my good
massa.’

«1thought, (continued the young lady, wipiog
her eyes.) that uext to the blessing of good pa-
rents to take care of us, in childhood, was the
blessing which poor ignorant laborers have in
good master to direct their labors, and to take
care of all theirinuterests.”

* Now, sister, (said the young gentleman, smi-
ling, with a tear in his eye,) do you not see that
you have become an advocate for slavery—quite
a pleader, and as earncst in the cause as a feed
barrister 1"

“If T am earnest. you must observe, brother
Eli, that I am pleading only in a particular case—
and if I advocate slavery, it is only in such cases
as the one which 1 have described—where the
master i8 discreet and humane, and where the
slaves are unfit for any higher condition tha
that of common laborers, and are moreover con-
tented with their situation, as in such cases they
are likely to be. Then I believe that they ar
happier than they could be in astate of freedom.
To abolish their slavery, is then to abolish their
best source of happiness—and what sort of phi-
lanthrophy would that be 7

« There you are right, sister. T think, sir, that
in this country at least, many cases exisl, in
which the abolition of slavery would be a sorry
boon, one for which the merry fellows, whose hap-
piness we had taken in charge, would not thaok
our philanthropy; at least, not after the experi-
ment of freedom had taught them, that they
must now shoulder their own cares, and still work
or starve. And, sir, when we consider that the
half of maukind do, and must labor in poverty,
whether they be bond or free, the loss of human
happiness through slavery will not appear to be
of such mighty magnitude that the heart of 3
zealous abolitionist must needs burst in attempt-
ing to conceive it.”

“ Your zealous abolitionists, (said I.) probably
confine their attention to the evils of slavery, and
swell their conceptions by brooding over these
alone. until the miseries of bondage grow to at
uncontainable magnitude before the imagination.
"These philanthropists would suffer a less painful
distension of their sympathetic hearts, if they
would condescend to take an impartial view of
all the facts, and in the fulness of their human-
ity, would allow their horror of slavery to be

-
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somewhat abated by a counsideration of the ex-
emption of the slave from some of the worst ills
of poverty, and some of the most corroding cares
of life. and by a consideration of some positive
comforts, which grow out of the relation between
the slave and his master. Divine Providence has
annexed to this relation some of the happy fecl-
ings which arise from the relation of parent and
child. But even the filial feelings of a son or
daughter may be destroyed by ill usage; much
more the correspondent feeling of the slave. Not-
withstanding the exceptious, however, the gene-
ral fact in this country is, that the slaveis attached
to his master, and feels sensibly, almost every
day of his life, that there is comfort in having
such a protector and superintendent in his hum-
ble station as a poorlaborer. But I suppose that
some men are so violently philanthropic, that
they will not look at this side of the picture.
Why, sir, in the same partial way of considering
a subject, they might soon gather up a store of
indignation against a higher character than the
slaveholder. They have ouly to set theirimagi-
nations to brooding over the evils alone of any
condition in life, even the highest and best, and
they will soon engender in their minds, and nurse
to maturity, a heavy indignation against the Dis-
poser of our lot, and raise their feelings to a
sublime pitch of philanthropic blasphemy.”
“Yes, sir, (said the young lady, with anima-
tion,) we know from experience, how the dark-
sided representations of slavery tend to inflame
the imagination, and to exasperate one’s sympa-
thy, uatil the milk of human kindness is poison-
ed with gall and wormwood. When we left
home, we were beginning to consider slavery in
America, as made up of little else than kootty
scourges, brutal oppression, and the heart-rend-
ing cries of mothers robbed of their children—of
peccadillos punished with bloody lashes, and
taskmasters wringing toil from every age and sex,
without reward and without mercy. I shudder
now, to think how exaggerated reports of this
sort, often reiterated. so galled my humanity, that
I could almost wish to see the horrors of St. Do-
mingo repeated on every set of slaveholders in
America—such a bitter charity did I feel for Af-
rican bondsmen. But I have learned a lesson
from it, which I hope not soon to forget ;—and
that is, never to let partial statements of human
oppression work up mysympathy torage; aund
never, if possible, in any case, to leta good feel-
ing overrun the heart like a torrent, and gather
impuritics by the violence of its course.”
Duriog this conversation, my fair companion
bad gradually acquired a spirit and energy of
expression, of which we all partook, but which
in ber bordered on the impassioned eloquence of
euthusiasm. Her delicate frame had begun to

dilate with swelling emotions, and all her fea-
tures to express the glowing fervor of thought.
I began to expect from her a lofty outpouring of
soul; and would probably have been gratified, if
the coach had not stopped at the breakfast house
s0 soon, and turned the bold current of our con-
versation into the shallow and discursive chan-
nels of small talk.

I need not say that I was bighly pleased with
my fellow travellers. The subject of our last
conversation was a serious one, but well adapted
to draw forth their moral sentiments and to try
the strength of their reflective powers.

I have attempted to give the thoughts which
they uttered, and to imitate their style of expres-
sion—but there was an indescribable something
in their manner, especially the sister’s, which
gave an extraordinary interest to their conversa-
tion. The brother's language was peculiarly
witty and amusing, and withal very sensible; but
when Judith spoke,—the soft melody of her
voice, and after she became excited, its lively in-
tonations,—the kindling lustre of her eyes, the
play of her expressive features, with the winning
modesty of her manner, and the undefinable elo-
quence of both her manner and her style—made
all that she said go warm and animating to the
beart; as if an etherial fire bad penetrated to
the sources of animation, and given an exhilara-
ting impulse to all the principles of life. Not to
admire such a person with such a mind, I con-
sidered impossible.

1 could love her, (said I to myself, when I
got out of the stage, and saw her trip gracefully
into the house, yes. I could love her with all my
heart—but how rash and vain were that for me—
her accidental compauion for a day! I must
not indulge this amatory propensity. The
warmth of so delicious a passion mightsolace and
delight me to-day, only to afflict me with aching
regret and hopeless longings, after she will have
left me to-morrow. I must close my breast
against this dangerous Cupid. I see him now
with bended bow and malicious eye, watching
for an avenue to my heart.”

So said I to myself—but I was a sheer novice
in the mysteries of love. Ovid may teach the
signs and rules to the inexperienced; but we
shall be still unwise, till nature shall by actual
expericuce teach us the interpretation.

CHAPTER IV,
THE STUDENT'S DESCRIPTION OF A BRIDGE.

After resuming our seats in the coach, we be-
gan to speak of our journey to Charleston, and
our ulterior courses of travel. My free-hearted
companions promptly commmunicated their plans.
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They would spend a few days in Charleston, and
then take a packet and go to Norfolk by sea.
They would thus avoid the disagreeable route by
stage, through the tame sand-flats and miry
swamps of the Carolinas; disagreeable at all
seasons, they had been told, but most so in the
watery month of March. From Norfolk they
would visit Washington, Philadelphia, and soon
to Boston, where they intended to embark finally
for England.

My heart gave a leap—a higher one than ne-
cessary, I thought when I heard of the days in
Charleston and the voyage to Norfolk.

* Your route to Norfolk, (said I to Mr. Ben-
saddi,) coincides at all points with mine, and if
mutually agreeable, I should be glad of your
company all the way."”

* Very agreeable, I assure you, and I esteem
it a fortunate circumstance that we shall have
your company so far.”

His pleased look confirmed his complimentary
declaration, and my instinctive glance, (or was
it accidental 7) at Miss Judith's face, caught the
smiling token of her satisfaction, as it played
over her beautiful features. But what did that
signify? Travellers generally like company,
though it be not particularly agreeable—but for
all that, when the smile was caught playing so
sweetly over her countenance, I felt it glide down
immediately into my heart, and nestling there,
produce a series of agreeable little titillations.
But Mr. Bensaddi thus continued :

* We are total strangers in this country—we
have not a single acquaintance nigher than
Boston. To meet with a companion every way
agreeable is very gratifying to a land traveller,
and particularly so to a voyager. One who has
travelled much feels this pleasure the more sen-
sibly, because he has been annoyed with acciden-
tal companionships, which not only plague him
for an hour, butstick and grow to him like barna-
cles, and make heavy sailing for the poor wight,
whether it be on land or water. I am the more
inclined, therefore, to stick like abarnacle myself,
when I fall in with a choice companion. I wish
your route coincided with ours all the way.”

«I wish so too, Mr. Bensaddi; but my route
from Norfolk leads me westward to Richmond,
and thence still westward to my home in the
mountains. I should be much pleased if your
curiosity led you to visit my native valley—its
scenery is fine, and well worthy of a traveller’s
attention.”

« I should delight to visit the Natural Bridge,
(said Judith, with kindling eyes.) Is that near
your residence 1"

« Within fifteen miles; and that single object
would reward a trip to the mountains.”

 Writers describe it as a great curiosity; but

1 have a very imperfect conception of it. Do, if
you please, gives us a full description. Youare
doubtless familiarly acquainted with its appear-
ance, and can describe it better than travellers,
who have taken but one hasty look.”

The brother joined earnestly in the request.

“ Do, if you please” ; said the beautiful sister
again.

How could I refuse? Yet, I professed, as in
modesty bound, that I was nota good describer—
and I added, what was true, that no description
could do justice to this singular object, which re-
fused to confer a just impression of its beaatiful
magnificence, through language or painting; and
demanded that all who would enjoy the delight-
ful conception, should come personally to do
homagein its own rocky abode. Hence it comes
to pass, that no visiter of common sensibility ever
viewed it attentively, without acknowledging
that the reality exceeded all that he bad con-
ceived or anticipated.

* Well, sir, that only increases our desire 10
know something more of an object so interesting,
and which we cannot visit. We will make al-
lowance for the inadequacy of all description,
and still thank you for improving our notions of
so rare a curiosity, of which at present, we have
very obscure conceptious from accounts defec-
tivein themselves and imperfectly remembered.”

* Well then, sir, I will make the attempt:—
In the first place, imagine yourself to be travel-
ling from the village of Lexington, southwest-
wardly, through a valley ten or twelve miles
broad, separating two ranges of high mountaios
and presenting a surface broken iuto every va-
riety of hill, dale and ravine. Twelve miles
from the village you leave the main road, and
after crossing the hill on the left, pursue the
course of a brook which glides over a bed of solid
limestone. Within two miles of the main road,
you cross the brook a second time, and go up
an acclivity to an inn by the way side. Here
you find that the road continues to ascend the
slope of a hill, which gradually rises before you
to the elevation of a mountain. Y our course is
west of south. A few yards beyond the inn,
your eye is drawn towards a vista between the
forest-covered hill that you are ascending, anda
similar one on the left. This opening is made
by a deep narrow glen, through which you de-
scry, at the distance of several miles, a portion
of the high and many-formed blue ridge, bound-
ing the great valley on its southeastern side.
Attracted by this, you may not be aware of any
thing remarkable about your feet, as you ascend
the slope, until yeu observe that you are in the
line of this deep glen, and apparently at its head.
Casting down your eyes, you discover a sudden
break in the rocks by the road side. The glea
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seems to terminate there in a deep. narrow
chasm. You approach the margin, afew yards
from the road; perpendicular cliffs open to a
fearful depth under your eyes, as you lean for-
ward and see at the bottom a small river, which
seems to issue from a cavern underneath the
road, and passing hetween parallel cliffs, is joined
about a hundred yards below by the brook, which
falls to the bottom of the glen over a high bank
of limestoue. You turn about, towards the op-
posite side of the road, to observe whence the
deeply sunk rivulet lows. There you discover
the same or another dark wild glen, with the to-
kense of a like chasm on thatside. You go with
breathless curiosity to the margin of this, which
is about tweuty yards from the other chasm.
Here again parallel walls of rock crowned with
evergreens, open a passage for your eyes down,
and yet further down, till you lean over the ab-
rupt brow, and with a shudder behold the same
rivulet coming from the deep dusky ravine above
and passing under the Natural Bridge. You
might bave crossed it unwittingly, if you had kept
your eyes directly upon the road, as it continues
to ascend the acclivity of the mountain.

“ Desirous now to peep under the bridge, you
return a few steps along the road ; and passing
by the side of the chasm among cedars and Arbor-
vite* trees that love such wild limestone cliffs,
you find a projecting point of rock a little below
the crown of the precipice, and a few rods up
stream from the bridge. Here you see the mas-
sive thickness of the bridge, thirty feet of solid
stone, with the arch gracelully spanuing this
great mountain cleft, down into which you look
with dizzy head and mute astonishment.

“ As yet, you have seen only one side of the
arch, which heing on a lower level than your po-
sition, precludes a sight of its vault. Curiosity
s00n prompts you to descend, that you may take
an upward view. For this purpose, you must
follow a path that conducts you south of the
bridge, to the place where the brook tumbles over
the rocks. Here is the nearest place where the
descent is practicable. Winding round the base
of a crag near the bottom of the glen, you be-
hold from beneath the trees that overshadow your
path, the bigh arch supported by its abutmeants,
somewhat rude in appearance, but solid and
everlastiug as the mountain that supports them.
Yot the form of the whole is so nearly symmet-
rical, that you are impressed rather with the beau-
ty than the sublimity of the object. As you ad-
vance towards it, the perpendicular walls of rough
rock enclose you on either haud, and leave but a
narrow space of sky visible between the cedar-

* Thuja or thuya is the botanical name of this beauti-
ful evergreen.
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topped crags overhead. The arch seems now
to expand and elevate itself, to receive you be-
neath its ample vault, and to awe you into a due
respect for its superb majesty. When .you look
around and observe near the bridge some forest
trees of the ordinary size, growing from the bot-
tom of the glen and reaching with their tops the
feet of others, which having fastened their roots
in crevices of the wall, strive to reach the upper
air, yet fail by far to auain the elevation of the
arch; and when you look up to the arch itself,
moving your eye slowly from side to side and
from end to end over its spacious vault, it seems
still to enlarge its amplitude, and to rise heaven-
ward, until your breast labors with the grand
conception ; you think how centuries and millen~
niums have rolled over this changeless structure,
and how other centuries and millenniums are yet
to roll over its undecaying solidity; you think of
it as the emblem of its eternal Creator; and the
puny works of man dwindle to insignificance be-
fore this cloven mountain, from whose deep in-
terior you look up and bebold the everlasting
rock, that bends its glorious vault from crag to
crag, seventy feet in span, and two hundred feet
above your head.

** When filled with these contemplations, you
move to a point in the glen above the bridge,
where yousee its beauty and magnificence under
another aspect. The arch has apparently a dif-
ferent curvature, and the opening beneath it a
different yet a more beautiful outline, than it does
when viewed from below. Shift your position
to some other spot, where from under thick trees
and beetling precipices you can take another
look. Now the same features appear under
another form, and as you move from side to side
and farther or nearer, new transformations ap-
pear, such as you never observed in a work of
art. Youwonder how it is possible that one ob-
ject, so simple in its general structure, should ex-
hibit such au eutertaining mutation of aspects—
which are the more interesting, because they put
at fault the rules of perspective, and consequently
differ from the anticipated effects of your chan-
ges of position. If you study the cause of this,
you will find perhaps that it arises from a gene-
ral approach to regularity of structure, combined
with deviations from it so various and so grace-
ful, that the visitor sees at every step, some new
and unexpected combination of forms and ap-
pearances, variable as the shifting scenes of the
kaleidoscope, but all disclosing new features of
beauty and sublimity, leaving on the mind the
final impression, that this singular curiosity is a
wonderful specimen of Divine art, which has
diverted its workmauship of formality. but retain-
ed the graces of form and proportion in the gen-
eral outline, while it has left just so much of
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unfinished rudeness in the details, as to cast an
air of wild sublimity over the whole work.”

Here I closed my lame description. After a
pause, Judith started as from a reverie ; emotion
depicted in her face, and lighting her fine eyes
to a glow like that of the evening star. Turn-
ing to her brother, she said, ** Oh, brother! how
can we leave the continent, where such an ob-
Jject may be seen, and not go to enjoy the sight?
I would cheerfully travel a thousand miles to sce
that bridge. so grand, so beautiful—Nature's sole
specimen of divine artin the construction of a
bridge. Is it not, Mr. Garame? Or does the
world countain another 1"

I think you ave right, Miss Bensaddi; though
Humboldt describes a natural bridge in the An-
des; but it is not like ours. There is a solid
arch, but very inferior, and also a broken arch,
composed of loose rocks, which by a rare acci-
dent in falliug down a deep narrow chasm, got
wedged together, and continue firmly lodged
against the sides at a great height from the bot-
tom. The bridge itself is of diflicult approach,
auid the bottom of the fissure is inaccessible.”

“ Oh, yes—now I remember to have read of
it. That mustbe a wild place—but it is not com-
parable to your Natural Bridge. Ithas less ap-
pearance of design in its formation—it cannot
impress you with such awe by its immovable
solidity, nor with such admiration at its lofty pro-
portions, struck off with Nature's careless, but
master hand. Itis not very wonderful to see
loose rocks canght midway down a great moun-
tain cleft, though the scene be romantic enough—
but to see a real bridge, built by nature for a
highway. skilfully designed for it, then cut with-
out hands out of the solid mountain rock—defy-
ing all human power to shake it, and human art
to imitate its magnificence—springing its grand
arch aloft—so mighty a mass, yet so high, so airy,
so light. Oh, brother, can we not go to see it?
I know that your time in America is limited;
but if you will give me that sight, only for a day,
you may hurry me as rapidly as you please over
the rest of the journey.”

“ Mv dearsister, I would gladly afford you that
pleasure, and gladly enjoy it myself; but I am
doubtful whether we can spare the timo. Yet,
if we have a quick passage to Norfolk, we may
possibly run up to the mountains and snatch a
glance at so wonderful a specimen of Nature's
handiwork—or rather un-handiwork, for Nature
works without hands, I believe. I will tell you,
Mr. Garame, what sortof fancy your interesting
description suggested to my mind. Methought
that dame Nature must be sitting somewhere
about that bridge, probably hidden in a thicket
of cedars on a craggy pointof the rocks, watch-
ing the visitors as they come and look and won-

der; and when they turn to go away, sending an
elfin breeze to whisper in their ears, ‘ Yo are
pretty two-handed folks to be proud of yowr
works—are ye not 1’

“ Your pleasant fancy conveys a truth. When
a man is under the bridge aud thinks of himself
and his fellow bipeds, it is with a feeling of ho-
miliation that is salutary without being painful.
But, Miss Judith, in relation to the inquiry which
you made a while ago, I have another curiosity
to mention—one of little notoriety as vet. be-
cause it is hidden in the mountain wilds of Vir-
ginia—which may boast of having the only cu-
riosity comparable to the Natural Bridge: that
is, the Natural Tunnel among the Cumberland
mountains, in the southwestern angle of the
State. Here, a small river flows between high
mountains, along a narrow valley, which is sud-
denly closed by the junction of the mountains.
But, nature has cuta tunnel four or five hundred
feetlong, through solid rock, and thus given egress
to the water. The arch of the tunnel is early
regular, solid throughout, and of considerable
span; but its elevation above the floor does ot
exceed forty or fifty feet. This tunnel would be
a finer object if it were straight, so as to let one
see through its whole length at once. But such
as itis, or as I have heard it described by an in-
telligent visitor, (for I have not seen it,) you will
readily conceive that it is a rare and interesting
curiosity, and one that would he much visited, if
+dame Nature’ had not (as if jealous of showing
too many of her works of internal improvement)
hidden it among rugged mountains, in a place
remote from the great highways of travel.”

These notices of the bridge and the tunael,
with some allusions to various particulars of my
native country, awakened a lively interest in my
fellow travellers. I saw it and was glad. Their
eager inquiries about the scenery, the population,
the literary institutions and state of society. not
only gratified my habitual feeling of patriotism,
but strengthened, while it gratified a new feeliog,
as yet so undeveloped in the recesses of the heart,
or so concealed under the disguise of other feel-
ings, as to be unacknowledged even by conscious-
ness. Iknew only that I thought the bright-
eyed beauty, who had been shining now for hours
into mine eyes, to be the most bright-eyed of
beauties, and to be moreoverin mental qualities,
the most attractive vision that had ever realized
itself 1o my perception. I may have conceived
the like. when fancy garnished some ideal picture
of a lovely woman; but here seemed to be the
living substance of what poets had taught me to
imagine, but experience had never taught me to
expect in this iron age of degenerate humanity.
True, this lovely creature did not appear to
be exempt from defects of character. I could
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discoveron afew hoursacquaintance, thatshe was
subject to lapses of mental excitement, border-
ing on enthusiasm ; yet did she not lose in my
view one feature of loveliness on account of this
over-excitability ; for here I acknowledge a point
of agreement in our tempers.

I had called up prudence, and set that dignified
virtue to guard, with hundred eyes, the avenues
of my heart against the insidious Cupid. * But,
then, (said something within me,) I have since
discovered, that she is not to be my companion
for a dayoaly, but for a whole quarter of a moon ;
and accordiag to the proverb, * Circumstances
alter cases.’” « Well, (said prudence, faintly.)
if they do alter cases, it is not always for the
better. Does this new state of the case diminish
either the probability of your falling in love, or
the danger of your falling afterwards into some-
thing less pleasant?” This remonstrance was
so feebly uttered, that prudence was evidently
yielding to somnolency. Oh, thou drowsy Ar-
gus! What subtle enchanter had so soon drug-
ged thy hundred eyes to sleep ?

This I well remember, that I sought occasion
to set forth to these strangers all that was attrac-
tive in my country; and that, in portraying its
landscapes, and whatever else might commend
it to my fellow-travellers, my imagination then,
more than ever before, bloomed with rich ideas,
and my mouth shed forth every rising conception
with a fluency of eloquent expression, which I
can but imperfectly recall in making this record.

Among other entertainments which my native
land affords to the visitor, especially if his mind
be imbued with the love of nature, I mentioned
the fine views from the mountain tops; and I
suggested that I had made some delightful ex-
cursions to the House Mountain near Lexington,
aond could never forget the splendid prospects
that its lofty summit spreads before the spectator.

This suggestion had the intended effect. My
companions instantly besought me to describe
my visits to the House Mountain. No longer coy,
with memory and imagination on the wing, I was
commencing a prelude to my story, when the
coach stopped for dinner, and gave me the op-
portunity of arranging my thoughts a little. As
soon as we resumed our journey, I was called on
to proceed, which I did substantially as follows.

(T be continued.)

EPIGRAM.

AFTER such years of dissension and strife,

Sowmne wonder that Peter should weep for his wife :
But his tears on her grave are nothing surprising,—
He’s laying her dust, for fear of its rising.

[ Hood.

SCHEDIASMATA CRITICA.

OR NOTES ON BOOKS, AUTHORS, THEORIES, &c.

NO. II.

7.

Tre Caxroxns, A Faminy Pictuore. By Sir
Edward Bulwer Lytton, M. P. The first lesson
which the excellent Augustine Caxton quaintly,
but forcibly, impressed on the mind of his tender
anachronism, Pisistratus, was, that “good wishes
don’t mend bad actiens,” but that ** good actions
mend bad actions.” The instruction is pointed,
and beautifully conveyed ; but this great doctrine
is not exemplified in a more praiseworthy man-
ner by Pisistratus Caxton, when he sells his heau-
tiful domino-box and replaces with the proceeds
his mother’s pretty flower-pot, which he had
wantonly broken, than it is by Bulwer himself
in the composition of the present novel. This
exquisite family picture, go truthful in character,
so touching in incident, so exquisite in delinea-
tion, so wholesome in its teaching, and so exhil-
arating in its lofty but unostentatious morality,
may be freely accepted as an ample atonement
for former offences, real and imaginary. If it
cannot so reflect its spirit as to annul the perni-
cious tendencies of Lucretia, we do not know
any better antidote which can be administered to
counteract its poison. It is with sincere joy that
we have perused this last production of Bulwer's
pen, for we had argued very unfavourably of the
closing scenes of his literary career from the gloo-
ny and infectious atmosphere which surrounded
the terrible malignity of Lucretia. That novel
had struck us with dismay, for, until its publica-
tion, we had strenuously maintained the upright
aims and virtuous intentions of Bulwer, notwith-
standing the reasonable suspicions which had
been excited by Ernest Maltravers and Alice:
and, though we admitted the dangerous tenden-
cies, which, in the case of many readers, might
result from the metaphysical complexion of his
novels, and their too curious intimacy with vice,
yet we indulged the belief that on the whole his
writings were serviceable to the cause of truth,
and were thus entitled to honor for the motives
which had dictated their composition, as well as
to admiration for the gorgeous imagination and
singular genius which they undoubtedly display-
ed. Weare glad tobereleased euntirely from the
necessity of present disapprobation, and to be
relieved at least for a time from all our past
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CHAPTER V.

THE STUDENT’S ACCOUNT OF HIS VISITS TO
THE HOUSE MOUNTAIN.

To make my description more intelligible, I
shall begin with a gencral sketch of the Allegha-
nian region of Virginia.

The Alleghany mountains consist of parallel
ridges, casting off shortspurs and sometimes long
branches, that vary from the general direction;
hut they always embrace rich valleys watered by
clear streams, that either murmur over pebbly
beds or dash over rough rocks. To find their
mother ocean, they had to break their way through
the ridges that run between them and the sca
coast. Some of them as the Powhatan or James
river, have made several breaches through sue-
cessive ridges, two thousand feet, more or lcss,
in height.

The line of continued mountain nearest the
sea is the Blue Ridge, which beginning in Penn-
sylvania about the Susquchanua, iucreases in
beight, rugzgedness and diversity of form, untilit
stretches its vast length into the Carolinas, where.
being joined by the chiof Alleghany. it becomes
the great father mountaiu of the system, the huge,
wild, prolific source of a thousand rivers, that
gather themselves together in the decp valleys,
and with their several aggregations of water run
brawling and working their ways out in every
direction, to scck the common source and de-
Pository of all sublunary waters.

Between the Blue Ridze and the North Moun-
tain, lies the Great Valley, my native land, “the
loveliest land on the face of the earth.” (Here
Ldetected a smile, instantly suppressed, on the
faces of my auditors; but not a smile of con-
tempt, T was sure.)

The Valley is full twenty miles wide near the
Po.‘omnc. but narrows to twelve miles in Rock-
bridge : where it is infinitely diversificd with
n.loumain hill, knoll, slope, vale, dell, ravine, cliff.
Tift, with every other modification of surface that
18 named, and that is not named, exeept plains
and lakes, whercof we hive none; but we have
clear limestone springs, gushing from forcst-

Vou, XvI—7t

crowned hills, and *giving drink to every beast
of the field.”

Westward of the Great Valley, for many miles.
the country is composed altogether of high moun-
tains with narrow vales between. But here, and
further west, fountains of health flow: a hun-
dred mineral springs of different qualities, with
a pure atmosphere. delightful summer weather,
shady forests, beauty in the vale and sublimity in
the mountain; all combine to invite the invalid
for health, and all for pleasure, who love either
the charms of nature or the social enjoyments of
a watering place. But enough of introduction.
Now for the House Mountaiu.

This short isolated mountain is a conspicuous
object in the picturesque landscape of Rock-
bridge. It stands about six miles west of Lex-
ington, from whose inhabitants it hides the set-
ting sun, and not unfrequently turns the summer
showers, that usually come with the west wind.
Being separated by deep vales from the North
Mountain, aud more lofty, it stands like an island
of the air, with its huge body and sharp angles
to cut the current of the winds asunder. Clouds
are often driven against it. cloven in the midst,
and carried streaming on to the right and left,
with a space of blue sky between, similar in form
to the evening shadow of the mountain, when the
light of departing day is in like manner cloven.
Sometimes, however, a division of the cloud,
after passing the town, will come bounding back
in a current of air reflected from another moun-
tain. Jt is not unusual to see a cloud move
across the Great Valley in Rockbridge, shedding
its contents by the way —strike the Blue Ridge—
whirl about, and pursue auother course until it
is exhausted. The traveller, after the shower is
passed, and the clear sunshine has induced him
to put away his cloak and umbrella, is surprised
by the sudden return of the rain, from the same
quarter towards which ho had seen it pass away.

What is called the House Mouutain. consists
in fact of two oblong parallel mountaius, coa-
nected about midway of their height, and rising
upwards of 1500 feet above the surrounding
country. The summit ridges are each about a
mile long aud resemble the roof of a house; the
ends terminate in abrupt precipices, and all
around huge buttresses, with their bases spread
far out into the couutry, rise up against the
sides and taper to points which terminate some
hundreds of feet below the summit.  These
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buttresses, or spurs of the mountain, are separa-
ted by vales which run up between them. iously at the fiery object, it rose higher every
The students of our college make parties every | moment, and inrising seemed now to grow lessat
summer, to visit this mountain for the sake of the lower extremity, until finally it resembled the
the prospect. They set out in clear weather and last flicker of a dying lamp-flame; and then it
spend the night on the mountain, that they may stood forth, to our joyful surprise—the wmoox,
enjoy the morning beauties of the scene, which half in the wane, reddened and maguified by the
are by far the most interesting. Now the ladies | misty air. beyond what we had ever seen. Its
too have begun to adventure on this romantic ' light afforded us an obscure perception of the most
enterprise. Last summer I had a delightful ride | prominent objects iu the landecape. Shadowy
by moonlight with a party of them and their | masses of mountains darkened thé sight i var-
male friends. We pattered along, while thelous directions, and spots of dusky white, glim-
whole country was hushed in sleep,—through | mering here and there, indicated fields and houses.
woods, by meadow sides, over hills, and up a| We perceived just enough to mnake us eagerfora
vale that led to our object. The vale was at|more distinct view ; but when the morniog came,
first broad. and spread open its fields to catch ! the cloudy confusion of the atmosphere concealed
the flood of moon-heams; then it coutracted | every thing: aud a rain succeeding, put us quickly
itgelf, swelled up its dark rocky sides, and en- | to scampering down the mountain, and seot u
tered the mountain between two of the buttress- | home as dirty as pige, and as wet as drowned rats;
es ; it terminated high up against the steep rocky |and with the wings of our fancies completely
side of the summit ridge. Here we had to dis- i bedrenched and bedraggled into the bargais.
mount. We tied our horses in the forest, and | We were cured of scene-hunting and gypsying
taking to our feet on ground piebald with moon-!in the wild mountains for that season. But by
shine and shadows, we began to scale the rocky | the next summer my spirit was revived, and I
steep; clambering over stony fragments and : longed for another excursion to the great obser-
trunks of fallen trees, catching hold on bush and | vatory that was daily standing aloft with its rocky
jutting rock; now working our laborious way ;| solitudes in the back ground of our landscape.
then stopping to recover breath for another effort; | and stimulating the spirit of the students to ty
till we succeeded in mounting the summit and | what romantic incidents and wide prospects 3
taking our stations. some on projecting top-rocks, | night's lodging on its high eminence might yield.
and the more hardy on branches of storm-bat-| So one fair midsummer’s day we set of, 2
tered trees; before the sun, whose rising we aimed | dozen of us, full of high enterprise. and laden
to see, had surmounted the piny top of the Blue I with whatever might be necessary for use aud
Ridge. He soon rose; butin a haze, shorn of comfort. This time we lodged on the @rial sun-
half his beams; and therefore with much less|mit of the mountain, where we built a fire of
worshipful glory, than when he ascends his moun- | logs, that illuminated the rocks and trees about
tain throue, full-robed, amidst the pure blue of the | our wild encampment, and blazed like a beacon-
ether, when no earth-born vapor sullies its trans- | fire before the eyes of nearly all Rockbridge.
parency. We prepared our coffee, drew forth our bread
My first trip, some years ago, was with a party | and cheese, and ate our supper merrily; and for
of students only. Then we were disappointed  hours we made those gray rocks hear, what per
in our hopes by a sudden clouding up of the at-| haps they had never heard before, the jests and
mosphere, before we reached the place; and we | quips and shouts and laughter of a dozen co
should have made an unprofitable trip, had not!lege youngsters, letloose and exulting in the wid
an unexpected scene afforded us a partial reward | freedom of nature.
for the tuils of the ascent. We lodged like In-| This time the weather proved emipently ft-
dian hunters, not far from the summit; where an! vorable. We slept two or three hours and ros
overhanging rock affords shelter, and a spring|before the dawn, that we might watch for the
trickling through a crevice supplies drink to the!opening of the scene. Our fire had sunktoem-
weary climber. After we had slept awhile, one|bers; the desolation and death-like stilluest of
of the company startled us with the cry of fire.|our situation were impressive.  The heavens
We saw with surprise, in the direction of the|above were perfectly serene; the stars looked
Blue Ridge, a conilagration that casta lurid glare| down upon us with all theireyes, from mansions
through the hazy atmosphere. The flame ruse|of the purest blue; but the lower world was ¢8-
and spread every moment, tapering upwards to|veloped in a deuse fog. We seemed to have
a point and bending before the night-breeze. At|been separated from the society of the living o8
first, we counjectured that a great barn was in|the face of the earth., and to have ascended to
flames, and then that the beautiful village of|another sphere, where we held communion only
Lexington was, as it had been once before, wrap- | with the silout orbs aud the blue ether that dre¥

ped in devouring fire. Whilst we gazed anx-
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our epirits into tkaeir heavenly fields. The mer-
riment of the ev @ning was changed into sober
thoughtfulness.  We spoke little, and that with
alow voice; amd each one seemed disposed to
retire from his fellows, that he might give his
mind to contem plation. Such at least was my
case. I withdrew to a naked rock thatcrowned
8 precipice, and turning my face to the east,
waited for the sun, if not with the idolatrous de-
votion, yet with the deep seriousness of the Per-
sian fire-worshippers.

Preseatly the dawn began to show, at the dis-
tauce of twelve miles, the dim and wavering out-
live of the Blue Ridge in the eastern horizon.
When the morning light had opened the pros-
pect more distinctly; the level surface of the mist
which covered the valley became apparent, and
the mountain tops that rose through it in almost
every direction, looked like islands in a white,
silent and placid ocean. I gazed with delighted
imagination over this novel and fairy scene, so
full of sublimity in itself, and from the sober twi-
light in which it appeared. so much like the cre-
ation of fancy in the visions of a dream. The
trees and rocks of the nearest islands began to
develope their forms; more distant islands were
disclosed to view, various in size and shape, and
variously grouped; but all were wild. desolate
and still. I felt as if placed in a vast solitude,
with lands and seas around me, hitherto undis-
covered by mau.

Whilst I looked with increasing admiration
over the twilight scene, and was endeavoring to
stretch my vision into the dusky regions far away,
my attention was suddenly attracted by sparks
of dazzling brilliancy, shooting through the pines
on the Blue Ridge. In the olden time, when
Jupiter's thunderbolts were forged in the caverns
of Atna, never did such glittering scintillations
fly from beneath the giant forge hammers of the
Cyclops. It was the sun darting his topmost
rays over the mountain, and dispersing their
sparkling threads through the pure serene of the
atmosphere.

Very soon the fancied isles around me caught
the splendid hue of the luminary, and shone ou
their eastern sides like burnished gold. In the
west where they were most thickly strewn over
the white sea of mist, and where their bright
sides alone appeared, I could fancy that they were
the islands of the happy, (so famous in aucient
story,) where the spirits of the good reposed in
the balmy light of eternal spring. But the pleas-
ing illusion was soon dissipated. The surface
of the mist, hitherto lying still, became agitated
like a boiling caldron. Every where light clouds
arose from it and melted away. Then the lower
hills of the country began to show their tops, as
if they were emerging from this troubled sea.

Atter the sun had displayed his full orb of living
fire, the vapory commotion increased, and in a
little while the features of the low country began
to be unveiled. The first audible sound from
the living world, the barking of a farmer’s dog,
arose from a vale beneath, and completely broke
the enchantment of the twilight scene. When
the sun was an hour high, the fog only marked
the deep and curvilinear beds of the river.

‘The prospect of the country around, now yield-
ed a pleasure, not inferior in degree, though it
differed in kind, from that which I had enjoyed
in beholding a scene, rare and beautiful in itself
and embellished by mist and twilight with the
visionary charms of a creative fancy. The coun-
try appeared beneath and around me to the
utmost extent of vision. On the diversified sur-
face of the Great Valley, a thousand farms in
every variety of situation were distinctly visible
—some in the low vales, where winding streams
had begun to shine in the glancing sunlight—
some presented their yellow harvest fields among
the green woods and wavy slopes of hills—and
here and there, others were perched aloft anong
the primeval forests and antediluvian rocks of
the mountains. In the northeast, the less hilly
country of Augusta was seen in dim perspective,
like a large level of bluish green. Stretching
along the eastern horizon, for many a league,
the Blue Ridge mustered a hundred of his lofty
heads, among which the Peaks of Otter rose
preémiuently conspicuous. The valley south-
westwardly was in part concealed by the isola-
ted line of the Short Hill. But beyond this, at
intervals, I caught glimpses of the vale of James
river, from the gap where the stream has burst
through the Blue Ridge, to the place where it
has cloven the North Mouutain, and thence round
by the west to the remarkable reat throungh which
it flows between jutting crags in the Jackson
Mountain. Here the Clifton forge, though not
secn, could be imagined, sounding in the deep
ravine with the roaring waters, and making the
dark clifls rebellow at every stroke.

On the western side the scenery differs from
that on the eastern. Here it seemed asif all the
mouutaing of Virginia had assembled, to display
their loftiness and their length. Line after line,
ridge behind ridge, peered over one another and
crossed the landscape, this way and that way.
lere a huge knob swelled up his rotundity—
there a peak shot up his rough stony point—out
of a huddle of inferior eminences, or from the
backs of ridges that stretched away far and wide,
until they faded off in the blue of the atimosphere,
and all distinction of form and color was lost in
the distance.

Wheu I was able to withdraw my sight from
the grand features of the prospect, and to look



588

Judith Bensaddi.

[OcTones,

down upon the country near the base of my ob-
servatory, I was attracted by the softer beauties
of the landscape. The woody hillocks and shady
gleus had lost every rough aud disagreeable fea-
ture; the surface looked smooth and green like
a meadow; and wound its curvarures, dappled
with shade and sunlight, so gracefully to the cle-
vated eye, that they seemed to realize our dreamy
conceptions of fairy land. The little homesteads
that spotted the hills and valleys under the moun-
tain, the large farms and country seats farther
away, and the brizht group of buildings in the
village of Lexington, relicved the mind from the
alwost painful sublimity of the distant prospect,
and prepared us, after hours of delightful con-
templation, to descend from our erial height, and
to return with gratified feelings to our college and
our studies again.

CHAPTER VI.
THE NEW FRIENDS IN CHARLESTON,

When I had concluded my House Mountain
story, the brother maiutained for a few seconds
the attitude of a listener; until I remarked that
my other visits to the mountain produced noth-
ing new, and that my theme was therefore ex-
hausted.

“I am sorry that it is; (said he,) for I could
listen with interest to much more of the same
sort.”

Judith, who seemed to be in a state of thought-
ful abstraction, now heaved a deep sigh, which
roused her; and being conscious that she had
sighed, she blushed ; and when she felt her cheeks
warmed with blushes, she hung down her head
in silence.

¢ Heigh-ho! Judith, what is the matter with
you! You pay Mr. Garame a poor complimeut
for his deseription of one of the finest landscapes
in the world—it scems to huve made you sad.”

“If T am sad, brotlier, it is because we may
not be able to visit the mountains of Virginia.
Mr. Garame will not think me disrespectful when
be knows the cause of my sadness.”

« Certainly not, Miss Judith; (said I with great
sincerity,) but I hope that you may still find time
to run up to our valley, and to look out from our
mountain tops."”"

“Oh, how delightful that would be.” She
raised her head as she spoke, and her counte-
nance flashed up to more than its wonted ani-
mation, as she thus continued :

“I love the mountains—I prefer the country
to the town—joy springs up in my heart when 1
look upon the summer hills and valleys, the clear
brooks, the green fields, and all the objects and

employments that occur in rural life. Most of
all 1 admire scenery like that which you have
described ;—grandeur and beauty spreading to
immensity, and blending into indescribable laby-
rinths of varicty. There nature feasts the soul
with her choicest entertainments—there man
leads the happiest life, and is inspired with the
noblest feelings. The inhabitant of the plain
and of the town may be intelligent, virtuous, re-
fined ; but the man of the mountains has sonrces
of deep and holy feeling, which canoot be found
among the artificial structures of a town andthe
no less artificial forms of city life; and which
are absent also in great part from the moooto-
nous champaign, especially when stripped of its
natural garb and clothed with the petty embel-
lishments of human art. There is beauty even
in a scene like this: He who has reared his neat
cottage in a grove, and can look out upon bis
fields aud flocks in the plain, has much to lovein
his comfortable home. But he has feeble im-
pressions from nature, and through nature draws
only faint inspirations from God. But who can
look upon the great mountains, and not feel his
hosom swell with sacred emotions? Who can
look up at the towering peak and the beetling
crag, or look down from them? Or whoca
see, as you have seen, the sublime ridge, that
scems to present an insuperable and immovable
barrier to ocean and river, cloven from the top
to the bottom—yes, snapt asunder by an Al
mighty hand, as you would snap a moulderiog .
twig,—or who can dwell in the valley, fenced on
either side by cloud-capped mountains, upon
whose hoary steeps the old forest shakes bis
thousand arms in the wind, while the cataract
roars beneath pine-covered rocks in the dusky
ravine—and not feel the movings of the Divinity
in his soul? Here are the representatives of
the Divine Majesty, the exhibitions of the Uni-
versal Spirit. Can a mortal mind contemplate
such objects. and not feel a high-toned eners¥
infused iuto it? Must it not catch the lofty in-
press of these sublime monuments of eterndl
Power and Godhead ! Aund then the softer beat-
ties of the broad uneven valley, the rouad hill-
top with its sylvan crown, the sweet winding
dale with its purling brook and flowery meadow;
these seem to me to shed the milder effluences
of deity into the soul—to breathe gentleness and
love into the heart, to mitigate the fierce passiota
and to soothe the wounded spirit. And where
both these characters of sceuery. the sublime and
the beautiful, are combined, as they are among
the mountains of Virginia, the people must be
deeply imbued with religion and virtue, and their
virtues must be a finely tempered mixture of the
heroic and the geutle. But; (said she. checkiny
berself,) I am running on with my crude notiosh
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on a subject that I do not understand—yet still

fected simplicity aud grace from their minds.

it does seem to me, that the people of your coun- | There was a great resemblance in their mental
try must have a noble character—have they not, | characteristics, as well as in their persons: yet

Mr. Garame !”

also a difference which every hour became more

*They certainly have in them the elements of | manifest. The brother had a more ready wit
a noble character, and need ounly to be more  and a superior talent for light conversation; the

highly and generally improved by education, to
become all that you suppose. T think too, that
your theory derives confirmation from the history
of the ingenious Greeks of old, aud of the pat-
riotic Swiss of modern times. Mountaineers are
often rude, but rarely mean-spirited; and their
local attachments are always strong, because
they dwell among objects strongly characterised,
and therefore strongly impressed on their minds.”

I am glad to find that my notion of the effect
of mountain scenery is not altugether a ground-
less fancy: I thought, while speaking, that it
scemed reasonable ; but then I remembered how
often I speak rashly, under the impulse of exci-
ted feelings: obtruding my hasty thoughts on
others, and proving my need of instruction, in-
stead of my ability to instruct.”

¢« That is her way, (said Eli, smiling:) she is
of such excitable stuff, that when she hears or
sees any thing fine, she kindles and flames away
like tow in the fire; and often for five minutes
she will emit a constant blaze of fancy or feeling,
sentiment or philosophy,—then she will sink at
once into the ashes of bumility.”

Judith blushed good naturedly, as she said,
« Waell, brother, I have confessed my weakness
to Mr. Garame; and he will have the goodness
to pardon my loug rant.”

*¢ It was not rant, Miss Judith; aud needs no
apology. Ishould be verysorry if you conceived
it necessary before me to lay any restraint upon
the utterance of your thoughts—especially such
thoughts. Do me the favor to give them free
passage. I love the unstudied, unchecked eflu-
sions of the soul in conversation.”

She looked up with one of her sweetest smiles
and said, * Thank you, Mr. Garame.”

“I must do my enthusiastic sister the justice
to say, that of late she is less often carried out of
her usual sobriety by these impulses, thau for-
merly; now it is only something of uncommon
merit that has power to tap her spiritual soda-
fountain ; and the jet, although still foamy, is for
the most part racy and good.”

Here Judith and T at the same time bowed to
the speaker, and said, * Thank you, sir.”

This little scene prepaved us for alighter strain
of conversation; and we kept it up with hilarity
until the evening. My companions charmed me
moreand more: their fund of good sense, sprightly
wit, and sound knowledge, showed no symptoms
of exhaustion, but coutinued to supply an in-
creasing flow of thoughts, that came with unaf-

sister a more lively and profound sensibility to
whatever was grand, beaatiful, or pathetic—
more genius—and, what I could hardly reconcile
with the evident enthusiusm of her character,
more reflection.

My admiration of these young persons was
increased, when we happened in conversation to
tell our ages, and I learned that Judith would not
complete her nineteenth year uutil the first of
June, and that Eli was only twenty-two, that is,
one year older than myself.

When the twilight came on, and we were yet
twelve miles from Charleston, the coach stopped
to change horses at a country inn. A party of
slaves were coming in from the field; and, as
often happens, they began to sing with a full
voice one of the melodious airs that they have
among them. Judith listened with breathless
attention, as if the strain were new to her. I
had heard it before. The same air was repeated
to a succession of stanzas destitute of merit, but
deriving pathos from the chorus orburden, *Long
time ago,” which sounded delightfully, because
it was uttered with enthusiasm by many voices
joining in symphony from diflerent parts of the
neighborhood.

When we were driven off, T remarked to Ju-
dith that the air just heard had asweet and touch-
ing simplicity in it.

“Yes; (said she, with emotion,) it touches
both the fancy and the heart; the meclody is
pleasant in itself; and it makes one think that
the people who sing it with such enthusiasm,
must be happy.”

Having spoken these words, she relapsed into
meditation, and seemed indizsposed to further
conversation during the evening's ride. We
reached Charleston before nine o’clock, and ob-
tained excellent accommodations at a hotel.

The next day we spent several hours together,
viewing the city. After dinner Eli and myself
left Judith in her room that we might go to the
harbor and inquire for a packet to Norfolk. After
some time, we found a stout, well built schooner
that was to sail in four days. We engaged the
cabin for ourselves, and the attendance of a half
grown black boy, attached to the schoouer; then
after strolling about the town, we returned in the
evening and found Judith in our private parlor,
playing the air of the preceding eveniug on a
piano, which I was so unobhservantas not to have
noticed before, or I should have asked her to play.

She had arranged the notes on a blank page of
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the music book bLefore her, which I found to be
her own. 1 was charmed with her style of play-
ing: there was so little appearance of art in it;
she struck the keys with such nice tact, and in
such perfect accordance with the spirit of the
piece, that she made one forget the player, and
lose even his self consciousness in the Lethean
tide of music that came stealing over the soul.

When she discovered that we were in the room,
she rose with a blush to leave the instrument.
saying that we had caught her attempting to
learn the negroes’ melody. I asked her to play
it again, but she declined, with the apology that
she must learn it better before she could venture
to play it in company; but at my solicitation,
she resumed her seat. and not only played seve-
ral pieces with the dclicious artlessness of her
art, but gratificd me also by singing two songs,
with such *linked sweetness” of melody, that
one which was of a pathetic character, drew
tecars from my eyes, and continued to run in
streams of seusibility through my nerves during
the night.

Our apartments were, as wo had requested, in
the most private part of the house, in a wing de-
signed for families, and, asit happened, occupied
at this time by none but oursclves. I mention
this to explain an incident that occurred the next
evening. When wo had all satisficd ourselves
with looking at the public institutions of the city,
and had taken our tea, Lli proposed that we
should walk the streets that we might observe
the nocturnal custos of the place. I instantly
gave my consent; but Judith pleading fatigue,
declined ; and then I was sorry that I had con-
sented, but ashamed to retreat. She locked the
parlor door when we went out, telling us with a
playful smile, to say ‘open sesame,’ when we
wanted admittance. After wo had gotten to the
street, I remembered that my room was left un-
locked, with several articles exposed to pilferers.
1 requested Eli to wait until I should return and
lock the door. I hastened back, ran up stairs,
and had almost reached my room, a few steps
from the parlor door, when my attention was ar-
rested by the notes of the same negroes’ melody,
sweetly touched on the piano. The unlocked
door, Eli, and all the world, were forgotten in a
moment; I was insensibly drawn on tiptoe quite
to the parlor door, when a momentary pause in
the music, allowed me to feel that my heart was
palpitating violently. I was beginning to fear
that the exquisitely pathetic tones would come
no more; when lo! with the melting tenderuess
of an angel, singing a newly departed saint to
rest, she attuned her voice, as she touched the
keys again, to the same melody: and these are
the words of the simple ballad that she suug:

SALLY OF THE VALLEY.

Once I wandered through a valley,
Where waters flow;

There I saw the lovely Sally;
¢ Long tiwe ago.’

Trees and banks were full of flowers;
Soft winds did blow;

Leafy vines made dusky bowers ;
‘Long time ago.’

By a rock beneath the mountain,
She, bending low,

Shed warm tearr beside a fountain,
* Long time ago.’

% Maiden, why so brokeu hearted ?
Fain would I know.”

“ Sir, my love and I here parted,
‘Long time ago.””

% Here he wooed and here he won me;
Then far must go:

Left his kiss of truth upon me,
¢ Long time ago.’

“ Soon he sunk beneath the billow,
When storms did blow :

Then I planted here this willow,
¢‘Long tine ago.’

“ Fare thee well sweet mourning Sally;
Keen is thy woe.”

So I left the flowery valley,
¢ Long time ago.’

Once again I saw the valley,
Where waters flow ;

Then again I looked for Sally,
¢ Long time ago.’

By the rock benecath the mountain,—
Saw willow grow

O’er a grave beside the fountain,
¢ Long time ago.’

She ceased. I was rivetted to the spot. For
minutes I was entranced with the mouruful vision
of poor Sally’s grave under the weeping willow;
while my uerves yet quivered sympathetically
with the heavenly tones, that made the simple
story of her fate so dolefully affecting. I wat
roused at last by Eli's voice calling me from the
foot of the stairs. I hurried down without think-
ing of my door. He asked whether I had mised
anything out of my room. I simply answered
*No.' aud walked on, I kuoew not whither. I
spoke not during the most of our walk, except
when spoken to, and then sometimes I gave irmrel-
evantanswers. Elisoon observed my mood, 2nd
several times looked at me with amazement, bt
made no remark. To prevent unpleasant con-
jectures, I told him on our return what had 0
strangely affected my spirits. Whether be ir-
ferred any thing more than the merit of the bal-

lad, and my susceptibility of musical improssians
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I know not—probably he ascribed nothing of the
effect to the musician, as he had not yet passed
his novitiate in the mysteries of Cupid. As for
myself I did not then reflect on the subject; I
was too much absorbed by the emotions produ-
ced by the sweet music and the sweeter musi-
cian, to avalyze my feelings. and to search out
the causes which might be at work in carrying
my soul away at such a rate.

At the parlor door, we said ‘open sesame,’
and were admitted. When T told Judith how I
had undesignedly overheard her ballad, she blush-
ed and was a good deal confused at first; and
then began to apologise, by saying that the air
of the negro-song chanted sonorously in the calm
evening and quiet fields of the country, had taken
such possession of her fancy, that she could not
rest until she had put together a few stanzas,
according in simplicity of language and senti-
ment with the simplicity of the air, to whose
melody they were to serve as a vehicle. We
soon stopped her modest apologies, by insisting
that she should repeat the soung, at least for Eli's
sake. She did so, more sweetly if possible than
before. That night I dreamed that I visited the
flowery valley, and saw first, Judith weeping by
the fountain side, and then the willow waving its
green tresses over Judith's grave.

CHAPTER VIIL
THE SEA VOYAGE.

When I awoke in the morning, I rejoiced to
fiud that my dismal conceptions were but a dream.
But I was sad through the whole forenoon, and
but partially relieved towards the evening by the
couversation and cheerful looks of my compan-
ions. Pleasant rambles with them about the
town, the amusements that we shared after dark,
and a good night's sleep, had done much to coun-
teract the downward tendency of my spirits.
At breakfast time the next morning we were
startled by a message from our captain, warning
us to he on board within two hours, because the
wind was fair, and he would sail a day sooner
than he had intended, for fear of a change. We
therefore hastened our preparations and were on
board by eleven o’clock. According to contract,
we took exclusive possession of the cabin, and
were pleased that no other passcngers of any
sort were on board : the crew consisted of five
mew, the servant boy, and the captain.

We set sail immediately. It was one of the
most delightful mornings of a southern spriug.
Balmy breezes wafted us gently out of the bay,
whilst from the deck we contemplated the reti-
riug city, with its advauced guard of islands and

batteries. When these began to sink away in
the distance, I had, for the first time, a full view
of the ocean. spreading its desolate waste before
me to the utmost extent of vision, and leading
the imagination onward still, over its vast unfa-
thomable deeps. How different from the diver-
sified scenes of beauty and grandeur in my na-
tive highlands, yet even more awfully sublime !
It was a scene of such naked simplicity, and such
outspreading vastness : nothing to divide aund re-
lieve the attention: nothing to contemplate, but
the unvaried immeunsity of the earth-girding wa-
ters. I sat mutely gazing over that liquid desert,
until it opened to my view the whole canopy of
heaven, bending down towards the waters ;—
the waters seemed to swell upwards as they
spread, until all around, skies and waters met,
and enclosed us in the centre of their grand
periphery.

Serious impressions of the object before me,
thoughts of its fearful might, when storms awa-
ken the rage of its billows : thoughts of its gloomy
unsearchable abysses, where monsters play among
lost treasures and the hones of lost men—all
came upon me, and sunk my spirits more and
more, until I was deeply immersed in the mel-
ancholy to which I had been tending for the last
two days. After I observed how the trees and
sandhills of the coast had seemingly slidden away
down the western side of the globe, and had left
us alone in this boundless waste of waters, and
precariously floating over the dark gulfs of brine,
in whose vast receptacle so many dead are hid-
den till the day of judgment, [ became not only
sad but terrified: and what made my situation
more distressing was, that sea-sickness came
upon me with its dismal nausea : itself sufficient
to conjure up a fantastic host of goblins from the
troubled deeps of the soul.

Eli had left me to arrange some aflairs with
his sister in the cabin. While my soul was thus
sinking to the bottom of the sea, he came up
with her, and secing my melancholy lovks, ap-
proached me, and said, with his usual smile of
beunevolence :

* Now, Mr. Garame. you remind mo of the
day when I first put out to sea. Ikeptthinking
how wide and how deep is the sea!—yet I have
to go all the way over it; and if I should plunge
into it some dark windy night, or a tempest should
crack this wooden-shell that now bears me up;—
why, then I must sink all the way to the bottom,
though it were thousands of fathoms down.
What made me feel worse. this little sister of
mine, who, as you have observed, has a touch of
the romantic in her constitution ;—she sat crying
her eyes out. She had an unconquerable fancy
to embark withnie : she was not afraid! oh! no
—she was a bold seafarer enough in her chamber
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at home; but, then.when she came into this|opened my mouth to say it, when I perceired
wide presence chamber of old Ocean himself, ! the impropriety of so passionate a declaration
her brave little heart quailed before the face of ! at this time. With an iustantaneous effort I shut
his hoary majesty. However, I must make due . it in: but having no substitute ready, 1 felt con-
allowance for natural sorrow at parting with our fused, lost my self-possession, buog down my
father and friends. Judith, cannot vou comfort|head, felt miserably like a fool; and was verging
Mr. Garame, by telling him how dismally you[to madness under the mortification of being
felt at first, and how, in spite of all your fears, |specchless with confusion. when Judith, perceiv-
you passed salely over the Atlautic, and got well | ing my agony. though scarce divining the cause,
and cheerful before the voyage was ended 1 brought me relief by saying—

« Brother, (said she—and her voice was like a| * Brother, Mr. Garame has oue of the dread-
flageolet, breathing soft airs)—I wish that we  ful qualns that overcame me so often—and now
could cheer Mr. Garame. But what can mere |l am glad that I have thought of it, I bave stil
words do for one sufiering under two such natu-|in my trunk a phial of the medicine that I ook
ral causcs of distress—the first awful impression ! when the fits came on; it did not effect a cure,
of being out in the sea; and the heart-sickening |, but it palliated my sufferings. Do you stay and
nausea that soon comes to blacken every thought. | comfort Mr. Garame, while I go and searth
I know from experience how impossible it is to be | for it.”
cheerful under such civeumstances, aud how little|  She started off, but seeming to recollect sud-
a friend can do to clear the dark current of our'deuly that I had been looking down over the ide

feelings.” A |of the vessel, as if meditating something des-
Here Eli cut her short with the good humored | perate, she stopped, and turning round, said, balf
remonstrince— seriously—
*Now, Judith, you are paying me a poorcom-| * Brother, people sometimes do rash thingsin

pliment on my ability as a comforter, and you | a fit of sickness: take care that Mr. Garame's
are preaching like a Job's comfoiter to Mr. Ga-|tormenting nausea docs not make him leap into
rame.” - |the sea.”

* Nay, brother, I meau not so; I know that[ * No danger, Judith; a plunge to the bottom
you did all that any brother could have done for|is not so agrecable to his fancy just now : hehas
a distressed sister.  You had your own sorrow | no more relish for a four mile dip in salt-water
to bear; yet you forced your countenance to|than I have. But, perhaps, a dive to the sea-
look cheerful, for my encouragement; and if|country would not he so bad an adventure after
your exertivons did not succeed in relieving me at | all, as one is apt to think when he has qualms.
once, it was because such a weight of sorrow,| Suppose that he should find the Nereides dowa
aggravated by sickness, could be removed only | there, combing their wet locks in the green sea-
by degrecs; so you removed the load which op- | meadows, among the coral groves; and they
pressed my spirits; aud so, I trust, we shall suc-|should sing him a ditty “lovely well,’ aud take
ceed in taking off the burden that depresses Mr. | hin into their shell-caves, and feast him on—let
Garame. Nay 1 thiuk that he will find relief, me see—what 1
much sooner than 1 did ; for he has two advan-| “Oh! brother, (said Judith, interrupting him.)
tages in his case, which did not exist in mine. | change the subject; you frizhten me.”

I was lcaving home, kindred and friends on a| Then she hastened dowu the companion-way.
long voyage:;—he is returning by a short voyage| * Pardon me, (said Eli to me,) I meant ouly
to his home—his home in the glorious moun-|to divert you, but probubly 1 have takeo b
taing. Mr. Garame, think of that.  T'hen, again, | wrong way.”

I had the heart ouly of a girl. a timid, foolish girl|  And so he had, when he took the way to the
of the town: he has the heart of a man, and the | bottom of the sea; for I found mysell going
bold spirit of a mountaineer, to hear his suf-|down again rapidly to the lowest deep of mental
ferings.” dejection. I imagined myself, Judith aud alk

Here I was thoroughly ashamed of myself,|sunk by a storm in passing Cape Fear, which
and began to feel the monntain epirit rousing up | we must soon approach. What aggravated oy
its energies at the life-giving touch of iny charm- | sufferings was, that the weather had begun ©
ing comforter. She concluded in these words:|change from fair to eloudy; the wind veered 10

 So, now, brother, I think that I am not as | the south-east, and freshened so much as to cud
bad as Job's comforters: if not a skilful, [ am.|up the waves, and make the schoouner rock with
however. a well meaning comforter: Am I not.|a quicker and heavier motion. My nausea and
Mr. Garame 1" mental gloom were consequently growing wore

A sudden impulse had almost made me ex-|every moment. Eli saw the gathering clouds on
claim—* You are my elixir of lite.” 1 had my face, and said :
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*Mr. Garame, resist this sinking of the heart;
think of cheerful objects.”

* Fain would I, Mr. Bensaddi; but I am con-
stitutionally subject to fits of despondency, during
which I am the passive and miserable slave of
fantasy. Even now, frightful images of distress
haunt me ; I cannot even shake off the impres-
sion that they are ominous of some approaching
disaster."

*“Oh! think not so, (said he again,)—consider
that they are the natural effect of a disordered
stomach, and of your new situation out here in
this ‘barren sea,’ as old Homer calls it.”

“ Your opinion may have the sanction of rea-
son, but my feelings refuse to be governed by its
dictates ; they point prophetically to some dole-
ful calamity at hand ; they call up a spectral tra-
gedy.  Something dark and horrible—I know
ot what—looms cloudily up to view: it makes
me shudder, as if it were a real premonition.
What can it mean 1"

“Nothing, nothing, my friend, (said he, moving
towards me quickly, to let the sailors shift the
sails for a different tack of the vessel,)—unothing
but the work of fancy, operating on the mate-
rials of your sickness and melancholy, and cast-
ing them into misshapen images of misery and
disaster,”

He had reached the place where I sat on a
bench by the side-rail, and as he pronouunced the
last word, was turning round to take his seat
Wwith me, when he was tripped by a sudden lurch
of the vessel and thrown backwards, head fore-
mogt, iuto the sea. He almost brushed me as he
fell. Before I could think, he was gone. When
Tlooked, I could see no sign of him but the bub-
bling of the water where he had sunk.

“A man overboard!—heave to!—down with
the boat,”—were the orders of the captain, and
every preparation was hastily made for the res-
cue. For my part, my eyes stared with the
fixedness of death on the fatal spot as it receded
every instant. Soon he rose to the surface, but
Strangling. A bench had been thrown out for
him; but he either saw it not, or was unable
to buffet the waves that separated him from it.
The only hope was in the boat; I saw that it
Vs 80, and felt the rush of a new spirit through
Iy whole man. As the boat was being pushed
off, I sprang iato it.

*“Fast, fast men : pull, pull, for God's sake,—
he is sinking.”

My eyes were fixed on him: he struggled con-
Vulsively, but with a strength that was failing
every iustant. The rowers strained their nerves
to the utmost, but all in vain: we were yet ten
Yurds off, when I saw his raven locks disappear
bencath the wave, and when we reached the
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place, not even a bubble marked it. Cruel wave!
It had already forgotten its victim.

The boat was turned immediately towards the
vessel. I remonstrated.

« It is useless to wait, sir; he will never rise
again.”

Still T looked back, as the boat was dashed
through the waves on her return. A shriek
smote my ear! I turned with the quickness of
instinct. Well did I know whose soul was pierced.
She was running distractedly over the deck ; her
tresses fell and streamed in the wind :—her sup-
pliant arms were flung up towards Heaven; then
flung down in despair. The frenzy of despair
drove her on, convulsively—she knew not what
she did—against the fatal side-rail : she fell over
into the sea: her white robe fluttered as she
touched the wave; the wave tossed its ample
folds, as the briny liquid enfolded her. I cried
out, *Oh! mercy!" and became speechless. The
steersman urged the rowers; we neared the spot;
a vanishing remnant of the rohe—that snowy
emblem of her purity—was all that could be seen
of Judith Beusaddi. The boat was rather too
distant to reach her in time : my foot was on the
prow : my nerves were strung to a frenetic en-,
ergy: one heaven-directed spring, and the robe
was in my grasp. In my struggle to sustain her,
we were both sinking, but were rescued just in
time. She was carried insensible to her berth
in the cabin; where, after some moments, my
terrific apprehensious were relieved by signs of
resuscitation.

Every thing possible was done to complete
her restoration, and to promote her personal com-
fort. My presence of mind and vigor of muscle,
since he, and especially since she, had fallen,
seemced almost miraculous. Sickness, melan-
choly, languor, even consciousness of my own
existence, were goue. I had no thought, no feel-
ing, but for Judith's bereavement, and Judith's
melancholy situation. Poor hapless maiden !
Better, so her life had still been preserved, that
her consciousness had not returned—at least for
that dark night of sorrow, whose thick gloom of
clouds and rain gathered over Eli’s watery grave,
Jjust as she began to remember that her brother
was lostin the dark stormy sea. Then her breast
began to heave convulsively,—a sob—a groan—
a shriek—the same wild sort of shriek that I had
heard in the boat—these were all that she could
utter.

In vain did I attempt some words of consola-
tion. She heard menot. External things could
make Do impression on a soul absorbed in one
idea and one emotion. Hours passed away be-
fore that one thought and feeling could find ut-
terance in words: then they came forth only

in broken acceunts, during intervals between the
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more violent paroxysmsof grief. Merciful Heav-
en! Liven the distant remewmbrauce almost free-
zes my blood.  Still do I secmn to hear that voice,
like a mourning dove's, utter its broken notes of
woe in terms like these :

«“Ob! my brother! Dear, lost brother! Lost
in the sea!  Oh, my poor brother! Drowned in
the deep waters! Brother! oh, brother! ean
you not return! No, never. Too deep—far
down in the cold sea.  God have merey on thee,
my dear lost brother! Ob, hapless fate! So
sudden! lHe looked and smiled—he was happy:
I went away—they called me—*your brother is
lost!”  Oh, God of Israel! pity my lost Eli—so
lovely ! so kind! so joyful! In a moment, he
fell, he sunk; they could not save him.  Alas for
thee, my brother—cold! silent! alone! deep!
No friend can find thee there, oh, lost brother!
I cannot close thy dear eyes, in thy dark, briny
bed.  ‘T'hy heart is cold, that heart thatloved me
80—OMh, my hLeart will break ! Oh, that T had
died for thee, beloved Fli!  Alas, he hears me
not!  He hears no more the storms of this dark
world—poor brother—in his oozy bed, far, far
dowu beneath the waves.  Farewell, lostbrother
—farcwell forever.”

But vainly do I attempt to deseribe her grief,
or to give a just conception of her heart-rending
lamentations.

I will pass briefly over the next stage of her
mourning. She began to think of her father's
bereavement, and to condole for the grief that
must afllict his aged breast, when he should hear
that his only son was lost. Lastly she thought
of herself; and then she deplored her sad con-
dition as a lonely and fricudless maiden on a
foreign shore. Here I made asecond attempt to
gain her attention, that I might assure her of my
friendship and protection.  Still, though some-
times her eye scemed to rest upon me, her heart
was too deeply buried in gricf, her soul toc fully
possessed with the oue idca of her bereavement,
to let her recognize my person, or remember our
late acquaintance. 1ler eyes—those eyes lately
so bright with intellizence aud joyful emotions—
were now swollen and dimmed with weeping.

I kept anxious watch overher.  I'was prompt
to see, aud, as far as possible, to supply every
want. I had administered a dose of laudanum
mixed with a cordial.  This ultimately produced
a soothing eflect; though it was past midnight
before she counld cease from wailing and lamen-
tation. But exhausted nature, aided by the ano-
dyue, compclled her grief at last to yield to some
intervals of repuse. She sank first into short
slumbers, broken by starts of terror, and calls for
her lost brother : then she would fall back again
into a transicut oblivion of her sorrows. Fi-
nally she was overcome by a heavy slumber of

two hours.  When she awoke, the dark, dismal
night had passed away, and the moruing broke
less cloudy and rainy. T watched ber avxiouly
during her sleep, and more anxiously on heram-
king, fearful lest her slumber should prove to be
a respite without relief. For an ivstaot, she
looked around with a couutenance of wiid af
fright. 'Theu remembering her situation, she
began to sob and weep. But to my great satis-
faction, she soon became more composed, and
gave indications of a returning sensibility to pres-
entohjects.  When she looked at me withacour-
tenance expressive of recognition, and [ drew
near to address her, she could only exclaim—

«“ Oh. Mr. Garame!” before a new flood of
emotious choked her utterance.

« Eudeavor to compose yourself, dear Judith"
was all that I could say. when I felt a suddes
chauge in mysell. Thus far my feelings bad
been absorbed in her's 3 my whole attention bal
been abstracted from self and fixed on the lovdy
sutterer, whose agony of grief was enough o
excite a demon’s pity. Now wheu she was©
far relieved as to recognize me, and call my vame,
sclf-consciousness returned ; my existence, 203
distinet being, was felt again, engrossing sympt-
thy yielded to a softer emotion, all the fountaint
of compassion were opened within me, and for
some time we silently shed our tears together.

When I recovered the power of speech. I gart
her the most heart-felt assurances of devoud
friendship; I exhorted her to rely on me as 3
affectionate brother; I'solemnly promised totreat
her as a sister, and not to leave her uotil I bad
deposited her safely with her friends. 1 s¥
with unspeakable satisfaction thatshe could now
listen, that she understood my words, and that
she was soothed by themn ; and what was partict-
larly gratifying, that her grief, although still poiz-
nant, had passed its wost alarmiug stage. and
that she no longer suffered the utter despair
prostration of soul, which had threatened 1 &
stroy her reason. if not her life.

Hoping that she might sleep again, I left b
cabin for half an hour, and when 1 returoed. 1
found her dozing. Wheun she opened her efts
I asked her to sit up and take some food. she
could only swallow a little tea. I then repewed
my expressions of condolence and frateral car:
afterwards I attempted iu the followiug maodeh
to direct her mind to the best source of con¥
lation :

« My dear friend, it is natural that you shoud
grieve intensely for the loss of a brother so d&
serving of all your affection. I too have lost it
him a friend, whom our few days' acquaintanct
had taught me to love, as one brought up i
me from childhood. I canuot comfort myselt
how wuch lcss can I comfort you? In suchs
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case we are strongly reminded of our depen-
dence ou a higher power, who overrules our des-
tiny, aud ordains both our prosperity and adver-
sity. He has sent this sore affliction upon you,
not in cruelty but in love; for when He afflicts,
it is in mercy. Me wounds to heal, and bruises
that he may bind np. He designs by the ills of
this life to train us for a happier life to come.
When He seems prematurely to remove our
friends away from us, we should not infer that
He does it in wrath to them or to us: we sec
the good cut off in the midst of their days, or
suddenly bereft of their dearest friends; then we
should remember that it is not chance nor fate,
but the Father of Mercies who takes them away;
and that their removal from this world, where
sin entices and sorrow afflicts, is no evidence of
his baving cast them out of his paternal care.
He can atill behold them with his compassionate
eye, and reach them with his arwm, that is not
ouly strong to save, but tender in the guidance
of them who fear Ilim, frail and erring as they
may have been. Commit yourself then to His
benevolent care: lle is your Father, and the
Father of all whom you love: His tender mer-
cies are over all his works: lle calls Himself
your Father, and teaches you to trust in Him as
the God of love. Open your heart now to His
consolations : He will heal its pains and mollify
the bruises of the contrite spirit. Believe that
He has done the best for you and yours, and that
some day both you and your lost brother will see
cause to thank Him for this dispensation.”

Such was the tenor of my discourse.

When she heard another speak of the horrible
disaster, which had, since yesterday, cut off her
communication with the external world, her grief
started afresh, and threatened a returu of her
violent paroxysms. I was at first alarmed at the
effect of my words, and was sorry that 1 had
broached the subject. But as I proceeded, she
visibly strove agaiust her feelings, aud directed
her attention to my discourse. \vhen I had con-
cluded, 1 saw a change in her countenance; its
late unmixed expression of anguizh was mitiga-
ted by perceptible indication of humble submis-
sion to the will of Heaven? In a few hours I
was satisfied that I had taken the best course,
when I embraced the earliest opportunity of
opening afree communication between our minds
on the subject of her grief. She was the sooner
drawn ofl from the first absorbing view of the
calamity as a present object, aud familiarized
with the consideration of it as past, irreversible,
and, therefore, to be acquiesced in as the will of
Heaven: and the farther I could put it back in
the order of her remembrances, by occupying
her attention with other objects, the sooner would

the keen edge of her sorrow be blunted, and con-
soling thoughts find admission to her heart.

I alone exercised any care over her. The
captain and crew showed so little sympathy, that
I, in the fulness of mine, thought them brutally
indifferent; as if they counsidered the drowning
of a passenger an event rather to be expected
than lamented, and the grief of a lovely sister,a
womanish weakuess scarcely deserving pity. I
have since loarned to inake allowance for the
circumstauce, that whilst I had leisure to think
incessantly of Judith and ber sufferings, they had
to busy themsclves with their navigation, and
felt that the ¢ poor girl,” as they called hrer, might
be left to my willing and assiduous attentions.

Towards evening Judith could talk with me
somewhat freely of her misfortune.

“Oh my friend, (said she at one time,) how
kind was it in God to send you along with us on
this fatal voyage. Dear, lost brother! if his de-
parted spirit can look back on the affairs of this
world, he must feel comforted to think that so
kind a friend was provided for his poor bereaved
sister. And my good father! bitter enough will
be the day when he shall hear that the best com-
fort of his old age is buried in the ocean; but
still more bitter would it be, if it had been hislot
to hear that bis helpless daughter was left alone
and friendless on the waves of a forcignshore.”

Here a gush of feeling interrupted her speech;
but she strove for self-command, and was soon
calmer again. Then lifting her teary eyes and
grief-worn countenance upon me, she continued :

“ Mr. Garame, I accept your offered protec-
tion—I accept it gratefully : pardon me thatI
have not expressed my gratitude and my confi-
dence in you sooner. Indeced my feelings have
heen too strong for utterance. Now I can say
that I feel as much as my bruised heart is capa-
ble of feeling.—yes, I do feel that you are truly
my friend, and will act towards me the partof a
brother. Alas! no one else can now show me
the kinduness of a brother: he that was born my
brother, and from my childhood endeared him-
sclf to me by innumerable kindnesses, my be-
loved Eli, is now cold and lifeless at the bottom
of the seca. Oh! Jehovah, God of Abraham,
teach me resiguation! Excuse me, dear friend,
1 cannot refrain: I am a poor bereft thing: a
weak creature at best, always needing counsel
and guidance, and now more than ever. I com-
mit myselfl to your care: you will indulge my
weakuesses, now that [ am stricken down, and
with my natural infirmity, have to bear a heavy
load of sorry. You will be my guardian, my
comforter, and—my brother.”

Having said this, she seemed to feel more ease,
as if she had discharged a portion of her load;
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she fell back on her couch, sobbed a little, and
then sank geaotly to sleep.

As the native vivacity of Judith's feclings made
the first tempest of her grief irresistibly violent,
80 it caused the tempest sooner to spend its foree,
and to scttle dowu into a comparative calm.
Never had I seen such agonizing distress—nay,
such frantic desperation of grief as seized her,
when the lightuing stroke of bereavement fell so
terribly upon her. By the wmorning of the third
day, however, she could take some nourish-
ment, and converse with less frequent spasms
of anguish. But the effect on her person of the
mental sutfering and corporeal exhaustion of the
last two days, struck a deep impression of sad-
ness upon my heart, whenever I looked at her.
Grief had in this short time driven the rosy flush
of health from her checks, the sparkling radianee
from her eycs, the buovant elasticity from her
members, and had left her faded and withered,
like a scorched blossom of the desert.

What were my feclings, when I had leisure to
reflect that this lovely drooping flower was now
under my sole care! And by what a surprising
stroke had Divine Providence driven her for shel-
ter to my honer aud benevolence! In herself to
me the lovcliest, she was made by these affecting
circumstances, the dearest by far of all earthly
beings. My passion, heretofore uncherished in
the bud, was thus nourished, expanded, matured,
and at the same time refined into the tenderest
and most unselfish feeling of fraternal affection.
If ever my breast was visited by the pure senti-
ment and seraphic glow of an angel's love, it
was now, when I looked on that countenance,
pale with sorrow—remembering bow lately it
shone with the light of joyous innocence; and
comparing its expression then with its present
look, so humbly submissive, yet 8o keenly sor-
rowful; so smitten, yet so patient and so holy.

Ou the evening of this day she began to express
regret for the inconvenience and trouble that she
would cause me to experience. I replied, that
if everin future life I could reflect with unalloyed
satisfaction on any of my actions, it would be
upon that of restoring her to her friends, what-
ever it might cost me. How feelingly did she
look at me and say—

¢ The mourner’s gratitude will be a poor re-
ward ; but the mourner's Heavenly Frieud, in
whom you have taught me to trust, will not
forget such kinduness.

I embraced the occasion to cousult her about
ulterior movements, after we should reach the
Chesapeake ; asking her to tell me, without re-
serve, which course would be most agrecable to
her; whether 1 should take her to Rockbridge,
until I conld prepare to go with her to London;
or whether I should tuke her on straight way to

New York or Boston, and thence home, leaving
dcficiencies in my outfit to be supplied by the
way.

She meditated a little and then replied, that
she could now, without scruple, accept my ser-
vices to any extent that might be necessary ; but
that she was under no necessity of asking me to
go all the way to London; that her brother bad
arranged with a friend of theirs to meet him in
Boston, where he had lately settled, and to em-
bark with him there for England ; and that she
needed, thercfore, to ask no more of my kind-
ness than to go with her to Boston. where that
friend would release me from further trouble on
her account. She added, that as this great ex-
tension of my journey would add much to i
expense, and none to that which she and ber
brother would have incurred, that I would oot
scruple to use their funds—especially as so un-
expected and go large an increase of expenditure
might not have been provided for.

** But, (said she in conclusion,) though T would
not unnecessarily trouble you to go to London. yet
if you ever find occasion to visit that city. I claim
that you give me and my friends the opportunity
of showing that we remember what it is to deal
kindly with a stranger in a foreign land.”

Whatever vague desire I may have entertained
to conduct her on a visit to my native valley, I
acquiesced without hesitation in the obvious pro-
priety of the course that she suggested. The
same reason that governed her choice of this
route, made it proper also to proceed without
delay from Norfolk to Baltimore by water, and
thence to Boston, through Philadelphia and New
York.

( To be continued.)

THE HAUNTS OF THE STUDENT.

BY MARGARET JUNKIN.

“Where should the scholar live? In solitude or socie-
ty? In the green stillness of the couuntry where Le can
hear the heart of Nature beat, or in the dark, grev city,
where he can hear and feel the throbbing heart of man I

Hyrxriox.

When the student sitz and ponders
On the wondrous tomes of yore,
And his mind, dishearten’d, wanders
Thro' their wilderness of lore ;—

When with energies aweary,
By their tension overstrained,
Saud he muses, with a dreary
Sense of what is unuttuined ;—
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'Twas silence all; no voice the stillness broke,
Then, from his lofty couch, the sage Aineas gpoke :
“Untold the grief, foir Queen! that springs anew,
Within my breast, when ordered to review,

Those scenes in which by Greeks were Trojans slain,
Aund llium sacked, and levelled with the plaing
Terrific gights, which these =ad eyes have seen,
A hapless actor, too, zh! would I had not been!
What cruel Myrinidon the tale could hear,

And 10 our mournful fate refuse a tear?

The fierce Dolopian would forget his ire,

And e’en Ulysscs pity would inspire.

The humid night, too, flics to ocean’s deep,
And sctting stars invite to needful sleep ;

Yet, if you so desire, I will rclate,

Troy’s fall, its struggles, and its final fate.
Although my heart the bitter task bewails,
And memory shudders at the dread details.

Weary of war, and oft repulsed by fute,
The long protracted sicge the Grecians hate.
A monstrous horse by Pallas’ art divine,
They build, with breast of oak, and ribs of pine;
A vow for their return with art they feign,
Their cunning tales a fatal credit gain.
Then, casting lots, their bravest men they hide,
Within the darkness of it boarded side,
Who in the di=mal belly silent stand,
And fill its cavern with their armed band.
There is an i=land—Tencdos by name—
In right of Troy, of once conspicuous fame;
While Priam reigned, of wealth and great resort,
But now a dangcrous and descrted port.
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Bome hither by the breeze and pliant oar,

They hide their vessels on the lonely ghore.

We, foolish, think for Greece they had made sail,
And rought Mycena with the favoring gale.
Therefore, all Troy dispels its lengthened grief,
Pours through the gates and hails the glad relief.
The Grecian camp with pleasure they survey,
The shores deserted and the silent bay :

‘Here the Dolopian troops their leisure spent,
And here the ficree Achilles pitched his tent;
Their flcet was moored within thix circling bight,
And here, in battle, they were wont to fight
Upon Minerva's futal gift gome gazed,

Aud at the horge’s size were much amazed.
Thymetes, first, alond with ardour calls,

To have it brought within the city walls;
Whether by fraud, and as a traitor hired.

Or thus the fates of Troy had now required.
Capys, and all within whose sober wind,
Reflection dwelt, and knowledge of mankind,
The treacherous gift would plunge into the decp,
Or render in the flames a smouldering heap ; |
Or, at the least, the swelling sides would bore,
And all its hidden cavities explore.

These adverse views the wayward crowd divide,
Who, as caprice directs, take either side,

Here, Laocoon, with a crowded train,

The fortress leaves, and foremost secks the plain ;
Then cries aloud : * What madness, townsimen say ?
Think you our wily focs arc gone away ?

Are fuvors void of guile by Argives shown?

Is thus Ulysses and his cunning known ?

Or, Greceians lurk within this engine tall,

Or clse, it has been framed aguinst our well,

Our sacred homes and city to command;

Some latent danger surcly is at hand.

Trust not the horse, with art it now beguiles,

I fear the Greceks, and their insidious wiles,

E’en most, when offering gifts, and robed in smiles,”
He said, and all his wizhty strength applied,
And hurled his spear against the curving side;

It quivering stands, the echoing belly groans,
Aud from its caverns issue dismal moana.

Ah! had the Gods our fute not preordained,

Or bad our minds but common sense retained,
We bad been led with blood its womb to stain,
Troy, now, might stand, and Priam’s house still reign.
Behold! with clamour great some shepherds bring
A youth fust pinioned to the nged king,

Who, with dezign this very partto play,

Had cast himselt unknown into their way,
That his deep plot he may with art employ,
And open to the Greeke ill-fated Troy ;

Self poised and bold, for cither lot prepared,
Death, or the object that his valour dared.
Around the Trojuns rush to view the =ight,
Insult the eaptive, aud enjoy his plight.

Now, hearken while the Grecian wiles I trace,
And from one sunple learn to know the race.
When in the crowd he stood, unarmed, dismayed,
And with a timid glance our troops surveyed ;
“Alas ™ he suid, “can I for country weep?
Would I wight fiad a home within the deep!
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JUDITH BENSADDI:

A TALE.

CHAPTER VIII.

DETENTION AND SEPARATION IN PHILA-
DELPHIA.

We entered the Chesapeake after a voyage of
five days. In Hampton Roads we metasteam-
boat on her way from Norfolk to Baltimore. As
the day was pleasant and the water smooth, we
determined to transfer ourselves at once to the
more speedy and comfortable vehicle without
landiong at Norfolk. The boat instantly obeyed
our signal; in a few minutes we were snugly
bestowed in our new quarters, and with a mighty
puffing and splashing, were being dashed through
the waters of the ¢ Old Dominion’ at the rate of
ten miles an hour. The next day we landed in
Baltimore, where I asked Judith if her feeble
bealth did not require a day’s rest before we pro-
ceeded any further. She acknowledged herex-
treme debility, but thought that she could travel
in steamboats, and desired to go on whilst she
was able: so we took passage the same after-
noon, and proceeded by way of Frenchtown to
Philadelphia. We landed at the Chestnut street
wharf the next day at two o’clock, and took a
hackney coach to convey us to one of the prin-
cipal hotels of the city. Judith's weakness was
now 80 great, (and to me it was alarming,) that
she admitted her inability to coutinue our jour-
ney, until her strength was recruited by a day’s
rest. A day's rest might have been all, if an
accident had not prolonged our stay.

The coach had stopped before the door of the
hotel, my foot was on the step. and my hands
were let go to descend, when a sudden start of
the horses, which were frightened by something
unusual, threw me violently on the rough stones
of the pavement. I sprang up, unconscious of
hurt, and ran after the coach, on hearing a scream
from Judith. The horses were stopped within
ten yards. My feeble companion, with fright de-
picted on her countenance, inquired, as I helped
ber out, if I were not badly hurt.

«No, scarcely at all:—yes, I believe [ am a
litde—Ach ! my aucle begins to pain me some—
My hip seems to be slightly bruized.”

We were now in the front parlor: before we
reached a seat, I was writhing and limping badly.
She looked anxiously into my face :

“Mr. Garame, you are seriously hurt.”

There was a degree of animation in her look,
that I had notseenduring the week of her mourn-

ing. I seated her on the sofa, intending to go'
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instantly and speak for our rcoms; but on turn-
ing round, I felt such pangs thatI dropped down
by her side, put my hand first to my ankle, then
to my hip: but intending to quiet her fears, I
said :

«'Tis true, I am a good deal hurt—oh! ah!—
but no bones are broken—I shall soon get over
it—ah! oh!”

I could not suppress these interjections, for at
every movement of the wounded muscles, a
needle seemed to shoot through the irritated
fibres.

What was my surprise to see Judith, whose
languor had for several days made her positively
unable to walk without assistance, now rise from
the sofa, go alone to the bar-room.adjoining the
parlor, aud after speaking to the clerk, and hav-
ing two servants called, return, and when the
clerk came in, request me to order rooms for us.
I told him that the young lady was a friend of
mine, in deep distress, and that we waunted pri-
vate chambers in a retired part of the house,
with a parlor to ourselves, as the lady’s situation
did not admit of her mingling with stravgers.
We were accommodated in every particular.
When the servant man came and announced that
our rooms were prepared in the second story, I
rose with difficulty, and as usual offered Judith
my arm. She rose without difficulty, and look-
ing into my face with marks of lively concern in
her's, exclaimed—

#Oh, Mr. Garame, you cannot go up the stairs
without assistance; do, if you please, let this
servant call another to assist him in supporting
you.”

I accepted the aid of the servant on my wound-
ed side, but persisted in keeping her on the other.
Thus we made our way up the stairs, which, te
my pleasing astonishment, Judith mounted, rather
giving than receiving support. I wondered and
rejoiced at this sudden amendment in my dear
charge. From the moment when she saw me
writhing with sharp pains, a new vigor was in-
fused into her debilitated frame, new animation
was visible in her face, new light beamed from
her eyes; and from this moment, while she offi-
ciated with the teuderest care as mny nurse, her
health and spirits continued to return with a ra-
pidity which was not vuly surprisiug, but at first
unaccountable, and the more so because my suf-
ferings were a new affliction to her; she sympa-
thized keenly with every twinge of pain that she
saw me endure, kept anxious watch for the mi-
nutest occasion to serve me, and where she could
not relieve, to share the suffering. But this pun-
geut anxiety on my account was doubtless the
cause of the happy change in her own condition :
it effectually diverted her mind from the depress-
ing contemplation of her late disaster, gave a
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new turn to the eurrent of her feelings. started
pew trains of thought, and put the terrible acci-
dent that afflicted her, far back in the series of
recent facts and interesting experiences. Had
my sufferings been of a more appalling charac-
ter, they might have aggravated her malady;
but they were just suflicient to excite the lan-
guishing powers of nature without exhausting
them. Thus she soon recovered the elasticity of
ber mind so far, that she was able in some de-
gree to control her grief by the exercise of rea-
son and conscience: and this she did; for she
told me a few days afterwards, that she deemed
it ungrateful and rebellious towards God to per-
sist wilfully in grieving for any loss that e saw
good to intlict upon us. Therefore, although
she could not avoid mourning for the loss of her
dear brother, she felt in duty bound to reconcile
herself as soon as possible to the Divine will,
and to subdue a grief which could serve no good
end, except so far as it was involuntary, and
which would, if wilfully indulged, unfit her for
the duties of life and the enjoyment of the bless-
ing yet left to her. One end of grief might be,
she thought, to exercise us in subduing it; this
might be one of the appointed trials of our piety
towards our Heavenly Father, a salutary discip-
line to fit us for serving him in all circumnstances,
whether of prosperity or adversity. In these
rational and devout sentiments I fully concurred
with her. But it is time to resume the thread of
my narrative.

I was scarcely disposed on the sofa in our par-
lor, before a surgeon, (the most eminent in the
city, as [ afterwards learned,) was ushered in by
a servant, and without preamble or introduction,
ordered the servant to * strip thatfoot.” Judith
bad just finished the operation of pillowing it
softly on a stool. As she rose from her reclining
posture, she whispered to me that the clerk had
sent for the surgeon: then she told the maid in
waiting to lead the way into her chamber.

The surgeon, whose abrupt order had surpri-
sed, and for a moment irritated me, glanced at
my ankle, and pronounced it badly sprained :
then in the same breath he asked—

*Have you any other hurt 1"

* Yes, on my hip.”

¢ Strip his hip, servant—quickly.”

He gave it a hasty look and a touch.

“Itis only a bruise: rub it with liniment, and
apply a flake of raw cotton: put a bread poul-
tice to your ankle.”

“How long shall T be confined, doctor 7

“That will depend on your care, and on cir-
cumstances. Do not tread on that foot; drink
no stimulants, eat eparingly, and take a Seidlitz
powder or two daily. Good day, sir.”

He spoke and was gone.

The next morning after breakfast he called
again—asked just three questions, staid just two
minutes, and was off instantly after utteriag these
words :

« Continue the same applications, till the swell-
ing and soreness abate : nurse your ankle uaul
it is well; a week or more if necessary; and
if it gets worse send for me. My hat,boy! Yeur
servant, sir."”

I saw him no more ; but I did see that he was
full of business, and had no need of complai-
sance.

Judith, my sweet nurse, was present when he
enjoined on me a week's confinement or mere.
I saw a little cloud of sadness flit over her coun-
tenauce, when she heard it. I could easily con-
jecture why this detention should be unpieasant
to her. especially when I remembered what Eh
had said about the nccessity of a speedy prose-
cution of their journey : but as to myself, shall {
counfess it 1 the prospect of delay foisted a se-
cret joy into my heart in spite of bruised flesh
and an aching joint—in spite too of my biting
consciouce, which bade me wish for a speedy
return of Judith to her friends, whatever delight
I mighttake in her company. But when I looked
upon my dear companion, whose eyes of revi-
ving brightness were now directed towards me,
how could I help longing for a continuance of
our intercourse! But if the desire itself was
unconquerable, it did not subdue my counscien-
tious feeling, 8o as to prevent my acting in ac-
cordance with my duty ou this occasion. [ asked
my dear charge what was to be done now : would
she wait until I should be able to travel, or wouid
she write to her Boston friend, that he might
come and meet her here? She auswered that
she ought to write, and make known her situa-
tion, without delay.

“Then (said she.) having done my duty. I ean
wait patiently, whether it be the will of Provi-
dence that you shall carry me on further after
your recovery, or that my cousin shall be able w0
come aud rclease you from the necessity.™

She retired to her room and wrote the letter.
When she came with it into the parlor and rang
the bell for a scrvant to have it carried to the
post-office, the marks of receunt tears were upon
her face; and when the servant closed the doar,
on going out with the missive that would prob-
ably in a few days bring her a new protector. she
turned with drooping head and staggered to
chair.  No wonder that she was deeply affected,
for the writing of that letter ¢*renewed the sad re-
membrance of her fate.”” But, oh! the weakness
of human nature—at least of my humau natare:
for I—yes, even I—so lately the purely disinter
ested, the simply fraternal lover, now felt tbe
wish that a part of her emotion, even the greaser
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part, might be on account of her approaching
separation from me myself. How was my love
descending from its angelic height, and settling
upon the low grounds of human selfishness! In
truth, at this moment, when I contemplated the
loss of her society, my passion began to be am-
bitious of conquest and jealous of interference :
I coveted all the affection of that dear heart:
and any suspicion that it throbbed for others, and
chiefly for them, whilst every sight and every
thought of her raised the strongest pulsations in
my heart, produced in me an irritability and sen-
sitiveness of feeling, new, painful, earthly, and
bumiliating to think upon. Not only how selfish,
but how inconsistent had my love hecome. It
had been produced, nourished and refined, in a
great measure, by her various manifestations of
a heart, rich in every tender, virtuous and amia-
ble affection; and now my full grown or over-
grown passion, after being so born and bred, de-
manded that for its gratification, she should feel
@ less dutiful affection for others,.and that in
order to satisfy its cravings, she should make
herself less worthy of being loved. Still, how-
ever, if I had been sure that love for me was
seated on the throne of her heart, I might have
allowed other affections to occupy a high but
still a subordinate place: but whilst the prece-
deuncy was unsottled, I was joalous of all possi-
ble rivals: even filial love was not pleasing in
my sight.

Whilst the letter was speeding its way, and
we waited for the result, and for my convales-
cence, our days were spent almost exclusively in
each other’s society ;—happy days they were to
me—transcendantly happy I may call them, not-
withstanding the cloud-shadows that often flitted
across their summer brighwess. I allude not to
corporeal sufferings; for under the baliny care of
the sweetest nurse in the world, my bruises were
soon mollified, and my wrenched ankle ceased
to pain me; yet it was a week before I durst
atterpt the passage from parlor to bed-chamber,
and contrariwise, without the help of the servant
who attended upon me. Buttoo fleeting scemed
the quarter of a moon, which brought my dear
companion the answer from her cousin that he
would follow in two or three days, and request-
ing her kind friend to stay with her until he should
arrive. That ‘kind friend’ needed no persua-
sion to detain him, nor would he have left her
one day before necessity required, if he had even
had the wings of a dove to fly away.

Meanwhile I saw with delight how Judith's
grief yielded daily to sober cheerfuluess, and how
returning health was continually restoring the
vernal bloom to her cheeks, and the starry radi-
auce to her eyes. Though still a deep mourner,

she soon began to show occasionally, in placid-

smiles, the budding promise of a new spring-
time of the heart. When I saw the first of these
renovated smiles illumine once more the beau-
ties of her countenance, what a rushing tide of
joy flowed through my heart!

Every day increased my admiration of this
extraordinary maiden. I bhad seen her in the
days of her joyous vivacity., drinking the plea-
sures of bountiful nature from a thousand springs;
every sparkling feature and buoyant motion ex-
pressing the gaiety of an innoceut heart. Then,
all in a moment, I had seen her riven with a
thuuderbolt of misfortune, and hurled into the
lowest deep of affliction. And now I saw her
rising again to the light of conaolation, and walk-
ing in the mellow shade of patient resignation
and dawning cheerfulness. In this diversity of
situation, extreme and intermediate, every feel-
ing of her beart, and every trait of her charae-
ter, seemed to be developed : and whatever light
shades of human infirmity might be discerned,
such a character of intellectual brightness, moral
purity, and unsophisticated amiability of temper,
all becomingly set forth with such personal beauty,
had never before realized itself to my percep-
tion. Whether my fancy contributed to adorn
this lovely being or not, the vision was to my
heart so perfoctly enchanting, that I was rapt, (if
I may so express it without profaneness,) up to
the third heaven of love. Whether others have
been so entranced by the sweet passion, I can-
not say; probably few—for few indeed have
been placed in such peculiar circumstances—but
this T know, that I could not possibly love a
mortal being—no, not angel—more: my heart
was full.

To avoid all expression of my love until Judith
should be with her friend, as a delicate regard
to her feelings required, became at last impossi-
ble. Whilst I abstainved from verbal declara-
tions of more than fraternal kindness, tokens of
my deeper passion begau to steal from me every
hour that I spentin her compauny. If the reader
have felt the strong workings of the tender pas-
sion, and observed their effects, then the reader
kuows that there are a hundred signs of love
more expressive than words; signs. which they
whose hearts are tenderly attached, but not yet
couclusively affianced, instinctively give and in-
stinctively understand. Many of these are too
delicate in their nature, and pertain too exclu-
sively to the mysteries of the passion, to be in-
telligible to the uninitiated. Notuntil one’s heart
is illuminated by nature’s love-torch, can one
read the language of love spoken by the eyes—
the tender meaning that plays about the lips,—
the sentiments dclicately suggested by certain
undesigned postures and inadvertent motions, or
by certain tremors, certain touches of the hand,—
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the interesting significancy of certain accents,
tones and stammerings of the voice, ilushings
and blanchings of the cheek ;—all expressive ;
and the more 8o, because, to bo felt by the one
party, they must spring undesignedly from the
feelings of the other : they are nature's language;
and therefore inimitable by the feigning preten-
der, who attempting to act without feeling, is
almost sure to he exposcd to the instinctive sa-
gacity of real passion.

Such signs I could no more repress than I
could bave stayed the eruption of a volcano. 1
detected themn springing involuantarily forth in
every form and on every occasion. They were
understood—that I saw; signs of reciprocity
were not wanting : they broke through the guard-
ed modesty of Judith's heart: they could not
escape the vigilant sagacity of mine. My satis-
faction would have been complete, my joy un-
bounded, had these auspicious tokens come alone.
But they came attended with others of such sin-
ister omen, as to baflle my judgment, and to be-
cloud my hope. Tokens of pain attached them-
selves to her tokeus of love. When she appeared
to apprehend in me the symptoms of more than
a brother's affection, nature speaking back from
her hcart, aud flashing through every avenue of
expression, told me that my love was both pleas-
ant and painful to her soul. Whenever some-
thing in my voice and manner indicated the ardor
of my feelings, the tremulous joy that sprang
forth to her tell-tale countenance, was in a mo-
ment saddened by a twinge of anguish; as I
have seen on a rainy day, the blooming meadow
of my native vale, when the flushing beam of
sunlight that disclosed its flowery beauties, was
suddenly extinguishcd again by the shadow of
the rain-clond.

A remarkable instance of the kind took place
on the fifth morning after the letter had been
sent. We had just finished our private break-
fast, and Judith was asking if my anklo were not
in a painful position on the stool, where I still
kept it during most of the day, when a servaut
brought up a newspaper with the landlord’s com-
plimeuts and suggestion, that we might find some-
thing in it particularly interesting to ourselves.
On glancing over the columus, 1 found an article
taken from a Norfolk paper, and headed ¢ Af-
fecting incident at sea.” I soon discovered that
it was our captaiu’s account of poor Eli's fate,
and of Judith's fall and rescue. He had done
full justice to my agency in the affair, but stated
as a fact, a conjecture of his own, that Judith
and I (but only the initials of our names were
given,) were betrothed in marriage.

Judith perceiving my agitation, asked with
groat concern whether I had found any bad news.

* Nothing new to us,—it is the captain’s story

of our misfortune. You will bave to read for
yourself. One of the circumstances meantioned
by the captain is a mistake; you may pardea
that, as all the rest is correct.”

She took the paper with a trembling hand,
and retired into ber room, which, like mins,
opened into the parlor. Presently 1 heard her
half-suppressed sobs; then she was silent during
a few momeats; then, as if moved by a suddea
impulse, she started up with the exclamatioa—

« My preserver. and I knew it not! I might
have gone home without knowing my chief ob-
ligation to him.”

She was hastening towards the open door; bat
stopped where I could see that she was still read-
ing. Soon she again returned to her seat, where I
could not see ber; and sat in profound silence
for a quarter of an bour.

It may bo readily supposed, that Judith was
not sensible of the part that I bad acted in res-
cuing her from the sea, (if indeed she couild re-
member that she fell into it,) and that she was
not likely to be informed, uuless I bad told her
myself, which my sense of delicacy forbade,
though I was not at all displeased that she shounld
learn it in such time and way that she did. Nor
was I sorry for the mistake about our betrothal,
because it might obviate disagreeable remarks
about our secluded intimacy in the hotel; and
moreover, it might assist me in judging how the
idea of such a relation would affect her. Butit
placed her in a very embarrassing situation, im-
pelled as she was by gratitude to rush in and
make her acknowledgments, yet restrained by
the fear that I might give the wrong interpreta-
tion to the warm expression of her feelings.

Fiually, she again rose from her seat and came
into the parlor, slowly and stealthily, haoging
down her head as if ashamed. My heart palpi-
tated, aud I felt confused, not knowing bew I
should receive her; so I seemed not to be aware
of her approach, and kept my eyes on the floor,
as if engaged in meditation. She stood a mir-
ute at the eud of the sofa, opposite to that which
1 occupied, with my lame foot on the steol. I
looked up towards her at last; she had her eyes
fixed on me with a look of indescribable tender-
uess aud saduess. Her eyes met mine, and the
mutual glance of feeling overcame her; she put
her handkerchief to her face with both hands,
and dropped to her seat ou the sofa, exclaiming,
*Oh, my preserver!” and burst into tears.

¢ Thank God, my dear Judith, that 1 was able
to preserve so precious a life.”

She recovered, alter a few moments, sufi-
ciently to say—* I can never compensate you,
my friend; but I am wot sorry to lie under obli-
gation to such a benefactor—one more than a
common friend—a brother who risked his own
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life to save mine—yes, a kind good brother—
alas! alas! the only being on earth whom I can
now call brother, and him only by courtesy ; but
1 will cleave to the privilege ; I will try to show
that I am mot unworthy to be your sister, and
shall alwaye claim to be so considered.”

I spoke some kind words in reply, and while I
spoke, happened some how or other to move a
little nigher to ber end of the sofa; and taking
the hand that she had dropped, while the other
still held the handkerchief to her face, I drew it
slightly ; her body obeyed the gentle attraction,
and her head, with the handkerchief still over
the eyes, dropped upon my shoulder; but had
not rested there before she suddenly drew back,
gave me a glance of heart-piercing love and an-
guish,—her glowing cheek was suddenly blanch-
ed; and with an interjection expressive of keen
suffering, she rose, hastened to her room, aud
threw herself on a chair, moaning and sohbing,
till she so far conquered her emotion as to be-
<come perfectly silent.

I was at a loss. The shrinking delicacy of
her feelings, and the doleful remembrances so
lately recalled to mind, did not solve the phe-
nomena; there was a visible pang unaccounted
for—a shooting pang—that could in one instant
drive back the warm current of love in a free-
zing eddy to the heart. What could be the mat-
ter ! Of all the suppositions that I could think
of, one ounly carried an air of probability—she
smoust be affianced to another. The conception
was torture to my soul. I dwelt upon it, until I
was persuaded of its truth. * Her promise to
another, and ber love for me, will account for
the struggle in her heart,” said I to myself; then,
before I was aware, a heavy groan broke forth
and started me out of my reverie.

Judith also started up at the sound, and came
with an agitated look, exclaiming—

¢ Oh, Mr. Garame! pardon my rudeness: I
left you as if I were offended—no, no; it was
not that. I could not suspect—I1 did not imag-
ine—that my preserver, my brother, meant any
thiog wrong or offensive—oh, no !—it was pure
friendship and brotherly kindness—I knew it was.
Something else came to mind—but—""

Here she stopped abruptly,and appeared much
embarrassed, as if she had some painful com-
mupication to make, but felt a delicacy or re-
luctance to make it.

I assured her that I did not suspect her of
being offended, and that my distress had a differ-
ent origin—a painful thought, suggested by the
appearance of some secret cause of pain in her
mind. Here I was on the point of declaring all
my heart; but feeling unprepared, and deeming
it improper at this time, I stopped short and be-
eame embarrassed in my turn. She relieved me

with the ready tact. of which she had beforo
given me striking examples.

* Well, brother, (said she, with all the cheer-
fulness that she could muster,)—now, as our mu-
tual confidence is restored, let us drop these deli-
cate matters and resume our book. I will read
first, then you may take your turn.”

So we occupied ourselves with  Specimens
of American poetry,” and our commeants on the
passages read. By diuner time, our minds were
restored to their usual calmness.

That night, after mature reflection on my pil-
low, I resolved to defer my declaration no longer
than until another occasion should arise, when I
would make it without abruptness. I sighed to
unburden my heart, and to solve the mystery of
her painful love for me. I was persuaded also
that she would gladly accept relief from the em-
barrassment of understanding, and being known
to understand, my feelings, yet unauthorized to
admit, without a breach of delicacy, that she did
understand them. The mystery of the pangs
which embittered her love for me, did not con-
tinue so to torture me as they had done. My fond
heart began to flatter itself that all might arise
from the black fountain of her recent grief, to-
gether with her virgin diffidence in the secluded
company of one so mew to her acquaintance.
This more comfortable view of the case present-
ed itself in the loneliness of my bed-chamber,
after a gratifying review of the manifest tokens
that she had given me, involuntarily, of her de-
voted affection; and under the persuasion that
if she were not at liberty to accept my love, she
would not have left e to go so far in ignorance
of the fact. Still I longed to be rid of suspense,
and of a fearful apprehension, certainly not with-
out cause, that my hopes might still be sadly dis-
appointed.

The next morving I found my ankle so mach
better, that after the servant had helped me into .
the parlor, and breakfaet was over, I sent him to
order me a crutch. which came at dinner time,
and to my joy I found that with care I might
gafely hobble about the room upon it.

When the servauts had cleared our table, and
left us alone after diuner, we began to speak of
the probability of our speedy separation. This
aflforded the occasion that I waited for, to intro-
duce the avowal of my passion. Iomittheseries
of remarks by which I gradually prepared her
for the declaration. I apologised for broaching
8o delicate a subject before the arrival of her
fricnd. 1 alleged my unrestrainable affection,
and my fearful doubts: besides the painful em-
barrassment which I inflicted on her, by invol-
untarily signifying the passion which I had not
explicitly declared. I furtheralleged the near ap-
proach and probablesuddenness of ourseparation,
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when the shortness of the time, the hurry of
preparation and the distress of parting, would
render such an explanation intolerably painful,
whatever the result might be. Finally, | avow-
ed my passion in all its fulness, and offered her
my hand with the expression of my perfect as-
surance, that my life could in no way be so hap-
pily spent as in the closest and most eudearing
counection with her.

** But (said I, in conclusion,)—I am not so rude
as to ask of you at this time any answer or ex-
planation of your feclings, if the slizhtest reason
would incline you to defer it. Be assured, how-
ever, that if you should now or hereafter tell me
of some impediment to our union, be it whatso-
ever it may—gricved as I shall be that the fond-
est desire of my heartcannot be gratified—I shall
cling with but the closer attachinent to the ad-
mitted relation of brother and sister, and will
love you as my dearest friend, if I may not love
you as the partner of my bosom.”

Thus I brought my speech to a successful con-
clusion, although at the commencement and
through the greater part of it, I had hesitated
aund stammercd 80 much, as to feel doubtful of a
sale deliverance.

She was again sitting at one end of the sofa,
while I sat at the other with my crutch between
us. When she discovered the drift of my dis-
course, she first hung down her head, then be-
ginning to tremble, she turned and leaned over
the back of the sofa to steady her nerves, while
I could see the alternations of blushing and pale-
ness upon her cheek ; then she put her handker-
chief to her face, and when I had concluded. 1
saw the tears streaming from underneath the
handkerchief; and when these had ceased to
stream, sob after sob started from her full breast.
But she soon evinced the desire to compose her-
self ; she wiped her eyea; changed her position;
swallowed her sobs; and gradually sank with
bended hcad into the posture of silent medita-
tion. [ waited anxiously during fifteen minutes;
till she lifted her head from its declined posture,
and turning herself towards me, she began with
downcast eyes, and with a voice low and plain-
tive, gathering strength as it proceeded, but still
sweet as the sweetest tones that summer wind
ever stole from Alolian harp:

« Mr. Garame, you bave acted kindly to tell
me your feclings, before the parting hour. I
have seen the involuntary signs of your tender
affection for me; they placed me in a situation
of painful delicacy; I could not conceal that I
understood you, nor speak as if I did. You
have now but added one more to the many proofs
before given of your honorable affection and ten-
der regard for my feelings. I will at once con-

fess what I suppose that I have heretofore be-

trayed—that your love is notdisagreeable to me,
nor met with a cold return in my beart. No, my
dear preserver; on the first day of our acquaint-
ance, I felt a new and strange sort of pleasure in
your company. Then 1 thought not of love: 1
expected soon to see you no more :—and though
I waus sensible of a strong reluctance at the
thought of parting with you, I did not sospect
that a new passion had sprung up in my beart.
What followed—you know. Oh! how ecould
my bruised and desolate heart do otherwise thaa
love such a friend? Since I have recovered
sufficient composure to reflect on my feelings and
have ohserved the evidence of your's, I have be-
come conscious of a sister's devoted affection;
and within these three days, of more—I need
not aflect to conceal it—I can go all lengths with
you in affection ; there is no want of love to make
me happy in the most intimate connexion with
you; nor am I debarred by any engagement or
impediment of any sort, so far as my feelmgs or
circumstances are concerned. Yet there is one
thing which you have not heard—an impertant
fact; it may be fatal.”

Here she paused to struggle with her feelings;
presently she continued, while pale dread eat
brooding upon my heart,—* I have lately re-
proached myself for not telling you sooner. Bw
before my calamity, I thought it unnecessary:
during the agony of my grief, I could think of
no such matters, and since 1 have recovered the
power of reflection and have seen occasioa te
tell you, I have waited for an opportunity of
doing it without abruptness; now the opporms-
nity has occurred. Oh my fricnd ! prepare to
hear a disclosure which must pain your affection-
ate heart. You have looked upon me as a suita-
ble companion for life ; when you know all, voa
may think differently; you are a sincere chris-
tian; will you not shudder at the thought of mar
rying a Jewess 1

Never was intelligence more surprising. My
fearful and busy imagination had created a dozen
impediments—such as a prior engagement—a
father’s refusal, or even a plague spot of infamy
upon the family ; but had never caught an ink-
ling of the reality, which now struck me like an
electric shock.

A Jewess! you a Jewess " said I, with a
start and an emphasis that conveyed more than
was meaunt. Her eyes were upon me; and when
she saw and heard the effect of her disclosure, a
new gush of feeling came and overpowered
her.

% Oh (said she in a tone of sudden grief.) my
fears were true!” Then she rose in confusion
to leave me; while the tear-drops began to fall.
Now my former feelings, like refluent “‘waves
which the dash of a tornade had dispiaced,
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came rushing tumultuously back again, and I

exclaimed,
¢ My dear Judith, do not leave me now.

1

flection is mingled there with the light of genius
and the living fires of seusibility! She loves me
with all that heart; sweet child of sorrow! How

am surprised, but not changed. If you will not,candidly has she told me that she is a Jewess,

let me hope, tell me soatonce. But why should
& mere name blast my dearest prospects, and

sover those whom affection has united "

See fell back on her seat almost choked with
ermotion, and sobbed out: * I luove you none the
It is not my heartthat such
But I am afraid
that my bcing a Jewess will canker your love for

leas for that name.
& circumstance will chaunge.

me.”
¢ Oh no, no," said I quickly.

She continued in a calmer strain, * My heart
is your's; the difference in our national descent

and religious education, shall not prevent me

from giving you my band, if on full considera-
tion, you and your friends think that these things
Some

will not prove fatal to your happiness.
of my kindred have married christians; my

father bas told me, that if I should meet with adiviucly sweet has he fashioned her?

christian whose temper and character were suita-

ble to mine, he would not refuse to own himn for

a son-in-law. 1 am no bigot. Though educa-
ted in the religion of my fathers, I have learned
to respect the christian religion ; 1 have perused

the New Testament, and love its excellent pre-

cepts of henevolence and purity ; and though I

do not profcess the christian faith, I could easily
live in concord with one who professes it as

mildly and siucerely as youdo. Butlam aware

of the prejudices which many entertain against
my nation, and what a borror they would feel at

so intimate a conuection with an Israclite. 1
know too, that a sincere christian may feel con-
scientious difficulties in such a case.
not know what feelings and sentiments you may
bave entertained on this subject; the case is
probably new to you, and therefore demands
serious and mature consideration hefore you pro-
ceed further. It would kill my poor heart to
find, when too late, that | had caused—" Here
she became so deeply aflected. that she had to
break off and retire to her chamber.

I also got up, and with my crutch hobbled to
my room in deep agitation, delighted yet troubled.
My lamouess and perturbation of mind effectu-
ally precluded all regular thinking while I was on
foot. although my meutal machinery was driven
with an impetus thatdisposed me to bodily action
at the same time. I lay down on the bed that |
might compose wnyself, and obey the injunction
to consider well this new feature in my love case;
and somewh -t after this manner did my miund
work at the task of sapient reflection :

s Reflect! She tells me to reflect whether I
ean press that dear aflectionate heart to my
bosom! Yes, that heart! What sobrioty of re-

I do not

‘though she expected to make me loathe her by
the intelligence—and that too at the very mo-
ment when she confessed her love! True, I
have never liked the character of the Jews, cither
ancient or modern; but she has charms enough
to put all such prejudices to flight. And why
should I object to marry a daughter of Abrabam,
the friend of God, and the father of all believers ?
Were not the prophcts and the apostles and the
Son of God himself, leraclites? Aund am I to
feel degraded or mismatched, when I marry a
kinswoman of their's? But were the Jewsnever
so vile or loathsome as a people, mny Judith has
sufficient personal merits to redeem her from all
objection and to cover all her people’s sins. Has
not the Creator stamped on her lovely person the
evident marks of his favor and delight? .How
What a
'pure and lovely spirit has he breathed into that
beauteous structure! Those eyes, beaming ten-
derness! That mouth, so rosy-lipped, and so
eloquent—every smile a young Cupid—every
word flavored with ambrosial melody! Such a
soul in such a body! Formed and compounded
to lead captive every sense and every faculty of
the soul! And am I to question whether I can
live happily with her! Have I not heen with
her a month in pleasure and in suffering, and
found her equally amiable, equally engaging,
whether I ascended with her to the etherial
heights of joy, or descended with her to the Sty-
gian caves of sorrow? If a month—orisit a
month? No, scarcely three weeks ; but such a
specimen of all experiences may give assurance
for a life-time. But, says an objector, she is not
a Christian. But in spirit and fecling she is a
far better Christian, than nine-tenths of those
who make the loudest professious. She loves
the rules and the spirit of the Christian religion,
and 1 have no doubt that she only needs to be
placed in Christian society, and under Christian
influence, to be soon persuaded to believe fully
in Jesus of Nazareth. Oh! then what a happy
life could we live in some sweet vale of my na-
tive land! I see plainly that all is safe. Shall
I then bid her go for a Jewess, aud break her
heart with mourning her slighted love, or bestow
her unrivalled charmns on another? No, by all
that is precious, 1 cannot, I will not—even now
she is weeping for the perturbation that she gave
my spirits. I have reflected—I am prepared to
give her the result, and to ease her dear heart at
once.”

With this conclusion firmly grasped, though
reached through a con(used mixture of arguments
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and feelings, I got up and returned to the parlor. ! the conclusion, whether you can safely do what

Not finding Judith there, I became restless, and
limped and stumbled about the room, full to over-
flowing of my sage meditations. and impatient
to deliver the result to iny beloved lsraelite.
When she heard e hobbling about, and striking
against stool and chair under the impulse of my
boiling thoughts. she came in with a counte-
nance of half subdued anxiety. and said : « Well,
my dear (ricud, I have allowed you a short time
to compose yoursell after the shock that | gave
you, and to consider the consequences of a mar-
riage with one who turns out to be not so unob-
jectionable as you supposed. But you must have
a much longer timo to settle upon a final con-
clusion.”

*No, my dear Judith, I have had time enongh:
the thought of giviug you up is distraction to my
soul. I scenoimpediment in what you hiuve told
me to our loving and blessing each other for life.
When you discovered to me what I had never
conjectured or imagined, the suddenness of it
startled me a little; but the fact itsclf cannot
shake my love for you; it canuot mar my de-
light in you; and I can now most freely offer you
my hand again, with a heart untouched by fear
and altogether devoted to your happiness.”

I have (said she) the most perfect confidence
in your sincerity ; but the case as it now stands
is quite new to you; it is but half an hour since
you first conceived the possibility of your ever
marrying a Jewesa. I caunot with a good con-
scieuce bind you by an absolute promise so soon;
I must give you time and opportunity to delibe-
rate coolly on the subject, and to counsult your
fricuds at home. As to myself, 1 have hereto-
fore considered whether I might hounestly and
safely give my hand to one against whom no ob-
jection could lie, except our diflerence in one
poiut of religious belief. My mind has been
made up. If he, after full cousideration, caun
freely and conscientiously make me his compan-
ion for life, then I can accept his offer, if our
affections are united. I am authorized by my
father, and prepared by reflection as well as by
feeling, to give my beloved friend and preserver
all the satisfaction which the most solemn pledge
can afford—this I will now do. and I rejoice that
I can do it without fear, without hesitation, and
with all my heart.”

So saying, she rose and advanced to where 1
stood leaning on the back of a chiir, and putting
first her right hand in mine, she then with queenly
grace and dignity, yet with all virgin modesty,
addressed me in these words: ¢ Here, my dear-
est friend, 1 give you the disposal of my hand,
that you may accept or decline it finally, after
you have considered the whole case in the pres-
ence of your kindred. You will then come to

{your heart desires. Write to me then. If you
confirm our engagement, I shall rejoice as much
as gratified love can make me; if you annul it,
1as you have the right to do, I shall grieve for the
"result; but I shall not blame you for exercising
'your liberty and consulting your happiness, in-
stead of destroying it, and then mine with it. by
. an unsuitable marriage. You will at all events
be gratefully remembered and unceasingly be-
loved as my friend and preserver. Thus I com-
mit myself to your disposal; and now as my
mind is deliberately made up and unchangeably
'settied, 1 hazard nothing when I call upon my
God and yours, the God of Abraham, as I sol-
emnly do, to witness the sincerity of the vow
that I have made.”

She then let go my hand and seemed aboutto
retire. My first emotion, when she concluded,
was deep reverence, inspired by her language
and manner. Next, when I looked upon her
lovely face, and considered her now as my affi-
anced spouse, I could not resist the impulse to
clasp her to my bosom. ¢« My love !" said 1. as
she began toretire ; I advanced a step and opened
my arms. She looked at me with angelic sweet-
ness mingled with shrinking diffidence; and as
she uttered these words, ** Excuse me now, dear
friend,” she drew back and returned to her cham-
ber, but without closing the door; she would uet
indicate the slightest fear—she did not feel it—
for well did she know that I held that sanctuary
of her's as inviolabhle, as if it were the consecra-
ted abode of a divinity.

The painful embarrassment of our late posi-
tion was now over. ‘The satisfaction that she
meant to give me by her solemn pledge, I felt
in all its fulness. We had settled our engage-
meunt on terms, which left me uothing to wish
for, and left her appareatly very little to fear.
At least she had acted towards me with such a
conscientious and self-denying generosity, as
might convince me, if I had not been convinced
before, that a heart of such rare and amiable
virtues could never make me unhappy.

Now the few remaining days that we spentat
the hotel, flew away in all the delights of inne-
cent affection, restrained without being dimin-
ished, by my dear companion's maidenly reserve,
combined with the most winning evidence of her
confiding love. But ah! too soon were these
happy days brought to an end! Only four suns
were suffered to shine upon our plighted love,
before a servant entered our parlor to announce
that Mr. Von Caleb, my Judith’s cousin, and
another gentleman with him had arrived. We
told him to show them up as soon as they were
ready. I retired to my chamber, that I might
not disturb the first feelings of the interview.
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When they came in, I soon hoard the sound of
mingled weeping and rejoicing. 1 was made to
hear also that the compauion of Mr. Von Caleb
was a Jewish acquaintance picked up at New
York, and who, as he had just arrived from Lon-
don, brought intelligence that Judith’s father and
other relations were all well.

After the salutations and first inquiries were
over, I opened my door and joined the company.
Judith introduced me first to her cousin, Von
Caleb, and then to her friend Mr. Levi. I no-
ticed thatshe did not emphasize the word ¢ friend.’
Mr. Von Caleb shook my band affectionately,
and at once thanked me fervently for my kind-
ness to Judith. le was a middle-aged man,
with a stout well-built person and open pleasant
countenance. But fricnd Levi was a small, old,
shrivelled, sharp-visaged man, with little gray
eyes deeply sunk under projecting shaggy eye-
brows; his head was bald oun the crown, but this
defectwas amply made up by agray frizzled beard,
which filled up all the spaces under the chin and
jawboncs about the neck, as if it were a cravat.
He griped my hand tightly, and with a squeak-
ing voice, brokeu frequently into huskiness, ut-
tered some friendly words; but I did not like
either the looks or the manuers of friend Levi.
No where and at no time would I have liked
them; here just at this time, I was most disa-
greeably affected to behold, in living reality before
me, such a represcutative of the Jews, according
to my former habitual notion of them. The dis-
agreeable impression was, however, effaced for
the time by a glance at my lovely Judith, and the
open benevolent face of her cousin. These were
enough to swecten any one's imagination of the
Jews.

After a few minutes’ conversation, I got myself
down to the bar room, that I might give the friends
opportunity for a more private conference. In
a short time Mr. Levi came down also, and seeing
me alone in one corner of the room, he took a
seat beside me. After some questions on his
part about poor Eli's fate, I began from a natu-
ral curiosity to make some inquiries about Ju-
dith’s father and family. I found the little man
8o communicative, that he soon told me more
than1bad asked to know ; soon too he discovered
to me that his darling theme was mouney; for
start bim on any track whatsoever, and he would
speedily arrive at this goal of all his thoughts and
affections. To this propensity I was indebted
for a piece of information. which had now become
more interesting to me than the little miser was
aware of. The following specimen of his part
of the conversation will convey the same infor-
mation to the reader, and at the same time show
the turn of the speaker’s thoughts and expres-

lish with a German accent, betraying the land of
his birth.

* Is Judy's father very old, you ask—why, no,
not so very; his hair is gray like mine—that’s
all. Ile walks on ‘Change like a young man:
and when he goes to his bank and counts the
monies, he can see as sharp as any body—sure
be can. Is Nathan Bensaddi a banker, do you
ask? Why, yes, sure he is; every body in Lon-
don knows that. He owns one of the greatest
baunks in London, I know—sure I do—forI have
been his agent to collect money. Ah, he has the
monics—sure; yes, money, money. Obh, so
much mouney! Thatis not all—sure it is not.
He lives in a big, fine house. on the street called
Piccadilly. I havebecuinit. I have eatdinner
there on feast days. Yes, the fcast of Purim;
and then I saw with my own blessed eyes what
fing things be had in his house. Why, sure, his
table was covered all over with plate. Yes. gold
plate aud silver plate—silver this and silver that
—gold here and gold there—this. that and the
other. all gold and silver. Ah, sure, you would
think it was Solomon’s house. Rich, you say ?
Yes, sure, that he is; and I have not told you all.
Isaac Von Caleb told me last night that Nathan
Bensaddi has mortgages on a great sugar estate
in the West Iudies, on an island they call Saint
Kish, or Kitts, or something like that. Yes, and
he told me that Nathan would soon have the land
and the slaves and the sugar aud the coffee and
the spices, and all—sure. Yes, and that Eli was
gone to see about it when he got drowned. Yes,
and he told me too that Judy had a great fortune
of her own besides. I knew that before—sure
1 did. Yes, I know how she got it too—sure I
do. Old Simon Mordecai, her uncle by the
mother’s side, was so pleased with her nursing
him in his long sickness, when he had no wife
nor child to do anything for him—and he was so
cross and snappish, nobody could please him—
but Judy pleased him—sure she did ; and when
his will was opened, there was Judy left heiress
of all Simon’s three per centstocks. Yes, sure,
a hundred thousand pounds. Ah! who would
uot nurse a sick man. if he was crahbed, for such
good pay? Did it out of kinduess, you say?
Why, yes—sure she did. She is the kindest
thing in the world. 1 have heard her friends say
so. She is too kind. She gives away too much
money. Ah, Judy is a good girl—so rich. And
sure, yes, she'll have the half of Nathan’s for-
tune too, when he dies. now that Eli is drowned ;
and she has ounly one sister, Rachel, older than
Judy; and she is married to a Christian—hang
him—I do'nt mean you—but I hope Judy won't
marry a Gentile.”

By this time my squeaking friend bad fallen

sions. I should remark also that he spoke LEng-
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into a half soliloquizing mood, as if an idea had
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struck bim, and drawn off his attention from me.
A servant now entered and brought me a request
to walk up to the parlor. I arose immediately
to go, and while adjusting my crutch, I observed
that friend Levi's chin had dropped meditatively
upon his breast, while his tongue played inces-
santly, though his voice had suuk to a busky
murmur. I heard only these words more, **Judy
will be rich, rich—ah, so rich! Now, sure, if
my boy Joseph——.” 1 was by this time out of
hearing, and hobbling towards the parlor with
new ideas blazing before my imagination. I
had conjectured that Judith’'s family could not
be poor; but neither Eli nor Judith had ever
given me a hint from which I could infer great
riches. Iu fact Judith had seewed to me rather
too reserved ou this point, especially since our
matrimonial engagement; for both befure and
siuce, I had let her understaud that my pareuts
were not rich, and that my inheritance would be
small. I had hitherto in my dream of happi-
ness with Judith, indulged no splendid faucies ;
my modest aspirations were limited to a suug
cottage by a fouutain side, iu some green vale
where forest trees bordering & meadow, would
yield *in summer, shade—in winter, fire.”

But now, asif touched by a magician’s wand,
the picture chauged, and presented me iustead of
this humble scene, an elegant mansion seated
upon a hill, commanding a view of the Great
Valley and its mountain boundarics; with a fine
library, not without paintings and other speci-
mens of the fine arts; and windows lookiug out
on all sides—here upon a park—there upon mea-
dows in the vales around—and yonder upon fields
on hill sides—and here and there ou white cot-
tages sending up wreaths of smoke from the fire-
sides of happy tenauts, a tribute grateful to the
hearts of the proprietor and his lady. This new
picture was completed just as 1 entered the par-
lor, and saw Judith conversing with her cousin.
She, after all. was herselfl the sweetest vision of
my heart: and the lovely reality dissipated the
illusious of a dreaming fancy.

On seeing me, she rose blushing and retired to
her chamber. Mr. Von Caleb also arose from his
seat, and again taking me by the hand. expressed
his approbation of our matrimonial scheme, of
which Judith had just informed him. After we
were seated, he continued iu these words, low-
ering his voice, that Judith might not hear:

“God must have designed this union of two
such good hearts; or he would not have brought
you so closely together, by such an extraordinary |
dispensation of his providence. Now, after hei
has bound your affections together by so many
ties, I would think it an impious resistauce to his
will to throw any hindrance in the way of your
marriage. I could wish that you were both of

the same religion ; but still if you are willing to
take a daughter of Abraham for your wife, I do
not see why vou may not both agree in worship-
ping the God of Abraham; and if you serve him
as father Abraham did, He will bless you, though
you may not have the same belief on some poiats.
Oue thing I feel sure of, that Judith will never
willingly disturb you on matters of conscience.
I have known her from a child. Fatber Abra-
ham never had a lovelier daughter; her temper
is the sweetest and kindest in the world ; ber dis-
cretion is extraordinary for so young a person;
it was 8o remarked a year ago, whea I left Lon-
don; and she has an uncommon turn for impro-
ving by experieuce. I heard a poet of her ac-
quaiutance say, * She is like the busy bee, gath-
ering the honey of wisdom from every blossom
of experieuce in the pathway of her life.” And
now I wust do what she has just enjoined upon
me; that is, tell you all her faults, without faver
or partiality, as if upon oath. First and fore-
most then ; they say she has too much feeling, or
sensibility, as they call it. This not only makes
her suffer too much for the sufferings of others,
but it lays her open to the imposition of begsars
and rogues of all sorts. 1 doo’t mean that beg-
gars are all rogues; but some of themn knowing
the tenderness of her beart, impose on her by
falsehood or exaggerated stories of their dis-
tresses, aud make her give them more than they
deserve. This isouly an excess of goodness, and
1 think that experience and bard rubs in this
scuffling world, will teach her more prudence in
this particular; and in this only has she seemed
to lack discretion. So much for ber first fauit;
vow for the second : Let me see. What is it?
Yes, they call her an enthusiast; because, I sup-
pose, she takes fits of bigh feeling sometimes,
and talks a little wildly, like a prophetess. 1
have heard her two or three times in these fits;
I thought she talked very beautifully, if she did
go out of the commmon way. She will get over
this too, I think, as she grows older, and as she
finds by mixing more with mankind, how much
low selfishuess and rascality there is among them.
This will give her less poetical views of humaa
life, and make the world seem less fitto kindle en-
siasm, and more as it is, a scuffle-field for the
base passions and interests of men. Thatismy
view of it, after twenty years experience; for so
long I have been trying my hand amongst my
fellow men. The more I have had to do with
them, the less confidence I have in the greater
part of them. But 1 am forgetting Judith's
faults. 1 have told you two; next comes the
third ; but I believe I have forgotten it. I thought
she had three notable ones. Little human weak-
nesses she has like other people ; but I had a
third with a name to it, that she told me not to
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forget. Oh yes, she is romantic; thatis what|will you part with Judith to-night, or will you go
they call it.  She is indeed too romantic in some | with us to Boston 1"

of her notions. She don't like fashionable so-
eiety and city amusements. She is too foud of
climbing the lonesome mountains, and of stand-
ing on a rock by the sea-side, and looking at the
waves when the wind dashes them against the
shore ; and when other people go in summer
time to the wells at Bath or Cheltenham, to drink
the waters and dance in the splendid saloons.
she loves to steal out into the country with a
eompanion or two, where she can wander among
green valleys and gather flowers along the sides
of brooks; or sit on a sod with her book and
read under a shady tree, where a spring bubbles
out of the ground ; and I verily believe that she
would rather go out and eat a cottage dinner
with plain country folks, than attend the richest
eity feast with its gay company of lords and
ladies, its gold and silver wares, and all its wines
and comfits, its ice-creams and syllabubs. Yet
I have seen her dine at home with a great com-
pany, when her father made a feast; then she
could enjoy it, and behave herself with the finest
lady of them all. So I think she will some day
get over her romantic notions too, and make you
a goad sober house-wife.

** And now that I have done her bidding. and
told you all that I know of her faults, I will tell
you another thing, that she has not authorized
me to tell. It is right that you should know it;
and I understand that she has not told you; for
she has just expressed to me, how much she was
gratified that you offered to marry her, without
knowing or seeming to care whether she was rich
or poor. Well,if youset no value on riches, and
are satisfied to have Judith alone; still I hope that
you will not throw her large fortune into the sea.
You will find it right couvenient to have her three
thousand pounds a year, when the business of
love has been settled, and the business of house-
keeping comes on. Then her rich father, if no
misfortune happens, will be able to give her a
great deal more. But my friend, if you find after
a trial that a great fortune is good for nothing.
and more plague than profit; why, then you may
Jjust give it to me and be done with it. So much
for that. One thing more and then I shall be
through. 1 am sorry to tell you that I am so
straitened for time, that I cannot give you another
day with Judith, unless you go with us to Bos-
ton. I was ready to embark, and just waiting
for poor Eli, when I got Judith's letter. T have
important business in London. that cannot be
put off; and there are papers in Eli's trunk that
must go directly to England ; they relate to a
great plantation in St. Kitts, that is in suit he-
tween the owner and my cousin Bensaddi, who
has a mortgage on it. Whatsay you, my friend ;

Gladly would I have gone to Boston, or any
other place with Judith, but an obstacle lay be-
fore me, which would have heen removed in a
moment, if Judith or cousin Von Caleb had
known, or even suspected its existence. But
strange as it may seem, just now when my charm-
er's newly discovered wealth came fresh and glit-
tering into view, I felt a most swelling repugnance
to a disclosure of my beggarly account of an
empty purse; although I knew that she would
esteem it a great favor in me to accept any thing
from her hands.” She had put her purse into my
hands at Norfolk, and requested me to defray all
our expenses out of it; but I told her that T would
not consent to defray more than ber own; and

twhen I was lamed at the hotel, I returned the

purse, telling her that she had better keep it now
until we left the hotel. So I had given no sign
that my funds were low. Now on counting, I
found that I had scarcely a sufficiency to carry
me home. [ had to choose therefore whether to
accept a supply from her who had given herself
and her all to me, or to go home straightway.
I chose to go home straightway. Why such
reluctance now to put my poverty in glaring
contrast with her riches? Was it a just feel-
ing of self-respect? Or was it pride, a little
spiced with envy? Ora compound of all these?
However this may be, the feeling seemed natu-
ral. The fact may serve to illustrate the vari-
ous workings of the human heart. Yet the dise
covery of my Judith’s wealth was unquestiona-
bly pleasing to my heart—highly pleasing. Was
this also natural, that a purely disinterested lover
should rejoice at finding the gifts of Mammon
attached to one who had been loved and sought
solely for the qualities of her miud and person ?
What sayest thou reader? Would not such a
discovery have gladdened thy heart? Thou art
human—so am I. Happy is he who can con-
tent himself in his poverty. Contentinent is
better than riches; but let the poor man, happy
in virtuous poverty, find a gold mine in his bar-
ren field, and in a momeat his heretofore con-
tented heart will swell beyond the confines of his
poverty; and the loss of his gold mine would
make him sit down and weep. But to resume
my story. After a moment's consideration, I
told Mr. Voun Caleb that I too was under a ne-
cessity (and was I not ?) to return home speedily:
and as I hoped ere long to follow Judith across
the ocean, I felt the less difficnlty at parting with
her now ; because a quick return home to make
my preparations. would enable me the sooner to
set off on my voyage.

“ Well, then, (said he, raising his voice,) our
boat will go to-morrow moruing at six. Asthis
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will be your last evening together for some time,
I will leave you to yourselves. You will not be
sorry for that I suppose? I shall be out awhile
on some business with Mr. Levi. He will not
interrupt you, for we are after money.” He
smilcd as he spoke the last words.

« Then, (said I,) as you go atsix in the morn-
ing, I may as well take the Lancaster stage that
goes at three o'clock.”

«So then we have settled it, (said Mr. Von
Caleb.) Good bye till supper time.”

He went out with his usual heavy tread ; and
when he had shut the door behind him, I heard
Judith’s door open gently on her side of the
parlor. I had risen and was standing about the
middle of the floor, without my crutch, which 1
no longer needed. I turned and met her eyes
with mine. What a look she gave me of com-
mingled love and sorrow! I approached the
chair on which sheleaned. She looked up again
into my face. I saw the rising moisture of her
eyes, as she said, *'This night then we must
part.” The last word was stifled under a wave
of emotion. I opened my arms; she fell upon
my hosom, and for the first time we felt each
other's embrace. Oh, Elysian moment! It
was the seal of our betrothal, and the pure de-
light of love. Several minutes elapsed before
we could utter a word. We had seated our-
selves on chairs, and we continued to sit with
drooping heads until we recovered the power of
conversation.

Aftersome exchanges of sentiment on the pros-
pect of separation, | took occasion to allude to
what I had just heard of the wealth of herself
and family. ¢ Then he told you thattoo? Well
I am glad that you did not know it sooner.”

“Since I have heard it at last, dear Judith, 1
will tell you that it gives me the satisfaction to
know that you can affurd to take a poor hus-
band.”

“Poor in pelf, he may be; (said she promptly,)
but I know the wealth of his mind; that is the
highest of all endowments; and in comparison
with that gold and silver are but dross. If such
earthy dower as I can bring, be of any conse-
quence, I rejoice in it for this that you can the
better afford w take me fora wife. Such wealth
as [ have is nothing to be proud of; for millions
of it would argue no personal worth, but only
good fortune. I have hitherto found my worldly
goods rather an obstacle to my happiness; for
while they brought me numerous suitors, they
brought with these applicants for my favor the
painful suspicion, that my fortune, not mysclf,
was the object of pursuit. Therefore I could
love none of them, because. however sincere
their professions might be, they could ot give
the proof of real affection that my heart required.

Often did I wish that I could appear divested of
accidental circumstances, and just as I was in
myself, an honest, simple maiden; and thea
might find some congenial soul whom I could
freely love, and who would love me heartily for
myself alone. I wished on another account to
form an attachment in this way. My friends
call me romaatic, and I confees a fanlt which
they would not impute to me without evidence.
1 am conscious indeed of a warm and I supposs
a romantic attachment to the country—Loadoa
bred as [ am. Particularly do I leve mountain
scenery, and would most delight to spend my
days among the suhlime and beautiful works of
nature, and a virtuous rural population, such as
are found in your country. With my stroag
predilection for such a life, how could 1 expect
to form a happy alliance in London, where all
or nearly all are bred to relish artificial objects
and manners, and to covet wealth as the means
of artificial splendor and the pompous show of
tashionable life. I could not entrust my beart
to auy, where the prospect of finding a congenial
spirit was 8o hopeless. In the days of my sorest
ailliction, God was pleased to show me a heart
in all respects agreeable to my desires, and to
give me the love of that heart under circumstan-
ces that banished all possibility of suspectiog its
sincerity. He has bound us together by the
strongest ties of sympathy in all that makes
prosperity joyful and calawmity grievous. Butl
forget that there is one root of bitterness planted
in the garden of our affections.”

« Forget it, dear Judith, forever ; it shall never
spring up to trouble us.”

Atter a little furtber conversation the servants
brought in our tea, and we sent an invitation to
Judith's friends to joinus. Mr. Von Caleb came.
After tea | went out for half an hour to enter
my nawne at the stage office, and to give Judith
and her friend the opportunity of completing
their arrangements. On my return from the
stage office near the hotel, I found Mr. Von Ca-
leb in the bar-room. He shook my hand affee-
tionately, and told me that he would let me and
Judith spend the remainder of the evening alone;
so with auother friendly shake of the hand, be
bade me farewell.

When I entered the parlor, T found Judith sit-
ting pensively on the sofa. We were both sad
almost to death. We firstarranged that I should
write to her at farthest by Mr. Levi, who was te
embark at New York on the first of June. I
might write to her as soon as I reached home,
and then the oftener the better, she said, were it
only to let her know of my welfare. I promised
uot to be hasty in my final determination about
our engagement; for so she again required, al-

though a sigh escaped her when she made the
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requirement. If I rarified the engagement, she
would be happy to see me in London as soon as
I pleased. but I must understand that she could
not put off her mourning weeds for a bridal dress,
until she had given a full year's sorrow to her
dear lost Eli; so that if an early visit to Lon-
don should not suit my convenience, she would
not impute the delay to alienation of heart. If
I annulled the engagement, I must still consider
her as my grateful, devoted friend, who would
rejoice at any opportunity of showing her grati-
tude for my disinterested kindness and care.
Her voice faltered when she spoke of the con-
tingency that I might decline the marriage; yet
her conscientious judgment on this point wavered
not, painful as the expression of it evidently was.
She made the sclf-denying sacrifice of her own
feelings to give me every advantage for the se-
curity of my happiness. Many expressions of
tenderness did she utter, and of ardent gratitude
and uunalterable friendship, whatever I might do
with our connubial engagement. I wondered—
in fact I was not well pleased—at her repeated
allusions to the possibility of my discarding her
—an act as remote from my thoughts at that time
as Heavenis from Tartarus. Butshe had evidently
reflected much upon the causes that might ope-
rate a change in my views. As to her own part
in our correspondence, she promised to write as
soon as she landed in England, and would then
wait for a lotter from me before she wrote again.

Having in these and other particulars come to
a full understanding with each other, we had lei-
sure to feel how distressingly near was the dread-
ed moment of separation. Two or three hours
more, and we must part. What were our feel-
ings? Obh hours of sorrow and delight! How
did we snatch every fleeting moment, to fill higher
and to mingle deeper the cup of our youthful
love! We clung to each other's embrace; our
tears mingled as they fell; our hearts answered
throb for throb. How could we part? The
clock struck eleven. ¢ Adieu”—but she stan-
mered in the attempt to utter it.

* Not yet, not yet; I cannot leave you.” One
more hour passed away—the last hour—it flew
with eagles’ wings, as it shed down upon us all
the delicious luxurics of innocent swectest affec-
tion saddened—the full relish of the bitter-sweet
of love—the fiery rapture of joy, flooded with
grief, yet bursting through the flood.

Propricty admitted of no longer delay. The
clock sounded the hour of miduight, long and
loud, with clang after clang. Clang after clang
struck on our hearts the knell of the last blissful
hour; then all was still again, except our beating
hearts. Our time was come; yes. the last mo-

sousatious ; the separation must now begin, and

widen and widen, till lands and seas should in-
tervene, aud titno aud chance should cast all their
changes and their hazards between us, and pos-
sibly open a gulf impassably broad and deep,
across which ournow blended hearts could never
commune again. Once more she meant to say,
* Adieu,” butthe word died on herlips. Icaught
the expiring accent as I pressed my lips to her's;
the balmy swecetness remains to this day. We
retired to our respective chambers like criminals
going to execution, so deadly was the sadness of
that parting.

Could I sleep? Nota wink. The sensations
of the evening kept thrilling in my nerves; un-
counquerable musings on the past and the future,
ran perpetually through my mind. I seemed to
have lived an age within the last three weeks.
To go back aloue to the home and the landscapes
of my boyhood, though less than a month before
it was the object of my fondest desire, seemed
now like going into the shades of death; for
whilst I would be returning to my hills again, my
Judith would be oun her way to cross the wide
ocean, and would soon be far hidden from my
sight among the myriads of London. But I
imagined myself following her course, traversing
the seas, pressing her again to my bosom, yes to
my * heart of hearts” in the dear character of
wife, and bringing her back to bless my sylvan
days in the green valleys of Virginia. This was
the new age of gold that was rising to my men-
tal vision, arrayed by fancy in all the charms of
happy love and pastoral scenery.

(To be Concluded.)

WORDSWORTH.
BY MRS. E. J. EAMES.

——*1 have lcarncd
To look on Nature, not as in the hour

Of thoughtless youth, but hearing oftcntimes
The still sad music of Humanity.”
Wordsworth.

—So didst thou seck, and find the Beautiful,
In all thy daily walks of common life;
Yea—hallowed us a household word, and dutiful
Thy name dwelt on all lips with blessings rife.
¢Onward and upward,” was thy motto ever
In the advuncement of each oral truth;
And beautiful as pure, was cach endeavor
To which has vowed the service of thy youth,
True to thyself, so wert thou unto Nature,
Whose voice was ever murmuring at thy heart;
And thrilling to the tones of that great Teacher,
From it+ Humanity thou ne’er didst part.

R N AR i Not for thy fame which was the world’s glud gift to thee,
ment of our realized union with its unutterable !

But for the virtues of thy life we bless thy memory.
New York.

\
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A LETTER,

T'o the Hon. Josian Quincy, of Massachusetts,
On the subject of the Fugitive Slave Bill.”

Sir: If Taddress youinthis manner, without the
houor of youracquaintance, and through the pages
of a magaziue, it is neither to denounce, insult,
or vituperate you; but simply for the purpose of
offering a few remarks on the subject of the late
bill for the recapture of fugitive slaves, which
you have declared, and many citizeus of your
State rallying round you have declared, null and
of no cffect as to its operation within the limits of
Massachusetts.

Mauy citizens rallying round you, T say—for,
8ir, you are not a common demagogue pandering
to the depraved tastes, and leading astray for
vilely-selfish considerations the steps of an igno-
rant, but honest community—to batten at last
on the follies you have caused, and erect your-
self like a destroying angel on the ruin you have
made. You are not the wordy counsellor, with
self for your pole-star, and a fox for your emblem,
thrusting forward your advice on all vccasions,
ambitious only to lead, careless whither your
course and that of the ignorant herd may tend.
There are many such characters in the northern
cities : all around you they may be seen, famnous
from the evil they have done, celchrated from the
agitation they have aroused—the true ulceration
and diseased matter which great cities, ** the sores
of the hody politic,” have ever tended, and must
evertend to produce. Among these men of a cor-
rupt ambition aud impure life 1 do not class you.
ForI canuot. You are not of them, aud [ hope
they may never boast you their proselyte—you
who have witnessed all their actions and the ac-
tions of the geueration who went hefore them.

When Eugland with her orders in council and
Napoleon with his decrees, dated from half the
capitals of Europe, were grinding our commerce
like wheatbetweentwo millstones; whenthe Em-
bargo law in 1207 and the Non-interconrse act in
1398, wereruining the merchantuavy of America;
wheu lastly, war arosc and the “blue lights' were
burned, and the Hartford Convention met with
its doors closed to plot what the southern men
of that day called treason ;—then it is said you
were a federalist, some said a blue light federal-
ist, vthers added a Hartford Convention Federal-
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ist. Iu all the movements which Massachusetts
then made, agitated asshe wasto herheart’score,
andboiling likeavolcano withrage at the destruc-
tion of her milliuns worth of ehipping—in all the
coinmotious, the threats, the imprecations of that
afflicted commonwealth, it is said you bore your
part. So be it. Whether you then were a blue
light federalist, a Hartford Counveution federalist,
or whether a federalist or a democrat, it concerns
not my purpose to cousider. Of the eveuts of
that by-gone day it is ueedless to inquire—of the
men who figured in themn to say one word. It
were better to

“let the past be past; let be
Their cancell’d Bubels;”

for there is little to be gained, if there is much
to be learned, by summoniog those actors from
the Jehosaphat where with a few exceptions,
they lie in that obliviou they deserved and have
attained. Times have changed, and with the
change has come a different race of men, and
subjects of mightier interest. Greater agitations
than ever kindled the past are around us, and
we have no ¢ inhuman dearth of noble natures’
to meet them.

But an actor of the older day again appears
upon the stage; buried like Prospero’s wand for
80 many years beneath the sea of Time, he comes
fortha Meator to the uew generation, and ¢ guide,
philosopher aund friend,” mixes himself with life
ouca more, ambitious to point his fellow-citizens
to the ** narrow path,” or rather to the broad and
pleasaat road, which their wishes aud their inter-
ests equally prompt them to take. This you have
done sir. This actor of an older day you are.
Holding no fellowship with the demagogues of
abolition, who dare to say they represent, with
their miserable cant aud petty larceny principles,
the whole northern people, you have addressed
your fellow citizens from your philosophic retire-
ment, and your voice has becn attentively lis-
tened to.

“ The university of this feeling,”” you say,
“ within this State on this law, (I'. S. Bill,) is
attributed most falsely to the labors of a class of
men, at this day known by the name of aboli-
tionists.” I was pleased to meet with this scu-
tence, for it showed me that your communica-
tion was not that tirade and rhapsody of cant,
called an Abolition Letter. Had it been such,

it would not have merited, as it never would have
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JUDITH BENSADDI:

A TALE.

CHAPTER IX.

THE STUDENT'S RETURN.

Fifteen minutes hefore three o’clock, my wa-
king dreams were interrupted by the servant,
who announced that the stage coach would soon
be at the door. I got up, dressed myself in a
hurry, and wrote another adieu to my love;
which_although but five lines in length, was suf-
ficient to carry me away again into the fairy land
of dreams; there I sat with my elbow on the
table and my head on my hand, till the servant,
supposing me asleep, jogged me. 1 started up.
hastened down to the bar, and called for my bill,
which the clerk had. rather straungely I thought,
declined to furnish until now. When he gave it
to me, I found the surgeon’s and all as I had re-
quested. made out in full, but unexpectedly paid
by Mr. Von Caleb, according to a receipt append-
ed. With the bill the clerk also handed me two
other papers; the one was a sealed packet di-
rected to myself, and the other a receipt for me
to sign, acknowledging that my bill was present-
ed with the receipt as aforesaid. and that a packet
was given me, directed as aforesaid, and sealed
with a seal having the word “ Fidelity” for its
motto. * Who wrote this!" I asked. *Mr.
Von Caleb,” answered the clerk, who added
that Mr. V. was a very particular man iu doing
business. “ Yes. (said I,) he seems to know how
to guard against tricks upon travellers.”

1 had scarcely siznod the receipt, befure T was
summoned to take my seat in the coach. Ihanded
the clerk my billetdoux, thrust the papers into
my pocket, and hastened out. On taking my
seat I looked up at Judith’s window—it was
lighted—her sadly declining form was distinctly
shadowed forth uponit, with the head resting on
the hand, as if she were looking down upon me.
“Shade of my beloved, (said I in my full heart,)
—shade of my beloved, fare thee well, fare thee
well.” The whip cracked, the wheels rattled
over the pavement, aud I no more saw even the
shade of my beloved. *“Now we are parted in-
deed,” said my heart, aching and not ceasing to
ache. ’

I was driven rapidly to Lancaster, heavy with
grief and watching, yet unable to rest from the
spontaneous workings of the imagination. The
dear image floated continually in the fields of
mental vision; the music of that voice still
sweetly chined upon fancy's ear: those eyes
whose look could never Le forgotten, shed in-

cessant lovebeams into ny soul; and that pure
soft heart—I felt it beating yet responsively to
mine.

1 spoke not to my fellow-passengers. I heard
not their conversation. Time and space were
flying past, as the vehicle crushed the pebblesof
the road, and the flint-stones sparkled under the
armed hoofs of the horses; hut I marked not the
flight of time or space : my spirit was away with
Judith, first in the parlor, next iu the steamboat
—watching the tear-drops as they fell from her
eyes, and the palpitations of that affectionate
heart; and my thoughts, like spiritual messen-
gers, seemed to penetrate into the recesses of
that throbbing breast, and to find my own image
cherished as a nursling there. Thus | enjoyeda
realizing sense of the fact, that although rime
and space might separate our bodies, our souls
could still melt and mingle into one.

At the breakfast house, I took the opportunity
to open the sealed packet that I received at the
bar. Under the envelope I found two sealed
billeta; the one was superscribed in Judith’s hand-
writing, aud contained something hard. lopened
the other first to have it out of the way. 1 read
as follows:

“Mr. Garame,—Pardon me for using a liztle
art to do you au act of justice, which you mizht
have declined otherwise to accept; but which,
as agent for my cousin Nathan Beusaddi, I could
vot in good counscieuce neglect, nor would he be
satisfied to learn thatit was omitted. Your kicd-
ness to his daughter bas put you to considerable
expense aod trouble. The enclosed note of one
hundred dollars may reimburse the expense; bat
for the trouble, which you would couut as nath-
ing, and for the generous kind-hearteduness, which
we count above all price, I know not what com-
pensation we can make you, except you con-
clude to take my swect young cousin herself.
lHlowever that may be, I pray the God of Israel
to reward your gooduess with every blessiug.

Farewell, kind friend, Isaac Vux CaLks.”

This was all quite agreeable. Agreeable in
matter because delicately agreeahle in maouer.
[ thought I saw my Judith’s delicate tact in the
managemeant of this little affuir. The other note
was surprisingly interesting.

“Two o’clock.—How can I sleep, when the
sound of the wheels that are to carry you away
will soon be heard in the street? My cousin,
Von Caleb,sends me word thathe is awake, and
will take care that you receive whatever com-
munication [ may yet bave to make. This only
I would repeat to my dear friend : In your happy
valley think of your Judith; but be prudent and

destroy not your happiness and consequently
her's, by obeying your desire at the expense of
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your judgment and conscience. If after reflec-
tion you cannot marry a Jewess—yet I know
that you love one—always love her. Yes. my
heart tells me that you will. Write atall events
before June—as a friend. if nothing more. The
enclosed memorial was brought from England
by cousin Von Caleb, and put ioto his trunk
when he left Boston. He had forgotten it until
after he went to hed. He has sent it to me, ask-
ing what I would do with it. I give it to my be-
loved preserver. knowing that he will value it as
a keepsake; and value it the more, if he should
never again see Oh, that painful thought! let
it die in silence. Farewell, once more, dear
frieud, farewell, farewell. J. B

The last words of this note were blotted with
tears. With trembling hands and a beating heart,
I unwrapped the memorial, wondering what it

could be that uuder its wrappings felt roundish
aud bard like a coin, but considerably larger. !
Thiuk of my exultation, when I discovered it
to be au elegantly wrought golden locket-case,
which opeued with a spring. and exhibited to my
eyes a perfect miniature likeuess of my own Ju-
dith! Oh, that sweet face! That well-forined
bust! Whilst 1 leaned over and devoured this
picture with my eyes, I was called to breakfast.
* Breakfastindeed ! (said my heart:) Who could
leave such a feast of the soul to putcoarse viands
into his stomach? Let the body wait for its
earthy nutrimeunt, uutil the spirit is satislied with
this celestial nectar and ambrosia.”  So I gazed
upon the lovely portrait—kissed it—then gazed
—theu Kissed it again, alternately, uutil the stage-
driver’'s signal roused me. I put the dear jewel
into my pocket, and resumed my place in the
coach. Away we went with whirling wheels,
which left behind them a train of dust ground
from the stones of the pavement. At the rate
of eight miles an hour was [ carried homewards,
but away from the place where [ had parted with
Judith. Nine times, according to my coujecture,
did I read my Judith's uote ; and nine timessteal
a look at her portrait, before we stopped for din-
ner at Lancaster. I dined without appetite, and
coutinued my journey towards Harrisburg. About
ten o'clock at night we reached the sleeping
house. I went supperless to bed, and after toss-
ing about till miduight, fell into a tronbled slecp.
At Laucaster 1 had suspended my beautiful lock-
et-case by a ribbon about my ueck, and put it
iuto my bosom directly against my heart. I was
wakened out of iy unquiet sleep by some uu-
usual sensation. I felt for what was uppermost
in my thoughts, the golden treasure of my bo-
som ; and behold! J found it drawn it out, and
lying at the full length of the ribbon, towards the

front side of the bed. I knew inetantly that

some rogue had attempted to filch it, and had
failed only from my ready wakecfulness. I sus-
pected a fellow passenger, who sleptin the room
with me. I had that afteruoon detected him
eyeing my jewel, once that I drew it out to take
a sly look. I thought then that he coveted my
treasure, and had the look of a rogue. For
safety. therefore, [ locked it up in the very bot-
tom of my trunk; hard as I felt the self-denial
to be, when I deprived myself of the opportunity
to look atmy Judith’slikeuess, some ten or twelve
times a day.

By three o’clock the next morning I was again
on my way. At Harrisburg I ate a little break-
fast; then crossing the Susquehanna, I reached
Carlisle early in the alternoon. Here mystrength
aund spirits began to fail so greatly, that I doubted
my ability to pursue the journey without a day’s
rest. The extraordinary scencs in which I had
been engaged during three weeks, had kept me
in a state of constant excitement ; ten days con-
finementin Philadelphia had impaired my health,
and now two days of violent emotion, watchfuk
uess, and loss of appetite, had exhausted me.
Such a protracted strain upon the nervous sys-
tem, followed by loss of appetite, waat of sleep
and fatigue of travelling. was more than human
uature could bear without a distressful prostra-
tion of both corporeal and mental powers. In
the case of one who, like myself, is constitution-
ally subject to fits of melancholy, the necessary

!consequence would be a state of deep mential

dejection, accompanied with sombre and dispir-
iting views on all subjects. I cannot otherwise
account for a change, which on this second day
of my journey, began to come over my spirit.

1 frequently read my dear Judith’s note; at
firet in the morning with the same unmixed plea-
sure as on the preceding day; but in the after-
uoon the word Jowess began to grate a little on
my feelings, and to suggest some thoughts, tran-
sient and obscure. yet rather unpleasant; amount-
ing to no more than a geueral inpression, that
my happiness in love would bave been complete,
if with all its positively agreeable circumstances,
this unfortunate one of my beloved's Judaism
had not been mingled.

In the neighbarhood of Carlisle, I recognised
clearly the features of the Great Valley, my na-
tive land, with which previously to the last few
months, all the aflfections and pleasures of my
life had been associated. Here, though with less
sublimity of mouatain and less variety of low
ground, were the parallel ridges, and the wide
interval of rich slopes, with their limestone rocks
and rivulets; all which remiuded me strongly
of the objects of my boyish delight. This ef-
fect of scenery to revive old habits of thought
and feeling. was increased on the third day,
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when I felt partially refreshed after some hours ful delights, and the long familiar faces of those
of sound sleep. | had pursued my journey not- whom I loved; then gliding from the past to the
withstanding my exhaustion: better probably had future, my heart would take the amiable Judith
it been for me, if my impaticnce to reach home to the home and society of my former days, and
had permitted me to stop and recruit my wasted imagine what new pleasures she would bring
strength.  However, ou the thivd day | saw the with her. and with what new charme she would
country assumming more and more the appear- invest my future dwelling place in this lovely
ance of my native land: then more and more land; then uncalled for, would the same and
did my thoughts revert to former dauya—days of other loathsome ideas come in like imps of Sa-
calm delight in study. or cheerfal amusement.in tan, and thrust their ugly visages into the very
rambling over hill and dale, ishing iu deep shady foreground of the picture. *Jewess,” ** Jew-
pool. or gathering flowers on meadow sides or ess,” would [ repeat. as if by some instigation of
wild mountain steeps. "the arch fiend. Yces, a Jewess is to be my wife.

With the revival of old and fixed habits of My children are to be half-blooded Jews. My
mind, my new delivinm of passion began toabate: neizhbors are to point at her as we pass by and
not that I thought Judith less beautiful or less say, *That is the Jewes:s.” When we go to
worthy : but now when the placid currentof old church—uwe, do I say? Perhaps she will not go
thoughts and feclings was started fresh, the new ' to church; but be wishing for her Rabbi and bher
torrent of amorous passion began naturally to synagogue ; butsuppose that in compliance with

exhaust itsclf.  Judith, all charming as she was,
no longer engroszed all my powers of thought
and feeling.  Her lovely presence with all its
affecting circumstances, our parting with its un-
utterable emotions of delight and sorrow, had
raised within me a turbid and overwhelming
tempest of fecling, which had so far abated under
the influences just mentioned, that cilin reason
could now begin to shoot gome rays of its light

“through the troubled atmozphere of the mind,
Yet the mental fluctuations that followed. ought
perhaps to be attrihuted as much to the disease
of low spirits.as to the cllorts of reason to sway
the violeuce of passion. I shall not stop to phi-
losophise. hut procced with my story.

Whatever the cause mizht be, it o happened
that on the third day of my travels, the word
Jewess in the dear note so often read, began to
strike positively disagreeable impressions upon
my mind.  Whilst ’l would be musing on my
lovely Judith, and secing her with faney’s eye
arrayed in all her charms, that troublesome word
s#Jewess” would come with some ugly thought
behind it, and dissipate, as with a wizard's spell,
the fascinating colors of the vision.

On the fourth day, when I entered Virginia,
the souring tendency of my thoughts increased.
More frequeatly would that detestable word re-
turn and trouble the swect current of my feel-
ings. *Jewess,” “Jewess,” would I say to my-
self, and that too in spite of myself. “Am |
really in love with the daughter of a Jew?  Am
I to councet inyself with that accursed race 1™
Every successive day would such villainous
thoughts rush in more obtrusively.  When 1
looked at the mountains on either side of the
way, and at the ever-changiug views occurring
along the road, and recognized the likeness of
my dear homestead in many a wood-crowned
hill and rocky vale, I would think of my youth-

my desire. she do go to church; then every eye
is upon her—whispers go round. *The Jewess
has come to church! Do you know whether
she is likely to be converted I’ and so on. Then
the minister preachcea ather.and deals out anath-
emas against the unbelieving Jews—aund 1 am to
be reproached. and to reproach myself, for the in-
;consistency of professing christianity, and yet
marryiug an unbelieving Jewess, and making her
{the mistress and tho mother of my family. Oh
"how can b doit?

I groaned with horror at these reflections ; un-
able to banish them as baseless fancies, and vexed
with myself for admitting them. But every day
they crowded harder into my mind, assuming at
each return more grim and appalling aspecta. In
vaindid Imuster factsaund affections against them.
Judith’s personal charms; Judith’s amiable tem-
per. extraordinary intelligence, admirable geaius,
exquisite accomplishments, fascinating maoners
—our congenial tastes, our mutual love, her gen-
erous pledge to me, my assurances to her—all
that had filled and captivated my soul for weeks
—all were brought forward on the side of love,
and admitted on the other side to be true—yet
could not all these considerations banish the hate-
ful accompaniments of the cursed word, *Jew-
css!”  Still would it come and fetch ita goblin
retinue of conscientious scruples and ingrained
prejudices.

Sowetimes indeed my love was victorious, and
beat this haggard crew out of the field. Juditk
would rise in all her charms before my imagina-
tion—memory would tell the alfecting story of
our grief-born union of hearts—reason would
demonstrate her inestimable worth—impassioned
fancy would adorn her, as nature had adorned
her. with the hues and liveaments of angelic lov-
liness, and my heart would be feeding on the deli-
cious vision. Butthen, (my black bilebegiuniog
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to work.) all of a sudden. like the harpies of
old, and quite as ahowinable as those mon-
sters, a new flight of black vulturine thoughts
would descend upoun the banquet of my soul,
and change the zest into nausea by their defile-
meuts. “Jewess.” “Jewess,” would I again
mutter like a demoniac. ‘- A Jewish wife must
make me miserable. When Iteach my children
the doctrines of christianity, their Jewish mother
will he a hindrance to their faith and a griel to
mine. I must either omit the worship of God in
my family, or be disturbed in my devotions by
the thought, that when [ utter the Saviour’s name
and express my reliance on his mediation, the
partoer of my bosom, whether she kneel like a
hypocrite, or sit like aun infidel, will in her heart
attach the title of impostor to that venerable
name.” Then would my heart rise up with dis-
gust against the whole race of unbelieving Jews,
ancient and modern. Then in rapid succession
would texts of Scripture, facts in history, pas-
sages iu books of travels, and all that I had read
or heard, that was dishonorable to the Jews, rise
up in my memory aund fill me with detestation of
the very name of Jew. ¢ The Jews! The stiff-
necked, hard-hearted race, (would I mutter bit-
terly,) who provoked the patieuce of God, until
He by his prophets cursed and banned them out
of his mercy and from the pale of human society.
and made them a hissing and a curse amoung all
nations.” Did they not, like furious demous, cry
out, “ Crucify him, crucify him?” And how
many acts of fiendish malignity and loathsome
baseness, have they committed ! They are hated
by all natious, by Christian, Mussulmaun, Pagan
—* by saint, by savage, and by sage’—all con-
cur in executing the Divine curse upon them.
And I am to marry one of them! Oh, why was
so beautiful, so amiable a creature born of the
accursed race! The miserly knavish race! The
scorn and the detestation of travellers in Po-
land, and wheresoever strangers are exposed to
their knavish tricks and unprincipled exactions!
Faugh! The squalid vecupants of suburbs and
streets, where a decent passenger is nauseated
by their filth! The bearded venders of okl
clothes! - The malignant Shylocks of the money
market! Their very name h4s become a term
for villainy and extortion. Jew signifies miser
aund rogue. Yet these people 1 must take into
my bosom for my wife's suke—aud call them
cousin!

Such was often the train of my reflections, es-
pecially wheu the evil spirit of melancholy diflu-
sed his bile over my thoughts. Judith hersell
was always lovely to my soul; the black demon
could not dim the lustre of her beauty, nor stain
the purity of her character, except by iucorpo-
rating her with the mass of her nation, so as to

obscure the merits that shone out from her charm-

|ing individuality. But the one fact personal to
her, her Judaical education, combined with pre-
Jjudices against her people, harassed me from day
ilo day. aud crossed the path of my love withan
romen too sinister, and too obviously real. to be
rany longer regarded as a mere freak of the brain,
originating in melancholy.

The contest of antagonist principles hegan at
last to assume a degree of regularity, afier the
misty turbulence of wmy feclings had measurably
subsided. But the violence of the mental strife
rather increased, as the opposing principles began
more distincetly to array thewmsclves for the con-
test. I will not call it a contest between love
and reason, for there was evidently much reason
on the side of love; but in the ranks of the other
side, there was not only a host of prejudices, but
somecthing besides, of giant force and of ghastly
aspect.

The agony of the struggle was temporarily
abated by the appearance of my beloved Rock-
ybridge. When I entered its coufines I hailed
with delight the grim aspect of the Jump Moun-
tain, as he reared his black and shaggy brow
over the border of the landscape. Not less did
the great Iloghack please my eye, when I saw
him, the next in order, bend up hisswelling ridge
bristled with pines. But most joyfully did I be-
hold the rising majesty of the House Mountaia,
as it gradually stood forth iu solitary grandeur,
and exposed to view its double ridge and huge
buttresses, like a palace built for the king of the
giants. Again were my homefelt pleasures more
vividly restored, when I crossed the high swell
of Timberridge in the middle of the Great Val-
ley and saw far away in the southern horizon,
the dim Peaks of Otuter, shooting their points
deeply into the vault of heaven. Next, the fa-
miliar scenes near my father's cottage shed their
sweet inflluence upon my heart. from verdant hill
and from meadow brook, stealing its way along
the dale beneath the covert of its willows. When
the cedar clifls by the river showed me the path-
way to the dear nook where [ drew my infant
breath, 1 sprang from the coach, threaded each
well known turn by rock and tree, saw in all its
rural quietude the home of chilidhond, bounded
into the house, heard the cry of joy(lul surprise,
flung myself first on one breast, then on another,
of parents, sisters, and friends, and received with
delight the enthusiastic greetings of the servants,
whose sooty fiaces were enlightened by the shi-
ning white of their teeth, and the not less shi-
ning whites of their glad eyes. Now for awhile
I felt as simply happy as I had been, when

In rustic boyhood, free from care,
1 hooked the trout and chascd the hare.
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But I soon relapsed into my distressing medl-
tations. When the first gale of delight on arri-
ving at home had blown over, I remembered my |
matrimonial engagement with a Jewess. and the

* Was it that little bald, sharp-faced man that
'T saw with you at the post-office !” ashed my
sister.

“Yes, (said my father,) with small gray eyes

remembrauce struck a damp on my feelings. and a shrill voice."

* Now (thought 1) comes my sorest trial. I inust

¢ Perhaps he was a Jew,” asked my sister.

tell my parents and friends that I am about tol ¢ Possibly euough. (said my father:) his koa-
fetch a Jewish wife iuto their circle ; and how it vish looks would at least become a Jew. He

will shock them! How they will wounder aud
grieve!” T had walked out to look over my old |
play grounds, and my favorite bank for summer '
fishing and reading beneath the shade of abroad
elin, when these paiuful thoughts occurred. To
banish them, I returned to the house and busied
mysclf with conversation. 1 was not yet deliv-
ered from my tormentors, when my sister Eliza-
beth asked me for the key of my truunk. that she
might dispose of my apparel. Then I remem-

tried first to impose ou me by uudervaluing the
 horse, and then by passing uncurrent mnouey upon
e, protesting that it was current.  If he wasnot
a rogue of a Jew, he was a Jew of a rugue.”

These unusually bitter expressions of my fa-
ther weat like daggers' points to my heart. But
my kindred most undesignedly condemued we to
still keener torments. My good mother spoke
up, and said :

“Jtis a happy circumstance that we have no

bered the dear portrait, which I had not taken Jews among us in the Valley. I should bate to

out, and in the confusion of my thoughts seldom
even remeinbered, since it was putaway. Fear-
ing that it might be found and bring on a prema-
ture discovery, [ hastened up stairs alone, took
it out. opeuned the case, and again felt the witch-
ing charm of thase lovely features, to such a de-
gree that all doubts and fears vanished like ghosta
before the rosy-fingered beams of Aurora. 1
will write to-morrow,” said I, as I closed the case
and locked it up in my drawer. On going to

bed I looked at it again, and felt doubly assured |

that the soul which beamed through those eyes,
could never make a hushand unhappy. I will
write to-morrow, (said I again,) aund inform
her of my safe arrival, and of my unalterable
determination to fulfil our engagement ” 1 weut
to bed and mused sweetly on my Judith, until
my waking thoughts faded away iuto the purple
twilight of dreams ; then Judith herself appeared
in a green meadow of fairy land, gatheriug sweet
flowers,—her form invested with the airy light-
ness of a sylph, and covered with the rainbow
tints of a blessed spirit.

The next moruning I sleptso long and soundly,
that when I awoke I heard the fumily at break-
fast. 1 dressed myself and hurried down to joiu
them. After breakfast we went to the parlor,
where 1 was pleasantly engaged during the fore-
poon in conversation with the family, and some
friends who called to see me.

Towards noon my father alluded incidentally
to the sale of a horse, which he had lately made
to a traveller. I asked some question which led
him to give us an amusing account of the trans-
action—amusing to all the rest, aund it would
have been equally so to me, if my unsuspecting
parent had not used an expression, which I had
often heard and often used myself, but which uow
had gall and wormwood initto my feelings.

s« He tried to Jew me," said my father.

have any thiug to do with them.”

My mother's face exhibited her anu-Jewish
disgust as she spoke.

* They are not all so bad,” saild my father in
extenuation ; and I thanked him in wy heart for
the seutiment. But my mother drove the dag-
ger up to the hilt, when she replied :

*“Good or bad, a Jew is a Jew; and 1 slmuld
hate to have any of them about me.’

This was too much for my feelmgs. I rose
hastily and went out to conceal my agoay. Dole-
ful indeed were my dumps. *'They will pever
consent,” said I, #8 I rushed away from the liousze,
with as much hurrying impetuosity, as if I were
stung by a swarm of hornets. ‘** Perha;s they
never ought to consent,” was the next reflectioa.
The whole train of my evil thoughts returned,
headed this time by the squeaking miser Levi,
so like my father's horse buyer. I hurried wildly
on, till I fouad myself on the brow of a preci-
pice by the river side. I was not prepared fora
lover's leap into the stream below ; therefore [
stopped, and seating myselfl on a rock, leased
my head upon my kunees, and in that meditative
posture sauk deeper and deeper into the black
sea of my reflections. llere 1 was found by a
uegro boy reut to tell me that dinner was ready.
After swallowing what I supposed might couceal
my waut of appetite, ] remembered that Judith's
portrait had hitherto operated as a charm. either
to keep off the black demons, or to exorcise them
if they had possession. Inspired with eager hope,
I rose from table and went hastily up stairs for
the portrait. I found my table drawer ualocked,
as I bhad inadvertently left it in the moruing. 1
hastily searched the drawer, and lo! the portrait
was gone! My talisman was gone! Iustead of
the hoped-for relief, additional miseries came
upon me: the dun clouds of despair bLoiled up
more thickly and fearfully in the horizon of my
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soul. Who could have taken my jewel? I could
not conjecture, and I durst not inquire ; hecause
inquiry would end in a disclosure of my love-
eugagement with a Jewess—a secrot, which in
my present state of mind, I could not bear to
reveal.

After some days my conscience smote me for
withholding so important a communication from
my parents, who had a right to know my matri-
monial scheme; and who were best qualified to
teach me by their cvol aud experienced judg-
ment, how to distinguish the dictates of sober
reason from the illusions of passion and the sug-
gestions of prejudice. Freely could I tell them
all but the one fact, that although my Judith was
the best and the most beautiful of maidens, and
wealthy withal, yet she was that most disagreea-
ble thing—a Jewess. Oh misery! how often
when the story was on the point of my tougue,
did I shudder and draw back at the thought of
telling that. But that was the critical point of
the case ; to withhold that would be to evade the
gist of the difficulty.

Days and weeks rolled on but gave no return
of brightness to my soul,—no decisive result to
my agonizing reflections. I moped and mused
and pined away. My fricunds observed my mel-
ancholy air and haggard looks. They ascribed
all 1o returning cousumption, and often took
coungel about the means of cure. Alas! they
little dreamed that the malady was consuming
the heart and not the lungs.

Thus 1 drooped and hesitated, until the month
of May was three-fourths gone. I had not writ-
ten even the friendly letter which my Judith had
8o earnestly requested. What a beast was I ?
Now the time was come when I must decide the
matrimonial question, either by action or by pro-
crastivation. I mustuow write to my lovely Jow-
ess, orforfeit all claim even to her friendly regard.
I bad promised to write my decision at the latest
by the sharp-visaged miser Levi, who would em-
barkat New-York on the first day of June. Often
did I sit down with pen in hand, resvlved to write
somethiug. But what could I write? That |
was well? No. That I had decided to marry
her? No. That I had cousulted my friends?
No; uot even that. That I was tormented with
doubts and fears, and yet unable to decide? Yes.
But why write a fact which could only distress
her? Better not write at all : the failure of the
promised letter might be imputed to accident.
But on second thoughts, this appeared uufeasi-
ble; for she had reason to expect several letters:
and all could hardly fail. Oune other course re-
mained ; I might if I pleased say to her, * For-
get me, lovely Judith.’ In a misanthropic mood.
when every thought was dark and bitter, [ twice
sat dewn in desperate resvlve to end the sirifo
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by writing her a letter of dismissal—hut ere the
fatal sentence, I have decided not to marry
you, my Judith,”” could be finished, I seemed to
haar thunders roll at a distauce, and to see the
lightning flash of my tutelary angel as he de-
scended at this awful moment; and then a moni-
tory voice within me would whisper, *Cast not
that pearl away?” Then 1 could not—for my
life I durst not—wilfully cast that pearl away.

The eve of the last day had arrived when I
must write to secure the stipulated couveyance.
To defer my auswer heyoud the next day, would
be in effect to discard my beloved Jewess. The
sun of the evening had set in the deepest gloom
of a cloudy atmosphere ; my soul was gloomy as
the shadow of death. My powers of mind and
body were almost prostrated by long and deep
melancholy, now reaching the acme of a doleful
hypochondria. I sat in my room; my candle
burned dimly with its knobbed, unsnuffed wick.
I leaned over the back of my chair with my
elbow behind it and my temple supported
with the palm of my hand; my eyes were half
closed, and scarccly sensible of the glimmering
light in the room. Horrid spectres now for the
first time flitted across the fields of my imagina-
tion, and disappeared. Then they reappeared,
bloody and fierce ; they stopped and gloated and
grinned at me, until I almost fainted with terror.
[ was verging to absolute madness. Suddenly
I heard a low tapping at the door. Istarted up,
shuddering with dread; for I conceived that mur-
derers were coming with daggers to stab me.
“Who is there 1" I cried, with a scarcely audible
voice. *DMe, massa Willie,”” was the answer.
I felt instant relicf, when [ recognized the voice
of old Ilannah, my nurse, in infancy, who al-
ways had for me a mother's affection. She
opened the door softly, aud completed my resto-
ration to sober sense by the sight of her houest
face. * Massa Willie, I don’t want to ’sturb you
now, when you gotso poorly again. I jist came
to ax you if that slut Poll that Mussa hired last
Christmas, dida’t take this curious picce 'o mo-
uey, or whatever itis, from you. I thought it
must be your'n, for I know it «iu’t none o’ her'n.
See. here it is,” said she, coming forward and
holding up what I saw iustantly to be my locket-
case—my talisman! As the famished tiger or
the hoa-constrictor springs upon his prey, so did
I spring forward aund clutch my jewel; aud when
I bhad it in my grasp, 1 lifted both haunds aloft
and cried, * Thank God, thauk God, I have her
once more.” Then I said quickly, * Go down
now, aunt Haunah, 1 wish to be alone.” She
was amazed, as well she might be, but retired
promptly, saying as she went, * That cau’t be
money, no how, that makes Massa Willey so

glad.” I bastily Jocked the door after her,
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already sensible of a new spirit within me; then!may have been the logic of resnimated passion.

taking my seat at the table, | snuffed the candle
and pressed the locket-spring. The lid flew up,
and again presented to my longing eyes that sweet
enrapturing face. The picture restored with
magical force and rapidity, the lovely traits, cor-
poreal and mental, of the dear original, now so
nearly abaudoned. [ looked and looked; the
heauteous inage seemed to acquire animation as
1 gazed upon it, and to rise before the inagina-
tion into the living fuluess and renlity of Judith’s
lovely sell. Yes, now my Judith was herself
again. Melancholy with all his imps of dark-
ness vanished at her presence. Again 1 felt the
impression of those love-darting eyes; again
heard in my soul the soft melody that flowed
from those sweet lips: memory awoke and pre-
sented in pristine freshness and with enchanting
effect, ull the affecting images of the past;—the
journey to Churleaton—our stay there, with the
piauo and the songs of heart-melting pathos ;
then the diraster at sea. the throes of her grief,
and the sympathy of our souls ;—then our sojourn
in Philadelphia, the maturity and the embar-
rassments of our love—the purity, the self-con-
trol and the intensity of her affection; lastly, the
parting hour, its keen sorrows and thrilling de-

Whether it were so or not, iny undersianding
then accorded its approval to the desire of the
heart.

I hesitated no longer, but wrote the chief part
of the letter that night: declaring my undimin-
ished love, aud my fixed resolution to go asd
claim her hand, as soon as she would permit me.
I apologised for my delay, by neknowledging the
diseased state of my mind, and the gloemy views

that succeeded and produced a long struggle. I
expressed my iutentiou to visit her in London
hefore the expiration of the year; but said that
I would await an answer from her, that I might,
‘if she gave permission, go prepared to consum-
mate our uuion belore the next spring. which
was the time that she had appointed as the ear-
lieat period of our nuptials.

Having written thus much, I went to bed;
leaving what remained to be filled up in the mora-
“ing, after a cousultation with my pareuts. The
'next moruning I did state the case to my pareuts,
“but with fear and trembling; not that I expected
opposition from them after they should bear ail;
but I searcely hoped for their full approval
i Nevertheless, although they were shocked, as I
expeeted them to be, at the Judaisin of my be-

lights, with all that made themn keen and thrill- trothed, yet after I had giveu them a full history
ing. I saw and felt them all again. After this of our acquaintance, aml exerted my eloquence
revival of former emotions in my soul, conld 1'in depicting her excellencies,—not forgetting the
thean give up my Judith? No, no; the domin- |symptoms of her inclination for christiamity, nor
ion and the wealth of the world were a boon tuo  the fact so generally agreeable to pareuts, that
poor to buy her out of my arms. I would have 'she was very rich, 1 had the satisfaction to hear
dared the stormy deeps of every sen—I would 'them yield their approval, and advise me to write
bave croased frozen Alps and torrid tharn—l'imme(lintely. They saw the hand of Divine
would have hraved the shadow of death, and'l’rovidence in the circuinstances, and were per-
gone down, like Orpheus for Eurydice, to the 'suaded that my happiness would be less hazarded
dusky mansions of departed spirits—and would 'by consumnmating the warriage, than by doing
have deemed myself well rewarded to win so violence to my feelings, and plunging again iato

lovely a creature at last. The clouds were now
dispersed, that had so long ohscured the bright
prospects hefore me. The word Jewess no lon-
ger drew after it the gloomy conceptions of fear,
and of a diseased imagination: it was now as-
sociated only with Judith’s self— with the radi-
ance of her beauty, the unalloyed sweetness of
her temnper, the unsullied purity of her princi-
ples, and all the attractive qualities of hermind.
Even my religious scruples. heretofore aggrava-
ted by melancholy, now gave way again to the
conviction, thatJudith already so esteemed chris-
tianity, and was so nearly persuaded of its truth,
as only to await the influences and the occasion
that our marriage would present, to believe and
to profess the whole. What then had I to fear?
Nothing. Such was my conclusivn within two
hours after her portrait had begun its reviving
influence upon my heart. Some of the reason-
ings which led to this comfortable conclusion,

the deeps of melancholy.

So I finished my letter, and directed it under
cover to Simon Levi at New York. It went by
that day’s mail, and would in due course reach
New York on the 30th of May.

But one expression which the gray-eyed miser
had dropped about his ** boy Joseph,” gave me
a suspicion, that if he knew the state of affairs
between Judithand myself, he might suppress my
letter, with the view of getting Judith’s fortune
into his own family. Thereforeto avoid the pos-
sibility of failure in this way, I wrote a secoad
letter, directed to Judith’s self in Londou, to go
by the usual mode of couveyance in the New
York packets. This I put into the post office
four days after the other. Thus if the oane
should fail, I might rely upon the succese of the
other. I met with an immediate reward for my
late fidelity; for when I put the second letter

into the office, I found one there from Judith;
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short and written very hastily on her landing at
Liverpool. She apologised for its hrevity, say-
ing that a swift sailing packet was to sail imme-
diately for New York, and that she had time
only to tell me of her prosperous voyage, good
henlth and unchanged heart. She concluded
with the prowmise of writing fully ou the receipt
of my firet letter, which she hoped to receive
within a fortuight after her arrival at home.

The expression of this hope gave me a severe
pang of sclf-reproach. * Wretched procrastina-
tor that I am! (said I.)—how sadly disappoiuted
must she be !” But I had doue my dury at last.

Now the months seemed ages uwtil I shoukd
receive her answer. I hegau to make prepa-
rations for my expected voyage; and hecame
weekly more impatient for the summons of my
betrothed. I watched the growing and the wa-
ning moous, and ‘chid the lazy, lagging foot of
time.” T'he delightful summer of our mountains
seemed interminably long; for it shed its lowers
and matured its foliage, but brought me no an-
swer. I had set four months as the utmost limit
to which evea fear could postpone the return of
an answer. Three months I thought sufficient ;
I was by that time prepared for the voyage, aud
went to the post office every mail day, expecting
to find the desired summouns to depart. Every
mail day I weut disheartened away : but still in-
dulging the hope that the next mail would not
disappoint me. Thus the fourth month passed
over my impatieut spirit—but to the end of it no
letter came. I saw the leaves of autumn puton
the bright hues of approaching decay, making
the forest glorious to all eyes but mine. Still no
letter came. Impatience was converted into
fearful anxiety. I saw the leaves of autumn
fade; and then fly, withered and sear, before the
northera blast, uutil the forest looked sad beneath
the gathering storms of winter. Sad and sadder
grew my heart; for not a word from Judith
reached my longing eyes. Winter shed hissnows
over mountain and valley ; Christmas came, and
New Year came; when days are shortest and
dreariest in the out-door world; but hearts are
merry by firesides : but my heart was more dreary
than the dead earth and the leaden face of a
cloudy sky. The winter began to yield to the
benign power of the ascending sun; uature began
to revive under the genial influence ; but not so
my desolate heart. Early lowers looked out on
sunny banks; meadows drank new verdure from
the joyful streams, that gushed out of showery
hills, and bounded through the valleys. Now
came the avnniversary of the journey to Charles-
ton—then of the sea-voyage—then of the love
pledges and the parting hour. The star of my
hopes had faded into utter darkness; my letters

were never to be answered; what could be the
matter?

Whilst 1 had been able to cherish a lingering
remnant of hope, that slow passages, or acci-
dental detentions by sea or land, had only de-
layed the answer; I clung to that, and waited
for the result before I would take any other step.
But wheu five, and then six months had passed
away, my characteristic hesitancy on such occa-
sions, again operated to make me postpone auny
decisiva movement to solve the mystery of my
disappointment. One of two things [ might do;
write again and repeatedly, or go myself to Lou-
don. To write again, presupposed that either
both my letters or her answer had failed to reach
their destination. But not only was 1 discoura-
ged hy the fact, that such failures had become
very rare; but there was this further difficulty,
that by writing again, I could gain po explana-
tiou in less than three months—a delay which
my impatient heart could oot resolve to incur.
I coucluded at last to renew my preparations for
a voyage; but various difficulties (and in my de-
sponding state of mind, mole-hills swelled to
mouutains,) caused delay until the opening of
the spring. I was then completing my arrange-
meuts, and expected soon to depart, when an
unfortunate accident gave another turn to wy
feelings.

1 have since my college days been passion-
ately foud of botany: aund have never failed,
when the mild sunshine and carly flowers invite
the lovers of nature abroad, to make frequent
excursions about the warm dells and romantic
cliffs of my homestead. Oune day, late in March,
when the sun shone sweetly, and my heart was
troubled with gloomy thoughts, I took a farewell
stroll about the rocky steeps of the vicinage, ex-
pecting in two or three days to leave them in
search of my lost bride. I wasclambering along
the side of a steep cliff, washed at base by the
river, now swollen and muddy from late rains.
Happeniug to espy ou the brow of the cliff above
me, a flower of rare species, and of attractive
form aud colors, I started eagerly to reach it by
climbing the precipice. But in my haste, Islip-
ped and fell back almost into the river. I saved
myself only by catching bold of a sapling, as I
slid and rolled. My bodily hurt was small, but
my sick heart received a fatal wound. My pre-
cious locket case, which [ still wore in my bo-
som, fell out, was caught by a stub as [ descend-
ed, aud the ribbon heiug broken, the case rolled
down and plunged into the angry flood, out of
sight, and out of reach. * Oh, mercy! (I ox-
claimed:) she is gone! she is gone!” Vainly
did I go to the water's edge, and gaze wistfully
at the turbid current, as if 1 expected it to restore
my talisman—my Judith. At lastI went home,
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gathering new grief and wmelancholy from this
ill-omened accident.  The reader knows me well
enough by this time. to anticipate the conse-
quence. Despair begnu to flap her raven wings
over me, and dismal phantoms to haunt my
imagination.

Hitherto I had refused to entertain a suspicion
of Judith's fidelity. When such a thought oc-
curred, one look at her portrait was sufficient to
dispel it. I was perplexed, discouraged, and
sad enough, at the long delay, and ultimate fail-
ure of an answer to my letters; but rather than
think her false, 1 would suppose that the letters
had been lost on the way, or that death had
snatched her beyond the reach of my arms.
Now [ began to fear that she had repented of
her engagement; that her return home to her
kindred and friends had affected her, as the same
circumstance had for weeks affected me: with
the restoration of habitual feelings first, and then
less pleasing views of the brief episode of our
love-adventure. My suspicion, ouce allowed to
take root, and nurtured by a brooding melan-
choly, grew apace into a dark and bitter jeal-
ousy. Inaflew dayslcould evensay in the bitter-
ness of my soul: * Why should I go tosee her!
Or why write a third time? Shall I allow her
to show myself or my third letter to her cockney
beaux? of whichshe told me thatshe had erowds;
that they may laugh at the uncouth simnplicity of
a mountain bumpkin of Virginia; who by his
services at a critical period, when her grief was
deep and her heart unguarded, had made atran-
sient impression on her; but whom, in her cooler
moments, she could not think of marrying;
though she felt obliged to him for his kinduess,
and had, under the impulse of gratitude, given
him more encouragement than prudence allowed.
Shall 1 expose myself to such treatment as this?
No. verily I will not!”

These suzgestions of the melancholy demon
were sometimes resisted by my better feelings;
but never subdued, so that I could resolve again
to prosecute my ill-fated love. I still induiged,
from time to time, my bitter surmizings of Ju-
dith’s falschood; although my conscience often
whispered that they were unjust.  What incon-
sistencies will not a wretched man perpetrate in
the bitterness of his soul!

Finally, I resolved that as the case seemed to
be desperate, I would strive 1o forget that [ had
ever loved Judith Beusaddi. T was impelled to
some decisive course, by the dread of a settled
melancholy and imbecile mopiug, or of down-
right maduness for life. Once conclusively re-
solved, I was as prompt and energetic in execu-
tion, as | was indecisive and procrastinating in
cases of doubtful deliberation.

* Perbaps (said I to myself) it is a merciful

interposition of Providence, that has thwarted
an affection, which might bave planted a thom
in my breast for life. A christian is forbidden
to marry an infidel, and the prohibition is a wise
one. Now for study and learning, and the glo-
rious achievements of professional exertion.”

My studies had been much interrupted by con-
sumption first, then by love and melancholy.
During a year 1 had made little progress: now
I betook myself with renewed zeal to my books.
But many a time and oft, while leaning overmy
learned author on the table, did I start out of a
reverie, and found that ny soul had unconscious-
ly strayed iuto the regious of love, and drank
sweeter watcrs at the fountain of Venus, thaa
Helicon had ever yielded to poetor philosopher.
But by persevering efforts, I conquered this pro-
pensity to revive scenes and emotions, which,
howeverdelightful once, were flecting as a dream,
and, like a dream, should be forgotten.

CHAPTER X.
AN UNEXPECTED LETTER.

By the end of the ensuing summer, my mind
had recovered its usunal tone and steady habita
and I had just finished the preparatory studies of
my profession ; wheu an incident occurred, which
again raised my feelings to a tempest, and formed
the closing ecene of my story.

Going by the post office one forenoon, T was
called to receive a letter which had arrived by
the last mail: | turved in, expecting nothing
unusual ; when lo! it was a ship-letter, with the
London post-mark. Iinstantly recognized upon
it the hand writing of Judith Bensaddi! Good
Heavens ! what a voleanic stirring and heaving,
what a rekindling and burning, of irrepressible
fires, did I feel immediately within me. The
flame of love had been smothered by despair,
hut the fuel was uncounsumed, and the fire smoul-
dering in secret; the first breath of hope was
sufficieut to reawaken its dormant energies.

I hurried out of the town on my way home, in-
tending, as soon as I reached a private place,
tear open the mystery at once. But when [
found a suitable place, I could not summon the
resolution to break the seal. Hope shed revi-
ving rays upon my soul, and I longed to realize
its promise : but fear drew up a cloud from the
Stygian lake. that threatened to overwhelm and
extinguish forever the last star in my heaven of
love. Hitherto the evidence that Judith had
changed her mind, was purely negative; I had
received no commuunication from her: that was
all. Now I was to learn from herself the cer-
tainty of what I might still hope, or of what I
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had leng feared: the question that had cost me
80 much excruciating conjecture, was now to bhe
solved: I was to know in a moment, whether
the lovely Judith might yet be mine, or whether
the gulf between us was now fixed and impass-
able. When I put my thumb-pail to the seal,
and felt that | was about to read the doom of a
love, whose renovated power now ruled my soul,
s‘terror took hold on me, and trembling which
made all bones to shake.” I could not break
tbe seal. I staggered homewards under my load
of fearful anxiety. Severaltimes I stopped, and
said, ** Now !"” but I could not; every uerve in
my body quivered. When I got home, I stole
unobserved into my room and locked the door.
+» Here (said 1,) is the place, and now is the
time.” Still 1 hesitated ; I sat; I lay down on
the bed ; I got up and paced the room : It would
not do; my heart quailed and shrunk from the
dread revelation. * I caunnot do it here (said J)
—I must go to the woods and rocks.” To the
woods and rocks about the farm I went. For
hours I wandered from shade to shade, and from
rock to rock, in deep and agitated thought; often
forgetting where I was, or what was the matter.
Often I took out the letter from my pocket, looked
at it, one while examining the superscription,
aoother while the seal; and then returning it to
my pocket with a groan, I waundered again like
the evil spirit, *seeking rest and finding none.”
It may seem strange, that I should voluntarily
undergo this lengthened agony of suspense. when
I could end it in a moment. DButIdurst notend
it. What man could dare, if he might, unseal
the book of his final destiny? He would rather
live in the uncertainty of a trembling hope, than
hazard the withering blast of aremediless despair.

Towards evening I found myself by the river
side in a eolitary uook, to which I was wont to
resort when in a musing mood. It wae a snug
corper, with the river in front, and high cliffs,
topped with cedars, curving round the other sides.
Three or four trees spread their umbrageous tops
over head, and beneath a sinall fountain drew its
silvery thread of cool water from the inner angle
to the river, between turfy banks and mossy
stones. Here 1 had often medirated on my love.
and here I resolved at all events to know itsissue.
1 threw myself down upon a sweet grassy hank,
near the river that rau murmuring by. Here a
tuft of the golden rod waved its yellow plumes
in the breeze; at the base of the cliff, near my
seat, the wild aster was opening its purple-fringed
eyes, scemingly 1o watch the dog-stario his night-
Jyrounds. Elsewhero the atmosphere was glow-
ing with summer heat; here all was cool, dusky
and still. Agaiu I took the letter from my pocket,
and again I trembled all over like an aspen leaf.
But my resolution was taken : * Now it must be

done.” My thumb-uail was again applied, and
with a convulsive jerk 1 tore off the seal. With
trembling hands I unfolded the closely written
sheet, and with palpitating heart I read as
follows :

Lonpox, July 10th, 1820.
My Beloved Friend :

With you it is impossible for me to be ceremo-
nious. I have experienced too much of your
kinduess, and I may add of your love, to sus-
pect you of unkind neglect, or to think of you
with any other feeling than gratitude and friend-
ship. I wrote you a few hasty lines from Liver-
pool by a packet that was about to sail inmedi-
ately after our landing. I will now give yoa the
outlines of my sad history since I left Philadel-
phia.

The night when we parted ! [yet weep at the
remembrance of it: had T then anticipated our
loug, loug separation, my grief would have turned
to distraction. Our journey to Boston was
speedy, and would have heen pleasant, if any
thing could have given pleasure soshortly after that
parting hour. Two days afterwards [ took ship
with iny cousin. The ship and the sea revived
all my griefs; for they brought affectingly to
mind the horrible day when I lost the dearest of
brothers, and found all a brother's kinduess in
you. The voyage, as I wrote before, was pros-
perous; and on the thirty-fifth day after our sep-
aration, I was in the arms of my dear father.
Cousin Von Caleb had written him notice of our
calamity from Boston, on the day when he re-
ceived my letter; so that before our arrival my
afflicted pareut had learned his irreparable loss;
now he seemed equally divided between joy for
his recovered daughter, and grief for his lost son.

I related to him as well as my feelings would
allow, the circumstances of the disaster, and the
history of my acquaintance with you, from the
first day to the last; omitting at first the affair of
our love. I told him how you had saved my lifa
at the hazard of your own, and how you had
thenceforth nursed me in my desperate grief,
cherished me as a sister, and taken me far out of
your way to restore me to my friends, until your
care of me occasioned the severe hurt that coan-
fined you in Philadelphia. “Now blessed be
that good young siranger, (said my father, with
tears in his eyes)—how can we reward him for
his goodness to my poor destiture child? Iowe
him for your life; yes, twice,—for without him
you would first have perished in the water, and
then in your grief. We mustdosomething—yes,
a great deal, 1o show our gratitude. [ trustthat
you showed yourself grateful, daughter,—did
you?" ¢ Yes, father, your daughter endeavored
to show that she could love such a kind protec-
tor, and such an houorable, worthy gentlemaun.”
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So I went on, until I had told him all. «He
shall have you, Judith; he deserves to have you ;
he is the very man to make you happy.” Then
was the joy of my love complete.

I hoped in a fortnight or sooner to receive a
friendly letter, telling me of your safe return, if
nothing more. The fortnight seemed very long;
and when a mouth passed without bringing me
a letter, it seemed to have been a year. **But
I am sure of oneby Mr. Levi,” said I; and so I
endeavored to comfort myself. I could hardly
wait until he should come, and when at last I
was told that he was arrived. aud actually in the
house, I ran breathless with joy and demanded
my letter. **None, (said he)—I wentto the post
office the first of Juue, and fouud oone for you.”
“ None !” gaid I. *No, sure. not one.” [ re-
member nothing more, ‘uutil I found myself in
bed and the physician by my side.

Still, though stricken down, I was not in des-
pair. “Some accident has disappointed me,
(said 1.)—the letter mnay have miscarried ; or he
may choose to come, and give me a joyful sur-
prise by bearing his own tidings. Ishall hear or
see before long.” But another mouth passed —
8o long!'—yet no tidings. We heard of a New
York packet*ship wrecked on the coast of Ire-
laud : the letter-bag lost—and some passengers;
but your name was not among them. On this
chance of your letier being lost, I fed my decli-
niog hope. But long mouths of fruitless expec-
tation, compelled e atlast to conclude that you
had fouund the scheme of our union unpropitious
to your hopes of happiness, and that your kind
cowmpassion would not suffer you to tell me so.
1 had promised not to blame you; I did not; but
my heart bled, nevertheless —ah, many a weary
day and weary night. 1 fled from the crowded
eity, to hide my grief, and if possible to relieve
it, among the lakes aud mountaing of Cumber-
land. They reminded me of the delightful scene-
ry which you had described ; where you made
me hope to live, communing with nature and with
the dear (riend whose heart seemed purposely
formed to sympathise with mine. But I must
not pain that dear friend with the recital of my
#0rTOWS.

Long was the time hefore T could give you up
with dutiful resignation. I imagived various
reasons for your long silence, and sometimes re-
newed my hope onthe ground of some vaiu sup-
position. Sometimes again I feared that you
were dead ; and then I mouroed for you as for
my brother. But [ was relieved from this paio-
ful apprehension, two months ago. A friend of
my father's has some lauds in the mountains of
Virginia. When he went to see them, my father
requested him to visit your village and inquire
afier you. He learned that you were alive and

well. Then I knew that you had abanduned
our engagemeut, and that longer hope was vain
if not sinful. Oilten had I dreamed both asleep
and awake of rural felicity with you, my com-
forter in sorrow and my chosen companioa fur
life. But when I found that all was a dream,
aud that I must resign my heart to widowbood,
I resisted the fondness of a love that could only
make me miserable. Hard was it to bring so
sweetaud socherished a passion within the bouods
of moderation. Often would itinvite the fond illa-
sion, that your difficulties might yet be removed,
and that your love for me was yet sufficient w
bring you over the waters in search of your Ju-
dith. But one loug year and mouths of another
passed away, during which all the winds of
Heaven had blown without wafting to me evea
a sigh from my friend. How theu could the
faintest illusion of hope remain, or ever dawa
upon the darkuess of my soul? ¢ No, (thoughtl,)
that dearly remewmnbered night of our parting
made me feel the last throbs that I shall ever
feel, of a heart that will be dear te me, uaetil
this poor heart of mine shall throb ne more.”
When this second summer came, and my last
day of hope was gone, | fled again to the woeods
and the lakes, and there, after many a prayer and
many a struggle, subdued my heart to a merely
kiud and grateful remembrance of you. So at
least 1 thought: but what mean these frequent
returns of my pen to the p te expressions of
tenderness, which flow spoataneously from my
heart, and which alter repeated trials 1 find will
flow and mingle with the simple narrative that
I meaunt to give?! And what mean the tears
and sobs which almost disable e from writing!
May the gracious Redeemer, who knows what
humau frailties are, enable me to be faithful!—
My friend ! oh my friend! | must not, I dare not,
love you now, as 1 formerly loved you. Whea
my heart abandoned itself to widowhood, and [
sought consolation from the Most High, among
shades aud rocks and waters, where, as well a3
in His word, the Divine Spiritdwells, 1 happened
to meet a stranger on a visit to the same retreats,
one who, in mind and person, in tastes and
principles, resembles you. iny dear friend; and
who for that reason interested me in my desolate
state. His company and conversation, last year,
soothed and instructed me; but ther my heart
was beyond the reach of bis love. A friendly
acquaintance was all that occurred between us
until this summer, wheu | returued in my des-
pAir to the woods and lakes, where I unexpect-
edly met with him agaia. He sought my com-
pauy; I was pleased with his; he saw that | was
a mourner, aud he comforted me; he had learned
that | was a Jewess, and he labored faithfully
and eloquently for my conversiou to christiauity.
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By the blessing of God, he succeeded in remo-
ving all my rewaining doubts and difficulties re-
spectiug the christian faith. 1 was almost per-
suaded when 1 parted with you; but I would
not suggest hopes on that subject, until I should
be fully persunded. Now my faith in Jesus of
Nazareth is my chief consolation; and the elo-
quent and pious (ricnd whe won me finally to
Christ, has also gnined 8o much of my esteem
aad affection, that I have after much hesitation
accepted his offer, and we are betrothed. Now,
my dear preserver, hear the last request of one
whom you ouce tenderly loved, and whom no
changes can release from her obligations to you.
Should you ever find that [ or my friends can do
you any sort of service, I iutreat you, by the re-
membrance of our voyage together, and by all
the love that you may still bear me, to let us
know it. Call on me,—or if death should have
taken me away—oun my father or my sister—for
all the assistance that you may need. The half
of my fortune I can easily spare, and would re-
Joice to impart to a friend whose disinterested
kindness and esseatial service to me, 1 can never
repay; but I shall thank Heaven, if an opportu-
nity be given me to prove that I am, and will
ever be your grateful and devoted frieud,

JupiTr BENsapbpI.

Before I had finished reading. my eyes grew
dim. Self-reproach for my unjust suspicions
and my fatal procrastination. wrung my heart.
-The knell of departed hope boomed on my ears,
as if the gentle murmur of the river had swollen
to the rour of a cataract. I fell back and lay in
a stupor of astonishment at my late hlinduness of
heart. and at the uorolled scroll of my hapless
destiny. 1 was for sometime prostrated, soul
and body at the nstounding revelation. When
I recovered strength to rise, the sun was shooting
his rays horizontally from mountain top to moun-
-tain top! The turtle dove, from her withered
tree in the field, was cooing forth her evening
Jamentation. Shades almost as gloomy as my
soul were thickening around me. Frautic with
grief, I called to the dark-frowning rocks and to
the waters that were rolling by, to pity me. 1|
msde the echoes respond to the name of my
loved and lost Judith. One while my perturbed
imagination pictured her looking down on me
from the cedars of the cliff, and illuminating my
dark retreat with the love-inspiring radiauce of
her countenance ; then her fairy image seemed
to be floating off in the air, and to beckoun its sor-
rowful adieu, as it faded away, and was lost in
the gloom of desceading night.

Aud now, farewell, sweet Judith Bensaddi!
Time may soothe my anguish, and mitigate my
passion to the soft feeliug of a mourner's love;

but death ooly can dim the bright image of fem-
inine loveliness, which my soul has caught from
thee. Henceforth thou art my heart’s model of
what is sweet and pure in woman. Others I
may see fair and affectionate, virtnous and holy ;
but none can take thy place. 1 am wedded to
remembered heauty. Alas! all but the memory
of thy charms ie lost to e : once more and for-
ever, farewell, farewell, sweet Judith Bensaddi !

If the Union be Dissolved, What will become
of our Flag ¢

Oh what will become of that flag when we part?

Shall it droop o’cr the tomb of our national fame?

Shall it stream o’er the wreck, when each hope of the heart
Has abandoned that wreck to oblivion and shame ?

When that banner of glory forever is furled,

Shall each gem be re-set and translated afar ?
Shall the bright constellation that lighted a world,
Be replaced by a distant aud desolate star?

Rather heap its proud trophies! and over them cast
This pall of our honor—this shroud of our shame,

Fire the pile! fling the aches abroad on the blast—

It was born amid storm—Ilet it perish in flame ! .

A MORNING WITH CAGLIOSTRO.

FROM NOTES OF A CONVERSATION WITH MR.
JOSEPM JENKINS.

EXPLANATORY.

We were much pleased on our returu to Rich-
mond iu the latter part of 1848, from a shorttrip
northward, to find on our table one morning a
card bearing in bold black letters, on a ground of
irreproachable enamel, the name of Mr. Joscrr
JENKINS.

Mr. Jenkins has always been a favorite with
us—partly from his entertaining reminiscences
of “wmany lands,” but more especially from his
amusing ecceutricities, which are a never-failing
and never-ending stimulus to curiosity iu his
friends. How far aud how long Mr.J. has trav-
elled over this sublunary ball, it would, we imag-
ine, puzzle any one hesides himself to say. That
he has been in the East, in Egypt, in Germauy,
France, Holland, Great Britain, South America
and the Sandwich Islands, we take to be a well-

ascortainable fact, from a simple view of his
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