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With finsrere weary and worn, wl 
With eyelids heavy and red, J( 

A woman ftit- m unwoaraisly racs, m 
I'lyiOi Iser DMdle and thread— , 

gtiteti: efitcb : stitoh! ^ 
Id poverty. hnng« and 4ii* A 

And ntUI, with a voioe of si 
She mug the 11 Song Shirt. [Hood. ^ 

iiSfrmt F*omCba«t>«>'» Edinburgh Journal. 

#' SIItCST'. ..rflTCK! STITCH! 

Who hiui W»E wept over the "Song of the 
Shirt?" Who has not sympathized with the 
tenant of the garret— ' 

'• In poTerty. hunger and dirt, 
' Sewing (it once, with a double thread, 1 

A shroud as well as a shirt! "— c 

until the very names," needle-work" and " nee- 1 

die.women," became associated with poor, half- ' 
starved creatures, doomed by their employers to ' 
sit in foul atmosphere, ohained to their seam by 
the constantly-plied needle and thread, like ] 
galley-slaves to the oar ? And yet this oontin- : 
ual ringing the changes on 

11 Seam, and gusset and band. 
Band, and gusset, and seam," 

ia not stich a scareorow to all; is not always so 
fatal in its consequences; and, tnough it may 
be the exoeption which proves the rule, in an 
instance we are about to mention, this stitch! 
stitch! stioh! was preferred, nay, as enthusi
astically followed as any branch of high art; 
as absorbingly as a passion for musio, or a love 
for painting. 

Annie Linton was the best sewer in Mrs. 
Boy's school; and the mistress declared, on in- . 
specting the first shirt she had made for her 
father, "that the Dnke of Buooleugh himself 
might wear it!" This was high praise for lit
tle Annie, who was only eleven years of age, and 
she never forgot it. Her work was the neatest 
and the cleanest ever seen. Then she did it so 
quickly her mother could not keep pace with 
tier daily demand for "something to sew." 
" I wish Annie would take to her book," said 

Mrs. Liu ton to her husband. 
But it was quite clear that Annie never would 

take to her book; she had little reading and 
less spelling; and yet she could "mark" (with 
cotton) all the letters of the alphabet, as if she 
was a very miracle of learning. 

••Something to sew!" eagerly demanded 
Annie. 

"Will any mowing come of this sewing I" 
asked her father, with a very natural attempt 
at a pun. 
" Those who do not sew shall not reap," said 

little Annie, cleverly taking up bar /"other's 
meaning and her work-bag at the same time, 
as she whisked jpast him irifear of being too late 
for sohped. I 

Three weeks after— I 
" Annie's learning to be a Bcholar," said Mrs. ( 

Linton, " no more demands for sewing." i 
That afternoon Annie came bounding into the , 

house from>sohool, sat upon her father's knee, 
opened her work-bag, which hung over her arm, , 
and putting a screwed up paper into his hand, ; 
said: " There's the mowing." i 

Her father undid the paper, and found four 1 
half-crowns. " Annie," questioned her father, , 
" where did this come from ?" 

"From the sewing," answered Annie, laugh- i 
ing delightedly at his surprise, as she escaped , 
from his knee, and ran out of the room, but to 
delay a little longer the solution of the riddle. 

" Wife," said John Linton, "it Is impossible 
that Annie oould earn all this by the sort of 
child's play girls call 'work;' and whom did 1 
she earn it from: I'm afraid there's something 
wrong." 

And, to tell the truth, Annie Linton was i 
practicing a little disguise: nor had she given 
her father all the money she had earned. The . 
sum originally was twelve shillings. This was 
all designed for her father alone; but a prior 
claim had come in the way. It was cold winter 
weather, and the ohildren of the school brought 
the forms, in a sort of square, round Mrs. Roy's 
fire. vm b. i.-vovite of the mistress, 
always acoupicd a warm earner cljiEe to lier own 
big chair. Oti the day in question, MM. Boy 
happened to be out of the room. 

" I'll change seats with you, Jessie Wilson, if 
you're cold," said Annie, addressing a little 
girl; a very book-worm, who, clad is a thread
bare, printed cotton gown, sat shivering over 
her lesson. 

Jessie, thus incited, came a little nearer. 
" You should put on a woolen frock like mine, 

and warm yourself well at your mother's fire , 
before you come to school theBe winter days," 
said Annie, scrutinizing the poverty-struck 
appearance of the girl. 

"Mother says," replied Jessie, "that she'd 
rather do without a fire than my schooling, and 
she can't pay for both." 
" Has your mother no fire at home this cold 

weather!" asked Annie, in amazement. 
11 No," said Jessie; "I wish I dared bring 

her with me here; it's warmer than at home. 
And I know mother is ill, though she won't tell 
me." 

" Sit there," said Annie, placing Jessie in her 
warm corner, "and don't go out of school with
out me." 

That afternoon the two girls went hand in 
hand to Jessie's door. 
" Have you plenty to eat, if you've no fire.'" 

asked Annie. 
" This is the first day that mother was foroed 

to send me to sohool without any breakfast," 
said Jessie, hanging down her head as if ashamed 
of the confession. 

"Here?" said Annie, after a slight pause, 
untwisting the paper in which were deposited 
her first earning; " I won't go in with you, for 
your mother might not like to take it from a 
little girl like me; but (and she put two shil
lings into Jessie's hand) that is to buy you some 
thing to eat, and a fire; and if your mother can 
sew as well as I can," said Annie, with pardon-
able vanity, "X can tell her how to get plenty 
of money to pay for "both." 

No wonder Annie's riches increased; the first 
investment was a good one. Nevertheless, the 
concealing it from her parents she knew to be 
wrong; she feared they would disapprove; and 
she added to her little prayer at night, after 
the usual ending of «<iod bless father and 
mother, and forgive me fer keeping secret that 
I helped Jessie Wilson." 

Gould the Recording Angel carry up a purer 
prtiyer to Heaven > 
. Of course, Mr. and Mrs. Linton very soon dis
covered that Mr. Seamwell. of the "Ready-
Made Linen Warehouse," was the grand source 
of Annie's weflth. He said there was no one 
who could work like her, and that he would give 
her eighteen pence each for the finest disorip-
tion or shirt-making1.' This was no great pay
ment for Annie's exquisiifcstitohing, and, thirty 
years ago, it would haW brought her thrce-
and-siipenco a shirt. But Annie is of the pres
ent, not of the past; and as sho could complete 
a shirt a day, her fingers flying swifter than a 
weaver's shuttles she earned nine shillings a 
week. • » 

'' Good wife," ^aid Mr. Linton, " we are not 
«o poor hut that we can maintain our daughter 
till she's twenty, and by that time, at the pres
ent rate of her earnings, she will have a little 
fortune in the bank." 

But this little fortune amassed but slowly, 
for Annie seldom had nine shillings to put by 
a,' eed of the week—there were other " Jes-

' w!l0 re1u're'-l food and fire. 
1144; Annie been a poet, she would assuredly 

have wrHteJX, nut the sang, but a song of a shirt; 
for once ws«i she was questioned as to the dull 
monotony of W work: "Bull- Delightful!" 
said Ajnle, m advocacy Uer caUing .. why> 

wtth this rare ImtK-and thread, my stitches 

SI' A'DSCX!& PEA"LS AI9NG WRI3T' 
What an anti-song of the stow mif.ht not 

Annie have written! 
Annie's eighteenth birthday was eeWirated 

by a tea-party to all the seamstresses ot \fr 

Seamwell's establishment, where she was nov 

forewoman; besides being a cheerful, kind-
hearted little creature, beloved by every body; 
it was a compliment, Mr. Seamwell said, she 
well deserved—her admirable superintendence 
of the department allotted her having increased 
his business tenfold. 

Some time after, there was a greater day of 
rejoicing in ihtT firm of Seamwell k Co. The 
father had taken his son as a partner, and the 
»>u took a partner for life-the indefatigable 
little seamstress, Annie Linton. There never 
was a blither bridal. Annw-herself having 
>1190 fire® th<? rasiki—hsd a pro^e/it owry 

workwoman. Indeed, it was a day of presents; 
for, on that Tery morning, and in time to be 
worn at the wedding, a shawl arrived for Annie 
all the way from India—an Indian shawl thai 
a duchess would have envied! Upon it was 
pinned a paper, <m whioh was written: 

Wear this forBafe6 of °ne who is now rich and hap
py ' but who *an never forget the service you rendered to 
the'poor seiool-girl— Jessie Wilson. 

«e /iinie," said young Seamwell, after the 
marriage, " I fell in love with yon when you 
<»ore a child, and came to our shop for your 
first- sewing. I also happened to be passing 
when you gave part of your first earnings to 
Jessie Wilson I was a boy then; but I said to 
myself: 'If I were a man, I'd marry Annie 
Linton; not because she's so pretty'"—here 
Annie blushed most becomingly—''' not because 
she's so industrious; but because she's so kii^J-
hearted,'" 

®SRta'9 HWe. 

In 1776, the Society of Friends comparatively 
was a new one, and the strictures of its mem
bers in regard to dress and manners was quite 
unmodified, and remarkable even in that period 
of formality and decorous observances. Many, 
very many, good and noble hearts have lain hid
den beneath the unoreased broadcloth and dove 
colored silk of Friends, and many singular 
things have come to my knowledge. What I am 
now going to tell, though it must be regarded 
as a deviation from the ordinary state of things 
in Quaker families, will, I trust be regardtd 
in this light--that there is no rule or set state 
of things, but there is an exception. My ex
ception to the usual frigidity and formality of 
young female Friend, was a young girl of that 
sect whom I came to know, named Martha Clif
ton. How I came into possession of some strange 
passages in her life it is not essential to tell, 
nor for my readers to know—suffice it that what 

: I relate are facts, and having outlived the dear 
sweet lady who is the subject of my story, as I 
think it interesting, I mean to relate it. Among 
the many beautiful girls-I have seen in my time, 
J never saw any one who surpassed Martha 

1 Clifton. Somehow the rigid Quaker dress only 
•' lent added charms to her noble simplicity of 

beauty. You might as soon have thought of 
decking out one of those young Roman women 

< (whom " Little Mary" reads about sometimes 
in her history books,) in furbelows ond ribbons, 
as to wish Martha's dress any thing but just 
what it was. Sooth to say, our youDg friend 
knew well enough how to attire herself, and to 
contrive that the tasteless form of her dress 
should be so disposed as to enhance her exquisite 
face and figure. Her parents occupied a large 
and sad-looking mansion opposite our Jiouse, BO 
that I had frequent opportunities of studying 
the " Quaker Beauty," as our pert needle
woman would call her, and I observed that her 
thick silks and satins, nay, even sober camlets, 
were always of the most becoming eolors—dove, 
silver gray, rich brown, or, on festive occasions, 
sppthws maiden white. She was but eighteen 
when I first began to observe her, though she 
looked grave and sedate enough for forty—but 
the snows of Etna covered fire. Inclined by her 
natural taste to love intensely the ideal and 
beautiful, she was restrained from Buch indi
gencies by the cold and frigid habits of her so
ciety ; still her imagination was sometimes gra
tified by the composition of poems, which were 
of no mean order. 

Such a mind, you may be Bure, stagnated 
amid the formal and joyless life of Quakerism. 
She knew herself to be fair; she could scarcely 
help it when every passer-by confirmed the 
knowledge with his admiration, and even the 
cool and sober " Friends " vied with each other 
in the endeavor to gain her love; but Martha 
Clifton was hard to please where love was con
cerned, and believed her heart to be insensible 

. to the passion; yet the fire was but smoulder
ing, to burst forth with increased intensity when 
fairly kindled. She believed it could not be 
possible for her to love one of her own Beet. 
Quakers, she used to remark, were so fond of 
pergonal comfort, that she feared their selfish
ness was too great ever to allow them to love 
any but themselves. She was mistaken, thongli. 
as many of us are when we attempt to decide 
on our future course. Scarcely had she known 
Everard Wilson one week, when she knew that 
her" destiny had arrived. He was a young anil 
very handsome Quaker, who had gone in hiii 

• boyhood to Philadelphia, from whence he had 
not long returned. Like Mai tha, his eager and 

i intelligent mind soared far beyond the narron 
i limits of the society, but he dared to go further 

than tTu: r-tfr - mid t'.rld rasa worldly 
books extensively. It was only necessary for 

• Martha and himself to have an opportunity of 
: conversing, unheard by their elders, to discover 

that they were indeed kindred souls. That dis
covery soon led to another, namely, that then-
hearts also wore indissolubly united; and the 
course of their love, the depth of which was 
known truly but to themselves, ran smooth 
enough. 

Martha was the only child of a very wealthy 
house; Everard of a family high in the com
mercial world. When they were united, nothing 
that luxury, though clothed in the forms of 
the severest simplicity, oould give, was want • 
ing, and Martha was radiant with happiness ; 
and in her plain garb of-pure white silk, wi^li 
no trimming or ornament, which she wore on 
her wedding day, I think a lovelier creature 
could not have been found in Queen Charlotte's 
own court. 

Yes! the fair Quakeress married, went to her 
new home, and for a long time I neither saw nor 
heard any thing of her, save such old soraps as 
Christian Marcourt gleaned now and then from 

i Ruth Clifton, Martha's grave and quiet mother, 
(my forewoman went there now and then with 
some of the Brussels net, which the female 
Friends of the wealthier classes used as ker-

l ohiefis and aprons,) and that were little enough. 
Whenever I thought of my former beautiful 

I ncighbor.it was to imagine her in the enjoy
ment of clondless happiness—but I reckoned too i 

, fast. Five months after Martha's wedding-day, 
I as I sat at the window one day at work, a plain 
• ooacli drew up to Friend Clifton's door, and 
. from it,received by her mother, came forth Mrs. 

Martha Wilson, oh, so changed, BO wan—thin 
s even to meagerness, so it was with difficulty I 
i satisfied myself that this was the beautiful girl 
• whom 1 had seen go from her father's houy, 
' even as a bride. Still her altered appearance 

and her quantity of luggage oonvinced me that 
t there was something wrong in that Quaker 
» menage; for allowing Martha a plentitude of 
s filial affection, still, from all I heard, I knew the 
1 formality and want of genial feeling in her pa-
r ternal home to be ill-suited to her taste. 
1 It was a long time after that I found out tl.e 
t truth of my surmises, aud the events which, 

having, after a lew months of married life, 
r caused a separation and return of the yourg 

wife to her parent's roof, made some oommotion 
- among the Friends, connections of both parties. 
- Martha Wilson had soarcely been settled in hor 
e own handeume and comfortable residence thiiU 
c she discovered that her husband was absent 
e many hours from his home, when business she 
- well knew had no claims on his time. Great 
- absence of manner, too, marked his conduct— 
y still Martha was long ere she suspected that her 
i- husband's affections wero no longer hers. There 
i- was not on his part less kindness, when prr--
e ent; hut this grew a thing of suoh rare.ocoui -
a rence, that ijot merely her days but her even-
a ings wero solitary. Still her mind was una-

wakene'd to jealousy, till an anonymous letter— 
it one of those deadly firebrands in domestio 
r estrangements—arrived one day, and informed 
i- Martha that her husband was daily in the habii 
e of visitjng a young female in an obscure street; 

that he was oven in the habit of accompanyih;, 
', this woman to places of public entertainment! 
y and more especially the Opera. House, when: 
• he might be seen in a certain box, dressed in 

the garb of ;l*,o world, and listening to the tU 
y vino strains of Belleroni sad Staffonini. 
; It was Martha's misfortune that instead of 
1 taking this precious epistle to her husband, she 
' chose rather to muse aud brood over the infor-
, matioa it contained, till her brain became fer 
j mented and her reason warped. She unhesi-
• tatingly believed the calumny. This belief was 

confirmed by finding in her husband's linen 
t drawer a pair of soiled white gloves—things cer

tainly not worn by ally of the Society of Friends 
i To her jaundiced eye this was sufficient proof 

The young wife assumed a coldnees equal to 
: what she folt to be her injuries. A wild thought 
- "look possession of her brain ; she pondered on it; 
• became more and more tangible; what wa: 
6 it.- "i-'hy, that she, too, would don gay clothes, 
; T1®'* house of sin, and with her own eyes 
1 behold if tin, husband of her choice was there 

partaking with her rival these worldly 
f snares and vanities And Martlm truly thought 

them thus, tor though latitmlinarian as a Qua-
) ker, still she went not to the extreme of longing 
s atier stage piays, and suck like vanities and 
f temptations. Her inner life was still pure and 
S intellectual. If this presunsad slander proved 
r to a truth, iter f*te was deei'lsd. TUismo-

lution formed, she felt impatient till it was ly 
acted on. As her maid Rachel could by no m 
means be trusted, Martha had to undertake the 
difficult arrangements of this matter herself. U 
She availed herself of the oxcuse that she re- t< 
quired choice nets, to visit the house of a fash- is 

j ionable modiste, and, requesting to speak with p 
the principal, she ordered, (not without much 13 
confusion, as Bho marked the smile of the dress- si 
maker, a French woman,) a suit of clothes h 
proper to appear in at the Bcene of gayety tl 
whioh she was now quite determined to invade, a: 
She requested that the dress and a large gray \ 
mantle, with which she meant to hide it from t! 
the eyes of hor staid household, should be sent a 
by a messenger to her house. Sho took good b 
oaro to be in tho way when it arrived, and con- a 
veyed the strange habiliments to her own apart- n 
ment. . a 

That very evening she had ascertamed there a 
was to be an opera, at which their majesties b 
were to be present, and she had, through the g 
mcafis of tho foreign woman, the dressmaker, t 
obtained a ticket, whioh was enclosed with the 1 
dress. She had, in her own phraseology, " de- a 
termined to co forth' to the house of Belial" s 
that very night. Now, in a Quaker household, 
such a resolution was not easy of accomplish- f 
ment; but Martha had seriously resolved, and a 
she determined to brave all. After the three f 
o'clock dinner, which, as usual now, passed in C 
silence, Edward Wilson retired to his room, and t 
soon after went out; stung to the quiok, she 
alao went to her own apartment, locked the t 
door, lit the candles herself, and unfolding her C 
finery, surveyed it with any feelings but plea- I 
surable ones. In another hour's time she looked 6 
at the time-piece, and perceived it was six i 
o'clock. The opera began, she was told, at I 
eight. Sho reluctantly proceeded to olothe i 
herself in the costly garments, in which for the t 
first time, the only time, she would enter the i 
world of fashion. Tho pale blue satin sacque, l 
over a petticoat of the color of a " maiden's < 
blush," the costly Mechlin lace which adorned i 
tho robe, the gipsy-looking cloak and hood of s 
Murrey velvet, which served to adorn, not con- i 
oeal, this exquisite toilet, enhanced Martha's i 
perfect beauty so great!}-, that for a moment ] 
she forgot the cause of this strange metamor- i 
phosis, and gazed, enchanted. The gray Cash- 1 
mere went over all, and a blaok Bilk whale
bone hood, and then she rang the bell, and i 
desired her maid to bid them call a hired \ 
chair. Rachol obeyed, not without a look of 1 

surprise. i 
Telling her woman that she should be late t 

home, she stepped into the sedan, and the Irish 
chairmen bore her away. The adventure wSs 
fairly commenced, it must be finished, and in a i 
short time she would enter the temple of Apollo : 
alone. Yes, alone; she had forgotten till now < 
that even the daughters of the world usually 
went into publio with a cavalier to attend them; i 
she felt the color rush into her face, as she was 
ushered to a «eat in the pit, which then, as now, 
was the resort of the Macaroni, and such of 
the citizens' wives as affected, in spite of not 
comprehending Italian music, a taste for this 
fashionable amusement. Martha could not fail, 
in spite of her extreme perturbation, to perceive 
that she was an objeot of the general gaze, and 
murmurs reached her whioh made her sink into 
the nearest seat she could find .Not daring to 
look up, she bent her eyes on her fan, wishing 
devoutly for the Cashmere cloak which she had 
left behind in the sedan chair. Her great 
beauty and unprotected appearance ledthegen-
tlcmen around to regard her with an imperti
nent curiosity, and the ladies with an affected 
shrinking—the universal opinion being, I am 
sorry to say, in spite of her modesty, youth, and 
timidity, that she was any thing but a woman 
of reputation. Such was the predicament into 
which the pure, retired young Quakeresss had 
involved herself. The opera had commenced, 
but she attended to nothing on the stage. Her 
eyes, when, indeed, she mustered sufficient 
courage to raise them, were buBily employed in 
making a survey of that brilliant assemblage 
Suddenly her eyes dwelt on a box on the second 
tier, in which a young girl of exquisite beauty 
eat prominently forward. Further back, dress
ed a-la-mode, sat Martha's husband. "Yes, it 
was truth, then: she was glad she was there to 
confront him; glad that she sat there a living 
witness of his shame." She gazed forsome min
utes on the pair-. The young girl cast her bril
liant eyes about the house—she seemed as if 
eeking some one amidst the splendid throng. 

Everard, on his part, appeared to be ab
sorbed in constantly watuhing her, though ap
parently he eeldom spoke. At length, Martha, 
who had gazed at this sight till, her woman's 
iiuart burning with excitement, she could bear 
it no longer, rose up, and abrubtly quitted her 
seat. Some of the beaux whq were lounging 
about rose up also, and, to her -extreme vexa
tion, sho was surrounded by offers of assist
ance ; she hardly knew what impulse caused 

| her to take the arm of the least obtrusive, but 
| she did so, saying in her formal phraseology 

(to which being accustomed, she could not, un
der excitement and irritation, alter to more con
ventional forms), 
" Friend, I except thy proffered assistance; 

be respectful, I entreat thee, and convey me to 
yonder small compartment- -that one hung with 
scarlet, wherein thou seest that fair but shame-

. less woman." 
You may guess the amazement of the votaries 

, of Fop's Alley at hearing the Quaker language; 
but though conceited and a fashionable lounger, 

i the young man addressed had still the feelings 
of a gentleman; so quietly clearing the way 

. from his contemptuously smiling Companions, 

. he said, with some respect, 
3 " Depend on me, madam; you honor me by 
, trusting me," and in a very short time they ar-
i rived at the box-door. 
. Colling the box-keeper, the young nobleman, 
, for such he was, signed to him to open the door; 
. he was obeyed, and on Martha thanking him 
, he bowed and rejoined his friends below, who 
I were engaged in an animated discussion as to 

the pretty Quakeress in disguise. 
, As the box-door opened, Everard Wilson 
, turned, and I will not attempt to depict the 
i expression on his face as he, with some diffi-
| culty, recognized his wife. 

" Thou!" said he, knitting his brows; then 
; taking her by the wrist, he led her toward the 
[ door. " Martha!" he exclaimed, " dost thou 
I understand thine actions ? Art thou departed 
, from reasonThis dress! Oh, shame ! that thy 
j husband Should blush for thee." 
t " Shame on thyself," said the exasperated 
• wife. " Barest thou to confront me, thou and 
f thy shameless paramour!" 
e The young female, who had hastily drawn the 
. curt ains, and had sat apparently much amazed at 

this scene, and who, with her eye-glass directed 
e toward the excited Martha, seemed likewise con-
, Siderably amused, burst at this crisis into a loud 

laugh. She was about to address Martha, when 
* Everard laid his hand on her arm. 
a " Silence," said he, " I will not have her ad

dressed by thee; dost thou understand? Not 
>" one Bentenco." Then, turning t<y the disgusted 
u and alienated wife, "Woman," said he, "I am 
' thy husband; on thy duty I command thee to 
' depart home. This is no time or place to ex-

<t plain, even if I chose to do-so; but I do not. 
Come, I will assist -\hee to thy conveyance, 

r Edith," to the strange femal?, " do thou remain 
e here—alone—mark me. 1 trust thee for a few 
i- short momonts; let me not on my return find 

- myself deceivedso saying, he took his wifo's 
i- hand, led her out, resistless, powerless, stupefied 
- with combined anger, terror and apprehen-
- sion. As one in a dream, she suffered him to 
c lead her; then as Everard dispatched a mfcs-
d senger for a chair, she demanded if he meant to 
II leave the "woman ot Belial," and depart with 

• her. 
" 1 do not,"'said Everard; "my duty leads 

i me to remain here : ask no questions, for I shall 
tJ answer none. Thou hast much transgressed 
» this night, and it will need all my love to accord 

I thee pardon." 
" Thou," said Martha, " pardon me! I thank 

]l thee; thou hast said well; henceforth join with 
wliom thou wilt. street," said she to the 
chairmen, as, repulsing Everard's assistance, 
sho entered the s£dan; the bearers went on, and 

' Martha, in the midst of hor indignation, was re 
" minded by her chilliness that Bhe had lost the 
' wrapping in which she came, so that she would 
"- have to enter her own house in her assumed 
s dress was very evident When the chair stopped 
i at her own home, she gave orders to the men 
" that her women should bring a cloak, and her 
II order being obeyed, she enveloped her person in 
; it before she quitted the sedan. But truth to 

is say, the quiet Quaker household were suffioient-
: ly scandalized at their mistress's proceedings 
s without beholding with their own eyes her 
c strange and nnscemjy transformation. Martha's 
5" first step, after destroying her opera costume, 
t and securely hiding the remains from the pry

ing efcs ot Rachel, was to abandon her own 
? apartment, aiid. lodge herself in a remoter oiie; 
d she bad succeeded in discovering the source of 
d her uuhoppineas; she felt degraded ia her own 
4 SBtiaiation; her husband had all hat avowed 
- (hat she h»d forfeited hl«, a&<i a score thorough

ly miserable woman perhaps did not at that it 
moment exist. , * hii 

The next morning? haying spent tho night in gn 
tears and lamentations, Bhe dispatched a letter wl 
to Everard, requesting that if he could not sat- so 
isfactoriiy account for his conduct, he would 
prepare measures for an immediate separation, he 
Everard turned pale when heread this letter, ht 
so haughty and uncompromising in its tone—as wi 
he thought, so unwifelike. He had been all m 
that night preparing for a huniliating confes- ht 
sion, but one which would hsve restored him h( 
Martha's unbounded love and confidence. Now, at 
the demon pride stepped in and whispered: " To h« 
aot thus, I will not wound myown feelings to M 
save hers," He, therefore, returned an answer, m 
avowing it impossible to explainat present, the bi 
matter involving another persoi's honor. He pi 
also requested his wife to summin her parents sn 
and provide her own man of busiiess. Martha, tr 
heart-stricken, and firmly convinced of his 
guilt, did as he desired, and tho result of te 
these proceedings was, that sht returned to w 
her own family in a state of health which 
afforded the most serious groundsfor apprfhen- vi 
sions of the worst kind. v( 

Thus did twelve months pass away, mourn- s« 
fully enough to Martha. Her abearance was tl 
so altered that, save for eleganoo if demeanor, si 
few would have recognized tie beautiful tl 
Quakeress. Her own fortune hid been re- ti 
turned, and all allowance for Everird deolined. fe 

She never heard of him, for all communica
tion between tho families was interdioted. ti 
Quakers are silently vindictive, ind Friend n 
Clifton, loving their daughter fondy, resented ft 
strongly her wrong3. One day she received a a 
note written in a small female hand requesting F 
Mrs. Wilson to visit a bouse n a street 
named in tho neighbohood of Bloomjbury, where 
there was a dying woman who had bjured her 
Such an invitation Martha would scarcely have 
refused at any time, but perh«ps a foreboding 
of who this enemy might be induoed her still 
more urgently on this occasion to go. She de- e: 
sired Christiana Marcourt to attendher thither, B 
and Christiana, who possessed her confidence 0 

and was respeoted by her, conic tiling, they de- h 
parted together to the localityjndicated in the 
note, and arrived at the door <f a mean looking d 
house. A woman servant us&ered them to a * 
room on the first floor; thert, stretched on a 0 

couch, arranged as a bed, lay»girl evidently in S 
the last stage of rapid decile. The invalid 
beckoned her visitors to take (jiairs close to the c 
couch, for a cough distressing iven to hear, in- ' 
terrupted the poor girl every iinute. Martha, r 

who . had recognized her op*a rival, turned a 
pale, and the tears came into lir fine dark eyes; t 
she evidently anticipated a Hartrending con
fession of wrongs and injuries done to herself, f 
Judge then, how great was hef surprise, when, 1 

after a paroxysm of coughing(ras over, and the 8 

sick girl able to Bpeak, she tjdreBsed Mistress 1 

Wi'.apn, by saying, "I sent ti tell you—for I 1 

couSJ not die till I had done si—that your hus- ' 
banil is innocent of all guilt al regards myself, 
for I am—his sister." t 

An exclamation burst froa the lips of Mar
tha. She continued: "Hew what I have to ' 

: say while breath is yet givenne. It was shame 
first sealed Everard's lips, aij pride seals them ' 

• now, and the fear that false game and wounded 
i pride together will seal theii when I am gone, ' 
; has induced me to send fo« you to-day." A ' 
i pause ensued; the unhapjr young creature ' 
; was breathless and nearly fanting; when a lit- I 

tie recovered, she related sujh circumstances as 1 
I shall narrate precisely as | heard them. 

I At sixteen years of age idith Wilson, not- ' 
i withstanding the strictness | her education and ? 
I the sobriety of her fatheif household, pos-
t sessod an incorrigible levityif heart and mind. 
' Gifted with great beauty, lir gayety was not ' 
t the pardonable effervescent of "youtS, but the j 
• frivolity and natural viciouiitendency of an idle 
" disposition joined to striig passions. She J 
t formed, secretly, acquainpnces out of the 
i society; and many a night} when her parents 

deemed her retired to rest, jiad she quitted her ' 
I paternal roof, and been apartaker of all the 
' secret, and not over reputafo diversions which, 
• even in the strict and Puritinical 0ity of Phil-
t adelphia, found votaries aaong the young and 1 

> viciously-inclined. Some nsures are so warped, 
; so gnarled and knotted by tcret v.ce, that not 
- all the pious training in til world could bend 
• them straight. 
f One bad female acquaptance, many vile , 

books, had so perverted Edth Wilson, that at 
• sixteen she secretly laughej at all moral or re-
• ligious notions. I do not jish, however, to di- j 
, late on the errors of this gqlty young oreature; 
3 suffice it, that when she was by her parents . 
r formally betrothed to a jtaid and somewhat 
r elderly merchant of the Qtlker persuasion, she ' 
; eloped from her father's house, robbed his 
- bureau of a large sum iij money, and sailed j 
- inun New York undiscovetd, though her dis-
1 traded brother and fathemost no time in pur-
t suit. She made her voyae alone and unpro- ' 
1 tected. On arriving in faglaud, though to : 

- continue so formed no pat of her plan, gifted 
- with the rarest beauty anj immense vivaoity, 

destruction, seeking for itps she did, was ine-
; citable, When her brotlar Everard, (whose 
j ohief-objeot in coming to Enjland was to discover ' 
i and reclaim her if possibl,) some short time 
. after his marriage, did recenize her to his un- , 

feigned horror and snbsauent torment, she 
3 was dressed in splendor, lofing in the carriage '! 
; of a well-known profligate i|bleman. Everard, 
, though burning with sh|ne and confusion, ! 
a stopped the carriage, andiddressing his sister 
j by name, insisted on her a%hting and entering 
( a private hotel close at hapd. The shameless 

girl defied him, till, he tlj-catening to pursue 
j her for robbery, she fouid herself obliged to ! 
. succumb, and dismissing (er gaudy equipage, 

accompanied her brother p silent rage to the 
, house he pointed out. 
; A long and most unsati^actory conversation ; 
l ensued. Edith persisting a her right to pursue , 
3 any course of life she pissed: her brother, 
a equally determined to ford her into decorum 

and submission, asserted h£ resolution never to 
i leave her unwatched or jngarded. At first 
b the wretohed girl liugha the idea to scorn, 
- but soon found Everard wfc perfectly in earn

est. He dispatched a mes^nger with a note to 
i an old servant of his, now (etired from service, 
e and to whom he resolved ti entrust the charge 
i of his sister when he was preed to be absent. 
1 When the old man arrived,obedient to his mas-
It. ter's summons, he desiredihim to oall a hack

ney-coach, and to look for fcdgings in a certain 
1 part of the town he named-and leading the in-
1 dignant Edith to the coachilaced her in. it, and 

drove slowly thither. She had then recourse.to 
e tears and entreaties, but tl<-y had as little effect 
t as her passion. 
I "Lost as she was," If) told her, "irre-
- trievably for earth, he wiiild try to save her 
d for heaven." She asked tith scorn and baf-
a fled rage flashing from berbeautiful eyes, if he 

intended to take her to hb house, lie indig-
. nantly asked if she thougljt such a thing pos3i-
t ble. What! pollute his pure and beautiful 
,j Martha's eyes with tha sijjit of suoh a BiBter! 
a Thus they reached the tptmments which An-
o drew, who was waiting ii a street previously 
- agreed on, had hired; andtiere, in these plainly 

furnished rooms, was Edth Wilson told she 
i. must consider her home br the present. She 
u raved, stormed, and threaded, but to no pur-
v pose. She was never left unguarded by her 
d brother or his servant; iand being without 
s money, she had no meansito break her chain, 
d This life contirfhed some Jime, till one day 
.- reading the Gazette she di|covered that a rich 
o and childless relative, ignotant of course of her 
i- misconduct, had left hor a targe sum of money. 
0 Not* being able to claim i| without Everard's 
h assistance, she formed a net plan; she affected 

extreme penitenco and hujnility, and so per-
s feetly deceived her brother,jthat having claimed 
II the legacy for her, he was Induced to place the 
d power of disposing of it inkier own hands, and 
d hoped that she might be noit trusted. She pur

sued this new conduct for soiie time, till Andrew 
k and hor brother off their guar;!, she gave uc-
h bounded license to her ioTC of expense. Her 
e cbjtct being to see her former admirer, she eu-

gaged a box at the Opera; and Everard found 
d to his horror that opposition was in vain; no-
1 thing seemed effectual but his constant surveil-
e lance. 
d A billet from Lord having been inter-
d cepted by Andrew, and Edith persisting that 
d she would frequent her opera-box, Everard &n-
n nounced his determination to go with her. It 
ir was received with the wildest shouts of laugh-
n tor. "In that dress?" "No," said her bro-
:o thay, "I shall wear the dress of the world; to 
;- save my sister from further sin it will be ad-
;s missible." And assuredly his presence did 
r preserve her from tho interviews Bhe so innch 
's desired, when Martha's inopportune appear-
), »nee surprised theiu. Edith was about to tell 
- the truth ; it was then that Everard, by an ex-
n preaaiVe gesture, forbid her communicativeness. 
; Duriug his absence that night sho contrived to 
>f j sec Lord and two months after her bro-
n ther's formalseparation from his wife, she eloped 
d in the dead of night tocher profligate lover. 

j The mt «f Wtatey, X daw not dwell opoa { 

it was such as Hogarth has described in some of 
his matchless pictures Cards and extrava
gance soon dissipated her own money; and he 
whose protection she had Bought became weari
some of her expensive whims. 

A short time before her interview with Martha, 
her brother had discovered her perishing from 
hunger, illneBB, and misery, in a low and 
wretohed dwelling—into such an extreme of 
misery had her vioe plunged her. He would 
have taken the wanderer to his own home, for 
he perceived the end was at hand; but she BO 
ardently begged to be alone, that he permitted 
her to choose the humble refuge in whioh 
Martha found her. Sho entreated that she 
might effect a reconciliation between her 
brother and his wife ere she died; but to this 
proposition he would not listen. " He thought," 
said she to Martha, " that you should havd* 
trustetW him better." 
" And BO I should," said the weeping Martha, 

tenderly wiping the dying girl's brow, damp 
with the exertion of her narrative. 

Martha Wilson had many subsequent inter
views with her fallen sister, and it was at the 
vory last that, hastily summoned to the death-
scene, husband and wife met again. It was by 
the side of that death-bed that they felt how 
slight had been their cause of dissension^ and 
the only feeling which prevonted a reconcilia
tion—pride—in that awful hour of human suf
fering and expiation waB crushed in tho dust. 

Edith Wilson died calmly and even happily, 
trusting that the tears with which, liko the sin
ner of old times, she had washed her Savior's 
feet, might in his eye wash away her many sins, 
and trusting, with a childlike devotion, that 
Faith in His meroy would save her. 

©uriouis Isistcra @a!e. 

There lived in Bagdad a young man of suoh 
extreme beauty that he was surnamed "The 
Brilliant." He had also the gift of poesy. On-
men-el-Benine, the wife of the Caliph, El-Oulid-
ben-Abd-el-Melik, was so much in love with 
this young man that she fell sick. She intro
duced him into her apartment every day, and, 
when she feared to be disturbed by the approach 
of any one, she concealed her lover in a ooffer. 
Such wa3 their daily course. 

One day the Caliph received a present of a 
collar of gold garnished^with precious stones, 
with whioh ho was greatly, pleased. " I will 
reserve this for my wife," said he, and immedi
ately he ordered one of his eunuchs to carry 
the collar to the Sultana. 

The slave, in going to execute his commission, 
found the house door open. " What does this 
mean ?" inquired he of himself. So saying, he 
advanced stealthily along toward the chamber, 
whence proceeded sounds of laughter, and he 
met the eyes of the young man, who started and 
became as pale as death. 

With a bound, the Sultana pushed him into 
the coffer; but the slave had seen all. 

He presented the collar, and said t " Madam, 
I must demand of you a stone from this jewel." 

Indignant at such boldness, she exclaimed: 
" Rude creature, depart from my presence!" 

The enraged slave went straight to his mas
ter and said : " My Lord, to-day I found a man 
in conversation with your wife in such a cham
ber. At my approach the Sultana hid him in 
precisely such a coffer." He then described tho 
piece of furniture. 

The Caliph was infuriated against the servant 
for bringing him such a message. " Thou base, 
miscreant dog!" he exclaimed, and ordered his 
head to be cut off. 

When the execution was over, the Caliph 
rose, put on his slippers, and went to his wife's 
apartments. She was occupied in arranging a 
head-dress. He entered and sat facing her 
upon the ooffer indicated by the slave. He said 
to her in the course of conversation: " How 
happens it that you have such a liking for this 
chamber ?" 
" Because my apparel is here," she replied. 
" May I dare to hope that you will favor me 

with one of the coffers with which the chamber 
i s  f u r n i s h e d .  
" Take, my lord, whichever 'you please, with 

the exception of the one you are seated upon." 
" This is precisely the one I prefer," replied 

the Caliph; " you must let me have it." 
After a moment's stupor, the Sultana said to 

him: " Very well, it is yours." . 
At a signal from the Caliph, the blacks 

appeared. " Take this coffer into the Hall of 
Council, and wait for me." 

While the slaves were bearing away the oof
fer, the countenancc of the Sultana bore traces 
of confusion. 

"Why dost thou change countenance?" in
quired El-Oulid; " Perhaps this coffer may con
tain thy heart." 

"Pardon me, my lord, it contains nothing 
such. If I appear a little moved, it is because 
I have been taken suddenly ill." 
" God will cure thee," observed the Caliph, 

retiring j 
When he reached the Hall of Audienoe, he 

found the coffer upon the floor. "Raise the 
carpet," he said to his slaves, "and dig a hole 
the size of a man." 

The pit being dug, he made a sign to place 
the ooffer on the brink. Then planting his foot 

, upon the piece of furniture, he pronounced the 
following words: " News has come to me; if it 
ia true, thy vestment shall be thy shroud, this 
box shall be thy bier, and it is God that immo
lates thee. If this news is false, I inter a coffer, 
and lose only a few planks." lie then pushed 
the box, which deseended rapidly to the bottom 
of the pit. The blacks filled up the grave and 
replaced the carpet. 

The Caliph then returned to his spouse, and 
both deported themselves as if nothing had hap
pened between them. Peace united their exist
ence until the day of death. [London Court 
Journal. 

a J&tcrj) cf tijs OTaoS>«. 

One of the oldest inhabitants of Northern 
Maine thus relates a race he once had with a 
catamount: 
" Young man," said he, " when I first visited 

this town, there was only three families living 
in it. You who now live at ease can never know 
the hardships and perilous scenes through which 
the early settlers passed. Come with me," he 
continued, " and I will show you the spot on 
which the first hut ever ereoted in this town was 
located." 

I followed silently, until the old man reached 
the bottom of tho west side of Paris Hill. 
" There," said he, " on this spot was erected 

the hut. I shall never forget the first time I 
visited it, and the story I was told." 
" What was it ?" I asked. 
" I will tell you. When the first settler 

moved here, his nearest neighbor lived twenty 
miles distant, in the present town of Rumford, 
and the only road between the two neighbors 
was a path that he had cut through the woods 
himself, so that in case of want or siokness he 
might get assistance. One spring, I think it 
was the third season after he had settled here, 
he was obliged to go to Rumford for provisions. 
Ho arose early one morning, and started for his 
nearest neighbor. People of the present day 
would think it hard to make a journey of twenty 
miles for a bag of potatoes, and on foot too, but 
such was tho errand of the first settler. He 
arrived before noon, and was successful in get
ting his potatoes, got some refreshment, and 
started for home, But it was not easy to travel 
with a load of potatoes; and, finally, at sun
down, he threw off his load, and resolved to 
make a shelter and spend the night. I have 
been taken with him to the exact locality of it; 
it waB situated just on the other Bide of the 
stream, on which are mills, in the village of 
Pinhook, in Woodstook. 
" He built a shelter, struck a fire, and took 

out of MB sack a piece of meat to roast. Ah! 
young man," continued the narrator, "you lit
tle know ifith what relish a man eats his food in 
the wood; but, as I wa« saying, he commenced 
roasting his meat, when he was startled by a cry 
so shrill that he knew at once that it could come 
from nothing else than a catamount. 1 will now 
relate it to you as near as I can in the language 
of the old settlor himself. 
" I listened every moment," said he, " and it 

was repeated even louder, and it seemed nearer 
than before. My first thought was for my own 
safety. But what was I to do ? It was at least 
ten miles from home,* and there was not a single 
human being nearer than that to me. I next 
thought of self defense, but I had nothing to 
defend myself with. In a moment I concluded to 
start for home, for I knew the nature of the cata
mount too well to think I should stand the least 
ohanoe of escape if I remained in the oamp. I 
knew, too, that he would ransack my camp, and 
I hoped the meat which I left behind might 
satisfy his appetite, BO that he might not follow 

• me after eating it. 
" I had not proceeded more than half a mile 

before I kbow by the etolois si tht m&m! th«| 

he was within sight of the camp. I doubled my 
speed, content that the beast should have my r 
supper; although I deolared I would not have ' 
run if 1 had my trusty rifle with me. But there t 
oould be no cowardioe in my running from an < 
infuriated catamount, doubly furious, probably, i 
by being hungry, and with nothing that could 
be called a weapon, save a pocket kuife. 1 

441 had proceeded,probably, about two-thirds I 
of the distance home, and hearing nothing more 1 
of the fearful enemy, began to slacken my pace, i 
and thought I had ntfhing to fear. I had left 
behind about two pounfa of meat, beef and pork, i 
which I hoped had satisfied the monster. Just 
as I had come to the conclusion that I would 
run no more, and was lookibg back, astonished 
almost at the distance I had traveled in so Bhort 
a space of time, I was electrified with horror to 
'hear the animal shriek again! 

" I knew then that my fears were realized. 
The beast had undoubtedly entered \he oamp, 
and ate, and followed after me. - It was about 
three miles to my log cabin, and it had already 
become dark. I redoubled my speed, but thought 
[ must die. And such a death ! The recollec
tion of that feeling comes to my mind as yividly 
as though I knew the animal was now pursuing 
me. But I am no coward, though to bo torn to 
pieces and almost eaten alive by a wild beast 
was horrible. 

"I calmly unbuttoned my frock, with the de
termination to throw it otf before the beast 
Bhould approach me, hoping thereby to gain ad
vantages of him by the time ho would lose in 
tearing it to pieces. 

44 Another shriek, and I tossed the garment 
behind me in the path. Not more than five 
minutes elapsed before I heard a shrill cry as 
ho came to it. How that shriek electrified me! 
I bounded like a deer. But in a moment the 
animal made another cry, whioh told me plainly 
that my garment had only exasperated him to 
a fiercer chase. 
" 0 God!" said I, " and must I die thus ? I 

cannot; I must live for my wife and children 
and I ran even faster than I had done before, and 
unbuttoning my waistcoat, I dropped it in the 
path as I proceeded. The thoughts of my wife 
and children urged me to the most desperate 
speed, for I thought more of their unprotected 
state than the death I was threatened with, for 
should I die, what would become of them ? 

44 In a moment the whole events of my life 
crowded through my brain. The catamount 
shrieked louder, and fast as I was running, lie 
rapidly approached me. Nearer and nearer he 
came, until I fancied I could hear his bounds. 
At last I came to the brook which you see yon-
ier, which was double its present size, being 

swollen by recent freshets, and 1 longed to cool 
my fevered brain in it; but I knew that would 
bejas certain death as to die by the claws of 
the beast. With three bounds I gained the 
opposite bank, and then I could ciearly see a 
light in my log cabin, which was not more than 
a hundred yards distant. 

441 had proceeded but a short, distance when 
I heard the plunge of the catamount behind 
me. I leaped with more than human energy, 
for it was life or death. In a moment the 
catamount gave another wild shriek, as thoifjjh 
he was afraid he sjiould lose his prey. At that 
instant I yelled at the top of my lungs to my 
wife, and in a moment I saw her approach the 
door with a light. 

44 With what vividn?fis that moment comes to 
my mind! The catamount was not so far from 
ine as I was from the house. I dropped my hat," 
the only thing I could leave to stay the progress 
of the beast. The next moment I fell'prostrate 
in my own cabin." 

Here the old settler paused, and wiped the 
big drops from his brow, ere he continued: 

44 How long I laid after I fell I know not; but 
when I was roused to consciousness I was lying 
on my rude couch, and my wife was bathing my 
head with cold water, and my children were 
gazing anxiously at me. My wife told me that 
as soon as I fell she immediately shut the door 
and barred it, for she knew that I was pursued, 
but by whom or what she knew not; and as 
soon as I had fallen and the door closed, a fear
ful spring was made upon it, but the door was 
strongly and well barred, and withstood the 
spring of the beast. 

44 As soon as I recovered, I knelt down and 
offered the most fervent prayer to the Almighty 
that ever crossed my lips, or ever will again. 
My family and myself shortly retired, but no 
sleep visited me that night. In the morning, 

, when my little son, six y ears old, told me that 
Iiq saw the eyes of the colt in the window in the 
night, I knew the catamount hail been watching 
to gain admittance; but our windows, you will 
perceive, are not large enough to permit a cata
mount to enter. 

44 When I looked into the glass the next morn
ing, I was horror-struck at my altered appear
ance. My hair, which was the day before dark 
as midnight, was changed to the snowy white-

1 ness you now see; and, although I have enjoyed 
very good health since, I shall never recover 
from the effects of tho fright I experienced on 
being chased by a catamount." 

W0t Vmpitt art) %,obn<*. 

"You have heard of. Hester Amaury?" he 
said. 

"Never," onswered Lovell. 
" What! Not of Hester Amaury, the belle of 

Paris ? the toast of Paris ?" 
" Upon my honor, never," said Lovell. ' 
" Of Maud Lovett, then, the beauty of Lon

don ?" 
" Nor of her either," said Lovell, 
"Hush!" said Arthur, impressively. "Lis

ten, Lovell. They were one and the Bame. She 
had other names in other places I shall tell 
you about her as Hester Amaury. She was a 
lovely girl; wonurously lovely all day. The 
most beautiful woman that ever trod this earth 
oould not have eclipsed her beauty ; not Helen, 
nor Psyche, nor.I)ido, nor Cleopatra, Her face 
was like the angels' faces which look down upon 
a painter in his dreams. All day, I said. But 
at night—ah!" he pursued, lowering hie voice 
mysteriously. " At night she was the most hid
eous hag conceivable by human imagination." 
" Great heavens!" said Lovell in a low tone, 

and moving nearer to the speaker as well as he 
could. , 

" Her beauty attracted every one who gazed 
on it," Arthur pursued; " and from the day 
she entered Paris till from the first day, I 
say, no other beauty could contest the field with 
her. All competition was absolutely useless. 
She had the field to herself. Her wit was equal 
to her charms; she Boon became as celebrated 
for talents as for her exceeding beauty. Hun
dreds of young men were ready to die for her. 
Alas! many of them had to die for her! 
" But it was noticed that Bhe would never stay 

in any company, or see the most favored of her 
admirerB, after nightfall. She used to Bay that 
she wished to keep the roses in her cheeks; that, 
as they were natural, and therefore unlike those 
of minor beauties, she would imitate nature, 
and live like those roses which fold their leaves 
together when the Bun goes down, to reopen 
them when he rises. But, as I said, the real 
reason was, that ot nightfall her beauties all 
faded away and vanished, and she became a 
loathly hag. Are you listening ?" 

"Yes—yes," said Lovell, almost in a whis
per ; the tones of his voice in full sympathy 
with those in which Arthur told his tale. " Go 
on; go on," 

" It was not noticed, however—at leaBt, in 
connection with her—that one of the very flower 
of her admirers was found, almost periodically, 
in Bome lone place murdered. So it was, how
ever. Every six months one of the young men 
who thronged after her was taken; but, where 
Death made one vacancy Love brought twenty 
reoruits. The fact was, that this was one of 

; the terms of her existence, all of which wero 
sufficiently revolting. She was obliged to have 
two victims every year. For—she was a vam
pire !" 
" Ah!" said Lovell, almost below his breath. 
" Sho was only able to angle for her victims 

by daylight," pursued Arthur . •' for at night
fall, as I have said, she assumed the most repul
sive shape that humanity oan wear. But her 
very existenoe depended upon this, that once in 
every six months she sacrificed a young man 
who loved her; upon sucking whoso life-blood 
she was kept in being. Hitherto sho had never 
failed in her frightful penalty. Youth after 
youth had perished, and she had lived on. But 
at the time of my tale a term had nearly ex
pired, and she had no victim. 

" The reason was that she had herself fallen 
a victim to Lovo. Philip Spenoe was a most 
amiable and accomplished young man. He had 
been drawn into her magic circle, and loved her 
ardently; loved what he could see of her mind, 
as well as her person; had won her love, too. 
Sho could not sacrifice him! His brother Ed
ward was among the herd of her followers, and, 
at last, finding that he, too, loved her well, she 
hit upon a scheme for satisfying the necessities 
of hey being, without ("Mriflqiws tho miw she 

44 She appointed to meet Edward in a garden 
not far from Paris, on a certain evening in May. 
The poor youth, fancying that he had won Rer 
from Philip—from all the rest—could not avoid 
disclosing his happiness by words and looks; 
and Philip, wild with jealousy, watched him. 
Tho evening came. The sun was sinking in the 
western sky, within an hour of setting. The 
trees cast their long shadows, fringed with mel
low light, along the path, when Philip, who lay 
jBoncealed there, saw his brother Edward slowly 
walking up it toward tho bower where—what's 
that?" said Arthur, suddenly breaking off. 
" Nothing, nothing," said Lovell, excited for 

the remainder of the story. 
411 thought I heard voices," said Arthur. 

44 Tho voice of—a voice I knew among them. 
Listen!" 

44No, no; I heard nothing. Go on," said 
Lovell. 

He proceeded: 44Philip saw Edward slowly 
walking up the path. He followed. There was 
an arbor at the other end—Philip knew that 
Hester was there. But just as JBdward was 
about to enter it, he sprang forward, and draw
ing his sword, rushed upon his brother. 

44 Fortunately, Edward was not alarmed, or 
off his guard, and had his weapon out in a mo
ment. But seeing that his assailant was his 
brother, he would have declined the fight, had 
not PhVUp, stepping up to him, struck him with 
his open t^and upon his face. This he could not 
bear, and the next moment their swords were 
crossed in mortal conflict. 

44 Both were excellent swordsmen. We do not 
think highly enough of the Parisian fencers. 
Philip and Edward was as nearly matched as 
oould be. But whether it was that Edward 
was too much enraged at being prevented from 
having his promised meeting with Hester, or 
that he was confused at being thus suddenly 
brought into contact with his brother, I know 
not; suflioe it to say, that he was more than 
once cureless of his guard, and Philip followed 
up every advantage that he gave him remorse
lessly ; and struck him in such a way that Ed- ( 

ward saw he aimed at his very life. Edward 
defended himself as well as he could, suffering 
all the while under the loss of blood from the 
wounds which he had received, and waxing 
fainter and fainter, every—I am sure I hear 
voices outside," said Arthur, abruptly stopping 
again. | 

44 No. Go on—go on," said Lovell, " I heard 
nothing; and what if we did ? Do go on, Ar
thur. 4 Eldward grew fainter and fainter'"--

44 Till at last," said Arthur, 44 when Philip 
struck him again; feeling, I say, that he aimed 
at nothing less thanVis life, which he had tried 
to doubt, though it had been evident before, 
Edward resolved to counterfeit death, and fell 

• down before his brother.. 
44 Philip was so enraged that he might not 

have stayed his hand.- He was on the very point 
of driving his aword again into hia brother's 
body, when Hester, fearing to lose her victim, 
rushed out of the arbor. And now comes the 
justice of the story—but it seems to me, Lovell, 
as if there were voices out there in the cor
ridor." 

441 say, no," answered Lovell. " You gener
ally forget every thing but your story, Arthur, 
when you are telling one to me." 

i 44 Yes; but I thought I heard Alice de Leon's 
voice—" began Arthur; but instantly recollect-

> ing himself,441 will not stop again," he said. 
; »* Hester threw herself upon Philip's bosom, 

1 assuring him (with truth) that she had not 
1 loved Edward; that she had loved none but him, 

and commanded him not to epill his brother's 
blood. Her influence over him was so great 

! -that he refrained from his bloody intentions, 
and going with her into the arbor, sat down 

' panting with his late exertions, but not think-
' ing any more of his brother or his hurts—occu

pied only with her, 
44 It was some time before he could speak with 

' any calmness; before her beauty, and his love 
for it and her, could assume sufficient sway 

! over him to soothe and quiet him. Meanwhile, 
' the sun sank down the sky, and night crept 
\ stealthily into the distant East. 
; 

44 She had at first endeavored to induce him 
to leave Ler. She had no thought of sacrificing 

I him. She wanted him to love her still; ana 
- knew how near the time of her transformation 

was, and that then, if she had the opportunity, 
> she would not be able to resist her frightful 
, desires. But he would not go. The shadows 
t lengthened; the sun was near its final plunge; 
» Edward had risen from the ground, and, as they 
r thuught, bioleu off, aud still they sat and talked, 
i His arm was round her waist; her beautiful 
- head reposed against her shoulder, and they 

were whispering words of tenderness and love; 
. her destiny forgotten—love only remembered. 

44 Suddenly the sun went down; and night was 
: climbing fast after him in the heavens. All 
- unnoticed still. Her face was shielded from hia 
I gaze by her long tresses; he put them back, 
r Good heavens! What did he see in that waning 
i light ? Why did he utter such a fearful scream ? 

Edward had lingered near, full of longing for 
her, full of sorrow at having fought his brother. 
He heard Philip's cry, and rushed into the arbor. 
A hideous, fiond-like hag was there, his brother 
in her arms, his head bent backward, and her 
huge teeth fastened in his throat! He sprang 

3 upon her, but received a £low which almost 
stunned him. . A moment after he was bounding 

^ away in horror, shrieking for help. 
44 When help arrived, it was too late. Philip 

i was dead: and Hester Amaury, the Vampire, 
had vanished." 

Storming cf a 

When a city is taken by storm, in military 
phrase, and in accordance with the usages of 1 

war, it is 44 given up to the soldiery." What 
this means will be apparent from the frightful 
picture of Badajos, as it appeared on the night 
after it had been carried by the Allies, under 

| Wellington, April 6, 1812. Says an English 
officer, who participated in the assault: 

It was nearly dusk, and the few hours while I 
slept had made a fearful change in the condi
tion and temper of the soldiery. In the morn- 1 

ing they were obedient to their officers, and 
preserved the semblance of subordination; now 
they were in a state of furious intoxication; 
discipline was forgotten, and the splendid 
troops of yesterday had become a fierce and 
sanguinary rabble, dead to every touch of 
human feeling, and filled with every demoniac 
passion that can brutalize the man. The city 
was in terrible confusion, and on every side hor
rible tokens of military license met the eye. 

One street, as I approached the castle, was 
almost choked up with broken furniture; for 
the houses had been gutted from the cellar to 
tho garret, the partitions torn down, and even 
the beds ripped up and scattered to the winds 
in the hope that gold might be found concealed. 
A convent at the end of the strada of St. John 
was in flames, and I saw more than one wretch
ed nun in the arms of a drunken soldier. 

Farther on the confuftion seemed greater. 
Brandy and wine casks were rolled out before 
the stores; some were full, some half drunk 
out, but more staved in, in mere wantonness, 
and the liquors running through the kennel. 
Many a harrowing scream saluted the ear of 
the passer-by; many a female supplication wai ' 
heard asking in vain for mercy. How could it 
be otherwise, when it is remembered that twen
ty thousand furious and licentious madmen 
were loosed upon an immense population, among 
which many of the loveliest women upon earth 
might be found? All within that devoted city 
was at the disposal of an infuriated army, over 
whom, for the time, control was lost, aided by 
an infamous collection of camp-followers, who 
were, if possible, more sanguinary and pitilesi 
even than those who had survived the storm! 

It is useless to dwell upon a scene from which 
the heart revolts. Few females in this beauti
ful town were saved that night from insult 
The noblest and the beggar; the nun, and the 
wife and daughter of the artiBan; youth and 
age, all were involved in general ruin. Non0 
were respected, and consequently few escaped. 
The madness of those desperate brigands was 
variously exhibited; some fired through doorfl 
and windows; others at church bells; many at 
the wretched inhabitants as they fled into the 
streets to escape the bayonets of the savages* 
who were demolishing their property within 
doors; while some wretches, as if blood had not 
flowed in sufficient torrents already, shot from 
-the windows their own companions as they 
staggered on below! What chances had the 
miserable inhabitants of escaping death, when | 
more than one officer perished by the bullet8 f 
and bayonets of the very men whom a few hours 
before he had led to the assault ? 

This city contained about sixteen thousand 
inhabitants, and had twice before within tn« 
space of thirteen months b^n subjected to 
the horrors of a siege, by the "Liberate** * 


