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JUDITH BEHSADDI.
A THRILLING BTOEY FOUNDED ON FACT.

The most interesting incidents of life are
such os occur unexpectedly, and from n rare
combination of circumstances. The interest
is much increased, when such incidents pro-
duce a critical ami perplexing state ofaffairs,
when much depends on the speedy decision
and conduct of the person concerned ; and
yet he is unable to judge with certainty, what
course is best. The unexpected tide in his
affairs is ready to bear him to the islands of
the blest; but he secs, or imagines rocks and
storms by the way, which may wreck all bis
hopes, lie stands trembling between hope
and fear; the tide offortune begins to ebb; tie
hesitates:—the tide is gone, then he bewails
his indecision; and through life looks back
withsorrow on the loss of that golden omior-
tunity; but finally soothes himself withthe re-
flection that ifhis hesitancy was not fortunate,
it was at least safe, lie sees in the incident
itself, the hand of Divine Providence; and in
his conduct, the blindness and weakness of
human nature.

A tide of that nature unco happened in the
affairs of my life. It was sufficiently extraor-
dinary to form u narrative somewhat instruc-
tive and affecting; and 1 will proceed to relate
it in shbstance as it really happened.

I was born and educated in the great Valley
of Virginia.’ My parents were respectable,
but in such moderate circumstances that they
could afford me nothing more than a good
education. I was graduated at Washington
College in this State, and had made consider-
able progress in professional studies, when 1
was threatened withthat enemy of bard stu-
dents—the consumption. By medical advice
it was determined that I should spend the ap-
proaching winter in the South. I bade a sor-
rowful adieu to mv friends, and to the roman-
tic scenes of my dear native valley; never had
1 felt so much melancholy. 1 had never trav-
eled ; my life seemed to be wasting away with
disease ; ray local attachments were strong ;
my little circle of kindred and friends' were
nearly all the world to me. What youth would
nut, under such circumstances, feel a deadly
despondency settling on hisheart? when from
the top of the Blue Uidgc 1 looked, perhaps
for the last time, over the woody hills, the
cultivated slopes, the cliffs fringed withcedar,
and the smoke of my paternal home, by the
windings of the *upland river, 1 wept—yes,
though now a man grown. I wept bitterly as

1 turned my horse down the southern declivi-
ty of the mountain. I went moping on mv
journey. I arrived safely, however, though
in low spirits, at the place of my destination
in South Carolina.

By degrees my health and spirits revived
under the influence of new scenes, a genial
winter climate, and an agreeable circle of new
acquaintances. Much 1 longed for ray native
mountains, but now I hoped to see them again
when spring should mingle its verdure with
the azure mist of thei^loftypinnacles.

To confirm my health and to enlarge my
scanty knowledge of the world, I resolved to

return byway ofCharleston, and take a voyage
round to the Chesapeake. Accordingly, at

the first blush of spring I took a scat in the
Charleston stage, which set out from the vil-
lage two hours before day. 1 found two other
passengers within, but discovering only that
they were a male and female, I spoke not un-
tildaylight, nor did they. As the dawn grad -
unity disclosed their features, 1 was more and
more struck withtheir interesting appearance.

I sown concluded that they were brother and
sister. They were in the bloom of youth—-
bad brown, but soil complexion, raven black
hair, eyes of brilliant jet, rotund faces, and

altogether a look of most pleasing and intelli-
gent vivacity. The young lady struck mo as

the most beautiful brunette that 1 had ever
beheld. They were well dressed, ulid had all
the air of good breeding. On seeing each
other, we appeared willing, on both sides, to
enter into conversation; so wo began with
freedom, and soon got into the full flow of
agreeable chat. My prepossessions were more
than confirmed. The conversation of my
fellow-travellers charmed me witha union of
good sense, modesty, intelligence, vivacity
and wit. 'I here was u peculiar cast of benev-
olence, both in their features and their lan-
guage— ueeoni|aiiicd with unaffected gaiety,
and simplicity of manners. I soon found a

happy buoyancy of spirits in their company,
such us I had never experienced since I 101 l
home. The young lady talked less than her
brother, but when she spoke, the sprightly
good sense of her words, the sweet tones of
her voice, the kindling lustre of her eyes, and
the lively play of her pretty features, piade
everything she said go warm and animating to
the heart. Every sentence she uttered left a
glowing .sensation within—as if an ethereal
lirehad penetrated to the sources of anima-
tion and given an exhilarating impulse to all
the principles of life. Not to admire her, was
impossible: to love her—aye, with all the
heart, would have been easy; but for me, the
accidental companion of a day, itseemed rash
and vain. I had never been in love; if the
new feelings i experienced in her company
were those of love, I was not then conscious
ofthe fact.

I had no doubt of their being foreigners.
But of what nation ? They spoke English as
their mother tongue; yet their features and
complexion differed from my ideas of the
English people. In the course of the day,
however, they informed me that they were
born in Ixindon, where their forefathers had
Jived, that their father, having some business
to settle in the West Indies, had sent this, his
only son for the purpose—and that this ro-
mantic sister of his must needs accompany
him to see the world: and, as she said, to im-
prove her mind by inspecting nature in the
Torrid Zone, and man m the deepest miseries
of bondage, us he existed in the West Indies
—and in the highest enjoyment of freedom,
4 ‘as ho is inyour happy country,” said the
young gentleman. “Yoursister sees man in
noth extremes here,” said I. ‘‘Not quite,”
aaid ho; ‘‘forWest Indian slavery is worse
than yours; though even in ita most mitiga-
ted form, slavery is a hitter thing."

lie then informed me that, having finished
their business in the Islands, they hud lauded
in Georgia, made an excursion into the inte-
rior of South Carolina, and wcis now bending
their way to Charleston, to embark for the
Chesapeake. Thence they would go from city
to city, until they reached Boston. At the
mention of embarking fur the Chesapeake,
my heart bounded with joy. When I express-
ed my pleasure at the prospect of having their
company so long, they fully reciprocated my
congratulations, and said, they were the more
pleased at finding an ugKeuhle companion,
oven for a few days, us they had not a single
acquaintance nearer than Boston.

Feeling now mutually excited to ufreer in-
tercourse, we laughed and talked, and were
soon on the footing of unreserved familiarity.
Wc spent two weeks inCharleston, lodging at
the same hotel, and generally making our
excursions together. The estimable and
nyrrshlfi qualities of my new friends, were

•doily unfolding themselves, and gaining a
•stronger hold on my affections. Their man-
.nocs were polished, yet simple; their speech
seasoned with wit, and sweetened with kind
Toolings; .tfcjeir intellectual acquirements were

for their age, their moral princi-
ples pure, and their piety, though seeming to
•ahuii observation, was nevertheless clearly
inferable from many indirect signs. Though
-tJniy never seemed disposed to discuss any
theological subject, they showed a pointed

.abhorrence ofvice and profanity.
As the attachment grew, I anticipated withincreasing pain the days of our separation.

As for Judith, the sister, I because conscious
that her charms bud excited a new passion
tin my soul. I was fully sousibke ofUrn thrill-
ing effect which her radiant eyes bad upon

umy heart—but sup;>osing that of course the
waJc Atlantic must soon part us forever, 1.resolved not to indulge my nascent passion,
mor ia assume towards her the character of a
Jovcr. She, on her part, made no conceal-
ment of her friendly sentiments towards me,

.further tkau that, she gave me no unequivocal
•sign. Sometimes, indeed, I imagined that
ithe looks which kindled such fires in me, must
lve been themselves lighted at the oltar of
love.

We took passage in a sloop for the Chesa-
peake, and wore the only pasMMigers on hoard.
It was one of the most delightful mornings of
a Southern spring ; balmy breezes walled usgently through the bay; whilst from the deck
wo contemplated the retiring pity, and its
advanced guard ofisles and lotteries. Whenthose were all past, I had, for the first time inmy life, a full view of the ocean, spreading its
desolate waste around to the farthest verge of
the horizon, and leading the imagination on-ward still, over its vast unfatbumed depths.

How different from the scenes of varied
beauty and grandeur, in the highlands of Vir-
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ginia I yet even more affectingly sublime 1 I
sat mute and pensive, gazing intently upon
the fluent expanse, that seemed bending up-
wards at a distance, to meet the skies. Im-pressions of the vtulness of the object before
me, ofits liquid uniformity of expansion, its

. gloomy depth, and oozy bottom where mon-
sters p’.ay among human bones, filled my soul
withmelancholy solemnity. Where I observ-ed the trees and sand hills of the coast, going
off, ns ifsliding away down the other side of
the globe, and leaving us alone in this bound-
less solitude, and precariously floating over
these dark abysses, I became not only sad,
but terrified. Symptoms of sea-sickness ap-
peared also, and added to my sufferings.

Myfriend Eli had left me, to arrange some
affairs with his sister in the cabin. While my
mind was thus sinking to the bottom of the
sea he came up, and seeing my despondency,
advanced with a smile: 44 Ah! Mr. Qrahme,
now you remind me of the day when I first
put to sea. I kept thinking, how wide and
how deep is the sea, yet I have to go all the
way over it,and if I should fall overboard,
or a tempest should crack this wooden shell
that bears me up, why I should have to sink
all the way to the bottom, though it wore five
thousand fathoms down. But in two or three
days I began to find that one might travel by
wind and water withas little fear os by wheelsand horses. So you willfeel to-morrow, un-
less sea-sickness should coqjure up new appa-
ritions.” “You hove described my feelings
inpart. lam aware that ray apprehensions
spring, insome measure, from the awful sub-
limityof this watery world, and from the
novelty of my situation, at the mercy ofwinds
and waves. But in addition to that, I confess
to you, Mr. Bensaddi, some undefinable hor-
ror, some gloomy presentiment of evil, has
occupied my mind ever since I came on
board.” 44 What is that presentiment (said
he) but the work offancy, who moulds out of
the abundance of your present sadness, some
shapeless images of misfortune . He
was going on withhis usual vivacityof manner,
stepping about the deck. He had scarcely
nttergd the word 44 misfortune,” when, being
near the side rail, he was tripped by asudden
roll of the vessel, thrown over, and plunged
headlong into the sea. He almost brushed
me as ho fell. Before I could think, he was
gone ; I saw no sign of him, but the bubbling
of the water, where ho had sunk. 44 Ship
about!” was instantly cried on deck ; and all
hands exerted themselves in the operation.
For my part, my eyes stared with the fixed-
ness ofdeath on the fast receding spot. Pres-
ently my friend rose to the surface; but
strangling, and unable to buffet the waves.
He struggled for a moment, then gradually
disappeared ; and before we reached tne place,
not even a bubble marked it. The cruel wavehod already forgotten its victim.

My grief and horror at the fatal accident
were unutterable. But they were soon arrest-
ed by the shrieks of the unfortunate sister,
who this moment learnt her irreparable loss.
She ran distractedly over the deck, and would
have sprang into the sea, had I not caught
her. I Imre her into the cabin. She could
utter nothing but screams for two or three
hours. She was absolutely frantic withagony
ofmind. She wrung her hands and beat her
breast. Convulsive sobs marked the intervals
between her keenest paroxysms. Mv own
grief was absorbed in her ; I attempted some
words ofconsolation, but they fell unnoticed
upon her ears. She seemed insensible to all
external impressions, grief hail overwhelmed i
••very faculty. Merciful heavens I Even the
distant recollection almost freezes my blood.
Still do I seem to bear the first words that
came in broken accents from her lips—“ My
brother! Oh. my brother! my good, my dear,
my only brother 1” I willnot, I cannot bear
to repeat the strains of heart-rending lumen- Itations, which she poured forth, with sobs I
and groans, after she recovered the use of
speech. She bewailed her brother, her father I
(the only living parent) and lastly herself. 1She deplored her condition, as a friendless. !
unprotected maiden in a foreign land. In
vain I assured her of my protection. During j
the first day and night, she seemed uncon-
scious of my existence.

I need not say that I was her close attend-
ant. I was the only person on board who
regarded her situation. The captain and sail-
ors appeared to think that drowning was a
thing rather to be expected than lamented ;
and the griefof a surviving relative a matter
that seamen hud no concern in.

It was almost morning before poor Judith
could rest, even a moment, frem her wailing,
At length, however, exhausted nature could
sustain no more, withoutau interval of repose.
She sunk into short slumbers, broken by
starts of horror; she would suddenly call for
her brother, ask where she was, or utter some
exclamation of grief, and presently fall back
again into a momentary oblivion of her sor-
rows. Finally, she fell into a sound sleep,
and awoke after two hoars, with calmer feel-
ings. I tried again to console her. She could
now hear me; and after awhile she apprehend-
ed my earnest assurance of sympathy and
protection. 1 did, withall the feelings of u
weeping heart, condole with her< and engage
to devote myself to her as a brother, untilshe
was safely lodged with her friends.

These protestations were a sensible relief
to her mind, as regarded her own situation.
She expressed, ana that sincerely, the pro-
roundest gratitude for my attention to her, in
her sorrowful and desolate state. She threw
herself upon my offered protection withunsus-
pecting confidence. I must have been the
greatest villainon earth, to think of taking i
any dishonorable advantage oftbat confidence.
Iabhorred the idea.

As the native vivacity of Judith's feelings,
made the first tempest of her grief inexpress-
iblyviolent, so it caused that tempest sooner
to spend its force, and settle down into u
comparative calm. Never had I seen such
agonizing, heart-breaking distress—never had
I felt such keen sorrow inmy own soul. Two
or three days were however sufficient to re-
store this lovely mourner to a calmness which
admitted of her conversing freely, though not
without many tears, on her mistortune, and
on the ways and means of her return home.
Grief had, in this short time, driven the rosefrom her cheeks, the sparkling radiance from
her eyes, the bouyant agilityfrom her mem-
bers ; and left her faded and withered, like
the scorched blossom of the desert.

What were my feelings, when I had leisure
to think, that this lovely drooping flower was
now under my sole care ? and by what a sur-
prising stroke of providence, was she driven
for shelter into a stranger's friendly arms?
In herself to mo the loveliest, she was made
by these affecting circumstances by far the
dearest of humon kind. My passion, hereto-
fore unchurished in the bud, was nourished,
expanded, matured, and doubly purified, by
her sorrow, her dependence on me.

After some consultation, it was concluded
that 1 should accompany her to Philadelphia,
where wo would wait until she could get an
answer from some mercantile friends, which
her father had in Boston ; from them she had
no doubt ofobtaining protection, and a con-
veyance to London.

Avoyage ofa week brought us to Baltimore,
where we immediately took passage in a
steamboat line for Philadelphia. The next
day we lauded there, and took lodgings in a
hotel. Neither ofus had a single acquain-
tance in that city. I announced my protege
as a foreign lady in distress, whom an accident
had deprived of her brother, and cast upon
my protection. I requested that we might be
furnished with a private parlor and private
chambers, convenient to the parlor, as the
lady's situation did not admit or her mingling
with strangers. We were accommodated in
every particular.

Here we spent eight days in each other's
society, happy days they were to me—traus-
cendantly nappy, I will call them, though
many sorrows cast their melancholy shades
over them. I saw with delight, that Judith's
grief yielded to the sober cheerfulness of re-
signation. The hue of health began gradually
to return to her cheek, and the ethereal bright-
ness to her eye. She did not yet cease to
weep, but she could, for an hour or two some-
times, forget her sorrow, and smites coaid
onoe inure illuminate all tne beauties of her
countenance.

Every day increased my esteem and affec
tion for this extraordinary maiden. I hod
seen her in days of joyous vivacity, free from
care, every sparkling feature and buoyant
motion expressing the innocent gaiety of her
heart. Now too I had seen her suddenly

' riven as itwere by a thunder bolt, and east
into a most horrible depth of affliction. Fi-
nally, I saw her rise by degrees again‘to the
light of consolation, and walk in Uie mellow
shade of patient resignation, and dawning
cheerfulness. In these several situations, 1
conceived that her whole character must have
been displayed ; and token altogether, it was
a vision so enchantingly amiable and interest-
ing, that I was wrapt up (if I may say itwith-
out profaneness,) to the third heaven of love.
Whether others have been so entranced with
the sweet )iaitsiou 1 know not, hot for me, I
could not possibly have loved mortal more
—no, nor au angel either—wy heart was full. I

To suppress all declarations of my feelings

peutation, by giving her the protection andheart ot a gentlemen who it worthy of her
hand; ana the, dear stranger, is worthy of
vourt; the it the loveliest and beat of the
daughters of Abraham. We have known her

from a child, and a tweeter rote never blos-
somed on Sharon.” Thus they went on long
in her praise, and I was confident from what

1 know, that their encomium was just. These
men were Jews.

There being no sufficient reason for delay,
itwas concluded by Judith and her friends to
depart for Boston in the next morning's
steamboat, which would leave the wharf at 4
o’clock. I resolved to take the I.an caster
stage, which would set out on hour earlier.

Judith and I had undisturbed possession of
our parlor during the evening. We made our
final arrangements. I was to write to her
within four months at farthest, and ratify or
annul our engagement. To annul it was atfar from my thoughts as Heaven it from Tar-
tarus. Still Judith insisted that 1 should not
be too hasty in giving the final pledge, but
take time afler my arrival home, to weigh the
subject well. It was ray happiness the wished
me not to jeopardize.

The hour ofparting approached ; that night
we must bid adieu. What were our feelings I
oh, hours of delight and sorrowl How did
we snatch eveij passing moment, to mingle
deeper and to nilhigher the cup of our youth-
ful love ? We clung to each other's embrace,
our tears united at they fdl; our hearts an-
swered throb for throb. How could we part?
The clock struck ten. “Adieu I" She fal-
tered at she said it. “Not yet, not yet—l
cannot leave you.” The clock struck eleven,
Propriety admitted of no longer delay. She
triea once to say “Adieu,” but the word died
on her lips; I felt that longer delay was not

remitted, —I caught the expiring accent, as
pressed my lips to hers—the balmy sweet-

ness remains to this day. We retired to our
respective chambers, like criminals going to
execution—so deadly was the sadness of that
parting.

Could 1 sleep? Not a wink. The sensa-
tions of that evening kept thrilling in my
heart. Unconquerable musings of the past
and future ran perpetually through my mind.
I seemed to have lived an age within the last
month. To go back alone to homo and the
scenes of my boyhood—though one month
before, it was the object ofmy fondest desire,
seemed now like going into the shades of
death ; for whilst I should be returning to my
hills again, Judith would be on her way to
cross the wide ocean, and soon be far hidden
from my eyes among the myriads of London.
But I imagined myself tracing her course,
traversing the seas, searching out her abode,

Ereusing her again to my bosom, and bringing
er back to bless my sylvan days in the green

vales of Virginia. This was the new andhap
Py *£e > which my fancy was arraying with all
the charms of delighted love, and pastoral
scenery.

Fifteen minutes before three, my waking
dreams were interrupted by a servant, who

announced that the stage would soon be ready.
I sprang up, dressed myself, and after writing
in a few words another adieu to my love, I
went to the bar and called for my bill, which
the bar-keepdr, strangely as 1 thought, had
declined to furnish until now. With the bill
ho handed me a sealed pocket, which I was
requested on the back, not to open untilafter
my departure. 1 left my own billet-doux, and
hurried at the sound of the stage horn to take
my seat. 1 cast a look at Judith's window ;
it was lighted, and her shadow threw its dark
and sadly reclining form upon it. The whip
cracked, the wheels rumbled over the pave-
ment, my eyes soon lost even the shadow of
my beloved ; the parting was indeed over, but
the heart-ache remained. I was rapidly
whirled to Lancaster, stupid with grief and
watching. The dear image Hooted continu-
ally before my imagination. Those radiant
eyes still beamed on my soul. I still felt that
pure soft heart beat responsively to mine.

1 had taken advantage of the breakfast
hour, to open privately the packet handed me
at the bar. It contained two sealed billets.
The first I opened, was as follows:

“Dear Mb. Gramme :—Pardon us for using
a littleart to do you an act of simple justice,
which our consciences would not allow us to
omit. Your kindness to our dear friend has
put you to considerable expense, which the
enclosed SIOO may remunerate ; but the kind-
ness itself, none but God can recompense, and
He, we doubt not, will. To Him we commit
you, withsincere prayers for His blessing on
you • future days.

Nathan Levi,
Isaac V'os Caleb. ”

The other note was far more interesting.
“Two o’clock. 1 cannot sleep, when the

rumbling of the wheels that are to carry you
away, must soon strike my ears. In your
happy valley, think on our engagement; and
what wisdom dictates, that do. Whatever you
do, I shall not blame you. If you cannot
marry a Jewess—yet 1know you love one—-
always love her—l know you will—write at
events—l can say no more, but once again—-
adieu. God bless all my dear friend and pro-
tector.”

The second day. I read this note a dozen
times. The word “Jewess” rather grated.
But love soon banished the momentary im-
pression. In the neighborhood of Carlisle
and Chambersburg, I recognized the features
of the great valley. The mountains were
indeed less sublime, and the lowlands less
variegated, than in my native country, but the
general outlines were the same; the parallel
mountains and wide interval of rich slopes,

and limestone rivulets, brought to my mind
once more the objects of my boyish attach-
ment. Old habits of thought and feeling be-
gan to revive, and my new delirium of love
to abate. Not that I thought Judith less
charming, but the storm of amorous passion
and grief, which her presence and our parting
had raised within me, had so far subsided that
reason could sometimes dart a ray through
the troubled atmosphere of the mind. Yet
what followed seemed hardly to be the effect
of reason either. 1 don’t know what was the
cause, but somehow or other, the word, “Jew-
ess” began on the third day to strike verydisagreeably on my mind. While I mused on
my lovely Judith, and saw her with fancy’s
eve, decked inall the charms of her beauty—-
that plagued word “Jewess,” would suddenly
come like a spell, and dissipate the dear il-
lusion.

On the fourth day, when I was entering
Viiginia, more frequently would that delesta
table word come back and trouble me, “Jew-
ess, Jewess!” thought 1 in spite of myself.
“Am in love with a Jewess?” Every suc-
cessive day, the villainous thought rushed in
more obtrusively, whenever I got into a sweet
glow of musing on roy intended bride. “Jew-
ess, Jewess, shall my children be half Jews?”I groaned with vexation at myself, for admit-ting such thoughts. But every day they¦ crowded harder into my mind. In vain I
mustered up facts, and affections against them.
Judith's personal charms, Judith's amiable
temper, excellent sense, extraordinary intel-
ligence. exquisite accomplishments, and fas-
cinating manners; —my deep-rooted love, roy
troth—all that had so filled and captivated
my soul for weeks—were insufficient to banishthat cursed word, “Jewess.” It haunted me
like a spectre. “Jewess,” said I to myself,
*• shall my acquaintances jioiutat her, and say
U> one another, “ There goes (trahme's Jew-
ish wife.”

Sometimes, indeed, for an hour or two. my
h*e was victorious, and beat this haggard en-emy out ofthe field. Then would Judith rise

again inall her charms before my imagina-
tion ; memory would tell the affecting history
ofour grief-born union ofheart; reason would
demonstrate her inestimable value ; impas-
sioned fancy would adorn her, (as nature baddone) withall the lineaments and hues of an-
gelic loveliness; and my heart would be feed-
ing on the delicious vision, when all of asudden, like the harpies ofold, and quite asabominable as those monsters, would that

• thought rush in and spoil every thing.
“Jewess,” would I think again, “when I go
to church, must I leave my infidel wife at
home 7 W hen I teach my family the doctrines
of salvation, must my Jewish wife be a hin-
drance to their faith, and when we talk of
religion, and think of religion, roust we be
mutually harassed with the reflection, that
him in whom I trust as a Saviour, she has
been bred to despise as an impostor?” Many
things of this nature vexed my peace, and
crossed the path of my love, withan omen too
sinister, and too obviously real, to be longer
regarded as a mere freak of (he brain. Thus
did I come in a strange sort of way, to reason
on the ease. The contest in my mind between
opposing principles, assumed a more regular Iand an excessively violent character. Twill
not call ita contest between loveand reason, for
there was evidently much reason on the side
of love. But in the ranks of the other side,
there was something ofgiant force and some-
thing ofghastly aspect.

The agony ofthis metal strife was a little
relieved by the appearance of my native land.I entered the confines of Rockbridge. TheJump Mountain reared his black and shaggy
brow over the border of the land. The House
Mountain presented to view its huge buttresses

until Judith was with her friends (as a chival-
ric delicacy would have required) became at
last impossible. I found tokens of my love
stealing from me every hour of the day. There
are a hundred signs well understood by lovers;
though many of them are too delicate and too
exclusively |>ertoining to the mysteries of the
passion to be described, or to be understoodby the uninitiated. They issue from the eyes,
they play about the lips, they are dictated in
various attitudes and gestures, they are con-
veyed with a touch of the hand: —certain
tremblings, accents, blushings, paleness, Ac.,
are all expressive. Such 1 could not suppress,
no more than I could have smothered a volca-
no. I saw they rather soothed than offended
her. Could I then avoid the formal declara-
tion, when a few days must send me to my
native mountains, and her to cross the wide
Atlantic I It would come before its time, so
let it come.

44 Mr. Grahme (said she in reply) 1 must
have been blind, not to see the involuntary
signs of your honorable passion: and it would
be affectation in me to deny that you have
inspired me with a reciprocal affection. 1
thought before my misfortune, that 1 could
love you: since that dreadful day, 1 have •ex-
perienced and seen too much of your amiable
character, not to find my heart interested in
yoa. more than mere esteem and gratitude
could account for. You need not apologize
for declaring your sentiments under our pres-
ent circumstances. The reasons you mention,
fully justify you. Though you require no defi -
nite answer at present, l tell you freely that
you are master of my heart: but before 1
consent to give you my hand, I must apprize
yoa of one thing, which will probably be an
insuperable obstacle to our union. Hitherto
1 have not told you the fact, because 1 saw
no necessity for declaring what might give you
disagreeable feelings inmy society. Prepare
now to shudder at the thought of marrying a
Jewess." 4‘A Jewess I you a Jewess 1” I ex-
claimed rather abruptly; for the word struck
me like an electric shock. When she per-
ceived the effect it hod on me, tears gushed
from her eyes, and she rose to leave me.
Whereupon my former feelings, like refluent
waves which the dash of a tornado has dis-
placed, came rushing tumultuously back again,
and 1 exclaimed, 440h. my dear Judith, do not
leave me now, but tell me at once, if it must
be so, that I have nothing to hope. Must a
mere name blast my dearest prospects, and
separate those whom affection unites?” She
fell back on her seat; and almost choked with
sobsj replied, “That name has not prevented
me train giving you my heart; nor shall it
prevent me from giving you my hand,—if you
and your friends, after full consideration, —

find nothing in it fatal to yourlove and happi-
ness. Several of my kindred have married
Christians, and none of them would refuse
their consent to my doing the same. My
father has told me to marry only a worthy
man, and he would consent that he should be
a Gentile. lam no bigot, though educated in
the religion of my forefathers. But 1 know
that many people have such prejudices against
my nation, that they could not be happy ina
connection with me. I wish you to reflect
seriously on the subject, before you proceed
any further—it would kill my poor heart to
find ; when too late—''Here overcome by her
feelings, she broke off, and retired to her
chamber.

I got up too, indeep agitation, and paced
the room. Presently 1 went to my chamber

; also, and tried to reflect on what i had just
heard with so much surprise. After many
efforts at reasoning, 1 could only think
ofthese things: 4*Jewessl what is that? She
is my own flesh and blood, she worships my
God; she is the loveliest of the daughters of
Abraham ! 1 have spent a happy month with

I her; happy, os for as my sensation were occa-
I sioned by her; why not a year, or life time ?

She manifests such a Christian temple, and
I such liberality of sentiment, that she needs

j only to be domiciliated with me and my
! Christian friends, to overcome the prejudices
|of education. And then what a nappy life

j could we lead, in a rural cottage insome nook
of the valley! Such beauty! such mental
charms! such loveliness, even in a heathen,
could make one happy I She shall bo mine!
Can 1 bid her go for a Jewess, and mourn her
slighted love, and bestow her unrivalled
charms on another? No, by all that is pre-
cious, I cannot, I willnot. Even now she is
weeping for the perturbation she gave my

I spirits.”
With this conclusion, firmly settled, I re-

turned to the parlor. 1 had scarcely patience
to waitfor her appearance, but 1 had never
intruded into her private sanctuary, and would
not now. Hearing me walk impatiently about
the parlor, she at length came in, endeavoring
to assume a composed countenance. 44Weil,
Mr. Grahme, 1 have given you a little time
for consideration, that you might compose
your spirits, but you must have much more
time to ponder the matter sufficiently.” 44 N0,
my lovely Judith, the thought of giving you
up distracts me. 1 see no obstacle to our
loving and blessing one another, in what you
have told me. The annunciation surprised
me, for the possibility ofit had never occur-
red to me, but it cannot shake my love for
you, it cannot mar my delight inyou. I can
most freely offer you ray hand again, with a
heart untouched by fear, and altogether devo-
ted to your happiness.” 4 ‘That 1 do not
doubt in the least, but you ought to have the
opportunity of consulting your friends, before
1 bind you by any absolute engagement.
Here is my hand, it is at your disposal, to ac-

| cept or decline it finally, when you have re-
turned home, and fully considered the matter
in the presence of your kindred. Yoa will
then see whether your judgment con approve
what your heart desires. I make no reserve,
write to me then; ifyou confirm our engage-
ment, 1 shall rejoice os much as gratified love
can make me; ifyou decline it, be assured
that, although I may grieve, I cannot blame

> you; because 1 shall be persuaded that you
act wisely, from a deliberate view ofthe case. ’ ’

On these terms we settled our engagement.
My happiness was complete, for 1 confided
perfectly in her fidelity, and my own steadi-
ness of purpose.

44 Now, (said she) 1 will communicate to
vou another fact, which you are entitled to
know; and which, as itwas no inducement to

i you to offer me your hand, will have no influ-
ence on your final decision. Myfather is one
of the most affluent bankers in London ; and

i occupies a highly respectable station in the
wealthy circles of that city. 1 have also an
independent income of£SUOO sterling a year,

1 bequeathed by an undo. 1 have had—os you
may suppose, from the commonness of for-
tune-hunting—a crowd of suitors; some of
them accomplished and worthy gentlemen.
But I could love none of them, because 1 sus-
spected their motives. Often did 1 wish that
1 could disguise my wealth, and meet with
some congenial soul, that would love me for
my own sake alone, and that 1 could love
without suspicion. Heaven bos, in the day of
my calamity sent me such an one. With you,
whose amiable character 1 have tried, both in
joyand in sorrow, I would rather spend mj
days in poverty than pass with any other a
life ofvain show, in all the tiresome splendor
of London. Yes, my dear protector, a rural
life in your roman tie valley, is just such a life
as 1 always thought, if it pleased heaven, 1
should like to spend. In England, my hap-
piest days were spent amongst honest peosan-

. try, where nature and simplicity characterized
every scene.”

1 was delighted at what she told me, both
i of her fortune and (what 1 had seen before)
I her taste of simplicity and rural life. If any

one accuse me for rejoicing at the circum*
i stances of my charmer’s new discovered

wealth, let him pul himself in my situation,
> and candidly ask himself. 4< How would 1 have

felt at such intelligence r*
i Thus our days at the hotel flew away, in all
i the delights of innocent affection. Hut alas!
i her tiostou friends came rapidly to bear her

away. Oh the eighth morning after our arri-
val, two of them were announced, and soon
approached our parlor, under the guidance of

i a servant. I returned into my chamber, that
I might not interrupt their first explanation
with Judith. But 1 could hear much of the
mingled weeping and rejoicing of the inter-
view. The men were acquainted with all Ju-
dith's family, and 1 now discovered by their

1 tears and their words ofcondolence how high-
i ly they esteemed her, a“d how deeply they

- were affected with the lot* of their amiable
brother. In short, they treated her as a
daughter. After she had particularly related

> her story, and the violent feelings of the oc-
casion had subsided. 1 made my appearance

1 *Jd was introduced by Jndiih to ber friends.
' They seized my hands with tears in their eves

; —embraced me ; and thanked me most fer-
vently for my kindness to Judith.

At a subsequent hour of the day, when 1
1 again entered the parlor, where the three
friends were sitting, Judith suddsnly rose with
a blush on her cheek and retired. The gen-
tlemen again took my hand, and expressed

1 their gratification at the matrimonial engage-
; ment, of which Judith had just informed them.

! 44 .Surely (said they) God formed you for each
other. He hath sent a sore affliction on Ju-

i dith, but He has made the dear maiden com

and double roof; like a rude palace, builtfor
the king of the giants. Ana far beyond in
the southern horizon, the dim Peaks of Otter
seemed to have fixed their sharp points in the
very vault ofheaven. Boon 1 saw just before
me, my own verdant hills—and between them
the willow-brooks in the meadows: and at
the end of the converging dales, the cedar
cliffs by the river. I sprang from the coach,
I threaded the well-known pathway; 1 soon
saw in its rural quietude, the home of my
childhood. In a tew minutes, 1 was in the
arms ofmy mother and my sitter—l was ashappy for a time, as 1 had been when

In rustic boyhood, free from care,
1 hooked the trouty and chaaed the hare.
But I soon relapsed into my distressing med-

itations. Should I tell my kindred ofmy love
adventure. They might have aided me to
settle the distracting question, by teaching
me their cooler judgment, to distinguish the
dictation ofreason from the illusions of pas-sion. and the suggestions ofprejudice. Much
would it have pleased me to tell them all,
except that one tormenting and perplexing
thing, that the most lovely of maidens, was a
“Jewess.” But oh ! misery! when the story
was on the point of my tongue, I shuddered
and drew back at the thought of telling that.
Days and weeks rolled on, and brought me to
no decision. 1 hoped, and mused and pined
away. My friends observed my melancholy
air and haggard looks. They ascribed all to
returning consumption and often took counsel
about the means of cure. Alas! they little
knew the malady was consuming the heart,
not the lungs.

Thus 1 drooped and hesitated till the fourth
month came. 1 became dreadfully alarmed
at the approach of the final day when I must
take the lovely Jewess, or cast her offforever.
Often did 1 seize my pen and resolve, as she
requested, to write at all events. Sometimes
her Judaism predominated over all at her ex-
cellencies, and I thought myself ready to say,
“Forget me, lovely Judith.” But for my life
1 could not say it The very last week arriv-
ed. the decision must be made, for to desert
it longer was ineffect to decide the engage-
ment. The tide of fortune was ebbing fast,
and the dear object of my fondest affections,
was floating off withthe receding wave. This
brought back to view, with mingled force and
rapidity, all the enrapturing loveliness ofwhat
was nearly gone. Ves, Judith was herself

again; again I felt the impression ofher “love
darting eyes,” of the sweet music of her voice;
memory brought all. all back again, with
pristine freshness, and enchanting effect. The
journey to Charleston, onr stay there, the
scene on the sea, the scene at the hotel, and
that parting night, the keen sorrows and the
thrillingpleasures, and all that made them
keen and thrilling. 1 saw and I felt them
every one again. 1 would not have given her
up for the world; I would have crossed the
frozen Alps, and torrid deserts; I would have
gone down, like Eurydice, to the shadowy re-
gions of death; and have deemed myself well
rewarded to win such a lovelycreature at last.
“Jewess,” that fantastic sprite, was banished
by the confident belief, that my Judith bad
manifested so littleaversion to the Christian
faith ; and so much of the Christian spirit; and
had in several ways, indirectly hinted an in-
clination to marry a Christian rather than a
Jew, and consequently to change her religious
profession, that really nothing was wanting
but a proper occasion, to make her all that
my heart desired. Perhaps some of this was
the logic of passion, 1 could not tell. My
letter was soon dispatched, full of apologies
for delay, and assurances ofundiminished love
and of on unalterable determination to go, and
lend her to the altar, whenever she should
permit roe.

Now the months seemed ages untilI should
receive her answer. 1 began to make prepa-
rations for my expected voyage, and became
weekly more impatient for the summons of
my betrothed. 1 watched the growing and
waning moons, and “chid the lazy lag-
ging foot of time.” The delightful summer
of our mountains seemed interminably long—-
for it shed its flowers and matured its foliage,
but brought me no answer. 1 had set four
months as the utmost limit to which even fear
could postpone the return of an answer.
Three months 1 thought sufficient—l was by
that time prepared for the voyage, and went
to the postoffice every mail-day expecting to
find the desired summons to depart. Every
mail-day 1 went disheartened away, but still
indulging the hope that the next mail would
not disappointment me. Thus the fourth
month passed over my impatient spirit—but
to the end of it no letter came. 1 saw tha
leaves of autumn put on the bright hues of
approaching decay, making theforest glorious
to all eyes but mine. Still no letter come.
Impatience was converted into fearful anxie-
ty. 1 saw the leaves ofautumu fade, and then
fly withered and sere, before the northern
blast, until the forest looked sad beneath the
gathering storm of winter. Sad and sadder
grew mv heart, for not a word from Judith
reached my longing eyes. Winter shed its
snows 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, nature began to revive un-
der the genial influence, but not so my deso-
late heart Early flowers looked oat on sun-
ny hanks, meadows drank new verdure from
the joyful streams that gushed out of showery
hills, and bounded through the valleys. Now
came the anniversary of the journey to
Charleston—then ofthe sea voyage—then to
the love pledges and the parting hour. The
star of my hopes had faded into utter dark-,
ness ; my letters were never to be answered ;
what could be the matter ?

Whilst 1 had been able to cherish a linger-
ing remnant of hope, that slow passages, or
accidental detentions by sea or land only de-
layed the answer—l clung to that and waited
for the result before I would take any other
step. But when five, and then six months
passed away, my characteristic hesitancy on
such occasions again operated to make me
postpone my decisive movement to solve the
mystery of my disappointment. One or two
things 1 might do—write again and repeatedly
or go myself to London. To write again pre-
supposed that either both my letters or her
answer had failed to reach their destination.
But not only was 1 discouraged by the feet,
that such failures had become very rare—but
there was this further difficulty, that by writ-
ing again I could gain no explanation in leas
than three months; a delay which my impa-
tient heart could not resolve to incur. 1 con-
cluded at last to renew my preparations for a
voyage: but various difficulties—and in my
desponding state of mind, mole-kills swelled
to mountains—caused delay until the opening
of the spring. 1 was then completing my ar-
rangements and expected soon to depart,
when an unfortunate accident gave another
turn to my feelings.

X have since my college days been passion-
ately fond of botany; and have never failed,
when the mild sunshine and early flowers in-
vite the lovers of nature abroad, to make fre-
quent excursions about the warm dells and
romantic cliffs of my homestead. One day
late in March, when the sun shone sweetly,

and my heart was troubled with gloomy
thoughts, 1 took a farewell stroll upon the
rocky steeps of the vicinage, expecting in two
or three days to leave them in search of my
lost bride. 1 was clambering along the side
of a steep cliff, washed at the base by the riv-
er, now swolen and muddy from late rains.
Happening to espy on the brow of the cliff
above me, a flower of rare species and of at-
tractive form and colors, 1 started eagerly to
reach it by cbmbing the precipice. But in
my haste, 1 slipped and fell back almost into
the river. I saved myself only by catching
hold of a sapling, as I slid ana rolled.. My
bodily hart was small, but my sick heart re-
ceived a fatal wound. My precious locket-
ease, which I stillwore in mybosom, fell out,
was caught by a stub a 1 descended, and the
ribbon being broken, the case rolled down and
plunged into the angry flood, out ofsight and
out of reach. “On, mercy!” 1 exclaimed,
‘?•he is gonel” V*inlydid Igo th# water s
edge, and gaxe wishfullyat the turbid current,
as if 1 expected it to restore my talisman-
nay Judith. At last I went home gathering
new grief and melancholy by this iU-omened
•WWt. The reader knows me well enough
by this time, to anticipate the consequence.
Despair began to flap her raven wings over
me, and dismal phantoms to haunt my imag-
ination.

Hitherto I had refused to entertain a sus-picion of Judith’s fidelity. When snch athought occurred, one look at her portrait
was sufficient to dispel it. I was perplexed,
discouraged, and sad enough at the long de-
lay, and ultimate failure of any answer to my
letters; but rather than think her false, Iwould suppose thatthe letters had been lost
on their way, or that death had snatched herbeyond tbe reach of my arms. Now I began
to fear that she had repented of her engage-
ment ; that her return home to her kindred
and friends had affected her as the same cir-
cumstance had for weeks affected me; with

jpemocratic 3V 5 *lOcate.
and then in your grief. We in art do Nome- :
thing—yen a great deal, to show our gratitude, j
I trust that yon showed yoorHf grateful
daughter—did you?’* ‘‘Yes, father, your
daughter endeavored to show that she could
love such a kind protector, and such anhonorable, worthy young gentleman.” So 1
went on until 1 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 joyof my love complete.

I hoped iu a fortnight or sooner to receive
a friendly letter, telling me of your safe return,
ifnothing more. The fortnight seemed very
long; and when a mouth passed without
bringing me a letter, it seemed to have been a
year. “But lam sure of one by Mr. Levi.”
said I: so I endeavored to comfort myself.
I could hardly wait until he should come, aud
when at last I was told that be had arrived,
and actually in the house, I ran breathless
with joyand demanded my letter. “None,
(said he)—l went to the post office the first
ofJune, and found noneibryou.” “None?”
said I, “No,sure not one.” I remembered
nothing more, until I found myself in bed and
the physician by my side.

Still, though stricken down, I was not in
despair. “Some accident has disappointed
me, (said I)—the letter may have been mis-
carried ; or he may choose to come, and give
me a joyful surprise by bearing his own
tidings. 1 shall hear or see before long.”
But another month pasaed-so long—yet notidings. We beard of a New York packet-
ship wrecked on the coast of Ireland; the
letter bag lost—and some passengers—but
your name was not among them. On this
chance of your letter being lost, I fed my
declining hope. But long months of fruitless
expectation compelled me at last to concludethat you had found the scheme of our union
unpropitions to your hopes of happiness, and
that your kind compassion would not sufferyou to tell me so. I had promised not to
blame you—l did not—but my heart bled
nevertheless—ah, many a weary day and
weary night. I fled from the crowded city to
hide my grief, and if possible to relieve, itamong the lakes and mountains of Cumber-
land. They reminded me of the delightfnl
scenery which you had described—where you
made me hone to live, communing with
nature and withthe dear friends whose hearts
seemed purposely formed to sympathise with
mine. But I must not pain that dear friend
with the recital ofmy sorrows.

Long was the time before I could give youup with dutiful resignation. 1 imagined
various reasons for your long silence, and
sometimes renewed my hope on the ground
of some vain supposition. Sometimes again
I feared that you were dead; and then I
mourned for you as for my brother. But I
was relieved of this painful apprehension two
months ago. A friend of my lathers has
some lands in the mountains of Virginia.
When he went to see them, my father request-
ed him to visit your village and enquire after
you. He learned that you were alive and
well. Then I knew that you had abandoned
our engagement, and that longer hope was
vain ifnot sinful. Ofteu had I dreamed both
asleep and awake of rural felicity with you,
my comforter in sorrow and my chosen com-panion for life. Bat when 1 found that all
was a dream, and that 1 must resign myheart
to widowhood, I resisted the fondness of s
love that could only make me miserable.
Hard was ittobringso sweet oneaud so cherish-ed a passion within the bounds of moderation.
Often would it invite the fond illusion, that
yonr difficulties might yet be removed, and
that your lovefor me was yet sufficient to bring
you over the waters iu search of your Judith.
But one long year, and months of another
passed away, during which all the winds ol
Heaven had blown without wafting to me
even a sigh from my friend. How then
could the faintest illusion of hope remain,
oven dawn upon the darkness ot my soul ‘i
“No, (thought I) that dearly remembered night
of our parting made me feel the last throbs
that I shall ever feel, of a heart that
will be dear to me, until this poor heart
of mine shall throb no more.” When this
second summer came, and my last day of
hope was gone, 1fled again to the woods and
the lakes, and there, after many a prayer and
many a struggle subdued my heart to a merely
kind and grateful remembrance of you. 8o
at least 1 thought, but what mean these
frequent returns or my pen to the passionate
expressions of tenderness, which flow spon-
taneously from my heart, and which after
repeated trials I find will flow and mingle
with the simple narrative that I meant to
give? And what meant the tears and sobs
which almost disable me from writing? May
the gracious Redeemer, who knows what
human frailties are, enable me to be faithfoit
Myfriend Ioh my friend 11 must not, I dare
not love you now, as I formerly loved you.
When my heart abandoned itself to widow-
hood, and i sought consolation from the
Most High, among shades and rocks and
waters, where, as well as in His word, the
Divine spirit dwells, 1 happened to meet a
stranger, on a visit to the same retreats, flhe
who, in mind and person, in tastes and princi-
ples, resembles yon, my dear friend ; and
who for that season interested me in my
desolate state. His company and conversa-
tion last year, soothed and instructed me:
bat then my heart was beyond the reach of
bis love. A friendly acquaintance was all
that occurred between us until this summer,
when I returned in my despair to the woods
and lakes, where I unexpectedly met with
him again. He sought my company, I was
pleased withhis; ke saw that I was a mourn-
er, and he comforted me; he had learned that
I was a Jewess, and he labored faithfully and
devoutedly for my conversion to Christianity.
By thd blessing of God, he succeeded in re-
moving all my remaining doubts, and difficul-
ties respecting the Christian faith. I was
almost persuaded when I parted with yon;
but I would not suggest hopes on thatsubject,
until I should be fairy persuaded. Now my
faith in Jesus of Nazareth, is mychief consola-
tion ; and the eloquent and pious friend who
won me finally to Christ has also gained so
much of my esteem and 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 once
tenderly loved, and whom no changes can
release from her obligations to von. Should
you ever find that 1 or my friends can do you
any sort of service, 1 entreat you, by the
remembrance of onr voyage together, and by
all the love that you may still bear me, to let
us know it Call on us,—or if death should
have taken me away—or my father or my
sister—for all the assistance that you may
need. The halfof my fortune 1 can easily
spare, ami would rrioice to impart to a friend
whose disinterested kindness and essential
service to me, I can never repay—but 1 thank
Heaven if an opportunity be given me to
prove that I am, and will ever be your great

and devoted friend. Judith Bekaxddi.
Before I had finished reading, my eyes grew

dim. Self reproach for my uqjust suspicions
and my fatal procrastination, wrung my
heart The knell of departed hope boomed
on my ears, as if the gentle murranr of the
river had swollen to the roar ofa cataract I
fell back and lay in a stupor of astonishment
st my late blindness ot years, and at the
unrolled scrool of my hapless destiny. I was
for some time prostrated, my soul and body,
at the astounding revelation. When I re-
covered strength to rise, the sun was shooting
his rays horizontally from mountain top to
mountain top I The turtle dove, from her
withered tree in the field, was cooing forth
her evening lamentation. Shades almost as

my soul were thickened around me,
with grief. 1 called to the dark-frown-

ing rocks and to the waters that were rolling
by, to pity me. 1 made the echoes respond to
the name of my love and lost Judith. One
while my perturbed imagination pictured her
looking down on me from the cedars of the
cliffand illuminating my dark retreat withthe
love-inspiring radiance of her countenance-
then her fairy image seemed to be floating off
in the air, and to beckon its sorrowful adieu,
as it faded away and was lost in the gloom of
departed night.

And now, farewell, sweet Judith v ßensaddi!Time may soothe my anguish, and mitigate
my passion to the soft feeling of a mourner’s
love; bat death only can dimthe bright image
of feminine loveliness which my sonl has
caught from thee. Henceforth thou art my
heart’e model of what is sweet and pare in
woman. Others I may see fair and affection
ale, virtuous and holy ; but none can take thy
place. lam wedded to remembered beauty.
Alas I all but the memory ofthy charm# is lost
to me. Once more and forever, farewell,
farewell, sweet Judith Bensaddi 1
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the restoration of habitual feelings first, andthen less pleasing views of the brief episode
of our life-adventure. My suspicion, once al-
lowed to take root, and nurtured by a brood
ing melancholy grew apace into a dark and
bitter jealousy. In afew days I could even
say in the bitterness of my soul: “Why shu’d
Igo to see her ? Or, why write a third time ?
Shall Iallow her to show myself or my third
letter to her cockney beaux ?—of which she
told me that she baa crowds ; that they may
laugh at the uncouth bumpkin of Virginia,
who by his services at a critical period, when
her gnef was deep and her heart unguarded,
had made a transient impression on her; butwhom inher cooler moments, she could not
think of manying, though she felt obliged to
him for his kindness, and had, under the im
pulse of graditude, given him more encour-
agement than prudence allowed. Shall I ex-pose myself to snch treatment as this ? No,
verily, I will not!”

These suggestions ofthe melancholy demon
were sometimes resisted by my better feelings;
but never snbdued so that I could resolve

to prosecute my ill-fated love. 1 stillindulged, from time to time, my bitter sur-misings of Judith’s falsehood ; although my
conactance often whispered that they were un-
just. What inconsistences will nota wretched
man perpetrate in tbe bitterness ofhis soul!

Finally, I resolved that as the case seemed
desperate. I would strive to forget that I bad
ever loved Judith Bansaddi. I was impelled
to some decisive course; by the dread of asettled melancholy and imbecile moping, or
of downright madness for life. Once conclu-
sively resolved, I was as prompt and energet-
ic inexecution, as I was indecisive and pro-
crastinating incases of doubtful deliberation.

11 Perhaps,” said 1 to myself, “H is a mer-
ciful interposition of Providence, that has
thwarted an effection which might have plant-
ed a thorn in my breast for life. A Christian
is forbidden to marry an infidel, and the pro-
hibition is a wise one. Now for study and
learning, and the glorious achievements of
professional exertion.”

My studies had been much interrupted by
consumption first, and then by love and mel-
ancholy. During a year I had made littleprogress; now 1 betook myself with renewed
zeal to my books. But many a time and oft
while leaning over my learned author on the
tabic, did I start out of a reverie, and finding
that my soul had unconsciously strayed into
the regions of love, and drank sweeter waters
at the fountain of Venus, than Helicon had
ever yielded to poet orphilosopher. But hy
persevering efforts, I conquered this propen-
sity to rime scenes and emotions, which,
however delightful once, were fleeing as a
dream should be forgotten.

By the end ofthe ensuing summer my mind
had recovered iu usual tone and steady hab-
its, and I had just finished the preparatory
studies of my profession ; when an incident
occurred which again raised my feelings to a
tempest, and formed the closing scene of my
story.

Going by the postoffice one forenoon, 1 was
called to receive a letter which arrived by the
last mail. I turned in, expecting nothing un-
usual ; when lo I it was a ship-letter, with the
London post-mark. 1 instantly recognized
upon it the handwriting of Judith Bensaddi.
Good Heaveus! what a volcanic stirring and
heaving, wbsl rekindling and burning of ir-
repressible tires, did 1 feel immediately within
me. The flame of love had been soothed by
despair, but the fuel was unconsumed, and
the fire smouldering insecret; the first breath
of hope was sufficient to reawaken its dor-
mant energies.

1 hurried out of town on my way home, in-
tending as soon as 1reached a private place,
to tear open tha mystery at once. But when
1 found a suitable place, 1 could not summon
the resolution to break the seal. Hope shed
reviving rays upon my soul, and I longed to
realize its promise; but fear drew up a cloud
from the Stygian lake, that threatened to over-
whelm and extinguish forever the last star in
my heaven of love. Hitherto the evidence
that Judith had changed her mind were pure-
ly negative; I had received no communication
from her ; that was all. Now I was to learn
from herself the certainty ofwliat I might still
hope, or of what 1 had feared : the question
that bad cost me so much excrutiating coqjee-
ture, was now to be solved. 1 was to know
in a moment whether the lovely Judith might
yet be mine, or whether the gulf between us
was now fixed and impassable. When I put
my thumb-nail to the seal, and I felt that 1
was about to read the doom of a love whose
renovated power now ruled my soul { “terror
took hold on me, and trembling which made
all my bones shake.” I could not break the
seal. 1 staggered homewards under my load
of fearful anxiety. Several times 1 stopped,
and said now 1 but 1 could not, every nerve
inmy body quivered. When 1 got home, I
stole unobserved into my room, and locked
the door. “Here,” said I. “is the place, and
now is the time.” Still 1 hesitated; I sat. I
law down on the bed; I got up and paced the
room. It would not do; my heart quailed and
shrank from tbe dead revelation. “1 cannot
do it here,” said 1. “1 must go to the woods
and rocks.” To the woods and rocks about
the farm 1 went. For hours 1 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
1 took the letter from my pocket, looked at it,
one while examining the superscription,
another while the seal—and then returning it
to my pocket witha groan, 1 wandered again,
like the evil spirit, “seeking rest and finding
none.” It may seem strange, ihst ! should
voluntarily undergo this lengthened agony of
suspense, when 1 could end it in a moment.
But 1 durst not end it. What man could dare,

• ifhe might, unseal the books of his final des-
tiny ? He would rather live in the uncertainty
oftrembling hope, than hazard the withering
blast ofa remediless despair.

Towards evening 1 found myself by the
river side in a solitary nook, to which 1 was
wont to resort when in a musing mood. It
was a snug corner, with the river infront, and
high cliffs, topped withceders, carving round
the other sides. Three or four trees spread

, their umbrageous tops over head, and beneath
, a small fountain brew its silvery thread of

cool water from the inner angle to the river,
between turfy banks and mossy stones. Here

, 1 had often meditated on roy love, and hero
1 resolved at all events to know iu issue. 1
threw myself upon asweet grassy bank, near
the river that run murmuring by; at the bate
of the cliff, near my seat, the wild aster was
opening iU purple fringed eyes, seemingly to
watch the dog-star iniunightly rounds. Else-
where the atmosphere was showing withsum-
mer heat; here all was cool, dusky and still.

! Again I took the letter from my pocket,
and again I trembled all over like an aspen
leaf. But my resolution was token ; “Now
itmust be done.” Mythumb-nail was again
applied, and with a convulsive jerk 1 tore off
the seal. With trembling hand 1 unfolded the
closely written sheet with palpitating heart I
read as follows:

London, July 10th, 1820.

MyBeloved Friend .—With yon h is impos-
sible for me to be ceremonious. I have
experienced too much of your kindness, and
I may add of your love, to suspect you of
unkind neglect, or to think of you with any
other feeling than gratitude and friendship.
1 wrote you afew hasty lines from Liverpool by
a packet that was about to sail immediately
afur my landing. 1 will now give you the
outlines of my sad history since 1 left Phila-
delphia.

The night when we parted! 1 yet weep at
the remembrance of it; had ithen anticipated
our long, long separation, mv grief woula have

' turned to distraction. Our journey to Boston
was speedy, and would have been pleasant, if
any thing could have given pleasure so short-

[ ly after that parting hour. Two days after-
wards 1 took ship withicy cousin. The ship
and the sea revived all my griefs; for they
brought affecting ly to mind toe horrible day
whin 1 lost the dearest of brothers, and found
all a brother's kindness inyou. The voyage,
as 1 wrote before, was prosperous; and on toe
thirty-fifthday after our separation, 1 waa in
the arms of my dear father. Cousin Von

> Caleb bad written him notice of onr calamity
from Boston, on the day whan he received my

letter; so that before our arrival my afflicted
parent had learned his irreparable loss; now
be teemed equally divided between joy for

i his recovered daughter, and grief for bis lost
son.

1related 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 Las; omitting at first

. the affair of our love. I told him how you
bad saved my life 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 for out of your way to restore

1 me to my friends, untilyour care of me occa-
l sioned the severe hurt that confined you in¦ Philadelphia. “Now blessed be the* good
i young stranger, (said my father, with tears in

his eyes)—how can we reward him for his
I goodness to my poor destitute child? t owe

him for roar life; yes, twice-for without him
i you would first have perished in the water
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The business of manufacturing dwarf**by mutilating children, unhappily, me el
one time followed m e profession bye
body of villein, who bed it reduced to e
system. In the preliminary chapters to
“L’Homme Qui Bit,” Victor Hugo gives
an account of the operations of tbcee per-
sona which is full ofpoioful interest. They
called themaelves “Cotuprechioe,” end
they labored to supply the demand which
existed a couple of centuries ago, iualmost
every European country, for dwarfs and
distorted human beings for the royal pal. tiro
and for the homes of the wealthy nobility.
The King most have his mimhapeu jester;
the fine lady her fautaetie page or footman;
the nobleman hie hunchback lackey; and
even the Saltan bis grotesque buffoon for
the seraglio. The demand was forgreater
than the supply afforded by the freaks of
nature, and the Compracbusoe undertook
to make good (he deficiency. They fobri-
cated monsters upon a large scale. The
headquarters of this infamous fraternity
were in England, hot Us ranks wen re*
cruited from all countries, and its oDera-
tions were extended to other oeunWise.
The organisation had its origin, we believe,

Comprachioe procured children for
their purpose in various ways Sometimes
there was an heir to an estate who was to
the way of somebody, and he would be laidinto the bands of the order to be mat listed
beyond recognition. Sometime, pauper
and orphan children would be diapered of
by relative, who did sot wish to take care
of them, and often, again, when the raw
material was not offend insaflMeatqnan-
titiea, the Cumpreohios would kidnap
children for their purposes. Ones to their
hand., there wa no pomibiiity that achild
eonld be rescued without mutilation.
Taken when very young they were, aa
Vktoc Hugo expresses U, “touched up, to
that there parents would not recognise
them.” Sometimes the Comprachioe would
operate on the spine in such a wav that
the child would have a bumped back; or
the. would leave the dona) column straight,
and alter the countenance. They would
cut the muscles so that the littleone would
wear a perpetual and diabolical grin, or
would have ita face set permanently in
some fantastic shape. By a peculiar pro-
core, the growth of another would be stunt-
ed so that the child would be a dwarf;
while in other eaaes the jointsand muscles
of the limbs would be so treated that they
would acquire unnatural suppleness. These
patients would be sold to showmen, whotrained them as gymnast Sometimw, also,
the throat would be manipulated for the
purpose of giving the child peculiar vocal
powers. Charles IIhad a being thus mu-
tilated, whose office itwss to move around
the palace st night signalling the hours by
crowing tike a cock. A certain Dr. Con-
quest, of London, wrote n volume upon
this kind of surgery, in which be describes
the processes as if they hads rightful place
among the practices of science.

The Comprachioe were suppressed by
statute under William and Maty. Their
counterparts are said, however, to exist si
this day in Chios. The Chinese operators
take a child of two or three years old and
put it in a porcelain vase of acme odd
ahape, but without lid or bottom, so that
the head and feet are exposed. Iu the
daytime the vase is kept upright; at night
it ia laid upon its side, so that the child
may sleep. Thus the child groan, filling
up the spaces in the vase with its com-
preased flesh and twisted boose. This
growth in the bottle lasts for seven) years.
At s given period it ia without remedy.
When the mould has taken, and the mon-
ster ia made, they break the vane, and the
child comes out of it.

Hew dace Food ffomrlsh Bit
Taking aliment* into the stomach is only

a preliminary process. There it is mixed
with x peculiar fluid which corns from the
inner walls of that organ, which is a pow-
erful solvent. Masts or vegetables are
quickly melted don, as it ware, the pro-
duct always appearing within about an
hour aa a grayish, pnltaoeoua mam. Next,
it peases from the stomach (on the right
side, just under the ribs) into a membra-
nous tube, which is thickly studded with
glands, each pouring out a fluid peculiar
to itself, to combine with the onward mov-
ing tnyesta. At the distance of twelve
inches on the route, bile from At liver is
added ; and then a bland secretion from
the pancreas, or sweetbread, which alone,
of all others in the system, dimolvee but-
ter, oils, and lard, converting them intoau
emulsion. Millions of tubes, smaller than
hairs, open within the tube, sucking up a
milky fluid (chyle,) the product of the
food and the admixtures since itarrived at
the stomach. Then it is conveyed by the
distal extremities of foe lymphatics (the
small tube* above mentioned) into a take
foe site of a wheat straw. Once to than,
it ascends up foe whole length of foe ab-
domen through the chest direct. Thence,
mixing with impure venous Mood, It got*
to the right chamber of the heart, and
thence is sent into foe lungs. By drawing
in A breath, the oxygen infoe sir ia united
to foe new fluid aud the returned old blood;
it revivifies one and vitalises foe other.
Prom the food, the solid parts of the body
are not only made, hut kept in repair.

Laxomt Book iu thi Would.—We
read ef what promises to be the biggest
book inthe world. It is now inprocess of
manufacture ia Paris, aad will coo tain foe
names of all the inhabitants of Alsace and
Lorraine who have formally proclaimed
their wish to remain French sahjeeta.
The list is said towomprise 380,600 names.
One hundred and twenty-five compositors
have been employed oc foe work daring
the last three mouths, it is being printed
on seven presses, and the volume will in-
clude 13,163 pp. A valuable work, no
doubt, but not one which we would wish
to read through at a sitting.

To Clean Bkabs.—Engineers rail find
the following reoeipe a good one for polish-

. ing the brass work of their engines: Bab
foe surface of the metal with rotteostota

r and sweet oil, then tab off with a piece ef
cotton flannel and polish with softWfosr.
Asolution of oxalic sold rubbed cum tar-

| nisfaed brass soon removes foe lavish,
, rendering the metal bright the acid

, must be washed off with mater, and the
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