~Still, Alice Sinelair had never

- heart, it was music,

“Carlisle fHevald.
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Gladly now we antiea voand By
Forthe toiling day ixdone,
And the gm\ and &nh aun Deitteht,
Follows down the gohlen sun:
Shadows longihen on the davoment.
Stalk like giants theough the ploon
Wandor past the dus®y easeine
Creep around thetre-it poom: ,
Draw the curtair s!-- close theshutters:
L Place the slippers by the fre!
* Though the rude wh A toudly wutiers,
What care we for wind sprite’sire,

’ N
. i

What care we for outward seeming?
Fiekle Fartune's frown or smile,
If arcund ns love IsTeaming—
Tove cau human jlls 1eruile:
rNeath the eottage roof aml padace,
From the peasant ta the Bin
Al are quattty g from Jife's chalice,
Bublles that enchantment Frivg:
Grates are glowing., inasie flowiagy
From th lips we love tho Leat s
Oh, the jny ~~the bliss—of knowine
Fhore are hearts an which topesi!

Tearts that theol with enverelantoce—
fiearts that echn to oo pwr—
While firnm ecare and haunting sads e

“as lnllht(nt as the gem which ‘lpdl‘l\l()(] upon
. Chepdrod;
oh r(zuhnlrm's. had lier heauty seemed g0 win- |

She chtered with a merry heart. into
!l the delichts of the occasion, and looked
g with undiseriminating favor on the attentions
- Her heart was hnoy-

her eye

tover,

“of her various suitors,
“ant with the brightest anticipations;

.-Arthur Beaumont had come from the sun
ny.land of the south, to complete the conrse
of his professional studies. He-possessed, to
an eminent degree, the handsome exterior
which marks the natives of that sultry clime:
and was well ealeulnféd o excite the admi-

and never hefore, in the ' eves Ot,

Wing, or their idol sogworthy of their idolatry.
While hef merriment was most hoisterous,

ration of a young and sensitive girl, though
'the paleness of his brow, the hectic flush up-
on his cheeks, but too sadly told that con-
sumption had fixed its hold upon his vitals.

ier eve fell easily upon the form of a stran-
rer who moved amid the ussembly with all!

'tlm native ease and polish of a gentleman. !

ile stood iu a remote corner of the hall, and
now nnl]-lhon, through the throng which had
her, Alice could eatch I

mmanding form, a pale, |
i

rathered  around

slimpees of a tall ¢
melancholy brow,and o dark eye that heam-
el tenderly on the lady who stood beside him.

thought she could love. A strange, indefin-

Mingle retar In Inok op tone.
Care may tread the hails of Das bt -
Sadness haunt the midnipht howe--
But the weird and witehine Twitich'
dringrs the chow iogr Hearthsione's dover:
Altar of aur ho'iest feelines!
Childboetl's well remembered <heine,
Spirit-y enrnings—sonbreyenlive <
Wreathes Bnmertal ound thee i e,

|
!
|
5
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'A STORY OF THE HEART
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~Inthe e of voath,
atl v e wae tepug 00
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And Toth were youug,

“Tow blessed are the beautiful

amnded by all thatis desieabile, nd Lo dwih
+thrit-sslovel

. @ .
Odmivers,

USRS

vrehtrhed v a Wit el

with nothing ta rotand the
wie of thair cajoyment, we would tatu Ly e
'

Bat life to them was as ealm as the elose o

ummer eve, and as unclonded as the mages

L ebildhood’s dremms, They are the idods oF

for them the

fie social cirele Singing pock
weathes his madrigals, and the mivsic of {be
the

'HHI ,

amored swadn wafts it swectuds: on

midnight air: and a dark, hghing: cve,

an auburn tress, and a | loomme clic ok ceme

mand applause wherever they are scens Bt
the most interesting of all those wdo Loy
elaims o beauty, is that which iz Lenatdd

f

~ton, they

with the tide of “village Lelles.” Nine in

comparative retivement and secle

are untaiuted hy the affeetations of the G-
Snable world, and combine a swiotness and
-implicity of character which ix il'l'l'<i<l”u}
winning.  For them the brightest ”H\\t‘l\ are
enlled, and the deepest ravines are u.\plnu-tl
by rival and adventurous youths: many are
the feuts of agility and strength which attest
the fond regard of their suitors; and 1 can |
coneeive no object in nature so interesting
a3 o village belle, erowned with a diadem of |
from  hér L

tlowers native vale, nud swaving

e o gentle monarch the feelings and pas-
~ions of her many admirers.

Alice Sinelnir, At sev.
Aike the opening rose-bud

P

- Sach an one was
efiteen she bupst
irto womanhood, vet seemed all unconscious
of the charms §he so eminently possessed.—
She might Lave been a despot over the hearts
which bewed at the shirine of her beauty and
Her virtues, but gazed with indifference on
Her
HAME Was upou every tougue; her praises
were echoed by every hachelor in his retive-
ment ; and many were the romantic gallants
whao serenaded at midnight beneath her lat-
tice, pouring forth all that eloquence of song
which only lovers can appreciate. Tndeed,”
she seemed worthy of all this adoration, pos-
stssing, as she did, the sylphJike form, the

che sacrifices she had never demanded.
.

auburn tress, the blooming cheek, and the
nameless magic of the dark-blue eye, which

< the

“the charoe,

©eonsclons

Cpassion 3 and, accompanying it with a full,
“mellow voiee, he vttered the melody of a fa-

;

i

!

For once the village belle saw one whom she | l
: she heeded not |

able feeling eame over pm’
he adulations of flattery ; the lnummnlod(
nall and the brilliant prray of beanty nnd[
ashion swam in indistinet images hefore her; |
aod forthe first time lhmnr' n long inter |
wnrse her suitors were une 1ble to account hn

t

tmoments |m~<~wd awny-—tu the sen-

her e :(v\,d of their attentions,
A e
sitaes cafons gicl it seemed move like the
o depeeture of an hour, The interesting
strangrcr was conducted to the piano, and as
he ta e hed the
taraed upon him in wonder at his rave ae-
s A liee Sinelair, with an in- !
tussmt aebibedy he-did -not—nttempt-to: coneeal, =
- full

deserve

magic kevs, every eve was

o
Yo by

oo o e the periormer: nud
velldnd he the

entie hearts expressed jn his favor.—

on
interest which so

:'H_\ A
Afer dushine through n']msl_\' prelude, Te
performed a national air with an energy which
thrified every patriot bosom in (]u assembily.
Commeneing with alow and mes asured stratin,
hetrer conld almost faney he heard the
the_gnartial tread of his country's warriors !
A hine 1o the battle field; and then cume
the onset, the thundering of the i
cannon, the shout, the huzza of vigtory—un-

1l the notes gradnally died away like the dim

muflied drum, sounding faintly”’
The audicnce

tones of a

from Bhie distant vale. was

wrapt in astonishmentand admiration; while
pause, ir
touched again the
Now it

lumwl to the softer breathings of the tender

musicing, after smiling

()fl
Cihrilling keys of

the a as

his sway,

the piano, wis

vorite love sopg. Alice theught that music
Chind never seemed so delightful, so rich, so
soothing ; and for the first time she (uuldf'

appreciate the tender sentiment of the love-
born muadrigal. ¢
The struuger ot length ceased, amid the

plaudits of the company ; and casting a hur

| vied glance around him, his eve fell upon

that of Alice, who was regarding him with o
new and ill-disguised interest, He paused
for n moment in admiration of the beautiful
blood rush to her

eirl, who felt the warm

Dtemples, and turned away to hide her confu-

sion 3 and when Alice onuce more ventured to
look up,the handsome stranger was standing
with folded arms, npn}l from the giddy circle
around him. He scemed to be meditating
on .some all-absorbing theme, perhaps his
distant howe, or the idol whose image was
veealled by the scene he was witnessing 3 but
then his eye would resume the wonted ten-
derness, while with ‘stolen glance he regard-
ed the blushing features of the village belle.

The evening at length closed?  Alice and

woets and prosers delight to cuntemplate—
loveld ! '

If there was anything in which she delight-
od, with all the tenderness of a m:s;:of.-\"?l.lc
She woild Hsten eager.
ly for the faintest note which was bornegto’
Ler ear, and wus hersell’ most accomplished

{n all the graces of the heavenly art. When-

. over in the crowded cirele she touched the

4

“was somcnu.xl;,

one.

keys of "the piano, and warbled oune of he.

favorite pirs, every éar would be on the alert

to eateh the witming melody. Ier window
overlooked a flower garden which she had
nurtured with her own hand; and very often
whon the stars wére jusf peeping thrangl the

" mists of twilight, from that window might be

heard the low warbling of & mellow voice,
and the fuint tinkling of a guitar stealing on
the car with a melody whose eaptivating in-
fluence no human fortitude could resist, It
too pure, too cthereal for
earth,and to Tmagine thé dark-eyed girl with
her ringlets waving in the cvening wind, and
to drink in the melody of her guitar, 10 inhale
the dewy sweetness of her fuvorite bowor,
and to havo the seene mellowecub} the mag-
ic light of tho cvening stars, wag a happi-
_ness which ean onl_) be exceeded by the Wiss
of heaven.

But theie is a crisis in
On one seession.in the hevadoey ol")n v

vowth, Tooeel LT e

‘the fate of cvery

noevennes ot

LY

the stranger exchnngcd glances. as she hur-
She sought her cham-
In
vain she endeavored to upbraid herself for
forming an attachiment  for one she might
never again behold 5 and vainly strove to rid-
icule the thought of giving her heart away
{or a songr  Shie arose and operied her case-
went, that the pure air of heaven mifht play
avound her brow, and check the excitement
of her fevered pulse.  The breath of the ear-
ly Spring came laden with the perfumes of
her flower gmdcn, and Alice” fhought that
the stars had never seemed so beautiful as
at that moment. A hurried step was heard
heneath her Iattice 3 the light notes of a gui-
tar fell softly on her ear,and the manly voice
of the sln;,u' thullcd still more genﬂ) on her

goul. 1t was the very same voice she had
heard in the drawing room, and the notes of
the same tender song wero\ﬂonhng up to her
window. Slie listened with wrapt attention,
while strain after strain was wafted 1o her

[x'ivd from the scene.
{'ber and her couchy but not to slumber.

"(.ood‘\’:ghtl" had be'on }mxud nind his re-
ﬂl(. f,ou;,hl, once more her pl]low., 'Jhon it
wi that a slumber as Vlissful as st of in-
lune) gaihered ahout her, senses ; visions of
delight danced before her, and. c:m we won:

dm- that anid all her dicams, hvr”"\)c resfed

i form of the &k haived stranger, and?

. [
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overs met again and again,

ear; and it wag not until the sercnader’s last |,

His physicinns had advised a change.of air
to retard the progress of his disease; but
there was an image of quiet, resigned melan-
-choly upon his brow which too cearly re-
| vealed his forebodings of his early doom.—
He had not been lang in the village when
Alice first saw hiny, and had gazed with im-
partinl admiration on the many brilliant eyes
and blooming cheeks which had shone upon
him ; but the glance which causually fell up-
on Alice Sinclair had won his exclusive ad-
miration, L _

But afew days elapsed before they again
wet. At an evening party he sought and
{ made her acquainfance. Botlistrove to seem
indifferent, and to conceal the feelings which

“sound of merriment swelled out on the ear.

er, and all the bonnty and fashion of they vil-
Inge was there. There wag o marked coni.
trnst between the Blooming helle of seven-
teen and the pale consumptive student, upon
whose arin she hung’in all the confidence of
vouthful love.  Yet ft was pleasing to wit-
ntegs the matual affeetion of the two—how
eagerly she listened to his every word, and
how inndly and tenderly hie gazed upon Al
ice.  Now and then a shedow would flit over
hig features, as though he had no heart for
the revelry; and then again he wounld resume
his wonted cheerfulness, and feign an inter-
est which he could not feel. )

Tt was a heantiful rii;:’ht“ in enﬂy Spring.
Groups of the visitcrs were strolling through
the walks of the flower garden which Alice
had planted with her own hand. The moon
lit up the scene with all the magic of her
bheams; whilc through the windows of the
drawing room, the notes of the piano and the

Let him who would esenpe’the enticements
of lose,beware of musie, and moonlmlv& and

party assembled at the housé of Alice's fath-

which msplted our earliest love, and repcufl-
ing and rcnewmg the vows of this hallowed
hour

Alice could not ulwr all she fo lt but she
looked forward with the gayest guticipations
to the realization of all the hopes she had in-
dulged, and felt that the distant clime of
which her lover had gpoken, was just suited
to her wishes, and with such a heart as Ar-
thur's to comfort and cherish her, she would
be happy indeed.
should often lend but a false enchantment to
the future, and provewus transient as they are
captivating. '

“Alice, I fear T have deceived you,” said

Alas! that our hopes

her lover after a pause. ), “Have yuu not ob-
served my unusual paléness, and the hectlc
flush on my cheek ?"

“But you are a student, Arthur.”

“I nm au invalid, Alice. T ecan no longer
conceal the truth. T have loved you hlindly
and devotedly, and in yain cndeavored to
check a passion which ean only ¢nd in the
misery of both. This moment the coffsump-
tion is preving on my vitals."

womet I I know wot how many of *these

they mutually indulged, hut benenth all their
freserve and timidity might be seen the true;
workihgs of their attachment.

yalike in the seducing labyrinths of the prom-

They joined
<

enade, and the giddy mazes of the w\om‘

idanee ; and when, at the request of Alice,
the took his seat it the piano, her ulmle snnl'
fwas wrapt in the melody that nwoke from lhe

mn"l(' heys of the instrument.
ars u]unH\ progressed in their mutual confi- |
denee and affection s and when they parted
lm!ll fully
i their deep and lllli[ll(‘n(li thie loves

e the might, were convineed of |
But why pursue a history that all have ex-
[n\lu-mul in their own learts 2—why enu- }
cmerate the nltm nate doybts and uncertantios,
xlw shifting Lopes and fearsowhich eneh one
“has feltfor himself?  The lhs’ﬁur\ af the emo-
circumstances, is alwavs the same; and if!
there be one whosé eve may rest on the snn-!
i ple record, who las never ow vned the mn-rl(-i
of a dark eye, or howed hjs wn] at the =hrine-
of beauty, we would remind him that he hns:
wissed a treasure which no pen can pmn.n

”)l‘}

How delightful!
!

and no talisman but love can unfold.

‘were the hours that they spent tor'(‘thh ! how

Lieavy the moments when sopumtvd' And

~week after week passed away, and Arthur;

still lLiesitated to reveal the story of his love. 5
‘There is no language by which the heart ¢an 5
‘disclose its warmest, decpest emotions,  The f
anxious, xm:](in{gr look, the crimson Mnsh.i
the unbidden sigh, can convey a confession
of Tove, fur better than all else beside; and
I would scorn all the cloquence of a lover's
verbosity, unless there were a glow upon his
cheek and a five in his eye, far more thrilling
than the langnage he uttered.

For once, indeed, the course of true love
ran smoothly.  The most brilliant prospeets
upened hefore thewn @ life was to them as un-
clonded as the summer sky, and hope seemed
the bright star of their destiny.  They look-
ed only at the present hour, or invested the
future with greater charms, and gilded it
with & halo as beautiful and delusive as the
purple haze on the distant mountain top.—
Inscusibly to others, the deadly discase was
fastening on the vitals of Arthur.  Often did
he repent bis rashness in beguiling the af
fections of o young and artless girl, and de-
termined to draw his own heart from an t-
tachment which would result in misery to
-hoth.  But the unsuspecting confidence and
devotion of Alice’ would win him back to his
first lgve : and he feared to make a disclo-
sure which would blight the anticipations
which she had indulged.  Even the shade of
melancholy wh ¢h wag
hrow, but served to render him wmore inter-

mngo UP()!I his

esting to the devoted Alice.

“For hours would she it beside him, ]ht
ening to the melting strains of his guitar, and
the melody of his favorite airg; for hours,
while the shade of twilight gathered over
them; would shelean upon his arm, and hear
his eloquent descriptions of hig native South.
And then in the soft aceents of love, he would
tell lier of the brond Savannahs where the
rivulets wandered in melody tln'ou"h the long
| grags—of the wild steeds, noble as the cour-
seis of Araby, that bounded in native freedom
through the deep forests. He spoke of the
happy clime where the orange and lemon
tree bloomed in perennial beauty ; where the
air was calm as the breathings of a fairy's
slumber; and where every vale and glew'was
vocal with the mglody of TDirds and the mer-
riment of darle-haired givls. | Thus would lhe
linger alone, undigturbeil b) the th(msnnd
obstruetions which so often nnpedo the course
of true love: and if ever happiness dawned
upon earth, surcly Arthur and Alice were
doubly blest.  And sti)] he never told his
lovel : )
sul the

«lilies,

moonlight strollers “were in Jove, nor how |
many vows were whispered in the recesses of |
Fain would I linger to
tell of the heaas and belles who sported ilu ir .
holiday attive in the Hght of the moon, nml
pause to contemplate so muech of innoeence

those ear len walks,

and be .\/uir;> But I speak not of them,  One
by one th*rroup retived to the deawingroom
beneh i the shadow of o bower, Arthur waz
sitting alonge with the idol of his Tove.

Aud the stars
peeped out ke bashtul sentinels from the

“Twas indeed a holy seene.

skv: and thyough the opening vistas of thir
vine leaves above them, the struggling moon
 beams fell in benuty on the lovers. There
was noone nearto lwm the plighted faith, save

l]u night breeze which wafted its perfumes

(tions of the heart, ,],m,"], varied by m\lmllumund them, and the humble Hower that’

bowed its head beneath their feet.
“And I never told you that T Joved \nn."

said \l(hlll ]»'nnn"ﬂwnnuhhhmnhu Lro
- o

mand wazing tet iderly into the eyes that were the energy of wonman,

resting mildly on his own.

“J knew it Avthur, else T eould” not have
loved you so terderly—so devotedly.”

Phere .was.a dong pause ; their fc(lin;_v._s
were too deep, too holy for wtterance. Now
and then a stiain of music eame rently from
the distant hall, chiming in delightful ca
dences around the moon lit bower, and then
all would be as hushed as- the repose of the

rave.

“You love this bower with its roses,.and
and vihe leaves—do you not, Alice ?”
. “More than any other spot on earth,” she
replied, and her blue eye danced with joy.—
-It was the pride of my earliest vears to tend
this garden spot and trim the flowers which
decked it; it has sheltered my favorite sing-
ing birds from the sunshine and the storm,
and more than all, it is delightful to recall
the bappy hours which T have spent with
yourselt, Arthur.” .

are never wearied with singing-—where the
skies are bright as those of Italy—where—"

“Your father land—is it not ?” interrupted
Alice.
which I have nurtured with my
could T love it as I do that which has grown
up with me from my childhood 77

“Far better, believe me, Alice. Why, in

lemon trees Lloomr in unfading beauty : and
the dark-eved givls are more beantiful than

the clime which they inhabit,” How

gladly claim you as such.”
“ls she beautiful 2"
stinctively.

«

dove ip her nature.”
“Is she like yourself'?” asked Alice.
“You might guess that we were brother

er been tossed far from home on the rude
billows of the cold hearted world; and her
life s been cherished by those \slm Tove her,
like the exotic flower, exposed to naught but
the dews and sunshine of Henven"”

“But Arthar, wligh harassed by the cares
and vexations of the world—when the novel-
ty of your conquest is over, and we'sit down
to the simplé realitics of life, wo will not for.
get the ¢harm which drew my attention to-
you the first night we: met 2—will you not Iny
aside the pinno and guitar, a3 unworthy the at.
tention ‘of any Lut a young and nnpussmned
lover 7 ’ )

“Never while my ﬁn"{\rs enp fouch their
chords ! T will make our arbor jugt like thiy,

| (!( arest ‘hco;&nbno we st o e ropos .m«..i

BRI ALY nﬂu,

|
an

W

“Would yongot like to live Alice, where
the flowers neced no c_ulture—-—whérc the birds

“But is it as beautiful as the bower
own hand ?

every valley there is a bower springing uu-
nurtured from the eartl); the orange and the

oladly
wouldithey welcome. you to the land of your
udupliun! and 1 have a.sister, too, who would

mqmlcd Alice, in-

“Almost as yourself,” said Arthur, ‘though
she has more of the serpent and léss of the

and sister,” was lhc reply; “but shithas ney

“On, spoak not thus,” exclaimed the fran-
“Do not mar the fondest hopes 1
Can it be that a wom-

tie girl.
ln.ue ever cherished.
s love should eall up such gloomy forbod-
inzsin the objeet of heridolatry 27 -

“1 repent—sorely repent the means T Lave
"nsed to win ‘that love:” said Arthur. “J
had hoped that a change of climate aid sce-

"nery would remove or mitigate the pangs of

Thus. Lln-c Lmul atalate-howr—of=the-nichteon—niode i diseass T hul iy Trenlihis mpﬂ] declin-

Jine. Yeso Aldiee, though T ean never cense
to Jove von, from this moment [ resign the
heart and hand vou have given me.. There
are umﬁy aspirants to the same ]l('fl\('l)‘!.\‘
troasure. who could make vou fur more bles

cthan T might ever hope todo; to such | mlhl
“vield the charge T once hoped to protect.—
'(-n back, deavest Alice, to the many Learts
“which have loved vou—remain ase vouw Lave
ever been, the pride and ornament of your
pative village, and forget that you ever loved

Arthur Beaumont,”

_#Never, never ! exclaimed Aliee, with all
“('an vou thus tritle
P with the hearf that has viven vou all it pur-
est affections? That heart wonld indeed be
é blighted and desolste, and could never love
‘again. Tt was not thus you spake, when in
“the silence of the twilight hour, you told me
i of the gluries of your native South, and that
I would be the loveliest flower of that hfppy
clime. Oh, Arthur. you ‘know but little o
woman's Leart,if you deem that aught of care
or adversity, or sorrow, can chill its love, or
blight its holiest affictions.”
“Then vou will still be mine 2"
‘m'.g:\zing'u-n(h-r]_\' on the eye that was beam-

said the Tov.

ing on his own,
41 will, forever!” Aliée, \\1th
of a woman's love.

all the
noble warmth 1 will
vladly p:n'ticipate in your sorrow, it 1 can
bat share your impassioned heart. Tam sure,
Arthur, that when you breathe the air of

said

your native valley, vou.swill e well ngnin.¥

“Thank Heaven forsuch Jove as this!” ex-
claimed the enthusiastic Arthur.  “Already,
Alice, 1 feel that new life is breathed into
my frame, and that we may yvet be bappy.—
But the night'air is growing chilly ; shall ne
return ?”

The guests were just departing. The lights
were growing dim ; the shouts of revelry and
mirth had been hushed, and the transports of
the giddy dance had -passed away. “And the
plighted lovers parted, but not to slamber.—
In the still watches of the midnight huur
\\lu‘ﬂ dewy repose rested on_ the distant lu]l
aud spire and valley, and  closed the ey c-hds
of the yvoung aind blest, their hearts were uni”
ted in 2 hond which none but those who love

can know. Though dreaming of eu(h uther,
how different ivere their’ feelings and hopes!
for the one, with.all the enthusiasm of her
sex, painted the future prospecet with sl that
was beautiful and lovely in her own faney;
while the other but too well fursaw the clouds
which hovered over all his anticipations.

From'the x;igli't which seemed to have seal-
ed his happiness, Arthur’s health rapidly de-
clined, s cheek became paler, his cie
more haggard, and his frame scemed gradu-
ally wasting away. Bat his devotion to Al
jee seemed to increage in proportion to his
weakness.  Then it was that, throwing aside
the rescrve of her- sex, she visitod the sick
nan in his chamber, nml smouthed the pil-
low for him to. whom she had. phghtcd her
hand and her heart.  'With the true noble:
ness of a woman's soul, she never despaired
of his recovery; and whilst her gay compan-
jons were engaging in the revel and thy danco,
she would steal away from the henrtless
throng, and wateh by the couch of the inva.
lid, No «wonder that with sugh treatment,
Arthur rapidly recovered, And then tl: ey
would sit by bis window together, gazing oug
upon the drmmrr clouds, atd the “de ep blue
ln..\

and the 1iily |I ad sporided hum the Ely-

=
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