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toy mind to that. Come, Richard, cheer up, man, and let us have a
bowl together.”

Richard’s soul was dead within him—the bowl was resuscitation—
at first the cordial liquid produced no more effect upon him than
water, but presently came the glow, and the glow wased stronger
and stronger, till those false spirits were at last induced, .which,
‘once they got the upper hand no longer leave a man the use of
bis reason. Glass followed glass, bowl succeeded to bowl, and Rich-
ard almost in a state of collapse from perfect inebriety, was at last
carried home. '

Two friends, remarkable for what topers call a hard head, under-
took the charge of escorting him. Just as they reached his house, a
female, enveloped in a cloak and hood, was in the act of leaving it.
‘She stopped short as they passed her, earnestly scrutinized their bur-
den, and uttering a half-suppressed exclamation, expressive of dismay

- ‘and suffering, hurried on.

It was Charlotte! the story of the plot was true: three days had
her uncle kept her out in the yacht ; three days had she suffered in-
‘defatigable persecution from her uncle and his friend; but what is a
world of opportunity without a particle of inclination to work upon ?
The moment Charlotte became aware of their stratagem, one only
answer did she return to reasonings and entreaties—

¢« Take me back to Cork.”

Perseverance tried another day, yet another; but finding that, in-
stead of gaining ground, it was rather losing, it at length gave in.

- The yacht was put about, and reached her usual anchorage at night-
fall. The quay was gained at ten o’clock, but late as it was, the
faithful Charlotte had no sooner stepped on shore, than casting away
‘every consideration, except that for her lover’s feelings, she went to
his residence—asked for him—was informed he was from home, and

. ‘departing, encountered him as I have described. '

But she was not the only person by whom his disgraceful plight had
been observed.. Her uncle, guessing her intentions, had followed her.
His way lay up George’s-street. Just as he approached the tavern,
the two friends, with Richard between them, issued from it. He
knew that the house was frequented by Richard, whose habits of oc-
‘casional excess were well known to him. ]

¢ Could it be Richard whom they supported 2”

He slackened his pace—followed them—caught sight of his niece 1
—observed her stop—perceived that she recognised her lover, and,

waiting till she came up, confronted her—caught hold of her hand,
and bade her turn and observe what was passing behind her. Over-
powered with shame, she hung her head and stood speechless.

¢« Come,” said her uncle, ‘ this affair becomes too serious to allow
the indulgence of false delicacy; you must maks up your mind
whether you will marry a brate or a man. Till the end of next week
you shall refiect upon it. In the meantime, no assignations—no meet-
ings. You must keep the house close till then. Then you shall give your
‘hand to the one or the other. Ishall speak to your father thisverynight.”

" memn.
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‘Sharlotte retired to her chamber. The brothers remained alone fr
an hour in earnest conversation. The uncle prevailed.

¢ 3Vell, John,” said the father, “I consent. It shall be ‘as you
—vould have it. At the end of next week she shall marry which of
the two she pleases; but I tell you beforehand, that I know too well
on which her choice will fall.”

“ The girl is not mad, brother Anthony!” replied the uncle. “I
tell you that you have done right in following my advice, and you
will 8nd it so. It is the nature of women to act contrariwise. By
continuing to oppose the girl, you help her to keep her resolution.
She sees nothing now but the bar to her union with this profligate
young man. That engrosses all her thoughts, to the utter oblivion of
consequences. Take it away, aud the latter will present themselves
i ber, and no doubt with due effect; whether or not, the girl must not
be killed. You, who see her every day, take no notice of the effects
which her present position with this man is producing upon her. I
:211 you what, brother Anthony, 1 have been only a twelvemonth away,
and 1 scarcely knew my niece. Another twelvemonth must not be
passed in the same manner, unless you are desirous that she should
furnish employment for the undertaker. If she marry my young
friend, all's well ; if the other, better ¢2at, than that her death should
e at your door. Good night, brother Anthony.”

For the greater portion of the stipulated time did Charlotte keep
the house, never once stirring from her own room. Her new lover
wwag a constant visitor, His presence was always announced to her,
but she evinced no desire to avail herself of it. One day more, and
<he period given her for reflection would expire.

Tenderly did Richard love his mistress, notwithstanding his besett-
ng and brutalizing sin. ‘What he bad told her was the simple truth.
o had never been guilty of the slightest breach of fidelity towards
hor.  When he came to himself the morning after his debauch, his
fivst enquiry was, if Charlotte had returned ?

¢ She had.”

“When !”” inquired Richard.

¢ Last night.”

¢ How do you know ?”

¢ She had called.”

- Called I”” echoed Richard, now greatly excited, ¢ called!” he re-
seated—* where 7’

¢ At the house.” _

¢ At this house? Charlotte call here! dear generous girl! to ex-
slain the cause of her absence no doubt! to set my tortured heart at
rest ] and I—when did she call 27

~¢¢ T,ast night.”

¢« 3 hat hour ?”

« About eleven o'clock. A moment or two before you were brought
Home by your friends.”

Richard, pallid though before, now became still more so, while a
derp ~Lade of trouble gathered upon his brow. He seemed as if con-

ot
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jecturing something that flled bis heart with the liveliest alarms. At
length he spoke : .

@ Did she know me ?” falteringly inguired he.

« T fear that she did. I was still standing with the door In my
hand after her, when you and your friends approached. She stopped

short as you passed her. I saw her clasp her hands, and then she
hurried on.”

¢ Was she accompanied ?”
¢ No; but, after she passed on, she was met by a person who

seemed to be watching her, and by whom, as soon as she came up to
him, she was hurried away.”

« Whom was he like

¢ He looked like Charlotte’s uncle.”

Richard enquired no further. You may partly guess what e
thought.

Days passed without any communication between Richard and
Charlotte, of whose term of probation—if I may use the phrase—-
on¥ another day remained. Richard was confined to his house raving
mad. He had made every attempt to obtain an interview with his
mistress, but in vain. The accustomed place of meeting, the accus-
tomed hour, still saw him once or twice, but alone, and in fruitless,
agonizing expectation. Determined to see her, he called at the house,
bat she was invariably denied to him. He wrote to her, but she never
vouchsafed a reply. The tavern now became more frequented than
ever. The bowl was in constant requisition. The foreign stimulus
added to that of intensely excited feelings, was too much for the brain.
He sank under an attack of delirium tremens. He lay in the critical
extremity of danger. AsI said, it wanted but a day to complete the
period which was allotted to Charlotte for deliberation.

¢ Charlotte !” said a young friend to her, who happened to call
upon the morning of that day, ¢ is it true that we are so soon to give
you joy 2 Every body says that you are at last going to be married.”

¢«My uncle and my father have so arranged it,” replied Charlotte,
calmly, “and of course I have no option but to comply with their
wishes.” )

<« Well,” rejoined the other, with a sigh, “I am heartily sorry for
poor Richard.”

¢« Why should you be sorry for him 27 inquired Charlotte.

« How can you ask the question,” rejoined her friend. ¢ The poor
fellow is truly attached to you, my brother says—fondly, devotedly.
It is a hard return for his love; though, to be sure, from his indul-

gence of that fatal propensity of his, he almost deserves it as a pun-
ishment.”

¢ Peserves what ¥’

¢ That you should give your hand to another.” Charlotte looked
steadily in the face of her friend, who continued—¢ And yet dear

Charlotte —pardon me for saying so—but I did believe you had a little
more of the obstinacy of our sex in you.”
¢« Obstinacy ! well! go on.”
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¢¢ 1 shall call it steadfastness—constancy, then.” .

« Why, that is somewhat nearer the mark,” interposed Charlotte.

¢ ‘Well, as I was saying, I did hope that you possessed more of the
constancy of our sex, than to allow an old friend to be supplanted by
one who is comparatively a stranger to you.”

Charlotte had been employing herself in arranging some needle-
work ; here she laid it down, and again fixed her eyes steadfastly upon
the countenance of her friend, but without speaking.

% No woman,” continued the other, ¢ could desire to be better be-
loved than, as my brother tells me, you have been, for he knows
Richard well; for he says, he could swear that from the moment Rich-
ard and you became intimate, until now, he has never once bestowed
a thought upon any other woman. On that account, at least, he is
entitled to some consideration.”

¢ grant it,” said Charlotte ; ¢ but something more than mere con-
sideration for that is requisite, if he depends upon me for his happi-
ness.”’

¢ 'What more 2’ ™

¢ The same exclusive attachment on my part.”

T am sorry that he has forfeited that,” said the other half mu-
singly. ¢ Many a fault should be excused for constancy in a lover.
No wonder it should drive him mad to see that the door which is al-
ways open to another, is always closed upon him. Tast Tuesday, he
knocked at it, I was told, and no sooner did it open than it was shut
in his face ; and not five minutes afterwards young Captain R Y
your uncle’s friend and your admirer, was admitted. No wonder it
should drive him mad. My brother met him at a party an hour or
two afterwards, and he looked, he said, the very image of misery and
desperation. They had mixed a bowl of their usual beverage, and
asked him to partake of it; but without heeding them he filled a
tumbler from a bottle of raw spirits that happened to be lying on the
table, and swallowed the contents at a single draught.”

¢« Madness !’ exclaimed Charlotte. ¢ No consideration for me—no
compassion ! he should not want trust in me—he cannot!”

« Cannot !”” echoed her friend. ¢ Cannot!” she reiterated,” and you
upon the point of being married to another.”

« Sophy !” cried Charlotte, starting to her feet, and drawing up her
fair form to its full stature;  Sophy, you talked just now about the
constancy.of our sex.”

« I did,” said Sophia, startled by the earnestness of her friend.

¢ Do you believe in it 2’

“T do.” _

“ Do you believe that I am worthy of belonging to that sex?”

“ 1 do.”

¢« And you can harbour the thought that I am going to abandon
poor Richard 2 Never! no! though he should abandon himself yet
more than he has already done. Are you a woman? Do you not
know that friend after friend has turned against him, in consequence
of the fatal propensity to which he has given way 2 Are you, I say,
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a woman, and can you not divine the effect which such desertion must
have produced upon me ?—To make kim dearer to me, Sophy, thar
ever /—Abandon him ! oh, Sophy! did not you know me 2 For seven
years have Richard and I been engaged to one another, and never,
for one moment even, have my affections _faltered—far less swerved in
their devotion to him. My uncle has made a proposition, to which
my father has acceded. A fortnight has been given me for reflection.
The period is almost expired. To-morrow my hand is at my own
disposal. Think you I have debated the question as to whom I shall
give it ?—not a moment. There, where my friends see nothing but
desperation, my every earthly wish and bope are founded. To-mor-
row I shall go with Richard to the altar.” :

Sophia stared for a time almost vacantly, in the glowing counte-
nance of her friend. Her eyes then wandered here and there, as if
she was in a state of indecision and alarm, and her colour wavered.

“ What is the matter 2 enquired Charlotte.

« Tt will be too late!” at length burst forth, with a deep drawn
sigh. ‘

“Too late! what? for Heaven's sake, what do you mean ?—Speak!”

« Richard, T hear, is dying.”

The blood fled from Charlotte’s face; her eyes looked as if they
would start from their sockets ; a spasmodic movement became per-
ceptible in her throat. She gasped—shrieked—and fell back.

Tt was the crisis with Richard—the momentous tug between disease
and nature. The issue, life or death. For four days sleep had never
once visited him. TFearful had been the activity of his brain, which
conjured up, as it were, vision after vision, in uninterrupted succession,
accompanied with every imaginable circumstance of horror. But a
change was taking place. The exacerbations of nervous irritability
had given way to something. Either life was making a successful
stand ; or death the final effort.

For upwards of twelve hours lay Richard, without exhibiting the
slightest signs of life, cognizable to a common observer, except that
the remains of natural heat were yet traceable, and that the ‘flesh re-
tained that softness which indicates the absence of ‘stagnation in the
vital juices. Thoughtfully the medical attendant looked on, and thril.
ling was the anxiety painted in the countenance of those who watched
him, yearning for answers to questions which they durst not give
utterance to, and which pressed and crowded round their hearts, and
would not be quieted. .

But there was oze whose eyes never wandered from the face of
the patient, except when they were occasionally cast up in straining
supplication,~whose hand held his within itstender, wake ful clasp, on
the watch for hope, through the movement of a joint, or the vibration
of a fibre. o

¢ He will live,” murmured the médical attendant, as if speaking to
himself; ¢ He will live.”

Every countenance butone indicated the blest transition from suspense
to hope. Thatonehad hitherto never varied inits expression, wherein was
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