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{te him the grave 
= | without knowing how; athis ewn house, 

his wife, in which he 

po — 

of bis repose ; arrived, 

light post chair Ceunt left a note for 
very lacenically in- 

How gees your corn en 7 How are your 
cattle ?— God bless bis good old soul.’ 

Early on the following morning, Count 
Z*** examined the castle, ssarched inte; 
every corner, and dived into the lewest cel. 
lar. At the end of a lonely gallery, through 
which he beard the echo of his every step, 

arriage, and fled 

iged him to visit one of his estates, Io stumbled against an iron deer, Which 
into the 

the place. 7 
e peculiar to pious sim- , iwhen it believes it bas: liduids 

way---without .a parting kiss---without 
fixing any time for his return~-witheut 
having even thought of 

‘These reflections made the gentle Emilia 
uneasy. She summoned the steward, and 
asked whether he had spoken to the Coun, al, ™"  |efore bis departure. The steward replied 

~ “Drive 10 the church,’ sid Emilia 
~ Countess Z * * * * 5 her coachman, as she 

of All Saints, and the pisos’ Emilia wished 

hear —sdoed by bim—sirady the mo. 

“scattered an her path—willingly fulfilling 
every doy of a faithful wife and tender 
mother — what can such 2 woman have to 
‘confess? With a heart devoid of guile, 
and a comscience without blemish, why 
does she visit (he chair of absolution ? 
What will she eply te the priest, if he 
require mere than the umiverssl declara- 
tion—I am a miserable sinner 7’ Thus 
spoke Gustavus Count Z * * * # g Lin. 
self, as he was standing at the window, 
‘and heard bis Emilia’s direction ¢ Drive 
to the church.’ Shall I privately follow 

and bear the avewal of my beloved sinner ? 
Is this curiosity 7 No! Is ic jealousy ? 
Pshaw | Well, what isic then? A 
and nothing more. I am her husband, 
and surely bave as great right 10 know her 
little secrets as father Anselmo, 1 shall rally 
her---she will be surprised---1 shall laugh--- 
and there the matter will end,’ He went, 
It was not far tothe church, He crept into 
it under the coverof twilight, and appreached 
3s near to the confesser’s chair as was possi- 
ble without being detected. He listened, suentively. Emilia spoke rather loud.| 
This is the fragment of her confession, of 
which ber unfortunate husband lost not 3 
word--+* Yes, reverend father, the yeuth’s 
persen was + For mere than six 
A a several hours in my 

withmy husband, he escaped by means of 
my maid, through a ‘private door. 1 have 

. always cencealed from his lordship my 
reason for dismissing this girl frum my wr 
vies,’ 
Ob, all ye husbands ! whoever of you 

loves with the whele 
in whese arms he carelessly reposes, on Nat shor bosom be conceives himself 5 

let him if it be pussible, let ny adj iar fla situation. of the 
lisiening, Count. His firs. motion wis 
with his hand wpen his sword, but the 
«ye gig, the Aumicury’s Tem. 
Pl and of defiling his Boor with blood, 

in his soliloquy.  ¢ Shall| 
- conceal mysel? in a corner of the church, 

fe, whom be plimentary 
fulness of his 'heart,|cd to sarprize his lordship, 

ney, and would not 
Fhe geod: people returned soirowfully home. | © 'W The late lord never 
said ene to the other. 
came bere to hunt and 
ceived us, and said__¢ 

he bad seen him, but not spoken to him--- 
¢ Not spoken to him!’ exclaimed Emilia. 
“Noerders ! no directions! ‘I mean only 
with regard to the household ?* ¢ None 
whatever,’ answered he,  ¢ That is strange,’ 
said Emilia. '* Ay, strange indeed, my 
lady,” returned the steward. - ¢ I: have 
known his lordship ever since he was born, 
[ have often had the honour of catrying him 
inmy arms; but I never saw him as he was 
to-day. Twenty times he was pleased 10 
send for me—(wenty times I bad the ho- 
nour of waiting on him; - but there | stood, 
and ke never even looked at me. Qunce or 

Joy {twice 1 tock ibe liberty of “coughing, but 
all in'vain, Huis lardship did nothing but 
bite his nails, and aii the while locked as 
red as my geod old master, his father, of 
blessed memory, when he had swallowed 
fave bottiet of wine afier dinner, Ar last 
bis lordship threw himself inte the chaise, 
without so much as just say TY goed bve, 
Thomas, as he was always pleased to do, 
when he left home. ”_¢ Inexplicable I" mur- 
mured Emilia_¢ Undoubtedly every 
unpleasant accident has torn him from my 

Ing the seal cause. 
Meanwhile the Count pursued his jour- 

fate, 

tury, furnished with turrets, meals, draw- 
y bridges, and palisades, just caught the last 

cast 3 long shadow on beam of the sun, and 
the flowery meadow, : 

It was the first time that the young Count 
bad visited this, the 
since he inherited them from his father, 
A steward, an old gardener, and his wife, were the only inhabitants of the gasile; 
All three harboured not the most distant ex: pectation of 2 visit from their yourg mas- ter. They surrounded him with every de. menstration of joy, and welcomed him with 
hearty goodwill ; but he scarce even saw 
them ; bis eyes were wild and gloomy ; he threw himself upon a sofa, and desired to be 
left alone. 
The whole village was in motion. The oldest boors dressed themselves in their Sun- day clothes, and plodded towards the castle. while the bailiff on the road studied a com. 

At the gates of the castle, however, they were informed 
that the Count was fatigued after his jour- 

be seen by any body. 

was so high with os,’ | 
¢ Whenever he 

sheet, he always re- 
Good day, my lads!) 

10d | He éntered_ found four seked walls sod 

~* |nete surprised. her much. Fle ha -never|the Cotnt’s mouth was distended to a smile, 
before quitted ber in so umaccountable a {but it was a grim diabelical smile. He 

the: joyrney twola nete te the Countess, In the mean time, 

: it 3 arms.” Far; very far, was she from suspect- 

acy day and night. "Tyas night within [the 
his soul—net a gleam of hope there cast ifs 
transient twilight, “On the evening of the 
third day he reached the bounds of his es. 

An ancient castle of the ninth cen- 

remotest of his estates, 

washed her handkerchief, harangue, with which he Pepe ire it I am 

guarded the entrance te one of the four tur- 
rets at the corner of the castle’s roof. The 
door was opened_a loathsome stench of 
long confined air burst through the chasm, 

meuldered straw, ~~ For the first time 

silently quitted the turret, and dispatched 
the servant who had accompanied him, with 

by bis command, a table, a wooden chair, 
and a bundle of fresh straw, were carried to 
the turret. 

Emilia received with rapture the tidings 
of ber beloved lord, whose em'race her 
beating heart too long had missed. With 
the beauteous bloom of fervent desire upon 
[her cheek, she opened the note, and read. 
© The bearer hereof has orders to brin 

you te me, r Ava 
Great was  Emilia’s astonishment at the 

{dry lacenic style of her husband, yet made 
she not a moment's hesitation to accompany 
the messenger, The joursey was extreme- 
ly difficult to a lady ia the seventh. menth 
of her pregnancy ; but Emilia, with the 
impatience of affection, forgot her burden, 
scarce has allowed herself a few hours sleep 
at night, and on the fourth evening arrived 
safe at the castle. 

Her husband awaited ber within the 
walls of the dismal turret, seated on the 
weoden chair, and ruminating on his misery. 
Emilia flew to embrace him—with his 
clenched fist he struck her on the breast, 
land felled her to the earth. ¢ Heavens! 
what means this ? cried the unfortunate 

{both sexes, drawn 

the had heard within’ these dreadt 
for wwe long menths, lintel hors," She pressed the little cherud to her fong . ternal heart, and EE 
care of the Almighty, 

‘recommended i; the 

thought she saw it smile, and forgot he, ? 
fortumes, Butalal scarce bad she pug 
ed her strength, when the gardener’, vib 
tore the infant from her arms, ad Jocks 

she fell to the earth in a and, whe, 
she awoke, prayed to Ged for death, 

see the child. He sem It to the wife of, 

Her inexorable husband 

or, and erdered it to be educaied 4 a 
orphan. The gardener’s wife quilted Ep. 
lia two weeks after her delivery, the Coun, 
returned to the city, and the wietched vic. 
um remained a prey to Consumiy misery 
more than three years, ~~ % © 
Lt was at this time that Baron T 

service, returned from America ; he loved 
hia sister sincerely, and Count Z¥s bad 
been the friend of his early years, 
therefore, as soon as possible after hi po 

g|turn, obtained leave of absence, for a fey 
months, and hastened te embrace his rela. 
tens, Accustomed to see his brother’; 
house the seat of every pleasure ; accustom. 
ed there to find an entertaining circle of 

affability and hospitality, he was not a file 
surprised to perceive the deer shut, which 
formerly was ever open. He knocked a 
the door ; a miserable Swiss opened it, * I; 
your master at home P* # Yes’ jeplied (he 

{porter. © At home is he ?* said the Bares, 
‘ well, so much the better.” rl 
He entered : no feotman opened ihe 

door ; no lady’s maid tripped forth to meet 
bm ; no lap-dog barked ; no parrot chat. 
tered ; all, all was dead, as in the habiu. 
on of a miser, * He walked into the 
Count’s room, and found him sitting ons Countess, and crept upen the straw. The 

Count spurned her from him, ¢ Monster,’ 
reared he, in 2 tone ‘of the most dreadful 
fury, © Thou art unasked. Here, here 
kshalt thou end a life of which I bave not 
courage to deprive thee.,’——¢ Oh, Hea. 
vens !’ whimpered Emilia, ¢ spare at least 

child which I bear beneath my heart.’ 
‘ Damned be the child, the dishomour of my 

ed Emilia, and locked the door. Left to 
{reflect in solitude upon her misery and in- 
neceace, doomed, with the purest con: 
science, to the cruelest of punishments ; 
Emilia sunk upen her knees, and prayed to 
that Being whe reads in ourhearts, as in an 
open beok, to tear from the eyes of her hus. 

| band, her still much loved husband, the.ban. 
dage woven by infernal calumny. The 
night crows shricked during her prayer, 
and the ear of inexorable fate seemed deaf 
to the sighs of suffering innocence. 
On the noon of the succeeding day bread 

and water were administered to her through 
a hele, She salted the bread with ber tears 
and her heart almost breke with melancholy, 
as often as the iofant moved within her 
wemb. She had begged that she might be allowed writing materials, but théy had been 
denied. By chance she found in her pock- 
et a little bloe silk and a needle. She 

and sewed upon if 
innocent, Save me 

and our child.” 
She sent the bandkerckief te her husband. The deluded wretch tore and returped it. A'barning tear fell from Emilia’s eye upon jt. 

‘hen the period approached at which she was to be delivered, 
wife was admived 1s her, and Emilia, writhing en siraw, bore 3 daughter, ‘The first cry of this child, the first sound which 

house, and witness of thy infamy.’ | 
With these words he forsook the wretch. 

.| Count, - 

bypocritical sex § What leok can be the iam if Emilia’s was not ?— Brather bea me 
Forget 2 woman unworthy ef your love Let Fo 
recollection of a faithless ‘wife intrude upon I¥ 
joys of youth which beckon te - 
side. You have concealed this affiir, 
thereby spared the honour of my family, for > the old gardener’s|1 th 

sofa, with his heavy eye riveted on Emilia’ 
picture, which hung opposite to him, 

Started, as if from an eppressive dream, 
he staggered towards the Baron, burst ino 
his arms In speechless agony, and pressed 
bim with fervour to bis heart, At the same 
moment a flood of tears gushed from bis 

melancholy, 

‘ what means all this ? Your house is nov 
nomore the same, and you---scarce canl re- 
cognize you. ‘Where is that manly Bloom, which once adorned your cheek 7 Thos 
frightful looks forebode some terrible cila- 
mity. Where is my sister ?* ¢ Ah !" sigh: 
ed the Count. The Paron started, and 
hastily demanded-.-¢ I's she dead J’ ‘Te | 
me she is dead,” returned Gustavus. ghee 
plain yourself,’ said her brother, © Als’ 
cried he, ¢ the grave of her honeur was the 
rave of my peace.’ Dis re 
x the Aidt 4 ferehead. Ay hooout ? 
[sit possible 7 Neo: ic cannot be.’ * And 
yet thus it 1s,” cried the unfortunate deluded 

Sobbing, and scarce able © 
articulate his words, he related .. the 
friend of his youth, te the brocher of hs 
sill loved Emilia, the- adventure of that 
hateful eve of All Saints, hus anguish, bi (fury, his revenge, 

Baron T—— stood fixed in gloomy mediation, shuddering at the conviction of his sister's — 
ty, and in vain seeking oy Foss. of indicts 
For ever cursed then, * cried he at lant, * be of 

thank you ; and new ,frem this moment, Emil 
is dead, her name is for ever baaisked from our 
conversation {---(To be concluded in our next 
Frederwcton, Printed by Geo. K, Lugten, King's Printer. 

her brother, a Major in the Bruni, 

together by the Count; 

¢ Brother, exclaimed Baron T—) 
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