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VALENTINE. 
He tells me T am dear to him, 
And in that precious vow 
Is more than music—more than life, 
I never loved till now, 
This heart will break with too much joy, 
Ah, me! my maiden pride 
It strives in vain to hush my sighs, 
‘T'o still my spirits tide ; 
And I may watch his dear dark eyes, 
Nor shrink to meet his gaze! 
And | may joy to hear his steps, 
And list to all he says, 
"I'wiil not be wrong to care for nought 
But him in festive hall ; 
"I'will not be wrong to dream of him 
And love him night and day, 
To smile on him when he is here, 
And bless him when away, 
‘T'o sing the song he loves the best 
I learned it long ago, 
But never dated to tell, because 
1 blushed to love him so; 
And I'may think his blessed smile 
The loveliest on the earth, 
And glory in his noble mind, 
And in his manly worth, 
And 1, perhaps—I cannot tell— 
Perhaps some day I'll dare 
T'o lay my hand upon his brow 
And gmoothe his glossy har! 
But no! I dare not think of this, 
For still the story ran 
That she whose love is lightly wen 
Is lightly held by man. 
Oh! will it not be joy enough 
T'o know | have his heart, 
To feel, e’en when he’s far away, 
Our souls can never part ; 
I'e hear his gentle praise or blame~— 
or. e’en reproof of his 
mecrms dearer, sweeter, far to me 
Than other's flattery 
"I'o whisper to him all my thoughts, 
‘T'o share his joy or woe, 
To read to walk. to pray with him, 
To lave and tell him so 

1 wonder what will Mary Ann 
And what will Mother say ? 
They said I must not think of him, 
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"That be was light and gay ; 
"I'hey said his fond devotion 
Was but an idler’s whim : 
I knew, 1 know he loved me, 
And, oh! I worshipped him. 
He's not like anv other 

‘That I have ever seen; 
He has a purer, truer smile, 
A loftier manhier mien ; 

His soft hair waves upon his brow 

His soul is in his hazel eves 
When'er they paze on me, 
And when he speaks and when he sings 
His soft melédious tone, 
With love's deep sacred meaning 
From his beart to my own ! 
He does notstoon to flatter me— 
1 do not wish him to, 
1 should not think he loved so much 
Did he as others do 

But once he laid his ¢ irling hand 
Upon my drooping head, bo 
Because he saw my soul was pained 
By something he had gaid— 

Some warmer word to Mary Ann 

Than he had dared to me, 
And, oh! that light and timid touch 
That no one else could see, 
How elequent of love it was! 
It soothed my very soul 
My eves were filled with happy tears 
That nothing could control, 
And from that moment well 
Hit full warm heart was mine, 
Ah! how shall I deserve that heart, 

Deserve his truth divine ? 

I knew 

[From Harper's Magazine. 

PROMISE UNFULFILLED. 
A TALE OF THE COASTGUARD. 

(Con CLUSIC n.) 

The sudden unmasking of : 

mediately in my front could not have so confound. 

Al 
sued from the lips of the man before me. The 

Ee : - CREE RN UL es a I curling black hair, the dark flashi a eves, the 
3 £ S gaa < 11 marble features were those of Lieut: nant Hend- 

ick—of the gallant seaman whose vicorous arm I 
had seen turn the tide of battle against aesperate 

odds on the deck of a privaleer. 
1 * 4 p ] 3 fs 8 10 I at length exclaimed. for the 

4 py ! 
en inrogsi ol paimniul emotion chocked mv speech 
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TE 1 rary 17? a iume—* can 1t indeed be vou 
] A” Face TT gi RR § Aye, truly, Warneford, I'he Hendrick of 

) : wand snes : i hiol hinoa 1 fall A m { olny WwW 00u prop iesiel nig 1 thing > 18 1aill- 

el i p * . vl wr | mm ¥ 2 } s | ym od TI re 1 LOUSsJjow [ and worse remains behin Rs [1ere 

a price set upon my capture, as you know: and 
scape 1s, | take il, out ol the question. 

| comprehend the slow meaning tone in which 
he last sentence was spoken.,and the keen glance 
hat accompanied it. 

ie decisive though unspoken reply. 
LO : 

| v - course it ie went 1s out of the question.” 

“1 was but a fool to even seem to doubt tha 

You do 

and since this fatal mishap was to occur 

was. must your duty, Warneford, 

1 

now ; % 
m glad for many reasons that I have fallen into 
our hands.” 

“But I am not: and I wish with all my heart 

very 

| 10 leap as if 

Hendrick, too,instantly read | 

'unfelt because endured ior her darling boy, 

| respectably ; 

This occurred in my sixteenth year. 
ed and startled me as those words did, as they is- | stone. at whose school 1 acquired what slight 

mn 

| ago of a wife, who brought him, besides her prec- 

i and impetuous eagerness to the close. 

“ What have you especially to dread? I know 
a reward has been offered for your apprehension, 
but not for what precise offence.” 
“The unfoitunate business in St. Michaels 

Bay.” 
“Good God! The newspaper was right! But 

neither of the wounded men have died, I hear, so 
that——" 
“The mercy of transportation may, you think be 

substituted for capital penalty.” He laughed bit- 
terly. 

“ Or—or,” T hesitatingly suggested,” « you may 
not be identified—that is, legally so.” 

“ Easily, easily, Warneford. [ must not ‘rust 
to that rotten cable. . Neither the coast guard nor 
the fellows with me know me indeed as Hendrick, 
ex-lieutenant of the royal navy ; and that is a se- 
cret you will, 1 know, religiously respect.” 

I promised to do so ; the painful interview ter- 
minated ; and in about two hours the captain and 
surviving crew of Les Trois Freres, and Mr. Sam- 
nel Sparkes, were safely on board the Rose 

Hendrick had papers to arrange ; and as the se- 
curity of his person was all I was responsible for, 
he was accommodated in my cabin, where T left 
him to confer with the Guernsey authorities, in 
whose bailiwick Jethon is situated. The matter 
of juyisdiction—the offences with which the pris- 
oners were charged havipg been committed in 
England—was soon arranged ; and by five o'clock 
in the morning the Rose was on her way to Eng- 
land, under an eight-knot breeze from the south- 
west, 

As soon as we were fairly underway, | went 
| below to have a last conference with the unfortun- 
ate Hendrick. There was a parcel lying on the 
table directed to ¢ Mrs. Hendrick, Lostwithiel, 
Corwall, care of Captain Warneford.’ Placing it 
in my hands he entreated me to see it securely 
conveyed to its address, unexamined and unopen- 
ed. I assured him I would do 80; and tears, 
roughly dashed away, sprang to his eyes as he 
grasped and shook my hand. 1 felt half choeked: 
and when he again solemnly adjured me, under 

| no circumstances, to disclose the identy of Capt. 
Pickard and Lieutenant Hendrick. I could only 
reply by a seaman’s grip, requiring no additional 
pledge of words. 
We sat silently down, and I ordered some wine 

to be brought in. 
“You promised to tell me, Hendrick,” I said, 

“how all this unhappy business came about * 
# 
LS I am about to do so,” he answered. ¢ I$ is an 

eld tale of whioh the last black chapter owes its 
color, let me frankly own, to my own hot and im- 
patient temper as much as to a complication of 
adverse circumstances.” 
He poured out a glass of wine, and proceeded 

as slowly and calmly, but gradually, as passion 
gathered strength and way upon him, with flushed 

“1 was born near Lostwithiel, Cornwall. 
ther. 

My 
a younger and needy son of no profession, 

died when I was eight years of age, 

r
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My mother 
has about eighty pounds a year in her own right, 
ard with that pittance, helped by self-privation, 

she 
gave me a sufficient education, and fitted me out 

when, thanks to Pellew, I obtained 
a midshipman’s warrant in the Britlsh service — 

Dr. Red- 

classical learning, long since forgotten, I once 
ossessed, was married in second nuptials to a vir- 

ious self, a red-headed cub, by a former marriage, 
lis, the son’s, name was Kershaw. 

1 
1 

“The doctor had 

| nets that ever trod a quarter deck.” 

greed that at the close of the war, whenever that 
should be, we were to marry, and dwell together 
like turtle-doves in the pretty hermitage that El 
len’s fancy loved to conjure up, and with her voice 
of music untiringly dilate upon. I was again at 
sea, and the answer to my first letter brought the 
surprising intelligence that Mrs. Redstone had be- 
come quite reconciled to our futare urion,and that 
I' might consequently send my letters direct to the 
High School. Ellen’s letter was prettily express- 
ed enough, but somehow I did not like its tone.— 
It did not read like her spoken language, at all 
events. This, however, must, I concluded, be 
mere fancy; and our correspondence continued 
for a couple of years—till the peace, in fact— 
when the frigate, of which I was now second lieu- 
tenant, arrived at Plymouth to be paid off. We 
were awaiting the admiral’s inspection, which for 
some reason or other was unusually delayed,when 
a bag of letters was brought on board, with one 
for me bearing the Penzance postmark. I tore it 
open and found that it was subscribed by an old 
and intimate friend. He had accidently met with 
Ellen Redstone for the first time since I left. She 
looked thin and ill, and in answer to his persist- 
ent questioning, had told him she had only heard 
once from me since I went to sea, and that was to 
renounce our engagement; and she added that 
she was geing to be married in a day or two to the 
tev. Mr. Williams, a desenting minister of fair 
means and respectable character. My friend as- 
sured her there must be some mistake, but she 
shook her head incredulously ; and with eyes 
brimful of tears, and shaking voice bade him,when 
he saw me, say that she freely forgave me,but that 
her heart was broken. This was the substance, 
and as I read, a hurricane of dismay and rage pos- 
sessed me. There was not, I felt, a moment to be 
lost. Unfortunately the captain was absent, and 
the frigate temporally under the command of" the 
first lieutenant. You knew Lieutenant od 
“1 did, for one of the most cold-blooded marti- 

“Well him I sought, and asked temporary leave 
of absence. He refused. I explained, hurriedly, 
imploringly explained the circumstances in which 
[ was placed. He sneeringly replied that senti- 
mental nonsense of that kind could not be per- 
mitted to interfere with the king's service. You 
know, Warneford how naturally hot and impetu- 
ous is my temper, and at that moment my brain 
seemed literally aflame; high words followed,and 
in a transport of rage I struck the taunting coward 
a violent blow in the face—following up the out- 
rage by drawing my sword, and challenging him 
to instant combat. You may guess the sequel.— 
[ was immediately arrested by the guard,and tried 
a few days afterward by court martial. Exmouth 
stood my friend, or I know not what sentence 
might have been passed, and I was dismissed the 
service.” 
“1 was laid up for several weeks by fever about 

that time,” I remarked ; “and it thus happened, 
doubtless, that I did not see any report of the 
trial.” 

“ The moment I was liberated I hastened, lit- 
erally almost in a state of madness, to Penzance. 
[t was all true and I was too late.— Ellen had been 
married something more than a week. It was 
Kershaw and his mother’s doings. Him 1 half 
killed ; but it is needless to go into details of the 
frantic violence with which I conducted myself — 
[ broke madly into the presence of the newly mar- 
ried couple : Ellen swooned with terror, and her 
husband, white with consternation, and trembling 
in every limb, had barely, 1 remember, sufficient 

one child about my own age, 
a daughter, Ellen Redstone. I am not about 10 | 
prate to you ot the bread-and-butter sentiment of | 

“3 . - . 
sd mere children, nor of Ellen’s wonderful graces of | 

mind and person: I doubt, indeed, if thought her 
v . 

relly at ! the time ;: but she was meekuess it- 
self, and my boy’s heart used, I well remember, 

it would barst my bosom at witness- 
x 

no 1: 1g 

| 
| 

the patient submission to the tyranny of her | 
| and one of the greatest pleasures I 

. » 
r 

! ever experienced was giving young Kershaw—a | 

| 

| 

much bigger fellow than myself—a good threshing 

slep-mother : 

| for some brutality towards her—an exploit that of | 
course rendered me a remarkable favorite with the | 

{or some time resided 
ou had successfully threaded the passage you es- | 
yed."” 

“ The fellow who undertook to pilot us failed in 
'rve at the critical moment. Had he not done so 
> would have been long beyond your reach. — 
it the past is past, and the future of dark and 
Aer ime will be swift and brief.” 

| mother-in-law as formerly. 
‘ance was renewed ; 
| 800B came to love her with a fervanuy surprising 

great bumpkin’s mother. 
. 

: 

“Well, I went to sea, and did not again see El- 
len til! seven years allerwards, when during my 
absence on sick leave, I met her at Penzance, in 
the reighborhood of which place the doetor had 

She was vastly improved 
in person, but wae still meek, dove-eyed, gentle 
Ellen,and pretty nearly as much dominated by her | 

Our child-acquaint- | 
and, suffice it to say, that | 

eveu tomyself. My affection was reciprocated ; 
we pledged faith with each other ; and it was a- 

'shoek of which partially checked my downward 

pe that all your remaining property was in this par- 

power to stammer out, “that he would pray for 
me.” The nextsix months is a blank. I went to 
London; fell into evil courses, drank, gambled ; 
heard after a while that Ellen was dead—the 

progress—partially only. 1 left off drinking but 
not gambling, and ultimately I became connected 
with a number of disreputable persons, among 
whom was your prisoner Sparkes. He found part 
of the capital with which I have been carry- 
ing on the contraband trade for the last two years, 
I bad, however, fully determined to withdraw my- 
self from the dangerous though exciting pursuit. 
This was to have been my last trip; but you 
know,” he added bitterly, “it is always vpon the 
last turn of the dice that the devil wius his vie- 
tim.” : 
He ceased speaking, and we both remained si- 

lent for several minutes. What on my part could 
be said or suggested ? 

‘ ¥ou hinted just now,” I remarked after a while 

cel. You have, however, of course, reserved suf- 
ficient to defray the expenses of your defence 7 
A strange smile curled his lip, and a wild brief 

flash of light broke from his dark eyes as he 
said — 

re. 

“ Oh yes—more than enough—more than will 
be required.” 
“Iam glad of that.” We were again silent, 

and I presently exclaimed, “ Suppose we take a 
turn on deek—the heat here stifles one.” 

“ With allmy heart,” he answered, and we left 
the eabin. 
We continued to pace the deck side by side for 

some time, without interchanging a syllable. The 
night was beautifully clear and fine, and the cool 
breeze that swept over the moon-lit waters gradu - 
ally allayed the feverish nervousness which the 
unfortunate lieutenant’s narrative had excited. 

“ A beautiful, however illusive world,” he by- 
and-bye sadly resumed, “this Death—now so 
close at my heels—wrenches us from. And yet 
you and I, Warneford, have seen men rush to en- 
counter the King of Terrors, as he is called, as 
readily as if summoned to a bridal.” 

“ A sense of duty and a habit of discipline will 
always overpower in men of our profession, the 
vulgar fear of death.” 

“Is it not also the greatest fear of disgrace and 
dishonor in the eyes of the world, that outweighs 
the lesser dread ?” 

“ No doubt that has an immense influence. — 
What would our sweethearts, sisters, mothers say 
if they heard we had turned craven ? What would 
they say in England? Nelson well understood 
this feeling and appealed to it in his last great sig- 
nal.” ; 
“Aye, to be sure,” he musingly replied ; “what 

would our mothers say—feel rather—at witness- 
ing their son’s dishonor? This is the master- 
chord.” 

We once more relapsed into ‘silence ; and after 
another dozen or so turns on the deck, Hendrick 
seated himself on tne combings of the main 
hatchway. His countenance, 1 observed, was 
still pale as marble, but a livelier and more reso- 
lute expression had gradually kindled in Lis bil 
liant eyes. He was, I concluded nerving himself 
tomeet the chances of his position with constancy 
and fortitude. 

“Ishall go below again,” I said, « Come, it 
may be some weeks before we have another glass 
of wine together.” 

“ I will be with you direetly,” he answered,and 
I went down. : 
He did not, however, follow, and [was about 

calling him, when I heard his step on the stairs, 
He stopped at the threshold of the cabin,and there 
was a flushing intensity of expression about his 
face which quitestartled me. As if moved by 
second thoughts, he stepped in. 
“One glass with you, Warneford : God bless you!” He drained and set the glass on the table. 

“ The lights of the corner of the Wight 
made,” he hurriedly went on. 
shall again have 

are just 
“It is not likely I 

an opportunity of speaking with 
you; and let me again hear you say that you wilt 
under any circumstances keep secret from the 
world—my mother especially—that Captain Pick- 
ard and Lieufenent Hendrick were one person.” 
“I will ; but why 
“ God bless you,” he again broke in. 

on deck again.” 
He vanished as he spoke, and a dim suspicion 

of his purpose arose in my mind ; but before I 
conld act upon it, a loud, confused outery arose on 
the deck, and as I rushed up the cabin stairs, | 
heard amid the hurrying to and fro of feet, the 
cries of ‘Man oberboard ’—¢ bout ship’—¢down 
with the helm.’ 

”» 

“I must. 

The cause of the commotion was soon explain- 
ed. Hendrick had sprung overboard : and looking 
in the direction pointed out by the man at the 
wheel, I plainly discerned him already considera- 
ble astern of the cutter. His face was turned to- 
wards vs, and the instant I appeared he waved one 
arm wildly in the air: I could hear the wordge 
“Your promise,” distinetly, and the uext instant 
the moonlight played upon. the spot where he had 
vanished. Boats were lowered, and we passed 
and repassed over and near the place for nearly 
balf an hour. Vainly : he did not appear. 

I'have only further te add that the parcel en- 
trusted to me was safely delivered, and that I have 
reason to believe Mrs. Hendrick remained to her 
last honr ignorant of the sad fate of her son. It 
was her impression, induced by his last letter, that 
he was about to enter the South American service 
under Cochrane; and she ultimately resigned hey- 
self to the belief that he had there met a brave 
man’s death, My promise was scrupulously kept, 
nor is it by this publication in the slightest de- 
gree broken ; for both the names of Pickard and 
Hendrick are fictitious, and so is the place assign. 
ed as the lieutenant’s birthplace: That rascal 
Sparkes, I am glad to be able to say-—chasing 
whom made me an actor in the melancholly affair 
—Wwas sent over the herring-pond for life, 
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