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MOONLIGHT.

BY J. J. CALLANAN.

‘T'is swoet at hush of night
By the calm moon to wander,
And view t isles of light
That float'8o far beyond her,
[n that wide sea
Whese waters free
Can find no shore to bound them:
On whose calm breast
Pure spirits rest,
With all their glory round them
), that my soul all free
From bonds of earth might sever '
0, that those isles might be
ler resting place forever! ‘

When all those glorious spheres
The wateh of Heaven are keeping
And dews, like angels’ tears,
Around are gently weeping,—
O who iz he
That carelessly
' virtue's bound encroaches,
Jut then will feel
Upon him steal
Their silent sweet reproaches?
O, that my soul all free
From bonds of earth might sover
), that those isles might be
Her resting place forever '

And when in seeret sighs
The lonely heart is pining,
if we but view those skies,
With all their bright host shining,

While sad we gaze
On their mild rays,
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choy seem like seraphs smiling,
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[he weary spirit wiling
. ' |

U, that my soul all free
From bonds of earth could sever !
), that those isles might be

Her resting place forever!
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Steleet Tale.,

THE CHINA VASE. |

ranslated from the Freneh for the “Republican Journal.”

f was autumn, in the full month of October, in
that wild and poetie country which bears the name

£ A way
Ol Hiorvan.

]

A last ray of the sun glittered inde-
cisive and trembling, like the smile of an aged man,
on the old towers of the chatean situated at & moun-
tain base, bathing its walls in a pretty Morvan
viver, and girt with a cineture of meadows and
melancholy poplars, the verdure of which the first

October frosts had respected as yet. The el

was a little dilapidated, but it had & grand air and
appearance.

They would have called it Aleibiades !
or Lauzun in their seventieth year.

The park, neglected and scrubby, enclosed sorne

of those great oaks that are the glory of the interior

of France : the towers, converted into dovecottes.

rotainec their battlements and port-holes. Here and
there upon the two fronts wus perceived a gothie
window, with its colored and armoried panes. Over
"4

the prinecipal entrauce door, an etcuteheon well

thits old

~ . 9 {
(it".,l\\ n by the !J‘.‘;‘.nl Of & master, said that |
dwelling never, in spite of times or revolutions, had |
changed proprietors. i

| baron at her left, and the third invited guest oppo-
| site to her.

| persops, was the china vage from the bhoudoir,

a thousand times, that you have acoepted my invi-

she looked on a small table of buhl which supported
a large China Vase, of the kind that are called cela~
dons, and then one of those enigmatic smiles, mute
and mysterious, in which women seem to indicate
their prospects, and design plans of future conduct,
half-parted her lips, and at the same time con-
tracted the ivory of her brow into one of those im-
perceptible wrinkles which show a resolution well
taken and unchangeable..

The hand of the cloek reached the figure five, and
five o'clock struck. At the same instant the sound
of a carriage was heard in the court-yard of the
chateau, and with this noise wasmingled the bark-

¢“ Here are my three lovers,” murmured the bar-
oness ; ‘¢ they have the punctuality the race always
shows."’

A door opened goon after, and a servant in livery

cast in their turn to the echoes of the boudoirs,
these three names :

‘“ Monsieur the Count Masille.”’

‘* Monsieur Baron d’Arcy.”

‘“ Monsieur Max de Lerth."

The baroness arose, and received these three vi-
sitors with asmile. They were young, all tho three,
good looking, of a different style of beauty, and
clothed similarly in dark suit with silver buttons,
the usual hunting-dress of the region.

‘“ Messieurs,”” said the baroness, **I thank you

.

tation to come here after a day of the chase, to
seat yourselves at the table of a poor widow, traly
isolated, and who has not even this evening a cha-
peron, {or the marquis, my father, went to-day for
Paris, and will not return till to-morrow. Monsicur
Count, please allow me,” and the baromess con-
ducted the young men into the dining hall, where
dmner was served.

The baroness placed the count on her right, the
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«These three gentlemen had been inti-
mate friends of the deceased haron ; this explained
then a little, at fird view, the singular invitation
of a young woman, without husband or chaperon,
to three young men, of whom che eldest was searco-
ly thirty five. But that which especially threw a
new and mysterious light, and entirely original, to
the attentive observer, upon the reunion of these

which a servant brought and placed on the table at '
the desert. And as the guests showed surprised |
attention at this appearance, the baroness looked at
them all, and said with a smile :

¢ Gentlemen, this vase playsa sufficiently impeor-
tant part here ; it is my repository of letters.””

ishment. Neither of them had copfided his secret
to the other. _

‘* The late haron had reduced his own fortune,”
pursued the baroness, <“and bad even diminished
my dowry. Then I am not rich, I scarcely pos-
sess two thousand dollars of income j you
then, simce you wish to marry me, for
sieur Masille have thirty thousand francs i
you, Monsieur @Arcy, have one hundredand fifty,
and you, Monsieur Lorth, who have only a small
patrimony, are become one of our greatest painters,
 and your canvass 18 covered in advance with picces
of gold. T believe, then,’”” and Madame La Roche
smiled with melaneholy coquctirie, ¢ that you love
me, all three of you.”

““Yes,” they answered spontaneously.

“ What to do then? You are friends, you all
three possess noble qualities that rendgr the choice
difficult, and truly it embarrasses me very much.
I do not wish you :

. beeome enemi&,wsnd I will
never marry if the happiness of one of you will
bring towards himself the hate of the others,””

The baroness at these words plunged her white
and delicate hand into the china vase, and drew
forth the three declarations of these gentlomen.

*“ Here are your letters.’”’ said she. ¢ They re-
semble each other in the main ; nevertheless, it is
easy to see that you all three love me in a different
way, and that each one of you has a dream of the
fature in his own manner. Will you please per-
mit me to read successively your letters 2’

Ths embarrassment of the lovers was now atyits
height, but the smile of a loved woman is irresisti-
ble. She opened, then, the letter of Count Mas-
sille.  The Count commenced by a declaration in
form ; he avowed his love, his hopes, and finished
by making to the baroness, a tableau of the life to
which he destined her. ¢ Our lands touch each
other,” said the Jetter ; ¢« they will form together

| the most beautiful domain in the country. You

shall be the beautiful chateleine, and I shall be
proud and confident of possessing at once the pret-
tiest and the most amiable of wives, and the finest
landed fortune in Morvan. We will pass the win-
er at my hotel in Avallon, the spring and sum-
mer at Massille, the autumn at your house, for
La Roche is a delicious réndezvous for the chase.—
We will receive our neighbors, and give them fetes.
I wish, madame, that your nameshould raise echoes

| of admiration throughout the province ; and that

the region cite Count Massille as the happiest of
men,”

““ T conclude from that,” proceeded the baroness,
‘“ that you hope to make me partake with you,
your raral taste, and your love of the province ?”’

At the word letters a visible embarrassment was '
depicted in tho eountenance of each, and made |

; 21"
cach so solicitous to conceal his own trouble, that it |

hindered them from perceiving the trouble of I i

neighbor. *.
‘* Gentlemen," said the baroness. ¢ I have had a
very mysterious desizn in praying you to dine here,
and if you wish to have the key of the mystory, al-
low me the word and -

tiy (-I‘\'.”

|

mise to listen to me atten- |
|

The three persons bowed assent. ‘

: T 1 1 1 .
“ My late hushand, M. de ]a Roche,

centinued

(riend, each of you. He
Masille, and from the \\‘in\-
dows of this chateau are secen the towers of yours.

You, Baren, Lave studied ia

the haroness, ‘¢ was vour fvi

was ol your ago, Coant

w and medicine with

; ; him, and your relations toeether have continued fif-
This castle was ealled La Roche, the name of its | ' v : ; i

. S . H teen years, vou also had 1a
aneient possessors, who bore the title of barons. At v o

: : y { ot : 4 |
the time our recital commences, it was inhabited |

by the widow of the last baron,—and this evening,
for night had succecded the last rays ot sunsot, the
widow was seated as the fireside of her boudoir. an
attractive little room situated at the seeond story of
window, and upon a beautiful forest by the other,
furnished and decorated with the usual Parisian
comfort, notwithstanding the feudal and severe ap-

pearance ol the castle
L

. % e . -
.bff‘.llt’.h'.“ ae n !:-H‘h} yad b WON & Widow 1o two

voars, and was scarcely twenty-five. Shoe was a
WIIiOW ol romance E’A tho COmMmuon meann Y Nt -‘“'
word : nevertheless she was not f ir and visi NAry

like the heroines of Waiter Scott, nor even
plump, and blooming, like the widows of

: :Aa‘i'\v;l,

Dumas. Madame Noche had a type of 1
own, and at least oricinala  She was brown as an
Andalusian, delicate, slender, with full
r:d and shaded with the imperceptible down. Her
ot and hand were the foot and hand of a child,—
tier groat black eyes might bave expressed joy or
anger, if they had not been ordinarily melancholy
and dreamy.

. The baroness was, then, seated at the hearth cor-
ner, alone and abandoned to thas revery, charm-
mg and full of mystery, which attachos itself 1o fe-
males when their isolation 1a voluntary.

hust, ii‘l-s
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L SAORBICET | widowhood is finishing

yeauty her |

{ ing the autumn, to. visit them.
| sieur Lerth, were & moro
|

| less dear ; we met five vo

|
|
|

|
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afy oAy 7 VR | were making the pilgrimace o)
one ol vhe towors, looking upon the river from one |

| who devete themselves faithfully

\nds in the neighborhood,
and hayve gquitted Paris caeh year for a period dur-
i You, finally, Mon-
‘ecent friend, but not the
years since in Italy, where
he had conducted me for my heaith, and where you
Jf';-\m:':; on artists

to their

aAll, -~
Have I said true, Messiouys 2"

The three howed asseng,

““ The late baron awas passionately fond of the
chase, and had founded the club of Bailie-Morvan,
and you entered it with Lin.
alas !

and you have remained faithful to vour ens

The haron'is deady

“Oh, madame!"” execlaimed the Count, “¢is it
possible to live and to love always ?”

““ 1 do not discuss the question, I simply speak
of it. Let us see now the letter of the baron.’’

The first half of this second letter was like in
substance the beginning of that of the count. But
the projects of the baron were entirely different.—
““ The hotel of the Rue de Grenelle, Saint Ger-
maine,” said he, ¢ is very vast, very deserted now,
out I would wish to make a charming dwelling of
it, if you would consent to inhabit it with me.—
The winter shall be for us one long fote, of which
you shall be the Queen. All the elegant society of
Paris will erowd our saloons, and will admire you
in euvying me my happiness. Then in the spring,
at the first bireezes of May, we will depart on our
travels. Germany, Italy, the sea-shore, will be for
you places where your beauty wili trinumph in uni-
versal admiration.”

‘“ I see,”” said the baroness, on eoncluding, ‘“that
1t will he neeessary to renounce, if I love you, the
calm existence I now lead in the country."’

* Indeed, madame,”’ replied the baron, half iro-
nically smiling, ¢ do you think that the fields cov-
ered with snow, the woods bare, the mournful si-
;lun.;o of the old manor, may be in winter very

| » aa W1 4 4 ¥ 2
agreeable things,

‘“ Let us pass, said the baroness. * to the lotter

| of Monsieur Lerth.”’
|

This Iast one was short and is here entire. ¢¢ You

aagements as hunters, and to fulfil them vou QREOM -

ble each year at vour house.

» i % 1 1 |
messieurs, beho!l Lo

N A
UYL & 4%

second year of my

m P iy ATV " 5 2t i -
l];'? taree ;5 'ltl men wrolniAded at tiie same timae.

‘1 am twenty five years of age.’’ continued the

baroness, **and isolation reiens about me ;
marquis, my father, reaches extreme old age, and I
have need of ‘@ protector. Whatever attachment
she may have had for her hushand., however oreat
way be her veneration for his memory, how violent
soever may be her grief, a widow of twenty  five
marries again, if she is not able to place her aflec-
tions on the fair head of a child. You have under-

stood this, gentleman, and each one of vou has
v

L s v

written to we to demand wmy hand. "’

Monsiear Count.=— | 8

Uh" |

know, madame ; two revolutions and the blind pro-
| dizality of my parents, have constrained me to
f patrimony was not able to afford me. At twenty
I it became necessary to choose a career.- Diplomacy,
| the army, the magistracy, was closed to me by my
i veligion of the past—I could serve Louis Philippe
conly. I had sowe talent so I became an artist. I
| have had the good fortune to sugeced ; succoss: has
| crowned my efiorts and recompensed my vigils. —
| For a long time the excitements of glory have suf-
ficed to fill up my life, leaving no void in my heart;
but now there isa void. T look about me and 1

seeonly isolation. Within, I have perceived at the

bottom of my heart a generous cord that has not
| vibrated as yet. I have asked myself then for what

cek from a profession, theresourecs which a slender |

. ﬁénxen, who are to ﬁl the existence of a man: who-

bas faith in his future. ¥t is then, madam, that L
have dared to elevate my thoughts towards you, to
dream—ah ! if it was permitted to me to place at
your feet my youthfal renown,—if T could say in
the evening, after a long day passed in contests,
with an inspiration long time rebellious, conquered
at last !—if it was for her that my fame was to in-
crease—if it was permitted me some day, one of
those days of discouragement artists alone know,
turning my eyes from my unfinished canvass to set
them on you——on you dreamy, yet smiling at once
in the most sombre corner of my studio, and en-
courage me by a look—and if T might build in
some unknown and retired valley many leagues
from Paris, on the banks of a river concealed under
the massive foliage of oaks and willows, a pretty
nest, small and beautiful, to shelter our love, at
that season bigssed of God when he lets drop from
his hand the carpet of lilies and violets, on the
borders of the stream—alas ' madame, it is only a
dream ?”

‘“ Decidedly, messicurs,’’ said the baroness, smi-
ling, - Monsieur Lerth is less exclusive than you,
for he counts on leading with me a double life, at
Paris and in the ecountry.”

A disdainful smilo glided upon the lips of the
gentlemen. He is an artist, thought they both.

The baroness continued :*¢ You see that each
one of you has arranged the mode of life that he
reserves for me if I become his wife ; but one thing
only has been forgotten,—to consult me. So that
my embarrassment is increased instead of being di-
minished.”

““ What to do then?’ said all three in their
turn.

‘“ Listen,’” replied the baroness. ‘¢ You each
love me with a different love. Well, I have a con-
dition to propose to each of you, and the one that
accepts it will obtain my hand. To-day, gentlemen,
sees the close of the October chase ; to-morrow you
will return-to Arcy, M. de Lerth to Paris, and you,
count, will remain at Massille."’ '

‘‘ Yes, maglame.”’

The baroness plunged her hand anew into the
mysterious urn, and drew from it three little billets
of rose-paper, carefully folded and sealed.

“ You are to give me your word,’” said she, *‘ not
to open the letter directed severally to eaeh, till
you all shall be separated. If the condition I con-
nect with my hand meets acceptance of any of you,
ke shall turn about, instead of pursuing his jour-
ney, and return to dine with me."’

“ But if we all three accept 2"

““ Then.” said the baroness. smiling, ‘¢ we will
advise again.”

‘“ Adieu, gentlemen.”

‘““ Madame la Roche dismissed the throe aspir-
ants, for the hands of the clock on the mantel in-
dicated nine, her solemn hour of retiring,

The following morning at eight o’cloek, in the
court of the chateau of Massille, the Baron deArcy
and de Lerth placed footin stirrup, while the count
said, : )

““ You will scaresly have passed the boundarics
of the park ere I'shall have broken the seal of my
letter ; and T engape you will do as mueh, and t}ut
we shall all then dine at La Roche.
men, till we meet again."’

When the gallop of horses was lost in the dis-

tance, the count opened the billet of the baroness,
and read :

‘“ Monsieur Count,—

“You know I am a Parisian. My late hus-
band put on me the heavy sacrifice of being obliged
to live at La Roche a part of the year, . I have u
horror of the eountry, and cruelly regret my carly
youth and the excitement of the clegant world of
Paris, in the midst of which it was passed. 1 can
consent only to marry a man who will bravelv re-
nounce a life in the provinces, and carry me again
to Paris,”

““ Indeed !*” eried de Massile, ¢ she is foolish.—
On that aceount it would hecome necessary to sell
my lands at Massile, my woods and parks. I re-
nounce the ehaso! That is entirely impossible. My
fuith ! D’Avcy is the man who will suit Ler better
as- a-husband ;” and the count added, sighing,
‘¢ deeidedly; I shall not dine at La Roche.’®
1 o bare d the puinter rode together for Lalf
a league, an AEeparated, expressing mutual
compliments for their g Wy mecting azai

TR
Then D*Arcy opened the rose
“ Dear Baron ,— -

““ You have believed that I love the world,f10ise,
and fetes.  You are mistaken. I have b.come @
little ,disillusioned, and now experience a great
need of repose, of solitude, and 1 may say isolation.
For three years I have experienced a dream, a dreamn
charming to my eyes,—that of living*in Italy, un-

der & Neapolitan sky, and in one of these verdant
and ferfumod islands, about which sigh eternally
the biue waters of the bay of Naples. Is the love
you have for me sufficiently strong to make you res

Then, gentle-




