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From Random Recollections of a Sol« 
dier of Fortune, by Lieutenant Col. 
A, H. Maxwell, K. H. 

THE UNKNOWN. 
I xnow no greater luxury cn earth, 

than & temporary retreat from the 
moise and hurry of the town. The 
mind, harrassed by the cares of trade, 
or the difficulties of an arduous pro- 
fession—t he eye, wearied by the same= 
ness of a crowded street—the ear dulled 
with ceaseless turmoil—all predispose 
the man who © steals from the world,’ 
to enjoy with exquisite sensations his 
brief season of relaxation. 
To me, the denizen of an Inn of 

Court—the occupant of gloomy chan- 
bers—the ¢ doomed one’ to a profession 
for which I have no fancy, this occasional 
retirement 1s delicious. To refresh the 
eye with field and forest—to rest the ear 
with rustic quietude -to lose care and 
thought for a season however short, 
have proved the sunniest periods of a 
life, fevered as mine hasbeen, by the 
difficulties atiendant on a profession so 
Ja0Atzsmg and exhausting as the 
aw. 
Among the scenes loved to visit, the 

little inn at Everton. has been a favorite 
retreat. The picturesque appearance 
af this secluded hamlet—its green 
hedge-rows and sparkling rivulet, ail 
seemed to invite a wearied spint like 
mine to sesk and find there the repose 
that it panted for. 
But there were charms other than 

those of rural solitude, which «attracted 
me more warmly to The Woodman. An- 
nette’s smile welcomed me when IT left 
the city—Annette's voice fell like music 
on my ear—her hand, I fancied, smooth- 
ed my pillow—her form flitted around 
me as [ dreamed——and I, co'd and reck- 
Jess of adventitious charms as [ was, 
thrilled with sensations h therto unfelt, 
was gazing on the unconscious beauty 
of aes gentle and unsophisticated 
irl. 
It was late in spring when after a 

long absence, [ revisited The Woodman. 
The delighted smile and gentle reproach 
that welcomed me, proved that Annette 
was gratified at my return. [ regretted 
that my sojourn was limited to a night 
—and when evening cane. and I set 
out for my favourite haunt, I entered the 
village churchyard with feelings that 
required its soothing influeuce to com- 
pose. But what wis the beauty of the 
inn to me? [I had no time to waste on 
woman, for years of anxious and sus 
tained exertion must elapse - before 1 
should be enabled to retire from the 
drudgery of wy profession. 'T'were 
worse than madness {0 encourage dreams 
which never could be reilized—and | 
determined to conquer my latent love, 
and fly from Annette and The Wood. 
man. 
The sun touched the verge of the 

horizon, und the yew trees flang their 
shadows over graves whosa simple me- 
morials to'd of the humblest of the vil- 
lagers. Atsome distance from the rest, 
Y observed one little mound, and no 
stone recorded who the being was whose 
ashes rested underneath. Doubtless it 
was the grave of a stranger, and | fell 
into the train of thought, which the ap. 
proach of an old man and interesting 
“child disturbed. 

¢ And why did they bury her (here? 
said the youthful querist. 
The old man’s reply was inaudible. 
¢ And are people who die for love, 

placed thus apart from others?’ she con- 
« tinued. 

The old man smiled. ¢The disease, 
my child, is unfrequent; and few have 
been sounfortunate as the lovely being 
who sleeps under yon green turf’ 
My curosity was excited—and while 

the child turned aside to pull the wild 
flowers with “which the graves were 
thickly sprinkled, I learned the melan~ 
choly story of her who occupied this sow 
Jitary resting place. 
She was yoang, beautiful, gifted, 

and born to fortune, but accident 
robbed her of that wealth, to which 
from infancy, she had believed hersell 
the heiress. She bore the visitation 
patiently, and sought the humble occu- 
pation of a governess—and talents and 
accomplishments which had been cul- 
tivated for amusement, were exercised 
to obtain an honourable indepen- 
dence. 

Unfortunately, a young officer was 
a relative of the family where Emily 
yesided, and consequently a frequent 
visitor atthe house. He saw the beau- 
tifal girl—he loved her—and he was 
beloved. Favoured by the circum- 
stances of his intimacy, he pressed his 
snit with ardor, and when the regiment 
was unexpectedly ordered to the Cen-~ 

tinent, that incident produced a ‘all 
disclosure of Emily’s attachment. Tleir 
vows were solemnly interchangel— 
and on the last agonizing evening beore 
he sailed, Exily, yielding to his jas- 
sionate request, granted him a midnight 
interview. Alas! that meeting proved 
to her a fatal one. 
He went—four months passed ra. 

pidly away—Waterloo was fought and 
won, and amongst those who fell was 
Emily’s lover. 
Many a heart was agonized when 

the fatal death list reached England 
~—but she, the lost one, had a doubla 
grief to mourn. The consequences of 
ker hour of indiscretion would shortly 
become apparent, and sham= and sorrow 
were too much to bear together. Mad~ 
dened by blighted love and inevitable 
exposure, in her frenzy the means of 
self destruction were procured, and 
Emily, the young and beautiful, the 
gifted being, perished miserably by her 
own hand. 
‘They p'aced her here,” said the old 

man, ‘and while yonder costly marble 
is raised above a mass of age and de. 
formity, the green turf alone covers the 
mortal remains of that lovely and ill 
starred gull. 
He wiped away a tear, took the 

child's hand, and bade me a courteous 
adien. [staid for a short time beside 
the grave, and left the scene of death 
filled with pity for the beantiful viciim 
of imprudent love. 
Months passed, summer succeeded 

spring, and I began to feel my resolu- 
tion and wished to see Annette once 
more. Annette was not to he easily 
forgotten. Hers was not the florrid 
comeliness that distinguishes the vulgar 
beauty—every look and movement 
were feminine, and elegant, andnature 
had moulded her a gentle woman, 
although the sphere she occupied was 
humble. The witching smile that 
played about her mouth, the soft ex- 
pression of eyes of darkest hazle, the 
silver voice, that excellent thing in 
woman, all haunted my imagination: 
and while prodence whispered me to 
avoid her, resslution failed, and on a 
fine Jane evening, I drove once more 
to The Woodman of Everton. 
When Annette heard my voice, she 

came forward to weicome me. 
¢ Ah: Mr Mowbray—how did loffend 

you? You stole away without bidding 
me good bye.’ 

L held bor hand in mine—I saw her 
eves sparkle, the color flash upon her 
cheek, and muttered a confused apo- 
logy. 

¢ Well, I am so happr to see you,’ she 
continged; ¢ and 1f was but this morning, 
that [spoke of yon to the captain.’ 

I started—a thrill of jealously shot 
through my breast. 

¢ The Captain'—who is the Captain, 
Annette? 
Oh! you will so like him," said the 

blushing girl; © that is. when you know 
him—{or he appears celd and haughty 
at first, but he will not he so to you.’ 

¢« To me, Annette! [have no ambition 
to obtain the acquaintance of a stranger; 
and believe me, I shall not unnecessar:ly 
expose myself to the hauteur of any 
man.’ 

* Well, well~invalids are always ir. 
ritable, and he is very, very ill. You 
must know him. There is something 
abant him so noble nnd interesting when 

he choses to be so. that none can be near 
him without liking hm.’ 
The animated expression of her face 

while she spoke of the Unknown, made 
_ me miserable. I cursed ¢ the captain’ 
in my heart, and determined that in 
coldness and repulsion I should be at 
least his equal. 
The day passed, over my rival did not 

appear; and when I left The Woodman 
for my evening walk, he had not left 
his chamber. The church yard of course 
was visited—I stood beside the grave 
of the unhappy lady, and her melancho- 
ly story afforded me a theme for sad re- 
flection. 

It was evening when [I reached 
¢ mine inn,” and as I passed the parlor 
window a sight met my eve that brought 
the color to my cheek. Upon a sofa, a 
tall and noble looking man was exten- 
ded, while Annette leaned over bi, 
and with marked assiduity placed cash. 
ions for his head, and arranged his mi- 
litary cloak. 1 could not see his fea 
tures, and his face wis turned from me, 
but he held her hand in his, she scemed 
in no hurry to withdraw it. 

I wastortured with rage and jealousy. 
Should I fly at onee and leave Annette 
to my rival? No. She was but a wo- 
man, and why should she have power 
to make me wretched? I must—I would 
subdue my feelings—and absence should 
teach me to forget her. Pride urged 
me to be resolute—but still I felt a weak- 

ness of the heart that told me it were 
better to avoid ‘her, and I waited till 
she had left the room before I sntered 
it. 
The opening of the door caused the 

stranger to look up; he scarcely, how- 
ever, noticed my entrance, and his eyes 
fell quickly on a paper he had been 
perasing. 1 sate down at the window 
—a quarter of an hoar elapsed—and we 
did net exchange a word. 
While this unsocial state of things 

continued, a third personage joined us; 
a forward, self sufficient, over dressed 
young man, who seemed to stand on ex- 
cellent terms with himself. He stopped 
beside the stranger, and asked, in a 
drawling and affected voice, after ¢ the 
last night's debate.” The invalid slowly 
raised his eyes, bestowed a look of 
supercilious indifference on the inquirer, 
and without deigning to reply, resumed 
his investigation of the newspaper. 
Again we were left together. Presen- 

tly, Annette came in to ask what the 
captain would have for supper. 

* This is the gentleman I spoke of,’ 
she said 1n a whisper, directing her ex- 
pressive eyes towards me. 

Instantly, the stranger (brew aside the 
puper— 

* Mr Mowbray,” he said, ¢ must parden 
my inattention—I was not aware my 
pretty Annette’s friend was in the room. 
That forward puppy chafed me We, 
invalids are somewhat testy, and to be 
pestered by a popinjuy’ would flurry a 
philosopher. Will you permit me to 
shure your supper? 

I was astonished. The cold and wi- 
thering look with which he repelled the 

advances of the citizen, bad given 
place to an expression of singular ur- 
banity. His voice was soft ss woman’s; 
his manner, bland and winning; [ felt 
irresistibly impelled to meet his advan-~ 
ces, and encourage an intimacy with a 
man, whom but five minutes since I had 
looked on with aversion. 

Our tete a tete confirmed the feelings 
his first overtures had given rise to. 
The stranger’s conversation was bril- 
liant and intellectual. He had been 
much about the world, and in his wan- 
derings he had found no barrenness. [ 
looked upon his countenance—once it 
must have been stiikingly banilsome, but 
the tace was faded and careworn, and 
its varied lines betraved the workings of 
a bosom, where pride, and grief, and 
many a stronger passion, had for years 
careered. At times, however, the brow 
unbent, the eye flashed with intelligence 
a smile of exquisite sweetness played 
around the mouth, while the perfect in- 
tonation of the sweetest voice | ever 
listened to, rendered bis conversation 
fascinating, 
One thing struck me as being unac- 

countable, The Unknown was profes- 
sedly an invalid, and yet he diank freely 
as il his heaith was perfect. As night 
advanced, a hectic flush overspread his 
cheeks hitherto so wun and colorless; and 
when [ took bis hand at parting, 1 found 
it burning in my grasp. 

I staid two days longer at ‘I'he Wood 
man. The stranger expressed his plea- 
sure at my sojurn—and although he 
never rose till evening, we passed many 
hours together. With nie he seemed to 
throw z2side his coldness, as he suppor: 
ted on my arm we walked slowly through 
some of the rustic avenues which issued 
from the village.—These excnrsions 
were necessarily short. Notwithstand- 
ing his erect and easy carringe—probs- 
bly a resnit of military hab tude—his 
limbs could searcely bear him throagh; 
and it was too evident thatan unbroken 
spirit contended vainly with an exhausted 
constitution, 

I had scarcely been a week in town 
before a note with the Everton post 
mark reached me. It was from the 
stranger—and contained a pressing 
request that Ishould dine with him on 
an early day. The billet bore no name, 
and was scribed with an initial. I re- 
quired little inducement to visit The 
Woodman; and accordingly, the invi 
tation was accepted. 
Annette received me with her cus 

tomary kindness, but when I named the 
stranger her eyes filled. 

¢ Ah! Mr Mowbray, the captain's 
dying.—Sinece you left Everton he has 
declined rapidly. I have often pressed 
him to call in a physician, but in vain! 
Hush! I hear his step upon the stairs, 
and you will no doubt perceive an alter. 
ation for the worse ’ 

While she was still speaking the door 
unclosetl; and the stranzer entered. Oh 
God!—how changed. The ravages of 
a in one short week were [right- 
al. 

Dinner was served, but the stranger 
| scarcely tasted it. "The bottle passed 
"rapidly, the desert was placed upon the 
table, and we were left to ourselves. 

Fling a claret glass to the brim, * Come 
ord pry he said, ¢ know’st thou thie 
ay 

I'replied ‘that I had no particular 
recollection of it.? 

* Dull slave of law! «has Waterloo 
faded from the calendar already!’ he 
exclaimed. fbb 

It wasthe anniversary of that battle, 
we drank to the memory of the brave, 
and warmed with the wine, the stran- 
ger’s spirits became excited, He had 
been there, had been wounded, left 
upon tke field, and returned in the list 
of the slain. He spoke with enthusiasm 
of that glorious fight, bis description 

came more racy and interesting. The 
pale cheek flushed, the dim eye bright- 
encd, but the exertion was tao great to 
be sustained; he soon became exhausted, 
and at last, obliged to own his  feeble« 
ness, accepted my assistance (0 reach 
his chamber 
Business imperatively required my 

presence in London, and early next 
morning I left “I'he Woodman. Four 
days passed, and from Annette I learned 
that the Unknown grew worse, and 
that the futal crisis was approach- 
ing, 

I had already determined to visit the 
Woodman on the following uay, when & 
note [roi the stranver caused me to set 
off immediately. Like the former, this 
note was withon! subscription, and the 
few lines it contained were almost ille- 
gible. [I compared the notes, and the 
altered s:ate of the hand writing suffi- 
ciently attested the awful change which 
a few days nd brought about. 

I found him sitting in she parlour, 
where, as Annette told me, he had been 
occudied in burning papers. 1 stood 
beside him, and one look told me he 
had not muny days to live. 
My arrival however, seemed to give 

him unfeigned pleasure, and pressing 
my hand within his feverish grasp, he 
thanked me for attending so promptly te 
his letter. Is the evening warm, 
Mowbray.’ 

I replied in the afficmative.’ : 
¢ Then,’ said the stranger, with perfeet 

calmness, ‘you and [ will take ouf 
last walk together | have been destrof 
ing papers of some moment, and I sh 
finish my task while dinner is preps 
ring, d 
He took a small package from IW 

writing desk and unbound the blo® 
ribbon which encased a number: 
letters, whose beantiful and delicat® 
penmanship at onc: discovered them to 
be a femule’s, One by one he passe 
over their contenis, and with an effort 
which seemed to require some determis 
nation, he fling them into the fire. Tis 
the lust relic but one,” he murmured, 
<and that lies here? and he laid bis 
hand upon his bosom. Just then dinner 

or two of wine, and then rising from the 
ane requested me to accompany 
Hm, 

‘I'bere was one shaded avenue that had 
been his favorite walk—we passed ily 
however, and turned our steps towards 
ihe church veed. Entering through 
the wicket, we stopped beneath the 
huge yew tree which overspreads the 
gate. Z 5 

parting hours of my earthly pilgrimage 
Fam gratefal—and as hitherto you ha 
never asked a question touching mJ 
name or history, | would entreat it, as® 
last request, that you will never deman 
an explanation of my evening visit 
this place. I will briefly state my wish 
es—and | feel confident that yon will 
see them effected when I am at rest,” 
He led me along the walk until 

reached the extremity of the buryinf 
ground, and to my surprise stopped be 
s'de the grave of the beautiful suicide 
whose fate had sa often excited W 
warmest sympathy. ; 

¢ Mowbray,” he said, in a voice which 

mise that my last request shall be atte?” = 
ded to.” 1 gave him a solemn assara® t 
that his wishes should be obey® 

failed, and with considerable diffict 
he was enabled to leave the church y8&™ 
and reach The Woodman. nd 

He threw himself upon a sola, bad 
whether faticae, or the place we pol § 

visited, affected him 1 know not, a 

expression of the deepest 
Once I observed a tear glisten 09 

| cheek. r- 
{| «I must give in, Mowbray,’ be mis 

mured feebly; * the machinery © 

became more vivid, his anecdotes bes 

was gerved: he ate little, drank a glass | ] 

“I have been fortunate, my denf | 
Mowbray," said the invalid, * in meeting | 
with‘one so kind as you, to cheer th® | 

betrayed the workings of an agoni? rb 
spirit! ¢ will you recollect this ¢ t ] 
Lay me here—here—close to that solita’ 
grave. Mark the place well, and pr 

He was fearfully sabe dy 

his once fine face was clouded witb wy 
sadnestis § 

* 
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