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From Graham’s Magazine for June.
LOVE AND PIQUE;

OR, SCENES AT A WATERING PLACE.
By Mrs, Emma C. Embury

THE PIAZZA. :

Two weeks passed away, during
time Miss Oriel had shown her skill in
femule tacties by - meanaging lo secure
the attentions of Mr Beauchamp, while
she had transferred Cecil to Ellen
Grey antil she should be able to decide
upon his future life.  One evening,
Cecil, who had long known and ad-
mired Mrs. Dale, invited her to walk
with him on the piazza, that they might
witness the effect of moonlight upon the
distant ses.

¢1 am indebted to Miss Grey's head-
ache for the invitation,’ said Mrs.
Dale, laughing, as she took his arm,
‘ had she been in the saloon, my eyes
would neverhave been thus favered with
a moon-light scene.’ 3

Forrester entered a disclaimer against
the lady’s assertion, and a playful con-
versation ensued, when Mrs. Dale, sud-
denly changing the topic, said;

¢ Pray tell me, Mr. Forrester, if Mr
Beauchamp is so immensely rich?’

¢ I really cannot take il upon me to
determine that delicate question, Ma-
dam,’ was the reply, * but, as a firm be-
liever in the doctrine of compensations,
1 am bound to suppose he is wealthy.’

¢ Not understanding your premises I
cannot fairly understand your = deducti-
ons,’ said Mrs. Dale playfuily.

¢« Why, Providence always bestowy
something to compensate for great defi-
ciences, and &s Mr DBeanchamp can
not boast either mental or physical
gifts, I take it for granted that he must
bave money.’ i

¢ Really, - Mr " Forrester, I did not
think you were so ill-naturcd. I am
sure Mr' Beauchamp has the prettiest
hands and feet in the world, and his
erdent ‘admiration of the ladies proves
him to'possess a good heart.

¢To ‘your last argument I can offer
no opposition, Madam,’ was the gallant
reply; ¢ but as to his kands and feet, I
ean only say that it is not the first time
that ladies have been driven to extre-
mities in their search for his good qua-
hties.’

¢ Well, I suppose,’ responded  Mrs,
Dale, laughing beartily, ¢that I must
allow your wit to atone for your seve-
rity, but how long is it since you turned
satirist?’ ;

¢ Ever since I made the discovery
which all the experience ol others can-
not teach us—that ¢all is not gold
which glitters.” I have almost come to
the conclusion that nature, like an over—
careful hoasewife, hides "her gold and
sily®r in least suspected places.’

¢{n that case Dame Nature might be
in the predicament of a queer old lady
I once knew who hid bLer rich plate
under the rafters in the garret, and
when she wanted it upon occasion of a
dinner party, was oblized to borrow ofa
neighbor because she had [orgotten
where she had deposited ner treasuare.

¢ | believe if we want to find a really
virtuous and true hearfed woman, we
must look elsewhere than among the
beautiful.”

¢ Bie! fie! if I bad the shightest claim
to beauty, I should baaish you from my
presence for that ungallant speech.”

«You ought rather to consider it a
compliment, for there is not another
woman here to whom I would have ut-
tered it, or who would have understood
me, i( I had.’ h

¢ Ah! now you flatter my intellect at
the expense of my person, and no  wo-
man ever relished such a compliment,
But to return- to your asseition; how
can you venture to despise the allure-
ments of beauty aiter feasting daily on
such a bhanguet of loveliness as Miss
Oriel offers to our eyes. [ look at her,
woman as I am, with delight, for I never
saw so fresh, so pure, so ma ble like a
compiexion.’

* Your comparison is more correct
than you imagine, Madam; her beauty
is indeed like that of the warble statue,
carved by a mght cunning and skiliful
hand, yet wanting the Promethean touch
of soul.’

« While Ellen Grey is the delicate ala-
baster  vase,  beautifu'ly ~and finely
wroaght, and with all its exqusite
loveliness brought out in rich reliel by
the lamp which lights it from within;
;g it not thus you would have continued
the comparison?’ said Mrs Dale mis~
eb’evoasly.

¢ Your illustration 13 a beautifal ene,
and perfectly true,” was the reply;
¢ Fllen Grey is fall of gentle and wo.
manly feeling.’

¢ Well, as you have known the lady
longer than I have, it would he idle to
dispute your assertions; indeed, I must
confess, when I watch her sound, un«
ruffled look and mapner, I am irresisti-
bly reminded ofthe old Norse legend of
the Snow-Woman—so dazzlingly beau-
tifal, so fatally cold.’

¢ Yet I bave seen her under circum-
stances which would have given you a
very different impression of her. Ima-
gine that beautiful woman attired in the
simplest manner, all fashionable airs laid
aside, and apparently the very creature
of romantis feeling; imagine such per-
fection of loveliness, with eyes of softuess
and voice all tenderness, apparently
yielding up her whole soul to the sweet
tmpressions of nature amid the loveliest
scenery that even our beautiful land
can produce: imagine the effect of such
beauty seen beneath the soft light of the
summer moon, or gazed upon in the si-
lent sanctuary of the forest glades, or
mingling 1ts fascinating inflaence with
the lovely sights and sounds which
charmthe senses in the sanset dell, when
the voice of the singing rivalet makes
music on its way.’

¢ Upon my word, Mr Forrester, you
are almost a poet; you must be in
love.’

¢ Perhaps Tam, kut Miss Oriel is not
the ebject;’

* How could you resist the fascinati—
ons you so enthusiastically describe?’

* Why, to tell the truth, I narrowly
escaped the fate of the silly moth; I
came very near singeing my wings in
the blaze of her beauty, but I soon dis«
covered that she possessed none but per-
sonal attractions. To be sure we had
quite a sentimental flirtation, and
1 remember many fine sentiments
which she uttered, but I early
found how thin and poer was the soil in
which they had taken root. You know
the more luxuriant growth of wild flows
ers is always to be found in a morass—
or perhapsa more graphic illustration of
my meaning might be found in the fact
that to a pestilentinl Maremma, whose
atmosphere is so fatal to life, displays
the richest and most gorgeons array of
Flora’s favorites. Laura Oriel might
be loved for a week or two, but any maa
with common sense would soon see thro’
ber false character. Far my own part
I confess that I amused mysell with ber
very pleasant!y- during the early part of
the summer.

¢ Indeed, [ believe she fancied I was
really cought in her snares, and no
doubt considers that ¢ Cecil Forrester’s
$50,000 will do very well to fall back vp-
on in case nothing better offer.’ »

¢« Hark?” exclaimed Mrs. Dale, as a
slight sound, like a half suppressed ex-
clamation struck wupon their ears, ¢ [
really believe some one has been listen-
Ing to our conversation.’

¢ When we first came out here,” said
Forrester coolly, ‘I'saw a lady take her
seat within tha recess of yonder window:
she dropped the drapery of the curtain
behind Ler, so as not to be observed from
within, and she has been sitting in the
deep shadow flang by this heavy column.
She bas heard every word we said; at
least she has h2ard all 1 said, becan<e

i 1 purposely deferred my most severe re-

marks until we passed within eye shot.’
¢ For Heaven's sake,

mean? you seem agitated; who was the

lady ?’ asked Mrs. Dale.

¢ Do you not imagine?
Oriel.> =

*Oh, Mr. Forrester, how could you
do so? and to make me a party in such
cruelty too;’ exclaimed the "lady, much
vexed.

¢ Now that there are really no listen«
ers, dear Madam, I will tell you the
whole story, and you shail decide whe-
ther { am so very wrong; at all events |
bave had my revenge.

And Cicil Forrester related to his
warm hearted friend the story of his love
and itssudden termination, not omitting
a single word of the dialogue which he
bad overheard between the mother and
daughter.

YWhen they re-entered the saloon Miss
Oriel “had disappeared, bat if Cecil
could have known the tumalt of her fael-
ings he would, perhaps,” bave regretted
h's own vindictiveness.  All the little
feeling which she possessed, all that she
had of heart, was bestowed on Cecil
Forrester. She did not kncw how much
she had valued him until she compared
hin with the object of her present pur-
sait; and, interested. selfish and ambiti~
ous as she was, she hall deterrined. to
tura [rom the allurements of wealith if
she cou'd win back Cicil to his allegi-
ance. 'T'o be thus outwitted, made the
plaything of his tdle hours, foiled at her
own weapuns, wasa bitter mortification,
and this, coup'ed as it was with a sense
of unrequited tenderpess, aroused her

It was Miss

what do you |

almost to madness. The cold, proud
beauty shed tears of vexation and regref.
She almost hated Cecil, and yet she was
conscious that the most bitter drop, in
the cup which hiad thus been returned
to her own lips, was the assurante  that
he had never loved her. His quotation
of her own remark about his forfune con-
vinced her that he bad overheard her
plans, and she was now stimulated by
pride to urge their speedy fulfilment.

THE LAST SCENE.

¢ Have you heard the news, Mr. For—
rester,” exclaimed Mrs. Dale, as, two
days after the confidential disclosure of
the piazza, he entered the saloon; ¢ Ah,
Isee by yourlook of innocent surprise
you are blissful ignerance.’

¢ What has happened? asked Cecil
carelessly, ¢ any thing which serves to
break the monotomy of a seaside exis—
tence must be a Llessing.’

¢I do not know whether you will
think it so,” said the lady laughing,
¢ Miss Oriel has eloped with Mr. Beau-
champ.’

¢ [ am glad of it—from my very soul
I rejoice at it,” exclaimed Cecil Forres—
ter, while a dark, vindicative smile gave
a ruost disagreeable expression to his
unsually fine face.

¢ Why, how strangely you look at me,’
replied Mrs, Dale, ¢ what is the mat-
ter?’

¢ Nothing—nothing—wher did it all
happen?’

¢ Did you not see her go out with him
to ride last evening? Well, it  seems
Mr. Beauchamp's servant had been
privately despatched (o the city with
their baggage, and instead ol returning
the lovers rode directly to the next town
and were married.’

¢ Why did they give themselves so
much trouble? If Beauchamp had asked
the oid women she would have dropped
a curtsy and thanked him for the offer.’

¢ The is the mystery of the whole af-
fair; = Murs, Oriel pretends to he  very
indignant, but it is ecasy to see she is
seeretlypleased.  Miss Qriel has wriiten
a letter to Miss Grey in which she ens
treats her to ¢ break the tidings tender.
ly to poor Mamma;’ excuses hersell on
the plea of ircesistible affection, talksof
Mr. Beauchamp’s ardor and her fear of
maternal opposition, and finishes by re-
questing Ellen to ¢ allow his favorite
Mrs, Dale fo acquaiat Mr. Forrester
with her regret at having becn . the
cause of disappoiatment and sorrow (o
higm, ™"

¢ What the devil does
that?’

* Why te make Ellen jealous of me
and destructful ofyou, and . thus disap-
point both your love and. revenge,’ said
Mrs. Dale.

* Shz shall not attain her ends,” ex-
claimed Forrester impetuously, ¢ I will
tell Ellen the whole story. Iam giad
she is actually married to Beauchamp,and
I know the reason he aid not want to ask
her mother: he was afraid of inconveniy
ent 1nqu rie=.’

¢ What do you know about him?

¢ Only this morning [ met here a pers
son who knows him well. His bistory 1s
soon told. He was originally bred a
tailor, bat, having a ‘soul above the
battoss, he cut the shop, and has ‘since
been hanging on the skirts of society 1n
a manner very different from thatinten
ded by the bonest old fatker. His bank
stock and sugav plantation wmay exist in
the regions of the maon, where all things
which ‘unaccountably  disappear [rom
earth are said to be collected, his negroes
are still on the coast of Guinea, and ke
really lives by his wils. "A run of luck
at the gaming table or a lucky bet on the
race course enables him every “now and
then to pay old debts, and live for a time
like a gentleman until his funds are ex-
hausted, when he again betskes himself
te his vocation.'

¢ Can this be possible?’

¢ There is no doubt of it: he i3 a mere
adventurer, and as Miss Oriel is  some-
thing very similar, they are * matched as
well as paived.’ ”?

Cecil Forrester afforded another:proof
of the truth of the poet’s line,
¢ Full many a heart is eanght in the rebound.’

The following winter saw him_the bap-
py busband of Eilen Grey,—while all
trace of Mr. and Mrs.. Beanchamp 'was
lost to their vicw. About two years
latter, when business had ¢ompelled Mr.
Forrester to visit ene of ‘our  southren
cit’es, he strolled into the theatre to get
rid ol an idle evening, andas he gazed
with listless curiosity on the gorgeous
spectacle of Indian life which occupied
the stage, ke was suaddenly “struck with
a familiar expression in the counten-
ance of the stalely queen of the Zenana,
He looked again, the resemblance seems
ed to grow upon him: he went round to

she  mean by

| the stage box, and " in that near ‘proxi-

mity to the actress all doubt vanished-
He looked upon the still replendent beau-
ty of Laura Oriel.

RAMBLING RECOLLECTIONS OF
A SOLDIER OF FORTUNE.
BY W. R. MAXWELL,

Tue author of this volume is known
by his ¢ Wild Sports of the West,' and
the mingled wvigor and humor of the
present work will sustain his well-earn-
ed reputation. The story with which
the volume commences is revolting in
its characcer, but possesses that sort of
fascination for the reader a well told
horror always does. . The ferocious
pewer of the ¢ Outcast’ is well fitted to
give us an idea of the writer’s power in
fiction which we had not anticipated ia
opening the book. As a thoroagh
black guard of the vilest die we know
no character fit to compare with its bero,
and we imagine such will be the feel-
ing ol all the readers who take up the
book. . The [ollowing scene is given by
a0 ordinary band: 1ts concise strength
eatitlesthe writer to a high rank amongst

sketch and tale writers:—

¢ I reloaded my musket and ascended
to the first floor, and a low whispering
told me that the chamber before me
was inhabited. 1 knocked loudly, but
no one. replied,—and determined to
waste ne time, I tried my strength upon
the door, and the fastenings were too
feeble to resist it.

Two females were the occupants, ana
two lovelier ones could not have been
discovered in Rodrigo. The eldest was
in the full bloom of womanly beaufy—
the younger, a lovely girl of sixteen.
Between them a likeness existed that
told it was a mother and her child.

¢« 'T'he horrid crash which the explosion
of my firelock had:caused would have
harbingered the appearance of a demon,
and no doubt, I looked ome. I bad
received ‘some flesh ‘wounds in the
breach: my face and jacket were stained
with blood and blackened with gunpow-
der; my countenance was flushed by
recent excitement; I had drunk fraely
before the storm—and the expression of
my features told how littie mercy might
be expected at my hands.

The younger female uttered a piers
cing seream, threw ' her  arms wildly
round her mother’s neck, ard as a last
hope clung to that loved ene for pro-
tection, while the despairing look with
which the oldest supplicated pity, might
have bad influence on any spirit: less
savage than my ewn. But 1 was ecal-
lous-—already, the biackest passions were
raging in my breast—with brutal forece [
tore the screaming girl from ber parent’s
arms, locked: her invwmy own, and
covered her lips with noxious kisses.

The wretehed mother made a strong
effort to release her daughter from my
grasp—she might as easiy bave loosed
the lamb from- the lion’s hold. In an
agony of grief she pressed her temples
with her hands, and then, as if a thought
had struck her sudcenly, she seized the
lamp, rushed to a corner of the chamber,
unclosed a concealment in the wall, took
out a purse of goldy-knelt at my feet,
and placed it in my hand. She saw
some.he itation in my manner, the bribe
she [ancied was not probably. sufficient,
and she plucked jewels from her ears
and fingers. and a sparkling crucifix
from her breast, and as she pressed me
to accept them; implored . me to spare
the _honos of her child,. The language
was Spanish, and unknown, to me; but,
oh God! how ardent was: that prayer for
pity!

“1 hid the purse and jewels in the
breast. of my jacket, and the poor vic-
tims believed perhaps that I had relent-
ed in my purpose. One minute unde-
ceived them. A noise arose below—
—men’s [eet were heard upon the stairs
—and a privale of the ninety-fifih, with
a Portuguese muleteer rushed in.

¢ Another minute and a damning
deed was done! 'They forced the mother
to a distant rcom—and her cries, loud
and wild at fiest, and then ceasing sud-
denly, as ifutterance was violently stop-
ped, told how savagely she wasoutraged.
Nor did ber. child experience from me
that mercy which the unfortunate parent
had vainly purchased. Inan bonr, when
my companiaons in crime returned, the
poor victim, like a flower blighted be<
fore it blooms, stole away dishonored and
abased, to mingle her unavailing sor«
row with a parent's, hersell subject to
thz worst insult which kell prompts, and
demen man can perpetrate.

¢ Each of my felon  eomrades had
plundered apparently to their satisfactis
on, for both had a bundie roughly tied
up. They had found some bottles of
wine—and we sate down and drank toan
infamous confederacy.

* The reyelry was short—a drunken
cheer was heard at no great distance




