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THE STORY OF HENRY FITZMAF¥.
RICE

Henry Fitz-Maurice wasithe younger son of
& Baronet, who resided within twelve miles of
this village.  Of his early years, little need. be
said. ' He was endowed with feelings of ex-
treme sensibility which were not unfrequently
trampled on and wounded by the more boister-
ous companions of his youth—but Henry’s na-
tural disposition was not changed by the suffer-
ings which regulied from the peculiar constitu-
tion of his feelings; he only retired further into
himself and concealed more carefully from the
eye of a cold and sneering world, the 'warm
fountains of genuine affection that were “ever
fresk within him, - Such a character was not
likely to gain many friends ; his - thoughts -and
sentiments differed from those of hig - compani-
ons; they could not enter into his feelings, for
his heart was finer cords than theirs,  When
at length he did find one who returned. the
warmth of his affection, his whole soul became
cgmured in'that one object; a dream came over
him ; the world was dressed in flowers; he re-
garded it as a gay landscape ; a scene intended
for the enjoyment of herself and the dear ob-
jeet of hislove.

It was in his nineteenth year, that he be-
came acquainted with the family of the. Somers;
in that family, Mary Somers was the prineipal
object of attraction; the loadstar that  centered
in itself all his thoughts and all his affections.

Mary Somers wasbeautiful, not regularly or
critically so ; but the éxpression ofher face was
such as must have led, every beholder to pro-
nounce it peerless.. She had not the sparkling
black that bespeaks the intellect’ within; but,
she had those deep blue eyes which tell that
the heartis made for love, and for all the softer
feelings in their utmost intensity. There was
a smile on'her countenance, but it rather breath.
«d through her features, than was impressed on
her beauty. In fine, the artist who could have
portrayed such beauty, might have worshipped
the child of his creation. = #

Such;was Mary Somers; and, hefore her,
did Henry pour out his, whole soul; for her
mind was a befitting inmate of her person. He
adored as the idol of his heart, her, who had
first appreciated the sensibilities of his nature,
and responded to them with sympathy and love.
Never were two happier beings in this world of
amisery, were all happinessis hollow, all sorrow
“but too real, than the young lovers,

Mrs. ‘Somers saw the affection that was
springing up between them; but, as she was
pleased with Fitz-Maurice, and chiefly solici-
tuous for the happiness of her only daughter,
she never thought of opposing their attachment
But while they were thus dreaming of bliss,
there was a viper at work to mar their beauti.
ful vision.

Lord Abingden liad seen Mary Somers, and
was reculved to possess her ;-but he knew the
futility of any attempt, till his rival was remo-
ved from the neighbourhood. To effect this,
his insidious desiga, he.immediately wrote an
anomymous letter to Sir Thomas Fitz-Maurice,
atating that his son was about to bring disgrace
on his family by a secret marriage with Mary
Somers. Sir Thomas had no sooner read the
letter, than he sent for his son, and in the most
abusive manner demanded of him why he had
paid any attentions toany lady without the per-
mission of his father.  Henery’s cheek turned
pale as his father spoke, but it was not the
paleness of fear, it was that of indignation and
wounded pride.

, “ And what may my good gon be intending
to do, as soon as the marriage knot is tied?
will he bring his bride to an unasked, an un-
weleome inmate at my house 2’

“Father,” said Henry, striving to master his
choking ‘passions; * father, T never thought
ot;‘ n:'arrying without your permission and appro-
v

‘¢ Lying scroundrel ! have you not arranged
with 'your mistress to elope? have you not
planned a secret marriage ?*

41 bave not.”

“ Say not that word again, or the door of
your father’s honse is closed, forever against
you.” :

* I haye not, on my hanor, L have not,”

¢ Your honour, indeed "

“ By all that'adear to me, by =il my hopes of
salvation”— £

* Leave the house instantly, from this hour I
disown you.

‘* Nay, hear me,” and he fell on his Lnees,
but his father spurned him {rom his pres-
ence.

- * » * -

The scene ‘is changed! The dull clouds
were Nanging over the hoavens; watery va.
POUrS were streamine up from the earth; and,
as the moon faintly glimmeved at times throngh
thé dense ' mists, the blackness of the night
scowled arovnd her; the eddvine casts swent
th!'ou:-;h the tall trees; now - bending ‘to their
might—the rain fell in large héavy :!rnp; the
tempest howledy the thunders roarad, .\n\!‘ the
li‘ghtmngs gleamed - through ‘the blackened
8Ky ! 1
Atthatdread hour ; for the old chureh. bell
had: butjust tolled midnight : in & chamber, that
in vain tried to resist the torrents ,which ’wcro
pouting into it and afforded no shelier from the
howling blest ; lay. a-youth stretched on a bed
of sickness... By the side of 'the straw pallet
stood a. candle nearly burat out: the dull flame
flickered for @ while in the socket and then
died, * Aye,” said the invalid, * thy life is

8
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I had heard that there was a sick strapger in
the house, and had come to see him, but how
much was I shocked and surprised when 1 be-
held Henry Fiiz-Maurice ; his cheek sunken
and pale, his eyes swalen, his whole frame
emicated ; and, alas! how much changed from
what I had last seen him.

“ Henry,” said I, * 1 am hurt to see you here
and in this state.”

Tt is now too late, the lot is cast, and I
must die. But amid all iny sufferings I did net
think this would have been edded to them ; I
did not think my Mary would have proved un-
faithful.”

Isaw what was passing in his mind, but ]
was amazed at his last words.

“ And why do you famey Mary unfaithful,”
said I - X

< Js she not Lord Abingdon’s bride 7

1 No_n

¢ Then his paramour,” cried he bitterly.

“ No, you wrong her ; she is still faithful to
you ;. though she is almost dying, never onece
having heard from you

“ Never heard from me 2 'Day after day bave
1 written to her, but. letters never came from
her.”

¢ There 1ssome mystery here,” said I, for I
began to suspect Lord:Abingdon of intercepting
the letters, but youn must not talk: longer ; you
mus] recover ; your Mary is still eonstant,
and Sir Thomas has repented of his cruelty.”

It is too late, it is too late ; this might
have saved my life before, but——>

“ No, my dear Henry, it is not too late ; yon
may be well enough to lead your bride to the
altar.?

< It cannot be ; would to heaven it were pos-
sible.”

* * * -

Sir Thomas Fitz-Mauriee was not naturally a
bad man ora eruel father ; but, his passions
were most violent and had always the mastery
over him; and having been‘long <in the army,
his ideas of discipline and: propriety were some-
what of the strictest. The inte!ligence convey-
ed by Lord Abingdon’s anmonymous letter en-
raged him at once, and the denial of the ¢harge
exasperated him still more ; his passions were
thus worked up to their highest pitch, and you
have seen to what résults they le But the
first heal of his anger was no seoner over then
he begau to repent of hisseverity, and to wish
for the return of his. son. . He fancied that. it
was only the first excitement of rege that had
induced Henry to depart, not knowing the deep-
rooted sensibilities of his nature thet had been
wounded by his father's treatment of him.
Weeks passed on,, bat poor Henry did not re-
tura.

Months paszed awdy ; Sir Thomas thought ro
more of his eldest son who was abroad, bat he
thought much and silently of his Henry; he
thought of the son he had lost; and vainly en-
deavored to coneeal the grief that was consum.
ing him.  His limbs now tottcred uader him;
and instead of the kale and hearty man of fifty,
that he had been, e became prematurely old,
and seemed sinking rapidly iato the grave.

It wasat this time that he received my let-
ter, announcing the illaess’ of his son. and in-
forming him of Henry’s determination never to
see home, till he had received from his father
overtures of a reconciliation. ' Sir Thomas, ill
as he himself was, ordered his carriage, and
taking his physician with him, set off for Mex-
ington, the village where his sen was lying
sick. "
¢ My poor son! pardon mie, my son. Your
father asks forgiveness of you, my son, for it is
his cruelty. that has brought you to your death-
bed.”

« Speak notthus, my father, itis T that should
ask forgiveness of you.  Give me your blessing,
and [ ate happy.”

“ The. blessing of an old man, your father,
be on you. .I have killed you : may all your
sins be on my head >

¢ Nay, epeak notso ; I cannot bearto hear
it. . I leave my thacks and my gratitude for al
your kindness to.me, aad now thatI have ob-
tained your blessing, let me think of death.
Bat how pale you are; you too are ill, my
father ”

“The sorrows of the old bear heavily on
them ; but if yonth cannot bear up under those
afflictions, your aged father must expect to sink

beneath tkem. Our calamities have been
griecvous to _both; may we meet in a
brighter world,” "and the cld man sobbed
aloud.

The physician motioned me to take Sir Tho-
mas to his room, saying, it might be fatal to
both parties to  continve the conversation.
“ 8o meek, so forgiving,” soliloquized Sir T
as he entered his room, * and to die thua early ;
it cannot be ; God will have merey on him and
me.” He will spare my son ; for it ig [ that
have caused his ¢eath.”

The old man fe]l back on his bed, and ex-
hansted nature songhtrepose.
- * * L

Again it wes evening ; Stich an evening as the
past deligh's to"fancy, and the painter 10 realize
on his eanvass. The sun had just hid his gol-
den orb behind the blue mountains—but, the
feathery clonds were wtill tinged with ail his
setting: glory; the deep purple of one part “of
the 'heavens melted away into the delicate
blue, thathung its veil over another orange and
violet ; in ﬁm‘_. all-the. colors- of the rainbow
mingled: . their .beauties to adorn this fairy
sky.

It was at this.calm and pleasing hour, that
Henry, leaning on my grm, sirolled for the first
tima2, beyond the precincis of the garden. He
feltbetter than he had been—the evening was

cheek ; and he fancied it was, good for him to

gone, it kas wasted away ; and I feel that mine

inhicle the fresh air at such a-time,

beauty Like this ishere 1had hoped to have
lived ull fame and honor circled rourd my
name : but, now I mustleave all these aspirati-
ons which 1 have so fondly indulged, for the
grave yawns wide before me! Yes, I come—
not many more suns shall shed their lustre over
the world till their rays, unfelt, warm the cold
Tomb of * Henry Fuz-Maurice.
~ k ] * L *

¢ See,” cried he, breaking ofi abruptly, “ see
the glourious prospect opening before me —
See these bright immortals through whose hea-
venly ranks I press forward to eternity ; see the
golden harp is there,and the palm bough await.
iog the end of my labours.. Ah ! what do I feel ?
my brain whirls, it reels, but ¢h, how plea-
sant; ’tis the dream of coming glories; its
brightness dazzles me, there is a film vpon my
eyes, a dewy mist is on me. = Farewell, lovely
earth; I go to brighter climes. Adieu, my
Mary, and my, father.”

As he uttered these last words, he sunk ex-
hausted on the ground. His eyes closed, the
hectic flush that gilds the portals of the tomb
rushed to his pale cheeks, it died softly awavy,
and the spirit had fled forever.  He lay before
me inthe icy stillness of death, and the calm,
the angelic sweetness of expression that rested
on his features at the Jast moment of existence,
still hovered there, the soul had left the body,
but seemed still 1o keep gnard over it.  What

that we can perceive ils excessive vanity in
the world, but the last touch of the pencil must
be given by the hand of death ; cut off in the
prime of youth, Henry had entered in the
glories of the future.

Our tale 18 quickly told. 'Poor Mary! every
mornng with the rising sun, she culls the sweet-
est flowers and bears them to the grave of her
lost one ; but, the 1osy freshness that forme:ly

pressed, zs if to_confine the chokisg sobs, her
intellect once sofine, i1s now a 'wreck; she is
fast following her Heary to the tomb.
ry morning at the earliest hour, she may be
heéard singing her sad’ ditty as she ‘bears her
flowers to the tomb of her Heury.

Oid Sir Thomasdid not long sarvive the loss
of his son ; he sunk into the grave within six
months of Henry’s death.

Lerd Abingden, the cauge of all ‘this misery,
died elone in a foreiga land; without an eye. to
weep over him’as he descended into’' an early
grave; - He fell wouaded'in a duel; and breath-
ed out hisdife in the open air.

This is the. conelusion of the story of ‘Henry
Fiiz-Murice ; and, as all the eircumstances are
so {resh in my mind, so cleatly pictured before
me, you caanot be surprised at the melancholy
that any mention of them always casts over me.
Adieu.

A'SUNDAY IN THE COUNTRY.

TurovcH the deep shades of mnight the orient
dawn

Cheeringly breaks upon yon reddening hill;

In calm serenity the Sabbath morn

Awakes with sober gladness soft and still

As, if obedient to-her Maker's will,

Nature, through all her realms, kept holy day.

The whispering of the, breeze—tha babbling
rill—

The insects wheeling in their mozy play—

The bum of yocal quires, chirping from spray
1o spray,

And now o’er upland lawn and dale a.chime

Bursts, as responsive ' to the voite of praige,

Hymn’d by creation at this'solemin time.

The blythesorae ‘hamlet at the eall displaye,

In prim attire, ‘thtongh its converging ways,

Th’ assembled throng.” Age, ‘with complacent
smile,

On the robuster arm'its weakness stays,

Pacing along the venerable aisle,

To its_1 accuztom'd “place within that ancient
pile.

*Tis sweet where 'childhood end where yonth
before

Hath knelt, for'hoary yearsita hend the knee 3

Tis'sweetto hear familiar tongues adore —

From sire to son the well-known face to see

Mixingaround in kind [rateraity ;

«And sweet iti$ to think, that when our thread

Is spur, within these precinets we chall be

Minpling our ashes with their parent dead,

And where onr fathersrest that we shall lay our

head.

And now the solemn organ, sweet and sow,
Peals through the vaulted foof ; the sacred song
Harmonious sweels, and seraphs cast below .
Their eyes complacent on the tuneiul throng,
As one to whom God’s holy thruths belong
Reproof, eorrection, and instruction, he .
The faithful shépher preads his flock z:mon"
A‘s' best may suit to their Necesgily, #
Albert peace, joy, and love his dearer theme
may: be,

d, 8

The service aver, erowd the simple folk
i\‘;v.ound t.s:f]p:ga‘ox by the church yew,
3 {x'.».nvk.s ! ielc homely eares, or what he spoke

otats 1n some shage, familiar to their view.
Before the coltage doers as th’ evening dew
D:sr'e‘n(h, the aged sit, or lingering s“.:y 3
'Il?hsm!’r r:h;(‘rh.lucs', the yndn<n~r~!hrmi:’h
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ited lanes and blooming meadowa stray, |
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: virtues, and the self-mag
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