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BY MRS. CAROLINE H, BUTLER. 
We will now return to Mr. Allred Oakly, 

and. learn how the world in the nterim has 
fared with him. Prosperity at the helm, his 
richly freighted vessels careered over the wide 
ocean, no devastating fires destroyed his dwel- 
ings, no whirlwinds uprooted his forests, no 
blight or mildew stole over his fields to nip 
the golden harvest, and yet, with all this, there 
was many a beggar who gleaned the refuse 
pt A his Kitchen, who kaew more of happi~ 
ness than did this cold, selfish man. In the 
first place his wile had never recovered from 
the shock to her :flections in being forced to 
yield up her untortunate child—not only her 
health but her temper suffered severely. To« 
ward her husband in particular, this change 
seemed pointed, and as much as she had loved 
him previously her coldness was now propor- 
tionate. Unhappily, too, for Lonisa, the in- 
nocent cause of this rupture, it extended itself 
even to her, and thus chidhood, that rainbow- 
tinted period of lite was to her clouded and 
joylees. Her father, stern and morose, seclud- 
ing her from playmates of her own age—her 
mother seldom greeting her with 8 word of 
affection or a smile of eacouragement—her 
caresses me t by both with coldness, and all 
the winning graces of childhood frowned down 
with disfavor. Her education, however, went 
on as though her frame were formed of iron. 
There was a stiff governess, whose cold gray 
eye was ever on her, to watch that she did 
not loil in sitting or stoop in walking—that her 
wes turned out and her elbows turned in— 
that she neither spoiled her mouth by Jaugh- 
ing (liie danger !) nor her eyes by crying. 

en came in the music master with come 
mands for six hours daily practice for those 
little fingers—and the dancing-master, saying 
¢ Ma’amselle, you must be very gay—you can- 
not never learn de dance vena you look so vat 
you call fat-i-gued.” Then came the drawings 
master, and the professor of languages; nor 
were thess all to which her miad was tasked, 
for besides, were those branches which her 
governess professed to teach—her governess, 
Miss Pinchem, with whom in comparison Miss 
Blimber of Blimber Hall would have shrunk 
into insignificance ! 
Poor little Louisa! 
She would sometimes wonder if the little 

children she read of in the Bible had to 
learn all such things to make them good—for 
Miss Pinchem was great on goodness— always 
beginning and ending her exhortatations with, 
¢ Now, Miss Louisa, you must be good, and 
not raise your eyes from your book’—* You 
must play that tune with more scientific grace, 
Miss Louia,or you will not be good’ * You mast 
turn out your toes if you want to be goed’— 
* You never will be" good if you don’t pro« 
pounce better’—ia short there was a great 
deal of goodness on Miss Pinchem’s wiry 
tongue, let people say what they would, and 
though Louisa wondered what made Miss Pia- 
chem good I’ © 
- No sooner had Mr. Oakly accomplished his 
object ih ridding his sight of the poor de- 
formed, than he would fain have held himself 
excused from all obligaiion to the widow—but 
he dared not act out:his wishes, fearful in 
such case that she would claim her own, and 

thus betray his.disgreceful secret, . When he 
received Mrs Oakly's letter informing him of 
her intended marriage, his apprehensions were 
anew . awakened, Could it be possible she 
would keep the secret from her husband! 
Doubtless sne would scorn the imputation that 
#0 unsightly a child as Agatha was her own 
offspring, and thus to preserve her maternal 
pride forfeit her word ! Oh! a thorny pillow 
was that Mr. Oakly nightly pressed ! How 
often in his dreams did the pale corse of 
Nis injured brother rise up before him, 
and ever wn its fleshless arms 1t bore the shrun« 
ken form of Agatha! But as month after 
month rolled on, swelliog finally to years and 
hearing nothisg farther from the late Mrs. 
Oakly, he felt more at ease, so much so that 
entirely forgot her request relative to the fu- 
ture advantage of his discarded child ! en overs 
sight very natural to such a man ! 

Louisa reached her seventeenth year, and 
as the bud gavelpromise so proved the flower 
beautiful indeed asd lovely. Mr. Oakly was 
really proud of thiz ! He mentally contrasted 
her lighaelegant figars with the probable ap- 
pearance of Agathe, and congratulated him- 
self that he had not to oear about the shame 
of acknowledging the later 1 Still, he did not 
love Louisa —strange that he almost hated 
her lor possessing those very attributes of lov- 
liness for which he had preferred her above 
his own offspring. = 
When Louisa emerged from the seclusion 

of the school room to the brilliant circles 
of fashicn, she was caressed, flattered, 
adored. Wealth and beauty tripping band in 

pand seldom fail to win favor, and brough; a 
throng of admirers to the feet of the heiress, 
who however, did not seem easily moved and 
maay were the suitors to her lavor wao met 
with a kind but firm refusal. But, beware, 
Louisa, your affections will be heid by your 
tyrant father just as’ much enslaved as your 
person ; and now, wo to you, shotld they cen. 
tre where he dos not approve. 

Moonlight, golden, twinkliog stars, fragrant 
%ophyrs, sweet {rom the lip ofthe Lily, soft 
wic from tinkling beaves, a murmur from the 

rippling river, and through the winding ebrub- 
| bery, slowly along the path tesselated by the 
moonbeams; which glint through the leafv cur- 
tain, Louisa is straying—but not aloge. A 
youth is by her side, one whose arm her own 
encircles, who clasps her willingly hand in 
his ; one whose whispers are of love, and to 
whom her own voice, gentle and low, speaks 
of hope and happiness 1n return. 

Ah ! toolish, foolish Louisa ! what are yon 
tainking of ? only a poor painier—and you in 
love ! True he has talent, worth grace, re. 
finement, but—no money ! And you, unfortu« 
vate youth, why did you love this beautiful 
maiden. Know you not that man of heartless- 
ness and pride, her father, would gladly crush 
you to the earth for lifting your eyes heaven 
ward to his daughter; that he would sooner 
buy her winding sheet than that she should 
don her wedding-robe for thee! And yet, 
even now, closer and closer are you both ri. 
veting the chain, drawing heart to heart, which 
no hand but death can loose. 

It was the second summer after Lonisa's ini» 
tiation into the gay world that the Oakly fa~ 
mily were once more assembled at Oak Villa, 
their annul resort during the warm months 
of July and August. With no taste for read- 
ing, a mind not attached for meditation, and 
the querulousness of an unPraceful old age 
gradually stealing upon him, Mr. Oakly fonud 
the ume drag most wearily on amid those quiet 
groves. Ia his extremity an idea suddenly 
flashed across his brain. which he eagerly 
caught at, as ii promised to relieve somewhat 
of that tedious vacuum between those hours 
when each a man and happiness may alone be 
said to look each other in the face : viz., the 
hour of mesls—and this was lo summon an 
artist to the villa,for the purpose of decorating 
the walls of the saloon with the portraits of 
tis inmates. He had not thought of it before 
but, quite luckily. it now occurred to him that 
he already bad the address of a young arust 
in his pocket, ‘or whom some friend of strng~ 
gling genius had solicited patronage. Now he 
could kill two birds with one stone, as it were 
secure the plaudits of the world by taking the 
artist by the hand 1a so flattering a manaer, 
and at the same time pull away the drag from 
the wheels of time. He looked at the card — 
¢ Walter Evertson’—and 10 Walter Evertson 
did he immediately addressa letter. requesting 
his presence at the villa. 
He came—a fine handsome youth, ef three- 

and-twenly, with an eye like an eagle, and 
hair dark as a starless night—a dangerous 
companion, we mustallow lor the gentle Loni 
sa. He was met with condescending affibil:ty 
made most appareat by the master of the 
house, and by Mrs. Oakly, who seldom mani- 
fested much interest ia anything, with cool 
indifference. No wonder then, that he turned 
with a thrill of pleasure ungliog his hearts 
strings, to the gentle Louira, whose manners, 
at once so courteous and refined, oftered so 
agreeable a contrast. 
There are some, perhaps whose hearts have 

never yet felt the power of love, who rail 
about love at first sight as a theory too ndicu 
lous to dwell upon—a chimera only originate 
ing in the heads of romantic school-girls and 
beardless shop-voys; very well, let them have 
it so; I only assert that both Louisa aad 
the artist, at thut first interview, were favorav 
bly impressed ; and that a brief intercourse 
under the same roof cemented their young 
hearts with all the strength ol a first and truth- 
ful afiection. Love (himself a sly artist) tra- 
ced each on the other’s heart in fadeless tints. 
Sincere and unselfish was the love which Wal- 
ter Evertéon had conceived for Louisa ; a Jove 
which he intended to bury within his own 
throbbing breast—for he dared not'flatter him - 
self that it would be returned —she, the heiress 
of thousands—he, the poor unfriended artist. 
Vain resolve! It was the evening with which 
this chapter commences, that, in en unguarded 
moment, he bad revealed to her his love, and 
received the blest assurance of her own 1a re. 
turn. But their cup of joy was even then eme 
bittered by the consciousness that her father, 
in his cold, s=ifish nature, would tear ther 
hearts assuuder, even though he snapped their 
life<atrings. 

In the meantime the business which had 
brought him to the villa was being accomplish+ 
ed. Mr. and Mrs. Oakly saw themselves to 
the lif: on canvas, and now it only remained 
to consummate his work by portraying the 
features of Louisa. Delightful, yet difficult 
task! Mrs. Oakly had so far aroused herself 
from her usual lethargy, as 10 insist that the 
hgure of Louisa herself should be byt secon. 
dary in the picture about to be executed. She 
was tired, she said, of those suff, prim figures 
on somore-tinted ground, looking out from 
gilded frames with eyeballs ever coldly glaring 
upoan one, and would have a large painting ol 
rare design and skill—woods, fonntains, birds 
and flowers to relieve the form and tie al 
Louiea from this duli sameness. Various were 
the sketenes broaght for vurd for her approval 
and whole days, which Evertson wished might 
never end, were spent in vain endeavours to 
to settle upon some ome of them fur (he pure 
pose. Accident, however, at length furnishe 
ed the desired tableau—although ir would be 
doing injustice to Evertson to imply that he 
lacked alent or originality—fine ag Were - Mb 
sketches, they failed to please Mrs. Ozkly, be- 
cause she would rot.be pleased ; 
Oae morning Louisa strolled oy; aloe, and 

unconsciously pursued her ramble diril she 
reached a beati'ul meadow Iringed with fine 
old trees, whose branches 
their dark, leaty shadows 

of fhe Syashanen. Birds 
y, butterflies sported their golden vw: 

tarougi the tall grass. Here apg there. where 

bent down to meet 
18 the bright waters 
Were singing meri 

the rays of the sun had not yet trate were the gossamers of elfiy C2 > arminapard 

dropped by fairies on their merry rounds in 
the checkered moonlight beneath those old 
trees ; there was a drop of bright nectar, too, 
left inthe cup of the wild Hower, and the 
large, red clover-tops were sparkling with 
dew-gems. I cannot assert that Lovisa saw 
all thejbeauties of this fine morning ; for ab- 
sorbed in pleasing thoughts, upon which we 
will not intrude, satisfied as we ought to be 
that the artist occupied a full share, she seated 
herself beneath one of those shadowing trees 
and resting her chin within the palm of her 
litle hand, most likely, I am sorry to say, 
heard neither the warble of the birds; the 
cheerful chirping insect, or saw the bright 
glancing river, with the little boat which was 
just then danciag over its silverripples, 
The sound of voices approaching in the op- 

posite direction suddenly broke in upon her 
trance, and she then, for the first time, reflect- 
ed that she had passed the boundaries of her 
father’s land. The estate joining hud lately 
been purchased by a wealtby Englishman, it 
was said. For many weeks repairs had been 
going on in the old mansion, which for several 
years had been tenantless; and the family 
were daily expected to arrive. That they had 
now done so was Louisa’s conclusion. The 
voices drew nearer ; but trusting to the thick 
foliage for concealment, she remained pers 
fectiy still ; when apparently within but a few 
paces of her the party stopped. 

¢ What a lovely view !’ exclaimed a soft 
female voice, ¢ 1 wish ma’ma had not turned 
back she would have besn so delighted * 

‘ [tis truly fine,” was the reply, in a mascus 
line tone ; “it is even more beautiful than the 
view from the lawn we 80 much admired last 
evening? what if you were to gketch it’ 

¢ If I had only brought my crayons, [ would 
do go now. How lovely itis ! answered the 
lady. 

* Ifyou have strength for itafter your long 

walk,” was the reply.” “1 will return for your 
portfolio ; here is a nice shadyeeat for you.—I 
w:ll soon be back, but do not ramble away 
from this spot.’ 

Louisa heard the retreating footsteps, aud 
was about to make good her own,when a beau. 
tiful Scotch air very sweetly warbled, arrested 
her avention. Ihe cong ceased abruptly, 
giving place to a scream eo [oud and shrill, 
as blanched the cheek of Louisa with the hue 
oideath, Bhe sprang to her (eet, and panting 
with terror, emerged from her shelter into 
the open meadow just as (be scream was again 
repeated. She now almost breathlessly looked 
around to detect the cause of alarm. In a 
moment she sew it oll. A noble stag, having 
probably leaped the park-palings, came bounds 
1dg swiftly across tne meadow directly toward 
the spot where Louisa was now standing, no 
doubt with the intention of slackiag his thirst 
at the tempting stream. The terrors of Louisa 
were at once allayed ; and she now hastened 
to the spot whence the screams issaed to soothe 
if possible the fears of the unknown. 
Trembling with fright and * clinging to a 

tree for support, was a female, dwarf-like 1 
stature, and deformed in shape, Her counte: 
pance was deadly pale, and her eye- balls, 
almost fixed with terror, were strained upon 
the animal, as he came leaping onward. Bre 
Louisa could speak he had approached within 
a few paces, and, as if now first aware of their 
presence, hesuddeuly halied, arched his beau= 
tiful, glossy neck, and bending his antlered 
head, stood at bay, Seeing how utterly help~ 
less was the poor unknowa, Louviga sprung for- 
ward,and telling her not to be alarmed, quick- 
ly placed herseil before her ; but the noble 
stag as if disdeining to war with women, after 
gazing upon them a few seconds with his 
wild eyes suddenly turned and tossing his 
head proudly, trotted off in another direction, 
At that moment how rejoiced was Louis to 

eee her lover rapidly approaching—for the 
sranger had already (ainteq 

* Water [water I" she erjed, © quick, or she 
will die I” 

Without speaking, Evertson rushed to the 
river, ana filling his hat with the cooling wa- 
lers was in a second at her side. 

* Poor girl she will die of terror, 
What fiae features, and what beautiful 
said Louisa, as she swept back 
ses from her neck and brow, 
bester. 
Ina few momeats the object of their golicie 

tude opened her eyes. She conld not speak 
bat pressing the hand of Louisa to her lips, 
pointed toward a mansion Just discernivle 
tarough a dense shravbery at some distanoe, 
Sh gm, I bear you home 7 inquired Evert 

The stranger looked her thanks; aud lifting her in kis arms as tenderly as if she were a 
babe, he proceeded with his almost [fe] 
burthen in the direction pointed aye, 18 
Thus met, for the first time, the ¢ 

ed Agatha and the 
rights. 

The fancy of Walter Everson seized at once Bpon & scene #0 interesting ay fhe one he bad just witnessed. No fooner did bs part with Louisa at the duor of the mloas. then, hastemag to his studio, he began sketch. ing the outlines of his truthful conception y Rapidly did he hasten on his own miger : blissfully uaconscious the while of the ry termination of his labours, + Never had Bo wrought so well end so rapidly—not  elrok but told. There was the beantifyl We idow. with its old brave trees, and the river gles : ing through their branches ¢ the fine sta, bia antlered front bent toward the wg Lol Cine the graceful form of Louisa standing hifemt the old oak, shielding the tercified yirap ; one arm thrown around her, the other sl hale raised as if motioning the adimal awa T3 4 surely guided his hand: for without Fag 4s the artist had transferred from hig hear, tlhe 

I fear. 
hair 

the long tress 
purer than alg 

: 1seard. 
innocent usurper of per 

canvas the gentle features of Louisa with an 
accuracy undisputable. Sirikingly too, had he 
delineated the form and face of the deformed 
—her long, waving tresses—her pale counte- 
nance—her large eyes fixed in terror upon the 
stag, and her small mis-shapen figure, Some- 
thing, too, had he caught, even in that short 
interview, of the featuwes of Agatha. He could 
not, however, proceed in his task until it had 
received the approbation of the master and 
mistrees of the mansion. He had purposely 
requested Louisa to be silent respecting the 
morning’s adventure,that he might by surprise 
obtain the mastery over the whims of Mrs 
Oakly, so hard to be gratified. They were 
now reepectiully invited to the picture room, 
together with Louisa to pass judgment upod 
his beautiful sketch, 
To depict the scene which followed the withe 

drawal of the curtain he had placed before it 
would be impossible, Mrs, Oakly gave of 
look, and with a dreadful shriek, exclaiming, 
* My child ? fell senselnss to the floor. Mr 
Oakly foaming with rage, his face livid and 
distorted, rushed upon the astonished artisty 
and in a voice choked with passion, cried’ 

‘ Out of my house. villain! Ha! do yo 
beard me thus! Who are you, that have thos 
stolen my secret, and dare to show me that 
picture—dare to place that hateful image be- 
fore me * Out of my house U say, ere I am 
tempted to commit @ worse crime I" 

Astonished, bewildered, confounded, Everts 
son for a moment could not epeak, nor would 
the enraged man hear him when he did. In 
vain Louisa, while striving te restore anima- 
tion to her mother, interceded, explained, ex: 
postulated—alas ! her tears and agitation 
only betraying to her father a new source © 
aoger. Seizing her by the arm, “and biddicg 
her seek her chamber, he thrust her from the 
room, and then inrning once more to the at 
- as he raised the etill inanimate form of hie 
wife, 
I give you half at hour to make your ar 

rangemente tor leaving my roof —beware how 
you exered that time ; when you are ready, 
you will find the sum due you in this cursed 
room—begone, sir! 

Without any attempt to see poor Louis? 
again, and trusting he might be able to com* 
municate with her in a few days Walter Evert 
gon left the villa. 
When Mr Oakly next enterred the painting 

room the meney of the artist was still there— 
but the fatal picture had disappeared, 

(To be Continued.) 

From Chambers’s Edinburgh Journals 

ENEMIES. 
Men are continually heard talking of theif 

enemiea, It seems to be universally under 
stood that every body has enemies. We hed! 
of such and such a person being ill spoken of 
but then he has many encmies. We hear 
some one being extremely unfortunate—be 
has made himself many enemies. J] believ? 
there is a great fallacy in allfthis, and tha 
scarcely any one has enemies worthy of t 
name, much less that any one iz serio 
injured by them, 
much eagrossed, each by his own affairs. ¥ 
make any active war against each other 
J~alous, envious, rancorons they often are, hb 
to wage positive hostilities, they are for (08 
most part too iodiflerent. Though it wer? 
otherwise, society is not constituted jn such 8 
way as to admit of one man being to any 
tious extent hurtfub1o another. When I b 
therefore of any man attributing his nos 
cess in business, the invariably severe tre 
ment of his books at the reviews, or the f¢ 
jection of his pictures at the exhibition, to 
emies, I feel that a cause inadequate 10 
efl-ct_had been cited, and while listening #2 
litely, do not believe though I dare soy 
does. 
The fact is, this proneness to anribute 0% 

mischances to enemies is merely one of 
refuges of our self love, Admitting pose! ' 
exceptions, it may be said emphatically, ths 
we are noae of ns enybody’s enemies but oul 
own. We are all, however, onr own enemic® 
The same is true of corporations and inst? 
tions, Henea it is the merchant who fie 
his own ruin, itis the apihor who writes es 
sell down. Dynasties, ministries, parties p 
not but by suicide. And it is the friends 
great cavses and venerable gystems who od 
most upt to be the ohstructors of the one 3 
destroyers of the other, 

3 po ink wigs? We see this principle hold good Rs 55% 
manter in the proceedings of party politic! 
The French proclaim a Repablie. Belfort 
has three months’ trial, beh+ji a mili87 
dictator presiding over it. Whose blam® 
this? Nove but that of the men whe ¥°0 
most republican. For anything that iets 
the moderate people would have sat quit pe} 
der the parely democratic rule of the nathie 
assembly, and the very appearance of 8 po 
er might have heen dispensed with. By’ on 
ardent lovers of Democracy contrive 10 * 
en the mass of the community. who 
quently are fain to abandon liberty for tHe, 
of personal exfety. In the same mae 
England, let a town muster a few ge’ 
people desirons to state reforms, theif 
ments and voice are made of no avail 
of there changing to be perhaps font . 
persons in the same place who are id not 
more zealous io the canze, that they #2 Is 
scruple to use violence in advancing '* _ of 
almost would appear to be the fioel 885% cp 
an © extreme gauche’, to raise a ealu!a™y log 
ror, and hy that means prevent chasge® g bE 
made with incosvenient rapidity Ld 
other hand is any institution challesg® vous, 
longer consonant with the opinions oF nr 
ble to the interests of maakindl : (of itd 
see that the attacks of thoge who l00€ 
reformation or removal, do * little 

fir? 

People are in general 109 © E
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