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THE SOLDIER'S BRIDE.
BY G. W. BROWNE.

Far away in the sunny south, on the east-
ern bank of the Wachita'river, and a few miles
north of the town of Monroe, there stood,

ears ago—it is a ruin now=—a large, elegant,
ut gloomy maasion, the residence of a dis-
tinguisned officer in'the American army. On
the eastern side was a large park, which,
with the quaint form of the house, and the
high wall that surrounded it, gave it air of
chivalry, and reminded you of one of the
strongholds of the English Barons in olden
time.

It was in the'spring of 1813, that eventful
year in the history of the world, when kings
and emperors trembled on their thrones, as
they heard that magic name, Napoleon, and
watched in fear for his viciorious eagles to
glitter over their citadels. Then depended
the fate of the world upon a single battle,
and the great game for power was to be play-
ed two years after, on the field of Waterloo ;
and that day was to observe in its bloody
mantle the star of him whose destiny it had
been for years to spart with thrones, to set
up and pull down kings! And then Ameri-
ca, just free from her chains, and who had
risen with the weight of shame, poverty and
misfortune, that England had beaped upon
her, and was struggling for respectability,
for existence even, had again become indig-
nant at the actss of oppression done by the
Fnglish king, and was once more in arms
against the most powerful nation upon the
earth, and the banner of the stars waved
proudly over land and sea.

Do I hear the reader ask for my story ? It
was evening in sprirg, calm, still, beautiful.
Hotw sweetly steals on the quiet stillness
and freshness of spring! To me it is the
brightest scason of the yeai—so emblematic
of the spring of the soul from a winter of
darkness and oblivion to the summer of a glo-
rions immortality. T have sat at my window
while ‘the shadows of night were deepening
around me, and watched the stars as one by
ona they took their places in the orches-
tra of Nature, silent, yet eloquent with mu.
sic: have listened to the deep voice of the
river, as it glided darkly on—the gentle rus.
tle of the leaves, as unseen, almost unfelt. the
breath of God had passed them by : have seen
the night dew glisten on the faded flowers;
and"when the picture seemed complete—and
when the soul was wrapt in a potent spell it
dared not break, even il it could, * I've seen
themoon elimb the mountain’s brow, and
silvering with her pale light hill-top, stream,
and wood, adding a greater charm to that
dreamy hour.

It was evening in spring time. By the
open window of the mansion fronting the ri-
ver, sat a young woman—one of those pas-
sionate volaptuous beauties of the southern
clime. The longhair fell partly over a broad
white! forehead, beneath which glistened the
dark, soul:lit eyes ; the form round, full, and
graceful, perfect in every outline, from the
small, slender foot, to the well turned ueck
and the white throbbing bosom. She was
gazing out over the waves. Her eyes rested
on the tall trees, with their waving tops ba-
thed ‘in silver, the waters sparkling as tho’
their surface was a bed of gems. There
was & footstep in the hall—the door was
opened, and with a smile upon his handsome
face, a young man entered the room, and
threw his arms round the white neck of the
young woman. She raised her eyes to his,
and he felt to his inmost soul the power of
ber magic guze.

“Isora, my wife—once mare by thy side.

¢ Welcome, my hushand—-weleome to these
arms. Here, pillow thy head upon this breast,
and let me feel thy kiss. '

The man imprinted a kiss on the lips of
the fond'being at his side, and then knelt down
and laid his face upon the heaving bosom.,

¢ Isora, I have news.’

¢8ad ¥

‘ Yes.

*Tell' it me—T did not start.

* We must part ¥’

¢ Part ! f[Il—"

* Aye, and may be forever.

¢ No, not forever. But stay, tell me more,

The husband arose and moved towards the
door, saying ¢ Shortly' T will return-and’ tell
you all!

She-buried her face-in her handsand lean-
ed against the window sill. She did not
raise her head till she felta hand upon her
shoulder ; by her side, in  full rich uniforn

-~

| —his idol faithless—her Lonor blasted 2

‘gazed into the handsome face.

heard the clatter of his sword as it struck the
floor, and then the sound of a horse’s hoofs,
loud at first, and becoming gradually indis-
tinet till she could hear them no more, and
she knew that he was gone.

One month had passed, and yet it was
Spring time. The sun was just sinking to
rest, and his parting smiles lingered sweetly
on the face of nature. Softy they. faded out,
and presently the queen of night ascen-
ded her starry throne. By the river side. up-
on the great road leading towards the town
of Monroe, was a single horseman. As the
moonbeams fall upon his face you will see
that he is a singularly handsome man, with
a noble head and massive forehead, about
which clustesed a mass of rich dark hair; a
beautiful blue eye, with a kind of melting
expression, a languishing, ardent glance; a
slight form, yet with unrivalled grace and
beauty of outline. He was mounted on a
large, powerful steed, black as night, and fleet
as the whispering wind,

* Nearer and nearer,’ exclaimed the horse-
man. in his deep, manly voice, ‘ 1o the spot
where she dwells. On, on, my good steed,
bear me to her presence, But will she know
me ?  Will she recognise in the full.grown,
powerful man, the soft, boyish lover, of for-
mer years ? Say, will she know me ? It
seemed addressed to his own heart, for there
came no answer. ‘ The passion which I
have kept burning in my heart for years, in
the tented field, the crowded city, and in every
walk of life, one hone has clung to my heart
—the thought that I might see her again—
the hope that I might be avenged. Years
ago, in her splendid home in New York, she
refused me—threw from her the heart, rich
with generous ‘Jove, I gave, as a worthless

offering. I, the poor, almost friendless boy,

became from that moment a passionate man.
I resolved that if [ loved, the haughty woman
should at my fect one day sue for mercy—yes,
for mercy, and at the feet of him she once
had scorned ! - Ah, Iam here P and his hoise
stopped at the wide gateway,

He knocked at the door with the hilt ofhis
sword. It was opened by the porter, and gi-
ving his horse in charge, he entered the man
sion. How his heart throbbed in his bread
breast as he crossed the thresholl. He gave
his name, and. desited to be shown to the la-
dy of that beautifu] home. He was shown to
aroom, where he threw off his surtout, and
we see him in the splendid uniform of a Bi-
tish cfficer. The card is conveyed to Isora.
Why does she start, and why that sudden
paleness of her cheek 2 She has heard that
name before. In the crowded streets of New
York she had heard it speaking to her often,

in a voice she had never forgotten—that; of

FEdgar Grantly. Could she see him ? Perhaps
he loved her still, and had come, now that

| she was a wedded wife, to renew the vows

he once had breathed long ago, when first
she hal been loved. Could she see him ?
May be he had come to violate the sanetity
of her husband’s reof, the temple of honor,
and ‘she started at the thought. Alone, at
night, her husband and protector far away,
toiling and suffering in the hard work ot war
—could he return and find his home desolate
The
memory of a dear face, sadly beautiful, which
had been hid from her for years—a voice,
the music of which was still fresh in her
heart, answered she would see him. The
door opened—he was at her side ; she trem-
bled as she pressed the extended hand, and
There was
the same blue eycof the lover of her youth—
the same lolty forehead and classic featnres
—the same graceful form, only finer and
more winning, ripened into faultless beauty
with bright manhood.

¢ I am happy to see you once more, Isora
—may I call you so? 'Can you sayas much,
and tell me from your heait that T am wel-
come ¥

* Yes, Mr Grantly, you are welcome.
Long years have fled since our parting—
but you have not been forgotten ; are you sa-
tisfied ¥’

* Yes, move than satisfied, Isora. Tt isin-
deed a satisiaction 1o be remembered by one
like yeu. Perhaps I should ap(n!ogisg for my
being here. Learning that H had re-
turned, I obtained leave of absence for the
short’ space of a day, and came here to visit
him.

i at home ! vou have been misin-
formed. He but a month ago joined the ar-
my

She did not notice the satisfaction that
ﬁ!{lqamed forth from his eyes when he heard
this,

‘Indeed ! Then I will return to night.
N

o Nﬂ'.-»'t‘.f!gnr, rot to night. H wonld

stood her friend, her protector, her husband.
Ha took her hand—she threw herself upon
his breast. ‘

“dsora, I go to share the lot of a soldier. I
have this day received a commission 1equir-
ing me to join the army. 1 must go. |
would not stay when my country. asks my
aid—my blood—if need be, my life. And
this sword shall never be stained by a trai- |
tor’s blood, or shamed by hanging ata traitor's
belt, Isora—farewell1” If D live, Him thou '
hast professed- to- love ghall never return to
thee dishonored. And if the thunder and
smnke of battle are td ba my dirge and shroud,
the heart which you have g0 often felt beat- !
ing-against yonrs shall share with thee its
dying sigh, and from thy dear eyes T ask one
tear sacred to the memory of the world-for- |
gotten soldier.’

There was a single bright drop upon her
cheek—a stifled sob—a long fond embrace—
she. felt the impress of warm lips upon hers
~—a hurried step, and Isora was alone. She

never forgive me if yon should not accapt my
hosni:aliiy until to-morrow; then, if duty
calls you, go. 1 have much to sav to you':
we were lovere once, yon know. Ha, ha, ba,
but we were young then.!

He heard not the latter part of the'sentence,
nor the ringing langh. Ve were lovers once—
these Woids, and the tone in which they
were utfered, burned like a withering fite in
tiis soul.. But it was for a. moment. Edgas
Grantly Was 100 much a man of the world

« 1o betray. by look or word, what was passing

in his heart.

‘So we were—the love of a. boy—the
scorn of a girl—that was years ago’

Yes, and the girl has grown a woman, the
charming boy a man’

* And his heart is his own.’

‘1 hope so.

‘Do you? Why, lsora®

She made no reply.

“ Do you think yet, as years ago, that it is
a worthless thing ?

PRSI

¢ Edgar, let us talk no more upon this
theme. Let us change the subject. It may
call up unpleasant feelings.

¢ Willingly ; are you as ardent a lover of
natnre as ever.

¢ Yes, and I have longed for some kindred

the stars —the music of the gliding river—
the beauty of lowers—the garden and glory
we see in every thing in nature.’

* You have a beautiful home, Isora. Do you
not admive this scenery—the deep running
river, the daik forest beyond, and the luxuri-
ous green of the fields, dressed in all the
beauty of May ? Shakspeare must have been

¢ How sweet the moonlit sleeps upon this
bank.
Here we will sit and let the sounds of music
Creep in our ears! Soft stillness and the
night
Before the touches of sweet harmony.
But for me. I ask none but the music of na-
ture, ¢ for the night hath been to me a more
familiar face than that of man ; and in her
starry shade of dim and solitary loveliness,
I learned the language of another woild.””
She felt the gaze of those voluptuous eyes
—the voice of the magician at her side
seemed to enthrall her =oul. He bad with
those few words instilled his own being into
hers. She felt upon her own spirjt the pow-
er of his inspiration.
¢ Isora, we were lovers once !"
The color fled from her cheek—her lip

not speak. She leaned her head upon her
hand. At the same instant Edgar did so, and
her cheek tonched his. It thrilled every nerve
and fibre of her being. In an instant his arm
was around her form—her head was drooping
on his breast.

¢ Isora !" he spoke, softly and low, lifting
the head from its resting place, and garing
with his melting eyes into the beautiful face,
¢ Isora, may 1 love you still ?

She covered her face and wept.

* Bright summer is here. The earth is
teeming with life and beaunty, wrapt in the
balmy fragrance of June, and still 1 am here.
Isora, Isora, could you know of the struggles,
the fears, the remorse tha' is agitating this
beart; when I think of the dreadiul guif that
yawns beneath you, and the dark purpose of
the consummation of which I am here! Oh,
can | goon? And what must be his feelings,
the biave soldier, who, when the war' eagle
shall have folded her wings. returns to the
home she had made a heaven to him, and
when he saw Isora sce death—aye, worse—
life with dishonor ! But 'why  should my
heart be wounded less than his? Herscorn
vet rings in my ear! Inow feel my young,
warm, first love, flung back upon me as a
thing too worthless to retain. Iam resolved.
And Edgar Grantly once more enteved the
peaccful home he had come to violate.

For Isora, she knew not what wasin her
heart. The memory of the girlish boy who
had loved. her years ago in her maiden home,
came often to her soul; and in that tall
graceful form, the mournful and wildly beau-
tiful face, she could irace the handsome, im-
pulsive boy lover of other years ; and he was
by her gside—she had touched his band, his
che2k. He had spoken softly in her ear, and
the voice was the same she heard long, jong
ago. Did she not love him then? She had
not examined her own heart. She refused
him, not his love. He was poor, and her pa:
rents were among the proud and. wealthy of
tl}e land. She met with the son of General
T——. He, with all the deep passicn ol his
chivalric sonl, lavished upon her his first
love; and, blinded by title and distinction,
she believed she had teturned that deep af-
fection. They were married and for a short
time the begaar boy was forgotten. Her
husband bore her to his own home in the
Southern clime, But the blast of war had
called bim trom her side to take his place in
the servied ranks, and enroll his name among
those Who held dear the honor of the barner
of the stars  And Edgar had come—fate had
brought them once more together, and eould
they part? She shnddpred as she asked her-
sell the question. While Lie had 1emained
with ber he had kept his own station, honor-
ed hers; be had been social, not. intimate ;
frank, not familiar.  Could it be that he loved
her yet? And if he did, had she not pledged
her faith to the toiling hero, far away upon
the battle field ? She would meet Edgar no
more—she would shun the tempting smile,
the fond look,and endearing words. Better
bad they not met.

¢ Tsora, let us walk 10 night by the river’s
side ; it is the last evening I can spend with
you, for to-morrow I mustaway.!

There was no reply, ard he felt the arn
tremble as jt was placed within his own,

* Moonlight in summer! Isora, is it no
beautiful. How still and calm does nature
sleep ; and how glorious its awakening to
lite ! Do you ever think of death, Isora ?

¢ Not often ; there is something so gloomy
about the dying heur, the cheerlessness of
the grave, I'shrink from contemplating these
scenes.’ 3

¢ And why 2 The endof life is tanght ws
in all things—the withered flower, the falling
leaf, the blight and desolate Winter brings
apon the blooming earth.

* Bnt these will spring forth agajn, and tha
return of Spring will give ‘beauty for ash-
es

¢ And will not the soul? Can the grave
bind the spirit forever? No, Isora, we are
destined for immortality, The life that now
is, is only a school in which to prepare for
that which is to come; and when Jeath parts
! friends, it is only fora time—they will meet

spirit with whom I could tell of the poetry of

trembled as though she would reply, vet could ]

again where temptations are known ne
more.

¢ And do you think those who have
fondly in life can love with a deeper zeal
heaven ?

*Ido, Teora ; and when T think I have nené
to love thiough this troubled earth, no hear
to beat for mine, I could not be so happy
were T admitted to that bright land. J

Alas, for Edgar! the love of his youth h‘l:
returned—his revenge was forgotten, and t :
passionate heart of man within his bmh'a
forgot itself and clung to hers. Upon ‘h
green bank they sat; his arm encircled the
trembling form, and her head sank upon bis

Joved

a lover of nature, and witnessed such a scene, | breast. And there, with the stars for w.alcu-
or he never would have written these lines : | ers, and their wildly beating bearte for liste:

. ers, he told his love, She heard the whisper
i ed words, and felt upon her own the Wﬂj‘:‘
i kisses of the lips that uttered them. T ,:
passion ‘nursed in their breasts for years, !
moonlight river, * éach'to the other told’—
"Twas night! and siill upon the grassy 'hf’"t
they sat, the young man holding to his breas
the beautiful form, nnd covering with bif
( kisses cheek and brow. Her beautiful white
i arms were twined about his neck, and the
dark tresses of her luxutiant hair clusteret
vpon his brow. Closer did she nestle to big
side. Her cheeks burned as the blood rush
to them. The dreams of passion was npos
her soul.

“Tsora,’ a soft voice breathed close to hef
ear.

The lips parted, and whispered a name.

¢ Wilt thou be mine 7

g g B

¢ Mine only ?

* Thine only.

He felt against hie breast the beating h'?‘
—the burning breath upen his cheek.
fiend once more taok possession of his sonl—
it whispered revenge! There was a strango
light in his eye, and a strange feeling at bi®
heart.

¢ Where am 1?7 exclaimed Isora, awnke"ﬁ{
to consciousness. By the iver’s side alon®
What was it at her feet 7—a paper. By the
moonlight she read :

¢ Teora, farewell.  We must meet no mor®
I geek not to palliate my crime, for it is greet?
but the tempter has triumphed. I am undone:
Séek never more to know me, Hencefort
life will be to me a ctuse, and I care not ho¥
soon it ends. s

The consciousness of her guilt rushe Jike
a torrent upon her soul—the paper dropped-~
the hand thatheld it was like marble. Sbe
turned fiom the spot, fottered to the hous®s
her brain whirling with its intensity of ma®
dening thought, and the current of her ble
as frozen as the ice bound streamlet.

* * * * L

A year had passed. The thunders of #4%
had sounded over the land and the sea, 3"
the stars and stiipes waved in triumph 0“’;.
the conquered foe. It war the morning ©
the 5th of July, 1814, General Brown is #
Chippewa. Both armies are drawn up in °'i
derol battie on a plain about a mile west @
the town. See, the battle has commenceé‘:
In'all the power of that tremendous chaf&®
the British advance in their close columi®

der Porter break and fly in every directio®
But the Jight flank is commanded by a msf
who knows no fear, and calm and eollectéd
amid the dead and dying, and strong by his
own have daring, and placing his commant:
ing figure in the front of battle, to inspire hi?
men with His own dauntless spirit, js Wit
field Scott. In vaindash the British infantrf
‘and horse against that line of fire, that wa

of steel—they remain firm, and the day ¥
gained, and Townson is answering the fir®
of the British batteries with terrible effec!:
At this' crisis of the battle, Townson is order”
ed to advance his canon npon the enemy’s lﬂi
fantry. 1t is done ; they are youted in ful
retreat, leaving five hundred men dead upoB
the field ; and covered with blood and dush
with another flower in the garland of victory
o his brow, stande Winfield Scott, the ber®
of CLippewas.

In the American camp lies'a wounded ofil-
cer. In the blaody strife of the day, and the
year that has passed, he has earned a spol"*”
fame. But le has received a violeat woutid
and he wishes to be bore to his beautilt
home on the banks' of the: Wachita, far aw#Y
in his native south.

I that home, which he so longs to roﬁf,"
on the same July night, while the soldier 1%
stretched on his couch of pain, sits a youn
woman, Her band is resting against her €9
lorless cheelk, her arm upon the window 81
and she is gazing ont upon the river. It ’;
moonlight.  She thinks of the scene enact€
upon .its bank one year ago. She 'QOk’
strangely there in the moonlight, a wild light
(in her eye, her long dark hair hanging in di#
order upon her neck and bosom.

Ttis October, and the soldier has reached
his home. He is thioking of the wife wh?
will spring to meet him; he enters the
house ; all 1s still ; he entersthe chamber
his ‘wife ; she sits by the window, and b®
calls her by name—* Isora V'

She glances fora moment at the well-know®
form—her rests upon his pale face—thePs
with a dreadful cry, that young' heart. crush-
ed by griefand sip, sank tpon the floor at her
husband’s feet a corpse’ She had burst &
blood vessel. The honor, the fame, the glo
ry of the soldier was forgotten, and he W ';
had passed through the blood, and din, 8“{
danger of battle, knelt by that clay and wept.
Sou éthing glittered in the jvory bosom. i€

i

drew it forth—it was a diamond pin. Th'
husband read, engraved upon the jewel, .:
name—£dgar Granmily—~The youthlul lover

)

mn

the deep silence of that summer night by the.

Under that impetuous charge the brigade 8n°

2 B sy

5 il T s S B OA o

e

- o i I

S, NGRS T, T U e



