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TN SENSITIVE MOTIIER.

. All this self-possession seemed to Mrs
Grey only intense heartlessness ; and she
lay there brooding over the indifference of
her husband and child with such bitter-
hess, that at last she burst into a fit, of
hysterical tears, and threw herself into
such agitation, that she brought back the
bleeding from the ruptured vessel to a
more alarming extent than before. She
would have been more comforted, ten
thousand times, if they had both fallen
to weeping aud wailing, and had render-
ed themselves useless by indulgence in
grief. Love with her meant pity and ca-
resses.

‘Oh, child I gas'ped Mrs Gray. ‘how
little you Jove me I

Isabel said nothing for a moment. She
kissed her mother’s hand, and with diffi-
eulty repressed her tears ; for it wasa ter-
rible accusation, and almost destroyed
her qalmness. But, fearing that any ex-
hibition of emeotion and distress would ex-
cite and harm her mother, she pressed
back the tearsinto her inmost heart, and
only said, ¢ Dearest mother, you know
I love you more than my life !’

But Mrs Gray was resolved to seg, in
all calmuess only apathy. She loosened
her daughter's hand pettishly, and sobbed
afresh. If [sabel had wept a sea of tears,
aad had run the risk of killing her with
agitation, she would have been better
pleased than now. Isabel thought her
mind was rather affected, and looked anx-
iously for her father.

‘ Don’s stay with me, Isabel ! Go—go
—you want to go !’ schbed Mrs Gray, at
ong, long intervals. * Go to your lover,
heis the first consideration now.’

you, end whose wife you promised to
be I’
¢ But Charles, if I were your wife, I
hould then have, indeed, no greater
duty than your happiness. As it is, I
have more sacred ties—though none dear-
er,’ she added, in her gentlest voice.
% ; I also have superior duties, Isa-
el.’

¢ She started; but after a moment’s
pause, she said;

¢ Certainly.’ The young man watch-
ing her face intently.

* And how will you feel, Isabel, when I
place those ties far above your love, and
all 1 owe you, and all that we have vowed
together ¥’

* Nothing unkind toward you, Charles,,
Isabel answered, her heart failing her at
the accusing tone of her lover’s vojce.

¢ But Isabel, you will notlet “me 70
alone I’ he cried, passionately. - You
can not have the heart to separate from
me—perhaps forever I’ i

He threw his bands round her.

“Go alone—separate—what  do you
mean ! - Are you going anywhere ? or are
you only trying me ¥

‘Tryivg you, my dear Isabel? no, I
am too sadly in earnest

. *What do you mean, then ¥ tears fil-
ling her eyes.

* You know that my father's affairs have
been rather embarrassed lately

ly

¢ Yes, his West India property is al-
most & wreck. He has just lost his agent
of yellow fever, and must send out some
one immediately to manage his estate. It
isall he has to live on, unless he has
saved something—and I don't think he
has—when he can no longer practice at
the bar. It is too important to be
lost.

¢ Well, Charles

‘1 must go.’

There was a deep pause. Isabel’s slight
finger closed nervourly on the hand in

‘ Dear mamma, why do you say such
torrible things? said the girl, soothing
Jy. ¢ What has come to you ? !

“1f you loved me, sighed Mrs Gray,
‘ you would act differently I’

. At this moment, Herbert Gray and Dr.
Melviile entered. Ilaving examined the
Patient, the doctor at once said.

‘ You have done everything, Miss Isa-
bel, like the most experienced nurse.
You deserve great praise. Had you been
less gapable or less self-possessed, your
mother might have lost her lifs.

Hs said this to comfort the patient; but
Sge turned away sadly, and murmur-
ed.

‘My child does not love me; she has
has done her duty; but duty is not|
loye I’ g

Mrs Gray recovered from this phase of
Ler iliness only to fall into another more |
dangerous. In a few weeks she was pro- |
Nounced in a deep decline, which might’
last for some years, or be ended in com- |
Paratively a few days —one of those lin-
gering and capricious forms of consump- ’
tion, that keeps evory one in a kind of |
Suspence, than which the most painfulf
¢ertainty would be better, ‘

OF course Isabel's marriage was post- |
Poned to an indefinite time, and Charles |
Houghton murmured sadly, a8 was na-|
tural. fle proved to Isabelin most con- |
Causive logic, that the kindest thing she |

could do for her mother, and the mosl;;!

convineing proof of loyve she could give
her, was 1o marry him at once. and then |

she would have a great deal nore time to :
uttend on her ; for now his visits took up
80 much time, and all that would be saved, }
18 logie failed ; and then he got very |
Angry. So that between her mother unZii

er lover, the girl's Iife was not spent |
Amongroses. She wens on, however, do- |
Ing her duty steadily ; turning neither to |
the right hand nor to the left, but acting |
4s she felt 1o be right.

Hder mother's querulous complaints
used always to be moss severe, after some |
terrible seene with Charles, when perhaps |

12 had been beseeching Isabel not to kil
in with delay.
One day Charles came to the houss, loo-
ing very pale.

:\on are ill ! she sajd anxiously.

I am, Isabel, very ill.

She took his hand and caressed it in

Oth her own, looking fondly into his
face. fe left his hand quite passive.
1 0 gay the truth frankly, although he
00ked ill, he looked also sulky.
¢ Can [ do any thing for you
; Every thing, Isabel,’ ho said, abrupt-
J: ¢ Marry me.

., She tried to smile, but her lover'’s gra-
Vity chilled Yher.

* You can do all for me, and you do no-
thlng.,

T wi > £ ater
duty:}ll doall I can, Butif a gre

ted.
than

A greater duty I Charles interrap=|
* What groater duty can you have
te the man you love and who loves

hers; made a movement as if she
would have held him nearer to her.

¢ And now what will. you do, my Isa-
bel ? will you suffer me to go alona ? will
you let me leave you, perhaps forever—
certainly for years—without the chance
of meeting you again, and with many
chances of death? Will you virtually
‘break my engagement, and give me back
my heart, worn, and dead, and broken ?
or will you brave the world with me, be-
come my wife and share my fortunes ¥’

¢ Charles; how ean I leave my mother,
when every day may be her last; yet
when, by proper care and management,
she may live years longer #  What can I
do?

¢ Come with me. Listen to the voice of
your own heart, and become my wife.’

Isabel sunk back in deep thoaght.
‘No,” she whispered, ¢ my mosher first of
all—before you.’

He let her hand fall from his. ¢Choose

 then,’ he said, coldly.

She clung to him ; weeping now and
broken. He pressed her to his heart. He
believed that he had conquered.

¢ Choose, he again wispered. ¢ If you

| have not chosen already ;" and he kisied

her tenderly.
¢ Oh, Charles ! you know how dearly I
love you.’

At that moment her mother's cough
strack her ear. The windows were open,
and it, sounded fearfully distinet in the
still summer air. Isabel shuddered, and
hid her face on her lover's shoulder, res-
ting it there for many miuutes.

¢ I have chosen,’ she then said, after a
long, long pause. She lifted her head and
looked him in the eyes. Although pale
as a marble statue, but quiet and resoly-
ed, she never looked so Jovely, never so
loveworthy. I'here was something about
her very beauty that awed her lover, and
sometbing in the very holiness of her na-
ture that humbled and subdued him-—
only for a moment ; that passed, and all

is man’s eacerness and strength of will
returned. and be would have given his
life to destroy the very virtues he rever-
enced.

He besought her by every tender word
love ever framed, to listen to him and to
follow him. He painted seenes of such
desolation and of such abject misery with-
out her, that Isabel wept. He spoke of
his death as certain, and asked how she
would feel when she héard of his dying
of a broken keart in Jamaica, and how
couid she ba happy again when she had
that on her eonscience ? And although
she besought him to spare her, and once
was nearly fainting in his arms from ex-
cessive emotion, ye: he wou_ld not ; hea-
ping up her pile-of woes high and etill
higher, and telling her' throughout all,
¢ that she did not love him now.’

After s fearful scene the girl tore her-
self awsy ; rushing as if for refuge from
a tempting angel, and from herself, into
her mother’s room ; busying herself about

‘ No, she said, speaking very rapid-|y

that sick bed with even greater care and
tenderness than ususl.

‘ You have been a long time awa?, Isa-
bel,” Mrs Gray said, petulently. by
‘ Yes : I am very sorry, dearest mam-
ma. I have been detuined.’ isabel kissed
her withered hand. .

¢ Detained—you  don't deny
bel.?

‘Iam very sorry.’

Tears trembled in her'mother’s eyes as
she murmured, ¢ Sorry ! Don’t stay with
nle, child, ifyou wish to go. I am accus-
tomed to be alone.’ : 7

¢ 1 entreat younot to think that I ,wish
to leave you for a moment.’

¢ Oh, yes, you do, lsabel ! T darcsay
Charles is below stairs—ho seems to be
always here since I have been ill. You
have a great deal to say tohim, I am
sure.’

¢ | have said all I had to say,’ suswered
Isabel, quietly.

She’v&w eit};ing in the shadow of the
window-curtains ; and, as she spoke, she
bent her head Jower over her work. Her
mother did not see the tears which poured
down fast from her eyes.

*Qh, then it was Charles who kept
you! I ean easily understand, my love,
the burthen | must be to you. 1 am sure
you are very good not to wish me dead
—perhaps you do wish me dead, often—
I am in your way, Isabel. If1 had died,

ou would have been happily married by
this time ; for you would not have worn
mourning very long, perhaps. Why
have I been left so long to be a burden to
my family v :

All this; broken by the terrible cough,
and by sobs and tears, Isabel had to bear
and to soothe away, when she herself was
tortured with real grief. :

Charles departed for Jamaica. The
thick shadow ot absence fell between their
two hearts. Henceforth she must live on
duty, and forget love ; now almost hope-
less. A stern decree this for agirl of nine-
teen.

For the youth himself, the excitement
of the voyage, the noveity of his strange
mode of lile, and the distraction of busi-
ness, were all so many bealing. elements
which soon restored peace to his wound-
ed heart. Not that he was disloyal, or

it Isa-

andangry. He thought that [sabel might

forgetful of his love, but he was annoyed |

make much exertion of mind or body, and
requiring entire repose. That she should
be restored to her lover ; that she should
be happy 28 his wife, was, for & moment
like & new spring-tide in herlife to dream.
Then she rementbered her father, her
dear, patient, noble, self-denying father,
to whom she was now everything in life ;
and she wrote and told Charles that she
could nos go out te him ; but reminded
bim that his term of absence had nearly
expired ; and that, when he returnsd,
they shiould be married, never to be part-
ed again. Why should they not be mar-
riedqin England rather than in Jame-
ica ?

¢ Thank God I am free!" Houghton ex-
claimed when he had read the letter. If
dropped from his nerveless hand.  He
ordered his horse, and rode through the
burning tropical sun to Pauline Girard.
Not two hours after the receipt of lsabel's
letter he was, the accepted lover of the
young French heiress.

Poor lsabel! at that moment she
was praying for him in her own cham-
ber.

News came to England in due time.
Charles himself wrote to Isabel, gently,
apd kindly enough ; but unmistakably.

1t stoed in plain distinet words, ‘I am to
be married to Pauline Girard ;' and no
sophistry could soften the announcement
He tried to soothe her wounded feelings
by dealing delicately with her pride. He
had been, he urged, only secondary in her
heart. She placed others before him, and
would make no sacrifice for him. What
had happened was her own doing entire-
ly ; she had not cared to retain him, and
he had only acted as she would have him
act, he was sure of that, in releasing her.
And then he was * hers very affectionate-
ly, and *would be always her friend.”

Isabel did not die. Sho did not even
marry another man out of spite, as many
women have dore. She loked ill; but
was always cheerful when she spoke, and
declared that she was quite well. She
was more than ever tender and attentive
to her father ; and she went out wuch
less among even the quiet gociety of their

olaiming * Holloa ! hollos! yon blood-t'hilj-,
sty villain! do you want totakemy life !

‘Why, to be sure T do! said Shelton.
‘Ha! ha! have I stiffened you, my lad?

Wisely judging, however, that if he
stayed till ‘the exciseran recovered his
legs, he might have & couple of shois
to stand, he wheeled about, ‘took to his
heels, and got away as fast as possible.—
The crowd shouted, but Skelten, like &
hare when started, ran the fuster for the
shouting. Jemmy Moffit, his own second,
followed, overtook, tripped up his: heels,
and cursing him for 8 disgraceful mm_:ul,
asked ‘why he ran away from the excise-
man ¥

¢ Ough thunder ! said Skelton, with his
chastest brogue, * how meny holesdid the
vilalin want to have drilled into hia car<
cass?  Would you have me to stop to
make a riddle of him, Jemmy ¥

The second insisted that Skelton should
return to the field, to be shot at. He:
resisted, affirming that he /had dono‘ al;'
that honor required.  The second called
him a ¢ coward !’

‘ By my sowl, returned he
Jemmy Doffit. may be so! you
me 8 coward if you please ; but
all for the best.’

‘ The.best! you blackguard ¥ :

‘ Yes, said Frank : ‘surs it's better to
be & coward than  corpse ! and 1 mus
have been either one or tother of them.

However he was dragged up to tho
ground by his second, afier agreeing 0
fight again, if he had another pistol given
him. Buf, luckily for Frank, the lass
bullet had stuck so fast bctween the
bones of the exciseman’s leg that ho
could not stand. The friends of the l8t-
ter then proposed to strap him to a tre
that he might be able to shoot Skelton ;
but this being positively objected to BY
Frank, the exciseman was carried home:
his first wound was on the gide of Bis
thigh, and the second in his right l;g;
but neither proved at all dangerous. The
exciseman, determined on halting Frank,
as he call i, on his recovery challenged
Skelten in his return.  Skelton seceptéd
the challenge, but said he was tould he

‘my dealli'
8y Ca :
Tl it

quiet home ; bat read a great deal, and
without effort or pretension she lived out
her sweet poem of patience and duty and
womanly love.

have easily left her mother to go with
him, and vhat she wéds very wrong not to
have done so. Between the excitement of
new scenes and wew amusements, and
the excitement of anger and dissappoint-
ment, Charles Houghton recovered his
serenity, and flourished mightily on Ja-
maica hospitality. 5

By the end of the year the invalid
grew daily weaker and weaker. She could
not leave her bed, now; anf then she
could not sit.up éven ; and soon she lay
without motion or color—and then, on
the first day of*Spring, she died. She
died on the very same day that Charles
Houghton entered the house of the rich
Freach planver, Girard, and was . present-
to his heiress Pauline.

Pauline Girard | a small, dark, gleam-
ing gem-—a flisting bhemming-bird—a

floating flower—a direfly tuwrough the
night—a rainbow  through the storm—
all that exists in' nature most gerial bright
and beautiful ; these Charles compared her
to and & great deal more; that is—when
they first met. Charles, with. his great
Saxon heart fell in love with her at first
sight. 1t was not-love such as be had
felt for Isabel. [t struck him likea swifs
disease. It wasnot the quiet, settled, hro-
ther-like affection which badlefs him noth-
ing toregret and little to desire; but it
was a wild fierce fever that preyed on his
heart and consumed his life. He would
fly ; he would escape; he was engaged to
Isabel. Itmust ba chat she did not love
him, else sho nevercould have sufferd him
to leave her; yet he was bound to her,—
Honor was nos to he lightly sacraficed.—
Would Pauline, with her large passionate
eyes, have given up her lover so coldly ?
Seill he was engaged, and it was asin and
a erime to think of amother. He would
fly from the danger while he could; he
would fight the batsle while he had
strength.  He was resolved, adamant.—
One more interview with Pauline and——
but Pauline presented berselfaccidenially
in the midst of these indomitable projects,
One glanes from her deep supphire eyes
put all his resolutions toflight—duty ke
a pale ghost, passing elowiy, by in the
shade.

When fully awaks to the truth of Lis
position, Houghton wrote to lsabel. = He
wrote to her like w raadmun, imploring
her to c¢ome out to him immediarely ; to
lay aside all foolish scruples, vo think of
him only as her husband, to tyrust to him
implicitly, and to save him from destrac-
tion.  He wrote to her with a fierce em-

like fire'in his words. i
This letter fournd Ieabel enfeebled by

long attendance on her mother; unableto

From Jonah Barrington’s Personal Sketches.
DUEL EXTRAORD;NABY.

At an election for Queen’s county, be-
tween General Walsh und Mr Warburton,
of Garryhineh, ahout the'year 1783, took
place the most curious duel of any which
have occurred within my recollection. A
Mr Frank Skelton, one of the halfmount-
ed gentlemen described in the early part
of this work—a beisterous, joking, fat
young fellow—was prevailed on, much
against his grain, to challenge the ex-
ciseman ot the town for running the but-
end of » horse=whip down his throat the
night before, while be lay drgvk and
sleeping with his mouth open.  The ex-
ciseman irsisted that snoring at a dinner-
table was o personal cffence to every gen
tleman in company, and would therefore
make on apology. Irank, though he
had been nearly choked, was: very reluc-
tant to fight; hesaid ‘he was sure to
die if he did, as the exciseman could snuff
a candle with his pistol-ball ; and as he
himself was a8 big as a hundred dozen of
candles, what chance could he have ¥—

We told him jocosely to give the excise-
man no time to take aim at lmfl, by
which means he might, perhaps, hit his
adversary, first, and thus survive the con-
test. He seemed somewhat encouraged

and consoled by the hint, and most strict-
ly did he adhere to if. Hundr“eds of
tne town’s people went to see the fight on

phasis of despair and entreaty that burc-|

the green of Maryborough. The ground
was regularly measured ; and the friends
of each party pitehed a ragged tent on the
green, where whiskey and salt beef were
consumed in abundance. ' Skelion having

hieavy drams from a bottle his fosterbro-

ther had brought appeared quiet stout till

hesaw the balls entering the mouths of

the exciteman’s pistols, which shone us

brighs as silver, and were nearly as long |
as tusils. - Thisvision made a palpable ai- |
ternation in SKelton’s sentimeots; he
changed color, and looked about him as if
he wanteds sone assistance. However,
their seconds, who- were of the same rank
and descriprion; handed to each party his
case of pistols, and half bellowed to them |
~—* Blwag away, boys !

Skelton now recollected hisinstructions,
and lost no time:. he cocked both his pis-
tols ut once: and a8 the exciseman was
deliberately snd most scientifically coming
Lo Lis * dead level,’ as he called it, Skelion
let fly.
¢ Holloa I’ said the exciseman, dropping
bis level, * I'm battered; by =1
* T'he devil's cure to you!' said dkelton, f
instantly firing his second pistol. |
One of the exciseman’s legs then gave |

taken ground, and at the same time two |

had a right to choose his own weapons.
The exciseman, knowing that such was
the law, and that Skelton was no sworés-
man, and not anticipating any new iaven~
tion acquiesced. ‘Lhen’ said Skelton
‘for my weapons, I choose my £ats ; 8Dds
by the powers you gauger, I'll give you:
such a basting that your nearest relations
sha’n’t know you.
. Skelton insisted on his right, and the
exciseman not approving of this speeies 04
combat, got nothing by his chsllenge )
the affair dropped, and ~kelton triumphbed-

THE THIRST FOR WEAI\TH-‘
How wise is the prayer of Agur! AP
how few there are who imbibe its SpIFit
and discern the perils of riches ! [psensi-
bly the desire of wealth grows upon Us
and while our convictions are all the thl“'
way, we find our bearts clinging 0 l(‘;’
world's possessions as to their best. 890%
and our Learts are busily cngaged l,n'p‘;f'
forming what the hears, wrapped 18 the
fove of the world, designs. *

The desive for wealth, ¢ govetOusTess,
which is idolatry,’ is one of the mOst ?r:xz‘;
gerous and . deadening infuences WBICH
can affoct our Christian hife. Jtcloses out
hearts against the appenls whku 10F
constantiy be made to us; while i1 w
ig ptill unconverted, and there arc any
gpots in foreign lands unvisited by the
messengers of the cross, or 0 our OWhy.
unprovided with the stated minlstrations
of the gospel. ;

If all that is unworthy hoored, apd alb
that is worse than foolishly expev z:d{
could be turned to the great objectof €¥41
gelizing the world ; if men were moré l”'f
tent upon building up the kingdom (l’
Christ, and less devoted to theix own 8¢i- .
ishness and pleasures, how d;ﬂc-re;n.
would be the report from the ends “ff o
earth—and bow ywould jgnorance, Vice,
and suffering diminish in our world.

‘l',"l'J.
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One of the most celebrated me.rr.bers' Uf
the Paris bar was lately consu b‘.‘rin‘[‘
younger practioner.upon an obscurs Pﬂ’ns_
of law. 1 cannot give you }wv’m"et e
wer, young man, roplied the uuvcmfee e
have pleoded once one way,':md ;)m.timc-’
other, and 1 gained my suit cach

arreled ; anio-
d o, Lo gettio
er made the

‘A doetor and a poct qu
different person was mppllwtt
the caspute, when the lattel :
i'ullowirflg reply ;- ¢ You are mullt‘y‘vi b‘t’ffl‘sf
do penance for your crm.ms;‘bd!‘ 3i 18R k0
his physic— doctor, read his 1y Hnes.

! el

- : Y()ung man, do Jou koow qu;la-t : !'}3184-
tions you sustain inthe world V' said g
minisicr of our sequalbtsnce 10 & yYoung
member of the church.  * Yeg, 8ir) rni
the hopeful convert, ' tWO courins and a
grandmotber ; but L don's intewd (o rus-

way, and down he came on his knee, es.y uin them much longes.'




