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AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 
By Ellen Louise Chandler. 

~ Two years from the May morning of our last 
meeting, Rosaline became my wife. I do mot 
need to describe the wedding; indeed, I remem- 
ber nothing coneerning it, save the face that 
“was uplifted to my own, the hand that trembled 
in my clasp, and the white robe that floated 
round one graceful figure. = These, and the low 
sound of the church anthem, swelling and dying 
away like the ebb and flow of waves upon the 
beach at midnight. As we left the: church, the 
impulse to claim her was strong within my soul, 
and wondering what manner of reply I should 
receive, I passed my arm about her waist, and 
whispered, “my wife.” The blue eyes were 
uplifted to my face, the red lips approached a 
little nearer, and clear and soft as the voice of 
an angel, I heard the response—¢“My beloved, 
any husband!” : ; 1 

I wished not to carry my Roseto pine in the 
sunshine of a stately castle, and my father, ever 
indulgent, fitted up for us a retreat as beautiful 

. as the bowers in the Paradise of Mahomet, 
wzywhere dwell the Houris in their eternal beauty. 
A marble hall, sunny and radiant, rose up in the 

“ahidst of surrounding trees. Fountains tinkled 
“a lulling music in the porch; rare birds flitted 

¢+to and fro among the branches, and the walls 
were hung with the masterpieces of ancient 
“painters; gems that you might have covéred 
inch-deep with gold, and yet not have told their 
value. In the” pleasure” grounds, under the 

~ branching trees, stood gracetul statues, that you 
+~might have taken for the guardian spixits of the 
“#.seene, shrinking timidly beneath the leaves. 
++ It would be but an imperfect expression to 
+ say that I was happy here, and even happiness, 
‘in its weakest sense of freedom from pain, visits 
mortal hearts but seldom. I was lapped in an 
elgsium of bliss. Every day I thought Rosaline 

.+could grow no dearer, and every night I ac- 
knowledged that I loved her better than ever 

+ before. "I never tired of watching her. - Every 
expression of her face had some new charm.— 

_ I trembled lest I should losea single one.— 
That sense of satiety which some writers say falls 
even to the lot of the most Joving, never ‘came 

“to me. ‘Every kissT pressed upon her Tips 
seemed to bring with it a higher sense of ineff~ 
able: sweetness, than 1 had ever experienced be- 
fore. She was my world. Apart from her, I 
had no hope, no ambition. There was no thing 
as silence between us; again and again we recal- 
led the brief history of our past acquaintance, and 
each time we lifted: our hearts to God with a 
prayer of thanksgiving. * It was ‘the - Eden of 
ay life. \ 

Six months had passed in this blissful dream, 
before I bethought myself of a promise I had 
made to my friend Wilhelm Heine, that I would 
invite him for to visit my new home. I men- 

| tioned it to my little wife. She said, laugh- 
“ingly, “ We don’t need any third person do we 
darling ? nevertheless, Isuppoce he must come. 
The next day, I saw a shadow on “her brow. 

“ What is it, Kose!” I usked, laughingly, « has 
your pet magpie stoped chattering, or the white 
gazelle strayed into the forest? There was 
a smile around my little Rosa’s lips, but her 
eyes did not, smile, and when she attempted to 
answer my question in the same playful humour 
in which it was spoken, they grew filled with 
tedrs. : 

# No such grave misfortune,” she said, “but, 
Rudolph, I do hot like that Mr. Meine, and 1 
wish he were not comming.” . © © 

“ Why didn’t you tell ‘me so yesterday, my 
darling? But, even now, I will write and retract 
the invitation.” : 

“No, indeed, my husband, Such a course 
would make me seriously unhappy. It was only 
selfishness in me, not to wish our present fe- 
licity interrupted. ~ You know I haven't seen 
much of Mr Heiue yet, and I am sure I shall 
learn to like him because he is your friend.” 
“Yes dear, and for his own sake, too.. Wil- 
helm Heine is at once the moat gifted and the 
most fascinating man I ever met.” 

Ten days after that, our guest arrived. 1 was 
.heardy glad to meet once more the only man 

for. whom. I ever conceived a friendship, He 
became one of our family at once, * He shared 
our common sitting room, and had every oppor- 
tunity to watch my sweet. wife's graces, and 
learn to love her. I was rejoiced to gee that 
she commenced to take an interest in my friend 
and I encouraged their intimacy by every 
means in my power. He'would sit by her side’ 
for hours, and read old ballads of hopeless love, 
and I, with my head lying in her lap, never 

. thought of wandering at the choice of his sub- 
jects. I left them a good deal alone together, 
as the management of my estate, ‘which I had 
for seme time neglected, required my attention, 
and I gladly availed raycelf of an opportunity 
when L could leave Rose a companion, to be- 
guile the tedium of the long hours. 
One morning I left home fora ride of some 

‘twenty miles, to transact some business at a 
* neighboring town. - As Twas kissing Rosaline 

good-b ve, Wilhelm Heine remarked carelessly : 
You had better return as early as you can. I 

| shall find it necessary to leave this afternoon, to 
begone three or low days, and Rosaline will be 
lonesome until you come back.” 

“Well,” I replied, giving his hand an. earnest 
p, “you will stay as long as you can, and 

Il try to reach home by nig 
All that day my seemed flooded with 

of happmess. I hurried Vizough my business, 
and then, stepping into a jewelers, bought a 
whole set of delicate pink corals ; I thought they 

her beauty. As I turned up the bridle path, 

, light figure sprang forward to meet 

door, 
ble sense of fear and pain stole 
I entered the house. 
tress?” I asked the first 
faithful buttler. ~~. : 

4 Alas, sir, Ido not know,” was his reply. 
«Good heavens! butler, if you know any- 

thing speak quickly. ~My wife is not dead is 

My manner must have terrified him, for. he 
turned fearfully pale, as he answered. Mr 
‘Heine left about an hour before moon, sir— 
Some two hours after, my lady went out, with 
her favorite maid, for a walk. I went to the 
village, about that business you wished me to 
arrange, and on. my return I met a close car- 
riage. It whirled rapidly by me, and through the 
windows I recognized in the inside, my lad 
and her maid, and Mr Heine. That 1sall 
know, sir?” 

I made him no reply, but entered my own 
room, and locked the deor: - For twenty-four 
hours I neither e nor moved, except to 
shout a denial to the servant, who several times 
besought admittance. I ‘was utterly stupefied 
with my grief. : I never thought of pursuing the 
fugitives, oravenging myself on the wretch who 
had so basely betrayed my honor. In my 
whole soul there was room but for one idea— 
Rose was false! Rese, Rose, Rose! Rose for 
whom I would have given my own life—Rose, 
whom T had so loved and cherished; Rose, my 
wife. had looked upon her as an angel; 
the embodiment of all goodness, and truth and 
purity, and she was false! Hours swept over 
me like moments ; moments were big with the 
torture of ages, and still I sat there alone, with 
the one hideous thought. a 

The sun had risen and set. It was again 
evening. Twenty-four hours sinee I had known 
myself a dishonored husband. T heard a key 
turn in the loek of my door. It aroused me.— 
No one possessed a key which fitted it but my 
wife. The door opened; a light foot-fall stole 
across the room—a head was bowed upon my 
bosom, and there, kneeling before me was Rosa- 
line. Fora moment I did not cast her off; I 
could not, while she sobbed so wildly; but I 
made no movement to encircle her. trembling 
form with my arm. : 

¢ Oh, my husband,” she said, my dear, good 
husband, 1t breaks my heart to think how 
anxious you have been, but I'm here safely now. 

over my heart. 

. 

to you. Iam,oh, se tired, Hold me on your 
true heart, my husband and let me rest; “and 
then I will tell you all.” : 

‘Iwas fully rouséd from my apathy now. I 
put her from me, and answered §ternly, “ hold 
you, Rose! A false wife has no right to rest 
upon her husband's heart. ‘I have loved you so 
fondly, that Iwill not tell you how much I 
must henceforth despise you. = Twill leave you 
our home and all its luxuries, but we two shall 
néver meetagain. You have—" but I paused, 
for she fell down apparently lifeless, at my feet, 
I lifted her upona couch, and summoning the) 
servants, told them Iwasabout to léaye home, 
and enjoined upon them the strictest and kind- 
est attention to their mistress, under penalty of 
a discharge from iy service. 1 lingered beside 
her couch, till I saw the red faintly efeeping 
back into her cheek, and then I put spurs ito 
my horse, and dashed away in pursuit of Wil- 
hen Heine. hall ridden three days, and the 
greater part of three nights, upon his track,  be- 
fore I encountered him. I challenged him to 
mortal combat, and the weapons he chose was 
pistols. Thad had very little practice, while 
my antagonist was an excellent marksman ; and 
I fancied that if’ I should succeed in avenging 
my wrongs, it would be by a special interposi- 

> 
tion. of Providence. We fired at the same mo- 
ment. I saw his hand tremble as he. took aim 
and his shot’ passed harmlessly throngh the 
crown of my hat. At the same instant, he fell, 
mortally wounded, the blood gushing in a stream 
from his heart. A 

Bitterly as 1 hated him, pity for my old friend 
was uppermost, as I knelt ‘beside him then, and 
attempted to staunch his wound. . # Save your- 
self, Rudolph,” he said, speeking with difficulty, 
“ but listen to the truth, before I ‘die. + Your 
wife is innocent as the purest angel in heaven, 
How could ‘1 be thrown so constantly in her 

, dared to breath one word of love in her pure 
presence and mot worship her? “But ‘I never 

ears. I resolved to take advantage of your ab- 

would befit so charmingly the blonde style of 

‘to my fair home, I half wondered that 

me. But my second thought was of her deli- 
cate health; and I said, the evening air is chill 
1 am glad she did not come. I reached the 

t she was not there, and an indefina- 

* Where is your mis- 
servant I met, my 

I have walked thirty miles this day, to get back | | 

the vain hope that when she found her reputa- 
tion compromised Bf bet flight with ‘me, she 
would not venture to go back, and that in time 
I could convince her of the extent of my devo- 
tion, and win a return. Her maid was ia m 
confidence, and adroitly persuaded her to 
in the direction of a certain spet, where I had 
agreed to be in waiting with my carriage. By 
force I carried her away. .1 took her thirty 

escaped, and my most persevering efforts to 
trace her course have been unsuccessful. Thank 
God my breath has lasted long enough to do her 
justice.” . : 
My heart was with the wife I had left, suffer- 

ing and desolate ; and abandoning my victim vo 
the care of the seconds, ¥ dashed homeward.— 
Once more it was sunset, when I reached my 
dwelling, and once more there was no gently 
voice to bid me welcome. I hurried to my 
wife's apartment. The last rays of the setting 
sun flooded her fair face with their glory. She 
looked supernaturally beautiful, but 1 saw on 
the radiant brow, thie very shadow of death. She 
‘had been exhausted by the weary, toilsome 
march she had taken to reach my side, and my 
undeserved re; 
as a woodland flower falls 
of the hurricane. 
1 threw myself on my knees 

have ed you! My wife, my wife I” 

head upon my bosom. 

“ I can die happy now, my 
mured, “Now that I know you will think 

Rose tenderly when she is gone. 

loved me and I had killed her. Alas, Rosaline 

bosom.” Her last words were a blessing. The 
bore her to her dreamless slumbers, undernea 
our favorite tree. 

mound, and 1 know she stands beside me. 

spixit fingers 

Heaven, for he knew not what he did 

am a young'man still. 

and that—is mixed with the grave-mold. 

Fromen Article in the London Quarterly for 
Jal 

QUENN BLIZABRTH, 

cution in all directions. 
Smithfield still received an occasional Protes- 
tant, the lay votary of Rome had to strugsle 
through life with confiscation or imprisonment 
and his spiritual adyiser lived in a prepetual ap- 
prehension that the last'sizht afforded him in 
this world would be that of his own bowels com- 
mitted to the flames beforc his eves. Vacilla- 
tion and obstinacy, contended for the mastery 
in her councils ; the sovereign’s will was indeed 
law, but that will seldem remained the same 
for two consecutive days.” In great and small 
matters alike the ¢ varium et mutable’ betoken- 
ed the true “womanhood of one: who had yet 
castoff the gentle feelings of her sex. No man 
could calculate on the ultimate punishment or 
ultimate pardon of a convicted offender. A 
marriage treaty was entered upon, broken off re- 
commenced, and finally repudiated; a death- 
warrant was alternately despatched and recall 
ed,and the responsibility thrown at last upon 
her confused or deluded agents. ~ Without lineal 
heirs, with a heritage ready to be claimed by a 
contending hereditary and parliamentary right 
an absurd personal caprice led her to expose her 
kingdom to a disputed suctession rather than 
give any ome a direct and undoubted interest in 
her death., Ina word, if she had attained to 
some of the virtues of the other sex, she had 
acquired with them some of its: ‘less amiable 
characteristics, while of her own she retained 
nothing but; to say the least, some of its most 
degrading weaknesses. 3 p 
We are conscious of a certain amount of ex- 

aggeration in both those sketches, in which we 
ave by tums spoken the lnguage of her ar- 
dent admirers and of her bitter opponents. — 
There are lineaments in both portraits which 
rest more .on popular conceptions than on his 
torical evidence, Tut both are true in the main, 

sense to spirit her away, and I trusted to 
and each expresses one side of a strangely mingl- 
ed and contradictory. character, which. eannot 

‘on his death, to his his young step-son, Robert: 

hes had stricken her down, 
dls before the fiexce blast 

a beside her 
eouch, groaning in agony. “Oh, Rose, Rose! 
I cried wildly, “ forgive me, only "forgive me. I 
Knog Joa ivpooance now; how could 1 ever 

She raised herself by a strong effort, and 
throwing her arms around my neck, she laid her 

beloved,” she mur- 
{ of 

Tr You 
ws made my life very bright my husband. I 
am ‘willing to go home while it is yet noon-day, 
before the shadows come. God bless my dar- 
ling” 

_ Oh, how she had loved me even in her death, 

She died" with her lips pressed to mine, her 
arms twined round my neck, her head upon my 

‘White-robod German maid- 
ens scattered flowers upon her grave, and over 
her isa sculptured seraph, with folded wings. 1 
go there at nightfall, and lay my head upon the 

x 
know the kiss of a spirit is upon. my brow ; 

part my tresses, and an angel- 
e him, oh, Bather in 

Wilhelm Heine sleeps also in the vault of his 
fathers, and what wonder if, with those two mur- 
dered ones standing between me and heaven, I 
feel my heart’ darken with the curse of my race, 
and shyiek gut sometimes in my dreams at mid- 
night for freedom from the madmen’s fetters. I 

Not a thread of silver 
blanches the dark richness of my tresses, but 
for me earth has held but one light, but one joy, 

“AvtHouGH the sincerity of her personal reli- 
gion was doubtful, she enforced a conformity 
with her external standard by a rigorous perse- 

‘While the fires of 

be better summed up than in the words- of one 
of the most eminent of her councillors, that * one 
day she was greater than man, and the next less 
than woman.’ pe 

* * * During the latter past of Her 
reign the queen confined herself to favourites 
chosen from among her own subjects. They 
were, to the very last, required to assume the 

: - d d language of lovers ; but we hear su-lght, 1 was all wild with Joy, Well aT miles thet dey, and committed her for the | noone of any sero of definite ham 
loved Wilhelm Heine, two or days alone night to the custody of the girl. I supposed marriage. Raleigh shone for a* while as the | 
with my beautiful wife seemed like an eternity | the woman slept, for durig the night Rosaline ; : rival of Hatton, but the place of Leicester 

Ear] of Essex. ‘As the son of Lettice Knollys 
he was of course a distant cousin of Elizabeth's ; 
and some surprise has been expressed that ne 
never found the disgrace of his mother act as & 
bar to his advancement. The life and charac- 
ter of this celebrated man have been well traced 
rr by his kinsman Semis apr He is fo xe 

‘ those persons who just miss of being truly 
ey Wich an assemb of individual qua} 
ities of the noblest kind, there was ‘yet want- 
ing some ruling principle to mould them into & 
character of onious excellence, He is 
nevertheless by far the most attractive hero of 
Elizabeth's reign. The wise men of her coun- 
cil, her Burghleys and Walsinghams, may be 
honoured as they deserve in their own depart- 
ment Leicester is more likely, on the whole, to 
excite censure than to win esteem ; but for Ee- 
sex we feel somethmg like a personal affection. 
His frank and impetuous disposition, his per- 
sonal accomplishment, his chivalrous daring in 
war, his more honourable mercy in the hour of 
victory, create an interest in him which mere 
statesmen and mere courtiers alike fail. He ob 
tained the rare distinction of being at once the 
favourite of the sovereign and the idol of the 
people ; his personal qualities were those just 
‘suited to win the heart of the Queen, while” his 
whole demeanour was no less adapted to conci- 
liate popular affection. Even his foibles and 
vices were ofa nature which the public at vg 
is always willing to extenuate. He might | 
occasionally insolent and imperious alike to 
sovereign or subject; his gallantry in war might 
be but little tempered by the calm fore-thought 
of the true general; ‘his gallintry in peace 
might often Sginents into licentiousness ; but 
all these things might be readily forgiven ‘in 
the young high-spirited, and generous Earl. 
Like his step-father he united a profession of re= 
ligion with a neglect of its duties: but what in 
the one probably but phazisical hypocrisy, was 
in the other the common alternation of ‘sinning 
and rapenting. No man ever acecused him of 
treachery, or duplicity, or secret poisoning ; even 
in ordinary court intrigues he was liable to- be 
distanced “by every competitor. He probably 
never affected a sentiment which he “did not 
feel, except—we cannot forbear the exception 
—when he employed the language of amorous 
devotion to his aged mistress, Gd. died on the 
scaffold with more of legal guilt than most poli- 
tical victims of his age, but we may be sure 
vith no treason or conspiracy in his heart of 
hearts. Elizabeth loved hint ‘as she had loved 
no man before ; his death ' embittercd many suc- 
ceeding moments'of her life; and in the opinion 
of some about her, contributed to bring down 
her grey hairs in sorrow to the grave. More 
than a year after his execution she told the 
French ambassador that nothing now contented | 
her spirit, or gave her any enjoyment : che spoke | 
of Essex with sighs. and almost with tears, and | 
was s0 much moved that De Beaumont found it | 
necessary to give the conversation another turn. 
Yet so inveterate was the passion of Elizabeth 
for the game of courtship that’ six months later 
the same ambassador announced that she had 
been seized with a new inclination for a hand- 
some Irishman the Earl of Clanrickarde, who 
was said to resemble the ill-fated Fssex. But 
he made no response to the advances of the 
Queen, who then declared that she could not 
love him because he recalled her sorrow for the 
man who had perished on the scaffold. 
The main facts of the life of Essex are among 

the most familiar portions of English history: 
and for the details we cannot do better then § 
refer our readers te the volumes of Captain De- 
vereus, He has carefully investigated the well- 
known story of the ring,” which Lady Notting" 
ham is said to have kept back from the Queens 
and thereby to have procured the Earl's deaths 
but though nothing can be fairer than this state 
ment of the evidence, we dissent from his. con- 
clusion that the tradition is true. But, instead | 
of discussing these tempting questions, wemust f° 
pass on to a more general estimate of the-xels- 
tions in which both Essex and his predecessors 
in the affections of “Elizabeth actually stood t©  § 
the sovereign, at whose court they, were, cer 
tainly something more than councillors or a¢ 
ministrators of the royal will. x 
* * * We have only to conclude § 

with the remarks already made, that her very § 
failing farm, in’ truth, the clearest testimony 
to hergeneral greatness. The more we con” 
denn the’ woman, the more we admire’ the 
Queen. Vain, irresolute, capricious, meas 
cruel, jealous, jeoparding, if not surrendering 
the choicest jewel of the female character, £h€ 
never lost thelove and veneration of her peo” 
ple ; she has never failed to shine among 
most glorious lights ‘in the page of history.— 
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So 
How reat, wor must have been the intelle” 5 
tual grandeur, the capacity for government, K 
discernment of ert, Which have in the eye me 
alike of her contemporaries and her successor -


