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THE AMARANTE.

which, if sought, he would not readily have
found. So it wus with Nevers. Ina moment,
when his thoughts were least occupied with
such matters, Venus had lent her fatal cestus,
and strugele, as he would, to shun its myste-
rious influence, it held him fast. But who is
this, that, like a beleaguer, has suddenly sur-
prised the walls of a fortress, hitherto decmed
impreguable, and is now pushing theadvanced
columns into its very labyrinths. Here comes
the secret, but not so fast. He knew her lit-
tlebetter than in imagination, but’twasenough.
One of those drecadful casualtics that so fre-
quently occur to American steamboats, through
the negligence and improper conduct of those
to whom are entrusted the lives of so many of
their fellow creatures, had enabled Nevers to
rescuec a female from a watery grave, at the
imminent peril of his own life. Too proud to
wait for an acknowledgement of the service he
had rendered, and perhaps secretly aware of
the existence of peculiar emotions, which the
incident had awakened in his breast, for the
lovely being he had been the means of preser-
ving from an untimely ~nd; he had hastened on
his route"without making the least enquiry as
to her name, circumstances, or place of resi-
dence.

Too fatally for his peace of mind, had the
poison spread, and before he was aware of it,
George Nevers was irrecoverably lost ;—lost
in spite of his assumed indifference; lost inspite
of the precantion he had taken against suck a
consummation. The train of new perceptions
which this statc of things opened out, proved
no inconsiderable barrier to him in his strug-
- gle for knowledge. They mixed themscves
up with his calculations— they gave form and
shape to his deductions—they lraghed at his
baffled efforis to disencumber the pages of dull
philosophy of their dazzlingimagery. Ztis his
unwonted abstraction that has given his se-
cret to the knowing diplomatists in the court
of cupid: but they were fain to be contented
with vague surmises upon the details of a plot
which would have baffled their utmost skill to
unravel.

Love, when it takes possession of the human
heart, admits of no rivalry to its dominion.—
Tt watches every sccret impression—it an-
alyzes and bds it to its arufices—it subju-
gates and conirouls all the operations of the
understanding, and conspircs against the will.
Projects of ambmon may be formed and pro-
secuted with vigeur; but these are only the
instruments in the handsof the master passion,
by which it secks to exalt itself. It raiscs its
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own altar alike on the destruction and on thd
successful operation of the others. Lonely 3
the heart of him who is separated for a shor
interval from his brightest treasure; but in-
expressibly desolate must he be who treasures
up theimage of his loved one, ’till vvery beauuful
object in nature becomes impressed with her
likeness,—till the thought of her becomes 4l
necessity,—and yet feels that the pursmt o
that treasure may be as the efforts of the 1ot
to grapple with his own shadow.

Chance had introduced Nevers toa stranger,
their meeting itad been a short one; an
although the memory of that mo.nent haunt
his dreams, and was the first attendant upo
his waking minutes; although it mingled wit
his high hepes, and disported with the pre
vious bent of his inclinations—though it admt
ed of no respite; she might be separated fron
him forever !—a thousand obstacles might i
terpose! How did he know that she was no
the wife of another 2 and if not, might not th
service he had rendered her be returned only
with gratitude; how the very word rolled ik
an icy avalanche te the depths of his heart!?
Then, who or what was she? It matter
not to him how lowly she might be;—lov
looks not at the outward garb ; heart con
munes with heart, and not the eye with ace
dent. But she might be high-born, and :
abundance of this world’s goods might be
her disposal. Here indeed might be a bar!
proud lo a fault, Nevers revolied at the idea
an alliance with a wealthy bride ;—his mot
might be questioned—by the world? No!
cared but little for what caluiny mightinve
to his prejudice. She might suspect him
meanness—of a lowlived and ignominions d
position, striving to take advantage of an act
common humanity, in order to recommend
mercenary suit.  The very length of time t
that had elapsed since they met, might fave:
sich a construction of his motives. Ha!t
idea was torturing ; 2 thousand times he h
resolved upon setting out with a kind of fo
lorn hope of discovering her, and as often h
thoughts like these counteracted his resolutio
Day by day, he grew more miserable, the fres
ness of youth was fast fading from his ch
and his eyes wandered in vacancy from t
folios that now exposed to him in vain th
jealous pages. - Poor things! yehave had ¥
day, and arc now supplanted by an object m
perishable, alas! than the principles ye n
cate, and more fading than the beauties ye¢
body. But despair not, for he may retuwrn
you again ; but do not hope for the same v




