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COLONEL HERMAN THORN. 

My DBAR SIR, 

The warm hospitality and generous attention which, 

during my ramblings in Europe, in common with many 

of my countrymen, I have received from you; the nu­

merous instances which have come to my knowledge 

of the benevolence and kindness of your heart; your 

liberal encouragement of the arts i and the high esti­

mation in which you are held abroad, induce me to 

offer you this simple tribute of regard and friendship. 
Permit me, therefore, to dedicate to you the follow­

ing pages, with only a regret that they are not more 

worthy. 

I am, my dear sir, 

fIery sincerely and respectfully, 

.. your obedient servant, 

THE AUTHOR. 

p."., M.,.el :etA, 1886. 
. I 
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PREFACE 
TO 

THE SECOND EDITION. 

-ON returning to New-York. after an absence 
of some years, I was agreeably surprised to find 
not a copy unsold of a large edition of this work. 
In presenting a second, I avail myself of the occa­
sion to apologize for its defects, of which I am 
perfect.Iy conscious. It was written with the un­
settled mind of a traveller, in the stolen intervals 
of more imperative occupations; and circumstan­
ces, moreover, compelled me to part with it before 
it had received the time and care which it was my 
intention to bestow. It thus possesses the claims 
to forbearance of a painting prematurely dismissed 
from the easel, when the artist has but little more 
than marked his fir"'apid outlines; when the back­
ground and many or the figures are indistinct, be­
cause almost untouched; and when~nly the prom­
inent heads are finished. I felt, also, as I toiled, 
the disadvantages of a pencil unguided by experi­
ence and uninspired by success. The book was 
offered to the public with great timidity; indeed, 
the manuscript was once laid on the fire, and only 
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vi PREFACE. 

rescued from the summary criticism of the flames 
by one more confident than myself in its chance 
of favour. For its rapid sale, and the general in­
dulgence of the press, I tender my grateful ac­
knowledgments. They must form my apology for 

. a second attempt, in which I shall venture· upon a 
yet unappropriated incident of our revolution-a 
theme wonderfully rich in romantic story, whose 
reality scarcely needs the aid of imagivtion to 
.tartle and enchant. 
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PREFACE. 

Ta, 1iost improbable features of the following 
Itory, liz., the leading incident and the career of 
Clairmont, are. founded on fact. The author has 

. availed himself ef the license allotted to writers of 
fiction, and transformed character at pleasure, p/1.r­
ticularly that of the young lady on whose most 
mysteriPus fate the story is founded. He has not 
bound himself to a delineation of society as it ex­
isted at the period of the real occurrence, which ~. 
took place many years' since in New-York; nor 
does he profess to have grasped the more noble 
materials which the higher circles of his country at 
this moment offer to the novelist; but he has rather 
sketched, perhaps with a somewhat mischievous 
hand, certain peculiarities adapted to his p\ll"P.ose. 
He frankly bespealdl the indulgence of all the sa­
pient and solemn critics. 

The art of novel-writing, however long associated 
,with heart-broken boarding-school girls and senti­
mental chambermaids, is now as dignified as that 
of Canova, Mozart, or Raphael. In learning to 
arrange a succession of heavenly sounds, to imbody 
sweet shapes in marble, to breathe fervid beauty on 

Digitized by Google 



8 PREPACK. 

the easel, how many an inspired genius has devo­
ted all his hours. Is it not as exalted a study to 
copy from the great world those "infinite doings" 
of the mind and heart which make up the material 
of human existence 1 

That the writer has succeeded in accomplishing 
this, he dares not hope. As an humble student, 
and peradventure with a feeble hand, he has thrown 
his groupings upon the canvass, and now .. like the 
boy painter in the "Disowned," stands cOJ¥:ealed 
behind the curtain, to hear, perhaps, some erudite 
Sir Joshua say-" He had better bum it !" 

Pw, MarcA 26, 1835. 

.. 
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NORMAN LESLIE. 

CHAPTER I. 

An American City-NetD-Yor.t Winter-81rigmng-CIf'­
tain C1urracter& whom the Reculer will do well to remem­
ber-An Incident, which ptrMp8/le willforgtll before tM 
end of the book. ~ 

.. 'Twas in the fiush of the summer's prime, 
Two hundred yeers alO, 

When a ship into an unknown bay 
Came gliding-soft and slow. 

* * • * * * * • 
.. All wu atill, on river and bill, 

At the dawn of that summer'. day; 
There was not a sound, save the ripple around 

Tbe ship, u ahe cut her way • 

.. Then the aile ftapped back, for the wind was aleck, 
And the velsel lay sleeping there ; 

And even the Dutchmen exclaimed, • Mein GoU' 
As they gazed on'a lCene so fair." 

A ¥iaio!o of 1M HwJ.tna: 6.J WIl,.. C,. 

A BRILLIANT January morning broke over the 
beautiful city of New-York. Her two magnificent 
rivers came sweeping and sparkling down into her 
immense bay, which, bound in like a lake on every 
side with circlin~ shores, rolled and flashed in the 
unclouded sunshme. The town itself rose directly 
from the bosom of the flood, presenting a scene of 
singular splendour, which, when the western con­
tinent shall be better known to European tourists, 

AS 

Digitized by Google 



10 NORMAN LULIB. 

will be acknowledged to lose nothing by comparison 
with the picturesque views of Florence or Naples. 
Her tapering spires, her domes, cupolas, and house­
tops, her forest of crowded masts, lay bristling and 
shining in the· transparent atmosphere, and b«;neau. 
a heaven of deep and unstained blue. The lovely 
waters which washed three sides of the city wefe 
covered with ships of all forms, sizes, and nations; 
delighting the eye with images of grace, animation, 
and grandeur. Huge vessels of merchandise lay 
at rest, in lar$e numbers, all regularly swayed 
round from thell anchors into a uniform position by 
the heavy tide setting from the rivers to the sea. 
Others, leaning to the wind, their swollen and 
snowy canvass broadly spread for their flight over 
the vast ocean, bounded forward, like youth, bright 
and confident against the future. Some, entering 
sea-beaten and weary from remote parts of the 
globe, might be likened, by the contemplative, to 
age and wisdom, pitying their boldcompeers about 
to encounter the roar and storm from which they 
themselves were so glad to escape: and yet, to 
carry the simile further, even as the human mind, 
which experience does not always enlighten or ad­
versity subdue, ready. after a brief interval of idle­
ness lind repose, to forget the past, and refit them­
selves for enterprise and danger. Hundreds, whose 
less perilous duties lay within the gates of the har­
bour, plied to and fro in every direction, crossing 
and recrossing each other, and enlivening with de­
lightful animation the broad and busy scene. Of 
these small craft, indeed, the waves were for ever 
whitened with an incredible number, in the midst 
of which thundered heavily the s:rlendid and enor­
mous steamers, beautifully forme to shoot through 
the flood with arrowy swiftness, their clean bright 
c:oloura shining in the eun, bearing sometimes a 

• 



BollMAN USt.nl. 11 

thousand persons on excursions of business aDd 
pleasure, spouting forth fire and steam like the 
monstrous dragons of fable, and leaving long tracks 
of smoke on the blue heaven. Among other evi-

·dences of a great maritime power, reposed sev-
eral giant vessels of war,-those stem, tremendous 
messengers of the deep, formed to waft, on the 
wings of heaven, the thunderbolt of death across 
the solemn world of waters i but now lying, like 
fortresses, motionless on the tide, and ready to bear 
over the globe the friendly pledges or the grave 
demands of a nation which, m the recollection of 
some of its surviving citizens, was a submissive 
colony, without power and without a name. You 
might deem the magnificent city, thus extended 
upon the flood, Venice, when that wonderful re­
public held the commerce of the world. In a 
8I"eater degree, indeed, than London, notwithstand-
mg the sUJM'rior amount of shipping possessed by 
the latter, New·Y-ork at first strikes the stranger 
enterin~ into its harbour with signs of commercial 
prosperlty and wealth. In the mighty British me- / 
tropolis, the vessels lie locked in dockyards, or half 
buried under fog and smoke. The narrow Thames 
presents little more than that portion actually in 
motion; and, in a sail from Margate to town, the 
vast number are seen only in succession; but here, 
the whole crowded, broad, and moving panorama 
breaks at once upon the eye; and through a per­
fectly pure and bright atmosphere, nothing can be 
more striking and exquisite. I 

It was a 6:osty winter morning, and the general 
splendour of the scene was heightened by the fact 
that, for some days previous, a heavy fall of snow 
had come down silently and thickly from heaven, 
without wind and without rain. The whole picture 
was now glittering with tract. of stainle.s whise. 

Digitized by Google 



NOJUIAN LIlSLIB. 

'Phe roofs were bidden beneath fleecy masses.· 
The trees were cased with brilliant lustre, and held 
out their naked brlUlches sparkling in the sun. 
The shores, sloping down to the water's edge, 
leaned brightly to the beams of morning. Even 
tbe waves themSelves bore on their bosoms, urged 
gently along, and dashed ever and anon against 
each other, thick cakes of snow-covered ice, which 
had drifted down from the rivers, but yet not in 
sufficient quantities to interrupt the navigation. 
The roar and thunder of the town could be heard 
from the bay, as the hundreds of thousands of her 
citizens. awoke to their accustomed occupations. 
The shouts of artisans and tradesmen, the clink of 
hammers from the thronged and busy wharves and 
shipyards, the inspiring "heave-yoes" with which 
the brawny tars cheered their labours amid the 
mass of shipping (itself a city), the clanging of 
hoofs, the shuffiing of feet, the ringing of bells, the 
clash of voices, and all the medley of sounds pecu­
liar to the newly-awakened concourse of a vast and· 
growing population, rose cheerfully on the air. 
Wherever the eye wandered, it met only scenes of 
bustle, haste, gayety, and earnest occupation.' 

But if the exterior of the city presented so lively 
a picture, the interior was yet more -inspiriting. 
Broadway, the principaJ street, was now the centre 
of one of those gay and giddy scenes known only 
to the inhabitants of cold countries, and which to 
many offer greater attractions than the odoriferous 
vales ~nd ~lainsof Italy or Asia. True, !hose 
romantic climes where the human race enJoy a 
temperature so mild and pleasant as to permit of 
their almost dwelling in ihe open air even in the 
coldest season, have, in their softer charms, some­
thing unspeakably ~weet and alluring. Those ever­
green valleys, those luxuriant hills, those rich 
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NOaJl.ur DILl •• 13 

Ilopes, clothed with the mOlt gorgeous fruits ana 
the tenderest and deepest verdure, and, more than 
all, those gentle and transparent skies, seem benef­
icently designed for man in his more uncivilized 
8tate, or for the poor. It must be delightful for the 
penniless, the aged, and the houseless, unable to 
prooure clothing or fuel, to find the dawn ever. 
diffusing a genial and balmy warmth over nature.' 
The tenant of the rude and scantily furlli$hed hut 
flings open his window and admits the fragrant 
8Weets. Me~ day is to them a gift and a bles­
sing; the sun is their cloak and their fire. Those 
old Italian landscaf,ee, with the warm yellow light 
gleaming delicious y in through an open casement, 
are finely characteristic. But are we not apt to 
magnify the advantages of this universal and per­
petual blandness of heaven? True, the half-clad 
fisherman flings himself carelessly down, and sleeps 
upon the beach; the beggar lies stretched against 
a lunny wall, drying the night-dews from his tat­
tered garments, and partaking in peace the SlUlll­
bers which he could not enjoy beneath the less 
benignant ipfiuence of the stars; the wrinkled and 
time-stricken dames, "the spinsters and the knit­
ters in the sun," bring their work in front of their 
cottages, and, to see them, the pilgrim from a 
northern clime fancies them happy as the children 
of Eden. But I doubt whether the vigorous and 
enlivening joys of winter are not more conducive 
to health and happiness. An Italian vale, breathing 
ita sweetest odours, and sparkling under its pleas­
antelt 8unshine, is but a dull picture compared with 
Bro.dway on the b.right morning after !L heavy fall 
of snow. No seene Cart be more full of life and 
action. Every thing appears in a whirl of delight. 
A spirit of jay and impulse han~ in the air, per.;. 
v,des all the city, and pours its Drtlf through the 

2 
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14 KOlUUN LJaSLlB. 

veins of every living creature. The exhilarating 
atmosphere braces the limbs, quickens the step, 
flushes the cheek, fills the eye with lustre, puts aside 
care, thought, and dulness, and produces a high 
state of animal enjoyment. Those old snowstorma 

.- have unfortunately of "later years made their merry 
visits less frequently. The fleecy world DOW de­
scends in smaller quantities, and disappears in a 
sporter period. I can fancy the rising generation 
smiling when we, of the old school, lament the­
forms and fashions of the last century. The young 
rogues, peradventut:e, may be amused by wonder­
ing what value we can attach to a powdered queue 

-or a plaited wristband; but, by this hand! when 
the elements themselves alter and remould their 
usages-when seasons roll in different shapes, when 
honest old Winter, instead of striding forward, as 
was his wont, wrapped in cloak and fur, his cheek 
~lowing with the cold, and the sparry icicle glitter-
109 around his cap and beard, steals -forward with 
only a fashionable mantle and an umbrella­
Heaven save the mark! we may well lament. I 
cannot write calmly of those glorious old snow­
storms. ; 

One of them had now descended upon New­
York, and the inhabitants, as the day advanced, 
seemed conscious of no other earthly object than the 
enjoyment of sleighing. Countless throngs of the 
wealthiest and most fashionable were gathered into 
that broad and beautiful street, which extends three 
or four miles in a line straight as an arrow, its long 
vista of elegant houses remarkable for their uniform 
aspect of aHluence and comfort, and presenting, in 

• their extreme neatness, and, particularly, in the 
beauty of their entrances, a striking contrast to the 
street views of Paris, with only two exceptions. 
and to those of other continental cities without any., 
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Its world of lovely women were abroad. Such 
rosy cheeks, such melting eyes, as passed up and 
down that dazzling day! Hundreds of sleighs, 
drawn sometimes by one horse and sometimes by 
four, darted by each other with the swiftness of a 
bird's sweep; the princely horses, fired with the 
air and the scene, neighing, tossing their heads, 
champing their bits, and leaping on their way, mad 
as ,Bucephalus, every motlier's SOD of them-the 
bells around their necks ringing out a music a8 
merry and soul-stirring as the blast of a trumpet. 
An amusement so heartily entered into by the 
wealthy classes soon assumes an artificial hue of 
taBte. The choice of horses became a matter of 
the utmost ambition, and the sleighs were wrought 
into every form devisable by an elegant or a fan­
tastic fancy. Now swept bya/ainted boat, and 
DOW a classic chariot: here darte a pearly shell, fit 
to bear Venus over the waves; and there, an ocean 
ear, from which father Neptune might have ap­
propriately guided the dolpliins and winged horses 
of the sea. Nowhere are there more lovely women 
than in those American cities. They contribute 
largely to the fascination of this exciting sport; and 
neither at the ball, nor the theatre, nor the midnight 
revel, do they appear more beautiful than here. 
Their graceful and glowing faces float by with a 
rapidity which prevents all criticism; if not all 
comparison. Tile gaze is bewildered with an end­
less succession of lovely lips and radiant smiles, 
and eyes which the young and sensitive of the 
other sex, with the fidelity characteristic of ardour 
arid youth, might remember for ever, but that 
each succeeding glance heals the wound received 
from the last. In the midst of this gay and noisy 
scene, the pedestrians along the spacious side­
walks founa their interest so much excited by 

.. 
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the vast· number, variety, and beauty of the equi .. 
pages, and their charming groups, that the pave­
ments, in their long extent, were lined with anima­
ted spectators-some lounging slowly onward, as 
if reluctantly withdrawing from such a pleasing 
spectacle, while many:remained stationary, watch. 
ing each bright car as it went ringing and flashing 
by, and commenting upon each pusing company. 

" See, Leslie-look yonder!" cried a fashionably­
dressed young man to his companion, whose finely­
proportioned figure and extremely handsome face 
had attracted more than one pair of those mis­
chievous eyes we. spoke of. "Do you not see her 1 
There-behind the yellow sleigh-in that green 
sea-shell, with those superb horses! Do you not 
catch a glimpse of her now ?-they have stopped 
to address that party." 

" Yes," said the other, "you are right. What a 
queenly woman !" . 

" How she glows in this bracing air, and seems 
to exult in the mere act of living! Her cheeks 
put poetry to shame! I wish I were a painter, 
Leslie." 

"There are painters a plenty," rejoined Leslie, 
"who would despair by tlie face of Mrs. Temple. 
You must be a cunning artist indeed to catch that 
smile-that air-that expression. To-day she looks 
actually radiant. Those eyes must have made 
hearts ache in their time." 

"They make mine. ache yet," said Howard. 
" Is not that Flora, with her head turned away?" 
The sleigh which they had been observing now 

swiftly approached, and dashed by over the hard .. 
pressed snow, discovering a nearer view of a 
gentleman and two ladies: the former a man of 
style and ton, though somewhat advanced in years 
-the ladies, an extremely fine-looking woman, 
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magnificently dressed, whose age one might scarceI y 
vellture to suppose, so brilliantly did the charms of 
youth and gayety l~nger aro~d her person; the 
other, a fair girl of exceeding beauty-her rich 
complexion heightened by air and exercise-whose 
bewitching smile and laughing blue eyes, having 
already intoxicated half the Broadway exquisites, 
boded no good to the susceptibilities of our young 
Ioungers. Greetings were graciously interchanged 
as they flew by; and the two friends uncovered 
their heads, with that air of heartfelt homage with 
which gay and ardent young men return the smile 
and salutation of the loveliest of the reigning belles . 

.. I would I had lived in the days of good old 
Greece," exclaimed Howard, .. when the chisel of 
Praxiteles made marble breathe." 

" I had rather live in the good old town of Mana­
hatta, after a merry snOWf.'torm like this," replied 
Leslie. "But why your wish 1" 

.. That I might have Flora Temple wrought in 
Parian for my gallery. To have that exquisite 
Psyche face in marble-immutab1e~immortal 
marble-never to be changed by sickness-by <:are 
-by time. I would spend hours by it diUly, wor.­
shipping;" 

.. Do you kflOW, Howard," said Leslie, "I think 
that 'Psyche face' of yours a very expressive 
phrase ?" 

" And, pray~ the why and the wherefore 1" 
" Because it illustrates the soul," returned Leslie, 

warmly, .. which peculiarly marks the expression 
·of Miss Temple's face." 

"But look, yonder comes another!" said Howard. 
"Old Mr. Romain and his daughter," added 

:{..eslie; "another subject for your Parian. But no 
Psyche there." 

A stately creature, with a face that might have 
a-
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been Cleopatra's in her girlhood, bowed amilingly 
to the two young men, and directed to them the at­
tention of her father. 

"After all," exclaimed Howard, as they disap­
peared amid the throng of sleighs, "I do not know 
but those large eyes of Rosalie Romain's eclipse 
them all." 

"She is one of your' bewildering girls," said 
Leslie, "whom it would be prudent for such young 
gentlemen as you to beware of." 

" Too late, my friend; your caution, as good ad­
vice very often does, comes quite too late. Her 
first smile is as fatal as Kate Kearney's. But, by­
the-way, Leslie, t4ey say that you-" 

"Nonsense-'tis not true," interrupted Leslie; 
" so theT. give you to Flora Temple-" 

" Ha." said Howard, affectedly, with a volume 
of egotistical implication in the motion of his chin 
(nothing more eloquent than your chin)-" as im­
probable things might happen! But where is my 
rascal? I bade him drive up and meet me as soon 
as possible. The loitering scoundrel! 'I hope those 
mettlesome fellows of mine have played him no 
trick." . 

" What is doing yonder 1" said Leslie; " is some 
one holding a' levee in the open air this cold 
morning 1" . 

"I wager my life," cried Howard, "that the 
sleigh around which the others are all crowding so 
eagerly contains that d--d French count." 

" His lordship, true enough, at full length," added 
Leslie, "coated like a Russian emperor, and show­
ing oft" those four fiery animals to everybody's ad-
mIration." , 

"And envy," said Howard. "That fop, now, 
could marry any of thole blooming bellel at ten 
DliDwe.' notice." 

~ •. ~;.J 
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Ie You do your CObl1tTY\toDlen injustice," replied 

his friend, dryly. 
" But here comes the pretty Helen Mellerie, aU 

fur and feathers!" resumed Howard. "Truth to 
say," h~ contin.ued, with that di8c~minating consist­
ency 'WIth whIch he seemed to Judge of women, 
always submitting to the eyes which attacked him 
last, as men swear allegiance to the reigning mon­
arch, "truth to say, Helen Mellerie is beauty's 
own." 

" And behind," added Leslie, "hOl\' ri~ht gallantly 
come up our old friends the Mortons!' 

" And that pretty creature Maria Morton-she, 
too, has a pair of eyes," said Howard, sagaciously 
striking his colours in advance, "not \0 be encoun­
tered rashly." 

CI Too insipid," answered Leslie; "beauty, with­
out at least ·some sparkle of sense or heart, is such 
a silly doll." 

" And yet," said Howard, "wise men fall in love 
with and marry it. But look-there comes your 
own peedess SIster, with your father, Leslie; and 
what a magnificent pair of horses! I thought mine 
passable, but really!" 

"I bought them only yesterday," remarked Les­
lie. " They are chosen from every thing this side 
the water; and, with all their fire and mettle, are 
as kind in the harness as lambs,-Julia could drive 
them. If I am· extravagant in any thing, it is in 
the love of that Doble animal. There is nothing \, 
oil earth so striking as a beautiful horse." 

"Except a beautiful wotnan !" interrupted How­
atd, with his eyes fixed full on the face of a lady, / 
who, on foot, and leading by the hand an uncom­
monly handsome child, 1Vas atteinpting to cross the 
street. 

At the sight of Leslie, hi. father had ordered the . , 
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glossy and steaming horses to the sidewalk. TJie 
voung foreigner Clairmont, who had been pointed 
out by Leslie, drove up at the moment, and the lady 
crosslDg with the child stop~d in the middle of the 
street, at the great peril of her life, and followed 
the equipage with her eyes. At that instant a sharp 
cry of terror burst suddenly from all quarters. A. 
pair of horses appeared approaching at full speed, \ 
dragging the fragments of a broken and u!l!~~!!!e_~ .. 
sleigh, their manes streaming on the air, their ears 
back, their heads stretched forward, with open 
mouth and dilated nostril-the half-loosened traces 
flying about their heels, dashing first to one side of 
the street, then to the other-ungovernable, despe­
rate, and abandoned to all the wild madness of 
flight. Each bound threatened the extinction of / 
some human life, or that the affrighted creatures 
themselves would be dashed to pieces. As they 
passed, a sympathetic ~ury ran thr~ugh. all the stayt­
led horses around, which were With dIfficulty rem-
ed in by their drivers. The foot-passengers rushed 
precipitately to the wall. Men shouted, children 
cried, women screamed, and all the gay mirth was 
suddenly transformed to fear and horror. Scarcely 
a moment had elapsed from their first appearance 
till their arrival at the spot. where stood Leslie and 
his friend. AU seemed to have escaped from their 
perilous career but the lady with the child, who had 
attracted the attention of Howard. Whether un­
conscious of her imminent danger, or rendered by 
it unable to move, she remained completely expo­
sed; and the crowd, at a glance, and with a burst 
of new interest, saw the fiery and furious animals 
Jllunging with headlong speed directly towards her. 
Cries of "Stop the~! stop them! Save the wo 
man and the child!" rung on the air; but, as is 
generally the case in such emergencies, there were , 

• 
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found many more to suggellt thill cOUDllel than to 
execute it. Their destruction appeared inevitable; 
and that stir, shudder, and hum, with which men 
look on a bloody and terrible accident, broke from 
the crowd; when ~eslie .prang hastily, forward, 
grasping unsuccessfully at the reina of the fugitive 
beasts, but dragging the mother and child aIm oat 
from beneath their hoofs. The lady, thullsuddenly 
rescued from the jaws of death, immediately swoon­
ed, and was conveyed with the child into an adjoin­
ing mansion. Attention to them would have been 
more undivided, but for the catastrophe of one of 
the animals from whose fury: they were saved. 
Starting aside from the grasp of Leslie, the finer of 
the two leaped forward with an aIrpost supernatural 
effort, and the shaft of a gig entered into hi' body 
directly through the ample chest, as a sword 
plunged and buried to the hilt in a human bosom. 
The noble creature uttered a scream painfully ex­
pressive of agony and fear; and, bleeding, IIweat­
ing, foaming, trembling, and panting, came heavily 
to the ground. A ru8h of people now closed in 
upon them. The dying steed was at once disen­
tangled from his harness, the purple tide poured -:: 
forth in a dark red flood, crim80ning the pure IInow, 
and with each gush the pain of, the superb animal 
appeared more insupportable, while the vapour __ 
curled from his reeking flanks. He struggled, and 
snorted, and strove to rise and resume his winged 
and fiery flight, and his immense and flashing eyes 
turned gleaming upon the faces of the spectators, 
as if soliciting aid, or, at least, compassion. But 
presently his panting breast heaved with a feebler 
motion. Weaker, and yet more weak, grew his 
convulsive shudders, and his vain attempts to regain 
his feet; till-drenched, quivering and gory-foam 
on his lip-terror and despair in his eyes-he 
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stretched himself upon the ground in the last throes 
of that dark crisis which must come alike to man and 
beast. His fleet limbs stiffened; his asthmatic 
breathings were silent; his broad and majestic chest 
moved no more; the damp lips curled from the 
large ivory teeth; the eyes stared, started, and grew 
fixed and glassy; and that mighty form which but a 
moment before had carried terror through the crowd, 
lay now transmuted to a senseless clOd. A silence, 
as if a human soul had passed away, remained on 
the circle of compassionate spectators. 

" Leslie inquired after the lady. She was yet in-
visible, but, the physician informed him, had sus­
tained no serious injury. He caressed a few mo­
ments the excee4ingly beautiful little boy, who h.ad 
been severely but not dangerously cut upon the 
forehead, and in whose eyes he found something 
singularly sweet and expressive. Escaping from 
the scene which might have awaited him had the 
lady been recovered, he entered his father's sleigh, 
accompanied by Howard, relieved John of the 
reins, and, handling the long whip with the air of 
one not unaccustomed to its use, he laughed away 
the apprebensions of his father and sister, and dasb­
ed in among the idle racers in the gay arena of 
pleasure. 

. . 
~. .' 
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CHAPTER II. 

II Believe me, an abeolute gentleman, full of moet excellent dift'er. 
enc:ea, of verf 10ft lIOCiety, and great showing: iDdeaI, to epeaJt 
feeliDgly_ of him, he ill die card or Calendar of gantry; for you 8haIl 
fiad in hial the coutinent of what part a gantleJnan would _". 

Ht.ld. 

• RiNG-ring-ring. 
"Is Count Clairmont of the French army at 

home 1" inquired a footman at one of the most 
fashionable hotels in Broadway, while the horses 
of an elegant barouche stood tossing their heads, 
and stainping impatiently against the pavement at 
the door; for city sleighing is brief as the .. posy 
of a ring" or "woman's love" (though this last is 
a slander) • 

.. No, sa,r, he is not," replied the consequential 
black servant. 

"Please hand the count this note, with the re­
spects of Mrs. Temple." 

Ring-ring-ring. 
" Does not Count Clairmont of the French army 

lodge here 1" asked a second visiter. 
"He does." 
.. Call I see him 1" 
oc You cannot-he is not in." 
.. My card-I shall see him at the opera." 
Ring-ring-ring. 
A tall, pale-faced gentleman in black, with a 
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hooked nose and no teeth. "Can you direct me 
where to find Count Clairmont 1" 

" This is his hotel, sir." 
" Is he to be seen 1" 
" Not till the afternoon," . 
" Has Count Clairmont come in yet 1" inquired a 

breathless messenger in livery, in a profuse per­
spiration, and who had been seven times before 
duri~g the last half hour. 

U He will not be visible,l have already told you, 
this morning." 

.4' Miss Morley's ~compliments, and retums the 
volume." . 

Several carriages drove up in the course of the 
morning, a score of domestics, and friends without 
number, among whom were U)any of the mOllt dis" . 
tinguished inhabitants of the city, all inquiring and 
leaving cards, notes, or some nameless message or 
package for Count Clairmont of the French army. 
One or two young female servants entered timidly, 
and clolSely veiled, preltentiJlg IIlJlaU billets-doJiz, 1 
ingeniously folded in triangles and oth@r e~pres!live , 
figures (the boyish eyes of Love, the young dog r o

• 0 

peeping from under the big wig of mathematics), 
and each leaving her tribute of rose-coloured or 
pale blue gold-edged note-pa~er (contain~ng heayen 
knows what), to be most pamcularly delIvered lDtO 
the hands only of Count Clairmont of the French 
army . 

.. I wish to see Count Clairmont," said a dark­
complexioned and very handsome girl, wi\h a sil­
very voice and a foreign accent, her veil drawn 
aside from her close bonnet to adciresll tbe ~rvant, 
which she did in a tone of eagerness, and elmost of 
command. 

"It is not possible," said the servant. "He 
&int visible to no one whatsomever." 



II He ",ill seeUr. Frederick Morton," intel'iUpted 
• very foppiahly-dressed yO'llog man, who bad 6een 
Itt.Vet, .urveying the remarkable ·face of tba 
female: "say Mr. Morton-he will see me, I .. 
sure." 

" N o~ ~ DO maimer 'of means," s~d the negro. 
"He 'atnl m, because, you see, he alnt up. C-on­
aquently, 'nO gentleman co't never be iR when he 
aiot up." 

The ttotb of tbie syllogism was indispllta~le; and 
Mr. Frederick Morton, after lUlotber lingering sa­
at the fair stranger, took his departure. 

There was now a furious ringing at the bell 
which communioated with 'the suite8 of private 
apartments. . 

" John!" bawled the bar-keeper. 
" Coming, coming, sir!" 
" Count Clairmont's bell!" 
"D-n this Count Clairmont of the French 

~rmy!" muttered the man. " He' has nothing to 
do but turn women's heads, and men's to'o, for that 
matter, and to keep us poor devils all day troopinf 
up and down slairS. Legs aint made of iron, 
guess." . 

He was met by Connt Clairmont's senantfrom 
the stairs. '. 

"Here, John' YOl1 black scoundrel, what the 
devil is the reason Count Clairmont's breakfast bas 
not beell brought up 1 Bring it up ill8tantly. His 
lordship hal rung twice." 

" I wish his lordship was-" 
John scra:tched his head, and left the sentence 

unfinished. The valet suddenly caught 'a "jew of 
the young girl, at whom he gazed with Itrong and 
increasing astonishment. . 

"What 1-110 r' muttered he. cc Ve.--.unlly­
It can't be; OOt-" 

VOL.I.-B 3 
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"Raff'aello!" said the girl, vehemently, and walk. 
ing up close to him. " It is f'-and she suddenly 
broke in~ a rapid dow of Italian, though uttered in 
a low voice. 

" Per Dio I" said the valet, "I dare not." 
" He will break my heart!" said the girl. 
" He will break my head!" said Ra.1rael1o. 
" Jf you displease me you will repent of it here­

after," answered she . 
./ "If I offend my master I shall repent of it at 

once," said the man. 
"It is in yain to deny me-I willl!ee him im­

'mediately." 
_ . "Signora Louise!" replied the valet, after a 

moment's hesitation, in which surprise and per~ 
plexity seemed struggling with a desire to oblige 
-" enter into this apartment. I will return to you 
directly." . 

There was something striking in the appearance 
of the stranger. Her figure was tall, round, and 
beautifully formed, and her face well repaid a second 
glance. The complexion, though brown to the 
last borders of a brunett, was clear and trans· 
parent; her hair of the colour of a raven j and 
much there was in her countenance of sweetness, 
and in her manner of digI!ity, although her dress 
did not denote afBuence. But the principal feature 
was her eyes. They were remarkable for their 
largeness, their intense blackness, the light which 
shot from them with every rolling thought and sud· 
den feeling, the firm full gaze with which they 
expressed seriousness or an.ger, and t~e suffusion of 
ioftness and tenderness which sometwes quenched 
their fiercer beams. 

The valet presently returned, and beckoned her 
to follow j ana the plebeian world below went on 
for a time without further. molestation from the 
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agents or aft'airs of Count Clairmont of the French 
army. 

There is no keener wine-lover than your 'furk. 
Nowhere are there found wilder democrats than in 
the ranks of a despot; and nowhere'are the badges 
of nobility more reverently and indiscriminately 
hailed than by the gay votaries of fashion in a re­
public, where all men are "born equal," and where 
titles are excluded by the constitution. 

A count-a real count~had made his appear­
ance in N ew-York. Rumour preceded, enthusiasm 
welcomed, and admiration followed him. He was 
young, handsome, rich, and a foreigner. The two 
former would have been much, the latter were 
every thing. It was whispered that, notwithstand 
ing his high title and princely fortune, he would 
write a book' on America. Books on America 
were even then the vo~e. The opinion of the 
count was looked for With intense eagerness; for 
it is a charactel'istic of my country~en, while they 
assume a settled confidence in their merit, to shrink 
from the lash of every nameless satirist. Then, 

. perhaps, he might marry! The very men went 
crazy-and the women! . 

Although in the French service, the Count Clair 
mont had spent much of his youth in England, and 
the la.nguage was said to be more familiar to him 
than his own. Others he spoke too with,irreaistible 
grace; but that of love more freely than all. Then 
lie had travelled over the world, danced with dutch­
esses and princesses. feasted with dukes and kings, 
fought in a score of indefinite battles, and triumphed 
in victories which nations had owed to his arm. 
He had been wounded by a retreating foe (ah! 
what was that wound to those he daily inDicted !)­
had sighed on the banks of the Ililsua, and mused 
amid the ruins of Rome; had beheld Veauviua 

B2 
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• pout hi. fires, and Olympus rear his herui. Hw 
motion was grace, his voice music, his eyes UnItS, 
hia touch rapture: then he was fascinating; ilien 
he was foreign; then-he was single; then-be 
was a count. • It is certain diat he wa.s a modest 
.an--tlaat. is, modest for a count in the French 
army-modest for a man who had half the lovely 
women of New-York.at his feet. Relieved for a 
time, in consequence of a wound, from the clail'Q 
of his own country, he no longer fleshed his sword 
ill war; but he had seized a nobler weapon, and 
wreathed his brows with JJ).ore graceful laurels. 
This nobler weapon was a goose-quill. Blood he 
eould not now shed, hut his ink flowed fr~ely in the 
cause of innocence and beauty-and midnjght oil 
he wasted like water. . Dull were the eyes that 
I!'ight not strike a rhyme from tbe ·80uI of Count 
Clairmont of the French army. Every smile was 

~au ht and impri80ned in a verse; every blusR 
bri tened again in a 80nnet. Many a slender foot. 

been celebrated-many a tender glance em­
balmed-many a pa88ion nursed-and many a 
cigar lunoke.d, in all the raptures of sentiment, and 
in all the reveries of champaign, by Count Clair. 
mont of the Freneh army. Envy, jealousy, even 
love, could frame only one accusation against him. 
It.. was a charge \bat moistened the eyes and heave.d 
.he bosom of many a charming belle. It shaded. 
hi, triumph at the ball, and dimmed his joy at tbe 
banquet. The tall and lovely Henrietta Bellville 
actually broke away from a tlte-a-tile, the only one 
envious fate ever granted, at the very thought i and 
that glowing creature Helen Mellerie was seen to. 
withdraw her hand from his-in the little summer­
house-by the rive~t her father's country-seat 
-in Aquat-the mOOn quite above the trees-
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immediately-that is, alnto8t immediately-at the 
recollection of ita truth;- :! 

Count Clairmunt of the French army wu--& 
ftirt ! 

CHAPTER III. 

A dutiful DGugAter. 

U Fathen, from hence trust Dot your da1Jlhten. 
By what JOII _ them act."-OrAoUo. 

. "DEAR, dear!" exclaimed Rosalie Romain, look­
ing up after a brown study of a minute, "it ~ 
hOrrid!" 

" Explain, my pretty ptm8erwa," laid the count, 
laughing. 

"The evidences are strong as proofs of holy 
writ," she sighed, fixing her tender eyes on hill, 
just sufficiently moistened to be uncommonly 
bright. . 

.. Evidences of what 1" asked the count. 
" You know as well all I," said Rosalie, winding 

a rose-coloured riband round the end of her finger, 
and looking down. 

" No, on my life !" 
" That you are a flirt." 
"As I live!" exclaimed the count, remonltra 

tingly. 
The beautiful girl turned partly away, half 

pouting. . 
" Nay, more," said he, in a Bofter .tOle, "g.­

as 1-" 
He took her hand. He was certa',. on Jua 

a-
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knees, or rather OIl one knee. he preued it, as. 
faintly, and only at in~a1s, she sttugglQd to 
escape 

"As you what 1" cried she, impatiently, and 
slightly stamping her foot. 

But a smile, which had been lurking all the time 
around her lips, broke over her features like SUD 

shine through a sudden cloud. . 
" As I love," said the count, after a brief pause, 

and in his lowest tone. . 
Notwithstanding the smile, a tear had been 

slowly filling in her eyes. It stirred-it fell. It 
dropped upon his hand. He kiued it oft'. 

The tableau was picturesque. They lingered in 
it a moment, as if they knew it became them. 

" Dear' dear! there's pa!" exclaimed Rosalie, 
in a sudden fright-8lId she 1.h.rew open a large 
portfolio of plates. 

"All extraordinary· taste, count," said the old 
gentleman, " my daughter has for the fine !U1s." 

.. Ob, pa ,Jl 
." I never knew such an ear; and as for dr~w­

iJtg-" 
" Oh deal', pa; how can you ," 
" Then for the plaiD,. sweet old EBg1ish ballad, 

my lord-OJ \ 
"Good gracious, pa' don't you Bee the count 

wants to go 1" 
"What, are .you oft', count 1 Bless lIle ! we must 

keeJ>.You for dinner." 
"Neeessi\r, MI'. Romain. You know the tyr-

anny of appomtments." . 
" My love, c.an'tlou ~ersuade him to remain 1" 
"I liave not trie ,pa.' . 

- &. Heydey' these saucy girls' But we must 
not let you oft'. Besides, the sky' looks showery." 

.. But ,howen sometimes," sald Clairmoat, with 
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a slight glance at Miss Romain, CC are more beauti­
ful than sUDshine." 

cc Let him go, pa; I am sure it will not rain 
again to-day." 

" Why, you jade,'~ cried the old gentleman. "you 
will dIive him away in earnest. Impudent minx !" 
-he drew her towards him as he spoke. and printed 
a kiss on her lips-" she is gettins incorrigible." 

"Lock her. up, Romain; she IS miscliievous," 
said the count, shakinL:W fiDger playfully at the 
laughing girl as he wi . 

"The sky has cleared," said Mr. Romain. 
"Ye~ pa." 
"What an elegant yOlUtl man CoWlt Clairmont 

is !" 
"Yes, pa." . 
" You are g<Ug to Ma. Temple'. to-niJht, Ro-

Baliel" 
" Yes. ifyeu pleue, dear pa." 
.. You will see tile count. tliere." 
.. I hope not. pa; I think him ratl8\' eli.agree­

able." 
" The women are pulliDg caps for him, notwith­

standing. they say. in all directions. He is very 
ricb; he appear. quite fond of us; perhaps-" 

"Oh no, pa; only poHte." 
" Well. every thing is for the beat." 
"Yes, pa." 
"I think Temple's girl will manage to-" 
" To wha~ pal" said Rolllilie, with sudden ea­

gerness. 
"Go and get ready for dinner. cbild," said the 

mu.mg father, recollecting himl&lf ~ ~. it i. 'OQ aif.ir 
of ouni." 

" Yes, pa ....... no. pa," replied Ute diltifQl da~h .. 
with innoceBt simplicity, and reti1ed. to <ire •. 

a 
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CHAPTER IV . 

.. And thos from Fanc:l''BreaImI 
Fall'D back. to Earth." 

TRBB.E is nothing like a rout. . Those given by 
Mrs. Temple were the most brilliant in America. 
But we must know Mrs. Temple before we attend 
hel'~arties. 
\ You have seen a sweet, quiet,' unambitious 
woman, formed for the wife of a poet, whose life 
would glide happily away amid the green shades 
of the country-a woman to read to during the 
long winter nights-to converse with when the 
overworked mind and heart are wearied and ex­
hausted in the brawling world-to look at with in­
ward delight, while she teaches the children their 
evening lessons-their innocent prayers,-kisses. 
them-blesses them~nd packs them off to bed. 
Her hair may be parted on her forehead with a 
simple grace, that touches by a total absence of all 
attempts to touch, and surprises the heart at once 
into respect and admiration. Even in the early 
morning you find such a one ready to receive you 
with a fresh glow on her cheek, as if she had been 
already abroad worshipping nature; and then you 
feel ~ebuked in soul that you have been losing, in 
.winish sleep, the golden hours of the opening 
day. Her home is her world; her existence is in 
&be IOTe and happines8 of her hu .. band and cbil. 
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chen. 10 t.be dazzling aphere of fubion she may 
win admiration, but abe Heks it not; for ahe knowa 
it ia often the meed of the superficial and tbe false, 
-that the Doblest qualities which adorn character 
and dipify human life there of~n pasa unregarded, 
or become tbe. tbemea of ridicule. Her principal 
charm is mind and feeliDg; but there are momenta 
when purity and love lend her a beauty that illu- I. 

mines ber presence like sunshine. There is noth­
ing like the 10velill8s8 of a woman with a .pring 
of satisfied affection 1l0wiag freshly at ber Deart. 
SuUshine is too dim for a comparison. 

Such a woman we have all seen; but auch a 
woman was not Mrs. Tel;Dple. Her portrait might 
be appropriately hUBg oPlloaile to this,-as you see 
pendants of aUBriae and moonlight - calm and 
atorm-side by aide, on the walls of an academy. i 

Mra. Temple was a city wife, fonned to dazzle and . I 
triumph in companies. She had trodden the llow- ., 
err path of an ad~ired belle; .had early married a 
wild, good-hearted fellow, very much like herself,,":""" 
some said fOJ' love, some for money. They were 
aftiueDt beyond measure; loved lJa"h other well 
enough to be J>«lrfectly happy when together or 
when apart. The blooming girl had Bearcely 
changed, as the beautiful wife and the &&ill glowing 
and graceful mother, till time, the desuoyer of oth-
ers' charms, but shedding only a deeper richneaa 
up'0n hers, matured her into the stately and mag­
luficent woman, W1l9 reign.ed in the New,:,Y ork ci!,~. 
cle .. fashion's chief minion, and proud as Egypt'. 
queen. One daughter crowned ner affections; anel 
Flora Temple roee by the aide of be .. brilliant 
mother, lovelier, but not so gay; and wiJUling all 
hearts with a leu strikiag but far deeper power. 
)fen besitated uJIOIl whicb to bestow tbeir. worahip~ 
So lometimes lfugerlthe SlUDJXler .Y. d"wia.& aU 
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eyes to the encrimaoned west, even when the moon 
has long filled, with her holier radiance, the ascend­
ing heaven. The singularity of this association 
could not escape the notice of the yet ambitious 
woman of fashion; and Mrs. Temple regarded 
Flora with a curiously mixed feeling, wavering be­
tween ·the enthusiastic fondness of the mother and 
the lingering rivalry of the belle. There was, per­
haps, a certain conscious magnanimity in the de­
light with which she gazed upon her daughter's ex­
panding charms-passionately fond as she herself 
was of admiration, and accustomed to be its cen­
tre. But yet, though they charmed alike, they 
could scarcely interfere with each other. The one 
was always sure to overcome, when she desired to 
do so, by the long-practised energies of her highly­
gifted nature; the other always won love without 
wishing, and even without knowing it. The daugh­
ter valued not what she had never striven to obtain, 
and beheld with pleasure the triumphs of her 
queenly mother; who, in her turn, yielded the path 
with a sigh and a smile to the more unpretending 
excellences of Flora. Some sharp and unfavour­
able features there were in Mrs. Temple's disposi­
tion, for she was haughty. when excited, and aris­
tocratic to a folly. But If she had particular ene­
mies, her general kindness and her fascinating man­
ners rendered the world at large her friend. The 
life of her family, the object of her husband's love 
and pride (after his dogs and horses) left to her 
own control, in the possession of bound1ess wealth, 
with a constitution unimpaired, a beauty mellowed, 
a wit sharpened, and a mind enriched,-she was a 
giddy, sweet, proud, high-tempered, happy, fash-

\ ionable woman, who never seriously conceived a 
I \ more severe wish against those among her neigh­
!' I. bour..a whom .he had the least reason to like, than 
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that the routs which she gave two or three times a 
~ear might make them positively die of admiration 
and envy. 

"What! nine o'clock!" cried the count, looking 
at his watch; "I must actually go this instant." 

Mrs. Hamilton sighed, and turned towards him 
a pair of hazel eyes which had done mischief in 
their day, and were yet dangerous, though they 
were now, or at least ought to have been, sheathed 
in the scabbard of matrimony. 

"Why do you sigh 1" said the count. 
"Because I hate solitude j and when you go 1 

shall be alone." 
"But this," said the count, "is Mrs. Temple's 

night, and I have positively promised." 
"You are too early," said Mrs. Hamilton 

"Twelve will be quite time enough for that proud 
and giddy'Mrs. Temple." 

" But I have two or three other imperative en­
sagements before Mrs. Temple's. There is the 
young Mrs. Wilson." 

" And you leave me for her r' 
" Then there are the Evertons." 
Mrs. Hamilton sighed again. . 
"Is my sweet coz so pen'sive 1" 
"I do not know; I am very unhappy." 
" Can you be unhappy 1" 
The handsome young nobleman took her hand. 
There was not a purer woman on earth than 

Mrs. Hamilton. Her very purity made her care­
less. A school-girl could, not be more artless. 
Her lips opened to every thing that stirred in her 
heart as naturally as rosebuds unfold when they 
are ripe. ' . 

" Ah! Lucy, what a happy man is your husband !" 
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"Not 80 happy' a8 you tltink." 
" How! Hamilton not happy'! Why, he ill the 

gayest dog among us." 
"Yes, away at his club with you." 
"My lovely friend, you wrong him." . 
" Ah! yoo little know." A telJr glitwred in her 

eye. 
"By heaven\!! d~ girl, you t~trify me I-the 

mere suspicion that yoa \Vete Bot happy lro\lld fOr 
e't'er prevent my being 'So." . 

.. Oh, my loid! I must ndt heat-you mUllt not 
dare." 

"And why should you .not possess a friend in 
me as well as in another 1 I sympathize in your 
sorrows as I would in. those of a friend of my own 
sex. This dear hand has, I fear, been wasted." 

"Count, I beg-I entreat.....-do not make me 
angry." 

" Loveliest of lovely creatures!" said tbe count, 
"you have not the heart to reward admiration and 
.ympathy witb anger. What, weeping !" 

" My lord, if you have any friendship for mb, 
leave me." . 

" Friendship!' can you doubt it 1" 
He dropped on one knee. This seented a fa­

vourite position when there was a woman in the 
case. His homage, doubtless, would haye met with 
a severe rebuke, but a 'step was heard ID the hall. 

" There-there's J amee, 'my lord !" 
The entrance of the domestic restrained the 

wours of the noble foreigner, who was upon his 
feet, and several yards oft', with an adroitness that 
flTgued considerable practice. 

"PrilY tell tay dear Hamiltoft," he cried, "that 
I waited for him. an hour. I ftlu.t bid yeuadieu !" 
and be bowed himself out. 

~'Take away thetea-thin.J Jtdhe'B." .~ ,Mm. 
Hamilton. . 

• t 
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The man obeyed, and disappeared. 
His lovely young mistress remained a moment 

in an attitude of thought. Suddenly rising, she 
gazed at herself in the mirror; and, as she gazed, 
her feelings appeared to assume a new mood. 
She adjusted the blonde and curls around a very 
charming face. A soft colour suffused her counte- . 
nance. Her eyes emitted a lustre which had not 
brightened there for many a day. She' sighed; 
but as she sighed a smile beamed upon her fea­
tures, and she seemed. lost in the mazes of aome 
sad but pleasurable thought. 

"Yes," at length she said to herself; "happy, 
happy woman! What would life have been to me 
then? What a contrast! I should have had my 
portrait taken-just so. There! with that ringlet 
hanging-so-and the lace brought down a little 
in the front-tlla Marie Stuart-so. There-the 
Countess Clairmont! with the drapery over the 
arm, and the eyes lifted-thus." 

The rellection of another figure in the glas8 
caused her to start with a slight scream • 

. "Good heavens, Edward, how you frightened 
me! Is that you 1" . 

"Why, who the devil should it be 1" replied the 
husband; "and what are you at there, parading 
before the glas8 like a tragedy queen 1" 

"I was-I was trying on my cap; but you 
startled me so! You are always so rough, Ed­
ward." 

" I am not." 
" You are." 
" I am not. Get me some tea," lIingin~ him­

Belf heavily down on the sofa; "I'ni tired.' 
"Yes, dear Edward, instantly," 8aid the affec­

tionate wife, passing her arm tenderly around hi. 
shoulder. 

" 
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"Then why the devil don't you gO!~ 
hO~43 h43"c::~~+;;!~;ung Y 43li +43ways 4343:&li8 

The husband swore. The wife sighed. Jam~. 
brought the tea. 

Oh~ thou~ 
But they aru u«:&iting a\ thu Temple43' 

CHAPTER V. 

A ,s,t",,,-York hl'""z-And ""arer Vs,t", "I 'eII"'''&: 
Cho.r""g",,~,. 

THH uompa43s,t 'S'J ere aj,1,43k'Zkbled i43n; n£JI 
but tWl£J£J as many as press at one 
time into ample and splendid apartments. 

A fashionable New-York mansion is not Stli-

~i:t~:;~;~~I;~£JY;;d~re man:&i tt><'ma:~I£J£JiKkg 
with light. The opening hall was carpeted with 
oilcloth of such rich figures and glossy smoothness 

~:l:;;t?'t~~ thKk Kk;:kf~ur;~l Y~:~~~s,t~"£JKkm~~ i~~!~;d 
of being like those of many European nobles, of 
c~ld marble or naked granite, were thickly covered 
with most tIKkt«eous few 
ings statu;;;'S~raced wallt~ There 
however, a profusIon of mirrors, marble tables, 
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curtains of crimson velvet studded with gold, 
vues, urns, and jars of rare dowers; exquisitely­
wrought lamps, dispensing a soft and veiled radi­
ance, like moonlight, from large globes, sometimes 
stained with deeply-coloured pictures, and some-

o times of a frosty white; couches, ottomans, and 
sofas of embroidered satin; and a variety of such 
other costly objects as could be obtained by wealth 
from any part of the world for the indulgence of 
pride or the gratification of luxury. The balus­
trades of the steps which led to the upper apart­
ments were of beautifully-carved mahogany, stain­
ed with the rich colour of a ripe chestnut; and, 
by means of secret apertures, invisible fires diffused 
through the corridors a mild warmth, permitting all 
the interior doors of the house to stand open, with­
out affiicting even the sensitive victims of rheuma 
tism or toothache with the horrors of a draught. 

Immediately on their arrival, the guests were 
ushered into separate apartments above, where, 
according to their sex, they re-arranged their toilet, 
which even the motion of a carriage might have 
disturbed. Here, previous to their entrance, float-. 
ed groups of sylphs and sirens, to reclaim a wan­
dering curl or replant a drooping rose. Then the 
~nt1emen's apartment-the extraordinary prepar­
ations to be elegant-the collars bent to the pre­
cise angle-the cravats tied in the exquisite I(not 
-the shining feet-the curled head.s-=-the crook­
ed elbows-the audacious whiskers. Cupid, hast 
thou no pity 1 There is nothing so merciless as a fop. 

The two principal saloons were thrown into one, 
by means of the double doors of glassy mahogany. 
A band of musician&, stationed in an adjoining hall, 
ever and anon breathed a low air that banished care 
and gravity, inspired wit and pleasure, and animated 
rather than interrupted conversation. 
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At the lower end of the apartment stood Mrs 
Temple; her majestic figure multiplied in the 
mirrorB,-her face, always a radiant one, now glow­
ing with pride and conscious beauty. A coronet 
of diamonds on her queenly brow flashed, burned, 
and trembled with every motion in the light;" and 
above nodded a snowy plume. She looked thus, in " 
her glory, like the rising "sun. 

By her side stood Flora; not 80 tall as her 
mother, nor so commanding, but yet invested by 
the charm of youthful loveliness with more direct 
power over the feelings. For her style of beauty, 
she was admirably dressed in simple white; her 
hair parted plainly on her forehead, and a rose, 
fresh culled from nature, the only ornament of her 
strikingly beautiful head. Venus might have so 
stood by Juno. 

It was a study to see Mrs. Temple "receive:" 
that stately air-that gracious recognition IUld grace­
ful acknowledgment-the ready word-the quick 
repartee-the brilliant smile-the beaming look. 

"Then Flora-witheolt any of that drainatic effect 
-more reserved-more natural-more lovely­
growing like a Guido on the contemplation-more 
difficult to imitate, and-to forget. " 

Had the proud dame known her true moral glory 
that night, she would have attached no nlue to the 
splendour which surrounded her, but triumphed 
alone, conspicuous and envied as the mother of 
Flora Temp1e. . 

The rooms were filled-the halls-the steps 
before the door. Family after family of the very 
highest ton (and are there not the loftiest exclusives 
in a republic?) came pouring up. Wealthy mer­
chants--eminent counsellors, jUllt from :profound 
tomes, gladly escaped to this scene of light and 
joy-astute judges, who had perhaps recently 
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sealed the fate of wretched criminals, chatted with 
the bright-eyed girls, and sipped their coffee to 
dulcet music-pnysicians, frOm the death-bed ot 
the dying or the dead-distinguished members ot 
Congress-ex-govemors and bank-directors-pop­
war authors (for even America began to have 
popular authors }-eUgants - beau:c-esprits -and 
" young men of talent" by the score-and lions in 
such plentY' that they were in each other's way;­
all mingled in the enchanting tide of sparkling 
pleasure and radiant beauty. The waltz-that airy 
child of fashion and caprice-even here, where the 
pioneer had scarcely flung away his axe, floated 
like a zephyr, though, truth to say, within a sadly 
circumscribed compass. Music breathed-cham­
paign exploded-the pressure for pleasure grew 
greater and more insupportable-the sides of the 
obese were penetrated by the elbows of the enthu­
siastic-the gentlemen were wedged in closely, 
with one hand and an opera-hat above their head­
imperial carpets were soaked with wasted wine­
each charming mouth dropped words of wit and 
mirth-those who were out pressed to get in-those 
who were in pressed to get OUt-the roar of new 
carriages thundered at the door, and-what is there 
after all like a rout? . 

But, heavens! what a voice! what loveliness' 
what execution! A young girl, of peculiar grace 
and beauty, ran her slender fingers rapidly over the 
keys of a piano, and sang with such tones of sweet­
DeSS that the auditors almost ceased to breathe. A 
difficult and brilliant bravura elicited from every 
lip repeated and irrepressible exclamations of de­
light and pleasure. They had not yet died away, 
when a plaintive ballad, simple as the murmurs of 
a running brook, and soft as the voice of the dove. 
mourning her mate in the forest, once more hushed. 

4.* 
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"ery sound and touched every heart. till the last 
Iweet note, meltinf away, left a general pause­
the truest tribute 0 praise. 

"Who is she?" cned one. 
"Who can she be?" exclaimed another. 
It was old Mr. Romain's daughter. Every one 

knew old Mr. Romain. 
If any thing can heighten the spell of good wine, 

it is music a little while after. If any thing can 
extract from music its last alloy of earth, and leave 
it purely an ethereal rapture, it is good wine a little 
wliile before. 

"By heavens," said Albert Moreland, "this is 
wonderful !-Norman, did you ever hear such 
sounds?" 

"Many a time and oft," replied Leslie,with in 
difference. . 

Rosalie Romain was the centre of all eyes; even 
Flora stood by almost unobserved. Never was 
collected a fan-er array than shone here to-night, 
and none so marked as Rosalie Romain. Her 
beauty was indeed of a kind to bewilder the un­
wary. Her person was graceful and majestic, and 
somewhat above the ordinary stature. A warm 
and passionate languor was felt in her manner and 
expression i except at times, when suddenly excited 
to peculiarly ,!inning loveliness and naiveU. Eyes 
large and dark-pearly teelh-a oewm:1Ung smile 
-the most engaging air-and a voice that might 
sound an alarm to the heart of a cynic, invested 
her with uncommon powers of allurement. She 
was peculiarly favoured, too, with a complexion of 
such transparent brightness, lips so red and pouting, 
and cheeks so fresh and rosy, as would have im­
parted a character of beauty to features much less 
mtrinsically_ perfect. . 

"What, Norman, silent!" cried Moreland again 

~..a'--=-- . 
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to the young man whom he had previously ad­
dressed, who was rather gravely regarding Miss 
Romain, while others could not fuid words to praise 
her sufficiently; "and, now I remember, thIS en­
chantress the world has given to you.. Is it not so, 
Miss Temple 1" 

I. " Even so, Mr. Moreland," an.wered Flora, with 
a smile; "and a more elegant girl Mr. Leslie could 
scarcely desire." 

Leslie coloured in Bome confusion. 
" See," exclaimed Moreland, "the guilty wretch !" 
" Upon my soul," lIaid Leslie, "you do me too 

much honour." 
"Nay, but I saw," said Moreland, "even this 

minute-the language of Miss Romain's eyes is 
not easily to be mistaken; and Mr. Norman Leslie 
himself, for all his present gravity, has a pair of 
orbs which converse indifferently well. Look at 
them, Miss Temple." 

"Nonsense, it is untrue," said Norman. "I 
solemnly assure you it is untrue. Miss Temple, 
prote'ct me from the raillery of this sarcastic 
lawyer." . 

"I must rese"e my forces, Mr. Leslie, for a 
ju~ter cause," replied Miss Temple, smiling. 

"There, I told you so, Leslie; Miss Temple 
knows it-I know It--everybody knows it." 

" Albert, upon my honour-" 
"Why," interrupted Moreland, "now I remem­

ber me, I have myself seen a copy of verses, ad­
dressed by N. L. io R. R., enough to make stones 
weep. I hereby formally accuse you of the dread­
ful and 'Very uncommon crime of love." 

"What shall be the penalty 1" asked Norman. 
" We shall be obliged to procure one by special 

act of Congress," replied the lawyer, quickly; "for 
the offence is so heinous, that, like parricide, the 
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legislator might well forget to include it lB his 
code." 

" Whatever it may be," said Norman, "the en­
dictment is false." 

.. You will plead guilty, then, to flirtation 1-. 
remember Congress Hall." 

" Of flirtation," said the youth, blushing percep­
tibly, "lerhaps; but, if that is a crime, I have 
repente and done penance-I hold myself ab­
solved." 

"Jealousy!" said Moreland: "the dear crea­
tures have _quarrelled; I vow I will bring them 
together. Miss Temple knows-" 

But Miss Temple had disappeared. 
"Albert," said Norman, in a low voice, "never 

~in jest with me on that subject. I hate that 
glrl-I actually hate her. She is the wiliest co­
quette that ever breathed. I did think once I loved 
her; her beauty and winning allurement of man­
ner fired my boyish feelings. But I needed only a 
slight experience in the capacity of a lover, to read 
in her actions a cold heart and a shallow under­
standing. She is vain, proud, and silly; though 
brilliant, accomplished, and lovely. She is a show 
-a dazzle-a bright, hut hollow and useless mask, 
without either head or heart. She has taught me 
a lesson in woman which I shall not lightly fOl'get." 

"But I see you with her often, and in friend­
ship," said Moreland. 

"Certainly," replied Norman, laughing; "you 
would not have me challenge her 1 When I say, 
hate, I mean I dislike the class of characters to 
which she belongs. Individually, I would not in-, 
jure her either in reputation or feelings. She is, a 

fay, and can be a fascinating woman; and perhaps 
am somewhat severe upon female character. 

Besides, the world has placed me' among her re-

• 



jected lovers. I would do away the impression, as 
I do not deserve the honour. I meet her often in 
society. We have had no definite misunderstand­
ing. "This change in my sentiments has been the 
work of silent observation. I found a glitterin! 
toy, thought it diamond-examined it, and dis­
covered it to be but common glass. Yet I do not 
wish, and indeed have no riglit, to withhold from 
her the civilities due to a lady." 

"Come, come," said Moreland, "I think I see 
through all this. You are a little jealous.. That 
French count, wpo has set the whole town crazy_Of 
. .. What! that Clairmont!" interrupted Norman, 

with an expression of contempt-" that Cop! that 
coxcomb !" 

" Ay!" cried Moreland, "that is the very lan­
guage of the green-eyed monster." 

.. I tell you," said Norman, "I would attend his 
union with Rosalie Romain as cheerfullx as you." 

" But you will not have an opportunity, , returned 
Moreland; "1 have myself, to be sure, remarked 
his admiration for Miss Romain." 

" And hers for him 1" 
"What could she do, Norman 1 You know in 

your heart that he is the most elegant dog in the 
world, and turns every woman's head he looks at; 
his address-his person-his accomplishments­
his Cortune-the exceeding propriety and elegance 
with which he speaks the English-his high rank­
and that guitar! and he has nothing on earth to do 
but to idle and make love. The girls are flattered 
-men envious-husbands look on him obliquely­
and lovers (the Lord help them!) are jealous,­
Mr. Norman Leslie among the rest. But hear me 
to the close. As for that beautiful creature Misl 
Romain-why, we are not Turks-the formidable 
rival can marry bUt one-and this one cannot be 
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Miss Romain; for, to my certain knowledge, he is 
paying particular attention to-" . 

" And so, I am to take the lady if he will not !" 
"Well, well, Norman! you need not flash your 

ges so stemll on me; I am not a count in the 
French army.' . 

"Nor he neither," said Leslie, quickly, and in a 
low tone, " I'll wager my life. The strongest sus­
picions have crossed me. You know how he ap­
peared here--under what odd circumstances; his 
baggage lost-his boat· overturned-and the devil 
to pay: so that he might or might not be what he 
professes. Count or no count, 1 have an instinc­
tive, unconquerable aversion to him. 1 have noted 
trifles in him which argue dark things." 

"Oh ho!" said Moreland, laughing; "what 
havoc love can make in the brain of a sensible fel­
low! Here you are, crammed with sentiment and 
romance, and as full of quarrel • as my young mis­
tress's dog!' You doubt the honour of a noble 
whom no one else could dream.of doubting, and 
you scornfully dismiss the character of a young girl 
whom all the rest of the company are dying in love 
for. • Good Heaven! the souls of all my tribe de­
fend from jealousy.' " 

., Love or hate," said Norman, thoughtfully, "I 
do not like this sprig of nobility. If this be the 
stuff of European nobles, Heaven send that they 
keep hereafter the other side of the Atlantic. 1 half 
fancy sometimes my aversion is reciprocated; and 
I have a gloomy presentiment that we shall one 
day cross each other." 

" Heaven forbid!" exclaimed Moreland; "you 
must be wary_ how you approach him, for his anger 
is no jest. He is, as perhaps you know, the most 
deadly shot in the country; this is the most con­
spicuous amona hiB accomplishments. He plants 
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a pistol-bullet at the farthest distance, ten times out 
of twelve, upon a silver sixpence. I have seen him 
do it; and they do say that he has no desire what­
ever to keep this remarkable skill a secret." 

"Doubtless," replied Norman; "he fancies, I 
t suppose, that such a power will· awe the J>lebeian 

crowd whose dinners he eats-whose wives and 
daughters he makes love to--" 

"And whose matches he breaks oft'," interrupted 
Moreland. "He has already, as you know, killed 
a man at the South; and I believe that is one rea­
son the women love him so." 

"Is there a character on earth," said Norman, 
"so base and execrsble as a professed shot 1 It 
would be no bad deed to send back this malapen 
popinjay with a broken wing. One looks without 
horror at the worst calamity of a professed duellist 
in a duel." 

" What a husband he will make !" said Moreland; 
" and how many of these women are dying for him 
~ecause only of his nickname-those five cabalistic 
letters which compose the word count! Yet, truth 
to say, he 18- an elegant fellow." . 

" I wish Miss Romain no worse fate," answered 
Norman, "..than success in her evident designs to 
entrap him." . 
. "And you are really oft' there, then 1" 

" I tell you, Albert, if this bright-lIpped girl who 
enchants the people here so to-night, with the 
wealth of Crcesus, were to be had for the asking, 
and Flora Temple, without friend or fortune, were 
to be wooed and won by perseverallce, I could 
rather choose the latter, and live with her in a des-

, ert, than trust my happiness with yonder unfeeling 
flirt. As for the Frenchman, I wish him success­
they are fit for each other; and the Lord help them, 
say I, by their winter fireside." 
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CC Phoo! phoo!" said Moreland, "such people 
haTe DO winter fireside; they live in the world and 
for it, and not for each other"Dor with each other: 
and, betwee~ Y(lU and me, dear Norman, I am glad, 
and 80 will Mary be, that you have escaped from 
thi8 airen; but then, as I live, it's Flora Temple." 

" No, Albert-no !" replied Norman, rather hast­
ily; and then falling into a more contemplative 
manner-" Flora Temple is not for me neither. 
She is one of your intellectual women-a passion­
less, 8elf-possessed, unloving nature-80ft and win­
ning, I grant, but without warmth. She has a heart, 
doubtle8s, but it i8 not formed for love. No gentle 
thought-wanderings-no fond wishes or alarms; 
you never saw a cloud or a flush upon her brow. I 
am lure she would ridicule a lover to death. I like 
a woman with a 8ool. Some rich automaton, with 
all the external trappings of dignity and fashion, 
will marry her, just when mamma says, ere the 
bloom of bellehoOd has passed utterly away. She 
will not resist; she will have no reason for resist­
ance, for she will adapt herself to the ~aprjces of 
one man as well as of another. There will be a 
wedding-company-calls-cards-and jams; ices 
will be eaten-champaign spilt-compliments paid; 
there will be blushes, smiles, wishes, wittiCIsms, 
and congratulations; years will roU on, and Mis­
tresl Flora, whatever her name may be, will bud 
and bloom, fade and fall-a good wife, an exempla­
ry mother, and-I heartily hope-an'indulgent and 
contented grandmamma. She will live and die­
be mourned and forgotteD, aU in the forms and fash­
ions prescribed bYfropriety and custom; and there 
will be the end 0 her. I hate cold women, and 
Miss Temple is cold as ice." 

Poor Flora! how he slandered her! 
The two friends parted; and N ormaa followed 

I 
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the tide II it 80wed around the room, sometimes 
pausing to addle. an acquaintance, aometimes to 
excbange a word with a belle. 

" Ah! Mr. Lealie," cried Mias Romain, u YOIl 
come opportunely. Here ue Mias Morton aDd 
myself actually deserted, wandering aboot like two 
pnncessea of romance. You are a true Jmighl-er. 
JaDt, and .hall be our champion." 

" Happy chance !" replied Leslie, extending his 
armll, and they accompanied him on hi. rounds. 

u Dear me!" cried Miss Mortou, "I thougbt 
Count Clairmont Wall to be here. It is DOW twelve 
o'clock." 

" He never comell tilllate'when he means to J'8oo 
main," said Miss Romain; "but, favoured as we 
are, I had quite 'forgotten him," added she, looking 
expressively at Norman. "Come, Mr. Leslie, for 
mercy's sake say something; you are as doll 88 a 
philosopher." 

"I am a philosopher, Miss Romain," said Nor­
man, gravely • 

.. Since when, pray 1 and wherefore, my noble 
knight 1" as~ed Miss Romain, again looking up fa­
miliarly in his face, and hanging on his arm as a 
happy wife might lean on the support of a loring 
husband. . 

"All men-that iA, all wise men," pursued the 
youth, " grow philosophical as they grow old; and. 
one surely needs philosophy whendallger hangs 
OD either arm, and looks him in the face." . 

" Meaning tu 1 well, that is about as inappropri. 
ale a speecli for a philosopher," said Miss Romai~ 
'f as I ever heard. Did you hear. Maria, his pretty 
speech 1" 

" Yes, often. To-day, when he called at our 
house-It 

" Called-who called 1" 
VOL.I.-C 5 

Digitized by Google 



NOllMAN LBllLIB. 

"Why, the count. - Dear me! you were speak-' 
ing of Count Clairmont, were you not 1" 

" There must be two philosophers in our circle," 
said Miss Romain to Leslie, with a significant 
smile, and in a whisper, which again brought her 
mouth almost against his own. Her languishing 
eyes were lifted to his; he felt her breath on hii 
cheek. At this moment his glance encountered 
that of Miss Temyle. Her gaze was calm as a sis­
ter's. Why did a feeling of disquietude-of con- • 
fusion-shoot through his heart 1 

A few moments afte~ his gay companions were 
called away to the dance, and he was left again 
alone. As he stood, his eyes, involuntarily passing 
over the varied assembly of countenances, sought 
out and reposed on the face of Miss Temple. 

"After all, how much more truly beautiful she 
is !"-thus the youth thought, as he stole his unob­
served study of her features-" how much more 
noble and wife-like than Rosalie!" As he gazed, 
the rose which ornamented her hair fell unnoticed; 
he picked it up., " ' 

"Miss Temple, you have dropped your rose; 
allow me-" She reached forth her hand, received 
it with a graceful acknowledgment, and was about 
placing it in her hair: What would he not have 
given to place it there himslllf! He never saw 
her look so serenely, so perfectly lovely. 

"Why, Leslie !" exclaimed the brother of Misl 
Morton-a handsome young fop, with his hair curl­
ed profusely around- his forehead.....:and bowing low 
with the conscious elegance of a compliment, 
"your heart must be marble! Had that fair trib-

. ute fallen to me, I should have cherished it as a 
relic out of Holy Land." 

How often it happens that the bosom struggling 
with pure feeling is denied the power of expressing 
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It; while nature gives the envied eloquence to the 
careless and the gay, who neither know how io 
value nor how to ule it. 

cc If you esteem -the poor rose so highly, Mr. 
Morton," said Flora, .. pray take iL Perhapa it will 
be as potent as other relics." 

Morion bowt!d; received the flower-kissed it­
and placed it in his bosom. That careless act of 
Flora's cost him a heartache .. Norman knew the 
simple youth, and smiled. 

-"What a fine creature, Leslie-hey 1" said Mor­
ton, affectedly, a few moments afterward. .. But 
don't deduce any false conclusions from this kind­
ness of hers to me. It is mer~ civility on her part; 
nothing more, upon honour. But she is a splendid 
article, I declare-isn't she? Halloo! who is that 
dashing fellow with her 1" - . _ 

.. Count Clairmont," said his sister. "Now, just 
as if you did not know the -count, and he at our 
house every day of his life !" _ 

.. Why, so it is !" exclaimed Morton. "Well, I 
J:ever-I did not know him with his back turned, I 
declare. He's a fine-looking fellow, though-isn't 
he! And how he does dress! Did you evef! How 
he talks and laughs to Flora-don't he! Why, 
he'll get her for the next cotillon-won't he 1 and 
I 1 ave very particular reasons for wishing to dance 
with her myself. Excuse me, ladies; by-by, Les­
lie. Why, only look! 'Pon my soul, I declare, I 
never-" , 

He broke away abruptly through the press. 
Leslie saw him reach the spot where -Flora stood, 
and bow with a violent and rather determined at­
tempt at grace. Flora's slight responsive bend of 
the head implied assent; and whatever were the 
"v.ery particular reasons" for Mr. MOrion's wish to 
dance with her, they were now to be gratified. 

C2 
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" Come, your hand for this cotillon," cried How-
ard to Miss Romain. . 

" With all my heart," answered sbe. 
"That is saying a great deal," said Miss Temple, 

with an arch smile, as she was passing. . 
Miss Romain blushed, or seemed to blush. 
"Gentlemen will please take their partDerS," 

eried the manager of the ball. . 
. The field WIUI now much clearer. Some had 

gone off to the card7rooms, and some were at the 
buffet. A space had been gradually occupied by 
the dancers sufficiently large to enable them to 
walk through the figures; and a group of girls 
lange<! themselves in their places: Howard with 
Miss Romaio, Morton with. Miss Temple, and the 
count with a taU young lady newly out from board­
ing-school-full of seIitiment, blushes, and delight. 
It \vu evident, from her frequent repetition of 
"my lord," that the phrlUle was a favourite ont, 
and redolent of recollections of Lord Mortimer and 
other heroes of circulating libraries. 

" How uncommonly lovely the American women 
'are, " laid the count: . . 

"Oh! mr lord," with a slight courtesy. 
" When was in Greece:..-" 
" Have you really been in Greece, my lord !" 
" Why, I almost lived in the Parthenon." 
"The what, my lord 1" 
"The Parthenon. I worshipped-I was fairly 

in love with it." • 
"In love? oh, my lord!" and the blooming 

young lady cut doWIl lier eyes, and blushed de­
cidedly •. 

"ADd, as I 'Wtll Baying, there was a young 
Greek girl-" . . 

" A young Greek girl, my lord 1" 
" A moat lovely and glowing creature-" 
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" Oh! my lord." 
" And she was very, very like you." 
.. Dear me, my lord! like me 1" 
.. You have the same expression about the eyel; 

and the mouth has ,the same-" 
"Forward two, and cross over," cried Miss Ro­

main: "why, Miss Thomson, are you not in the 
cotillon 1" . 

Miss Thomson was so lost in conjecturing what 
10rt of an e:z:pression the ·count could mean, that 
she missed her turn. 

"We have such delightful weather, Miss Tem, 
pIe," cried Morton. ' ' 

" Truly charming, Mr~ Morton. Broadway was 
brilliant this morning." 

"Indeed !" 
"I never saw a gayer scene." 
" Ah! really." 
" There is a new~" 
" Miss Temple," stammered Morton, apparently 

unconscious that he interrupted her. 
"Mr. Mortoll!" she replied, in some surprise at 

the extreme embarrassment' which had suddenly 
come over him. 

" 1-1-1 was going-to beg-Miss Temple-l 
was going-I was ~oing-" 

.. Well, why don t you go 1" said Miss Temple, 
unable 10 repreds a smile;' "the whole cotillon 
waits for you." 

And the young man skipped forward and hopped 
back awkwardly, blundenng through the figure 
with a burning face. The count, eying him through 
his glass, whispered Miss Thomson, who suddenly 

_laughed outright; but covered her mouth in girlish ., 
confusion with her folded handkerchief. 

S-
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When Morton had accomplished his manoeuvres, 
with a secret curse upon the inventor of dancing, 
he returned with redoubled determination to strike 
the blow. Miss Temple, with a large fortune set 
tied separately upon her, and with yet higher ex';­
pectations from parents, uncles, and scores of 
wealthy relativeS, so young, sff gentle, and so 
beautiful withal, was a prize indeed. 

"I was about to say,-or rather to ask," resumed 
Morton-" to ask whether your aft'ections-" 

"My what!" cried Flora, aloud, and really 
thrown oft" her guard by this sudden sentimental 
turn in the conversation. 

"Hush, {or heaven's sake!" cried Morton, in a 
vehement whisper; and he was then compelled to 
jump forward again. . 

. Miss Temple opened her large blue eyes in as-' 
tonishment and some alarm. But the last thing a 
modest woman, thinks of a man is, that he loves 
her--especially when such a sentiment has never 
entered into her awn bosom: . She continued the 
dance therefore frankly, not fully trusting to the 
evidence of her ears, with an inward prayer that the 
palpable squeeze which Morton bestowed on her 
band might be the result of awkwardness rather 
than intention. She saw, however; the full ne­
cessity of being on her guard; for though no one 
could ever be farther removed from her "affec­
tions" than Mr. Frederick Morton, yet she was' 
aware that mistakes on such subjects had happened . 
before, and might again. The youth, half~spe­
rate, but resolving not to be repulsed by what be 
deemed the coquetries and caprices of her sex­
building largely upon the rose which he had osten­
tatiously stuck into his buttonhole, and at heart as 
assured as Malvolio that his mistress regarded him 
.with favouring eyea-approached her again, and 
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with a deci.siTe re.olution iD his marmer, said, in a 
low tone,-

" To be Ihort with you, Misl Temple (for it will 
be time to forward two again presently), I wish to 
inquire-for Tery particular reasons-whether­
you are engaged 1" 

" lam," said Flora. 
U Miss Temple!" exclaimed Morton; "I de­

dare-upoll my loul-the deepest regret ..... " 
"If you had only lpoken before, Mr. Morton," 

said Flora. . 
"Oh, Miss Temple·! may I ask-so flll'-U to 

inquirer-to whom 1" 
"Indeed, I do not think. I can remember their 

names; but I am engaged to several." 
"Oli, Miss Flora! I declare," said Morton, "my. 

heart is relieved from a whole mountain." 
" Heavens 1 Mr. Morton, a whole mountain. 

That must be a very great relief." 
~'Very," said Morton; "but the engagement 1 

meant-It he laid his hand upon his breast. 
ce Why, Morton!" said the count, "what can be 

the matter with you 1 forward, my good stt-for" 
ward." -

And the disappointed lover ckas,ezed forward 
with a rueful countenance, inwardly vowing ven­
geance against the count, and scarcely knowing 
whether lie was on his head or his heels. He cut 
a pigeon-wing at the end of the figure, and again 
approached his mitltresl with a more collected and 
bolder mind .• 

ce Miss Temple," he cried, "my feelings-" 
The sudden cessation of music here rendered 

the two last words rather more distinctly audible 
than the susceptible lpeaker ,intended. Flora ac­
tually blushed; for it was evident that so pathetic 
an exclamation could scarcely be.. the ~ginnjng 
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of a conversation, and, by the surpnse manifested 
in their countenances, it was clear that many of 
the by-standers had heard it. Howard, who was 
standmg near, seized the unfortunate Morton with 
his thumb and finger by the lapel of his coat, gazed 
into his face with a look of burlesque sympathy, 
and exclaimed,-· . 

" Your feelings, Mr. Morton 110U don't say so!" 
"I do believe, my lord," sai Miss Thomson, 

with the air of one who has just discovered and is 
considerably astounded by an extraordinary secret 
-" I do believe, my lord, that Mr. Morton has 
been making love." .. 

" You are with me for the next cotillon, Miss 
Temple 1" cried the count. 

" It is of no use," muttered Morton; "I declare 
-I never-that infernal count in the French anny ! 
But 1'11 teach him-" and his 'passions were really 
inflamed by beholding his nval basking in the 
smile of the delightful girl whom, in the language 
of the novelist, he wished one day to "make his." 

After the cotillon, the count resigned Flora and 
took her mother. Mr. Temple was in another 
room at the whist-table. 'Vhat those husbands' 
hearts are made of! 

" Count!" said Mrs. Temple 
" Dear madam 1" 
" You have been dancing with Flora." 
" An angel !'" . 
"Is she not 1 and just as pure and amiable as 

she is lovely." , 
I " When I was in Vienna," said the count, with 
his hand on his cravat, "I knew a young, dutch-
,81S-" , 

" Like Flora l' 
" ,~ ... ~'t, 
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44 Not half 10 dW"BV1e, but still like her." 
"Well !" 

17 

"I knew her-I admired-and-" 
" And IOU loved-It 
" No, could not love; becauae--a1though the 

lady berself was kind enougb-yet abe had not that 
sense-that soul-that radiance of mind, if I may 
aay so, which Flora hal." , • 

" Would they admire Flora at Vienna 1" " 
"She would "tum their heads." 
" And they hers." " " 
" What a sensation she would produce at court !" 
"I have half a mind to let ber go." 
.. Do! Let me take her." 
II But what should I do without her 1" 
" Come you with us, and see the great world." 
"One never knows when you are in earnest, 

count." 
" You are looking splendidly to-night," said he, 

half whispering in her ear. " 
" Nonsense," said she, tapping him on the shoul­

der with her fan. 
" With IOU two, your country would be well 

"presente at any court in Europe." 
.. Ah! you men'! What can silly girl. do, when 

we women let you talk so !" 
"I could worship Flora to-night," he said, in a 

yet lower tone; "only-" " 
" Only what 1" 
Again he half whispered in her ear. 
"Go," she exclaimed, tapping him once more 

with her fan-" go ; you are positively danger­
ous." 

She left him as she spoke, and the last words 
were uttered looking back. 

" But where is Flora 1" said Mrs. Temple. 
Flora had disappeared. 

. C3 
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In the midst of the gayety and fluh of the reTel, 
a servant entered with a note for Mr. Leslie. 

" By your leave, fair wax," said the youth. 
A few lines were sCl'awled in evident haste-

. "Urgent affair-without a moment's delay-at the 
B. Hotel-room No. 39-up stairs-wait with im­
patience-:.particulars when we meet-Y oura till 
death-Frederick Morton." 

CHAPTER VI . 

.A ZtUlicrou Incident, wAich, tu Ztulicroru incidmtl often do, 
grOW6 ",ore 6eriotu towarth tM cZ06e. 

"He ill a dmJ. in ~_ private brawl: eoula and bodieI hath _ 
GYOrCeCl three."-7'1HlflA N'61at. 

WHEN Leslie reached the B. Hotel, which wu 
about one minute's walk from Mrs. Temple's, he 
was ushered by a man in waiting to "No. 39, up 

/ stairs;" where he found Morton, with his hands 
t~st into his pantaloons pOcket, pacing, w:ith l~ng 
strldel, to and fro across the floor, half beslde him-
self with passion. . 

"Thank/ou,'thank you, Leslie," he cried, grasP­
ing his han with strong emotion-" thank you, my 
dear fellow. I declare! you are a brave man and 
a true' friend." 

" You have not called me, I trust, to the B. Hotel. 
• room No. 39, up stairs,' merely to tell me that 1" 
said Leslie, smiling. 

"No, my dear boy; that puppy-that coward-
ahat insolent--impudent-impertinent-" ~ _ 

• 
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Tears of rage spoke what simple adjectives could 
Dot express. 

"Who 1" 
"Why, that d-d French count." 
"What, Clainnont 1" 
" You know the scoundrel makes love to all the 

women in town, without reference to age, size, or 
situation. For the last week he has • taken my 
sister-" 

"Well." 
" She· is already crazy about him, and puts on 

airs as if she were a countess. We did think he 
was going to marry her quite, but-{by heavens! 

. if I had liim here-)" 
"Well, well, my good fellow; go on." 
~'This night hilliordsh.ip (rlllorcl&hip him!) has 

I Bld such marked attenUon to' Flora Temple, that, 
as a brother, I waIJ compelled to resent it." He 
raised his chin a little iB the air, and, lowering his 
voice, added, "Besides other very particular reasons 
concerning Flora herself." 

"Other reasons! why, what is Miss Temple to 
you 1" -, 

" That," very emphatic, "you will know pres­
ently." 

" And how did you resent it 1" 
"In the first place," said Morton, "I gave him 

a look-:-you should have seen me--sucl& a look! 
Even that alone, if he has the, soul of a hare, he 
must notice. Besidea-" 

"But he has not the soul of a hare. He is a 
very brave man. He'is a lion. He is a perfect 
devil," said Notman. 

"I'll have satisfaction, notwithstanding," cried 
Morton. ' 

" Satisfaction !" echoed Leslie; "I do Dot know 
what you call satisfaction; but are you aware that 
he is a dead shot 1" 
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" Yon don't .. y 10 I" Hid Mortem, tuming lliglatly 
pale, and his boisterous fury undergoing a .. Daible 
abatement. 

" He can snuff a candle ten times in ncc_OD," 
said Norman, dryly. 

" You don't say 10 !" 
" He can sheot a bullet out of one pistol into the 

muzzle of 'aDOther.o' 
"Good God! Now, Leslie, you are jpking; you 

are, I declare." 
" Not joking in the leut," replied Norman; H did 

you DeTer hear of \he French general whom h. 
killed one momins before breakfast, fow looking 
under the veil of a Veronese lady he was in love 
with '!" . 

"Never, as I am alive, I do declare." 
"But you are notalive--you are a dead man-­

you migllt as well leap into the. crater of a Tolcano 
as go a step farther in this business. Then there'. 
the duel at the South-have you for~otten that 1" 

"He shot his man there, too, didn t he 1" 
" Directly tbro~gh the heart," said Norman. HI· 

trust in heaven, M.orton, you have not dODe any. 
thing wone than look at him." . 

"Yes, but I have, though," answered Morton, 
now actually frightened at the recollection of his 
own audacity; "I brushed against'him ~articu1arly 
as I came out, in the presence of Flora • 
. "You are a dead man," said Norman. 

"Well, now, I declare, that i. exceedingly di .. 
agreeable." . . 

" You will recei"e a challenge before moming." 
" And here it comes," cried the astounded y~ 

man, again tul'I!ing pale as a servam eJltereCi ana 
handed him a note. 

" Take it, Leslie." 
OJ What!" exclaimed Lealie; "he ise1egant in 
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hie indipaticm,-roae paper-a cameo aeal-' Mr. 
Frederick Morton-B Ho&el, room No. 39: Wlty .. 
this is a female hand; and, if I could cftldjt my OWD 
eyes I should JlroDounce i&-" 

.. "It is ao >challenge," said the relieved JoTer, 
bluabing ud brigh~ning up. "Give it me. A 
challenge, indeed! I shDUld like to catch'" at it. 
I knew it wal not. It ia from Flora." 

"Flora, again !Flom Temp1e-end to you /" 
"Why, certainly, Mr. Norman Leslie. Ie there 

any thin, 110 veryemaordinary in that 1 W. IDen, . 
you know! Hey, my boy 1 Now mum, and you 
~l h.r. There ia more in thia world thaD it 
dreamed of in J1>lll' p,hilosoj!hy." 

"There is, indeed,' said Norman, liftinghia eye. 
in u,oDlshment. 

"Be mme, then," rejoined Morton, "and be in. 
structed." 

" Is it p088ible !" thought Norman, mUling, while 
Morton threw his eyes oyer the letter. .. What, 
Flora-Flora Temple I the high, the accomplished. 
the gifted! Who shall read woman !" 

" Fire and thunder !" cried MQrton. " l)eath and 
fury! Leslie, a flirt, by heavens! You youreelf 
saw-" and the agitated and enraged youth cnlBbed 
the letter.in hi, hand, stamped hill foot, and leaned 
his forehead upon his clinched fist. . 
. "What is it, Morton 1 what is it, my good reI .. 
low 1" asked Norman, really pitying his dilemma, 
but with the greatest difficulty repressing a smile; 

'- ,for, howeyer severe the pang inflicted, a rejected 
lover has but & slender chance of sympathy. 

"Le,lie," said Morton, apparently swallowing, 
• or rather gulping down his disappointmeot, with a 
ludicrous effort, and one or two bitter contortions­
of countenance-" Leslie, my dear fellow, it is a­
that ii-in ahOrHt is nothiog-a mere joke;" he 

6 
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forced an uo-'appy laugh; "but-it all comes," and 
he set his te.eth, "I know it all comes from that 
d--d French count-" 

" Don't swear," said a third voice. 
" Halloo' who the deTil's that 1" cried Morton. 
"The d~ French count, at your service, Mr. 

Frederick Morton," said Clairmont, who had en­
tered unperceived, and now stood, his arms folded, 
a cool sneer on his lip, and his eyes sternly fixed 
upon Morton. . 

"Well, sir," demanded Morton, starting up, and 
uswning a blustering air and attitude, "by what, 
authority, sir, do you intrude yourself into my • 
room, sir ?-this is my room, 'Sir, while I am in it. 

o I command you to leave it, sir-this instant, sir '" 
He made a motion of his head to Norman, as if call­
ing upon his attestation to a G,ourage, which, in 
fact, seemed not a little to surprise himself. 

"I will leave the room, Master Morton," replied 
the count, coldly, "when I have accomplished the 
purpose which brought me into it.", At the same­
moment he discovered a riding-whip, which be 
held in his hand. . " You owe your life to Miss 
Temple." 

" Leave the room, sir!" 
"She observed your rudeness to me as you 

came out, and laid me under an obligation not to 
pursue it, as I should deem myself bound to do 
were you a gentleman." 

"Leave the room, I tell you '" roared Morton, 
stamping his foot furiously. 

cc I do not, however, pus fOur insult altogether 
without notice. You are an Impertinent rasCal-" 

" Leave the room, sir, or I will call the watch." 
" You are an insignificant scoundrel and cow-

ard-" -. 
"If yo~ don't leave the room this very instant, 
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'111'-" shouted Morton, frantic with ra~, and 
placing himself, with many pugilistit 1l0unshes, in 
an attitude sometimes of attack and sometime. of 
defence. 

, "And I shall inllict upon you," continued Clm.. 
mont, with the most perfect composure, "the c'luu­
tisement which your vulgarity desenes." He raised 
his whip, and followed the retreating Morton to the 
farthest comer of the room. 

" Ask my pardon instantly, sir, or lllog you like 
a dor'" . 

f' shall not ask your pardon, sir,":bawled Mor-
ton, in a tone between the threat of a bully and the 
whine of a whipped schoolboy. "If you touch 
me, sir, I'll have the satisfaction of a gentleman. 
I shall ask nobody's pardon. D-n, sir !Leave the 
room---don't strike me, sir--don't strike--Leslie, 
take off this bloodhound-waiter I-waiter I-here 
-watch I-watch !-Leslie, for God's sake I-you 
are a d-d scoundrel, sir!" 

" If Mr. Leslie interferes," said the count, calmly 
proceeding in his design, and raising the whip, 
" Mr. Leslie will share your fate." 

" Count Clairmont," said Leslie, who had already . 
walked to his side, and in a voice so deep that the 
count turned and remained motionless to hear his 
words. .. Count Clairmont, nowever reluctant I 
may be to interfere in the quarrel of another, I shall 
not be backward in assuming my own. Your re­
mark is a personal insult. ,I have already re­
mained too long inactive by the side of my friend. 
Permit me to inform you that this apartment is 
private,." , 

"Mr. Leslie," replied the count, "your sneers 
and your' threats are equally below my regard. 
This person I shall punish by the whip. Your 
claims upon my attention, sir, will be answered m, 
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a clift'erent way. You may not be 80 fortunate .. 
to bay. a lady for & protec\or." Again he turned 
to Horton, and raised the whip. 

"Count Clairmont," cried Leslie, "if you iJb. 
deed be a count, hear me. I think you a scoun­
drel." 
, A blow of the whip waS \he only reply, and ia 

all instant the young nobleman lay a\ his length. 
upon the floor. 

IC Norman Leslie," cried he, rising, his face white 
as death, yet speaking with a low and altered voice, 
and regarQing h~m with the fiendish fixedness or a 
lerpent about to dart his dea\h-fang-" NorDl&ll 
Lellie, you ha ve disgraced me, and I will have 
your heart's blood I" 

"AI you please, sir," replied Norman, sternly; 
" but now begone ," and, flashing back glance for 
pnce, he stepped two stridel towards his foe. 

The discomfited noble paused a moment upon 
\he threshold, and looked once more into Lealie', 
faoe, with a gue which, in spite of himself, chilled 
even the boiling blood in the youth's veins. It was 
the black scowl of a demon. His features then 
relaxed slowly into a still smile-if possible, yet 
more malignant and inhuman. 

j "Remember, Norm~ Leslie," he said, " I will 
l \ I latJe your heart'. blood! I am a Catholic. Here 

! i. a croas. Look-I.wear it /" 
He pressed the jewelled relic convulsively to hiJ 

lips, and disappeared. 
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CHAPTER VII 

I,. wAicA tIuJ RMuler will fIOllI tAe lA1fer_ 6etwem ,. Y0Wt6 
Gmtlmum'l T/wv,gAU oj ,. NigAt ad l&i6 A4ti01U oj .. 
Morning. 

.. God bte. me 1iom a challenge. . 
Much.Acle.., N .... 

, cc W ATCRMAN, what light bums yonder in the 
sky 1" asked Leslie, as he walked home alone 
from Mrs. Temple's; "can it be a fire 1" 

"Why, it's the morning!" growled the surly 
guardian of the night. 

" And so it is!" exclaimed Norman, looking at 
his watch. 

The young man walked on; there was a fever 
on his cheek and in his heart. There is a singular 
power in the calmness of night, and in the holy ai-' 
lence and order of nature, upon the imagination of 
one suddenly freed from the giddy throng and glare 
of a revel. How it hushes the ordinary passions ! 
The mind, which has been like a stream disturbed, 
setdes into wonderful clearness; and you see de­
fined thoughts and minute feelings far down in its 
transparent depths. But night is nowhere so im­
pressive and solemn as in the worn haunts of a 
mighty city. You behold the abandoned paths 
with something of the feeling with which you 
pause among the ruins of an ancient town. True, 
ID the one case, ages have rolled away since the sol- . 
nude was broken by eager and thoughtless lteps; 
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and in the other, only hours: yet the effect upon . 
the obse"er is strangely alike. The human sea 
hall washed from its shores, and left the marked 
and naked channels exposed to the eye. The clash 
and roar of worldly interests hne died away. You 
tread the solemn aisles, half disengaged from earthly 
aometies and excitation., with the cold and pa ..... 
lliool... loneline .. of a spectre. Are there tbose i 

sleeping around who have awakened your hatred? 
how its secret fires seem dimmed and burnt out! 
Can you look upon the heavens, strowl1 with mys­
terioua and eternal worlds, lying in their same bright 
places for ever !-on which all the great of history, 
Homer, Socrates, and Alexander, 8ylla, Cesar, 
and Pompey, Mahomet and 1ell08, have fixed their 
eyelt-upon which, tbe starded imagination canDO\ 
conjecture for how many thousand years tocome, 
other immortal heroes and poets may gaze,-can 
you look upon them, and kate one of the myriads 
whoare float.Htg away with you, beneath their calm 
faces, like the specks that hang in their beams 1 
Can you...:..exalted, purified as. your mind then i.­
hate any le .. object than those evil principles, thoM 
tremendous passions and.vices, which have cloucMd 
the paths of human beings with darkness and wo 1 

But if you have been ~ilty of a rash action, if 
you have been tbe yieldlDg v~tim of some mo­
mentary impulse or local interest, how wondering' 
and abUbed are you in those holy moments! How 
neble, tben, doos virtue appear! How vast and 
bigh seems love! How unutterably insignin.cant: 
and mean those motives aad influences whicb tempt: 
the enersies and guide the destinies of the humaa 
race ! 

The waning moon was high in heaven; and her 
faint light yet touched the surrounding objects 
,nth ... of silver. The lon, vistas of denaely .. 



!tuilt strHt.8, with their .u.dt ad dlHl1ed. pan. 
menll and cleled Ihuusrs, .. tcheel away from 
Lealie'. eye.. No one 1t'U to be Hen, but a dOl 
that IIIOIe up- timidly crouching, and placed hi. 
bead under the haRd of the night-wanderer, III if 
trith a hWban wearine .. of the de,thlille solitude I 
and here and there a watohman leaning in the 
shedow, and ever and anOil striking hill oluD sharply 
again.t the stone&-a signal answered by others io 
a eimilar way, and faintly heard through the di~ 
ca~e of the echoing e~t8. Above, the Itan had 
faded in tit. oprem~ light, all but a few lar88 aod 
lustrous oms, Whicti lay scattered about the pearly 
void, kindling and buntiRg like hampa of /tOft fire. 
N orrrum pauSed, and bent IUs eye. upward; ODe 

bright planet, tlle luseet in heUen, huD« befCNe 
him. 

" How apt tb. embleni is!" he thought. cc An4 
Ute greac poet in thi., .. i. all things. how wonde .... 
fully he baa written I Y OIl 'bright pattieulu a&ar' 
-in ODe exquiaite phrue, what eloquence I whu 
power! How. im~e the beaut1.,.and fervour, 
and worship of love! Thue 8luJ gUdes on-ey_ 
calm, briglit, and pore-abot-e the earth, though. 
shining OR it. Who will reach her!. Who will wia, 
confiding look. from those laQ8hing eyes, and veil 
their YOUDg mirth in the tendemesl of lema! Whoee· 
hand will pllt back, onreproved, the hair from .hat 
brow! Whose bosom will beat beneatb that pee 
ful head! WhOM! rich blesaed lipl will prUlt on 
that Iweet mouth the kiss of Ul 1IdoNd, a happy 
hu.band ! What! Clairmont! c.n her area.1 
be of him? Can luJ comprehend her angelic na­
ture t What if &he love him 1 What ha.e I done , 
Rather my had ehOlilld wi&her than injaro 01'1. 
aue~d by her aifectio... My WGuhip for Jaef 
CI.DDOt paUle upon ber own matcWe .. pe... Il 
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1tOUldl' roted all she -loves. Yet what must I noW' 
do? duel! I-who have pretended to think-' 
who have professed principle and morality; 1-
who have thought myself the-independent master 
and controller of my own actions; I am now 
plunged into a duel! I have chosen murder, or 
self-murder, for a companion. Reason, religion, 
bid me withdraw; but yet I cannot; I have gone 
too far; I must proceed. My father-my sister­
should I fall, wnat will be their feeling,s f Should 
1 triumph, what will be mr own? In death all will 
despise, and in life all wi! execrate me: she, per­
haps, of all, the most. This Clairmont-why do I­
hate him? Why sh,ould I seek his blood? Why 
should 1 blacken and sear my soul for ever with a 
deed inhuman, abhorrent, ghastly, against man, 
against nature, against God f What goads me to 
tllis ?-the finger of the scorner! the laugh of the 
fool! Clairmont falls beneath my aim; and with 
Clairmont, how many others fall? If Flora loves 
him, her young heart is crushed. How many oth­
(.fs are connected with hi~»y hu~an sympathies ? 
-perhap& a mother, a 'sister, a friend. My own 
hand will be smeared with human blood-vast class­
es of society mark me for a murderer-the domes­
tic. circle, now so happy, of my own bright home 
overshadowed wi~h the gloom of death! But what 
do 1 say 1 My blood must flow. He is a sure and 
deadly enemy. The grave is then Cor me-a sud­
den, a gory, a youthful grave! Startling-tremen­
douB-sublime thought! Earth, ever buming sky, 
light, sound, morning, the realm of the human race 
-beings that I have known and loved-farewell! 
1 quit you-l quit myself. This breathing fol'lil 
struck to nothing! this ranging and mysterious soul 
hurled into the dim realm of spectres.! Broad and 
magnificent nature! high and fairy dream of eDIt-· 
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KUllA ..... LIII. " eaee! IJImt to.tIlO1'I'OW nisht I pi... &em. you. 
headlong, into tbe presence of God. Surely, It • 
a borrid vision !" 

Bitterly, bitlerly did the youtla lalnenl hia dilem­
ma at that stiD and kIIlely hour. The criaia in 
which he stood, and iu posaible conuquencea,l'OIe 
upon bim in all their vast and naked hol1'Ol'; for the ' 
fumes of passion had vanished from his mind, and ~ 
left it inteDllely alive to the reactioo of reason. 

The sttn paled, the moon dilBolved in a Bood of 
new light, and the fiery ~ of morning darted 
up the sky all he reached his home. 

With the elasticity of youlb, howeYer, as the 
day broadened, his mtnd recovered a more cheerful 
tone, and he began to take brighter views of his ait .. 
uation. Unable to aleep, he found the refreshment 
of a warm bath a tolerable subetitute; and after a 
Bubstantial breakfaat, and reoewio8' hi. toilet with 
even more than ordinary care, he awaited in a more 
agreeable mood the expected mess&«e. Singular 
inconBistency of human nature, which permits tri­
fiel 80 unimportant to ahare our minda 'With eyentl 
of auch fearful interest! A. man carefully Il1'8Il­
sing his cravat-khot upon the brink of eternity I 

At twelve, Captain Forbes of the army inquired 
for Mr. Le.lie. He was shown into a private apart-
ment. • 

I' You are Mr. Norman Lealie?" 
.. I am, sir." 
t4 You are a'Ware--" 
"I am." 
.. You understand &bat-" 
"I do." 
" Thil note my friend Count Olaitmont begged 

lIle to deliver, with erprea. injuncdOD' to reoei~e 
DO apologies." • 
_ . • Your friend'. injUDctiona were II iDaolen&, Iil, 
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as they were unnecessary," said Leslie, sternly and 
loftily. 

" He apprehends-" 
" His a:pprehensions .are groundll3ss." 
" My friend Count Clairmont requests me to see 

this little matter brought immediately to a close." -
"To-night, if you please. This morning-this 

mstant !" 
" No, no," said the. captain; "that is 'immedi­

ately' with a vengeance. 1 am engaged to-night at 
the theatre; but to-morrow morning, at daybreak, 
if you can conveniently; for just DOW I am over-
wlielmed with occupations." . 

" Any accommodation of that kind which I can 
offer, either to Count Clairmont or to Count Clair 
mont's friend, will afford me infinite satisfaction" 

" You will send me then a 'friend 1" 
"With the necessary instructions." 
"Mr. Leslie, I have the honour-" 
" Captain Forbes, your most obedient." 
They exchanged the parting salutations stiBly, 

but courteously. As the officer withdrew, hi. re­
treating bow brought his body into contact with that 
of a new-comer, whose precipitate haste rendered 
his momentum considerable. 

" I do declare," cried Morton; "my dearest sir, 
I beg_ten thousand million pardons." 

"Not in the least," cried the captain, with mili­
tary brevity, and made-his exit. 

" So-ho!" said Morton, regarding the DOte; "it 
-has come then." . 

"My dear Morton," exclaimed Norman, "at 
present you must excuse me-" 

". Not in the least,' Leslie, as the captain says; 
Dot for the world," answered Morton. " You must 
DOt, you shall not fight that Clairmont. I have 
made lome inquiries respecting hi. skill at pistol. 
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firing. 1 thought 'you were joking last night all 
the while. 1 declare 1 had no idea. J took it all 
for one of your solemn jests-"-

" My goOd Morton-this aftemoon-to-morrow 
morning-" 

" B.ut it is true. It is more than true. There 
are no two ways about it. Whew! Why, he is a 
devil incarnate! You are a dead man I He can 
snriff a candle! Remember the Veronese lady, 
hey'!--the duel at the South-shoot a bullet out of 
the muzzle of-" 

"Morton,.let go my button, my,good feUow-" 
" But, seriously, Leslie, I have something to say 

to you. Here, help me wheel around this big 
chair; and I'll tell lOU what you must let me do. 
You see, I, being-
, But he was alone; Leslie having vanished the 
instant his baok was turned. ' 

c~ Well, I declare!" said the surprised young 
gentleman, after a full examination of the room, 
from the ceiling to the floor, the interior of the 
booker ses, and under the tabl~s-" well, -I declare 
-I nel'er-that's polite, anyhow! If he meet that 
infernal French count, there's an end of Norman 
Leslie !n 

~ , 
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CHAPTER VIII . 

....... God I do it. "I'iI!a pem- IIbIIit ; 
BQ~ beip. u.~ ........... OJ 1lOt. 
Fonh your good IWOrd. and GIl ," 

ntJis:r.LDfG haa ~ wanted .... y gn.-.., ud able 
~efendere. I do not allude to TiotilDl of ~ _ 
lion on the field. I speak of cool obaenel'l in the . 
closet; advocate. who, witbout-d~nyin8' ita partial 
absurdity and its inadequate lcx:al etrec\8, withou& 
contending that it is either a redre.s for private 
pvancee, or a test of iDdividual cQUl..--u. 
ihort, fully granting i\ to be Ul evil, yet asaert that 
it. is a necel!l8lU'J' one, and that as an iDshwtioa of 
society it produces a pqblic benefit more than auf­
jeient to counterbalaQce its particular di.adftll .. 
tages. But, say its opposers, are we to adlllit an 
evil for the sake of a consequent good 1 This, it 
is replied, is the pe"ading princi}>!e of human 
communities, and of nature herself. Evil, in work­
ing out good through the realms of both, is perhapl 
more efficacious than good itself. What is it that 
has left the heavens a vault of stainless azure 1 
The lame tempest which shattered the oak and 
Iwept away the harvest _ What, at the present 
mOlt remarkable period of human history, has sent 
abroad among mankind lif{ht, knowledge, and power 
-has lowered the audaCIOUS pride and weakened 
the monstrous Iway of ihe few-has broken the 
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fetters of the many-and raised the people to that 
broad and rightful possession of the globe plainly 
indicated as the intention of their Creator; what 
has effected this 1 an appeal to arms-the shock 
of bloody battles. War is an evil; but without 
war all mankind would now be slaves. What are 
the good effects of duelling 1 Its champions de­
clare that it raises the tone of society, and polishes 
the manners. The consciousness of this standard 
of appeal is a check upon insolence and passion. 
Law punishes; duelling prevents. There are many 
.pecies of assault upon a man's reputation or his 
person which either cannot be brought within the 
teach of law, or which, being brought within its 
reach, are but inadequately noticed. The laW' 

. makes distinctions which gentlemen would not and 
Ought not to make. The law looks to dollars and 
cents-not to feelings and sentiments: yet which. 
the former or the latter, exert the greater influence 
over human happiness 1 The law is a selfish crea­
ture. Infringe its own rights, however slightly, 
nay, however accidentally, and it crushes you with 
an un examining, inexorable cruelty. The law is 
also an uncouth and gigantic animal. He stalks 
onward over the broad highways of life. He has 
to watch the whole country. He cannot always 
penetrate into the quiet by-paths and recesses of 
lave and peace. Call a man a bad lawyer, or an 
Unskilful physician, and the law awards damages, 
because the terms are injurious to the means by 
-vrhich he gains his livelihood. But post him as a 
paltry scoundrel, or a mean, shuffling fellow, and 
the law holds forth no redress. If one, however 
tilijnstly, stigmatize you as a Harin the face of the 
W'6rld-:...if he slander you to your mistress, or insult 
tfie lady who depends upon you for protection­
the door of the legal tribunal is closed against you: 

VOL.I.-D 7 

Digitized by Google 



,. 

74 NOllJo(AN LESLllI:. 

but should you, with a manly indignation, or a 
chivalric impulse to defend woman, level the assail­
ant to the earth-you are yourself the victim, and 
the law, which refused to defend you, punishes YOIl 
for having defended YOllfself. The law was made 
to regulate the traffic of merchants, not the inter­
course of gentlemen. Again, say the advocates of 
duelling, all men have not equal personal strength: 
something is requisite to place the weak upon a 
level with the strong. It IS true that this ordeal is 
as likely to eventuate in the ruin of the innocent as 
the guilty; or even that the quarrelsome and brutal, 
by making pistol-firing a study. may acquire pre­
cision and skill not likely to be possessed by the 
peaceful, unaccustomed to unlace their reputations 
m brawls. But it is answered to this, that the 
more perilous the conflict of men is made, the less 
frequent will be those conflicts'; and that what is 
lost by the indiudual parties engaged in a duel, is 
gained by society at large in ~he general caution 
against quarrels. inasmuch as men will more ~are 
what they say and do when they know that an indis­
cretion may forfeit their lives. 

These were the thoughts that. revolved through 
the mind of Leslie as he walked forth with the 
purpose 'of seeking a friend. He was not 'one to 
sink before approaching danger; but notwithstand­
ing the hackneyed sophistries with which he en­
deavollfed to hush tlie voice of reason, upon, 
the folly and guilt of staking his life upon the im­
pulses of a brawl and the passion of a moment, yet 
his constitutional sensitiveness, his imaginauve and 
warm disposition, and his Flain common sense, 
combined to make him quai ever and anon at the 
stunning prospect of death or murder. which now 
seemed to block up and conclude his earthly 
career. I am not drawing the character of a cow-. 
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ard, though I am aware that there are many gentle­
men whom such a dilemma. would agitate with 
fewer scruples of conscience,-those who fonow 
war as a profession, and whose moral sense is 
blunted by habit; or the mere elegant, whose in­
tellect and feelings are long ago usurped by the 
heartless dogmas of fashionable life. Mudi less 
courageous and elevated men may find themselves 
in the situation of Leslie without shuddering. 
What they dignify as courage does not merit the 
name. In ,ome it is want of reflection; in some, 
a savage habit; in some, brute obtusity, and an in­
ability to reason on high and broad grounds. Many 
narrow and mediocre minds find in it a hope of im- . 
portance which they can never obtain by other 
means, and are willing to risk an existence of which 
they have never learned to appreciate the value­
or to commit a crime of which they have not the 
sensibility or reflection to perceive the horror­
that they may enjoy the temporary triumph of 
newspaper notoriety, or strut the hero of a bar-room, 
insolent with impunity, among braggarts and bullies 
less bloody and renowned. Bodily courage is one 
of the lowest qualities which pass among the vir­
tues. It is least connected with the nobler and 
more useful attributes of humanity, is shared by a 
greater number, and is more linked with the b~stial 
portion of our nature. I am speaking only of that 
mere bodily courage which makes soldiers brave 
in war; or which induces a man to station himself 
deliberately, on some delicious summer morning, 
upon a piece of greensward, and let another leis­
urely aim and fire a pistol at his heart. This brute 
courage, in which, after all, bulls and bears (amia­
ble rivalship!) equal or excel us, gained its high 
reputation among the ancient nations who lived to 
srasp the possessions of their weaker neighbours; 

D2 
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who bad no other naQl.e for virtue; who were ig 
norant of that mighty sense of right which now~ 
century by century, is entering more deeply inte. 
the human mind j and who fancied that the Supe­
rior Powen attended each contest, and took care 
that the honest party should have fair play. These 
opinions have been exploded, but the custom re­
mains-a dark, unchristian wreck, like some time­
worn pagan altar, where, strange to think, even to.. 
day the high-priest officiates and the human victiJp 
bleeds. 

As Leslie ran over in his mind the common ar­
guments in support of the step he Was about to 
take, his clear reason detected their fallacy. He 
acknowledged, as a rational being, their absurd~ty. 
their cold cruelty, and their monstrous guilt. He 
recoilec:l. instinctively from pouring forth the blood 
of. a fellow-creature or his own. He doubted, 
with great propriety, too, whether the public could 
be a gainer by such a practice. He knew that, 

, eventuate as it might, his own peace must be shat .. 
tered for ever. He was about to rush on a crisis 
which reason and religion alike condemned. h 
was an act which neither Heaven nor earth would 
deem noble. None would even approve it but 
those whose approbation he despised. The world's 
applause and future fame were denied him. He 
had not even a high and honourable motive in his 
own bosom to. support him in this deep and secret 
desI?ondency. Life was doubly dear to him now. 
for It began to be interwoven with the thought of 
Flora Temple j and in his heart he felt no stronger 
sentiment against Clairmont than s~mple cQntempt, . 
He had not a friend on earth whom this measure 
would not distress and shock; and he was driveI\ 
to it neither by his interests nor his inclination •• 
Had he been the deadl~ muksman. instead of hi, 
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antagonist, he would have refused a meeting. He 
could not apologize; nor would apology have been 
accepted. If not, there would be a new degrada­
tion, a new insult-and both useless. Besides, 
even had he been wrong, would he be excusable in 
tendering an apology 1 It had been expressly de­
clared that" no apology" would be received. But 
he was not prepared to confess himself wrong. 

"N 0," he said at length to himself, with the deep 
determination natural in a high-tempered young 

. man as society is organized; "this meeting must 
take place. It must-it shall. I am the blind vic­
tim of a dire, a fatal necessity. If there be guilt, 
let it rest on the, community who countenance this 
atrocious custom. Let it rest on the women who 
smile upon the duellist, and among whom Clair­
mont ranks higher because he has killed a human 
being, and to whose laurel my death may add an­
other leaf. I am myself without skill. He is a 
cool, a practised, a professed duellist. As such he 
is received and honoured in my own circle. Mrs. 
Temple avowedly admires him for his courage. 
Even Flora hangs on his arm, and smiles, and jests; 
even Flora touches that hand in the dance scarcely 
yet washed from the stain of a brave man's blood. 
They all know he glories in taking human life; and 
that he particularly piques himself upon an aim 
never known to miss its mark. That very peril 
which renders my destruction inevitable, renders 
my retreat impossible; for that would now seem 
cowardice whICh in less dangerous circumstances 
might be ac~no~ledged as principle. . Yet it is ~ot 
courage which Im1?,els me. No-:-I Will not deceive 
myself. What wIll pass for courage in me is only 
hypocrisy. My heart sickens-my soul recoils­
I shudder. It is fear which whips me on, and 
which startles me back. Not the fear of death. 

7-
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Were that death to be encountered for Flora-wer., 
I to meet a lion on the arena for her-were I tQ 
brave pestilence-chains-torture-how calm­
how high-how brave I should he! But here I 
tremble at the sin-the ignominy-the deep wound 
I most inflict upon the heart of a father arid a sis­
ler. I tremble to have all my glittering dream. 
and broad proud plans crushed by a cool, vile. 
heartless villain. But"-and he stepped with a 
higher and more solemn emotion-" my struggle" 
are over. This' terrible feat' must be done. My 
agonies and my doubts are alike useless and idle." 

And with the power of mind which perhaps 
more accomplished duellists could have com .. 
manded, he aismissed, at least for a period, the re .. 
llections which unnerved him. Indeed, after the 
first recoil, his strong nerves and manly heart grew 
stronger and manlier.· Enthusiastic men-those at 
firlt most startled-are apt to meet sudden and ex .. 
traordinary dangers, when once shown to be inevi .. 
table, with a mounting spirit, and a concentrated 
faculty of thinking and acting, which breaks thril .. 
lingly in upon the pommon monotony of existence, 
and stirl up their loull like the blast of a trumpet. 
As· he proceeded on his way, however, he could not 
banish the thought of Flora Temple. This charm­
ing and lovely girl had already gained strangely 
upon bis affections, and her image was now re­
ceived into his mind with new and inexpressible 
tenderness. It seemed that the very seriousness of 
his danger quickened and brought t'O the surface of 
his heart aU those latent and powerful fires which 
had hitherto lurked in its most secret recesses. It 
was the dawning of a new and powerful passion in 
a young and ardent character. It was a seconfl 
love-which (the poets to the contrary notwith. 
iWlding) may be infinitely 8P:oDger than the fin'-
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The lentiment relta more upon the re8ulta of ob­
aervation and comparison; and, by being better de.­
fined, is deepened and concentrated. It was but a 
few hours since he had left her-the fairest in the 
brilliant circle. How exquisitely her lovelinesl re­
curred to him as be had last beheld her: that per­
fect form, full of feminine grace and poetic char­
acter-that bright, sweet head-the tender, blue, 
.peaking eyes-the smile, the parting amile which 
he had exchanged with her-perhaps a parting for 
ever! Then rose the other shifting images of the 
night. The glittering and remarkable beauty of 
Rosalie Romain--now cold to him::::...the ludicrous 
fury and perplexity of poor Morton-the cutting 
insult and sarcastic insolence of the count, which 
.truck on hi. veins like lightning-the retort-the 
flash-the blow-the fray-Clairmont's demoni~ 
look-and the hushed and starry heavens in his 
lonely walk home-all recurred to him, not with the 
sense of reality, but as the incidents of some melo­
drame, or idle romance,oryet more idle dream; 
As he hastened on amid all the noontide splendour 
of the gay Broadway, he found it almost impossi­
ble to believe that he was in reality standing at last 
upon the edge of that fearful brink which appals 
alike the king, the philosopher, and the beggar­
where they all must meet in the equal nakednes. 
and weakness of mortal impotence and apprehen­
sion; that while around him glittered so much ele­
gance, gayety, and commonplace bustle-while 
many a sweet, familiar face smiled on him as he 
proceeded, and many a friend of his own sex gave 
him, in careless haste, the passing nod of salutation 
-that he was stealing onward like a thing of death, 
lent for a few hours to .roam the earth, and destined, 
ere to-morrow's sunset, to be the tenant of a hasty 
8Jld dishonoured grave. 

/ 
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A few moments (for we think much faster than 
we write) brought him to the hoose of Howard. 
He was not at home. Near the residence of How­
ard was that of Kreutzner, a brave and gallant 
young German student from one of those celebra­
ted universities famed for romantic occurrences. 
He was a bold and attractive character, and one of 
Leslie's intimates. To Kreutzner, therefore, he. 
went, and, beyond his hopes, found him in. They 
walked forth together, and Leslie had no sooner 
related the whole incident than Kreutzner re­
marked,-

" It is as I suspected. I meet Clairmont often at 
B-'s. I heard him this morning, with a most 
singular expression of countenance, say to Forbes 
-' That Leslie is a man I have always hated. I 
would wing him, and so let him off; hut I think I 
will make an end of him!' Not to Philip's right 
eye, but to Philip's heart, he is to send his arrow." 

"And shall I then," cried Norman, flushing with 
indignation, and speaking, as he generally both 
spoke and acted, from impulse, while in one instant 
all his fine moral principles melted to air-" shall I 
throwaway my life tamely? shall he live hereafter 
the gay Adonis of the ball, and extend to the touch 
of favouring girls the hand which has consigned me 
to a bloody grave 1" 

"What can you do 1" asked Kreutzner; "are 
you an adept at the pistol?" , 

" N o--and that Clairmont well knows." 
" He will kill ,"ou as sure as he fires," rejoined 

Kreutzner. 
"And I cannot, for ten thousand lives," added 

Leslie, "make the slightest move to retreat or ex­
plain." 

" He has sworn to have your heart's blood. He 
will keep his oath." _ _ . 
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" Kreutzner," said Leslie, after a long pause, and 
without any other alteration of countenance and 
manner than a slight paleness, a scarce perceptible 
tremour of the voice, which, however, vanished as 
he continued, and a calm and almost fearful deter­
mination in his eye -" Kreutzner, I have examined 
this subject, you will readily believe, with the 
greatest attention. Since this Clairmont last night 
fell prostrate beneath my arm, I have viewed my 
situation in all its bearings. Cruelty forms no part 
of my character. I cannot plant my foot upon a 
spider without a thrill and a shudder of painful 
compas.ion. I think life of all things the most 
mysterious and sacred; and to quench it, or lose it, 
of all calamities the most undefinably and tremen­
dously awful. I know all this-all you will say­
all the world will say; r,et I see that I must die­
and I will not die alone. ' 

" Leslie, for Heaven's sake-" 
" Hear me: do not attempt to reason with me­

do not attempt to change my resolution. You can­
not do it. I never felt so perfectly, so strangely, 
IiIO unutterably calm and fixed as I do now. I hate 
duelling. I know it is immoral. I know the pen­
alty; but I now find in my soul what I lIever found 
there before-that concentrated principle of fierce . 
and desperate self-defence which excludes every / 
consideration except itself. I die, Kreutzner, my 
friend-I die, young, un honoured ; but he who haa 
pushed me to this extremity does not know me. 
My mind is completely settled. Clairmont and 
myself to-morrow night sleep in the same red grave 
-make your arrangements-foot to foot-breast 
to breast. God, Kreutzner, it is awful! but it i. 
soul-stirring and sublime." 
. Kreutzner looked at hi, friend-his lofty step, 
hiJ dashing eye, his noble countenance, and 8tately 
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form; and he thought,' with almost a feeling of 
woman's tenderness, of the approa~hing moment 
which would lay them low in the dust. 

"I have written letters to my father and to Julia," 
continued Leslie. " You will find them on my ta­
ble in a large volume of Josephus. I will leave 
there also a note for Howard. He is a good fellow. 
Tell him I called on him first to support me in this 
somewhat serious affair, and that I love him. God 
bless him! with all my heart. And also, Kreutz­
ner, I will-but no-why should 11 No-I will 
not ! Yet-should you ever see in the conduct of 
our friend Miss Temple-Miss Temple-any thin~ 
to make you believe she really regrets my death-

" You are getting devilish sentimental," inter­
rupted Kreutzner, hastily passing his hand over his 
eyes. 

"Yes, Kreutzner, my dear friend," said Norman, 
ec you deserve my confidence. Indeed, at this mo­
ment, I could not, if] would, withhold it from you. 
I do not wish to do so. I love Miss Temple, 
Kreutzner-I love her-dearly-deeply-tender­
ly; her image will be the last, the very last in my 
memory. Tell her so, Kreutzner-not at once­
but hereafter-on some mild and mellow afternoon 
in summer, when you shall be alone-with her­
and when 1-" 

"Norman Leslie!" cried Kreutzner; ec confound 
it, man, who'd have thought this of me 1" and, ta­
king out his handkerchief-hemming and clearing 
his throat-he blew his nose sonorously, and avail­
ed himself of the opportunity to dry his eyes once 
more. "Can I alter your determination to meet 
Clairmont as you propose 1" 

"No!" 'replied Norman. . . 
ec Then, d-n me, if I don't think you'll frighten. 

him out of it. For if Count Clairmont of the 
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French army be Dot at hean a complete coward, 
then John Kreutzner is no judge of cowards. 
Walk up Broadway with me: I'll tell tOU a story ,/ 
-a devilish good one, by-the-way ; and, ' he added, 
par parentMse, blowing his nose again, .. I can 
finish it long before I get to Forbes's 'P' 

CHAPTER IX. 

< "Htbis w~ played upon a stage, now, I would condemn it. all 
unprobable fictlon."- TIHlft/l Nighl . 

.. I RAVE myself," said Kreutzner, .. witnessed 
many duels; but we are not so bloodthirsty, gen­
erally speaking, as you moral Americans. We 
usually settle these matters with a sword, a better 
method, by-the-way, and more worthy of a soldier 
than YOUf cold, murderous pistol-firing. Any pol­
tron may pull a trigger, but it requires the firm 
hand and steady eye of a man to manage the steel. 
However, as I was saying, when I was at Jena 
they called each other out as merrily as beaux and 
belles to a dance. It was but the treading on a 
toe--the bntshing of an elbow; nay, an accidental 
look that fell on them when they wished not obser-

• vation, and the next day, or, by St. Andrew, the 
next hour, there was the clash of steel, and the 
stamping of feet on the greensward; and the kin­
dling and flashing of fiery eyes-and pltinge and 
parry, and cut and thrust, till one or both lay stretch-
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• ad at length-a pass through the body---a gash 
open in the cheek ...... the scull eleCt down, or It hand 
off, and the hlood bubbling and gushing forth like 
a rill of mountain water. There were mote than 
one of those fellows---devils, I must say, who, when 
they found among them some strange student; 
timid or retired, whose character they were unac­
quainted with, or whose courage they doubted, 
would pass the hint out of mere sport-brush his 
skirt-charge the offence upon him-demand an 
apology too humble for a hare, and dismiss hIm 
from the adventure only with an opened shoulder, 
or daylight through his body." 

" The ruffians!" cried Norman . 
.. Not in the least," retuned Kreutzner, laugh 

JDg; .. yoo would have loved them, like brothertl, 
had you known their hearts. It is all education 
and custom." 

" But to the story, Kreutzner." 
" There was among us one fellow named Mentz, 

who assumed, and wore with impunity, the charac­
ter of head bully. He was foremost in all the 
deviltry. His pistol was death, and his broad­
sword cut like the scissors of fate. It was eurious 
to see the fellow fire-one, two, three, and good-by 
to his antagonist. His friendship was courted by 
all; for to be his enemy was to lie in a bloody 
grave. At length, grown fearless of being callen· 
to account, he took pride in insulting strangers­
and even women. His appearance was formida­
ble: a great burly giant, with shaggy black hair, 
huge whiskers, and grim mustaches, three int:hes 
long, twirled under his nose. A sort of beauty he 
had too: and among the women-Lord help us­
wherever those mustaches showed themselves, 
f!1Yery opponent abandoned the ground. It was, at' 
last, really dangerous to have a sweetheart; for out . 
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of pure bravado, Mentz would pUlh forward, make 
love to the lady, frighten her Iwain, and either ter­
rify or fascinate herself. Should the doomed lover 
. offer rellistance, he had no more to do but call a 
Burgeon; and happy enough he considered himself 
if he escaped with the loss of an ear or an eye 
He had killed four men who never injured him­
wounded seventeen, and fought twenty duels. He 
once challenged a whole club, who had black 
balled him anonymously; and was pacified only 
by being re-admitted, though all the members im­
mediately resigned, and the club was broken up. 
I dwell on this character because-" 

"Because you think he resembles Clairmont," 
said Norman; "go on, I am interested." 

" At last there came a youth into the university 
-slender, quiet, and boyish-looking, with a hand­
some face, though 1I0mewhat pale. His demean­
our, thoug~ generally shy, was noble and self-pos­
sessed. He had been but a short time among us. 
however, before he was set down as a cowardly 
creature, and prime game for the 'devils broke 
loos8,' as the gang of Mentz termed themselves. 
The coy youth shunned all the riots and revels of 
the university-insulted no one; and jf his mantle 
brushed against that of another, apologized so i91-
mediately, so gracefully, and so lently, that the 
devil himself could not have fixe a quarrel upon 
him. It soon appeared, tOQ, that Gertrude, the 
lovely daughter of the Baron de SooZe-the toast 
of all the country-upon whom the most of us had 
gazed as on something quite above us-it loon 
appeared that the girl loved this youthful stranger. 
Now Mentz had singled Gertrude out for himself. 
and avowed his preference publicly. Arnold, for 
thus was the new student called, was rarely, if 
ever, tempted to our feasts; but once he came 

8 
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unexpectedly on a casual invitation. To the gr~at 
surprise and interest of the company, Mentz him­
self was there, and seated himself, unabashed, at 
the table, though an unbidden guest. The strong­
est curiosity at once arose t.o witness the result; 
for Mentz had sworn that he would compel Ar­
nold, on their first meeting, to beg pardon on his .. 
knees for the audacity of having addressed his 
mistress. It had not appeared that Arnold knew 
any thing of Mentz's character, for he sat cheerfully 
and gayly at the board, with so much the manners 
of a high-born gentleman, that everyone admitted 
at once his goodness, his intelligence, his grace, 
and his beauty; and regretted the abyss on the 
brink of which he unconscioJ)sly stood. 

" 'What, ho!' at length shouted Mentz, as the 
evening had a little advanced, and the wine began 
to mount: 'a toast! Come-drink it all; and he 
who refuses is a poItron and a coward. I quaff 
this goblet-fill to the brim-to the health and 
happiness of Gertrude de Saale-the fairest of the 
fair! Who says he knows a fairer is a black liar, 
and I will write the word on his forehead with a 
redhot brand.' 

"Never before had even Mentz betrayed his 
brutal soul so grossly in words; but the guests, 
wFioknew that he was heated with wine, passed 
over his coarse insult with shouts of laughter, and 
drank, with riotous confusion, to Gertrude, fairest 
of the fair. As the gleaming goblets were emptied, 
and dashed rattling down again upon the table, • 
Mentz arose, and, with the bloated importance of 
a despot, gazed around to see that all present had 
fulfilled. his orders. Every goblet was emptied 
but one, which stood untasted-untouched. On 
perceiving this, the ruffian, leaning forward, fixed 
his eyes on the cup, struck his brawny hand down 
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fercelyon the table, which returned a thundering 
clash and rattle, and then repeated, in a voice husky 
with rage-

" 'There is a cup full: by St. Anthony! I will 
make the owner swallow its measure of molten 
lead, if it remain thus one instant longer !' 

" 'Drink it, Arnold--drink it, boy; keep thy 
hand out of useless broils,' whispered a student 
near him, rather advanced in age. 

" 'Drink, friend!' muttered another, dryly, 'or 
he will not be slow in doing his threat. I promise 
thee-' 

" , Empty the cup, man!' cried a third; 'never 
frown and tum pale, or thy young head will lie 
lower than thy feet ere to-morrow's sunset.' 

" 'It is Mentz the duellist;' said a fourth. 'Dost 
thou not know his wondrous skill? He will kill 
thee as if thou wert a deer, if thou oppose him in . 

. his wine. He is more merciless than a wild boar. 
Drink, man, drink !' 

"These good-nat.ured suggestions were uttered 
in hasty and vehement whispers; and, while the 
students were thus endeavouring to palliate the 
bloody catastrophe, the furious beast again struck 
his giant hand down violently on the table, without 
speaking, as if words were too feeble for his rage. 

"During this interesting scene, the youth had 
remained motionless, cool, and silent. A slight 
pallour, but evidently more of indignation than fear, 
came over his handsome features; and his eyes 
dilated with emotion, resting full and firm upon 
Mentz. 

" • By the mass, gentlemen!' he said at length, 
, I am a stranger here, and ignorant of the manners 
prevalent in universities; but if yonder person be 
Bane,and this no joke-' 

" • Joke!' thundered Mentz foaming at the lit) • 
• 
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" 'I mUBt tell you that I come from a pan of the 
country where we neither give nor take such jokes 
or such insults.' 

" 'Hast thou taken leave of thy friends l' said 
Mentz, partly hushed by astonishment; 'and art 
thou tired of life, that thou hurriest on so blindly to 
a bloody pillow! Boy! drink, as I have told thee, 
to Gertrude, fairest of the fair!' And his huge 
round eyes opened like those of a bull upon a 
daring victim. 

" 'That Gertrude de Saale is fair and lovely,' 
cried the youth, rising, 'may not be denied by me. 
But-I demand by what mischance I find her 
name this night common at a board of rioters, and. 
polluted by the lips of a drunkard and a rufliall l' 

" , By the bones of my father,' said Mentz, in a 
tone of deep and dire anger, which had ere theD 
appalled many a stout heart-' by the bones of my 
father. your doom is sealed! Be. your blood 011 

your own.head. But,' said he, observing that the. 
youth. instead of cowering. bore himself more 
loftily. 'what folly is this! Drink. lad, drink! and 
I hurt thee not! I love thy gallant bearing, and my 
lame is not such as thou.' 

" He added this with a wavering of manner which 
bad never before been witnessed in him, for never 
before had he been opposed so calmly and so 
fiercely; ana, for a moment, he quailed beneath 
the fiery glances darted at him from one whom he 
supposed meeker than the dove. But, ashamed 
()f his transient fear, he added:-

" , Come to me, poor child! Bring with thee thy 
goblet-bend at my foot-quaff it as I have said, 
and-out of pity, I spare thy young head.' 

"What was the astonishment of the company 
on beholding Arnold. as if effectually awed by a 
moment', reflection. and the ferocious enmity of 80 
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celebrated and deadly a foe, actually do as he wa. 
commanded. He rose, took the cup, slowly ap­
proached th~ seat of his insulter-knelt and raised 
the rim to his lips. Murmurs of 'Shame, shame, 
poltron, coward!' came hot and thick from the 
group of spectators, who had arisen in the excite­
ment of their curiosity, and stQod eagerly bending 
forward, with every eye fixed upon the object of 
their contempt. A grim smile of savage triumph 
distorted the features of Mentz, who shouted, with 
a hoarse and drunken laugh-
, "'-Drink deep-down with it-to the dregs!' 
'. "Arnold, however, only touched the rim to his 
lips, and waited a moment's silence, with an ex­
pression so scornful and composed that the hisses 
and exclamations were again quelled; when every 
sound had ceased to a dead silence-

'" Never,' he said, 'shall I refuse to drink to the 
-glory of a name I once loved and honoured-Ger­
trude, fairest of the fair! But,' he added, suddenly 
rising, and drawing up his figure with a dignity that 
silenced every breath, 'for thee, thou drunken, brag­
ging, foolish beast! I scorn-I spit upon-I defy, 
thee! and-thus be punished thy base, brutal inso­
lence, and thy stupid presumption.' 

" As he spoke he dashed the contents of the am­
ple goblet full into the face of M«mtz; and then; 
with all his strength, hurled the massy goblet itself 
at the same mark. The giant reeled and staggered 
a few paces back; and amid the shining liquor on 
his drenched clothes and dripping features,.a stream 
of blood was observed to trickle down his fore­
head. 

"Never before was popular feeling more sud­
denly and violently reversed. The object of their 
vilest execrations flashed upon them with the im­
mediate brightness of a superior being. A loud 
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and irrepressible burst of applause broke from every 
lip, till the broad and heavy rafters above theIr 
heads, and the very foundations of the 1Ioor, shook 
and trembled. But the peal of joy 'and approba­
tion soon ceased; for, although this inspiring dra-

,. rna had so nobly commenced, it was uncertain how 
it might terminate. Before the tyrant recovered 
fronl the stunned and bewildered trance into which 
the blow, combined with shame, grief, astonish­
ment, and drunkenness, had thrown him, several 
voices, after the obstreperous caUs for silence usual 
on such occasions, addressed the youth, who stood 
cool and erect, with folded arms, waiting the course 
of events. 

" 'Brave Arnold! Noble Arnold t A gallant 
deed! The blood of a true gentleman in hi. 
veins !' 

'" But, canst thou fight l' cried, one. 
" 'I am only a simple student, and an artist by 

profession. I have devoted myself to the pencil-
not the sword.' ' 

" , But thou canst use it a little-canst not l' ask-
ed another. ' 

~, , But inditrerently,' answered the youth. 
" , And how art thou with the pistol l' demanded 

a third. 
, '" My hand is unpractised,' replied Arnold. 'I 

have no skill in shedding human blood.' 
" "Fore God! then, rash boy, what has tempted 

thee to this fatal extremity l' 
" , Hatred of oppression,' replied the youth, 'in 

all its forms; and a willingness to die rather than 
submit to insult.' 

a " , Die then thou shalt! and that ere to-morrow's 
sun .shall set t' thundered Mentz, starting up in a 
phrensy; and with a hoar!,e and broken voice, that 
made the hearts of the hearers shudder as if at the 
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howl of a dog or a demon. ' I challenge thee to 
mortal combat.' 

" , And I accept the challenge.' 
" , It is for thee to name time, place, and weapon; 

but, as thou lovest me, let it not be longer than to­
morrow night, or I shan burst with rage and impa. 
tience.' 

U I I love thee not, base dog!' replied Arnold; 
C but thou shalt not die so inglorious a death. I 
will fight with thee, therefore, to-night.' 

U , By the mother of Heaven, boy!' cried Mentz, 
more and more surprised, 'thou art in haste to sup 
in hell!' and the ruffian lowered his voice. 'Art 
thou mad l' 

U 'Be that my chance,' answered Arnold; 'I 
shan not be likely to meet, even in hell, a compan­
ion so brutal as thou-unless, which I mean shall 
be the case, thou bear me company.' 

U , To-night- then be it,' said Mentz j 'though to­
night my hand is not steadl j for wine and anger 
are no friends to the nerves. 

U , Dost thou refuse, then l' demanded the youth, 
with a sneer. 

U , By the mass, no! but to-night is dark; the 
moon is down j the stars are clouded; and the wind 
goes by in heavy puffs and gusts. Hear it even 
now.' 

U 'Therefore,' said the youth, apparently more 
coldly composed as his fierce rival grew more per­
ceptibly agitated-' therefore will we ]ay down our 
lives here-in this hall-on this spot-on this in­
stant-even as thou standest now.' 

u'There is no one here who will be my friend,' 
said Mentz j so evidently sobered and subdued by 
the singular composure and self-possession of hi. 
antagonist, that all- present held him in contempt, 
and no one stirred. . 
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'" No matter,' cried Arnold; 'I will myse}l 
forego the same privilege.' 

" I And your weapons l' said Mentz. 
" I Are here,' cried Arnold, drawing them from 

his bosom; I a surer pair never drew blood. The 
choice is yours.' 

~ "The company began now to fancy that Arnold 
had equivocated in disclaiming skill as a duellist; 
and from his invincible composure thought him a 
more fatal .master of the weapon· than the bully 
himself. The latter also partook of this opinion. 

" I Young man,' he cried, in a voice clouded and 
low j but stopped, and said no further. 

"~I Your choice!' said Arnold, presenting the 
pistols. 

~' Mentz seized one desperately, and said­
"I Now name your distance.' 
" I Bloodthirsty woIfl' said Arnold, 'there shall 

be no distance!' He then turned and addressed 
the company. 

" 'Gentlemen,' he said, 'deem me not either sav­
age or insane, that I sacrifice myself and this bru~ 
tal wretch thus before your eyes, and to certain and 
instant destruction. For me, I confess I have no 
value in life. Her whom I loved I have sworn to 
forget; and, if I existed a thousand years, should 
probably never see again. This ruffian is a coward, 
and fears to die, though he does not fear daily to 
merit death. I have long heard. of his baseness, 
and regard him as an assassin-the enemy of the 
t.uman race and of God-a dangerous beast­
whom it will be a mercy and a virtue to destroy. 
My own life I would well be rid of, but would not 
fling it away idly when its loss may be made sub .. 
servient to the destruction of vice and the relief of 
humanity. Here, then, I yield my breath; and 
here too this trembling and shrinking craven shall 
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dose his course of debauchery and murder. My 
companions, farewell: should anyone of you here­
after chance to meet Gertrude de Saale, tell her I 
nobly flung away a life which her falsehood had 
made me despise. And now, recreant,' he said, in 
a fierce tone, turning suddenly towards Mentz, 
'plant thy pistol to my bosom, as I will plant. mine 
to thine. Let one of the company cry three, and , 
the third number be the signal to fire.' 

" With an increased paleness in hi. countenance, 
but with even more ferocity and iirmness, Arnold 
threw off his cal', displaying his high brow and 
glossy ringlets. His lips were closed and firm.; 
and. his eyel, which glistened with a deadly glare, 
were fixed on Mentz. He then placed himself in 
an attitude of iiring; broadened his exposed chelt 
full before his foe; and with a stamp of fury and 
impatience raised the weapon. The browbeaten 
bully attempted to do the same; but the piltol, 
held loosely in his grasp, whether by accident or 
intention, went off before the signal. Its contents 
passed through the garments of Arnold, who, lev­
elling the muzzle of his own, cried calmly-' On 
your knees, base slave! vile dog !-down! or you 
die!' 

"Unable any longer to support his frame, the un­
masked coward sunk on both knees, and prayed for 
life with right-earnest vehemence. Again wild 
shouts of applause and delight, and peals of riotous 
laughter, stunned his ears. As he rose from his 
humiliating posture, Arnold touched him contemp­
tuously with his foot. Groans and hisses now be­
gan to be mingled with several missives. Mentz 
covered his face with his hands and nlshed from 
the room. He was never subsequently seen amoDg 

." us. 
".ADd Arnold 1" inquired Norman 
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"Had been jilted, like many a good fellow be . 
fore him, and as most men are who have to do with 
women. He was but a poor artist, after all; and 
tbough my pretty mistress encouraged him at first, 
taken by his person and manners, yet he was not 
high enough for the daughter even of a baron." 

"And what became of Mentz 1" 
"That I know not. He, too, soon afterward 

vanished. Thus we meet and part in this world. 
But I shall never forget the shout when Mentz's 
knees touched the floor. It seems to me· that the 
echoes may scarcely yet be quiet in the woods of 
Saxony." 

" I understand the import of your story, Kreutz­
ner," said Norman, after a moment's pause; "and 
am glad to find you coincide with my own views. 
It is my only chance, though a slender one. Fall 
one, fall both. I will not be shot down with impu­
nityby this professed, cold-blooded duellist." 

Kreutzner received his instructions accordingly. 

CHAPTERX. 

1ft tDhich the extreme, of Happinell and Milery meet. 

II Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest ! 
Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest! 
Thine be ilkajoy and treasure­
Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure." 

BURNa. 

AFTER Kreutzner left him Norman hastened 
home, and employed an hour in writing several ~.' 
brief letters, and making notes of certain arrange~ <: 
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menta which he desired to have attended to, in case 
of the event he anticipated. Having finished these 
duties, he resolved to call on Miss Temple j a mel~ 
ancholy satisfaction which, while the party of the 
preceding evening rendered it necessary, was pecu~ 
liarly in consonance with his own feelings. Ac­
cordingly he once more bent his steps up Broad­
way, and almost the first persons he met were Mr. 
Romain and his daughter, in their carriage. The 
beautiful girl bowed her nodding plumes to him 
with that same dangerous smile to which, if report 
spoke truth, he, ill common with many an unwary 
swain, had ventured too near. At a word from Mr. 
Romain, the coachman drew in his horses near the 
sidewalk, and a motion from Rosalie arrested his 
steps. 

"Well, Mr. Philosopher," she said, jay1y and 
familiarly, "how does your wisdom hoI out after 
such a night of worldly pleasure 1" 

"Failing-vanished and gone," he said, with 
animation . 

.. Come, Leslie," exclaimed the old gentleman, 
"we are about, after one or two turns, calling on 
the Temples, and-" 

" And as pa is no 'philosopher,' and I am a sad 
hand at the business, we beg Mr. Leslie's com­
pany." 

"With pleasure," cried Leslie; and in a few 
minutes he was rolling rapidly along towards the 
mansion. 

"Mr. Leslie," said Miss Romain, after a brief 
silence, "do you know that you are very dull to­
day, and very-" 

"Stupid," said Leslie, rousing himself from his 
revety. "Guilty-guilty," he continued, gayly, 

. "and I put myself lIPon your mercy." 
. "These women, Mr. Leslie," said Mr. Romain, 
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H imagine all who talk nonsense fluently to be men' 
of parts, and all who think more than they speak 
to be stupid-" ., 

"No, pa-no," said Rosalie, "I am fully aware," 
and her eyes crossed those of Leslie, "that a gen~ 
tleman may be a stupid companion to ladies without 
being actually a stupid gentleman." 

"True," added Norman; "Miss Romain is 
ri~ht. All, mankind, and womankind too, value 
thlDgs according to their power upon their own 
happiness. A Newton or a Galileo, listless, and 
wrapped up in the solitude of his own meditations, 
would meet, and would merit, less favourand cooler 
welcome from a lady than the youth who joined her 
in music, who sat by her side while she drew, who 
spoke to her ill a language congenial to her taste, 
and who awoke in her images more interesting than 
the 'stars or mathematics." 

"That is right," Mr. Leslie; "I would rather 
have a sweet bird for a companion than a philoso­
pher ;" she glanced her eyes again, half archly, 
half reproachfully, at Norman; "for a bird comes 
at my call--feeds from my hand-sings for me the 
warbles I have taught him-loves me only, and 
nestles in my bosom." 

"Phoo, child, nonsense," said Mr. Romain; 
"men cannot always be chatting to girls. They 
have other matters in hand. They are involved in 
reflections upon business or science." 

" Old men, pa, like you, who have already wives 
and daughters; but the you~g gentlemen are not­
or, at least," with another slight look and empha­
sis, "ought not to be so fo!,gelful." 

, " Stuff, girl, stuff," answered the old gentleman, 
bluntly; "aged men or young, in these times, bave 
enough else to do than to flutter and chirp about, 
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women. The wisest do not most excel in the 
parrot-talk of fashionable life." 

"Parrot-talk,-why, pa !-Wby, Mr. Leslie! 
how can you sit there, like an owl, and hear such 
calumnies on yourself, and me, and all our friends! 
As soon as gentlemen are married, and settled in­
life, they think all talk 'parrot-talk' that is not 
about commerce and politICS." 

" You are both right and both wrong;' replied 
Norman: "you, Miss Romain, to judge so harshly 
of all men who are not versed in the easy elegance 
of the drawing-room, and your father in too great 
lenity towards men of sense, who, in the pride of 
learning, and in the importance of their various 
avocations, forget wbat is due to woman, even 
though she be not wife, mother, or sister; for, 
after all, we must acknowledge that, although she 
does nothing at our elections, and can neither build 
nor command our ships, yet she exerts a greater 
influence upon our happiness than they who can-" 

The young lady clapped her hands in affected 
delight. 

"There, pa! Do you hellr that 1 Now you see 
a little severity upon tbese sensible men is very 
useful. See what a pretty piece of eloquence I 
save lasbed out of Mr. Leslie." 

The young lady went on with her usual liveli­
ness. Sometimes she found in the huge omnibuses, 
of which large numbers traversed the town in all 
directions, loaded oftep· with ten, fifteen, or twenty 
people, an object of merriment. Never had N or­
man known her to rattle on more unceasingly and 
more gayly. There was Miss L--, who bad 
rejected thirty gentlemen actually already, at Wasb­
ington, during the present session: her character 
was dinected in ten words. There was Mr. R--, 
the author, turning the corner, whose new poem 
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she had just been reading, and which she criticised 
with wit and judgment. Her father, a plain and 
blunt man, rarely said much, and suffered her to run -
on from topic to topic as wildly as she pleased. In 
truth, she never appeared to Norman more like the 
singular girl she really was than on this day. She 
combined the most diametrically opposite features 
of character. At one time appearing contemptible 
and disagreeable; at another, amiable, elegant, and 
delightful. With great intelligence, she was ec­
centric, and at times shallow; with much sensibility 
and temporary feeling, she was capable of commit­
ting the most deliberately cruel and heartless 
actions where the impulse seized her. No one, in 
theory, was more alive to the sense of right, and 
all the distinctions and shades of moral character. 
No one could deliver mote fine sentiments; yet, 
in practice, she forgot all the rules which embel­
lished her conversation. She was afflicted, too, 
with the mania for display. That passion weak­
ened, hid, and, at last, nearly swallowed up all the 
rest. But for that, her character was not without 
much to excite esteem. But esteem was too home­
lya reward for her taste: she must create a sensa­
tion; she must hear the murmur of applause; 
behold the gaze of admiration; and detect the 
glance of envy. She was ambitious, by her per­
sonal charms and the allurements of her address, 
to attract attention from all about her; particularly 
from those the "daily beauty" of whose lives re­
buked her meretricious accomplishments. From 
violations of strict propriety she advanced to those 
of delicacy, though none could more sincerely 
shudder at the approach of vice. Alas! she had 
yet to learn that the path from the road of virtue 
does not boldly strike out at once, but that its early 
deviations are scarcely perceptible: that it con-
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ducts the unsuspecting traveller many times aside 
through the most enchanting prospects, and returns 
her again safely to the right road, before it stretches 
aWay ilt last to the fatal precipice, from whose brink 
retreat is vain. She was sufficiently artful, too, to 
trespass, both in dress arid manners, over the 
boundary line of modest decorum; but in a degree 
so imperceptible, as to pass well enough among 
her indulgent flatterers for commendable grace and 
innocent unconsciousness. She thus succeeded in 
securing the admiration of a host of lovers, but 
she had long since forfeited the respect of Norman 
Leslie. Her evident hints to him, and her rather 
open compliments, at this solemn crisis· of his'life, 
struck him very uofavourably. 

"The siren," he thought, as she leaned famil­
iarly over towards him, with more than the unre­
strained carelessness of a favoured sister: "these 
are the women who lower the sex. Can they be 
all thus 1 The sweet unconsciousness and irre­
pressible spirits of Flora, that careless, happy girl 
--can they be affected 1" 

He remembered Julia. Her he knew-her he 
loved; and her image re-established that confidence 
in woman which such as Miss Romain are too apt 
to undermine. . 

Miss Romain appeared conscious of the unfa­
vourable efi;lct which her usual artifices had pro­
duced on Norman, and gradually elevated the tone 
of her manner and conversation: and, when she 
pleased, she could be really a charming companion. 

The carriage stopped at Mrs. Temple's, and the 
. PIlrtY were ushered into the presence of the ladies. 

Norman was surprised to find the count there i and 
apparently interested in conversation with Flora; 
who looked, at least in Norman's eyes, beautiful 
beyond herself. A s~~t colour overspread. her 
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cheeks. Miss Romain thought it sprung from the 
sudden sight of Leslie. Norman presumed it had 
been called up by the previous conversation of the 
count. The customary formalities were performed. 
Norman bowed loftily to his now deadly foe. when 
the latter stepped forward with an easy air, and, 
extending his own, shook the hand of Leslie with 
the careless ease of friendship. Never had he ap­
peared more gay and self-possessed. Indeed, all 
the party were unusually animated; while Nor­
man, with a heart of lead, strove in vain to throw 
off his gloom. 

It was now that, with the unrestrained license 
of imagination, he acknowledged, and _painted in 
the most lively colours, his love for Flora; nor 
could he help once or twice, when their eyes met, 
betraying wit h their wordless language the affec­
tion of his soul. After one of th~se looks, hastily 
withdrawn, as if the heart feared the treachery of 
the eyes, Count Clairmont casually uttered a sen­
timent evidently directed to Flora, and implying 
by his air and manner, perhaps more than by his 
words, that he was on familiar terms with her ~s a 
favoured lover. It shot through Norman's ear and 
heart; and, forgetful of his restraint, with a cloud 
of melancholy on his brow, and a thought that a 
few hours would relieve him from a proud and 
unrequited love, he looked towards het again, and 
once more fully and· unequivocally caught her 
glance. If ever woman's eyes had meaning, that 
glance said, "])ear Norman, believe it not! I love 
only you." For one instant their gaze rested and 
clung together, the delicious sense of vision enter­
ing with a heavenly power into each other's hearts 
and minds-an embrace of souls, perfectly return­
ed, perfectly understood, and steeped in the cQllfi 
dence, the bliss, the enchantment of mutual love. 

" ~.i. 

t:.~ . 
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'The blood leaped to the cheek and temple of the 
before desponding youth; his heart ached, h~s soul 

, trembled with the shock of delight. "She loves 
me!" he inwardly exclaimed, with such exquisite 
happiness as he had never before known; and, as 
much changed as if suddenly relieved from the 
malign influence of a vile enchanter, and lifted into 
the protection of some blessed spirit, he entered at 
once into the conversation with more than his usual 
ardour. But such ethereal gleams of joy shine on 
mortals only with a transient brightness. 

"Norman," cried Miss Romain, coming sud­
denly round to him, and putting her arm uncon­
sciously across his chair, so as to bring it nearly 
around his shoulder. This was the first time she 
had ever called him" Norman·." He would have 
withdrawn, but she whispered in his ear-

" I have just heard a most profound secret." 
"What 1" 
" Flora Temple-" 
"What of lier1"-he asked eagerly, oft" his 

guard, and forgetting his distant manner. 
" She is engaged to be married in two months" 

-and again, according to her frequent custom, she 
placed her lips to his face, so close as nearly to 
touch his cheek-" to Count Clairmont." 

What a vast fabric of bliss dissolved in a mo­
ment! "Wttat a mighty world of gayety and splen­
dour quenched in the blackest night! 

"Pray, what is all this whispering about 1" said 
Flora; but her manner was changed, and ill at 
ease. " Miss Romain, I have to beg the pleasure 
of your company to-morrow evening to a little mu­
sical party." 

" Oh, delightful, delightful!" answered the gay 
girl, with a secret triumph at the havoc which she 
felt instinctively she had made. 

9-
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"And Mr. Leslie," said Flora, "will do us the 
favour-" 

"I cannot promise," replied Norman, coolly. 
"To-morrow evening I shall be necessarily a\):. 

, sent." 
.. Well, sir, just as you please; if you can find 

leisure from more agreeable occupations, we shall 
bid you welcome. Come, gentlemen," she con· . 
tinued, "you are all to contribute something, as 
well as the ladies, towards the entertainment. 
Count, you shall sing those beautiful airs of yours ; 
Miss Romain, the harp; and-Mr. Leslie, do you 
not sing?" 

"Why, you have heard him frequently," sa.id 
Miss Romain: "how forgetful !" 

"True, true; I ·beg his pardon-'-I had forgot­
ten." 

"Let me tell you, in a duet," resumed Miss 
Romain, " he has few competitors." 

" Are you practised in any with him 1" 
"Oh, a whole host!" cried Miss Romain. 

"There's 'Dear maid, by every hope of bliss,'­
'By Love's first pledge, the virgin kiss,' your fa· 
vourite, you know, Norman-" 

They were interrupted by the count, who, seat· 
ing himself at the piano, ran his fin~rs over the 
chords, and sung with great taste a French air­
directly at Miss Temple. It was ex,.-essive of 
,successful love, and called forth " a beautiful" from 
every lip. Flora received it with a gracious admi· 
ration; that, while in reality it might spring from 
wounded pride or love, and that retaliating propen­
sity which perhaps not only woman, but all the 
victims of either sex, have experienced under the 
operation of the capricious little deity, who trans· 
forms character as he does all other worldly cir· 
cumstances, still went to the heart of Norman. 

_~ I· 

I 
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II I am, as the Frenoh say, quite duol~ about 
this," said Flora, holding in her hand a small man. 
uscript piece of music. " It is the most touching 
and plaintive air I ever heard j but is without 
words. It has the melancholy pathos of a last 
adieu. I should fancy, now, that some lover­
some passionate, faithful, chivalric lover-full of 
distant pride and timid delicacy, and doubtful of ; 
his mistress's favour, had sung it to her in the great 
hall, with his minstrel harp-with 'sandal shoon 
and scallop shell.' I will bestow.my thanks upon 
anyone who will supply appropriate words. Come, 
count, your pen has been idle too long." 

"Why, Norman," cried Miss Romain, "you 
know this little air. It is the sweet marceau flom 
Rosini. which you admire so much." 

"But is Mr. Leslie an improviaatorel" asked 
Flora. 

"I assure you," answered Miss Romain, with 
an ostentMious blush, "I know it by many evi­
dences; and I am certain he will not refuse me 
()ne more." 

"I fear," cried Norman, "the subject is beyond 
my comprehension." , 

.. If I dare ask, after Miss Romain has pleaded 
unsuccessfully," said Miss Temple, with a sarcasm 
foreign from her nature, and very unusual in her; 
but she perceived instantly she had given pain, and, 
with another of those looks which, from such eyes, 
Tibrate along the nerves of the lover with trelI!ours 
of heaven, she added, " Come, Mr. Leslie, it is my 
first request." -

"Give it me," said Norman; "I will ....... I w'ttl 
try; and it shall be my last effort at poetry." 

Impulse, which so often betrays into dilemmas, 
sometimes conducts to points which sober dulness 
would never think of reaching. In a few momenta 
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Norman availed himself of a pause in the conver 
Salion, and addressed Flora :-

" Miss Temple, at your request, and on the hint 
of your imagination, I have thrown together a few 
lines, superficial and imperfect of course; but, as 
the last effort, they may be pardoned any fault. 
You are to suppose, then, exactly the circumstan­
ces sug~sted by yourself. A fair lady is beloved 
by a kmght, who doubts, perhaps whh too much 
cause, whether his mistress approves, or even 
knows his attachmenL On the eve of a fierce bat­
tle, in which he feels a certain presentiment that 
he must fall, he ventures, what before he had never 
by word or look ventured, to express a part of his 
feelings to the lady. She listens coldly-applauds 
without understanding; for she knows not iliat the 

.1 humble minstrel is a knight who loves her, and 
who stands on the brink of danger. Thus eluding 
his purpose, she suffers him to depart from her 
presence, quite unconscious of their import and 
their application, till the subsequent day, when she 
hears that the gentle minstrel was a true knight, 
and that the lips which 'breathed music and love to 
her averted ear now lie cold in the earth." 

"And what then 1" cried Flora, unconsciously 
betr~ing her interest in the fiction. 

"I do but jest, Miss Temple," said Norman. 
" Such events have often occurred, and will again. 
How ladies feel when too late aware of faithful 
love, cherished for them against hope by the un­
haePy, must depend upon them." 
,.ne raised his glance to her once more, and once 

more their eyes met. Miss Romain, uneasy at 
this communion, whether intentional or accidental, 
exclaimed-

" I dare pronounce that the false creature smiled 
just over his grave, as she had done OD his living 
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love, and wedded, peradventure, the warrior who 
slew him." 

" And I," said Flora, "that she had loved him 
all the while in secret; and, plunged in sudden 
anguish at his fate, withdrew from the world, and 
devoted herselfto Heaven. That is the way." she 
added, with a smile, " in all those old stories." 

What passing shadow is too light for the aliment 
of love? As in the visions of the sleeper the most 
improbable anq opposite fragments of adventures 
sweep on and mingle together, changing and shift­
ing with a facility that renders all probable and 
real, now leading the spirit along skyish cliffs and 
endless oceans, through storms, deserts, battles, 
and death, and now melting into gardens, bowers, 
music, and bliss, so the viGtim of Cupid, however 
sober and sensible his mind may be in sanity, now 
finds the surrounding world breaking apart, and 
blending together with mighty and incredible revo­
lutions-the vastest impossibilities at once within 
his grasp, the most trivial commonplaces grown 
vast and impossible. 

Norman, who ODe moment before saw the bolt 
of destruction faU on his hope, now-by the tone 
of a voice, the beam of a pair of tender eyes, by 
some half-unrepressed meaning in a word or an 
attitude-saw piles of gorgeous hopes, heaven-kis 
sing mountains of joy, peer up before him, lUI he 
listened to the simple and sweet conjectures of the 
lovely girl. Without further preface, he begged 
her to accompany him; for though quite without 
the rapid execution of Rosalie, as often happens in 
similar persons, she was infinitely her superior in 
the intuitive power, taste, and feeling of an accom­
paniment. All felt curiosity to hear the lines; 
and as Flora ran over a sweet and plaintive pre­
lude, her countenance, half flung back over her 

E3 
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shoulder as she played, was raised towards his 
face, and in a rich sweet voice he sang the follow­
ing lines:-

I. 
II Farewell! farewell! some happier breallC 

Will beat beneath that lovely cheek; 
Some worthier hand to thine be preaaed, 

Requited love to speak. 
Oh, never more witliin thy 8Dlile, 

Who thrills to feel it now shall dwell. 
But, mouldering in his grave the while, 

Forget this sad farewell! . 

II. 
II The die is cast-the fate is sealed­

The dark, the fatal doom is spoken! 
Oh! never be my heart revealed, 

U nill that heart be broken. 
How much I loved, how low I knelt, 

No ear shall hear-no tongue ahall tell : 
Such love 88 this, oh! who hath felt, 

Or such a sad farewell ! 

UI. 
II Too true they prove thou lov'st me not­

Those sunny eyea, that tranquil brow; 
Too soon will be my name forgot­

Alaa! for~tten now. 
And thou wilt own no fond regret, 

No bursting pang thy breaat will swell : 
But, when to-morrow's SUD is set, 

Remember this farewell !" 

There was something in Norman's mallner and 
appearance at all times high and commanding; but, 
at the moment of his pronouncing the last line, his 
tall form and noble features were so strongly ex­
pressive of melancholy yet lofty emotion, 80 re­
gardless of all disguise and all propriety, that every 
one present, except the gentle girl herself, felt in­
stinctively that he loved her devotedly. Even she, 
as he thanked her for the sweetness with which 
she had accompanied him, saw in his eyes a humid 
brightness, and betrayed embarrassment and 80ft-
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Dess unusual to her. The -colour on her cheek 
higher and warmer than he had ever seen it before, 
told a tale that made each glance of Norman's a 
sweet and giddy rapture. Miss Romain again 
hastened to interrupt an interview which, although 
enjoyed in the presence of so many, was thus, by 
the natural freemasonry of love, invested with half 
the dear charm and confidence of a tlte-a-tete. 
The count, in tum, sat down at the J>iano, with a 
jest and a compliment to Rosalie, and struck the 
keys to a merry and brilliant French air, as if to 
break the train into which the thoughts and feelings 
of all seemed to have fallen. 

Old Mr. Romain had kept Mrs. Temple busily 
conversing in a distant corner of the adjoining room. 
As they entered, Norman remembered the neces­
si\y of his departure, took his leave, and with a 
swelling heart regarded Flora, into whose sweet 
blue eyes he miglit never look again. 

But Fortune, who in some moods reful!es what 
mortals deem their simple rights, and in others 
grants far beyond their expectations, now bestowed 
upon the youth the precise blessing which, of all 
others, at this moment he most earnestly desired. 
A servant entered and informed Miss Temple that 
her father wishe<L to speak with her in the library. 
Scarcely believing his own eyes, and while the rest 
were absorbed in conversation together, Leslie saw 
Flora rise, disentangle herself from the group, and 
follow him into the hall. Some accident closed 
the door behind her. They stood together-alone. 
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CHAPTER XI . 

..4. Quaml wh tift Objeet of Love III t1e M_mt of R __ 
c:iliGticm witla OM of H4ttl; tmd wAtlrei. u ,la-. for ,lw 
!ortY-IfN#If& tlwulandtla tiae, wlaat II Foot-ball Mtm u 10 

. Fortuntl • 

•• 8he'. fair aDd mul8 that can_my aman. 
I 10'ed her meikle aDd huIa:: 

She'. broken ber YOW, .he'.l)rolten my heart, 
And I IDaf e'en gae h~. . 

A. coot cam m wi' rowth 0 gear, 
A.nd I haa tint my dearest dear ; 
But WOIDBD is but wand'. gear, _ 

Saa lilt the bonnie lass gang."-BVIlIIS. 

THB romantic heart of Norman Leslie could but 
inadequately bid Flora an adieu that might be 
eternal before a crowd df gazing spectators. He 
had, therefore, in the fulness of his triumph and' his 
anguish, veiled all agitation, and bowed at a dis­
tance, and with scarcely a look. 

"She will remember me," he thought; ".he 
will understand me-to-morrow." 

When he found himself alone, for the first time 
in his life, with the idDI of his secret thoughts and 
dreams-who swayed his feelings as the moon 
swells the tides, and leaves them again to their re­
tirmg ebbs-now that he had half expressed his 
love, and half believed the expression returned, he 

. knew not what to say. Had lie known, it is doubt­
ful whether he could have said it, his heart beat so 
violently in his bosom. Women have naturally 
more presence of mind than men in such matters : 

Digitized by Google 



NoaMAN USLIB. 109 

'those little emergencies which silently checker the 
existenoe of the quiet student in peaceful modem 

. times-to him all as striking and memorable as 
breaking a lance or storming a town to a knight of 
other days. Flora broke· the silence; but, even 
through her graceful and becoming self-posflession, 
a certain agitation and embarrassment exhibited 
themselves, enchanting to the young lover beyond 
·expression. 

" I have to thank you, Mr. Leslie, for the song." 
He blushed. He could not well speak. Love 

'is a great taker away of the voice. He found, 
however, sufficient self-possession to reach forth 
'his hand, and gently to enclose in it that of Flora. 
She cast down her eyes. Norman's very heart 
.trembled; but at this moment he remembered 
Morton, and con~ented himself ~it.h pressin~ the 
hand he held, as If he' had taken It 10 the ordmary 
kindness of a farewell. He could not, however, 
wholly command his manner; as he said,- . 

" Dear Miss Temple, it may be very long before 
I see you again." 

"Are you leaving town, Mr. Leslie 1" 
"No, not immediately," he replied, and with 

less embarrassment; "but a painful duty may ex­
clude me, perhaps, from the pleasures of societv." 

"Mr. Leslie !"-her eyes rested full on him. -
" And from youn," he added . 
.. And that beautiful song," she. said, as if con­

lICiol'ls that propriety would permit her to press him 
DO further, "is it a present for me 1" -

"If you deem it worthy-" 
" ~ shall value it," she answered, "as your gift." 
For all his manhood, a moisture gathered in his 

eye. She looked up again. He forgot every 
thing but tbat look. He once more seized her 
hand. She turDed away her face. i. Dear, dear 

10 
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Flora! how I love you!tt had nearly escaped hi, 
!ips, when the front door suddenly opened, and 
Morton burst furiously in. Flora vanished in an 
instant. 

" Well, I do declare," exclaimed Morton, coming 
., suddenly to a stop at the demure group which he 

had broken up in the hall-" who was that 1 Oh 
ho! Master Gravity-mum's the word-apoiled 
sport, eh? Well, I nefer-my dear, dear Norman 
-if I had only known; if I had only suspecte(J,...-'· 

"Nonsense,,' cried Norman, blushing; for he 
was one of those men who inllerit that woman'. 
virtue. 

"That's it, my fine .fellowt cried Morton, hi, 
finger on his nose-CO I 'am up to all that sort of 
thing. What, three-Olle 100 many, hey 1 Well, 
I declare-" 
. " I tell you-" cried Norman, quickly and sternly; 
for he loved not jesting on lIuch points •. 

"Oh," interrupted ;MortOl., "you need not teU 
me. There's no necessity for it at all. Fy l you 
cunning dog-you-but, mon Dieu /-1 forget. Is 
not Miss Temple here 1" and in he went with little 
ceremony. . 

Norman waited a moment anxiously in hope 
that Flora might return. He was at once the 
happiest and most miserable of human beings. He 
was on the eve of the wildest bliss he ever knew; 
and he was also rushing madly into the grave. He 
loved Flora Temple now more devotedly than ever. 
He owned it. He felt it. That which had before 
dwelt in his heart a half-buried spark, was now 
.fanned into a blaze. What singular fatality con­
nected him with the silly and good-humoured Mor­
ton, that by his agency he should be frustrated in 
the happiest moment of. his existence, and his ex­
iJtence itself be brought to a fearful terminatlCm: 
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Now, too, the conviction rushed on his soul, that 
Flora Temple loved him. He believed and hailed 
it in the face of reason, of probability, and of the 
express authority of Miss Romain. But what is 
reaSOB, probability, or authority to a lover, against 
the plain and sweet eloquence of the eyes, which 
should know best of all? What was he now to 
do ? Wait 1 see Flora once more, reveal his love : 
frankly, and bid her farHell for ever 1 or should 
he-thus in doubt whether his passion was requited 
-lIy at once from her dear and dangerous presence, 
and, yielding his throat to the slaughter of Ii fierce, 
bloody, and certain hand, die just at the gates of 
paradIse 1 "Oh! were I escaped from this fatal 
duel," he thought, "I would ask no more of for­
t.une. May Providence interfere now, and rescue 
me from this awful dilemma, and my cup of bliss 
will be full to overflowing. Never again will I 
complain of destiny!" 

As he lingered one moment, at a loss what to do, 
he was startled by the sudden appearance of a 
female figure. 

" Flora 1" he said •. 
It was not Flora. The tall form of Mrs. Tem".. 

pIe rose before him with a step more than usually 
stately, and an expression in her face severe and 
repelling. 

"Bless me," she said, "Mr. Leslie !" -
If the youth had bluslled before, he now crim­

loned with tenfold embj'r:assment. 
"Well met, Mr. Lesbe," resumed Mrs. Temple, 

in a tone of sarcasm; "I have been about to re­
quest the honour of a personal interview, and now 
fate favours me beyon~ my deserts, though you, 
pe!haps, will not share m the pleasure of my sur­
prise." 
. "Madam," replied Norman, bowing, ." why 
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should I. feel other than pleasure at the sight of 
Mrs. Temple 1" 

"Because, by the name on your lips, I presume 
your thoughts were upon a different and more weI. 
come perspn. I understand you ; but I regret the 
painful necessity of putting you right. A danger. 
ous disorder, Mr. Leslie, must be cured, although, 
in the operation, the plltient shrink, and the surgeon 
hold the knife with relbttance. You are not at a 
loss for my meaning." 

"Indeed, madam, but I am, most profoundly," 
replied Norman; feeling, however, that her proud 
and haughty charaeter was bearing her beyond the 
pale of delicacy and good-breeding. . 

"In plain terms, then, Mr. Leslie, Mr. Temple 
has requested me to express our high appreciatIon 
of your character; but to say that we have 0b­
served with regret your marked attentions to Flora. 
We appeal to your generosity, Mr. Leslie" (Leslie 
.bowed); "we confide in your honour. Flora's 
hand is already pledged to another. To save your­
self future pain, and her unnecessary embarrass­
ment, I seize the earliest 0f.portunity to explain this 
to you frankly. Flora wil , J am certain, always be 
most happy to see Mr. Leslie as a friend. Good­
morning, sir." 

Again Norm&,n bowed low, norIifted his face till 
he was alone. To him this appeared an insult. 
The supercilious cOllde~ensioD, the haughty dis­
missal of Mrs. Temple, .,howed her impetuous: 
character in its least favod'rable light. Flora was, 
then, in truth, the affianced bride of another. Her 
softness towards him was either imaginary, or as­
sumed out of pity or spox:t. Stung by the thought, 
he was in the act of :flying for ever from ,he iftoo 
auspicious mansion, wilen a slight shriek arrestecl 
his step. Was it fancy 1 or was it the voice of 
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'Flora? He re-entered the apartment, alarmed and 
lIuryrised by the ~onfusion w hich prev~led. T~e 
ladies were s1andmg, arid apparently agItated Wlth 
the most sudden and lively apprehension. The 
count appeared .erect, proudly listening to entreaties 
directed .to him with the utmost fervour by all pres­
ent; and, as if a sight of death or pestilence had 
.blasted his eyes, Norman beheld Flora, pale and 
frigb\elled, foremost in her earnest solicitations, 
with her hand on the count's arm, in tbe ardour of 
her exclamations. 

" Oh, Mr. Leslie ," cried Mrs. Temple, "could 
we have expected tbis from you !" 

" A. pretty fright, indeed," said Miss Romain. 
"Oh, Norman, dear Norman! abandon this horrid 
affair." 

"For me, count, for me," cried Flora, "spare his 
blood !" 

"I perceive," said Norman, who always rose ill 
energy and ease in proportion to the emergency, 
and whose present manner was cold and freezing­
"I perceive, by lome mischance, that which should 
have been concealed is betrayed; but let me en­
treat Miss Temple, wbenshe solicits my lord count 
there, to place her request en an, other ground 
than my safety." 

A reproachful and surprised look from Flora, 
ahot at his heart, broke harmless as an arrow 
against a steel corslet. He felt his 1I0ul fully arm-
ed against her fascinati~. . 

"Oh, Mr. Leslie !" s. Mrs. Temple, "for our 
lake, forbear from this fatal, this dreadful meeting !" 

" You must allow me to assure you," rejoined 
Norman, "that no otheJi.,power rests in my hand 
than that of obstinate a'e'quiescence in the Count 
Clairmont's invitation. In this affair he has been 

10· . 
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quite the aggressor, and I can request nothing at 
his hands." 

.. Mr. Leslie," said Flora, "you will surely listen 
to our request." . 

" Much as it would flatter me to have an oppor­
tunity of obliging Miss 'J'emple, I have neither the 
power nor the wish to do so here." 

" But for me, dear Norman," cried Miss Romain, 
sobbing aloud, and apptoa~hing him with a famil­
iarity which might be excused by the general agi­
tation. 

"For you, Miss Romain," said he, still burning 
with resentment against Flora, "I wish to do 
much; but you address yourself to one who has no 
niore power than yourself over the circumstances." 

Mr. Romain, who had stood a silent spectator of 
this scene, at length said, in his blunt way,­

"Come, come, young gentlemen-this matter 
must be settled, or we shall be compelled to· seek 
aid from the authorities." 

"Mr. Leslie," said the count, "you have done 
me wrong. You think me unforgiving; I am not 
80. As a proof-partly at the command of these 
ladies, whom I am bound to obey, and partly be­
cause 1 am cenvinced that I might myself last 
night have furnished more cause of offence than I 
intended-I waive all other .considerations, and 
withdraw my invitation. My warmth last evening 
was premature. I apologize for the hasty expres­
sion. I shall receive YOJAllcknowledgments In re. 
tum as an ample seal .. reconciliation. Come. 
Leslie, let UII think of this idle matter no more." 

He extended his hand with· ease and franknellS. 
Leillie stellped forward, e,a:l exchanged the proffer. 
ed salutation. "I shout! hold myself," he laid, 
I patly your inferior, Count Clairmont, both ia 
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I good sense and candour, if I did not cheerfully im­
pro'V9 such an opportunity to aToid bloodshed." 

" Yau will find," said the count, in a more confi­
dential voice, "that I had already thought better of 
it, and had communicated such instructions to my 
friend Captain Forbes 'as would probably have ef­
fected this same event, and prevented a deed so fa­
tal," in a still lower tone, "as you, Mr. Leslie, in-
tended to perpetrate." , 

The magnanimity of the cpunt was applauded in 
the liveliest tenns. Flora cast on him a look, in 
the opinion of Norman, fllli of speechless tender­
Iless; and the young nobleman appeared to the 
most graceful advantage, even in the eyes of Leslie 
himsel£ 

"He is too deep for me," he thought, "or I 
have wronged him most shamefully." 

He remained a few minutes a moody spectator 
of the close of a IIcene in whieh he had not borne 
the most becoming part. Withdrawing a last gaze 
from Flora's beautiful face, he accidentally detected 
the count, in a distant part of the room, watching 
him, as he thought, unobse"eci. He was a\ruck 
with a glance of malignant meaning, which, like 
the rattle of the dreadful snake, bade him beware. 

At length, after an awkward adieu to the ladies, 
whose salutations in return, particularly Flora's, he 
thought cold and stiff, with a mountain-load from 
his mind, yet a coal of fire at his heart, he withdrew, 
and sought his own hoW. 

"Strange world!" ht!"thought: "orief and wild 
'Vicissitudes! What a sport-what an idle chance 
-what a reckless, valueless, wanton confusion is 
the destiny of mortals! Yesterday I was well, safe. 
tranquil, and happy. This morning I was suddenly 
trallsfonned into a beast, bound and dragged to the 
ahar for sacrifice. A few moments ago I prayed to 
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be released and set free, as the highest boon Heaven 
could bestow. Lo! I am loose; the chain is bro-

\ 

ken; the knife sheathed; the fire extinguished; \, 
and yet, while the bright blade glittered before my 
eyes, one thought made me happier in danger than 
I am now in freedom. That look of the count's 
too-will he play me false 1-a malignant devil 
lurks in his glances. As for Flora," a tear stood . 
on his eyelash, he dashed it away-" pshaw! boy 
that I am! let me tear her sweet image for ever 
from my heart." 

At eleven Kreutzner entered by appointment. 
" There are to be two more breathing folks in 

the world, Leslie, than you intended. The noble 
count and the noble captain put their noses together 
at your close terms, and request another interview." 

"It will be useless," said Norman, and related 
the occurrence of the morning. 

"Now, is that magnanimity," said Kreutzner, 
when he had done speaking, "or love for the fair 
girl, or sheer cowardice 1" 

" Alas for poor human nature !" answered Leslie. 
"The world may well be topsy-turvy, when, even 
by such observers as you, Kreutzner, the purest 
VIrtues and the meanest vices· cannot be distin­
guished from each other: but come, a truce to 
moralizing. I propose we shall sup together." 

"And the prospect," said Kreutzner, "of a com­
fortable breakfast in the morning instead of a bullet, 
will not lessen.your appetite, I assure you.'~ 
. The two fnends bnkeil arms, and callIng for 
Morton, who, with all his foUy, had the pleasing 
faculty of rendering himself more agreeable in 
most companies than he had managed to do in that 
of Miss Temple, they adjourned to one of the nu­
merous saloons which in New-York tolerably IUp-
ply the place of the Parisian caf~. -
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"What! made up," said Morton, cc at Temple's! 
fal, dal, diddle, didale, faI, dal, daI. Now, that's 
all my doings. I let out the whole affair, though I 
durst not stay to see the consequences. Faith, I 
felt like a fellow who lights a train of gunpowder, /" 
and runs, without stopping to make observations 
upon the explosion." 

.. Morton!" said Norman, "you did not dare to 
commit such a piece of stupidity." 

" Yes, but I did, though. I had no notion of see­
ing a fellow like you, ~e81ie, shot down like a wild 
pigeon in my quarrel." 

"Then you are, Morton, I must say, a greater 
fool than I took you for !" 

"Wen, now, Leslie-now-my dear fellow­
really-that'. a poor return for saling you from" a 
dead shot-a fellow who can put a bullet, you 
know, out of the muzzle .f ooe pistol iiito that of 
another! Yon would haTe been snuffed out! you 

"know you would! What chanee would such a 
strapping surface as yours present against a power 
-of aim that always touches a silver sixpence. Re­
member the Veronese lady! And now-&his is mY' 
thanks I-Well, I declare-I ReTel'-" 
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CHAPTER XII 

A 4""",uabl, way of 6pentliflg tlae E"miRK, tm4 CI cAap 
from bad to Wor6' • 

.. That man that hath a tODglle, I .y, is DO man, 
U with his tong1le he cannot win a woman." 

Tuo Gattk_ of V_. 

"THAT Norman Leslie is a strange being," said 
Mrs. I Temple one eTening, as he left their circle, 
after a visit of a half hour, during which he had 
appeared peculiarly reserved . 

.. He is dying of love for Miss Romain," said 
the count; "he is Tery eccentric also, and exceed­
ingl~ flipP.!lnt." 

" Flippant!" exclaimed Flora, in unfeigned sur­
prise, "Mr. Leslie flippant?" 

.. I fear he is much worse, my love," said Mrs. 
Temple; "he is deceitful and treacherous." 

"Deceitful and treacherous 1" echoed Flora 
again; "Mr. Leslie 1" 

"Yes, my dear, Mr. Leslie," rejoined Mrs. Tem­
ple ;" we cannot judge of men's characters by 
seeing them in the drawing-room. Mr. Leslie in 
company is very aemure; but I am credibly in­
formed among men he is altogether a different per­
son; and it is among men that a man's character is 
most correctly estimated. What was it, count, 
that at0l} about him 1" 

"No, said the count, "my dear madam. excuse 
me. Scandal is my abhorrence, and I am not pre-
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rred to say that is any thing but scandal; indeed, 
scarcely believe it at all. Besides, after what 

took place between Mr. Leslie and myself some 
weeks since, my moti ve for repeating It might be 
misconstrued." 

Flora looked up, but said nothing. 
"Respecting Mr. Leslie's integrity," continued 

Clairmont, with marked emphasis, "I shall not 
therefore speak; but of his flippancy I can easily 
cite an example. He is in the habit of hoastio, 
that he is oblIged to decline the affections, nay, ad­
vances is his word, of more than one among the 
fairest of the New-York ladies." 

"The wretch I" cried Mrs. Temple. " Flora, 
my love, you will certain!y break that folder.'" 

" Do you know, Miss Temple, that I have heard 
your name on his lips so familiarly, that one would 
deem him a· much more intimate friend than I per­
ceive he is, by his ver;t different maimer to you 
when in your presence.' 

Flora turned a little pale; it was barely percep­
tible, but Clairmont's keen eye detected it. 

" I should regret," said she, " to hear any thing 
serious against Mr. Leslie's reputation. His sister 
Julia and his father are almost faultless, and they 
are perfectly bound up in him. I think I never 
knew a family in the domestic circle so really and 
unostentatiously affectionate and happy." 
. "He will certainly marry Miss Romain; and I 

think she will tame him," said Mrs. Temple, with 
a cool smile. 

" It is slud that she has already more than once 
refused him," rejoined Clairmont. 

1 " How singular I" exclaimed Flora, but blushed 
as she finished the sentence. 

" And pray why, my love 1" said Mrs. Temple. 
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, smiling again; "becau8e this Mr. Leslie is sO in­
terestin~ f' 

"No. 
"Because he is so grryand lively 1" intemtpted 

the count, with a sneer. , 
"Miss Romain makes no secret," said Flora, 

4' of her int~ntion to marry him, and yet I have 
.heard her boast openly of baving rejected him !" 

" ADd. do you think," said- the oOl,lnt, with some­
thiDg of marked meaning in-his ,manner, tIC that a 
lover should Dever strive against the first harsh 
sentence 1" _ 

" I do," said Flora, srave1y; and,- changing the 
conversation, she contmued-" Mamma, did you 
hear of the accident which-" 

But mamma had disappeared, and Flora found 
herself alone with the count. She half started, as 
if with an impulse to fly; but recollecting herself, 
remained with a most graceful air of forced com­
posure, not less becoming from the fact that 
through it anyone might detect no ordinary degree 
of agitatioD. Sbe .dropped her eyes upon the vol­
ume, .hose damp leaves she had been carefully 
seJ>araung wi1h a pearl folder. A. glow of hope 
and triumph g1eamedover the face of her compan­
ion as he approached, and, with the most guarded 
gentleness and delicacy, laying his fillgilrs upon the 
book, slowillowered it from her gaze. 

"Flora!' , 
"l The,e was a moment's silence. 

"Dear Flora!" He' took her hand. She at­
tempted to withdraw it; but, alas for his 8uit, nei 
ther turned away, nor blushed, nor trembled. Her 
face was Bli«btly pale; but on her sunny brow 
there was a Shadow; and ,the 'Smile which usually 
pl~ about her beautiful mouth, was gone utterly. 

" You forget, Count Clairmont," she aid, "I 

• 
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nave already told you that this is language I will 
not hear." 

"My beloved Flora!" he.cried, apparently much 
affected, and dropping on his knee, •• once more­
once more let me-" 

She rose. Never had she seemed so tall. 
-" You misjudge me, Count Clainnont," she said, 

" most atrangely •. I am no silly girl, withdrawing 
to be woo~d, and speaking to be cohtt1ldicled. 
Your language is displeasing and painful. Having 
already expressed my sentiments de.cidedly, I 
trusted the subject was at rest. I beg you to rise. 
I will ring for my mother." 
. There was a firmness in her voice and manDer 

that would have rung the death-knell to hope in 
any bosom but that of Connt Clainnont. 

"No, 110, angelic girl," and he retained her hand, 
while a flush of emoti-on crossed his handsome face, 
" you must not, you shall not stir, till I have again 
poured into your ear all that I feel and suffer. 
Flora, I love you !" 

" Count Clairmont-" 
"I have loved you always. From the first your 

mother knew and approved my addresses. I threw 
myself at your feet. You, enchanting girl, turned 
coldly, cruelly away. Never shall I forget the an­
guish, the agony of that moment; I would have 
fled the country, nay, I would have buried myself 
for ever from the world, but your generous mot.het 
soothed my distress, checked my- despair, and grad­
ually reawakened my hope.' It is 'now by her 
permission, and that of your honourable father, that 
I enjoy this interview, which I have been so au­
'ous to procure." 

" ADd I to avoid," said Flora. 
"Miss Temple," added the count, rising, and 
VOL. I.-F 11 . 
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still holding her hand, "am I so unhappy as to 
have offended you 1" 

"Detention by physical force, sir," said Flora, 
coldly, "is th~ least plausible method either to 
awaken affection or to preserve esteem." 

~ He released her hand. She walked to the bell, 
and was about to ring. 

" Flora," he said, earnestly, ".as a friend, I en-
treat you to hear me." • 

She paused, and he continued :-
" Miss Temple, if I am so unfortunate as to have 

vet made· no progress in your esteem, I cannot 
abandon the hope of being more favoured hereafter. 
So deeply am I interested in the success of this 
suit, that. my happiness, my very reason, are utterly 
at stake. Your parents have assured me that vou. 
affections are disengaged; let me add, that iheir 
strongest wishes are enlisted in my behalf. My 
present almost unlimited fortune, my immense ex­
pectations in Europe, the advantages which my ti-

, j itle affords me of showing you the most exclusive 
. ! :circles of foreign society, in their most favourable 
'\ aspect-" 
, He paused before a look so calmly cold as to 

embarrass even him. 
_ "Count Clairmont," she said, "has but poorly 

improved his intercourse with our sex, iihe sus­
pects a woman's heart to be influenced by such 
considerations. I am not ambitious either of 
wealth or tide. Upon this subject I have already 
spoken decisively: let me repeat my sentiments 
now. They are confirmed by reflection. I have 
feared this interview, and done every thing in my 
power to prevent it. Your first suggestions of par­
tiality I was contented simply to decline. I meet 
your present solicitations with a firmness not un­
mingled with both surprise and displeasure. Per-
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mit me, sir, to add, that any future renewal will be 
received either as ridicule Qr insult." 

"Must I then despair," said the count, deeply 
mortified, "of permission to prosecute my ad­
dresses with the aid of time 1" 

"My sentiments," rejoined Flora, "nothing on 
earth can alter. I have never felt, I never can feel 
f(;f you the slightest love. I would not now permit 
this painful interview to be so prolonged, but in or­
der to satisfy you that a repetition must be utterly 
impossible." • .. 

"One more prayer," said he, again kneelinf' in 
a voice husky with emotion; "I cannot, I wil not 
abandon all hope, till I know whether I yield only 
to your abstract preference for a single life, or to 
the happier star of some favoured rival." 

" Count Clairmont!" said Flora, a flush of indig­
nation rising to her cheek. 

"Nay, cold and cruel girl-" 
Before he had finished the sentence, he was 

alone. 
Stung with disappointment and rage, he with­

drew and left the house. He had not walked many 
minutes when he felt a hand upon his shoulder, 
and a woman in a thick veil stood before him. Be. 
wildered and off his guard, his first thought was of 
Flora; but the veil, slowly drawn aside, revealed 
the large black eyes of the young female who has 
slightly and somewhat mysteriously appeared on 
the stage of our drama in the second chapter. She 
now stood confronting him most haughtily. For a 
moment they regarded each other in silence, the 
light of a lamp falling strongly on their features. v 

" Clairmont," at length cried the intruder, "yow 
time has e~pired. I have yielded to your request. 
I will yield no longer." 

" LOuise !" he answered; "not here-not here !" 
F2 
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" Yes, kM"6!" echoed s~e, vehemently; "here or 
anywhere, wherever you may be. I claim my 
promise. Your time has expired." 

. " By the holy mother! girl, but-damnation!" 
The last exclamation was called forth by the ap­

pearance of Morton, who, accidentally passing at 
the time, distinctly recognised both individuals, and 
paused in surprise to gaze on their faces. 'LouiRe 
drew down her veil. Clairmont stefped up sternly, 
and addressed to him some casua but angry re­
mark. Th6 young gentleman replied awkwardly, 
bowing and Ilhuffling back, and declaring that he 
was not aware of being an intruder. 

" See, girl," said Clairmont, " see what you have 
done! Would you betray, would you ruin me 1" . 

" Yes," she replied; "if it brought your head to 
the block-your neck to the gibbet-your flesh to 
the worms! I would betray~I would ruin you--­
unless-" 

A livi<l pal~ness overspread his features, which 
were transformed by the convulsions of hideous 
passion. He spoke in an under voice and close to 
her ear,-

" Silence, woman-if you would live-silence~" 
" Live!" echoed she, scornfully; "hark in your 

ear." She whispered. He started, and stamped 
his foot. 

"No," he replied, 'f it is impossible yet. But 
this is no place. Meet me at the hotel again." 

"I understand you," said the female; "I will. 
But--" 

She bent her keen bright eyes full on his, with a 
power which almost made him quail. 

" If you deceive-" 
" No, no, no, no," returned he, f' I will oot-l 

will not. To-morrow-to-morrow !" 
The Toice of a passing pedestrian, chanting a 
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. barcarole of the reigning opera, announced some 
new intruder. The speakers broke off, and sep­
arated abruptly. 

CHAPTER XIII. 

A Chapter moltly of digrelli07ll. which the Rader iI eJto 
treated to elZCUle. aI the Author could Rot help it. Yet 
Ihovld it Rot be altogether dipped. 

'II Quench, Corydon, thy long unanswered fire ! 
Mind what the common wanta of life require ; 
On willow twigs employ thy weaving care ; 
And find an easier love, though not 10 fair." 

DIlYDEN'. VitriL 

BEAUTIFUL Spring! We do love to watch thy 
coming. Only the other day we were dilating 
upon the cold; no~, away with the appendages of 
the frowning old Winter! Our habits are gradu­
ally undergoing a change. The fire sinks in the 
grate, and burns dimly and unnoticed; the heavy 
cloak hangs unregarded in the hall; people come 
in from the open air with noses of a natural colour; 
the earth is brightening everywhere; and our very 
soul melts on discovering a dash of tender new 
grass on the sunny side of some old wall. A 
hundred-a thousand sunny reminiscences rise up 
warmly in our tired, chilled heart; we enjoy all a 
schoolboy's simple delight at thy first footstep. 
Dear Spring! thou art a companion endeared to 
us by innumerable tender and unworldly recollec­
tions. 

The season now, over the country, began to 
exhibit itself in a thousand agreeable forms. A. 

U-

, 
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ahadeof lovely verdure enlivened the fields; the 
I,uds were breaking beautifully out from· the juicy 
branqhes: in the gardens, the simple IInowdrop, 
the crocus, sprinkling the brown earth with many 
colours, the yellow daffodil, the fragrant mezereon, 
with its flower before the leaf, already appeared­
graceful harbingers of the most welcome of sea­
sons; and soon to be followed by the modest violet, 
the lowly heartsease, the golden Adonis, the crim­
SOft piony, hyacinths; tulips, and all the beautiful 
and variegated children of nature. 

In the barnyard now the cattle rested them­
selves with ardent gratification. The contented 
hen dug a hole in the gravel, and laid, in enviable 
and. luxurious idleness, in the general sunshine;. 
and the cock swaggered and st.ruttedabout in his 
fine regimentals with superadded dignity, his great 
soul shining through every look and action, lifting 
his feet as if the very earth were not good enough 
for him to tread on, and' ever and anon slapping his 
martial sides triumphantly with his wings, and 
challE!nging all the world with high-sounding ex­
clamations. Ah, happy fellow! he is your only 
philosopher. He enjoys life truly. He has no 
books to balance; no notes to pay; no duns to 
meet; no bills in chancery to draw; no romances 
to write; no proofs to read: nothing but to rove 
about all day, whithersoever he pleaseth; free from 
troub!wlebts, labour, fear, dyspepsy, laws, bonds, 
house-rent, and all the fiends engendered to haunt 
the citizen of a civilized c_ommunity. Happy fe)­
low! even now we hear thy voice-the outbreak­
ings of a great, independent, happy heart. Peace 
be with thee! gay sultan, amid thy seraglio of 
dames. Elegant courtier! Proud herald of the. 
QlOJ"D ! 

In the city. the evidences Qf \he S6UOil weN 
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numerous, although of a different description. 
The· shopkeepers flung open their doors, and dis­
played their goods in the air. The windows of 
the wealthy were also unclosed, and the breathing 
and blossoming plants placed in the sun. Dirty­
faced chubby children, ragged, barefoot, and hat­
less, came forth in troops by the cellar doors, and 
in aU the sunshiny places: and the poor generally 
wore cheerful countenances; for they were already 
enjoying existence more with less expense. But 
of all the places where these revolutionary pro­
ceedings in the weather were perceptible, the west 
side of Broadway, perhaps, exhibited the most 
changes in the dresses of the promenaders, mascu­
line and feminine, black and white. It seemed that 
no experience could enlighten certain classes upon 
the fickleness of Spring; and every accidental 
gleam of warm weather was sure to elicit divers 
pieces of apparel, more peculiarly appropriate to 
the heat of summer. The cumbersome cloak was 
left behind. Then the thin shoe appeared in place 
of the boot. In a little while a parasol went gayly 
along through the sunshine; and, by-and-by, straw 
hats and white pantaloons prematurely displayed 
themselves upon odd-looking persons. Weare 
apt to regard with some curiosity, if not suspicion, 
your fellow who puts on thin pantaloons so early 
in the season, hoping thereby to force on the sum­
mer. He is like the first swallow. His reuoning 
powers cannot be much cultivated; or else he is 
only striving after notoriety; or, perhaps, he may 
have a better reason, viz., his thin pantaloons may 
be thicker than his thick ones 1 Whatever may be 

. the origin of so extraordinary a proceeding, we 
humbly warn our readers against being led too 
easily . away by the alluring promises, and tender 
but deceitful solicitations, of Spring. Let not ~ 
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expanding buds, the new grass, the peeping fiolfer .. 
ets; the broad, still, universal sunshine; the fresh, 
fragrant, and bland zephyr, delude you into any of 
these fashionable eccentricities in apparel. Believe 
not the appearance of the earth; trust naUbe se-

! ducing smiles of heaven. The whole season re­
sembles a lively coquette, full of smiles, airs, and 
affections; and much more ready to make promises 
than to keep them. We have now in our memory 
an unhappy wretch, whom we once met in the 
course of an afternoon peregrination. He was 
hastening homeward, shivering in a pair of white 
trousers, pumps, and thin silk stockings; his nose 
turned blue; and his coat buttoned, desperately, 
ev.ery button, to the very throat. Do not, we en­
treat, be too rash in taking down stoves, and aban­
doning thick stockings. Remember the words of 
the friar in Romeo and J uliet-" Wisely and slow; 
they stumble that run fast." 

Yes, the spring was here; and the gay world o( 
fashion was as busy as the blossoms on the tree~, 
or the birds in the groves. Flora Temple con­
tinued to bloom with the modest sweetness of a 
wild rose. Her striking- beauty, which each day 
seemed to unfold some lovelier charm; her ac­
complished education; her clear, bright mind, and 
gentle nature-to say nothing of her immense for­
tune, and yet more immense expectations-ren­
dered her an object of universal attraction, and 
enchained the particular attentions of a host of 
gentlemen, who, from various considerations, wrote 
themselves her admirers. The world, alwavs pe­
culiarly shrewd upon these matters, exhausted its 
curiosity and its conjectures upon the subject of her 
union; and gave her away, unceremoniously, to 
many a claimant, who, ho~ever charmed with the 
honour, knew too well at heart that it could be en- . 
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Joyed hut in imagination. Poor Monon, after his 
first storm of disappointment and wounded vanity, 
had swallowed his regrets with a resignation. which 
springs sometimes from philosophy; and lSometimes 
from folly; and, if rumour spoke truth (which, by­
the-\t&y, that slandered divinity often does), he had 
no reason to be ashamed of the names associated 

. with his own on the long list of rejected suiter!!. 1 

Lieutenant Halford of the navy, after beating about 
for some time against baffling bree~es, bore down 
gallantly towards the prize, but suddenly veered 
upon a· new tack, and shortly after struck his 
colours beneath a heavy fire from the eye.--oh 
woman! woman !--of Miss Maria Morton. CliP­
tain Forbes of the army besieged the fortress; but 
upon a short parley from the walls, he turned at 
once to the right-about, and obliqued off to the left, 
double-quick step, upon lome more feasible expe­
dition. An eloquent young lawyer, who had been 
a good deal in the papers, and was supposed to 
possess a weighty influence in the first ward, rose 
to advance a motion, which the public, like a court 
of inferior jurisdiction, immediately decided in his 
favour: but love and law have both their uncell­
tainties ; for, upon an appeal to the highest tribunal, 
the opiflion was reversed. A club of literati-a 
street of young merchants-a board of brokers­
and a whole medical college, were reported to have 
suffered a veto in regular succession; while penni­
less poets, promising editors, law-students, and 
young men of talent, were declined ad i1!ftnitum 
with sweet condescension, gracious regret, ~d a 
world of kind wishes for their future welfare, and 
that their subsequent paths might be "strewn ~ith 
flowers!" It was asserted by Howard, that Milijl 
Temple was obliged to keep a confidential clerk; 
and that the dismissals were issued in the form Qf 

Fa 
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printed blanks, filled up, according to circumstan­
ces, with name and date, without any further trouble 
or knowledge of the young lady herself than a 
careless weekly perusal of the list of suiters' names, 
alphabetically arranged. But Morton declared this 
to. be a bouncer; as his d\vn had been carefully 
written in her'own hand, on rose paper, sealed with 
a cameo cupid, and composed, evidently, at the ex­
press command of her mother, who was mad after 
that d-d French count. 

" Why don't she marry 1" said the world. "Time 
dies; and she must be eighteen at least." 

"Why don't she marry 1" said Mrs. Hamilton 
one morning to ~er husband. 

" Because she is not a fool, my dear," growled 
the happy husband. "She is young, rich, free, 
and admired. Why should she marry? Like oth­
ers I could mention, she better becomes the station 
of a belle than of a wife. Women nowadays are 
only made to look at." . 

" And men to fret and scold," said Mrs. Hamil­
ton, with a scowl. 

"Come, come, my love," rejoined the husband, 
"no pouting. What's done, you know, my angel, 
can't be undone." 

"Mr. Hamilton, you are a-" 
co A what, my dear 1" 
The lady was silent. The husband thrust his 

hands into his pantaloons pockets, kicked his robe 
de chambre from the middle of the floor into a 
corner (this dialogue matrimonial is presumed to 
have taken place in what the French call the cham­
bre cl coucher), muttered an oath, shrugged his 
shoulders, and made his exit whistling "The 
Campbell. are coming." 
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" There he goes," said Mrs. Hamilton to herself, 
as the front door slammed heavily after her retreat­
ing lord, and his choleric step died away on the 
pavement-" there he goes, and it will be mid­
night, now, ere I see him again. Who could have 
believed it before we married! Then- ' 

" Miss Temple, too," murmured the neglected 
wife, as she continued her revery, sighing the 
while, and glancing her eyes upon the still lovely 
image presented by a large mirror. " Happy 
girl P' (she rang the bell) "she will win the count 
yet" (another sigh). "Well-as Hamilton says­
what's done-" 

The maid entered, and the complicated ma­
chinery of a small family went on with its opera­
tions. 

To say that Norman Leslie had not visited at 
Mrs. Temple's, after the occurrences related in the . 
foregoing chapters; would not be to say the truth; 
nor, indeed, that he never visited at Mr. Romain's. 
OD the contrary. he had occasionally beguiled an 
evening with each family; and at both-a young 
and refined man, with a leaning to poetry, with­
out a wife, and with an intuitive delicacy which 
preserved him from the grosser pJeasures of a large 
city-he found much to attract and gratify him. 
There were music, charming society, ,and the gay­
est spirits; which; when the mood was on him, he 
was fully competent to share, and even to enliven. 
He had observed, during his infrequent visits to 
Miss Romain, that her character had undergone a 
change, which sometimes induced the opinion that 
he had wronged her; and there was in his bosom 
ever a generous yearning to excuse and to acquit. 
The once lively girl had now become more staid 
and grave, sometimes even unhappy. Norman 
could not be ignorant that he had once excited the 
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love of a bosom which, however light and incon­
stant, was full of womanly feelings. In the fervour 
of boyhood, her brilliant charms and accompli8h~ 
ments had certainly impressed him with a too 
JVarm sense of her loveliness; but then his loftily 
sentimental character might have started aside too 
'suddenly, and mistaken the really careless folly 
and unguarded thoughtlessness of a giddy girl for 
inherent affectation and heartlessness. He was no 
fop; but we shall not undertake to say whether he 
could entirely exclude from his mind a vague sur· 
mise, which, however forcibly dismis~ed, returned 
again and again, that this permanent sadness, the 
pensive reserve of manner, might result from a 
half-revived affection for him. Love her he could 
not; but youths of his calibre can stretch their 
hearts to a wonderful complacency in regarding 

- the favour of a sweet girl, even when that favour ' 
finds affection already flown. Her manner towards 
him had been soft and alluring, particularly so in 
the company of other ladies, and most particularly 
in that of Miss Temple, who was struck at the 
undisguised partiality which she often exhibited for 
him. Whether this was really reawakened pas­
sion, or incorrigiele coquetry, or a desire to re­
claim a half-freed captive, and display him before 
the world a double conquest-or whether the keen 
~ye of a heartless flirt had detected in the mind of 
her late lover deeper thoughts than he chose to 
acknowledge of Flora Temple, whom she envied, 
and whose envy she triumphed in the thought of 
exciting-must yet be left to conjecture. She 
continued by turns sad and gay, sentimental, fond, 
and, peevish, playing off the airs of a capricious, 
spoiled, and impassioned woman; while Flora 
moved calmly in her orbit, as the moon mounts 
steadily up the heavens, veiled sometimes in a sil-
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yer cloud, from which even \he shadow is beauti­
ful; or pouring her soft light from an azure sky, 
whose utmost clearness is· not freed from a touch 
of melancholy. Norman Leslie and she appeared 
farther separated in destiny than ever; yet he still . 
secretly nourished for her an abaorbing and in­
creasing passion, which he sometimes half ima­
gined, for such dreams come SOOll, was not unre­
quited: yet, while he more freqqently and famil­
iarly visited the dwelling of Mr. Romain, he called 
on ilie Temples but rarely; and always during hi. 
ltay wal uninteresting, cold, or embarrassed. He 
generally met the count there, which by no means 
diminislied hil disquietude, particularly as it seem­
ed to be understood that be was certainly and 
Ipeedily to marry Flora Temple. 

CHAPTER XIV. 

An inng'" into the Character of an old but .light .Acpcrint­
__ A tmder Revery iJlternlpted. 

II Than whom a better eenator ne'er held 
The helm of Rome, when gowns, not anna, repelled 

The fierce Epirot and the African boW; • 
Whether to eeUle peace, or to unfold 

The drift of hollow States, bard to be ~lled," 
• Milton 10 8ir H~ T..,.. the Yowrp-. 

MR. MORDAUNT LESLIE sat alone in his study. 
Hitherto Norman, instead of his father, has occu­
pied our reader; let me now call his attention to 
the latter. Perhaps the Uni.ted States held no 
character more peculiarly the growth of a republic, 
where talent and eloqU'ence make themselves felt. 

12 
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Early in life he had entered the field of politics. 
Being the son of a man who had figured brilliantly 
in the Revolution, in the companionship of Wash­
ington, Kosciusko, Hamilton, and Lafayette; and 
belonfing to one of the old, wealthy, and influen­
tial (i they could not be called aristocratic) fami­
lies of the country, he commenced his career with 
numerous and powerful advantages. Long and 
deeply had he struggled in the game; and always 
been the winner. Stronger and stronger grew his 
Iway-Iouder and louder his voice was heard; 
and -more and more reverently it was listened to 
in every excitintr emergency. At the time of our 
Itory he stood among the highest American states­
men: profound and grave, learned, .eloquent, and 
persevering, he had risen through the intermediate 
grades between the· obscurity of a private citizen 
and his ~resent rank in the Senate of the United 
States. From that commanding summit, his dig­
nified but never sleeping ambition formed ~ew 
plans, beheld higher eminences. Few had climbed 
so loftily with a character so unsullied. A foreign 
ministry to Paris or London was talked of by his 
friends. In the secret conclave of his confiden­
tial circle, an ascent yet more audacious had· fixed 
their eyes i nor did their aspiring hopes pause 
lower than the highest seat in the repubhc. Many 
candidates had striven openly for the presidential 
chair with fewer claims, and more slender hopes, 
than might be advanced and cherished by Mor-

. daunt Leslie. 
. Late on the night to which we allude, business 

of paramount importance having called him, for a 
few days, from hiS duties at Washington to New­
York, he sat in his library, earnestly engaged ill 
studying a subject of deep interest about to come 
under the consideration of I the Senate. A rival. 
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statesman from the South had attempted the pas­
sage of a bill which Mr. Leslie deemed not only· 
striking at the foundation of the iltterests of the re­
public, but at the same time calculated to shake, 
and perhaps tumble to the dust, the whole fabric 
of his own private views, which he had been so 
long and so successfully building up. Should this 
bill succeed, it would produce the most material 
and the most unpleasant influences upon his life and 
happiness. I~ was, indeed, one of those questions 
wlierein the whole strength of two mighty parties 
come to be thrown, for the moment, into the hands 
of two individuals, as ancient armies occasionally 
confided their quarrel to the puissance of two sin­
gle combatants. Thousands anxiously waited the 
result; apd the exciting sensation produced through 
the country had already crowded the city of Wash­
ington with strangers, eager for the coming on of 
the conflict. 

On the succeeding day, Mr. Leslie, with his son 
and daughter, were to set out for the capital; and 
it was \ understood that a .large party from New­
York intended also to be present, to hear the elo­
quence, and probably witness the triumph, of their 
celebrated representative. Mr. and Mrs. Temple 
were enthusiastically enlisted in the interests olthe 
party opposed to Mr. Leslie; they had also pre­
pared to proceed to Washington, and were to start 
early on the morrow. 

As the statesman sat in the silent seclusion of 
his study, while his son was wandering alone, in-' 
dulging blissful visions of Flora Temple, he was 
merged in dreams of I!tem and grasping ambition; 
not the ambition of Calsar, Napoleon, or Cromwell, 
but that of Brutus and of Washington. At least, 
this was the exalted sentiment with which he had 
.tepped upon the arena j this was the motive which 
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he had set Up before his o\\'ri heart; but, as he pw 
bearer and yet more near to the iuue of the. game, 
8S the bright reward of his daring mind shone 
almost within his reach, wh" can say what changes 
went on in hi$ character 1 Who 'Can note the degree 
io. 1thich, while his hopes strengthened, his ambi­
tion also deepened 1 As he now bent over masse. 
of heavy documents; as he 80ught a passage in a 
potlderous tome; now elucidating a point of his­
tory; now illustrating a question af law; now no­
ting down a classical quotation; DOW pausing to 
examine, enlarge, imbody in words, and commit to 
memory a new and more fiery thought; now ttlrn· 
ing over the leaves of Shakspeare for S4>me won. 
drous phrase, with which to link and aend down 
the tide of popular feeling a modern opioion;--as 
he pandered over aU the various arts by w bi.:h a 
great orator steeps and imbues himself . in his 
theme, hour after hour of the silent nigbt RUed 
unheededly away. 

Few men find their hearts ttembling with a more 
eager awxiety upon the result of an event (If an ae:.. 
tion, than that of the soaring $tatesman as be looked 
forward to fhis struggM 01\ the lIoor 01 Congress. 
The lover, waiting tile word from the lips of his 
mistress; the mother, watching the leech as he 
feels the pulse of her dying child; the gambler, hi. 
all pledged, pausing ere he uncovers the dice; the 
culprit, bending to heaT the verdict 0» his life-per .. 
h~ none of these are stirred irith thol'lghts much 

. More deep and. absorbing thart. ~hose whieh tolled 
through the mlmt of 'he ambitlf)UB, haughty, ela.. 
!luent, a~ indignan~ senator. He felt it! ~i8 .crisis 
like LeODldtls at ThermopyJ/e; he stood wlthul the 
narrow gorge which he was 10 defend· with his ow, 
arm, ana fearful he saw were the odds again It him, 
He \\fa. eloquent, and he kitew it. Hi. heart swen. 
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ed with the grandeur of conscious power; he 
'longed, he yearned for the moment of action. He 
sat like Jove above the Titans, aware of the forces 
against him, but still grasping. the thunder; and, 
though they might piie up mountains on mountains, 
still calmly and majestically awaiting the time 1.0 
launch the immortal bolt. 

He had closed a volume of Montesquieu, after 
some hours of severe application; and as he laid 
down his pencil, and put .aside the volume, he 
breathed,as one whose attention relaxes from a long 
and fatiguing task; and a smile slowly, and just 
perceptibly, softened and lighted his majestic face. 
The effect of the light, throwing its subdued stream 
upon his noble features, formed a superb subject 
for the pencil. It had "the warm splendour and 
high character of a Titian. orhe imposing person 
which we have admired in Norman appearE:d even 
more dignified in the father: he was taller, and his 
demeanour more uniformly and calmly command­
ing. His manners were remarkable for a bland and 
smooth courtliness. Intercourse with the world 
had imparted to his address high-tempered polish 
and elegance, which fitted him admirably for the 
diplomatic station to which it was said the country 
would soon call him. By Norman that fascinating 
ease and self-possession were not yet fully pos­
.Bessed; they flashed through him only at intervals. 
At or-e hour they would hallow his society so, that 
woman yielded to the delusive and dangerous influ­
ence; aDd at the next, it would pass away as if the 
flame had been wi.thdrawn from the vase; and oth­
ers would wonder what people could find in him to 
admire so boulldlessly. Mr. Mordaunt Leslie would 
have been instantly received with delight at the 
most fastidious and polished court of Europe; but 
his SOD might have remained a time in the shadow, 

12-
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and been eompelled td rise by degrees, unless some 
sudden crisis brought his talent into notice. Both 
were of the same rich material: the former was 
perfected from the hand of the artist; the latter, yei 
partly unwtought. 

In Mr. Leslie only one passion coped lrith' hi~ 
ambition: it was paternal love. He had married, 
at the early age of twenty, a woman whose rare 
chaims and e:tcellerices neither poet nor painter 
can too higllly depict. She was the only one M 
had ever loved. Mutually endeared by the recip!. 
roCal influences' of genius and romance, by remark­
able beauty of person and gentleness of character, 
they had dwelt together contentedly ...... happy, nay, 
blessed beyond eolnmon mortals~ While she lived 
his life had, been a sunshiny romance-a fairy 
dream-nothing but sunshine, poetry, and love. Bu~ 
~ rapid malady. ........ which, even ~hile it cut off ~er 
hfe, had beautified and ethereahzed both her mmd 

,/ and person-deprived him of this beloved being'. 
From the whole ardour and very romance of love~ 
I)is mind had rolled gradually into a new channet. 
Never, subsequently, had women been to him more 
than sisters. All the tenderness of his nature had 
centred upon Julia and Norman. In the former he 
found a fair copy of his wife-in the latter of him .. 
self. For a ,eat after his bereavement, in the lone.;. 
tiest hours 0 the night, he had visited the turf be­
neath which, cold to his anguish and his love, slept 
the bosom of the beautiful and vanished object of 
his early worship. And' then the lover, the quie~ 
S'hrinking, world-despising lover-the haunter of 
brooks, the t'i!eder of birds; the modest, unpresu­
ming youth, who had murmured the very breath of 
poetry to the ear of beauty; who had pored ovei' 
Uie .hues of a flower, or the shape of II cloud; who 
had' ISetlght' tt. masttlr the art of music, that he 
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might, iIi It new htriguage, tell to her hoW he loved 
her footmarks, and how he was emaptured beneath 
her gaze; he, to whom mankind· had been but the 
6.etorS in a gory tragedy or a grotesque farce, from 
both of which he turned, in the fulness of his. bliss, 
still to lingm- and· RlUfmur his passion to one mod­
~st roie in the wild wood ;-he reappeared among 
his fellow-cfeatures the resolute votary of ambition 
-forgetting music, woman, nature-the midnight' 
student, the severe satirist, the haranguer of mobs, 
the candidate {or· office, the foremost in the jar, dust, 
tumult, and sinewy struggle of brawling and- smoky' 
~ities. 'thus are men's characterS formed. What' 
now was the wife of his boyhood ?-a flower he 
had watched years ago, as it faded by the toad-side 
..:.....a laughing brook, ~hose channel was dusty-~ 
lyre, whose strings were broken--a sylvan dell, 
once fringed with foliage and scented with sweet 
roses, bot whose green and silent depths, where his 
boyish foot liad trod when the world was all new, 

. he could naver-never visit again. He had ceased 
io be i lovet; he had ceased to be a husband. He 
was now· only the father and the statesman. 

As he saw at length the and of his studies for 
the' night, he closeCl the volume; and the smil~ 
which stole across his features' announced the pleas­
ute of anticipated triumph. 

He rose, lighted a fragrant cigar, and sat dowri 
again, rather to muse than to study; for he had ar­
rived at that age when but little sleep is requisite; 
and he who would gain a'lld preserve ~scendency 
over his fellow-men must learn to waste but fe'" 
hotirs in slumber. 

Thus ran the midnight musings of the stales .. 
man:~ 

'I' Oh that- thiS' battle were fought and won! But 
iH\lnLbe..;;.-it ,hall! Cunning and ambitious as he 
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is, I will meet him front to front, breast to breast. 
He .hall find me no recoiling boy. I will make 
him feel and fear me. Let it come. Perhaps best 
it slaould. I will attack him in his fortress; I will 
scale his impregnable walls. Why, what but per­
sonal ambition can lead him to such audacious de­
signs 1 And yet, he has no young eagle, as I have, 
ready to launch upon the tempest; if he had, I 
could fancy the ground of his ambition." 

He paused; and then continued-
" That boy is already a man. I mark his mind 

mature. . I mark his energies unfold-his person 
develop-his character broaden and deepen. All 
that I have been, he shall be-and more, much 
more. He shall commence where I rest. But he 
must travel-and study. Of late he has idled his 
hours in indolent city pleasures :-Right-he is of 
the true metal. He will sicken of diem as I did. 
Let him see what a heartless thing it is. Already 
his better, his higher, his hereditary nature breaks 
forth. He reads much. He mopes. He thinks. 
Perhaps it is love-well, be it so ! If he escape 
that enchanted island-if some Calypso do not per­
suade him to linger for ever in her perennial bowers 
-then will he mount on the wind, and gaze on the 
very sununblinded, as I do. 

" My sweet Julia-was ever man so blessed in 
son and daughter 1 Who might not be proud to ask 
her hand 1 That young Howard "is well enough, 
too-fire and genius in him-:-rich, bold, eloquent; 
and then she loves him; I see it in all her looks, 

. words, and actions. Yes-happy, happy beings!- . 
they love each other. Blessings on them! bles­
sings on them! I would not shadow one ray of 
their bright hearts-no, not even for ambition. 

" MyoId friend Judge Howard, too, is no mean 
ally; a proud, firm old man. Yes, yes, I am. hap-

• 



MORMAN LBSLIB • 141 

. "Y'-400, too happy, considering that she is not ~f 
Gur circle. Beloved,. beautiful, sanctified Julia, art 
thou a IIpirit ?-d08t thou lean from the wind to gaze 
~R4 and bless us, dearest, malt adored 1 Dosl thou 
.uch the heart which has been none but thine 1 
Dost thou still hehold, still know, still love me, 
Iweet, 8weet spirit of my gone days 1 Speak, . 
*peak-give me some sign, Bome token-" ~ 

A $hriek of Buch intense and piercing horror 
Lltoke in upon his meditations, tbat the dreamer, al­
ready half lost in unearthly visions, started as if 
lome pale ghost had indeed replied. The next mo- / 
ment there stood before him an image-to his dis­
tUrbed imagination strangely resembling the being 
then uppermost in his fancy. It was an instant be-
rore he recognised his daughter Julia, in a loose 
liight-dress of white, her face deadly pale, and a 
spot of blood on her cheek. 

, Sttch l'te the discords which break upon the mu­
.. of hope's enchanted strain. 

CHAPTEll XV . 

.. MIIIItI<IA. Some dimiaalllCcident it needs mUlt be j 
'Wbtt Ihall we'do, stay Iiere, or run aDd" 1" 

.timUon~. 

'FaB 1'eadel- h&lS already clued Norman: Leslie 
aMOng tholfe' characters BO frequent at the pre~nt 
clay, thoughtful, ardeftt, conteMJ'lative, and inac-
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tive young men, viewing. all things through the 
medium of a strong imagination,' much swayed by 
impulse, and accustomed to exaggerate all that 
befalls them. A vein of poetry and romance ran 
through his character, which active and laborious 
occupation had never broken up. Reared in the 
lap of wealth and luxury, he lacked the stimulus 
to action' which forces most men, for the support 
of life, amid the harsh realities and homely: con­
flicts of business. Full of musing melancholy, 
sensitive to every passing impression, much of boy­
ish illusion yet lingered about his steps; and love, 
when once kindlea by a worthy object, became 
immediately the absorbing principle of his nature 
and of his existence. The shock which his young 
confidence had received from Miss Romain had 
both sharpened his observation and deepened his 
character. For a time his soul recoiled, not only 
from tlvl giddy and frivolous. 'girl who had so de-

. ceived )lim, but from the very passion into which 
he had been deceived. Then Flora Temple's 
image rose before him with a new, a more deli­
cious and bewildering power. He repelled it; he 
even attempted to deride and undervalue it. Una­
ble to banish it, he admitted it but only at first to 
scrutinize and condemn. He would not acknowl­
edge to himself, that, after having bent before the 
fascinations of one, he could so soon yield to those 
of another. Hence his almost bitter delineation 
of Flora's character at Mrs. Temple's to Moreland; 
hence his frequent coldness of manner towards her­
self. He struggled against the fetters which her 
every action, look, and smile, wove around his soul. 
He strove to force his mind into the conviction • 
that she was less perfect than she appeared. 
There was a time wlien Rosalie Romain had just 
10 spell-bound him; so once, at the sound of hef 
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• tep, at the tone of her voice, his pulse had leaped, 
·his heart had trembled. He would break away 
from the enchantress..:.....he would fly from the etfem­
jnate allurements of all women. Broad and noble 
paths were opened to his pride and his ambition. 
Deep in his heart, although yet not fully awaken­
ed, lay a thousand high aspirations. The yearning 
after the world's applause, the quiet but never­
ceasing thirst for the scholar's lore, philanthropy, 
and the hope of being one day useful to his race­
all. tbeS,..:.tbout oste~tation, mingled in the ma­
lenal of. rman Leshe's character. And there 
·were mo ts wben he resolved to turn away 
even from love, even from the love of .Flora Tem­
ple, as from a selfisb passion that would enervate 
and entangle bis mind. But these were only m~ 
menlt! ; and from undervaluing her, be swept to 
the other extreme. Nothing vacillates more widely 
and frequently than the mind of· a youtbfullover. 
The idea of ber union with Clairmont clothed her 
with new attractions, by that strange principle of 
our nature which renders things more precious 
when beyond our reach. He had already learned 
to regard her as one too angelic to share his human 
path. 

These were his reflections, as, silent and alone, 
on the evening designated in the preceding chap­
ler, he wended his way, by the uncertain light of 
the stars, from a gay revel, where he had again lin­
gered, enchanted, by the side of Flora. All the 
tenderness of his love descended upon bim. The 
husbed solitude around, tbe broad heavens above, 
contributed to soften bis mind into one of those 
romantic reveries with which imaginative men 
often repay themselves in their secret hours for 
the barsh disappointments of the inexorable world. 
Around rose a 'creation of his own fancy, peopled 
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with hi, fondest dr~am ....... ru. moat '8C1et and tea­
der !lSpirlltioDs. Thull 108~ in meditation, and in­
sensibly ~tlq by the quiet beauty of the Bight, 
he paced IIlo?lly onward, hQ IIcucely be. whither, 
but in a directi9.p op}l9site to that of his a,,1t. dwel­
lin 

tih, the drell,tns of Il YOUllg lover in a IlOli~ 
night-ramble! Where elae doe. the "mId brighteD 
into such an elys,uQl T . . 

"Then, in!ieed," continued the ,uusing youth, 
as the current of his though's flowed ail-ntly aDd 
sweet\y on-thoughts which took their tinse of 
happiness from the gl'_~ aad innocoul 10000line •• 
of their beautiful s\lb~c\-" then, Vtdeed, what aD 
Eden would be the earth! what a Wilsful dreaD) 
woul<l be existence! what sunny jQ)', what ~old,.. 
en radiance would steal acro. my path !-Flora 
Temple should confess ge loved me. To sit 
alone by her side, steeped in the rapture 9f fully 
requited affection-to thrill with the sense of her 
bashful confidence, of her timid and yielding love 
-to wind my a:fm unreproved BJOWld her grace.. 
ful form-to f~l her breath on J,lly cheek, to linger 
beneath the touch of those young and loving lips, 
to hear them pour out the breathings of that pure 
and enlted soul, to sit hWlrs apd hours, looking 
lDto the beauty 'l'I\lich 40at8 in heJeyes....,..now mur~ 
muTing my imPllsljliOJled wOl'8hlp-now listening to 
her fond return; my hlj,nd clasped in 118l's 8,S I DOled 
the rille and pa,saing .. way of SOUle wanderiGg blush. 
as a happy foe~ng .tirred in. her b}"east. With. 
such a l?~g fO:f 'lJ}Y wi{e, exi~tence would fleet 
aw .. y like. ~ exb~tiop. Wh~t joy 10 re.d to. 
her all that PQe~ has ~~d of golde~ enchant­
ment! to wander with hel t,hrough ~ m.gni6cent 
realms Qui1~ 80 superbly up by 'he hand of fiction 
-10 ride forth in the IIU~er mQ(Jling amid the 
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fragrant woods; or,. in tbe mellow, deep sunset­
bour, from the portico of some dear and sylvan 
abode, to note the tinges fade from the clouds; to 
bend and admire together the floweret by the road­
side, to trace the wanderings of the humming bee; 
or to look together up to the hushed and holy heav­
ens, our characters and affections, as our thoughts, 
purified and elevated I-thus, with that dear angel 
ever by my side, to choose out our favourite stars 
among those ever-burning myriads. Yon kindling 
orb should be hers; and that faint spark close to 
its side should teach her how dim and yet how 
~ear my soul was to her own. 

" Then, travel-I would take her over the world. 
, We would study together the history and languages 

of the mighty Europe. We would wander, still 
hand-in-hand, over its traces of dazzling splendour 
and solemn desolation-the wrecks of time and 
history, the sublime footmarks of the great of old. 

"And wherefore should I doubt? Mystery hangs 
around her, but it is not in her. Has not her 
manner melte~ has not h!lr voice trembled to me 1 
And yet they tell me she is the affianced bride of 
Clairmont !" 

He had now rambled on unknowingly far out of 
his way to a rem.ote and solitary part of the town, 
and was thridding a dark and narrow lane, where 
ouly a distant lamp shed any beam of light. Per­
ceiving that he had lost his way, he paused; and 
at that moment received a heavy blow, staggered 
s.everal paces back, and fell to the earth nearly -
senseless. In an instant, however, recovering from 
the shock, he felt a powerful hand, and trembling 
with intense eagerness, busy at his throat, while the 
murderer seemed feeling with \he other in his bo­
som. Something fell to the pavement, ringing like 
the blade of a dagger, and was instantly grasped 
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up again. With the vehement fury of despair, the 
prostrate victim suddenly clutched the throat of 
his assailant, and a fierce, rapid, and tremendous 
struggle ensued, such as swells the veins of men 
striving for life and death. For a moment the pro­
found _ silence was disturbed only by the stamping 
and trampling of heavy and desperate feet. Roused 
to the full exertion of his athletic form, Leslie had 
acquired a slight advantage over his opponent, and, 
with an exclamation of deep triumph, was about to 
dash him to the earth, when a cold and thrilling 
sensation in his side for a moment cheeked his 
breath, and shot through his soul the terrible sense 
of death. His voice rose, and rang far and wide 
on the air, startling the solemn silence with the 
cry, so blood· curdling when heard t.hrough the 
night, of "Murder! murder!" 

" Ha !-hell !" cried a voice. With each excla­
mation Leslie felt }he desperate plunge of his as­
sailant's arm, and scarcely knew whether or no& 
the blade drank his life. 

The cry, however, al'armed the lJeighbourhood. 
A. watchman awoke and struck his club uptm the 
pavement; windows were slammed open, and 
nightcaps emerged into the air. But ere assist­
ance reached him, Leslie grew deadly sick. His 
eyes swam, his brain reeled, unnatural figures, 
ghastly faces, and lurid lights, glided and glared 
around him. Wi"h an intensely clear conception 
that he was floating into the realms of death, all 
grew gradually' dark, cold, and silent Then sen­
sation passed utterly away. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

A Family Pictur_The ducriminating Delicacy oJ Party. 
Politician8.· ' ~ 

.. There is one piece of sophistry practised by both sidel, and that 
is, the taking any scandalous story that has been ever whispered or 
invented of a private man for a known undoubtflli truth, and raisin, 
euitable sp8CulatioDB upon it."-TIN Speaotor. 

THE gray. light of dawn stole intQ the chamber. 
Norman lay stretched upon his back on the couch, 
his features settled into a livid and ghastly hue, as 
if death had already struck him: cold-passionless 
"":senseless-rigid; the eyes closed, the cheeks, 
forehead, and mouth sharpened. Recall him as he 
moved a few hours before in the flush of strength 
and health, or wandered in blissful reveries beneath 
the stars, weaving visions of future joy. How 
strange that all,- even when they least dream of it, 
may have run to the edge of the abyss. What a 
happy constitution of our nature which can ever 
forget this frightful truth-which can lose itself in 
the dance and the song; which can watch the 
melting cloud, the fading rainbow, the withering 
flower, and never tremble-never remember that 
we ourselves are as fleeting. 

Over the prostrate and almost unbreathing form 
of the youth bent four figures. The first was a 
surgeon, eminent both in Europe and America for 
his extraordinary skill, and the success with which 
he had for many years performed most difficult and 

G2 

Digitized by Google 



148 NoRM"-N LBSUB. 

daring operations. Long habit had rendered him 
callous to every sign of distress, either in the 
patient or the bleeding hearts of the circle around. 
He could take you off a limb with a quiet smile, 
and draw the glittering and fearful instrument 
through the flesh of the living, with the same ac­
customed composure with which he laid open the 
mysteries of God's mightiest machine in death. 
He stood over Norman calmly, and with that slight 
air of professional importance which few, if any, 
can separate from their exertions of skill. The 
patient breathed with a momentarily lengthened 
respiration, and a low faint moan broke from his 
pallid lips. The half-smiling practitioner had just 

'dressed the wounds, with as much apparent solici­
tude to preserve his own wristbands unstained, as 

. to secure the life which ebbed so low in the youth's 
veins. You would have imagined Dr. Wetmore, 
from his bland and pleasant air, snperintending 
80me pretty chymical operation, rather than striving 
to reunite those half-severed ties which held a hu­
man soul from its flight into eternity. 

By his side Dr. Melbourne, the first physician of 
the city, watched the face, and ever and anon felt 
the pulse, of the object of their solicitude. His 
prepossessing features were, although in but a 
slight degree, more touched with solemnity; and, 
if calm and deliberate in every motion, still he did 
not smile. He exhibited undivided attention in the 
suffering of. the patient. Perhaps, being more 
familiar with pain in a less bloody form, and in a 
sphere immediately comprehended within his own 
circle of skill, the sight now before him struck 
upon those sympathies undulled by llse. On the 
other side-kneeling, her hair dishevelled, her dress 
thrown hastily on, pale, agitated with suspense, an­
guish, and borror-the light shone faintly on the 
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features of Miss Leslie. Lastly, the noble form 
. of the father-in that majestic and almost proud 
attitude unconsciously assumed by those exercising 
a strong power over passion or feeling. His face 
was pale indeed; his lips compressed j but the 
muscles of his features moved not-there was not 
a start, a stir, a tear-when the two learned gentle­
men raised themselves as the task was finished. 
Norman still lay insensible, and the picture of 
death. Indeed, for a moment both father and 
sister thought the spirit fled. 

"Is he gone? is it over 1" asked Mr. Leslie, his 
paleness increasing as his medical advisers slowly 
withdrew from the bed. He followed them j Miss 
Leslie did so likewise, with a faint and choked 
sob, her hands clasped, and her eyes streaming with 
tears. ' 

One or two significant looks passed between the 
doctors, and then the surgeon replied in a low 
whisper,- . 

"Why, Mr. Leslie, as yet-" 
A scarcely perceptible convulsion flitted across 

the face of the father. 
" As vet he lives, but-" 
Miss "Leslie sank back in a chair in agony, bent 

down her head, and covered her face with her 
hands- . 

" My brother-my brotheT-Toh, my brother I" , 
Mr. Leslie drew his companion yet farther away, 

where their voices might not disturb the invalid. 
Melbourne returned to the bedside. 

"Dr. Wetmore," said the father, "speak the 
worst. Must he die 1" 

"Impossible to say, my good sir. The scales 
hang even. A moment-a breath-a hair may de­
cide; but the danger is certainly not immediate." 

" He may then recover 1" 
13· 

Digitized by Google 



150 IfOIUlAIf LItSLIB. 

"Possibly," replied the surgeon, passing his fin­
gers over the sleeve of his coat to brush away a 
thread. . . 

Night again arrived. The most gloomy forebo­
dings were entertained of the patient. NormaJt re­
mained weak and in great pain.. All conversation 

.. was forbidden him. It was the day of their in­
tended visit to Washington; Julia had forgotten it.­
The gayeties of fashionable life had occupied but 
little of her thoughts; she enjoyed, but never aban­
doned herself to them. Her anticipations of the 
seat of government were largely made up of the 
expected triumph of her rather in the long looked 
for debate. Never beat a more tender and affec­
tionate heart than hers. Whatever she loved, she 
loved enthusiastically, romantically. Although her 
young soul had learned to yield itself to the solici­
tations of Howard, she found no diminution of her 
affection for her brother and father. The attach­
ment was not like other attachments. There were in 
its progress no doubts, no dislikes, no heart-burn­
ings, no oppositions. It was the growth of a kind 
and- gentle climate, shooting up and blossoming 
richly in perpetual sunshine. Her nature was all 
love. Terrible were the thoughts which broke 
uJ?on her young dreams while watching Norman's 
pillow. She had never before suffered a misfor­
tune; had never even seen sickness; and death­
it seemed to her the calamity of some lower world. 
The ghastly and frightful spectre had scarcely ever 
entered the sunny circle of her thoughts. She 
had never lost a friend. Her mother had passed 
away long before her memory; and she pictured 
her, lIot in the startling and awful vestments of the 
grave, but as l1n angel in heaven. Harpy girl! 
happy girl! she had never seen her heart s deare.t 
adored .truck by the Budden shaft from .miling 
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health to the dark and hushed bed ofagony. ~e 
had Deyer seen the form the most doted on, wast-

, ed, palsied, and strengthless; the voice, interwoyen 
with years of 10Te, changed, till it met her with a 
strange and unnatural tone; the lips shrunken to an 
expression Blwer seen before; the eyes gleaming 
with a solemnity new and appalling, as if some de­
mon had entered the body; the form so hallowed, 
80 tenderly dear, racked with all the tremendolls 
engines of disease and death. 

Mt". Leslie's emotions were for a time equally 
undivided. He forgot his lofty schemes; his 
.haughty ambition-all the statesman passed from 
his bosom, and left him exposed to the agony of a 
father's solicitude. But as the second night wore 
away, other thoughts began to mingle with those 
to which he had at first been a prey. The habits 
of thirty years are deep and obstinate. This 
dreadful calamity had occurred at a moment when 
his presence at Washington was pledged, not only 
to his own hopes, but to the hopes of a mighty por- , 
tion of his country. Not only would he by his ab­
sence suifer a blow from which, probably, he would, 
never be able to recover, but his constituents would 
'Dever retrieve the loss. Perhaps these thought5 
would have had less influence over his mind, per­
haps they would not even have gained entrance 
1hfl.re at all, but for an occurrence which, although 
he ·might have done so, he had not.in the least fore­
seen. Party spirit in the United States sometimes 
rages with unlimited fury; sometimes (shame to 
those among my countrymen who countenance 
such violations of decency!) descends to the most 
unjustifiable means to put up or put down a power­
ful politician. The misfortunes or accidents of pri­
.vate life are by a certain class seized upon with in­
.discriminating avidity. Personal feelings, even do 
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mestic casualties of the most sacred nature, are not 
unfreguently dragged forth to feed the thirst for 
ridicule and slander which these thoughtless agents, 
tools of political leaders, think it not beneath them 
to resort to. I am not here speaking of my coun­
try; I allude but to those (and they are very often 
foreigners) who by this licentiousness disgrace and 
insult it. On the present occasion, the fond father, . 
while overwhelmed in unutterable anxiety and an­
guish, found a certain set of daily journals ridicu­
ling his distress, and endeavouring to link it with 
fabrications dishonourable to him. One organ of 
the opposite party observed-" The report, so cur­
rently circulated to-day, of the robbery and assas­
sination of Mr. Norman Leslie, son of the celebra­
ted Mr. Mordaunt Leslie, proves to be but a trick. 
Mr. Norman Leslie was hurt, as our respectable 
contemporary the ' Democratic Journal' has it, in a 
fray. If young gentlemen will sow, they must ex­
pect to reap. The wounds, however, we are cred­
ibly informed, are altogether unimportant; but the 
eloquent statesman is happy to avail himself of any 
excuse for not meeting the thunders of Mr. B--, 
which he well knows would burst upon him were 
he to show himself at this period in the Senate of 
the United States." 

These and other paragraphs forced the subject 
of his political affairs upon his attention in a new 
light; .and as he hung over the pillow of his SOD, 

his mind was torn with contendinJl emotions. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

TAe American Capitol-The President's Levee, a Trifle 
which ma!! ckanceto be of more Importance than the 
Reader th.n/u. 

.. 'Tis slander 
WbQS8 edge is sharper than thp. sword; whose tongue 
Out-venoms all the wonna of Nile; whose breath 
Ridee 011 the ting wind, and doth belie 
All comers or:he world; kings, queens, and states, 
Maida, matrons; nay, the secrets of the grave 
This viperous alarJder enters."-Cymbtlina. 

NEVE:a had tbere been a gayer Beason at Wash­
ington. The session of Congress was one of the 
most interesting since that which had issued the 
Declaration of Independence. Of course, the crowd 
was immense. The city, as everybody knows, Ol" 

ought \0 know, although the plan of a leviathan. 
town, of unequalled splendour, is as yet but a mere 
sprinkling of houses over a large plain and two or 
three abrupt hills, in location not unlike Rome. 
There is but one street, Pennsylvania Avenue, wor­
thy of the name; which, from its length and 
breadth, and the fact that it is the grand thorough­
fare, assumes an air of importance, withollt pre­
Benting any particular claims to attention. The 
private residences of the great are away off in this 
direction and in that, at such inordinate distances 
-from each other as to render boot-making and hack-. 
ney-coach driving more than usually profitable 
trades. The citizens themselves live comfortably 
and snugly together, with no marked difference to 
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distinguish them from the inhabitants of other large 
villages, except a somewhat' arrogant demeanour on 
account of the Capitol, and peradvemure a con­
temptuous smile in the face of a New-Yorker or 
Philadelphian, who should praise the City Hall or 
the United States Bank of their respectiv.e cities. 
There is a small theatre, some pretty churches, and 
several large hotels. The President's house would 
pass for a palace in Europe; and the Capitol, a 
structure of white marble, situated. on a high and 
lofty eminence, is at once magnificent and stupen­
dous. You can scarcely tire of perusing its impo­
sing and gigantic proportions. You may ride round 
it again and again, view it from every position, at 
every period of the day, it continues to grow upon 
the imagination. Its ponderous dome reminds you 
of St. Peter's. Both the interior and exterior views 
are full of grandeur. The Rotunda is lofty and 
superb. Then, how alive it is with echoes! . Every 
accidental sound is repeated and magnified; rever .. 
berating strange noises, that mingle into moans and 
wailings like the grieving of spirits in the air. Men 
and women, too, look so little on the brQad floor 
and beneath that soaring vault. 

The fines! prospect is from the terrace. It is 
really remarkable and beautiful. The hill is abrupt, 
and sufficiently high to command a panoramic view 
of the city and surrounding country, the residence 
of the' chief of the republic showing finely from a 
distant hill; and the Potomac sweeping on with its 
broad current, to which the Seine and the Thames 
are but rivulets. 

11 was a mild and pleasant afternoon towards the 
end of March, and a few evenings after the singu­
lar attempt upon young Leslie's life. The sun had 
gone down radiantly, leaving all the west a wall of , 
golden light, and the earth lay beneath steeped in 
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purple softness and tranquil beauty. Congress had 
adjourned for the day, and hundreds were pouring, 
all in the same direction (and all busily engaged in 
commenting upon the occurrences of the debate 
just concluded), from the st~ep Capitol-hill and into 
the broad Pennsylvania Avenue. Many member. 
were dashing down on horseback, and a train of car­
riages conducted others to their hotelseOr houses. 

We have said that the crisis was an interesting 
one. At this period it had reached its acme. The 
next day was that fixed for the long expected 'and 
much talked of speech of Mr. Leslie. The news 
of the catastrophe which at this unfortunate mo­
ment had happened to his son had reached Wash­
ington, with many various modifications and exag­
gerations. His strong attachment to his family 
was well known. It,was doubted whether young 
Mr. Leslie was not dying-nay, was not dead. 
Flying reports glanced from lip to lip. The ques­
tion of the great statesman's arrival became one of 
general conversation and interest; and, perhaps, 
of the throngs who now issued from that immense 
and moat beautiful edifice, nearly all were either 
speaking or thinking of the accomplished and soul­
stirring orator, who had already flung down his 
gauntlet fiercely to the most eloquent leader of the 
opposite party; and whose absence now, while it 
deprived the concourse of a conflict, perhaps as 
interesting as that of the two last ,gladiators on a 
Roman amphitheatre, left also a strong disappoint, 
ment upon his excited and expecting party. 

It is scarcely netessary to remind the European 
reader that, in a republic like the United States, 
eloquence is an art peculiarly important, and con- / 
sequently peculiarly cultivated. Questions of the 
deepest weight have agita~ed her councils, fully be­
traying the fiery energies and outbreaks of a youth-
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lui people; and her legislative door has already 
trembled beneath bursts of passionate and lofty 
eloquence, such as shook the Roman Forum when 
Rome was free. These periods, however, thus far, 
have only illustrated the strength of the political 
fabric, and fully confirmed the confidence of her 
people. Like every other human bark, she do.1l 
upon an oceanf and beneath a sky, where danger 
1I0metimes yawns in her path and thunders abov~ 
her head; but she has ridden securely and majes­
tically the elemental war. The fury of political 
zeal, and the clash and ductuations 'of commercial 
interests, have sometimes shrouded her in alarm 
and darkness; but the clouds soon broke away, and 
instead of discovering but the scattered fragments 
of a wreck, we find her swollen canvass still lofty 
in the Bun, and her star-spangled banner streamin@ 
on the wind. Her only object is the freedom and 
happiness of the human race; and the experience 
of past ages furnishes her a chart by which she 
may hope to avoid the quicksands of treachery and 
the rocks of foreign and domestic ambition. OtheI 
nations boast of thei r country; why shouW not the" 
American be proud of his? Conceit is a charge 
most commonly and sneeringly urged against us. 
What other nation does not equally merit it? 'Wh. 
so arrogant, so overbearing, so uncompromisingly 
exacting in his claims to national superiority, as the 
Englishman? Who so ludicrously tenacious, sc 
likely to run you through the body in the defence 
of the grand glory of.his country, as a Frenchman 'i 
It is a very honourable, happy, and useful feeling. 
Why shall not we also regard the future with hope 1 
Who can so justly point to the past and the present 
with exultation? 

The crowd passed away. The sun went down 
Soft as the eyes of a widowed wife, full aDd me! 
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aneholy rOle the moon. It wu the night of the 
President's levee--and all the world were to be 

• .' there. This is the American court. Here gathers 
into a focull the flower of American talent, although 
necellsarily blended with duhes of more homely 
material. 

At nine, Howard and his father drove to the large 
and palace-like building of the President; and ma­
king their way with some difficulty through the 
throng of eqUJpages, they passed in beneath the 
arch, and soon found themselves in the brilliantly 
lighted and crowded apartments. The cuup rlmil, 
indeed, was dazzling: so many rooms were thrown 
open-so much gay company had already ueem­
bled-nymphs and sylphs floating all oyer In groups 
--officers in glittering uniforms-and a heteroge­
Deous mixture of the great and the lovely-tribute. 
from town and country-exquisites from Philadel­
phia, N ew-York, and Boston-dashing eleganta 
from Charleston and Baltimore. The sturdy plant­
er from the South-plain gra'Ye men from the 
western settlements-the culled for talent from the 
"parse pqpulation-belles from the meridian of city 
fashion, with the true Parisian air and elegance. 
Indeed, the cluses meeting here are strikingly 
opposite and picturesque-the gleanings of a coun­
try comprising an area of two millions of square 
miles. 

"Come, my son," said the judge, "our first 
duty ill to the President." 

CI I do not see him~ sir," said Howard, looking 
around. 

" Yonder, Hal, at the lower end of the room; 
that plain old gentleman standing to receive the 
presentations. Look, Governor L- is taking 
up Mrs. and Miss Temple. See how kindly and 
simply familiar he is WIth all alike. He chats .. 
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gracefully and easily now as a young beau, It i. 
a fine sight, Hal." 

.. It is interesting from its perfect simplicity and . 
absence of ostentation," replied Howard. 

They made their way up to the first man of the 
republic, and the judge introduced his son. The 
President was surrounded by a circle of ladies and 
gentlemen, and a light and agreeable conversation 
was going on; in which, for a few moments, young 
Howard bore his part with ready address. There 
was perceptible in the whole circle nothing more 
than an intelligent and hospitable host welcoming 
his guests. But the number of inlroductions pre­
vented, of course, any prolonged conversation. 

"Look around you, my son," said the judge, 
who, in the exercise of his duties, a cold, firm. 
astute, and devoted labourer, yet nurtured; as such 
men, even when least suspected, very often do, a 
green spot in his heart, where affection and poetic 
feeling were as fresh and verdant as in the bosom 
of a boy, and who watched over the education of 
his son with the fondest and tenderest care-I< look 
around you, Hal; you are in a spot whiM should> • 
put your meditations in motion. Few on lhe globe 
are more worthy your observation. Here is the 
palace, court, an,d throne of your country-the 
highest ornament, its moral glory. Here learn to 

. love simplicity and national freedom. Here YOI1 

breathe the pure atmosphere of liberty and reason. 
Yon are the equal of him whom you have chosen 
your chief. Gu~ your actions, improve your 
mind, and you may one day stand in his place." 

. "There is one person here," said Howard, who 
was accustomed to reason with his father familiarly 
on all subjects-" there is one person here to-nigli~ 
who jars somewhat .,n the pleasure which the 
scene affords." 
• .,. . .': ,/ . .' 
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c. Who, my son ,,, 
., Look," rejoined Howard 
His father, following the direcuon of his eyes, 

beheld the taIl, startling, and majestic figure of an 
Indian chief. He was in full costume, with his 
guide, and stepped about the rooms-cold, stem, 
and erect, with flis dark piercing eyes, straight hair, 
and cop:per complexion. A pipe and fan, however, 
he held 10 his hand instead of a weapon, as an evi­
dence that he considered his nation no longer !it 
war with the United States. While he stood, a 
painter, who had just obtained from him a promise 
to sit for a portrait, observed to him,-

" But, instead of your pipe and fan, you must 
hold your spear." 

" No," said the dark warrior; "no spear for me ; 
I have done with spears for ever." 

"Did you hear that pro~d and melancholy re­
ply 1" continued Howard. " I could wish the In­
dian out of the picture." 

" You are yet unstudied in these matters, Hal. 
Your feeling is noble, romantic, and natural. But 
the arden\. and susceptible do not understand how 
these tbi~s, being entailed on us by others over 
whom we had no control, now remain, and must 
remain, till gradually cleared from our political sys­
teDl by time and wisdom. You are .right in sup­
posing them evils; but wrong in the belief that 
they are to he ascribed to us, or that we even have 
the ready power of disentangling ourselves from 
them. But come, I see you are anxiQus to get to 
the ladies; and yonder is Mis~ Temple, looking as 
.. ad, and casting her eyes as often to you as if-" 

" I promised to let her know the intelligence in 
my letter from the Leslies," said Howard. 

" Well, well"; let me present you to one or two 
~f my intimates, and then you shall be at liberty to 
leek out your own," . " 
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So saying, after selecting a dozen of the mst 
men in the rooms, and formally presenting his Ion, 
he entered himself into their circle. where he was 
hailed as one of the most enlightened and pro­
found members of their party. 

Thus at leisure, Howard made his way throu~h 
scores of acquaintances, and endeavoured to gam 
the arm of Miss Temple; but he was assailed by 

. Miss Romain. Half giddy with the flatteries of 
gentlemen who, struck by her conspicuous charms, 
had pressed successfully for an introduction to the 
beautiful 'belle from New-York, she now sprang 
upon him with that half-hoyden familiarity with 
which she often cdVered her coquettish designs. 
The youllg man found it impossible to escafe • 

• ' Oh, Mr. Howard, so glad to see you I am 
quite tired of governors, generals, and commo­
dores, and a plain mister is quite a relief. Ha! 
Count Clairmont I-good evening, sir. Why, you 
are quite a stranger: do you remember me 1 or 
shall we be introduced again 1 I am ' Miss Romain, 
from New-York;'" and she playfully (and very 
well, too) mimicked the phrase which bad· been • 
that evening so often repeated. t. 

"Beautiful being," whispered the count; "Ihall 
I ever forget-" 

" Nonsense, disagreeable creature!" said she, 
bending her mouth towards Howard. "Don't you 
hate that Count Clairmont 1" 

"Yes," said Howard, "with all my heart." 
Miss Romain looked surprised a moment. 
"0 Lord!" she continued, "here is. that horrid 

Indian; I shall be tomahawked, I am sure. What 
can bring luch people here 1 And there il Mr. 
D--, the great editor; and here, see this tall 
gentleman, Colonel E--, who this very morning 

:.;; had his vest-button shot otrhy Mr. K--; and-
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o dear! my charming Mrs. Hamilton, how do 
you do? Are you not delighted here? And why 
were you not at the Secretary D--'s last night fi' 

It was with some difficulty that Howard disen­
gaged himself from Miss Romain; who, knowing 
that he was affianced to Miss Leslie, thought it a 
pretty triumph for herself, could that young lady 
be told by some officious friend that the lover had 
flirted all the evening with her. At length, how­
~ver, a young Englishman <:arried he! off to eat an 
Ice; and Howard found hImself wIth. Flora and 
her mother. 

" Come, Mrs. Temple." said Clairmont, "let us 
make the tour." . 

"And shall I be so bold," asked Howard, "as 
to offer my arm to one of the ladies-Miss Tem-
ple 11' . 

Flora knew well Miss Leslie's engagement to 
Howard, and availed herself of his invitation with 
secret joy . 

.. And pray,. Mr. Howard," asked she, as they 
glided away in a direction opposite to that taken 
by her mother and Clairmont-" pray, how is Miss 
Leslie? Ibave suffered to learn how she bears her 
terrible misfortune." 

Howard related all he knew, which was in truth 
little, and much conversation ensued between them. 
They had wandered into a distant room, and came, 
without perceiving it, near the spot where stood 
Mrs. Temple and Clairmont, with ·their backs to­
wards them, so as to be quite unaware of their 
proximity. 

A distinguished southerner had just asked a 
question-the last words were audible to Flora­
respecting Norman's accident, and the probability> 
of Mr. Mordaunt Leslie's reaching Washington in ' 
time for the next day's debate 
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" It would be a glorious thing," ,aid Mrs. Tem-rle, "were he to be away j though, in good trutb, 
pit! him for his domestic calamity." 

. "Forbis son," said the cold voice of Clairmont, 
" lte is not worthy of pity j he was hurt in some 
drunken brawl j he is a mere dissipated roue. I 
know him to be a-" The count's voice sank to a 
lower tODe; but Flora could not help detecting the 
words, "at cards." 

" GoP<i God !" said the gentleman. 
"True, . true," said Mrs. Temple j "perfectly 

true, I am sorry to say." 
Howard had not heeded this extraordinary con­

versation. He had been, for the moment, absorbed 
in contemplating the inteUigent countenance of a 
young politician, alreadr, reported to be a Catiline. 

" Did you hear that J' asked Flora, paler thaa 
she had yet been. 

"No, I be2 your pardon," replied Howard j 
" what was it'" 

"Nothing," said Flora, faintly, and in a short 
time rejoined her mother. 

" Bless me, my dear love !" said the latter, " why, 
you look ill! how unlucky!" 

Howard remained till late;' but he was ab­
stracted, and in no mood to enjoy society. Around 
him gathered groups of interesting and most dis­
tinguished men, both foreigners and natives,-ora­
tors, members, senators, secretaries, office-holders, 
and office-seekers; but his thoughts were occupied 
with his friend Norman's perilous situation, and the 

... distress of Julia. At length he retired, witll a reso­

. lution to" attend' the debates one day more, and if 
then Mr. Le .• lie did not arrive, to set off himl8lf 
for New-York . 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

The America Seflllte-Two or three popular SttllelfMft­
Sketches, whOle Origintll8 may 6e (J8 weU found til the 
",.,.ent Day (J8 at a fDmler Period.. 

-" On t11e contrary, I commend DemOBthenu for leaving 
the tears, and other instances of mourning which his domutic m ... 
(ortunes might claim, to the women, and JOing about such acuolIII 
.s be thought conducive to the welfare of hi. country: for,l think, • 
IIIlII1 of such firmftUI and other abilities as a Btate8Diaft ouaht to poe­
se .. , should always bave the common concern in view, and Jook 
upon hie private ac!cidents or business as • consideration much infe 
nor to the public. .. -Ptu'J' .... clI. . 

ON the subsequent morning the Senate assem­
bled at eleven. With great difficulty Howard 
procured a seat. An immense crowd had thronged 
to hear the debate; to witness the struggle upon 
an arena where, in the full and fierce conflict of 
intellect and genius, met the men in whose hands 
reposed the destinies of the republic. B-, the 
great opponent of Mr. Leslie, was present; and a 
Budden sensation ran round the room- as Mr. Leslie 
himself entered and took his seat. Among the 
multitudes of auditors, a majority were ladies 
The section allotted to them is on the same floor 
with the speakers; and the fair daughters of Co 
lumbia were accommodated with seats by the 
politeness of the learned senators, to the utter dis­
~omfiture of whole benches of dandies and others 
of the male kind, who, by a more early attendance; 
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had fancied themselves secure. After much pres 
sure and toiling, much rustling of silk, nodding of 
feathers, and glancing Qf jewels, the mass at length 
settled into unmoving silence, each one convinced 
that, however abominably uncomfortable the situa­
tion he occupied, it was useless to strive after a 
better. A speaker rose. Heads were tumed­
necks stretched-mouths (women's and all) closed 
-to hear Mr. R-- address the Senate. Few in 
our country have ever excited such universal and 
irrepressible curiosity as this extraordinary man. 
He could never even pass along the street without 
attJacting all eyes. It has been said that, " While 
he was a bitter opponent, he was an unserviceable 
friend;" and that" with all his brilliant talents, he 
never made a proselyte or gained a vote;" yet his 
appearance in the halls of legislation ever created 
a murmur of interest. And as his tall and gaunt 
form rose, it seemed to strike his opponents with 
a feeling of d.ismay, as if some being of a different 
nature had alighted on the earth to take part in the 

. battle. On this day he divided the floor with two 
other speakers, Mr. Leslie and his great opponent 
Mr. B--. The former possessed a heavy and 
vehement power, which struck down opposition 
with the deliberate strength and self-possession of 
a giant; and from the lips of the latter flowed 
persuasion in an ever-deepening stream, bearing 
the soul onward as if through fairy-land. But 
the favourite weapon of Mr. R-- was sarcasm. 
He differed from Mr. Leslie as Saladin did from 
Richard: the British monarch cleaving a helmet 
with his ponderous blade, while his agile rival 
severed a piece of silk with his sabre. Nobody 
could hear the Virginian orator without being 
fascinated. His voice was of a feminine sweetnes, 
IiDd pliancy, slDgularly expressive ,88 he warmed 
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in debate. His speech was full of clusical and 
. poetical imagery; but, in consequence of his nu­
merous and curious digressions, it was, at times, 
difficult to determine what was the subject of his 
discourse. Every bosom, however, seemed alive 
to. the impressions of wonder and delight which he 
created. Howard, if not instructed, was at least 
. charmed. The orator's exquisite and original wit I 
-hi. strange sweet fiow of poetic thought and mu­
aicallanguage-the matchless beauty of many pas­
sages-his keen hints and hits-his critiques on 
matters in general; and, more than all, his biting, 
withering, and relentless satire, can never be for­
gotten by those familiar with him as a speaker. 
That strange and lofty form-the oft-extended long 
finger of that skeleton hand-the snakish intensit), 
of those piercing black eyes-the fiendishness of 
his .neer-the winning softness of his smile-the 
eilver melody of his high voice !-they had much 
to regret who were prevented from liearing him, 
by the pressure of the crowd, on that memorable 
day. As he seated himself, Mr. Leslie arose with ?, 

all the talent of his predecessor, but much more 
carefully directed. His sole object at first was to 
convince the reason. He had the argumentative 
power of the practised lawyer. He deliberately I 
related his opinions, demonstrated them with the I 
force of a problem; and only gradually, as he pro­
ceeded, rose into a more elevated strain, and at 
length burst forth into enthusiasm that fired every ; 
80U1. His subject led him to touch upon the na- ! 
tore and permanency of the Union. He deepened 
into feeling and poetry; splendId passages fiashe~ 
from him with fiery vehemence, stricken fiercely 
out by confiict with men who arraigned his politi­
cal opinions, shocked his associations of country, 
~ approached, with the brand lighted and raisea, 

Dig,tized by Google 



166 NOllMAN LESLIE. 

to fire the temple of American glory. Nothing' 
could be more dazzling than his deep and strong 
pictures. They should be hung up before every 
eye. He was triumphant and irresistible. He 
bore down all before him: not only the heart of 
his auditors, but of all the country, of every lover 
of freedom and humanity throughout the globe, . 
Beemed swelling in his bosom and. thundering . 
from his lips. One might have imagined that the 
spirits of Washington and Hamilton, of Jefferson 
and Franklin, of a whole crowd of departed he­
roes and statesmen of the republic, were leaning 
from the walls and cheering him on. For several 
hours he calmly and forcibly assailed the bill in­
troduced by Mr. B--, which had occasioned so 
much excitement in the public mind. It was seen 
by the friends of the measure that he was no com­
mOIl asailant. His powerful and heavy appeals 
were deeply felt in the quarter where they were 
directed; . like the blows of a battle-axe wielded 
by the arm of a giant, while the gates shook and 
the fortress trembled to its base. He resembled 
the black knight at the storming of Front de 
BreuC's castle, whose ponderous and fatal strokes 
were heard above . all the din of the battle. At 
length he rested-the work seemed done; when 
his mortal opponent, Mr. B--, sprang suddenly 
on the floor with an eagerness which showed very 
plainly that it was not done. The auditors who 
had been sitting, standing, stretching-some hang­
ing by a toe to a chair, some leaning .on a shoul­
der against a fillar, squeezing, squeezed, and dis­
torted into al sorts of unnatural and distressing 
attitudes and situations-prepared to go. At the 
.ight of Mr. B--'s tall, peculiar, and command­
ing person, at the sound of his low deep voice, at 
dUI thoughts of bis known geniu~, and \he .amici-, 
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paliOD of the reply which appeared to have been 
.somo time burning in his bosom, the motion 'of the 
crowd was checked. The relaxed toe Wall again 
braced-the relieved shoulder again put in requisi-

• tion-the fatigued ear once more erect-the fair 
neck stretched-the seal of silence again set upon 
the pretty mouths. Every thing again was still 
and unmoving. His qualifications were numerous, ' 
and of nearly the highest kind, both physical and 
mental. A fountain of fervid feeling at his heart 
enabled him to inspire, to enchant-threw his 
bearers off their guard by sudden and passionate 
appeals to the poetry of their natures-an ever­
ready and lavish dow of words furnished a vehicle 
which never failed. He had aU the poetry- of 
thought, aided by all the art and melody of lan­
guage. His sentences fell on the ear and the 
heart, at once gratifying the intellect and rousing 
the soul; and often, after a burst of eloquence, 
which rolled over the heads of the crowd, leaving 
a deep silence like that which succeeds thunder, 
his voice was lulled to a low sweet tone, his vehe­
ment m/mner was softened, and his words 

.. Drew audience and attention atill as night 
Or Bummer's noontide air." 

A d~ep and powerful voice was one of Mr. 
B-'s peculiarities. It was at times what opera­
goers call a sweet bass, and was heard distinctly 
in every modulation. Indeed, in any stranger it 
would have been by itself all-sufficient to arrest 
every ear. His pronunciation was also of a singu­
lar kind, and will never be forgotten by those in 
whose minds it was associated with his eloquence. 
His face and head were more peculiar than all. 
Noone would call them handsome. Did they be­
long to anybody else-to a lower intellect-to an 
obscurer man-they might induce tbe opposite 
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term. But he who bas stood all day on ODe Jog to 
Jisten, who has felt his seducing poetry steal into 
the BOul, and his voice bursting on his ear like a 
war-trumpet, till the blood now mounted to the 
temple, then left the cheek colourless, till the ilellb • 
crept upon his shoulder, and the heart leaped in 
his bosom, will never hear a prononciation, or see 
a head or a face, or an eXJ>ression like B--'a, 
without peculiar pleasure. His countenance was 
rugged and rough-hewn. None of the smoothness 
of youth, and health, and simple content was there ; 
on the contrary, it was marked with time, thought, 
aDd care. He resembled one of Milton'. greal 
orators-

.. Deep on his front engraTerJ, 
Deliberation sat and public care; 
And princely counael in his face yet shone, 
Majestic tbongh in rllin." 

While they under his iniluence confessed be wu 
not handsome, they at the same time felt that the· 
beauty of Apollo would detract from his identity, 
and diminish tbe interest' with which he was then 
regarded. There were iimes when the exBtession 
of his face was nearly savage. His eyes' glared 
and ilashed, and his glances fell on his opponent 
with the fierceness of a tiger. 

But with all his power he failed. The bill, so 
heavily opposed by Mr. Leslie, it was understood, 
as subsequently proved the case, would not pass. 
That day elevated Mordaunt Leslie yet higher in 
the public opinion; advanced him yet nearer the 
ultimate object of his ambition. As Howard passed 
home from the inspiring conflict, he heard from 
many a lip words of praise and prophecy linked 
with the name of the father of his affianced bride. 
They roused in his young imagination many a 
dream of honour and happinesl. 
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CHAPTER XIX • 

.A. new Link in the CA4in. 

"By Astaroth 1 ere long thou Bhalt lament 
Tbeae braveri8l."-8/J11U01t .Ag1II&im&. 

SBTERAL months elapsed. Leslie recovered 
from his wounds, but was still pale, when accident 
b~ught to his ear the atrocious slander circulated 
against him. The same charge of gambling and 
dishonesty at cards, magnified by other insinuations 
urged by Clairmont at Washington, in the hearing / 
of Miss Temple, had been subsequently reiterated, 
and at last began to gain credit. So popular was 
the count, that his ill word was sufficient to ,inflict 
a serious injury. Not that anyone who knew 
Leslie leot it an ear-but one is not known even 
by all one's acquaintance; and there is a large class 
always ready not only to believe calumnies, but to 
speed them on their way with a secret and eager 
hand. The affair burst upon Leslie suddenly. He 
happened to be one day in eompany with a number 
of ladies and gentlemen, among whom was Miss 
Romain. He had jus~ invited the young lady to 
ride with him on the subsequent day. 

"Do you know, Leslie," said Moreland, privately 
a few moments afterward, " I this morning heard 01 
a most extraordinary allegation against you from 
the lips of this same Miss Romain whom you are 
80 civil to 1" 

" Allegation I-name it."~ 
VOL.I.-H 10 
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Moreland repeated, though rather incoherently, 
as he had not distinctly understood it, what Miss 
Romain was said to have spoken. It referred to ~ 
certain mysterious incident at cards reported to 
have been charged upon Mr. Leslie, and never to 
have been refuted, or even noticed. 

"Take care/' continued Moreland, "of that 
beautiful siren-she is really dangerous. She flat­
ters you in your presence, and loves to behold 
you in her train, but makes free with your name 
the moment 70U withdraw." 

"Indeed!' said Norman, gravely. 
" It was my intentiont" added Moreland, "t01et 

you know the moment I ascertained precisely the 
nature of this report. You should know it, not 
only that you may refute it, but that you may here­
after beware of her. I will endeavour to discover 
at once its precise nature." 

" When will you see me 1" 
" To-morrow." 
"This bodes trouble," said Norman, as ifforget. 

ting that he was not alone. 
The next morning Moreland called Off Leslie, 

, and made him acquainted with the particulars of 
the calumny. He had also traced it directly to • 
Clairmont. Miss Romain was ascertained to have 
been more wantonly mischievous ihan could have 
been supposed. Whether she really believed it, 
or whether she was stung by jealousy at finding 
that Norman had totally laid aside the character 
of her lover, it was certain that to the charge in 
question she had given marked emphasis. . 

"And will you still ride with her," demanded 
Moreland, "after such a singular evidence of her 

- disposition 1" 
" Yes," said Norman, dryly-" I have already 

invited her to accompany' me this afternoon, and 
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I will not retreat. It is .too tempting an opportu­
nity to let her know my surprise. From this time, 

• however, she shall fearn how utterly a friend may 
be thrown away. As for Clairmont, he is a scoun­
drel. I shall publicly chastise him the instant we 
meet. The thing is scarcely worth noticing, but 
the manner in which this man is received here 
gives his words an importance which they would 
not otherwise deserve." -
, At four he called for Miss Romain, according to 
appointment • 

• • • • • • 
. The next morning Clairmont stood on the steps 

of his hotel in Broadway, surrounded by a number 
of gentlemen. He was in a riding-dress, with 
whip and spurs; and after a careless leave of his 
companions, was in the act of mounting his horse. 
At that moment Leslie approached, and the two 
enemies stood face to face. Clairmont turned a 
little pale upon the sight of one he had so deeply 
wronged, advancing with determined step and air, 
and cQnJracted brow, whose meaning could not be 
mistaken.. A small circle of spectators closed 
around thlm. . The accusation of Clairmont had 
been publicly made during Leslie's illness, and his 
great skill with the pistol was known. The reso­
lution, the bigh-wrou2ht temper, and lofty charac­
ter of Leslie, were arso well understood, and the 
interview was regarded with strong signs of inter­
est. 'rhe nobleman paused, with a glistening eye, 
and a sbade of white increasing onbis lip. Les­
lie's air was high and stern, but calm and noble. 

: As the two thus stood, their prominent characteris_ 
tics might be detected in their very appearance: 
the one so frank, fearlessly open-hearted, and yet 
'0 quietly resolved; the other, deep, malignant. 
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and dangerous-the one frowning with the fiery 
firmness of a lion; the spirit of the other coiled up 
with the stillness of a snake, which lifts its crest 
against the foot that would crush it in the-grass . 

.. I have been given to understand," said Leslie, 
very composedly, "that yau, sir, who call yourself 
Count Clairmont, have made use of certain ex­
pressions derogatory to my character" 

"Well, sir." 
" Your silence implies assent. I give you one 

moment to deny them-to confess them wilful, 
base falsehoods." 

" Mr. Leslie," said Clairmont, "if you are a gen­
tleman, you have a remedy." 

" I have once told you the only terms on which 
I will consent to meet you. Though I believe you 
no gentleman, yet my belief of your cowardice' at 
heart is so strong, that I again dare you to accede 
to them. Those terms, gentlemen-" 

But the wary Clairmont, with great cunning, had 
already adopted his plan. It was his object to es­
cape even hearing terms which most rrobably he 
might not be anxious to accept, but i possible to 
provoke Leslie to attack him on the spot. Accord-

I lDgly, first placing a hand in his bosom. he inter 
rupted the speaker-

"Mr. Leslie," he said, "yoll desire to know 
.hether the assertions to which you allude were 
made by me, and whether they are persisted in. 
Know that I never speak that in a man's absence 
which I fear to repeat in his presence. I avow, 
then, that I detected you in such a trick at cards 
as ought to, and must, exclude you for ever from 
the society of gentlemen." 

Without further reply, Leslie stepped forward,. 
and at the same moment produced from behind 

i him a riding-whip, with the evident intention of 
applying it to immediate use. 
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Pale, but with the most determined and delib­
erate composure, Clairmont drew forth a pis~ol. 
which he coolly cocked . 

.. No--no, sir," he said, in a low tone-" I am on 
my guard now-the. attacks of 'a ruffian I am taught 
how to meet. Take care, sir-take care-epproach " 
me not-one step, one inch, one motion, and I 
swear by the God of heaven I lay you dead at my 
feet !" 

Leslie paused-Clairmont smiled-the crisis 
was interesting, and considerable CUrIosity pre­
vailed to witness the event. But the inactivity of 
Leslie was only momentary. With a leap, swift 
as the tiger when he darts upon a startled steed, 
he sprang to the throat of his foe. The-pistol was 
discharged; but so rapid and unexpected had been 
the assault, that the aim, neTer before known to 
miss, now failed at the moment of utmost need. 
The ball passed through the lapel of Norman's J 
coat; and the baffled possessor of a now useless 
weapon had thrown away his sole chance, and 
with it the sympathies of ,every spectator. Un­
armed-of a liVId whiteness-he stood in mute 
and impotent hate; first, aghast with the certainty 
that he had launched the death-bolt, and afterward, 
to find himself utterly in the power of a man so 
deeply resolute and indignant, and against whom 
he had just given such a dire evidence of malice. 

" I shall now proceed," said Leslie, without ex­
hibiting the slightest astonishment or alarm, but 
laying an iron hand on the bosom of his foe, "to 
inflict upon you, my friend, the chastisement you 
80 richly merit. You are a coward-you are an 
impostor-you are guilty of the baseness which 
your rancorous tongue has charged on me-you 
have ~windled at cards. Hereafter, Sir Count, 
never show your face in the society of gentlemen; 
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but, lest you should, 1 mark rou for what you are 
-a craven and a scoundrel !' 

He raised the whip. 
"Leslie," said Clairmont, almost inaudibly, '! do 

Dot-do Dot, for your own sake. Mark me-I warn 
-I warn you, Leslie-do not-" • 

Rage, fear, and intense emotion had so tranB­
formed .his countenance, that, with his ashy face, 
and a nJt.g of black beneath each eye, he looked 
more like a devil than a man. 

U Carry your warnings, sir, to those who regard 
them,~' said Leslie. 

. 'Deliberately, and with a powerful hold on his 
throat, he applied the long whip to his writhing 
and quivering foe with all the strength of his ath­
letic and indignant arm. No one interfered. For 
several moments the determined youth continued 
the application of his blows, till, foaming at the 
mouth, covered with dust, struggling, trembling, 
and ever and anon uttering a half-suffocated groan 
of anguish and revenge, his exhausted victim hung, 
with drooping body and unbraced limbs, apparently 
senseless on his arm. 

"I have castigated this man, gentlemen,'~ said 
Leslie, with a voice actually gentle in its tone-S9 
calm is true passion-" 1 have castigated this man 
for no ordinary personal pique, no mere common 
hatred. 1 hold him up to you not only for a swin­
dler, a slanderer, an impostor, and a scoundrel 
-I have good reason to believe him a midnight 
assassin." 

In the scuffle Clairmont's hat had fallen-his 
v-alet now appearing, picked it up. and lent in arm 
to the support of his master, who. finding himself re­
leased, lifted his head, gazed wildly around, gnash­
ed his teeth. half incoherently uttered, .. God! 
oh God!" and striking his face deliriously with 
bis hands, rushed mad and foaming into the hotel. 

I 
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CHAPTER xx. 
The Plot operu • 

.. Old men and baldama in the streets 
Do prophesy upon it dangerously; 
Young Arthur'. death is common in their mouths, 
And when they tslk of him, they shake their beacla, 
And whisper one another in the ('ar : 
And he that spealr.a doth gripe the hearer's wriBt ; 
Whilsthe that heBrs mak.es fearful action, 
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With wrink.led brows, with nods, with rolling eIeBo" 
Kbrg JoIIfI. 

THE Americans are called great travellers. 
They early imbibe the taste in their own country; 
whose extent and innumerable beauties may well 
lure mutualvisiters from her remotest parts. At 
present, too, the facilities for travel are so extraor­
dinary, that it would be madness to stay at home. 
I{ the country is gigantic, so are its curiosities, 
and the means of viewing them. The springs, the 
falls, the lakes, the rivers, the mountains, Quebec 
and her fortifications (a tour to the Canadas, by­
the-way, in the abrupt transition of manners and 
customs, is. to an American, very like a tOllr to 
Europe), the stupendous mountain scenery in N ew­
York and New-England, where nature may be 
viewed in all her sublime and awful grandeur. 
European scenery is different from that of America, 
but not more strikingly magnificent; and the tour­
ist of the Western Continent-let itinerant scrib­
blers say what they will-finds accommodations, 
ease, honesty, and comfort infinitely superior to 
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that met with on the great continental routes ot 
Europe. In the commercial cities they may com­
mand-luxuries and refinements equal to those of 
Paris and London. Rail-roads, canals, and steam­
boats convey them in every direction. During the 
months of August and September these tempta­
tions are found irresistible by the fashionable world, 
who take wing from the dusty town, and sweep in 
gay flocks through scenery splendid beyond de­
scription. Less than twelve hours suffice to land 
the passengers at Albany from New-York, a dis­
tance of one hundred and sixty miles; thence, a 
succession of dazzling views attracts each votary 
of health and pleasure: and when he has been 
drenched by die terrible Niagara, floated on the 
St. Lawrence, wandered by Lake George, mused 
in the natural amphitheatre of Trenton Falls, 
soared to the Pine Mountain House on the Cats­
kill-where, from the edge of a precipice three 
thousand feet perpendicular, he looks down upon 
the lower earth, hills and vales, towns and forests, 
and the broad and glorious Hudson meandering on 
its course of light like a silver snake i-when these 
excursions are over, the beau ton and the be~w: 
esprits rest their pinions a few weeks at the Sara­
toga Springs, about thirty-six miles above Albany. 
Perhaps there is no spot which gathers a greater 
focus of beauty, fashion, wealth, and genius, than 
Congress Hall. 

After all. the greatest amusement of those who 
abandon a city is to watch for and devour every 
item of intelligence from their deserted homes. 

A party of ladies and gentlemen were seated on 
the long portico one day, wb.en Judge Howard re. 
ceived a package of papers • 

.. Well," said Mrs. Hamilton," we shall hear 
110m town again, at last. They say Americana 
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~ fond of news; J do not think it peculiar to 
them, but to human nature. I never received a pri­
vate letter from a distance in my life without trem­
bling; and a newllpaper, when far from home, is 
really an agitation." 

"Let us share the benefit of your courier, judge," 
said a wealthy Ilouthem planter, as the judge un­
folded one of the sheets. 

"Oh dear, yes; a newspaper is as good as a 
play!" exclaimed Miss Morton. 

," Well, then, let us see, let us see," said the judge, 
passing his finger over his lip as he ran through 
the contents; "we must select for the ladies. 
Here is a long report from the Secretary of the 
Navy." 

" Oh, never mind the navy," cried Miss Morton. 
"Well, then, we have an inquiry into the effects 

of the late rise of cotton." 
" Worse and worse !" 
" Fire, and lives loilt; a fireman killed." 
"Oh, poor fellow! Where was it 1" asked a fop, 

yawning. 
"Nothing about the theatres 1" demanded Mor­

ton. 
" Read the marriages," said his sister. 
" And the deaths," mumbled an old gentleman, 

who took the waters for his health. 
" Bless me! bless my soul !" said the judge, in a 

tone of sudden and extreme interest. 
,. Oh, now we shall have it !" said several, laugh­

ing; "out with it, judge." 
" Good Heaven!' exclaimed the kind old gen­

tleman, with real distress. 
"Oh, judge, how can you keep us all in the 

dark, in this way!" said Mrs. Hamilton. 
The judge read,-
" • Most mysterious and terrible incident.' " 
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" Dear me!" cried one, laughing; "that prom 
ises well, indeed." 

"I was fearful the colonel was going to be stu­
pid to-day," said another. 

" , Our readers are perhaps aware,' " continued the 
,. judge, reading, '" that a most mysterious circum­
stance has, withill three days, occurred in this city. 
The daughter of one of our most wealthy and re­
spectable townsmen, whose name will probably be 
too soon before the public, has IlUddenly disap-

/ peared, under circumstances of the-m~t incredible 
and inexplicable mystery, leading to the conjec­
ture that death has closed her career on earth. She 
was young, of most excelling beauty, and distin­
guished in the higher circles as one of the most 
remarkable and charming ladies of the day. We 
cannot add more at present.'" 

" Well, that is extraordinary and mysterious 
enough," said one; "what can it mean 1" 

" Who can it be 1" added another. 
"There is a postscript," said the judge; and the 

extremest interest was now exhibited to learn if it 
conveyed more information upon the affair. 

" Yes, here is a second paragraph," and he read 
the following :-

" 'Since the above was in type, it has become 
our painful duty to state, that the name of the young 
lady alluded to above as having so mysteI:iously 

/ disappeared, is Miss Rosalie Romain. A commit­
I tee of investigation, immediately formed, have fully 

sanctioned the/.eneral opinion that she must have 
been murdere. The liveliest, nay, the deepest 
sensation prevails through all circles upon this sub· 
ject; which, perhaps, for intense interest, is without 
a parallel in the history of our country or age •. 
Dark suspicions arc entertained respecting. an indi­
vidual attached to a most distinguished fQmily. 
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We withhold the name, partIr because, however 
loud and deep may be the pubhc suspicions, no tri­
bunal of justice hils as yet taken any step to war­
rant them. Nothing has been spoken of tCHiay 
but this most singular and terrible event. The 
police are on the track, and, it is said, have made 
discoveries of a most appalling description; tend­
ing to confirm the worst conjectures, and to fix the 
odium on one wealthy, high, and hitherto unsus­
pected. This is an event of peculiar interest. Its 
awful mystery-the agonizing circumstances by 
which it has been marked-the extreme youth. 
_uty, and innocence of the guileless victim-the 
anguish of the bereaved and broken-hearted pa­
rent-the rank of him to whom the public nnger 
points as the murderer-the great respect in which 
his family have been held~all tend to create violent 
excitement. We never saw the public mind in a 
greater ferment. From the lofty political standing 
of the father of the accused (at least accused by the 
general voice), in any other country he would pos· 
sess power among those before whom this question 
will be probably tried; and if the criminal were 
guilty beyond a doubt, yet, with his ~nfl.uence, he 
would nnd means to escape. Let the admiring 
world now look on the administration of justice in 
a republic. Let them see the laws enforced with 
equal severity and promptitude against the rich 
and poor-the strong and weak-the high and low. 
We would not forestall the opinions of those who 
are yet undecided what to tliink; nor do we take 
it upon ourselves to say that he who has been se 
lected as the perpetrator is really guilty; but if he 
be guilty,-there is no possibility of his escape. Let 
every apprehension be quelled. If he were the 
head of our nation, on this proof he would be tried 
-an impartial jury would decide upon hi. inn~ 
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cence; and if a verdict be pron~unced against hiut, 
he must die the death of a felon.''' 

The utmost contrariety of opinion prevaUed as to 
the person against whom these terrible innue~doe. 
were directed; but an arrival from the city brough, 
the fearful intelligence in all its blistering and naked 
details. It struck the gay ci~cle with a feeling of 
dismay and horror. 

CHAPTER XXI. 

The Tempe" gG""" •• 

.. Can this be haughty l'tIarmiOA 1"- SCOT'I' 

. As the last peal of 81. Paul's Church, on amorn-' 
ing in the early part of autumn, about this period 
of our story, announced the hour of nine, the usually· 
desultory occupants of Broadway and Chatham­
street gradually gave place to a more eager and uni-. 
form crowd; and hundreds of persons appeared 
hastening with quickened step out. of the adjoining 
streets, and bending their course towards the pretty 
and palace-like looking buildin~ which lifted its 
white front in the centre of the Park. Two large 

. and sombre structures, on either side of the just­
mentioned edifice, obtruded themselves on the gaze; 
and, from their gloomy appearance, might be rec­
ognised at once as dismal abodes of guilt. Few, 
in a philosophical and disinterested mood, can be­
hold a prison without feeling their horror of the 
crime yield for the moment to compassion for the 
criminaL It is the dreary tomb of mlPlY a hope'. 
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within its walls have been endured nameless and 
unimaginable anguish. The enlightened tender­
ness of modem legislation prohibits the wheel, the 
dagger, or the bowl; yet here the wretched, whose 
guilt i1l sometimes the infirmity of nature, and 
sometimes the error of education, have writhed un­
der the prolonged torments of remorse and fear: 
and what are the dagger and the wheel to them 1 
The massy portals, too, may-nay, considering the 
mischances of human affairs, must have sometimes 
closed upon the innocent, and returned them to the 
scaffold, or disgorged them upon a world whose un­
thinking selfishness as often pursues unfortunate 
virtue, as it sanctions for a time the triumphs of 
!Uccessful guilt. Even the sight of vice itself, thus 
baffled and chained, without the support of hope or 
the consolations of conscience, shrinking from the 
8-spect of an external world, all threatening and' 
dark, to the communion of a heart lost in the tur­
bulence of yet more gloomy horror, and awaiting, 
in impotent and iIIimitable despair, its dismissal 
from a dreadful existence to a.state yet more thril­
lingly appalling, is, perhaps, of all spectacles the 
most fearful and ghastly. 

The black and revolting buildings, so conspicu­
ously placed in the heart and gay centre of the city, 
had long jarred upon the minds of the inhabitants; 
and ont', indeed, at the present day, under the wand 
of some cunning architect, has assumed a more 
lively and lovely shape, and been converted to other 
purposes; but at the time of which we write, the 
liuthorities found a certain appropriateness in their 
proximity to their graceful neighbour. The latter 
is familiar to the New-York reader as the City Hall, 
the seat of many public offices. but particularly of 
the courts of justice; and at that time both the civil 
and driminal courtlt were held within it. The black 

16 
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and ugly buildings which flanked it on either side 
were used, the one for a jail, where, with the stupid 
and useless cruelty of a pagan sacrifice, the unfor­
tunate debtor was condemned to perpetual idleness 
and wo; while the one on the west received crim­
inals, who there awaited their arraignment or their 
execution, within a minute's walk of their place of 
trial. 

On the present day, the avidity with which all 
classes hastened towards the City Hall rendered it 
evident that it was about to become the scene of 
some interesting judicial proceeding; and the pres­
sure to procure seats in the criminal court-room 
proved that the circumstances of some dark crime 
were about to be investigated; probably some reck­
less enemy to society exposed to general execra­
tion, and consigned to just punishment. perhaps a 
weary and toilsome imprisonment - perhaps to 
death. It had been long a custom in America, a8 
in England, to conduct the convict condemned to 
expiate his crime on the scaffold, in broad daylight, 
and in full view of the people, to some open spot 
in the suburbs of the town, affording space for the 
accommodation of the immense multitude generally 
drawn together by the occasion; and thus, wit.h the 
deliberate pomp of law, and the solemn ceremonies 
of religion. to consummate upon the bound and 
trembling wretch the tremendous doom. After all. 
the spirit which drew the Romans to the amphithe­
atre still holds its place in the human breast. Far. 
very . far, are we yet from true civilization. 

Few crimes in the United States are visited with 
the punishment of death; and, while older nations 
often launch the bolt against the feeble head of ig­
norance or poverty. for the most trivial errors of 
judgment, or sometimes for the cravings of hunger, 
let it be recofded to the honour of American legis-
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lators, that the power which society has lodged in 
their hands is wielded with more cauti"on. 

But in proportion to the infrequency of these 
spectacles is the excitement they produce. The 
guilty wretch, arrested on a charge of murder, and 
thrown into prison to await his trial, becomes at 
once a topic of universal, and, among the -lower or­
ders, of intense interest. To feed this appetite for: 
scenes of carnage, blood, and distress-the peculiar 
attribute of human nature-the public press is pro­
lific of fac.ts, true or false; and in all their harrow­
ing features, and too often with the exaggeration of 
accident, prejudice, or passion, retails the incidents 
of the deed, and conjectures the motives of th~ per..' 
petrator. 

It was on the event of one of these long-expect­
ed trials that an immense crowd assembled. Such 
violent anxiety had been produced by rumour and 
the recitals of the public journals, that before the 
doors of the court-room, were thrown open, large 
throngs had collected on the outside, and; pressing 
for entrance, filled the avenues and corridors to 
overflowing. At an early hour, when the public 
were admitted, the spacious chamber was immedi­
ately crowded almost to suffocation. The space 
within the bar, usually allotted only to gentlemen 
of the profession, witnesses, jurors in attendance, 
and persons' connected with the proceedings of the 
hour, was also densely filled; and when the judges 
assumed their seats, and the cry of "Silence-hats 
off!" announced that the court were about to enter 
upon the interesting examination, the multitude pre­
sented a slope of heads, back to the farthest reach 
of the ample hall, such as had rarely before been 
assembled in the apartment. 

Among the individuals within the bar were sev­
eral who drew peculiar attention and remark from 
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the auditory. The entrance of Mr. Barton, the disp 
trict attorney, occasioned ,orne interest. He was a 
young, but distinguished and eloquent man, cele­
brated for the force and fire of his appeals, and 
whose powers were said to be rarely awakened in 
vain. With him came his associate, Mr. Germain, 
also a profound, sagacious; and eminent counsellor, 
employed, it was said, by those whom the prisoner's 
crime had most bereaved, to render his destruction 
doubly sure. A more ,dangerous opponent could 
Icarcely have appeared against the unhappy object 
of all .this solicitude j for, a shrewd and practised 
lawyer, wutchful to avail himself of every accident 
and subterfuge, skilful to lead away attention from 
a bad point, or to invent a construction favourable 
to his views-of a deep foresight, an insidious cun­
ning, a ready wit, and a presence.o{ mind never at 
fault in the examination of w.~~es-Germain 
knew well how to rise from a defeit, or to press the 
moment of triumph. In a;6st cause, his talents 
and acquirements were a~ays sure of delighting. 
The wily votary of falsehood, on the w'itness's stand. 
found his mask torn off and his arts baffled. Be­
trayed by ingenious artifices into the disproval of 
his own testimony, and l?ewildered and startled by 
the clashing contradictions of his own statement, 
he at length yielded the conflict, abashed and in 
despair j confessed the truth, and was dismissed, 
writhing under the lash of ridicule and rebuke. 

But the Bame power, exerted on the wrong side, 
was equally fierce, watchful, and uncompromising j 
and it must be allowed that the eager lawyer, ab­
sorbed in the excitement of his cause, did not al­
wl\Ys stop to inquire into its justice, but used the 
same weapons alike on all occasions; bewildered 
the honest witness in wiles laid' for the deceitful, 
IPId frequently woke aU his energieil to attack the. 
innocent or defend the guilty. 
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By their side sat Mr. Loring, also one of the 
most remarkable counsellors of the day; grave, 
learned, and eloquent; his fine head, partly bald, 
was expressively clothed with the" silver livery of 
advised age." He was the only one who as yet ap­
peared for the defence. 

The three counsel conversed together across the 
table with the cool courtesy of the profession; who, 
while property, reputation, and life are committed 
to their hands with trembling solicitude, find the 
ex.~rcise of their respective powers but the struggle 
of .l game which; however tremendously important 
t'O the parties concerned, is by them played with 
but transient· personal feeling, and to-morrow for­
gotten. 

A gentleman of prepossessing form and appear­
ance was pointed out to each other by the crowd, 
with symptoms of curiosity, as a foreigner of high 
rank and unbounded wealth; a casual visiter to this 
country, whom accident had rendered necessary in I 
the present case as one of the witnesses. This was 
Count Clairmont. Near him, and frequently ex­
ehangmg the sentiments of a brief conversation, sat 
a white-headed old man, whose care-worn and grief­
stricken countenance was perused by every eye 
with extreme interest. He was the father of the f 

young and lovely girl whose murder, by a brutal I 

and unparalleled assassin. was the subject of the 
present endictment. The hearts of the more en­
lightened upon the circumstances of the case were 
shocked and agitated with deep and powerful sym­
pathy on recognising, in the tall and noble figure 
of a gentleman-who, though somewhat advanced 
in life, was erect and almost haughty in his air­
the father of the culprit. He stood in a recess 
within the bar, calm, but pale; and around him 
waited, with the most evident marks of respect and 

16· 
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c:eallmseratioD, a tlma of the most wealthy and 
ctiatinguished inhabitants of the town. These io­
teresting objects had places reserved for them in 
the midst of the uncommon throng of miscellane~ 
9US individuals-lawyers lounging from idleness 
and curiosity, witnesses and jurors attending on 
subprenas, and law-stadenta inured to scenes of 
iniquity and distress, who made themselves merry 
with the various rllmours of the case, wagered 
with each other on the fate of the accused, and ad­
vanced jests against the sheriff on his approaching 
duty. ' 

The outside of the bar was occupied by the' 
middling classes,-sailors, butchers, bakers, and 
other honest tradesmen and good citizens, whose 
minds had been highly inflamed by the reports of 
the case, without being much instructed as to its, 
merits; and who were eagerly anxious to' behold 
the extraordinary ruffian-the cold-blooded sedu­
cer aDd. assassin of an innocent and beautiful girl. 
Concerning the manners and'appearance, the char .. 
aeter, family, and demeanour of the accused, the' 
most contradictory rumours were rife. Some de-' 
dared him a ferocious and black-browed giant, 
with a cruel and malignant countenance, a harsh 
voice, and relentless heart. Others asserted that 
he had been the most reckless profligate of the day ; 
that the influence of a wealthy family had already 
several times screened him from merited punish­
ment; that he had once or twice nearly effected his 
escape, by 'he attempted massacre of the officers; 
who had arrested him; and that the authorities; 
were obliged to secure his confinement by meana, 
of heavy irons. ' 

A circumstance was observed, too, of a very rare. 
occurrence in this country-a disposition among the­
lower claa8ea to predetermine the guilt of the .".. 

Digitized by Google 



KOltJUiN DILIB. 197 

cuBed,. and to distrut the iAtegrity of the COtlll. I 
Seyeral joW'Dals had given pUblicity to arLide. 
darkly intilD8.ting the difiiclllty of finding a jury 
sufficiently firm and: disiruerested to render a tru 
verdict against a man' acknewledged to belong to 
so high a circle of society. Some spGke aloud of 
the power of weabh and influence; others turned 
the affair into a political question; and many (for 
such clamorous demagogues did Dot pass away 
with the days of Greece and Rome) openly pro­
claimed that, even if the guilty wretch were con­
demned by the judge, he would be pardoned by the 
governor. As the trial-day approached, these dis­
turbing influences seemed agitated and fomeDled 
by some secret hand. Singular innuendoes lurked 
in the paragraphs of the daily jOlll'Dals, engender.-
ing among the populallion a fierce and ferocious 
spirit. The frienfls of the prisoner beheld, with 
feelings of the deepest alarm, Jhese clouds gather-
ing around the head of one who had hitherto known 
only the balmy pleasures Df life's sunniest hours. 
'fhe distI'ict attorney had moved in the same circle 
with the accused in the gay precincts of fashion. 
Would he follow to the death his associate 1 The 

-very judge on the bench, it was whis~ered, loved 
him like a father; and was endeared to him by fam-
ily relations of the most tender nature. W (mId he 
&oo--thus murmured the thousands,. nay, the mill-
ions (for the event had already. swept like fire in 
the wind), who allowed themselves to be excited h,y 
the absorbing question-would this judge, could he 
preside at a trial, thus linked with his own feelings; 
with cool and impartial delibel'8ticm·? 

There were not wanting third and fourth ~ 
journals which gr.asped the subject with the sole 
view of rendering it a: party question. The father 
of the unhappy criminaL was spoken of at the peri.od 
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for an important office in the gift of the people. 
So tempting an engine could nol remain unworked, 
and the astounded statesman heard denuncialions 
and anathemas of the most bitter malignity thun­
dered against him by those who could oppose his 
poli~ical succes~ Wilh no. other means than those 
furnished by this domestic tragedy. . 

On the other hand, a party of his townsmen, and 
indeed the most discreet and intelligent, while they 
regarded the endictment Wilh wonder, seemed as­
sured that a trial would establish the innocence of 
the accused. All their sympathies and their fears 
were now awakened in his behalf, for the public 
excitement grew more and more dark and threat­
ening, and a trial for life and death, even to the in­
nocent, was not without its perils. Accident might 
incline the scales against him. The very trial it­
self was a withering anguish; the very suspicion 
a gangrene to the heart., 

The puhlic indignation and expressions of dis­
trust exercised too upon the interests of the un­
happy defendant 'a most unfavourable influence. 
Those who really knew Judge Howard, knew that 
if it had been his own son instead of his friend's, he 
would construe the law, and preside at the trial, 
with the sternness of a Roman; and it was feared 
that he, as well as the district attorney, might be 
insensibly led, by the open charges against their 
integrity, to pass to the opposite extreme, and 
suffer impartiality to strengthen into severity. 

In the thousands that filled the room-stood 
waiting on the outside and strove vainly for en­
trance-what a variety of opposite emotions! from 
the simple curiosity of the indifferent stranger, 
stimulated by the mere desire to behold a human 
being tried for his life, to the astonishment and 
anxiety, the conjectures of the future and the 
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memonss of the past, felt by his acquaintance, and 
to the whirl and tempest, the anguish and agony, 
in the breasts of those who knew and loved him! 
Across the minds, too, even of the most rational, 
would sometimes glance the thought-" Is not the 
prillOner indeed guilty 1" The very apparent im­
possibility, by a kind of paradox, rendered it mob­
able. What but the glaring and fatal truth of 
the charge would select him, so far beyond the 
reach of ordinary suspicion, as the perpetrator of 
the deed? If not he, who was the culprit 1 

Notwithstanding the immense pressure, perfect 
order prevailed, and all seemed settling themselves 
in their places, as they beat might, like the audi­
ence at the commencement of a celebrated tragedy, 
and with the composed satisfaction of listening to 
the investigation, and perhaps of soon beholding 
the doom of one of the most black, remarkable, 
and harrowing crimes that had ever occupied the 
aUention of a court of justice. 

"Place the prisoner at the bar!" exclaimed the 
erier, in a loud voice. 

There was an instantaneous sensation percepti­
ble through the mass of people, but it immediately 
subsided into a breathless silence, as the side-doors 
within the bar were flung open, and the officers 
entered in front of the crowd with the prisoner be­
tween them. An impulse of surprise ran again 
through the multitude, now also accompanied by 
an evident murmur of sympathy, elicited by the 
appearance of a very handsome young man, con­
liderably above the middling size, of an erect and 
commanding form, who, with a firm and rather 

• haughty air, walked to his seat within the prisoner's 
box. A-single glance discovered that he wore the 
dress and possessed the manners of a gentleman; 
that his features were mild, intelligent, and uncom-
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monly prepossessing, but that his face was of a' 
deadly paleness, and his lips compressed with the 
action of one who is the victim of a powerful and 
unnatural excitement. 

To many of the spectators he was personally 
known; and more than one voice murmured, in 
tones of the deepest commiseration, "Poor, poor 
Leslie !" 

On entering the box and seating himself, the 
p'risoner looked around and continued his gaze, as 
If in search of some one within the bar, till he en­
countered the full and terrible glance of Mr. Ro­
main, the father of her of whose death he was ac­
cused. For a momeD$ he met and returned the 
fixed gaze of the old man, who actually shook with 
the tremours of his increasing emotion; but as if 
the forced effort to bear up against his fate and his 
feelings exceeded his power, the unhappy youth 
suddenly bowed down his head, and covered his 
face with his hands. The whole scene had been 
of such absorbing interest, that the court, as well as 
the prisoner and the spectators, appeared. for the 
moment, to abandon tliemselves to their feelings, 
and the young man was the centre of a thousand 

, warm and bleeding sympathies. But the recollec­
tion of the heinous deed which he was called upon 
to answer, and the sight of the aged father of the 
murdered girl, awoke sterner thoughts. Nor were 
there wanting some who ascribed his emotion not 
-to the anguish of innocence, but to the remorseful 
agonies of guilt. • 

The court immediately ordered silence. The 
voice of the crier resounded through the hall. 
The crowd· again arranged themselves on their 
Beats; and though a few handkerchiefs, especially 
of females, still hid the faces of the softened own ,. 
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era, the cold ceremonials of a legal tribunal at once 
resumed their course. , 

With the numerous and tedious formalities pre­
liminary to a great trial, incidental to the empan­
nelling of a jury, &c., we will not detain the reader. 
They were, on this occasion, so multifarious and 
prolonged, that, upon their final· arrangement, the 
court dismissed the caUie for the day, in order that 
it might be fairly commenced on the succeeding 
morning. The persons concerned were requested 
to be punctual in fm early attendance; and the vast 
and heterogeneous crowd separated, to carry into 
all quarters of the town their new impressions con­
cerning the appearance of the unhappy prisoner. 
who, thus fearfully suspended over eternity, was 
~manded back to prison . 

CHAPTER XXII. 

Uverntv acquaints a Man with strange Fellows-A Friend 
wavers. 

"And you too, Brutus!" 

THE Bridewell, in which malefactors were con­
fined, from its open and central situation, com­
manded one of the most cheerful scenes imagina­
ble. The barred windows of the prisoners enabled 

. them to behold the pleasfng enclosure already men­
tioned, spread verdantly beneath them, overshad­
owed with rows of trees-a common thoroughfare 
for the busy citizens, a lounge for the meditative 
or the i<:lie, and a resort for children, who there 
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punued their careless sports, yet happily ignorant 
of the dark world around them. A part of tbe 
gay and elegant Broadway rolled along its Ilever­
ceasing tide of human beings. The spire of &. 
Paul's Church appeared at a short distance above 
masses of thick foliage; and, on the other side, to 
the poor captives a shocking contrast, lose the 
theatre, whose moving crowds and bright lights in 
the evening rendered it easily distinguishable as the 
haunt of fashion aDd Pleasu~_~ 

One of those reverses at 10 . _ hich, however 
astounding to the individual tims, 'are comlDOft>o 
place to the general obser~er of human nature, 
had plunged Norman Leslie-the proud, the sen~ 
timental, the musing, the noble Leslie-into the 
common prison, upon a charge of murder. The 
crime was fixed upon him by such a concurrence 
of glaring and extraordinary facts, that each day 
had found more and more people ready to believe 
him guilty. ij:ad anyone in other times suggested 
the probability of his committing such a deed, they 
who knew him would have ascribed the suggestion 
to madness or malice; but now that- he was actu 
ally accused in public, it appeared much less im ' 
probable. His high temper, his brooding mind 
were well known. Eccentricities had been re­
membered of him, which before had never excited 
attention; and even those who had most depended 
upon his purity of character, now found in him a 
new illustration of the truth, that" It is' not a· year 
or so that shows us a man." Covered with obl<t. 
quy, execrated by the public, Norman Leslie sat in 
a lonely apartment of the prison abov~ cfes~!-,i'ped, 
on.the afternoon of the day of_ ~~~ 

zmg upon the outward scene oi;-Jofil,l , _ ' ..: 
fiis meditations were suddenly ~upted.., y 
elash and clank of chains, thelpn1tging.r-toeks • 

. " . . 
. - ' 
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aJld ,be whbdrawal of bolts. The intruder was tb. 
keeper. . 

"There has been here," he said, "the Rev. Mr. 
Harcourt, sir; and be requested me to--to--" 

"1 do not know him," said Notman; .. j, mUB' 
be a mistake." 

"No mistake at all, air. He came \0 re~uest 
your leave to visit you, to converse with you. ' 

.. With me!" laid N orman, as if endea vouring 
to recollect himself; "up~n what subject 1" 

.. Lord, Lord, sir!" said the man, apparently un­
able \0 conceal a smile, "I thought by this time 
you might wish to see gentlemen of his cloth with­
out any request from them • 

.. God of heaven!" cried Leslie, starting up. 80 
that the man stepped back in some alarm, and lifted 
his heavy bunch of keys in defence; but, perceiv­
ing that the abrupt action of his prisoner was sim­
ply the effect of agitation and astonishment, he 
resumed his first manner. 

"Why, yes, sir. He bade me ask you, in short, 
if you felt yourself in a state of mind to speak with 
him upon your situation." 

The rattling of the heavy chai.n appropriately 
hung at the ololter door of the prison, to signify to 
the keeper rile wish of some applicant for admis­
sion, broke off the discourse. 

The new-comer was Mr. Grey, a counsellor, 
belonging to the lower. ranks of the profession. He 
motioned the keeper to withdraw. When they 
were alone, he approached his seat close to that of 
Norman, and looking around cautiously, said,-

.. Y pu do not know me, Mr. Leslie 1" 
"I have had.thepleasure, I think," replied Nor­

man, "of seeing JlOu before in the courts. Yau 
CIl'e Mr: Grey 1"" . 

" Ah! .. at is well; if you lmow me," said Mr. 
VOL. I.-I 17 . ' 
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Grey, "we shall have less difficulty in coming to 
an understanding." 

He passed the palm of his hand across his mouth 
as if preparing to open a discourse, in the com­
mencement of whicb he experienced some embar­
rassment. 

l "You are aware, then, Mr. Leslie, that you stand' 
endicted for-" 

The listener rai!led his hand with deprecatory 
gesture-

.. Spare me the repetition of that word." 

.. But you are not fully aware of the evidence 
accumulated against you." 

.. I shall learn it soon enough," said the youth, 
bitterly . 

.. You do not quite understand me," continued 
the lawyer, in a conciliatory tone; .. soon enough 
can only be in time to counteract it." 

.. I am in the hands of God," said Norman, with 
a look that betrayed a heart sick and wearied­
"He created-be can destroy-he can rescue me." 

.. Ay, ay," answered Mr. Grey, hitching his 
chair yet a few inches closer, again looking round, 
as if to assure himself that they were alone, and 
reducing his tone to a yet more confidential key­
"but Providence, my youllg friend, works by hu­
man means. It would be rather dangerous to trust 
to Him alone in your case. You must have an­
other lawyer. His aid may be invoked, but it 
must be by active exertion, not by idle prayers." 

.. What can I do 1" asked the prisoner, with 
moody calmness; "I am a prisoner; I cannot 
break throu~h stone walls and iron bars," 

"There 1S one thing which you can do," cried 
the lawyer . 

.. To free me from this dilemma'?" said Norman. 
" Ay, to put you forth as unrestrained as the bird 

that flies at will " 
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"What can 1 do 1" 
cc You can confess;' said Grey, in a close WlllS­

per. 
Norman started again, with lively signs of agita­

tion and anger. 
"Am 1 to understand that you believe me 

guilty 1" he demanded. 
" Mr. Leslie," said the lawyer, "what you say I 

to me is secret as if whispered only to your own 
heart. I am not here to ~ccuse, but to defend you. 
Confess to me as your lawyer, as your friend, that 
in a moment of wild delirium, perhaps maddened 
by wine, you perpetrated a deed foreign from your 
nature, which~ the moment before, you did not 
dream of, and which now you cannot look back 
upon without regret and horror. It will contribute 
greatly towards your defence. It may save your 
life, my young friend, which now stands in immi-
nent danger." . . 

" And what good can my confession do 1" asked 
Norman, in an under tone of forced composure. 

"Much, much," cried the wily lawyer. "The 
sailor who would navigate a dangerous sea must 
know the quicksands and rocks which lie in his 
path. To cllre a wound-and the more loathsome, 
the more need of examination-it must be probed, 
young man, with a firm and friendly hand, though 
you shudder and faint under the operation. I am 
your friend, your pilot, your surgeon. I come to 
save you. Say you are guilty. The law has its 
accidents, its shifts, its subterfuges; the clerk's pen 
may mistake; the jury's mind may be embarrassed, 
if it cannot be satisfied. Embarrassment is doubt, 
and doubt is acquittal. You are young; life is 
sweet; sweeter than wealth, power, reputation. 
You have been under the influence of a moment's 
temptation; you have been touched with lunacy; 

12 , 
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you have committed a crime. Well, thOUS8Jlds of 
good men hue sinned. It is the lot of mortals. 
You are but a boy yet. You must live and repent. 
The world is broad. Time heals every wound; 
and repentance converts even sin into joy. Dis­
miss roinantic sensibility. Perhaps you have re­
solved to abandon the world, either guilty or inno­
cent. If guilty, you imagine death alone can ex· 
piate your deed; if innocent, calumny and unjust 
accusation have at once stripped life of its charms 
and death of its terrors. Think better of it. Let 
not the idea of ~uilt prostrate your moral character 
too much. GUIlt 1 cant! we lawyers understand 
it. It is a physical thing, and aepends on the 
nerves and the blood. Any man, when the lightning 
of passion darts through his veins, when reason 
reels-any man may yield. The very apostles 
sinned. The saints in heaven have felt the pollu­
tion of this earthly evil. It is a fever, a plague. 
The bes,t of us may catch it. Come, confess with­
out shame the whole truth. Your life, your repu­
tation, commit to my hand. Your father's life, YQur 
sister's, their happiness, their fame, are all con­
nected with your fate. You have no right to yield 
to an unmanly del.lpair.· In the sacrifice of your­
self, you drag others with you to the altar." 

Norman heard him to the end, as if partly with 
wonder at the tenour of his discourse, and partly 
1Vith a resolution not to interrupt him;. at length 
he said,-

"And if I do confess that I deliberately murder­
ed that unfortunate girl, $!;~aded by interest and­
reven~e, can you save me 1" . 

" While there's life there's hope," said the law­
yer. "You have money. Money is a god. It 
commands the strength, the genius. the knowledge, 
the loul. of men 
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. " And how may money stead me in this extl'em 
ity 1"" 

"It is to be considered," replied the lawver­
"it is to be considered. Have you never a friend, - I 
bound to you by obligations, poor and needy, yet j 
honest in the world's eye, who could confirm a story 
on oath?" 

Mr. Grey smiled, meaningly, and rubbed his. 
palm over his mouth and cheek. 

" As you say," replied Norman, "I have money; 
but if I procure such a one, can you use him to 
your purpose 1 Can you bend aside the flow of 
public justice 1 Can you leave the blood of the 
innocent unavenged 1 Can you set the guilty free, 
unanllled, and high among his friends 'f If I give 
you money for this redemption from wo, ignominy, 
and the scaffold, can you effect it 1" 

"Can I 1" said the counsellor, with slow and 
emphatic deliberation, and a glance of pleased and 
sly assent-" can I not 1" 

" And will you 1" cried the youth, grasping the 
arm of his disinterested friend with the iron power 
of one clinging for life; "knowing me to be guilty, 
deeply, damnably guilty, will you 1" 

., To-morrow," said the lawyer, rubbing his 
hands, "yoll shall be free as air. I shall but want 
something to satisfy expenses-a hundred dollars 
or so." 

"And I," said Norman, with a countenance of 
bitter contempt, ~lId flinging from him, with an 
expression of disgnst, the arm of his cunning advi­
ser, •• if I had a thousand lives, would rather lose 
them all on the scaffold than share in the corrup­
tion of sllch a base scoundrel. Begone" sir! or I 
may really be what you, and such as you, think 
m~ ~ 

The astounded personage to whom this was 
17-

-
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addressed started-from his seat with mingled anQ:er 
and fright, but immediately. recovering himself, 
aaid,- ' 

" Your only hope, young man. You are young , 
and romantic. Imprisonment and misfortune have 

r shattered your nerves, and violent repentance, pet­
haps, inflamed your imagination. If one hundred 
is too m~ch, say fifty." 

" I would be alone," cried Norman. -
"I may, at least, entreat of you a pledge," said 

the lawyer, "that what I have offered in kindness 
will never be betrayed My only object, sir, I 
give you my sacred word of honour, was to do you 
service." • 

" You have nothing to fear from me," returned 
Norman, " if you will take yourself away." 

"Then, farewell. You may have carried my 
intimations further than I intended, Mr. Leslie; 
but, remember, should you think better of my means' 
of serving you, I am ready to do my utmost. 'I 
can save you from death. Without a free under­
standing between counsellor and client, the case is 
hopeless. To-morrow you will tremble at the 
array of proof against you. We may have no 
opportunity of meeting again in private. Your 
counsel, at present, have nothing to urge in your 
defence. I have taken the pains to inquire; they 
have literally nothing. Innocent or guilty, die you 
must, unless you adopt means. In twenty-four 
hours, perhaps, the verdict may be rendered. As 
the case stands now, it must be fatal. The form 
of your own scaffold may well startle your reason. 
I can save you. I am your only hope. Good­
morning, sir; good-morning. I rest satisfied, sir, 
with your word of honour, that what has passed 
between us will go no further. Let me leave my 
card. Good-morning, sir." 
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At the door Grey met another learned member 
of the profession, whose eloquence and talents 
placed him already in its front ranks. They were 
but slightly acquainted; for Mr. Grey belonged to 
lhose base pettifoggers and hangers-on of the pro­
fession who at once disgrace it and human nature 

"Ah, Mr. Moreland," he said, "are you too bent 
to this wretched man 1" 

Moreland signified the affirmative. 
" A strange fellow!" continued Mr. Grey, with a. 

significant smile; "guilty, I fear, and reckless of 
death. He is like a baited bull, ready to gore alike 
friend and foe." 

" Does he confes's1" as1J.ed Moreland, with agi­
tation. 

" No," replied the other, "he confesses nothing. 
He still afi'ec.ts ignorance and perfect innocence, 
assumes the lofty moralist, and vainly hopes with 
this brazen hypocrisy to elude his fate, or cast a 
doubt over his crime. His father and sister are 
evidently dear to him, and rend his thoughts more 
than his own misery. He seems ready to die rather 
than compromise their good name by confessing 
his guilt. He is a noble but a desperate being, and 
requires watchfulness and care, or he maJ give 
the impatient mob the slip , after the high Roman 
fashion.' " 

Moreland is already partly known to the reader. 
He differed in many respects from his more aged 
and experienced associates; and rather sought ex­
cuses for undoubted sin, than invented selfish mo· 
tives for apparent virtue. As he pictured the cheer­
ful aspect ot his own home, which he had that in. 
stant left,-the elegant gayety ever presiding at hill 
domestic circle-the innocent love and arch viva­
city of his sweet wife, the voices of his beautiful 
children, and his own bright prospects of futln'e 
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wealth, fame, and happiness,-as he compared 
these blessings with the miseries of his once pure 
and noble friend, now a prisoner, perhaps about to 
be sacrificed on the scaffold-these dismal walls, 
this desolate cold ,»?litude, and the reflections whic~ 
must rend the minCl of the accused,-his heart soft­
ened yet more tenderly towards him; he mourned 
over the bleak vicissitudes of life, and trembled at 
the inscrutable decrees of Providence. His soul 
yearned to believe him guiltless; but such an as­
tounding array of proof had been elicited against 
him that even he wavered, and knew not what to 
think. 

As the lawyer entered the cell of the captive, he 
turned actually pale at the sight which met his 
view. It was not that his friend suffered any of 
those dismal privations of food, light, and air, so 
commonly identified with the idea of a prison;­
indeed, he occupied a room well furnished for his 
use j and the care of his affectionate and heart­
broken family had supplied him with all the luxu­
ries of life compatible with his situation j-but he 
himself was so changed and faded-so haggard and 
ghastly with the gnawings of a haughty and proud 
spirit-that, for the moment, in that dim light, he 
was scarcely recognised. Still, however, around 
him hung that beauty which had rendered him re 
markable in better days, a reflection of the manly 
graces of his father, and which now seemed even 
heightened by the subduing and chastening hand 
of thought and sorrow. His handsome hair now 
fell over a forehead which seemed, from its white­
ness, yet more broad and high; his eyes wore a~ 
expression more pensive and touchins; the smil6 
bad gained in winning grace all that It had lost in 
spirit; and his whole manner announced a charac­
ter deepened, purified, and elevated. 
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He'raised his hand calmly to hi. friend, who 
seized it with silent anguish; and Moreland feU on 
his neck and wept, white the.prisoner soothed and 
~ebuked him, though with a tremulous voice. 

"Dear, dear Norman!" muttered Moreland, his 
words broken by sobs; "pardon me-forgive me!" 

"Go.! bless you, Moreland," replied Norman, as 
his friend grew more composed; "how I have 
wished for you !" , '-

" Your father and J ulia, Norman, and Howard 1" 
.. They are all with me hours every day, but 

\heir grief agonizes me." 
" And your counsel, Mr. Loring 1" 
"Oh, he talks to me, but racks and excruciates 

me also. I have told him I know nothing whatever 
of this charge. ,It must rail by itself; I cannot 
stoop to confute it, nor have I the means. But 
you, Moreland, you will join yourself with Loring, 
and clear me from so ridiculous, so absurd an ac­
cusation. I have had hard thoughts of you, too," 
be continued, still holdiDg his friend's hand in his 
own firmly and affectionately. "That the world 
at large should desert me, as I am told they do, 
was to me a theme neither of much grief nor won­
der; but you, Albert, you and Mary~" , 

" We were far, far awart and flew to town the 
very moment we heard 0 this inexplicable-this 
terrible-this-" 

"Ay, Albert," said Norman, a cloud darkening 
his face, "pause and seek for words, as I have done. 
But how is Mary 1" 

" Well in healLh, but shocked, agitated, and thun­
derstruck at your pre se I)t situation, and at the start­
ling evidence against you. It is astounding, it is 
stunning to hear the array of facts; but Mary would 
be your defender were they ten thousand times 
more appalling." 
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"And yet-confess it, Albert--even you have 
been staggered 1" 

"Norman, I havQ, been stunned; but I come to 
you, not only as a friend, but as a counsel. I shall 
add myself to the gentleman already employed by 
your father. But, before we proceed, let Ole ask 
one question. If any extraordinary circumstance­
any horrid dilemma-any sudden intoxication of 
love, or passion, or despair, or madness, has hur-
ried you to--" . 

Norman started once more to his feet. It was 
no longer with agitation. Deep despair had thrown 
around him a character of mysterious and unearthly 
coldness, of passionless solemnity and calmness, 
like that which invests a statue gazed on by moon­
light, in which th~re is ever a thrilling and spectral 
power. 

"It is enough!" he said; "my cup is full. 1 
drink it to the dregs without a murmur. Leave me, 
Moreland." 

He was obeyed. We shall not intrude upon hi. 
meditations. 

CHAPTER XXIII. 

The Storm increQ8e,. 

" They have tied me to the stake, I cannot lIy." 
MACbetlt.' 

THE morning came-the hour of trial arrived. 
The human tide had already rolled into the court­
room, and, amid shuffling and pushing, ~d the ere. 
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quent interference of the police-officers, and all the 
agitation and clamour of a mob much excited, the 
crowd at length once more oc~upied, not only every 
seat, but every spot where a foot or a shoulder could 
be braced, or a hand could cling. 

The judges assumed their seats; the jury were 
called; silence was ordered by the criers; the agi­
tated mass at length settled into quiet; the prisoner 
again entered, and was placed at the bar; and all 
the customary forms and preliminaries being at 
length accomplished, the endictment was regularly 
read, and the district attorney rose to open the,case, 
and to explain the circumstances which he expected 
to prove. The public were thus put in possession 
of all the authentic facts which the industrious in­
vestigations of the state attorney had elicited. The 
speaker's youthful zeal and his professional ambi­
tion, the interest which hurries along an ardent law­
yer for the time to make the cause of his client his 
own-which warms with its progress and strength­
ens by opposition, and which at length renders the 
desire of success an absorbing and exclusive pas- • 
sion, almost resembling the desperate anxiety of 
the gambler-combined to inspire him with enthu­
siastic eloquence. His recital of the circumst.ances 
which be hoped to prove was conducted with the 
art of rhetoric, and coloured with the hues of im­
agination. It was a fearful and soul-stirring narra­
tive, that chilled the blood of the coldest auditor. 
With what awful force must it have fallen upon the 
ears of the prisoner! The orator did not express 
the wary suggestions of one seeking truth, but the / 
excited and exciting denunciations of a mind fully 
predetermined, and highly inflamed with a mere 
one-sided view of the case; placing upon every in­
cident the deepest and guiltiest construction; sup­
posing the basest motives for every action; disa-
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TOWing a belief of whatenf tended to exculpate; 
magnifying, through the medium of a heated fancy, 
every damning proof j overlooking, thrusting aside, 
explaining away, or ridiculing, every palliating cir­
cumstance; sketc~ng, with a bold pencil of vindic~ 
rive hate, a picture of unparalleled, irredeemable 
iniquity, and shedding upon it a glare of poetic light, 
calculated to startle and appal every heart. How 
far such a course is favourable to the elucidation of 
truth, the interests of society, and the spirit of a 
court of justice, and how far a more mercifulprin­
ciple might be incompatible with the safe and ben­
eficial operation of the legal machinery, I leave to 
the determination of the profession itself and of the 
world. It is certain, however, that long before the 
eloquent counsel had closed his opening speech, 
the prisoner, ~hose doomed head was the single 
and unsheltered mark for bolt after bolt, launched 
from the hand of one he had never injured, and 
against whose fiery assaults he could rear no de­
fence, found himself the centre of all eyes, and 

. evidently the object of universal and unmingled 
horror. Alone, writhing in unspeakable agony, 
-compelled to hear himself, his character, his 
thoughts, words, and actions, misrepresented, 
blackened, and denounced-forbidden the privilege 
of explaining, of denying-without the power either 
to resist or to fly-he lay like Prometheus chained 
on the cold rock, his heart pierced by the beak of 
a fierce foe, and with all the thunders of heaven 
rolling over his head. 

" You have seen, gentlemen," continued the ora­
tor, with excited voice and flashing eyes, and, ever 
and anon, a glance of lofty and pitiless 'scorn on 
the ghastly face of his victim-" you have seen, in 
the perpetrator of this dreadful deed, the aspect of 
youth, the outbreak of feeling, a mild and gentle 
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demeanour, patience, modest silence on .pe lip, 
and cheeks blanched by: suffering. You are moved. 
Your bosoms soften. You relent. You think of 
his heart-broken father: you are fathers your­
selves; you cannot credit the accusl!.tion. That 
gentle fa~e never glared over the agonies himself 
Ilad occasioned; those hands never accomplished 
the deed of death. Beneath that youthful bosom, 
now heaving w.ith emotion, never lurked the. 
gloomy fierceness of an assassin. Alas! gentle- , 
men, that my painful duty should break your· 
dreams of mercy. Human nil-ture teems with 
contrasts and paradoxes like these, and the cun­
ning devices of Satan are formed at once to delude 
the criminal and his fellow-creatures. It is even 
in such a form that he too often pours his poison. 
It is in such a bosom that he plants bis wildest 
passions. He secretes the coiled serpent under 
a bed of flowers. Sin often lies where men least 
suspect its existence. Look not only among the 
rude, the uncouth, the deformed, the poor, or tIle 
ignorant, for the perpetrators of crime. The very 
passions we most admire lead us astray. Love, 
the tenderest of human sentiments, sometimes 
guides the dagger and drugs the bowl. It is in 
one like the accused that this passion, with all its 
frightful consequences, springs with the greatest 
facility and attains the most monstrous power. It 
is in the specious form of grace, knowled~e, and 
virtue that the tempter steals upon his victim. A 
rich and luxuriant soil, gentlemen, teeming with 
"fruit and flowers, yields also the most poisonpus 
plants, in the most remarkable vigour. Has the 
p~isoner's former life been' pure and a~iable 1 has 
Ius character been marked by no atrocity? has he 
rather been compassionate and tender, and would 
my able opponents thence conclude the impossi-

18 
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bility of his having committed this deed 1 They 
who know human nature will not be deceived by 
their eloquent sophistry. Your experience, YOUI 
observation, your reading, have already taught you 
the fallacy of such reasoning. Nero, one of the 
bloodiest tyrants that ever darkened the historic 
page, was, like this man, once a youthfu~ votary of 
tenderness and refinement; and his heart, which, 
when more fully developed, could never sufficiently 
sate itself with human sacrifice, melted and re· 
coiled from attaching his signature to a just death· 
warrant. I refer to this well-known inconsistency 
in human nature, gentlemen, to guard your minds 
against attempts, on the part of my ingenious op­
ponents, to excite your sympathies in favour of 
the character of the accused. Gentlemen, when 
God gave the garden of Eden to the beings he had 
created, on one conditlon-the golden fruit was 
forbidden to man and beast-who was it that 
disobeyed the command? It was none of the 
lower class of beings; it was not even man him­
self. It was Eve who reached forth her hand, 
plucked, and ate-Eve, the fairest, the purest. But 
the penalty of crime must fall upon th~ guilty, 
however surrounded with earthly beauty. The 
golden trf,lsses of the mother of mankind did not 
shield her helld from the anger of Heaven; nei­
ther must your hearts be turned away from justice 
and your oath, by the eloquence or the subterfuges 
of my legal opposers. It is the lot of guilt to suf­
fer; and in yielding on this occasion to the weak· 
ness of personal feeling, you must remember that 
you not only betray the great interests of society, 
but you violate your own oaths." 

As the speaker closed, the sudden bustle of the 
auditory announced their release from the spell 
which he had exercised over them; and the uni-
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versal change of position, and the general freedom 
of respiration, betrayed that he had ·held them 
almost breathless and motionless. 

It may be necessary to inform the reader unac­
quainted with the forms of judicial proceedings, that 
the counsel for the prosecution possess the right to 
open the case; that the witnesses in the support of 
the endictment are then examined. The counsel 
for the defendant then produce -their testimony, and 
address the jury in- his behalf; and, by a rule of 
law, which at first appears contrary to its general 
maxims of mercy, the prosecution exercises the im­
portant privilege of advancing the last appeal to 
the _reason and feelings of the jury. The prisoner 
sits, with such suspense as may be best imagined 
by the intelligent reader, the silent- spectator of the • 
fiercely-contested conflict, upon the issue of which 
he depends for security from death upon the 
scaffold. 

It was with the calmness of desperate anguish 
that the accused turned on his seat, after the ad­
dress of the prosecuting attorney, to listen to the 
evidence by which it had been elicited, and which 
was deemed so abundantly sufficient, in the eyes 
of a sagacious lawyer, to stamp upon him the un­
doubted odium of this heinous crime. 

The limits of the story will not permit us to 
detail the extraordinary mass of evidence now 
brought forward in support of the endictment; but 
we briefly relate the leading facts, sworn to by 
many unimpeachable witnesses. 

It appeared that the prisoner was of a sanguine 
and passionate temperament, prone to act upon im-

.~ pulse-of liberal education and uncommon talents 
-his family wealthy, and his father one of the 
most eminent of American statesmen. N otwith­
.,'anding, however, his graceful and gentle man .. 
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ners-, and. ~pparent1y kind heart, he had several 
times exhibited a high-wrought temper. a total dis­
reglJ.rd of morality and religion, and an inherent 
ferocity-whic::h, argued the counsel, might fully 
sanction the probable truth of the present charge. 
Count Clairmont was the witness called upon to 
describe -the difference which formerly took place 
between himself and the prisoner; and the extra­
ordinary barbarity or madness of the latter, who in­
ilist1!d on either not fighting at all, or else with the 
'muzzles against each other's breast: in this state the 
affair was pending, when arranged by the acciden­
tal interference of friends. He related also the 
recent fracas between them, with singular and art­
ful malice. Both these incidents made a power­
ful impression against the accused. 

It appeared; by other witnesses, that the prisoner 
had conceived an affection for Miss Romain. Ii 
could not be distinctly sworn how far his h)ve Was 
requited, but plausible and terrible surmises ~re 
entertained on the subject; and the prosecution 
attempted to produce evidence leading to the dark~ 
tilt conjectures; but, as it depended upon hearsay; 
the witnesses were either prohibited from answer­
ing, or their answers were set aside by the court; 
as not legal proof. They doubtless, however, were 
not without effect upon the jury. 

It was next proved that a change of sentiments 
had taken place between Miss Romain and the 
prisoner; after which she expressed herself in bit­
ter terms against him-spoke of her wrongs, and 
her folly in submitting to them; and exbibited, be­
fore a confidential female domestic, keen disap­
pointment and anguish, great anxiety, and a mys­
terious agitation: sometimes bursting forth into 
anger, and sometimes settling down into long fits of 
melancholy. At length she appeared free from all 
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embarrassment; and the prisoner, in common with 
many other gentlemen, visited the house as usual. 
During several days, however, previous to the 
afternoon of the murder, she let fall, before Jenny, 
frequent expressions by which the faithful maid's 
curiosity was greatly a wakened, and her affection 
alarmed. She commenced several times as if to 
reveal an important secret j then suddenly turning 
pale, stopped, and, on being interrogated, refused 
any expfanation, sometimes replying with sighs. 
Once, when she thought herself alone, she was 
heard to exclaim, "If he but prove honest-if he 
but mean well j" and other similar sentences. 
Witness, Jenny, slept in a small room immediately 
adjoining that of Miss Romain. On the morning 
of the fatal day, she was awakened before light by 
the sound of her mistress's voice, apparently speak­
ing to some one below. Her mistress stood at a 
window leading out upon a little balcony. Wit­
ness was alarmed, rose, asked what was the matter, 
and came to the window-saw the shadow of a 
man stealing away. In great alarm and astonish­
ment asked who it was, and whether it was Mr. 
Leslie 1· The other replied, eagerly, "Yes-yes, 
it was Mr. Leslie. He came to tell me some­
thing j" and then added, "but, Jenny, if you ever 
breathe a word of this to anybody, I will never 
forgive you while I live; and, when I am dead, I 
will haunt you." 

A crowd of witnesses testified that the prisoner 
had called for the deceased in a gig, on the after­
noon of the murder: from that moment she had 
never been seen or heard of. The prisoner was 
seen returning in the evening alone. One testified 
that, aware of his having driven out with Miss Ro­
main, he asked why he had left his companion 1 
that the prisoner exhibited strong signs of embar-
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, 
rassment; and made a confused and unintelligible 
reply. The hat and feathers of the deceased were 
found floating upon the East River, near the spot 
where she was last traced with the prisoner; an 
extraordinary appearance of a scuffle was discern­
ible; and a handkerchief, stained with blood, mark­
ed with the initials R. R., and pronounced to be 
that of Miss Romain, was picked up near the 
river-bank. 

The circumstance mos'!; forcible against the pris­
oner was the subsequentaiscQvcry of a human 
body, which had floaied far down with the tide, 
upon the shores of Long Island, in a state to pre­
clude the possibility pf identifying it ; but in wh.ich, 

,/ notwithstanding, many It'ndertook to recognise the 
remains of the unfortunate Miss Romain. One in~ 
dividualswore to it positively. 
, An appalling array of other evidence was ad­
duced, tending to establish all the points necessary 
to the successful prosecution of the endictment j 
and when the prosecuting attorney rested his case, 
it is probable that very few, amid the vast and va­
rious multitude who had listened with profound 
attention to the development of these deeply inter­
esting incidents, entertained the slightest doubt that 
the doomed culprit was about to meet.a terrible and 
a just fate. All eyes regarded him without the 
&oftness of mercy, or even the interest of doubt. 
To all he seemed a victim bound for slaughter. 
The populace had long before lost all sense of pity 
in wonder and indignation. The broad gaze of 
cold curiosity, the exclamation of surprise, the mur­
mur of horror, the smile of virtue triumphing in the 
downfall of a villain-all these were scarcely at­
tempted to be concealed from the observation of 
him who had called them forth. 

"Poor Mr. Leslie!" said Jenny, her eyes red 
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'With weeping, arid after a long gaze upon his calm 
hnd noble features, till her pretty blue eyes could no 
longer s~e through her tears; "I shall never trust 
io man'li face again. Oh, Mr. Leslie, forgive me, 
forgive me ! If :tou are guilty there is no truth on 
earth. I cannot believe it." • 

It \vas now late in the afternoon, and the court 
adjourned, io meet again at six in the evening. 

CHAPTER XXIV. 

II Even as men Wrecked upon a·sand, that look to be washed all 
the next tide." 

INSTEAD of immediately followmg the prisoner 
to his cell, we beg the reader's company to the man­
Si0l1 of Moreland. The young advocate had been 
ih court at his station all the morning, and to his 
watchful care and acute genius the counsel, Mr. 
Loring, owed many valuable suggestions in the 
course of his cross-examimition of the witnesses. 
Sometimes his mind was staggered by the testimo­
~y, combined with what he had elsewhere heard. 
He remembered also the strong expressions of dis­
#tUBt and hatred which Norman had used respecting 
Rosalie Romain at Mrs. Temple's, when the de­
ceased had so brilliantly displayed har charms and 
her talents. Again, the utter impossibility of Nor..; 
!han Leslie's having c6'tnmitt~d a murder flashed 
on his mind with the force of intuition; lind hi8 
heart smote him for having ever, even jn the weak­
bess of iI mom.erii, doubted the inTiiicible purity 
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and innocence of his friend, whom he had so many 
reasons to admire and love. He had at length 
come to the conclusion, that either Norman was en­
tirely guiltless, or that he had committed the deed 
under the impulse of some momentary delirium; 
or, perhaps, that it was the result of inexplicable 
accldent; or, that the affair involved other secrets 
and mysteries, which honour, or a highminded ro­
mantic sensibility, forbade him to betray, even to 
save himself from an unjust fate. 

" Dare I ask how it has gone with him to-day 1" 
said Mrs. Moreland, as her husband reached his 
home. 

"Badly, gloomily, desperately. His sky is black 
as midnight, and all the fiercest lightnings of heaven 
are lelljing around his head. Mary, I fear the 
worst! . 

"Oh, great Providence !-Albert, you will not 
let those cold and cruel lawyers sacrifice that gen­
tle and noble being! Powers of heaven! if I were 
a man ! You, dear Albert, have genius, eloquence, 
fire-Oh speak !-exclaim-denounce-thunder­
deafen thelr ears-appal their hearts-make them 
blush-make them tremble! Oh, Albert, save your 
friend! save the reputation of your country! save 
this cold-blooded court from committing, the very 
crime that they pretend to pUllish !" 

" Alas! my. sweet wife," said he, pressing the 
animated girl to his bosom, and looking down 
mournfully on her beautiful and illumined face, 
.. all the" thunders of Demosthenes could not save, 
poor Norman's head from this bolt. Mary, I fear, 
I fear our friend must die." 

An hour brought t messenger with a letter. It 
was from Norman, and read thus ;-

. "My dearest .Albert, excuae my warmth to yO!! 
I" 
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tfle other oay. i have now seen sufficient reason 
why even you should be bewildered at the mystery. 
in which I am lost. I beg your pardon sincerely~ 
Visit me once more: I have requested my father 
and sister to meet me also, for the last time. This 
day must disentangle my mind from all earthly feel­
ings and agitations. I am resi~ed to the fatal and 
inevitable termination of this trial. The verdict can­
not but be, Guilty. Come to me immediately, my 
dearest friend. r shall then have done with earth. 
I must say farewell for ever, to-night. Bid dear, 
dear Mary, for me, an everlasting adieu. I call 
down God's blessing on her head. I will not insult 
her by condescending to assert my innocence. 
Such declarations are useless. Such as she do not 
require, and the rest of the world will not believe, 
them. I send her a little volume of 'Paradise 
Lost,' which I iIave pencilled somewhat freely, not 
thinking to part with it on so sad an occasion. Does ' 
she remember our ancient rambles on the banks of 
the Hudson 1 our famQus quarrel when ,we were 
children, arid when we did not speak for three days 1 
Happy, hilppy years! How their tranquil light and 
beauty contrast with the present! But I must be 
a man. Come immediately. The court meet at six 
....:.....it is now four. Mary would have been astonish­
ed to hear what a. dreadful ruffian I was proved to 
be ! And that affair of the duel!! leonId have 
smiled, but they would have ascribed that to my 
'inherent ferocity of character.' What 11 farce, 
after all, are often the best ceremonies of a hurnall 
tribunal. Good-by, for a half hour. Be riot longer. 
I, may be my last request. God bless YOIl, deat 
Mary! and a long farewell! Excuse this $crilwl, 
and in great haste, , . 

" Your eler affectionate friend, 
"NORMAN LhLI:m." 
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"Poor-poor fellow I" murmured both at once, 
their eyes streaming with tears. . 

" And see," said Mary, smiling, with that strange 
intrusion of transient mirth into the midst of grief, 
not uncommon in similar scenes, " Norman is sure 

• to have that' excuse this scrawl, and in great haste,' 
to all his letters." . 

" Good-by, dear wife." 
" Fly, Albert, fly, and the great God of eloquence 

and justice attend your steps I" 

.' 

CHAPTER XXV. 

Ptiftm Scenes-TAe Trial ctmtinued-A new Witne, •• 

" Sable night invOh'8S !.he akies ; 
And heaven Uself is ravished from their eyes. 
* • * * * 
The face of things a frightfpl image bears, 
And present death in varioU8 forms appears." 

• DaYDBlf'S Virgil. 

MORELAND found the father and sister of Nor­
man already in the prison, with his friend Howard. 
The sad scene had been. witnessed but by the 
black walls alone; nor shall we attempt to describe 
this meeting of a father and sister with a beloved 
and only son and brother, but recently dragged from 
ihe bosom of a happy family, with all the refine­
ment of education, all the sensitiveness of delicacy 
and feeling, and about to perish like a common ruf­
fian upon a scaffold. 

The clock tolled six. It was the hour appointed 
for the reopening of the court. At. the earnest 110. 
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licitations of the father: and sister of Norman, he 
consented that the latter should be present during 
the whole of the trial. 'The request was also 
urged by Moreland, who conceived that her appear­
ance would prepare the jury to receive with more 
liberality the arguments and proof of the defence . 

.. Well, father," said Norman, with a forced smile, 
"and dear, 'dear Julia, now we part, and certainly 
for ever. After the verdict, I cannot, I will not, trust 
myself agam within ·the sound of any human voice 
I love. No one, with my permission, shall look 
upon my face again. Farewell, farewell !-may 
Almighty God bless-protect-relieve you-nay, 
Julia, nay-father, sUPfort yourself-my sweet 
Julia-Howard, for God s sake-" 

They were interrupted by a summons for the 
prisoner. The young lawyer, his own eyes bathed 
In tears, drew away with gentle violence the father, 
while Howard supported the shuddering and faint­
ing sister, after an embrace more than twice re­
peated, which seemed to drain the life-blood from 
their lif.s and hearts. As they were thus led from 
the cel , Julia, with a shriek of agony, fell senseless 
into the arms of Howard. 

Returning, to his surprise, Moreland found the 
countenance and Jemeanour of Norman calm­
even cold. 

" Thank God I-thank God !" he said, in a steady 
voice, "it is done. The bond is severed-the dark­
ness, the bitterness of death is passed. It is this, 
dear Albert, that I most feared-not death itself, . 
but these scenes of frightful grief and harrowirt 
affection. But we, too, must Iart. I must meet 
my fate alone-without a frien -without a hope­
to the bar-to the sentence-to the scaf-" A 
quivering agony shot across his features; then again 
all was calm apd cold as marble. 
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"Gentlemen," he cJ;ied, ~~l: a ~omen.t's pauAl~ 
~o the Qfficers, ill wai~ing' to, co~dud hill,l back t9 
court, "may I beg one wor.<;I, i~ privat~ with this my friend and counseilor ?" , . ," , 
, The peI:mi~s,io~ w~ grapte~, ~4 'hq were 
locked in the cell. ' , , ' " , 

.. Albert," cried Norma~, in a.. voi~e, a,s changed, 
wild, and hurried as, if ~i~ 's~l¥l~ wex:e' wavering, 
" Albert, hea,r me !-l>1. y,our fJiendship-:-by your 
love-by the happines,slof my faD)ilj~by Dl-Y life­
blood-by your own honour anp peace of mind­
by earth-by the God that made it-gfan~ gran~ 
my reques,t !" 

.. Speak-speak, my injured, my. noble friend I~ 
said Moreland, partaking his agitation . 

.. y O~l saw my poor father but now. 1" 

.. Well, Norman 1" 
"And my sweet sistqr 1-a, beautiful, blooming 

girl, with the bright world before her." 
.. Well, dear Norman 1" , 
.. That noble man's proud head, Albert-that 

dear girl's pure, fond, high heart, as susceptible to' 
pride, Albert, as sensitive to grief and disgrace, 
as-" 

He struck his hand upon his forehead; his 
bosom hea,"ed and panted; and his nostril dilated 
with the hard-drawn breath. ' 

.. Well, Norman, hOPe for the best." 

.. Albert," said Norman, "trifle not with me. I 
must be crushed in this dreadful fate. Earth can-' 
not save ·me. Heaven will nOL! To-night I shall 
I>, ~judged guilty; and in a few more days the 
crowd-the cord-thescaffold-end Norman Les 
lie. Death alolle I do not fear. Oh, God! how I 

II have wished for it !-but I must die op the scaffold, 

' before the mob-the shouting, laughing, reckless, 
jesting mob-a spec~cl~ of horror. and ig~ominy~, 
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11 public proverb! Oh, Albert, Albert I-my friend 
-my guardian-Dl1l&viour-my lut-best-only 
--only hope-" 
· His paienetlB grew frightful. 

"Norman," cried Moreland, in a tone of alarm 
"in the name of mercy, what would you ask 1" 

" TBink-my friend-think," aaid Norman. 
· "I am dizzy, dear Nonnan, I cannot think." 
· A new aummons interrupted them. 

" Albert-we will meet again. I must di&-but 
not on the scaffold. Forbid it, friendship-manly 
honour! After this mummery is oYer-this farCI­
cal, ridiculous ceremony of a trial, wbere every 

. word that is spoken is a black alander, an unholy 
lie, where falsehood and prejudice appear to testi. 
£y, and where even truth herself comes only in a 
vile and monstrous disguise--when thia stupid 1 
mockery is over, come to me, Albert, bring me 
the mean. of escape." 

"Norman, I do not understand." 
"Not from these dismal walls, Albert"-he ap­

proached, and whispered in his ear, with a look of 
wild meaning, and struck hi. hand upon his breast 
-" from this r' 

" Great God !" 
. "Fail me, Albert, and I die-dsspUing; assist \ 

me, and I bless you with my expiring breath. 
This thought hu supported me; tnis cooled the 
acorcbing fever in my veina and bursting temples 
during the last tw·o days." . . 
. A mOre impentive call now cut short the inter-
~w. • 

He smiled as the officers now entered; md. 
bearing up proudly &ad loftily under the gaze ot 
the crowds aRembled outside the prison to see 
him pass, he stepped with a calm alld thoughtful 
air tbrou,h the pauage cpeued for him by the 
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throngs in the corridOl'll of the hall, and in the 
, chamber of justice, and asswaed. his accuatomed 

seat. His coomess created in some surprise, in 
others indignation, according as in their short­
sighted and superficial obsenations they ascribed 
it to hackneyed Tillany, or impudent confidence in 
his connexions and rank in society. Who shall 
read the heart in iliose ever-changing and accident­
al moods which chance upon ilie manners or coun­
tenance 1 

.. He depends upon a pardon," said one • 
.. Influence at court," cried another. _ 
.. Kissing goes by favour !" exclaimed a third • 
.. But he'll- SWiDg for it yet," cried a fourth, •• or 

my Dame aint Jemmy Jackson [" 
•• The bloodiliirsty viDain," obsened one; .. how 

he glares at the prosecuting attorney [It 
•• That proud rascal yonder," said Jemmy Jack­

son, who, from some capricioDs associatioD, had 
conceived an especial antipathy 10 the prisoner, 
.. and that girl in the black veil-lbat', his father 
and sister, ye see." 

., Poor people!" rejoined ilie person '0 whom 
was made this communicatioB; .. they mUlt feel 
terrible, sure enough." 

cc Hoot, man, I'll warrant them as bad as he," 
returned the implacable Jemmy Jackson; "such 
fruit could spring from DO good tree. In my opin­
ion they ought to be all hanged together. I shouJd 
not wonder if he paid his way through yet." 
. "Jemmy Jackson, you are an old fool," said a 

Marine Court lawyer, himself railier . advanced in 
years. . 

"Then it's pot calling ketlle black, I'm thinkin," 
said Jemmy, winking to his companion,. "And 
why am I a fool, Mr. Oakum 1" 

"Becauae ye are, Jemmy j and that', a bettel 
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reason than you can give for saying that anybody 
pays his way. Here no one pays his. wal'; not 
even yourself, Jemmy, if you should be called on 
to be hanged one day, which is not unlikely." 

" But there is such a thing as bribing a witness," 
said Jemmy, who, without the least cause but hi. 
own whim, had so dogmatically determined upon 
the guilt of the prisoner and all his relations, that 
if the murdered girl herself had made her appear· 
ance to disprove the charge of her death, be would 
have laid it to bribery. "You remember the gold 
snuff-box which one of you lawyers quietly passed 
to a juror, Mr. Oakum 1" 

"l'!Qt I, Jemmy; I never passed a gold snuff 
box to a juror." 

"No," said Jemmy, "the gold snuff-boxes yuu 
may have, friend Oakum, you are more likely to 
keep youreelf; not OR account of your conscience 
but Iour pocket." 

"Hoot, hist, silence I" cried Mr. Oakum, pre­
teRding not to hear the laugh which Jemmy Jack­
son's wit occasioned; "don't you see they're going 
to. begin. Mr. Loring is going to open the defence. 
There are t.wo sides to a stone wall, you know, 
Mr. Jemmv Jackson. Sit down tbere! no stand­
ing up within the bar ! Silence !" and his whisper 
was echoed in an obstreperous tone by the crier. 

The counsel for the prisoner, Mr. Loring, com­
menced his arduous and apparently hopeless duties. 

We must. here again expresll in a few lines what 
occupied the court a long time. It was admitted 
that Miss Romain disappeared the afternoon of her 
ride with the prisoner. That he had gone out 
with her and returned alone. His own explana-
tion stated that Miss Romain had ridden with him 
upon a casual invitation; that on reaching an un .. 
mquented place, they met a lady riding alone in ./ 
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a gig, and, what he considered very extraordiDary. 
driving herself. The deceased eQtered tbe gig, 

- and, after a few moments' private conversation 
with her, and with many apologies to the prisoner, 
expressed a wish to retUl'n with her. That pris­
oner had then gone back alone by a difi"erent route, 

/ and had not suspected her disappearance till some 
time after, when he immediately called on her 
father to explain what be knew of sO extraordmary 
a circumstance. 

Mr. Loring opened the defence by stating that 
we incident was plunged in doubt and mystery. 
The idea that a man of the prisoner's character, 
even were he inclined to commit a murder, would 
select such a time and such means, was absurd. 
He might 8S well have perpetrated it in the city 
atreets at noonday .. It was evident that some un. 
fathomable. mystery was connected with it, with 
which the prisoner had nothing to do, and which 
the court had not yet approached. It was one of 
those inexplicable occurrences which, wben ge­
nius, and acuteness, and professional learning had 
vainly endeavoured to solve, unfolded of itself in 
the course of time. " The explanation of the pris­
oner may appear a clumsy fabrication, too clumsy 
to believe; yet, gentlemen, beware how you admit 
that supposition. Tome its very clumsiness and 
improbability furnish a reason for its truth. You 
Imile. But do improbable things never happen 1 
Are all the actions of the great, confused, clashing, 
mutable world, probable 1 Must a man perish be­
caule an improbable fact has taken place 1 I say, 
gentlemen, the ~ater the improbability of this 
atory, the more Implicitly I believe it. Had he 
wished to invent a story, it would have been mo .. 
cunningly devised," etc. ' 

The evidence for the prisoner was very limited 
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The ·officers swore '0 his horror and astonishment 
at being arrested; but, in the cross-examination, 
confessed that he bettayed 1llttraordinary signs of 
confusion, sk'ongly 1'esembling ,guilt. Others had 
seen hi·m en his return (rom tGe fatal ride, without 
observing any embarrassment orllbstractio~. 

The evidence of Miss Leslie, ah.aough indirect, 
was received with lively marks of sympathy. She 
had met her brother, onbis arr~val from ilie after­
noon ride, and had particularly remarked his health 
and cheerfulness. She -described him as peculiarly 
gay, having been -e1Ml (Jf a party of ladies and gen­
demen who wal}Qed on the Battery in the evening, 
.and discovering, in all the thousand offices of cour­
tesy, a· .heart entirely at rest . 

.. 011," continued the young and lovely girl, en­
-tbusiastic affection quite drowning every consider­
ation of personal embarrassment, "they who be­
lieve Norman capable of committing that or any 
other crime, little know his character. Even sup­
posing it possible in a moment of delirium, it is 
not possible that afrerwaro he could be so natural 
and easy, 80 COIDJ>letely unembarrassed and happy. 
From boyhood, Norman has been remarkable for 
betraying in his countenance what was passing in 
his heart, and even for blushing when any thing 
confused him. But we saw no kind of agitation 
whatever; and I am ceriain that he could not 
have concealed from us, had any secret weighed 
upon-" 

"This is all very well," said Mr. Germain, who 
had been particularly vehement and bitter during 
the whole trial, against everybody and every thing 
tending to eXCulpate the prisoner-" this is all very 
well; but I ask the court if it is evidence. The 
young lady, I believe, comes here •• a witnB8., nol 
as counlel." 

19-
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ThiiJ was received-ali any levity that breaks 
the monotonous solemnity of a court of ju.tice is 
aure to be received-with a slight general titter; 
although one of the jurors was observed to pass 
his finge1'8 hastily over his glistening eyes. The 
prisoner smiled bitterly, and shook his head, as if 
In wonder. Moreland rose for the first time . 

.. May it please the court," cried Moreland, in a 
voice low almost to a whisper, but 10 perceptibly 
tremulous that a general hlish succeeded his first 
words-" may it please the court: we are a tribu­
nal of justice. I am aware that we are judges, jury, 
counsel, and spectators; and from such assemblies 
I know it is proper to exclude all feeling. But, 
nevertheless, we are-we ought to be men. If the 
prisoner be guilty-though young, proud, beautiful, 
and noble, with other deep hearts wound convul­
siTely around him, and bound up in him-yet, if 
he be guilty, let him die the death of violence and 
.ignominy." 

A shudder and a drawing in of the breath was 
. heard from the sister, like that of the victim when 

the edge of the axe first glitters before his eye •• 
·The spectators grew more profoundly motionless 
and silent, and Moreland, rismg and warming with 
his emotions, went on :-

" I would not from private feeling, not even from 
private opinion, turn aside the sword of public jus­
tice. But I will not, I dare not, I cannot sit silently 
by, and behold the best emotions of nature outra­
ged, ridiculed, trampled down, by the habitual cold­
ness or hardened zeal of the profession to which I 
belong. If the sister of this unhappy man in her 
secret soul believes him guilty, still her trembling 
voice,ner streaming eyes, her woman's heart raised 
in his behalf, demand the respect and attention of 
• Civilized people. But if this amiable and lovely 
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. girl here plead for the life of a brotber, on whose 
utter and complete innocence she relies as she has 
faith in her own existence and in her God-if 
she possess knowledge, if she can advance argu­
ments to rescue him from a dishonourable and 

~ untimely grave, or even to relieve her own broken 
heart with the outpourings of its swollen and ago­
nized fulness-let the hand that would stay her 
fall palsied-Jet the tongue that would deride her 
blister. The motive which now inspires this affec­
tionate Bister to throw herself-timid and trem­
bling woman as she is-before a tribunal of jus­
tice, and before such a crowd as now hears me, to. 
speak in defence of a beloved brother. is pure, ex­
alted, unalloyed, and noble; and, in the name of 
every thing good and generous-in the name of 
mercy, of charity-in the name of woman, I claim 
for her protection from the derision and sneers 
. which the learned gentlemen on the other side of 
the question have thought it not beneath them to 
express against the defence." 

A burst of irrepressible applause. notwithstand­
ing the solemnity of the place, followed this out-
6ash of indignant feeling; but it was instantly and 
sternly silenced and rebuked by the court, who 
threatened to commit immediately to prison any 
one guilty of such a contempt in future, and directea 
the officers to be watchful. . 

The prosecuting counsel, Mr. Germain, against 
whose head this bolt had been evidently directed, 
rose, rubbing his hands with a distrustful smile, 
and a confidential look along the jury. 

" May it please the court-but one word, your 
honour," he said; "the gentleman misunderstands 
me. My heart bleeds as well as his own at the 
sight of private suffering; but I know how neces­
Bary it is in matters of justice to guard apnst per-
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aonal feeling. Virtue and domestic love are beau­
tiful words; but there are also such words as law 
and justice. I perceive the artifice of the ingenious 
counsel in producing before the j~ry the father and 
sister of the prisoner, to soften our hearts and in­
fiame our feelings. It is a trick of the profession. 
Legal questions should be discussed only by the 
liglit of reason. They require only a deliberate j 

and unprejudiced examination of proof, and a cold 
knowledge of statutes-the colder and more 
unfeeling, the better. Whatever may be the suf­
ferings of the prisoner or his family, what bearing 
can they have, ought they to have, on the naked 
question, , Is he or is he not guilty l' In respect to 
the evidence of Miss Leslie, whom, of course, we 
are bound to believe very pllre in her intentions, I 
wish only to restrict her within the legal limits of 
a witness. If si$ters turn pleaders, stealing in un­
der license of witnesses, a new and most dangerous 
era will be introduced into our jurisprudence. Pri­
vate feeling, however harrowing. is but insignifi­
cant when compared with the public good. Nei­
ther should we forget to distinguish between the 
pain resulting directly from guilt in those connected 
with the guilty party, and that inflicted by him 
upon others. The parent and sister of the unhappy 
culprit are not the only bereaved victims of this 
crime now within hearing of my voice. The grief­
stricken heart of that old man, wliose only dallghter 
fell beneath the prisoner's hand-have we no sym­
pathy with his dark age, with his deserted hearth? 
Let the unfortunate man at the bar regard the 
wreck he has caused in his own circle with feel­
ings of bitter anguish, and may Heaven support 
him under the trial! But we have nothing to see, 
nothing to feel, but whether, on the proof adduced, 
he be guilty or not guilty.' .. 
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The eOU11 begged that nothing more might be 
.aid on \he subject. They had heard the counsel 
for \he defence, because they wished to extcmd to­
wards the prisoner every possible clemency, IUtd 
the prosecution had a certain right to reply; but 
the question respectin~ the evidence of the witness 
was unimportant. She must be allowed to relate 
her statements in her own way; and if, from her 
feelings or her inexperience, out of order, she would 
be restrained by the court. . 

"What else do you know respecting the case 1" 
inquired Mr. Loring of the witness. 

"Nothing," was the reply, and thus the long 
debate had been unnecessary. 

After a aonfused mass of contradictory testi­
mony, Mr. Loring announced his intention of pro­
ducing one more witness, who had voluntarily 
come forward in the cause of innocence, and to 
prevent the unjust effusion of human blood-one 
whose station and character were unimpeachably 
pure; whose motives could not be impugned or 
iraduced; who was swayed neither by the power 
of domestic love, nor by any intimate acquaintance 
with the prisoner; a lady, the daughter of one of 
\he most distinguished families in the city: • her 
testimony, he added, would be conclusive. It had 
come to his knowledge by accident, and' only this 
moment, and could not fall to acquit .the prisoner. 

This announcement produced much excitement. 
The judge turned to gaze with an eagerne~s almost 
incompatible with his dignity; the jury looked 
anxiously forward; the prosecuting counsel smiled 
shrewdly, and muttered aloud, "A new device of 
the enemy;" and the auditory at large stretched 
their necks to behold the new-comer, whom more /' 
than one pronounced to be Miss Romain herself. 
Not among the least surprised was the prisoner, 

Ks 
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who leaned forward with evident curiosity. The 
side-doors being opened, a female, enveloped in a 
close bonnet and veil, entered, and took her seat Oil 
the witness's stand . 

CHAPTER XXVI. 

Hope daw7l6 • 

.. But thou, oh Hope, with eyes 10 fair !"-CO£LINI. 

" THB gentleman appears peculiarly favoured by 
the fair sex," said Mr. Germain, half aloud. " 

"Is it another sister1" asked a juror. 
"No," replied the counsel, quickly, and, in a 

voice too low to be distinctly heard, added some­
thin~ which occasioned a laugh among those im­
mediately around him, and even from one or two 
of the jurors. 

The witness was narrowly scrutinized by all 
eyes, and, though wrapped in her veil and bonnet, 
was· observed to shrink at thus appearing before 
the public. Her step faltered; her voice, as she 
replied to the judge'S question concerning hel: 
name, trembled, and was so· low as to render her 
reply at first unintelligible. She made a gesture," 
too, of faintness, at the rude laugh directed appa-
rently against herself. • 

"Sit down, madam," said Moreland, in a sooth-
ing tone; "you have nothing to fear." "' 

"What is the young lady'S name 1" asked the 
judge. 

"'- "Miss Temple-Flora Temple," answered. 
t: 
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Moreland; thus kindly furnishing her time to re­
cover her voice and composure. 

An exclamation of surprise from the prisoner 
announced that to him her name brought astonish­
ment. He stirred, changed his position, and lean-
ed forward. ' 

"Do not be alarmed, Miss Temple," said Mr. 
Loring; "take your own time to reply. You are 
a resident of New-York? You are daughter of Mr. 
Herman Temple 1 You are acquainted with the 
prisoner 1" 

These and one or two other similar interrogato­
ries were put by the careful counsel, in order to 
lead the witness from her embarrassment., They 
were answered, at first, in a voice almost inau­
dible. 

" Louder, louder," said Mr. Germain. "If the 
young lady will have the goodness to speak louder, 
we mar at least hear what this wonderful se­
eret is.' 

" You are acquainted with the prisoner 1" said 
Mr. Loring. 

" I have known him for some years," was the 
reply, in a tone much more loud and distinct, but 
so soft and full of music that a murmur of interest 
was heard in her bel.alf. 

"Are you teinted \0 him in any way 1" asked 
Germain. 

" Not in the least." 
"Are you likely, or rather have you ever been 

likely to be 1" added Germain, bluntly, and with 
another laugh. _ 

, " The witness is ours," said Moreland; "and I 
must again be~ and entreat of the court protection 
from derision.' ' 

"Have you any interest in the result of this 
~ause1" asked Loriug. 
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· "Oh yes, yes!" was the answer. 
" Then, may it please \he coun," Aid GermaiD, 

starting up, " I move that-" 
" She i. interested only, as we are all ....... ted, 

in the triumph of trutb," said More1aDd. 
"You are putting words into the witnest's mouth," 

interrupted Germain. . 
A brisk interchange of elocution here ~ook place, 
~ common in courts of justice, when every trivial 
point is attacked and defended with the thUDder of 
battle-axe and the clash of swords, and tbe mot' 
unjust devices of ingenuuy (in other tranaactions 
what would it be termed 1) are Dot abandoned with­
out a skirmish. Lawyers' tongues are sharp a. 
soldiers' swords, and sometimes cut as deep; and 
wo betide the modest, the pure, the defence • ., 
who come between the "great opposites" in the 
~een excitement of an interesting case. It would 
not be fair to advance this charge against the .hol. 
American bar, but there is too much truth in it. 
Great is the praise, therefore, due to those who re­
deem the character of t"e profession by a more 
moderate and generous course, who pursue tbeir 
client's interest only as far as sanctioned by propri­
ety and honour; and who, in the most absorbing 
interest of their pursuit, preserve a reverence for 
truth, and never, never offend the delicacy due to 
woman. Yet the most honest witness in a court 
of justice frequently finds himself stung with sar­
casms, attacked with the bitterness of malice, Hally 
charged with perjury, overwhelmed with odium. 
and dismissed with disgrace from a s\ation to which 
the court ·has forced bim, after delivering tes&imony, 
perhaps, ~he most repugnant to his own private feel. 
mgs; and for this degradation, neither the law DGt 
the CQ8toms of society offer redreu. 
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"Have you any personal, any pecuniary interest 

, in ebe· e\!eDt of this aetion 1" asked the coun*et. 
"Oh no, no !" replied Miss Telhple. . 
"And.now,'.' said Mr. Loring," pray tell the~, 

,u. a distinct voice_ what y:ou know of ~ prisoner." 
; ." I have met Mr. Leslie- frequently 18 company, 
and at my fa~er's house. His manners have been 
.always gentle, and his charac'er high and noble; 
certainly the character of a man quite, quite. ~ 
pable·of-" '. . . 
· . Germaia rose. Moreland rose also. The judge 
sternly .commanded both to be seated. 
· " You say YOIl know the prisoner's character to 
·he good. 1" . 

"I do." 
,j Were vou acquainted with· Rosalie Romain 1" 
. "I was." . 
" Familiarlv 1" 
" Quite 80.1' 

" What was her character?" . 
· Flora looked down at the unhappy fathel', and 
hesitated; but, remembering the imperativenature 
pf her duty, continued,-
· "She was light, and very eccentric." 

"Do you believe her, from what you know, ca­
pable of so remarkable a measure as eloping 1" 
· .. I db.. She wanted steadiness of mind, and was 
actuated by sudden impulses." . 
; " Were you familiarly acquainted with her fea­
tures?" 
· "Qui~ familiarly. Her appearance and face 
'tVere very peculiar. She was tall, graceful, majes­
tic, and very beautiful." 

'. Mr. Romain, who had followed the testimouyof . 
this witness with mute and strained attentioD, DOW 

l~aned his forehead on the table, wept, and mar-
m!ll"ed, "My child, my child I" . 

20 
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" Go on," said the judge. • 
"The afternoon on which she ,vas said to haye 

lJeen murdered, I was one of a party walking rather 
late in the evening on the Battery. The gentle­
man who happened to be my companion led me 
from the rest towards the water-side, to behold an 
effect of the light on the opposite shqre." 

"Tell who the gentleman was," said Mr. Ger­
main. 

"It was Mr. Leslie, the prisoner." 
" Oh ho! I see through thIS !" muttered Germam, 

laughing and rubbing his hands knowingly. 
, " It was an uncommonly clear, moonlight eTen­
ing; and while we gazed at the light, I saw Tery 
distinctly Rosalie Romain." 
, ,.. God of heaven !" cried Mr. Romain, rising sud- " 
denIy; "this has crossed me before. My blessed 
young lady, are r,ou sure 1" 

" Mr. Romain, ' said the court, affected evidently, 
but with. an effort, "we must endeavour to suppress 
these sudden bursts of feeling; they greatly im­
pede the proceedings." 

But the contagion of surprise had passed through 
the whole audience. There was a general pause­
a movement and agitated commotion, quelled not 
without some delay and difficulty. 
, ,. Proceed, Miss Temr,le," said Mr. I .. orin~. 
" You saw Miss Romain 1 ' 
. "Wrapped in a Teil. She saw us, started, and 
turned away." . ' 
. Mr. Loring rose. "I' haTe produced this wit­
Bess, may it please the court, to establish beyond 
the shadow of a doubt" (with that deliberate' em­
phasis familiar to lawyers) "the innocence of the 
prisoner. She is an unimpeachable witness. We 
Jest our defence. I yield her to the ingenuity of 
our learned opponents. They will, doubtless, en-
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deaTour to bewilder and distress her; but I repose 
with' unshaken confidence in the result of this 1m· 
portant testimony. Far from the prisoner's having 
been guilty of murder, it apptlar8 that no murder 
has been committed at all. - The witness, gentle. 
men, is yours." . 

It is a painfully interesting moment when the wit. 
ness, whose testimony, if left as it has been deliv­
ered, would certainly acquit the being trembling. 
with every tone of ner voice for his life, is turned 
over to the destroying malignity of the other party. 
The fabric, apparently impregnable, in which the 
persecuted, hunted-down prisoner has taken refuge, 
becomes the scene of a furious attack. Blow after 
blow, all the machinery of wit, cunning, and learn~ 
ing, are brought to play upon it, till, yielding to fate, 
its gates broken in, its foundations Undermined, at 
length it falls to the ground •. 

"This is a ~host-story," said Germain, with an 
incredulous smile. " Let us see, miss, if we can­
not unravel the mystery." 

And the liTely interest of all present, including 
Mr. Loring, notwithstanding his" unshaken confi. 
dence," acknowledged their strongly excited curi~ 
osity. 

" You say," said Germain, with a taunting, sneer­
iog air, "iliat you were walking with the prisoner 
when you beheld this apparition 1" 

" I have not referred to any apparition," said the 
witness, quietly. 

"Oh ho! we congratulate your reviving spirits. 
When you saw Rosalie Romain, then, if you prefer 
that' form of expression 1" 

" I .aid so, sir." 
" And pray what time was it 1" with a look and 

almost a wink at the jury. 
"The clock had struck nine." , 
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· "Ah, after nine at nigbt ! And the phantom wu 
accompanied by whom 1" . • 

"13Y anotber female." 
" You saw Rosalie Romain, after nine o'clock at 

night, witb another female! Well, upoo my word, 
young lady, this is a probable story.! What was 
ahe doing there 1 Riding on a broomstick 1" 

" She was doing nothing. She passed us." 
" Veiled 1" 
I~ Yes, sir, thickly veiled." 
4C Your eyes, I presume," with another sly wink. 

to tbe jury, "pOSBeSS some extraordinary organic 
power above tbose of common mortals, not gifted 
wit.b the privile~e of seeing phantoms. So you re­
eognised Rosalie Romain through t.he folds of a thick 
veil, and in ,he darkness of night! More meo io 
buckram, gentlemen." . 

" Passing a lamp, the glare fell on ·her face, She 
lirew the veil aside a moment as she came near; 
then covering berself again bastily, quickened her 
step, and was immediately out of sight." . 

/ " Ob, tbat was very kind in her, to let you lIee 
her face, was it not 1 You bave told a probable and 
'1ery interesting story - very romantic, at least. 
What did the prisoner do all this time 1 Did he 
say nothing 1" . 

The witness was silent. 
" Ab! be said. something you are unwilling to 

rneaI. Come, wbat was it? Remember, you 
are on oath-the trut.b, tbe whole truth, andnotliiDg 
but the truth." . 

" He said," replied the witness, in a lower tone, 
" tbat be did not think the person we" had seen Walt 
Miss Romain." 

" Oh bo! now you are comiDg to the crisill. So 
the prisoner did not think the person you had Mea 
was Rosalie Romain 1" 
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" No, sir." 
" And vou. did 1" 
"I did~ 
"And do 1" 
"And do." 
"Who saw her first 1" 
" Mr. Leslie." 
" Ah ha ! And pointed her out to you 1" 
"Yes, sir." 

283 

"And then immediately rejected the idea, as if 
he knew the impossibility of her being there 1" 

"He exhibited no certainty; he said, indiffer­
ently, it could not possibly be her." 

"Ah ha! so, so! As. I said, you see, gentle­
men. Pray, madam, have you ever been contract­
ed in marrialle 1" 

" No, sir.''!' . 
" You must excuse me if I enter a little into par­

ticulars. Have you ever been under any engage­
ment of matrimony 1" 

" Never." 
" Perfectly free 1 Has Mr. Leslie never-" 
Again Moreland interfered. Again Germain de-

fended his question. 
" What do the prosecution wish to prove 1" ask-

ed the judge. . 
"That this worthy young lady," said Germain, 

" who may.be honest enough in the ordinary affairs 
of life, comes here now under the influence of 
strong feelings of love, to save a man whom-" 

" I llrotest !" said Moreland. 
" I JDsist !" said Germain. 

. "Do you wish to impeach the-testimony of this 
witness 1" asked the judge. 

Flora trembled and shrank. The prisoner rose 
apln. His eyes flashed upon Germain a look of 

20-
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Buch withering anger, that the lawyer quailed a 
moment beneath its fire. 

Moreland begged the interference of the court: 
" We wish to show, may it please the. court," 

added Germain, " that the young lady is abQut as 
disinterested a witness as the learned gentlemaa is 
a counsel-the one testifying for her. lover, the 
other pleading for his friend." 

"Order, gentlemen," cried the judge. 
" And wha\," resumed Germain, .. is this love­

sick young lady and her affections, which the Den 
breeze will bear away-what are her pretty sen':' 
sibilities to the great cause and majesty of public 
justice, to the proper administration of laws, and 
to purging the commonwealth from black and 
hateful crimes! I do not mean, may it pleas~ 
your honour, to charge this young lady with per­
jury; Qut I do mean to suggest that a sentiment 
of love has existed, and still exists, between the 
witness alld the prisoner; that her feelings warp 
her judgment, and have presented to her what 
she desires to have seen rather than what ahe 
saw. Some remote resemblance between anisht­
wandering female on the Battery and the deceased, 
st ...... ck her eye, and is now remembered in thii 
emergency. If there were probability in her 
conjecture, probability even to seize upon the 
memory of the wretched culprit himself, why haa 
this witness been delayed so long! Why was i~ 
-left to the discovery of accident? Why did not 
the prisoner call upon her to advance 1 Why was 
she 110t subpamaed by the defence 1 A love-sick 
girl. with her.head full of novels, and her heart-" 

The prisoner once more rose and interrupted the 
Jpeaker with a haughty and determined air, and, 
in: a voice deep and rich, that sounded strangely 
impressive in the sudden4~sh, said,-
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. "Being here a defenceless man, 1 invoke the aid 
of the court against these attacks upon my friends. 
I solicit no sympathy or mercy on my own part. 
I yield my blood to the demands of fate and of 
mistaken Justice. But, as the last request of a. 
doomed, a dying, and an innocent man, I entreat 
that the malignity which animates the learned 
gentlemen of the prosecution may pour out its ex­
clusive fury on my head. I entreat that those who 
appear in my beh41f may be protected from unjust. 
suSpicion and .wanton insult. There never has 
been any such sentiment as the learned gentleman 
so frequently refers to, exchanged between that 
young lady and myself. On the contrary, she has 
uniformly treated me with the utmost reserve, and 
I am most uDwilling that she should now suffer for 
her magnanimity in appearing before a tribunal 
where the modesty of woman is so liule respected, 
and in favour of one who to her has always been, 
and mUlit ever be, less than nothing." 

He sat down with flashing eyes, but a haughty 
and proud demeanour; and there had been such a. 
Calcination in the smooth. fierce, indignant flow of 
his words, and ill the deep vehemence, feeling, 
and solemnity of his face, voice, and ,planner, and 
such interest was universally experienced to hear 
what he had to say, that he was not interrupted. 
But immediately on his close, his interference was 
pronounced out of order, and the stir following his 
words was with some difficulty quieted. The wit­
neas drew her veil closer at the sound pf his voice,. 
but said nothing, and awaited motiolliess the next 
interrogation. • 

"I have only one or two more questions," said. 
)111. Germain. " Can you 8Ulefl.1', Miss Temple­
but," he added abruptly, "I will thank you to put 
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aside your yeil. I cannot examine a witness prop­
erly without seeing her face." 

Miss Temple, after a moment of hesitation, 
completely, and, for the first time, fully revealed to 
the spectators the features of an exquisitely lovely 
young creature, beautiful beyond description. Her 
light auburn hair parted with simplicity on her 
forehead, a pair of large, tender blue eyes, droop­
ing beneath the general gaze, and lifted only once, 
as if to glance reproachfully upon the countenance 
of the harsh querist. Modesty and sweetness 
were expressed upon her face with the most grl1!.".e­
ful and feminine charm. All eyes regarded her 
with strong and new sympathy and admiration. 
Some surprise was manifested at her extreme pale­
ness. The prisoner riveted his eyes on her a few 
moments with an expression of deep melancholy, 
and then leaned down his forehead upon his haIid 
in silence. . 

Germain, who, by his rudeness, had given the· 
unconsciously beautiful girl this decided advan­
tage over him, found himself in the situation of a 
warrior, who, pressing his pursuit too eagerly, sinks 
into some snare of the enemy. He was himself 
slightly surprised and embarrassed at the sweet­
ness and refinement of her towards whom he had 
exhibited so little tenderness, and it seemed that 
his conscience smote him. 

" You will pardon my abruptness, my dear 
young lady," he said; .. I am truly sorry that duty 
compels me to put painful questions. You must 
inform the jury whether you have been always 
entirel, free nQm matI:imonial engagements wlth 
the pnsoner." . 

"The question is not painful," she replied, in a 
mild and slightly tremulous tone. " Nothing bf 
&he kind haa ever taken place between Mr. Lea-
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lie and myself; on the contrary, it was always 
understood that Mr. Leslie was attached to Miss 
Romain." 
· "And do you believe it 1" 

"I do." 
· "One more question-and remember, young 
lady, you are on your oath, and the Creator of 
all things sees your heart. Tell me now, solemnly, 
are you prepared to swear actually, absolutely, and 
p08itively, that the person you saw, on the night 
of the supposed murder, was Rosalie Romain 1 can 
you .wear to this to a certainty?" 

"I can swear to nothing," replied the witness, 
4' with actual certainty; but-OJ 
· "She cannot swear with certainty /" cried Ger-' 
main, triumphantly, turning to the jury. 
· "She cannot swear with certainty!" echoed 
one. 

"She cannot swe8l' with certainty!" reiterated 
another. 
· "But I clearly think so," cried the witneslI, 
with a faint attempt not to be borne down by the 
undiscriminating vehemence of her opponents. 

" She only thinks-she only fancies," interrupted 
Germain; "it is precisely all I thought, a mere 
conjecture. You see, gentlemen, after all, this 
important witness is nothing-nothing whatever." 
· Some other questions were advanced in turn by 
either party, but nothing new was elicited. After 
the examination of two or three witnesses, to set .. 
tie and define minor points, the evidence was 
closed, and the counsel for the defence addressed 
the jury. 
· It rarely happens that two advocates upon the 
same evidence can frame appeals very different 
from each other. Yet perhaps few instances could 
be produced where speeches were made more 

Digitized by Google 

• 

• 



288 JfOJUf:AJf LBSLnr. 

opposite in their nature than those now heard from 
tlie two counsel for the prisoner. Mr. Loring WIUI 

cool, technical, and wary. He examined the 
proof, item after item, with a cautious hand and a 
keen eye, but yet witlI a sophistry which his op­
ponent knew how to counteract by similar weap­
ons. 

Moreland took a higher ground; and the con­
tagious sympathy and confidence which he had now 
fully imbibed himself, kindled a kindred fire in the 
bosoms of his hearers. He did not fail also to 
persuade reason by deliberate examination of the 
proof, but jt was with the ardour of one who felt 
and believed what he asserted. His able and elo­
quent discourse was listeneq to with the profound­
est attention. The jurors sometimes nodded their 
heads in acquiescence, and sometimes, by their 
countenance, expressed surprise and pleasure at 
the unexpected inferences which, under his acute 
and ingenious intelligence, many points in proof 
were made to yield. Several facts, apparently 
most fatal to the prisoner, were now presented in 
a light so new as to elucidate his innocence; and 
long before he had finished with a technic.al con­
sideration of the testimony, he had awakened in 
every breast a lively confidence in the innocence 
of the prisoner, and had thrown about him a kind 
of interest like the halo of a martyr. 

Horse-racing, theatres, and gambling,. enchain 
men by their excitement; but it may be questioned 
whether any can exceed the interest with which a 
mind fully understanding the bearings of a case, 
and interested from affection, or even ordinary 
sympathy, follows the perpetual and sudden vicis­
SItudes in the course of such a trial. It presents 
a continued and striking series of changes; rapid 
and shifting alt,rnations of light and shadow, of 
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tempest, calm, and sunahiDe-a vast, deep, wild 
ebb and Bow of hope. The future changes, and 
brightens, and sinks in gloom, as facts break 
through the mist, and melt away a~n with the 
breatll of the witnen, or the magic of the orator. 
The truth resembles a mlluntain-peak enveloped 
in clouds: now the billowy vapours bury ita 
sharp outlines in gloom; again the breeze wafts 

, them away, and leaves ita airy and unbroken sum­
mit shining in the sun. Thus bad the prospect of 
the prisoner, his character and his crime, appeared 
to the spectators and jury, till, under the trans­
forming wand of Moreland, they beheld the dark­
ness vanish. The prisoner himself was softened. 
His noble and handsome face yield~ to the illu­
mination of hope and joy. Mr. Romain went up 
lO him and spoke words of kindness; and the 
sister and fatlier hung breathless and almost gasp­
ing upOn the music and the magic of the speaker's 
lips. 

"Gentlemen," continued the orator, "at length, 
at this late hour, exhausted as you must be with 
your arduous duties, perhaps I should desist from 
further trespassing upon your time. But I re­
member with a shudaer that mine are the last 
words of defence and of ho}>e which the prisoner 
at the bar may ever hear. I start at the tremen­
dous responsibility. and almost sink beneath it. 
But faith, hope, justice, and mercy whisper me to 
proceed. The life of an innocent human being, of 
an amiable and affectionate SOD, of a beloved broth­
er, of a citizen of this republic, is at stake. It is 
my sacred duty to defend; it is your solemn prov­
ince to judge. A word from your lips launches 
him into eternity. Ifhe be guilty, I do not ask hia 
life. Though his sister's heart will break at the 
blow,-though hi. father'. silvery forehead will 
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bend doWn to • dishonoured gra't'e,--thoup' a 
youth, invested with a thou sud noble quabuea, 
will be cut oft' from rej>entance and hope for evet, 
-yet, if he be guilty, I do not uk his life. But, 
by your own hopes as fathers, as friends, .. men­
by the peace which you love oli your pillow and in 
your dying hour-by the sanctity of innocence and 
the rebuking anger of Heaven-I conjure you to 
,pause and tremble ere you do find him guilty. It 
has been alleged against me this day that I am 
privately a friend to the prisoner. It has been 
charged upon me as an .odium, in ridicule and 
lIcorn. I appeal to your own bosoms: who so 
.well 8S a friend should be a~le to judge ~fh!s cllar­
acter? who so well know hiS wars of thmkmg and 
acting? Is friendship to be a stigma-as we have 
this day beheld the heart-broken love of a mster­
a jest, and a mockery ? 

" As for my own belief, I solemnly declare be­
fore you, and before Him who knows all hearta, 
lhat, after the most indefatigable examination of the 
circumstances during a much longer ptlriod. of 
time than you have been able to devote, I believe 
the accused totally innocent. When you COD sider, 
gentlemen, the extraordinary facts of the case; the 
-character of .the prisoner; the accidental and pu},.. 
lic nature of the fatal and mysterious ride; hi. 
demeanour subsequently; the fact that Miss Tem. 
pIe saw Rosalie Romain in the evening i-YOU 
must acknowledge that his guilt is doubtful. The 
blackest doubt still hangs upon the whole affair. 
It iii doubtful whether the murder, has been com 
mitted; it is doubtful whether the prisoner is the 
perpetrator. Miss Romain might have fallen by 
another hand; 'she may have perished by her own ; 
ahe may have fled. The law commands you only 
1o find a verdict in case of certainty;' are you C8f' 
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tain ? Are you even certain that Rosalie Romain 
is dead 1 Who has identified the body 1 Is there 
a single person who can prove her decease 1 Miss 
Romain, at some future time, may reappear before rou. What hprror would shade your future years! 

call upon you now, while yet in 'your power, to 
save your souls from such a grievous burden. I 
wa:rn you of the innocence of the prisorler.' Ih a 
few moments you will be 'Compelled' to decide. 
The doom of death, gentlemen, is . mighty, is tre­
mendous, is irrevocable. You may extinguish a 
light which can never be relumed; you may, in 
one mo~ent, perpetrate an action which all the 
years. of your .future life may bq too ahort and 100 
few to sufficiently regret. Before I yield Ute tlo~t 
to iny adversaries, let me also warn you agaifm 
their &rdour and their sophistry. They po.ess \~ 
prerogative of directing agains~ you the last a~ 
peal. I tremble lest the cUDlilng of art IUId elo-. 
quence may baffi" and blind the truth. I have ill-, 
ready shuddered to hear Ute noblest virtues derided; 
They have already told you that education, retiB&" 
ment, a warm heart, andao unspotted cbarac\e~ 
are Ute attributes of .crime and the signals for :sus. 
picion. I watch the progress of their insidious at .. 
tacks upon your reason with the m.ost unalloyed 
and intolerable solicitude and distress. . Error. 
gentlemen, may lurk on either side: but the error 
of one, is ghastly and fatal, damning to yburselvei 

. and all concerned; while that of the otber-if,in .. 
deed. error there be-':'would, even in its fallaey, ap .. 
proa.cb the benign spirit of that Redeemer who 
looked with pity upon the wtJes of earth, and who' 
said, even : unto thlt most abandoned, 'Go, and siD 
.. more.'" 

VOL.I ...... L ·11 
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.. Bark! B1lIIh I Be Itilll They come. 
One IIl-'s IDd 'tis o'er. OJ 

. IT is a mournful thing to tum from the last cling­
ing hope and defence of the accused, to the cola, 
severe, exaggerating attacks of the prosecution. 
Perhaps there never was a case upon a capital 
oft'ence, where the eloquence and ingenuity of the 
defendant's counsel did not strike out upon the 
misery of the accused some bright sparks of hope. 
The mass of evidence cannot be borne in mina at 
once. A perception of the truth often requires a 
series of deliberate and abstruse arguments, which 
the audience never discover, or fail to retain amid 
the confusion of evidence and the instinct .of me~cy. 
The sight of a criminal, too, when punishment 
seems certain, softens the heart to pity, and pre­
pares it to magnify and dwell upon the grounds of 
hope. An ingenious orator, in an artful su"ey of 
the case, lingers with disproportionate force upon 
the favourable circumstances, and leaves the more 
unexplainable and condemnatory parts in the shade. 
For a moment the sky of the accused brishtens; 
the roaring of the tempest is lulled; hIS half­
wrecked mind resta, as the surrounding sea of 
doubt and despair closes ita yawning abysses, and 
be beholds again the green and sunny shore where 
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safety arid bliss await his weary steps. Ah, de­
lusive calm! ah, treacherous hope. An awful 
pause succeeds the words of mercy and hope. 
Dreadful the task of him who has to dissolve thiS 
vision! 

'fhe prosecution commenced their duty. As 
their skilful batteries were opened against the vic­
tim, the brightness passed from his features; one 
after another his hopes melted away; the relentless 
tempest darkened over his head; the mad wind 
began to roar and thunder in the air; his broken 
hulk once more hung on the uplifted and giant 
wave; the distant shore receded from his despair­
ing eyes, and he felt that ruin and death again 
yawned beneath his feet. 

Two experienced, unfeeling, and sagacious law­
yers exhausted their :powers in demonstrating the 
guilt of the accused, lD which they both fully and 
conscientiously believed. Germain wove around 
him the meshes of sophistry, and rendered it once 
more a glaring certainty; and the district attorney 
closed with a startling eloquence. 

The orator allowed the prisoners apparent. good 
~haracter; allowed the horrid spectacle of a youth 
so formed to adorn society, cut. oft' and crushed 
beneath a fate so t~ble. But these considera­
tiODS, he said, severely, were not for the jury-box. 
Let them deepen the interest. of a poem, or em­
bellish the pages of a· novel; but a tribunal of 
justice had a sterner task than the indulgence of 
feeling, however amiable. That. the mulder bad 
been committed, every circumstance proclaimed. 
The ride; the disappearance; the brood-stained 
handkerchief; the hat fioating abandoned on the 
~tream.; the body~ fa~ as the testimonl of cre~­
lble witnesses go-ldentified as that 0 Roaalie 
Romain j the confulion of the uaassin; bit con-
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. duct on the arrest; the 'evidence of the female do.' 
mestic fespecbQ8 the demeanour of the unfortu­

. Date victim; her clandestinely meeting the prison­
er at that suspicious hoUl' of the morning ;--every 
thing, as far as human proof could, proclaimed. the 

'dreadful' act, and· the deep cunning of the prisoner . 
. " What proof 'can you demand of murder 1 It is 
, a deed which the perpetrator commits alone. He 
• comes not in the broad streets, where positin evi­
dence can be produced against him. He steals, 
wilh stealthy pace, in darkness and solitude; he 
disguises his intention aDder smiles and the mask 

,of virtue; he plants the dagger in a moment UD-

1 seen by all-by all but his ayensing God. Mur­
der rarely admits evidence stronger ahan that pro-

-duced against this man. If you acquit him upon 
,tbe principle of doubt; future assassins have only 
to stab ill lolitude, and they will stab in safety. 
Weahall behold shameless seducers and murder­

'era walking among· us unwhipped of juMiee. 
Leave crime unpunished, and you open the 8000-
¥Rtes through which devastation and despair lUSh 
In upon the retreats of domestic life. The pity 
which makes you tremble at inflicting a; necessary 
'penalty, which causes yon to yield to the pleadings • 
-of compassion, and to melt at the sight of guilt 
.boUnd on the altar-to forget law, society, the 
·claims of the innocent, and. tbe jUBl indignation and 
agony of the bereaved, rather, than speak the word 
and strike the blo~ to whi~h you have pledfled 
your oaths, and which ~ Juauce demandS-ill a 
,weak. an idle, a pemiclOUS feeling, full of danger 
,and deceit, unworthy of fathers, citizens, meo. 
:You are the guardians of the community. To 
-your banda she has committed her safety; and, 
:with such a feeling in your bosoms, will you be­
-tray your trust 1 She hU placed yoo as .eot.iaela 
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Oft. her walls and at her gates; do not kneel and 
admit the foe which you are sent to overcome. 
Had the gaunt form of murder ltalked in unabashed 
and unintimidated amid the gayety of your oum 
festive board-had your startled eyes sudden1y be­
held him vanish, and 10 I the brightest Be,t at the 
banquet is left vacant-had you beheld the demon 
who had thus bereaved and made you desolate for 
ever, stride unfearing and unabashed through the 
mid-day streets, triumphing in his deed, and, per­
haps, grown bold by experience, meditating to re­
peat it, because, forsooth, the shrinking sensibili­
ties of a too sentimental jury could not harden their 
hearts to arrest his career,-you would feel as you 
ought to feel on this solemn occasion. The hospi­
tality of friendship, the rights of society, the lawl 
of man and of God, have been grossly violated by 
the unhappy criminal at the bar. The perpetration 
of the deed has been proved, and tiie guilt hal 
been fastened upon him as far as human proof can 
lead the human reason. 

"The gentlemen on the other side harp much on 
the idea of doubt. It is doubt which IS to bring 

• off their wretched client. Their only hope is doubt. 
It is the last inevitable refuge of the defenden of a 
bad cause. If they can make 'ou doubt, if they 
can entangle and cloud over, i they can envelop 
in mystery, if they can bewilder you in doubt, they 
fancy thelf triumph secure. But you must distin­
guish between the just doubt arising from a de­
ficiency of evidence, and that confused senle of in­
distinctness which only those experience whose 
eyesight is failing-between the doubt of a firm 
and of a foolish mind. Doubt you might conceive 
on every subject. There are not wanting meta­
physicians who assert that nothing ever was, is, 
or ever can be certain. You may doubt the evi-
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~ dence of rour eyes and· ears j you may bewlIM 
o Jour mind amid endless mazes and metaphysical­
·conjectures. You may doubt that you sit there to 
; judge, that I stand here to proclaim a heinous and 
-hideous ain. All around us may be but the phaD­
toms of a fever or the formlJ of a passing dream. 
But this species of doubt, so equally applicable to 
·the most feeble and the most overpowering proof, 
1S not the doubt which becomes your manly souls. 
-The cunning of a persuasive tongue win not be' 
-able to betray your matured understandings into 
ilUch childish, such fantastic vagaries. Such doubts 
would dispute all law, all justice. This court 
would be a mockery and an idle farce; vainly 
'Would wronged misery apply here for redress; 
justice would· be but the theme of derision and 
Icom. The ruffian would smile at the uplifted 
sword of the goddess, which her degenerate hand 
dutst never wield, till men, grown once more wild 
and savage, and knowing no other remedy for pri­
vate injury, will assume again the reins of affairs, 
which the authorities are unworthy and unable to 
hold. A Gothic spirit of revenge will displace the 
mildness of civilization; youth, innocence, and de- • 
fenceless beauty, will yield their breasts to the 
dagger, and the whole mass of society will be re­
solved into its original elements of anarchy and 
discord. 
. "No, gentlemen, in your characters as stern and 
unyielding sentinels of the public safety, I call upon 
you to speak the dreadful doom against yonder sin 
ful man. He has sown, let him reap. If you 
would not haTe your wives, sisters. mothers, and 
daughters murdered before your faces, apeak, 
promptly, fearlessly, and solemnly, the fatal ver­
dict. However man may exclaim, and attempt to 
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affright you from your duty, remember the AI~ 
mighty himself has said, 'Blood for blood I' " 

Again, as the coumel sat down, the silence wu 
.i~ultaneously broken by a wide peal of applause. 
From bench and floor, pedestal and column, wherever 
the mighty \brong of human beings had clustered 
and pressed themselves densely in together, came 
the murmur and the shock of approbation, too 
plainly announcing the public sanction of the priB~ 
oner's doom. Several persons were committed for 
this breach of decorum. 

The charge of the judge was short and lucid, 
and wholly confined to the evidence. He reviewed 
it calmly, and instructed the jury to find the fact 
of the murder- according to their opinion on the tes­
timony, with this reserve, that if they were" not 
fully satisfied, beyond a doubt, they must find for 
the prisoner." 

With the necessary formalities, the jury were 
conducted into their private room; and an hour 
passed, during which curiosity kept together, prob­
ably, every individual of the vast multitude. 

At length the court prepared to adjourn, and 
the prisoner had been already ordered back to pris­
on, when it was announced that the jury had agreed 
upon a verdict. There was a hum among the con­
course-relaxed attention was again suddenly and 

/ fearfully roused. The jury enterea, silent and sol­
emn themselves, amid the silence and solemnity of 
aU around. This is' a moment of excruciating in­
terest. The most light and careless spectator feels 
it drain his heart, and suspend his very being. What 
must it be to him whom one moment more is to 
plunge into eternity, or to give back in triumph to 
life and happiness! Many an eye turned upon the 
jurors to detect in their countenances, in their gait, 
m some casual action, a hint of that mighty secret 
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locked in their bosoms. Many an eye was riveted 
upon the face of the prisoner, to study how he bore 
that tremendous moment, how humanity stood to 
gaze amid life full on the grim and spectral features 
of death. 

The names of the jurymen were regularly caned 
amid a profound silence. Not a motion, not a 
breath, disturbed the deep hush. The clerk re­
quested the prisoner to rise. 

"Gentlemen of the jury, look upon the prisoner. 
Prisoner, look upon the jury. Have you agreed 
upon your verdict 1" 

"We have." 
" How say you, gentlemen 1 Do you find him 

guilty or not guilty "1" 
There was a pause, as if the very pulse of life 

stood still. It was thrilling and painfuL All leaned 
forward. A shuddering sound of agony, short and 
checked, broke from the lips of Miss Leslie. All 
eyes dilated and fastened on the foreman, except 
one or two, who looked piercingly, and vet with 
horror, upon the face of the prisoner. At ihat mo­
ment the clock tolled three, with a heavy sweep of 
sound that floated in quivering waves through the 
hall. Its last vibration died away, and the foreman 
spoke. 

" Not guilty." -
" God-God !" cried the sister, with a shriek of 

joy, while an electric shock dartetl through the 
crowd, and broke the spell of silence. The prose­
cuting counsel started up. The clerk repeated it 
aloud, with surprise. Moreland clasped his hands, 
with a report that echoed through the room. Mr. 
Romain covered his face. Mordaunt Leslie raised 
his hands and eyes to Heaven in silent prayer. 

In the midst of this sudden universal jar and 
lively commotion, the accused stood in the lam, 
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attitude, fixed and motionless-all eyes again cen­
tred _upon him. 

"Norman!" cried the sister, with an hysteric 
. laugh, and springing towards him-" dear Norman, 

hear! You are acquitted-you are guiltless-you 
are free!" 

But the youth neither stirred limb nor feature. 
At length a slight tremour, a quivering, passed over 
his face, a shade of ghastlier white, a faint sob, a 
convulsive effort to laugh-and he fell back sense-
less into his father's arms. . 

I .. 3 
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