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..... v3 svs eus nau wuau o sheltered home in Edward's
beart, which the world might ridicule, but had no
power to profune. But when she looked at her be-
loved Xarifa, and reflected upon the unavoidable and
dangerous position which the tyranny of society had
awarded her, her soul was filled with anguish. The
rare loveliness of the child increased daily, and was
evidently ripening into most marvellous beauty. The
father rejoiced in it with unmingled pride; but in the
deep tenderness of the mother’s eye there was an in-
dwelling sadness, that spoke of anxious thoughts and
fearful forebodings. )

When Xarifa entered her ninth year, these uneasy
feclings found utterance in earnest solicitalions that
Edward would remove to France, or England. This
request excited but little opposition, and was so attrac
tive to his imagination, that he might have overcome
all intervening obstacles, had not “a change come
o'er the spirit of his dream.” He still loved Rosalie,
but he was now twenty-eight years old, and, uncon-
sciously to himself, ambition had for some time been
slowly gaining an ascendency over his other feelings.
The contagion of example had led him into the arena
where so much American strength is wasted ; he had
thrown himself into political excitement, with all the
honest fervour of youthful feeling. His motives had
been unmixed with selfishuess, nor could he ever de-
fine to himself when or how sincere patriotism took
the form of personal ambition. But s0 it was, thatat
twenty-eight years old, he found himself an ambitious
man, involved in movements which his frank nature
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loved her better than all the world, she would ever g
his real wife, and they might see each other frequent-
ly. He was not prepared for the storm of indignant
emotion his words excited. Hers was a passion too
absorbing to admit of partnership ; and her spirit was
100 pure and kind to enter into u selfish league aguinst
the happiness of the innocent young bride.

At length this painful interview came to an end.
They stood together by the Gothic gate, where they
had 30 often met and parted in the moonlight. Old
remembrances melted‘their sonls. Farewell, dear-
est Edward,” said Rosalie. “ Give me a parting
kiss.” Her voice was choked for utterance, and the
tears flowed freely, as she bent her lips toward him.
He folded her convulsively in his arms, and imprinted
8 long, impassioned kiss on that mouth, which had
never spoken to him but in love and blessing.

With effort like a death-pang, she nt length
raised her head from his heaving bosom, and turning
from him with bitter sobs, she said, “ It is our lase.
God bless you. T would not have you so miserable
as lum. Farewell. A last farewcll.” “ The last !*
exclaimed he, with a wild shriek. * Oh, Rosalie, do
not say that!” and covering his face with his hands,
he wept like a child.

Recovering from his emotion, he found himself
alone. The moon looked down upon him mild, but
very sorrowful ; as the Mpdonna seems to gaze on
her worshipping children, bowed down with conscious-
ness of sin. At that moment he would have given
worlds to have disengaged himeelf from Charlotte ;
but he had gone so far, that blame, disgrace, and duels



