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THE RIVAL.

By the Author of *“Recollections of the Penin-

sula,”

CHAPTER 1.

«YWhat pleasure, sir, find we in life, to lock it
‘From action and adventure?” .

CYMBELINE,

Talk of a dukedom, & captain.generalship,
a grand cross of the Orderof the Bath, all
glorious as they are—sorry promutions, cold,
anfelt distinetions are they all, compared to a
lad of eighteen’s appointment to the liguten-

~ancy of a light company, on a death-vacaney,

the day after his first battle,

‘The army of Wellington contained no hap-
pier or prouder being than Harry Blount,
when, the day after the fierce engagement at
Talavera, the adjutant of his gallant corps,an
old soldier, as brown as a berry, and as stiff
as & bamboo, stepped across rather quicker
than ordinary from the colonel’s tree to the
front of the lines, where a group of the offi-
cers were lounging, and called out, “Master
Hal, the colonel has made a light-bob of you.
I said all I could against you. [ told him

ou were the idlest dog we had—a very bad
boy for drill—always too late—always
laughing—couldn’t run—ceuldn’t jump.”’—
What more he was going to add we cannot
tell, for Harry Blount had threwn his ecap
eky-high in the air, and having run behind
the brave old adjutant, who was a universal
favorite, had sprung upon his shoulders, and
well-nigh throttled bim.

“Carry me, you old sinner, carry ine down
the lines. This is the leg for the light in-
fantry,” said Harry Blount, urging the old
boy’s iron sides.

“A pretty leg you made of it yesterday. If
you had had a run in you, you would have
caught that slack-breeched Mounseer with
the eagle, when the vagabonds went to the
right-about in double-quick time to get out of
the way of our persuaders. You might have
had your teasting-fork through him, though
he got elear of the bayonets.”

“Confound you, you old rogue, you know
I did my best; and If it had not been for™ fat
clomsy old Serjeant Rounder, I should have
caught the fellow.”

“Ah! you would not have done much good
with him if yon had. One link from old
Rounder would have settled his accounts to
some purpose. There’sto be asale,at iwelve
o'clock, of poor Hardy’s rattle-traps, You
must go and secure his wings®, my boy.”

At the wention of Hardy’s name, Harry

Blount slipped quietly off the old adjutant’s |

shoulders, and seemed ashamed of his high
spirits.

“Poor Frank!” said he; “if I could see |

cheerful man himself, bat rejoicing to see
others so; and he received the breathless
youth’s acknowledgments with a smile. J

“Well, young man,” said he, “l am very
glad to see that you feel the honor as you
ought. I promise youl would not put you in
the light-infantry if I did not thing you would
do eredit to it: but I say to you, as I said to
poor Hardy, three years ago, ‘In all things
remember the end.” [t is an old and a good
cantion; "twill keep your head coél and your
heart light.”

““I hope I do, sir,” answered Hal.

‘““Have you written to your father,” asked
the colonel, “to tell him you are safe and
sound after yesterday’s pelting?”

““No, sir.”

“Well then, do so; for friends often suffer
a great deal of nneasiness at home, when they
hear of a battle until they receive letters,
I shall mention you in mine to my wife. |
am now writing to poor Hardy’s father, and
[ am very munch perplexed about it [ feel
for the old people; they are most worthy,
and he was an only child. 1 have heard his
father, who was a major of veterans in Jer-
8@y, say, that Frank never cost him a tear in
the way of trouble, beyond sorrow at partings,
in his whole life; that he never asked him for
a shilling, and never contracted a debt. And
to this | add, that I never heard him swear
an oath; never knew him make a bet; and
never saw him intoxicated but once, at a bat-
tle anniversary, Make him your model, boy!
And may your end be as honorable, though
not so untimely, as poor Frank Hardy’s.”
With that the eolonel dashed away a tear
that stood trembling in the corner of his eye,
as if vexed at being betrayed into emotion,
and, dismissing Harry, took up his narrow
portableinkstand, and twisting his pen impa-
tiently in it, to get ink enough for the tracing
of a line, resumed the occupation which the
youth had a few minutes interrapted.

After this battle the army retreated to Ks-
tramadura, leaving most of their severely
wounded in the hospital at Talavera.

Although the movement of retreat is not
very agreeable or animating,still there was not,

- in this case,any moral depression. 'T'he troops,

who had just gained a brilliant victory after

- a hatd-fought field, marched away with a
 hope that the French would follow, that they

might tarn and beat them again. They were
not like dogs with their tails between their
legs, bat like lions lashing them about in
proud menace as they slowly retired. Com-
missaries and musquoitoes called forth their
most heavy carses; and quarters, rest, soft
tommy,* and rations of wine, were among
their most agreeable anticipations.

Every vineyard they passed was laid un-

you alive again, I would be content to re- | der contribution by them, and “Sta bon the

main a flatfoott to the end of the war.”

| grapes,” was the usnal war-ery, when they

“Well, well,” replied the rough adjatant;  had piled arms and were dismissed on their

It’s a bad wind
Don’t you mind

“gvery bullet has its billet,
that blows nobody good.
his old song,

‘Why, soldiers, why,

Should we be melancholy, boys?
Why, soldiers, why,

Whose business °tis to die?

I like that song—there's some sense in it,
Ali! I have not got ench a clear pipe as poor
Frank had: it did me good to hear him.”

“] believe,” said another of the party,
““Frank had some notion he should not live

long; and, knowing it was asoldier’s business |
to die, he thought more of preparing for 1t

than the most of us.” |

“Come, come,” said the other soldier, “no
preaching. WWhere the tree drops there 1t
will lie; there's no fear but Irank has got
good quarters,

‘We come into the world naked and bare,
We go out of it, nobody knows where;

But if we do well here, we shall be well |

there,’

There, that's & sermon my grandmother
taught me before 1 first ’listed; and she gave
me a prayer, too, which is not much use in
this country, seeing I have not put my old
bones between sheets since we landed. But
in barracks, every night, I said the old wo-
man’s words; and good ones they were:i—

*Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John:
Pray God bless the bed ’'m on,” ™

Iarry Blount, who was a elergyman’s son,

had been well educated and taught the truths |

of his Bible, checked the old soldier with a

:
|
|
I
that trotting up from the rear to the head of

the column, with the arms trailed and the
- saucy toss of the head as they gave the grub-

squeeze of the hand, and told him, “that |

though a good drill, he would make but a |

sorry parson.” A truthold Plommet readity
assented 1o, shying, “he didn’t know much
about parsons, and didn’t like what he did.”

The party now moved off to the rear of the
centre to the sale, where, in a few minutes,
by right of purchase, Harry Blount puat on
Hardy's neat-cut jacket and wings, and the
sling belt, with silver whistle and chain.

“A fit—a glorious fit,” several voices ex-
claimed; ““the jacket has as neat a set as if
made by Allen himself.” “Turnabout, Hall”
“Capitall” «But youo’ll have some trouble
to get the blood out of that belt,” said Plum-
met, “the stain is soo deep.”

«] like itall the better,” said Hal, ““for
that glorious stain; 'twill remind me of that

noble fellow, Frank.”
“Aye, aye,” said Plummet, “that’s all

very well while serambling about here after

the Mounseers, never looking up, never keep-
ing step, and mayching in lines crovked as

rams’ horns; but dirty _
a guard-mounting in Daublin, under old
Sguare'em.”

~#Well, it will do here,” eried Harry; and
away he ran,bounding and springing along,
to - thank the colonel for putting him in the
light company. Several of the men of it
jumped up in their lines as he ran past, and
of momentary familiarity, half-
shouted to him, and half to each other--Go
the rig=-go the rig-—that’s your sort—that’s
y money—we're fitted, the

ompany will pl{:ay the whole regiment now:

| eﬁ;‘t‘a tf‘:e cricketer, bat or bowl, that’s th
boy; he’s the lad to ride: the horse knows his
master that’s got him on his back. O! he’s

with a cry

for

the chap
i

a broth of a boy.”
Some of this Hal heard as
the rest they spoke standing

after him.

- He found the colonel sitting on the ground

in his forage cap, and writing a letter on the
~ top of his canteen. 'The colonel was a very
llant officer; strict but considerate; not a

_— -
- *Military ornaments worn on the should
‘ders instead of epaulettes by grenadiers an-
light infantry. Ty
‘1A cant term applied laughingly by grena-
diers and light-infantry men to the battalion

belts won’t do at

he pasﬂéﬂ, and
| in their shirt-
sleeves, with folded arms, and locking hard

|

halting ground. Harry wasenjoying all the
bright novelty of his new dignities,~—“Light
infantry, to the front;” “Light company,
form the advance guard;” bugle sounding
double-quick time, and all the rest of it. Oh!

biest the go-by, ealling out, ““Incline to the
right! Make way for your masters!” Or,

' on some occasions, when the enemy was

looked for, and they were detached to form a
rear-gnard, the insolent joy, and the—“We’ll
take care of you, my children;” and to the
orenadiers, “We'll take gare of you, my ba-

- hies.”

Harry was as happy as the day was long:
ready to run a couple of miles for milk, or
bread,or wine,at the close of the longest

' march; learned himself to make an Irish stew,

oxlail soup, and to fry a bullock’s kidneysin
a eamp-kettle lid; and, when night came, lay
down wrapped in his eloak, with a knapsack
for a pillow, and slept as sound as a top, and
so fast, that he was wont to laugh when he
arose, and say he had been sleeping at the
rate of ten knots an hour, and felt fresh as a
fonr-year-old, and ready for any thing.

Harry was handsome—a manly beauty:
dark hazel eyes, a profusion of dark brown
hair,a well-cut mouth, fine teeth, and a very
sweet smile. He took the sun well, had no
peeling of his skin, no sprithes, no swelling
of the lips, no scorching of the nose, but was
well-tanned in complexion, with a fine heal-
thy glow on his cheek, subdved by the heat
into the eolor of a well-sunned peach.

As the light infantry of his corps led the
march into the ecity of Badajos, he as lieu-
tenant commanding the section in advance,
the populace and peasantry which gathered
about them were pointing him out to each
other, and remarking upon his fine figure and
graceful carriage; and though Harry was
not exactly vain, yet, as he was looking for-
ward to some weeks of sojourn in this city,
and as he had heard a great deal about Span-
igh ladies, but had as yet seen very little of
them, he was not a little gratified to have
the letter of recommendation he ecarried in
his cheerful face so readily and generally ac-
knowledged by the frequent-uttered *“hermo-
so—hermosissimo:’ and taking his billet with
a little flutter at the heart, he made his way
to the house of Don Gaspar de Ribera, in a
back street, not far from the gate of las Pal-
mas.

——

CHAPTER 11,

T look’d upon her with a soldier’s eye,

That liked, but had a rougher task in hand

'Than to drive liking to the name of love,"
Mucn Apo asour NoTHING.

Dox Gasper pe Risera was a little yel-
low-visaged morose old gentleman, the veri-
est churl in all the eity,and was sitting in
the_inner gallery of his mansion, which
overlooked the Patio, with his cloak wrapped
loosely about him, and a paper cigar in his
mouth, when the joyous Harry entered with
his billet. | __

He codld see the youth through the rails
of the balecony, but he neither moved nor
spoke. J

Harry, after calling quietly below for l

some servant of the house, and waiting a
minute or two without seeing any one ap-
pear, looked up,and made an obeisance to
the Don, and asked if this was the house of
Gaspar de Ribera? |

The Don thrust forth from his ecloak an
arm in a shirt-sleeve, took the cigar slowly
from his mouth, and, without bowing or ri-
sing, answered “Yes.” < siy

““] have a bhillet on it,” said Harry, ““for
one English officer.” _

«*A hundred thousand devils take all the

—————

- <Ths oant larm pf summen soldiers for soft |
Tead. " | | .
1A eant term—corresponds with flatfoots.

L

English,” was his courteous reply; “It can-

not be—it is a mistake—I have got an ex-

emdplion—go away—take it back to theal-
cade—there is no room for you—go away—
take it back.”

Albeit Harry was a cheerful good-temper-
ed youth, yet, what between dust, heat, and
fatigue,to go back through the scorching
gtreets and upon the raw and burning stones
of Badajos, in search of another quarter,
was not agreeable.” He, therefore, marched
up-stairs to the infuriated Don, who was now
pacing up and down in considerable wrath,
presented his billet, and said, if there was
any mistake the Don might himsgelf either go
or send and have it rectified; but that, as the
day was hot,and he was tired with his
march, he would in the meantime sit down
and rest himself; and he accordingly seated
himself in a chair near him,

“Insolence—it is my chair,”—said the old
man, coming up with eyes of anger.

“I did not observe,” said Harry, ““that it
was the only one in the gallery, and design-
ed not to offend you. [ will get another,”
looking into a room near. |

““INo, no, you will not—I am master of my
own house. Do the English mean to take
that as well as the country’s strong places?
I tell you there is no room—I. will not re-
ceive your billet—go baek with it.”  °

The youth now felt sadly tempted to en-
force his right of quarter; but the temper u‘_‘f
the choleric old gentleman rendering it dif-
ficult to do so, without at least the push and
action of violence, he restrained himself,
told him he was no true Spaniard that would
not receive an’ ally with common ecivility,
and that he would rather lodge in a stable
than sleep under his roof, and then -sallied
forth to procure quarters elsewhere. -

His baggage-mule with his soldier ser-
vant were below, and the man had already
begun to- take off the things, when Harry
announced the difficulty, and bade him load
again. ‘I'he man, sweating with heat, and
now yet more with vexation, as his master
moved off, saluted the Don, who put his yel-
low face out of one of the front windows,
with a sharp volley of as many oaths and as
much abuse as his knowledge of Spanish
tongue and breeding had enabled him to ae-
quire, which was replied to in Spanish bil-
lingsgate, about as intelligible to the red
bull-dog soldier as were his quaintly-pro-
nounced words to the white ferret-eyed piece
of Spanish nobility. "

However, it was but somé minister of Iit- |

tle Cupid’s who had contrived to raise all
this hubbuab, in order to assert his power
overtwo young rebels, who had laughed at
every arrow he had as yet expended on
them.,

1'he donna Montalve came into her baleo-
ny, and looking down where Harry was pas-
sing with the air of one provoked and weary,
and on towards the house of Don Gaspar,
she at once comprehended the dilemma, and
called softly to the Senhor Inglese to come in
and rest himself. He turned his eyes at the
sulmmons, and there was such a fine expres-
sion of unaffected good-humour and hospita-
ble kindness in the look, the air, and man-
ner of this goed lady, that, with a graceful
bow, he entered the portal below, ran up a
wide staircase, and found the lady at the
head of it ready to receive him. She led
him into a large cool apartment, where he
found an old woman of sixty, with her gray
hair drawn back, and tied with broad black
ribband sitting on a mat in one corner knitting,
and near her, seated on a low stool, and ben-
ding over a square embroidery frame,a girl,
who, as she quickly rose, and came forward a
pace cr two to join in the courtesy of the wel-
come,sostartled and confused Harry, thateyes
lessdim than the duenna’sand more fixed than
the Llady Montalvo’s chanced to be, would
have discovered the sudden and victorious
impression made upon the youth by the beau-
ty of Juliana. |

Juliana was, ia truth, a most enchanting
girl, of a character frank, free, and fearless:
no sudden blushes, no eyes downcast with
simulate modesty. 'T'here wasa grace about
her when she came forward that won Harry
on the instant, She looked him full in the
face as naturally and artlessly as an innocent
and happy child; she put no expression in
her glance with design to kill; she neither
sought nor thought of admiration; she joined
her mother in the welcome with an easy,
engaging cordiality; and the confusion of
Harry appeared to her only as the awkward-
ness of astranger unable to speak Spanish,and
unacquainted with their manners. Torelieve
him, she went into an anti-room and brought
out a plate of delicious grapes, presenting
them for his refreshment, and with playful-
ness pressing him to partake of them. Har-
ry poured out his thanks in superlative Span-
ish, which was taken asit was meaut,_al--
though his attemptat the sentence which
contained his “muchisimas gratias” was, be-
yond those two words, utterly unintelligible.
At this they laughed, not as we English do
at foreigners, with rudeness,but witha klpd,
bright cheerfulness, as extracting from ita
new pleasure, a new interest, in the stam-
mering stranger.

Here, in this house, for two months Har-
ry was quartered: for the Lady Montalvo,
pleased with his address, caused his bil-
let to be given upon her; and, while her
servant was gone to the alcade for it, she
bade him direct his baggage -mule to- be un-
loaded, and led him into a very pretty and
cheerful apartment,which he occopied during
the rest of his stay. -

Oh! no, never before in his young life had
Harry passed two such months. It wassun-
shine, continual sunshine in his heart. ‘They
joked him in the division about the pretty girl
in hig billet, whenever he missed a cricket-
ball in their play, or made a mistake at drill;
but no body ever thought him M love, neither

| did he suspectit himself. He had a good ap-

petite, slept annndl{', and looked cogtent and
joyous a&jl the day long.

The Montalves were seldom abroad, ex-
cept for about half an hour in the cool of the
evening on the Alameda; and here, as they
were usually surrounded by their female ac-
guai‘ntwcm and by a few formal old Spanish

ons, the only gallants left to them by the.

war, excepting the officers of two Spanish
levies in the town, who chanced. to be no
favorites with either the Lady Montalvo or
her daughter, Henry never joined them.

| But at home he had long secure hours of

free and happy intercourse with this charm-

ing family, which only flew too fast for his

wishes. Dauring
bfnutlr the roof, he never once saw Juliana
alone.
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o of - » smile, “No, Ralph; as the old s
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It wasin the same chaiaber, where
he was first introduced to her, that she was
“almost always to be found—never, however,
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without

raula was in tru

tion to the whole sisterhood

old lady’s kind face any other expression to-
wards Juliana than that of a confiding ma-
ternal forrdness, or rather a manner of nurse-
like endearment.

The Senhor Henrico was an immense fa-

vorite with the old duenna; even the thought
of his being a heretic, which at first alarmed
her, and whenever it arose to her mind caus-
ed her immediately to make the sign of a
cross, and pat up a petition for him to St.
Jago of Compostella, even this worried
her no longer; he could make her smile
whenever he choose; and he chose to do
80 very often, because Juliana always smi-
led too; and hers- was a smile white and
bright as the flower of the cistus flashed sud-
denly upon by a cheerful sunbeam.
- Harry made a quick ‘proficiency in Span-
1sh with Juliana for his teacher, and long
after he well knew how to aspirate this let-
ter, and-melt that into the softest liquid, and
to give the lisp to another, he would sita
whole morping feigning a difficalty, that he
might compel her to give thesweet lesson of
her hard words, so prettily pronounced, that
he began to love them asthe very charms
and fascinations of the language. Latterly,
Juliana began to detect him at this trick, and,
while old Ursula with all gravity was ad-
ding her instructions, and the Lady Montal-
vo was scolding him for his idleness and bad
memory, she wouold burst out with a laugh
and then clap her hands, and accuse him of
making asport of their patience, he knowing
how (o ptonounce the words, as™ well as
themselves; all which the Senhor Hearico
would playfully deny in better Spanish than
he should have uvsed on the oceasitn if he
wished to be believed. There were three
or four balls at Badajos during his stay, but
these did not give him all the satisfaction he
looked for; to be sure he always contrived
one dance with Juliana, bat, what between
old beaux of rank and young beaux on the
staff, he was forced to stand apart more than
heliked,or sit vacant and restless by the La-
dy Montalvo, watehing Juliana as she moved
and waltzed with the grace and lightness of
a sylph in the arms of another; not that he
felt jealousy, though, to be sure, a twiteh re-
sembling it. He saw that the girl cared no-
thing about her partners, and it seemed not
that she cared about himself. She appeared
to like the dance for dancing’s sake, for the
sound of the musie, and the softness of_;thﬂ
exercise. Her eyes sparkled with anima-
tion, but their expression was but the com-
mon gladness of high spirits; and the stran-
gers who danced with her, and who chanced-
to be men either indifferent, or else seeking
to make an impression rather than to receive
one, vated her insipid and cold, without sen-
{iment, without passion, or,in_ plain truth,
without the wit to find out their merits, and
without the eoquetry to flatter them,

All this was very contenting to Harry, for
it prevented his quarter being beset hy the
rank and the flirters of the division; and,with
the exception of now and then a priest,
an old Spanish don of the city, or one of the
superior officers of the Spanish troops, eve-
ning afler evening passed away, withoul any
addition to the happyetrio he had the privi-
lege of joining. Sometimes, but not often, he
would bring with him his friend and ehumy®

| Ralph Harland, a rough, manly cld officer,

like himself, only a lieutenant, but some ten
years his senior in age; a man who was him-
self indifferent to the society of women, and
thought ill of the whole sex: his excuse
was, that he had been ill-treated by a eruel
step-mother when a child, and jilted by a
light-minded girl since he came of age.

He was a thoreugh soldier; his temper a
little soured by slow advancement, but not so
much so as to spoil him for duty. Oan the
contrary, he was a zealons, brave, pattern
man, attached to the life of the anny,fun(} of
his regiment, and both feelicg it and making
it his home. He was sensible, moral, pru-
dent, yet generous; fond of all field sports,
and manly games; hence his first fancy for
Harry Blount, who excelled in thgse mat-

| ters,and was a prime favorite with him more-

over for his many amiable qualities. Indeed,
it was no small piece of good fortune for Hal
to have so steady and safe a companion and
messmate as Ralph Harland.

They messed at Ralph’s quarter, who be-
ing an old soldier, and a man of imperturba-
ble coolness of manner when he willed it, had
established himself with Harry’s billet,in the
house of Don Gaspar de Ribera. Hal ‘llad
the infinite diversion of seeing his friend
Ralph take possession. In vain Don Ribera
stormed and funfed: with unbroken silence,
with a smile in his black eye, a twirl of his
black whisker, and a beckon to his soldier-
servant, a room was soon ornamented with
the old bear-skin on which he always slept,
with @ small pair of canteens, and a rusty
portmanleau. _

Here, to the vain and inextinguishable

wrath of Don Gaspar de Ribera,they had eat-
en their Irish stews, drank their country
wine, discussed the night tombler of punch,
and smoked their cigars, sometimes by them=
selves, and sometimes with an addition to
their party of three or four cheerful comrades,
ever since. - -
" Ralph never professed to come to the Mon-
talvos for any other purpose than hearing the
guitar, which Juliana played exquisitely, ac-
companying her own clear voice. g

«T'his,” said he, I like. She has got no
tricks and flourishes—no sigh-away, die-
away guavers; and she does not turn up her
eyes to give your heart a side-shot. ‘There’s
something about her a man who knows less
about womén at bottom than I do, might al-
most trust to; but I suspeet there’s something
behind, something that would soon show the
devil in her, 'T'ake care of your heart, Mas-
ter Hal; you must not fall in love.”

«Not I,” said Harry; “I have wedded the
colors, I earenothing about her; but she isa

pretey, lively girl, and makes my billet plea- |

sant.” - PRl A g 8
“[ hope, boy,” said Ralph, “you do not

lay any tricks either with her heart or her

nd?n |

Harry fired with _gh'iudaﬁn ‘flash of anger,

but knowing it was kindly meant, and know-
ing that every day brought forth some such
occurrence in the army, he replied, with a

as it, she canna be my wife, and she won

——
= =

*“Intimate,” “Messmate.”
o g |
- - b
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‘& bright excep-
_ duennas,or whe-
ther the influence of her'young charge was
of a nature so bewitehing as not to be resisted,
certain it is that Harry never saw upon the

er mother or hers duenna. But.
w hether

love vows to a Span

for _her daughter, she thought but

not,and should not, be any thing else. No, | "% 502

Ralph, I_only like her, and shall always
wish her well; but you know we shan’t stay |

here forever.”
They were sitting
gmat supper, as thus

ing from house to house with first intelligence
of any thing, *~ SELERL |

~ ““A route,—a route!—march at one e¢’clock
in the morning.”

CHAPTER 111,

“The lover, too,shuns business and alarms,

Tender idolater of absent charms;

Saints offer nothing in their warmest prayers,

That he devotes not with a zeal like theirs;

"T'is consecration of his heart, soul, time,

And every thought that wanders, is a crime.”
CowPrER.

The unweleome messangér had hurried

forth again, almost as soon_as he had given
the news, to run elsewhere, and, according to
the feelings and wishes of his hearers, to
gladden or depress them,

When the servant of Ralph Harland
brought in the tall brass lamp, with its three
wicks trinimed and blazing cheerfully, and
put it on the table, preparatory to serving up
their wonted meal, Harry Blount started
from his seat,and went to the window. He
leaned far out of it, complaining of the heat,
though, of a truth, it was one of the most
chilly and gloomy nights they had as yet ex-
perienced that autumn, ¥

Ralph said nothing—for he had observed
the paleness and emotion of the youth’s coun-
tenance as he rose; and he sat down to sup-

per by himself, without a word of banter, and

withont pressing him to come to table.
Upon Harry, that which ®sooner or later
must have happened, and which, in fact, they
had been constantly expecling for weeks past,
fell like a sudden and never-contemplated
calamity. He was to be torn away from his
new and swéet connection—no delay, no
weaning. He was not to see to-morrow’s
sun rise on Badajos. Now, for the first time,
he made the strange discovery that he was a
lover; now, for the first time, he sighed, and

- his frame shook with the ague of a new and

undefined fear. It was a part of hislife, his
being, that he was to lose. However, he
mustered a little courage, thrust his sor-
row as far down into his heart as possible,
and chased it from his cheek as well as he
could, then turned, and, coming to the table,
took a crost of bread and a tumbler of wine
without seating himself; and declaring 1t
was too hot to eat any supper, and that he
wanted to pack up his rattle-traps, and do
many little trifles at his own quarters, he left
Ralph supping heartily off a tough beef-steak,
with love-apple sauce,* and inwardly half-
laughing at and half-envying the boy those

sweet pangs that belong toa first and fervent

love, when any Providence crosses and trou-
bles its smooth eourse.

When Harry got home, he ran up into his
own apartment, and gave full vent to the an-
guish of his heart. %{e freely wept,even as

a child. It relieved him. He washed his
face into brightness, brushed hisshinfng tair,

and went in topass his last eyening with the
Montalvos., The night wa$ so chill that
they had a braceiro in the chamber, and were
seated round it in one corner. The lamp
was on the table, at some distance, and they
were therefore in a soft shadow. He drew
one of the low Moorish chairs, such as those
on which they were sitting, and placed him-
self near them. They had heard the news
from Harry’s servant. The Lady Montalvo
unaffectedly expressed her regret; and old
Ursula said, she would never know another
soldier, because, just as you began to know
them, they marched away,and you never
saw them again.

Something like a sigh was breathed by Ju-
liana, but she checked it,and said, with a
struggle to be cheerful, *“Oh! but we may
see him again.”

“Ah! well, if we do,” rejoined old Ursula,
“by that time heé may have forgotten us.”

Harry was forced to suppress the “never,”
that was about to burst energetically from his
lips, for he dared not,in his nervous state, to
entrust his voice with the utteranee. But his
bosom thrilled with rapture as the noble Ju-
liana replied to Ursula, “Oh, he will not for-
get us. [ am sure he will never forget ns.”

*How,my silly dear, can you be sure of
any such thing?”

“Becanse I judge by mysell; and Iam
sure I shall never forget the Senhor Henri-
co,”’ o2

The effort made, her feelings overcame
her; and, turning her face into old Ursula’s
bosom, she there hid it, as a child might in
that of its nurse, _

“Bless you; lady,” ecried Henry, with a

“voiee half stifled by emotion; “bless you, la-

dy, for those kind and noble words. I were
indeed insensible, unworthy, ingrate, ever to
foraet any of you,—though, perhaps, it were
well for my peace that [eould; for where
and when shall I ever again find such beings
in all Spain as the family of Montalvo?”

«“Oh,” said old Ursula, “take my word for

it, there was never one good but there’s ano-
ther as good, as the old proverb hasit. That
is what I said to the yoong Don Alonzo Alta-
mira Carvajales de Castillejo,when, the night

before he left Seville for Madrid, forty-three

years ago it was the last festa of Saint Jago, I
remember—he swore by all the godsand god-
desses on Mount Olympus, (that was his
wicked oath, I remember,) that I was the
very prettiest girl, not only in all Andalusia,
but in the w‘ife world; and that he would

come back again, if it were twenty years af-

ter, and make me his bride: and, in three

weeks from those false words, he married a |

silly chick of a child at Madrid, whom he

had only seen twice. However, dear Senhor

Henrico, as you are a heretie, (hereshe eross-
ed herself,) and can’t ﬂl rht troth, or make

rd, why, [ think we
youn to think of us sometimes,

may trust

~when they ask you where you learned Span-
ish.” S e

=

Even in her young sorfow there came

!

love. The Lady Montalvo smiled a
moreover with Ursula, that a

feeling | .
and an Eoglishman could never bq;‘l

little of t

together before their |

]  talked, when sud-
enly in rushed one of those busy news-an- |

nouncers, whose delight it is to run pant- |

g
“smile of merry mischief to the ey ‘?Gfi:]u“‘ | gr
“at old Ursala’s first, last, and often- mfm 1 gl
heretic | In

o e
‘mark of her favor for the
and bethought her of the Jast
~convent of Santa Clara, at Truxillo.
her cupboard kindness, away she d

her chamber; and thus, for the first
favorable conjunction of the planets -
liana and Harry together. ‘They rose—he
took her hand and pressed it,and put it to his
beating heart, and raised it to his lips, ai

_printed on ita kiss, then dropped
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ed away fear-smote as though he had done |
wrong. “Youhave no right,” his ence
whispered, “no right to declare your love,
and win, perhaps, a heart which you ¢an nev-
er wear;” but what, that tengue -could utter
after, would make the declaration plainer

than that soft action? . - vig
“Foi giva me, Juliana,” he ecried, turning,
and again taking her fair hand, “forgive me,
I would they had not leftus. I lhiave no right
to tell you what I feel; and, of a truth, I can
find no words to paint my love.”
“Itis I, Henrico, [ who am afraid to ink
how you will judge me. Tt wasnot maiden}
to speak so light—forget what you have heard
me idly utter, Ah! Henrico, [ would you a5
were 2 Spantard, then you might think of me; .
btlt—-'? ’ : : e e == Y | 2 = =
“Love is of no coantry,”gaid Henry, “love
is of no sect; he rules young hearts, he lights
young eyes. I feel my heart is yours, now
and forever. I havea mind’s eye, Juliana, it
will gaze upon yon evermore:—till we meet
again, be true to me; and here I pledge my
truth to thee. Thereisa lmlhilc !ﬂh,m ¥
we shall be wedded, Juliana,” g
“Sweet word!—Say it again, Henrico, that
I may live-upon it when.you are gone. lam
a foolish girl—toolightly won you’ll think,—
bat T cannot feign l%e strangeness that I do
not feel. I have heard it should be so; and
that a womanshould deny she loves, nay,
seem to frown upon her lover. 1see mm
—it is not simple, it is not true, as you shall
ever find me, Henrico. But then, alas! we
art, and you may go to England—and your
nglish father may be stern;—and; oh! those
English women—they are so fair!—I am but
a brown and freckled girl of Spain, bat J
will not be forgetful.”

“Angel,” said Harry, I feel a destiny

on my vow—TI feel it bright, “T'here may
time and trouble come between, but you will,
you shall be mine.” | B io e
“May our good angels,” said the fond girl,
hear and confirm the troth I plight thee, and

speed.its fulfilment! If thou diest or failest
me, [ will wed no other. My grave shallbe
my marriage-bed, my winding-sheet my wed-
di%g_armem.“ s S e
With a pare and fond embrace they sealed
their vows. Jaliana took from out iarh-
som a white cornelian cross, and put it round

e neck of Henry, He. sKed a
;?ﬁwn hair, and she I‘Eg ﬁ:&gﬂiﬁs _uﬁﬁ%
arm, and flung her luxuriant tresses over it,
that he might take his choice; then, looking
up, took again from the table by theirside the
scissors he had dropped, and with a bl ~
half fear clipped from the lordly neck of Hai
ry a clustering curl, and put it beneath the
folds of her robe there, where it swelled a-
bove her big and throbbing heart,

They were both of them ill composed,and
scarce recovered from the agitation of these
sweet avowals, when the Lady Montalvo, fol-
lowed by old Ursala, returned. The family
did not retire torest until after the troops had
marched, though Harry, being suddenly call-
ed on for duty, saw nothing more of them but
the bend of their figures, the kissing of their
hands, and waving of their white handker-
chiefs, as, in the gloom of night, the troops fi-
led past the bottom of the street, in a sort of
sleepy silence, and moved out of the gate of
Las Palmas, on their march to Portugal.

Harry would not have had it light toxthm
world. Instead of contriving to walk _f_iz
horse with two or three brother officers, an
while away the dullness of a night-march by
a little social talk, he rode away upon the ~
flank of his section, wide of it, and _
lone; reined back if any man overtook him
with intent to join his side, or pushed forward
if any fell back towards him with the same
object. IHe had gotten good company in his
own sweet thoughts—a happy sorrow—a

entle grief—a sad delight. How busy was
Eii mind’s eye and ear!—<Such was her look

»

£

—such the expression of her eyes-~that was
the word she used—such was the tone which
she spoke it. I love her—I am loved again.
What are mines of gold—what are the
crowns of kings—what are the laurels of all
the conquerors from Sesostris down to our
time—what are they all, to_the felt wealth
of I love, and am beloved again?® This |
wealth Harry carried with him,—this was “ae
left behind with Juliana. Indeed, forafew
days, they were neither of them so much af- Sy
fected as they had expected to be by sep-
aration. They thought more of each other e
Then, being both of frank, chaste, and hapg
natures,—present, they had talked, laugh

jested innocently with each other; abser
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Harry had played his fives mducieak STt ﬁ 1
gone out coursing with Ralph Harlands
greyhounds, and never thonght abo thﬁ e A e

they met again in the ever
in like manner, embroidere:
her guitar, rattled her castan
diseased inquietude abont

matter was widely diffe
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