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A TALE OF PASSION.

ey

Ah! little reck we,

Ere age hath calmed the surface of deep

passion,

What causes lie beneath to wake its fi er cest

strife,

Rude gales may wreck our hopes on summer

seas,

o — — R — e e

10UTH AND WOMANHOOD .

number of insertions
i8 not limited, advertisements will be eontin.
ned uatil direetion to omit them is received,

Or clouds give way beneath the smiles of

Joy;

Bat truth, triumphant o’er all change, holds

on
The even tenor of her way, and buoys up,

Pespite misfortune’s rages, ANOK,

As evenlts recede from us, they lose their

freshness to the eye of retrospect, and assume
Many of the oceurren- |

the hue of romasce.

ces of our early life, which have none of the
strong points to which memory clings with

great fidelity, are gradoally, in the lapse of |

time, rendered indistinet.
frequently bias the action of ;Judgment, and

give the mind a tendency towards that
which is not entirely trath. Because of

these prejudices, we often regard inconsider-

able events, which owe their Importance to
assoriation, rather than to any intrinsic

claims, beyond their merit, and diminish
the value of these objects which to others
are franght with more interest. These
mental infirmities are especially incident to
us who are advanced in years; and | refer

to them to explain why [ may dwell on some
points, and merely glance at others, without

sufficient show of reason.

Edward Newton was two vears my se-
nior, and was, during childhood, one of

the lights in my world of bliss.

when age has flung a shadow on the lustre

of my eye,and my locks are exchanging
their raven for silvery hues, I delight to call

up the image of Edward at that period. His
large dark eye, arching brow, tinted cheek,
smiling mouth, are as distinct to the view of
memory, as though they had been a study of

yesterday. Isee him now,in the exu

delight, bounding away over the plain, with
all the lightness, grace and wilduess of an

antelope. Isee him pull a wild flower, and

as he presentsit to me, mark the lip eloquent |

-

of pleasure, while the blush of modesty awa-
kens the cheek into life,

‘T'here was one circumstance that endeared
Edward and myself to each other. It vecor-
red on the May day, which we have always
kept with scrupulous regard. A company
of the children of the town were retired to

the country. I espied a beautiful wild rose

clinging to its parent stem, overhanging a
small creek, I hastened to cullit, but in my
hurry took no notice of where [ had placed
my foot. The bank gave way, and [ was
precipitated into the water beneatli. Edward
was near me. His first impulse was for my
rescue. He waited not a second prompting,

but was in a moment in the water, rendering
me his assistance. With some difficulty,

we regained the bank. We were soon sur-
rounded by our companions,and they laughed
at our misfortune. [ recollecta remark from
some one as to the cause of Edward’s gallan-

try; and never will I forget the grace with
which his head drooped, or the crimson of

his cheek, or the glance from beneath his
eyebrow, gleaming with archness, which he
directed on me. 'T'hese references to child-
hood, of apparent insignificance,will manifest
their importance in the sequel of my story.

Egﬁtium is the frailty of age, as vanity is
that of youth, I shall speak of myself as of
another person; for the lapse of years' has
ravaged all my pretensions, and entirely
despoiléd me of vanity. _ I had reached ainy
eighteenth season. My father was consid-
ered wealthy; I was considered handsome,

and had some talent for conversation. I
¥ thought myself admired; the youth sought
my company, and I was complimented from
every source. 'I'hese attentions inﬂu_tﬁ_ed my
_Vanity, and fostered the ardor of my desire
B for eﬁﬁtjuit. [ held some sway over the
fancies of the gallants, and returned my
most benignant smiles as a recompense for
admiration., :

- Edward Newton was at this time at ml-
| ]m-{ Qur fﬁi"el ‘were inutmw,.u:d 1
B heard frequently from him. About [’E'? con-
I “Wlﬂ’ his term of nnﬂyi hi‘l_fi’i‘jﬁof, who
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Prejadices also

Even now,

herance of

| ness in his Mmanner, that, in the artifi;

|
1

might of my passion.

ness,
amount. :

attachment for him.

no affeciation:
ing. He differed from all others.

ered them my subjects—heings horn
my train of

glittered the jewel of my love,
for a return of devotion—sighed
and, notwithstanding my feelings,

for which my sou] thirsted, flowed not at

and was feeding on my vitals,
those who are curged by the feeling

and the smile thatl curves
I8 frequanlly

that preys, an unseen voltare, on
tenderness.

Although love s generally

of affection, Yel mine gee
with the difficulijes by which it

encompassed. There was g sincerity

zlal
in which | moved, was indeed 2 foun-
tain of sweelness.

world

creasing fundness.

In one tone of his voice,than in the high ¢ho-

rus of adulation which greeted my ear at
every turn,

and before it my feelings were kindled into

I was acaptive bound by silken
fetters; entangled in a fatality from which |
could nut escape. Oh, how delightful was

it when my t¥Ye grew dim before artificial

brillianey, and my ear tired of flatte-
'y, to turn aside from their sickening follieg

and indulge in the wildering enj

It was as manna in the wilderness, Ed.
ward’s society was as a well of undefiled

bliss; all else was as a plain, over which

blight and desolation had passed and seared

1t8 greenness, lea ving it a desert. I mourn-
ed in secret as the turtle, whom the hand of
the spoiler has robbed of her mate. [ sighed,
but no one listed its echoes. | shrouded the
of my own heart; and there,
the of
It.
the eye of scrutiny, I reared an altar
on which I poured forth the feelings of iy

heart like water—and Edward was the
of this idolatry.

beyond

reach human ken, | nurtared

I'felt my vanivy give way
before the infloence of my love; my pride

| mining which of the two was thesubjeet of
falling a living sacrifice before the shrine of | & i J 5

iny affection. Who thought, as they gazed
on the ever-smiling mouth of Mary Landon,
and noted the heartless tones that proceeded
from it, thatits breath was ever warmed by
the fires of inward devotion? that she, who
Was a magician, and coald waken 0 love
wherever she tarned, heaved the sigh of des-
pondency, because one heart, and one alone,

would not wear her livery? [ languished in

sorrow. On me was the sickness of the

heart, whose influence [ felt like the motions
of a destiny, that I would not, eould not:es-
cape. In public, I moved, and the eye of
admiration was upon me--empty adulation

| wafted its sounds upon every breath., I
| laughed, and sported, and look ed the imper-
sonation of an ecstacy of delight., When

Edward was beside me, scrutiny would
have been baffied in ijis efforts to note the
appearance of that which [ felt within, un-

| less it were that the tones of my voice, that

unerring index ot feeling, sounded the ful -
ness and depth that betoken sincerity.

[ reasoned with myself as to the cause of
his apparent indifference. I felt m yself
within his power, and wondered he did not
hasten to possess himself of me. His silence
on those topies for which my ear burned was
amazing. Perhaps, thought I, he wears
within the chain, the goading of which fills
my heart with anxiety through the live-long
night. He is sensitive, and how can hn_a re-
fuse to feel the devotion of a heart for which
hundreds have sighed! Perhaps, he esti.
mates as a trifling thing the deep fondness
of my soul~—the priceless jewel of my holiest
affections. My pride awakened, and I
thought of banishing him. The recollection

of some of his kindnesses came over me, as | ford’s inereased.

the south wind of evening over the parched
earth. My feelings would then resume their

strength, and my pride would yield o the
The heart eapable of

strong f&aliﬁg‘. cannot be

ot be shared; if a passion
be called up, it moves,

the heart's

Increased in
Proportion asits wishes are met by a return |

med to strengthen

Toit] turned with in.

His look was to me a heaven,

)yment of |
deep, genuine and uncontrollable feelings

In those recesses, impenetrable 1o

Was an extensive merchant, failed in his bu-
and involved my father to a large

Edward retarned home. To me it seem.
ed, that neither poverty nor circumstance
could ever impair 1he sirength of my early
I could feel heariless.
ness with all others; but, with him there was

It was a gust of genuine feel-

to swell
abject admirers: but he seemed
the monarch of my zffections, the noblest

among men; wearing the diadem, in which
I sighed
secretly;

I appear-
ed to him in public as I appeared to others:

but he spoke not the language for which Iny
€ar was eager; the stream of his affections,
oy | : :
prayer. I was envied for my cheerfulness, | bim and siill kept him.a
by those who saw me; while I wore within a
corroding anxiety,that filled myday with dis-
traction, that robbed my pillow of quietude;
Lit tle do | : _
of envy | "I'was true, [ took pleasure in cont
ppreciate the condition of thuse who are
envied, The magnificent exterior may cover
POVErly at heart—the wretchedness of life;
the lip of beauty,

but the mockery of joy; the |
guise that is Put on to conceal the bitterness

was |
in
the tone of Edward’s voice, and a natural-

arch, and
slaves.

I have said my father was injured by ti:lu
He had

resour-
ces, who assisted him through his difficel-

This friend was Charles Brentford.
He was young, rich, profligate, and what
the world calls accomplished. With a stri-
I consid. | kingly handsome face, he poss
metrical person; the graceldlness of his ac-
admiration, and would
reminded the savage of the playfulness
He had been for a long time
an oceasional visiter at our house, and, at my ,
father's request, and, indeed, in compliance

[ had always
respect the most profound.
His visits about 1his time increased in fre-
I was well aware of the enjoyment
[ kept possession of
t bay, by alternate |
 manifestations of delight and displeasure,

vain, and construed al]
- my little flirtations with himself into the

failure of Mr. Newton in business,
a8 friend of considerable pecaniary

Lies,

lion won universal
have

of the fawn.

with my own inelination,
treated him with

quency;
~he found in my society.

| He was excessively

most deeisive demonstrations of

' to please me, which caused me
him with a feeling

love—that was far beyond the
command or his influence

ward’s intention, | thought his conduet as

' prided

sod l

pride of triamph on his lip,
was bent on Edward. This gave a | € |
impalse to my feelings in Edward’s favor, | termine which of

the very

| tion; but it
as it were, a tl_:on-! culties.

him. He seemed resolved to make no
for my

ed love.

guish of heart

of hope,

Never did two persons differ more entirely
than Edward Newton and Charles Brent-
Mr. Brentford’s manner made a favo-
rable first impression decidedly unavoidable.

furd .

His self-pdssession; the ease with which
passed through a room—vouchsafine 1 smile

o one and a bow to another—the myriad

splendors of his full, dark eye;
ver-toned voice;

any oceasion, was an object on which
was a portrait of Edward.

treat rather than advance.

liness around him .
during this time;
study

Bat he was not inactive

of persons and their pecaliarities was
a delight to his mind. None who obsetved
my heartlessness and superlative silliness,
would have doubted for a moment in deter-

my preference. Indeed,
already consigned M.
er,

public charity had
Brentford tomy pow.
But we often err when we conelude

from appearances—for human natyre is not
fres from mystery,

Nor was the difference of mind between
them less apparent. Mr. Brentford was in-
exhaustible in subjects, and had a highly po-
lished manner of expression. But he ad-
dressed the mind, and never affected the
heart. Indeed the gniet aad mysterious
depths of feeling waked not at his bidding.
The wand of the magician was not his. He

lived for show, and was unsurpassed in bril- | fence, and

lianey. Edward was natural. His words
passed like musie to the heart, without any
design. There was a wild originality in his
thought, that acted as an enchantment, and
won the romance of feeling. His benevo-
lence; his fervor, his pathos, his richness,
wildness and romance, made him exceeding-
ly agreeable wherever he wished to please.
‘T'here are a thousand unseen influences aot.
ing upon the mind, giving it its affections
and aversions, which human scrutiny eannot
discover. These operations, over which our
will has no eontrol, make a man a myst ery

to himself, and perfectly incomprehensible
to others. A 'spell, produced in this way,

wason me. | loved Fd ward, I thought, in

face of hope; and although hope
might die, yet I felt that love could not per-

ish.

[ thought I could discover evident symp-
toms of dissatisfaction in E 4 ward, whenever
he met Mr. Brentford in my ecompany. This
might be fancy, but I believed i true, Lit.
tle knew he of my feelingse—] felt myself
his, and coold not be another’s, His visits,
which had never been frequent, gradually
became more and more seldom. Mr. Brent.

I fancied I could read the

Passion is often the slow ‘arowth
is only perfected through diffi-

lo regard
of adm iration; bat my

reach of my

on me, that unless Something of a decisive
character very shortly transpired, [ would
involve myeelf in inextricable difficaltips —
To avoid this, 1 resolved to g0 as far as pra-
dence would permit, and endeavored (g ar-
rive at some understnnding in regard to Ed-

sumed a degree of shyness and sirangeness
a]logelgler unaccountable, as I approached
return
advances, my affection, my proffer-

My heart sickened —every thing
like conseiousness smote within—my an-
was deep—and | was immer-
sed in consuming misery,while my face seem -
ed radiant with the reflections of the heaven

he

his low, gil-
the majesty of his carriage
—all gave effect to a faultless person. He
was a universal favorite among my compan-
tons, and to be distinguished as his partner on
many
themselves. Far different, indeed,
His manner was
gentle and unabtrusive, ever disposed ty re-
At other times

t of ] in the d il | he seemed to hold himself independent of
noorer of my love in the g SNGHE the obligations of etiquette. Silent and abh.

stracted in the midst of brillianey,he wander.
ed about withoat seeming to regard the love-

he found employment; the

A new-born

all other feslings are its eunuch-

essed a sym-

passion,—
emplating
' his extreme gracefuiness, apd many arlificeg

|
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ﬁﬁfﬁg passign

fore me,
ish degp affection for those who

ward, my choice, my hope,
Tuwnrds_ the one,

ble.
lerg

But Mr.

nut disregarded.

But he was pour.
sure of

encompassed him, wag
love over him?

the prineipal Street;
discover, by the .broad
that
of deep uneasiness
Was more
usual,

from my companion.
We pursued oor walk
bank of the river.

ly above us,

site hills flung enchaniment
and wakened up the visions
The river was below us;

rising on the wings
filled
sweet, Al]
' But alas!

not to the scene without:
tumultuvas feelings,
impalpable dread, as |

escaped from by my lightness;
source was now flad.

T'he momént arrived,
ration of ardent passion.

lerrupted himin the midst
him 10 say no more.

the singularity of your conduct?
mistaken—"

{rienzied wildness

of—’

‘Spare me! spare me!
Mr. Brentford) | exclaimed,
I vonderstand you fully.
motives as well as feel ings,

know iny determination *

ment,

vision, now swelled from iis foantain, The

foundation of feeling was broken up, and ]
wepll weptia the presence of man! and that
man!—what avails pride,or all the suggres-
tions of prudence, when nature’s warfare is
against them?

We passed on.
No sound,save the
broke ov er the

No word was uttered.

desolation of my heart; and

my feelings.

wasdiscovered. I gave it one glance. That
salisfied me. Eternity, it seemed 1o me,
would not efface the remembrance of any
thing attached to Edward Newton. From
his manner, I could tell that he recognized
and wished to avoid vs. ‘That was impossi-
ble. . He approached, Oh, what a world of
feeling was my heart! My sersations were

-

J

| dropped thearm of Mr.

~—

whole host of din;mablo fep
possession of my heart, and it was a

overpowering. [ felt like a fury, My head
ached,and my heart leaped within me. [In
the furions eonflict of that moment | was
a leaf in the tempest. Urged on and mad.-
dened by the tmpetuosity of my feelings, I
Brentford, and seized
hold on Edward’s, like a tigress. He was
[ elang o him fiercely,
to him with an imploring look:
swam—[ reeled—was jo his
swooned away. 3

When consciousness was restored, Edward
was laving my brow with a handkerchief
that had been dipped in the river. Mr.
Brentford stood over me. I sprung furward
With a shriek that rented their hearts with
terror, and re-echoed over the Journeying
waters. B -

To 'ittomfpl tﬂ-d&miﬁg--my feelings,
be to attempt an impossibility,

when his look | allude to the emibarrassment of each of thie

three, Indeed, it would be dlmﬁ'ult-.’td;ﬂb-'-?_‘ T
US was most unenviable, | _
of affec- | As to myself, confasion, mortif

——

ation, and
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It was strange! Why did [ entertain this
for gne who had never indica-
am Xiraordinary Interestin me? [y was
wrangel But thousands have thus felt be-
How many of Iy own sex cher-

know it not)
My mind wasa scene of disquietude, Mr,

Brentford pressed his suit warmly; and Ed-
was retiring,
I had no sett]ed feeling;
for the other, I had ling enterwained all the
tenderness of whieh my heart was suscepti-
Breatford was one whose of-

were not to be lightly considered. |
Was surprised at my father's sudden and
Warm ecommendation of him . | must acknow-

ledge [ had a" penchant for admiration and a
life of brillianey, and such Suggestions were
T'here was but one obsta-
cle—and that was my love for Edward.

Did he not possess a trea.
more value than the hoarded riches
| of avarice? Thoogh the shadows of poverty |

0ot the heaven of

On a delightful summer’s evening, | walked
We met Kdward iq
and I thought I eould

gleam of moonlight |
Was upon his face, that his look was one

As he passed, his brow
profuund and deferentja] than
We continued our walk; but the
thought of Kdward diverted my attention

along the green
It was asplendig night,
T'he light of the fal] moon,mningled with the

blue of the heaven, spread in hazy immensi-
The misty light on the oppo-
on the mind,

of romanece.

its gentle undala-
tions flashing in the light, and its music,

of the soft south breeze,
the ear with sounds Inexpressibly |

heaven and earth was harmony ., |

1834.

given way to order.
blessing,

I reached home;

in a chair heside the window, and tried
regain composare,

feelings

& vast variety of feelings,
wandered over

along every fibre in my frame,
feeling came over me.

pillow; and consciousness was soon lost,

with anguish,
returned foreibly to my mind.

visions would come over me—and
lons! I thought | was on a
| beneath was a terrible abyes
torrents rushing toand fro.
arose from it,
and shrieks of

Strove to push me from the brink.

from out my brow.

with lightning, flitted before me—I felt my

My poor bursting heart responded |
3 It was a chaos of
I shuddered with an

saw from Mr. Brent-
ford’s manner that the long-dreaded moment

was at hand —the moment that | had ofieq
but that re-

He mide a deola.
[invuluularil_y In-

of it,and besuughl
My earnestness did
not escape his notice. He regarded me with |
| 2 look of onspeakable astonishment,

“Miss Landon, to what am [ to attribute
? Have |

“Oh! indeed you haye!* Isaid,imerrupl-
ing him, with a tone of agony and a look of

“Then, Miss, you have sinned in the sight

for heaver's sake,

‘Say no more.
You mistake my

Give me time
—I will consider every thing—and you ghall

Mr. Brentford was stricken with amaze.
I could say no more. The tear that

had already curled up its mists before my | Edward had left the neighborhood. [ has.

symphonies of nature,

even they were l:nnonced_ in the conflict of sals by his recommendation
We turned the eorner o a

apathy. I tried to banish memory, among

the bare reeollection of which, even at

one moment, unearth
eye-ball; and in the next, | seemed

ing downwards through never-ending shades;
intervals a demon would fli down

volce of a carse would come booming over
| the shadows'and ring the echoes of

lation to my heart.

but the truth of some
tlation of the phi
clock struck,

told twelve! Oh heavens! 1 thooght 1 had

already lived a life-time on that night, and
but one hour had passed! If you have felt
| any thing of the eternity that delirium gives

to hours, your memory will be more effective
than any description. |

The morning dawned, bat it was on ag
[ strove to rise, bat my
brain reeled, and [ sunk back exhausted on
my pillow. Six weeks passed, befure the
light of hope dawned on the anxiety of my

enfeebled frame.

friends, who watcked over my bedside. |
recovered slowly.

fleshless bein g!

The autumn winds had painted the
befure I gained

forest
the measuare of my strength,

tened tosociety for relief from thoughts and
feelings that swelled from the marah—the
fountain of bitterness—of my heart. ] as-
sumed all the artifices within my command,

My lavgh was loudest, when my heart was
bitterest, Mr. Breatford was stil] as my

shade. Ounce more he urged hts suit, and
reminded me of my promise to give him ap
answer. My father strengthened his propo-
In' the ecsia-

cies of my grief, in the darkness of 1 night
the figure of some person near us of mind, I flang away my hand—I knew got

where. 1 awoke to my sesees, and found
Mr. Brentford was in poesession of i1,

But what a gift was that hand! [t was s
curse! for there was no heart with it.

I trusted to time to banish al regret for
Edward,and endow me with love for Brent-
ford. 1 institated com parisons, and arrived
at favorable conclusions for him. - The time
on which we were to be married, [ eannot
say united, approached. I knew my hand
was Mr, Brentford’s and endecavored to per-
suade myself that my heart was not irrevo.
cably Edward’s. Vain attempt! I deaden-
ed my sensibility by the assumption of un-
natural gaties. I chilled my feelings into

the excitements of the glittering follies

around me. I laughed; bat its echoes were
sounds of desolation to.my heart—I smiled;
but my smile reflected a light thatshowed a |
darkness within, 1T

- Mr. Brentford's lip curled with triumph |
when he was with me: he gloried in refer- can also
ing to our approaching wedding. Stranget | and if an
I hated him for it. _ It se.
| rionsly of withdrawing my hand, Fool that

At times, I thought se-

‘g. i

a4 e
liogs, took | 1ot find

Oh, bad the voice of him whn_mled tlmre.l
spoken peace, how soon would confu sion have
But such was not my

bade them good night,
and retired tomy chamber. I lung myself

than the dream of the poet was before me; that
scene loo,which I had often contemplated with

of delight; and yet my heart refused
to be comforted, Never did I know of such
As my eye
the beautics of the prospect
before me, it drank in no delight: but ever
¢/ and anon a flood of tears would burst forth.
The night wind sprung up freshly, and
chilled the tear that gushed from my eye
and bedewed my cheek. A chilliness crept
A deadly
I hastily sooght niy

shertly, however, awoke; but not to joy. A
fever was burning in my veins; and the blond
raoshed as if from a boiling fountain. My
head ached, and my braig throbbed violeatly
The events of the eveniag
A strange
delusion haunted my senses, and passed gver
my vision. 5 My rovm appeared to be filled
| with spectré®; and every appearance of the
evening was re-acted before me. And these
such vis.
slippery rock;
. I heard its
A deadly steam
I heard screams of horror
the most unearthly agony,
An evil spirit approached behind me. [
I wres-
tled with it, until the perspiration oozed
My foot elipped—]
gazed on reeling shadows—specires, winged

self sinking—a strong power seized hold on
My arm—agzain my foot was on the ground
—darkness fled the prospect,and the heaven
of Edward's smile broke in beauly upon me.
I will not relate ajl the visions that I saw,

this
dictance of time, makes me shadder. At

ly fires glared upon my

118 deso-
I am not superstitious;
dreams belies the gpec-
losopher. At length the
I listened, and counted: it

I requested a mirror to be
bronght, and pazed on a Ineagre, wasted,

i
w2 ,
i i L

to

thing; and his disease made rapid ravages |
through his system. He called me tohis
bedside one evening, and asked my forgive. 50
ness. Forgiveness!—the word sounded like
a voice from the trumpet of death, A father
ask forgiveness of his daughter] And what
would he be forgiven? Oh, what a tale wag . 3
that which he, my father, teld me. I placed |
MYy ear near his lips, and felt his hot breath -
as he whispered: ‘Edward Newton loves .
you. Brentford isa villain. He appealed 3
0 My uecessities and selfishness, and 1 dig | o
I | not oppose bim. He has deceived Edward
and imposed on you, Oh, my daughter, let
it not be added, he has ruined yoq!” - Toaty
My father died that very hour, - ' | H
Charles Brentford came to participate my

S0rrows--to offer consolation to my afflicted
heart. '

-
Then fullowed his entreaties. Hae galked of Gt
his love for me as his only hope. I had but o
one word to reply, and that [ reiterated in il

his ear—it was RETRIBUTION! |
His voice lost its manliness. [ wag too

full: T eould not speak again; bt pointed 4
him to the door. He hesitated a moment,
2nd then obeyed. As he bade me farewell,
[ answared with—forever, _

I felt as one

_- s

who has €scaped a ship.
wreck, or what hag Appeared imevitahle Lo
death. All the feelings of my heart seemed : ]
blended into one, which ruled in unapprMGh: :

ed dominion —and that was hatred

[To be continued.) s 3
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anxieties which oppress the mind and body of ot
the writer, his task must be finished on thg 3 S
appointed day and by a certain hour. There et

can be no delay, no waiting for a more pro-
, | pitious season for

greater in.
voluntary laborg
This opinion jg

fluence on the health than
for a far greater amount,”

dissipated, a memory | B
distracted with anxieties, a bod y languish. S
ing with disease; he will labor on a barren
topic till it is too late 1o change it; e

jndgment to examine of reduce.” =
‘“T'here is no labor more destractive ty ~
health than that of periodica) Htem’tur&, and 258
in no species of mental apphieation, or even
of manual employment, is the wear and tm ' | T
of bady sg early and go severely felt. The =

to cost so little lahor in the -
tions of the day, are little aware how many
constim!inm are broken down in the ierﬁﬁn =

readers of those light articles whigh appear
varions publies-

2 sign for it to be placed on

indicated by small rounde
being in fact a mere hum
ted by a head. She
| remarkable

of their literary taste »

legs; the situation of which is merely

-
‘|—— o
e
-
» -

y thing be given

. E4Fid 17
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N.C. She was
born completely destitute both of arms and
d projections, thas
an trunk, surmoun-
possesses, however,a.
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