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MWIDNIGHT.
‘the river heach,
When the stars are shming o’er me* +
Wehen the breaking wave doth a moral teach,
As it lashes in light before me.
The air is like a tideless sea
Of pure and silvery light,
And the waters glanee transparently,
Hluuined by the qucen of night.
‘Fhe crested waves as they dash on high,
And dissolve in pearly beads,
Appesr as a carpet spread gaudily,
Where the giant sea-god treads.

The stars that glancé up so peacefully,
bed)

Scem set in the river’s

And the restless leaves of the poplar tree
Make music o’ermy head.

On such & night did the Indian woo,
And win Ins dasky bridey

On such, did he vow to he ever taue,
As they sat by this river’s stade.

She look’d upon the sturdded sky,
As he told his flattering tale;

Her durk eyes sparkling brilliantly,
When seen by the mouon-beams pale.

He pointed to the evening star—
"Tis reflected at my feet—

And told her of & home afar,
Where faithful lovers meet.

He told her, when this life was o’er,
‘That they’d visit that shining isley

And sit npon that golden shore,
Where he’d revel in her smile,

Bat list to the sound of that thrilling note!
*Tis the lover’s serenade;

And his heart heatsiquick, that his lay may float
‘T'o his own loved blue eyed maid,

And she is sleeping sweetly now—
Her eve.lids darkly fringed,

While a shade like thought is on her brow,
Anp her cheek is slightly tinged.

She’s dreaming of her own true loves,
By the smile upon her lip;

She dreams of a fount like that above,
Where their wings the angels dip.

’Tis the fount of love, as pure and deep
As the faith to spirits given—

Tis blissful, for this maid asleep
Imagines it like to heaven.

But the winds are rising in their might,
And the clouds stalk blackly on —

I know there'll be a starm this night,
For the sky’s pure blue has gone.

And an end | mnst take of my reverie,
And hie to my lonely bed;

For 1 hear the tempest demon’s cry,
As it echoes over my head

D 4} epE—
THE STORY OF FATHER NICHOLAS.
BY M‘KENZIE.

Formal precopts aud .1y pothetical cautions
are indeed frequently offered to youth and
experience, in 2 manner so ungracious as
neither to command their attention. nor con-
ciliate their liking. He who says I amto in-
struct and to warn, with a face of instruction
or zdmonition, prepares his audience for
hearing what the young and the lively always
avoid as tiresome, or fear as unpleasant. A
more Willing and a deeper impression will
be made when the observation arises with-
out being prompted, when the understanding
is addressed through the feelings. It wag
this which struck me so forcibly in the story
of Father Nicholas—I never felt so strougly
the evils of dissipation, nor ever was so a-

shamed o shame of being virtuous.
It w - small town in Brittany, in
which ¢! was a Convent of. Benedictines,

where particular circumstances had “induced
me to take up my residence fora few wecks.
They had sumec pictures which strangers used
to visit—{ went witha party whose purpase
was to look at them—mine in such places
israther ta look §t men.s If in the world
we behold the shifting scene which prompts
ebservation, wesee in suchsecluded socicties
asort of still life; which nourishes thought;
which gives suhjeetfor meditation. I con-
fess, however, I have often been disappoint-
ed; I have scen & group of faces under their
cowls, on whieh speculation could build noth-
ing; mere commog placecountenances, which
might have equally well'belonged to a cor-

poration of 1akers:or Butchers. Most of
thosg ia the Conxent I now visited were of

that kiad: oge however was'of a very supe-
tior order; that:of @ Moak, Who kneelad at
a distanpé Lfrom'thé: Altar, near “a Gothic
window, th ’Vlho'pah panes of which
A gleanty’Jight . toached ‘his forehead, “and

Jow of a tarpe’ black, melancholy. eye. It
.vas impossible notfo take notice2of him.
He'looked -up, involuntarily n6 déabt, ‘to a

picture of our Saviour bedring his crosy; the
similarity of the altitude, and the quiet resig-
Bation of the two countenances, fornied a ro-
Nishplans whisoared ooy
r “whigpered our
oF 1 the hosthemad ton

1 wif;“snd 7the ‘kindest to
.other men; :the disitessed, (o the sick,

Oemblanee‘tiut,could' qot bat
one. 4t is B,
eondueter; ‘wha Is'of a

most rigid itg ki

wid: copsolation, * N6 -bod

"Wihisforluae-in which he ar
_®ot taka aa interest, or request a good office

whieh hp’fé{und to grant; yet the. austerity.
and; mortifications of his own life are beyond.
the stricfest rules of his'order; and It is’ only’
from what he does for others that 0ae suppas-
€3 toifecl any touch of humapity.’—The sub-
{egt seemed to make our informant eloquent, -
Wway young, curious, énthusiastic; .it sunk
teep into my heurt, and I could not rest till:
I was made acquainted with Father Nicholas.
erhelhcg iny_\,e power ot the introduction
{ I procu mt his own benevolence, or
from my ‘depoptment, the good man looked
on me with the complacency of a parent. 1t
itis not usual,*"said he,“my soy, for people
at your age, to solicit acquaintance like mine.
To you theworld isin its prime; why should
you anticipate its decay?—Gaiety and cheer-
fuluess spring up around you; why should
you seek outthe abodes of melancholy and
woe? Yet though dead to pleasures, I am not
insensible to the charities ot life I feel
your kindness, and wish for an opportunity
to requite it.” He perceived my turn for let-
ters, and shewed me curious MSS; and some
scarce hooks, which belonged to. their Con-
vent: these were not the communications 1
sought; accident gave e an opportunity of
oblaining the knowledge I valued more, the
knowledge of Father Nicholas, the story of
his sorrows, the cause of his austerities.
Oue evening when I entered his cell, after
knucking at the door without being heard, I
perccived him kneeling before a Crucifix, to
which was affixed a small picture, which I
took to be that of the blessed Virgin. I
stood behind him, uncertain whether I should

to retire unperceived as I came. His face
was covered with his hand, and I heard his
stifled groans A mixturc of compassion and
curiosity fixed ine to the place. He took
his hands from his eyes with a quickened
movement, as if a pang had forced them
thence: He laid hold of the picture, wiich
he Kissed twice, pressed it to his bosom, and
then gazing on it earnestly, burst into tears.
After a few moments, he clasped his hands:
together, threw a look up to Heaven, and
muttering some words which I could not
hear, drew a leép sigh, which scemed to
close the account of his sorrows for the time,
and rising from his knees, discovered me-
[ wasashamed of my situation, and stammer-
ed out some apology for my unintentional
interruption’of his devotions. ¢Alas!’ said
hey ¢be not deceived; thesc are not the tears
of devotion; not the meltings of piety; but
the wringing of remorse. Perhaps, young
man, it may stead thec to know the story of
my sufferings and of my sins: ingenuous as
thy nature seems, it may be exposed to temp-
tations like minc; it may be the victim of
laudable feeling perverted, of virtue betray-
ed, of false honour and mistaken shame,’
My name is St. Hubert; my family an-
cientand respectable, though its domains,
fru arious untoward events, had been
c‘ed much within their former extent.
I y father before I knew the misfor-
tune of losing him; and the indulgence of
my mother, who continued a widow, made
up, in the estimation of a young man, for any
want of that protection or of guidance which
another parent might have afforded. After
having passed with applause through the or-
dinary studies which the capital of our pro-
‘vince allowed an opportunity of aequiring,
my mother sent me to Paris, along with the
son of a deighbotring family, who,® though
of less honourable descent, was much richer
than ours.  Young Declascrre, (that was my
companion’s name,) was intended for the
army; me, from particular circumstances
“which promised success in that line, my
mother and her friends had destined for the
hong robe, and had sgreed for the purchase
of a charge for me when I should be qualified
for it. Delaserre had a sovereign eontempt
for any profession but that of arms, and took
every opportunity of inspiring me with the
same sentiments. In the capital I had- this
prejudice every day more and more confirm-
ed  The fierte of every man wha had serv-
ed, the insolent superiority he claimed over
his fellow citizens, dazzled my ambition,
and awed my hashfulness. From nature I
had that extreme sensibility of shame which
could not stand-against theridicule even of
such inferior mca. . Ignorance would often
confound me in matters of which I was per-
feely well informed, from his superior ef-
frontery; and the best established »frmqlples
of my mind would sometimes yield to the
impudence of assuming sophistry or of un-

o

RexnrawdT shade on the -hol-] blushing vice - To the profession which my

refations had marked out for me, . attention,
-diligence, and sober manners, were naturally

jaftached; having once et down that profes-
sion as humiliating, I concluded ile atiendant

‘qualities tb be equally dishonourable. . I;jvas

asbamed of vittues to which K'was naturally

inclinad, o bully in yvices whigh I hated dnd

despised. "Delaserre’ enjoyed my apostacy

from Innvcéace as 2 victory he- had gaihed..
‘At school he ‘was'much my inferior; and § at~
tained every mark of:distinction to which he!
had aspired in vain: - In Parig be tritmphed

in his tdra; his ‘:pe_rltﬁ'-}'yei! h'edabled him.
to command the appedrfide ol supeéror dignity
and show; the cockade in hig hat inspired a

—

[

wait the close of his devotional exercise, or .

confidence which my situstion did not allow;
and bold as he way yfti dissipation “and de-
bauchery, he led me on as an iaferior whom
he had taught the art.of living, whom he had
first trained to independence and to man-
hood My mocher’llll-judged kindness sup-
-plied me with the means of those pleasures
which my companions induced me to share,
lfplcasum,lhcy might be called,” which |
o(‘len_ partook with uneasiness, and reflected
on with remorse.—Sometimes, though but
too neldomz [ wasas mach ‘a hypoerite on
the other side; [ was sclf denied, beneficient,
.:md vxrtuov:u by stealth; while the time and
money which I had so employed, I boasted
to my companions of having spent in de-
ba}:f:hery, inriot and in vicc, -

T'he habits of life, however, into which I
had been led, began by degrees to blunt my
natural fecling of rectitude, and to take from
vice the restraints of concience. But the dan-
gerous connexion I had formed was hroken
oﬂ:’ by the acci’dent of Delaserre’s receiving
orders to join his regin
o Dunkir'L giment, then quartered

Athis desire, I gave him the convoy as

far asto a relation’s house in Picardy, where
he was to spend a day or two on his way. ¢
will introduce you,’ "said he in a tone of
pleauntr_y, because you will be a favourite;
my cousin Santunges is as sober and precise
as you were when [ first found you.” The
good man whom he thus characterised pos-
sessed indeed all those virtuesof which the
ridicule of Delaserre had sometimes made
me ashamed, but which it had never made
meentirely cease to revere. '
) In his family I regained the station which
In our dissipated society at Paris [ had lost,
His example encouraged, and his precepts
fortified, my natural disposition to goodness;
but hn? daughter, Imilia de Santonges wasa
more intcresting assistant to it.

Aflter my experience of the few of her sex
with whom we were acquainted in town,
the native beauty, the unaffected manners of
Emilia, were infinitely attractive. Delaserre
.however, found them insipid and tiresome.
He left his kinsman’s the third morning after
hisarrival, promising, as soon as his regiment
should be reviewed, to mecet me in Paris.
Except in Paris, said he, we exist merely,
but do not live. I found it very different.
I lived but in the presence of Eniilia de San-
tonges, But why should I recall those days
of purest felicity, or think of what my Emi-
lia was! For not long alter she was mine. 1n
the winter they came to Paris, on account of
her father’s health, which was then rapidly
oo the decline. I attended higayvith that
assiduity which was due to h*adship,
and which the company of ia made
more an indulgence than a duty. Our
cares, and the skill of physicians, were frujt-
less—he dicd, and left his daughter to
my friendship. It was then that I first dar-
ed to hope ior her love; that over the grave
of her father I mingled my tears with Emi-
lia’s and (remblingfy ventured to ask, if she
thought me worthy of comforting her sor:
rows? Emilia was tao innocent for disguise,
toa honest for affectation. She gave her hand
to my virtues, (for I then was virtuous,) to
reward at the same time, and to confirm
them. We returned to Santonges, where
we enjoyed as much felicity as perhaps the
lot of humanity- will allow, My Enmilia’s
merit was cqual to her happiness;and [ may
say without vanity, since it;is now my shame
that the since wretched St. Hubert was then
thought (o deserve the blessings he enjoved

In this state of peaceful felicity we had
lived something more than a year, when my
Emilia promised to add to the many cndear-
ing titles she had already blessed me with,
that of Father; on that occasion my anxie-
ty was such as a husband who doats on his
wife may be supposed to feel. In conse-
quence of that anxiety, I praposed our rc-
moviug to Paris, where she might havcabler
assistance, than our province could afford, in
those moments of danger which she soon ex-
pected.  To this she objected with carnest-
ness, from a variety of motives; but most of
my neigbnours applauded my resolution; and
one, who was the neplicw of a farmer-genc-
ral, and had purchased the cstate on which
his father had been a ‘tenant, tqld me, the
‘danger from their colintry acconcheurs was
such, that nobody who could afiord to'go to
Paris’would (hin{ of trusting them. I .was
a little tender on the reproach of poverty,
and absolutely.determined for--the journey.
To_inducq my wile to consent, I had, another
pretext, ‘being lelt executor to,-a-friend
who had died.in Paris, and had-effects re-
maining there. Emilia at last consented, and
wo removed to town.aclordingly. .. #

For sometime [ scarce ever et our Hotel:
It.was the same st which"Emilia and. hee fa<
ther had lodged when he came to Pafis ta
die,.and leave her to my love. . THeé recsl.
lection of thosé seenés; ténder;and ‘interests
ing.as thyy were, spread a sortof ‘melaneho:
Jy indalgerob over our mutbal shciety; by
which thazompany 9(_:;(@(%’

b brooked. My, w

} Scarcély bd broo ‘$ome of -

Q

.coald |h

excited ta combat herfears. I shall not live
she would say, “to revisit Santotiges; but m
Henry will chink of me there, in 5::” wo

in which we have so often walked, by that
brook, to the fall of which we have listered
together, And felt in silence what language,
at least what mine, my love, could not speak.
The good Father was overpowered by the
tenderness of the images that rushed upon
his mind, and tears for a moment choaked
his utterance.  After a short space he began
with a voice faultering and weak—Pardon
the emotion that stopped my recital—Youn
pity mc; but it is not always that my tears
are of so gentle a kind—The images her
speech recalled, softened my feelings into
sorrow; But I am not worthy of them. Hear
the confessions of my remorse.—

The anxiety of my Emilia was at last dis-
sipated she presented ine with a lovely Boy:
On this object of a new kind of tenderness
we gazed with inexpressible delight. We
proposed returning to the country as soon as
the rc-establisment of her strength would
permit., Mean-time, during her hours of
rest, [ gencrally went out to finish the busi-
ness which the trust of my deceased friend
had devolved upon me. .

In passing throught the Thuilleries, in one
of those walks, I met my old companion De-
laserre; he embraced me with a degree of
warmth which I scarce expected “from my
knowledge of his disposition, or the length
of time for which our correspondence had
been broke off. He had heard, he said, ac-
cidentally of my being in town, but had
sought me for several days in vain. Intruth,
he was of all men one of whom I was the
most afraid of meeting. I had heard in the
country of his unbnunded dissipation and ex-
travagance, and there were some stories to his
prcjudice, which were only not believed
from an unwillingness to beclieve them in
people whom the corruptions of the world
had familiarised to baseness; yet I found he
still possessed a kind of superiority over mv
mind, which I was glad to excuse by fore-
ing myself to think him less unworthy than
he was reported.  After a variety of Inqui-
ries,and expressing his cordial satistaction
at the present happiness I enjoyed, he press-
cd me to spend the evening with him so
earnestly, that though I had madeit a sort of
rule to be at home, I wasashamed to offer an
apology, and agreed to meet himat the hour
he appointed.

Our company consisted only of Delaserre
himsel, and two other officers; one a good
deal older than any of us, who had the cross
of St. Louis and the rank of Colonel, whom
I thought the most agreeable man I had ever
mel with. The unwillingness with which I
left home, and the expectation of a very dif-
ferent kind of party where I was going,
made me feel the present one doubly plea-
sant. My spirits which were rather low
when I went in, from that constraint I was
preparcd for, ruse in proportion to the plea-
santry around me, and the perfect ease in
which I found myself with this old officer,
who had information, wit, sentiment, every
thing 1 valued most, and every thing I least
expected in a society selected by Delaserre.
It was late before we parted;and at parting
I received, not without pleasure, an invita-
tion from the Colonel to sup with him the
cvening after.

The company at hishouse I found enli-
vened by His sister and a friend of hers, a
widow, who, though not a perfect beauty,
had a countenance that impressed one much
more in her favour than mere beauty could.
When silent, there was a certain softness in
it infinitely bewitching; and when it was
lightened up by the cxpression which her
conversation gave, it was equally attractive.
We happened to be placed next each other.
Unused as I was to the little gallantries® of
fashionable life, I rather wished than hoped
to make myself agreeable to her. She seem-
ed, however, interested in my attentionsand
conversation, and in hers I found myself flat-
tercd atthe same time ‘and delighted. We
played against our inclination, and we won
rather more than I wished. Had 1 been as
rich as Delaserre, I should have objected to
the deepncss of the stakes; but we were the
only persons of the company that scemed
uneasy at our suecess, and we parted with.
the most cordial good humour. i 2

Madame de Treaville, (that was the_ wi-
doswv’s name,) smiling to the Colonel, asked
him to take his 1evenge at .her house, and
said, with an air of equal modesty and frank
ness, that as I had been the pariner of her
success, she hoped for the honvur of nty
company, 1o take the chance of sharing a
less favourable fortune.

. At first my wife éxpresscd her. satisfac-
tionat my finding amusement in socicty, -to
relieve the g::y,ol‘m'y.,mendln her.' ,B(u,t
when my absgoce grew ver uent, (38,
indeed'] was almost ev'ery'dnyy :etq Madamé,

de'Trenyille’s) thoigh her words continued |

the same, shé could not help exp_rpaslnf by
tounléfiance her dissatisfiction. I per-,
ceived'\his at first withi tandéfness only, and.

thqse 3ad’ prexiges which wonian of sensibili- | next ing ex
" (T Lok W . | oo o
lo. All my attention and solicityde” wero ! company got whay

LY AN

self from keepin;
“found my" w?fe’sf

o
*c} to be: thoughtfal,

but afrald 40 trost oo ssother wilh o
d ne i %
thoughts. Emilia shewed ber uneas nmol:n
her loaks, and | covered mine, but ill wi
an assumed gaiety of appearance, g

The day following Delaserre called, any
saw Emilia for the first time. ~ He rallied
gently for breaking my last night’s appoint-
ment, and told me pfanothier he had made for
me, which my wife insisted on my keeping.
Her cousin 3 ed her econdwet, apd

oked on théigbod goverament of wives.

efore I went out in the evening, I came to
wish Emilia good night. 1 thought I per-
ceived a tear on her cheek, and would have
staid, but for the shame of not going. The
company observed my want of gaiety, aod
Delaserre was merry on the occasion. E-
ven my friend the Colonel threw in a littlo
raillery on the subject of marriage. ’Twas
the the first time I felt somewhat awkward
at being'the only married man of the party.

We played deeper and sat later than for-
merly; but I was to shew myself not afraid
of my wife, and objected. to neither. I lost
considerably, and returned home mortified
and chagrined. I saw Emilia next morn-
ing, whose spirils were not high. Methought
her looks reproached my conduct, and I was
enough in the wrong to be angry they did
s0. Delaserre cane to take me to his house
to dinner. He observed as he tvent, that
Emilia looked ill. ‘Going to the country
will re-establish hery’ said I. <Do ye leave
Paris’ said he. In a few days.’” ‘Had I
such motives for semaining in it as you have.
What motives? The attachment of such
friends; but friendship isa cold word: the
attachment of such a woman as—De - Tren-
ville.” I know not how I looked, but he
pressed the subject no farther; perhaps I
was less offended than I ought to have heean.
We went to that lady’s house after dinner;
she was dressed most elegantly, and looked
more beautiful than I had ever seen her—
The party was more numerous than usual,
and there was more vivacity in it—The con-
versation turued upon my intention of leav-
ing Paris; the ridicule of country managers,
of country opinions, of the insipidity of
country enjoyincnts, was kept up with infi-
nite spirit by Delaserre, and most of tho
younger members of the company. Madam
de T'renville did not join in their mirth, and
sometimes looked at me as if the subject was
too scrious for her to be merry on. , I was
half ashamed and half sorry that I was going
to the country; less uneasy than vain at the
preference that was shewn me. [ was a
coward. however, in the wrong as well as in
the right, and fell upon an cxpedient to
screen myself from a discovery that might
have saved me. [ coptrived to deceive my
wife, and to coaceal my visits to Madame de
Trenville’s under the pretence of some per-
plexing incidents that had arisen in the ma-
nagement of those affairs with which I was
entrusted: Her mind was too pure for sus-
picion or for jealousy. It was casy even for
a novice in falsehood, like me, to deceive
hier.  But I had an able assistant in'Delaserre,
who now resumed the ascendancy over me
he had formerly possessed, but with an at-
traction more powerful, from the infatuated
attachment which my vanity afd weakness,
as such as her art and beauty, had made me
conceive for Madame de Trenville.

Ir happened that just at this time a young
man arrived from our province, and brought
letters {or Emilia from a female friend of
hers in the ncighbourhood of Santonges.
Hc had been a miniature-painter, and came
to town for improvement in his art. Emij-
lia, who doated on her little boy, proposed
to him to draw his picture in tho inngeent
attitude of his sleep.  'The young paintey was
pleased with the idea, provided she would
allow him to paint the child in hep wrma
This was to be concealed from me, for the
sake of surprising me with the picture when
it should be finished.” That she might have
a better opportunity of effeéting this ljule
concealment, Emilia would ofien hear, with
a sort of satisfaction, my engagements abroad,
and encourage me to Keep them, that the
picture might advaace in my absence.

She knew not what, during that absenee,
was my employment. The slave of vice and
of profusion,. I was violating my faith to.Her
in the arms of the most miﬂ and worthiess
of women, and losing the fortune that should
have supported my, child and her to a set of
cheats and villaing —Such was the snare that
Delaserre and his associates had. drawnye-
round me; it was covered with the appgar-
ance of love and geaerosity.. D¢ ‘Trenvills
bad art enough to ‘;;_k.' Jme bo‘fmh“ that she
was cvery way-the vigtim of “her aflegtion
for mn-'e’hx:!{vl'_ﬂ_‘. greatilonses et: play “she
pretended . to reimburse, from” her awn pri-
vato fortune, and :then ihvew; herself upon
my bonour - for relier those di
into which 1 had brought her,- Affer havin
hausted all the money I , an
Lalbiny. credit could command, I would have
stopped ‘short: of, ruin; but whea I thought
of refurning. in disgrace and.poverty. to
the placg I had left;respected happy, 1
had ot :resolution enongh to.retreat. I

ook refuge in desperation, mo the
tmnnlm of my  estats, md' ake
, g i

.




