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29 " WHEN 1'REMEMBER THEE.
"':E‘.I Sle_ep ﬁhﬁu I%l;ex'ﬂmn?z thee,
ther fond-and true,
hﬁn%auqﬁrﬁringa thy gentle face
%7 Orice more before my view.
T-weepwhen T remember thee,
48 patientand so mild, - *
geptle-with the stubborn will
me, thy. wayward child.
D] any a look of petulance
5 Tijat klt iy youthful brow,
a thought, unheeded theu,
In"::iu Y01 e now ;
peaback, altho” long 3 ars have past,
. Long, busy, anxious years,
. “Bince w upon thee Jooked our last,
-+ And wept our pazting tears,
.- Ol mother, when I hink on thee,
1 o 'And thy sweet quiet brow,
= T know I must have loved thee then,
" Bt Lfeel T worch's now.
weep wheu I remember thee,
on thy dying bed, A s
0 death, with slow but steady aim,
danced with noireless tread.

EBINE

aw thy fix'd unconscious gaze,
BRI ‘oursalves unknown,
s Near thee, and yet how far removed—
v “Wih thes, vet s0 alone,

~ Oh'mother dear, twould be a sin
“* T wish thee back to.we;

3 Yet oft I thivk how I should feel,
-i.-_ Ifsué¢h a thing ¢ould be.”

=~ O it would seem'so dear a boon,

_ Navght but 2.
+ Could show'a‘love like mine.

Zn T . 44 4 b o A‘-BD 0 Nt
A LEGEND OF THE CARRIBEES.
w45 BY WL GIGMORE $1IMS, ESQ.,
#47 ShAsitiorol  Tho Yemames,” ct.
BRI,

pronounced ; the hand of
—thie Land of his most bitter
a Sylea, was laid upon the shoul-
m, but: he refused to yield his
ra.  He still "hoped against
ruok’ from a belief in that
- the timid and dependent
xis; ‘seewed ta involve terrors

@ thawany: threntened form
ast yielded to_the
) yoen entertained by

pa by ‘the woman, his

rled
‘her bitter and

s sliigla. ‘word whispered
i the lips of Jll:l:; de
worse fate befall thee
ild’st thou peril life for

at the suggestion. Not that

lute spifit suddenly con-
for, escape and ven-
than’ those of scorn
_ the whisper of Juan, like

b ,'&,{” # bateful serpent, filled her ears ;
and i their sudden conseiousness, she tremblod
lest lier E«“""ﬁ“"‘d “declare itself aloud, in

spite oftlic resolate will which she jnvoked to
curh lwm'ﬁ. - The emotion which her
lips di-t ot declare, was conspicuous, for the
instant v ‘eounitenance, and remained un.

¥ 3 of the absorbing na.

Hy -

tureof 3 § ot the feet of Ve
1 o thils apot the “ahjeet eulprit had
eon awl, ubrestrained by the stern

‘of ks fyrant not ta approach him,

comnmay

-

2| save him,

| not to understand them.
+| glanee toward her, but her eye no longer sought
i his own,
| were then keenly fixed on both.

~fears of'death ; but, just then, her |

| T'o his knees he clung, though the latter strove
to shake him off, and to spurn him away with
the members which too heavily swathed and
handaged to suffer him to use them with any
efficiency for such a purpose. His pleadings,
which were of a sort to move loathing rather
thau pity, produced na feeling of either kind in
the breast of Velasquez. They provoked his
merriment rather. He grinned as he heheld
the writhings of the wretched ereature before
him. He had a sorry jest for all his contor-
tions. Verily, the Spanish adventurers of that
day in America, were & terrible banditti! Of
these, Velaspuez was a proper specimen. When
his vietim appealed to him for the sake of his
widowed mother at Segovia, he answered:

«J shall tell her of thy possessions, Lopez;
ghe shall hear of thy elevation. She was al-
ways a woman of rare ambition. Did 1 not
know her in her younger days? Know’st thou
not that she oice disposed her mantilla so that
she might inake a captive of me? Had she
done so, verily, it might have been mine own
son, for whowm this Isle of Lovers hath heen
found. [Ishalltellher of thy fortune Lopez.
She shall rejoice in thy prineipulity; and it
may he, will find her way out to thee, seeking
to 'share in the waalth of thy dominions. E-
nough now,—take him hence, I tell thee ;—
Juan, son, wilt thoa not see the Prince bestow-
ed upon bis empire! I begin to weary of this
gratitude.

Aguin the officers approached, and again
hesjtated—all bot Juan—as the ecries of the
wretehed imbecile rang through the vessel.
‘I'he sail~r~ v juld still have suffered him to urge
his p ¢ merey, but Juan had no such
yield 2a.are, and he knew bettor than
they, how profitless were all entreaties. He
had rosolved, for his own purpose, that there
should be no relentings in the brutal spirit of
Velasquez. He left the side of Maria de Pa-
checo, at the summons of his uncle, and,
with his own hand, grappled the victim while

| giving the word to the sailors chosen to assist

him, But, risiug to his fect, Lopez dashed a-
way!from the grasp of his assailant, and once
wore rushed in supplication to Velasquez.—
His terrors guve him wouderful strength and
a facalty of speech scarcely less wonderful.
He was positively eloguent.

Never was prayer for merey more passionate,
or more pregnant with tho best argument in be-
half of merey. They tonched all hearts but
the two, alone, whow it had been of any avail
tomove. These wereimmovable. Again were
his entreatics answered by scurril jest, mocking
sugzestion aud derisive laughter. The taste for
the sports of the tauridor, who tortares the bull
‘10 madness before he bestows the conp de grace,

‘l.could alone afford any likeness to the sort of

pleasure which this sea despot enjoyed in the
fruitless agonies of his vietim, It was in i sort
of defiance, produced by very shame and de-

{'| spair, that the culprit rose at length to his feet,
1| and rolding Lis anns upon his breast, submitted
‘| to his fite, from which, it was evident that no

degree of humiliation sould possibly suffice to
A sisile softened the features of Ma-
i de Pacheco.

“ [t is well ” she murmured to herself. “ A

| dittle sooner and the whame would have been
*| spared to both "

‘I'he victim scemed to bear her accents, tho’
lle turned a timid

She was conscious that other eyes

The boat was declared to be in readiness.

{ The month’s store of provisions, accorded by

Velasquez, were thrown fito her; the spear
and the crosshow followed ; and the hands of
the seamen, appoiuted to convey *“the Maroon,”
were fastened firmly on his shoulder.  He was
now subdued to submission, if not reconciled
to his fute. He no longer opposed himself to

‘| their efforts; and though he still spoke-the lan-

guage of entreaty, it wus no longer addressed
to bis tyrant.

“Oh! my conutrymen, Antonio Pedro—-itis
you who do me thus—is it you, my country-
wen, who help to give me up to such a dreadful

| doemn {”

Such was the touching appeal, made fo an-

| cient comrades, which the poor wreteh uttered

le scorn
the lips of .

at the parting moment They looked down-
ward in silence, but did not relax their hold

upon him.
«And I am to perish on that desolate island;

solitude? ‘They hear the voice of my prayer,
and shat their ears againstit! [ am never more
to bear buman speech; never more to look up-
on’ Christian face, nor ecall any man brother or
friend.. Oh! Spaniards, brothers, friends, coun-

ife | trymen! will you doom me thus? Will you
desert me thus to the solitude of the sea, which

is worse thau any death, Christians! belp me;
speak for me; save me!”

There was a moisture in the eyes of the
weather-beaten seamen who stood around hin,
At this moment the woman advanced suddenly
and stood before Velasquez.  Juan beheld her

rpose in her conntenance, and whispered as
sho - passed him, “ Beware!” She heard, hut
did not heed the warning,

“ Velasquez,” she spoke with firmness, “sure.
1y, you have garried this jest far enough. You
‘canoot mean really to devote this wretched
man to this place of desolation!”

“Jost! exclaimed the other; “ Jest, call you
{t? By my faith, but you have very merrily
.deseribed 8 very serious ceremonjal. Yet, if
there ho n jest designed at all, I see that it hath
been omitted. Ho, Juan, bring forth the guitar
of our Prince. See you that it be slung about
the peck of Don Lopsz, It hath a band of
crimson—truly, the fitting collar for a sover-
eign. 1t will helphiu to remember his old songs
when in the enjoyment of his new seigniory,
He shall have his ditty and jest together, It
were cruel, Lady mine, to deprive him of that

and the people of my own land leave me to this X
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which hath been so much his nightly solace!
Eh! what say’st thout”

The person addressed recoiled as if from the
tongue of the viper. She was silent, unless the
‘thought which moved her lips, but did not es-
cape in words, might be construed into speech.

# At all everts —it is Jut death—but death,
afterall! He hith weapons, and the sea rolls
at his feek He hath but to will; and his exile
ends in 2 moment!”

Wo shorten a scene which was only too pain-
fully protracted. The victim was hurried to
the boat. His feet pressed the lonely islet of
which he wasmockingly declared the Priuce.
He stood erect, but not in the consciousness
of sway. His eyes were fixed upon the vessel
from which he was torn, snd in which he saw
nothing but the couutry, the friends, the famil-
liar faces, from which he was forever sundered.

He was unconscious of the mocking perform-
ance, when Juan de Sylva hung the gaitar about
his neck. The awkward appendage was no
burden to him at such a moment. The faces
of those who bad placed him upon the sands
were turned sway. The sound of their part-
ing voices had died away upon his ears. The
boat was pushed from the shore—yet he still
stood, with a stare of vacant misery in his as-
pect, upon the spot where they had placed him.
Loug after the prow of the boat bad been turn-
ed for the ship, he could be secen in the place,
with the ludicrous decoration apon his breast,
while, with still uplifted hands, he secmed to
implore the sympathy of his comrades and the
mercy of his tyrant. But of neither was he
vouchsafed any proofs. Merecy was none—
sympathy was powerless to save. Even she!
But of her he dared not think! She had been
his fate; and though, in bis soul, he dare not
blame her, yet when she rose to recollection,
it was always to provoke a sontiment of bitter.
ness which a nobler spirit never could have felt.
He saw the boat rejoin the vessel. Hea saw
once more her broad sails spread forth to eatch
the breeze. Gradually, they lessened beneath
his gaze. ‘The world which held his soul and
his hope, grew smaller and smaller, contracting
to a speek, which at length, faded utterly away
in the deeping haze which girdled the horizou.
Then, when his eyes failed any longer to delude
him with a hope, did he tall prostrate upon the
sands, in a swooning condition, which, for the
time, wholly and happily obliterated the ter-
rible seuse of his desolation,

V.

It will not be difficult with many persous, to
comprehend how a condition of utter solitude
should not necessarily produce a sense ot pain.
T'o the man of great meatul resources, and of a
habit contemplative and thoughtful, such a con-
dition would be apt rather to suggest ideas of
complete seeurity and repose, which would be
friencly to the enjoyment of a favorite indul-
genoe. To spirits whom the world has soured
—whom the greedy strifes of men have offend-
ed,—men of nice sensibilities and jealous af-
fections, whose friendships have proved false,
and wounded —as so many deceitful reeds
which have broken and pierced their sides ;—to
the heart of doep and earnest pussions robbed
of those upon whom all the heart's affections
have been set ;— these, all, might rejoice in an
ahode from which the trying serviees, and vex-
ing necessitivs, and disguieting obtrusions, of
social life, were shut out aud excloded lorever.
But Lopez de Levya was not one of these!
He was young, and handsome, and hopeful,and
this was his first trout..e. The world still loomed
out before his vision, the gay and songful para-
dise which youthful fancies deseribe it still.—
There were warm passions and eager sympit-
thies in his soul still to be gratitied ; and though
we may not regard him as a person to whow
affections of auy kind were very necessury, yet
had he a bosom filled with those which grow
from an intense appetite for praise—which
could have their gratitication only in a world of
beings like himself. It would be impossible to
describe the utter desolation which possessed
the Losom of the unhappy wreteh when he did
finally awaken to realize the fact that he was
left al)onc--uttcrly abandoned by his comrades,
—upon an obscure islet of the Cavibbean Sea!
It was a long time, inde: !, before he could ut-
terly conceive his own ~‘tuation—a long time
before he could porsuaue himselt that the stub-
born and unrelenting spirit of Velasquez had
absolutely resolved that such should be his
doom., For lours—until the midnight came
with its sad and drooping stars, looking. down
ournfully upon the billows of the ever-chiding
ocean;—until the daylight dawned, and the
red sun, rushing up from the eastern waters,
rose augry aud fiery, and blazing down upon
the little islet with the fiery glauce of & destroy.
ing despotj==for the first dreary interval, from
gun to sun,—he still cherished the hope that
this was but a trial of his strength—a cruel
experiment upon his youth and courage ;—and,
recovering from the first feelings ol consterna-
tion, when, at sunset, the dusky white sails of
the vessel finally disappeared fro.n sight, the
unhappy wretch still Hattered Limsell that, with
the morning, he should hail her outline ouce
more upon his horizon, and cateh the glitter of
her foaming prow coming Lo lus rescue.  And
with this hope he clang to the beach all night.
He slept not—how could he sleep?  Even for
one night how intense was the desolation of
that scene, ‘There was the eternal sighing and
moaning of the sea, which, toward the lllurning,
subsided into ealmand slept on, as if still dream-
ing of future tempests. And therg were vojees
sl aronnd him of strango animals and wild
fowl,—sometimes a chirp, as of an insect, and
gometimes the screau) of some passionate bird ;
—and, anon, a great plunge in the waters, ys if
of some mighty heast leaving its place of slecp
wpon the land, It was among the misfartunes
of Lopez de Levya, that he was no hera, and
all these sounds inspired him with terror.  Not
Jess terrible to him were those wild, deep mys-
I.eri.ous eyes of the stars, sluwly passiug over

him, and looking down, as if to see whether he
slept, in their. passage to the deep. Never was
night and situation so full of charm, yet so full
of the awful and the terrible. Beautiful, indeed,
surpassingly benutiful and sweet, was the
strange wild charm of that highly spiritual
mingling of land and ocean ;-—t?mt gmall and
lovely islet, just rising above the deep, so tho-
roughly environed by its rocking billows, shone
‘upon by that wilderness of stars; breathed over
by that pure zephyr, gliding in with perfume
and blessing from the South; and haunted by
unknown sounds, from strange creatures of the
sea and sky, who, in a life of perpetnal free-
dom, could never know the feeling of desola-
tion or of exile,

But the wild romunce and wondrous beauty
of the scene, were lost upon the man who bad
uo higher idea of the possessions of the intel-
lectual nature than such as could he drawn
from association with his fellow. The region,
unoccupied by man, however beautiful in itself,
could bring no joy, no peace to the hosom of
the exile. Velasquez knew the real nature of
his victim, He well knew that Lopez had no
sympathy with the mute existences of sea and
sky; of eurth and air; and of those more ex-
quisite essences, which, in such a situation, the
imsginative nature would have joyed to con-
jure up from the spiritual world, he thought on-
ly with terror and reluctance. He did fancy
that voices came to him upon the night air;—
the voices of men, and in a strange, unusual
language ;—and he instantly trembled with
fears of the cannibal—the anthropophagi, who
were supposed, at that period, to be the only
inhabitants of these regions.

But the night passed over in security. He
opened his eyes upon another day, in the soli-

| tude of that wild abode, ere yet the sun had

warmed with his gay tints the gray mansions of
the East. FHe opened his eyes upon the sea
and sky as before. The billows were rolling
slowly away at his feet, in long, low courses,
but slighyly lifted by the breezes of the dawn.
Vainly were lLis eyes stretched out over the wa-
tery waste, in the pathway of the departed ves-
sel. The vast plain of ocean spread away be.
fore him unbroken by a speck; and when the
snn rushed up vigibly into the heavens, and laid
bare the whole bright circumference of the deep,
for many a league, undarkened by an object—
then the conviction of his utter loneliness— his
life of future loneliness—forced itself upon the
heart of the wretehed youth; and flinging hin-
self onee more upon the earth, he thrust his
fingers into the sands, and cried aloud in the
depth of bis agony—

“Jesu ! it is true !—it is true ! —and [ am left
—left by my people,—to perish here alone!”

Wo spare lis lamentations,—his entreatics,
—asil there were stil some human being at
hand, who might afford him relief aud consola-
tion,—to whom he wight appeal for succor and
protection. Prayer he had none. ‘The name
of the Deity, of the Savior, and the Virgin,
were sometimes upon Lis lips; but the utter-
ance was habitual, as he had been accustomed
to employ them in mere idleness and indiffer-
cuce. ‘Three days passed in which despair had
full possession of his faculties, In this tine he
lay erouching upon the beach during the day,
aud guzing vacantly in the divection in which
the ship had gone. At night he retreated to
bigher ground, filled aith apprehensions of
great monsters ot the sea,—of’ the seas them-
selves,—lest, rising suddenly, endued with a
human or a fiendish will, they might gather
round Lim while he slept, and Lurry him offy be-
yond escape, to their gloomy abysses. A small
clump of trees atforded hiin the semblance of a
shelter. Here he lay from nightfall to dawn,
ouly sleeping in the utier exhaustion of nature,
aud suftering, at ull other times, from every sort
of terror. 'The stars, looking down through the
palm leaves overhead, with their wild, sad as-
peets, scemed to him so many mocking and
nalignant angels exulting in his condition. Tne
moaning of the sea, and the murwars of the
night wind, were all so many voices of terror
appointed to deride kim in kis desolation, and
impress his heart with a scuse of unknown
dangers, ‘The rash of great wings occasioually
along the shore, or the rustle of smaller ones in
the boughs above him—wperhaps of creatures as
timid as himself—=kept him wakefal with eon-
stant appreheusions ; and, at moments of the
miduight, a terrible bellowing, as of some sea
beast rising to the shore, or leaviug it with a
plunge that echoed throughout the islet,~
struck a very palsy to his heart, that, for the
time, seemed to silence all its vibrations.  let
us leave the miserable outeast, thus suffering
and apprehensive, while we return to the in-
mates ol the vessel by whom he was ahan-
doned,

1,

He was not wholy abandoned.  Marla de
Puacheeo, the woinan, who, like himsell, wasin
some degree a victim also to the will, if not the
tyrauny, of Don Velasquez, was not the crea-
ture tamely to submit to injustice, however she
might prudently seem to do so. Wa need not
ask whether thera was any real attachment
between herself and the poor ereature whom
we have seen “marooned.” It is prohable that
the degree of regard which she entertained for
him was small.  He was not the man to fix the
alloctions, to a very large extent, of a woman
of so proud and fearless a soul. The feeble-
ness which he had shown, had probably lessen
ed the attachmeni of & hegrt which in the pos-
segsioy of large natural courage of its own,
might well despise that ofane who had display-
ed so little, ]iut. as little did she love the man
of whom she had become the slave—we may
add—almaest without her own conscjousness,
and at the will of auother, by whom she bad been
sold at a carly age. She was still  compura-
tively young; but with an advanced intelleot, sud
an oxperjence that left it no longer immature,
Born undor the burning sky of Aundalusia, tu-
tored in the camp of the Gitano, though not of
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Z_i::gnrn race, she; had soon acquired awinten-
sity of mood which was only. surpassed by her
capacity of subdu’zgﬁl__ it to quht;{imﬂ%ﬁ:a rigid
and  controlling: will, . Loathing tte sway of
her tyrant, revolting at his. person, she was as
little- disposed to regard; with faver the :af-
foctions which ‘had  been proffered  her, of: his
more subtle and malignant nephew, - The per-
son of Juan de Silva, gracefol and showy as it
was, could not blind her to his heartlesj vani-
ties, and that dangerous ounning of character,
whiel so admirably eo-operated with the inock-
ing and fiendish .colduess of his soul. - If sho
had loathed Valasquez, she feared, as well as
loathed, De Silva ; and feared him the/mare, as,
in possession of the secret of his infidelity to
his uncle, she wag yet -made fully conseious of
the truth of his hoasty- that any revelation'of it
which she might make to the latter, would"avail
but little against him, Bugt, though anxious,
she was not the woman to despair! She re.
volted too greatly at her own_condition of re-
straint, bondage and denial, to yield eyen tem-
porarily to despondency. .. In:the momentthat
saw her feeble and wretched lover consigned to
the lonely islet .of the Carihees, she'inade a
secret resolve to avenge his fate or to peril her
own person upon her vengeance, - She clearly
had no absorbing passion for the victim. It
was evident that she;could still mainain a pru-
dent restraint upon lLer feelings at the moment
of their greatest trial;—but, the: highest and
proudest heart needs something for affeetion—
some other one upon which to lean forsym.
patny— and . which, at -least, makesa show of
respousive interest In its affections.- It was
thus that she had turned a willing ear to:the
professed devotion of Lopez de Levya,~ta his
tastes and his gentleness, cantrasting as they
did with the hratality of all around her, and
making her somewhat - indiiferent to his fegble-
ness of will and lack of courage. Bat she-had
not fancied his imbecility to ‘be so great as.the
hour of trial had shown it. Though scorning
his weakness, she sympathized in his cruel'des.
tiny. ‘The respite which had heen given him
from death, by the capricious tyranny-of Velas.
quez, suggested to her mind a hope of bis fature
extraction. Food had been left with him, suffi-
cient for a month. 'What ;might not be done
in that space of time, by a subtle thought and
a determined spirit! In a moment, Maria de
Paclu:ico h;:]tll her plans conceived, and her sonl
uerved to the prosecution of a single purpose.
But she had an opponent, not less subl:rq than
herself, in the person of Juan de Silva ; and:thoe
keen, scrutinizing eye which he fixed upon her,
as she turned from the spot upon which Eopez
had been loft, seemed to denote an instinet gon-
ception of the purpose which had- passed that
very instant through her soul. But she was
upt discouraged by this fear, e

“Well,” said he in a whisper, “you see see
how hopeless is the struggle ! What is left
for you, but—" and a smile of mixed fonda
and_significance closed the sentence.::'The
ready expression of the woman’s face was made
to accord happily with the single word with -
which she farnished an equally expressive cdn-
clusion:  “Death!” M

“No!no!” suid be.. % You -will not die—
you shall not! You shall live fo be far more
truly the mistress of the Dian de Burgos, than
she finds younow.  Why should we ho engmies
Marin t” : o'y

« Beware | your unele’s eye is upon ns!™ i

He turned away, and this single sentence; as
it scemed to denote a disposition to make a
secret between thew, brought a fresh hope to
the soul of the young man. He smilad, and
glided to hisuncle. Maria smiled alco, batit
wis with a sterner feeling—not a less hopeful
ane, perhaps, but one in which bitterness'was
much more pasitive ingredient than delight. =

“[must batfle his vigilznce,” she mutteréd
to herself. “He only need be fearad, and he
must be met and vanquished ! Ay ! but how !
How ! I mnst mannge this—and [ will ' .

Her eyes followed his retreativg form as.she
spoke  They uoted quickly the jaunty air-of
self conceit which marked his movements; they
seorned the showy und quaintly cut garments
which he wore, and the profuse decorationsof
his neck and breast—and the quick insfinets of
the woman at once suggested an answer ta her
donits. e

“ How, but through his vanjty ! He would
be loved, as he would be admired and watehed,
Well !—he ahall be loved, loved as he desires!
"The task is a hard one enough truly—Dbut it
shall be doue ! Jnan de Silva, you shail be loved,
Yau, atleast, shall belieye it—you will believg,
it; and this will suftice !

In this she expressed a portiou of her poliey.:
It will L o all that we need to show at present.
How she pursued this policy, by what constant,
hourly practices, by what adroit femioine arts,
and with what fixedness of purpose, need only”
be sugiested. The details would be too na.
merous. But she was encouraged to persever-
ance hy suecess. She had reason to helieve:
that she had suceeeded in disarming. tho jeal..
ousies, and in awakening the hopes, of her enes=
my, They both maintaived a judivious regard’
for the exuctions of Velasquez; but there wers
hours when he slept, or when he suffered, when
they might throw aside their caution, and speak
together without fear or iuterruption, It is by -
no means strange that the most artful should
be impased upon by arts sych as he himself em-
ploys, But what s sa blind ns vanity§ What
ereature so casily baited as the sell.warshipper,
when the food tendered hijm is that which in-
creases his love of self. To make such a one
satisfied with himself, is most sarely to gain his
counfidenee in you-~to persuade him that he is
as much au objeut of your idolatry as of hig
own, is to obtain access to the few opey pvege
uues which condugt to his affections, e

(To BE CONTINUED.)

In nature there's no blemish but the mindy

none ¢an be cailed deformed but the unkiud,



