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THE VILLAGE CURATE,

vXJ

2
AT an age when the human mind is mo‘s@:
susceptible of, and too often‘imbibes, “a pas-
sion for voluptuous pleasure ; ere yet expe-
wience her sage precepts had impressed, Lor
Belfont inherited a splendid fortune. ' Hj
Tevees were crowded with the most fashions
able part of the world : the voice of flatter
incessantly sung his praise, and bestowed o

bim every virtue that could ennoble man, |
His rank ‘in life and extensive fortune intro-
duced him into the first families in Englamjl';’
'nd overtures of marriage were made to ?ih
oy the parents and guardians of the greatesg
Jeauties of the age; but Belfont, though
10t insensible to the charms of beauty*' was
10t yet become the vassal of their power. '

‘ The attention which he invariably ye.
teived from the whole circle of his ac'qu'digi
‘ance, it might reasonably be su osed,
*vas very acceptable to the inexperienced
3elfont; but, notwithstanding his extreme
outh, and ignorance of men and Mmanners,
ve suspceted the sincerity of ‘those enco.
“aiums which flattery bestowed on bim; and
‘he pliant voice of adulation had made littfe
“upression on his mind, 1
At unce, to prove the integrity of his pro-
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fessed friends, he carefully spread a report
that, by ove impradent step, he had preci-
pitated from Prosperity’s flowery mownt,
into the barren vale of Poverty. Swift as
wildfire ran the evil tale; and those very
doors which, as it were by magic, opcued at
the approach of the rich and happy Belfout,
were now barred agaiunst. the ruined spend-
thrift.

To give his distress an air of certainty,

be made several applications for assistance
to his once vowed eternal friends, which were
invariably treated with a mortifying con-,
tempt. To the fair rivals of his affections
he addressed his tale of sorrow ; here, too,
neglect was his fate. Bellont, dispossessed
of the means to gratify their foudness for ,
dress, amusement, and pleasure, was an ob-
Jject no longer worthy of their regard.
. Reflecting on these events, he exclaimed—
¢ How wretched are the children of Fortune!
the poor mau, in his hour of distress, finds a
friend, but the rich, when he ccases to be so,
is ‘disregarded by those whom his former
bounty fed, and who have not charity enough
to give to his misfortunes even the costly
sigh of pity!”

In the midst of his contemplation, a ser-
vant entered the room, and announced the
arrival of Lord Bremere, who, returned from
a country excursion, had just heard of his
friend’s misfortune, and hasted to relieve his
®ecessitics.  As he approached, Belfont,
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rising from his chair, ran to meet him.- It
is some consolation,” said he, ““for the dis-
-appointments 1 have experienced, to find the
mau whom I most valued not nnworthy the
esteem 1 bore him. This,” continued he,
% more than recompenses the ingratitude
of those mercenary wretches, who cannot
recollect the features of their friend when
shaded by the vcil of affected distress>

The conclusion of Belfont’s address for-
cibly struck Lord Bremere, who repeated the
words, “atfected distress!” adding,” with
muich surprise, * Are, then, your misfortanés
bred of the idle tattle of the town?”

“ No, my lord,” returned Belfont;  not
from those contemptible beings, who' ea-
gerly busy themselves with every body’s af-
fairs, while they neglect their own, and who
are only industrious in the propagation of
scandal, but from myself arose the tale of
my distress. 1 invented it merely to prove
the sincerity of those protestations of eternal
friendsbip, which every day the siren flattery
whispered in my ear, and which, to speak
the trath, were become most intolerably
disgusting. Among my female friends,” he
continued, * alady on whom I looked with
partial eyes, and who, in fact, had made
some faint impression on my heart, had the
cruelty to smile at my distress: but 1 thank
her for her contempt ; it has broke asunder
those chaing her beauty had forged to hold
my heart in bondage.” :
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« # And what does your lordship mean to
make of this discovery ?” enquired Bremere.
£ My resolutions, Charles,” returned Bel-
font, ““ and your ideas, I will venture to say,
are of an opposite nature. You, perbaps,
imagine that I shall return to the fashionable
‘avorld, refute the opinion it estertains of my
distress, and reproach it for its ingratitude !”
¢ What else can you possibly propose ”
.asRed Bremere.

. # Convinced of your lordship’s integrity,”
xeplied Belfont, “1 shall not hesitate to
xeposein your breast tbe secret of my re-
solves. The sudden death of my uncle,”
«continued he, ¢ has gave me an ample for-
_tune ; the enjoyments of which, in the vul-
_gar opinion of mankind, ensures the con-
(stant _possession. of happiness. Alas! how
mistaken is such a notion! it is true, my
- every wish is gratified but one. You smile,
Charles, and already anticipate that yet un-
accomplished wish ; yes, my friend ! the so-
(ciety of a virtuous female, whose bosom is
;awake to the soft touches of humanity, and
who will not, to the offspring of distress,
_refuse the tributary sigh of pity, nor from
the needy sufferer withhold the sacred -boon
of charity, is what 1. am now ia search of.
,Ju the'higher circles of life,” added he, “ my
_pursuit has proved abortive, and, assuming
.ibe. appearance of the rustic cottager, I

¢+ mean to seek it in humbler scenes.”
It was in vain that Lord Bremere endea-
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voured to dissuade bis friend from his pur-
pose.  Belfont remained inflexible to all his
entreaties; and haviug drawn from his friend
an assurance of  inviolable secrecy, they
parted ;—Bremere to the haunts of giddy
fashion—Belfoat to prepare for his'visit to
those of rural felicity.

After a short vepast, Belfont, leaving di-
rections with his steward for the manage-
suent of the family in his absence, retired to
rest ; and, at an early hour, while the sons of
riot aud dissipation were returning from their
nocturnal revels, he left his splendid man-
sion, and in the bumble garb of a peasant,
with a few necessaries tied up in a handker-
chief, began his retreat from the metropolis.
His pame and title were oonly kuown in
Grosyenor-square; at present he contented
himself with the less dignified appellation
of George Trucman, aud all traces of Lord
Belfont were for a time vanished.

Having continued his walk for near three
hours, he fouud himself somewhat fatigued,
when au inn opportunely presenting itself to
view, afforded him au opportunity of resting
bis weary limbs, aod satisfying the craving
of natuce, which exercise had rendered more
than acute. The obsegnious host soon fur-
nished him with an excellent breakfast;
which baving finished, he mouated the Nor-
wich stage, that had arrived duriog his re.
past, and at the close of day found himsclf
u that cify,
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Meanwhile Bremere, mixing with the cir-
cleof Belfont’s late acquaintance, heard with
silent indignation the illiberal and unjust
reflections that were cast on the supposed
misconduct of his friend.
¢ The impertinent enquiries with which his
ears were assailed from all who knew him in
the habits of friendship with Belfont, were
almost too much for his temper to bear with
composure ; and he was ofien on the point
of violating the promise of secrecy his
friend had extorted from him, to vindicate
his character from the aspersions of slander.

Seated one evening in a box at Drury-lane
Theatre, he was seen by Lady Caroline Blao-
dish from the opposite side of the house,
who, without ceremony, immediately came
round to him. * So, my lord,” said she, en-
tering the box, “ what is become of your
friend Belfox.t > Have youn seen him lately?
How does he bear his misfortunes? I am
really sorry for the unfortunate youth.”

“ My friend,” replied Bremere, ¢ is infi-
nitely obliged to your ladyship for the con-
cern you take in his distress.”

“ Why you know, my lord,” returned Lady
Caroline, “one"can’t help being concerned
for the distresses of those who were of one’s
acquaintance. I profess,” continued she,
¢ the news of his ruin astonished me prodi-
giously ; and, 1 assure you, I felt myself ex-
tremely hurt at it ; for his lordship had paid
me much attention, and I began to think I
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had made a conquest. It is, however,” added
she,  very fortunate that the aflair ended
as it did; for, you know, it would have been
a shocking thing to have involved one’s self
in such difficulties.”

“True, madam !” replied Bremere, who, by
ber ladyship’s discourse, found she was the
person to whom Belfont alluded as having
attracted bis particular notice ; “ but, after
all, whatever diminution the fortune of Lord
Belfont has received, be assured it is still
sufficient to support the woman whom he
shall honour with his hand, in a style of ele-
gance that might soothe the most extensive
vauity !” and, without waiting her ladyship’s
reply, bowed, and wished her good-night,
disgusted ‘with the affected concern she ex-
pressed for his friend's imaginary distreds,
which was but ill calculated to conceal the
spirit. of malevolence that rankled in her
bosom.

Lady Caroline stood some minutes after
Bremere's departure in a fixed astonishment ;
she kuew not what construction to put upon
his words ; but, after a short consideration,
she concluded what he had said was only to
shelter his friend from the censure of the
world, and to enforce the opinion that his.
atlairs were not so desperate as they had been
represented. With these ideas she rejoined
her company ; and in discoursing om other
topics, Belfont and bis misfortunes escaped
her memory.
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And now, gentle reader, let us banish from
our thoughts the giddy Lady Caroline, and
attend the steps of Belfont, whom, hereafter,
if you please, unless it should be found ne-
cessary to use his real name, we will distin-
guish by that of Trueman. Having spent
a few days at Norwich, in examining those
objects most worthy the riotice of a traveller,
he left that city, and continued his excursion
till he found himself, for the first time, on
his own estates, in the midst of his tenautry.

Totally unknown to his tcnants, and
equally so to his steward, he had an oppor-
tunity of informing himself of the oppres-
sion which the former bore, and the abuse
which the Jatter committed. " It was near
sup-set when he'arrived at a pleas‘nt village
on the borders of the sea, which contained
what is there called an inn. Here he took
up his quarters - ‘having depesited his bun-
dle iu the room .where he was to sleep, he
repaired to the kitchen; and setting himself
among the rustics assembled aver their even-
ing gotch of nog, joined in their discourse.

The conversation chiefly turned on the
transactions of the village; and among a va-
riety of anecdotes detailed by the inhabi-
tants, the recent wisfortunes of théir worthy
curate most atfracted the notice of Trueman.
The incident dwelt strongly on his mind;
and, fatigucd as he was by his day’s wzlk,
he determined before he slept to make bim-

1 self acquainted with the narrative of a nslan
13



VILEAGE CURATE.

of whom his parishioners spoke in such high
terms of approbation. When the company
retired, he invited the landlord to partake of
his beverage; who, being a2 communicative
sort of a person, and one who liad a cousi-
derable share of humanity interwoven in his
composition, readily complied with True-
man's request to relate the misfortunes of
the worthy pastor.

“ I will tell you, Sir,” said he, * the story
of Parson Benley. You must know, Sir,
that he is the curate of our parish. The
living, which is the gift of my Lord Belfont,
belongs to a clergyman, who lives in the
west; and, though it brings him in'a good
three bundred pounds a-year, he gives his
curate only forty pounds out of it. So that, .
you see, the master gets two hundred and
sixty pounds for doing nuthing, as one may
say, while the servant, who does every thing,
is obliged to be contented with scarcely a
seventh part of that sum; and though the
good woman, his wife, bronght him a large
family, he conld never get any increase of
salary. This made him determine on taking
a farm j which, by the death of one of his
neighbours, became vacant. But T don’t
know how it was, though he worked us bard
as any day-labourer in the parish, and his
wife was as industrious as a bee, they con’dn’t,
as the saying is, bring both ends together;
and, to make short of tbe matter, my lord’s
steward seized ou his stock, which'not being

137 T



VILLAGE CURATE.

sufficient to pay all arcars, the hard-hearted
rascal clapt bim into the county-gaol.”

“ And his family,” asked Trueman, * what
are become of them ¥

“ His wife and four children,” returned
the landlord, * three fine boys, from ten to
thirteen years old, and a daughter grown up,
are in a cottage hard by, that belongs to me.
The overseer of the parish, who is a crabbed
sort of fellow, and a friend of the steward,
was for sending them to the workhouse. But,
¢ No,’ says I ; ¢ hold, neighbour Bruin, while
my roof can give them shelter, aud I can pro-
vide them with a meal to eke out the earnings
of their own industry; and you must know,
Sir,” said he, with a significant nod, ‘I am
pretty warm—they shall never endure the
wants and hardships of a prison! For
what, says 1, ‘is your workhouse but a
dungeoun, where the poor eat little and
labour hard.” But, Sir,” continued the land-
lord, ¢ not only 1, bat the whole village, was
against their going there; and the inhabi-
tants all cheerfully spare a little towards the
. family’s support; nay even the labouring
cottager, out of his hard earnings, throws in
his mite.” y

“ And what,” enquired Trueman, ¢ is the
amount of the sum for which the unfortu-
nate man is now confined ?”

“ The whole debt,” replied the landlord,
“ I am told, is about three hundred pounds;
a-sum by much two large for the inhabitants
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of our parish to raise without injuring them-
selves, or, depend upon it, he would soon be
snatched from the hard gripe of the law.™

Every particular which related to this
worthy man, Trueman enquired with an ear-
nestness that displayed the philanthropic
sentiments of his mind, and intimated not
merely a wish, but a fixed determination,
to rescue the indigent sufferer from the
horrors of a prison, and restore him to his
disconsolate family. Impressed with this
generous sentiment, he retired to bed, medi-
tating on the means by which be might
effect his laudable designs, so as to glve
the least offe ible to the delicacy
suffering virtue, and conceal the hand that
loosed lbe chains of bondage, and gave once
more to the drooping captive the possession
of liberty.

After proposing to himself many plans,
he at length determined to walk the next day
to a post town about three miles off, and in-
close notes to the amount of Mr. Benley s
debt, in a letter to that gentleman.

Tn his return, he saw, at a short distance
before him, a female and a little boy. The
youth carried a little basket, which seemed
too heavy for his feeble strengtb to support.
The female had, in each haud, an earthen
jug; and havmg out-walked ber companion,
had seated herself on a stile, to wait his
comiog up. Trueman accosted the youth,
and offered to assist him in carrying his
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load; a proposal which the youngster readily
accepted ; telling him at the same time, that
he ‘had been to a neighbouring farmer for
cheese and butter; and that his sister, then
waiting for him at the stile, had got two jugs
of milk for his brothers’ breakfasts, who
were at home with his mother. “ And what
is your. name, my little fellow ?” said True-
man. ¢ Benley, Sir,” answered he, “ and we
live in yonder cottage,” poiuting to a small
bouse across the meadow.

Trueman, who longed for an introduction
to the disconsolate family of the indigent,
but worthy curate, was highly gratlﬁed with
this piece of intelligence.

¢ Charlotte,” said the youth, as they drew
near the female, ¢ here is a gentleman has
kindly carried my basket for me; and, as
you complain the jugs are too heavy for you,
1 dare say, be will help you t00.”

“ That 1 will, most readily; and esteem
myself obliged in having permission so to
do,” said Trueman, placing the basket on
the grouud, and bowing to Miss Benley,
¢ You are very kind, Sir,” said Chavlotte;
¢ but I am ashamed that Heory should have
given you so much trouble; he is an idle
boy, or he would not have thns intruded on
your politeness.”

¢ Call it not intrusiou,” returned True-
man ; ¢ the youug gentleman asked not my
assistance, and my service is voluntary.”

The blushing Charlette accepted, with re-
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fuct , the assi of the gallant stran-
ger, and permitted him to attend her to her
humble dwelling. Trueman, a stranger to
the undisguised charms of nature, viewed,
with a joy bordering on rapture, the personal
accomplishments of his fair companion—
¢ And, vh !” said he, to himself, ¢ should she
wear a2 mind pure and unstained as is her
Jovely form, she were a treasure worth the
proudest monarch’s love !

The lovely maid, unconscious of her power
to captivate, received with unconcern the
compliments which Trueman paid to her
beauty ; and, impressed by his gallantry,
answered with polite indifference every ques-
tion of the enamoured youth,

With her eyes fixed on the gronnd, she saw
not the man with whom she conversed : those
features, which beauty claimed her own, that
form, where grace with elegance was allied,
met not the view of the sorrowing Charlotte;
and, before he could impress his lovely au-
ditor with a favourable thought, the painful
moment arrived when he was to bid bher
adieu, or suffer the restraint which the pre-
sence of her family would lay him under.

Harry Benley, the youth to-whom True-
maa had offered his assistance, eased of his
burden, had reached home some time before
the arrival of bis sister. Having informed his
mother of the stranger’s civility, the
woman walked to the wicket-gate, that formed
an entrance (o the garden, to welcome ker
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daughter’s return; aund, thanking Trueman
for his politeness, invited him to partake
of their morning’s refreshment, which he
readily accepted.

¢ am sorry,” said the venerable matron,
“that my means and my inclination to
make you welcome, are not in unison with
each other; but that which I have to give,
I give freely. There was a time,” added she,
with a sigh, and stopped to wipe away the
tear which reflection urged ——.

¢ 1 have heard of your misfortunes, Ma-
dam,” interrupted Trueman, *“and I sin-
cerely sympathise in your sufferings; but
do not,” continued he, * yield to despair.
The hand which inflicts distress can also
bestow bappiness ; and, though the pitiless
storm’ of stern Adversity to-day bears hard
and heavy on our defenceless roof, to-mor-
row Prosperity’s cheering sun may raise our
sinking hopes, and repair the ravages of the
ruthless blast.” .

Here the discourse was interrupted by the
arrival of breakfast, which Charlotte had
prepared.  Mrs. Benley, however, could
not help noticing the remark and the lan-
guage of her guest, which she seemed not
to expect from a person in the habit of a
peasant. Trueman found that he had ex-
cited surprise; and, as soon as their repast
was over, in a few words, gave a feigned
story of his life; concluding with his inten-
tion to reside a few months in the village,
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and requesting permission to visit them.—
Mrs. Benley assured him, that the society of
a man possessing such sentiments as he had
expressed, would always be to her accepta.
ble; and, with a promise to reuew his visit
on the morrow, he took his leave. Ms.
Benlcy and her lovely daughter, in the mean
time, could not avoid making their observa-
tions on the strangeness of the visit, and the
visitor, while he congratulated himself on the
completion of his wish for an introduction
to the amiable family.

The voluntary contributions of the sur-
rounding peasaotry, that so amply supplied
the wants and necessities of Mvs. Benlcy and
her family, were not confited to the narrow
limits of this obscure village : the venerable
pastor, in the gloomy confines of a prison,
tasted of the grateful bounty; and the sor-
rows of the wretched captive found allevia-
tion in the affectionate concern of his
parishioners. Not a week passed, but some
one of the village attended the market; and
none ever entered the gates of the city with-
out paying a visit to Mr. Benley.

It was on one of these market-days, that
Farmer Welford, baving disposed of his
samples of corn to a purchaser, waited on
the good old man. He found him in a small
room, remote from the thoughtiess herd of
debtors, who songht to bury their cares in
riot and dissipation, indulging the religious
habits of his mird, and pursuing his pious.
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meditations. The sight of any of his pa-
rishioners was a cordial to the drovping
spirits of Mr. Benley. He received them
with nodissewbled pleasure. His anxieties,
his griefs, though not forgotten, were sup-
pressed, while couversing with his friends;
but at the moment of separation, they re-
tarned with increased poignancy, and it re-
quired the utmost efforts of his mind to
support the painful—* Adiea.”

‘“'Eternal God ! exclaimed the weeping
father, ““must 1 no more enjoy the sweets of
hiberty 2 Shall I no more behold my bumble
cot? and must those shrubs, those fowers,
which Art hes taught to twine arcand my
lattice, unfold to some stranger’s eye their
fragrant bosoms? Must | no more, at close
of day—the fond partner of my bosom lean-
ing on my arm, the sweet pledges of our
mutual love in playful fondness attcoding
our steps—must 1 no more at this sweet
bour, along the deepening vale extend my
rural walk, attentive to the thrush’s song, or
the bappy milk-maid’s artless ditty? Must
1 no more, on the brow of some beech-
crowned hill, my station take, to view the
stately vessel scud before the breeze? or
dowo the sloping cliff, urge my peaceful
way ; and, on the sca shore, pensive listen to
the lashing waves, and wark the frothy
surge’s due retreat? No! these joys are
vanished ; happiness flies my void embraee ;
and misery, want, and wretchedness, press
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hard on my declining years.. These were the
pleasures which, faithless Fortune once he-
stowed. How changed the scene! ' Here,
when Night ber sable mantle o’er the face of
heaven .begius to spread, nothing iis:heard
bat the dismal rattling of chains;. doots of
massy iron, grating on thei¢ hinges, appal
the timid soni; while borrid oaths, and
dreadful 1mprecahqnl, wound the. listening
ear. ;O Welford ! . my soul sickens. at ‘the
scene ; .and - philosophy scarce. can! :sbull
my mind from the burrors of despair, |

At this moment the gaoler entered lhe
room, with a letter for Ms, Benley. “/Fhe
haud is unknowa {0 me,” said he, looking at
the supﬂrscr]ptlon 1t has a goodly out-
side,” suid  the ‘gaoler; “ pray Heaven, it
proves not like the world fair mthd\dand
fout within”
© “Why, truly, friend,” rétirned Mr. Ben-
Jey, ¢ your satire upon the mandcers of mant
kmd is not nnreasonable.” ‘1¢is, I féar, the
maxim of too’ many of the presem ‘age to
conceal the depravity of the heart béneath
the :peclom appedrauce of honesty. ‘This,
however,” continued be; ‘breakirg the
| thtok bodes no harm' b wlly t’llcrefotd
inform myself of its contents.” L1093

Here sat the reverend father, with- placid
countenance: and ihind serene, prepured to
aneet, withwomplacency,: the smiles of Fors
Lume, oy td:cumbat,. with success, the trowns
of :Adversity. . DNear - hn stood: the; gaoler,
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whom' Natare had cast in' tod soft & niould
for the iron-hearted profession ; and on his
siglit band ‘was ‘seated the honést farmer.
In> the cbuntenance of these,’ Hope’s' dawn-
ing smile was swéetly contrasted ‘with the
“idusky frown of ‘trémbling Fear. Now Hope
shopforth her brightening beam 5 now Fear
weiled, with hermurky cloud, the gilded pros-
pectyand éach, by turns, thebalance swayed.
sidA¢rlength Mr. Beoley, raising his eyes
froin the letter; ended their sispense, > It
is well, myfriends,” said he, “ Goodoess is
still bxtait, and lonoeeoce: enjoys the guar-
@fancare ' of ‘Providence. ' The contents of
this leiter will best explain my meaning :—
l““T:;,m Rev.J. Benley, ai the Castle of Norwich.
bt REVEREND SIR, , .1

¢ The inclosed notes, which I find, on
enquicyy will covcr the whole, of your debts,
wait yaur acceptance. ,They are the gift of
pue on, whom, Fortune has_bestowed more
than le can ,‘c*a'un vo the score of desert;
aud who auxiously bopes, while it restores
to you those st enviable Llessings, liberty
and dqwc;ligglgxppincs,‘,lxve has _left no cloe
"ﬁ,whid_‘ a_diseovery of the donor may be
effected.” 3

LiHere ‘the gaoler broke out in a swearing

fit of joys the farmerywhose ‘emotions were

too violeut for ntterance,’ could only express

his pleasures by his looks.; while the grateful

pastor threw himseif on “his knees, and, il;; a
13
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fervent pathetic: addlw to the Gnver cof all
d forth the g I trans-,
portsof hns s0uly 1559,

While the bouuty, of the, geuemu; /True-:
man wis thus employed in releasing. ther
worthy curate; from _the horrors of aprison,
he f was no less assid insoothingy;
by every act of benevolence and hospitality;
the anxiety-of thefamily at howe, 7/His
urbanity and complacence, had already-obs
tained bim.the-good opinjon of Mrs.Besley,
and the .amiable :Charlotte began to view:
himwith a sisterly regard. 1f the graces of!
his person pleased her eye, his generosity. of,
sentiment, and nobleness of souly excited her:
admiratioa and estecem. Trueman cullivated
her good opigion with an anxious. -solicitudé,,
that bespoke her dear to his heart ; and-be,
bad the happiness to know that hewas not
indifferent to the object of his love.: Ba Y

With the assistance of his. commnmcame
landlord, he was hecome acquainted ; with
every transaction that, bad occurred inthe)
village for at least twenty years back; end>
from this scource he.bad the painful miord
mation of dinnumerable abuses. which/ ks
faithless steward had. committed on: his iin<:
dustrious tepantry s all which he was deters:
mived speedily -to redress, and.to..panisi
with severity . their ungrateful auihors Qn:
this subject were his thoughts employed in:
one of hig evening walks, when he was roused.
from his litations by the sudden. excla-
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matign ‘of ‘a fethale voice ;' und raising his
eyes, behel dgmheoppo-nteazde of the hedge,
the fair object of his affections endeavouring:
to avoid the mpoﬂumtxés ‘of 'a geu!lemen
wheo was puisaing her/o (1 '

% Stay, lovely Charlotfe ™ said the stran-

7
ger: fos “"by nly fair ehshrver, do yowfly me

*“nWhy’, retnmed the nﬁ‘ngbted girl,’
are YO s0 i’mponunate"" 99 bt »

¢ Bedause]" lanéwered’ he; # 1 ‘wish to re-
move the eloud/of soreow lhlt hangs on your
Brow. " In “stiort, because I'love you.' Who
could behold beamy such as' yonrf, ‘and live
a stranger-to affection ™

1.4 Affectiofn I veturned the lovely " girl,
whde‘ the glow of houest indignation - in-
créased the vermillion of he# cheeks; * view
your recent ¢onduct ‘to my father; then say
if affection bore'a leading feature there.”

% On ‘honourable 'terms,” said he, I
sought 'your hand, which you in'scorn re-
fosed. ! ilad then your father laid on you his
cobmmands, and forced you to be ‘mine, he
had escaped my jast resenitment.”

“ My cheice was free, Sir,”said the indig-
nant maidy *#dnd perhaps it was my nature’s
fault I could wnot Tove you. ' PBut excuse
my abruptoess,” added she, withdrawing
from ker persecutor; ¢ showld " 'be seen
thus disepursing, ‘the dlscovery wonld net
2dd to my repatation.”

$This contempt, child, is very pretty,
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said the wunfeeling ‘monster; then, rud
snatching the struggling beauty to his loathed
embrace, impressed on her lovely lips the
guilty ‘purpose of his passion. At that in-
stant rage and indignation fired the soul of
Trueman, who, darting through the hedge,
seized the rude ravisher by the throat, and
hurled him to the ground.  * Detested mon-
ster,” cried the enraged youth, “ I know
thee well! Thou art the faithless steward
of the wmisused Belfont. Already has thy
fame reached thy master’s ears; nor thiunk,
vile ingrate, that he' will suffer thy villanies
to escape with impunity. Then taking the’
almost fainting Charlotte by the haud, he
hasted from this fallen Luciter, leaving him
to the torment of his guilty thoughts, and
in utter astonishment at the mysterious
words.

The fluttered spirits of the amiable Char-
lotte hardly supported her from the presence
of her base assailant, before she sunk lifeless
in the arms of her deliverer; who, urged by
fear, placed her on-a bank, and ran for water
to a neighbouring rivulet, and besprinkled-
her features with the cooling drops. Soon,
te his wishes, she uuclosed her lovely eyes ;-
and, fanned by the gentle breezes, recovered
from ‘this state of trausitory death. “ You
tremble still, my Charlotte,” said the ena-
moured youth, ¢ and, by your disordered
looks, seem to doabt your safety.”

“ O no!™ faintly answered the grateful
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fale; < where Trn:man is susplclon has’ho
dvrellmg L] B

¢ Enchanting sweetness 1% exclmmed the
enyaptured lover, catching her band and car-
rying it to his lips.  Oh! my lovely Char-
lotte, never till this bour of davger did I
know how dear an interest in‘my heart you
held., Would my sweet girl but Kindly listen
to my artless tale, would she but give my
ardent passion one approving smile—"

¢ Alas !”  interrupted’ Charlotte, rising.
from her seat, “ I have no smiles to give.
O any other subject 1 will hear you; hut
till again my father breathes the air of free-
dom, till from the chains of bondage he is
ﬁ-eed 1 have foresworn all joy.”

£h Tlll that blest .period,” said Trueman,
“ when fortupe shall cease to persecute thy
venerable sire, and give the captive to his
weeping fiiend, my passion in concealment’s
painful bosom shall dwell immured, if then
thou wilt give my artless tale attention! This
only do I ask; grant me but this, and Hope,
like a fond parent, shall nurture my love,
and Iull to rest each intrusive care ™

¢ Then, by'my hopes of bliss hereafter,”
said the lovely maid, * I vow, when that
happy hour arrives, I will net chide thy
fondness. . But tell me, if you know, what
means this sudden joy. that through the vil-,
lage reigns? bow sweetly sound the merry
bells, while every: breeze from yon shouting
throng wafts the breath of. Pleasure.”
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© “And set,” said Trueman, “where to my
Charlotte’s wﬂage ‘they bend their stéps ! it
is, methinks, no vulgar cause that swells this
1oud acelain y 5 but, see ! yourbrother comes,
the harbinger to happmess ”,

¢ Oh, Charlotte!” said Harry, as he drew
near tl.lem “ our dear father is come’ home
again. Farmer Welford brought the news
-that he was ou the road, and the whole, vil-
lage went to meet him;—they took the
horses from the chaise, and dragged him to
our cottage. My mother cries for joy, and
sent me to seek after you. Make haste, my
dear sister, my fatherlongs to see you. “And
do you, Mr. Trueman, come tdo ; my mother
has told him what a kind friend vuu have been.
1 will run back, and say you are coming.”

“ Now, now, my  Charlotte,” said “True-
man, “indulge this flood of joy, mur eheck
the soft emotious of the soul.. These tears
become thee, which, like the fleeting shower
that bates the summer’s day, give ﬁesh lustre
to the charms of nature.”’

" ¢“1s that which 1 have heard derived from
truth ?” ‘asked the astonished Charlotte ;
4 or is it but thedream of fancy ? My father
released from prison ! By whom?” ¢ Why,”
said Truemau, ¢ should you question whence
the gracious bounty came?. It is sufficient
that be isreturned.” Think, my dear Char-
lotte, the measure of his bliss incomplete,
till in ‘his paternal embrace he folds thy
lovely form, « Hasten, then, to increase and
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share his merited happiness.” - Then, folding
ber arm in. his, he burried towards her
dwelling.

Mr. Benley, at the moment of their ap-
proach, was seated at the door of the cot-
tage, surrounded by many. of his parishion-
ers, when Charlotte, breaking from True-
man, rashed into her father’s arms, exclaim-
ing, “My. dear, dear, dear father !” The en-
raptured parent mingled the tears of fond
affection with, those of filial gratitude, and
every countenance beamed with smiles of joy.
Nor was the welcome of the worthy True-
man wanting in cordiality; but when the
Jevely Charlotte related her rescue from the
hated Sandford, the murmur of applause fell
from every tongue, while the grateful father
strained the gallant stranger to his heart by
the endearing name of son.

The retarn. of the worthy pastor to bis
monrning flock was celebrated by the inba-
bitants as a sort of jubilee. Every one strove
to excel his neighbour in acts of counrtesy.
Stores of viands were counveyed from all

rts of the village ; and while, by the pale

ight of the moun, sprightly youth led up
the merry dance, cheerful age sat and quaffed
the nut-brown ale, talked over the feats of
former days, and. in thought grew young
-again. &

Charlotte, the lovely Charlotte, no more
a prey to grief, no moré the victim of de-
spair, listened to thé impassioned: breath of
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fove. The gallant Troeman forgot not to
claim, nor did the blushing maid refuse, the
promise she had made ; and hefore the hour
of parting came, her tongue confirmed the
passiou which her eyes revealed.

Every transaction that had eccurred since
Lord Belfont’s-arrival in the village he had
transmitted: to his friend Bremere ; and, on
confirmation of the oppression which his
steward had exercised upon his tenants, in-
closed the discharge of that unfeeling wretch,
withi an order to deliver his accounts to Mr.
Benley, whom he appointed his successor.
A letter, ing to this gentl his
appointment, also accompanied the packet
which Bremere duly forwarded from Loadon
in the manner his friend had directed.- By
this time Bremere, on the permission of Bel-
font, who now intended to assume his real
name and character, had refated the opinion
which bad been entertained of the derange-
ment of his lordship’s finances. The whole
was declared to be a feint; and no one was.
more affected at this uoexpeeted discovery
than Lady Caroline Blandish, the former
object of Belfont's regard.

The sensations of Sandford, on reading
Liis lordship’s letter, were such as are fami-
liar ouly to the guilty mind. In addition to
his inhuman treatment of the worthy curate,
and libidinous designs oa the honour of his
child, he had been guilty of the most bare-
faced acts of fraud on his employer; and
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couscious that ‘he had wasted the property
of' anotber man in extending his own ambi-
tious prospects of greatness, the conflict
became too painful for him to bear. The
perturbation of his mind brought on a vie-
lent fever, which, as he refused every medi-
cal assistance, soon terminated his miserable
existence.

Far different were <the feelings of Mr.
Beuley on the perusal of this epistle. That
which the ambitious Sandford fost by pride,
hé through humility’ had ~acquired. ~ The
salary annexed to the office of steward
amounted to £300 a year, an acquisition
which Mr. Benley as little expected as his
rclease from ' prison, ** How variegated,”
exclaimed he, “is the life of man! hismorn
of infancy rises immersed in clouds, and the
louring tempest carries ruin in its aspect.
Auon, the friendly breeze of Fortune disperses
the threatcnmg storm ; Prosperity’s golden
sun sheds forth its cheeri ing rays, encrvates
the chilling blasts of bleak Adversity, and
decks the evening of his days in smiles of

“ And oft the ministers of* Fate reverse
the pleasing scene !” said Trueman, who had
eatered the cottage unobserved, while Mr.
Benley was speaking.

“You come very oppormnely, my dear
friend,” said Mr. Benley, “to sharc the

Icasnre which - our new acquired’ fortune
gives;” and after hnvmg informed Trueman
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of the contents of that letter (which himsel{
bad- written), said he had discovered the
hoanteous hand.

% To-morrow,” continued Mr. Benley, “ we
purpose leaving this humble dwelling, and:
once more take possession of ouwr former
mansion, where, 1 liope, my dear friend, we
shall eujoy the pl e of 'your pany.”
“ You:do me:intinite honour, Sir,” said
Trueman, ‘“and [ will study to deserve your
favour. But where is Miss Benley, ‘Sir?”
¢¢ 1 believe you will find her in the garden,””
replied Mr. Benley. Trueman waiked to the
hottom of the garden, and found his lovely
Charlotte seated in a bower of usiers, which
herself had reared. Trueman’s approach
roused the weeping maid; she started from
her seat, hurried a letter into ber pocket,
and, with wildness in her air, darted an
angry look at the astonished youth.

“ Why, my lovely Charlotte!” said he,
alarmed «at her strangeness, * why do you
thus angrily fix on me those streaming eyes >’

“ Answer me faithfully,” said she; “art
thou what thou seemest, or, beneath that
mean attire dost thou not hide—Ha! my fears
are true ! the blush of guilt has crimsoned
over thy face, and that confased air, that
sudden start, proclaim thee false !”

“ Tell we,” said Trueman, recovering
himself, * the grounds on which you have
raised this unkind suspicion of my honor I

“ This will inform you, Sir,” replied Miss
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Benley, drawing from her bosom a paper—
“ A friend of Miss Benley advises her to be
on her guard. Trueman is not what he
seems ; bat, bencath theappearance of rastic
honesty, harbours designs destructive of her
peace and honour.”’ ‘ Now, Sir, what can
gou plead to this charge  asked the sus-
picious maid. ¢ Miss Benley,” said True-
man, in a firm and animated tone, * to the
charge here preferred against me, that I am
not what I seem, I plead guilty ; but to the
rest, with all my soul, I pronounce it a base
falsehood, which, at the peril of my life, I
will prove on its author, if ever Fortune shall
make the traitor known.” ¢ Less warmtl;
methinks, Sir,” said the angry maid, * will
better serve the cause of truth.”

¢ Less warmth, madam,” returned True-
man, “ would confirm me the guilty wretch
your hard thoughts and this vile scroll have
made me. But tell me, Charlotte, if I can
repel, by truth indubitable, this unjust ar-
raignment of my honor, what reward [ may
expect !”

“Oh!” said the half-forgiving nymph,’
¢ clear but thyself of these gross suspicions,
with which 1 do confess my mind is filled ;
appear but the man my fond wishes have
formed thee; and, though Fcrtune, while
she raised me to the giddy heights of great-
ness, should sink thee to the lowest cbb of
poverty, 1 would reject the crowned mo-
narch’s hand to share thy honest love !” J
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“Then dismiss thy fears,” said the en-
raptured lover, “ and kuow, that he whe
thus prostrates himself at thy feet, a willing
slave, is the happy Belfont.”

“Lord“ 16 ll-" Aad J‘he Iah
ed Charlotte.

¢ Yes, my dear girl,” he returned, “fhe
rich, the happy Belfont lives the vassal.of’
your power. In the haunts of titled gran-
deur, amid the sumptuous domes of great-
ness, I sought for beauty, worth, and he-
nour 3 for pure, disinterested love; but®
fruitless was my search. In the calm se-
questered shades of human life, in the
person of my lovely Charlotte, 1 have found
them ; nor would 1, for all else beneath the
canopy of heaven, forego the envied prize.
But tell me, lovely girl,” continued ‘he,
¢ from what envious hand didst thou receive
this vile defamer of my truth "

¢ Last night, when daocing oun the green,”
replied Miss Benley, “ a letter fell from your
pocket. I took it up uunobserved, and after:
the company retired perused its contents:;
from these I learned that you werein disguise.”™

“ Aund the rest,” replied Belfont, * your
fears supplied »”

“ Even so, my lord,” in soft confusien ve-
plied the lovely maid.

“ Then, truly,” said Belfont, “you had
reason for suspicion. But come, my lovely
bride, for such I may now call you,” conti-
nued his lordship, “let us disclose our
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mutual passion to your parents. Theirap-
probation gamed we then will name the
bappy day.”

The yielding fair-one gave him- her hand,
aad he led ber to the cottage, where he
found Mr. Benley on the point of going out.
¢ May I entreat a moment’s conversation
Bcfore you leave us, Sir?” asked his lordship.

ye, my good. Sir, an bour’s, if. you
pletse replied Mr. Benley

-4 Thus it is, Sir,” smd Belfont ; “ your
ﬂllghter has beauty, worth,.and ingocence.
To say 1 barely love her falls far short of the
measure of my affections. 1 sought, I
gained her fond regard; and it is now our
mautaal wish, with your consent, to exchange
at the altar our holy vows, and sign a con-
tract of eternal love.”

“ How. say you, Charlotte :” asked. Mr.
Benley ; “ in this does Mr. lrueman speak
the wishes of your heart :”

- % He has my free consent, Sir, to what he
wow proposes,” auswered the blushing maid.

“The request is somewhat sudden,” re-
samed Mr. Benley; ¢ it is true 1 have found
you worthy, and your merit well deserves the
treasure which it seeks 3 but a tender regard
for the happiness of my ’ chitd forbids me to
give a too precipitate answer; and some
little enquiry, methinks, is necessary to—"

“ True,” interrupted Belfont, “it is a
matter that requires the most serious consi-:
deration ; and the relactance which you feel
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to decide this important request, gives addi-
tional worth to your character. An accident,”
continued his lordship, ¢ has revealed to the
fair object of my wishes—or I  should have
worn the mask a few days longer—that he
who sought to win her love was not the Towly
peasant he appeared. With angry voice she
questioned my fidelity, and charged me,
Heaven knows Low wrongfully, with medi..
tating designs against her honour. To repel
this urjust suspicion of the purest passion
that ever warmed the breast of a man, I
threw aside 'disguise, and confessed myself
the happy Belfout.”

“ Your lordship does not mean to sport
with our misfortnues ?” said the astonished
pearent.

# No, ou my honour "’ replied his lord-
ship ; ¢ that which I have proposed it is my
most earnest wish should be accomplished.™

“ Then take her, my lord,” said Mr. Ben-
ley, presenting to him his daughter’s hand;
;‘ and may she prove deserving of your
ove !”

“ Thaunks! a thousand thanks!™ returned
the grateful youth, “for the precious gift.
And now, Sir, by your leave, we will again
assemble our rustic friends, and spead the
night in merriment; and to-morrow, yes! if
my Charlotte will indulgc the foud request,
to-morrow’s sun shall light us to the bridal-
bed !”

The lovely maid smiled consent, and Mr.
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Benley hastened to the village, where the
joyful tidings soon spread. The tenants flew
«with cheerful haste to pay their duty to
-their illustrious landlord, and none refused
the invitation of his lordship.

¢ Joy reigned, and pleasure lit the smiling
scene.”’

The dance, the song, the catch, and mel-
Tow ale, went round ; while time flew swifily
on,. and night, alinost wacbserved, resigned
ler sable reign. Tlie ruddy morn peeped
over the misty mountain’s top, and the
gairish sun, with more thau usual brightness,.
rose to grace the nuptials of the happy pair.
Trausplanted from the vale of humble life
snto the gay parterre of stately grandeur,
the virtues of the beauteous Charlotte in all
their native splendour shome. The ena-
moured Belfont, each retnrning day, found
in his Jovely consort new beauties to admire;

- .while a numerons offspring, emblems of the
race from whence they sprung, heightened
the pleasures of the marriage state, and
filled the measure of their earthly bliss,
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