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FREFACE.

Tur most improbable features of the following
story, viz, the leading incident and the coareer of
Clairmont, are founded on fact.  The author has
availed himself of the license allotted o writers of
fietion, and transformed character at pleasure,
particularly that of the young lady on whose most
mysterious fate the story is founded. Neither has
he bound himself to & delineation of society as it
existed at the period of the real occurrence, which
took place many years since in New-York ; yet
be doez not profess 1o have grasped the more noble
materials which the higher eircles of his country at
this moment offer to the novelist, but has rather
sketched, perhaps with a somewhat mischicvous
hand, certain pecoliaritics adapied to his purpose,
He frankly bespeaks the indulgence of all the
sapient and solemn critics.

The art of novel-writing, however long associated
with heart-broken boarding-school girls, and sen-
timental chambermaids, is now as dignified as that
of Canova, Mozart, or Raphael. In learning 10
arrangé a succession of heavenly sounds, to imbody
gweet shapes in marble, o breathe fervid beauty
on the coscl, how many an inspired genivs has
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devotad all his hours,  Is it not ag exalled a study
te copy from the great world those #infinite doings™
of the mind and heart which make up the material
of homan existence!

That the wriler has succeeded in accomplishing
thig, he dares not hope. As an humble student, and
peradventure with a feeble hand, be has thrown
his groupings upon the canvaszs, and now, like the
bay-painter in the * Disowned,” stands concealed
behind the corinin, to hear, perhiaps, some erudile
8ir Joshua say—* He had belter burn i/

Preres, Marck 20, 1534,
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CHAPTER L

An American Ciiy—Nere- Verd Winder—Slaipbing—Ceriam
Charactors wmkom the Feader will do well 8 remember—An
i::fmﬂ. rekich perhage de will farzel before the end of Mha

= *T'was in the flesh of tho mommor's prime,
Tweo bundred yones ngn,
When a ship bnto an unknows hay
Lnena plhfinge—soft nml show.
'S - - - - -
Al wna 28l 0m river nod Kill,
At the diveen af that siosmer's day §
Them was ol 8 sonnd, svee the Apple grownd
Tha nh.-'||1-. s shee et Hee WiF.

Then the aslls Mapp’d haek, foe the wind was alnek,
Amil the vesol lay h!f-:-rlirlg thera
And wven the Dutchmen sxolnimed, * Mein God
An ther yaved onon soene so fric™
A Fivtan of the Hudion : by IFilliam Cor,

A pristaast January morning broke over the
beawtilal city of Now-York, Her two magnificent
rivers came sweeping and sparkling down into her
immense bay, which, bound in like a lake on every
side with circling shores, rolled and flashed in the
unclouded sunshine. The wown itself rose directly
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formed o shoot throngh the flood with arrowy
swiltness, their clean brigin colours shining @ the
sun, bearing sometimes a thousind persons on
excursions of buziness and pleasure, spouting forth
fire and steam like mensirons dragons, and leaving
lang tracks of smoke on the blue heaven, Amo
other evidences of a great maritime power, repose
severnl giant vessels of war,—those siern, tromen.
dous messengers of the deep, walting, on the win
of heaven, the thunderbolt of death across the
solermn world of waters; bot now lying, like for-
trosses, motionless on the tde, and ready 1o bear
over the globe the friendly pledges or the grave
demends of a nation which, In the recellection of
somee of 1ls mﬁ'vivihg citizens, wis 0 schmisgive
colony, without power and without A name, You
might deem the magnificent city, that lny thos
extended upon the flood, Venlee, when that won-
derful republic hold the commerce of the world,
In a grenter degree, indeed, than Loadon, notwith-
statding tho superior amount of sh‘lppi?ﬁu]:lﬂ-:sewe:[
by the latter, New-Y ork at first strikes the stranger
entering into its harboor with signs of commercial
prosperity and wealth. In the mighty British
metropolis, the vessels lie locked in dockyards, or
half-buried under fog and smoke. The narrow
Thames presents Hithe more than that portion acio-
ally in motion ; and, in a sail from Margnte to wown,
the vast number are seen only in swecession : but
here, the whole crowded, broad, amnd moving pane-
rarma breake st once upon the eye ; and through a
Erﬁ:cﬂ y pure and bright atmosphere nothiog can
more siriking and exquisite,

It was n frosty winter moming, and the general
gplendour of the scene was heightened by the faet
that, for some days previcus, a heavy fRll of spow
had come down silently and thickly from heaven,
without wind and without rain.  The whole ple-

¥k §—1
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ture was now glittering with tracts of stainless
white. The roofs were hidden bepeath fleecy
mazses. The tress were cased with brilliant lustre,
amd held out their naked branehes sparkling in the
sun. The shores, s En%e:wn to the water's cdge,
leaned brightly 1o ms of morning. Even
the waves themselves bore on their bosoms, u urged
gently along, and dashed ever apd anon against
each other, thlr:.k cahes of snow-covered iee, which
had drified down from the rivers, but yet not in
sufficient quantities 1o interrupt the nevigniion.
The roar and thunder of the town could be heard
from the bay, as the hundreds of thousands of her
citizens awoke to their accustomed occupations.
Tive shounts of artisans and (rade s the elink of
hammers from the mmgtd and ]:IHB]-' wharves and
piard.!, the inspi “ heave-yoes™ with which
raWny fars ﬂmcmd their 'Iahnursl amid thn}
mass of shipping (itself a city), the clanging o
hoofs, the shoflling of feet, the ringing of bells, the
clash of voices, and all the medley of sounds pecu-
liar !.u- ibs newly awakened concourse of a vast and
% ng population, rose cheerfully on the air.
i’h&mver the eye wandered, it met only scenes of
bustle, haste, gavely, and earnest occupation.
But if the exterior of the city presented so lively
pictare, the interior was yet more inspiriting.
Em.udwnl_y » the principal streel, was now the cenire
of one of those gay and giddy scenes known only
to the inhabitants of cold countries, and which to
many offer ter atiractions than the odoriferous
vales and ing of ltaly or Asia. True, thesc
Tomantic c imes where the human race enjoy o
temperatire so wild and plensant as to pormit of
their almost dwelling in the open air even in the
coldest season, have, in their softer charms, seme-
thing unspeskably sweet and allering.  Those
lusclous ever-green valleys, those luxoriant hills,

P
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those rich slopes, clothed with the most gorgeous
fruits and the tenderest and deepest verdore, and,
reore than all, those gentle and trassparent skies,
seom beneficently desizned for man in his more
uneivilized state, or for the poor. 1t must be
delightful for the peoniless, the aged, znd the houze-
lesz, unable to procure alothing or foel, to find the
dawn ever diffusing o genial and balmy warmth
over nature.  The tenant of the rede and scantily
furnished hut flings open his window and admits
the fragrant sweets. Mere day is to them nﬁg‘iﬁ
nmd a Blessing ; the sun is their cloak and their fire.
Those old Italian Jandscapes, with the warm yellow
light gleaming delisiously in through sn open case-
ment, are finely characteristiec. But are we not
apt to mngnil'f,r the advantages of this universal
and perpetual blandnessof heaven? Troe, the half-
clad fAsherman fings himsell carelessly down, and
ﬂ:ll.'!{'.Pi upon the beach; the beggar lics stretched
agninst a sunny wall, drying the night-dews from
hiz tattered garments, and partaking in peace the
slombers which he could not enjoy beneath the less
benignant influence of the stars ; the wrinkled and
time-stricken dames, * the spinsters and the knitters
in the sun,” bring their work in front of their cot-
tames, and, to see them, the piﬁ;im Irom o northern
clime fancies them happy as the children of Eden.
But [ doobt whether the vigorous and anfi;ven'ln%;
ioys of winter are not morz conducive to health
and happiness.  An lialian wvale, breathing its
sweetest odours, and sparkling under its pleasantest
sunshina, is but a dull picture compared with
Broadway on the bright morning after a hea

fall of spow. No scene can be more full of life
and action. Every thing appears in & whirl of
delight. A spirit of joy and impulse hangs in the
air, pervades all the city, and pours its fires through
the veinsof every living creature. The exhilarating
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atmosphere braces the limbs, :Huinhana the ste
flushes the cheek, filla the eye with lustre, puts aﬁ£
care, thought, and dulness, and produees a high
state of animal cooyment,  Those ofd snow-storms
have wofortunately of later years made their
merry visits lesz froquently. “The feeey workd
now descends in smaller quantities, apd disnppears
in & shorter period, 1 can fancy the rising gene-
ration smiling when we, of the old sthool, lament
the forms and fashions of the Izst century. The
voung rogues, peradventore, may be amosed by
wondering what value we eoan attach to 3 powdered
quens or a platted wristband ; but, by thiz hapd !
when the elements themselves alter and remould
their usages—when scasons roll in different shapes,
when honest old Winter, instead of siniding forward,
is wis his wont, wrapped in eloak and fur, his chesk
glowing with the eold, and tho sparry icicle glitter.
|r:§ around his cap and beord, steals forward with
anly a fashiopable mantle and an umbrella—Heaven
gava the mark! we may well lament. [ cannot
write calmly of those glorious old snow-storms,
Ohae of them had now descended upon New-York,
and the inhabitants, as the dav advanced, seemed
conseions of no other earthly object than the enjoy-
mont of sleighing. Countless throngs of the wa«ulti-
st and most fshionable were gatherad into that
brond and beaustiful street, which extends three or
four miles in,a line stroight as an arrow, its long
wizta of elepant hopses remarkable for their uniform
anpeet of affluence and comlort, snd presenting, in
their extreme neatness, and, particulardy in. the
beauty of their entrances, a striking contrast to the
street views of Paris, with ocoly two exceptions,
and 1o those of other continental cities without
any., Its world of lovely women were abrooad.
Such rosy cheeks, such melling cyes as pussed up
and down, that dazzlingday ! Huondreds of sleighs,
drawn sometimes by one horse and sometimes by



