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ADVERTISEMENT.

A litle fragment of a Book,, like the prasen

gment of a , like the nt,
docs not deserve a Preface: but for that very
reason it calls for an Advertisement, 1o ac-
conl for its smallness. The Tale here given is
only one of Three intended for this volume.
The tirme for the Author’s departure for Italy
arvived , before eilher of tle others could be
carried through the Press.

Fictions of this sort are among the Author’s
amusernents and relaxalions from severer
studies, It would be wiserable, if Faucy
should be excluded from growing Ages
though it ought to become mellower and
deeper. Apologies are vainy solicitations for

vour are lrealed wilh scorn : this Irifle must
take its chance, The writer has uot the insen=
gibility to be callous lo criticism, just, or un=
just: a life of stroggle and persecitiun has

iven him the fortitude lo bear it, But about
t :lfrmnl light plaything of his pen he may,
well be

indifierent.

Genepa, Aug. 23.181g.






WINTER LEAVES.

DARCY.

===

A:Bell'.r four years ago I acciden-
tally met, on a journey into a distant
part of England, an old friend, whom
1 had not seen for some time, though
1 had kept up an occasional corres-
pondence with him. Our direction
wras partly the same, and yve travelled
for two or three days together. Our
conversation was full ofinterest; and,
to me, of information.

I shall take the liberty of changing
the names of the parties, as circum-
stances of delicacy require that the
individuals should not be too plainly

pointed out.



2 DARCY.

Ve had alighted from the carriage
to walk up an hill; and arriving at the
summit hefore it, had cagt our eyes
around, when a wooded valley on the
other side; and a little church, that
stood embowered in trees at the bot-
tom, tempted me to hasten down the
declivity without waiting for the vehi-
cle. My companion, whomhe reader
must hercafter know under the name
of DArcy, followed me ; but not with
his usual alacrity. I had already got
within the churchyard; and was exami.
ning the ancient structure, and pacing
-among the graves,, when I looked up,
and saw Darcy leaning against a but-
tress of the tower, as if lost in contem-
plation. His hand was half over his
~ eyes; and his countenancelooked pale,

At that moment 1 was approaching
a t?mbstnnﬂ, which caught my atten-
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tion by something less rude in the
sculpture of the letters, and by aun ex-
traordinary and elegant brevity in the
few pathetic words they contained.
While poring upon it, I heard a sigh,
and something like a convulsive burst
of tears ill suppressed. It was Darcy:
« You read there, » said he, « the
Memorial of one, whose loss 1 de-
plore, and whose neglected lot 1 think
upon with indignant regret.» — He
spoke this in a tremulous voice, scar-
eely distinguishable through the tears,
which flowed down his cheeks.

1 knew him too well to interrupt
him: T left his grief to take its own
course. 1 was sure that in due time
I should hear the full history of this
object of his lamentation. The carriage
was at the gate: we withdrew, and
proceeded on our journey.



