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  Few islands in the West Indies equal, in rough picturesqueness, healthful climate, and singular formation, that of Saint Lucia. One of the lesser Antilles, it is proverbially known for its wild and romantic scenery, its dark and gloomy forests, its fertile valleys and plains, its lowering precipices, shallow streams, and deep ravines. In some parts, lofty mountains tower to the skies—the bold majestic Pitons, for example—two pyramids of solid rock, of most remarkable character, near the beautiful Bay of Soufrière. Their summit has never been reached, the sides being fearfully precipitous, but their base is fringed with verdure and cane-fields. The Soufrière itself, a volcanic mountain, is one startling feature in the beauties of the island, and is perhaps one of the most remarkable volcanoes in the world, being in a continuous though mild state of eruption.


  A far more agreeable circumstance connected with Saint Lucia, or Saint Lucy, as it is familiarly called, is the fact that it possesses one of the most extensive harbours in the whole West Indies, capable of containing in perfect safety the largest fleet that ever sailed.


  Castries, though the most important place in the island, is situated on a low alluvial plain, below the level of the sea, while to the south towers the Morne Fortunè, with its fastnesses and fortifications, its barracks and buildings of every description.


  Towards the end of the last century, when, after several struggles, Saint Lucia remained in the hands of the French, England having ceded it, on making peace, there dwelt in Castries one Michel Roseau, who, like the majority of his neighbours, took every advantage of this happy period of tranquillity to improve his fortunes. His crops were heavy, his returns rapid, and Michel rejoiced, as the bags of silver increased in weight beneath his eye; and negro after negro was added to the number of slaves on his plantation. He did not rejoice on his own account merely, but for the sake of his only daughter, whom he had resolved should be the richest heiress in Saint Lucia.


  Marie Roseau was a beauty and sixteen, with a clear, red and white complexion, hazel eyes, and light hair, the delight of her father’s heart—and, alas, the mistress of her father’s house! To a certain extent, Michel being a widower, this was to be expected; but Marie was a spoilt child, and at sixteen she had gained a complete ascendancy not only over his whole household but also over him.


  About the time that Marie attained her sixteenth year—that is, in the early part of 1792—Colonel de Gimat was governor of the island, and under his firm but mild rule, the most happy and prosperous era of the colony occurred. During the numerous changes of masters undergone by Saint Lucia, an English family of the name of Grey had settled on the island, the sole representative of which was Fortunè Grey. Master of a large estate, and owner of a vast number of slaves, Grey looked around him fora partner to share his happiness, and accident bringing him in contact with Marie Roseau, he declared himself her suitor. Michel was delighted, and Marie herself expressed no distaste for the match. But there was another secret aspirant to her hand, a young French Creole, named Vincent Goyraud.


  One day Marie Roseau was seated, in company with her father and Fortané, in the verandah fronting their house, which was close upon the water's edge, near a species of quay, along which lay numerous. small vessels. It was not a mansion of much pretension, but of great comfort, and boasted a neat garden, in which coffee-bushes and vines were the chief ornaments. The party were admiring a schooner, moored to a buoy, and ready for sea.


  Her long, black hull, low bulwarks, tall, handsome, raking masts, her huge mainsail and foresail flapping lazily in the light breeze; her squaresail on the foremast screened by a tarpaulin from the wet; her jib and flying jib hanging down over the long booms; her clear deck, her shining tarry shrouds, with not a single missing rattling, were all matter of admiration to the little party collected beneath the verandah. Nor were they its only admirers, for close in front of them, leaning against a post, with his back to the house, was one whose gaze had been riveted upon the schooner ever since they had come forth from the interior of the house.


  "A sweet craft, such as one would love to travel in,” observed Marie.


  “ If you wish to make a journey in her, she is at your service,” said the man before them, turning round. “You have relations in Martinique, Monsieur Roseau; and if you and your pretty daughter desire to visit them, the ‘ Belle Marie’ is at your service.”


  The young girl blushed, and looked delighted. Fortune frowned, and even Michel looked displeased.


  “I should like of ail things to go,” exclaimed Marie. “Dear father, let us accept the offer.”


  “ You will not consent, sir,” said Fortunè Grey, addressing Michel, respectfully, but firmly; “the ‘Faithful,’ which Monsieur Vincent Goyraud has on the spot re-christened the ‘ Belle Marie,’ is no fit craft for your daughter.”


  Marie opened her eyes, in utter astonishment, Michel looked irresolute, while Vincent Goyraud frowned, and then, smiling, said—‘ Tis for the lady to decide. Her ay or nay, and not yours, will decide it, Mr. Grey.”


  “ My daughter declines your offer,” interposed Michel, quickly.


  Goyraud made no further remonstrance. Marie’s colour went and came, her cheeks were flushed with crimson, her eyes flashed fire, and, darting an angry, scornful look at Grey, and curtseying to Vincent, she hurried from the verandah. Goyraud bowed, and whistling loudly, was speedily on board his handsome craft.


  From that day, Marie treated Fortunè with much coldness; and though he persevered in his suit, it proceeded but slowly. Vincent, meantime, declared himself openly her lover, though Marie studiously avoided all allusion to his name.


  -About this time the first hollow murmurings of that mighty revolution, which, while it, hurricane-like, cleared the air of much foulness, was terrible and bloody in its progress, reached the island of Saint Lucia, and affected the parties in different degrees. By the governor and his friends it was viewed with undisguised abhorrence; by Fortune Grey it was heralded as the advent of a great moral change for the better, while Vincent Goyraud, and those infected by the incendiary pamphlets, which arrived in cart-loads, hoped for what really happened.


  In December, 1792, there arrived in Saint Lucia, the frigate “ La Félicité,” commanded by Captain La Crosse, with the news of the great events of the 10th of August. The governor immediately fled, Montdenoix and Linger, two republican agents, came and hoisted the tri-colour flag on the Morne Fortunè, while the Saint Lucians received permission, in consequence of their eminent patriotism, to send a deputy to the National Convention, which further conferred upon them the appellation of Faithful. A most lamentable state of things followed; the work of the estates was discontinued; the plantations were deserted, and anarchy and terror prevailed throughout the island.


  Fortunè Grey was at first impelled to offer himself as candidate for the honour of representing Saint Lucia in the Convention, but being defeated by Citoyen Goyraud, he retired from any participation in the events that followed. Care of his negroes and his plantation alone occupied his attention. Citoyen Goyraud being now supreme, he and General Ricard issued a decree, abolishing slavery—a measure, dangerous in the extreme when suddenly carried into effect. The I result proved it so. All the blacks refused to work, the estates went to ruin, and pillage and robbery were the order of the day. Grey and Goyraud often met as suitors to Marie; but her father refused his sanction to any marriage, until tranquillity was restored.


  While this lawless state of things prevailed, a British fleet appeared before the island. War had commenced between England and France, and one of the first acts of the former power was to effect the reduction of Saint Lucia. The confusion and astonishment of the governor and of Citoyen Goyraud were beyond description; but hastily retiring with the garrison and their partizans to Morne Fortunè, they prepared for defence. Prince Edward, afterwards the Duke of Kent, led the van, and, after a fourteen hours’ contest, planted the British colours on the summit of the fortress.


  It was late in the evening—a short time after the surrender of the troops, who were immediately sent to France—that Marie sat alone in her chamber. The firing had ceased, and she began to wonder that her father and Fortunè were not returned from gazing at the fray, when a knock at the room-door startled her, and Vincent Goyraud entered.


  The Citizen, as he was generally called, was pale and bloody; his clothes were torn; his hand clasped a sabre, while the red cap of liberty surmounted his brow.


  “Marie!” he cried, “I am hunted for my life, like a dog.”. This was false; but Goyraud counted very strongly upon his power of exciting compassion. ‘In a few moments they will be upon me. I love you—passionately love you!—without you life is as nothing. If I depart now we never meet again. Victory has declared for the tyrants, and I must to the woods. Take pity on me, and let me not go alone.”


  Marie did not love Grey; his stern and firm character excited her fear at times; she knew that he would ever refuse what he thought it wrong to grant, and the spoiled child could not bear the idea of a master. Vincent Goyraud was handsome and ardent; he promised rounded by groups of chattering negroes, while roughly erected huts and tents served to shelter them from the heavy dew when at rest. Several sentinels paced up and down, while an advanced picket was thrown out to within twenty yards of where Fortunè was concealed. Occasionally a black would emerge from the road which led thence to Castries, and now and then a foraging party came in laden with spoil. Presently, however, all bustle ceased, and the whole ' camp, the sentinels excepted, was wrapped in profound slumber.


  Fortunè Grey, however, moved not, and, wrapping his cloak round his head, resigned himself also to sleep, from which he did not awake; until aroused by the loud report of musketry, mingled with hurrahs and yells. Looking forth he saw a column of British infantry gallantly charging up to the insurgent breastworks, while the negroes and whites received them with equal courage.


  Fortunè immediately slipped from his tree and headed his men, who. were already under arms. To their great surprise he led them from the scene of conflict, and taking the road to Vieux Fort, presently plunged once more into a forest path, leading to the base of the other side of Soufrière. He had not advanced long, when, entering a deep ravine, he was challenged by sentinels.


  Deep silence succeeded, and then volley after volley, followed by the heavy tramp of a charge, by which Fortunè Grey endeavoured to force this position. The defence, however, made by the negro insurgents was gallant in the extreme, and the fire from the mouth of a dark cavern, in the side of the ravine, so galling, that a retreat ensued. Again and again the young planter led his men on, and again and again they were driven back by the blacks. At length Grey divided his party, and, secreting one-half behind trees, directed them to keep up a constant fire, while with the rest he headed a charge. A faint resistance was now offered, and the young planter was master of the position.


  Commanding his men to secure the prisoners, Grey rushed to the inside of the cavern. At first, by the dim light of a torch, he saw. nothing; but presently his eye caught sight of an ancient negress leaning against the wall.


  “This is the abode of Citoyen Goyraud!” cried Fortunè, fiercely.


  “Where is he?”


  “Massa at Soufrière—him gone fight for libertee.”


  “Fortunè! Fortunè!” said a faint voice.


  "Next moment, the young planter knelt beside the pallet of Marie Roseau—Marie Roseau still—dying from the effect of a chance musketball.


  “ And I am your murderer?” cried Grey, passionately.


  “Hush, Fortunè, hush!” said the dying girl. ‘God is very good to me. I have no time to say much. Listen, then, and do not speak; until I have done. I have been dying this half hour; and during that time I have for the first time seen myself. I feel, that while I must blame my dear, kind father for humouring me so much, I have cruelly abused his fondness. Ah, Fortunè, the first time you thwarted me, you acted nobly and wisely; but I was blind, and I hated you for it.”


  “Oh!” exclaimed Grey, unable to repress his emotion.


  "But not now,” she added, faintly. "Accustomed to have my way in all things, I felt sympathy with the man who taught me to disobey. Goyraud was my evil genius. During my journey here, I discovered that my heart had no share in my evasion—that pique and compassion alone urged me. I refused, therefore, to wed Goyraud, and have been a prisoner ever since. Tell my dear father this, Fortunè, and be a son unto him.”


  In conversation, gradually more heart-broken on the part of the young man, and fainter on that of Marie, one mournful half hour passed, and then, in the cavern of Mountain Soufrière, surrounded by the signs of a bloody struggle, died the spoiled child, a victim to a mistaken sense of kindness. With a different education, taught to control her wishes, and to be guided by reason and prudence, she might have lived a happy wife and proud mother, to gladden the hearth, and cheer the old age of her too fond parent.


  Hastily forming a bier, and placing the body upon it, Fortunè ordered his men to march, and making for the highway, to Vieux Fort, reached it in time to join the retreating and defeated British column. The Beauty of Castries was buried on the rocky point of the island within the fort, and all his quiet hopes being interred with it, Grey took service with the British, and died, at an advanced age, a bachelor and a general.


  Michel Roseau lived but a few months after his daughter; and Citoyen Goyraud, after governing Saint Lucia for fifteen months, was finally expelled by Sir Ralph Abercrombie and Sir John Moore, and died in exile.


   


  -THE END-
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